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    Chapter 1 

      

      

      

    I turn off the computer, take out a Budweiser and plod down onto the couch. After typing nonstop for nearly a week, I finally finished the draft of a new book. It’s time to relax.  

    I’m watching an old movie on Netflix when I hear shouts from next door. I roll my eyes. John and Linda must be fighting again. We’ve been neighbors for over ten years, and I feel sad seeing their relationship turn sour. 

    John owns a small business doing import-export, and is seldom home. Linda is his second wife and a school teacher. The two have two children, Tessa, a girl of eighteen from John’s first marriage, and Tom is an eight-year-old boy. I used to envy John’s blissful married life when I first moved in, seeing the two of them resting on their lawn with their children playing around them. But ever since John’s business took off a few years ago, I see him less at home over weekends and I hear them argue a lot whenever he is home. 

    I feel sorry for their children because I love them like my own, and wish they were my own. 

    And I stand up to put on a shirt, knowing it wouldn’t take long for Tessa to take refuge in my house. 

    I barely return to the couch when my doorbell rings and I get to it promptly. 

    Knowing it’s Tessa, I open it right away. 

    “James, they’re fighting again. Can I come in?” Tessa says with a pout. 

    “Of course, sweetheart,” I say and let her in. 

    I take in the sight of her as soon as I close the door. Tessa stands in front of me in a camisole and shorts. I don’t think she’s wearing any bra because I can see her nipples jutting out of the fabric. And her shorts barely cover her ass cheeks, not to mention her mile-long legs. 

    I drag my eyes up to her face before I get a raging hard-on, but it doesn’t help. Tessa is the most beautiful girl I’ve known, and her baby blue eyes have the power to make me forget myself. I doted on her when she was a child, and after she turned sixteen, my thoughts turned dirty no matter how hard I admonished myself.  

    “Would you like anything to drink?” I say, resisting the urge to hug her. 

    “No, I’m fine,” she says and plods down onto the couch, giving me an eyeful of her full, perky breasts. 

    My boner jolts in my shorts, and I inhale deeply, willing it to shrink. 

    I sit down on the other end of the couch, keeping a large distance between us. 

    But Tessa scoots closer, so that our thighs touch and her head rests on my shoulder. Fuck. I curse silently as an electric current shoots across my groin. 

    “They say they’re going to get a divorce,” she says, sounding distressed. 

    My heart sinks. It pains me to see her like that, so I wrap my arm around her shoulders. “They won’t. They just say it in the heat of the moment. They’ve been saying it for years, but they’re still together.” 

    “This time it’s going to happen. I know it,” she says, tears welling up her eyes. 

    I gave her a gentle pat on the arm. “Nonsense, stop worrying your pretty little head.” 

     “It’s not nonsense,” she insists. “Dad’s been cheating on Linda. She found text messages on his phone.” 

    Shit. I haven’t seen this coming. Linda is a gorgeous woman and no one in his right mind would cheat on her. John often told me he hit the Jackpot when Linda agreed to marry him, given his first marriage and not-so-impressive income at the time. 

    I guess he’s forgotten how lucky he was. 

    “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I say. “I hope your dad will come to his senses.” 

    “I hope so too because I really like Linda. She’s been so good to me, better than my birth mom.” 

    Tessa’s mom is in a different state and seldom comes to see her. 

    “I know, Sweetheart. She’s a good woman.” 

    “Do you like my stepmom?” she suddenly teases me. 

    Shit. What am I supposed to say? “I do,” I say honestly. “Your dad is lucky to have her.” 

    “Would you marry her if they got divorced?” 

    “What are you talking about?” I chide her. “She wouldn’t care for me.” 

    “She does!” she says. “She always says she wishes Dad would be more like you.” 

    “Why?” I chuckle. “Because I’m better with yard work?” 

    “Yeah, and not just that,” she says, her eyes suddenly turning dreamy. 

    Fuck. That look makes my dick twitch and I squirm in my seat.  I don’t speak, but take a gulp of the beer instead. 

    She leans in and whispers into my ears. “You’re hot, James. And you make your women happy.” 

    “Wait,” I protest and pull away from her. “Where did all these come from?” 

    She giggles. “Our bedrooms are just a few yards away, James. I can hear their screams. Yes, yes, oh, more, please, James. Your fat cock feels so good!” 

    “Holy shit, Tessa. I’m so sorry…I didn’t know…” I say, my face burns with embarrassment. I always keep my windows closed when I have women over, but some of them are loud. 

    “No apologies, please,” she says, giggling. “I like it. I get off listening to them.” 

    “What?” This can’t be true. Tessa is only eighteen and has started college lately. But then again, it is a horny age. 

    “Well, I… I don’t know what to say, then,” I stutter. “I hope the rest of your family doesn’t know about it.”  

    “No they don’t. Their rooms are behind mine and I’ve never told them.” 

    “Good to know.” 

    She reaches the half can of beer on the table but I swat away her hand. “No. You aren’t old enough to drink.” 

