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Chapter 1

Muriel

I’ve never been great at school. It’s not because I’m stupid, I think, but because I just don’t have any academic drive. Even in high school, I would rather be partying, going to the beach with friends, blowing a random jock or three under the bleachers, getting railed in the teacher’s lounge by my dumb ex-boyfriend while my current boyfriend jerks off in the corner, acting as our “watcher” to make sure we don’t get rolled.

You know, normal high school girl stuff.

My parents hoped it was a phase. They told me so around the dinner table one night, close to the end of my high school tenure.

And that’s also why they decided to shell out some serious cash so I could go to a small private university rather than have to hoof it through community college like the other people who didn’t take high school seriously and had the grades to prove it.

It’s sad, but even with all the privilege I had growing up, and with my parents pulling out all the stops to make sure my future wasn’t grim—and that my scandalous school proclivities didn’t become my vocation after my schooling—I still haven’t been great at college.

At first, I tried. Really, I did!

But my old bad habits reared their ugly heads once I settled in and started to act like I was hot shit and knew what I was doing.

The problem, in my opinion, is that I realized just how vast the real world is once high school ended. I mean, those jocks I blew? My exes? I practically grew up with them all. We went through the same elementary to middle to high school trajectory because we all came from the same neighborhood.

Those guys had been the hottest boys I’d ever known . . . but definitely not the hottest boys.

That all became glaringly obvious once I started at St. Catherine’s. For the first time, I was introduced to young men from all walks of life and, more importantly, different geographical locations.

There were transfer students from Kansas and Texas—big burly corn-fed boys who looked like they could snap me in two. Put the jocks from my local high school to shame, honestly.

There were exchange students and immigrants from Italy and Eastern Europe and parts of Asia with sexy-ass accents, whose words could rip the panties right off me.

And then there were the teachers. Erm, the professors, I mean. Experienced educators who had to work hard to get where they were, and with the looks to match their successes.

Silver-fox men the likes my high school never saw; ripped athletic coaches that were former professional sports players; brilliant lecturers whose bright minds lit up my pussy in ways I never thought possible when I was a low-grade cocksucker of only eighteen years old.

Now I’m twenty.

My horniness has only gotten worse, proving that it wasn’t just a phase, and my options have gotten much more expansive. I guess I’m just a lifelong total slut, and there’s no two ways about it.

So why deny myself? Why not lean in to all the delicious meat swinging around in my college?

Well, my grades are suffering again. I’ve come full circle and know I’m in trouble if I don’t get my ducks in a row.

The two main classes I’m worried about are chemistry with Professor Randy Clark, and calculus with Professor Aaron Taylor.

Randy Clark is not what you’d expect from a nerdy chem teacher. Yes, he wears glasses, but he’s got a square jaw, a stocky build, and looks like he used to moonlight as a wrestler before deciding to use his mind to make his living. A shock of black hair, gray at the temples, and Professor Clark is the perfect silver fox of my dreams.

I’m close to failing his class.

In calculus, we have Aaron Taylor. He’s a happily married man whose wife works at the college as the school nurse and doctor on duty. Professor Taylor is a tall man with a sandy mop of curly hair, a kind smile, and all the time in the world for his students.

I’m bombing his class, too.

Where Clark is stoic and stern and straight-to-business, Taylor is an open soul who wants his students to succeed. They’re both wildly attractive, twice my age, and the men I regularly have wet daydreams about.

Since I only know of one quality of mine to utilize in order to pass their classes—and it might fail spectacularly—it doesn’t take long for me to come up with a scheme once I realize I need to do something to earn better grades.

I might be a brat, and an idiot, but I’m also persuasive and always get what I want in the end . . .
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I sashay into Professor Clark’s chem class that fateful Monday morning, my first class of the day. I try to exude confidence as I walk in, though I’m not sure it’s working—I bet Randy Clark has seen all of it before.

I doubt he’s a stranger to having hot young women flock all over him since he’s hot, smart, and older. Girls my age think we’re so cunning, and that guys like Randy are so easy to manipulate.

I’m not innocent in thinking like that, and I plan to put the theory to the test.

The class goes easily enough, with all twenty-five students participating, and luckily I don’t get called to answer any hard questions. Throughout the class, I tune out and listen to Randy Clark’s deep baritone voice rattling off questions and answers.

My pussy grows wet as I think of what the man looks like naked under those bustling slacks, with all those muscles, that Clark Kent hairdo and glasses—hell, he even has Clark in his name.

Class is over before I even realize it, still batting doe-eyes in a dreamy way at the man from the back of the class. But before long, students are emptying out to head to their next classes or home, and I snap to attention.

Now is my moment.

As classmates funnel out, I stay behind, until it’s just me and Professor Clark, with the door closing behind the last student.

He has his head bowed, sitting behind his desk, reading something, and doesn’t notice I’m standing on the other side of him, pumping my chest out so my big fat tits are on full display. I made sure to wear a skimpy shirt tied at the belly to show a lot of cleavage, too, because you can never be too sure. Coupled with my skirt that barely reaches the bottom of my wide hips and huge ass, and I think I have all my bases covered—in case he’s an ass man rather than a boobs guy.

I clear my throat. “Um, excuse me, Professor Clark?”

