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	Courtney got almost everything that she wanted for her 18th birthday, which had been last month.

	She liked the car, a Civic, that her parents bought her to use at college. And she liked the gift cards and other little things.

	But something was missing. Or rather, someone. And that someone sat in her living room having a couple of beers with her dad.

	Courtney walked into that living room feeling the rush of the air-conditioned breeze running over her bare legs and tummy. She knew her dad didn't approve of wearing a skirt so short. Or a crop top, but she was 18 now and about to move away to school so there wasn't much he could do.

	Connor glanced at her and then did a double take, which tied her stomach into knots and sent her heart pounding. It was just the effect she'd been after.

	Connor covered up his surprise with another mouthful of beer before saying, "Hey, Court, how's it feel to finally be old enough to vote?"

	She sat down on the arm of the couch and put her hand on her dad's shoulder. Connor sat across from them in the big wingback, the glossy-topped coffee table between them.

	"I hope that's not the only thing I'm legally allowed to do now," she said.

	"Well I'm pretty sure your dad would kill me if you talked me into buying you smokes or booze," Connor said with that easy smile of his.

	"Damn straight," her dad said with a chuckle, "Gotta keep my little angel pure for as long as possible, but you know the feeling."

	Courtney smiled as sweetly as she could. Inside, she wondered what her dad would think if he found out that Courtney spent pretty much every night thrashing around in bed, torturing her throbbing clit with the vibrator that she'd convinced Genevieve to order for her.

	Courtney shared a Prime account with her parents, but Connor let Genevieve have her own. She still remembered the night they'd spent perusing the adult toys section together, picking out exactly what they wanted.

	"Speaking of my angel," Connor said, "Where is Gen anyway?"

	"Oh, up in my room," Courtney said, "I just came down to grab some sodas and then we figured we'd go for a drive in my new car."

	"Well I'm sure you're bored hanging out with dear old dad already," her dad said, clapping a hand on her knee, "You guys go have fun."

	Courtney's pulse raced when she turned her smile on Connor, "Oh, I think you're lots of fun." She made eye contact with him.

	Then, before she could let her mind talk her out of it, she did just what she'd been fantasizing about.

	She spread her legs. Not completely, of course. But enough to give Connor an eyeful of the white cotton panties clinging to the shaved lips of her pussy.

	And he looked. His eyes widened for a moment before he could control himself. He hid his reaction with another mouthful of beer before leaning forward.

	His reaction electrified Courtney, who bounced up from the armrest of the couch. She couldn't help smiling.

	She couldn't help how wet she got at the thought of turning on Genevieve's dad so much and so quickly that he actually had to lean forward to hide the growing bulge in his jeans.

	Because she'd always had a crush on Connor. And for a long time now she had promised that her first time would be with him.

	It was just that she was the only one who knew it. Though that would change soon enough.

	She made sure to roll her hips extra as she pranced out of the room. When she stole a glance back over her shoulder, she caught Connor's eye again.

	This time he didn't look away.

	Courtney's tummy went all tight and saliva squirted into her mouth. She didn't want to wait any longer. She wanted him now, right then.

	But she knew that she couldn't have him yet. Somehow, that made her want him even more. She'd been curious about sex, as was natural, and had done a fair bit of research on the internet.

	Older guys seemed to love making it with younger girls. She'd grown addicted to watching these men guide these girls through incredible orgasms.

	And she loved it when the men came. The way it looked like it felt so good it hurt. Would Connor make a face like that when the tight, wet sheath of her pussy sliding up and down his length made him lose control?

	She hoped so.

	Courtney got upstairs and pushed the door to her room open. Genevieve lounged on the bed, scrolling through her Insta feed. She glanced at Courtney and did a bit of a double take.

	"You okay, Court?" Gen sat up, a frown of concern creasing her normally smooth and youthful forehead.

	Courtney's heart lurched, "Yeah. Why?"

	"You're all red, like sunburn-red."

	Courtney noticed then how hot her skin felt. All over. She glanced down at her bared legs and arms and saw what Genevieve meant. Her mind raced to find an excuse.

	"Yeah, I'm all turned all thinking about your dad," Courtney stuck out her tongue.

	"Gross!" Genevieve screwed her face up.

	Then they both laughed and that seemed to defuse the situation. Courtney laughed because it wasn't actually a joke, but Genevieve didn't have to know that.

	They hung out for a while, chatting about guys they'd miss from school when they moved away to college.

	Then it happened. Courtney didn't even have to prompt it.

	Genevieve, sitting beside her on the bed now, gently rocked her shoulder into Courtney's. "Hey, want to come over tonight? My mom's gone on some work thing and I'm afraid my dad will stay up all night watching action movies or something and I don't think I could take it."

	Courtney almost caught herself saying that Genevieve could spend the night at her house, but thought better of it when she realized that this was exactly what she'd been waiting for.

	"That sounds pretty good to me," Courtney replied. She smiled sweetly at her best friend. Just under the surface, she was on fire.

