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Mallory’s mouth water at the smell of the burgers.

The aroma wafted in through her bedroom window, which faced out onto the Smiths’ backyard.

Said backyard currently hosted a barbecue, to which Mallory and her mother had been specifically not invited.

It was a guy-only event, apparently. She could hear someone, probably Mr. Henderson, laughing at some joke at that moment.

She went over to the window and, resting her arms on the sill, peered out at the party.

Great weekend to come home, she thought. She could’ve been back at school, out with friends, going to house parties there. Maybe even doing her coursework. That last one was a longshot, though. 

She recognized at the faces in the backyard, and they all had one thing in common, she realized: they were all single. All single dads, that was. She knew all their kids. Said kids were all in college now, just like she was.

And there was Mr. Smith himself. A tall guy with a bit of gray in the temples and an easy smile. She propped her elbows on the sill and stared down at him, rubbing her thighs together unconsciously.

She’s known Mr. Smith her whole life. She and his daughter, Amy, had practically been sisters. Until she went to a different school, that is.

And while she would never tell Amy this, she’d always had a crush on her dad.

In fact, she’d always liked all the men she saw down there. Mallory liked her men older, more experienced.

The guy she was seeing at college was a grad student, almost 27, while she was still 18, just a few months from 19.

Still, she thought she might like to go a bit older. Older guys had staying power and experience. So she thought, anyway. The grad guy was the oldest she’d been with.

But still, she fantasized.

Like right at that moment, she wished her dad weren’t over at that party. She thought about what it might be like to go over, grab Mr. Smith and lead him to the laundry room. Get down on her knees in front of him to silence his protests by taking his cock into her mouth to get it good and hard…

Her thighs rubbed together harder. She made herself good and wet with the fantasy, thinking about how good she could make him feel.

She bit down on her bottom lip to suppress a smile. In her fantasy, she imagined calling Mr. Smith “Daddy.” She imagined telling Daddy to fuck her tight little pussy as hard as he wanted.

She imagined him getting so turned on by that that he buried himself deep inside, all the way to the hilt, and sprayed her guts with a hot and sticky load.

It was such a hot fantasy that her heart sped up and she felt a dewy perspiration start on her lower back. Enough to make her thin shirt stick to her skin.

And she didn’t have to mention how the dew between her legs made the crotch of her panties stick to that set of lips.

It was too much.

She needed to deal with this now, because she wanted to go out to the movies later with another friend who was back from school.

So she went and flopped down on her bed, intending on toying with her swollen little clit until she could orgasm and get rid of some of this tension.

She shook with youthful yearning that burned hot and pure low in her stomach.

She pulled her shirt up, exposing the smooth flatness of her tummy. When she ran her fingertips down it on either side of her navel, her skin broke out in goosebumps.

Her body burned hot with need, her little pussy quivering and aching with need the closer her fingers came.

She started to unbutton her shorts. Her breath caught in her throat. Little tingles of excitement ran through her tummy.

I’m so wet, she thought, still imagining Mr. Smith’s big, hard cock thrusting deep into that slick, young tightness again and again… 

Then someone knocked on the door.

Her heart lurched and she rolled onto her side a moment before the door opened.

“Hey, hon,” her mom said, “Everything okay in here?”

“Yeah, why wouldn’t it be?” Mallory said, hoping her mom couldn’t see the deep flush in her skin. She yanked her shirt back down over her stomach, trying to make it look like it had just ridden up naturally while lying on the bed.

“Just checking. Hey, can you go next door and get your dad? Tell him it’s about the plumbing again.”

“Fine,” she said quickly, just wanting her mother out of her room. It was ridiculous, she thought. She was a grown woman now, an adult in college, she didn’t need her mom barging into her room whenever!

She went over, knocking on the front door.

Fuck, I’m still so wet. I really should’ve changed my panties at least before I came over. 

Her desire twisted low in her stomach and left her clenching her jaw in frustration. She resolved to get this done as quickly as possible so she could get back up to her room and find some relief.

And hey, if it turned out that she ran into Mr. Smith, then that would just add more to her fantasy.

It turned out that her dad had already left. He remembered the plumbing stuff on his own, and decided to go out to the hardware store to pick up the pieces he needed. He wasn’t coming back to the party. 