    She rolls her eyes. “I’ve had alcohol at home.” 

    “Not in my house,” I say.  

    “Okay, Daddy!” she says. 

    Shit. Feisty little girl. That tease turns me on despite my resistance. I can’t help but narrow my eyes on her.  

    I gulp down the rest of the beer, while imagining how she gets off. My boner gets thicker. 

    Fuck.  I’ve gotten off thinking about her, too. Hell, I probably thought about her when I fucked other women. 

    Tessa senses my lust because her nipples suddenly harden. 

    And she strokes my biceps. 

    “I love your muscles,” she says in a husky voice. “Did you get these from typing?” 

    I laugh at her joke. Tessa has a quirky sense of humor. 

    “No, sweetheart. I get them from the gym.” 

    “Ooh, I want to see how you work out,” she says in a throaty voice as she splays her hand on my chest and it roams over me. Even through the fabric, it feels good. “You must look so hot. Sweaty and grunting like a wild animal…” 

    Fuck me. Tessa is always a bit naughty and teases me from time to time, but tonight she seems to be unusually enthusiastic. My boner turns to a tent pole soon and I can’t even hide it. I should stop her but hell, I like the feel of her soft hand on my body. But when she reaches the waistband of my shorts, I grab her wrist. “Stop.” 

    “Why?” she says while gazing at my pant tent. She swallows. “You want me, don’t you? You’re hard.” 

    I suck in a breath and don’t deny the fact. “You’re an attractive girl, Tessa. Any man would want you.” 

    “Marco said the same thing,” she says with an eye roll.  

    “Who the hell is Marco?” 

    She shrugs. “Just a guy on the college basketball team.” 

    “Is he your boyfriend?” I ask, feeling jealous although I have no right to. Tessa is a gorgeous girl and must be getting lots of attention in college. 

    She shakes her head no. “Although he’s been asking me out.”  

    “Do you like him?” 

    “Nah,” she says with a grimace. “He’s kind of hot but he's asked the entire sorority out.”  

    I dislike the guy right away and I feel protective of her. “Don’t go out with him.” 

    Her eyes widen for a minute before she smirks. “Ooh. You sound possessive.” 

    Damn. I realize I sound demanding. “Sorry Honey. It’s none of my business.” 

    “Not at all. I like it when you act like a Daddy.” She smiles and nudges against me. “My dad never cares what I do anymore.” 

    John is an idiot. I pat her arm to express my sympathy, but she grabs my hand, brings it to her mouth and sucks my fingers. Fuck. Her mouth feels good. My breathing turns ragged and I can’t think of what to say.  

    Seeing I don’t object what she’s doing, Tessa smirks. When she guides my hand down to her breast, I have zero resistance left. I let her brush my hand over her soft swell and watch her eyes turn dreamy. My boner thickens and instead of pulling away, I cup her with a low grunt. She isn’t wearing a bra. I was right. I squeeze her plump flesh and rub my thumb over the hard point, making it even larger. 

    Tessa lets out an adorable moan. “I like it, James. Don’t stop.” 

    I roll her nipple through the thin fabric and it becomes rock hard right away. 

    I pull down the camisole and let her firm tits bounce. The sight makes me forget to speak. Snowy soft mounds with pink crests topped with ruby tips. I don’t hesitate to take one in my mouth and suck gently. 

    Tessa writhes on the couch. “Yes, Daddy. Yes.” 

    Fuck me.  

    She shimmies out of her shorts and lies down on the couch. Spreading her legs, she lets me see her drenched panties. 

    I push them aside and curse when I see the glistening pussy lips begging to be tasted. 

    “I’m all yours, Daddy,” she whispers encouragingly. “Show me how good you are.” 

    Fuck. I’m a goner. I drink the last drop of the beer and throw the can onto the floor.  

    “You got it, baby,” I say and kneel next to the couch. I push her panties aside and sniff her intoxicated scent, and then I lick the streak of juice dripping down to her thigh.  

    Tessa lets out a squeal. “Ohmigod, James! I love it. More please.” 

    I yank her panties down and spread her legs even wider, and I drape her legs on my shoulders before I eat her out in earnest. I lap up her juice like a hungry animal, and play with her beautiful flower petals with my tongue. I suck her clit into my lips and thrust my tongue into her little pussy.  

    Tessa writhed like a mad girl. “Oh God oh God oh God!” she keeps mumbling while watching me with widened eyes. “Please don’t stop!” 

    Seeing my power over the sassy little girl pleases me and turns me on. Tessa is holding on to the couch with one hand and squeezing her breast with the other. Her eyes are filled with desire and looks like she’s about to come. 

    I reach up to cup her other breast, and tweak her hard nipple.  

    She squeals. “I’m close, James. Please. Make me come!” 

    Holding her hip, I circle my tongue on her clit and thrust two fingers into her pussy. I curl them and swirl them up her walls. I know exactly where her G-spot is and massage it over and over.  

