

Lacy fixed her bra in the mirror, the wire frame barely able to contain her large breasts. She had gained a little weight after having two kids and she never seemed to be able to find the time to shop for new clothes. Stepping into a short black skirt, she pulled on a stylish gray sweater to match, accenting the outfit with a gold necklace and diamond earrings.


After the divorce, she had gone on a bit of a spending spree. In a sense, it didn’t even feel like her money when she was spending it on fine food and wine. It felt more like she was finally punishing Stewart for all the hell that he had put her through. The cheating, the drinking, the drugs. He had been out of control and the multiple infidelities turned out to just be too much for Lacy to handle.


She had tried to help him through all his addictions, but once she started finding strange thongs in the SUV, she ended it. His taste in women was atrocious.  He always seemed to go for these really young bimbos. For a man in his late 40’s, dating a girl that just turned 20 should have been out of bounds, but the man had no boundaries in his life. As a top surgeon in the country, he felt like a God and acted like one as well.


Lacy just shook her head. She remembered the first bimbo she saw him with after the divorce. Her name was Renee maybe? She was a student from France, coming over to the United States to study communications. She should have been studying how to keep her legs closed.


Lacy had spotted them at the mall together, out on a patio sharing drinks. The girl wasn’t even old enough to order a beer so Stewart had to order her a Sprite! The whole situation was completely absurd. She wore a dress that was much too short for her, barely covering up her naughty bits.


This other woman laughed at Stewart’s jokes like he was a stand up comedian, constantly touching his upper arm while she giggled. Watching them made Lacy sick to her stomach, but she couldn’t look away. She felt like she had to know what Stewart saw in these young women. They didn’t have brains, money, or power. Did men really only care about what a woman looked like?


Lacy sighed as she looked at the clock. She was going to be late to the parent teacher conference that was set for 7:00. She pulled out some strappy shoes and rushed out the door without any pantyhose or makeup on. Those would have to wait for another time since she had found herself lost in thought thinking about her dumb ass ex-husband.


The drive over to the school was short thankfully. There wasn’t much traffic on the roads right now. She parked in the overflow parking lot and got out. Her shoes clicked against the asphalt as she moved toward the school. Someone was shouting in the distance, which startled her. She looked up to try and find the source.


“Blue 42. Blue 42. Johnson, I need you on the line and paying attention. If we have another sack because of you, you will be riding the bench for the full four years you are here. Do you understand me?”


Lacy had finally found the source of the yelling. It looked like the football team was meeting for practice.


“These poor boys,” she thought. “They have to stay past 7:00 to practice football. They should be home already having fun with their friends or working on homework. This school is pushing them too hard.”


Her attention was diverted to the football players on the field. The young boys were all sweating and hot under the steaming Texas sun. As Lacy watched them from afar, she found herself also starting to sweat a little. She didn’t understand why her ex-husband was always going for younger women until she saw this football team of young guys playing in the heat.


Their hard bodies shined in the fading sunlight, hard biceps coated in sweat and dirt. Lacy raised an eyebrow as some of the players turned around and caught her checking them out.  One of them blew her a kiss and another boy flexed for her.


Lacy felt herself turn red. These young men were checking her out as she checked them out. Her sense of embarrassment quickly turned to a sense of pride. These young guys were checking her out! She still had it.


Smiling to herself, she turned and walked away, her firm ass moving back and forth in her tight skirt. The football players all turned now and watched her move into the school. Some of them called out after her and some of the players whistled as they watched her leave.


“Don’t leave just yet. We can still put on a show for you.”


“What is your number gorgeous? I want to talk to you later.”


“Are you a teacher? Can you teach me a few things?”


Lacy hurried through the parking lot as the boys continued to call out after her. As she got closer to the school, she went to pull open one of the large metal doors, but a nicely dressed young man beat her to it. She held the door open for her and ushered her inside with a wave of his hand.


“Come right on in.” he said, flashing her a perfect smile. “You must be here for a parent teacher meeting.”


“I am,” said Lacy with a smile. “Are all the teacher’s here as cute as you?” she asked, flirting with the young man. 
He laughed, fixing his black tie and smoothing out his tan khakis. He looked at her with nice green eyes and flashed her another grin with his perfect, white teeth.


“I am actually a teaching assistant ma’am. I am not a teacher yet. I just graduated college.”


“Ohhhh, college boy,” thought Lacy. “I bet this hunk could teach me a thing or two if he just graduated college. This kid was probably getting more ass than a rock star in the 80’s.


