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      “Now, Jessica, let’s start by going over your positives,” Angela said. Her voice was muffled and echoed from beneath the desk where I hid. There were pockets of light coming around Mrs. Corey’s legs, but other than that, I remained mostly in darkness. “Now, overwhelming you receive positive feedback on your knowledge of your subject as well as preparedness with the content…”

      Judging by how deep into the reviews and long-winded Angela from HR was with this information, I got the distinct impression that this could be a long meeting. Doing my best to calm myself, I struggled to get comfortable, and Mrs. Corey was not helping in the least. Actually, she was making it worse.

      Over the course of a minute, Mrs. Corey had scooched in her chair three times, minimizing the amount of space I had to stretch out in. It wasn’t until her left hand joined me under the desk that I understood why she did so.

      Inching her skirt up her thighs, she slowly worked back and forth until the skirt was wrapped tightly around her waist and left her tender thighs exposed. She spread her legs, inviting me forward to my surprise. I wanted to protest but didn’t know how to without getting caught.

      Has Mrs. Corey gone nuts! Does she want to be caught?

      These were the questions running through my head as I felt her fingers on the side of my face, crawl to the back of my neck, and pull me forward. Her pussy was still moist from her last orgasm as my tongue slipped inside her and lapped to her clit to make circles. The conversation continued above my head as I continued to flick my tongue across Mrs. Corey’s clitoris until I heard a stammer in my professor’s voice as she spoke.

      “Y-Yes, that make sssense, Angela, thank you,” Mrs. Corey stuttered just as I slipped my lips around her clit, sucking on the tiny nub as my tongue rubbed back and forth.

      “Mrs. Corey, are you alright?” Angela asked after a moment.

      “Yes, yes,” Mrs. Corey gasped and cleared her throat to recompose herself, “No, I just—um, I think I might be coming down with something.”

      “I see,” Angela hesitated. Her voice did not sound completely convinced. “Shall we continue?”

      “Please,” Mrs. Corey said, a hint of begging in her voice like maybe she was talking to me.

      I smiled at this thought and began to enjoy this position I was in. I felt safe and in control from where I was hidden. A puppet master pulling the strings of the puppet. I wanted to see how far I could push my professor before she broke before she could no longer hide her feelings. Raising a few inches higher, I made room as I slid two fingers inside of her sopping wet pussy. While my tongue lapped circles around her clit, my fingers shoved deep inside her and slowly pulled out to repeat the process.

      There was a tenseness in her inner thighs as they firmed and jiggled. Her chest, which had been slowly rising and falling as I ate her, suddenly froze. The last to go was her replies to the Human Resource representative. They quickly reduced from short sentences to one-word replies to now just soft grunts.

      “Mmmhmm,” Mrs. Corey said as Angela continued her presentation. Even still, I could hear a tremor in her hums.

      Mrs. Corey’s pussy was sopping wet at this point. As my fingers pumped in and out of her, they rubbed against the fabric of the chair that was soaked to the brim and still, more juices dripped down my fingers, hand, and arm. It was when Mrs. Corey’s pussy began to contract and squeeze on my fingers that I heard Angela’s suspicions come to a head.

      “Mrs. Corey, are you sure you’re alright? You are flush,” she said in shock. I didn’t know who Angela was, but she sounded on the older side and definitely not like someone who would be cool about finding an 18-year-old student eating out their professor under the desk.

      “Mmmhmmm, yes,” Mrs. Corey replied. Her voice strained “I-I’m fine, I’m just—um.”

      After one last lick of her clit and plunge of my fingers into her hole, I decided I pushed our luck as far as I should and retreated, but as it turned out, that lick and penetration with my fingers was the straw that broke the camel’s back.

      “What is going on? Something is not right,” Angela announced, sounding less concerned and more upset.

      “N-Noth-ing, oh, Godd!” Mrs. Corey moaned just as her pussy squirted a stream of juices that struck my mouth like a squirt gun. The sudden burst of the stream startled me to the point that I jolted backward and smacked my head on the desk.

      “Ahmm,” I yelped in pain but quickly silenced myself.

      “What is this? What is going on here!?” Angela demanded as her voice neared. Without warning, Mrs. Corey’s chair scooted backward, and I squinted up into the light to see a very proper and very angry-looking HR representative bending down to glare at me. “Are you kidding me, Jessica? Are you kidding me!?”

