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My
18th birthday was last week, and I still didn’t get what
I wanted.

I mean, my
parents bought me a car to take to school and back when I moved
away, that was cool.

But it wasn’t
what I wanted.

I suppose that
the problem wasn’t so much what I wanted as who I
wanted.

I sat on my
bed, looking out the window at the object of my desires.

My bedroom was
on the side of our house, and the one right next to us belonged to
my best friend in the world, Ashley.

Ashley and I
had known each other forever, and my parents were friends with
Will, her dad.

Not Ashley’s
mom, though. Ashley’s mom had moved out years ago after some nasty
divorce, leaving Will a single father.

I wondered if
that was around the time I decided I wanted Will to fuck me.
Maybe.

I remembered
sitting in that same spot and seeing him mowing the lawn. He
glanced up and saw me and waved, not even seeming to care that he
was shirtless in the afternoon sun.

I’d waved back,
my cheeks filling with an inexplicable and hot blush.

I remembered
the way my breath caught when I realized that I was wet. I watched
Will a while longer before I couldn’t take it anymore and I went to
town on my tight little pussy, forcing myself to cum by torturing
the little nub of my clit until I had to bite my pillow so that my
parents wouldn’t hear me screaming.

And now that I
was 18 and about to move away to school, I wanted it to happen more
than ever.

Because who
knew what would happen when I moved away? Maybe I’d meet a cute guy
and want to go steady. And I knew that if that happened every time
I came back home I’d have that same deep ache inside of me. That
same want.

It was for my
own good, really.

Besides, I’d
caught him checking my out a couple times when he and Ashley were
over to share the in-ground pool my parents had put in last summer.
This was after the lawnmower incident.

And maybe I had
enticed him a little, dropping my towel in front of his recliner
and bending over.

But he’d
looked! And I think that he liked what he saw, because he swallowed
hard and had to ask my dad to repeat what he’d just said.

I never let
Ashley in on any of this, of course. She was my best friend, and I
didn’t think she’d understand my desire to fuck her dad. She was
like a sister to me, and I didn’t want to threaten that.

And I’d decided
to hold off until I was 18 so that he couldn’t use that as an
excuse when I finally decided to go through with it.

I was an adult.
Legal. I could make my own choices. I could vote.

I could fuck
whoever I wanted, even if who I wanted was old enough to be my
father.

And lately I’d
been super horny. I could think of nothing but having Will’s
big, hard cock slide in and out of my velvety wetness while I
moaned for him to fuck me harder and faster.

I didn’t think
I could get by with just my fingers and my vibrator for much
longer. I needed the real thing. And I needed it, needed him,
soon.

Which was why
when Ashley asked me if I wanted to stay the night I immediately
accepted.

I knew it was
kind of silly to still have sleepovers at 18. And especially when
we literally lived next door to each other.

I spent most of
that afternoon getting ready. Shaving my pussy in the shower.
Picking out a nice pair of shorts that really showed off my
ass.

I looked at
myself in the mirror, wishing that my tits were a bit bigger. They
still seemed to girly to me. They were high and perky and firm,
barely more than handfuls, my nipples little pink circles in the
middle.

I cupped them
for a moment, imagining what it might feel like for Will to wrap
his lips around those nipples and suckle on them.

They hardened
almost immediately.

Then my dad
knocked on the door, “Hey, sweetie,” he said without opening it,
“Are you sure you want to go over there tonight? Mom’s doing up her
special pasta sauce. Ashley can come over here.”

“That’s okay!”
I said, “I’ll just have leftovers tomorrow.”

“If there is
any…” my dad trailed off and she listed to him walk away down the
hall.

I looked at my
eyes in the mirror. No. Tonight was the night. It was
happening.

I walked over
around 4 in the afternoon and let myself in through the front door.
Like I said, we were pretty close.

Ashley was in
the living room on the couch, watching the TV.

She bounced to
her feet when she saw me. “Hey! I was just about to text and ask
when you were planning on coming.”

