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I was a brand-new professor, teaching my first classes out of graduate school.  As a new professor, I was only given the introductory classes.  And since my degrees were in English, I got to teach the basic Literature and Writing courses.  I was excited to finally be where I wanted to be, but I was less than enthused about a classroom full of hungover freshmen and football players who just needed the credit.  I was ready to teach excited young writers, but that was for more experienced professors.  It did not really make much sense, to give the inexperienced professors the class of rowdies but what could I do.

I still remember my first day getting ready.  I donned my brand-new suit and combed my hair into a tidy ponytail at the base of my neck.  I wore a little makeup just so I looked polished and grown-up.  I was glad my suit looked professional, and masked my figure just enough.

As a new addition to the teaching staff, I did not have a private office.  The tenured professors all got their own, but the three of us contractors had to share one large space.  It was fine for now, I was just excited to be there.

I had moved across the country for the job, but opportunities for brand-new professors were few and far between so I did not mind.  I had just graduated and was ready for a change so it worked out perfectly.  I was sharing a small two-bedroom apartment with another new professor, Alice.  We had met at an orientation meeting and discovered a mutual need for cheap lodging near campus.

As we got to know each other, we also discovered a mutual need for Mexican food and margaritas, so I was happy to have found her.  It always helps to have at least one friend.  Most of the professors in my department were stodgy old men with grandkids so it was hardly a social circle that sought out someone like me.

As I strolled around campus one afternoon to get a feel for the layout, it was hard to believe that just a couple of years ago, these students were me.  I had just graduated with my master’s degree, so at most I was maybe three years older than the oldest students.  Wearing jeans and a tee shirt, I still fit right in.  I did not want to stand out as a professor just yet.  Most of the students were very helpful when I asked about the locations of the cafeteria and the English building.

It was funny, even though I was now a professor instead of a student, I still could not walk up to the sexy football players or their bratty cheerleader girlfriends.  Maybe I just blended in a little too well with the glasses-wearing English majors.

Anyway, on my first day, I picked up my brand-new leather satchel, grinned at my own reflection, and headed off to campus to teach my first class.  Sure, I had helped out as a master’s student, but this time, I was on my own.

As I paced nervously at the front of the classroom, the students started filing in.  Some looked barely old enough to drive, and some of them looked like they were closer to my age.  The bright-eyed, eager students took the front row, and the hungover football players took the back row.  The middle started to fill with an assortment of regular students, frat boys, cheerleaders, and assorted others.  It was a full class, but then again, it was required for all majors at the university.

“Good morning,” I began, “My name is Professor Laura Cain and welcome to Writing 101.”

There was shuffling and murmuring, but I could not pick up anything in particular.

“Does everyone have their required textbook?”

Most heads bobbed up and down, but one fellow raised his hand with a smirk.

“They were all sold out,” he claimed.

“Really?  Because I was in the bookstore earlier today, and there were quite a few available.”

The class collectively giggled, and the guy shrugged, “Guess I’ll check again.”

“They are in the writing section, if you get lost.”  I did not mean to be sarcastic, it just slipped out sometimes.

The class tittered again, and the guy was now pouting in the third row.

“We will be doing a lot of reading and writing in this class, so buckle up,” I warned my students with a friendly smile.

“Can we write about anything we want?” It was one of the beefy football players in the back row.

“What did you have in mind?” I was just curious.

“What about sex?”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, what about sex?”

“What about it?  Because I’m afraid, I’ll have to decline if you are offering.”

The class guffawed as I mentally berated myself for my lack of filter.

“Naw, I meant can we write about it?”

“Oh well, that’s different.  If you feel that an intimacy scene is relevant to your story, I encourage you to include it.”  I thought it was a pretty good professor-y answer.

“Sex is always relevant, ma’am!”

This time, he got the giggles, and I had to hand it to him, he earned them.

I handed out the syllabi and dismissed the class early.  It was not uncommon on the first day, and I wanted to start off on the right foot.  As the classroom emptied, I noticed three frat boys hanging around.

“Can I help you?”

“Well,” one of them grinned, “we were hoping for some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?  We just started.”

“Don’t want to get behind,” he replied.