    Tessa squirms on my couch and mewling like a kitten in heat, fisting and pulling my hair. It hurts like hell but I don’t complain.  Hell, I wouldn’t mind if she plucked all my hair if I could see her writhing under me like this for the rest of my life. 

    When the violent storm overtakes her, she pushes her pelvis into my face and nearly knocks me onto the ground. A hot jet of cum splashes onto my hand and chin, and I chuckle as I wait for her to calm down. 

    “How’s that?” I ask her a second later. 

    She is panting on the couch, looking dazed. “Wow, James. That was explosive.” 

    “You can say that again,” I say with a laugh and lick the honey on her thighs and on my hand. 

    I sit down next to her and take her to my lap. “Are you happy now?” I ask her while smoothing her hair. 

    “Not really,” she says with a laugh. 

    “What? You needy girl.” 

    “I know!” she giggles. “It’s weird. I should be satisfied, but I still want more. The ache is still there. I think I want your cock, James.” 

    Fuck. Her soft ass is directly above my hard-on, and I want nothing more than freeing it and putting it inside her warm pussy. Tessa must feel it, because she starts to grind on it, teasing at first, but becoming more and more serious. 

    “Stop, Tessa. I don’t want to come in my pants.” 

    “Fuck me, then. Come in my pussy,” she coaxes me. 

    I swallow. I’ve done more than I should. I need to stop. But I can’t say no, neither can I push her away. She feels too fucking good. 

    Instead, I push two fingers into her pussy again. This time, I thrust deeper. “Are you sure?” 

    “Yes, James. Pop my cherry.” 

    Fuck. At the same time, I feel her hymen. “You’re a virgin?” 

    “Yes.” 

    Suddenly I came to my senses. Holy shit. What the fuck am I doing? I’m a pervert! I’ve seen this lovely girl grow up into a woman. I’m not going to deflower her! 

    I pull away. “No, Tess. This isn’t right and I can’t do it. I’m sorry.” 

    Tessa’s eyes widen with puzzlement. “Why not? You want me, don’t you?” 

    “I do,” I say, feeling guilty for hurting her. Either I take her or not, I’ll hurt her. “But I can’t take your virginity. It’s a girl's treasure.” 

    “But I want you to have it! I love you, James!” 

    My mouth falls. “You love me?” I didn't expect this. I’m on the verge of blurting out my feelings for her, too, but hold back my urge. Tessa is still a whimsical teenager. She probably mistakes affection for love. “Thank you, sweetheart. But you’re too young to know what love is. You like me, but that’s not love. And I shouldn’t take advantage of it. You’ll regret one day, for giving your v-card so carelessly to an old pervert neighbor.” 

    Tessa giggles. “You’re not a pervert, James. You’re a nice guy. That’s why Linda trusts you so much. I’m not too young to know what love is. I’ve loved you since I was twelve. And I’ve never loved another guy. But I know what’s holding you back. You’re afraid I’ll be clingy. You don’t want long term relationships. I get it. That’s why you have all those fuck buddies. For your information, I don’t mind being your fuck buddy either. I’m young but I’m not clingy.” 

    She totally misunderstood me, but I don’t correct her. “No, Tessa. It’s not the reason. I just can’t do it to you. Okay? Go home.” 

    She blinks until she finally understands I’m serious. Her smile vanishes and her lips tremble before tears roll down her cheeks. And then she stands up abruptly, puts on her clothes and rushes toward the door. “I hate you!” she says before slamming the door shut. 

    After Tessa’s gone, I strip and go into the shower. I hold my thick cock in my hand as hot water runs down my head. Fuck. I’m gonna have to jerk off with Tessa in my head for a while. 

    I’m horny and angry. I’ve tried very hard over the years not to let my lust take over my head, but the girl isn’t making it easy. 

    I know she likes me because she has never bothered to hide her affection for me. It wasn’t the first time she tried to seduce me. She has had the habit of showing up in my house in scanty clothes. I’ve kept a cool head until now. 

    Fuck. I can’t believe I ate her out. But then again, I’m a man made of flesh and blood, and I’m in my prime but without a steady relationship.  

    I’m able to forget about my sexual needs when I’m buried in work and meeting deadlines, but I’m not a saint. I’ve fantasized about the little brat sometimes, usually after her seduction attempts.  

    I close my eyes and imagine how good it’d be to be in Tessa’s pussy. Pink and juicy. I could just slide my cock in and her virgin walls would grip me tight. I’m gonna thrust in so deep she’ll scream my name over and over. Or she’ll call me daddy like she did earlier. Fuck me, Daddy. You got it, little girl, take Daddy’s fat cock.  

    I come grunting like a hog, shooting thick ropes of cum all over the shower wall. 

    Shit. I’ve never come so hard my entire life. 
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    When I return home from the gym, I see John in his driveway, loading a suitcase into his van.  

    “Going on a trip?” I ask him. 

    “No,” he says with a sigh. “I’m moving out.” 