      “Angela, you don’t understand,” Mrs. Corey started, breathlessly, but Angela was in no mood to listen.

      “With a student no less!” Angela boomed. “Unbelievable.”

      “Angela, wait!” Mrs. Corey called after the woman but I could already hear the door latching shut.

      “You idiot! What were you thinking!” Mrs. Corey demanded as I crawled out from the desk.

      “Me? What were you thinking?” I replied to the accusation.

      “Go get her,” Mrs. Corey jabbed a finger at the door.

      “What?” I said with wide eyes and confused.

      “Stop here! Now! Go!” Mrs. Corey said, shoving me toward the door. “Tell her it was consensual. Tell her you’re not a student. Stop her from telling anyone else or we’re both in trouble. Go!”

      Filled with fear and adrenaline, I staggered out of the classroom and into the hall. It was empty except for a few professors, admin staff, and a couple of students, but Angela was stomping away toward the HR offices on the other side of the building. I ran to catch up with her but had no idea what to say, this became evident when I reached her.

      “Hey, um, Angela, is it?” I said breathlessly as I kept up with her. “I just wanted to let you know that everything in there was consensual and above board and fine, and I’m 18 years old, so there’s nothing wrong there. And⁠—”

      Angela narrowed her eyes on me through her thick-rimmed glasses. “Nothing wrong? Did I just hear you say nothing wrong? You think there’s nothing wrong with you doing… whatever you were doing under that desk with me there?” Angela shook her head in disbelief, “And during her HR review,” she groaned and continued walking.

      The woman was in her late forties but could walk fast when she wanted. I was struggling to keep up while facing her and trying to plead a case.

      “If you could just keep this between us for right now, we can take care of this before it needs to reach HR or⁠—”

      “I am HR!” she snapped, and I had to look around to see if anyone else was listening. I didn’t see anyone in the halls. “And consensual—you better hope it was consensual, but even still, you think it matters? You’re a student here at this university, aren’t you?”

      My eyes went wide and replied, though, my response sounded like a question, “No…”

      She stopped with her hands on her considerable hips, “No? what’s your name?”

      I drew a blank and my mouth just started moving, “Tom… Tom… Beckett.”

      Angela raised an eyebrow, “Tom Beckett?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did you just make up that name?” she asked.

      My eyebrows crashed down as my chin fell to my chest, “Yes.”

      She shook her head. “You are a student!”

      “Yes, but not like that!” I replied.

      “What do you mean? You’re a student. You go to this university,” she said.

      “Okay, it’s exactly like that.”

      “Ugh!” she groaned and kept on walking. She took a turn and was only a dozen yards away from the HR office, the end of Mrs. Corey’s career, and the end of my academic future.

      “Wait, wait, wait, just wait,” I said, trying to calm myself down enough to sound more mature and speak reasonably. I stood in front of Angela, bringing her to a halt. “Listen, okay, I lied to you, and I shouldn’t have just done that, but I told the truth as soon as you asked. I’ll answer any questions you have and-and anything you want to know, but just give me five minutes to talk before ruining my left. Just five minutes. You can still go in like five minutes and file all the paperwork, okay?”

      Angela showed the first signs of contemplation as she looked me over, tapping her foot. Finally, she crossed her arms, “Fine, five minutes. Say what you will, but then I’m talking to the administrator supervisor.”

      “Okay,” I sighed at the brief reprieve. There was a dark classroom beside us with the door open. I led Angela inside and she followed with a stomp and didn’t seem to approve of me closing the door. “Okay, um, okay… this was not a relationship between me and Mrs. Corey. It just happened. It was—it is just a physical thing.”

      I held my hands out like what I said was important, but the older woman just glared at me from over the top of her glasses. “That’s what you wanted to say?” she started to walk from the door before I stopped her once more.

      “Wait, wait—four more minutes…” I begged, and she complied. Tapping her foot only inches from the door. My mind raced as I struggled to find the magic words that would stop her from ruining my life. I was an 18-year-old boy, and I had no money to bribe her with; I tried begging for mercy, and that got nowhere; I had no idea who she was, so I couldn’t blackmail her with anything…

      It would be great if I knew she was sleeping with another student so I could use that against her, I thought.