“Or maybe we do,” one of them smarted off as I felt his eyes rake over my rear end.

“I will have designated office hours for one-on-one assistance,” I tried to play it off as professionally as possible.

“Duly noted,” the eyeball-er grinned at me.

I waved the trio off and chalked the class up as a success.  I was meeting my roommate for coffee since we both had nine o’clock classes and wanted to compare notes.

****

It seemed that both my and her first days went great.  Her students were about the same mix as mine, except that statistics did not lend itself to references of sex during class discussions.  She giggled when I related the conversation to her, and berated herself for not choosing a more interesting topic for her life’s work.

“Oh, I can’t wait to read his first paper,” I laughed, “I’m sure it will be as raunchy and racy as he can make it.”

“No doubt!  A nineteen-year-old college boy who’s allowed to write about sex?  ‘Dear Penthouse’ is more like it!”

“In his dreams!” I mocked the boy’s enthusiasm.

We finished our coffee, and she headed off to her second session of the day, but I had an open schedule for the rest of the day.  I had not even set office hours yet, so I swung by my shared office space to see what the best schedule might be.  Luckily the other two occupants were there, so it was nice to meet some of the fellow professors in my field.  We compared class schedules and worked out a general office-hour routine that seemed to work for all of us.  After I set my textbook on my little corner desk, I headed home to relax for the afternoon.  I only had one session on Mondays and no office hours.  Besides, even if I had been given Mondays for hours, none of the students knew it yet.

Our apartment complex was just far enough away from the campus to be mostly free of loud college students, and with the pool calling my name, I was ready for my afternoon of swimming and sunning in about ten minutes.

While my business suit politely masked my figure, my swimsuit did not.  It was still the skimpy red string bikini of my college days, and I vowed to myself to hit the end-of-summer sales to replace it with something more ‘grown up’.  I gathered my book and my water bottle and headed down to the empty pool area.

I was about three chapters in when I heard an obnoxious male voice crowing at me from one of the balconies.

“Professor Cain!” the voice cried out.

I tried to hide behind my sunglasses and ignore him.

“Hey!  Professor Cain!” he yelled louder.

“What?” I finally barked back.

“Nice swimsuit!”

I peered over my sunglasses rim to see the face of one of the frat boys who had inquired about office hours.

Ugh, I thought to myself, really?  It had to be one of them?

I waved politely, but instantly threw on my tee shirt, gathered my belongings, and fled back to my apartment.  I moved as fast as I could without actually running.  I locked my door behind me, and released my breath with a whoosh.  I did not even realize I had been holding it until it exploded from my lips.

I stripped out of the bikini and immediately tossed it into the nearest trashcan.  I swore never to leave the house in something like that again, unless I was at least a thousand miles from campus.  I slipped back into the tee shirt and a pair of running shorts, and curled up on the couch to finish my book.

I know students take advantage of these free afternoons, and I figured I should too.  Mine would be fewer and farther between as the semester progressed.  Around noon, I wandered into the kitchen to get something to eat and returned with a small green salad.  It was unexciting, to say the least, but it filled me.  I spent the afternoon mostly asleep on the couch.  That night, Alice came home with more boring reports of statistics classes and we made dinner while a movie played in the background.

The next day was about the same.  My only class was slightly later in the morning, so right before it started, I stopped by my shared office and posted my office hours.  As I walked into the classroom in my nice suit, I could not help but notice someone lingering just around the corner from my office.  It was the frat boy from the other class, and from my apartment complex.  He was whispering to his two buddies and pointing in my direction.  I tried not to pay any attention, but it was hard since I still felt more like a student than a teacher.

I ended that class session early as well (it seemed only fair) and headed back to my office to pretend to work.  So far this professor job was pretty easy, but I had to make an effort.

When I arrived at the shared closet slash office, the three frat boys were waiting with very disarming grins on their clean-cut faces.

“Tim here says you have a very nice swim suit,” one of them was leaning up against the door frame.

“Tell Tim thank you,” I said, trying to squeeze past the trio.

