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Jon leaned back against the doorframe and swallowed heavily, trying to concentrate more on the feeling of the wood pressing between his shoulder blades than on the way Marissa’s shorts hugged her hips.

	Every time that she came over to visit Naomi, Jon’s daughter, she wore something that seemed designed to draw his eye to her youthful body.

	And ever since Marissa had turned 18, Jon had found it harder and harder to resist stealing looks at that body.

	She and Naomi talked in the front hallway, gabbing about whatever it was teenaged girls like to talk about.

	Whatever it was, Marissa got really into it. A whole body talker. She bounced up and down and rolled from the balls of her feet to her heel, or would run her hands through her hair, pulling her already tight shirt even tauter over her perky breasts and taut tummy.

	Jon swallowed harder when his pulse started racing. When his cock started hardening in his jeans as he thought about the way Marissa’s pert ass cheeks might feel if he cupped and squeezed them.

	He didn’t realize he’d been holding his breath. Holding his everything really. His whole body had stiffened up, until the girls turned their attention to him.

	“Dad?” Naomi said.

	“Mr. Phillips?” Marissa inquired.

	They stood pretty close to him. Jon didn’t know where the intervening moments had gone. Only that his lungs burned and his clenched jaw ached.

	He shook his head and pinched the bridge of his nose, then offered them a smile, “Sorry, guys, lost in thought about that softball game tonight. What’s up?”

	“We just wanted to know if it’s okay to hang out here today,” Naomi said.

	It was then that Jon noticed the light perfume that wafted through the air. Naomi didn’t ever really wear any scents like that. So it had to be Marissa.

	Jon’s stomach tightened and he had to fight to keep the smile on his face. He wished that Marissa wouldn’t stand so close to him.

	“I mean, sure, I guess. But don’t you guys want to get out and do something instead while the weather’s nice?” Jon said.

	“We’ve been out enough over the last weekend,” Marissa piped up, “Unless it would be annoying for you and Mrs. Phillips to have us around?”

	“She’s visiting her mom for the rest of the weekend upstate,” Jon said, silently thanking God for small favors. There was little love lost between he and his mother-in-law, so when his wife asked him if he wanted to stay home for the weekend instead of going up with her he jumped at the chance.

	Right at that moment he began to wonder if perhaps he should’ve gone anyway. It would’ve kept him from noticing that Marissa didn’t appear to have a bra on.

	She didn’t seem to notice or care about the way her nipples poked at the thin material of her shirt.

	Jon noticed and cared. It was all he could do to keep his eyes off her.

	Marissa didn’t have the largest breasts. But even without her bra that seemed to hold up of their own accord.

	As though begging him to see just how much of a handful each was. And just how hard and perky her nipples might get if he stroked the ball of his thumb in circles around them.

	His cock twitched again.

	“Dad?” Naomi said, “Earth to dad?”

	Jon shook his head, “Yeah, it’s fine. I’ve got that softball game later anyway. Probably won’t even notice you guys around.”

	Then Marissa reached out and touched his arm. It was probably just to get his attention, but it hit Jon’s nervous system like a hammer. 

	“Don’t worry, we’ll stay out of trouble,” she said.

	She turned away, her eyes seeming to linger on his. His balls squeezed up and his stomach went tight.

	He couldn’t keep himself from watching her walk away. He wondered then if she also didn’t have any panties on.

	He went and took a cold shower after that. It helped. Not much, but it helped. When he got out he found that the girls had gone. His shoulders slumped in a mixture of relief and frustration.

	It was good that Marissa was gone. But it was also awful.

	A text waited for him on his phone when he grabbed it up from its place on his nightstand. It was from Naomi. The two of them had decided to spend the night at Marissa’s place.

	He had the place to himself for the night, which worked for him.

	Sometime after supper, Jon plopped down on the couch and threw a football game on the big screen, a brown bottle of pilsner collecting condensation on the coffee table in front of him.

	Every time he closed his eyes he could see Marissa looking back at him. He could see the firm, round shape her cheeks made as her too tight, too high shorts clung to them.

	But hey, at least she wasn’t in the house any more. And Jon also decided that it would probably be for the best if he found some excuse to not be around Marissa much anymore.

	That wouldn’t be hard. Not with the two of them moving away to school. Thank God for small favors, he figured.

	Still, he thought, she has an incredible ass. He grabbed the blanket off the back of the couch as he reclined and threw it over himself.

	It wasn’t long before he noticed his hand idly stroking and rubbing at his hardening cock down the leg of his jeans.

	He’d only noticed because he’d gotten hard enough that it hurt a little as his shaft tried to stand at attention and couldn’t.

	“Shit…” he muttered, sitting up.

	Just as he did, the front door opened. His initial thought was that his wife had also grown tired of her mother and come home.

	But then he heard the laughter. Two girls. His heart tried to shrink and climb his throat at the same time.

