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The Fertility Doctor

I always, always, always knew I wanted to be a mother.

See, I was an orphan. My whole life, I was moved from foster home to foster home, never having a real family or parents. Some of the foster homes were okay, others not so much. But all those years culminated in a singular certainty: I was meant to be a mother, and to be the best mother in the world.

But once I turned 18 and found myself out on my own, I quickly learned that it’s not as easy as wanting to be a mother. You need to have the resources to take care of a child. And you need someone to, you know, make a child with.

I got extremely lucky with the first issue. Like, crazy lucky. I won the lottery! I won more than enough money to support myself and a child for a long time. It felt like karma, the universe righting itself after giving me such a crummy childhood. And I was going to pay it forward by giving my child the very best life I could.

The second issue…that was a much bigger problem for me.

See, I had always been really nervous about sex. Growing up, I sometimes shared a home with kids older than me. They were always talking about sex and how great it was, but all I ever felt was uncomfortable. Even watching kissing scenes in movies made me squeamish. And when we had sex ed in school…forget about it! I wanted nothing to do with sex, at all. I couldn’t imagine enjoying it, and I didn’t understand what everyone else was so wild about.

Maybe there was something wrong with me. Or maybe there was something wrong with everyone else. Either way, I knew that I would have to have sex to get pregnant. I didn’t even know a guy I would want to raise a child with. I kind of wanted to raise my child alone.

How could I get pregnant as easily as possible, without having to worry about someone else wanting to be part of the family?

Well…that’s when I found Dr. Price.

Dr. Price was one of the most expensive and well-regarded fertility doctors in the city. His methods were somewhat unconventional. See, while most fertility doctors specialize in artificial insemination, he had another specialty. He did have his medical degree, but he didn’t impregnate women with a needle.

He had the most potent sperm in the world.

That’s not an exaggeration. They did a study, and Dr. Price’s sperm was shown to be 99.99% effective at impregnating a woman, even if she was infertile!

As you can imagine, Dr. Price was in high demand. He could only see so many patients every day, and he was very selective about who he decided to treat. The process for getting an appointment included me sending a headshot….and some other, less modest pictures! I can tell you, I was really embarrassed taking photos of my D-cup breasts and trim, young body. But it was all for a good cause. And I knew I’d have to do something much worse to actually get pregnant. The photos were just the first step.

I was elated when I learned I’d been chosen! My appointment was set for an afternoon in July. I spent the whole week leading up to it trying to prepare myself. I imagined that the process would be very clinical. It would be like a regular gyno appointment. Cold office, recliner, stirrups. In and out and done.

Still, I braced myself and looked at some porn to get a better idea of what to expect. I nearly threw up at the acts I saw on the screen! I was really glad that I was going to have a professional, quick, easy experience with sex. I could get it over with and never have to think about it again!

Finally, it was the day of my appointment. I wore a modest skirt and a t-shirt, not wanting to seem like a slut or anything. I walked into the doctor’s office, surprised at how nice it was. It seemed more like a therapist’s office or something. The waiting room was all rich wood and leather. The receptionist gave me some forms to sign and instructed me to wait for the doctor to be ready for me. Nervous, I tucked my skirt underneath me and clasped my hands in my lap.

When I left that office, I’d be pregnant with Dr. Price’s baby!

A strange sound – or sounds – filtered through an air vent above my head. The longer I sat there, the more I could recognize the sounds for what they were. My cheeks burned and I wiggled in my seat, my stomach plunging at the feminine moans. They were definitely sex noises!

“Yes, yes! Doctor, put a baby in me!” I could hear distinctly as the female voice reached a high, frantic pitch. The receptionist seemed totally oblivious, but I couldn’t ignore it.

“Take it, take it,” a male voice said. That had to be Dr. Price. Wow! It sure didn’t sound professional. I fidgeted, taking deep breaths to calm myself down as the sounds gradually faded. The room was plunged into silence again, and I relaxed. Just because Dr. Price was like that with some of his patients, didn’t mean he’d be like that with me!

Finally, a door opened in the back of the office. Out strode a middle-aged woman, very pretty with large breasts. She had a dreamy look on her face, and was walking like she had weak ankles. She smiled lazily at me as she crossed the room to exit.

“Enjoy, honey,” she said with a wink. I blushed harder than ever, diverting my attention to my lap. I wasn’t going to “enjoy” anything!

“Next!”

The male voice that I’d heard from the air vent cut through the room. I immediately shot to my feet, my heart pounding. A man stood in the doorway the lady had just exited.

Dr. Price.

He was old…older than the picture I saw on the internet. He had salt-and-pepper hair, spectacles and a jaw lined with wrinkles. He looked really mad and impatient. I was hesitant to approach, his glare blindingly disdainful.

“Come on,” he snapped. “I don’t have all day.”

This was happening. Really happening! I took a deep breath and walked into his office.

It wasn’t the doctor’s room I expected. Just like the waiting room, it was darkly but lushly furnished. A long leather couch took up one wall, the other walls covered in diplomas, photos, and bookshelves. He had a desk in one corner, neat. The carpet was thick and fuzzy.

“Sit,” Dr. Price’s voice barked as the door slammed shut behind me. I rushed to do as he said. I wanted to make sure he didn’t change his mind about me. Dr. Price snarled, looking at me while walking to his desk. He picked up a folder and glanced at its contents.

“Huh,” he said. “Lindsay, eh? A little young, aren’t you?”

“I’m 18,” I said.

“Whatever, as long as you’re legal,” Dr. Price said, flipping the folder closed and dropping it on the desk. He turned to me, rubbing his jaw. “You understand what’s going to happen here, right? I’m going to fuck you, and you’re going to get pregnant. I will have nothing to do with the resulting child, and you will provide for them, entirely.”

I didn’t expect a doctor to use a term like “fuck”!

He seemed more like a dirty old man than a professional, but the diplomas on his wall told me that he was, undeniably, a doctor.

“Yes,” I whispered, looking at my lap again, picking at my nails. “I understand, doctor.”

“Alright,” Dr. Price said. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

He crossed the room and stood in front of the couch. I wasn’t sure what the first step in his process would be, but I hardly expected him to do what he did! With his crotch in my face, he unbuttoned his jeans and unleashed his cock. It was soft, I knew that much, but it looked way too big for a flaccid cock. I gasped. I knew what the procedure entailed, but to have it just…happen…was almost too much. Dr. Price grabbed himself, a frown on his face.

“Hmm…I think those first two appointments took more out of me than I thought. You’ll have to do something to get me hard again.”

My jaw worked silently. I couldn’t meet his eyes – I couldn’t look anywhere except for his cock, which barely twitched as he stroked it in long, slow movements. Thick black pubes curled around the base, and his balls hung heavy underneath. I’d never seen a cock in real life, and it was fascinating.

“Lindsay! Are you listening to me? I need your cooperation here.”

I heard him, definitely, but listening? No, I wasn’t really listening. Too fascinated…

“Ah!” I squealed as Dr. Price grabbed a handful of my hair, pushing my head back so that I had to look up at his frustrated face.

“There we go,” he growled. “Now, little girl, what do you propose we do to get me hard so I can go through with the procedure?”

