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Jeff still couldn’t believe that he’d agreed
to all this.

But he loved his daughter so much. Her mom
wasn’t in the picture anymore, and she was 18 years old and about
to head off to college and the rest of her life.

“Please, daddy?” June said, the locks of her
blonde hair falling so prettily on her shoulders.

Jeff had been planning on taking the evening
the next day to switch the winter tires off the car, give it an oil
change. Basically get his hands dirty for a while then kick back on
the couch with a beer and maybe catch the end of the college
basketball game.

But he couldn’t resist those eyes.

“Fine… Wait, how many did you say were
coming?” He couldn’t really keep track of all of June’s friends
anymore. All he knew was that she had quite a few of them.

“Four or five, if Regan can come. Thanks so
much! I love you; you’re the best!” she said. She went up on her
tiptoes and threw her arms around her dad’s neck and squeezed him
down close.

He hugged her back after a moment and even
smiled. God, five teenage girls?

If this had been 25 years ago and himself a
teenager that would’ve sounded like nirvana to him. But now? He
wasn’t certain he’d be able to get to sleep.

“Is Regan a new one?” Jeff said when they
finished their hug.

“Yeah, she just moved here for this last
school year. But don’t worry, she’s cool. You’ll like her,” June
said.

“I’m sure,” Jeff replied.

The girls June was friends with were all 18
now, he knew. Adults, technically, but still teenagers and all that
entailed.

After supper, the summer sunlight still
shining in through the windows, Jeff heard first one and then two
cars pull up into his driveway.

He’d been trying to salvage as much of the
evening as he could, one beer bottle already empty and a second
most of the way there. A basketball game unspooled on the TV in
front of the couch.

“June, they’re here!” Jeff called back over
his shoulder a moment before the doorbell chimed.

His own parents had taught him manners, and
he stood up from his seat to greet everyone.

June came bounding down the stairs, arriving
at the front door just as Jeff reached the front hall.

He swallowed hard at the sounds of
conversation and laughter already coming through from the
porch.

A whole damn night of this, he thought
with a rueful grin.

But June looked so happy when she pulled the
door open. Five more girls all piled in. Jeff recognized them.
Bryce, Abby, Kat, Michelle. And the final one that seemed only
vaguely familiar had to be Regan.

They were all cut from the same cloth: petite
blondes (and in two cases, brunettes) with heart-shaped faces. All
in the flower of their womanhood.

Jeff found his eyes straying to just how tiny
their shorts were. And he swallowed hard again, this time for
another reason, when he saw the way that Regan girl’s hips filled
out those stretchy thin yoga pants.

He didn’t know why, but he found himself
drawn more to her. Maybe it was because of the faint reddish tinge
to her otherwise blonde hair. Or the way her lips glistened in the
sun streaming in behind the gaggle through the doorway.

“Hey, Mr. Ford,” a few of the girls said,
turning those 100-watt smiles his way.

“Hey, girls. Make yourselves at home. And let
me watch the game!”

They all giggled at the way he said the last
part, but he was only semi joking.

They all took off their sandals and flats and
hurried upstairs, taking their giggles with them. Regan was last.
She went up the stairs more slowly.

Jeff caught himself admiring the lithe
tautness of her youthful body again. He felt the first tingle of
excited desire start low in his stomach. It ran down the length of
his shaft.

“Nice to see you again, Mr. Ford,” Regan
said, smiling at him.

Jeff’s eyes shot up to hers and knew that
he’d been caught red-handed checking her out.

“You too,” he said, “Enjoy the
sleepover.”

The desire tight in his stomach, he turned
and meant to go bury himself in the game and another beer.

What Jeff didn’t know was that all of June’s
friends agreed: he was definitely the hottest dad from their
school. Even more so because he was single.

In fact, they often teased June with how hot
they thought it would be to hook up with him.

Of course, Jeff never heard any of this.

The group stayed upstairs and Jeff stayed at
the TV. He lost track of the time.

“Mr. Ford?”

