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      When Mrs. Corey asked me to stay after class, I was worried about missing my next class that was across the university campus, that was until she closed and locked the door with just us inside.

      "I found those filthy notes you were passing about me in the back of the classroom," she said as she approached my desk. Her high heels clacked on the floor with each step. "What? It's not so funny anymore now that you're alone and have to face the consequences for your nasty words."

      I lowered my head, partly to hide my reddening cheeks but also in shame. I might have been 18 years old and a freshman in college, but being confronted for my juvenile remarks made me feel half that age.

      Picking up a folded piece of paper from the lip of her desk, she unraveled it and read my words, "'With an ass like that, I bet she claps every time she runs...' Is that how you speak of your professor?"

      "I'm sorry, Mrs. Corey," I mumbled.

      She read a few more of the dozens of comments exchanged between my friends and I and shook her head. "'I wonder what her pussy smells like?'" she glared down at me from the side of my desk now. "Michael, have you ever even touched a woman's vagina?"

      "No, ma'am," I admitted. I was surprised by her question, but at the moment, I felt the humiliation was warranted given what I put her through.

      It had been a rough first few weeks at university. My three roommates in my dorm were stuck up and friends from high school. They formed a friend group and made an effort to exclude me from it. The rest of my dorm had grouped up as well. Making friends was never my forte. I was homeschooled, socially awkward, and never partied. I had resigned myself to a college life that was friendless and where I remained a virgin—that was until Elliot passed me a funny note about Mrs. Corey in our English Literature course. The ironic thing was, compared to the average college kid, I was typically a perfect gentleman when it came to women. It was just this one time I bent my moral compass for the sake of having a single friend.

      Of course, the few minutes spent exchanging notes were short-lived once Mrs. Corey spotted me passing the note back to Elliot. I don’t think my heart had ever stopped so hard and fast on its. Then, to watch her read the note, glare at us, and then continue teaching until the end of class was the most surreal experience.

      "I bet you haven't," she said, glaring down at me. "Horny little impudent teenager you are. Probably would rather masturbate to porn than actually please a real woman. Here. Give me your hand. Give me--you feel that!?"

      The moment happened so fast that I didn't know how to react. Mrs. Corey had the skirt of her white dress pulled up in one hand while her other hand had my wrist in its clutch and was holding my palm to her sex. My hand was stiff, trying not to touch her vagina like this was some kind of trick. Maybe she was setting me up!

      "Yeah, you feel that?" My English professor asked as she pressed my fingers on her vagina lips and rubbed them in circles. I was surprised at how soft and moist she was. "I bet this middle-aged teacher just gave you more action than you'll ever have. Go on, soak it up. Stick your fingers up there. This is your one and only--ughmm."

      Following her commands, I lightly curled my fingers up and felt the moist, gooey insides between her lips. As I did, her moving of my hand brought my fingers in and out of her.

      "Mmmmm fuck..." Mrs. Corey said with squinted eyes that she looked as though she was holding in a sneeze. My hand froze in the semi-cupped form it was in as she rubbed my palm back and forth on her clit in a quickening manner. "Oh--fuck, god..." she groaned.

      I could feel my hand becoming wetter by the moment as the sound of her juicy pussy lips being masturbated by my hand grew louder with each sloshing movement. The tips of two of my fingers pressed inside her began to curl and pet the roof of her pussy as I became conscious of the surreal moment. Mrs. Corey's eyes closed as she leaned forward, resting one hand on my desk and giving me a straight view down her cleavage to her massive breasts shaking back and forth before me. Strands of her blonde hair fell over her shoulders and between her face and mine as she shoved my fingers harder inside her. She was humping my hand like it was a sex toy now, and my palm was slick with her juices.

      "Oh, fuck me," she gasped as she gripped my wrist tighter, riding my hand like it was her favorite dildo. "Yes, yes, yes, yes! Ohhhhh my god!" Mrs. Corey sang in a high-pitched moan as I felt her thighs quiver and a sudden splash of liquid soak my palm as she dragged her slit up and down my hand. 

      When she finally released my arm, she staggard backward, nearly tripping on her high heels.

      "Good lord! Look what a mess you've made!" she snapped when her eyes opened. "You filthy animal, how could you touch your teacher like that! How could you make such a mess of me!"