“Uh…uhm…I don’t….we could kiss?” I offered, not sure what else there was to do. I’d seen kissing in movies, plenty of times, and it seemed to get people really excited. Dr. Price let out a sharp, barking laugh as he released me.

“Cute,” he said, sighing as he sat beside me. He was still stroking his limp cock, studying me. I blushed, now making sure not to drop his gaze, lest he get angry with me once more. “Alright. Let’s give it a try.”

“Oh…okay,” I said, my heart rate doubling. I’d never kissed anyone. Why had I even suggested that?! What was I supposed to do with my tongue? Or my hands, for that matter? I licked my lips. “Um…”

“Jesus,” Dr. Price rolled his eyes. “I should charge double for girls like you. Come here.”

Suddenly, he grabbed my chin and pulled me close. His lips landed hard on mine, and my whole body lit up like a firework. I was kissing a man! For the first time! His tongue pressed against my lips. I panicked, froze. My eyes fluttered open, and I saw his staring back at me, angry. His tongue pushed harder, and I parted my lips, shutting my eyes tight as his tongue slithered into my mouth. He tasted like sweet coffee, his hand moving to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he kissed me harder.

“Kiss me back,” he demanded, pulling away just long enough to speak. Then he was on me again, his tongue slipping down my throat. Unsure of what to do, I tried to mimic his movements. My tongue on his, exploring his mouth, his taste. My body was responding, warming up.

My nipples got hard, and I felt like wiggling in my seat. He grabbed my hair again, growling as he snapped my head back on my neck. His mouth moved wetly from my lips to my chin and then down my neck. With one hand in my hair and the other on his cock, the doctor sucked and bit my skin until I was moaning in pain and pleasure.

“Not working,” he finally said, releasing me with a sudden shove. Surprised, I fell back against the sofa. The doctor looked grumpier than ever, his eyes on my chest. “Strip. Get up and strip for me.”

“Wha…what?” I stuttered, my body still rigid and confused by the kiss.

“Stand up and take off your clothes,” Dr. Price rolled his eyes. “Make it quick. I don’t have all day.”

Swallowing hard, I could feel my cheeks burning. I thought this would be a lot more sterile and professional. I didn’t think I’d have to put on a striptease! But I knew that I had to do whatever I could to please the doctor, so I got to my feet. I turned around, my back to him, and pulled my shirt up over my head.

“Are you kidding me? Turn around,” his voice called. I bit my lip, closing my eyes tight. I could do this! I turned, standing in front of him in my bra and skirt. The skirt went easily enough, falling into a puddle around my feet. Dr. Price looked bored. My nipples were still really hard, and I was embarrassed to show him, but he didn’t tell me to stop.

Taking a deep breath, I reached behind me and unclasped my bra. It fell open, and the sensation of my D-cup breasts spilling free was almost a relief. My hard nipples were on display, but Dr. Price didn’t even seem to care. Nervous, I shuffled in place.

“Ugh,” he said. “The panties?”

“Oh,” I said, looking down. The last bit of my modesty hid under those panties. But this was my whole future…I needed to do this. With another deep breath, I rolled my undies down and let them fall to join my skirt. I peeked through my lids at the doctor again, and saw that his dick still wasn’t hard. He beckoned me forward.

“I’m going to need to try these,” he growled as I approached. Try what? I had no idea what he was talking about…until I felt his hands cover my breasts! He cupped them from below, sitting straight up on the couch so that he was basically face-level with them. I gasped again as hot pleasure shot through me. I moaned, his thumbs grazing my nipples. My legs shook while he played with me, using my body idly, still looking bored even as he pinched and squeezed my flesh. Meanwhile, I was anything but bored. I was panting, dampness spreading between my legs.

“Closer,” Dr. Price sighed. “Straddle me.”

But his dick still wasn’t hard? Was I supposed to somehow get it in me?

“Just do it,” he growled, seeing me hesitate. His tone frightened me, and I nearly leapt into his lap, groaning as his soft cock slid between my now-spread pussy lips. It grazed the tender button above my slit, which immediately swelled. And it got even worse when Dr. Price leaned in and sucked my nipple between his lips. I cried out, my voice sharp and surprised.

The feeling was so warm and wet, as he moved to my other breast, devouring my flesh. He ground upwards against me, his cock not even twitching despite my growing wetness. He growled, frustrated, and reached between us with one hand, stroking himself against me. My heart thundered, and suddenly I wanted him inside me. I wanted it more than anything I’d ever wanted. I wanted this old man to take my virginity, to let me ride his cock.

“Shit,” Dr. Price said, suddenly shoving me off. He looked utterly disgusted. “Alright. Last resort. Get on your knees and suck.”

“Doctor?” I asked, shamed by his brashness, and embarrassed by the fact that I had no idea what he meant. I slunk to my knees, at least able to do that part.

“What?” he asked, annoyed. “Don’t you know anything?”

I shook my head, looking down at my lap.

“Fine,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Come here. Kneel between my legs.”

I scooted forward as he spread his legs. I was really close to his cock now, could study it, all veiny and thick. Dr. Price reached down and grabbed my ponytail.

“Open up,” he said. “Wide.”

I did as he said, stretching my lips as far as I could. The next thing I knew, Dr. Price was shoving the head of his cock between my lips, using my ponytail like a lever, pushing me down into his lap. I groaned, gagging, as he thrust his hips upward. I was so surprised, I wanted to bite down, but I forced myself to keep my lips open.

“Alright,” Dr. Price sighed. “That’s more like it.”

I could feel his cock against my tongue, starting to throb and swell. My eyes went wide as he grew and grew! The tip of his cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged again, my eyes starting to water as I struggled to get enough air. His fist around my ponytail was tight, making it impossible for me to move. He started pulling and tugging, then pushing me back down, his cock sliding back and forth in my mouth.

Each time he slid in, he went a little farther. My tongue lapped at his shaft, feeling a vein underneath it that throbbed. Slowly, as I got used to the feeling, I started to really like it. I had my hands on his thighs, clutching it for support while he thrust his cock into my throat. When I felt the head finally hit the back of my throat, unable to go any further, his fist tightened. His hips jerked wildly, his breath heavy.

“Fuck…yeah…slut…” he breathed. I let him fuck my mouth like that, taking every inch into my throat. Anything for the doctor! Finally, he pushed my head away, with a force that sent me sprawling. I gasped, desperate for air. I was on my back, on the floor, my legs spread, a strange wetness between them. Dr. Price rose above me, then lowered down onto his knees, eyes studying me.

“Let’s see now,” he said, stroking his cock to keep himself hard. “How wet you are…”

I screamed at the sudden pain of his fingers entering me. He barely gave me any warning, just pierced right into my pussy!

“Jesus, not nearly wet enough,” he grunted. “Fine. I guess I’ll have to make you cum first. Lie still. Don’t fucking move.”

I didn’t even dare breathe. My nipples were hard, pointing up at the ceiling, which was where I decided to focus. I’d never been so embarrassed, spread open before this mature man whose cock had just been in my mouth. I was giving him every single first, and he didn’t even care about me. He seemed to hate me!

But my body didn’t know that, apparently, because as he ran his hands up my legs I shuddered. He grabbed my tits again, kneading them hard while bending down between my legs. I had no idea what he was doing, but I figured it was all a part of the procedure. I gasped as he blew a long, slow breathe between my legs, making my hard clit jump.

