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Tabitha ran up to her bedroom window and peered out, heart slamming hard against her ribs and her tummy all tight.

	They’d just stepped out of the car. Two of them. One, her dad. The other…

	She swallowed hard and that tightness low in her stomach increased. It relaxed a moment later and that’s when she felt it.

	The wetness. The thin cotton of her panties moistened quickly, and she could feel the fabric clinging to her shaved bare lower lips.

	The other man was Cody. He was about her dad’s age. A few months older, actually. He and her dad had gone through most of school together. She’d known Cody her whole life. Thought of him as something of an uncle, which was how the family treated him.

	Though he wasn’t related to them.

	Which was good, because ever since Tabitha had blossomed into her youth she’d had a crush on Cody.

	He was handsome and nice and tall and good with his hands. He always had an easy smile.

	And he’d been the guy that Tabitha thought about every time she touched herself under the covers. Every time she ran her finger in and out of her tight little pussy. 

	The fantasy of it never failed to get her sopping wet. Never failed to make her cum hard, the entirety of her youthful body squeezing up into a ball of delicious sexual energy that felt so good it almost hurt when it released.

	Tabitha had gone away to college this past year and thought that she’d never really see Cody again, especially since he had moved away as well.

	But as coincidence had it, she’d decided to come home during a break from her studies and her dad told her that Cody was coming over too.

	It was the first time, Tabitha realized, that she would see him now that she was 18. Her birthday had been just last month. Cody had wished her a happy birthday over social media and Tabitha had nearly broken down then.

	She’d been so achingly close to revealing the way she felt to him over a private message. Maybe accompanied by a now completely legal picture of her nude and youthful body. All his, if he wanted.

	Fear of rejection had stalled her. Fear that he would politely explain that he was much too old for her, that she should find a guy her own age, all that.

	It was so easy to say no on the internet, after all. Much harder to do it face-to-face. Which was exactly why she had pretty much soaked a pair of panties just watching him grab his luggage out of her dad’s sedan.

	She knew that if she offered herself to him in person, made him see just how badly she craved him, he wouldn’t be able to say no. He’d fall prey to his own most basic desires, give way to temptation, and send Tabitha back to school with her longest running fantasy fulfilled.

	So she changed quickly, pulling on a pair of tight yoga pants and a crop top that revealed her smooth, taut tummy.

	When the front door opened she raced downstairs and stood on the first riser, resting her weight against the banister.

	“Hey dad!” she said, then turned immediately to Cody, “Hey! Long time no see!”

	He glanced at her, smiled, and glanced away, “You too, Tabby.”

	There was something cold about it that she’d never felt from him before. For the first time that day, her stomach started tying itself in knots.

	The first inklings of doubt wormed their way into her thoughts. What if he wasn’t interested? What if he still found some way to say no? 

	She didn’t think she could bear it.

	But it kept happening all day. He kept avoiding her. Barely looked at her to pass the salad during supper. He wouldn’t even spend any time alone with her in the living room.

	Then she caught him in the back hall. There was barely enough room for one person to walk in it, so they had to squeeze past each other.

	“Oops, sorry!” she said, turning to her side, “But I need to get by.”

	He gave her a tight-lipped smile and flattened himself against the wall.

	She sidled close to him, taking the opportunity to rub her shapely ass across the front of his jeans.

	She heard his breath catch when she did that. Heard that happen and felt something else. Something flexed against her ass.

	She stayed still a moment, looking back at him. He started to say something, but she moved past him.

	Her parents went to bed, but Cody stayed up later. It was maddening, Tabitha sitting on her bed and listening for any sound of him in the hallway as the minutes ticked on by.

	But she heard it. He even paused on the other side of the door, as though to make certain she was asleep.

	Then she heard him pad on down to the guest room. The door open and closed and that’s when Tabitha made her move.

	She went down the darkened hallway, pausing for only a moment before twisting the knob on Cody’s door.

	She found him standing beside the bed, midway through pulling off his shirt.

	“Tabby,” his brow furrowed and he swallowed audibly.

	“You’ve been ignoring me,” Tabitha swung the door shut behind her and leaned back against it for a moment, both hands behind her back. It made her chest pop. 

	“You shouldn’t be in here. Do you mind leaving? It was a long flight and I want to hit the sack.” He turned away and started fiddling with the digital alarm clock on the nightstand.

	Tabitha strode forward and touched him on the shoulder. “Cody.”

	He stiffened. She said his name again. Slowly, he turned to face her. Except he didn’t look at her. Instead he directed his eyes over her head, looking at the door behind 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?” Tabitha 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, Tabitha came to a decision. She knew what needed to happen next.

	“Cody,” 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.

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

	An involuntary tremble took her body as Cody’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, Cody, I’m so wet...” Tabitha 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 Tabitha’s luggage as Cody 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. 

	Cody 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. 

	Tabitha 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, Cody...” Tabitha 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, Cody?”

	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.

	It was all happening. Really happening. She couldn’t believe it. And in her youthful exuberance, she needed it all. And she needed it all right now. 

	No more waiting.

	“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, Cody...” Tabitha begged.

	Cody 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.

	Tabitha 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, Cody,” Tabitha 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,” Cody 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. Tabitha 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.

	Cody 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. Cody 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 Tabitha 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 Cody’s 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,” Cody 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 Cody,” Tabitha said, “Come with me!”

	It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Cody’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 Tabitha’s sex.

	Their combined orgasms drained them, leaving them in quivering heaps. Tabitha lay down on Cody’s 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.

	Tabitha 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.

	“You can’t stay here all night,” he said.

	She knew he was right, but she wanted to. She almost didn’t care about what would happen if her mom or dad happened to peer into the room and see their two naked bodies twined together as they were.

	Almost.

	“Just a little longer,” she said, “I’ve been waiting forever for this.”

	“I’m staying all week,” he said.

	“Good,” she replied.

	They had a repeat performance pretty much every one of those nights. By the end of the week her pussy ached, but it was a delicious ache.
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