      My eyes looked over her for the first time as I considered her in a different light. For a woman in her late forties, she certainly didn’t dress the part. The black skirt she wore stopped short of her knees. The tan pantyhose was an interesting addition that I hadn’t seen on many women lately. Her gray blouse squeezed around her melon-sized breasts and even left a line of cleavage to be seen. While Angela was not skinny, she definitely was not fat either. Her hourglass appearance left me and probably every other man who spent five minutes with her desiring more.

      “You know, you have all the power in this situation,” I began, taking a step forward. You can do whatever you want, and we can’t stop you. But if you wanted me to do anything, well, I couldn’t stop you either. Wouldn’t stop you…”

      I figured I was already about to be kicked out of college for sexual behavior with a professor; what is the difference if I get kicked out for flirting with HR as well? There was a wedding ring on Angela’s left hand, which wasn’t a good sign, but I figured 50% of marriages were shit, so I still had a chance.

      “I don’t have any friends; my family doesn’t live around here, so I have no one to talk to, and I would never betray your secret,” I said and saw Angela’s face change as she considered me. “Not only would you have control over me, but I would owe you. I would be thankful for your help. I would be thankful for anything you did. I would do anything to repay you…”

      I stopped my approach when I was within arms’ reach of her. I touched the back side of her arm near her elbow, playfully rubbing up and down to send home the message. For a brief moment, I thought my tactic would actually work. Then, suddenly, she ripped her arm away and stormed off for the door. I thought to yell and stop her, but I didn’t know what to say. I had emptied the tricks in my bag.

      Angela stopped at the door and peered left to right out the window before turning the lock into place. Turning to face me, there was a different expression on her face that I hadn’t seen before. A darker one.

      “Sit,” she commanded with her finger pointing at the closest chair.
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      My scale for judging if something was good or bad had been warped. The issues began when Mrs. Corey started having her way with me. Sex good, I thought. But getting caught and nearly expelled because of sex was bad. Now, I walked over to a seat in the dimly lit sixty-person classroom and sat wondering if this was good or bad.

      Angela not running off to tell on me is good. The sudden stern look on her face and shift in attitude? Bad.

      Angela walked behind me, her heels clacking on the floor as she took her seat beside me behind the long table. I looked at her for a moment as she stared elsewhere, and I could almost see her having an internal dialogue with herself, but I had no idea what she was saying. I was growing uncomfortable until, finally, Angela spoke again, having decided something.

      “Let me see,” she said and nodded to the lower half of my body. I hesitated, knowing what she wanted but still feeling uncomfortable. It wasn’t like I was a pro at this whole sex thing. I undid my belt, undid my jeans, and slid my pants and boxers down to reveal my half-mast cock. Angela made a sound somewhere between amusement and annoyance. “You just pull your pants down in front of a lady? You think that’s okay?”

      “I’m sorry, Angela,” I blurted out. My eyes went wide in horror as I reached for my waistband to pull them back up, only for Angela to hold up a hand, pausing me.

      “Stop just acting and wait for instructions for a change, hm?” she said, raising an eyebrow as she scooted closer to me. “And stop using my first name. I’m Mrs. Blake, young man.”

      “Yes… Mrs. Blake,” I hesitated.

      Tugging her clothes taut, Mrs. Blake reached over and wrapped her fingers around my soft shaft. Her hand palpated my shaft and balls, more exploring and manipulating them than caressing. Still, feeling this older woman’s touch and smelling her sharp perfume had an effect on me. After just a minute of touching, my cock stood tall like an arrow even as Mrs. Blake spread my legs and took my balls in her fist. She didn’t squeeze them but she wasn’t exactly gentle either.

      “Look at you, can’t even sit still for five minutes of an exam without getting hard,” Mrs. Blake sighed and shook her head, “no wonder Mrs. Corey had you on your knees. Young men like you have no discipline.”

      I said nothing as I found myself feeling quite vulnerable. Most men never experience being scolded while having their balls a mere squeeze away from being crushed. It was a humbling position.

      “Well? Have anything to say for yourself?!” she snapped and tightened her grip on my balls.

      “Yes—yes, Mrs. Blake,” I stuttered.

      “Call me, Ma’am,” she insisted.