He looks up. Blinks twice, as if noticing what I’m wearing for the first time. My glasses are perched at the edge of my nose—yes, I wear glasses, which makes my failure in college even more of a shame when I really consider it. I look like a hot nerd, but I just can’t swing the good grades to be one.

“Muriel, how can I help you?”

His deep voice makes my pussy rumble.

I clench my jaw, sighing. “I know I’m doing badly in my class.”

“At least you’re not blind.”

“I was hoping I could, uh, do something to make up for my bad grades, you know?” I perch myself on the edge of his desk, all but throwing myself on him.

“Elaborate,” he grumbles, putting down the things he’s working on and steepling his beefy hands on his desk.

My shoulders rise, and I make my voice coy and innocent. “I don’t have anything specific in mind, but—”

“Are you always this bratty?” he cuts me off.

My eyes widen, thrown off my game. “E-Excuse me?”

“I suppose this isn’t the first time you’ve done this, Muriel.”

Swallowing past a dry throat, I shake my head adamantly. My long hair is done in a single braid over my shoulder, and it wobbles. “No, really, it is.”

It’s like he already knows what I’m asking.

He leans back in his seat, and it creaks, his folded hands going to his belly. “Go lock the door.”

I rush over, saying, “Yes sir,” and feel naughty for talking to him like that. But I can’t stop the heat from getting worse in my belly, flaring now, begging for this man to take me and put me in my place for offering such a thing.

Once I’m finished locking the door, I turn and gasp.

He’s in his rolling chair, but it’s pulled out from behind the desk now. There’s a huge bulge throbbing between his legs, which are manspread so I can see what he’s rocking.

My mouth falls open. “Oh my God, professor.”

His hands remain on his belly. “I’m guessing this is the part where you offer to ride my cock and spin like a dreidel for a better grade?”

My mouth can’t fall open any further, but my jaw feels like it’s on the ground. I’ve never imagined this man talking that way, but the stern way he says it . . . “Yes. That’s exactly right,” I answer, remembering who I am and how arrogant I can be when I want.

He’s already pegged me as a brat. Why deny it?

And why deny myself?

Without preamble, Professor Clark reaches into his pants, unzipping them at the same time, and hoists his fat throbbing cock out in clear daylight. The sun coming through the window on the other side of the room cuts across his stocky frame and girthy dick, making him shimmer like a god.

“Fuck,” I wheeze. “That’s way bigger than my exes.”

“Get to work then,” he answers. When I start stuttering toward him, he shakes a finger. “Crawl and beg, Muriel, if you’re serious about passing my class. Because God knows you won’t do it with your brain.”

I frown. “That’s mean, sir.”

“And true.”

So he’s kind of a dominant asshole, I see.

Oh well, I think. Not the first, not the last, and at least he has a big dick. Like a horny little slut, I go to my hands and knees on the cold linoleum and start crawling toward him, keeping my head lifted so we can maintain eye contact.

Once I get between his legs, my head moves slowly for his throbbing dick sticking out of the V of his zippered pants—

And he grabs the back of my neck to hurry me along, planting my lips on his wide cockhead. My jaw stretches and I let out an “Mmphh!” as his dick surges inside my jaw.

My hands come up and he grabs my wrists before I can reflexively grope for him, sending his cock flying down my throat at the same time.

I gag and froth while Professor Clark calmly face-fucks me on his rolling chair, in front of the class where all those students were sitting just a few minutes ago.

I start to imagine the students watching him defile me, and my pussy grows hotter and wetter, my folds feeling engorged and needy. He keeps my wrists pinned with one strong hand, squelching my throat with the sloppy-wet bobbing of my head on his dick.

It’s even bigger once I get toward the base, past where I could see in his pants. I start snorting like a pig when I’ve hilted him completely, his balls pressing against my chin and making me drool and gawk like a bitch in heat.

“At least you can take a fat dick better than the other girls in your class,” Randy sighs.

His hand and arm holds the back of my head on his dick, not letting go, until my face turns red, my jaw hurts from being stretched so wide, and it becomes impossible to breathe. I rip my wrists away from his other hand, squirting in my panties from the sudden asphyxiation and leaking onto the floor past my miniskirt.

Then I start slapping my pussy, because if I’m going to pass out on his cock, at least I want to come first.

The urgent slapping of my flesh beneath the clothes where he can’t see, makes his dick throb harder at the back of my throat.

Then he wrenches my head back right before I pass out, saying, “But I wonder if your pussy is as tight as your throat.”

He holds my head back like I’m his prisoner. Precum and spit roll down my chin, and I’m sweaty, my eyes red-rimmed from his violence. “T-Tighter,” I croak.

Randy quirks a smile. “Hop on then, you curvy slut.”

I stand on wobbly legs with his help. Then I lift my miniskirt and pull aside my damp panties so he can see my shaved pink pussy all glistening and wanting. “Like this, sir?” I ask brattily, straddling his hips and closing his thighs so my wide ass can plop down on his lap.

He rips my top open at the knot near my belly, and my tits bounce down right in his face. Then he guides my body with both hands on my narrow sides, and plants me down right on his cock. “Like this,” he answers with a grunt.

I let out a yelp when his cock surges inside me, stretching my lips and filling my hole. It pushes deep, but more importantly it stretches me far, and I can’t handle it.

I come on the spot, before he’s even fully inside me. My body shakes on his, and then his hands move from my sides to my rear, cupping my huge ass cheeks and lifting them so it lifts my entire body off his broad length.

