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I still couldn’t believe that I’d agreed to go along with this. I thought about it as I sat on the foot of the queen bed in my hotel room.

I could hear the girls through the walls. They took up the rooms on either side of me in the hall.

The thing was, my own daughter wasn’t even here. She’d picked up a bug from one of her classes and had to drop out at the last minute.

And I’d already volunteered to drive everyone.

Just me, a middle-aged single dad, and five 18 and 19-year-old college coeds.

I loved my daughter, so when she asked me to drive her group of friends to a concert two states away in my big old Suburban I of course said no problem.

She called me this morning from her dorm room saying she had some sort of bug and that she wouldn’t be able to make it but her friends were just “So grateful” that I could still take them. 

How is anyone supposed to say no to something like that?

Since she’d gone away to college the house was pretty lonely. I worked on the car most days, or on little home improvement projects. Or working out in my newly converted home gym.

And there were the women. While my girl had lived with me I refrained, but a man has needs. So without anyone else there to make it awkward I didn’t find it a problem to pick someone up from the bar for a bit of adult fun a few times a week.

Apparently I was something of a silver fox, so it wasn’t really a problem finding someone who wanted to warm my bed for a night.

I remember pulling up to the dorm entrance, watching the gaggle of girls with their bags. I thought young women were so much more beautiful now than when I was younger. They wore such skimpier clothes, went to the gym more, all that.

And these girls were no exception. With the warm weather they all wore shorts and crop tops, their long legs seeming to never end.

“Hey, Mr. Billings!” they said, piling in and flashing their smiles. It made my heart pound and the neck of my shirt tight.

And they kept asking all these questions.

“So you’re really single?”

“You know how to work on cars?”

“No, are you really single? Really?” 

“I wish you were my dad! You’re so awesome!”

That last one wasn’t really a question, I know, but I liked it. At first. Until I glanced in the rear view mirror and saw the way the girl who said it, a cute red-head with lips that always seemed glossy, looked at me.

I’d made certain to get a separate room for myself.

Someone knocked on the door, disturbing me from my rumination. I pushed up off the bed, the mattress springs groaning in protest, and opened the door.

Two of the girls stood there. The red-head, Abigail, and a dark-haired beauty with smoky eyes I thought was named Bryce.

I was glad then that I hadn’t pulled off my shirt and my jeans to turn in.

“Everything okay?” I said. I poked my head out the door and peered each way down the walkway. There was an overhang over the doors with lights that left the parking lot pretty well lit, and I didn’t really see anyone else around.

I looked back at them. Abigail smiled up at me and made the front of my stomach go tight. How did her lips always look so wet? I kept wanting to find out how they tasted.

But then I reminded myself that I was their friend’s father. Old enough to be their father.

Still, I could see that she didn’t wear a bra. And the night air was a bit chilly. Her nipples pressed plainly against her top. My nuts tightened a little at that.

And Bryce had those fuck-me eyes. One or both of them smelled absolutely delicious, too.

“Do you mind if we raid your mini fridge? We’ll totally pay for it!” Abigail said. When she finished she bit down ever so lightly on that glossy bottom lip and let it slide out. 

What man could say no?

I stepped aside, “Help yourself.”

I hadn’t touched it, wanting to keep my head good and clear for the drive. Besides, wasn’t 18 the drinking age in this state? 

“Thanks!” they both said, rushing in past me. They left a cloud of that delicious perfume wafting behind them and I inhaled deeply.

They bent over in front of the fridge, pulling the door open and bending over. I tried not to stare at the way their asses seemed to fall out of their shorts.

My cock started stiffening, making my jeans uncomfortable. I was also rather well hung, I knew, and I also knew it wouldn’t take long until a stray glance from one of the girls would reveal my excitement.

“Just take it all, girls; I’m about to turn in for the night,” I said, giving it my best dad voice.

They perked up right away. It always got them, the dad voice.

“Of course! Sorry to bug you,” Abigail said, handing off her armload of single serving vodkas and whiskies to Bryce.

They started past me again, but not before Abigail stopped. She reached out and put her hand on my bicep and smiled up at me.

