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Burning streaks of light glinted off the fading clouds as the sun hung lazily on the horizon just above the distant waves of the vast Pacific. The light cut through the trees and buildings of the school campus creating alternating stripes of shadow and light such that the very earth itself appeared like that of a feral cat. In the distance, occasional shouts and whoops from burly teenage boys could be heard from the football field accompanied by disciplined chants from girls as both practiced their plays and cheer routines, respectively. Dave Spangler’s firm fingers, ones which would have held onto the football itself a few years ago, wrapped tightly around the hard plastic handle of his cleaning cart. His youthful legs pressed him along beside the purple and white banners emblazoned with the words, “Go Pescadero.” Beneath this banner lay a long row of lockers lodged within the wall and a polished granite floor that sparkled lightly where flecks of embedded metals caught the sunlight as it filtered lazily in through the windows.

The faint odor of ammonia wafted softly from his cart as he pressed on down the empty hallways of the school. A pair of earbuds sat pressed deep into Dave’s ears just south of his sandy brown hair and from these a steady stream of softly spoken words emanated via the magic of Bluetooth. Dave let the audiobook fill the voided silence of the empty building as he made his way to where he was going to start for the evening. The heavy wooden door bore the number “369” engraved on a black metal panel along with a thin, wire-reinforced glass window as its only official decorations. These had been supplemented heavily with colorful posters bearing quotes from William Shakespeare, Emily Bronte, D.H. Lawrence, and other classical authors along with a banner presenting the class as

Mr. Phillips

Literature/English

Dave withdrew his massive keyring as the deep-voiced narrator speaking into his ears painted bleak pictures of the Moors of Scotland. Upon those haunted moors, some satanic hound ran amuck killing anyone affiliated with the Baskerville’s residence though confidence filled Dave that the hound wasn’t supernatural, even within the context of the story, since almost nothing Sir Conan Doyle wrote ever had true supernatural features to it. Already, Holmes and his trusty sidekick Dr. Watson were packing their revolvers and heading into action. Dave imagined what it would be like, to be out on those bleak moors in the foggy dead of night and to hear a woman scream. As he pressed his keys into the door, it proved to be unlocked and swung open loosely. His imagination came to bizarre fruition as he heard the high-pitched squeal of a woman’s voice which cut off as soon as it came.

Dave blinked his eyes in surprise trying to solve the simultaneous mysteries of the unlocked door and the woman’s scream. The male narrator within the audiobook continued his discourse with no reference to the scream. Surely, if they had added the scream, there would have been some reference to it by the audiobook narrator. Also, the door should be locked. It was technically possible that Mr. Phillips simply forgot to lock it when he left for the day, but such a thing would be rare. A clattering sound roused his attention and he soon realized that the sounds he was hearing did not come from his audiobook.

Dave’s heart stopped dead in its tracks as he looked up across the rows of desks and solved both mysteries at once. A flash of motion flitted beneath the massive, oak wood table at the front where Mr. Phillips would often lay out his impressive displays of visual aids to accompany whatever tale it may be that the class was partaking of that month. Dave had fond memories of the class, despite his natural dislike of schoolwork, as Mr. Phillips would go out of his way to make reading fun and engaging. Now, however, Mr. Phillips wasn’t there. Rather, someone else was trying to duck behind the front table. Dave pulled out his earbuds and shouted “hello? Whose there?”

Panicked breathing answered him but no voice.

Dave shoved shut the door behind him using the security key from his keyring to lock it from the inside. He quietly made his way to the front of the room passing by posters, banners, pieces of costumes, prop weapons, and all sorts of visual aids Mr. Phillips would normally use. As Dave drew nearer to the front table, it became quite clear by shadow and sound that someone crouched beneath it.  Dave’s muscles twitched and a bit of fear crept into his mind as he drew near. Mostly, he wasn’t sure what his plan actually was should he succeed in capturing the hider. He silently kicked himself for having locked himself inside with the intruder. Internally, he chastised himself whispering, “Stop this hero shit, Dave. You’re not fucking Sherlock Holmes. You’re just the fucking janitor and this is above your paygrade. Just leave and call the cops like you’re supposed to.”