Jeff pulled in a sharp breath and looked
back. Regan stood in the doorway to the living room. She wore a
long nightie, and he noticed right away the lovely, smooth, and
bare skin of her legs.

“Yes?” he said, “Everything okay up
there?”

He listened closely for a moment and realized
he couldn’t hear much of anything from upstairs.

Then he glanced at the clock. It was closing
in on one in the morning.

“Great, fine. Everyone’s just asleep. Except
for me, I can’t. Can I sit with you for a bit?”

“Sure,” he said, shifting over from the
middle of the couch. She came around and sat down. He saw then it
wasn’t a nightie that she wore, just a long tee shirt. It rode up
when she settled, making its way high up her thighs.

For just a second, Jeff caught a glimpse of
frilly pink panties before he forced himself to look up at her.

He could smell her, too. Some light and sweet
perfume that made his mouth go dry.

They sat for a bit, then talked a bit longer.
Regan kept glancing at him and then away. And he detected a faint
blush in her cheeks.

He wondered what she might do if he grabbed
her up and set her down on his lap. Part of him thought she would
like that. The rest of him said that even if she did, he
shouldn’t.

It was fucked up; he was older enough to be
her father.

They both went to bed shortly after that.
Jeff, restless and aroused, tossed and turned for a while. His
desire grew along with his cock.

He didn’t know exactly why he allowed what
happened next. Just that he couldn’t get Regan out of his head.

He couldn’t stop wondering about how firm and
supple her ass might feel if he cupped and squeezed it. Or what the
smooth skin of her throat might feel like against his lips.

And finally what her tight little pussy might
feel like wrapped all around his shaft, or the little noises she
might make as he pushed himself deep inside of her.

He got up, wearing nothing but his usual
boxer shorts, and went out into the hall. His heart thrummed. His
cock ached.

He told himself that if the door to June’s
bedroom was closed up he would just go back to bed.

But it was ajar.

In the darkness, only a bit of moonlight
coming in through the drapes, he saw and heard all the girls
sleeping quietly. The light sound of breathing. The whisk of
synthetic fabric rubbing against itself as they shifted in their
sleeping bags.

He saw Regan at the end, closest to the
closet.

He also saw she was awake, and looking right
at him. His heart jumped again. She held one hand up to him,
beckoning him to her.

He tried to resist at first, but his desire
overpowered him. He could think of nothing but the way she’d
smelled. The way she blushed a little earlier when they talked.

He stole into the room and knelt down beside
her. His sight adjusted to the dark and he saw the quick, excited
breaths she took. And the way her nipples stood up hard against her
shirt.

Her hand went to the nape of his neck and he
sank down. They kissed. Her lips were sweet and her mouth was
warm.

Her other hand traced down his stomach. Her
fingers found the bulging tent his cock made in his boxers. She
grabbed his shaft and squeezed it, just hard enough for him to
groan lightly.

They parted.

“I hoped you’d come,” she whispered. It
sounded so loud.

Almost as loud as the slamming of his heart
in his chest. His balls ached and his cock throbbed in her
grip.

“This isn’t right…” he started.

“I want you. Please don’t go,” she said. She
moved her hand, slipping her fingers down below his waistband to
grab his bare cock. She squeezed and stroked it. “Please…”

He couldn’t resist. “Ok, but be quiet.” He
glanced around at the slumbering forms around them. No one woke up.
Yet, at least.

Regan lay in an impromptu bed made out of a
couple of blankets thrown on the floor, her body sandwiched between
them.

Jeff pried her wanton fingers from his cock.
He couldn’t take it anymore; he had to know what she tasted like.
What she smelled like.

He went down to her feet and lifted the
blanket, crawling in beneath it. She spread her legs for him.

Jeff kissed his way up one smooth calf,
loving the way she wriggled and squirmed with suppressed desire
when he reached her thigh.

Her hand grabbed one of his through the
blanket and squeezed.

He kissed the little cleft of skin between
her inner thigh and her pussy, one corner of his mouth brushing up
against those frilly panties she wore.

