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Natalie pulled
the old Toyota into the driveway. She sat there for a moment,
looking over the steering wheel at the house where she’d grown up.
It hadn’t really changed much, on the outside at least. Her parents
still had the rosebushes in the front garden. They were bright
spots of red against the white siding of the building.

Without looking
down, she grabbed the key and turned it, killing the engine. No one
had come out to greet her, which she found odd. Her parents had
told her on the phone that James would be there to help with her
bags from college.

They’d said
they weren’t going to be home right away, and they didn’t want her
to be there all alone. Her dad had asked James, his best friend, to
be there and help her when she arrived.

She considered
honking the horn, but figured it would probably be best just to
drag her own stuff inside.

Stepping out of
the car, she tugged at her shorts. They’d ridden up her legs during
the drive, outlining her sex. Driving had actually become rather
difficult for the last fifteen minutes or so; the way her shorts
had ridden up made it so that every bump jolted right against her
sensitive clit. She found herself a little short of breath,
standing in the driveway with a heat spreading from her crotch.

Popping the
trunk, Natalie grabbed her two suitcases while trying to ignore how
horny she suddenly felt. Damn, she thought, I wish Gavin
had agreed to come on this visit as well. Gavin had been her
boyfriend for two years, and he knew just how to satisfy her.

Loaded down
with her heavy bags, she made her way up the two steps to the front
door. All she could really think about was how she was going to be
stuck trying to find time to masturbate.

Besides, she
wasn’t looking forward to seeing James. He’d always been rather
cold toward her, especially when her parents weren’t around.

Setting down
one suitcase, she reached for the screen door. The main door swung
inwards behind it. As Natalie looked up, she started.

It was James.
He frowned down at her. He had on a pair of jeans and nothing else.
She found herself staring at his body. He’d always taken care to be
fully clothed around her for some reason. She had no idea why; he
was in good shape. He had a day’s worth of stubble on his
well-defined features that seemed to Natalie at that moment
extremely masculine.

Before she
could push the curiosity back, she found herself glancing at the
front of his pants and wondering what was hidden behind the layer
of denim. A shiver of arousal ran up her spine as she felt her
pussy get wet.

“Thought it was
tomorrow you were supposed to be here?” James asked, making no move
or offer to help her with the obviously heavy luggage.

Ah,
Natalie thought as she felt her anger toward the man rekindle,
there’s the man I remember. He’d probably thought he’d hang
out a day early at the house and use the big screen TV without
anyone else around.

“No, it was
definitely today. I can call mom and dad and get them to tell you,
if you want?”

James got a
faraway look in his eyes as though he was actually carefully
considering her sarcasm as a serious question. After a few moments,
he opened the screen door for her. She could see the disapproval in
his eyes at the scanty clothes she had on, and the way they clung
to the feminine shape of her body. She wasn’t going to apologize;
her car didn’t have air conditioning, and dressing in light clothes
was how she kept cool.

“Here,” he
said, grabbing both bags out of her hands and hefting them as
though they only weighed a pound or two each.

She followed
him inside. A sigh escaped her lips as she felt the cool kiss of
the air conditioner on her skin.

Then she found
her eyes on James’s back as he made his way up the stairs. She
watched the way the V-shaped muscle moved under his skin. For a
moment, she forgot that he really was old enough to be her
father.

“It seems like
everything’s all right with you, James,” she said as they walked
into her old bedroom.

He bent over
and set the bags on the floor beside her bed, giving her a moment
to admire the firm roundness of his ass for a moment before he
turned around.

That frown of
disappointment was on his face again, “I am all right, Natalie. You
know, I really do wish we could have been friends.”

She felt a jolt
of shock through her chest, realizing she’d never really spoken
with James very much without her parents around. There was a raw
honesty in his voice, a type of vulnerability she’d never really
heard before.

“Well, now that
it seems we’re being honest with each other, I never talked to you
because I don’t think you like me very much. I think you just
suffered through having me around to be around my dad,” Natalie
said. She’d put her hands on her hips and spoke standing only an
inch or two away from James.

She looked up
into his eyes, trying to give him the hardest look she could
muster. He searched her face with those penetrating eyes of his.
She could see the anger flaring up behind them.

When she
noticed his eyes flick down to her lips, then back to her own eyes,
she felt the sudden urge to grab him by the head and pull him down
into a kiss. She swallowed, trembling as she felt her body’s need
for him surge.

“I’ve always
liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you
all this time,” James said, finally looking away from her.

Even though
he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t
cooled at all. She struggled with it.

Reaching up
with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so
that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out
now, before her parents got home. She wanted this to be a nice,
pleasant visit.

“If you like
me, then why did you act the way that you did?” Natalie asked.

He looked away
for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly
started at the intensity in them.

“Because I feel
things for you that I shouldn’t feel for the daughter of a close
friend.”

Her body
actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the
look in his eyes, Natalie came to a decision. She knew what needed
to happen next.

“James,” she
said, the word feeling strange as it came out of her mouth, “I want
you to fuck me.”

