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      It had been a week since the day everything changed.

      Seven days since Professor Corey had her way with me, and I used Mrs. Blake (or did she use me?). Seven days since I touched them—really touched them—and felt what it was like to have someone like her take complete control of me.

      And in the days that followed, I half expected to fall apart. But I didn’t. Instead, I did something far more terrifying—I started to live.

      It started with small things. I began waking up earlier, hitting the gym before class instead of scrolling mindlessly on my phone, letting time slip through my fingers. I kept the hoodie but swapped the wrinkled tees for something clean. I shaved. Showered longer. Even started using cologne. One that smelled faintly of woodsmoke and something else I couldn’t name. Masculine. Like I wanted to believe I was becoming.

      Before that day, I was a ghost on campus. A shadow in the back row. The quiet guy who always looked down when he walked and didn’t make eye contact unless forced. But something about being wanted by someone like Jessica Corey had flipped a switch in me. I’d tasted something. Not just sex. Power. Confidence. Even if it wasn’t mine to keep—just borrowed, maybe stolen—I still felt it.

      At the gym, I pushed harder. I added weight. Reps. Sweat became a prayer. Each lift was a way to silence the thoughts in my head—the memory of her nails digging into my back, the sound she made when she came undone beneath me.

      Afterwards, I’d shower, throw on my earbuds, and head to class. I didn’t avoid eye contact anymore. I looked people in the eye when they spoke. When Aaron from psych class cracked a joke about the professor's outdated slides, I laughed with the group instead of pretending not to hear.

      He invited me to lunch one day, and I said yes. And just like that, I wasn’t eating alone anymore. We weren’t close, not yet, but I was learning. How to talk. How to listen. How to be a person. It was strange, being seen. Noticed. Like the edges of my world had shifted, and I could finally breathe.

      Is this it? Did I just need confidence to try to be a normal guy with friends? I wondered.

      But no matter how much I tried to live in that space—the space of normality and schedules and shared meals—there was always a yearning. Waiting like a storm cloud on the edge of every blue sky. Professor Jessica Corey. Her class was at three p.m. every Monday and Wednesday, and every time, it felt like walking into the eye of a hurricane. I swear I must have jacked off three times every night, hoping to hook up with her again, but each time we met for class, nothing.

      My lustful feelings for Mrs. Blake were just as bad, but they were easier to ignore as I never saw the HR lady. Admittedly, I did wander the halls near the HR offices once or twice hoping to run into her, but no such luck was had. It was like the two women had just forgotten about what happened that day. I found myself questioning if it happened at all or if it was just a fantasy I had when drunk or something.

      I arrived early for Professor Corey’s class. There was something ritualistic about sitting in the second row—close enough to see her expressions, but far enough not to look obsessed. Even though, let's be honest—I was.

      The room filled slowly. Whispers, yawns, and the shuffle of notebooks. And then—she arrived Always a few minutes late. Never frazzled. Never apologetic. Like time bent itself to suit her.

      And the moment she walked in, the air changed. She didn’t dress like a professor. Not even close.

      Today, she wore a satin blouse the color of blood, the top two buttons undone just enough to show the delicate line of her cleavage. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips like a lover’s hands. She wore heels—always heels—that made her legs look endless and her walk sound like a countdown.

      Click. Click. Click.

      She commanded the room without raising her voice. She didn’t need to. Her presence was a chokehold, invisible and unrelenting. When she spoke, the class fell silent—not out of respect, but something more primal. We were captivated. All of us.

      And the men?

      They watched her like she was something holy and forbidden. Eyes glazed, jaws slack, pens stilled mid-sentence. She’d ask a question, and three guys would answer at once, tripping over their own words just to make her look at them. But she never looked at them the way she looked at me.

      Not directly. Not obviously. But there were moments—pauses in her lecture when her eyes would skim the room and linger just a fraction too long on me. A heartbeat. A glance that said, I know what you look like when you beg.

      The others saw a fantasy. An untouchable goddess they’d only ever undressed in their dreams. But I’d touched her. I’d been inside her. I’d heard her moan my name like it meant something. Still, in class, she was ice. Today, she started lecturing on Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray, pacing like a predator in silk and leather.

      “Wilde believed beauty was both a blessing and a curse,” she said, pausing to let the silence stretch. “It can elevate. Inspire. But it also corrupts. Seduces. It hides rot behind flawless skin.”

      Her eyes found mine for a moment. “Much like desire.”

      I felt it then—that slow, burning flush beneath my skin. Like she’d touched me without ever laying a finger on me.

      She kept going, her voice low, controlled, threading through themes of vanity, decay, and the danger of wanting too much.