I curl my arms around his neck. “Oh my God, professor-sir!”

He stuffs his face in my chest, teasing my nipples while bouncing me up and down on his lap. With every fall of my hips and clap of my ass on his slacks, the chair creaks from our combined weight, ready to tip us over.

Randy Clark doesn’t even move his body—he moves me on top of his, controlling all my maneuvers and bodily functions, forcing another orgasm out of me with the sheer depth of his penetration.

I throw my head back and yell, feeling pretty certain that students outside in the hallway can probably hear me. But he doesn’t tell me to keep my voice down, almost like that’s exactly what he wants.

My clit starts flapping when his hand comes down and mercilessly plays with it, rubbing with vigor and making me see stars behind my eyes. I tighten up, clamping down on his dick, making him grunt as spittle of ladyjuices squirt from my stuffed pussy-hole—

And his hot cum fills me and shoots inside my womb. He holds me down on him by the hips, planting me on the base of his cock until he’s pulsated all his ropes of cum deep inside me with a grunt.

Then I fall forward gently onto his sturdy chest, my head tilting on his shoulder, and say, “I-I didn’t expect that to be so easy.”

“I’m not a hard man to please, Muriel. But if you plan to pass your other classes . . . well, Professor Aaron Taylor is a little different.”

Slowly, I lift my head. “What do you mean, sir?”

“If you want to get Aaron on your good side, all I’m saying is, you need to go straight to the source: his wife.”

I reel back, shocked, and he tells me everything he knows about his coworker and bud, Aaron Taylor, and his nurse wife, Ruthie.
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Chapter 2

Ruthie

The girl who walks into my nurse station—a bungalow outside the main classroom buildings on the small college campus—is buxom, curvy, with glasses precariously perched on her aquiline nose, and a thin sheen of perspiration on her face. She’s wearing a rumbled miniskirt showing off healthy thighs, and a top blouse that’s mis-buttoned by one button down the middle.

She looks like a typical college slut, if I’m being honest. Very pretty, invincible because she’s in her early twenties, and with her whole life laid out for her thanks to coming to this school.

Of course, I could be wrong, but it takes one to know one. I was also showing off my heaving tits and luscious curves when I was her age, before I traded it in for the blue scrubs of my profession. I’ve got a cushy job here with my husband, so I have no complaints.

Lord knows I’ve seen enough wild times in my life, and outside of work Aaron and I manage to keep the good times rolling.

I’m twice this girl’s age, and when she walks in I notice her nipples are pebbled through her blouse. She’s not wearing a bra.

“Hi there, how can I help you, honey?” I ask with a kind smile, looking up from my desk where I’ve been reading on epigenetics.

“Hi, I’m Muriel,” she says quaintly, frowning. “Are you Ruth Taylor?”

I nod, rolling over in my chair, motioning for her to sit down on the edge of the exam table near the door. “Sure am.”

“Just who I was looking for,” she says, flipping her frown into a small smile. “I think, uh . . . I’m having a heat stroke.”

I lift my eyebrows, flashing my gaze from her breasts to her face. “Is that so, Muriel? How hot are you?”

“Hot enough,” she answers, like a true brat. Then she notices where I was looking and stares down at herself, seeing her pebbled nipples. Typically, nipples turn like that when they’re cold. “Oh. Shit. Well, it’s cooler in here.”

“If you were having heat stroke, hun, you wouldn’t be upright walking to my office.” I motion for the exam table where she’s kicking her legs, her Chuck Taylors dangling a few inches up from the ground. “Why don’t you lay back and we’ll take a look at you?”

She does as I say, laying back, and her body flattens on the table. I stand from my table, take my stethoscope from the hanger near my table, and pull on some latex gloves just in case.

First, I take her temperature with the thermometer going under her tongue. Her temp, unsurprisingly, is perfectly normal. I keep that to myself for a moment, ready to move onto the stethoscope.

“Hey, you’re Professor Aaron Taylor’s wife, aren’t you?” she asks, innocently enough.

“Guilty as charged,” I say, then narrow my eyebrows down at her. I catch her looking at my tits, then my face, before her eyes move to stare past me.

“Lucky girl,” she chuckles under her breath.

I smile. “Sure am.”

“Way I hear it, you’re one of many lucky girls,” she shoots back.

Her brattiness comes out in full force, and I must say it surprises me. I move the stethoscope away, staring down at her, frowning. My voice goes low, almost threatening. “Who have you been talking to?”

She quirks a shitty little smirk. “Professor Randy Clark.”

I roll my eyes. “Of course. That guy can never keep his mouth shut.”

She giggles. “So it’s true? You two are—”

“Let’s see how your heart is doing. Deep breath!”

I push the stethoscope just above her breast. She takes a deep breath, then says, “I think I’m fine, but here, you won’t get a good read on me that way.”

Then the slutty girl rips her top open, exposing her enviable, huge breasts to me. Her nipples are still hard and pert, looking perfectly suckable.

Muriel takes the end of the stethoscope before I can reel away, and presses it right between her cleavage. “Yep, still feeling pretty hot.”

I sigh, leaning back, disappointed. “What is it you really need with me, Miss Muriel?”

“Well . . .” she answers, dawning a helpless expression with big eyes, “. . . do you happen to have any kind of remedy for a needy pussy, Dr. Taylor?”