“At least you’re fresh,” he said. “Not all used up. Nice little virgin…”

Dr. Price’s words sent little puffs of air between my legs, and each puff made me jerk in need.

“D…do…doctor?!”

He was kissing me! On my pussy! Dr. Price’s tongue covered my clit, suckling it while his finger slid against my entrance once more. My body went stiff at once, the sensation overwhelming. It was so much of what I wanted, needed.

“Oh, god, Dr. Price!” I cried out, hips jerking upward. His finger pulsed and probed my folds while his tongue danced around my clit. I wanted his finger to go deeper, and my hips swiveled and thrust up. I groaned in dismay when he withdrew the finger, then again in pleasure when he thrust two fingers in me at once. Pain smarted at the edges of my awareness as he pushed against my virgin boundaries.

My cheeks were on fire, my stomach tight with tension, my muscles almost aching. His tongue flicked over my clit while his fingers probed and stroked my cunt. I reached down and found his head, pulling him close, needing to cum.

“P-please..please, sir...please, oh, fuck,” I murmured, eyes closed as the sensation peaked. He growled, thrust hard against my pussy, and gently grazed my clit with his teeth. That was it. I came. I flooded his mouth with my juices, my first orgasm rocking my body into wild pleasure. Everything seemed to clench and release, over and over, as waves of pleasure buffeted me. Dr. Price kept his tongue flat and hard against my clit until the sensation began to slip away, my body going limp, my breath hard and uneven.

“All right,” Dr. Price said. “That should do it. You’re going to want to cum again when I fuck you. It’s good for conception, relaxes you.”

“O…okay, doctor, okay, but can we…please…a minute…”

“Can’t,” Dr. Price said. “Don’t want to lose my erection.”

“But…!” I exclaimed, looking up in a daze. Dr. Price grabbed my thighs, pushing them up against my stomach. His cock slid up and down my dripping sex, teasing my puffy lips.

“This is gonna hurt,” Dr. Price mumbled, distracted. He didn’t look me in the eye as his cock slid into me. He moved fast, forcing his dick inch by inch, until I was screaming with pain as he tore me open and split me in two. Finally, it stopped, and he stopped moving. His cock was lodged deep inside me, my pussy stretching to make room for him. I groaned at the new and strange sensation. Dr. Price had taken my virginity, and he wasn’t going slow.

Already, he was moving inside me, thrusting his cock with heavy breaths to punctuate the movements. I relaxed into the floor, the strokes sending thrills up my spine, making my tummy clench. His movements made my tits bounce. And then my hips started bouncing too, moving on their own, meeting his thrusts so he could drive deeper and deeper inside me.

“Oh,” I squeaked. “It feels…good!”

Dr. Price went faster, his balls smacking against my ass as he plunged into my slit.

“Sure it does,” he said. “I’m a professional. Heaven knows, half the women I see wind up coming back, begging for more.”

His words meant nothing to me, all I could focus on was the building pressure inside me. I could feel everything tensing again as my body prepared for its release. Dr. Price grimaced and slammed into me, harder than ever; I felt him against my deepest center and cried out, cumming like crazy around his dick. My pussy clenched and squeezed him tight as he held himself inside me, riding through my bucking spasms. Only when I was going limp did he move again, and this time he had another surprise for me.

“Get the fuck up,” he growled, pulling out of me and grabbing me around the waist. “This isn’t working for me.”

Before I really understood what was happening, he had me on my hands and knees, face pushed into the carpet. He grabbed my hips and plunged into me again, from behind, pulsing even deeper into my virgin slit.

“Doctor, please” I moaned, his thrusts so strong that my whole body bounced and rocked with them. I could hear his balls slapping against my pussy, his fingers pressing hard into my flesh.

“That’s right,” he growled again. “I’m gonna pump every drop of my jizz into you, little girl.”

He reached forward, grabbing my tits from below and squeezing hard. I groaned, giving in to him again. My body gushed, my pussy milking his shaft: I felt him spasm behind me, then the sweet sensation of his cum pouring into my womb, filling me with his seed, warm and thick. Each spurt massaged my clenching slit, while my own spasms squeezed him dry.

The doctor heaved a sigh as the last burst of cum made his cock twitch inside me. His weight against me was heavy, but he didn’t pull out until he was limp. And then he pulled out quickly, rising to his feet and putting his cock away.

“Well, that’s that,” he announced. I was still on the ground, panting, my body buzzing with post-orgasmic energy. So. I finally “got it”. I understood what everyone was so crazy about when it came to sex. I groaned, reaching between my legs, feeling the doctor’s miraculously potent cum in my pussy.

“You’ll come back in two weeks,” Dr. Price said, crossing the room to his desk, leaving me behind. When he noticed that I was still naked and prone on his floor, he arched an eyebrow. “You have to get up now. And leave. You can schedule the appointment with the receptionist. It’s just a formality, to make sure the procedure worked.”

“Uhm,” I mumbled, not sure I could move. Dr. Price sighed, rolling his eyes.

“Virgins,” he said, shaking his head in annoyance. “Get. Up.”

I stumbled to my feet, and busied myself with gathering my clothes together. Dr. Price sat at his desk and scribbled away at some kind of notepad while I dressed. He didn’t look up as I approached.

“Doctor? What do I do now?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” He grunted.

“Well…that was my first time, and…I didn’t know it could feel that way…” I was so confused. My whole life had just flipped on its head. Imagine, the same day I got pregnant, I discovered that I loved sex! How could those two things happen at the same time?!

“Not my problem,” he said. “Get yourself a vibrator. Fuck strangers you meet online. Some men have a pregnancy fetish. Nice little teenager like you, you won’t have any issues getting what you need.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling disappointed even though I didn’t really know what I wanted. Dr. Price sighed and finally looked up at me, his expression almost pitying.

“If you really feel attached to me, I do provide home visits,” he said, weary. “Speak to my receptionist about the cost. It’s quite high, but I suspect you’ll find some way to pay.”

“Thank you, doctor!” I squealed. “Thank you so much!”

I left his office walking on air. I scheduled some appointments with the receptionist and then stepped out into the day. Everything look different, better, brighter. I had a baby growing inside me, and I had discovered that being a slut could be fun.

“Hey, baby,” a strange man catcalled me from a car. “Nice ass.”

Usually, that would make me run away with my tail between my legs. But I felt pretty bold, and he was okay looking. It was time to come out of my shell! I approached the car and he opened the passenger side door. He looked surprised as I slid into the empty seat.

“Seriously? What is this gonna cost me?” He asked.

“Cost you?” I asked.

“Aren’t you a…”

“Oh, no,” I smiled. “I’m not a prostitute.”

I reached over, between his legs, and found what I was looking for.

“I’m just a slut.”

The Girlfriend Effect

You know the cliché of the girl next door?

Hot, perky, sweet, blonde, and totally available…but not to you?

Yeah. Meet Jenny. She lived next door to me my whole life, we practically grew up together. And she was all of the above, and more. Totally kind and funny, and a really good friend. Oh, and hot. Really, really, hot. Sometimes when she came over in her bikini to swim in my pool, I’d have to take a five-minute bathroom break just so I didn’t embarrass myself in front of her. She’d parade around with her C-cup tits out and her perfect ass on display, giving me so much to fantasize about, but nothing to touch.