      “The tragedy of Dorian isn’t that he sinned,” she said, turning back to the board. “It’s that he believed he could sin without consequence.”

      My throat felt tight.

      When class ended, students filed out with the usual sluggish shuffle. Some stayed to ask her questions—about the reading, the paper due next week, or just to soak up her attention for another thirty seconds.

      I stayed in my seat, taking my time to stuff my books into my bookbag.

      Then her voice cut through the noise, calm and sharp.

      “Michael. Stay a moment.”

      The room cleared.

      I was alone again—with her.
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      Professor Corey sat on the edge of her desk, legs crossed at the ankles as she stared at me… as her breasts stared at me (or maybe I was staring at them). Her blonde hair was styled and brushed her shoulders. Her black, thick, rimmed glasses hung on the bridge of her nose. She stared like she expected me to speak, so I blurted out.

      “H-How are you?”

      The corner of her lip hooked upward. “Fine, dear. I’ve noticed you're more attentive in class. The past few assignments were of a higher quality than I am used to.”

      “Thanks, I’ve been trying harder,” I said.

      “It appears we’ve found a decent motivator for your focus,” she smiled like a snake, “and what about your mouth?”

      “My mouth?”

      “Yes,” she said, standing and approaching my desk. Her heels clicked with every step. “Have you heard from Mrs. Blake?”

      “No, I haven’t even seen her,” I said.

      Professor Corey nodded, “And how has your mouth been over the past week? Who have you been speaking with?”

      I furrowed my brow in confusion. Why does she care who I’ve been—oh!

      “No, Professor Corey, I haven’t talked to anyone about what happened. I would never tell anyone anything,” I said.

      Standing over me and looking down on me, Professor Corey’s eyebrow rose interrogatively. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, yes! I swear. I’m great at keeping secrets. I’ll take it to the grave,” I said with hope on my breath, looking up to her.

      She stared at me for a long moment before turning and walking for the door. I slumped at my desk as I knew I had done something wrong since she was leaving me, but everything changed when she reached the door and turned the lock, bolting the door shut. Turning to face me, she smiled despite the glare in her eyes.

      “Stand up and take off your clothes,” she commanded. It was stunning to hear, so I hesitated but then moved in a hurry to obey. Once naked and standing at the front of the empty classroom, I felt exposed. The professor walked around me, inspecting my naked body. She was fully clothed. My confidence diminished as she judged. And worse yet, my erection slowly grew. Professor Corey giggled as she looked down and watched my cock stretch out. “You’ve missed this, haven’t you?”

      “I, um⁠—”

      “Speak up,” she commanded.

      “I did, yes,” I said.

      Professor Corey’s smile brightened. “Good.”

      The professor’s heels made her taller than me, so when she grabbed the back of my head and kissed me, she had to lean down to do so. I tasted her strawberry lip gloss as her tongue pushed inside my mouth. Feeling her long red nails digging into the back of my scalp, I took a step forward and my hand instinctively went up to her chest. Before I realized it, both my hands rubbed down my professor’s breasts, squeezing them through her top. Instead of being scolded, I felt her hum approval into my mouth as she kissed me harder and deeper.

      My cock stood erect, pressing into her tight skirt between her legs. With her fist still clenching the back of my head, holding me to our kiss, her other hand moved down, slipping around my shaft in a reverse grip.

      “Mmmmmm…” she hummed as she pumped my cock. Her entire arm moved as I felt her hand rub from the base to the tip and back again. She stroked me as we made out for several minutes until her panting became too much, she had to break away to breathe. “Mmmmm… fuck, I forgot how fucking hard you young guys are. You feel like a goddam baseball bat.”

      Backing away to her desk, Professor Corey shoved her stack of papers to the side and bent over her desk. Her tight pencil skirt squeezed her slim ass like a sheath to a knife, and was so short that once bent over I could see her moist slit staring back at me.

      “Come here, now,” she said over her shoulder, flicking her blonde hair behind her. I walked to her and she reached behind her to grab my bobbing shaft and eagerly feed it inside her pussy. As soon as my tip pierced her slipper lips, her moans began, “Ugh… my God… I’ve needed… this—ughhh!” She grunted as I slid all the way inside her. “Yes… Yes! Fuck me!”

      My hands gripped her hips as I pulled out and slammed back inside her. gritting my teeth, I flexed my shaft as I felt her soft, wet, warmth of her insides squeezing on me as my professor arched her back to push her ass back as I bucked forward.

      “Fuuuck me!” she moaned.

      “Professor,” I whispered in a worried tone as I glanced at the door.