    “You what?” It’s been a week since Tessa’s last visit to my house and I haven’t heard any fighting. I thought the couple figured things out. I guess Tessa wasn’t kidding when she said her parents were splitting for good this time. 

    He shrugs. “I’m sure Tessa’s told you everything.”  

    “Yeah but I didn’t take her seriously.” 

    “It’s true. Linda and I are getting a divorce.” 

    “No way, man.” I know it isn’t my place to lecture him but I can’ help it. “I wouldn’t make any rash decisions. You should try to work things out with her.” 

    “I did,” he says with a sigh. “But it isn’t my fault to be busy at work. She complains whenever I come home late.” 

    I recall what Tessa said about her dad’s affair, but I don’t ask him because John and I aren’t that close. 

    Instead, I ask him. “What about the kids? What’s gonna happen to them?” 

    “I don’t know yet. Tom will probably stay with Linda, and Tessa might move out later.” 

    It makes sense because Tessa and Linda aren’t related. The possibility that I might not see her again saddens me.  

    “Is Tessa going to live with you?” I ask. I have a feeling she wouldn’t because she liked her stepmom a lot. 

    John shrugs again. “I don’t think so. She doesn’t want to. She says she’ll rent an apartment by herself.” 

    “What?” That’s unacceptable. “And you’ll let her?” Words fly out of my mouth before I realize I’m being nosy.  

    John frowns. “I don’t have many choices.”  

    I sigh. “Okay, take care of yourself, John. I still hope you two will work things out, though.” 

    He shakes his head. “Nope. That’s it. I’ve wanted to be out for years.” He puts out a hand for a handshake. “So long, my friend. You’ve been a great neighbor. I would appreciate it if you could keep an eye on the kids for me.” 

    “Sure thing,” I say. “Take care.” 

      

    That night, the Smith’s house is quiet like it’s never been for the past decade. I’m in the middle of editing my book when I hear a knock on my door. I open it as far as the chain lock allows and see Tess standing at my doorstep, looking bereft and vulnerable. 

    “Hi Tessa,” I say. It’s all I can do not to unlock the chain. I’ve missed the girl in the past week. 

    “Hi James,” she says, her voice trembling. “Can I come in, please? I miss you. My dad left us, and Linda isn’t speaking to Tom and me.” 

    It’s all I can do not to yield to my heart and do what she says. I have the urge to open the door and pull her to me to hug her, but what happened the other night prevents me from doing so. If I let her inside my house, I’ll repeat my mistake. I’ll fuck her. 

    The past week hasn’t been easy. I’ve gotten off thinking about her every fucking night.  

    “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I say. “Perhaps you can err, speak to your friend Lizzy?”’ 

    Lizzy has been Tessa's best friend since grade school. The two are as thick as thieves. 

    “She isn’t home,” she says, nearly crying. “She’s got a new job and has to work night shifts. Let me in, please? I promise I won’t touch you. I just want to talk.” 

    “Okay, let’s just talk like this then,” I say, knowing it sounds ridiculous. 

    Tessa’s tears gush out of her face. “You’re so mean!” and then she runs back home. 

    Fuck. I’m such an ass. I open the door soon after she leaves, and go to the patio to call her back. But she’s out of sight. I hear the door of her house slams, and I return to my house. 

    I go back to work after a can of beer, and manage to type a few paragraphs. But my creativity just doesn’t flow because I can’t stop thinking about Tessa. 

    At around midnight, I go to bed. I barely change into pajamas when my doorbell rings again. Shit. Tessa. I go to the door. 

    It rings again before I make it to the front door. And I hear Linda’s voice. “James! Please open the door. It’s me, Linda.” 

    I open it for her promptly and after a moment’s hesitation, she steps in. Linda is a beautiful woman and being with her alone in my house excites me. She seldom visited me before, although we talked in my driveway sometimes. She jogs in the neighborhood every morning and maintains a perfect body. She’s supposed to be thirty six, but looks at least ten years younger. She’s wearing a nightgown and I can see through it. Her tits are magnificent, and I’m hard just looking at the faint image.  

    I pull my mind out of the gutter and ask, “What happened?” 

    “Is Tessa here?” She looks worried. 

    “No. She was earlier but I didn’t let her in.” My voice dwindles because I sound like a jerk. “I was in the middle of work.” 

    “Oh God,” she says with a sob, unconcerned by my rudeness at all. “I’m a horrible mom. I went to sleep without making dinner tonight, and when I woke up an hour ago, Tom was lying on the couch, playing video games, and Tessa was gone. I called her, but her phone is in her room. I called Lizzy, but she hasn’t seen her.” 

    Shit. My heart sinks at the realization. Guilt nearly kills me. God. What have I done? I must've hurt the girl badly. 

     “Doesn’t she have other friends?” 

    “Not that I know of.” 

     “Can you call Lizzy again and ask her for some possible places where Tessa might go?” 

    She dials Lizzy’s number right away, and the girl answers. 

    “Lizzy, Tessa isn’t at James’ house. Do you have any idea where she might be?” 