“Well, I’m
here,” I said, “Where’s your dad?” I glanced around, but didn’t see
or hear him.

Ashley
shrugged. “Dunno. Upstairs I think? What do you want to do?”

“Just chill
here if that’s cool,” I said, slumping down onto the couch. My
heart started racing as soon as I came in through the door.

And I was
already wet. My pussy quivered inside of me.

I wanted this
to happen so badly I hadn’t even put any thought into planning any
of this!

What, are you
going to fuck him with Ashley sitting here beside you?

“Oh, yeah. Hey,
we didn’t grab anything for supper. What are you feeling? Pizza?
Subs?”

I seized on
that. Pizza!

“Yeah, I heard
about this new place that just opened on the other side of town.
Jimmy’s or something like that. We should try it!”

Ashley jumped
up again. She was so full of energy. “Awesome! I can go pick some
up. Want to come with?”

“Of…”
course, I started to say, then I realized this was my
opportunity. At this time of day it would take probably like 45
minutes or so to go to the pizza place and get back here.

Was that enough
time? It would have to be.

Ashley called
in an order and then grumbled about rush hour. “I should head out
now if I want to get back here with warm pizza instead of cold.
Tell my dad I’m taking care of supper!”

She left. I
waited until she pulled out of the driveway and drove down the
street.

Then I heard
it. Noise from the basement. Will had it set up as a hobby room, I
knew.

Even though my
heart felt like it lodged itself in my throat I felt my pulse most
keenly between my thighs as I took the stairs down.

He looked up
from his workbench when he heard me. “Hey, how’s it going?”

“Ashley’s gone
to get pizza,” I said, barely able to talk.

I squirmed like
a schoolgirl needing to go pee. My pussy ached and tingled. All I
could think of was Will’s cock and how much I wanted it inside of
me.

“Everything
okay?” he asked, standing up.

I bit down on
my lower lip and let it slide out slowly. This is it. Now or
never.

“You know I
just turned 18, right?” I said, moving so that I stood right in
front of him. He frowned a little, but didn’t move back.

“Of course. I
was at the party,’ he replied, “Congrats on being an adult
now.”

I opened my
mouth to say something else, but no sound came out. I realized I
could smell him. There was his aftershave, his antiperspirant, a
hint of musk beneath that that sent little tingles up and down the
front of my stomach.

“Hey, are you
sure you’re okay?” Will said. He put his hands on my shoulders and
I swore I almost came then and there from just a little touch.

“I am… It’s
just… Do you think I’m pretty, Will?” I said. My throat kept trying
to lock up.

“You’re a
lovely young woman,” Will said, “Why?”

“Because…
Because I think you’re a very handsome man.”

He frowned and
started to ask what I meant. I stopped him by going up on my
tiptoes and kissing him lightly. His lips tasted a little of beer.
The bottle sat on his bench not far away.

He jerked back.
“What are you doing?”

I moved in
again and shoved my hand against his crotch, feeling the bulge his
cock made underneath. It throbbed at my touch, hardening. And it
was big. So big.

I do make
him hard! Was all I could think.

“Ashley’s going
to come home any time now!” he said, but he didn’t move away.

“No. She’s
gonna be out at least another half hour or so. We have time.”

He swallowed
hard. The more I rubbed his cock, the bigger and harder it got.
“Time for what?”

Shifting, I
went onto my knees in front of him.

I reached
behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with my
shirt, from my body.

Then I undid
his jeans button and pulled down the zipper. His breaths came quick
and sharp as I drew them down, tugging the waistband of his briefs
along with it.

His cock sprang
out, long and thick, almost slapping me in the face.

I looked at the
bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already
trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get
hotter.

“We shouldn’t…”
he said, groaning when I caressed his shaft with a slow, hot breath
from my lips.

“I need you so
bad, Will. You make me so wet. Don’t you want to find out how wet I
am for you?”

His jaw worked,
but he said nothing.

Reaching out
slowly with one hand, treating him like the wild beast he was, I
moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my
fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I
couldn’t believe how hot and hard Will’s cock was. And it was all
because of me.

