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Tempted by the
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“I’m really not sure you
should be going out with boys like that,” Chris said.

He didn’t say it in a condescending,
mean, or angry way. Not like my own dad would’ve. Sometimes I wish
that Chris were my real dad instead of just my dad’s best
friend.

“Well, I’m 18 and an adult
now and I can go out with whoever I want to,” I said, resisting the
urge to cross my arms, or to kick the sideboard of the kitchen
island where we sat. I didn’t want to look like some petulant
little brat to Chris.

No, that was the last thing I
wanted.

Chris smiled. It was an easy, handsome
smile. And it looked almost roguish on his stubbled
face.

I’d always sort of had a crush on
him.

Who am I kidding? I’d always had a
pretty major crush on him. He was the coolest guy I
knew.

“I know that,” Chris said,
interjecting with a swallow from the bottle of Bud sitting in front
of him, “It’s just that I know guys and what they want, and I think
you could do a lot better. Like maybe wait until you get to college
in the fall… Or until you’re 30.”

“Yeah, right!” I said,
sticking my tongue out at him.

Sometimes, when he was
certain my dad wasn’t around, he gave me a beer. But only after I
turned 18. “Old enough to vote? Old enough
to drink, I say. Just don’t say it to anyone else,”
he told me.

“So I’m going to make us
up some pizza for dinner tonight,” Chris said.

Oh yeah, not only was he awesome, he
also cooked. He could also fix his own car, mend fences, fix water
heaters… the list went on.

Still, he told me he thought my dad
was the real man. My dad, his best friend, was currently overseas
with the army. He’d asked Chris to keep an eye on me, and Chris had
agreed. We always had such a blast together.

He was always so good to
me.

And his own son was also in the army,
and a couple years older than me. And out of the house.

I reached out and clasped my glass of
water with both hands. The sides were slick with condensation from
the summer heat. And it was nice and cool.

“Sounds good to me,” I
said, unable to help myself from smiling.

“Figured it would,” he
said, “So… about that boy?”

He was talking about a guy I knew from
high school, John. A troublemaker known around town for driving his
dad’s pickup through a 7/11 door back in his sophomore year. I
thought he was pretty hot.

But I just couldn’t disappoint Chris.
Not with how good he was with me.

“Fine,” I relented, “But
what else am I supposed to do tonight, then?”

“We’ll think of something.
You’re serious about not going with him?” Chris said.

“Yes, of course. There
just aren’t any guys out there like you,” I replied before I really
thought about it.

He leaned back on his stool, frowning
a little so that a tiny vertical line appeared between his
eyebrows, “What do you mean by that?”

“Just that I wish I could
go out with you,” I said, putting my foot in my mouth
again.

He didn’t talk for a few seconds, and
I could feel the line of heat rising up from my chest and down from
my cheeks, moving to meet someone on my throat.

Because I definitely didn’t tell him
that I caught him getting out of the shower that morning. Saw his…
well, his you know what.

And he also certainly didn’t know that
I’d never touched a man’s thing before, even though I had graduated
high school and was on my way to college.

And there was definitely, certainly no
way I was going to tell him that I’d thought about touching his
thing. His cock, there, okay?

The thing was, ever since I saw it, I
couldn’t stop thinking about it. Right then and there at the
kitchen island at Chris’s house I thought about how his cock was so
close. Just a few feet away.

Would he let me touch
it? I wondered. Then, Would he touch me with it? Put it in me?

Even though I was a virgin I still
knew how things worked. And I was just so curious about it. But I
simply hadn’t found the guy I wanted to give that to,
yet.

I thought maybe it might have been
John. Girls from school told me that John had a big one. That he
knew how to use it when he put it in you.

But I just didn’t want to disappoint
Chris like that. And I knew that I would.

Evening came slow, as it
usually does in the summer. It gave me too much time to think about
him. To think about it. He looked pretty big when soft. How big would he be when he
got hard?

And how was something so long and
thick supposed to fit? I saw in porn and whatnot, but I guess some
part of me still believed that it wouldn’t be true for
me.

Thinking about it made me feel things,
too. A sort of quivery wetness on the inside, between my thighs.
Trembling heat that begged me to just go up to the guest bedroom
and run my finger in and out of it until it went away.

I didn’t, though. I don’t know why. I
guess some part of me liked just letting the frustration
build.

Then night finally did
come. We had that pizza and then we plonked down on the couch to
watch some Friends reruns.

Somewhere in that time Chris had
changed out of his jeans and button down into some loose shorts and
a tank top.

The way he sat made the shorts bunch
up. And it didn’t take me long to see it. The outline of it, of his
package.

I couldn’t stop looking at it. And the
more I looked, the wetter I got. I shoved my hands between my
thighs and felt the dampness in my shorts.

I was so fucking horny.

I wanted to be close to him. To feel
him, smell him. I caught some whiff of his aftershave. Light and
musky. It went straight up into my nostrils and teased
me.

My skin broke out in goosebumps. He
happened to glance at me and saw me shiver.

“Cold?” he
said.

Something sparked in my chest. My
heart started racing. An idea lit in my head.

“Yeah. Crazy? Guess that’s
being a girl for you,” I said.

“Sure,” he
replied.

“Warm me up!” I
said.

And before he could do anything, I
snuggled in against his side.

Better to ask forgiveness than
permission, right?

Something hot flashed up the front of
my stomach at that touch. Inside, I tingled and quivered and
trembled. I didn’t think it was possible to get this
wet.

Maybe that’s how a big
cock gets in there, I thought.

Yes, I could definitely smell that
aftershave of his better now. And I loved how he just felt so solid
against me.

Which made me again think of him
getting out of the shower. His body still wet. Big shoulders and a
deep chest.

I thrummed with the thought of
it.

Then he put his arm around me, the
weight of it settling across my shoulders. The way his hand hung,
the tips of his fingers brushed ever so slightly against the swell
of my right breast.

It was electric. Almost instantly, my
nipple stiffened so much that it ached. I glanced down and saw the
way that it pressed up against my shirt.

Another little shiver ran through me,
starting at the base of my spine and working its way up from
there.

“Better?” Chris asked,
glancing at me.

“Much!” I said, snuggling
in harder against him. I let my left hand fall on his thigh, just
about his knee. The skin there was bare because his shorts rode up
so much. He didn’t mention it so I left it there.