	Tonight. It's happening tonight! Oh, God, how am I supposed to make it to then?

	Genevieve didn't bother telling her dad that Courtney was coming over. Which made things interesting when after supper Courtney crossed the street to Gen's house and knocked on the door.

	Connor answered, eyes widening when he saw who stood on his front porch. "Court! What are you doing here?"

	Genevieve came into view at the top of the steps up to the second floor. "Oh, she'd spending the night."

	Connor looked back at his daughter, "Is she, now?"

	"Yeah, that's cool, right?" Genevieve said.

	Connor turned back to Courtney, his jaw working. Courtney knew then that he hadn't stopped thinking about the way their eyes had locked. Or the way her ass had swayed as she'd left the room.

	She could tell that part of him wanted to come up with some excuse to keep her away. That nothing good could come of it.

	"Dad?" Genevieve said.

	"Fine, fine. Just don't bug me," Connor said, swinging the screen door open and stepping aside so that Courtney could come in.

	"Oh don't worry," Courtney said, "No bugging. Promise."

	They hung out again. This time in Gen's room. Courtney could barely keep herself from glancing constantly at her phone, or out the window when the sun finally went down.

	When Gen started yawning, Courtney's pulse raced.

	"I think it's bedtime for me," Gen said, "Must be all the heat, but I'm beat. You?"

	Courtney faked a yawn, pushing her knuckles against her mouth for a moment. "Yeah, beat."

	Ever since they were little the girls shared a bed on sleepovers. And that night was no different. Gen switched into pyjamas while Courtney wore nothing but a loose-fitting tee and her panties.

	That 15 minutes or so of lying in bed, waiting for Gen's breathing to take on the long rhythms of sleep were painful.

	They'd already stayed up later than Connor, who'd turned in fairly early. Which meant he was probably also asleep.

	But that was just how Courtney wanted him.

	Heart thundering so hard past her ears she thought it would wake Gen up, Courtney slid out of bed and stole out into the hall.

	Even though it was dark she knew it as well as she knew the one in her own home.

	The door to the master bedroom stood open a crack. Courtney peered inside and swallowed hard. Connor slept on his back on his side of the mattress. He was shirtless, and one bare leg poked out from beneath the covers.

	He shifted a bit. Just enough for Courtney to catch a glimpse of his bare cock when the covers moved. Her pussy throbbed.

	He's naked!

	Quiet as she could, heart still blasting thunder past her eardrums, Courtney crept into the room. She pulled off her top and shoved her panties down.

	With great care, she climbed into the bed. Her skin burst into gooseflesh when she pulled the covers over her nude body and felt the heat that had built beneath them.

	Desire left her pussy quivering with a heat of its own, and her tender, engorged clit begged for her to rub it.

	"Barb? Didn't think you were coming home tonight," Connor grumbled, still mostly asleep.

	"Hmm," Courtney said, eyes wide. She turned onto her side, facing away from Connor, hoping that if he glanced over he'd just see a feminine lump in the bed and assume it was his wife.

	Except then he turned onto his side as well. He spooned her. A shiver of delight swept through her as the hot curve of his body pressed into hers.

	His cock, flaccid, bumped against her ass. His hand found one of her breasts and cupped it gently.

	Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she pushed her ass back against his cock. She couldn't wake him. Not yet. Not while he still might have the willpower to get her to leave his bed.

	His shaft stiffened against the firm cheeks of her behind. Stiffened enough that it settled between them in the delightful cleft there. She rolled her hips some more, little paroxysms of pleasure shooting up and down the front of her belly as he got harder and harder against her ass.

	His hand stopped idly cupping her bare breast. He squeezed her. Found her nipple, which stiffened immediately from his sleepy ministrations.

	His lips played over her shoulder, sending sweeps of his hot breath over her flesh. His other arm pushed up under her body. His fingers started down her stomach and didn't stop.

	She opened her thighs for him and stifled a moan when one fingertip pushed into the slickness between her lower lips and found the swollen nub of her clit.

	He rubbed it. It felt so much better than when she did it to herself.

	"You shaved..." he breathed, meaning her hairless pussy lips. She had shaved that day when she showered. She wanted to be pristine for him.

	She couldn't take it anymore. She needed to feel his cock force its way up within the tightness of her body.

	She reached back. Grabbed his cock. Guided it between her thighs. A shudder of anticipation ran through her when his hard shaft pressed up against the swollen lips of her pussy.

	"The girls are just down the hall..." Connor breathed in between the kisses he planted along her shoulders and the back of her neck.

	She didn't say anything yet. Couldn't say anything yet.

	"Forget how to put it in?" Connor said with a breathy chuckle, mistaking her girlish inexperience for some lapse on the part of his wife.

	Deftly, he angled her hips back and took her hand off his cock. Her breaths came quick and hot as she felt him slide the swollen head of his member back along her pussy.

	Then he pushed.

	"Fuck..." he groaned.

	He pushed harder.