      Mrs. Corey stormed over to her desk, picked up her phone, and placed the receiver to her ear.

      Shit! It was a trap, I thought and recoiled in fear.

      "Come here, you wretched animal," she ordered. "You will clean up the mess you made of me at once unless you want me to call your parents and let them know what you just did."

      Begrudgingly, I stood from my small desk and approached Mrs. Corey, where she stood waiting with a wicked smile on her red lips. 

      While this was definitely one of the more unexpected situations in my life, I had to admit... I didn't really mind this position I was being forced into as much as I pretended I did...
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      “Michael…” she said with a crooked smile.

      “Yes, Mrs. Corey,” I replied meekly. Despite my professor being the one who was clearly in the wrong now for what she was doing, being that she was my professor and she was married, I still felt like I was the one taking advantage of her in a strange way. After all, it was my dirty note she had seen that kicked this off.

      Mrs. Corey sat in her leather chair behind her desk. Her legs parted, relaxed. Her right hand brushed down her cheek, allowing her fingers to trace down her chest between her cleavage. She seemed to enjoy the scene that she had set as I switched my weight from one foot to the other.

      “Kiss me,” she finally commanded but made no effort to move. I hesitated, unsure of what to do, and she raised an eyebrow. “Now.”

      I stepped forward and leaned down to kiss her lips, and at the last second, she turned her cheek to me. “No, not there. I want you to kiss my foot,” she said.

      I looked down and saw her slender foot resting in her red high-heeled shoe between my feet. Knowing her tone was about to become more demanding, I did not hesitate any longer and moved to my knees. Taking her delicate foot in my hand, I brought the top of her foot up to my lips. Mrs. Corey smirked as I kissed and hummed a note of approval as I rubbed my warm palms up and down her claves as my lips circled her ankle.

      “You are a quiet thing, Michael,” Mrs. Corey purred as she watched my lips traverse her foot and high heel. “I was surprised you had such filthy words to say about me.”

      “I am sorr—” I started to apologize but was cut short with a swift scolding.

      “I did not tell you to stop,” she raised her voice, and I returned to kissing her foot. She giggled uncontrollably for a moment, clapped her hands together once, and hummed a note of approving, “Oh, but you are such a good boy, aren’t you? Come on then. Slowly bring your lips to momma,” she said as she licked her fingertips and slipped them inside her skirt.

      My lips worked their way up her calf. Her smooth, moisturized skin invited me higher. At her knee, I planted a wet kiss just on the inside of her thigh and felt her legs widen, begging for more.

      “Oohhh, my God…” Mrs. Corey sighed.

      When my palm slipped up and down her inner thigh, paving the way for my lips and beginning to edge into the dark shadow beneath her skirt, I noticed a marked change in her skin. The tender flesh was smooth and milky white the higher I went.

      “Keep going…” Mrs. Corey sighed.

      I glanced up and saw the top half of her shirt’s buttons were undone, and her plump breasts were exposed as she squeezed them and circled her nipples repeatedly. My hard cock pressed so hard against my jeans from the sight that the tip of my penis went numb after a brief jolt of pain.

      Pressing her pencil skirt higher as my lips kissed to my teacher’s sex. By the time my lips touched her wet pussy I was completely engrossed in the moment. I didn’t think about her being my teacher. I didn’t think about being in my college classroom. I was so horny that I couldn’t think about any except what her pussy would taste like.

      “Yes… yes… yes…” Mrs. Corey’s voice built louder as the heat from her sex kissed my cheeks. “Do it… do it…”

      Extending my tongue, I pierced Mrs. Corey’s shaved pussy lips and felt the moisture and warmth engulf my tongue. My tongue slid out and shoved all the way back inside as I planted a wet long kiss in the middle of her vagina.

      “Oh, baby, do you taste how wet I am? Do you see how much of a filthy fucking slut your professor is?” Mrs. Corey asked with strained delight in her voice. “Mmmm… I bet this is the first time you ever ate pussy, isn’t it? Of course, it is, mmm… look at you…”

      My lips and chin were already soaked from her oozing pussy, and I was quickly becoming addicted to my teacher’s taste. I barely heard the words she spoke until her hand rough grabbed ahold of my chin and forced my eyes on hers.