His cock was so achingly close. I
could slide my fingers up just a bit and touch it. And I wanted to.
I wanted so badly to wrap my fingers around him.

I wanted to make him feel good the way
he made me feel good.

It wasn’t long before the episode
ended and the credits rolled. Chris looked at me and said, “What
now?”

While he did, his fingers shifted and
grazed my skin. It tickled.

“Hey!” I said, my skin
electric and alive.

He saw and he tickled me some more,
his hand sliding down to that extra ticklish spot just above the
angle of my hip.

“You!” I screamed, unable
to keep from smiling. I writhed and shifted but he held on
tight.

I don’t know if I consciously thought
to do it or if my body just knew. But I lifted myself up and
plopped my ass right down on his lap. Kind of hard. He groaned, but
continued the ticking.

I felt it, then. His cock. The shaft
rested between my cheeks. I started rolling my hips, rubbing him
through his shorts.

My laugh turned to a gasp when I felt
it start to happen. Felt his length hardening and growing against
me. There was just something so hot about that. That I could touch
him that way and his body would react like that.

My pussy trembled inside of me. Ached
to feel that stiff girth.

Chris continued to tickle for a few
moments before it registered that I’d stopped laughing and started
moaning.

“Erin?” he said, his hands
falling away from me. I hated that. I wanted his hands all over me.
Feeling me, squeezing me, exploring me. Especially that quivering
wet heat between my thighs.

“Yes?” I said.

“What are you
doing?”

I pushed my shoulder against his
chest, arching my stomach away from him. It let my hips angle
enough that the still-hardening length of his shaft rubbed against
my pussy instead of my ass.

It felt so fucking good.

“Don’t you like it?” I
said. I turned my face so that I could look into his. I bit down on
my bottom lip a little and let it slide out from between my teeth.
God, it felt like I was in heat. I didn’t know I could need
somebody like I needed him at that moment.

“That’s not the point,” he
said.

And that was it. He said one thing,
but he didn’t make any move to stop me. And the more I rubbed my
body against his, the more he seemed to like it. His cock was so
big and hard against me. I loved that I could make that happen to
him.

“Come on, Chris, you said
yourself to wait for the right guy. I found him. It’s
you.”

“That’s not what I meant…”
he said, swallowing heavily. He kept his hands on the couch, but I
saw the way his fingers kept flexing. I saw the way his eyes drank
the lithe, tight curve of my body up.

“I need you, though. You
make me feel so good. Let me make you feel good, too. No one has to
know but us. You want me, I know you do,” I said.

“Erin…” he said again,
this time through clenched teeth.

“I’m a virgin. You’d be my
first. Please be my first. God, I’m so wet… See?”

I reached out and took one of his
hands. He resisted at first, then relented. I spread my legs open
and put him against my throbbing, swollen mound.

When he felt the damp heat there he
groaned. His fingers curled up and he started to move away. I held
him there, rubbing myself harder against his cock.

His groan turned into a sigh. His fist
relaxed. Then he touched me. Then he rubbed me, his fingertips
pushing against my body making me moan.

“Yes… Oh, yes…” I groaned,
smiling at him. I started kissing his neck.

His other hand went on my stomach and
slid up slowly until it cupped one of my breasts. He squeezed. Then
he found the stiff point of my nipple and ran his fingers around it
for a moment before giving it a light pinch.

“No one can know,” he
said.

“No one will,” I
replied.

His hands became more insistent then.
And so did my body. It was infuriating to me to have just a few
layers of clothes separating us.

“Touch me. Please, touch
me…” I moaned.

This time he slid his hand up under my
shirt. I almost never wore a bra, and we both groaned when he
cupped my bare breast and tweaked my nipple.

And then he pushed his hand down my
shorts, the tips of his fingers finding the elastic waistband of my
panties and diving beneath them.

“Fuck…” he said when he
found the bare, shaven lips of my pussy and the slickness waiting
for him between them.

I’d never had anyone else’s hand down
there before. But I was glad my first was his. He knew just what to
do, running a fingertip between my lips to find the little swollen
button of my clit.

He toyed with me. Played with my
body.

Made me cum for him with just one
finger.

“Chris! Oh, yes! Fuck!” I
said, really slamming my body hard against his.

His touch was relentless, his finger
moving faster and faster until I couldn’t take it anymore. My body
squeezed up tight, then relaxed. Then it did it again and again all
while these incredible waves of heat crashed through me.

 


His finger glistened with my wetness
when he pulled it from between my thighs. I grabbed it, stuck it in
my mouth, used my tongue to clean him off. He groaned at
that.

“I want you,” he
said.

“Take me,
then.”

He lifted my butt up off him, hooked
his fingers into my shorts and panties and pushed them down. The
crotch of my panties, soaked through with my wetness, peeled away
from my pussy. I kicked them off.

Then he pulled my shirt up over my
tits and left it there. And after that, he arched his body up a bit
so he could push his own shorts down.

I saw his cock again then, for the
second time. Except this time he was so hard his shaft trembled.
And so big.

I sat down on him so that the top of
his big shaft rested against my swollen sex. He was so hard. And
warm. Like a bar of hot steel against me.

I reached down, hesitant but so
excited. I touched him, ran my fingertip around the rim of his
swollen crown. He liked that, moaning behind me.

Then a drop of clear precum appeared
on the tip. I wiped that away, then stuck my finger in my mouth to
taste him. I liked the taste.

Then I put both my hands around him.
He was too thick for tips of my thumb and index fingers to meet. I
squeezed him. Stroked him a little like I saw in porn.

He liked that, too.

I just kept thinking about how big he
was.

“Is this really supposed
to fit?” I said, “You’re so huge.” I kept thinking about my tiny
little pussy. How was he going to get that monster in
there?

“We’ll go slow at first.
You’ll like it,” he said.

Then he cupped my ass again, lifting
me up. He had to lift me up so high to let his cock stand up
beneath me.

My heart lurched and my
throat locked up. This is
it, I realized. I was about to lose my
virginity. I was excited and scared all at once.

“Will it hurt?” I said,
shaking in his arms. Some of the girls at school said it hurt the
first time.

“Don’t worry about it,” he
said.

Then that big head on his cock bumped
into me. I jerked up reflexively, then laughed and settled down
again.