And when he kissed hard against that thin
layer of fabric he felt the pulsing warmth of her swollen mound
against him.

Her breath caught in a little gasp and they
both stopped to listen, making certain that they weren’t
caught.

No one made a peep.

Not that Jeff was certain he could even stop
anymore anyway. He’d caught her scent: the smell of her wet little
gash was intoxicating. And when he nuzzled against the crotch of
her panties he could feel how damp they’d become already.

“Please… Please…” she kept moaning below her
breath.

Her hips trembled and writhed with barely
contained need. Jeff had a difficult time keeping control as
well.

He needed to taste her. So he hooked one
finger into the side of her panties and pulled the frilly pink
fabric to the side, exposing her moist little slit.

The smell of her became more powerful. it
completely intoxicated him. Saliva squirted into his mouth, and his
cock surged hard against the blanket beneath them.

He pushed her thighs farther apart and then
explored her gently with the pads of his thumbs.

The flesh of her outer lips was hot and soft
and puffy. So very soft. And sensitive. She squirmed at his
touch.

She kept herself bare. Not a hair on her, the
skin smooth.

Then he found the wetness of her nectar. She
was already slick with it. One thumb found the engorged button of
her clit while the other slid down and found the taut loop of her
opening.

He circled around her entrance with his
thumb, poking it in just to the first knuckle.

She was so fucking wet already. And tight,
even around his thumb. When he teased her clit, she got even
tighter for him.

Then he used his thumbs to keep her outer
lips pulled apart. He leaned in closer, inhaling her scent as
deeply as he could.

Then he licked her, nice and slow, with the
flat of his tongue. From bottom to top. She tasted sweet and light
and fruity. It drove him mad.

Even so, he forced himself to go slow. To lap
his tongue against her swollen mound like that a few more
times.

She came for him on the fourth stroke.

She reached beneath the blanket and grabbed
his wrists hard, the strength in her dainty fingers surprising. Her
hips bucked, driving her pussy against his face. Her stomach arched
up into the air.

Her nectar soaked his cheeks. Wanting to make
her cum even harder, her pulled the nub of her clit into his mouth
and lashed at it with his tongue.

Her bucking grew wild. Her fingernails bit
into his wrists. Her nectar flowed freely.

Her breaths came in little, choking gasps she
could barely keep from becoming full-blown screams.

Finishing, her back sank back down to the
blanket. He sensed her body relax in the afterglow of her climax.
Felt the heat radiating off her skin. Her stomach rose and fell
steadily with nice, deep breaths.

But he wasn’t done.

He crawled upwards, shifting one hand down
long enough to push the waistband of his boxers below his aching
balls.

The hot hardness of his shaft bumped and slid
against her thighs as he moved himself along her body.

His head came out from under the blanket and
he held himself just above her, their stomachs touching.

He could feel the naked, writhing heat from
her sopping mound almost touching the swollen head of his cock. It
was as though their bodies called to each other.

He kissed along her shoulder, then moved his
mouth to her throat while she ran her fingers into his hair.

Her body lifted up beneath his and he could
feel her stiff little nipples poking against him through her
shirt.

“Fuck me,” she breathed, her breath hot
against his ear, “Please, I need you to fuck me. I want you to be
my first.”

“First?” Jeff whispered back.

That sent his pulse racing even more than
before. She kissed him again, her need raw and animal.

 

Her body kept writhing up beneath his. He
felt his cock brush against the hot, puffy flush of her pussy and
they both moaned a little.

He could think of nothing but sinking every
last inch of his cock deep inside of her.

“Fuck me,” she breathed again.

This time one of her hands quested between
their bodies. She grabbed his cock and urged him forward. The head
of his shaft bumped against her mound but didn’t enter. She groaned
in youthful frustration and need.

“Stay quiet,” he told her.

He shifted his position slightly. His cock
bumped and slipped against her wet gash. Using one thumb, he angled
it down.

His breath caught when he entered her. Just
the tip. It was enough. She was so slick around him. So tight and
velvety smooth.

And hot. He could hardly believe the needful
heat around him.