I knew nothing would ever happen between us, even though she never explicitly said that. But she was popular and hot, and I was…not. I was more of a nerd, complete with thick glasses and a Lord of the Rings poster on my bedroom wall. I was shy and quiet, without many friends. All through high school, Jenny was the only girl I ever talked to, and everyone teased her about being friends with me. But she was always nice, even to my loser group of friends.

It’s safe to say that I wanted something more out of our relationship. I’d dream about her, think about her in the shower, watch her from my window if she was tanning. I couldn’t tell if she knew the effect she had on me, because she was always so damn nice about everything. Sometimes she’d hug me for a few seconds too long, as though giving me a consolation prize – I couldn’t touch her, but at least I could feel her boobs pressed against my chest for a little while.

I never really felt bad about my feelings. I was a teenage boy, how else was I supposed to feel? She never had to know that I spent my nights jacking off to the fantasy of her on her knees, sucking my cock while looking up at me with those big blue eyes of hers.

And it’s not like she didn’t take advantage of our friendship herself. I spent more than my share of nights listening to her whine about her jerk boyfriends treating her like shit. I’d probably be invited to her wedding, watch her marry some jock asshole. I couldn’t believe her terrible taste in men, but she just kept going back to the same assholes over and over again. And then I was there for her to cry on my shoulder. If only she knew what a great guy she had right next door!

Anyway, after high school, the summer leading up to college was packed full of parties as everyone tried to make that last summer count. Of course, I wasn’t invited to those parties, unless Jenny brought me along. I was happier in my basement playing Dungeons and Dragons with my friends.

But during the day, Jenny and I hung out a lot. We’d be going to schools on opposite ends of the country, and our days of hopping the fence to hang out were nearing an end. It was bittersweet. Of course, I was looking forward to the freedom of college and the intellectual rigor of university learning. But I’d miss Jenny, and I was especially disappointed that I’d never managed to even get a kiss out of her.

But since we had this limited amount of time together, we spend a lot of time in my backyard, at the pool. We’d always played there in the summer, ever since we were kids. I was expecting Jenny to be around at noon, waving to me from the other side of the screen door in my kitchen. She would have let herself through the gate without knocking or anything. We had pretty much free rein of each others’ houses, since our parents knew each other and us so well.

That morning, I’d long finished the bowl of cereal I always had for breakfast, and was getting tired of waiting. It was 12:15. Jenny was always very punctual. I wasn’t concerned, just a little annoyed. With my head on my fist, I flipped through the channels on the kitchen television. I never usually watched the news – what 18-year-old boy does – but this time, something made me pause.

“…an immediate recall of the product, due to extremely limited but very bizarre side-effects,” the pretty reporter was saying. An image of a popular diet pill flashed on the screen. “Women, who are the majority consumers of the pill, have reported extreme – even dangerous – increases in their libido, heightened fertility, and unusual inclinations.”

The reporter seemed kind of embarrassed to be reporting what she was, and I could understand. The subtext of her words was clear: the pill was making women super horny! Me, I couldn’t understand what was so bad about that. If I had a girlfriend and she started acting all desperate for sex, I wouldn’t be complaining. I’d probably encourage her to take more!

Man, wouldn’t that be hot? I knew Jenny could arrive at any moment, but I let myself close my eyes and enjoy a brief fantasy. In it, Jenny was my girlfriend, and she was begging me to fuck her. She was on all fours, her ass in the air. She really wanted me to cum inside her – she was really “fertile”, as the reporter said.

I wouldn’t mind seeing sweet little Jenny knocked up, as long as it was mine. She could stay home and raise the baby while I went to school, the way it really ought to be. And that way, I’d never have to hear her complain about another dude treating her bad. She’d be mine, totally mine.

I sighed, opening my eyes. It was just a fantasy. There was no way Jenny was taking diet pills, not with her perfect body. And even if she was, I still wasn’t her boyfriend.

But where was Jenny?

It was half past noon already, and she wasn’t here. Now, I was getting kind of concerned. I waited long enough for my boner to go away, then put my cereal bowl in the sink. I’d go over and check on her, make sure she hadn’t slipped and hit her head in the shower.

Mmm…Jenny in the shower….

I shook my head and started to jog over to Jenny’s house before my dick had a chance to respond to that visual. I knocked to alert her that I would be coming in, but I didn’t wait for a response. Like I said, we were used to just entering each others’ houses.

“Hey, Jenny…” I shouted. “You here?”

“Oh, god!” Jenny’s voice came loud and clear, from the direction of her bedroom. It kind of sounded like she was in distress! Immediately, I hopped up the stairs to help her. I didn’t knock on the door, but pushed it open. Her room, all pink and girly as it ever was, was awash in sunlight. It took my eyes a second to adjust, and then another few seconds to make sense of what I was seeing.

“Harry…” Jenny moaned, lying on her back on her bed, totally naked, her hands buried between her legs. She was breathing hard, her ample chest rising and falling with each gasping inhale and exhale. A bead of sweat at her hairline trickled down the side of her face, even though the air conditioner was on.

“What are you doing?!” I blurted out, even though it was obvious. Jenny, my lovely 18-year-old girl next door, was masturbating. Which was, you know, fine. Girls did that kind of thing. But she had ample warning that I was coming, and she didn’t stop. And she didn’t stop even as I stood there, unable to stop my stiffening cock. My eyes scanned the room and my gaze fell on a bottle that stood on her desk.

The diet pills from the news!

“You’ve been taking those?” I asked, pointing. “Jenny! Don’t you know what they do to you?”

She bit her lip, a muffled grunt escaping her throat as she shuddered.

“I don’t…no, Harry…please, I need…”

She clearly was experiencing those side effects.

“Do you want me to call the doctor?” I asked, feasting on the sight since I knew I’d probably never come this close to fucking her, ever again. “Jenny, they recalled those pills. I think I should…”

“No!” Jenny gasped, and she brought one hand from her pussy up to her chest, pinching her nipple as her eyes sought mine. “No! Harry, you need to help me!”

“Wha…what? Help you with what?”

“So long….liked you…” Jenny panted, eyes closed. “Now I need you! Please! I’ll do anything!”

“Jenny, what are you talking about?” I said, licking my lips, staring at her beautiful teenage body on display before me. She writhed in agonized pleasure, then suddenly rolled off her bed. In shock, I took a step back, but she was fast. She crawled to me on her hands and knees.

“Just…want…cock…” Jenny mumbled, eyes fixed on my dick, which was super hard and super visible in my flimsy swim trunks. I gulped, cheeks reddening as my fantasy came to life. Jenny was on her knees in front of me, begging to suck my dick. Her blue eyes blinked desperately as her trembling fingers reached for my shorts and pulled them down. I couldn’t stop her. It was everything I ever wanted, how was I supposed to stop her?

“Please,” Jenny murmured, gripping my shaft and bringing her face close to it, nuzzling it gently with her lips. I groaned, my balls already churning. I almost came from that touch alone! “Let me suck? Need it…”

She didn’t wait for permission, but dipped her tongue out and licked the head of my cock. My knees nearly buckled. I threw my head back and groaned. I’d never gotten a blowjob before, never even close. But I’d watched plenty of porn, and I knew what to do next. I reached down and grabbed her hair, which was in a messy bun. Holding her in place, I slid my cock forward into her warm, wet mouth.