Lacy nodded at him, looking him up and down. He was tall, at least 6’3 with a broad chest that fit into his dress shirt perfectly. His wide shoulders were only offset by his trim waist, which resulted in a delicious upside down pyramid to his upper body. He had great taste in clothing as well. His professional khakis were pressed and neat, working perfectly with his black, leather shoes. This kid definitely kept himself looking good.


The young man noticed her checking him out and blushed a little. He turned away from her and hefted his briefcase. 


“Sorry, I have to get going. I need to get over to my room for a parent teacher conference actually.”


Lacy gave him a lazy grin, still checking out his young and fit body. “So who is the conference with college boy?” said Lacy with a slight mocking tone. “Are you going to tell all the parents their kids need to do more homework or it is off to military school with them?”


He smiled, stopping in the hallway to address her. “My name is James, not college boy. We don’t send anyone to military school here, I don’t think we even have the ability to do that. Also, I take my job seriously. Some of the kids here have real problems. By the way, what was your name again?”


Lacy offered him her hand. “Lacy Smithson. Glad to meet you James.”


He shook her hand and paused for a moment. “Lacy…Smithson. Wait, are you the Mother of John Smithson?”


Lacy pulled her hand back in shock. “I…yes I am. How did you know my son’s name?”


James threw back his head and laughed. “You are just the person I was looking for. My conference call is with you tonight.”


Lacy felt her eyes light up. “My conference call is with this young hunk? I might want detention from him.” Her thoughts were raging. She tried to control her racing images dancing through her mind and just smiled politely as she asked her next question.


“So…why is it the regular teacher couldn’t make it tonight?”


“He is actually in bad shape right now. The story is pretty sad. I am surprised your son never told you. His regular teacher has been in and out of the hospital for months now.”


The couple walked down the hall as they bantered back and forth with each other. Lacy learned more about her son in just five minutes than she learned from living with him for years. He was bright and very sociable, but he seemed to not have any direction. He didn’t have plans after school and he wasn’t looking at any trades. James, the teacher currently in charge, was worried about him. He wasn’t doing his homework and he didn’t seem to care as his grades kept sliding.


James thought he had a way to get through to her son, but he didn’t want to overstep his bounds. He was just a teacher after all. He felt like, if he could just talk with Lacy, she could put down some ground rules back at home and be able to start to correct things.


He offered her coffee as they both sat down at his desk. Piles and piles of papers were stacked up everywhere.


“It has been very hard filling in for their regular teacher,” said James as he saw her eyeing the stacks. “I think with your son though, we have shot.”


“What do you have in mind for him?”


“I can send you an email each day with the homework assignments that we need him to complete. As long as he proves to you each night he is getting it all done, we should be all set. We can get him back on track.”


Lacy nodded, agreeing with him as she looked into his beautiful eyes. She knew she had to stay focused on the wellbeing of her son, but at the same time, she had needs that weren’t being fulfilled. The teacher laid out the whole plan to her and she signed off on it, hoping finally, her son would learn his lesson.


As she stood up to leave, James reached out and grasped her hand in his.


“Before you go Lacy, I wanted to ask you something. Can I see you outside of school? I didn’t see a ring on your hand so I just assumed you would be able to join me for a date sometime. Maybe I can take you out for dinner? What do you like?”


Lacy went red in the face, shaking her head back and forth. 
  

“James, you are much too young. I could never date you. My boy goes to this school. What would everyone think?”


He didn’t respond, he just sat there staring at her. Was he angry? Lacy couldn’t tell. He eyes seemed to burn right into her. With careful deliberation, he stood up and walked around the desk. Lacy turned and noticed that her head was at the same height as his crotch now. There was a sizeable bulge in his pants when she actually looked at it. This man was obviously hung well. What she wouldn’t do for a huge cock to ride right now, but she couldn’t. It wasn’t right.


James saw the hesitation in her eyes and pounced on it. Any weakness in her resolve quickly faded as he bent down and kissed her on the lips. It was a slow, burning kiss. It told her this young man was not looking for a short fling. He wanted passion and romance. He stood up, looking down at her with a smile.


“For someone who can’t date me Lacy, you seemed to really enjoy that kiss. Nobody has to know what happens behind closed doors. I can be very discreet. I did live in a frat house after all.”


Lacy was conflicted. She felt like she was betraying her boy, but at the same time, she had needs. Desperate needs. Hot needs that had to be satisfied otherwise she might just burst.


She stood up, still unsure of what she was doing, and grabbed the back of James head to pull his lips toward hers. She kissed him hard, jamming her tongue into his mouth and swirling it around.