He knew right away that he needed to feel
that around his entire shaft, not just the tip.

“Quiet,” he breathed again.

Slowly, painfully slowly, he urged himself
deeper into her. She kept writhing beneath him. Squirming. The
tight walls of her pussy squeezed and quivered.

Her breaths were sharp and quick.

And when he tore through the semi-elastic
flesh of her virginity her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped
open.

He covered her mouth with one hand to stifle
her moan.

He drew his cock back, savoring the way she
gripped him. The way her slippery wetness let him slide out.

He drove into her again. Harder this time.
Deeper. Her pussy stretched out around him.

And only around me, he thought, still
reeling from her virginal revelation. His was the first cock to
feel her gripping and squeezing wetness.

He pulled back and drove into her again,
urging almost every last inch of himself into her youthful
body.

His was also the first cock that she came on.
It happened on the next stroke. He buried himself inside of her to
the hilt.

She went rigid beneath him, her back arching
up off the blanket again.

She flung her arms around him and grabbed
onto his shoulder blades for support, pushing her pubic bone hard
against his.

Jeff barely managed to hold on. She became so
tight that if he’d been anything other than rock hard she would
have squeezed him out.

It was pure nirvana feeling the way her
quivering pussy gripped and squeezed all up and down his cock.

The thrusting only resumed when she relaxed a
little beneath him. She held onto him tightly still, with her arms
and pussy both.

“It’s so good,” she breathed into his ear
before nibbling lightly at his earlobe.

Her hands explored the curve of his back and
cleft of his spine. She cooed lightly as his strokes became more
regular and even.

He worried so much about the wet sounds their
bodies made that he had to slow down. It was absolute sexual
agony.

She cupped his face in her hands and they
kissed. Her tongue poked inexpertly but excitedly into his
mouth.

She felt too fucking good. Wet and tight and
soft all at once. His balls felt so heavy, and they ached so much
they hurt.

Even going slow like that, he knew he
couldn’t last much longer.

She must’ve felt the way his cock hardened
even more. The way his thrusts became more erratic and urgent.

“Are you going to cum?” she whispered.

“Soon,” he breathed through clenched
teeth.

“I want you to fill me up with it,” she told
him.

That was so hot he almost lost his load then
and there. He barely managed to stop himself.

“Are you on the pill?” he asked. He prayed
the answer was yes. He could think of nothing nicer to experience
in this world then shooting his seed inside of her waiting
body.

“No. Just do it. Please…”

He started to pull back, meant to pull out.
Because he couldn’t stop. He could feel his balls start to tighten.
Feel all the muscles low in his back go stiff.

But Regan wrapped her legs around him,
locking him in place. She ground her hips hard against him, running
the tight loop of her cunt up and down his slippery shaft.

“Do it,” she breathed, “Come on, daddy. Do it
inside of me.”

He groaned through clenched teeth, hoping to
God none of the girls heard or saw any of this.

He tried to hold back. He really did. But he
couldn’t control himself. No man could have. Not with that tight,
slippery ring of flesh sliding so urgently up and down his
shaft.

His balls tightened again. His cock
stiffened. Then it jerked.

Regan’s breath caught. She fucked him harder.
Really milked him. Jeff’s eyes squeezed shut and his lips peeled
back from his teeth.

It felt far too fucking good. And he came so
hard that it hurt. Every squeeze of his balls made his cock jerk
inside of her, loosing another spurt of his load deep into her
waiting womb.

“Yes… yes…” Regan breathed and he felt her
climax on him again, forcing her pussy all the way up along his
shaft, locking their bodies together.

She didn’t release him until he began
softening inside of her.

He pushed himself to his feet, glaring down
at her.

“That was stupid,” he breathed.

“Night,” she replied.

He slunk off to bed.

The next morning, the girls seemed none the
wiser as to what had happened just feet from them the night
before.

Regan winked at him when they all left. She
rubbed her belly just below her navel suggestively.

Jeff started getting hard again and had to
beg off to his bedroom the rest of the morning.
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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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