      “Listen to me, boy,” she commanded. She saw the innocence in my expression and giggled mischievously again before biting her lip. “Now listen to your teacher and pay attention, there’s going to be a quiz after this lesson…”

      Her smile grew as her palm circled her pussy lips. “Now, here… this is my vagina…” Mrs. Corey said as her middle finger circled the base of her pussy lips. “This is where good boy’s cocks go… or fingers… here, give me two of your fingers… yes, just like that.” Mrs. Corey palmed my hand and isolated my ring and middle finger as she guided them to her. “Now take these fingers and press inside… me—ah! Fuck, yes, baby. So deep, yes, fuck! I love it!”

      Biting my lip in concentration, my eyes flipped between her pussy as I fucked it with my two fingers and my professor’s face as she wilted with pleasure. Her high eyebrows and sensitive eyes. It was like I could control her facial expression with how deep and fast I fingered her.

      “Oh my God, oh my God!” Mrs. Corey threw her head back as she pinched her nipples. “I don’t know if you’re that good at—ahhh Jesus mmmm… I—I don’t know if you’re that good or if I’m just—I’m just that much of a horny fucking slut!” she giggled maniacally and then bit her lip as she began to raise and lower her pussy at pace with me pressing my fingers inside her.

      I took note and began pumping her faster. Briefly, the sound of her wet, squishy pussy overtook everything as I penetrated her. The walls of her pussy squeezed my hand like they were trying to push me out, but I only pressed harder, and that made Mrs. Corey’s voice grow louder.

      “Jesus fucking christ! Ye—yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my fucking pussy,” she moaned and arched her back, making her chair groan and creak. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum. Oh, Michael, you’re going to make me fucking cu—um!”

      Mrs. Corey’s meaty thighs jiggled as her body quivered before slamming shut on my hand. She bounced in her chair, and I watched her tits clap together and off her chest.

      “Ohhhhh Godddd!” she groaned and lifted her hips just as a powerful squirt sprayed my mouth and the chest of my shirt, soaking me.

      Immediately after, Mrs. Corey’s body turned to Jello as she melted into the chair and gasped for air. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head for several seconds until she regained control of herself. The first thing she did when she saw me was to hook a hand behind my neck and forcefully drag me over to her lips. My teacher kissed me like a mad woman. her tongue deep in my mouth as she aggressively made out with me. Her hands gripped my shirt and triceps, holding me to her.

      Falling down to the floor with me, it was like the woman had become feral. She didn’t speak or make requests; she took what she wanted. Reaching for my cock, she groaned into the kiss as she felt the hard tip pressing a tent on my jeans. I had so much pre-cum leaking from me that it made a wet spot on my jeans.

      “I need it, I need it, I need it,” Mrs. Corey repeated with increasing intensity as she yanked at my belt. “Give me your student cock. Give me your⁠—”

      There were two knocks on the door that silenced the mad ordeal we were going through and froze us both.

      “Mrs. Corey? Jessica? Everything alright?” an older woman’s voice called through the door.

      Mrs. Corey’s eyes went wide, “Yes, Angela… Did you need something?”

      “Yes, we had an appointment to go over that class audit,” Angela tried the door knob, “Um, your door is locked.”

      Mrs. Corey moved in a panic. She shoved me under her desk, palming my head down before adjusting her skirt and buttoning up her blouse over her tits.

      “Coming, sorry. I was changing!” Mrs. Corey called to this other professor as she jogged over to the door. When I realized my professor was unlocking the door and letting her in, I clapped both my hands over my mouth to stifle my panting. “Please, come in. Have a seat.”

      My eyes went wide as Mrs. Corey slid out her seat in front of me and sat down as they began their meeting.

      All while this sweaty, teenaged college student covered in his professor’s juices and with a throbbing cock held his breath under the desk.

      Shit…
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      "Do you want a beer?" Alice asked.

      "Um, sure," I said, my eyes unable to focus on just one woman as I walked through the sorority house. The pre-game party was in the early stages as the night was still early. I didn't have to interview for the free-use position I applied for as one of my exes recommended me, but that also meant I never received any details on exactly what it was.

      Did they think I was like Magic Mike and going to dance for them or something? Man, they will be sorely disappointed if so. 