Her tongue darted and danced around the shaft while I pulsed the head against her throat, feeling it resist me sliding any further into her. Everything was soaked velvet, sliding across my cock, making me shudder. I felt Jenny shudder and gag, but I couldn’t stop. My hips jerked against her lips, taking over. My dick was all the way in her mouth, sliding down her throat! I had no idea Jenny was such a slut. She had to have done this before, with her asshole boyfriends. That thought suddenly made me mad. Why, if she had always liked me, did I have to wait so long?

I fisted her hair tighter, frowning down at her while her eyes watered and her nostrils flared.

“God, Jenny,” I said. “I never knew you gave such good head. I wish you’d have let me do this a long time ago. Fuck.”

Jenny clung to my thighs for balance, patient and still as I fucked her throat. Her eyes rolled backwards, watering and tearing, as I thrust against her throat again and again. Short, hard, jagged thrusts that left her drooling, spit falling down onto her tits. Her nostrils flared to get enough breath, her gag reflex triggering. I grunted, panting, as my balls churned. I wasn’t going to last. I wished I’d actually taken the time to jack off to that fantasy earlier, because it would have made the blowjob last longer.

But who was I kidding? I had Jenny, illusive and too-good-for-me Jenny, at my command. I could get hard again, fast. And I wanted to pump myself into her stomach, thought that would be hot as fuck. The idea of sweet little Jenny swallowing my cum drove me over the edge.

I thrust into her with a groan and released, filling her throat and belly with burst after burst of hot cum. She gagged harder, struggling to swallow each messy drop. It still filled her cheeks and dribbled from her lips. I kept my cock lodged in her throat until my balls were empty and my dick was wilting, then ripped her head away, letting her get her breath.

She fell backwards, catching herself with her hands so that she wound up arching her back and thrusting her tits up to the ceiling. I could see her glistening thighs, her arousal dripping down her legs. Her C-cup tits bounced as she panted.

“Touch me, please,” she begged. “Harry, I want you so bad! Inside me! I want you to put a baby in me! I swear, I’ll take care of it, do everything, you don’t have to do anything, just please! I need it!”

“Hmmm,” I said, pretending to consider it. “I guess I could try to help you out. Stay right where you are while I think it over.”

Truth was, the position she was in was just perfect for me to grab her tits and play with them. My cock was already twitching back to life as I finally got my hands on her breasts. And she wasn’t complaining, either. She threw her head back in pleasure, gasping as I squeezed her boobs and  pinched her nipples.

“So hot,” I muttered. “I’m so tired of being your friend. I want you to be mine, Jenny. All mine. I promise, I’ll fuck you until you’re knocked up, but only if you promise to only be mine. Forever. Be my good little girl, and do whatever I say for the rest of your life.”

“Yes! Anything! Please, Harry! I need it, I’ll do anything! I’ll be your slave! Anything you say!”

Each word had my cock twitching back to hardness. Her nipples were hard and rosy, her hips jerking as I abused her chest, humping the air desperately.

“Good,” I said. “Then we’re agreed. Now, I have to get hard again, if I’m going to hold up my end of the bargain.”

“What can I do?” Jenny panted, looking up at me, her back still arched as she grabbed her ankles. I already knew what I wanted. Angling myself against her, I squeezed her tits together and spit on her chest. Slowly, I slid my cock between her breasts, fucking her cleavage.

The two warm, soft globes wrapped around my shaft. She twitched and shuddered in pleasure as I continued to pinch her nipples while fucking her tits. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, but it was. I was titty-fucking my best friend, the girl next door, while she begged me to put a baby in her!

It didn’t take long at all before I was ready. I released my grip on  her and sat down on the bed. She crawled forward again, pleading eyes blinking up at me.

“Ride me,” I said, excited to see her tight little body bouncing up and down on my rod. Jenny squealed. Suddenly, I realized I had no idea if she was a virgin or not. I was. “Wait. Is this your first…”

Jenny was almost on top of me, and now for the first time a hint of shame bled into her reddening cheeks. She bit her lip and nodded.

“You are?!” I asked, surprised.

“I was waiting….” she said, climbing up onto my lap, impatient. “For you.”

“What?!” I said. “But…but…”

She was so wet. Impossibly wet. She was hovering over my cock, straddling me, her hands on my shoulders, tits in my face. She was dripping down onto my shaft, coating me in her juices.

“Won’t it hurt?” I asked, suddenly feeling concerned for her. I grabbed her hips to hold her still and stop her from just impaling herself on my cock.

“I used to horseback ride,” she said, seemingly out of nowhere. But when I thought about it, I realized what she probably meant. And she clearly wasn’t too worried at the pain, because she was wiggling in my grip. “Please, Harry. If I have to wait another second…I need you to take my virginity, please! Fill me up, so I can cum!!!”

Well, who was I to deny her, after all?

I released her hips, reaching for her tits instead. She squealed, lowering herself inch by inch, her sweet little cunt stretching to fit me. It was the best feeling in the world, a million times better than the blowjob. Her pussy was so hot and wet and tight, I nearly fainted from how good it felt. She moaned the whole way down, her eyes widening as the pleasure took hold of her. Her generous tits were still level with my face, so I pulled her close and sucked on her pert little nipples while she swayed back and forth on my cock.

“So good, Harry, thank you,” she gasped. “Oh, god, thank you so much…”

“Fuck,” I groaned, slapping her ass. “Ride me so I can cum in you.”

Jenny squealed again and started to hop up and down on my cock. I lay back, watching her, amazed at her strength and the sweet feeling of her cunt wrapped around my dick. Her tits bounced freely, her face contorted in pleasure as she reached one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit while she fucked me.

“Thought about this…so much…” Jenny moaned. “Want…you to fuck me…every way! Cum in me!”

I grabbed her hips and pumped her body up and down on my shaft, spurred on by her words. Jenny screamed, slamming herself down on my cock and grinding around, one hand on her clit.

“Give it to me, please!” She cried out. She needed it so bad, I just couldn’t hold back. I exploded, filling her sweet little cunt with my cum. She squealed, squeezing herself around my shaft, her pussy sucking my balls dry. I shot the last of my load into her before collapsing back on the bed, breathing hard, unable to believe what I’d just done. Fucking my neighbor! It was crazy, and it was awesome. She climbed off me, her cheeks rosy and chest heaving. My cum dripped down her thighs. She got onto all fours, head down on the mattress, ass wiggling.

“Again,” she begged, looking back at me. “More. I don’t want there to be a single chance of not getting pregnant.”

“Jenny, I can’t believe this,” I said, grabbing my cock and stroking it, sure I still had plenty of life left in me. But the ramifications of what we were doing were starting to return to me as I watched my sexy neighbor beg for more. “You do know about the recall for those pills? Are you sure you wouldn’t rather…”

She reached between her legs, rubbing my cum into her pussy while she moaned.

“Please, Harry! You’ve always been so good to me, so sweet. I don’t care about the pills or whatever. I just need your cock in me again. Feels so good…”

She groaned in ecstasy and need, tongue out as she buried her head into the pillows.