	It was happening. She felt the tight loop of her pussy begin opening around him.

	"Christ..." he groaned again.

	She couldn't help the small moan when he pushed in a little deeper. And she couldn't help the way she sucked in a sharp breath when his thickness tore through her virginity to slide deeper into her slick temple.

	One of her hands went back and grabbed his hair, pulling his mouth closer into the join between her neck and shoulder as he pulled his cock out and thrust back into her.

	The whole time, he kept playing with her clit. His fingertip pushed and rubbed it, teasing in little circles around the hood of wet flesh that covered it.

	"God, Barb, when did you get so fucking tight?" Connor moaned appreciatively. Barb was his wife. Gen's mom.

	And Courtney loved that she was tighter. Younger. Tighter. Better.

	Her heart squeezed in anticipation. This was it. The moment.

	She turned her face as much as she could towards him. "I'm not Barb, Connor."

	His reaction was instant. He froze. His cock throbbed within her, still sheathed in her youthful flesh.

	"Courtney?" he said harshly, "What in the fuck are you doing?"

	"I always wanted you to be my first, Connor. And now you are. Don't you like how wet I am for you?"

	"You're... first?" he stammered.

	She giggled a little, then started sliding her pussy up and down his cock, relishing the way he groaned when she did. "I didn't know it could feel this good," she said.

	It had hurt at first. And still did, a little. But mostly it just felt good. She liked the way her small, tight pussy opened up around him. Stretched for his girth.

	"We have to stop," Connor said.

	She didn't, though. If anything, she picked up the pace. She thought she was close to climaxing. He felt so big and hard inside of her. "We don't," she moaned.

	"My wife..." Connor started.

	"Never has to know. Our secret," Courtney said, her body beginning to tremble. She could feel a tightness low in her stomach. A low electricity dancing across her skin.

	"It's wrong," Connor said.

	"I saw the way you checked me out," Courtney said in a low growl, "If you want to stop, then pull out."

	He didn't. She kept fucking him, loving the way his bare flesh rubbed and slid against hers.

	"God damn it," Connor breathed. "I can't believe you'd do this to me."

	But he still didn't pull out. No, he changed positions. Keeping his cock buried inside of her, he shifted their bodies so that he supported himself above her.

	He fucked her hard, then. Like he was angry. The bed shook. His cock got harder. Her pussy became absolutely soaked so that their bodies slapped together wetly beneath the sheets.

	He put a hand on her chest, squeezing her breasts until she moaned. Then that hand slid up to her throat. His fingers wrapped around her neck. He growled down at her and squeezed. Just hard enough for her to realize his strength.

	"I can't believe it. I can't fucking believe it," Connor said.

	His cock felt as large and hard in her as she'd felt to that point. It forced her inner walls apart again and again, no more how tightly she squeezed up around him.

	She whimpered beneath him, her body writhing.

	"I..." she stammered. She could barely speak, "I think... I'm gonna come..."

	"Then fucking do it. I know you want to," his fingers squeezed up hard for a moment before he let go. 

	He needed both hands to support himself while he smashed his rigid manhood into her wanton cunt over and over. He went so hard she thought he meant to pound her straight through the bed.

	And then the capacity for thought swept away from her mind when she came. Her body went stiff beneath his, her back arching up, toes curling hard while her lips pulled back from her teeth.

	She'd never came so hard before. It felt so good it hurt. Waves of pleasure, hot and electric, took her body in their tide.

	"Fuck..." Connor groaned.

	She realized after a moment what was happening. He shoved his cock as deeply into her as he could, sheathing every inch in her heat.

	He flexed and throbbed inside of her, again and again. Another heat joined them. The heat of his load, pulsing deep into her womb as her hungry young body swallowed and massaged every drop out of him.

	She'd never experienced anything quite like it. Stray tears ran down her cheeks, it felt so incredibly good and satisfying.

	Unable to help himself, he savaged her chest and throat with more hot, wet kisses. She could feel his stubble prickling her sensitive skin. In fact, every sense seemed heightened.

	She could feel his heartbeat through his impossibly rigid shaft.

	She clutched at the back of his head and wrapped his legs around his waist, holding him against her for as long as she could.

	He stayed hard for so long inside of her.

	"You have to go," he said.

	"Not yet," she replied.

	"Now. What if Barb comes home? What if Gen comes in to see what all the noise is about?"

	That got through to her. Gen was like a sister to her, and she couldn't bear to think of what it might be like to not have that relationship.

	So she released him, groaning when he pulled out of her. Her pussy squeezed up against the emptiness, a satisfying soreness beginning to spread throughout her lower body.

	"Get cleaned up and get out of here," Connor said.

	She got up to unsteady feet and stepped into her panties, pulling them up and then grabbing her shirt. She noticed him sitting up on the bed, watching her.

	"Was I good? Did you like it?" she asked.

	He paused for a long time before saying, "Yes."

	She left and went back to Gen's room, crawling back into bed with the memory of what had just happened at the front of her mind.
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