      “Yes, Ma’am,” I repeated immediately.

      “There you go,” Mrs. Blake whispered with a lightness in her voice. The first sign of affection since we sat down. Her hand loosened and became gentle. Her red fingernails brushed over my balls and dragged up my shaft, causing more than a little anxiety that must have shown on my face because I heard Mrs. Blake giggle. “Oh, your face, honey. Am I the first lady who has put boundaries on you in your life? No surprise there. This younger generation of men are so soft and unchecked.”

      Her hand formed around my shaft and began to stroke me up and down, up and down as I sat back and groaned.

      “Quiet,” she snapped, and I closed my lips. “There’s no discipline in this generation. No wonder you just threw yourself at a harlot like Mrs. Corey.”

      She was pumping my cock vigorously now, and pre-cum dribbled down my swollen head and over her fingers. I bit my lips together as I raised and lowered my hips, squirming under her intense grip.

      She smacked her lips and sighed with annoyance, “Look at you leaking everywhere. Are you a dirty, dirty boy?” I hummed a groan as I felt my cock twitch more and more. “Answer me!” she snapped.

      “Yes—yes, Ma’am,” I panted. “I’m a dirty boy.”

      “I know you are,” she said with a rye smile in the corner of her lips. “I should have known the second you threw yourself at me like a slave—nothing to offer anyone except a cock.”

      Mrs. Blake was pumping my cock fast now. Her oversized breasts were jiggling in her blouse uncontrollably from her arm working up and down on me. Between watching her tits bounce and seeing her lick her lips as she stared at my cock I lost control and instantly began spewing ropes of cum out of my cock. They splattered on the desk in front of me and on my jeans as the pleasure stunned me for a moment.

      “Oh, you nasty thing,” Mrs. Blake gasped. “Can’t even hold it in. Can’t even warn me? You’re just an animal, walking around on hormones and impulses.”

      When I didn’t reply Mrs. Blake squeezed my softening cock a little harder and warned me.

      “Say, ‘Yes, Ma’am,’” she coached.

      “Yes, Ma’am,” I groaned as she continued to stroke my soft cock.

      “That’s a good boy,” she smiled with a hooked grin, “Empty out all that dirty seed…” She scooted her chair closer so our chairs touched and used her other hand to pull her breast out from the neck of her blouse. The massive tit was pale and covered in stretch marks from its growth over the years. It made me want it even more. “Here, I saw you staring at them. ogling me like the animal you are. Go on, have a taste.”
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      Wrapping my lips around her nipple, I hummed approvingly right away. feeling her hard nipple cut across my tongue with every lap felt amazing and listening to her voice coo and moan in that high pitch tener excited me.

      “Mmmm, yes, just like that,” she gasped, and I felt her hand clamp on the back of my head, locking my lips against her breast. My hands worked around her hand that was still stroking my lifeless cock, and I rubbed the outside of her thighs. “Ugh, yes, bite that nipple. Bite that nipple…”

      Mrs. Blake grabbed one of my hands and moved it to her other breast as she pulled it from her top. My hand rubbed it up and down, loving how much of it there was. I couldn’t get my hand around it. My thumb and forefinger pinched her nipple just as my teeth bit on her other nipple, and she released a louder-than-expected moan before clapping a hand over her mouth.

      “Ohh God, just like that. Just like that!” she cried, and I felt her hand tighten on my cock. To my surprise, my shaft flexed back into her hand. “Ohhh yeah… you like that, don’t you?” she groaned as she took to stroking me deeper. Her hand explored down to my balls before groping up to my tip and back down.

      I moaned into her tit as my tongue flicked over her nipple as her pumps on my cock became rough again before stopping altogether. Sitting back, she extricated herself from my touch and stood, smiling down at me.

      “Here,” she said, unzipping the side of her skirt, “if you want my silence you’re going to have to work for it.”

      Just like that, her skirt fell to the floor and she stepped out of it. her pale thighs were made beige by her pantyhose. Sliding them down enough to expose her pussy with a short bush, I could see the milky cream smeared over her mature lips. She was already soaking wet.

      As I stood, she bent over the table right beside where I had just came.

      “Go on, put it inside me,” she panted, “Fuck me.”

      Lining up my cock with her juicy slit, when I leaned into her it felt like my cock was entering a warm bath.