“I’m not a doctor, I’m a nurse practitioner,” I reply blithely, trying to buy myself time to answer her ludicrous question. “And as far as I know, there’s only one remedy for girls like you.”

We do a stare-off, with my hands on my hips.

Muriel says, “A hard cock. That’s the serum, isn’t it?”

I roll my eyes. “You college sluts are all the same.”

Muriel pulls up her skirt, lifting her butt so she can expose her pussy, which looks recently fucked and is slathered with cum. “I’ve already tried that prescription, ma’am.”

That visual surprises me, because not only does this girl not have any shame, but she’s clearly got no morality, either. To barge into my office like this, showing her bare pretty pussy and her perfect body and—

“Ma’am? You’re looking a little dazed. Are you just gonna keep staring at my greedy little cunt?”

I blink at her, shocked.

“. . . Or are you going to help me?”

I cough. “A moment, please.” Then I walk away from the exam table, take a deep breath, and shoot off a quick text on my phone that says, We’ve got another one.

I return to Muriel a moment later, shirt opened with her spooling tits on full display, miniskirt hiked and panties slid aside, all but presenting herself to me on the exam table like a stupidly hot offering.

Her young, firm body, everything I used to have but have lost to age . . . and her snide, pushy attitude, like the world owes her everything because she’s attractive and knows she can get whatever she wants.

Girls like this piss me off.

“Shall we start the exam, then?” I ask, stretching my latex gloves tight around my hands and snapping them home.

Her hazy face breaks out into a wicked grin. “Please do, Nurse Ruthie.”

I put a hand on the slight swell of her belly, listening to the rubber meet her flesh. My fingers trickle down to her thighs, between them, and cup her pussy. Two fingers curve inside, while I keep my forefinger and pinky on the outsides of her supple skin, her belly going concave and ribs showing as she sucks in a sharp breath at my sudden invasion.

“Ohh fuck, that was fast,” she lets out a in a breathy whisper. “I-Is every faculty member as perverted and needy as I am, or what?!”

My fingers cut her voice off, curling and probing and rolling over her G-spot inside her tight pussy. “You let Professor Clark stretch your pussy once already, I imagine.”

“What gave it away, the cum all over my thighs?”

“Your gaping vagina, for one, and the fact I know how wide of a penis he has.”

Her cheeks flame when I use the anatomical words she’s used to throwing around as pussy and cock and cunt and dick. Not in my office, dammit.

I lean forward, saying, “You’re quite healthy. Doesn’t seem your ‘heat stroke’ is much to worry about. But let’s make sure here . . .”

My breath wafts over her face, then her protruding collar, and she suddenly looks a bit reticent. I’m still playing with her pussy, starting to rub her clit with the pad of my thumb. My gloves do extra work, presenting a sensation that the touch of skin simply doesn’t have.

Muriel lets out a coo of lust and tightens her legs around my wrist, squishing her thighs. Her knees knock inward as she starts to tremble on the exam table.

And that’s when I move my face down from her collarbone and flick my darting tongue over her pert nipples. One, then the other. Then I take her big tits in my mouth, rolling her nipples over in a swirl, nipping at them, pulling up on them and making her tits bounce when I let them go and she lets out a huff of desire.

Her hands curl around my wrist, and she starts finger-fucking herself using my hand as a toy, riding my two fingers until I thrust four of them inside her to fill her and practically fist the girl.

With the sterile gloves, her slickness builds on the latex, which makes it easy for my finger-fucking to turn into a fist-fucking, all but punching inside her until my entire hand disappears up to the little bumpy bone near my wrist.

Muriel howls, her eyes screwing up different sizes, and screams, “I’m coming, Ruthie!”

Her back bows, fat ass rising off the exam table as she thrusts her tits into the air. I keep my mouth on her tits while I fist her, keeping her completely immobilized and under my control.

The door opens to my room—

Just as I pull my wet, gloved fist from her aching, gaping cunt and she squirts like a broken hose at the door. A healthy gout of fluids arcs through the air as she screams and twitches from her massive orgasm—

Splattering the newcomer across the chest as he stands in the doorway, with the rest of Muriel’s juices lightly pitter-pattering on the wall and floor just past him.

My head whips over to the stud standing in the door, his hand still on the knob, staring down at himself and all the piss and cum that’s been sprayed across his body.

My husband sighs. He takes one look at the widened pussy of my subject on the exam table, now flat on her ass and back again, tits heaving even worse than before, panting and trying to gather herself as she falls from the climax.

“You weren’t kidding, hun,” Aaron mutters, “we really do have another one. And why am I not surprised it’s you, Muriel?”
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Chapter 3

Aaron

“H-How . . . how did you know I’d be in here, professor?” Muriel asks, trying to catch her breath.

My wife has done a number on her, fisting her to completion, sucking on the girl’s big young tits and pulling on her nipples with her teeth until Muriel couldn’t hold back any longer.

Ruthie knows how to get anyone off, boy, girl, or anyone in between the genders. She’s a nurse, after all, and an expert on knowing what makes the body work.

Furthermore, my wife is hot as fuck. Outside of school, when we’re not a lovable professor and his nurse wife, we’re perverted sex addicts.

“Ruthie sent me a text before you got started,” I tell her, showing Muriel my most disarming smile so she doesn’t think I’m mad at her.

Ruth looks up from me without shame on her face, and says, “She knows about us, Aaron.”