He was surprised, but he didn’t pull back. He welcomed the hot tongue into his mouth and added his own to the mix. His hot tongue felt so good in her mouth, slipping past her lips, licking at the sensitive underside of her own tongue. This boy knew what he was doing and Lacy couldn’t wait to sample more of him in the bedroom.


A door shut loudly down the hall with a bang and footsteps could be heard outside. Lacy quickly pushed him away and smoothed out her clothes.


“What am I doing?” she thought to herself. “This is just crazy. I can’t be seen with the man that teaches my son. I could cost him his job. He could cost me my reputation. I need to cut this off and do it now, before anyone gets hurt.”


She turned and hurried from the room. James called out after her, trying to apologize, but she didn’t hear his words. She was already rushing through the long halls, shoes clicking against the hard surface of the floor.


Teachers passed her and waved, a few of them even knew her name. Lacy just gave them a quick, tight smile and continued to her car. What was she thinking kissing that boy? She wasn’t allowed to have feelings like that for somebody so young. She had to focus on her career and getting past her bastard ex-husband. If she dated a young guy like this, she would just be going backwards in the healing process.


Maybe she needed to see a therapist. She hadn’t seen one the whole time she had been divorced. Maybe this was all a cause of the fact that she never really reconciled everything in her mind. This was how it was all coming out now. Kissing strangers when she should be focused on her child.


Besides, this hunk James, he probably didn’t really want a real relationship. She would just be another notch in his headboard. A cheap fuck that he plays with and then discards when he is tired of her. Young guys like this were never genuine with their feelings. They were still looking to fuck anything moving and then move on to the next one.


Lacy felt better now. She had convinced herself in short order that James wasn’t right for her. She still felt the tingle on her lips where he kissed her, but it was quickly fading. She didn’t have time to babysit. She needed to be out dating real men. This was too taboo and too strange.


She entered the parking lot, her eyes searching everywhere for her car. Lacy felt flustered and bumbled through the parking lot for a few minutes, trying to remember where she parked.


On the field, football practice was still running. The boys down there looked tired and sweaty. Some of them had already taken the bench and others were hoping into giant ice baths to cool off. Lacy felt bad for them. They were working so hard and most of them just needed the sports scholarship.


Watching the young men on the field again, something stirred inside her. Something primal that would not go away. She felt that yearning again to be pinned to a bed and fucked hard by a hot and muscled guy. A young guy would have stamina and the ability to really hold her down as he had his way with her hot hole.


Lacy found that her hand was slowly sinking down toward her crotch which was already getting wet. Perhaps sleeping with that hot young teacher wouldn’t be that bad. She could control herself around him and he could make sure to hide the relationship. They were both consenting adults. Why did she not want to have a hot romp with a guy that found her attractive? It was nice to be found pretty by someone after all these hard years being married to Stewart.


Her mind was made up now. She was going to sleep with James the hot teacher’s assistant. She thought about going back into the school to get his phone number, but decided against that. She still had to maintain the appearance she was a normal parent. She could not be seen running in and out of the school at close to 9:00 at night.
  

Lacy decided to sleep on it. In the morning, she would figure out a way to ask him out, as long as she hadn’t offended the poor boy. She had been quite forceful with her rebuff of the young man. He didn’t deserve that. He had just seen an attractive and available woman he wanted to date.


That night in bed, she fantasized about what it would be like to be taken by James. Would he bend her over the teacher’s desk? Would he slap her ass a few times with the ruler? Lacy was making herself so hot; it seemed like the temperature in the room rose by 10 degrees in just a few minutes. When she finally drifted off to sleep, her mind was full of thoughts of hot cock and the smile on her face would just not go away.
  

The next morning, Lacy had a spring in her step as she bounced down the stairs to see her son off for the day. He sat at the breakfast table looking depressed for some reason.


“What’s wrong kiddo?” she said. “You look down. Is everything ok?”


He didn’t look up as he spooned some cereal into his mouth. 


“My teacher said he needed to talk with you. I just got the email this morning. He said you forgot to give him your email address.”


Lacy raised an eyebrow. James needed to talk with her?


She sat across from her boy and tussled his hair.


“There is nothing bad about me talking with your teacher. I met him last night and he seems like a great guy.”


Her son was not convinced as he stood up to put his cereal dish in the sink.


‘All the guys at school say if your teacher wants to speak with your parents, that means you’re in trouble.”


Lacy shook her head. “Not at all hun. We just have some things to go over. Nothing big.”


Her son looked up at her with big eyes, looking like he was about to cry. “He said he needed to talk to you real bad and you had to let him know right away. I know I’m in trouble. Why else would he say that?”