Still, he advanced. Dave wasn’t sure whether it was the fact that the person had screamed and hid or if it was the flash of hair he spied. Was it the long hair of a woman? Probably not but he couldn’t be sure but, somehow, he had a sense that whoever crouched beneath the table bore no significant danger to him. Dave knew that if it had been a meth-head with a gun robbing the place, Dave wouldn’t have even gotten this close without trouble. By this stage, his mind began settling on the image of a dumb teenager trying to prank him.

Dave slipped around the side of the table and looked down to see a woman crouched there. He would have guessed her age to be somewhere in her late forties or early fifties based on the stripes of silver in her shoulder-length pale-blonde hair and the well-seasoned look in her eye. Her body, however, appeared in great shape and her motions were surprisingly smooth and nimble as she leapt to her feet. For a moment, they stared at one another. Her short black dress dripped fashionably with silver drops of zipper grasps, eyelets, and glistening studs. A striped tiger eye pendant hung from a silver chain about her neck and rested just above her ample cleavage. The sun filtering in through the third story windows behind her caught in her hair making it glow incredible shades of orange and yellow giving her a glorious appearance. Dave’s mind stopped in that moment as, of all the fiends he could have discovered lurking behind that desk, he had never imagined meeting such a gorgeous woman.

“Shit.” She spat out quickly and with catlike agility she leapt over the table, which mercifully sat devoid of any of Mr. Phillips visual aids for the time being, and sprinted towards the door. Dave shouted “Hey! Stop!” as he ran after her. She was faster, and by the time he reached her she had already grabbed the door handle and twisted at it madly.

“Shit, shit!” She seethed through clenched teeth. She looked up at Dave and her heart seemed to sink lightly as her shoulders drooped. “Master key lockdown procedure. Allows doors to be locked from inside against intruders.” He said to her in a calm, explanatory voice.

“Damn.” She muttered.

“What are you doing here?” He asked.

“None of your business.” She replied haughtily.

Dave sighed and shrugged pulling out his phone saying, “Okay, well, I guess I’ll just have to follow standard procedure and call the cops to report a breaking in and entering.”

“No, no, wait…” She said grabbing at his phone. He pulled it back away from her with a glare as he swung a firm arm out across her shoulders baring her from getting any closer to his phone.

She pouted and said, “Fine. I’m here because I was curious.”

“Curious?” Dave asked.

“My daughter has Mr. Phillips in class and…” The woman trailed off before continuing “look, I didn’t take anything or vandalize anything. I was just curious because my daughter started talking about her cute literature teacher and she showed me a photo. I looked him up and found out that he was divorced and so…” The woman sighed and said, “I wanted to learn more about him… I was curious. That’s all. It’s been a long time since I’ve been pleasured by a man, and I miss it.”

She looked around the room saying, “you can feel his energy when you’re in here. He’s a romantic at heart and it shows. God what I wouldn’t give to be in his class, letting him shape my desire with his words, teaching me about emotions I didn’t even know existed. Those young days are long gone from me now and parts of me more than miss them. I miss them almost as much as the days which followed, when young men would dive deep into the pleasures of my body like it was the ocean and they would swim within me.”

As she spoke, her hand instinctively went up and began to wrap fingers around her tiger eye jewel and caress it like a talisman. Dave’s eyes, likewise, began to trail along the fine curves of her body. “You’re in incredible shape for your age.” He said, not sure what else to say in that moment. In his left hand he held a phone with the numbers nine and one pressed, but he had yet to press the final ‘one’ which would summon the cops. The more he stared at her smooth skin, the less he felt like pushing that final ‘one.’ What the hell were the cops going to do with her anyway? Bully her into a cop car, take an unflattering mugshot, probably let her off with a fine or, even worse, lock this beautiful cougar into a fluorescently lit cage with the dregs of society. Every aspect of her booking and processing felt even more wasteful than the last. It would be like taking a fine work of art by Francesco Hayez and using it as a placemat for fast food burgers and French fries.

“Thanks.” She replied slowly not sure how to take the seemingly out of place compliment at first. A faint glint reflected in her eye, and she straightened her back a bit giving a small smile to him as she continued, “I try to stay healthy.”

“What’s your name?” Dave asked.

“Alice.” She replied.

“Dave.” He said quietly.

“Are you going to call the cops on me, Dave?”

“I’m supposed to.” Dave replied sadly.

“What if I make it worth your while not to?” She answered with the smile spreading across her face a little wider.