I tilt my head. Is no one going to offer me a clean shirt, since this girl just squirted almost ten feet from the exam table and smacked me right in the middle like I’m target practice?

“That’s one of the most powerful orgasms I’ve ever seen,” I answer.

I’m assuming Ruthie is telling me that Muriel knows we’re swingers outside of college. That we get off on threesomes and BDSM and horseplay of the horniest echelons, with our mix of crazy-wild friends.

Ours jobs are not who we are, after all.

Everyone at St. Catherine’s knows me as the kind, helpful math professor. I help students when they can, urge them on, and try to put on my best Mr. Rogers expression.

But outside these walls? Well, Ruthie and I live very, very different lives than the one people imagine we do.

Muriel’s cheeks are bright pink, embarrassed about soiling her professor with her cunt juices. Especially a professor who is currently failing her in my calculus class.

“Yeah, well, you’d squirt ten feet too, sir,” Muriel said, “if your wife was trying to punch your goddamn womb!”

Ruthie lets out a snort and laugh. “If I was trying to ‘punch your womb,’ as you so visually point out, Muriel, you wouldn’t be writhing in pleasure right now on my exam table. You’d be screaming.”

Muriel’s face pinches as she tosses a mean look at my wife. “I may not know as much as you about the human body, Nurse Ruthie, but I know how my body works.”

“Do you?” I press, gaining the attention from both girls as I step into the room. I unbutton my shirt and fling it aside, watching as Ruthie and Muriel both examine my pecs and fit body like it’s a prize to be won. “Do you know every little thing that makes you come buckets, Muriel?”

She withdraws, bending her knees up to herself as she starts to sit up. “Well . . . getting fisted by the school nurse was definitely a new experience.”

I take a step closer, hands moving to my belt. Their eyes move with me. “And how often have you had your asshole plugged while getting your pussy played with, girl?”

Muriel’s mouth falls open.

If I didn’t know better, I’d think this was exactly what she wanted—the chance to get a better grade in my class by offering her body to me.

But she didn’t expect for Ruth to join the fun, and now we’re at a standstill. Muriel can either lean in and and roll with it, or she can leap off that table, call this a big mistake, and flee.

Of course, it takes Muriel ten seconds of cog-turning in her little head for her to make a decision. “Can’t say that I have, but I’m always open to trying new things . . . professor.”

I smile at her with an encouraging nod. “Good girl.”

My hands work my belt fast, then my pants, and I haul them down so my cock swings down from my hip where I’d been keeping it half-hard.

Muriel’s eyes zero in on the pendulous swing of my long dick, slapping weightily against my thigh as it starts to thicken and harden.

Her jaw drops. “Shit, you’re even more hung than Professor Clark.”

“And let me guess: It won’t fit in your tight little asshole?”

She holds her hands up in surrender. “I never said that. Just might take some work.”

“I’m not a stranger to hard work,” I mutter, and then stroke myself.

Ruth walks over and starts to help me along, taking my cock with both hands and kneading my flesh until I’m rock-hard, like a pillar jutting from my narrow hips.

Muriel has a beautiful, curvy body. Especially for her age, she hasn’t given in to the idea that you need to be rail-thin to be attractive. She has wide hips, a huge bouncy ass, and wobbling tits nearly the size of her own head. 

“Roll over, my pet,” I tell her, unable to stop the dom in me from coming out.

I know we’re at school . . . but what can I do? She’s naked in front of me, begging for me to anally ruin her, and I’m not going to pass up this moment.

“Your . . . pet?” she squeaks, but then rolls over and wiggles her jiggling ass cheeks at me while looking over her shoulder with a smirk.

“You want a good grade, don’t you?”

“Of course.”

“How would you like to never do schoolwork again, as long as you stay mine and Ruthie’s classroom pet, little brat?”

Her face lights up. “I’d love that!”

“Aaron!” Ruthie whines. “We can’t go ruining this girl’s academic career.”

I throw my arms up. “You’re the one who had your fist stuffed up her juicy cunt before I showed up, baby. I’m just taking the baton.”

“. . . And shoving it up her ass . . .” Ruthie adds in a breathy voice.

“Aw, don’t be sour, baby,” I tell her, just as I walk up behind Muriel on the exam table and slap my heavy meat against her right ass cheeks, watching as her flesh ripples from the weight of my cock. I wink at my wife, who is standing on the other side of Muriel, near her face. “I’ll stuff your ass too, honey, if you’re good.”

Ruthie bows her head, hands clasped in front of her belly. “Yes sir. I understand.”

“Good girl,” I say, now giving both of them the praise they obviously need.

It’s not uncommon for my students to need a bit of praise and helpfulness to get along in my classes. But my wife? That’s typically reserved for the bedroom with other men and women. So it’s nice to see her so submissive, so quickly, right here in her office.

I suppose this can be a new experience for all of us.

“Help me out here, Ruthie,” I tell my wife, and nudge my chin down at my hard cock, which is planked between Muriel’s ass crack. I push down on the top of my shaft and my dick submerges between the deep crevice of her crack, making the girl moan when my slab touches her twitchy asshole.

“Fuck, are all the professors at this school packing horsecocks?” she groans, lifting up on her elbows.

I’m squeezed between her spread legs, my hands roaming over the backs of her thick, pudgy thighs. Molding her cheeks in my hands, prying them apart, just as Ruthie comes over and squirts some lubricant all over my cock, which she had stashed away in her desk.