      “Mmmm…” Professor Corey groaned into her palm as she clapped a hand over her mouth, remembering we were in a classroom in the middle of the day and students were passing by just outside.

      My fingers dug into her hips as I began thrusting my long dick inside her harder. Our bodies collided, making a smacking sound that wasn’t quite as loud as the sharp, muffled moans that escaped my professor’s covered mouth.

      “Mmmm! Mmmmm! Mmmmmmmmmmm!” She groaned with every thrust. She looked back at me over her shoulder with weak and begging eyes as she removed her hand long enough to whimper, “Cum… I need your cum… cum inside me…”

      As if a dormant beast inside me was just awoken, I started fucking Professor Corey’s pussy as if I was possessed. Slamming my cock into her pussy, my balls smacking her thighs as I rammed her into the desk.

      “AhhhhMmmmmm!” she screamed, half covering her mouth as she arched her back as if looking to the heavens. Her hands stammered across the desk top, searching for purchase. Her body rocked back and forth so much that her boobs bounced out of her top one by one until they both were out, slapping together wildly.  “Fffuck—I’m gonna cum…” she whined through gritted teeth like she was delaying a bomb from detonating.

      Slamming my cock into her as fast as I could, I tried to keep from losing my focus as long as possible but Professor Corey was so hot I had difficulty keeping it together.

      “Oh… my… fuckinggggg…” she charged with a shakey voice until her ass flexed and she raised to her tippy toes, “Godddddddmmmmmmm!” she screamed and covered her mouth at the last second with both of her hands.

      Pumping my shaft inand out of her as she came left only the wet rough sound of our bodies colliding until she made a sharp gasp and tried to squirm free. At last, I released my tension hold on my arousal and immediately felt the urge to cum building in my cock. Between watching Professor Corey’s ass jiggle and the side of her tits sway in circles with every thrust, when I did cum, I came hard. Grunting as I stabbed my throbbing shaft deep inside her buttery pussy.

      “Ugh, God, yes, yes! Empty your balls inside me. Fill me up with your hot sticky goddamn load—yesssss…” she growled as I held inside her, flexing as I spilled inside her.

      When I finally pulled out, white drips of semen immediately dripped from her soaking wet lips. She stood straight and turned around.

      Click. Click. Click. Her heels went.

      Snatching the back of my head again and cupping my cheek with her other hand, her lips devoured mine in a passionate and demanding kiss.

      “Mmmm… Mmmmmm…” she hummed her approval as if the kiss alone was enough to cum again. After making out for some time, Professor Corey finally separated. “I think I could get used to this.”

      “Definitely, me too,” I agreed.
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      The next three weeks went by in a sexual blur the likes of which only pornstars could relate to.  The following week, I stayed after class with Professor Corey both times. The pent-up sexual tension between us was like a bomb ticking down during each class. As soon as the last student left and the professor latched the lock, the two of us nearly sprinted to each other. Her hands desperately ripping away my belt and removing my cock like she was trying to save its life.

      We didn’t have much time on Monday because Professor Corey had another class after, so she lay me on my back on her desk, straddled me, and rode my cock as if I was her personal dildo. My hands groped and squeezed her bouncing breasts as she slammed her pussy up and down on my shaft like she was punishing me.

      “Ahhh ahhhh ahhhmmmmmm!” she screamed into her palm. The teacher’s desk creaked so much, I swore it would crumble into sticks of wood before we came, but to the desk’s credit, it did its part. “Cumming—cumming—I’m cumming!” Professor Corey screeched like she was holding in a sneeze. Her body quivered on top of me as she sucked in air and twitched.

      I came shortly later, and my teacher gave me a lingering kiss and a “Good boy…” before rushing off to her next class.

      On Wednesday, we had more time for ourselves. Professor Corey took her time this time. Stripping me down naked again while she stayed fully dresses in her white skirt and white and blue top, she pressed my back against the white board as she went down on her knees and sucked my dick. Her lips moved up and down aggressively assaulting my shaft as her hands gripped my hips as if ensuring I couldn’t escape. I warned her when I came but Professor Corey didn’t flinch. If anything her lips worked deeper down my shaft as I groaned and my balls began to bounce and empty down my teacher’s throat.

      Things really escalated that evening when we traded phone numbers that evening. The weekend was spent trading dirty photos of ourselves with each other, along with dirty texts of what we wanted to do to each other. We were so desperate that Sunday night, we met each other in a parking lot. From the passenger seat of her car, I finger fucked my professor until her hands pressed on the window and clawed at my shirt. Her screams fogged the window as I fingered her.