“We’re all so happy you were still willing to take us,” she said.

“My pleasure,” I replied, “Really, it’s no problem.”

“Because if there’s anything we can do to repay, just let us know. We know we owe you big time. Anything, really.”

She did that little lip-biting thing again, sending a jolt of desire straight down my shaft to tingle at the tip. 

“Just let me get a good night’s rest. And don’t make me pay for all that hooch,” I said with a grin.

Her hand lingered on me for a little too long. I could feel my body temperature rising. Felt the way my mouth started to dry out.

I thought that if maybe that dark-haired girl wasn’t here I might’ve forgotten myself and made some sort of move.

“Okay, night!”

“Yeah, night!” The girls said.

I closed the door, not bothering with the chain lock. Who was going to bust in here? It was the middle of nowhere!

I went to bed unable to get Abigail’s beautiful eyes and her seductive lips out of my mind. Or the way she’d looked at me and said, Anything, really. 

I went to sleep frustrated and more than half hard, not wanting to let the girls hear the bed springs groan. Or me, for that matter. My daughter would never let me live that one down if her friends caught me stroking one out.

It was a hell of a dream, or so I thought.

My cock was rock fucking hard. Something soft and wet and warm kept sliding up and down my length. The top part, anyway. Something else gripped the rest of my shaft, stroking and squeezing until I groaned.

It was the most visceral, real wet dream I’d ever had.

Other warm things touched me elsewhere. Hot, wet little kisses along my throat and my chin. On my chest. Down the little vertical dimple that marked off the sides of my abdominals.

It got better.

I could feel myself squirming and writhing a little on the bed, in my sleep. I must’ve been half awake.

In any case, that hot wetness around my cock went harder, faster. 

God, I was so hard I ached.

At first I thought I was still asleep, but then I heard the way the mattress kept groaning as though mine wasn’t the only body pressing down on the springs.

I opened my eyes a little, trying to get used to the unfamiliar darkness of the hotel room. My heart started pounding.

Someone giggled. It was quiet, but I heard it. I heard it right next to me.

“Shh!” someone else said. 

“Wha…?” I started. I reached up, meaning to rub some of the sleep out of my eyes with one hand.

That hand met something warm and soft and firm. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought it was a thigh.

I moved my other hand. It met something else. Not a thigh this time.

“Oh…” someone moaned. A female someone. Because I knew right away what my knuckles pressed against.

They pushed up into the thin layer of cotton panties between someone’s thighs. Very hot thighs. With damp panties.

My cock throbbed.

When the girl down there felt it do that, she sucked harder, really locked her lips around my girth.

“What’s going on?” I said. I knew I should stop it, because part of me did know what was going on.

But it just felt so nice. Warm fingers wrapped themselves around my balls and squeezed. Just a little. Just enough for me to suck in a breath.

The owner of the thigh I touched grabbed my hand. My index finger slipped into a wet mouth, a taut little tongue immediately wrapping around it.

My eyes adjusted and I made them out. All five of them.

They crouched and knelt all around me on the bed, all watching me. All wearing nothing but panties.

“Girls, we shouldn’t…” I said.

I looked down then. Saw who sucked on my cock so nicely. It was Abigail with her glossy lips. Her lovely eyes stared directly back into mine as she pushed the tight loop those lips made more than halfway down my shaft.

When she pulled them back it wasn’t just her lips that glistened.

“We talked it over,” one of the other girls said, a blonde who fit the hot cheerleader archetype perfectly. Her breasts were small and perky, her nipples stiff and standing up.

The other girl whose pussy I still touched knelt over and kissed me some more, running her lips up and down the stubble on my throat. They went up my chin and she kissed me on the mouth.

She tasted sweet. When she pulled back she giggled. Then she sat down harder on my hand and ground her pussy against me until the giggle turned into a moan.

“Girls…” I said, using my dad voice again.

Abigail made a sort of giggle noise on my cock, then pressed the head down into her throat so that I sucked a breath in through my teeth. 

“Do you really want us to stop?” Bryce said.