“But why don’t you come in for a while, Mal? The guys haven’t seen you in forever,” Mr. Smith said.

She couldn’t help but smile. She swiped a few stray strands of blonde hair back behind her ear, feeling the way her heart pumped heat throughout her entire body.

He’s so handsome. I wonder what he’d do if he knew how wet I am right now?

“Sure. Just for a bit, anyway,” she said, sauntering inside when he stepped out of the way.

The whole house smelled of the barbecue. Well, that and beer.

Right at that moment, the other guys decided to come on in. She guessed that the food had all been eaten and now everyone wanted to crowd into the TV room to catch whatever sports game they could.

“Hey, Mal!” Mr. Jones said. He was also a handsome older guy. Not as nice on the eyes as Mr. Smith, but still good. Mal had known his son most of her life.

“Hey!” she said back, following them into the TV room.

There were a couple of couches and that was it. The guys crowded onto them before she could find her seat.

Mr. Smith noticed her predicament first, “I could go grab you a chair from the kitchen. Unless a lap will suit you?”

The second part was a joke, that was clear, but Mallory’s wet little pussy trembled when he said it.

“Oh, okay,” he said, grinning when she went and sat down on his lap.

“Am I too heavy?” she said.

“Not at all,” he replied, still smiling as though she might get up when the joke played itself out.

But she didn’t. And he didn’t make her. Maybe he felt some of the heat coming off her wanton mound. Maybe he liked the way her firm, round ass felt. She didn’t know and she didn’t care.

None of the other guys said anything. If anything, they gave her little sidelong glances that she interpreted as maybe a bit jealous. 

Mr. Jones’s eyes lingered the longest, and he leaned forward a few minutes later. Hiding something?

Everyone watched the action on the TV. Mallory shifted her butt on Mr. Smith’s lap, making it look like she was trying to get comfortable.

But really she wanted to find his cock and rub herself against it. It didn’t take long. She shifted back a little more and almost gasped, but held it back.

Mr. Smith’s hard cock pressed up against her ass. She moved a little more, spread herself out on him a little more.

Her breath caught a little when that hard cylinder of his member rubbed against her hot, moist cunt.

His breath caught, too. But he did nothing. One of his hands crept up and touched the bare skin on her outer thigh, his fingertips dimpling her flesh.

She rubbed her pussy against him, her heart pounding all the while, trying to keep her movements small so none of the other men would notice.

The more she rubbed, the wetter she got. The little nub of her clit, all swollen from excitement, started rubbing as well.

She thought she might cum soon. Her nipples perked up, the padding of her bra barely holding them back from poking against her shirt.

Was there some way they could get out for a bit? Both of them going to the bathroom, maybe?

That sounded good to her.

“Gotta pee,” she said, hopping up off him.

It was too quick for him to hide his obvious excitement. His cock strained hard against his jeans, a tiny wet spot on them near the tip where her rubbing had already milked some precum out of him.

“Having too much fun there?” Mr. Jones said, still leaning forward. His eyes drank her in.

“Shit, Bill, what the hell are you doing?” One of the other guys said.

“I couldn’t help it! She kept rubbing her ass on it!” Mr. Smith said.

“Then why’d you touch my leg?” Mallory said. Mr. Smith went quiet.

“You can come sit on my lap any time, little lady!” Mr. Johnson said, grinning.

Mallory had never been so turned on before. All these older guys, all of them looking at her. Checking her out. She could feel their eyes taking in the curve of her hips, the flatness of her belly.

She blamed what happened next on that unquenchable arousal.

“That looks painful! Can I help?” she said to Mr. Smith. His cock looked so huge as it bulged against his jeans.

“What help are you offering?” he said.

She got down on her knees in front of him. He didn’t stop her when she undid his belt, his button, his zipper.

He didn’t stop her when she reached eagerly into his briefs and found the thick shaft of his cock. It was hot and hard and it flexed against her palm when she pulled it out. 

“Mallory, your father…” Mr. Smith started.

“Isn’t coming back here. Do you want to be my daddy for now?” she said, letting the tip of her tongue play out in a long, sensuous circle against hers lips. She ran her hand slowly up his shaft until her fingers hit the ridge of his crown. She squeezed him lightly, then pulled down again.