    Linda puts the call on speakerphone and I can hear Lizzy’s answer. “I’m not sure. She didn’t tell me. But there’s a party at the frat house. Marco invited her but she didn’t plan to go, but you might want to check it out.” 

    “What’s the address?” 

    “Give me just a moment, let me find out. I’ll call you back in just a minute.” 

    “Oh God, I hope she’s there,” Linda says. 

    I disagree with her because Marco means danger, but I don’t want to say it to distress her more. Instead I pull her to me and hug her. “She’ll be okay.” 

    It’s meant to be a chaste hug but Linda lets out a little whimper and holds me tight, her soft, bountiful tits crushing into my hard chest, making my dick jolt. “Thank you so much, James. I was freaking out. Her dad has just left us. She doesn’t want to go with him and wants to stay with me. I can’t let anything happen to her.” 

    “I know,” I say, stroking her back. “Nothing bad will happen to her. I’ll make sure of that.” 

     Lizzy calls back soon. “I’ve got the address. Do you guys want to write it down?” 

    I grab a notepad and a pen right away and write down the address.  

    “Thank you so much, Lizzy.” 

    “No problem. Please keep me posted.” 

    “Sure thing.” 

    As soon as Linda ends the call, she says, “I’ll go find her. Thanks and sorry to bother you so late.” 

    “What about Tom?” I ask. The kid is only eight years old, and can’t be home alone. 

    She stops in her tracks. “Shit. What am I supposed to do? Could you come over to my house when I’m gone?” 

    I think for a moment. “You know what? I’ll go find Tessa and you go home to Tom.” 

    “That’ll be too much to ask. Are you sure?” 

    “Yes. What are neighbors for?”  

    “Thank you so much, James!” She wraps her arms around me and gives me a peck on my cheek. 

    Shit. My boner jolts at the soft touch of her fat tits, and I pull away quickly. “You’re welcome, Linda. I’d better get going.” 
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    I’m a good driver but tonight it’s hard for me to stay calm. On top of the worries I have for Tessa, I’m also tortured by guilt. I have handled the situation badly. I should’ve let the girl in and just talked to her. She looked so distressed, but I was too busy fighting my lust for the sake of honor. Pathetic old fool. 

    I wouldn’t forgive myself if anything happened to Tessa. Lord. I pushed my little lamb to the wolf’s den. Why would she go to the party, if she didn’t even like Marco? Did she do it to spite me, or was she desperate for some company?  I know what Marco wants from her. And with her vulnerable mental state, no doubt the fucker would take advantage of her. 

    The frat house is right by the campus Tessa goes to. Even though it’s past midnight and it’s a weekday, the streets are noisy with music and laughter. I’m reminded of all the horrors of college days. I wasn’t a good student back then, and I partied a lot. The main reason I did that was I hated my major, electric engineering. My dad pushed me into doing it, and I was good at math and physics, but I didn’t enjoy studying them all the time. I managed to pass all my classes with a C and got a job at AT&T. I moonlighted as a writer for a few years and eventually quit my day job. 

    I park my Jeep across the street to the frat house and walk toward the front entrance. A few guys and girls looking not much older than Tessa are hanging around at the patio drinking. They give me a curious look when I get to the door but don’t ask me any questions.  

    Inside the house it’s even noisier. A birthday cake on the table shows the reason. I look around but don’t see Tessa. Seeing a girl with a beer bottle in hand staring at me, I ask her, “Have you seen Tessa?” 

    “Who? No,” she says giggling, looking drunk.  

    When I walk past her, she grabs my wrist, “But I can be Tessa for you, Daddy!” 

    Shit. “Stop drinking and go home,” I say as I pry her hands off me, and then I head toward the stairs. 

    I open a door and see two people making out inside. No Tessa. I check another one, still no.  

    And then I hear a girl’s scream. Shit. I run toward the place where the scream comes from. It’s a room at the end of the hallway but the door is locked. I kick it open and see a horrific picture: A guy is pinning a girl in a t-shirt and shorts down in a bed, and another guy is straddling her while pushing her shirt up. 

    The girl is whining. “Please don’t do it, Marco!” And she’s none other than Tessa!  

    “Hey!” I shout and dash toward them. “Let her go!” 

    “Who the hell are you and why is it your business?” 

    I grab the guy’s arm and yank him off the bed and then I smash a fist into the guy that’s grasping Tessa’s arms.  

    “Mother fucker!” I curse. 

    The two come at me and I swing at each of them again.  

    While I grapple with the two jerks, Tessa gets up from the bed. “Stop, you guys. I’m calling 911!” 

    As soon as the two assholes hear that, they stop fighting and run for the door. But I get hold of Marco and pin him against the wall. “You’re going to explain it to the cops,” I say. 

    “What the fuck? I haven’t done anything.” 

    “You attempted to rape her, you asshole.” 

    “Hey, she led me on! She wanted both of us to fuck her!” 

    I don’t believe a word he says, but Tessa says. “It’s true, James. I did say that. And then I got scared. It was foolish of me.  Let him go, please.” 

