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I sat on my bed I my dorm room, sighing heavily into my phone.

“You’re sure you can’t make it?” I said.

“Sorry, honey, I can’t. I’ve got too much going on at work.”

“But I wanted to come home this weekend! You said I could,” I said, realizing how whiny I sounded. I didn’t care. I was 18. I could sound whiny if I wanted. “Dad!”

He sighed as well. “Look, it’s a long shot, but I think I might have a solution.”

“What?” I jumped up off the bed and paced back and forth. It wasn’t much pacing since my dorm room was so small, but I needed to work off some of that energy.

“I’m going to call up Matthew and see if he doesn’t mind going to get you. I’ll repay him for the hotel stay, but I know he’s off work for another week or so. Besides, he owes me,” my dad said.

“Matthew?” I replied. He was my best friend’s dad. And he lived right across the street from us. “Do you think he’ll do it?”

I’d always liked him. He was a good dad to my friend, and a nice guy in general. In fact, I’d once thought about how my first boyfriend looked a little like a younger version of Matthew.

“I’ll text him and see. Just hold on a second.”

Those were some long seconds.

“Ok, it’s all good. He’s going to head out now. He has your cell number so just wait for his call.”

“Thanks, dad!” I said.

“Don’t thank me, thank Matthew,” my dad said.

“I will.”

Matthew arrived later that night, and he helped me load my bags into his car. We drove well into the night before we found a hotel at around the halfway point.

He went inside to get a room while I waited with the car. He came out not looking too pleased.

“What’s up?” I asked him.

“Some convention nearby,” he said, “I got us a room…”

“But?”

“But it only has one bed. And all the others places around here are fully booked. The clerk said I was lucky to get this one. What do you think? Is that okay?”

I sighed, tired and cranky, “I guess.”

We got up to the room and both groaned at the sight of the single queen-sized bed. There was also a couch, but neither of us seemed good with that option.

We both sort of ignored it until it was too late. And by too late I mean Matthew stripped down to his boxers and crawled under the covers while I was in the bathroom changing into my long tee that I wore at night.

“Oh,” I said when I came out.

“I figured out how to solve it,” he said, “I’ll take this side and you take that one.”

I should’ve said no way but I was tired and achy.

“You’re sure it’s okay to share the bed with you?” I said, trying not to glance at his bare chest.

It was weird, but I really didn’t want to sleep on that ratty looking old couch. I knew they never got cleaned. What I didn’t know was how many dirty skanks had fucked on that couch and left behind… things.

“Yeah, it’s no problem. I’ll stay on my side, you stay on yours, and tomorrow morning we’ll be out of here and it won’t even matter anymore,” Matthew said, lifting his hands and smiling.

My heart started thumping as I rounded the bed to the other side. I climbed in under the covers. I could feel a hot blush rising up my throat.

I never thought this night would end with me sharing a hotel bed with the father of my best friend. Him in his boxers and nothing else. Me in a long, comfy shirt and panties.

Why didn’t the hotel have another room?

“See? Fine, right?” Matthew said, still smiling, “And I promise I won’t tell Alisha a thing. Though I think she might feel even more embarrassed than you do.”

“I doubt it,” I tugged at the sheet, trying to pull it up as much as I could. “Hey… thanks again for coming to pick me up from school. I know my dad really appreciates it.”

He glanced at me, then back at the TV before he spoke, “It’s no problem. I’ve known you for so long now you may as well be my daughter, too.”

“Yeah…” I said. A tight ball had formed low in my stomach. My mouth kept going dry. I wanted to ask Matthew if he wouldn’t mind putting a shirt on, but then I thought that would make him think I was looking at his naked chest.

I could see him from the corner of my eye pretty easily. Bare wasn’t exactly the right word. He had a hairy chest. Not like gross hairy, just normal. So many guys my age tried to keep everything clean shaven.

There was something intriguing about not shaving off every last bit of hair.

I mean, I did. Armpits, legs. And my pussy. I kept that bare and bald. Though there was no way Matthew could know that.

“You mind turning off the TV? I don’t think I can stay up much longer,” I said.

He raised an eyebrow at me, “Sure, no problem.” He turned it off, then he hit the button on his lamp and the hotel room plunged into darkness.

I turned onto my side, away from him, and closed my eyes.

“Night,” he said.

“Night,” I replied.

I don’t know how, but I did get to sleep.

The problem was, I woke up. It must’ve been an hour or so later. It was hard to tell in that strange room. All I knew was that it was still dark out.

And that sometime in the night Matthew had shifted over, spooning me. His heavy arm held me against his body.