He found my opening with ease. Slowly,
he stopped holding me up.

He was big, and so hard. And I was so
tight and nervous. But also completely sopping wet. It was that
wetness, I realized, that let him start to push up into
me.

I gritted my teeth, my eyes squeezing
shut at that sensation of stretching open around him. Slowly at
first, that big head of his forcing me open around it.

He groaned.

“Are you okay? Does it
hurt?” I said, “Is… is it too tight?”

“Shh… Just let it happen,” Chris said.

He looked big. He felt even bigger.
But it was happening. I could feel my pussy sliding down over his
cock. Feel myself stretching out around him.

It did hurt. But it also felt so good.
I’d never felt anything like it before.

And then there was a brief, sharp
pain. I gasped. Felt my pussy clinch up around him. I realized what
had happened: he’d torn through my virginity, his big cock ripping
right through the thin layer within me.

I shuddered and shivered,
my whole body breaking out in goosebumps. I’m not a virgin anymore, I kept
thinking.

I kept sliding down his length until I
couldn’t take it anymore. Until I felt him bump against the very
back inside of me. I didn’t have his whole cock inside, I
saw.

“Sorry,” I
said.

“It’s okay. That feels
good.”

“Yeah,” I said.

We stayed like that for a little, just
letting my pussy stretch out and relax around him, getting used to
how thick he was.

He really filled me up. That sensation
of fullness was almost overwhelming.

And then he started lifting me again.
I felt the tight loop my pussy made around him gripping him,
pulling at him. But that my wetness let him slide slowly out of
me.

That sensation of him dragging inside
of me was almost too much. I didn’t think anything could feel as
good as that did.

Until, that is, he started actually
fucking me. He lifted me up until only that crown of his cock
remained inside of me, then lowered me down his shaft again. Faster
than the first time. He did it again and again, each time building
up more speed. Building up a rhythm.

When I looked down between my thighs I
could see the way my pussy had left his cock completely slick with
my juices. All the way down to the hilt of his shaft.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck…” I
moaned.

I kept watching his cock disappear
inside of me. Then watch it come out even wetter than before. It
wasn’t long before my juices took on a creamy look on his
shaft.

Was I too wet? Too tight? I didn’t
know.

But then he started moaning, too. My
heart leapt. That was me! I was making him feel good. Making his
cock feel good with my pussy.

And just thinking about that set me
off. I had my first orgasm with a cock buried inside of me
then.

“I… I’m cumming…” I
groaned through clenched teeth.

Chris held me up with his hands on my
ass and drove his cock into me again and again, so hard and fast I
could barely take it.

I couldn’t, really.

I came for him. I came on him. I came
all over him. My groans turned completely wordless and animal while
my pussy clenched up around him. Incredible shockwaves of pleasure
blasted through my body, spreading outward from some point just
below my navel.

“God, Erin…” Chris
moaned.

I didn’t know what was happening at
first. I felt him swelling even more inside of me. Getting so
impossibly hard.

He dropped me all the way, letting my
quivering, clenching pussy slide down over every inch of him that I
could take.

He jerked inside of me. There was this
sensation of warmth. Of being filled. It happened again and
again.

I saw the way his face tensed up, the
way his lips pulled back from his teeth. Felt the way his body kept
going rigid beneath mine.

He was cumming too, I realized.
Filling me up with his hot nut.

My own orgasm hit a crescendo at that
moment, when I realized we were sharing a climax. My tight young
pussy quivered around him, massaging and milking him. Pulling his
seed up deep into my guts.

I remembered then that I wasn’t on any
sort of birth control. And we hadn’t even mentioned a
rubber.

But I didn’t want one. Bare
skin-on-skin felt so good.

When we finished, I relaxed and sat
back against him. Tears had started in the corners of my eyes and I
wiped them away before he could see. I wanted him to see me as a
woman, not a girl.

His woman.

“My pussy has a
heartbeat,” I said.

“So does my cock,” he
replied.

We sat like that for a while. Until my
tightness forced his softening shaft out. Some of his cum dripped
out, too. But so much stayed inside of me. I liked the way it made
me feel.

I liked the soreness that started
developing right away. And soon I wondered when he’d want to go
again. There were more positions I wanted to try.

And we did go again. And again and
again. Several times a day every day until my dad got back from his
tour. And even then, when I came to visit from college I still
snuck off with Chris.

And we never told anyone.










The Single Daddy
and the Virgin Next Door: Last Day as a
Virgin

 


“Hey, Mr. Gaines,” Sienna
said.

I looked up from the foot of the
stairs that led up my porch. I’d just finished replacing the first
riser, and I could feel the heat of the late afternoon sun on the
back of my neck.

Sienna stood in the middle of the
walkway leading up to her house. She wore a cute little sundress
that stretched tight across her hips. The sunlight caught in the
blonde waves of her hair.

“Hey, Sienna,” I said
back.

I’d known Sienna’s parents since they
moved into the house next door almost 20 years ago now, just before
they had Sienna.

I had a son a couple years older than
her, and they spent a lot of time growing up together. Until my boy
went off to college, of course. Sienna still liked to drop by to
gripe about her mom and dad.

I thought she had a bit of a
schoolgirl crush on me. Always had.

And now that she was somewhere between
18 and 19 and as cute as a peach, I’d really begun to take
notice.

Like just at that moment. I saw the
way the neck of her dress swooped down just enough to show some
cleavage. And the way her legs looked nice and smooth.

It made my stomach brush hard against
my shirt, and a bit of a lump formed at the back of my
throat.

“It’s too hot to be
outside!” she said, smiling. It really made her light up. You could
see how young and vital she was.

She gave her head a little flick,
sending a few locks of hair down her cheek. She grinned at that,
and then swiped those stray locks behind one ear with a
finger.

“You’re outside,” I shot
back, unable to keep a half-cocked grin off my face.

“Not for long!” she
replied, then strutted up her porch, watching me with that lovely
smile the whole while.

I tried to keep my eyes off her
figure. She’d grown into quite the woman.

What made it worse was that I was
single. Had been for almost 15 years now. A single dad, full time
job, a son. No time for women.

But now that my boy was
gone…

She turned her back towards me for a
moment, and I saw the way that nice dress stretched across the
firming of her ass, a thin line running down the middle, denoting
the cleft between them.