With my free hand, I start playing with my wife’s pussy through her scrubs. She moans, leaning against my vascular forearm.

“Guess you’ll have to ask all of them,” I tell Muriel—

And then stuff my glistening cockhead into her anus. She groans, reaching back to pull at her cheeks and stretch herself more, as if that will widen her asshole and keep her from getting completely reamed.

“Nice and easy here, Muriel,” I tell her, sliding in more thick inches, until half my cock has vanished inside her caved hole and the warmth starts to grip around my shaft. “You’re tighter than I expected.”

“And y-you’re even bigger than you looked, sir!” she wails.

Her feet start to kick, just past my sides. I’m only halfway in and she can’t hold on, already curling her toes and losing herself to another orgasm.

With my focus fully on the young woman in front of me, and her luscious ass that’s bigger than my wife’s, and tits that outsize Ruthie’s too . . . Ruthie takes it upon herself to put the wickedly hot girl in her place.

She scoots away from my hand, extricating her pussy from my grip, and moves to the front of the exam table.

Then my wife pulls her pants down, showing off her own glistening cunt, and grabs the back of Muriel’s head. “Shut up and eat this, brat.”

Ruthie shoves Muriel’s face against her pussy, and the girl’s words become muffled and choked off.

I start to thrust slowly, the girl’s backdoor clamping down on me again as her body’s natural defense is to fight off the invading cock from reshaping her guts.

But I push past the resistance and earn another loud, yowling orgasm from the girl, which causes her explosive sounds to reverberate and rumble Ruthie’s cunt and clit.

Ruthie throws her head back. “Fuck that’s nice, baby!”

I slam my cock deep into Muriel in one go, pushing past the orgasm.

A knock comes at the door behind me, just as we’re in mid-Eiffel Tower mode, defiling this young woman between us on my wife’s examination table.

Everything freezes.

“Who is it?” I growl over my shoulder, not yet bothering to withdraw my cock from deep inside Muriel’s asshole. I have her well and truly clogged now, and it took a while to get to this point, so I’m not going to give up so easily.

“Randy,” comes the voice on the other side of the door.

“Ah.” I smile. “Just the horse we were talking about. Door’s unlocked.”
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Chapter 4

Randy

When I walk into Ruth Taylor’s office room, I find Muriel spitroasted on the exam table between the husband and wife swinger duo.

But it’s really a faux spitroast, since Ruthie doesn’t have a dick to plug Muriel’s bratty mouth with.

I do, though.

“Hmm,” I say, hands on my hips and listening to Muriel’s desperate eating of Ruth’s pussy. The nurse is just standing there with her scrubs down to her knees, leaning into the girl and force-feeding her cunt. “Guess I didn’t expect much different from the slutty girl. You two were quick to pounce on her though.”

“She came in here baring her tits and pulling up her skirt, asking for someone to fill her, Randy,” Ruthie declares, frowning at me. For how much pleasure it seems Muriel’s tongue is playing on her cunt, I’m surprised she can talk at all, much less look angry.

I shrug my stocky shoulders. “Yeah, she’s a wily one. Hopped on my lap just after class, not five minutes after the last student walked out the door.”

“Shit,” Aaron says, casually checking his wristwatch as he stuffs his huge dick inside the girl’s ass, “speaking of that, I have class in thirty.”

“Plenty of time to fill this young bimbo with cum, no?” I ponder, walking forward and undoing my belt.

My cock is out in seconds, raring to go after just pummeling Muriel’s tight pussy an hour ago. When you have a hottie with a body like this splayed out before you, your body tends to do things it typically wouldn’t.

“Sure thing, but you might have trouble finding an open hole,” Aaron laughs.

I find it funny how casual these two are about defiling this poor college student like this, when we all know how it could come back and bite us in the ass.

But this is much different than a high school fling, surely, which is always frowned upon and oftentimes illegal in regular society. This is something that a twenty-year-old woman wanted, and she had every opportunity to get out from this situation before things got too hairy.

And now look at her, eagerly lapping up Ruthie’s wet pussy juices while her asshole gets blown open by a man whose cock is even bigger than mine.

“Step aside and help your husband, Ruthie,” I tell the nurse, stroking my cock to a thick boner in my hand. “Then we can all take her together.”

“Yeph pweathe!” Muriel muffles as I wrench her face from Ruthie’s pelvis. Her lips come up with a vacuum pop, glistening with fluids running down her chin. Her face has that dazed, cock-drunk look as it did when she was riding me. “More cawk!”

I laugh at the silly brat and place the broad ridge of my cockhead against her full, bruised lips.

“Here,” Aaron says, and bends over her backside, curving his abs over Muriel’s plump ass cheeks. “Let me help you there, pal.”

The math professor reaches for Muriel’s face from the back, finds her lips, and pulls them open in a fishhook, making Muriel somehow look even sluttier than before.

The girl lolls her tongue out, begging for it, eyes rolling up in her head when I push my dick into her mouth and to the back of her throat.

She chokes, just like the first time, because my girth is enough to strangle any needy girl if she’s not careful.

Now we have her in a proper spitroast, and it’s marvelous. Aaron and I work well together—as we’ve done for years in the sack—seesawing Muriel back and forth on our cocks. He plunges into her ass and I rifle into her throat, bulging her neck and ruining her insides.