But as soon as I unlocked the door, they all three pushed inside with me.  It was a little overwhelming, being surrounded by these muscular young men who seemed intent on staying very close to me.  They all smelled great, it was an intoxicating mix of cologne and cockiness.  Their arms were bulging at the sleeves, and their pecs stood out flatly against their polo shirts.  In short, it was everything I had dreamed of as a college girl, but never would have had a remote possibility.  Apparently, my chances were much better as a professor.  And the nearness of all of them just reminded me of how long it had been since I dated anyone.

“You’re welcome,” piped in a second voice.

“But you see,” the first voice continued, “Joey and I are jealous we didn’t get to see.”

“Boys, I really don’t think...”

“Aw c’mon, you showed Tim.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”

“Then how did he see it?”

“It was an accident,” I tried to defend my attire from yesterday.

“But I want to see it again,” the one who must have been Tim was lounging against my desk, staring at my clothed tits with a hungry grin on his face.

****

I felt the heat bloom in my belly the longer he stared at me, envisioning the bikini from yesterday.  I felt like prey in the middle of their trio.  Tim was a tall blonde all-American sort of guy, while Joey was a shorter dark-haired Italian.  The unnamed one was in between, with wavy brown hair and a very eager look on his face.

I tried to ease out of the group, but unfortunately, as I backed up, I ended up pressed against the bookcase against the wall.  Tim was slowly strolling towards me, and I knew he could see my chest starting to rise and fall faster.

“Professor?  You okay?  Your face looks flushed,” he grinned at me, winking at his counterparts.

“I-I’m fine, really,” I stuttered.

“You look almost as red as that little bikini…”

“How little was it?” the unnamed one piped in.

“Oh, Andy, it was tiny,” Tim bragged about what he had seen.

“Damn,” Andy and Joey muttered under their breath.

“I think these fellow deserve a peek too, Professor,” Tim had stopped just in front of me.

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Not so sure?  Well, that leaves room for negotiation, doesn’t it?” Tim was smarter than I gave him credit for.

He pressed one of his palms against the wall behind my head so that our faces were inches apart.

“Tim, I really don’t…”

“Now, Professor,” he said softly, running his fingertips over my neck.

When he saw me shiver, he grinned and leaned forward until his lips were right against my ear.

“I really think they deserve a peek,” he whispered as his fingers trailed down to unfasten the top button of my blouse.

My eyes tracked his fingers as he popped open another one and from his vantage point, I knew that he could see the generous cleavage that swelled inside my lacy white bra.

“Damn, looks even better up close,” his eyes swirled dark blue as his fingers kept unfastening buttons.

When he came to the waistband of my skirt, he slid his hand inside my jacket and around my waist to pull me against him.

“Tim…” I had no idea what was going on, but the more attention he paid me, the less I cared about how wrong it was.

His warm lips left a trail of light kisses from my ear along my jawline until he paused right in front of my lips.  His fingers splayed out against my ass, and when he rubbed against me, I could feel just how much he liked messing with his professor.  His cock was thick behind the fly of his jeans, and my body yearned to be filled.  I was hazy and foggy with desire for this guy, and I had almost forgotten about the others.

“Tim?” Andy’s hesitant voice piped up from the room somewhere.

“Yeah?” he answered without ever taking his lips off my throat.

“You gotta share this time.”

Tim released me and stepped back so that Andy and Joey could see my open blouse and my lacy bra.

“Mmmm, nice,” Joey exhaled his approval.

Andy nodded, almost too excited to speak.

Tim firmly pulled me away from the wall and nestled his body behind me so that I was leaned up against his still swollen cock.

“That better?”

Both of the other guys nodded as Tim started to remove the rest of my clothing.  He was polite about it, laying my jacket and blouse over the back of my chair.  His fingers tickled my lower back as he fumbled with the zipper of my skirt.  I could feel the teeth vibrating as he slid it down and peeled just the top few inches open to reveal my smooth flat tummy.

He lightly pushed me forward, and I heard a low moan from behind me.

“You think the front is nice, you should see this side,” he bragged again to the other two over my shoulder.

His hands slid inside my skirt and gripped my ass tightly through my lace panties.  Both Andy and Joey were shuffling their feet, and when my eyes came to rest on their jeans, I could see why.  They were both sporting erections as Tim stripped me for them.