Part of me almost thought she did it
on purpose. Flirting with me. Flaunting her tight young boy at
me.

I thought that I’d be doing more than
lathering up in the shower after I got my tools away.

I went inside, noticing the way I felt
lighter in my step. The way I felt a bit happier. Like Sienna just
lifted me up somehow, elevating my mood.

I guess that was the magic a young
woman held. She could make a man happy with a smile. Make his mouth
go dry with a wink.

Make him rock hard with one wiggle of
her hips.

In the shower I didn’t find any
relief. In fact, I found that bit of frustration almost as
invigorating as Sienna’s smile and the roll of her hips.

I got out of the shower and wiped a
clean swatch through the steam on the mirror.

I still looked good. Still made time
to get to the gym. Big shoulder, deep chest. My stubble had started
to tend more toward salt than pepper, but I thought it made me look
better.

I pulled on a pair of jeans and a
clean white tee shirt and went to grab a beer from the
fridge.

Just as I grabbed the handle, the
doorbell rang.

That better be a beautiful
naked woman on my doorstep, I thought. I
really wanted that beer. I even considered not answering, but then
decided to. Lucky me.

I went over and pulled the door open.
Sienna stood on my porch. She smiled up at me right away. A stray
breeze tugged one of those long locks of hair across her cheek and
she again swiped it behind her ear.

Something about that made my balls
tingle.

That, and I could smell her. She
smelled fruity and sweet and freshly washed and part of me wondered
if that’s what she smelled like between her shapely
thighs.

“Mr. Gaines, I need to
talk with you about something,” she said, “Mind if I come
in?”

“Only if you agree to call
me Rich and not, ‘Mr. Gaines.’ I’m not that old, am I?” I said,
unable to keep from smiling back at her.

“Aren’t you the same age
as my dad?” she said, quirking an eyebrow at me.

“Give or take,” I said,
“Speaking of, do your ‘rents know you’re here?”

She flicked her hair again, “I’m 18
now. I’ll go where I want. So can I come inside, Rich?” She put
extra emphasis on my name, smiling while she did. I noticed how
glossy her lips looked. I wondered if they tasted as good as she
smelled.

“Sure,” I said, stepping
out of the way.

When she walked past me, that lovely
scent of hers wafted by me again. The front of my stomach
tightened. This wasn’t a good idea for her to be here like
this.

Especially not wearing
that.

I followed her into the living room,
and I couldn’t help but look at the way her dress stretched across
her ass.

I also couldn’t help noticing the
complete lack of any panty lines.

“So what’s this about?” I
said, sitting down on one end of the couch, leaning back against
the armrest.

She did the same thing, plunking
herself down and putting her feet up on the previously empty
cushion between us.

I wondered if she might part her legs
a little, let me see if she was wearing anything underneath that
dress.

Control
yourself, I thought, reminding myself that
I’d known Sienna pretty much all her life.

She glanced at me, one hand reaching
up to try and brush at some imaginary hair. Then she looked
away.

Was she nervous? What would she have
to be nervous about?

Sitting so close to her, I caught that
scent again. That fruity sweetness. It went straight up my nose and
seemed to end up tingling its way down to the very tip of my
shaft.

I knew that soon enough I’d have to
lean over to disguise my growing erection.

“I’m going away to school
soon,” she said.

“I know that,” I replied.
Her parents had thrown her a going away party a couple of weeks
back in their backyard. They had a barbeque and everything. All of
her friends from school and most of the neighborhood had showed
up.

Her legs parted, just a little. Before
I could stop myself, I glanced down, hungry for a look.

But just as quickly, they closed. I
looked back up at her to see if she’d seen me. She smiled a little
and I thought not.

“I’ve never had a
boyfriend,” she said suddenly.

“Okay,” I replied, not
sure what she was getting at. I didn’t understand why she never had
a boyfriend. She was beautiful. Ripe. She’d probably been giving
guys her age awkward boners for years now.

“I don’t want the guys at
college to think I’m weird or anything,” she said.

“They won’t, trust me,” I
said, unable to stop myself from grinning.

Her slender throat started to flush,
matched by a pair of blushing spots that started in her
cheeks.

I wondered how far that blush went
down her body.

“You’ve always been good
with women,” she said.

I reached back and put a hand behind
my head, still smiling, “I don’t know about that.”

“It’s true! You had a lot
of girlfriends. I saw them. Sometimes you kept them around a while,
other times they were just here one night,” she said.

She noticed. Why would she
notice that? I wondered. “Is there a point
to all this, Sienna? I was just about to get to relaxing for the
day.”

She looked at me, then glanced down,
all the while biting down gently on her lower lip so that I could
just see the corner of one tooth.

It made me ache, low in my stomach. I
actually had to restrain myself from gathering her up and setting
her down on my lap.

“I was hoping that… hoping
that you could… show me…”

“Show you what?” I said.
My heart started pounding in my chest and I wasn’t quite certain
why.

“How to be with a guy. How
to make him feel good,” she said.

My mouth went dry and I swallowed hard
against the lump in my throat. The collar of my shirt felt
constricting.

“Sienna, I’m old enough to
be your dad…”

“Please?” she
said.

“Sienna…” I
started.

“Don’t you want me? Don’t
you think I’m pretty?”

“You are pretty,” I
said.

“Because I want you so
bad,” she said.

She bit down on her lip again for a
second, nervous. I thought I could see her perky little nipples
pressing up against her dress.

“It’s wrong,” I said,
trying to tear my eyes away from her delicious young
body.

“I want you to be my
first. Thinking about being with you makes me so wet. See?” she
said.

This time she spread her legs apart
nice and wide. She wasn’t wearing any panties.

And she’d shaved herself completely
clean down there, too. I tried to tear my eyes away, but
couldn’t.

“See…” she said, reached
down between her thighs with both hands. She put her fingers on her
puffy little pussy lips and pulled them apart good and
slow.

She glistened between them. She was so
pink. I saw the little nub of her clit poking out, begging to be
rubbed, begging for me to wrap my lips around it and suck on it
until she cried out for mercy.

“Don’t you want to fuck
me?” she asked.

Her blunt words struck me hard. It
felt like my body temperature rose 10 degrees. My cock was so hard
against my jeans it hurt.