    I pause for a moment. “Okay, I’ll let you go, Marco. But if you dared touch a hair on her head again, I’d kill you. Understand?” 

    “Yes, sir.” Marco mutters. 

    I let go of him and he is out of the door in no time. 

      

    Tessa wraps her arms around my waist. “James. Thank you so much!” 

    “Are you okay, sweetheart?” I ask her. “Did they hurt you?” 

    “No. You came just in time to save me,” she says. 

    “Thank God,” I say, kissing her head. 

    She presses her face into my chest and sobs. “I’m so sorry, James, for being so stupid. I shouldn’t have come to the party at all, not to mention acting out my frustration.” 

    “Shhh,” I say, stroking her back. “You needed to talk to someone and I shouldn’t have rejected you. I’m sorry, baby.” 

     “I love you,” she says. 

    I growl. “I love you too, baby.” 

    I find her lips and kiss her hard, and she moans into my mouth. We kiss until we’re both out of breath. 

    “Let’s go,” I say to her. “Linda is waiting.” 

    I call Linda as we get out of the frat house, letting her know everything is fine.  

    When we get to my Jeep, I kiss Tessa again before opening the car door. 

    I haven’t driven for five minutes when Tessa’s hand is on my thigh. “Daddy,” she says in a seductive voice. “Can I give you a hand job while you drive?” 

    “Fuck,” I say. “No, not now.” 

    “Why not?” she coos. “I want to thank you.” 

    Her hand reaches my crotch and she strokes my cock. It swells up quickly, and soon my head is all fuzzy and I can hardly keep my eyes on the road. I growl and turn into a quiet street.  

    I stop the car. Tessa doesn’t wait to climb onto my lap and I move my seat back to get more room. When I kiss her, she grinds on my hard-on and makes me growl. “Naughty girl.” 

    Her full breasts are pressed into my chest and I slip a hand between us to cup them. 

    “Can I suck your cock, please, Daddy?” she whispers into my ear. 

    I would be a saint if I refused her. “Hell, yes. Be my guest.” 

    She slides off my lap and kneels on the floor. Eyes not leaving me, she unbuttons my jeans, pushes my briefs down, and grabs my thick shaft. 

    Her eyes turn stormy the moment she sees my entire length. “Oh my God!” she moans. “You’re huge, James.” 

    “Yes, I am, little girl,” I stroke her lovely face, flattered by her reaction. “And I’m all yours, sweetheart. Go ahead and suck my cock.” 

    “Yes, Daddy!” she coos. 

    I watch her open her lips slightly and stick out her tongue. She licks the drop of precum off my tip first, and then wraps her lips around my round head. The sight of that sends even more blood to my cock, and I groan. “Fuck,” I mutter and thrust my hips. 

    The little vixen smirks and lets go of me. “Somebody is impatient!” she says while squeezing my manhood as if it were her plaything. “I thought you didn’t want me!” 

    “Fuck, you little vixen. Stop mocking me,” I cup her pretty face and guide it back to my cock. 

    “Okay, okay!” she says laughing, and then she takes me into her mouth again. This time, she sinks lower. She bobs her head up and down slowly, letting me feel every inch of the roof of her mouth and the back of her soft throat.  

    My cock twitches and I thrust. “You feel good, baby!” I grab her shoulders. 

    Tessa begins to gag when my cock reaches the back of her throat. 

    I don’t want to hurt her, so I pull out an inch. “I don’t need deep-throating, baby. This is good.” 

    “Okay,” she says and holds the base of my cock in her hands while sucking the top of my shaft. I close my eyes to enjoy the blissful sensation of her hot, slippery mouth engulfing my manhood. And when I open my eyes, I see Tessa free a hand to touch her clit as if giving me head turns her on. 

    The fact that the little girl truly enjoys pleasuring me sends a shrill to my spine. A jolt of electricity zips through me, and my cock throbs in her mouth. 

    I want to pull out but she won’t let me. She grips my cock tightly and sucks hard on my crown. My cock vibrates as a jet of hot cum spurts out of it and fills her mouth. 

    Tessa swallows quickly, but a few drops leak out of her mouth and run all the way down her chin, her neck, and her cleavage. 

    She scoops them up and sucks her fingers. 

    “You’re so yummy, James,” she says with a wicked smile. 

    I pull her back to my lap and kiss her passionately. Hell.  I was kidding myself when I thought I could resist this little temptress.  

    “You’re Daddy’s little treasure, Tessa,” I say to her.  

    Tessa smiles. “Claim me, then, Daddy!” 

    “I will, but not now. Your mom is waiting for us,” I say. 

      

    Linda is waiting at the driveway of her house when we get back. 

    She gives her stepdaughter a big hug. “Thank God. Are you okay, Tessa?” 

    “Yes, I am, Linda. I’m sorry to worry you like this.” 

    “Okay. Just don’t do it again. I promised your dad I would take care of you as long as you lived with me, understand?” 