      Not satisfied with just my hand, she clambered over the center console to straddle me and ride my cock in the middle of the parking lot. Her breasts buried in my face, she rode as she ground her dripping pussy up and down on my shaft, I grunted and she screamed as we both came on each other.

      We hooked up once more in her vehicle the following week before we both agreed we needed more room. That was when she started inviting me back to her house.  She lived alone, apart from a cat that spent most of its time outdoors. Coming over to her house became a nightly occurrence, and sometimes even twice a day.

      I would receive demanding texts in the morning to come over and eat her pussy. I’d let myself in to find her sitting in the kitchen wearing only a satin white robe and sipping her morning coffee. Professor Corey would undo the sash and part her legs, exposing her breasts and a trimmed short bush. Right there, I’d slide between her thighs and tongue her clitoris until her inner thighs quivered and her entire house filled with her unrestrained moans. Sometimes I would leave, but most times she’d demand my cock. Either in her mouth or her pussy.

      By the third week, I was fucking Professor Corey ten times a week and sometimes more. I couldn’t even remember the last time I jacked off. It was in Wednesday’s class that everything got much more complicated.

      “Ugh—yes! Fuck me harder!” Professor Corey grunted. “Fuck me through this goddam wall!”

      We were both naked and locked in our classroom for our evening session. Despite having the option to go to her house and fuck, Professor Corey seemed to prefer doing in the classroom. I think she enjoyed the risk of getting caught.

      My hands cupped the underside of her bare ass where it met her thighs. Pinning her against the whiteboard with her legs wrapped around my hips, I fucked her like an animal. Her nails dug into my back as I pounded her into the wall, her tits bouncing up and down between us with every thrust.

      “Fuck—Jesus Christ—Ugh don’t fucking stop. Oh my God, don’t stop fucking me… don’t stop fucking me…” she screeched as I felt the muscles in her legs and ass begin to twitch. “Jesus fucking Christ—ughhhh!”

      I watched her eyes roll backward and her eyebrows go tall as she moaned. Professor Corey threw her head back as she came and my cock sliced in and out of her juicy pussy with ease.

      “Oh, my God…” she growled when she came down from the high of the orgasm. “Put me down. Put me down, now,” she commanded in a rush. When I did, she quickly collapsed to her knees and began roughly face fucking herself with my cock still glistening with her juices.  Her nails dug into my butt cheeks and she deep throated herself on my pulsating cock until I came. Streams of my cum layered the back of her throat until she finally pulled her lips off of me with tears spilling from her eyes, cum and drool dripping from her lips.

      “Ohmygod…” she muttered with her mouthful as she finished swallowing.

      We got dressed, and I was the first to leave. I closed the door behind me, but nearly slipped in the hallway. Catching myself on the wall, I noticed a small puddle on the floor. It was clear, but it seemed like an odd place for a spill. While looking down, I saw another item that I immediately recognized. A small bag for carrying papers. It was black with red stripes along the sides.

      Mrs. Blake, I thought. I haven’t thought about her in weeks.

      From inside the classroom, I heard Professor Corey gathering her things and quickly grabbed the bag and left.

      If Professor Corey knew Mrs. Blake was listening to us; she will freak out, but why is she—oh. I realized then what the puddle was as I returned home. Mrs. Blake was masturbating as she listens to us…
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      The next morning started with a text from an unknown number.

      
        
        Unknown Number

        ‘Tonight. 8 PM. 117 Sycamore Lane. Come alone.’

      

      

      There was no question. No greeting. No explanation. Just a command. I didn’t know who it was, but at the same time, I knew exactly who it was. I didn’t tell or do anything about the Mrs. Blake’s bag I found last night, other than take it home with me. I poked around inside it and saw a laptop and several work-related folders, but nothing else.

      My stomach dropped when I saw the text, a slow ache blooming in my chest. I stared at the screen for a long time, half-hoping it was a prank or a wrong number. But deep down, I knew. Mrs. Blake. Head of Human Resources. The woman wanted to see, but was also kind of afraid of.

      She’d never so much as looked at me before hooked up. But now?

      She’s inviting me to her house?

      I felt it all day like a rock sitting on my shoulders. Pressure. Ownership. It was the same anxiety I had the first time Mrs. Blake caught me and Professor Corey together. For a brief time before, sure, I wanted to be used by the sexy HR lady again, but I stopped thinking about it now that I’ve had virtually open use to my professor.

      Things were about to get complicated.

      I spent the day with a constant thrum under my skin, like my body was anticipating something my mind hadn’t caught up to yet. I couldn’t focus. Couldn’t breathe right. I thought about ignoring the message, but I knew better. Mrs. Blake didn’t ask. She summoned.