      While I was fit and athletic, I was far from a builder physique, and my dancing skills were best used in the dark corners of nightclubs. I followed Alice through a buffet of blondes, brunettes, and a couple of raven-haired ladies who, aside from a few features here or there, looked like carbon copies of another. Not that I was complaining. If I were going to make clones of anyone, it would be these 18 to 22-year-old sorority girls with perfect bodies, amazing tits, and sculpted booties for their plentiful Instagram selfies. The bass of the hip-hop music pounded through the floor and walls, and the dozens of women ground their hips

      on another as they danced and sipped at their first beers.

      Alice reached into the fridge and slid a corona across the granite island countertop that was already cluttered by several half-drunk beers.

      "Cheers," Alice said, raising her beer over the island.

      I shrugged, "Cheers," and clinked glasses. The lip of the beer was a few inches from my mouth when a woman stumbled into me and nearly batted my beer to the floor. I tried to look where I had spilled it, but the brunette-haired woman clasped my cheeks between her hands and pulled her lips to mine. We kissed, stiffly at first, as I was in perpetual shock before I allowed her tongue into my mouth and kissed her back. The wet kiss lasted only a few more seconds before she separated with a goofy grin followed by a laugh. Several of the surrounding women cheered and whooped in approval.

      "Sarah, what the fuck?" Alice knitted her eyebrows as she swatted at a beer stain on the shoulder of her shirt.

      "Oh, sorry, Alice," Sarah said, "I just wanted a taste before he gets too worn in."

      "Worn in?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

      Sarah ignored my words and existence, returning to her circle of friends across the kitchen. I was still

      in shock and trying to figure out what the kiss meant when Alice saw my shocked

      curiosity.

      "First time as a Free-Use Toy?" she asked.

      "Huh? Yeah. Sorry about the beer; I, um, didn't even see her coming," I said, taking a sip from my drink.

      "It's not a Sorority pre-game party if half the girls don't change their clothes before going

      out," Alice sighed and rolled her eyes. "Still a couple hours until we leave."

      I nodded, "So where are all the boys? I haven't seen one yet. I'd imagine there are boyfriends

      and--what?"

      Two new girls approached me and quickly pushed their way in front of me. One looked like a freshman, and the other a junior or senior. The older girl had brunette hair and plush lips that glistened with lip gloss and glitter speckling her cheeks. Her white crop top was a size too small and choked her large breast while close to showing off some of her under boobs.

      "Don't mind, Rebecca. She's just showing our latest pledge their way around here," Alice said with a smirk.

      Rebecca and the pledge went down to their knees without speaking to me and began undoing my belt and pulling my pants and boxers to my ankles. As if my nightmare and fantasy had collided to create a monstrosity of a moment, I looked around in horror as every college girl turned to see my naked body. Smiles, giggles, and whispers consumed the kitchen area as they took in the sight.

      "So... your exe wasn't lying about you," Alice smirked, taking another swig of her beer. Her eyes lingered on my cock for several more seconds.

      "I, um..." I was at a loss for words.

      "This is the biggest one I've seen!" the blonde-haired pledge exclaimed with a bounce. Her perky apple-sized breasts bounced beneath her pink top. Rebecca slid her eyes up to mine from her kneeling position. The seductive smile was wide on her thick lips as if she knew how hot this was for me.

      No words were necessary from me because my cock instantly began the flex from rope to staff like a fire hose growing taut. Before my mind could catch up to the moment, Rebecca's hand was stroking my shaft, and her wonderous lips were spreading around the tip of my

      cock.

      "You were saying something?" Alice asked.

      "Was I?" I gasped as Rebecca popped her lips off my cock, and the pledge took her turn sucking my

      cock.

      Alice giggled. "Don't mind them; they'll move on shortly."

      The pledge's narrow mouth sucked on my bulbous head like it was a lolly pop. Her tongue poked my urethra before lapping circles on my pink head. All the while, Rebecca pumped my stiff shaft with one hand while fondling my balls with the other.

      Fuck! What if I don't want them to move on?

      "Um.... I, um..." I groaned through squinted eyes, "I, uh, I was just asking about where the, um--shit. Am I the only guy here?"

      “Yeah,” Alice said, finishing her current beer and opening another. “You have a problem with that?”
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