I could feel his chest expand and contract with each slow, sleeping breath.

He was warm. So warm.

I froze up. There was something else. He’d really spooned me good, his hips pressed against my ass.

And that was where I felt it. His thing. Pressed against me, nestled in the natural cleft between my cheeks.

He was big. Even soft I could tell. Bigger than my last boyfriend, definitely.

Before I could help it, my pussy squeezed up. Just a little. When it relaxed, I felt the wetness. Felt the tingling fingers of arousal slide up the front of my stomach from that point of heat between my thighs.

Then I did something else before I could stop myself. I arched my back, just a little. Just enough to rub my ass against his shaft.

He groaned a little behind me. His shaft flexed, got a little harder.

My heart pounded. Already, I was nice and wet. I wanted to reach down between my thighs and feel it, but I thought that might wake him.

It was ridiculous, I knew. Ridiculous and pervy. I was only 18. Matthew was the same age as my dad. And like he said, we’d known each other long enough that he had been a father to me in some ways.

And here I was rubbing my ass against his cock while he was asleep.

I decided to stop. But I didn’t.

I bit my bottom lip and rubbed him a bit more, growing addicted to the feeling of his shaft hardening between my cheeks.

I didn’t stop to think of what might happen if he woke up. I just kept rubbing.

And I was getting so wet. The bigger and harder his cock got against me, the wetter I became. The crotch of my panties felt moist.

I started to wonder if I could get away with more. 

Like if I reached back nice and slow and pulled his cock out of his boxers. If I pulled my panties to the side and then took hold of him.

Then, nice and slow still, guide the head of his meaty cock against the feverish heat of my pussy.

Then push.

My whole body shivered and broke out in gooseflesh at the thought of it.

At the thought of how achingly slow I’d have to slide my pussy down onto his rigid shaft, trying to keep myself from whimpering as I felt him stretch my out around his girth.

I almost came right then.

More, I decided to do it.

Part of me couldn’t believe it. Wouldn’t believe it. But I needed it. Needed him. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten so turned on.

I reached back, my hand touching his ribs. He was so warm still. And his cock had gotten so hard against the cleft of my ass.

My fingertips slid down his stomach. Then they touched the elastic of his boxers. They started to slip beneath them. I could feel his bush.

Then he snorted. I went completely still.

Matthew wiped sleepily at his face and then rolled over onto his back, still asleep. His hard cock tented the sheet up.

I knew I should’ve taken it as a sign not to go any further. To let myself calm back down, go to sleep, and try not to think about it.

But I couldn’t do that. I reached down between my thighs and found my panties sopping, so wet they stuck to the bare lips of my pussy.

So I turned onto my other side, facing him in the darkness. My eyes went wide when I saw the way his cock pushed at the sheet.

Moving nice and slow, watching his face the whole time, I shifted my hand under the sheet.

My heart went into overdrive when I grasped him through his boxers. He was so thick. My pussy trembled.

I squeezed him through his boxers. He sighed contentedly, still asleep. I could see his eyes flicking back and forth under his lids.

They moved faster when my squeeze turned into a stroke. His legs shifted beneath the sheets and he arched his back up for a moment, his cock going rock-solid.

When he settled back down I reached beneath the elastic of his boxers.

“Oh…” I moaned when I took his bare cock in my hand. My other fingers went between my legs, busy on my swollen clit.

I started stroking him. Then I gripped him just beneath the head and used the ball of my thumb on the bottom of it. On that sensitive part just where the flesh split. His breathing quickened.

Still using my thumb, I ran it over the tip and found it nice and wet with precum.

Unable to help myself, unable to stop myself, I took the sheet and drew it down. I needed to see him. Needed to see it. 

My eyes had adjusted to the night darkness of the room and I took him in in all his glory.

I wanted to make him come, I knew. Wanted to make Matthew, the father of my best friend and our closest family friend, squirt a hot load of spunk for me.

And I wanted to know how he tasted. Still trying to be sneaky, I shifted myself over, stroking his shaft to keep him hard as I went.

I glanced at him once to make sure his eyes were still closed. Then I took him in my mouth, licking my lips and then letting them spread open around his girth.

I could barely take half his cock before the head bumped against my throat. He groaned in his sleep, head moving from side to side.

The more I sucked, the more he moved. I worked up so much spit that soon his whole shaft glistened with my saliva.

And then I didn’t care anymore about him waking up. I wanted him to. I wanted him to know just how badly I wanted him, and how wet he got my little pussy.

I wanted him inside of me.