      Tonight would be the first night in weeks that I didn’t go over to Professor Corey’s house. I told her I was visiting my parents, and she reluctantly accepted the lie. I’m not sure if I want to continue the lie much more. She was not someone I wanted to see upset.

      By 7:57 PM, I was standing on the front porch of a large, shadowed house tucked behind a thicket of whispering trees. The neighborhood was silent, all soft lawns and slow-burning porch lights. But her house was different. The windows were dark. Ominous. Like something waited inside.

      And it did. Because when the door opened, before I could knock, there she was. Mrs. Blake. And she was… breathtaking.

      Her figure was full and unapologetically curvy, every inch wrapped in confident, deliberate seduction. She wore a short black skirt that clung to her wide hips like a second skin, hugging the swell of her thighs in a way that felt illegal. Her white blouse was sheer, practically painted on, the top buttons undone just enough to reveal the upper curve of full, heavy breasts barely contained by black lace beneath. Her cleavage shimmered slightly under the candlelight, a soft gleam of temptation.

      Her hair, jet-black and silky, fell in waves down past her shoulders, framing her sharp cheekbones and full mouth. Her lips were painted a deep crimson, glossy and dangerous, like a velvet blade. And her eyes—ice-gray and cutting—held mine with lethal precision.

      She looked like power dressed in lust. And she smiled when she saw me.

      “Good boy,” she said, glancing down at the bag in my hand.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Mrs. Blake snatched the bag from my hands, searched its contents, and hesitated, looking down on me from the stoop. For  a moment, I thought she might just slam the door in my face, but then:

      “Inside,” she said, stepping aside.

      I obeyed.

      The house smelled of vanilla and dark spice—rich, indulgent, expensive. Candles flickered on every surface, casting golden halos across her hardwood floors and up the walls. No overhead lights. Just shadows, flicker, warmth, and the hum of something electric hanging in the air.

      It wasn’t a home tonight—it was a stage, I sensed.

      I followed her into a sunken living room that looked like something out of a magazine. Deep red velvet couch. Tall-backed chairs. An old record player in the corner, low jazz purring through the speakers like smoke.

      She sat down slowly, deliberately, her skirt sliding higher on her thighs as she crossed her legs. She didn’t adjust it. She wanted me to see. She leaned back like a queen on her throne, one arm resting on the chair, the other delicately draped over the back.

      Her nails were crimson to match her lips. Her heels were black, tall, and pointed. Weaponized. And her stare? Unrelenting. I sat on the edge of the couch, trying not to squirm. Her gaze swept over me, slow and deliberate, like she was unwrapping me with her eyes.

      “You’ve been a busy little student,” she said, her voice syrupy and slow. “Staying late after class. Sneaking around. Whispering with your professor after hours.”

      I tensed.

      “It wasn’t just a one-off with you and Professor Corey, was it? You’ve been fucking her, haven’t you?”

      The words hit like a slap. Raw. Sharp. She said it like she was tasting it.

      I met her gaze. “Y-You’ve been listening,” I said, but my voice made it sound like a question.

      She smiled. A slow, vicious thing. “Every time. Every moan. Every beg. Every filthy little sound you dragged out of her… and she’s dragged out of you.”

      I felt heat crawl up my neck, my cheeks, all the way to the tips of my ears. Shame and something else. Something darker.

      “And I have to say from personal experience,” she went on, crossing her legs again with exaggerated care, “you’re very obedient. So eager to please. I can see why she enjoys you.”

      I swallowed. “If you’re planning to report us⁠—”

      She laughed. Low. Sultry. “Michael. If I were going to report you, I’d have done it already. Remember, we worked out a deal before…  No… I have something else in mind.”

      She stood and walked toward me. Slow, predatory steps. Her hips swayed with practiced confidence. Her fingers trailed along the edge of her desk as she passed, the nail tips clicking lightly against the wood.

      When she reached me, she didn’t stop. She placed one knee on the couch beside me, then the other, straddling me without hesitation. Her thighs boxed me in. Her breasts hovered just inches from my face.

      I didn’t move.

      “You like this,” she whispered. “Being trapped. Powerless. You pretend to be scared—but deep down, you’re desperate for it. A woman to take control. Tell you what to do. Use you.”

      Her hands slipped to my shoulders, nails digging in slightly. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to mark.

      “I’m not like your professor,” she said. “I don’t want stolen glances and secrets. I want compliance. Complete. Absolute. When I say kneel, you kneel. When I say beg, you whimper like a dog.”