She sat beside Abigail’s kneeling body. It was her hand wrapped around the bottom of my shaft, her other hand squeezing and kneading my balls.

I thought of her smoky, beautiful eyes and nearly spent my load down Abigail’s willing throat.

“No, I don’t think that I do,” I said, wondering if they were words I’d regret when the sun came up.

But until then, this was fucking amazing.

I turned my hand over so that I could rub the girl’s pussy through her panties properly. And when she started moaning even more, I hooked those panties to the side and sank my middle finger up to the second knuckle in the tightest, wettest little cunt I’d felt in a while.

“It’s my turn!” Bryce said.

Abigail made a sort of gagging sound and she withdrew my cock from her mouth. Long, glistening strands of spit hung down from her lovely lips for a few moments until she collected them with her hand and rubbed it all over the grown of my shaft.

“Be my guest,” she said, “I want to do something else, anyway. Mr. Billings, can I sit on your face? Please?”

“Yes,” I told her.

I moaned again when Bryce swept her dark hair to one side so it wouldn’t get in the way just a moment before her lips sank down around my cock. She kept squeezing my balls. The cheerleader leaned in the grab the rest of my meat and stroke it.

I wondered how long they’d been in the room. I wondered how they even got in.

Abigail stood up from the bed and wriggled out of her panties. In the darkness, I couldn’t be quite sure, but I didn’t think there was a single hair on her body.

She saw me looking and smiled. “You left the chain undone! Also, when we came in earlier to get the booze I put a piece of tape over the bolt. Now, move over ladies!”

Abigail mounted me reverse-cowgirl style, giving me a view of one of the most gorgeous, shapely asses I’d seen in real life.

She scooted her butt backwards until I could feel the heat of her swollen little mound just inches over my face.

I lifted my mouth up and kissed her slick little slit, my cock throbbing at the sweet youth of her body.

She moaned right away, arching her stomach out and pushing her pussy harder against my mouth.

She was so wet! I lapped it all up eagerly. I poked my tongue inside her, relishing the way it made her gasp.

And I made her moan when my tongue found the little nub of her clit.

I sank my finger deeper into the other girl. Then the one sucking my finger pulled it out of her mouth.

I let her slide it between her thighs. I did the same as I did with the first girl, pulling her panties to the side and exploring the slickness of her slit with my middle finger before sinking that deep into her tight, waiting pussy.

I let my tongue slide all over Abigail. She quivered and trembled over me, and she let out a sharp gasp when I tongued the tight, wrinkled flesh of her sexy little rosebud.

“You’re going to make her cum!” one of the girls said. The cheerleader stroking my shaft, I thought, but couldn’t be certain.

Emboldened, I went harder, faster. My tongue ached but I didn’t care. I loved the taste of her. Wanted more of it. All of it.

She leaned forward suddenly, unable to hold herself up longer. Her palms slapped against my stomach, her fingers digging in so that I went rigid, but I didn’t stop.

She came, her juices running freely down my cheeks.

I thrust my fingers into the girls’ pussies harder, too. Used my thumbs to find the little buttons of their clits and rub into them without mercy. One clamped her thighs tight around my hand, overwhelmed by the sensation.

The other spread her legs farther and moaned like a little slut, her pussy gripping down hard on my finger.

“I want to fuck him!” that cheerleader said again.

My cock swelled for a moment in Bryce’s mouth as I thought about the tantalizing prospect of sliding into that tight, young body.

Bryce was a greedy girl, though. She sucked me harder, letting her tongue play out over my shaft. I thought she wanted to make me cum. Wanted to suck my balls dry and keep it all to herself.

The cheerleader must have thought the same. “Get off him, Bryce! It’s my turn!”

My cock popped out of her mouth, all the spit all over it making it feel cold when exposed to the air. “Fine!”

I couldn’t see anything because of Abigail’s delicious, perky ass blocked most of my sight. But I could feel.

I felt the other girl straddle my hips. We both groaned when she sat down on the bottom of the shaft for a moment, adjusting. I could feel the wet heat of her pussy all over me.