She continued softly as she stepped in a little closer to him. She made no move towards his phone as she continued looking up at him with languid eyes and whispered, “I don’t want anyone to know I was here.” She bit her lower lip lightly as she dropped her own eyes across his body and continued “Tell me, Dave. Have you ever swum in the pleasures of a woman’s body?”

Dave trembled lightly as a shiver went down his spine. It settled in his crotch which suddenly grew warm as she leaned in closer to him. He could feel the delicious heat from her body so close to his flesh. He stared intimately into her eyes as he slowly replied “I… just…well… once… but…”

“But, what?” Alice asked.

“It was miserable. We were both virgins and it was in the back of my Honda, which doesn’t have a lot of space, and she broke up with me the next day, and...” Dave sputtered in rapid succession.


“Oh, I didn’t ask if you’ve had sex. I asked if you have ever swum in the pleasures of a woman’s body. Truly freed yourself to experience all the beautiful joys she had to offer you.” 

Dave silently shook his head.

Alice smiled a knowing smile. “That’s too bad. You’re very handsome young man and it’s a shame to waste all that potential. Let’s make a very simple deal. You put down your phone, and I’ll pull down your zipper…”

“…with my teeth.”

Dave’s breath came in shallow pants as his eyes went wide. She reached a warm arm around his waist as she continued “I show you what it’s like to swim in the pleasure of a woman. After that, you open the door, I leave, we go back to our lives. Simple as that.”

Dave gritted his teeth as he stared down across her cleavage which now pressed against his chest warmly.

Dave put his phone back in his pocket. A smile spread across Alice’s face as she pulled him in close saying, “As a woman, I swear to you that you will not regret making this decision. I vow, on my honor, to make the next moments of your life absolute paradise.”

He lay his hands on her shoulders, but hesitated briefly as they stared close into one another’s faces. “You look like you want a kis-” Alice started but she never finished as Dave leaned in and caught her lips with a deep and sensual kiss. He felt her melt into that kiss as he felt his own body relax into the action. Slowly, he increased the pressure pushing down onto her shoulders such that she followed his direction breaking the kiss and slowly going down to her knees in front of him. Mercifully, Dave had never been issued anything as humiliating as a janitor’s uniform, so he wore the same jeans and button-top shirt he normally wore. True to her word, Alice reached her hands around and grabbed either side of Dave’s hips. She said “It’s been a long time since a man forced me onto my knees…”

She continued with a smile up at Dave saying “…I’ve been missing it.”

Her head dipped in and, true to her word, she found his zipper pull with her teeth and sensually tugged it down releasing the built-up pressure which lay behind it. Already taught and firm, Dave’s cock sprung forth much to Alice’s delight.

“Oh, my eager little friend.” She whispered to his cock lovingly. “I look forward to taking such good care of you that sweet Dave experiences pleasure the likes of which he has never known.” She opened her warm, soft mouth wide and brought his smooth purple head deep inside it moaning sensually as she did so. Dave groaned in pleasure and leaned back against one of the student tables steadying his suddenly weak knees as she massaged the underside of his cock with her warm, powerful tongue.

Her fingers delicately stroked the bulging purple veins as she suckled lightly. She released her grasp with a parting kiss and looked up at him saying “what are you waiting for?”

“Huh?” Dave asked in a sense of light-headed confusion.

“I’m not some little girl with a weak gag reflex that you have to be afraid of hurting. The lingering saltiness on my tongue tells me everything I need to know about what you want. Claim my mouth and throat as your own. Use me for your pleasure.”