Tim raked his nails down the sides of my hips, taking the skirt to the floor.  I gingerly stepped out, leaving me in nothing but the white lace bra and panty set, and a pair of black stilettos.

“Oh damn,” Joey mumbled, adjusting himself right in front of me.

Tim was pressing his clothed cock against me, and I couldn’t help but wriggle against him.  His fingers dug into my hips as I swayed and gyrated my ass until he roughly pushed me forward and away from him.

“Tim?” I giggled.

“Yeah?” his voice was raspy when he responded.

“You okay back there?”

“Uh huh, just don’t want to be selfish,” he muttered a half-assed excuse.

Suddenly, just like that, the tables were turned.  I was in charge now, and I had three very nice college boys who seemed eager to please.

I walked forward in my lace and high heels, swaying my tits and ass as I moved.  The two in front of me were just staring as though I had stepped off the pages of one of their wrinkly porn magazines.  I could hear Tim trying to catch his breath behind me.

I giggled to myself when I remembered that little fact about college boys, they were eager to rise and eager to finish, but always rose again.

With a wink at Andy and Joey, I turned around, moved my clothing off my desk chair, and pulled it over in front of Tim.  I straddled the back of the seat towards Tim, leaving the curves of my ass spread out nicely under the lace and facing Andy and Joey.

Tim’s deep blue eyes were wide with interest, and I watched as he adjusted his swollen cock under his jeans.  I beckoned to him with one finger, and he stepped forward quickly, almost tripping over himself.  When he was right in front of me, I ran one fingernail down the front of his jeans, sending tiny vibrations through the material to his cock underneath.  He gasped and shivered as his hips thrust forward on their own.

“I hate to be the only one showing off here,” I grinned up at him.

“Ma’am?”

“Let’s see what we have to play with,” I gestured to his jeans.

He unzipped his jeans so fast I was worried he might injure himself, especially when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.  His thick cock bobbed out towards me, eagerly reaching for whatever I had to offer.  I ran my nails up the sensitive underside, relishing the shiver that coursed through his body.

“Been a while?” I teased the young man as I rolled his heavy balls in my hand.

“Uh huh, a little while.”

“How long?” I pressed my fingertips just underneath his sac.

“About a week?”

“Since you got laid?”

“Since anything,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing.

“Oh really…  This is a week?  Stored up just for me?”

He nodded, still embarrassed in front of his friends.  When I slid my warm wet mouth down his length, he groaned deep and loud, and I heard two zippers release behind me.

I held his warm shaft in my mouth and let my tongue flicker and dance over the sensitive spots under the head.  His fingers gripped the back railing of the chair tightly as I teased him.  I knew I had to tease lightly, or it would be over in seconds.  When I slid my lips back up his length, his knees buckled slightly.

With a loose and light grip, I stroked him absentmindedly as I turned around to check the other two.  They both had their cocks out and were stroking eagerly.

“Slow down, boys,” I giggled, waving at them to drop their cocks.

When they released their swollen shafts, the two dicks just bobbed in the air forlornly.

“Well, c’mere,” I beckoned to them.

They both shuffled forward eagerly, their pants gaping open to free their throbbing members.  Andy stood on one side of me, and Joey took the other.  I was surrounded by thick young cocks and their eager-to-please owners.

I released Tim’s erection, and he released the breath he had been holding in a whoosh.

“You just sit tight, big fella,” I kissed the tip of his cock.

I wrapped one hand around each of the others, letting their hot smooth flesh fill my hands.  I stroked them in unison, with a loose light grip just to torment them.  Just a few strokes before my fingers wandered down to tickle their sensitive aching balls.  Back and forth, a few strokes and then a light tickle.

Tim just watched with wide eyes as I tormented his two friends.  A few strokes and a few tickles, and then back again.  I kept this up, every so often reaching out to lick the underside of Tim’s cock.  After almost fifteen minutes, all three guys were panting and swearing and begging.

Andy seemed to be having the hardest time controlling himself; he kept grabbing my shoulder in a death grip as he struggled not to cum.

