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Melanie still hadn't gotten used to the whole online learning thing.

	It wasn't that she was old or anything. Though maybe her students would think she was. But anyone seemed old to people who were only 18 or 9 themselves.

	Melanie tried to shake it off as she sat down in front of her laptop, the little camera on the top of her monitor glaring at her like a tiny, unblinking eye.

	She shuffled her handwritten notes on her desk and then checked through her PowerPoint lecture.

	Somehow, this whole thing made her feel even more nervous than just getting ready to do an in--person lecture.

	She checked the video conferencing software, then glanced at the time. Still a solid 15 minutes before class started.

	And her nerves just wouldn't go away.

	She squirmed around in her chair, trying to think of something that might help.

	Then she did.

	Melanie swallowed nervously and then glanced around, even though she knew she was completely alone in her home.

	She double checked the video software to make sure everything was off. At least, she though she did.

	Then she pulled up her web browser and brought up her favorite dirty site.

	In a couple mouse clicks, she had a video up of her latest little fantasy: and older woman with a younger man.

	She felt heat rise up her throat into her cheeks.

	She felt her pussy get wet as she squirmed in her office chair. 

	Melanie unbuttoned her blouse so she could squeeze and massage her breasts.

	Then she tried to skip ahead a little in the video, her hand brushing quickly across the keyboard.

	"Fuck, he's so hot..." she breathed as she spread her thighs. She couldn't wait to sink a couple fingers deep into her slick little pussy. She couldn't wait to get some relief from all this tension.

	But in her hastiness, she must've pressed some sort of hotkey.

	A chat bubble popped up in the lower righthand side of the window.

	"Ummm... Miss B? We can see you." It read.

	Four words had never terrified her so much in her life.

	Her stomach tightened. Her eyes widened. And her breath caught when she nearly came. And she hadn't even touched herself yet.

	She rushed to fix the problem, buttoning her blouse and closing down the smut while she hoped she hadn't somehow also enabled the screen sharing.

	While she did, she saw with some relief that only two of her students had logged in this early.

	Will and Bruce. Those names made it worse. Because they were both about equally responsible for her newfound love of cougar fantasies.

	They'd both been so hot in the few in-person classes that the college had before going fully online.

	"You fucked up the buttons," the chat window lit up with a message from Bruce.

	She glanced down at her blouse and noticed that she had. She murmured a hast "Thanks," while she fixed them.

	After that, the lecture went surprisingly well. Melanie kept waiting for the hammer to fall after that. Waited for Will or Bruce to share a screengrab of her with her tits out and her mouth slack with desire.

	Waited for one of them to threaten to share what happened with the dean unless she gave them an A in the class.

	It never happened. Not even a full week after the "incident."

	And that gave Melanie her own plan. Because she couldn't stop thinking about how she'd nearly come when she got caught by those two hunks.

	That, and they both seemed able to keep a secret.

	But she didn't want anymore of this online bullshit. It had to be real. God, she needed some dick. Needed it bad. Her fingers and her dildo just weren't enough anymore.

	So she created another email account, this one not on the school server, and pulled Will and Bruce's contact info from the registrar database.

	Then she took a picture of herself in the same outfit she'd had on when they saw her. This time she left her blouse buttons undone, exposing her cleavage.

	She sent them both the same message with the picture, asking if they wanted a private study session the next day and giving them her address.

	To her pleasant surprise, they both arrived on time the next day, waiting for her on her front porch.

	She smiled at them as she opened the door, "Hello, boys. Want to come in?"

	Will glanced at Bruce, "I didn't realize you'd have us both over..."

	"Is that a problem? You think I can't handle the two of you?" Melanie said.

	Bruce grinned, flashing a perfect white smile, "It's just... two guys... We've never..."

	"You're in good hands," Melanie stepped out onto the porch and looked up into their handsome, youthful faces.

	Then she reached forward and gripped them both by the front of their pants. They both hardened to her touch.

	Her pussy was already so wet! And fuck, they both felt bigger than she hoped they'd be. Good boys!

	"It'll be fun. I promise," Melanie said, barely able to her hear own voice over the thunderous flow of blood by her ears. Her heart felt like it might burst through her ribs.

	"Oh... okay..." Bruce said.

	Will seemed a little less sure, but also nodded.

	She led them both into her living room and then gave them each a shove on the chest that sat them down her her couch.

	Melanie couldn't help herself. She felt like a big cat in heat. She couldn't stop thinking about how quickly their cocks hardened to her touch.