      My throat was dry. My pulse hammered. I was not expecting this level of… assertion from her, but I wasn’t sure I minded either…

      “And in return,” she purred, lips brushing the shell of my ear, “I won’t ruin you.”

      She pulled back to look at me again, her smile wicked and knowing.

      “Tell me, Michael. Are you going to be a good boy for me?”

      I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Every part of my body was on fire. My hands curled into fists at my sides, fighting the instinct to reach for her, to say yes, to give in.

      But she didn’t need an answer.She knew.

      She leaned in, lips barely grazing mine. “You’ll do everything I say. Everything. And if you don’t—” she leaned back slightly, eyes gleaming, “Well, let’s not think about that right now…”

      She pressed her thumb to my lower lip, dragging it down slightly, possessively.

      “But if you’re good…”

      Her smile turned molten.

      “You’ll find out just how much I can reward obedience. Do you agree?”

      I gulped, “Yes.”
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      Mrs. Blake leaned forward as she straddled me and responded to my acceptance with a kiss. It was light and left me chasing her forward. When my lips finally reached hers, she giggled at my eagerness. It came to an end when she bit my lower lip hard, and I winced.

      “That’s for taking what’s not yours,” she said with a sharp smirk and dismounted me. She moved to an armchair on the opposite side of the room and sat, crossing her legs seductively and drawing a cigarette from a pack beside her. “Take off your clothes.”

      I gulped and stood, removing my shirt. When I started undoing my belt, I hesitated. “Is your husband gone? Will he be back soon?”

      Mrs. Blake took a puff from her cigarette, blowing out the smoke to her side.

      “My husband is on a business trip for the week. A euphemism of his for fucking another woman,” she said and took another puff.

      “Oh,” I said, not knowing what else to respond with.

      “And that will be the last time you question me. Now. Take off your clothes,” Mrs. Blake repeated. The twirl of smoke drifted slowly off the tip of her cigarette.

      I did as she watched. By the time I was naked, my cock was nearly hard and pointing at the stern older woman.

      “Come here,” she whispered. I did, and her free hand slowly wrapped around my shaft. Pumping it smirked. Her grip tightened and loosened, making me wince. She giggled each time. “Ohhh, this is going to be fun. I forgot how much fun young men can be.” She took a final puff of her cigarette and blew the smoke in my face before putting it out.

      Standing, she moved to my side and in a sprint of motion, she pumped my cock hard and fast. I groaned and grunted as Mrs. Blake smiled devilishly. She bit her lower lip and narrowed her eyes on me like she was feeding on my pleasurable agony.

      “Mmm, good boy,” she whispered, “I’m so glad you followed me in the hall that day. Now I’ve got my own personal sex slave at my disposal. Right? I said, right??”

      “Y-Yes,” I grunted as she continued to ravage my cock.

      “Fuck, and you’re a big boy, too, aren’t you? You like Mommy’s hand jerking your fucking dick, don’t you? Don’t you!”

      “Yes, yes, oh, fuck⁠—”

      “Ah ah ahhh… don’t you dare cum without permission,” she warned, “Shit, I can feel you throbbing in my hand. You’re so full of cum, aren’t you?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I said, and she finally relented, releasing my shaft.

      Gasping, I panted as my throbbing cock bounced with every flex. She giggled as she watched, then said, “Lie down on your back.”

      I complied, and Mrs. Blake stood over my head so I could see up her skirt. Her perfect slit was clean shaven and immaculate. Slowly, she kneeled, putting one leg on either side of my head and suddenly I felt the heat from her thick inner thighs and her pussy lips. Her palms rest on my chest as she inched her pussy down on my face, bit by bit.

      “Good boy, now eat Mommy’s pussy,” she commanded. Before I could respond her warm moist slit descended on my face. I pushed my tongue inside her and tasted her juices consume my mouth. “Oooohhhhh yes… that’s it. Ooooooo, good boy… Lick Momma’s pussy, get deep inside there—yesss…”

      My hands went up and slipped up her slender thighs, underneath her skirt. Gripping her ass, I heard her moan louder as I felt her hips begin to grind into my face. My tongue made laps but my entire face was being dragged on her pussy. My nose brushed her anus, my tongue and chin dragged across her clitoris.

      “Ohhhh, fuuuuck,” she shuddered and I felt her hands roughly handle my cock and balls. Her touch kept me hard but bordered on painful as she stroked my shaft and groped my ball sack. “Yes… yes… oh, yes… that’s it—lick Mommy, be a good boy…”

      Suddenly, I felt the fleshy tender part of her clit pressing down on my tongue like a medical examination. Working her hips in tight circles, she ground down on me to the point that I could barely breathe.