His eyes
widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so
close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down
and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

Then he grabbed
her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought
hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for
each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as
they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

Natalie found
her hands had their own desires. They moved round James’ss back,
touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired
earlier.

An involuntary
tremble took her body as James’s strong hands slid down her back
and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken,
and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to
drown any other thoughts or wants.

Leaving one
hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of
her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at
the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down
her long neck.

“Oh, James, I’m
so wet...” Natalie said.

She gasped as
she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost
to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting
his power over the object of his desire.

They almost
tripped over Natalie’s luggage as James shoved her down onto the
bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

A moan escaped
her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy.
Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks
and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the
rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive
parts.

James stopped
kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge
against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one
arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved
between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck
for a second.

He squeezed
lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to
rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

His hand moved
away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra,
then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen.

Slipping his
hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in
one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it
behind him without looking away from her figure.

A hungry look
took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff
nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and
took one nipple in his mouth.

Natalie grabbed
his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and
wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered
flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth
bite down lightly.

When she could
take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell
sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths.

“Oh, James...”
Natalie moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires
throughout her body.

She pulled his
face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you
lick me, James?”

The need to
feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other
thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would
just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her
need.

“Yes, baby,” he
said.

He kissed her
neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This
time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her
breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her
stomach and she started moaning.

Without
breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her
shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her
there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit.

When he began
pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as
the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor.



His hands slid
up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers
moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing
her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through
her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and
pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt
them brush past before kissing the other fold.

“Please,
James...” Natalie begged.

James changed
position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees
and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips
and folds of her pussy.

Sticking his
tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between
her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly
at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a
little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain
to see.

Then he opened
his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind
his tongue against her.

Natalie
squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder
against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more
force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of
her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before.

“That’s so
good, James,” Natalie said. She grabbed him by the back of the head
and jam his face even harder against her.

Then he stopped
licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as
his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and
again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his
face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was
hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her,
originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her,
igniting every nerve and fibre.

But when her
orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His
whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and
his lips were red from all the rubbing.

Sitting up on
the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a
kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed
to fuel her desire for him even more.

She stood,
still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and
undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His
cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the
floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

Grabbing him,
she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he
was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his
shaft with one hand.

“It’s so big
and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her
fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

She smiled for
a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips
sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up
lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue.

“That’s so
good, baby,” James said. He held her hair out of the way and
watched her lips work his cock.

Her need to
have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back,
spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva
into his flesh with her fingers.

Then she
climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support.
Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Natalie
lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and
stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his
chest.

James grabbed
her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could
feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel
hers.

He felt so
large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down
on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her
teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his
girth.

She sank down
on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved
deeper inside her. James helped, pulling down on her ass while
simultaneously lifting his hips.

Soon, more than
half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to
take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She
could still feel him throbbing in her.

Just thinking
about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a
second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his
chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her
pussy did.

When Natalie
could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few
inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a
little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and
again, moaning as she took James’ss hard shaft inch by inch all the
way into her tight little pussy.

He joined in on
her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and
pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his
member.

“It’s so tight,
baby,” James said.

His fingers
squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep
strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully
scratching his chest.

She liked to
push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy
could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him,
giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at
her tightness.

It looked so
hot.

Then she
realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her.
She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his,
her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

He knew what
was happening as he slammed his cock up into her.

“Oh James,”
Natalie said, “Come with me!”

It took three
more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair
brushing against James’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed
around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a
little longer before he, too, went rigid.

His cock got
even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked,
releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked
again and again, spurting his seed into Natalie’s sex.

Their combined
orgasms drained them, leaving them in quivering heaps. Natalie lay
down on James’ss strong chest, her cheek against his neck. He was
still hard inside her, still warm and throbbing. She could feel the
warmth of his seed in her, trapped in her pussy by his cock.

Natalie just
wanted to lie there with him for as long as she could, feeling the
heat of his bare body against her. The steady rise and fall of his
chest lifted her up a little each time, and she found the rhythm of
it soothing and nice.

“So, you’ve
kept this bottled up all this time?” Natalie whispered.

His hands
travelled slowly up and down her back, stroking her. He didn’t
respond for what felt like a long time. Finally, he turned his face
so that his lips touched her ear. “Yes,” was all he said.

Eventually, she
had to get off him and go wash off in the bathroom. When she came
back, she found him sitting on the bed, his pants back on. She sat
beside him.

“You know, you
could have shared this with me a lot sooner,” Natalie said.

He nodded,
putting his hand on her knee and giving it a little squeeze. “Well,
I’m glad that we’ve finally been able to get this out in the open,”
he replied. Then, he continued, “How long are you planning on
staying, anyway? I forgot what your parents said.”

“Well, I was
originally thinking just a few days. But now, I think it’ll be
longer,” she said.

He stood up and
left the room. Natalie began unpacking, moving clothes from luggage
to the dresser. She really was glad that she knew how he felt. She
knew that she was going to visit home much more often.
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