As I watched, she slid one finger
between her lower lips and gently caressed the little pink nub of
her clit. She moaned. I felt my jaw muscles tense up.

“I think about it all the
time,” she said, “Because I know you’d make me feel so good. And I
think I can make you feel good, too. Don’t you want me? I’m so wet
already.”

I caught another scent, then. Below
that fruity perfume smell. The scent of her desire. It was lower,
muskier. It made my heart pump acid through my veins.

If I had any willpower, it evaporated
at that moment. That scent touched something primal in my mind,
made my instincts kick in.

“I won’t ever tell
anyone,” she said.

“No, you won’t,” I
replied.

I took in the flushed pink lips of her
pussy again. The way her juices left her finger glistening as she
toyed with herself. Saliva squirted into my mouth and I knew I
needed to taste her. Needed it more than anything I’d ever needed
before.

I turned towards her on the couch. Her
eyes widened for a second. She played with her pussy faster, her
breaths starting to come in little gasps. All her wetness made
these delicious, slick sounds with every movement.

I reached forward, grabbing her by the
hips. Her little gasps caught in her throat. Her skin was hot and
smooth and firm.

I pulled her towards me, sliding her
ass forward on the couch. The movement made her dress, already
riding high, slip above her hips.

I grabbed her hand and pushed it out
of the way. Her fingers ran up her stomach and she started
squeezing her perky little tits, running her fingertips around the
little tents her nipples made in the thin fabric.

I kissed her below the navel firm,
smiling when I felt her jump a little beneath me.

She shivered a little when I ran my
lips down towards the source of her heart. I could feel that hot
desire pulsing from her. I imagined her slick inner walls trembling
with barely contained need and I reached down to squeeze the hard
bulge of my cock through my pants.

I kissed down to the little fold of
flesh that separated her inner thigh from her wanton
mound.

Her hips rolled and she squirmed
beneath me, her arousal a living thing.

“Please… Oh, please…” she
moaned.

I didn’t think I could tease her any
longer. I moved my face between her thighs and let a long, hot
breath spill out over her pussy. Her whole body shivered and all
the skin on her legs broke out in goosebumps.

 

“Ohhh…” she moaned.

I made myself go slow, pushing the
flat of my tongue against the bottom of her pussy and bringing it
up good and slow. I could see the muscles and tendons in her firm
young thighs tightening and working.

She tasted like heaven. Sweet and
clean. And so wet it practically ran out of her.

I did that a few more times, letting
her really yearn for the texture of my tongue against her
body.

Then I let myself have that tender
little clit of hers. I sucked it in gently between my teeth. Then I
toyed with it with the tip of my tongue. Soft and light at first.
Then harder, more insistent.

She moaned. Her hands went down and
grabbed into my hair. She pulled my face harder against her slick
little snatch and she ground herself against me.

“Don’t stop. God, don’t
stop…” she moaned.

While I tortured her clit I ran my
index finger under my chin. I touched the slick, wet folds of her
lips. I found her opening and ran my finger in slowly widening
circles just inside of her.

Her young body gripped onto me
eagerly, begging me to sink my finger up to the last knuckle inside
of her. But I held off. I wanted the first thing that deep inside
of her to be my cock.

That was when she came the first time.
Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes squeezed shut. A deep, rosy flush
spread out from her chest. Her breath came and went in short little
gasps while her whole body shivered.

Her ass lifted up off the couch,
crushing her young cunt against my mouth. I bore down harder on her
clit, really torturing the climax out of her, not letting her come
down from it.

Tears ran out from the corners of her
eyes.

“Rich! Oh, Rich!” she
screamed.

My cheeks were soaked and I loved it.
I loved watching her cum for me. With the tip of my index finger I
could just feel what was happening on the inside. The way her walls
trembled and squeezed, desperate for a cock.

Desperate for my cock.

And I wasn’t going to wait any longer
to give it to her.

I put my hands beneath the tight
crescents of her ass cheeks and lowered her slowly back to the
couch. When I took my mouth off her my lips were almost
numb.

All I could smell was her pussy. All I
could taste was her nectar.

All I wanted was her. Wrapped around
me. Every inch of me.

“Please fuck me now. I
need it so bad,” she said.

First I reached up and grabbed the
neckline of her dress. I pulled it down beneath her heaving, firm
little tits. I squeezed them hard enough that she
gasped.

She put her legs across my thighs,
spreading herself open as she did. My cock ached with how close we
were.

A tingle ran down my shaft. I needed
to fuck her. I needed it so bad.

I got up off the couch long enough to
strip out of my jeans and briefs. When she saw my long, hard shaft
spring up to full attention she ran a hand between her thighs and
started playing with her sopping little pussy again.

“You’re so big,” she said,
“Will it be too tight?”

“No,” I said. I wasn’t
going to stop now. I didn’t think I could stop, even if I wanted
to. My desire took over. I couldn’t help myself.

And she didn’t even mention a rubber,
which was good, because I wouldn’t have halted long enough to go
grab one out of my nightstand up in the master bedroom.

“Spread your legs good and
wide,” I told her, getting back down on the couch.

I shifted in closer to her, the bottom
of my cock resting on her stomach. Her hips rolled beneath me, the
hunger in her little body too much to contain.

I kept her legs spread good and wide
apart with my hands on her ankles.

Then I rolled my hips. We both groaned
when the bottom of my shaft ran down into the slickness between her
lower lips.

I teased her a little more like that.
I knew from experience that women loved that sweet ache of
anticipation. That feeling of how hard and thick I was against
their little pussy, how they wanted me to plunge every inch into
them.

“Please…” she
moaned.

I couldn’t say no to her. I took a
hand off of one of her ankles long enough to push down on my cock,
to angle it so that the swollen purple crown at the end pushed
against the tight loop of her mound.

I pushed. Her youthful grip was
desperate and tight. I pushed harder, watching without blinking as
I forced the head of my cock into the waiting pink folds of her
pussy.

She moaned again, her hips
rolling.

I sank deeper into her, gritting my
teeth against the tightness slowly surrounding me. Inside, she was
hot and wet and tight and soft. Her walls were velvet around my
shaft, molding against my hardness.

“You’re so big...” she
moaned. Then she hissed, her eyes squeezing shut for a second. I’d
just taken her virginity. Tore through it, really.

My balls went tight and I could’ve cum
right then and there, but I held back.