      “Oh God… Oh God! I’m going to cum on your fucking tongue!” she screamed.

      I panicked as a sudden flood of juices poured over my mouth, as Mrs. Blake screamed and squirted over my face. Her thighs clenched on either side of my face, tucking my mouth to her gushing pussy as seconds passed and she came again.

      “Fuuuuuuuck me—oh, my God!” she cried. Finally, she slid off of me and lay on her side as she twitched. A giggle went through her voice as she convulsed. “What a good boy. Come here now. Momma needs your seed.”

      Wiping most of the juices from my face with the back of my hand, I rose to my knees. Mrs. Blake peeled her shirt off, revealing her massive breasts that lolled to the side of her body as she lay on her back. I clambered between her thick thighs, my fat cock bouncing and rubbing on her slippery slit.

      “Yes… put it in me…” Mrs. Blake groaned, pulling me to her and my cock slipped inside her. “Ahhh—oh, you’re soo big. Aren’t you my big big boy…”

      Pumping my cock in and out of her pussy, my hips smashed down hers. Mrs. Blake’s massive breasts bounced with every thrust like a wave going through her body. They hit her chin with every buck of my hips. She moaned and cried out as if felt her fingernails rake my back and press down on my ass, willing me to go deeper.

      “Ah ah ah ah ahhh yes! Fuck me! Fuck Mommy, just like that!” she moaned.

      I pressed her thighs down, spreading her legs wider for me until she was nearly doing the splits. My cock pistoned in and out of her tight hole like a machine. My balls smacked into her ass as I railed her pussy with hard cock.

      “Ahmygod—yes! Yes! Yes! You fucking good fucking boy—ugh! You’re gonna make Mommy cum again. Jesus Fucking—ugh, do you want to make Mommy cum?”

      I grunted as her dirty talk made me closer to the edge than I could handle.

      “Ahhhhhmygawd I’m cumming!” she cried.

      Screaming, her hands smacked her tits, gripping them roughly. My cock buried deep into her pussy and flexed. Warm cum shot from me and filled Mrs. Blake’s pussy. I felt her pussy walls clamp down on me as her body seized and she squirted a flood from her slit. Drowning my cock, her pussy clenched on me and finally released.

      Falling out of her, I panted and rolled onto my back on the floor beside her. My mind was still reeling from lying to Professor Corey and hooking up again with Mrs. Blake when my school’s HR lady sat up, looking down on me. Her heavy breasts swayed over my chest. Her fingernail rubbed down my chin to my chest, and circled my nipples as she stared into me like she could see through me.

      “Oh, the fun we’re going to have…” she said with a sharp grin in the corner of her lips. “How often are you fucking with Professor Corey?”

      “Um, every day,” I said.

      “Hm, I bet,” she said, looking down at my cock. “Sunday through Tuesday.”

      “What?”

      “Those are the days she gets you now. Wednesday through Saturday, you’re mine,” Mrs. Blake said. “Welcome to your new life.”
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      The phone rang for the first time, and my stomach fell deeper into my core. I didn’t think I could feel any more humiliated than I already am…

      “Mom, do I have to do this—it was just a joke,” I complained over your shoulder.

      “You humiliated a respectful lady behind her back. I raised you better than that,” my mother snapped from the hallway.

      A second ring.

      “But I’m 18 years old, this is stupid. She doesn’t even know⁠—”

      “That’s right, you’re 18 years old and still acting like a juvenile. Maybe you’ll think about this the next time.”

      A third ring. Mrs. Finnish answered as it finished.

      “Hello?” she said.

      I sighed, rubbing my fingers over my brow as I tried to imagine how this conversation was going to play out. “Hello, um, Mrs. Finnish?”

      “Yes.”

      “This is Matt. Uh, Matt Conwright. Your neighbor from across the street.”

      “Oh, yes! Hi there, I thought you were off to college. I haven’t seen you around much,” she said brightly.

      “Um, yes, no, I mean. I’m leaving soon. A few weeks…” I stalled and stole a glance over my shoulder and confirmed, yup, mother was still there. “Listen, this is kinda uncomfortable for me to say… I saw you gardening yesterday, and I might have—” my mother slapped the back of my head, “Did. I definitely did take a few photos and a video of you for… personal use… and, well, I just feel really guilty about it now and wanted to apologize.”

      “Oh?” the brightness had left Mrs. Finnish’s voice as she measured my words. Okay, now I really did feel a little guilty.  Mrs. Finnish was always a nice lady growing up. She was a little older than my mom but certainly didn’t look that way. When I was little, I would go over to her house with other neighborhood kids for cookies and milk. But that was a long time ago. Cookies and milk were not what I was interested in anymore.