	She couldn't stop thinking about how they'd feel sliding in and out of her, covered in the slick juices of her pussy so they could move against her tightness.

	"Come here," she said, planting herself on Bruce's lap. She kissed him while she ground her hips into his.

	He hardened against her almost instantly. His strong, football player's hands grabbed her ass and squeezed. She groaned a little.

	Not wanting to leave Will out of it, she reached over and grabbed his cock through his pants again. Her heart fluttered when he gasped at her touch.

	"You're so fucking hot," Bruce said, his chest heaving with the need for air when they finished kissing. He kept squeezing her ass. His fingers were strong, and she liked the sensation.

	"I... I don't know if we should be doing this," Will said, "I mean, you're our teacher!"

	"Shut up, man! Don't you want this to happen?" Bruce shot him a death-glare.

	"I don't know. I just don't know..."

	Melanie felt a momentary flash of panic. This wasn't how it was supposed to happen! So she leaned over, still seated on Bruce's lap, grabbed Will's face, and kissed him deeply.

	He went rigid at her touch, but soon relaxed. Not all the way, though. It wasn't ideal.

	But she needed to keep going with the plan.

	Throwing her hair over her shoulder, she looked at Will as he stood.

	"I think you should stay. Don't you want to stay?"

	"Melanie, if Will doesn't leave soon, he's just going to have to watch..." Bruce said. He put his hand on her thigh and ran it up under her dress. His fingers found the elastic of her panties and tugged at it, trying to emphasize his warning.

	Melanie made a deep, sexy sound in her throat that left Will shifting from one foot to the other and Bruce grinding his hard shaft against her ass.

	"Good, I want him to stay. In fact, I think I know something really fun. For me, at least..."

	"Oh?" Bruce said.

	Despite her apparent control, Melanie could hardly control herself. She shook as blood raced through her body, leaving her hot and misty. It was all going so well. She couldn't believe how well it was going. 

	Will hadn't left, either. She could see the strain on his face as he tried to keep his cock from hardening, starting to bulge against the front of his jeans. 

	She gave Bruce another long, hot kiss. His mouth was wet, warm, and eager against hers. His fingers, still under her dress, started traveling over her thigh, getting closer to that incredible heat between her legs.

	Laughing, Melanie got up. She pulled her dress back down.

	"Yes, great fun. How about this, boys: anything you do to each other... I'll do to you."

	The walls of her sex trembled as she said the words. But was it going to work? She bit down on her bottom lip, holding her breath.

	Will looked from the sexy woman in the little dress to the big guy on the couch. Bruce also shifted between them. She could see the hunger in their eyes. Bruce sighed, then, and her heart fell as he stood. He was going back upstairs.

	Then Bruce grabbed Will and pushed him against the wall. 

	"Yes!" Melanie said.

	Bruce grabbed the lapels of Will's blazer and pulled him forward. They kissed.

	Melanie slunk over, putting one arm over Bruce's shoulder and the other over Will's.

	"That is so fucking hot," she said.

	She felt the heat mount inside her as she watched the men's lips move. They'd both closed their eyes. She gasped when she saw the pink flash of tongue as Will opened his mouth a little.

	Running her fingers up into Bruce's hair, she made a fist and pulled. A thin string of saliva still connected the men's mouths for a moment, turning Melanie's knees to water.

	"Come here," she said, pulling Bruce's face closer.

	She kissed him again. Then she felt a hand on her back. It started to slide down. She opened one eye just a little to see who it was. It was Will.

	His touch left a trail of goose prickles down her spine as his fingers got closer to the flare of her hips and ass.

	Breathless, she pulled away from Bruce. Grabbing Will's hair like she'd done to Bruce, she pulled him into a kiss. His mouth was just as hot and inviting as Bruce’s.

	When Will's hand cupped her bottom she stopped. Prying his hand from her flesh, she stepped back. Both Will's and Bruce's shoulders heaved. Their faces had flushed, and the hunger was naked in their eyes.

	Melanie pulled down the strap over her left shoulder, then stepped back again.

	"Well, boys?"

	She had to keep herself from going onto all fours on the couch and telling them both to fuck her until she screamed. No, it was better to wait and watch. Better to see them enjoy each other before she let them have her.

	This time, Will acted first. He grabbed the bottom of Bruce's shirt and yanked it off. Bruce had a bit of hair on his chest, just enough to be sexy. It lent a little more definition to his already great muscles. Melanie watched as Bruce's nipples puckered.