“Too big?” I
asked.

“Don’t stop,” she replied,
“I like it. It feels good. It only hurts a little.”

“That will go away,” I
told her.

I pushed myself about halfway into her
and stopped, just relishing the feeling of her grip around me.
Stopped like that, I could feel the little trembles and shudders in
her pussy.

Sliding out was almost hotter than
sliding in. I watched the way the lips of her pussy slid back along
my length.

I saw how she’d left that half of my
shaft slick with her nectar. How it had already started to go a
little creamy.

“Fuck me,” she
said.

I thrust back into her, harder this
time. I buried almost my entire shaft inside of me. The feeling was
exquisite. That soft, wet heat all around me. And so
tight!

I withdrew and pushed back in. It took
two more thrusts like that before I got every inch into her. I felt
her stretch out more and more each time.

We picked up a decent rhythm after
that. Soon, her hips started rolling in time to my thrusts,
maximizing the force of our bodies sliding together again and
again.

My whole shaft tingled with the
sensation of her pussy gliding up and down my length again and
again.

She played with her tits while I
fucked her, squeezing them, pinching the nipples, groaning and
moaning like a little slut while I fed her every inch over and
over.

I wanted to see that tight, round ass
of hers. So I withdrew, my cock dripping with her wetness. She
squawked as I turned her over. I grabbed one of the couch cushions
and jammed it under her hips, arching her butt up.

Then I slid back inside of her, loving
the way her ass felt pressing against my stomach.

I fucked her prone like that. Feeling
her get tighter with each thrust. Her hands gripped the couch and
she moaned.

“So deep…” she said, “I
think I’m going to…”

She couldn’t get the rest
out.

She came. She climaxed all over my
cock. I buried myself inside of her, wanting to feel the way she
squeezed all up and down my length.

“Fuck…” I said.

My balls lifted and tightened and I
knew I couldn’t stop it. I pushed myself harder into her bucking,
squirming body.

My cock jerked inside of her and she
gasped. I jerked again and again, feeling my load shoot hot and
hard out each time, filling her young pussy up.

“So warm,” she said, still
cumming all over me.

We stayed like that for a while. I
stayed hard inside of her, she felt so good. Until finally I
started to soften.

When I pulled out of her my load
stayed inside of her. I’d shot it deep in her guts.

I thought about asking if she was on
the pill, but didn’t. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the
answer.

“I liked that,” she said,
smiling shyly at me.

“Me too,” I
said.

“Maybe I can come see you
again tomorrow?” she said.

“Anytime you’re in the
mood,” I replied, the blush in her cheeks deepening
again.

Yes, I thought it was going to be a
great summer before college for her.










Her Boyfriend’s
Daddy Next Door: Last Day as a Virgin

 


“So you’re really breaking
up with me over this?” I said.

I sat on the foot of my bed, my feet
dangling down against the carpet, my shorts riding high up my
thighs.

My heart beat hard against my ribs,
and I could feel myself shaking, just a little. I couldn’t believe
this was happening.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Dave
said.

He leaned against my dresser with his
arms crossed. This whole while, he did nothing but stare at my
legs.

“I told you at the
beginning I wanted to wait! You said you were okay with that,” I
said.

“Well I’m not I guess,”
Dave said.

I hated that about him. It was always
“I guess,” with him. Like he never wanted to commit. Which, I saw
at that moment, was true.

“You’re such an asshole!”
I shouted at him. My heart wanted to explode.

It was a good thing my parents weren’t
home; they’d come up here to check on me and I didn’t want them to
find me in the middle of being dumped.

“I told you I wanted to do
it before college started,” Dave said.

“And I want to wait
longer. I wanted to make sure you weren’t just with me to try and
get laid before going off to school!” I could barely look at
him.

He shrugged, and that snapped
something inside of me.

“Get out!”

“My stuff…” he
started.

I grabbed the closes heavy thing to
hand, which was some YA novel on my nightstand, and chucked it at
his head.

He ducked just in time so that the
hardcover book slammed into the door behind him.

“You’re fucking crazy!” he
said, still crouching down.

“Out!”

“Fine!”

He reached behind himself and
unlatched the door, then beat a hasty retreat before I could grab
the little curio box beside my alarm clock. I listened to him run
down the stairs and out the door.

From there, I figured he ran across
the street, back to his dad’s house. That made me fume. All summer
before college started I’d have to see him out there every
day.

All this just because I didn’t want to
have sex with him yet. I would’ve, if he’d been willing to wait a
little longer. But he wouldn’t.

Which frustrated me even more. Because
I’d been super fucking horny lately. Pretty much every single night
for the last two weeks I slid a hand down between my thighs and
rubbed myself to a squirming orgasm on my bed, thinking about how
nice it would feel to be with him finally.

But now he’d ruined all of
that.

Because I’d wanted to get laid before
going off to college, too. I didn’t want the guys there to think I
was some lame virgin. I mean, wasn’t it pretty lame that I was
already 18 years old and still hadn’t done it?

All my friends from high school had
lost their v-cards. Or at least said they did. And they all told me
that they totally respected me for deciding to wait, but I couldn’t
help but think that they made fun of me behind my back.

And now Dave was gone!

I looked around my room. There were a
few of his things here. A couple sweaters I’d borrowed, his stupid
Yankees baseball cap, shit like that.

I didn’t want it all here to remind me
for these next few months before I moved away. So I grabbed a cloth
grocery bag from where it hung from the handle of my closet and
stuffed it all in there.

I gave the bag a kick for
good measure. My skin felt all hot and tingly, and water blurred my
eyes. He’s such an asshole!

I intended on throwing all of his
asshole stuff in his asshole face.

But when I went across the street and
hammered my fist against the door, his dad answered. Dave looked a
lot like his dad, Kevin. Both tall and broad-shouldered and
handsome. But Kevin was a real silver fox type, with a touch of
gray at the temples and bright, clear eyes that pierced right on
through you.

“Dana? What’s wrong?” he
said.

I opened my mouth to give him an
earful, but then I just started sobbing instead. Right away, he
wrapped me in his big, strong arms and let me cry against his
chest.

“Come on in and tell me
about it,” he said.

“But Dave…” I
started.

“Dave’s not here. Just the
two of us,” Kevin replied.