      “Ughh… oh God… yes…” she moaned, her hands gripping the opposite end of the table.

      I felt her pussy lips squeeze and contract on my shaft the deeper that I went. Her fat bubble butt pressed against my abs as I pressed all the way inside her and felt her press back to get even more inside her.

      “God! I can feel you flex inside me…” she gasped, brushing her black hair out of her face and to the left side of her neck. “Fuck me, fuck me now!”

      Rubbing my warm palms over the top curve of her thick ass, I pulled out and shoved back into her. Slowly at first but with hard and firm thrusts. The kind of thrusts that made her ass jiggle and her tits sway forward and back with every buck.

      “Ah, ahh, ahhyes… fuck. Fuck! Fuck me!” Mrs. Blake cried. Her voice growing higher pitched and weaker with every thrust.

      After several minutes, I found my pacing, and my confidence grew. Slipping my fingers around the front of her hips, I grabbed her body and began to jerk her back as I humped forward. Our bodies began to smack together harder. My thrusts became aggressive and rough; all the while, Mrs. Blake’s moans grew louder, and her words more difficult to say.

      “Yes, yes, yes—oh, god, yes…” She whimpered and pressed herself up by her hands. “Use me, use me, fuck me, just like that! Sh-shove that young cock right in my—my… oh God!”

      Motivated by her soft moans and weak voice, I seized the opportunity to snatch a fistful of her black hair and pull back as I fucked deeper inside her. She loved it.

      “Ahhh yes, yes, yes… fuck me… fuck me hard—use my pussy!” Mrs. Blake cried.

      The woman’s fat ass cheeks clapped and bounced in such a way they didn’t even appear like a solid. The classroom was filled with the sound of our bodies smacking together and with the thumping sound of me ramming Mrs. Blake’s body into the table. Her huge boobs spilled out the neck of her shirt as they rocked, clapped, and swept against the tabletop with every rough buck I gave her.

      “Oh God… I’m cumming… I’m cumming…” Mrs. Blake sobbed, her voice sounding close to tears as I gritted my teeth and jabbed my cock deeper inside her. “Ahh, yes!”

      The older woman came hard and in a way that made me wonder if she hadn’t orgasmed in years. Her body lost its strength, and her nails clawed against the table as I jammed my cock deep inside her. A surmounting pressure shoved on my cock until I felt her pussy shove me out of her, and a gush of juices poured out of her hole.

      “Ugghhhhhh, God!” she grunted before collapsing to the table.

      The strength might have left Mrs. Blake, but it didn’t leave me. With her sprawled on the table, I bucked my hips faster and harder into her sopping wet cunt. My cock sliced into her like butter.

      “Ahh ahh ahh ah ahhh godddd…” Mrs. Blake whimpered with every thrust. “Yes—don’t stop, don’t fucking stop—ohhhh.”

      She started to press back against me again as I reached around and groped the outside of her breasts. Feeling them bounce wildly.

      “Fuck—I’m gonna cum again… you’re gonna make me cum again!” she panted and I felt a surge building as well.

      The pitch of her moans sent me over the edge as I grunted above her backside just as she bit the back of her hand to muffle her scream. I could barely concentrate as my ropey cum covered the inside of this mature woman’s gushing pussy.

      When I pulled my cock out of her, it dripped with her juices and my sticky cum. Mrs. Blake’s breaths were ragged and exhausted, while mine were quick and shallow.

      “Good…” Mrs. Blake said between breaths, “Good boy…”
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      The two of us redressed in silence other than our panting breaths. Mrs. Blake found a rag and cleaner at the front of the room and did what she could to clean our bodily fluids off the table and floor. She had squirted so much that her pantyhose was soaked, and she chose to remove them entirely rather than put them back on.

      It wasn’t until we both walked for the door that Mrs. Blake stopped and turned to face me; her horny playfulness was gone, and the strict scowl of the original Mrs. Blake returned.

      “If you breathe a word of this to anyone, I sweat the story I tell the school, and everyone else who will listen would be one you would not enjoy,” she warned.

      “Sure, yeah, no problem,” I said, taken back Mrs. Blake’s intensity.

      She looked me over one last time before nodding to herself and leaving the classroom. I watched her enter the HR offices and felt apprehension. It felt as though I was exposed and just rolling the dice to see if I would be okay.