“Bet the girl feels like your big dicks are touching tips inside her,” Ruthie laughs, and then moves to Muriel’s southern side with her husband.

She puts her gloved hands on Muriel’s huge cheeks—as if warding off contamination—and proceeds to push the girl’s ass further along her husband’s cock. Muriel cries out on my cock, coming for the umpteenth time, and she writhes on her belly on the table.

We rock her back and forth for a few, thrusting into her respective face and asshole, until Aaron starts to groan and spanks her rippling cheeks.

“I’ll need to cum inside her ass soon if I’m gonna make class,” he says, continuing his casual streak while effortlessly fucking this girl into submission.

“Nooo,” Muriel whines around my cock. She slobbers and licks my tip, tasting all the salty precum she can get.

“Seems you’ve broken her,” Ruth mutters. She puts her face right up against her husband’s receding cock, licks the shaft, and watches as it plunges back into Muriel’s gaping hole. She keeps shoving the poor girl’s rear against her husband’s hips, making sure he goes balls-deep inside her.

“Oh, oh!” she exclaims when Aaron groans a moment later. “Don’t let her hog it all!”

I watch as the back half of Aaron’s cock throbs and pulsates, while the first five or so inches are still inside Muriel. He fills her with cum, then pulls out and leaves his student’s asshole gaping and wide open as his dick keeps spewing ropes of cum into the waiting mouth and stuck-out tongue of his wife.

Ruthie throats Aaron’s cock, gulping and swallowing the rest of his copious load before thrusting her face completely on his dick, somehow deepthroating almost the whole damn thing, and cleaning him off.

“Tastes great, love,” she mutters, smacking her tongue after drinking it all up. “But hold on a sec.”

Ruthie disappears to her desk, pulls out a bottle of something, and sprays it on Aaron’s still-hard cock, then wipes him off. “There, now you can go another round.”

“Another round? I’ll be cutting it close.”

Muriel twitches on the table, spurting out cum from her asshole every few seconds as she continues to groan with her face on my cock. She’s started to play with my heavy balls, too, which feels nice.

Ruthie frowns at us both, speaking in a matter-of-fact way. “Well, boys, you’ve just widened her asshole enough for a fist with your huge dick, hubby, after I got done fisting her pussy . . . so I’m afraid the only way she’s going to feel you from here on out is if you both take her pussy. Together.”
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Chapter 5

Muriel

My eyes widen at Ruth Taylor’s casual words of depravity.

Professor Aaron Taylor, who came in here and just started ravaging my asshole like he owned it, says, “We’ve never tried that before. Think we’ll both fit in her little pussy?”

Professor Randy Clark shrugs in front of me, his fat dick still inches from my face, dripping with my spit off the tip. “I’m game if you are. We’ll make it fit for our slutty little pet. Might just have to put some elbow grease into it.”

They both laugh.

I never expected these wild sex fiends to take this so far. Hell, I never expected both my professors and the swinging wife of one of them to be so casually perverted and horny. Even hornier than me, if it’s possible, and I’m half their age!

It seems that once I introduced my supple young body, my curves, and my bratty attitude to them, none of them could say no or keep their hands off me.

I put my plan right out in the open . . . and they pounced on me with savagely, teaching me new ways of achieving pleasure that I never thought possible.

My body is absolutely singing right now. I’m sore, spent, beat-up, used . . . and yet I just want more, more, more.

It’s true, I’ve become their greedy little pet, their classroom slut, and it’s exactly where I want to be.

But the idea of taking both of their huge dicks at the same damn time?! It sounds ludicrous. That’s the kind of shit I’ve seen in porn, by people with years of practice. I’m a relative newcomer to all this.

My doubts don’t stop me from rising up from my belly and the prone position I’ve been getting spitroasted in, going to my hands and knees on the exam table. It’s a precarious position, and when I spread my legs I can feel Professor Taylor’s cum dripping out of my yawning asshole.

He climbs onto the table behind me, now that his cock has been cleaned off by his wife, and then hovers over my large ass. Bending his knees, he crouches over me, angling his huge cock down and toward my pussy. But when he reaches back, he can’t mount me without falling backward—

Which is when Professor Clark comes to his aid. “Here we go,” he says, and grabs Aaron’s dick from the back, pushing it into my pussy and making my eyes widen from the sheer fullness of him inside the same hole Aaron’s wife was plunging her hand into a little while ago.

Professor Taylor hugs me from above. He hums to himself, curling his large spindly hands around my hanging cow tits, squeezing them as he fucks me from above like an animal.

All the pressure he puts on me makes me squirt every few seconds, little droplets leaking out of me and spraying onto Randy Clark’s face as he dips in and starts to eat me out.

But the more weight the tall math professor puts on me, the heavier he gets and the weaker my legs and arms get. I feel them shaking, all the fight going out of me as I moan endlessly in the exam room.

And then I’m back on my belly, forced down by Aaron’s hammering cock and the size of him. When I’m on my tits and tummy again, my legs go akimbo, spreading wide, and he crouches more severely, fucking me from behind but in a deep monkey-like position. It drives me crazy.

I’m driven even crazier when I feel hands on my ass cheeks that aren’t Aaron’s. They’re Randy’s big hands, the first daddy I rode today in his classroom.