I could smell him. I noticed that
right away. Some sort of musky cologne. My nipples perked up, my
small, firm breasts pressed firmly against him. I hoped he didn’t
notice. Or put it down to being emotional.

I let him lead me inside, where he
took me into the kitchen. It had a breakfast bar island with comfy
tall chairs that we sat in. He even grabbed me a glass of water. I
took a gulp and then wiped at my eyes with the tissues he handed
me.

“What is it?” Kevin
said.

I swallowed hard against the lump in
my throat. Dave and his dad looked so much alike!

“He dumped me,” I
said.

Kevin frowned, “What?”

“Like half an hour ago
when he was over at my house, he dumped me!”

Kevin gave my bare knee a squeeze. His
hands were big and warm and the touch sent a tingle up my spine.
“Now why would he go and do that? You’re such a pretty little
thing. I thought you guys were happy.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it
again. “I… I can’t tell you.”

“Sure you can. Maybe I can
help you guys work it out.”

I glanced up at him, then back down to
my lap. He kept his hand on my knee, and I could feel the warmth of
it. It radiated up my thigh, into the bottom of my
stomach.

Just tell
him, I thought. Fine.

“It’s because… Because I
wouldn’t have sex with him. It’s so dumb! It’s just that I’m a
virgin and I wanted to wait and make it special and he just ruined
it all and I hate him for it! I hate him so much!”

Kevin’s fingers gave a little squeeze
of shock. He frowned again. He hadn’t expected this,
clearly.

“He broke up with you
because of that?” Kevin said.

All at once I thought of Kevin sliding
that big, strong hand down between my thighs. I thought of how nice
that pressure would feel. All this emotion made my heart pound.
Made me flush all over.

Made me think of the perfect way to
get back at Dave.

Before he could do anything, I leaned
forward and kissed Kevin on the lips. His stubble tickled at my
cheeks. I reached and grabbed inexpertly at the front of his
jeans.

I gasped a little when I
felt his cock. The shaft jerked a little at my touch. He felt
so big. I’d never
touched Dave there before, but I didn’t think he was as big as his
dad.

His hand came off my knee, leaving the
formerly warm spot cold. It broke out in goosebumps.

Gently, he pushed me away by the
shoulders. My lips stung a little from how hard I’d kissed him. I
could still taste him. Beer. Some sort of mint beneath that. My
cheeks prickled from his stubble.

“What are you doing?”
Kevin said.

He was slower in taking my hand from
the growing bulge in his jeans. He was so thick, and I liked how he
responded so quickly to my touch.

“Will you be my first?” I
said, my heart singing in my chest. The insides of my thighs felt
like they were rippling. Heat pulsed hard and fast through my sex.
My inner dew started running down them, moistening my lips and my
panties at the same time.

What would it feel like to have that
big, hard cock slide into me for the first time? Some of the girls
back at school said it hurt a little at first, especially if the
guy was big. But it felt good quick.

I wanted to feel good. I needed it so
bad right then.

“Dana, you’re young enough
to be my daughter,” Kevin said, “I’ve known you your whole
life.”

He still hadn’t taken my hand off his
cock. By then, his shaft pressed the denim taut while it strained
for release.

This is such an awesome
idea! I thought, stroking him more through
his jeans. I heard the breath catch in his throat. Saw the way his
eyes wandered down to where my nipples pressed against the thin
fabric of my shirt.

“I’m getting so wet,
daddy,” I said.

His cock actually jerked when I said
that. I couldn’t help but giggle at it. I was so nervous, so
excited. So god damn fucking horny.

“You like it when I call
you daddy, don’t you?” I said, tracing the outline his shaft made.
“Come on, don’t you want to fuck me? Because I want you to fuck me.
I want you to fuck me hard.”

“You don’t know what
you’re doing,” Kevin said, straining mightily against every
instinct and desire. The veins stood out in his neck. And he still
didn’t take my hand off his cock.

“So show me. Teach me.
You’re making me so wet, daddy…” I moaned. I pulled my lower lip in
between my teeth and let it slide out nice and slow.

He took a deep breath and then
expelled it between his teeth. Then he leaned forward, pushing
those big, strong hands beneath my ass.

“Oh!” I said, giggling
when he picked me up and put me down on his lap. The giggle turned
to a moan when I felt his rigid cock push against the soft, swollen
flesh of my pussy.

I rubbed myself against him, smiling
when his body responded to mine.

One hand went to the small of my back,
the other behind my neck. He pulled my body against his, arching my
back so that my stomach pressed against his and my butt stuck
out.

He slid one hand down to my ass,
gripping and cupping one cheek, tracing its firm
outline.

His fingers moved to the cleft between
my cheeks. My body tingled when he pushed against my little
rosebud.

They slid lower, brushing with aching
briefness against my pussy through my shorts.

“You get me so wet,” I
moaned.

The desire squirmed and writhed inside
of me, a living thing. My inner walls quivered and
trembled.

It took me over. I needed him. I
needed him so bad. I’d never felt this way about Dave, before.
Maybe it was that he was my ex’s dad. Maybe it was because I’d
known him so long. Maybe it was because it was wrong.

Maybe it was all that and
more.

He kissed a rough kiss across one
shoulder, along the sensitive skin of my throat.

“You smell so fucking
good,” he said, his breath a hot wash against me.

I moaned in response, rubbing my pussy
harder against that straining bulge of his desire. I ached with the
need.

“Please… please…” I
moaned, a slave to my desire and his while he ran his molten mouth
along my skin.

He stripped my shirt off. I wasn’t
wearing a bra. My back arched and I gasped when he took one of my
nipples in his mouth and sucked hard.

“Oh!” I moaned when he
nipped me there.

His hands moved down the bare taut
flatness of my tummy, finding the button of my shorts and popping
it. The zipper went down next. Then he slid those fingers down
beneath the waistband of my panties.

I made a wordless cry when he slipped
a finger between my lower lips and found the wet heat waiting for
him there.

He knew just what to do. Just where to
touch me. He made slow, teasing circles around the swollen nub of
my clit, letting his fingertip brush against it every now and then
so that my whole body went rigid.

And he explored my opening, too.
Testing the tightness of it. He slipped in there, just the
tip.

When he pulled his hand out, his
fingers glistened with my nectar. He sucked them clean while I
watched.