“James you idiot. Look what you did. My kid thinks he is about to be held back just because you have feelings for me. I don’t think you could have screwed this up any worse.” These thoughts and more were racing through the head of Lacy. Lacy shrugged off the thoughts that were nagging her. She had to address her son right now.


“Listen, your teacher is mistaken. I spoke with him last night and we think you could stand to do a little more work, but that is it. I don’t want you thinking about this anymore. Now hop in the car, you can’t be late.”


As they were driving, Lacy looked down to check her email on her phone. James had already sent a message to her.


Lacy,


I can’t stop thinking about the kiss we shared. I need to meet with you again. I have never felt this way about another woman. Please let me make you dinner tonight at my place. I make a mean risotto I promise.


Anxiously waiting your response,


James


She felt herself getting red in the face as she read his message. This young man would stop at nothing in his pursuit of her. Lacy felt flattered a man so young and handsome couldn’t keep his mind off her. It made her feel good to be yearned after again after such a long drought.


After she dropped her son off, she looked down at her phone and decided she would meet with him. What could it hurt? She quickly sent him a message confirming plans for tonight and drove straight home to pick out something slinky from her closet. If this young man wanted a good fucking, she was really going to give it to him.


The day flew by at work and then Lacy found herself driving to the address James had texted her. She was wearing a short black dress with no panty hose. A gold choker around her neck matched her gold earrings. She wanted to look fancy tonight to offset how plain she had dressed when he first kissed her.


She was breathless as she knocked on his door, unsure of what would happen.


“Come in, the door is already open for you,” came a voice from inside. 


Lacy pushed the door open and quietly shut it behind her. The interior was completely dark inside. Did she have the right house?


“I have been waiting for you.” The voice was right next to her ear and she felt a hand grab her hard by the hair.


“It’s time for your lesson from the teacher Lacy.”


She felt the hand pull her in hard to a well-built chest. Her titties smashed up against his strong chest as he ran his tongue along her lips to let her know where he was. Lacy kissed back, her own tongue lingering over his sweet lips and dipping between them to taste him.


Their tongues dueled inside his mouth, fighting each other like twin snakes. He caught her tongue between his succulent lips and began to suck at her sensitive pink tongue. Lacy felt her knees go week and her nipples get hard. She pressed her chest into him even harder to make sure he could feel how hard her nipples were right now. Lacy wanted James to know how much he turned her on. 


He growled and gripped her by her gold choker as he reached up under her dress and savagely ripped her panties off her and down to her ankles. Still being held by her choker, Lacy carefully stepped out of her panties and tried to kiss James again. He held her away as his hand roamed over her bare pussy.


He curled a pair of fingers into her cunt, rubbing his finger pads all along the inside of her steaming pussy. Lacy groaned, her twat burning up in desire as his thumb now began to work on her hot clit. She groaned louder as his digits worked her pussy over, fluid pouring out of her opening like water from a pitcher.


The groan on her lips was silenced as he put his mouth over hers in a burning kiss. He sucked on her bottom lip, nipped at her neck, and ran his warm tongue over her ear lobes. He was hitting all of her pleasure spots and now Lacy barely even knew where she was. Her mind was spinning with the sensations she had longed for. 


Her hands went to his pants, anxious to have him inside her. He rubbed on his huge cock through his pants, feeling it increase in length and size through the smooth fabric of his khakis. As she outlined the shape of his member with her hands, she noted that she was dealing with quite a big boy. His cock would not be a comfortable fit inside her.


James helped her now as he used one hand to undo his work pants and kept his other hand on the choker around her neck. His was breathing hard now, the lust overtaking his reason and civility. 


Tossing his pants to the side, he grabbed her hands and curled them around the bottom of his shaft, moving her fist up and down his length a few times. Lacy felt his hard on enlarge even more as soon as she touched it. The scary thing was, now that his cock was free of his pants, she could tell she was wrong about the size of his dick. He was even bigger than she anticipated, easily the biggest man she had ever been with.


She touched the cock head in the darkness and her hands came away sticky as his purple head began to push precum to the top of his shaft. Lacy smiled and slipped her fingers in her mouth, sucking on the pads of her fingers to taste his precum. He had a strong taste to him, an almost nutty taste that was still wild and reminded her of being in the forest.


Lacy licked her lips to get the full flavor of his jizz on her lips. She hoped he would cum in her mouth so she could fully taste him now. As her mind wandered to sucking him off, she realized he had other plans as he dragged her by her gold choker deeper inside his home.


“Bend over the couch,” he said in a deep voice. Lacy complied, feeling his hand on the small of her back and pushing her over at the waist. She put her arms out to support herself as she spread her legs and waited for him to slide into her molten hot pussy. 


