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Home From College

My back rose off the bed, and the sheet slid down from my chest. My nipples were two puckered points, cold under the blast of the AC. I didn’t bother readjusting myself. My fingers continued working in and out of my tight, virgin pussy.

I was thinking about my older neighbor, David. I loved him like a father, I really did. My own pops had stepped out sometime before I was in kindergarten, so I barely remembered him. But recently, things had...changed. Almost a year ago, I’d given David a hug goodbye and drove off to college. I’d never had a boyfriend in high school and was looking forward to meeting a fresh batch of new, male faces. But once I got on campus...nada. All those guys ever wanted to do was drink, party, and try out their clumsy pick-up tricks on unsuspecting girls. In general, all college boys seemed pathetically immature.

I focused all year on my studies instead, hoping that one day I could get a scholarship to study abroad in Europe. Maybe then I would’ve met a handsome, articulate boy. Before I knew it, it was time for finals, and I had to pack up my dorm and head back home.

David had come to help me, and the moment I saw him step out of his car—

My breath caught as I flicked my clit at the memory.

“Ooh, Daddy...don’t stop. Lick my cunt, Daddy,” I whispered again. Of course, in my mind, Daddy was actually David.

My pussy gushed with wetness at the thought of his mouth doing its work on me.

Yes, when I saw him step out of that car, I felt my entire universe shift. Apparently, he’d been working out. When his arms closed around me on that fateful day, I felt protected and...

And turned on.

Ever since then, I made a point of lingering in the front yard anytime I glimpsed him outside, hoping he’d see me. When he came over to say hi, I stood a little too close to him at times. I let my kisses linger on his cheek. But he never noticed. Of course he didn’t. He was David, my kind-hearted, trusting neighbor, and he loved me like I was still the little girl he first met when Mom and I first moved in.

So I had to settle for stolen moments like this. I would lock the door, take off my clothes, and lie down in the square of sunlight falling on my bed through the window. I’d open my legs, exposing my glistening pussy, already wet because deep down, I knew what was about to happen. I’d think about Daddy doing what daddies did to mommies, only he was doing it to me. His body, his cock, his mouth...

I put two fingers inside of my pussy. Two was a little tight for me, but sometimes, I needed a little extra. I bit my lip and rode my fingers while I rubbed my clit with my other hand.

“Fuck me, Daddy.” It was half-wish, half-fantasy. I would’ve given anything for it to happen. “Fuck me!”

Suddenly, I came, hard and fast, thinking about Daddy kissing me and fucking me, as usual. I rode wave after wave of orgasm, enjoying the ripples of ecstasy rolling over my body. But after it all faded away, I felt empty. I felt sad, because no matter how much I wanted it, this would always be just a fantasy.

* * *
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My breaths fell out of my body in short gasps as I hid in the shade of the orange tree outside Claire’s window. She always did the same thing at four in the afternoon, like clockwork. It hadn’t taken me long to realize why she was always locked in her room at the same time every day.

As always, I watched as she locked the door and flipped back her sheet of dark, black hair. My cock was straining my pants already, and I had to calm myself down. Not yet. The show had barely just started, and I wanted to enjoy myself.

Claire began taking off her clothes. First, her shirt came off of her head, revealing a sexy lacy bra. She turned toward her vanity mirror, giving me a nice view of her breasts. Fuck! It must’ve been a push-up because her tits looked bigger than normal, heaved up to almost her chin with her lacy cups.

Then, she finally took off her bra. I realized I was wrong. It wasn’t a push-up at all. Her round, luscious globes bounced out of their cups, one-by-one, each succulent nipple nicely puckered and begging for a mouth. She played with them for a bit before moving down to her jean shorts, unbuttoning and kicking them away, and sliding her panties to the floor. Her shapely legs bent beautifully as she stepped out of them, revealing the creamy skin of her shaved mound.

I unzipped my pants slowly, careful not to make any noise as I watched Claire spread herself on her bed. Her pussy was pointed right at me, shining with her syrup. She put two fingers in her slit and dipped her fingertips into her pussy. Then, she smoothed them up to her clit, spreading her wetness around. Rinse and repeat. I knew her routine well enough, and it was enough to drive a man wild with fever.

I began jerking myself off in time with her movements. She favored slow and sensual strokes, and I was forced to follow her pace. It was torture, but it was worth it. Besides, she only liked it slow at the very beginning...and fast and hard at the end.

I closed my eyes for a second, imagining it was Claire’s hand instead of my own. I knew it was wrong to see her this way, but I couldn’t help it. I was only a man, and Claire was beautiful. I loved her so much, and I’d never hurt her. That was why I had to settle for moments like these.

I could hear Claire breathing louder, now. Fuck. When had she gotten so sexy? I knew she was a virgin, and it saddened me to think about her losing her innocence to another guy someday. But it was inevitable. Fathers didn’t get to fuck their daughters, not even father-figures who were biologically unrelated. What kind of man did that make me?

I placed my hand on the wall. I needed to slow down.

Daddy.

My eyes flew open. I thought I’d heard the whisper in my mind, just some wishful thinking. But then—

“Ooh, Daddy!”

I saw her shape the words with her sweet lips myself.

“Don’t stop!” Her eyes were shut tight. “Lick my cunt, Daddy!”

Oh my god. I felt a surge of adrenaline. My fist moved faster and faster on my cock. Was this my Claire? Where had she learned to talk like that? Like a common whore?

Claire spread her legs wide. She put two fingers inside of herself. Christ. She was so tight...

“Fuck me, David! Fuck me!”

Her hips rose off of the bed. I couldn’t take it anymore. I threw my head back as I climaxed out of nowhere, spraying the side of the house with ropes of my pearly cum. Soon after, I heard Claire reaching her climax
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