      I suppose that’s better than Mrs. Blake for sure going into the HR offices to ruin my life..

      Returning to Mrs. Corey’s classroom, I found the hallways empty and Mrs. Corey pacing in front of her desk and chewing on her fingernails.

      “Did you do it? Did you stop her? Has she told anyone?” her wide, worried eyes revealed the panic that had been building over the past half hour.

      “She didn’t tell anyone. I don’t think she will either,” I said with a confident smile.

      “What? How did you stop her?”

      I spent the next few minutes detailing what it took to buy Mrs. Blake’s silence. When I was finished, Mrs. Corey wore a face of surprise and disbelief.

      “Really?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

      “She came twice,” I said with a confidence I didn’t know I possessed. It was beyond a surreal experience talking to my professor like this and about this. It made me light headed just reminding myself this was not a dream. You just ate your professor out under the desk then fucked a mature woman from HR a few minutes later.

      “Well…” Mrs. Corey said, staring off in thought, “Damn… well, I think you deserve a reward for saving both our asses.”

      Mrs. Corey’s hands shot out to my belt and jeans, furiously undoing them.

      “No, that’s really not necessary…” I trailed off as my pants and boxers struck the floor and Mrs. Corey’s full lips seized my cock in lightning speed. “Ahh… shit…”

      I staggered backward and leaned on the lip of her desk as Mrs. Corey was fully focused on devouring my cock. Brushing her hair to one side and holding it out of the way, her lips slid up and down my cock aggressively. Instantly, my cock throbbed hard without any prompting. Even I was a bit impressed with my refractory period, but given the amount of sexual activity I was having today, I was not surprised.

      Mrs. Corey’s lips popped off the tip of my throbbing shaft, and she smiled up at me deviously as she pumped my cock, “Mmmmm, I can taste Angela’s juices on your cock. You must have made that old bitch squirt,” she said before shoving her lips back down my throbbing cock.

      I grabbed hold of Mrs. Corey’s ponytail of hair so she didn’t have to hold it, and she stared at me devilishly as she slurped up and down my cock. I was panting the deeper she went until she was completely deepthroating me, and I could feel the pressure on the tip of my cock in the back of her throat.

      My professor groped her marvelous tits through her top and must have felt me begin to twitch. Grabbing both of her tits and mashing together as she moaned on my cock was enough for me to cum. My balls flexed, raised, and dropped before repeating the motion again. Each time, strings of semen splashed over my teacher’s tongue and the back of her throat.

      “Mmmmm…” Mrs. Corey hummed as she licked and cleaned every inch of my shaft before standing. Smiling, she looked me in the eye and said, “Good boy.”
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Naughty Nurse Bundle

        

      

    

    
      Cassandra came into work today not in her usual purple scrubs outfit. The uniform she had worn for over a dozen years she had been working here. It felt strange to walk through the halls of the hospital with her form fitting white blouse and black pencil skirt. She knew her shift started an hour ago, but she had already had a conversation with her supervisor. A self-absorbed cunt who was a decade younger than Cassandra with a decade less experience but two years more schooling and a few more certifications.

      Working for Miami General hospital had been one of the best jobs Cassandra had in her life. Now at 38 years old, she had just told her supervisor the best damn words she had ever spoken. “I quit.”

      While her cunt supervisor struggled to find enough words to describe the unprofessional nature of her quitting, Cassandra kindly reminded said cunt of all the unprofessional things she got away with as a supervisor. Pawning off her duties on subordinates, arriving late every day, leaving early, taking two-hour lunches, making others work over when she didn’t even come close to clocking 35 hours a week…

      And that was just the tip of the iceberg. By the time Cassandra left her office, her supervisor was fuming with her face beet red and Cassandra wore the first of several satisfied smirks of the day.

      “Knock, knock…” Cassandra said as she knocked on the door to the dimly lit room. “Hey, Emily, I thought I saw you hiding in here.”

      Emily looked up from her microscope with an embarrassed, small smile on her lips as she squirmed uncomfortably on the stool she sat.

      “Oh, hi there, didn’t–didn’t see you there,” Emily said, barely opening her mouth to speak.