“Okay,” I said, knowing  that she must really need it for her to act this way. I was doing her a favor, really. I certainly hadn’t planned on this day ending up with me knocking up the girl next door. And she was begging for it. I was half-hard but I needed a little more inspiration to go all the way. I reached for her ass, squeezing the two perfect circles of flesh that wiggled in front of me. She moaned, thrusting back into my palms.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Spread me open and fuck me!”

“Fuck,” I grunted, seeing how her wetness and my cum dripped from her still-tight pussy. It was sexy as hell, knowing that soon enough she’d be pregnant with my child. I’d have her, all of her, for as long as I wanted her. Groaning, I put my hard cock right where it belonged.

Jenny was still furiously rubbing her clit, and now she bucked and spasmed as I filled her. She arched her back, head lifting as feral noises escaped her throat. It was like fucking a cat in heat. She immediately started thrusting her hips back against me, and I barely even had to move as she proceeded to fuck herself on my rod.

“So good,” she panted. “I’m gonna cum again, please, don’t stop!”

I grabbed her hips and moved them faster, until her body was slapping hard against mine. Her big tits swayed underneath her as she took every inch of my cock. I could see her pretty little rosebud between her spread cheeks, and knew that I was the first person t0 ever see it this way. I spat down and wiggled a finger inside her, thinking about how good it was going to feel once she let me fuck her there.

“Harry!” Jenny screamed my name as she came. I was still thinking about how tight her ass would be, and how good it would feel to fill it with my cum; her climax triggered mine, and I shoved her down on the bed, pumping myself deep inside her, spilling yet another load into her fertile little body. She came underneath me, squeezing my cock dry with each spasm.

“Fuck, Jenny,” I panted when it was over. Rolling to my side, she didn’t move even with my weight no longer pinning her down. Suddenly, I was worried. Had the effects worn off, and now she was regretting it? Had I just ruined everything by taking advantage of my childhood friend?

“Thank you,” she mumbled, finally turning her head towards me and opening her big blue eyes. They sparkled. “Thank you so much. I promise, I’ll be so good to you. You can have me whenever you want, for the rest of your life. Anything you want…”

Poor thing was exhausted. Even as she spoke, her eyes were closing. Her breathing slowed. She was falling asleep in my arms! It was all a big dream come true. Half of me was afraid that if I fell asleep, I’d wake up alone in my bed, with crusty sheets. The other half was afraid of being found by Jenny’s parents.

“I’ve got to go,” I whispered. She mewled a protest.

“Stay,” she begged, reaching for me. “Want you again…”

“No, you need to sleep,” I said with a smile, thinking about how I was going to sneak back into her room as soon as I could. “Your body has work to do, remember?”

She smiled, reaching down to her belly.

“I’ll be back,” I promised, meaning in. I’d be back, and I’d be hard again, and next time I’d go straight for that tight little ass of hers. In the span of a single afternoon, my girl-next-door had become my girlfriend, and my slut, and probably my baby momma.

And it was all thanks to a little bottle of pills on Jenny’s dresser.


Hot for Teacher

“Wow,” I gushed. “I am just so proud of you guys!”

And I meant it, too. Looking at the four young faces beaming back at me, I felt pure pride welling up inside me. On the lab table in front of us stood the trophy they’d just won at the State Science Fair. Next stop, Nationals!

They deserved the win, no doubt about that. These guys had worked tirelessly for four years on their appetite suppression formula. Now, they were 18 and about to graduate high school. How many people can say they invented an all-new, stimulant-free diet aid before graduating high school? Not many, I promise you.

Sure, they had the benefit of attending a highly advanced technical high school, but they’d had to earn their place here, too. Dawson School for STEM Education was highly competitive, offering very few spaces each year, only for the best and brightest. As a result, we had far fewer students to tend to, and could afford state-of-the-art equipment. That’s how we came to be standing in the fully-equipped science lab, celebrating the win.

“Thanks, Ms. Sweet,” Jack said, blushing. He was the cutest of the bunch, in my opinion. A ginger with tons of freckles. Beside him stood Michael, Robert, and Frank. Michael and Robert were brown-haired proto-nerds, with thick glasses and pocket protectors. Frank was kind of a wild card, since he also played football, so he was massive compared to his thinner counterparts. Altogether, they weren’t a standout group when it came to looks. But that didn’t matter, least of all to me. I was their teacher. I couldn’t have cared less about their appearance. All I cared about was their caliber as students, which was excellent.

Of course, that feeling wasn’t exactly mutual, and I knew it. I was very young compared to the rest of the staff, only 25. And I’ve been known to turn heads – not just teenage boy heads, either. I have D-cup breasts and an ass toned by years of yoga. I keep myself trim and toned, and wear my long chestnut hair loose. I knew perfectly well the kinds of things boys thought when I was lecturing them on chemistry, but I accepted it as inevitable. I wasn’t going to give up my dual passions of teaching and science out of fear that I’d be someone’s wet dream!

“You really have outdone yourselves,” I said. “You all should go out to celebrate. Any big parties planned for the weekend?”

The boys chuckled.

“Parties? No. Not unless you count Friday night Magic…” Michael and Jack fist-bumped. Right, the little card game they liked.

“Well, you guys will let me treat you to pizza, right?” I said, picking up the vial that held their prize-winning formula. It needed to go back in the fridge. The greenish liquid splashed against the walls of the vial as I strode in my high heels across the room.

“If you insist,” Frank said. Smiling, I opened the fridge and bent over to put it on the correct shelf. No doubt those boys were getting an eyeful, but maybe this time they deserved it. I was about to turn around and ask what toppings they wanted when something in the fridge caught my eye. It looked like a beaker full of their formula, but as far as I knew they’d only actually produced enough to fill the vial. Curious, I picked it up and turned around.

“Boys, do you know what this is?” I asked. “It looks like…”

“Oh, it’s nothing!” Robert blurted. The looks of shock on the boys’ faces was priceless – and alarming. They definitely did not want to tell me what was in the beaker, and that made me think they definitely should tell me.

“Boys…”

I started to walk back towards them when the unthinkable happened. I tripped! The beaker went flying, splashing the liquid all over me, getting into my mouth and nose as I tumbled forward. I broke my fall with my hands, but I landed right in a puddle! Cursing aloud, I looked up to see that their expressions of shock had turned to something else – horror.

What was this stuff? I started to panic. Was it an acid? Corrosive? Was it going to…

“Oh, no,” Frank said. “Ms. Sweet, I’m so sorry!”

“Boys…boys, please, tell me! What was in the beaker?!”

For a long, torturous moment, they just looked at each other, mouths opening and closing like fish out of water. It was really cute, actually. But I still wanted my answer.

“Boys!”

“Okay, okay, well…okay, so….you know, how, like, when we first started experimenting…with the formula…” Robert began.

“…it had that weird side effect?” Michael finished. I racked my brain. Side effect…side effect…

“With the hamsters?” Jack practically squeaked out. Jack was so good looking. For an 18-year-old boy, he definitely looked much more mature than most of his classmates. Well, really, all the science club boys did. They were all too handsome for their own good! I felt an uncomfortable pressure on my chest, my bra suddenly feeling two sizes too tight. And I was finding it hard to control my breathing, and my body temperature was on the rise…

“Oh,” I said as it all clicked into place. Those clever boys! See, before they had all the kinks worked out of the formula, we had some trouble with a weird side-effect. When we gave the liquid to hamsters, their appetite would be suppressed, but their libidos would go through the roof! Especially the female hamsters. Not only would they try to mate with anything in sight, but they were far more likely to get pregnant, as though the formula made them ultra fertile. We had worked out all the kinks, though, and gotten rid of that side effect. So how…why…?