    “Yes, Linda. I promise it won’t happen again. I’m going to shower now.” 

    I can see the stain of my precum on her shirt and I wonder whether Linda can smell it, but she doesn’t seem to suspect. 

    Instead, after Tessa leaves us, she hugs me and presses her face into my neck and whispers into my ear, “Oh James. Thank you so much! What can I do to return the favor?” 

    My cock jolts in my pants and I swallow. Linda has been in my fantasies shortly after we became neighbors. 

    Her large, soft tits feel great on my chest. I swallow and remind myself she’s still married. “Don’t mention it, Linda. We’re neighbors. Now that John is gone, you can ask me for help anytime you want, and there’s no need to return me any favor.” 

    “Are you sure?” she pulls away and pouts, looking disappointed.  

    Fuck. Those pouty lips! And to think she’s in a roomful of horny high school kids every day makes me mad. 

    “You’re a good man, James,” she whispers. “It’s a wonder you haven’t been tied down.” 

    Shit. What if she knew what I did to her stepdaughter, would she still say the same thing about me? I chuckle embarrassedly. “I haven’t met the right woman.” 

    That’s a lie. I’ve met the right woman. She’s right in front of me, but she’s married. 

    Tessa is also great, but then I’m still pretty sure her infatuation for me won’t last.  
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    It’s been two days since I “rescued” Tessa from the frat house. I haven’t seen her again but I’ve missed her. I guess she’s ashamed of what happened, although I wouldn’t blame her. Maybe she realized she didn’t need an older man, after all. I recall the blow job she gave me in my car and it’s been fueling my desire for the past days.  

    After dinner, I watch TV, and then work a little before heading for bed. 

    I go to the window to draw the blinds. Across my driveway, Tessa’s bedroom window is open, and the lights are on. 

    I can’t help glancing into it. I’ve caught her with nothing on a few times in the past, and thus looking in her window is a temptation I’ve been resisting. But not tonight. Tonight, I crave the sight of her, clothes on or not. 

    She shows up a moment later in a bathrobe. Her hair is damp. She towels it off and then she comes to the window, looking my way. I know she can see me because my nightstand lamp is on. 

    She smiles at me sweetly and I smile back. I throw her a kiss and mouth a good-night, not knowing she can see it or not. 

    I’m about to turn away when she suddenly takes off her bathrobe. 

    Fuck me. I freeze at the sight of the gorgeous new adult body. My eyesight isn’t perfect, but good enough to see every tempting detail of her curves. Her perky breasts look fresh to eat, and her pink areolas and nipples beg to be touched. 

    My cock jolts in my pajama and I grip it through the fabric. 

    When Tessa’s hand cups her breast and strokes it seductively, I groan and reach into my pajama to stroke my cock. 

    Tessa’s window only reaches her waist but I know she’s touching herself down there too. 

    She walks away from the window and lies down on her bed facing me. She spreads her legs and lets me see her glistening pussy. I’m about to come. She dips her finger into her pussy lips and then brings it up to her mouth and sucks it. Fuck. I remember how good she tasted. I wish I had my tongue over those velvety lips.  

    Tessa continues to play with herself, making sure I see every detail. When she reaches her pillow and pulls out a dildo, and pushes the tip into her pussy, I come with a loud grunt. My cum spills onto the wall again and again. 

    Shit.  

    Tessa puts on her robe and turns off her bedroom light. 

    I clean up and go back to bed, my mind is excited with what just happened, and my cock is still half filled. 

    I grip it again, imagining Tessa’s pussy lips wrapping it. 

    I’m close to climax when the doorbell rings. Fuck. Who the hell could it be? Tessa? 

    I open it promptly after checking the peep hole.  

    Tessa is in her bathrobe, her hair is still damp, and she smells musky. She looks so fucking beautiful in that bathrobe; covering just the part I want to see the most.  

    I let her in, and she wraps her arms around me. “I can’t sleep,” she says. “I want you.” 

     “Yes, baby,” I say. “I want you, too. Come to Daddy.” 

    I cup her breasts through the silky material, teasing her nipples to make them grow harder and larger. 

    I suck her nipple through the thin fabric to tease her. 

    “Take it off me,” she begs. “I need to feel your tongue on my skin.” 

    “I know, horny girl,” I say, and push her robe off her shoulders. It falls all the way to her waist. And I don’t hesitate to take her breast in my mouth while palming her ass through the thin silk. She shivers. “Oh, James. Fuck me already. I’m so turned on I’m gonna come soon.” 

    I carry her into my bedroom and put her onto my bed. Her robe is still on her arms, but the rest of her displays under my eyes. I straddle her and kiss every inch of her perfect young body, her neck, her breasts, her belly, and her sweet pussy. 

    Tessa writhes as I trail my lips along her, and juices dripping down to her thighs like a tropical storm. My cock jolts to a full mast at the sight, and I can’t wait a minute longer.  

    Spreading her legs wide, I push my fat cock into her eager pussy.  