“Holy shit…” Mr. Jones said.

“Just for now,” Mr. Smith said, swallowing heavily so that his Adam’s apple bobbed.

“I want you all to be my daddies, if we can keep this a secret,” Mallory said. 

She reached out and squeezed Mr. Jones’s cock through his pants. He sucked in a sharp breath and she felt her pussy squeeze up. When it relaxed, she was even wetter than before.

“Sure,” Mr. Jones said. The others nodded. All five of the men nodded.

She pushed Mr. Smith’s thighs apart and shuffled closer. They all watched as she kissed that extra sensitive spot on the bottom of the head of his cock. He groaned. The groan turned to a gasp when she let her tongue play out against it.

And the gasp turned to a moan when she let the tight loop of her lips slide down until it encompassed the entire head of his member.

His precum was salty. When she ran her hand up his member, she milked more of it out. She swallowed it all.

She took her mouth off him long enough to look at the others, all their attention on her, “Take out your cocks.”

She felt like such a little slut, a little whore. She loved it. Loved feeling their eyes on her. Loved it when all of them but Mr. Smith stood up and shoved their pants down to reveal their throbbing shafts.

They moved in close, a few of them stroking themselves to the sight of her tight and youthful body.

Mr. Jones was closest. She grabbed his thick meat with one hand and stroked him. He let his head roll back and his mouth drop open. He gasped when she ran the pad of her thumb over the head of his cock and spread his precum around the taut purple flesh.

“Keep sucking daddy’s cock. Be a good girl…” Mr. Smith said.

She bobbed her mouth on him, eager to please. 

One of the other guys knelt behind her, squeezing her ass. He gave her a little spank and she giggled around her mouthful of cock.

Little trembles of pleasure of need kept shooting up her spine, and she thrust her ass out at him. 

“I’m so wet for you, daddy,” she said in a moment when she pulled her mouth off Mr. Smith.

The daddy behind her didn’t hesitate. He put a hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy through her shorts. She shivered at the touch, her body breaking out in gooseflesh.

“She’s fucking soaked,” he said.

She took her hand off Mr. Smith and used it on the cock of the daddy to her left. She stroked off Mr. Jones, sucked off Mr. Smith, and squeezed the hardening shaft of the third man.

The daddy squeezing her ass and rubbing her pussy shifted his hands around so he could undo her shorts.

And the final man squeezed and rubbed his cock, watching the whole show.

They all paused for a moment to watch the guy peel her shorts down to reveal her ass. The white cotton of her panties was soaked through and stuck to her pussy lips, outlining her mound for them all to see.

He peeled her panties down, his cock trembling when they stuck to her lips for a moment before coming away.

She shoved her mouth back down Mr. Smith’s cock, swallowing most of his shaft. He bumped into her throat. When she started to pull back, he grabbed her head and held it there.

Her spit ran down his member, gobs and gobs of it. Her eyes watered a little, but she didn’t stop.

Then her whole body went stiff. The daddy behind her pushed his big middle finger up into the sopping slickness of her cunt and wriggled it around.

Her tightness gripped him hard, and when he pulled it out it glistened with her nectar.

He stuck it into his mouth and licked it all off, smiling at the taste. Then the final man knelt too, he pulled her back cheeks apart and ran his fingers down her cleft, running little circles around her sensitive little rosebud.

It drove her mad. She squeezed and stroked the cocks in her hands until the men groaned with the sexual agony of it. She slammed her mouth up and down Mr. Smith’s spit-soaked shaft until his body went all tense.

The daddy who’d pulled her panties down put two fingers into her and started curling them. The one playing with her ass put a finger in his mouth to get it nice and wet and then pushed it back into her tightest hole.

“Fuck me. I need your cocks, please…” she moaned.

The fingers pulled out of her immediately. Before she could even ready herself, something thick and hard pushed against her wetness. Pushed and pushed until she stretched.

A hot, thick shaft forced her slick walls apart and sank deep into her. Sank until it filled her.

Then it pulled out. Most of the way. It slammed back into her hard enough that she almost choked on Mr. Smith’s girth. Her hands squeezed up around the other shafts, the men moaning at the pressure.