Dave slowly reached down his hands and ran his fingers through her soft hair as he cradled her head in his palms. A part of him still couldn’t believe this was happening but everything was real. The desk he leaned against, the woman on her knees in front of him, her open, smiling lips ready to receive his cock once more. She drew in a deep breath as he pulled her head in slow but firm feeling his cock press through her sweet and delicious mouth then angle downward warmly as it descended sensually down her throat. New feelings of wetness and pressure titillated along his member bringing incredible sensations he had never experienced before. He closed his eyes and pulled her head even further inward plumbing the depths of her tight and sensual mouth up until he felt something brush warmly against his balls. He looked down to see that it was her chin, he had indeed plunged his cock all the way into her mouth. She stared up at him submissively with her mouth distended open as thin trickles of tears formed in the side of each of her eyes. Instead of trying to push herself away to gain breath, she weakly rested her hands on either side of his buttocks. She entrusted him to control the competing needs of sexual pleasure and oxygen. If he decided to gag her deeply until she passed out from lack of air, she was going to let him. Dave knew this time was precious and there was only so long that she could hold her breath for him. He wasted no time in retracting and thrusting keeping firm grip on the back of her head so she could not escape. She made no attempt to rather letting tears flow lightly down either side of her face which cloyed at her mascara making it run in a pathetic pattern. It spread across her face as a testament to her sexual submission. Despite this, her throat did indeed feel like paradise and the fact that she was sacrificing her own need to breath to satisfy his need for pleasure filled Dave with emotions he could not put into words but which he could put into cum. He shoved his cock in deeper than ever before and grunted loudly as his knees grew weak and his balls drained their sticky contents deep down the back of the cougar’s throat. Pleasure exploded through his body and the room almost seemed to brighten despite the setting sun.

As soon as he finished making use of her throat, he released his grip and shoved her backwards. This was not an attack, rather it was the quickest way to get her air. She collapsed across the ground as his wet and slimy cock flung out from her mouth spraying whitish cum and spittle about with it. Dave leaned back against the desk so far that he nearly sat on it as trembles of pleasure spread through his body. Alice coughed and sputtered for a moment before regaining her breath.

“Are you okay?” Dave asked meekly. It felt surreal to be asking such a question, but he did not really know what else to say.  She wiped the running mascara away from her eyes with the back of her hand and laughed, “not as okay as you. I can still taste how much you enjoyed that.”

Dave shook his head. Now with a mind cleared by sexual release, he could see that what he was doing probably filled legal definitions of many felonies and terror began to fill his heart. He had, technically, trapped a woman inside a room by locking it and made sexual use of her. “I shouldn’t have done that.” Dave muttered. He trembled in a bizarre mix of post-coital pleasure and fear “I should have just let you go. I’ll unlock the door…”

“What? Hell no!” Alice said as she slowly rose to her feet. A strange look of determination filled her face as she continued “I made a promise to you to use my powers as a woman to make you feel paradise. Look at my body. Do you think a simple blowjob is the best I can provide?”

Dave pursed his lips as he looked across her sensual body. She smiled at him and stepped over to the front of the class crossing her feet one in front of the other as she walked making her ass sway deliciously back and forth. Bending over slowly, she picked up a small black purse on a golden chain and withdrew from it a small pack of wet wipes. She looked back over at Dave to make sure he was staring at her ass. She smiled back at him, and he looked away as she righted herself and wiped away the mascara under her eyes.

She chuckled as she returned and said, “You know what your problem is? You’re too accustomed to the stuck-up girls of today. They lay still as a corpse through bland missionary sex once and think that satisfies their boyfriends to last for another year of dating. It’s not even fair, a woman like me amongst girls like them. I can tell you’ve never been with a real woman who has decided to take you to paradise and is confident in her power to do so.”

Alice cast aside the wet wipe as she stepped in close to Dave once more. She wrapped her arms around his neck and shoulders as she smiled up into his face. The parts of Dave that feared this would end him up in prison began to soften under her gaze. The parts of Dave that felt ready for another round began to harden once more. “I promised to take you swimming, but neither of us is truly dressed for it. Unwrap the body that will soon be your pleasure plaything. I’m eager to show it to you.”

Dave’s fingers caressed their way up along her waisted and over her breasts still encased within her dress. She sighed lightly as he ran his fingers across them parted away from the delicious sensations beneath by fabric such as they were. Her body felt incredibly warm and simultaneously soft yet firm. More importantly, she felt every bit a woman. Everything from the scent of her perfume filling his nostrils to the warm pressure of her breasts pushing outward against her tight, black dress exuded femininity. He slid his fingers along the ample portion of her warm, rounded cleavage and brought them at last to the treasure he sought…

…a zipper.

He delicately pinched the silver tear-drop shaped zipper between his fingers and gave one last glance up at her face where she nodded reassuringly at him with her eyes half closed and whispered “Yes.”

He pulled the zipper down slowly parting the fabric of the black dress. It yielded all of its own to the pressure of the pent-up skin and beauty underneath which seemed to yearn to be free to come out and play. Her breasts spread outward against the splitting fabric for lack of a bra under neath and as he drew the full-length zipper down across her cute little belly a petite little belly button presented itself. Further downward he went exposing more and more of her delicious and sensual body until he reached where her hips began and where panties should have been…

…there were none.