“Take those off,” he told
me.

I stood up and shimmied out of my
shorts and panties, giving him a good view of my bare, pink pussy
lips. I liked to keep myself shaved.

Still on the tall chair, he undid his
jeans and pushed them down. I stopped what I was doing when his
manhood sprang up, so hard it trembled.

He’s so big!
I kept thinking.

Unable to resist, I reached out with
one hand and wrapped my fingers around his shaft, just below his
swollen purple crown. He was so thick the tips of my fingers
couldn’t touch around him.

“It’s so hot!” I said,
genuinely surprised by the heat. And the hardness. It contrasted so
much with how soft and smooth the skin itself felt.

He slipped a hand between my thighs
again, palm up. He found my needy little clit and rubbed it so that
a shock of what I can only describe as pure ecstasy ran up my
spine. My nipples immediately went so stiff they hurt.

His fingers made wet noises. Sexy,
slippery sounds that turned my knees to water. I stroked his shaft
hard and fast, squeezing him until he groaned and then letting
off.

“You better still want
this,” he said, “Because I don’t think I can stop.”

“I don’t want you to
stop,” I told him. His cock throbbed in my grip and I squeezed him
back.

This all happened so quickly I didn’t
even have a chance to think about protection until this
point.

“Get back up here,” he
told me.

He grabbed me again so that once more
I straddled his lap. This time there was no denim, no cotton
between our bare flesh.

The bottom of his naked shaft pressed
up against the narrow gap between my lower lips. His hardness felt
so good against my clit, I couldn’t help myself from rubbing my
pussy up and down along his exposed shaft.

“You really are fucking
wet,” he said, both of us watching the way I left his cock slippery
slick with my nectar.

“You’re so hard,” I said.
I thought I might cum soon, just from rubbing against him like
that.

“I want you now. I can’t
wait any longer,” he said.

He grabbed me by the hips and lifted
me up so that his cock stood to attention again. The taut purple
head pushed between my lips, guided by his thumb until I felt it
rest against the tight loop of my opening.

“Just sit down nice and
slow. Let that little pussy stretch out around my cock,” he told
me.

I wanted to, but I was so nervous. I
was about to have sex! I was about to lose my virginity! To a man
old enough to be my father. My ex boyfriend’s dad.

“Nice and slow…” he said
again. This time he put his hands on my hips and pushed. Gentle but
firm.

My breath caught when I felt my pussy
begin to slide down around him. I felt my wanton lips stretch. And
keep stretching. I gritted my teeth. He was just so fucking
big!

As much as it hurt, I liked it. I
wanted more of it. My little pussy was greedy; it wanted every inch
of that thick, meaty shaft buried inside of it.

“You’re so tight…” Kevin
said through gritted teeth.

My heart leapt up into my
throat. No! Not now! I thought. I didn’t want anything going wrong. I didn’t want
him to stop doing what he was doing.

“Is it too tight?” I
asked. Whispered, more like.

“No,” he said, “Just keep
going.”

He pushed down harder on my hips. I
felt the whole tip slide into me. Stretch me out even more. My
shoulders arched back. I grabbed onto him and squeezed my fingers
into his flesh, my stomach pushing towards him.

It did hurt. It hurt a lot. But it was
a delicious pain, a needy pain. I needed more of it.

I pushed my body harder down onto his,
squeezing my eyes shut even as my lips peeled back from my
teeth.

More and more of him slipped into me.
And then there was a moment of sharp pain that made me yip,
stopping my progress for a moment.

His cock had just pushed up through my
virginity, I knew. Tore it around its hard girth.

I was a woman now.

A woman who needed to fuck.

Teeth still gritted, I pushed down
more, feeling the way my inner walls molded themselves around the
shape of him. How their velvety slickness let him slide deeper and
deeper into me.

I had to stop, then. I looked down, so
some of his shaft still exposed, the skin all bunched and
tight.

“Back up,” he said,
cupping my ass and lifting.

My pussy had left his shaft completely
slick and glistening. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. So
sexy I felt myself get wetter just watching it.

The head of his cock dragged along
through that slickness, leaving me in pleasing agony. Then he
dropped me back down, filling me against instantly. This time I
took all of him. I felt full to burst, but loved it.

Something took us over,
then.

And I was glad he was older. More
experienced. I thought that any guy my age would have nutted after
just a few strokes. But he kept control even as I slid my pussy
rhythmically up and down his shaft.

“Harder… I need harder,” I
breathed, looking into his clear eyes.

He shifted us so that I sat in my tall
chair again, my back pushed against it and my hips hanging over the
edge.

He had my thighs pushed far back,
giving him a good angle to pound me. And pound me he did. The chair
squeaked back across the floor with every thrust. Our bodies
slapped together.

And I came when he put a thumb between
my lower lips to toy with my clit while he fucked me.

My body arched up, every muscle tight
again. I bore down hard on him. He kept fucking, dragging that
thick shaft back and forth through me again and again.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he
groaned.

“Do it in me. Nut in
me…”

“Dana…” he said through
gritted teeth.

“Just do it. Fill your
little girl’s pussy up with your load, daddy. Do it. Do
it!”

His thrusting slowed, and I could see
what was happening. I started rolling my hips, sliding my pussy a
couple inches up and down his shaft with each go.

Milking him.

I don’t know how I knew to do it. My
body did.

And it worked. He groaned, his fingers
digging into the backs of my knees. His cock got even harder than
before.

It jerked. Then it jerked again. He
groaned while we came together. I kept my hips going, watching the
way his face twisted in sexual agony as the tight, young loop of my
pussy urged more and more of his load out.

And it was warm. So warm inside of me.
It pulsed.

I guess in the throes of our passion
we didn’t hear the door open.

“Dad! What the
fuck!?”

We both stopped and turned. Dave stood
in the doorway to the kitchen, a bottle of water held in one hand,
his mouth agape.

Kevin pulled out of me, his cock
glistening with the creaminess of our mingled nectar.

It couldn’t have been timed better.
His load, hot and thick and white, seeped out of my mound, down
onto the cushion of the chair and the floor.

Dave saw it all. It was
perfect.

I smiled at him.

“Fuck you, Dave.” Then, to
Kevin, “And I’m not on the pill. So maybe you’ll be daddy after
all.”

It was the perfect revenge.
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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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