“You look so good bent over like that. It’s time for your teacher to show you some new things.”


Lacy felt her ass cheeks now being pushed apart until they wouldn’t go out any farther. James got down on his knees now so that he was at eye level with her pulsating ass. Her pink starfish felt his tongue come in contact with it, stroking her anal hole with his quivering pink muscle. Her ass had a spasm as she felt him tickle her rosebud with his soft licks.


Lacy screamed out in pleasure as she gripped his leather couch hard with both hands. No one had even touched her asshole before; certainly no one ever tongued her throbbing ass. Lacy turned her head and pressed her cheek into the cold leather. She gritted her teeth and spread her legs even wider to let his tongue penetrate her deeper. She enjoyed the feeling of her ass being licked. Lacy never wanted this to end.


The oral assault on her tight butt continued, James’ tongue probing the tight ring of her ass. Lacy reached back with both of her hands and pulled her ass apart so that he could concentrate on pleasuring her. She was rewarded as she felt his tongue begin to sink into her ass, slowly sliding up her constricted hole. She pushed back against his penetrating tongue and let out a squeal as his tongue traveled two inches up her asshole.


She twisted and squirmed on his tongue as it continued to tunnel inside her. How far was his tongue up her ass now? James now slowly fucked her backdoor with his tongue, while his hands found her throbbing clit. He fucked her from behind with his tongue while running his fingers all over her revved up pussy. Her cunt was sopping wet now, begging to be punished by his hard cock.


Lacy couldn’t take it anymore. She needed his cock and she needed it inside of her. His ass play and stroking her clit was making her go insane. She had to get off now.


“Fuck me James. Fuck me!”


James rose up from his knees and gripped her with strong hands around her hips. He flipped her with ease like she weighed nothing, her pussy now just inches from his dripping cock and her legs straight up in the air. James was using the arm of the leather couch to tilt her hot box up at him. From this position, he would be able to penetrate her even deeper than if she was on her back.


Taking his giant cock in hand, he pushed his purple head past her pink pussy lips, slowly and surely burying his shaft into her pulsating pussy. Using his hands to spread her legs even farther back, James finally reached the bottom of her cunt, his spongy cock head bouncing off the cervix tucked deep inside her.


James left his sword plunged all the way inside her and began to stroke her clit with his thumb, rubbing on her most sensitive spot while he was fully embedded inside her. Lacy tried to close her legs and shut her thighs. The pleasure she was feeling was too much. Her ex-husband had never done such things to her in the bedroom and now her quivering body couldn’t handle it. Each time she tried to close up her thighs, she felt a rough hand pin her ankle to the couch, holding her open to more stimulation.


Lacy screamed out in pleasure, her orgasm ripping through her like a geyser that bubbled up to the surface of the earth. Her head whipped back and forth as the power of her own body surprised her. Tremors of passion flowed through her core with her hot cunt pressing down all around the cock that was buried inside her body.


Her cunt squeezing down on his battering ram was all it took to also push James to the edge and then over it. He let her wrap her thighs around his middle, but then used his hands to pin her shoulders to the couch as he slammed his cock home inside her over and over again. Lacy was surprised her body didn’t split in two from the furious fucking she was receiving. In the darkness, Lacy could hear him breathing hard now as his cock punished her tiny pussy for five minutes straight, sweat pouring off his forehead and falling onto her flat stomach.


Without warning, strong jets of jizz began to fill up her tight insides, flooding her body to the limit and beyond. His cum was molten hot as it flowed like lava into every nook and cranny. The amount of cum he could produce was jaw dropping as Lacy felt his cream squeeze out of her opening and begin to slide down the crack of her ass. 
  

Completely satisfied, Lacy sighed in delight. This was everything she had fantasies about for so long. Her young lover took her by the upper arm and helped her up, greeting her with another long and passionate kiss. She felt herself go limp in his arms as he held her up, holding her still erect nipples tight to his chest.


“Young man,” she said breathlessly, “I need to figure out how to get you all to myself for many more lessons. I don’t think I learned everything tonight.”


James kissed her neck and whispered in her ear. “I would be happy to teach you every night sexy.” His hand gripped her ass and pulled in for an embrace. Lacy finally felt safe and loved, wrapped up in his young and strong arms. She had finally found what she had missing from her life. 

“Think we could go on a real date now honey?” said Lacy, her mind bubbling with emotion and pleasure still.

“I think I can manage to take you to a real dinner still. As soon as my legs work we can head over to a nice little Italian place I know of on 5th.”

“After that, why don’t we have a little fun after dinner as well. I think I will finally be ready for round two.”
 

The End
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