	"Oh!" Melanie said.

	Will stooped lower, letting his lips play over Bruce's bared pecs. The tip of his tongue flicked at Bruce's nipples for a few moments. Then it went down the crease in the middle, between his abs. Will ended kissing Bruce under the navel. 

	Melanie had difficulty swallowing as she watched Bruce's manhood bulge out.

	"Enough!" Melanie said. She could feel the sweat forming on her bared flesh. The walls of her pussy practically convulsed as she came up behind Will. She grabbed him by the shoulders, urging him to his feet.

	First, she pulled his blazer off. Her fingers teased his torso for a few moments. She let herself feel his hard muscles for a moment before deciding she couldn't wait any longer to see his bare chest.

	She pulled off his tee. Unlike Bruce, he was completely hairless. Will's breaths were ragged, and he had no smartass comments as Melanie licked her lips.

	She started with his collarbone, letting her mouth just brush against it. 

	Behind them, Bruce had sat back down on the couch. He'd started rubbing his hard cock through his pants as he watched.

	Her lips kissed him all over his chest. She kept taking deep breaths of the cologne he wore, letting the scent infuse her with a heady desire.

	His nipples perked up when she tongued them.

	Will's hands kept clenching and unclenching as Melanie let her lips descend between his abs. She could make out his straining bulge as she went down onto her knees in front of him.

	Her fingers fell, hooking themselves in the waist of his pants. She let her thumbs trail inward as she slowly licked the smooth, bare skin below his navel. Will groaned, forcing himself to keep his hands off her shoulder. Melanie had the urge to whip out her co-worker's stiff shaft, plunge it into her mouth, and suck down every last drop of his cum while Bruce jerked himself off.

	But that would ruin her little game.

	So she just allowed the tips of her thumbs to play over the outlines of his bulge against his jeans for a moment. Then she smiled up at him, hoping it held as much mischief as his usually did, and stood.

	She sat down in the armchair Will had used earlier, wondering what they would do next. How far would they go for her? She didn't know how much longer she could maintain the game before she absolutely needed one or both of their cocks pulsing inside of her. 

	"Here's some incentive, boys," Melanie said.

	Both men watched as she slowly pulled the dress up to reveal her panties. Holding the back of the chair with one hand, she arched up, keeping her knees apart.

	Letting out a low, carnal moan, she let one finger of her other hand trace a line across the inside of both thighs. Then, she gasped a little as she let that same finger move twice up and down her slit. Her panties already felt moist.

	They seemed to be taking unspoken turns. Bruce stood up, grimacing as his hard cock pressed against his pants. Will turned to face him. Melanie could see Bruce's powerful frame tremble as he tried to control himself. She looked at him with smoky eyes. 

	She needed him. She needed them both. The ache within sent pangs throughout her body.

	Bruce went down on his knees in front of Will. Tentatively at first, his hands shaking, Bruce reached up and undid the button. He stared up into Will's downturned face as he slid the zipper down. Both men's mouths had opened, and a deep flush had travelled up both their bodies.

	Melanie watched, letting her finger return to stroking up and down her slit. It sent pleasant shocks up her back.

	Melanie's finger pushed harder against her pussy as she watched Bruce pull Will's pants down.

	Will's thick cock, freed from his pants, shot up to a very stiff attention. She could see the glistening of precum all over the head. Bruce pulled Will's pants all the way off, tossing them onto his blazer so that Melanie's co-worker stood completely naked in the middle of the room.

	For a moment, Bruce just looked at the other man's stiff shaft.

	Come on, baby, Melanie pleaded in her mind, willing for Bruce to hear her thoughts. She didn't know how much longer she could go without touching his cock. Her finger, apparently agreeing, started pulling her panties out of the way so she could rub her moist lips with nothing in the way. She stopped it.

	"Fuck!" She heard Will say.

	When she looked up, she saw Bruce stroking Will's cock. He pushed his fingers all the way against Will's stomach, then pulled them forward, letting them envelope the wet head. He did that with one arm around the small of Will's back, holding the other man in place. Will put his hands on Bruce's big shoulders, each fingertip pushing hard enough to leave a white, coin-sized pressure mark in Bruce's flesh.

	Melanie leaned forward, barely able to contain herself. She'd soaked her panties already. Fingers of pleasure seemed to work themselves against the walls of her pussy, urging more juices and trembles from her.