	“I thought you guys were staying over at Marissa’s?” Jon said, twisting to look back at the doorway into the hall. Normally he would’ve stood up, but the sudden excitement had somehow made his cock even harder. He flinched a little at the pain of it, but didn’t dare move to adjust himself.

	Not with the two of them standing in the doorway smiling at him.

	“We decided to come back here,” Naomi said, “Well, Marissa convinced me. Both her parents are home tonight, and she figured you’d let us get away with more.”

	“Did she now?” Jon said, shifting his eyes to Marissa. She just smiled at him.

	“It’s cool, right?” Naomi said.

	Jon opened his mouth to say no, but couldn’t come up with a good excuse. “Sure,” he said instead, hoping they’d both leave him to his football and beer and stay up in Naomi’s room.

	“Great! I’m just going to have a shower,” Naomi said, “All sweaty from that walk back!”

	And before anyone could say anything else, Naomi ran upstairs. Shortly thereafter, Jon heard the dim hiss of the water from the shower and the drone of the bathroom fan.

	“Going to wait upstairs for her?” Jon said, hoping Marissa got the hint.

	She didn’t. Instead she came over and sat beside him on the couch. As she did, Jon caught a waft of some light and floral perfume she had on. He winced a little when his cock flexed within its denim prison.

	Then she just smiled at him for a bit before saying, “Do you like my outfit?” and she stuck her chest out at him. Her breasts were small, firm-looking handfuls. Her nipples pressed invitingly against the thin fabric.

	“Not much to it, is there?” Jon hoped he said it in a joking, fatherly way.

	“You’re right. I’m cold. Mind sharing that blanket?” Marissa said.

	Before he could decline, she lifted the edge and scoot underneath, her body pressing up against his.

	Jon’s breath caught in his throat. His cock hadn’t felt this hard since he’d been in college. And she was so warm, somehow both soft and firm against him.

	“That’s better… Hey,” Marissa said. This close, he could see her full, plump lips and the way her lip gloss made them glisten wetly, “I think this might be my only chance to do the last thing on my list before school starts.”

	Jon wanted nothing more out of life but to pull her harder against him, cup one of those breasts with his hand, and kiss her hard. He didn’t know where he found the strength to not, only that he did.

	“What’s that?” he asked.

	“You,” she replied, her youthful smile turning saucy.

	“I don’t…” he started.

	But then her hand snaked out and found the big bulge in his jeans. “Oh! You’re already so hard.”

	“Marissa!” Jon said, every nerve in his body on fire, “Naomi’s upstairs!”

	“I know. That’s why we have to make this quick,” she replied. Then she popped his jeans’ button and started unzipping his fly.

	“What are you doing?” he said.

	She leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft and pliant and sweet against his. They twisted into a smile when she reached into his briefs and wrapped her fingers around his aching cock.

	“I thought I’d start by blowing you, then finish with a quick fuck,” she said.

	“I’m old enough to be your dad!” Jon said. He noticed then that he wasn’t exactly trying hard to stop her when she pulled his cock out and started stroking it.

	If anything he almost sighed with relief. His shaft had really hurt, stuck in his jeans like that.

	“I know, right?” Marissa said, “It’s fucking hot. You’re bigger than I was hoping. Now... just relax.”

	“What? Why?” Jon said. He didn’t think he could. Not with her hand stroking steadily up and down his length under the blanket.

	She offered another mischievous smile before pulling the blanket up over her head. 

	He understood a moment later when the heat of her mouth surrounded the tip of his cock. Her playful tongue explored him.

	His own mouth dropped open, his breaths coming in quick gasps. 

	“You’re so big…” she said again before pushing her mouth down father than before, her glossy lips forming a tight seal around his girth as they slid up and down.

	“Fuck… oh, fuck…” Jon groaned, looking back over his shoulder at the staircase, expecting at any time for Naomi to appear there and ruin his whole damned life.

	But it also felt so fucking good. Marissa’s mouth was warm and wet and soft. And eager. He hadn’t had such an enthusiastic blowjob in a while. And each time she seemed to push her mouth just a little farther down his shaft.

	“Ummm…” she made a deep and satisfied noise in her throat. She reached down between his thighs and played with his balls, squeezing and massaging them gently even while she sucked him.

	His ass tensed, pushing his body up a little, shoving his cock deeper into Marissa’s wet and welcoming mouth.

	He glanced back again, both hands on the back of the couch, squeezing into fists before relaxing, over and over.

	Then he saw her ass. It poked out from beneath the blanket, her tight shorts hugging it invitingly.

	He couldn’t help himself, figuring he was already on his way to hell. May as well go all the way.

	He slid one hand down the arch of her back, groaning again when he cupped one of those amazing cheeks. It was so firm.

	His hand kept going, following the cleft between her cheeks.

	“God…” he moaned. The patch of her shorts covering her pussy was so warm to the touch.

	And when he touched her there she moaned too, all the way up and down his cock. He rubbed her there, using the pressure of his middle and ring fingers against the swell of her heat.