“We just thought it would be fun, to see if we could replicate that effect,” Frank said. The boys were staring at me as I slowly rose onto shaky legs. I grabbed a nearby chair for support. Seeing that I was having some trouble, the four of them rushed to my side, helping me to sit down. It was really nice and mature of them. And their hands felt so good on me. I didn’t want them to let go, and pouted when they did.

Oh, no! Was what happened to the hamsters happening to me?

I closed my eyes, trying to calm and center myself, but when I did…I could only think about sex. In the span of a few seconds, I envisioned myself in every sexual position imaginable. And I was imagining the boys fucking me in all those positions! Jack bending me over the table, Frank underneath me while I rode his hard cock, Michael and Robert fucking me at both ends…

I opened my eyes, actually panting with my tongue out like a dog in heat. Wild-eyed, I looked at the concerned faces of my students and knew…

I had to fuck them. All of them. Right then, right there. I needed all their cum inside me! I needed it unprotected and raw, needed to mate with them!

“Oh, god!” I practically screamed as I leaned back in the chair and clawed at my white button-up blouse. The boys shared identical expressions of disbelief as I ripped it open, revealing my heaving chest and quivering breasts. “Please! Fill me up!”

“Ms. Sweet! We can’t…you don’t…you don’t know what you’re saying!” Frank stammered, but he didn’t take his eyes off my chest. I was already pawing at my bra, desperate to expose myself and be free of the fabric. My hard nipples were rubbing against the padding, driving me mad.

“I don’t care,” I gasped, finally ripping it off so that my tits bounced free. “Please, please! Fuck me! Just fuck me!”

For a moment, all was still. The boys stared, jaws hanging open, at my exposed chest. And then suddenly they all moved at once. I watched Jack sprint across the room to lock the door. It was well after school hours, but there could still have been a janitor roaming the halls. Once the lock clicked shut, I felt their hands on me, and moaned in relief. My fevered skin rushed at their touch, their greedy hands groping and kneading my flesh as I leaned back in the chair and offered myself to them. I was naked from the waist up, and my pencil skirt felt like a prison. I couldn’t rid myself of it soon enough.

Luckily, the boys had the tact of...well, 18-year-old boys. I felt myself lifted from the seat and laid out on the table, and found myself looking up at their eager faces.

“Are you sure…” Frank started to say, even though his fingers were already on my calf and travelling upwards.

“Yes!” I cried, arching my back to push my breasts upward. Michael moaned as he grabbed my breast and kneaded it, pinching my nipple.

“You’re so hot, Ms. Sweet!” He said. Frank’s fingers had speedily drifted up my thigh and under my skirt.

“Wow, and wet,” Frank said, feeling my soaked panties. I reached down and yanked at my skirt, wanting nothing in the way so that I could be fucked faster. It was like I was on fire, and I needed their dicks to put me out. I twitched in agony and pleasure as their hands abused my body, taking advantage of my flesh. Finally, I was fully nude, my skirt falling to the floor, my panties crumpled and tossed aside. The sight seemed to stun the boys, and they each stepped back in turn to look at me.

“Please,” I whimpered, reaching down to my heated, dripping slit. “Someone…any one…I need your cum, please!”

Every second that they weren’t giving me a cock was torture. I’d never been so horny, so out of control! And it wasn’t just their dicks I wanted – I wanted their cum, my fertile body craving it. I had never thought about babies before, but now all I wanted was to feel their jizz pumping into my womb, getting me pregnant.

“We’re real sorry we did this to you,” Robert said. I was eye-level with his crotch, and saw that even if he was sorry, his dick was hard. My mouth watered. “But I guess we have to fuck you now, to be fair.”

“Yes,” I nodded desperately, plunging my fingers into my slit with a gasp. It was a poor substitute, but it had to work for now. “Please. You must. I demand that you fuck me, all of you! Someone, my mouth…want cock…”

Robert quickly undid his jeans, and I watched his cock spring free. A satisfied groan escaped my throat as I eyed the glistening tip, pre-cum tantalizingly close to my mouth. Robert put his hand on my head and somewhat timidly pulled my face towards his cock. I opened my lips wide, nearly cumming just from the taste of his cock sliding against my tongue. I swallowed the briny pre-cum, immediately craving more. So much more. Robert moaned, looking up at the ceiling as I sucked his cock. I fucked myself harder, knowing that a climax was closing in. I needed it so bad. My muscles tensed. All around me, I heard zippers going down. A cock slid against my cheek. Someone’s fingers dug into my thigh. Hands kneaded my breasts. Every sensation made me crave more. My hips bucked, my pussy clenched, and with a choked cry I came. Drool spilled from my mouth, around Robert’s thrusting cock. He grunted, shoving himself all the way to the back of my throat. Eyes watering, I gazed up at him as I came. Such a good student, giving teacher just what she asked for! My juices dripped onto the table below while someone ripped my hand away from my needy slit.

“Jesus, I’ve thought about this so many times,” Jack said. I could see him in my periphery, standing between my legs. He grabbed my hips and jerked my body forward until my ass was nearly hanging off the table. The motion forced Robert’s cock to pop out of my mouth, and another set of hands wrenched my head the other way. I found myself facing Michael, his cock throbbing at attention. Hungry for it, I whimpered and opened my mouth wide. He obliged me, sliding between my lips. His cock was the most delicious thing in the world. It slid against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat. His balls hit my saliva-soaked chin. Someone took my hand, guiding it until I grasped Robert’s soaked cock. With my throat full and my hand jerking off Robert, I was more desperate than ever to be properly fucked. I whimpered around Michaels’ cock, eyes rolling towards Jack, hips lifting. I could see that Frank was holding his dick close to my tits. His strong hand on my chest pushed me down, holding me in place as he started to slide his cock around my breasts.

“Don’t hog,” Robert grunted, and I was ripped from Michael’s cock onto Robert’s. I used my other hand on Michael to keep him hard while I let Robert thrust wildly into my throat. His face, sweaty and red, showed the kind of pleasure that I wanted to see in my students. Robert had my head in both hands, and he jerked it off the table to get a better angle, thrusting into my throat until I felt like gagging. I held myself back, tears running from my eyes. I wanted to feel him explode in my throat, pump his cum down to my stomach. Frank grabbed my free hand, and I happily began to service him, as well.

What was Jack waiting for? I needed a cock in my pussy! This was all just a tease for the real thing!

Before I could whine about it, I felt Robert’s cock throb in my throat, his thrusts becoming short and fast and erratic. He huffed, then groaned long and hard, pressing my nose into his pubes. Hot, thick, salty cum filled my throat, and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as I finally got to swallow it. My stomach growled for more as I sucked him dry. His jizz filled my cheeks, spilling from my lips even though I didn’t want to waste a drop. Robert released my head so quickly that it slammed against the table, his cock sliding from my lips – a moment later, I was trying to swallow the last of his cum while Michael savaged my mouth.