And then she lifted herself up a little. Someone, I wasn’t sure who, grabbed my cock and pointed it up.

“He’s so big!” she said when she tried to sit down on my again, this time with my cock pointing up like that.

She was tight and I was big.

Luckily I was already covered in spit and her pussy was already sopping.

She pushing down harder with her hips so that I groaned against Abigail’s cunt, my hot breath making her quiver over me.

It was the most delicious sensation, feeling the tight loop of the cheerleader’s pussy stretch around my aching hardness.

It stretched slowly at first. And she moaned in that mingled sensation of pleasure and pain I’d heard from many women over the years.

Then she sank down onto my crown. It went faster from there, her eager pussy sliding as quickly as she could make it down my girth.

Soon velvety slick walls, hot with her desire, surrounded my entire length.

The girls kept me effectively trapped beneath them, my hands busy on two different pussies. My mouth busy pleasing Abigail.

The cheerleader could do whatever she wanted to me. And Bryce, I could feel her soft hands squeezing my balls and rubbing my thighs. Her lips were hot on my inner thighs and calves.

Then that hot, wrapping slickness slid up my length. It lingered there for a moment, as though she had to get the willpower to fill herself up again.

Then she did. We both groaned when she pushed the tight, wet loop of her cunt down my shaft. She did it again and again.

But youth burns hot. I flexed my cock hard inside of her, wanting it to be as big as I could make it. 

It worked.

She came all over me. She came quickly. She came harder. Her pussy slammed down, swallowing every inch while he walls quivered and squeezed all up and down.

And then they took turns using me. Bryce went next, eager and horny. She had the wettest pussy I’d ever been inside, and she moaned like such a little slut as she fucked herself with my cock.

They all did that, mounting me and slamming their tight young holes down my length until they came.

Until finally it was Abigail’s turn. She lifted one leg up so she could turn herself around. My mouth was almost numb from licking her through so many orgasms, but I could still taste her. Still smell her all over me.

She straddled my hips, the tip of my cock so achingly close to her slickness. She leaned over my so that her lovely red hair cascaded all around my face.

Her lips moved down to my ear, “You can nut inside of me. If you want… I want you to…” then she kissed my earlobe. My whole body shivered.

By this point my cock ached. As did my balls. I needed release so badly.

I pulled a deep breath into my lungs when Abigail slid her slick cunt down my shaft. She was the tightest yet. Probably from how much I’d already made her cum.

I could barely hold myself back as she leaned backwards, bracing her hands on my thighs. The other girls finally released me, moving forward to kiss Abigail’s slender throat or her lovely, perky nipples.

Bryce reached between Abigail’s thighs to toy with her clit, making the red-head convulse with pleasure.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My balls tightened. I pulled a sharp breath in through my teeth.

“Fuck, he’s nutting!” the cheerleader said, “He’s nutting in your pussy, Abby!”

“Good!” she moaned, shimmying her tight little hole up and down my length faster and harder.

I couldn’t take it any longer.

My cock flexed. It flexed so hard it hurt. I came. Each spurt of cum made me whole body go rigid.

She milked it all out of me while the girls watched.

Bryce reached between my thighs to squeeze my nuts each time they constricted, adding more delicious sexual agony to the mix.

They had so much stamina they kept kissing and touching each other and saying such dirty things the whole time.

“Can you feel his load? Is it all hot inside of you?”

“I bet you still wish he was your daddy, too.”

“You’re such a little slut. Really trying to get every last drop, aren’t you?”

Then she sank all the way down, burying my shaft to the hilt in her body. I could feel her squeezing and gripping me on the inside, giving me a massage none of the others could see.

I pushed my head back against the pillow, my cock so sensitive from the strength of my climax.

When she lifted herself from my cock, the other girls moved in. They grabbed it. Squeezed it. Licked it clean. 

Then, giggling, they left.

I slumped back, totally used up and exhausted.

Sleep took me again soon, so that when I woke up I almost thought it was a dream.

Except for the panties. Five pairs, scattered on the bed and the floor.

They never asked for them back, and I never offered.
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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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		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