Dave swallowed hard and continued as Alice arched her head back and moaned seeming to enjoy the simple pleasure of having her naked body viewed. Her mind already whirred through what was soon to come and her pussy grew so wet at the thought of it that it nearly ran down her inner thigh with juices. The hard part had come and gone and the way he had dominated her throat left the rest of her body jealous of such treatment. It was by no accident that she chose to suckle him to orgasm for his first cumming. The later orgasms he would have would take incrementally longer and longer periods of time and she looked forward to fulfilling that need with infinitely more sensitive orifices than that of her mouth. She pictured herself in his mind. She imagined him conjuring up depraved images of perverted things he would do to her helplessly exposed body.

A gasp of relief came to her mouth as he finally finished the length of her dress’s zipper and her dress swung freely open. One last aggravating detail had to be attended to and Alice released her grasp from around his neck so that she could slide her arms out from the sleeve holes of the dress and let the unwanted thing crumple to the ground. She licked her lips and looked briefly at Dave. She could see him staring longingly across her body as his cock stiffened once more from the sight of her body. Her sensual feast was now laid out before him, her body a buffet of pleasure. The only question remaining was what part of her would he explore, feel, taste, or consume first. Would he cup her breasts up in his hands and marvel at the smoothness of them? Would he plant wet, longing kisses across her molested mouth? Would he reach trembling fingers down below and stroke the sensitive places of her pussy which ached to feel the touch of a man once more? Alice didn’t want to spoil the surprise and so she closed her eyes and waited to discover what part of her body he wanted most by feel. As she felt his fingers brush lightly across her labial lips before parting them to curl sweetly inside, she knew she was in for a better night than she had experienced for a long time. 

“You’re beautiful.” Dave said as his eyes trailed along the soft curves, titillating nipples, and sensual flesh of the woman who had promised to take him to paradise. She wore nothing now save for her tiger-eye jewel and he saw no reason to make her part from the bauble which hung delicately over her broadly spread breasts. She shivered and gasped as his fingers found her wetness between her legs and pressed fresh desires into her core with their tantalizing strokes. It seemed and odd game, almost like a strange form of remote control, as he marveled at the way she inhaled sharply, and her body shook every time he slipped his middle finger over her firm little clitoris.  At long last, Alice opened her eyes and smiled sweetly at the man who held control over the most powerful sensations of pleasure of her body.

She licked her lips and reached up to begin unbuttoning his shit. A new slip of his finger brought shivers to her hips and weakened her knees such to the point that she nearly crumpled. She giggled and said, “wait at least until I undress you.” Dave pulled his fingers out from her pussy and grabbed either side of her hips marveling at her body as she continued to unbutton his shirt with smooth, confident motions. “I take it you like what you see of my body.”

“Very much so.”

She pursed her lips coyly and continued “and you’re excited to come in?”

“More than you can imagine.”

She chuckled as she pulled his shirt open and unbuckled his belt. Save for his cock hanging out from where she had unzipped him earlier, Dave was still practically fully dressed but Alice was making quick work of taking care of that as she continued “then let me get you properly dressed for swimming in a woman. You already dipped your toes in my shallow end. I can’t wait to show you what the deep end of my ocean looks like.”

Smooth, lithe fingers pressed open his buckle and unbuttoned his pants and Dave flexed his hips lightly letting his jeans fall down across his legs and crumple into a blue heap of neglect on the floor. He went ahead and did the classic ‘march in place’ maneuver all humans are forced to conduct when stepping awkwardly out from their own pants and shoes while Alice busied herself with the more ethereal and elegant task of spreading his shirt open across his chest and pressing it down across his arms. He released hold of her as she stepped in close, and he put his arms down and behind him across the table as she slid his shirt over them. Smelling the sweet scent of a woman, Dave’s cock instinctually rose fully to the occasion and pensively prodded Alice against her tummy bringing sweet sensations of promise along with its firm, smooth tip. Alice gritted her teeth lightly as she reminded herself it would soon be prodding her somewhere else.