Rolling over onto my back, I lifted my legs and whipped my panties off with one quick movement. Then I pulled off my long shirt and threw it into the darkness after my panties.

My whole body shook with the anticipation as I straddled him. My nipples perked up so hard they ached. They were small, just like my breasts.

He didn’t wake up at first. He didn’t wake when I grabbed his shaft to hold it steady.

He woke up when I lowered myself onto him. His eyes fluttered open just as I groaned with the initial stretch of my tightness around the head of his cock.

“What…? Oh, God! What are you doing? Wait! Oh…”

His moan joined mine as I sank down onto him, the slick, velvety walls of my pussy stretching open around him.

“You’re so big,” I moaned, “I’ve never had a cock so big…” I braced myself with my hands on his chests.

“Fuck, oh fuck… What are you doing? We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, lips pulled back from his teeth as I rolled my hips onto him for the first time, As he felt the tight loop of my flesh move up and down his massive shaft for the first time.

His hands went to my hips, grabbing at me as though to lift me off. I put my hands over his, slowing raising and lowering my body, taking more and more of his cock into the heat of my body with each stroke.

“God…” he moaned again.

“Do you still want me to stop?” I asked him, smiling down into his astonished face.

His fingers tightened on my hips. I could see the struggle in his eyes. I watched his inner battle. Watched his better nature lose that battle to his desire, aided by the way my slick pussy rubbed and squeezed all up and down his cock.

“You’re so wet,” he said, his hands sliding down to cup my ass.

“Gotta be wet to take a cock this big,” I told him.

He moved his hands up my back and lifted himself up off the bed enough to suck one of my nipples into his mouth. I moaned at the pressure, and hissed when I felt a lovely little bite.

He did the same with the other nipple. The whole time I tried to fuck him faster. I wanted to feel his cock pounding into me. Wanted to feel myself stretch with each long stroke.

“You’re so much tighter than my wife,” he said, sitting up fully so that I looked down into his face as I rode him.

“Have you ever thought about fucking me before?” I asked him.

He swallowed hard, “Yes.”

I smiled and kissed him. His mouth was hot as my lips fitted to his. His hands slid down to my ass again, squeezing my firm cheeks.

Then I gasped. He turned the tables on me, swinging my body down beneath his so that I lay on the bed while he thrust into me.

My body arched up and I tightened around him.

“I’m gonna come, fuck, I’m gonna come!” I said.

He fucked me just like I wanted to get fucked. Long, hard thrusts. Our bodies slapped together, faster and faster.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop!” I begged him. Guys my age would’ve finished by then, I knew. Wouldn’t have been able to stop themselves from busting inside of me.

But Matthew didn’t come. Not yet, anyway.

Instead he kissed my throat as my young body writhed beneath his. Hot waves of pleasure slammed through me even while my pussy locked and relaxed around his thickness again and again.

I trembled beneath him, “Am I your dirty little slut?”

“Yes,” he groaned, “Your little cunt is mine.”

“Good,” I moaned.

As soon as my climax finished, he flipped me over onto my stomach, taking a moment to shove one of the pillows beneath my hips to arch my ass up for him.

He didn’t waste any time pushing himself back into me. He went even deeper than before. 

“You have such a nice ass,” he said, kissing my shoulders while his shaft stretched me out.

“That’s yours too,” I told him. I’d never talked dirty like that. Not to any guy. Something about Matthew just brought it out to me.

I wanted to say dirty things to him. I wanted to be his. I wanted him to claim my tight little cunt as his own. Wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me.

The way his cock touched me had me on the edge of another orgasm quickly. And this time I could feel him swelling, getting even harder inside of me.

“I’m gonna come,” he said.

“Fill me up. Please, I need it,” I said over my shoulder.

He slammed his cock into me so hard I gasped. I came all over him just as his shaft started flexing. Just as the first spurt of his hot seed splashed against the back of me pussy.

We came together. We came hard. He kept himself buried all the way in me. And only when my muscles relented did I start rolling my hips, sliding my pussy in a milking motion up and down his rigid length, urging every last drop out of him and into me.

My body pulsed and buzzed with it. He kissed the back of my shoulders, cock throbbing inside of me.

He rolled onto his side and I rolled with him. We stayed like that for a while until he got soft and my natural tightness forced him out.

The next morning, he fucked me again before we checked out. My pussy was sore when I woke up, but I didn’t refuse him. It felt so good.

When he dropped me off at him he shook my father’s hand, and my dad thanked him for taking such good care of me.

Matthew and I shared a secret smile. If only my father knew just what good care he’d taken.
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