Finally, thankfully, I felt the distinct shape of a swollen cock sliding between my pussy lips. Jack’s cock slid upwards, the tip rubbing my throbbing clit. My eyes rolled back as I was sent into heaven by the sensation. He was still holding my hips, holding them down even while I bucked and begged for him to enter me. My copious juices slathered Jack’s shaft as he teased my clit.

I was still jerking off Frank, who was happily abusing my tits, pinching my nipples and spitting on the flesh to get it wet. I wasn’t sure what his goal was, but he could have done anything to me and I would have thanked him. Michael was breathing hard, his cock so far down my throat that he barely had to move to fuck my mouth. His hands in my hair tightened, pulling at the strands as he heaved out a sigh and pushed himself against me. Another sweet load of cum burst in my throat, filling my belly again as I swallowed as fast as I could. Jack’s cock teasing my clit combined with Michael’s cum filling my mouth drove me to another jagged orgasm, the pleasure almost painful.

“You want to get pregnant, don’t you?” Jack said. Michael pulled out, and I gasped for breath as I nodded.

“Yes! Want, so bad!”

“God, it’s gonna be so sweet fucking you,” Frank said. He laughed. “Get it, Ms. Sweet?”

“Please,” was all I could moan. “In me!”

Jack’s cock slid down to my slit. At last, I felt him pressing forward, splitting me open.  I groaned, arching my back, my fingers curling around the edge of the table. My dangling legs wrapped around Jack’s slender body, pulling him forward. I was too distracted by the need in my cunt to notice Frank climbing up on the table.

I was so hot and wet that Jack barely had to thrust to enter me. I screamed and came immediately. That was all it took, one thrust, and I was spilling all over his cock and balls, my body clenching in pleasure.

“Oh, Ms. Sweet,” Jack grunted. He drove forward, moving fast from the start, fucking me with abandon. Holding me down, his cock filled me up again and again. Jack grabbed my thighs and pulled them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

That was when I finally realized Frank had climbed up onto the table, and was straddling my stomach. Licking his lips, he grabbed my tits and squeezed them together. They were wet from his spit, and now as he pinched my nipples I could understand why. He thrust his engorged cock between my generous breasts, fucking my tits right there on the table! In my classroom! Part of me couldn’t believe how far this was going – how badly I wanted my students to use my body as a cum dumpster. Another part of me didn’t care, so long as they kept fucking me.

“Oh, man, your tits are awesome, Ms. Sweet,” Frank groaned, squeezing them harder as he slid his cock quickly back and forth. “I’m gonna cum on your face, okay?”

“Please!” I moaned, lifting my head from the table and opening my mouth. It allowed me to lick the head of Frank’s cock each time he thrust, and soon he was mashing my tits harder than ever, groaning and jerking as buckets of cum poured from his fat cock into my waiting mouth. I swallowed gratefully, feeling Jack’s thrusts speed up as he fucked my pussy raw. I was still guzzling Frank’s cum when I felt Jack release inside me, his cock spewing hot jizz against my unprotected womb. He made a feral noise, fingertips digging into my thighs. I bucked, cumming at the sensation of finally being filled with cum.

“Yesssss,” I hissed. “Yes, please, more, more!”

Tongue desperately trying to collect every drop of Frank’s cum from my chin and cheeks, I felt so empty when Jack pulled out of me. I needed another cock, fast. Luckily, Michael was there to give it to me. These boys had a ton of stamina, thank goodness.

“Can we flip you over? I want to fuck you from behind,” Michael asked, almost timidly despite the lewd nature of his question. I nodded.

“Anything, anything you want! Please, don’t make me beg you anymore!”

I was quickly flipped onto my stomach, my knees drawn up under me so that my ass was high in the air, my slit on display. Michael plunged forward, going deep in the very first thrust. I cried out, my jaw slack from pleasure as he fucked me.

“M-more,” I managed to mumble. When a cock appeared in front of me, I had no idea whose it was and I couldn’t have cared less. I leaned forward, tongue out and lapping eagerly. Fucked from both ends at once, I was satisfied for the moment; a cock fucking my raw, abused throat, a cock slamming into my slit. It was all I wanted, and I was glad to have such good students to give it to me. I was cumming over and over again, nonstop, as the boys took turns filling me with load after load of cum.

I felt like an animal, my only conscious thought being more. More cock, more cum. I knew it couldn’t last forever – we didn’t even know how long the formula would last, and no matter what I knew my boys couldn’t fuck me like that non-stop. It would take a team of men to satisfy me.

Maybe…a football team?

Frank…he could help me…I looked up at him, his cock in my throat while Robert fucking my slit. He would understand…they would understand how badly I needed it, that sharing me was the right thing to do. They’d done this to me, and I needed their help. I was going to be pregnant with one of my students’ babies – and it wasn’t like they were going to be around to help me raise it. They owed me.

“Need more,” I whined as the boys fell to the side, collapsing into chairs, totally spent and exhausted. They shared identical looks of exasperation.

“Not now, Ms. Sweet,” Jack sighed. “We need a break. A long break. Don’t you?”

“No,” I protested, sliding my hand between my legs to feel my cum-filled pussy. “I need more.”

The boys shared another look, this one slightly concerned.

“What should we do?” Robert asked gently. I found Frank and made eye contact.

“You have friends you can call, right?” I moaned.

“And what should we tell them? That the science teacher turned into a total nympho slut, and needs dick or she’ll die?” Michael scoffed.

“Yes!” I urged him, groaning in impatience. “Do it now!”

“Okay, well…” Frank started to say, but Jack stopped him.

“Wait a minute,” Jack said. “I don’t want to share her. I think we should make her wait for us to be ready for her. I don’t think Ms. Sweet gets to call the shots anymore.”

I moaned my protest, fingering myself to take the edge off.

“I think that we own her now,” Jack grinned. He always was kind of the ring leader. “After all, she’ll probably be having one of our babies. I think Ms. Sweet should count her blessings, and thank us for fucking her. And then I think she should be patient and wait until we’re ready to go again.”

“Mmfmm,” I moaned, pinching my nipple and rubbing my clit. “Thank you!”

“Good girl,” Jack said, standing over me, casting a shadow on my naked, cum-stained body. “Now…where are we going to keep our new fuckslave?”

I rolled over, thrusting two fingers into my slit while they discussed my fate. In the end, it was decided that I would have to stay in my house for the time being, but that the boys would have keys to let themselves in. I was to quit my job, and stay in my house. They would bring me food and anything else I needed. I only had one purpose from that moment on: being there for them to fuck whenever they wanted. Being their broodmare. Fucking them any way they wanted, anywhere they wanted. I was going to have their babies, and I was going to thank them for the privilege.

Well, it wasn’t how I pictured my day would go, but there was nothing I could do about it. They had what I needed more than anything in the world: dicks, and hot, fresh cum. I would have done anything to keep them happy so they would fuck me. If that meant becoming their slave…well, so be it.

At least I had vibrators at home that would help me deal with all the time in between…

The boys helped me up, and watched as I cleaned the table and floor with my tongue, collecting every drop of cum until it was all shiny and new. Naked, I crawled on my hands and knees through the hallways of the school I once taught at. I left it all behind, following my new masters into the dark night beyond the school doors.
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