He pounded her tight little pussy, their bodies slapping together hard enough that she bounced off Mr. Smith’s thighs again and again.

And she loved it. She loved having hard cocks down her throat and buried in her pussy. She loved the sounds of the pleasure that the daddies gave to her.

“I’m gonna cum!” she said, “Don’t stop! Oh, please fuck me harder, daddy!”

“You’re getting so tight!” he said, his lips peeled back from his teeth, “Oh, baby, tell me you’re on birth control!”

“I am!” she lied. She didn’t know why she lied. She wasn’t on anything. The guy she saw at school she made wear a rubber.

Something inside her made her tell the lie. Something inside her wanted to feel that daddy fill her tight little pussy up with a hot load.

“Good, because this feels too nice to pull out,” he said.

“Fill that pussy up and then get out of my way,” the daddy who’d played with her asshole said.

Her mouth pulled off Mr. Smith when she felt the daddy’s cock flex in her pussy. Felt it flex and then felt the splashing heat of the first squirt of his seed. 

She came on him, her tightness bearing down all around him, holding him inside, making him shoot his load good and deep so that she didn’t miss a drop.

Her whole body went rigid.

“So fucking tight!” he said, his cock buried deep inside of her.

But when he finished, he pulled out and got up. The next man knelt down behind her. He entered her raw, the mingled cum and pussy juices slathering up his shaft right away.

He grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, his thickness stretching her out with every thrust. Every time he buried himself to the hilt inside of her she winced. It felt good, but it hurt, too.

It hurt so good.

She was a hungry little bitch, swallowing every inch of Mr. Smith’s cock again and again. She looked up into his eyes, begging him to empty his balls down her throat.

“Fuck…” he groaned, his cock stiffening even more against her tongue.

Eager, she sucked him harder, slid her lips up and down his shaft faster. She made two of them explode inside of her at the same time.

Mr. Smith’s load was hot and thick. It splattered against the back of her mouth and she swallowed it. And kept swallowing. He grabbed her head and held it in his hands, held his cock buried inside of her.

The daddy behind her emptied his balls into her pussy, mingling his load with the previous one.

She came every time they did, the energy of it wracking her petite body with little spasms, making her moan and squirm in their grip.

They used her like that, Mr. Jones and the final daddy also taking their turns behind her. They mounted her one at a time, all the cum inside of her letting them slide against the velvety walls of her pussy as fast and hard as they wanted.

By the time it ended she was more exhausted and sore than she’d ever been. Her pussy ached deeply, and even her greedy womb couldn’t swallow it all.

Its warmth leaked down her inner thighs and down the slick slit between her lower lips.

She leaned back on her haunches, every muscle stiff and unwilling. She hissed at the pain, but enjoyed it all the same.

“Our secret, right?” she said to all of them.

“Of course,” they all said back.

Despite her soreness, when she saw their cocks still out, still wet with her nectar and their cum, she felt another tingle of desire.

She was young and insatiable, after all.

“I’ll come back next weekend,” she told them, hiking her panties and her shorts back up.

She also leaned in and gave Mr. Smith a kiss on the mouth, “Maybe I’ll see you later…” she whispered to him.

When she went home, her own father asked if the guys cared that he left the party. She said they didn’t.
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Upping Her Grade

 

“Man, I am totally failing my Intro to Pysch class!” Bianca said.

“Really? Aren’t you doing all the assignment?” Angie said.

The two of them stood out in the hallway, the door to the Pysch 101 lecture hall to their right. A steady stream of students poured from it, most of them examining the comments left on their latest assignment.

The professor, Dr. Sharp, also included a sheet with overall class standings and current course marks.

A few of the guys looked up from their paper to discreetly admire Bianca. She paid it no attention; she was used to this sort of attention from guys.

Bianca had a D+ paper in her hand with a big F+ in red market on the course standings page on the back.

She wrinkled her nose at it. It was a pretty nose in a pretty face. Blonde hair bounced from her shoulders, and her crop top shirt combined with her low-rise jeans showed a toned and firm tummy.

“No. I tried, but I didn’t think it would be this hard!” Bianca said, feeling the tears pushing at the back of her pretty blue eyes.