	By then he could feel how she’d coated his cock in her spit. She’d soaked him, really. Her sliding lips made delicious wet noises going up and down his length.

	“I’m so fucking wet,” she said from beneath the blanket, the impression of her head against it moving up and down with sensual rhythm when she took him in her mouth again.

	She also undid her shorts, wiggling her ass in a way that drove him crazy as she pushed them down to expose her bare flesh.

	Goosebumps covered them for a moment as he ran his hand down them again. This time when she went down her cleft, he stopped for a moment at the rosebud of her asshole, pushing against it until she moaned.

	But he stopped there. He had to find out just how wet she meant.

	“Fuck,” he said when his fingers pushed between her lower lips and found her sopping opening. 

	He pulled his hand back for a moment and stared at the way her nectar coated his fingers. He couldn’t remember the last time his wife had gotten that wet for him.

	He couldn’t remember the last time anyone had made out with his cock like that. She was a dirty little slut and he loved it.

	With a glance to make sure the coast was still clear, he put his hand back against the throbbing heat of her cunt. 

	When he pushed a finger into her they both moaned. He delighted in the way her youthful body gripped and squeezed him so eagerly.

	“I need you in me,” she said, taking her lips off his cock so that she could straddle his thighs.

	He grabbed her ass, the bottom of his cock pressing eagerly against her pubic mound. Her lips had gotten fuller and plumper from her sucking. 

	“Do you want to fuck me?” she said.

	“No. I need to fuck you,” Jon replied.

	 “Good,” she said, shifting her body forward and lifting it up so that she held herself in position to mount him.

	The head of his shaft bumped against her lips. He reached down behind herself to grab his cock and steady it.

	Her lovely mouth dropped open when she pushed down against him. She threw her head back, exposing the creamy, delicate skin of her throat.

	Jon couldn’t resist pulling her shirt up, letting her breasts bounce free. Her nipples were small and perky and responded so well when he ran the balls of his thumbs over them.

	And then he was in her. Slow at first, the youthful tightness of her pussy yielding slowly to his girth.

	Jon closed his eyes and clenched his teeth, letting his head loll back against the couch as he concentrated on the feeling of her silky, bare pussy slowly swallowing him inch by inch.

	She didn’t stop until she had all of him in her. It was the most incredible feeling being sheathed in her body. Hot and slick. Her strong inner muscles squeezed and rippled against him.

	“I’m going to fuck your brains out,” she told him.

	And she did.

	He held onto her incredible as while she lifted herself and slammed her pussy down onto his shaft again and again, taking every last inch.

	It didn’t take long for a beautiful rosy flush to appear between her breasts and on her throat.

	She moaned and it spread. And it kept spreading. He gritted his teeth, feeling the way her cunt got tighter and tighter around him.

	He couldn’t last much longer. But neither could she.

	“Fuck, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum all over your big cock,” she told him.

	She went wild on him, her cunt squeezing up around him, locking him inside of her.

	“Marissa, I’m not wearing a condom…” he managed, trying to hold off the pressure building in his own body.

	“I don’t care,” she moaned back, “Fill me up. Fucking cum inside of me, Jon.”

	“Fuck…” Jon groaned, his whole body going stiff, his cock getting somehow even harder than before.

	He couldn’t remember the last time he came like that. Every muscle, every nerve in his body seemed to come alive.

	She felt him as well, and she kissed him hard while she rode him. Her pussy slid up and down his length in long, milking strokes as his balls tightened and his cock flexed.

	“I can feel it… so warm…” she moaned while she used her tight little pussy to milk him for every drop.

	“That was nice,” she said, smiling down at him. 

	He gripped her by the ass still, his shaft still achingly hard inside of her. He didn’t want it to end.

	But then they both gasped when they heard the water stop upstairs.

	Marissa had the gall to giggle at him as he hurried her off him. He offered her a wad of tissues from a box on the coffee table, but she refused them.

	Instead she grabbed her shorts off the floor and pulled them up her legs. “No. I’m going to keep your load inside of me all night. So that every time you look at me until we’re all in bed it’ll be the only thing you can think about. That big, hot load of cum you shot so deep in my pussy…”

	“What’s so funny?” Naomi said.

	She stood on the stairs wearing her pyjamas.

	“Nothing. We were just joking how long your showers are,” Marissa said.

	“Yeah, that’s all,” Jon added, wondering just what the fuck had happened to him.

	“Let’s go to my room,” Naomi said.

	“Meet you up there,” Marissa replied, jumping over the back of the couch.

	She turned around and leaned over, putting her mouth next to Jon’s ear. “Maybe I’ll come visit you again tonight. Maybe I’ll let you stretch my asshole out. Gotta get you while your wife’s not home.”

	Jon wasn’t certain if that was a threat, a promise, or both.

	He couldn’t wait to find out. Even though his cock was already sore and his balls ached.
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