I let my
fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick
that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth.

Lifting my hand
up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until
my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved
this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the
movement.

He snorted, and
I felt him harden even more for a moment.

“It’s so big,
Will...” I said.

When I made eye
contact, he changed, gave into his desires. He grabbed me with one
hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time
on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black
dots shifted across my eyes. I felt his other hand roughly grab one
of my tits, fingers digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his
nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness.

Grunting, he
straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped
down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my
neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin
almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth
before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips.

My lips could
hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his
length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft,
swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to
suck more out any time I had the breath.

I felt so hot
and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my
fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were
pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground
of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his
cock.

Tears started
running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch
into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside
my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle
my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft
as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in.

Letting go of
my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his
fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely
keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. I
heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts.

His fingers
clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at
least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my
mouth.

The fingers
gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs
and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the
nerves in my clit lit up. He started getting mad then, trying to
feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my
shorts and panties.

He shot to his
feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my
lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My
nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that
I couldn’t help it.

He wrenched off
my shorts and panties, exposing my bald pussy. I saw his cock
shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting
for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole.

My breaths came
quick and sharp. It’s happening! It’s really happening!

My pussy
convulsed inside of me.

He ran the ball
of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him
even as I shivered.

I did the only
thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my
knees with my arms.

When he fell to
his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy
release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and
down my ass.

I sucked in a
breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness
let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness
of my little cunt around him. He filled me with the first stroke.
His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From
the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft
pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that
quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck
me harder.

“Oooh, Will,
yeah Will,” I said in time with his thrusts. My words seemed to
reach his brain, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he
started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in
the ground.

My face twisted
as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze
around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Will,” I said, my teeth
gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me,
pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it.

“I didn’t
realize you were such a little bitch in heat…” he groaned.

“In heat for
you… Oh, you’re so big…”

Then he grabbed
me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let
go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He
wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness
just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter.

So fast I
hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me
over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back
and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little
pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices.

He filled me
much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my
pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it
actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the
tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

His first few
strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the
feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me,
shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

I loved having
Will’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy
fucking me.

Reaching back,
I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look
at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was
so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He
grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body
strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked
the way that made me clench around him.

Then he ran the
nails of his free hand down my back. When he got to my ass, he
squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him
further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

My orgasm came
closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to
come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky
load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come
inside me so badly.

“Come in my
pussy, Will,” I said.

When he filled
me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the
walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and
down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped,
his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his
cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it
was. I wanted more and more.

Grabbing his
hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as
each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body
trembled as it accepted his load.

His fingers
pressed into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made
me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me.

He grabbed my
shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still
throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum
out.

Only when I
felt him begin to soften did he pull out of me. His cock had been
the only thing holding his hot load in. When he pulled it, the
spunk ran in a hot stream down my pussy, soaking into my shredded
panties and shorts.

“Fuck…” he
said, sitting back on his haunches, his still-hard cock dripping
and glistening with our mingled juices, “Fuck…,” he said again.

I sat up too,
my pussy already sore. I was going to have to make up an excuse for
why I couldn’t sit down, I knew.

I leaned in
against him and kissed him. After a moment, he returned the kiss.
His lips were soft and hot against mine, his five o-clock shadow
tickling against my cheeks.

Then I giggled.
His load tickled a little as it ran down between my thighs. His
eyes widened when he saw that.

“Please tell me
you’re on the pill,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said.
I’d been taking it for a while now.

His shoulders
sagged with relief and he found a roll of towels on his bench and
handed a wad over.

We’d just
finished cleaning up and getting dressed when the front door
opened.

“Pizza!” Ashley
said, “Where are you guys?”

“It smells like
sex in here. Come on, let’s get up there,” Will said.

We paused at
the bottom of the steps. “And not a word of this to Ashley, got
it?”

“I got it,” I
said, smiling.

I’d gotten
him, which was much more important.
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