“Told you that we shouldn’t have gone to those house parties over the weekend,” Angie replied. Her paper had a B, and she stood at a C+. Nothing to worry about for her.

“But how else were we supposed to meet those frat guys?” Bianca said.

It had been a good weekend. She’d hooked up with the starting QB for the college’s team.

Well, sort of good. He’d been hot and muscular. But quick. It felt like he’d only pumped her a dozen times before he shot his nut.

It left Bianca a bit frustrated, which she also blamed for not getting to her course readings or going over her lecture notes.

“Well, I hope he was worth it,” Angie said.

Bianca could’ve smacked the smug smile off her friend’s face, but she genuinely needed help. If she failed another course she’d be on academic probation next semester.

And if nothing happened after that?

Kicked out of the school.

“What should I do?” Bianca said, squeezing the sheaf of papers in her slender fingers.

“You could always fuck him,” Angie said.

This got her attention. She finally looked up from her failing grade to her friend’s pretty cheerleader face. “What?”

“Sleep with him to bump your grade up,” Angie said.

“Do you think that would actually work?” Bianca replied. Dr. Sharp was something of a silver fox. Older, of course. Maybe even older than her dad.

She had to admit to more than one occasion in class where, bored with the lecture, she’d imagine what it’d be like to kiss him. Feel his stubble on her cheeks while his hands squeezed and rubbed her young body.

She’d never been with an older guy before. It actually sounded kind of hot.

I wonder if he’d last longer than the quarterback? Bianca wondered. 

“Dude! Are you actually considering it?” Angie said, scrunching her face up, “It was a joke!”

“I know. I just wanted to mess with you,” Bianca said, covering her ass.

“Wanna go to the cafeteria? I want to grab a bite before practice,” Angie said, making Bianca slump a little with relief when she didn’t push the point about taking her suggestion seriously.

“Not hungry yet. I’ll text you later maybe,” Bianca said, looking back down at her paper. She chewed a little on her bottom lip, the pressure of her teeth turning the rosy, soft skin there white.

“Whatever,” Angie said, walking away.

Bianca didn’t want to get kicked out of school. And the professor really was a handsome guy. And she didn’t remember seeing a wedding ring on his finger.

Old guys liked young women, didn’t they? Maybe I won’t even have to fuck him, she thought. She wondered if maybe she could get away with some flirting. Maybe putting her hand on his arm or his chest. 

She found her course syllabus and tapped her finger on the line with the information she needed. Dr. Sharp’s office location and office hours. It turned out he had one coming up that afternoon.

Bianca went back to her dorm room and changed. She left the crop top on. Then she pulled on a lacey red thong and over those, a pair of shorts cut off so high almost half her ass showed.

She bent over briefly in front of the mirror, just a little, to accentuate her butt.

“There’s no way he’ll say no!” Bianca said, pleased with herself.

And, she admitted, a little turned on. Maybe more than a little. She trembled a little, low in her flat tummy. Was she wet, too? Maybe a little.

This had her really excited. She glanced at the clock, wondering if she could get away with a quick bean flicking session to calm her down, but she needed to hurry to make it to his office on time.

“Oh well,” she said, figuring that a little frustration would make it all seem more real.

She got to the building and found the halls pretty empty, which was good. She’d been worried that maybe other students might be there. But no one ever went to office hours. Especially not freshmen.

Her footsteps resounded off the walls of the narrow corridor. Her heartbeat sped up, clanging against her ribs.

This will work, this will work, she said. 

The thong was tight, and she swallowed at the pressure it put on her lower lips. The skimpy underwear already felt a little damp. A flushing sensation of heat rose from her chest.

She turned the corner and saw the door to his office. It stood ajar, some inner light leaking out against the glossy floor. Papers rustled within. Keys tapped.

She stopped for a moment, considering.

No, just go do it! You want to pass, don’t you?

So she went and knocked.

“Uh, Professor Sharp?”

“Come in,” he said.

She pushed the door open and saw him sitting at his desk. He glanced up at her. Then glanced again when she closed the door behind her.

She noticed how excited she was when she glanced down and saw her perky little nipples thrusting hard against the thin cotton of her crop top. Her heart pushed up into her throat.

“This is about your grade,” Sharp said.
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