I finally relented for him first, and without warning, I sank his short but thick cock wholly into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he exhaled loudly, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

I worked his shaft with my hand, sliding up and down quickly, while my mouth and tongue sucked and licked the swollen head.  After all that teasing, it did not take long for him to swell that final time.

I pulled my mouth off just moments before he went off.  I stroked his cock fast and hard until he exploded on my tits.  When he was finished, he staggered back to one of the other desks, and fell against it panting.

Joey was playing with himself when I turned his direction, and I giggled.

“That all you want, my Italian stud?”

He shook his head, “No ma’am, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“What about you Tim?  You just want to play with yourself too?”

“No!” the tall blonde man said emphatically.

I giggled, and reached for a tissue to clean myself up.

After I had dabbed my tits clean, I gestured to Tim, and he hurried out of his jeans and sat down on the chair for me.  With a flair I did not know I had, I stripped out of my bra and panties, and straddled his lap while still wearing my black high heels.  I let the tip of his cock lightly rub against my wetness, and he groaned loudly and tried to thrust upwards.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I pulled up away from him.

I beckoned to Joey, who was impatiently waiting his turn.  When he stepped forward, his cock was at the perfect height to slide right between my lips.  I worked my tongue down his length as he entered my mouth, and from the way he groaned almost painfully, I knew he wasn’t going to last long either.

I rested my body on Tim’s thighs, letting my wetness glide over his skin to torment him, while I worked on Joey’s cock.  He was longer than Andy but not quite as thick, so I could close my lips around him tightly while I sucked his cock.  I massaged and rolled his full balls as I drew my mouth back and forth along his shaft.  My tongue found every sensitive spot on his cock, and I loved the moans that spilled from his mouth.

“Oh fuck, yeah, yeah, aw man,” Joey groaned deep in his throat.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I pulled my mouth back from his cock and finished him off with just a couple of strokes, until he too left white jets all over my full tits.

Joey stumbled backwards to rest with Andy, and I turned my full attention to the man on whom I was sitting.

“Hi Tim,” I grinned down at him.

“Hey there Professor,” his tension had subsided just a little, and his cockiness had returned.

I glided my pussy along the length of his shaft slowly, making sure he was good and slippery for me.  His fingertips dug into my hips as he tried to dictate my motions but I fought his urgings.

He stared up at me, the torment evident in the need on his face, and I threaded my fingers through his soft blonde hair.  His nails raked up my back as he pulled me in for a hungry kiss.  His lips devoured mine, his tongue dancing inside my mouth just as I knew his cock wanted to do with my pussy.

As he focused on kissing me and teasing me back, I sunk his cock into my warm wet pussy.  His head fell back as he groaned loudly, and pulled me down against his thighs.

I leaned forward and whispered the words that I knew would send him into overdrive, “Fuck me college boy.”

His head snapped back up, and he growled at me, and thrust upwards with everything he had.  It had been so long since I was filled and I had picked the perfect cock for the job.  He was as long as Joey and as thick as Andy, and stretched me in ways that my body had forgotten.

His hips and mine found a fast and urgent rhythm together, and the room was filed with the wet sounds of his cock pounding my pussy.  I could feel the need bubbling inside and with an evil glint in his eye, Tim snuck one hand down between our writhing thrusting bodies.  When his thumb found my aching clit, it shoved me over the edge, and I groaned his name against his muscular shoulder.

When my pussy started squeezing and stroking his cock as I came, he let loose a stream of cuss words and filled my pussy with his seed.  Afterwards, I collapsed on top of him, and let his soothing hands stroke my naked body until we could breathe again.

****

Oddly enough, all three of those guys dropped my Writing 101 class the next day, but I was mostly grateful.  It would have just been awkward to see them in the classroom every day.  But once Tim had dropped the class, we did see each other every night.

When he would come to pick me up, Alice always gave us strange looks, but never said anything.  In addition to being a nice cock, Tim turned out to be a nice guy too.

Oh, and that football player who wanted to write about sex?  Every single one of his stories contained a raunchy sex scene.  But none of them lived up to what those boys and I did that afternoon in my office.  Truth is better than fiction!  And my truth was three very hot college guys.
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