	She almost fell out of her chair when Bruce took Will's cock in his mouth. His lips stretched around Will's girth as he slid halfway down the shaft. Will threw his head back, gritting his teeth as Bruce's hot, wet mouth surrounded him.

	"Oh, God!" Melanie send as she watched Bruce's lips trail back along her co-worker’s shaft.

	She could see little drops of Bruce's saliva along Will's member. Then Bruce used that spit as lube, ramming his hand up and down, faster and faster, as his mouth and tongue swirled around the head.

	"Fuck!" Will said suddenly, pushing Bruce away. 

	His cock was absolutely soaked in Bruce's spit. He gritted his teeth as he calmed himself down.

	Before she even knew what she was doing, Melanie was on Bruce. She'd pushed him down onto his back. Her fingers fumbled for a moment with his pants before she yanked them off. 

	Just like with Will's cock, Bruce's had a thick glob of precum at the tip. Melanie slurped it down, pushing her mouth all the way until her nose touched Bruce's stomach.

	Bruce groaned beneath her, arching his hips into the air. He grabbed Melanie's head and pulled her toward him even more. She ignored her gag reflex as Bruce's thick shaft pushed its way into her throat.

	She hummed on him, massaging his balls with one hand. 

	The other rammed its way along Will's length. He held her dress up. His thumb slipped beneath her panties and ran up and down her slit.

	Her whole body seemed to crawl with electrified goosebumps as he found her clit and began rubbing it. 

	Melanie's consciousness slid fully into the moment. She experienced every inch of Bruce's shaft as it trembled in her mouth. She liked how smooth his skin felt against her tongue. She loved the way he throbbed and pulsed against it as her mouth pleasured his nerves raw.

	Will's finger moved faster over her clit, making her passage clench up around nothing. His other hand busily squeezed her ass.

	"God, you are so hot, Melanie," Will said. 

	She felt his lips on her bottom, tracing a hot long across that firm flesh from cheek to cheek.

	Then she pulled back, out of air. A thick string of saliva still connected her lips to the head of Bruce's cock. She collected it with her fingers and massaged him. He was so big in her fingers, and she just couldn't get over how he throbbed with his need.

	She'd always enjoyed being with him. He loved her tenderly when she wanted, fucked her hard when she needed. But it had never been this intense.

	She threw her head back and moaned as Will stuck two fingers into her sopping hole. Her teeth pushed together as her walls tightened around him. 

	In the meantime, Bruce had pulled the other shoulder strap down. He wasted no time pulling the dress down, revealing her bare breasts. He held them, squeezing and cupping. One hand also went up to squeeze lightly around her throat. 

	"Bruce, baby, he's going to make me cum..." Melanie said, biting her lip.

	Will's fingers writhed inside of her. They were strong, able to keep going even as the walls of her throbbing flesh bore down on them.

	"Do it. Let him feel how tight that little pussy gets," Bruce said.

	He pinched her nipples, rolled them between his fingers. Melanie went over the edge.

	It was like she'd descended into a pool of pure spiritual and physical pleasure. She almost drowned in it. She screamed for both of them as that pool overflowed, washing through her body, leaving all the nerves trembling in its wake.

	Will's fingers came out of her dripping with her juices. He licked them off.

	He bent over to start licking her sopping cunt, but she stopped him.

	"No, I want you," she said.

	Leading him by the cock, she moved him so that his feet were planted on either side of Bruce's head.

	Bruce watched as Melanie held the base of Will's cock steady with one hand. She put her lips against the head, relishing the saltiness of his precum. Keeping them as tight as she could, she pushed forward. Will grunted, his cock swelling, getting harder, as her lips parted over it and swallowed the head.

	She sucked his cock slowly, letting him watch as the seal her lips had made around him tugged and pushed at the flesh. He grabbed handfuls of her hair, but knew better than to tug.

	Then Bruce grabbed her by the hips. He lifted her easily, positioning her opening directly over his cock.

	She moaned around Will's cock as her trembling sex lowered down onto Bruce's waiting member. 

	It was so good. But he didn't let her sink all the way down. No, he cupped the bottom of her ass. Then he started thrusting into her, forcing her pussy to stretch around his girth.

	Melanie pushed her fingertips into Bruce's chest as her body succumbed to his desire. Her pussy tightened around him, forcing him to slow down.