    I grunt while Tessa moans even louder, as her virgin walls grip me instantly like tight gloves. 

    I push an inch deeper and feel her hymen. “You sure you want me to pop your cherry?”  

    “Yes, Daddy. Do it, please. I’ve been saving it for you!” 

    I grunt. “Okay, baby girl, here we go,” I say and pull out an inch and thrust back in with just enough force to pop her cherry without hurting much. 

    “Ah,” Tessa winces a bit and tightens her muscles. 

    “Are you okay?” I ask. 

    “Yes, I am,” she says with a smile. “It isn’t too bad. Just a pinch. Don’t stop, please! 

    “No way in hell will I stop now, sweetheart,” I say and kiss her. “It’s heaven down there.” 

    She giggles and rolls her pelvis to meet my thrusts. It’s her first time, but she’s a quick learner, even teasing me by clenching her vaginal muscles. Tessa is evidently enjoying every minute of it and doesn’t stop moaning.  

    It feels so good I close my eyes to enjoy the sensation for a moment, without moving. Fuck. I’ve been a Don Juan for years with many gorgeous women, but I don’t remember feeling so incredible. Tessa isn’t my first virgin, either. I’ve had some back in high school and it’s been a long time. But back then, I was a clumsy teen and didn’t know better. I took it like an ordeal, and later avoided virgins. But I’ve changed over the years, and Tessa isn’t just any virgin, she’s my love, my princess, my baby girl.  

    “Deeper please, James. I want more.” 

    I don’t have to begged twice. I plunge into her deeper and fast and make her moan even louder. 

    Tessa squeezes her breasts as if pleasure fills her there and she needs to ease the fullness.  

    I help her out and roll her nipple as I thrust. She squeals. “Yes, James. Deeper, faster, harder!” 

    [bookmark: _gjdgxs]I growl. Deeper is exactly what I want. 

    I lift her up by the waist and put her legs on my shoulders. 

    I grip her hips. “This will feel amazing, baby. I’ll be all the way into your womb.” 

    She giggles at first, but stops when I plunge in, all the way in, and my cock hits her cervix, her eyes become stormy and her breathing quickens. “Oh my God. James. Do it again please. I love it. Keep fucking me like that.” 

    I do just that, ramming into her fast and deep, her slippery walls making it easy. I thrust effortlessly until I’m on autopilot. My dick has a mind of its own, and it’s driving me into the pleasure land. 

    Tessa lets out a low moan as her walls spasms, gripping me even tighter like a pair of vise. She thrusts her pelvis into mine and grinds her clit on my cock. She lets out a piercing scream when she comes, trembling as if a violent storm is surging through her body. 

    I come with her, my cock pulses as my cum spurts into her virgin pussy. 

    “My God, that was amazing,” Tessa coos in my arms after we both calm down. “You’re amazing, James. I’m so glad I saved my V-card for you. Thank you.” 

    “Anytime, sweetheart. And thank you for giving me your V-card,” I say and kiss her. “You want another shower?”  

    We’re both sweaty. 

    “Yes,” she says. “I’ve always wanted you to fuck me in the shower.” 

    Holy shit. Aren’t I a lucky guy? 
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    “There’s something I need to tell you, though,” she says before getting up from the bed. 

    “What is it?” 

    “You’re actually not my first.” 

    “What?” I blink. “But I’ve just popped your cherry, sweetheart.” 

    “I know,” she giggles. “You’re my first guy, but I’ve had plenty of sexual experiences.” 

    It takes me a moment to understand what she means. “You mean, you’ve done it with girls?” 

    She nods. 

    I’m turned on right away, picturing my hot little girl having sex with other girls. “With whom?” 

    “My friend Lizzy.” 

    I’m not surprised. Lizzy is a beautiful girl, but plumper than Tessa. 

    “I see. Thanks for letting me know, baby. But is Lizzy going to be mad at me for taking you from her?” 

    She shakes her head. “Not at all! You’re not taking me from her, and she likes you too. We always talk about how good it’d be if the three of us could get together.” 

    My jaw falls. The day just keeps getting better. “You’re kidding, right?” 

    “I’m not,” she laughs. “But if you don’t want to, we’ll understand.” 

    I hesitate. “To tell the truth, I’ve had threesomes before, Tessa. But the thing is it seldom works. Mainly because the girls would get jealous with each other.” 

    “Oh we won’t be. I assure you. In fact, I’m not sure if I could keep seeing you if you don’t also fuck her. I’ll feel sorry because we always share everything.” 

    I take a deep breath. “Okay, Tessa. Let’s give it a try and see how it goes.” 

    “Yay!” she hugs me and stamps a kiss on my cheek. “I promise you, Daddy. We’re going to be so hot together you’ll come like a runaway freight whenever you’re with us.” 

    Holy fuck. “I can’t wait,” I say and pull her to me. 

    

  


   
    Thanks for reading Neighbor Daddy. 

    Please leave a rating on Amazon and let me know how I did! 
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