      Emily was probably Cassandra’s shiest and quietest friend at work. Emily was a new hire. A 20-year-old girl who interned while in college for nursing. Due to how socially awkward she was, Emily spent most of her time in the dark lab down in the basement, where she prepped samples for testing. Which was a shame, Cassandra always thought. The quiet, skinny girl always had a sexy way about her. Her 32DD breasts were tucked inside her scrubs, her long brown hair was tied back into a ponytail leaving just her thick rimmed black glasses for her to try to hide behind.

      Cassandra saw Emily notice Cassandra’s wardrobe and then Cassandra’s body. Emily’s cheeks reddened before she spun back to her work. Cassandra smiled as she entered the room. On more than one occasion, Cassandra had caught Emily giving lingering stares of interest at Cassandra’s body or another nurse’s ass when bent over. Emily, of course, would deny it. She was raised as religious as they come and was taught that sex was between a man and a woman and only for procreation–never for pleasure.

      Cassandra, being the middle-aged bi-sexual she was, always took pleasure in teasing and tempting Emily while on break or in passing. Cassandra would never push it too far, of course. Like every other normal person in this world. She had fantasies about coworkers, patients, and certain supervisors. It was only natural. But like every other person, Cassandra never acted on them because she would be fired and lose everything. But now…

      “So, I don’t know if you heard,” Cassandra said, leaning against a cold metal table against the wall. “Today’s my last day.”

      “What? Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” Emily said, making eye contact briefly before looking back down at the ground. Cassandra smirked at Emily’s propensity for apologizing all the time.

      “That’s okay, no one did, I didn’t even until last week,” Cassandra said. Her long white legs and thick thighs catching Emily’s glances.

      “Is-is everything alright?”

      “Yeah, it’s great actually,” Cassandra twisted the blinds to the one window in the room that kept those in the hall from seeing inside the room. “I came into some money, so I guess you can say I’m taking an early retirement.”

      “Oh, that’s, um, that’s great,” Emily spoke barely above a whisper. “It was nice, um, working with you.” She gave an awkward smile before turning back to the sample tray as she stood over.

      Cassandra smiled to herself as she pushed off the table, walking towards Emily. Feeling a warmth building in her sex, Cassandra stepped behind Emily and hugged her from behind. Cassandra’s arms easily wrapped around Emily’s thin hips.

      “Mmm… I’ll miss you so much,” Cassandra whispered as her thick lips planted a lingering kiss on Emily’s neck. Emily went stiff and took a deep breath as she steadied herself.

      “Oh, um-um, me t-too,” Emily stuttered.

      Cassandra’s palms flattened on Emily’s taut belly and rubbed down to her thighs and then back up to just below her breasts before lowering again and inching close to her sex before raising to cup her breasts. Emily froze. Her breath became dystonic and for the briefest of moments, she could feel Emily press her ass backwards into Cassandra’s crotch.

      Cassandra smiled and released her hands, walking away from Emily, who had to catch herself on the table. In the back corner of the dark room was a black leather couch that was put in place for nurses and doctors to wait while their sample took 20 to 40 minutes to finish its test. Cassandra sat on the left side of the couch, flattening out her skirt as she did.

      “Hey Emily… why don’t you come have a seat with me?” Cassandra offered. There was some hesitation in Emily’s actions, but no protests as she walked over and maneuvered to sit beside Cassandra. “No, no… why don’t you sit here…” Cassandra patted her palms on her lap.

      Emily stared in confusion at Cassandra’s lap, not knowing if this was a test or a joke that she rarely got. She stood, not knowing what to do or how to respond.

      “Come on, Em, I don’t have all day,” Cassandra said with a smile.

      Emily stiffly sat down on Cassandra’s lap, and with Cassandra’s guiding hands, was moved so that Emily’s back was against the armrest and her feet rested on the spare seat beside Cassandra.

      “There you go…” Cassandra said, her hand rubbing down the center of Emily’s small framed body.

      Cassandra’s hand slipped down the front of Emily’s panties. Emily’s face was a mix of begging, pleasure, and panic as Cassandra’s fingers, then her palm, curved over the top of her crotch.

      “Mmmm very good girl…” Cassandra said. “I love your panty choice, so cute!” The panties were hot pink with white glittery lettering off centered that read a single word.

      ‘SEXY’
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