	But her mouth moved faster, swallowing almost all of Will's cock each time she drove her lips forward. Strings of her saliva dripped down from the other man's cock onto Bruce's chest.

	She wanted to tell them how good it felt, how they set her body on fire. But she couldn't.

	All she could do was look appreciatively up into Will's face as he fucked her mouth. He had such energy. All the muscles of his abs were clearly defined, and she loved the way his whole torso seemed to blush with the strength of his arousal.

	"Fuck, your lips look so good wrapped around my cock," Will said. He brushed the hair that had fallen onto Melanie's cheeks and forehead back over her ears.

	All three of their bodies glistened with sweat. It ran in little rivulets down their bodies. Their collective moans and groans of satisfaction filled the living room.

	As one, they all seemed to decide to change positions. Will helped her to her feet as Bruce got up. She went over to the couch and got on it, down on all fours.

	The boys switched positions. She smiled up at Bruce as she swallowed his cock. His smile turned into a grimace of pleasure as she rubbed her tongue along that sensitive spot on the bottom of the head of his shaft.

	Both she and Will groaned as he entered her from behind. Her spit had lubed him up nicely. He slid in deeper and deeper as her passage gripped him tightly, massaging his hardness with little trembles.

	Her breasts bounced as Will grabbed her by the hips and fucked her. The feeling of his balls slapping against her clit almost drove her mad. It sent a shock through her each time. 

	Melanie jackhammered her mouth up and down Bruce's member as Will brought her to another orgasm.

	Bruce groaned and grabbed at her head as she came on Will. He shoved his cock all the way into her, flexing, exciting her climax even higher.

	She clenched down so hard on Will that she didn't know how he could stay inside her. But he did, flexing his cock as hard as he could.

	Finally, she had to come up for air. She pulled her mouth off Bruce. He looked at her red, red lips.

	"I want you both inside me at the same time," she said.

	Bruce understood. Will lay down on his back on the couch, cock still buried in Melanie's pussy as she lay on his strong chest.

	Bruce grabbed her by the knees, pushing them back. She watched as he angled his cock toward her. Will jerked as their cocks touched.

	She'd never been stretched out so much before, and didn't know if she could. But she wanted to try. Thinking of having both their cocks buried in her tight little hole at the same time made her giddy with anticipation.

	Bruce grunted, his forehead crinkling and his lips parting, as he nudged the swollen head of his cock against her pussy.

	"Come on, put it in," Melanie begged.

	Snarling, Bruce pushed. Melanie yelled out. It hurt, but she didn't want him to stop. Bruce brought one hand to his mouth, spat on it, and rubbed the extra lube onto the top of his shaft.

	Will's cock seemed to pulse inside her the whole time. His hands had wrapped around her body, squeezing her breasts. Her stiff nipples stood out between his fingers.

	Melanie breathed in quick, sharp gasps as she felt herself opening up to this second cock. The men could feel the tightness, too, both of them groaning and grunting.

	"Please, baby, please," Melanie said, looking into his eyes.

	He shoved again, hard. 

	She felt the head slide in, then more and more of the shaft. She screamed. It hurt, but it felt so good. Nothing had ever made her pussy feel so good before. Her walls quivered with it even as they strained around two thick shafts.

	Slowly at first, Bruce and Will started thrusting. Their rubbing coaxed more juices from her sex, letting them slide more freely with each stroke.

	It was amazing how fast they made her cum. 

	"Cum in me, boys," Melanie said, barely able to speak as she climaxed on them both, her pussy locking their cocks inside her.

	Bruce grunted, the first to fulfill her wish. She felt the warmth of his load exploding inside her. Then Will stiffened beneath her, and she felt even hotter. Sweat poured down her face. It felt so good she almost cried. Their cocks pulsed against each other, against the clenching walls of her pussy, as they spurted their warm loads into her.

	But her little pussy couldn't hold all that cum. It trickled out of her, squeezing out around their shafts even as their faces contorted with that almost-pain of their orgasms.

	"Yes! God! Fill me up with your cum," she cried out.

	It was the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced. And she didn't want it to end. 

	It did, though. She kept the boys around a while longer, telling them how good they'd been.

	Then she told them that they'd need to get out of her house if they wanted to not fail her class. And they especially needed to stay quiet if they ever wanted anything like this to happen again.

	They stammered over each other about how they'd never tell anyone. And she smiled at them and told them that she knew they wouldn't.

	Then she told them to wait for her next email while she led them to the front door and out of her house.
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