      “Yeah,” I said in a slump, “And I just wanted to say I’m really sorry for disrespecting you and—and I deleted everything and I hope you can forgive me.”

      Turning around with a beet-red face, I shrugged at my Mother as if asking if that was enough. She might have nodded approvingly, but she rolled her finger forward. It was not enough.

      “And…” I sighed again and winced, “And to make it up to you, if you like, I’d be happy to help with gardening this week if you need a hand.”

      Please say no. Please say no. Please say no…

      “Um, well,” Mrs. Finnish giggled uncomfortably like she was as eager as I was to change the subject, “Now that you mention it, I could use another pair of hands for my rose bushes. They always cut me up.”

      Fuck!

      “Great, I’d be happy to help.”

      “Oh, that’s so nice of you. I always knew you were such a good boy. Um, see you tomorrow, say around eight?”

      “Eight in the morning?” I blurted out and felt a swift smack to the back of my head.

      “Too early?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

      “Nope, nope. Eight sounds great. I was just making sure. See you then.”

      “Bye-bye,” she replied and hung up.

      “Gardening at eight,” I said, turning to face my Mother. “Happy now?”

      “You stay there until she tells you you can go,” she warned with an extended finger, “If she keeps you all day, so be it.”

      “Yes, Mom,” I moped.
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      “Ohh Derek! Don’t stop!” Angela moaned.

      He couldn’t if he wanted to. The gorgeous MILF he fucked had her feet touching behind his back as he thrust inside her and her right hand hooked around the back of his neck, keeping her balanced on the kitchen counter. Glancing up at the rustic mahogany clock Angela kept on her kitchen wall, he could see the big hand hovered a centimeter behind the little one.

      It was nearly noon.

      “Mrs. Thompson, it’s almost noon,” he said. “They can show up at any minute.”

      “Ugh! I don’t care! I don’t care! I need this. I need this now! Now fuck me like the deprived slut that i am!” she screamed so loud I was sure people walking their dogs on the sidewalk in this quiet neighborhood heard her.

      What began a week ago as a ‘well, it seemed like a good idea at the time,’ an opportunistic fling with the mature neighbor was about to ruin Derek’s life in one minute. This insatiable woman he had somehow sexually unlocked was the social butterfly with her nose weaseled, not only in Derek’s personal life, but apparently farther than Derek’s liking into his professional life, too. In fact, the longest attending member of her monthly book club also happened to be Derek’s boss’, boss’, boss at the law firm he was just hired into for his first job out of college.

      Only I could ruin my career at twenty-five years old, three weeks into my first job as a lawyer.

      Another attendee of this well-known book club was the mother of his ex-girlfriend, another gem that connects to every friend and acquaintance he had in real life or social media. So that was a bomb ticking closer to zero, and yet, that wasn’t the bomb he feared the most and the reason he dreaded the two clock hands coming together. This book club, which was beginning in the next few minutes, also attended his mother.

      How could things have gotten so fucked in just a week? I’m about to lose all my friends, ruin my career, and be despised by my own family all because I got tipsy and had rebound sex with the hot neighbor.

      “Oh, yes. Give it to me! Harder!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

      Derek knew from experience if he were to try to disentwine himself from the horny woman her voracious sexual appetite would only urge her to cling tighter and demand more. The fastest way to extricate himself from this conundrum was to finish what he started.

      Sliding his left hand up her chest, Derek groped her breasts one at a time. Squeezing and mashing them into her chest, he scooped them out of the white and blue flower-patterned sundress she wore. Mrs. Thompson’s breasts were pale compared to her tanned arms and neck. The heavy and round tits bounced wildly in her sundress and now clapped together with every thrust outside her dress. Out of her hairstyle, which she had scolded him for calling it a ‘Karen haircut’ (it’s a blond with streaks inverted bob with side-swept bangs cut at an angle, she had said after one passionate night of powerful orgasms), the only part of her perfectly sculpted hair that moved was her bangs shook from side to side as her body rocked.

      “Yes, take me. Make me your whore!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

      Derek’s hand slipped behind her neck, grabbed a lock of her crispy, product-filled hair, and yanked her head down to the kitchen.

      “Ahhh! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Mrs. Thompson screamed.

      Flipping the skirt of her dress over her belly, Derek saw his thick throbbing cock force open her tight pussy lips as he entered her. Scooting her lower on the kitchen counter by her hair, he bit his lower lip hard as he rammed her pussy harder.

      “Ah ah ah ah ahhh–oh god!” she grunted with every thrust.
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