“There we are,” Randy says, spreading me, watching as his colleague’s cock pounds my pussy and his balls slap my against my wet flesh. “Now you’re at waist-level again, and I can do this . . .”

His voice trails off and his fat cockhead presses against my pussy lips, nudging my clit and making me insane. I gasp, because he’s sliding his dick against Randy’s and there’s no way my little hole can take them both.

I start to freak out, groaning, “Oh God, it’s impossible! You’re both too big, sirs! My poor little pussy is gonna get broken in two!”

“That’s the plan, little pet,” Aaron says in my ear. He’s holding onto my shoulders while sliding his legs along the backs of my thighs, absolutely pounding me, and then Randy manages to squeeze the first few inches of his dick alongside Aaron’s and I scream in pain and joy.

“Ahhh!”

My hole stretches more than it’s ever been stretched, widening to an obscene level that I thought was only possible when giving birth. My brain shuts off, the nerve-endings absolutely frayed and short-circuiting me.

Aaron and Randy work in tandem just like when they were spitroasting me, except now they’re both penetrating a single hole that usually struggles to even fit a few fingers, much less two big huge cocks.

“I’m not trained for thiiis!” I yell, squirting all over them and lathering their cocks. I can feel the way they pummel my canal and fill my walls, reaching deep inside me and turning my whole pelvic floor into an unbelievable hole.

Ruthie grabs my chin and starts madly kissing me to shut me up, so we don’t get caught by passersby. My glasses fog up from her body heat and breath, and then they get all askew on my face.

Her tongue laves over mine and my eyes close, losing myself to the moment of sheer bliss that has emerged from the instant pain of having two of my hung professors inside me.

Before I know what’s happening, I’m creaming all over them. Nurse Ruthie is playing with my tits while kissing me, squeezing my nipples like she’s milking me, and I start to writhe on the exam table.

I came in here hoping to get the inside track into her swinging relationship with her husband, who controls my grade in the calculus class I’m failing.

Instead, I had my pussy tongue-punched, fisted, gaped by one cock and then utterly stretched by two, and my asshole has taken a beating as well.

I’ve gone from a theoretical college slut to a total fuck-fiend eager to please all three of them and join in their raunchy lifestyles forever.

There’s no way I can come back from this—no way I would change a thing about today, even if it hurts.

Because the pleasure is even better. The idea of becoming all of these older peoples’ sex doll, their fuck-toy and cum-dump, makes my heart soar to my throat as the mother of all climaxes claims me and has me bucking and crying out in ecstasy.

Aaron and Randy fill my pussy together trading cum-ropes deep inside me and dumping their warmth so deep inside that it feels like it’ll reach my heart and coat over all my innards.

My world goes black for a moment, and when I come to I’m blinking rapidly through gummy, blurry eyes. My glasses fell off my face at some point.

I briefly wonder if it’s all been a naughty dream, but then I feel the thick gout of cum drooling out of my gaped hole, and it’s real.

I’ll never be the same after this.

A hand slaps my ass and it rings out. I groan, still stuck in cum-limbo, and feel drool spilling out the sides of my mouth.

“So, you understand the deal then, Muriel?” Professor Taylor asks. “You’ll be our little pet, and you won’t have to do anymore schoolwork. You can pass my calculus class and Randy’s chem class. Right, Rand?”

“Sure,” Professor Clark answers in his gruff, deep voice. “But are we going to take her together every time, or are we going to split up our time with her?”

Nurse Ruthie Taylor asks, “Do you have a boyfriend, Muriel?”

I shake my head dumbly. “N-Not anymore, ma’am. Not . . . since college.”

“Good. Keep it that way. You’re our girlfriend now. Right, boys?”

I hear them grunt and watch them nod.

“I get her Monday, Wednesday, Fridays, when she has my classes,” Randy Clark says.

They’re bartering for my free time and freedom. Choosing when they will defile and own me . . . and I want nothing more than to make them happy.

Screw the grades. I’ve discovered something much better than scheming and manipulating and trying to act as slutty as possible. With these hot older men (and wife) to keep me sexually satiated and satisfied, I’ll have no problem keeping them happy as well.

“Fine, then we get her on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday,” Aaron Taylor says.

“What . . . W-What about . . . Sunday?” I eke out. “A day of . . . rest?”

They all laugh.

Professor Taylor slaps my ass. “Oh honey. There’s no rest for the wicked. Not for you. No, my little classroom fuckdoll. On Sundays we take you out on the town and treat you to a gangbang. Every. Fucking. Sunday.”

“Oh my God.”

The thought of it thrills me and scares me.

What have I gotten myself into?

And why is it so exciting?

Ruthie lifts a finger. “Five men, minimum. I want to see her holes stretched more and more each week, until the end of summer. We’re going to beat the brat out of that spunky little pussy, aren’t we guys?”

The men nod in agreement again, humming along.

So I guess she’s making the rules now? She did strike me as a dominant woman from the moment I stepped in here, so I’m not surprised.

“Fair play, honey,” Aaron tells his wife. “Five new men every Sunday. And one of us the other six days—whenever Ruthie wants to join in, she’s welcome. Deal, Muriel?”

All I can do is nod stupidly, agreeing to their sexual bargaining agreement. “Deal.”

I guess I’m going to be an A+ student now, because I’m not going to let them down.

I ask myself the question again: What have I gotten myself into?

I suppose I’ll find out . . .
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.
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