“You’ve only been with one other woman, right?” Alice asked Dave intimately. Dave nodded. “And she was a virgin before you?” Dave shrugged saying “well, yeah, we were just screwing around when-”

“Shhh… it’s okay. Just, making sure you’re clean. Just so you know, I don’t have any diseases and I’m on birth control.”

Dave gritted his teeth and his cock softened lightly at the very real world implications of what he was doing. Somehow, between the hypnotic crack of her cleavage and the feeling of her tongue on his frenulum, Dave hadn’t even mustered enough intelligence to consider rationally these practical concerns. Sensing his trepidation, Alice lay a warm hand on his chest and smiled saying, “it’s okay. I’m just letting you know it’s safe for you to swim in me fully. That’s all.”

Dave swallowed hard at his fear and felt grateful that at least the female criminal he caught trespassing in the school had practical considerations under control. Her warm body felt so close to his that his demand for it superseded any further thought or even emotion. He grabbed her around her waist and pulled her in towards his own firm grasp. Somewhat awkwardly, his cock flexed downward sliding in the overall right ‘direction’ it needed to go but at entirely the wrong angle. He ignored this as he felt her incredibly soft breasts flatten warmly against his chest and her tiger eye amulet nestle in the crevasse between them providing a hard, cool sensation in an ocean of sexual pleasures.

He tilted his head, and they shared another warm and sensual kiss for a moment before he reached his hands down and wrapped them around beneath her plumply rounded buttocks. She moaned lightly in his mouth at the feel of his touch across her butt however that moan turned into a slight shriek as Dave lifted her bodily from the ground. Her moment of terror at being picked up was soon replaced with delight as he pulled her in and lined her up. She smiled into his kiss knowing he was getting her body a better angle to be penetrated. She released the kiss and sighed the all-too-familiar sigh women give at the first, consummate pressure of feeling his firm hard cock penetrating deep into her soaking wet pussy. From this point forward, her pussy was his, he had claimed it and she felt the beautiful desire to give it to him. Likewise, Dave gasped. She had not been lying. It truly felt like his cock floated in the most wonderful ocean on the planet. Somewhere warm, tropical, exotic, powerful, and mind boggling wet. He almost felt urge to look down and make sure he was pressed inside a woman rather than a bowl of warm water, but he knew that this must be the truth. His memories of sex from many years ago with his equally terrified virgin partner in the back of a cheap sedan did not match his current experience. She had been tight and dry. It was overall painful for both of them despite the clumsy and rapid orgasm he experienced the whole wretched affair was barely worth mentioning. Here, however, it was completely different. He pressed deep inside a woman who knew what she wanted, knew how to get it, and knew what to do with it when she had it when it came to men.

The light from outside began to dwindle slowly as the sun sank lowly over the horizon. On a distant field, football players laughed and joked awkwardly as they showered together in a concrete locker room. A dancing cacophony of cocks, muscles, leg hair, and masculine delights splashed amongst the sharp musky smells of old-spice deodorant and Irish spring soaps. Naturally, their conversation consisted of discussions of the girls, how to get them, how to impress them, which ones were easy, which ones each of them had a chance with normal teenage boy stuff like that peppered in with no shortage of ‘your momma’ jokes. Less than a foot away, if one could travel directly through concrete and steel, the cheerleaders likewise showered. Breasts, long hair, curvaceous hips, and giggling amongst a splashing cacophony of shampoo’s, conditioners, and floral perfumes filled the scene. Naturally, they spoke of the boys, how to get them, how to impress them, which ones were ‘players’ to avoid, which ones each of them had a chance with, normal teenage girl stuff like that peppered in with no shortage of gossip about other girls in the school which were either too easy, too skanky, or too stuck up to ever get a boy. Two concrete rooms filled with testosterone and estrogen, respectively, stood equally divided from one another by a slab of steel reinforced concrete placed by people who know that killing joy is the only way to support a sustainable society. Each group of teenagers dreamed of what pleasures awaited them once they found someone willing to do with them the very thing Alice and Dave were doing to each other that very moment in their Literature/English classroom.

For its part, the table Dave leaned against had experienced enough trauma and humiliation for one evening and its friction grew faint from supporting not only the tangential weight of one man’s buttocks pressed against it but now the over burdening mass of two adults. As Alice wrapped her legs around Dave’s buttocks, the table lost both its inertia and its patience. It spontaneously decided to bring suffering upon the bodies of Alice and Dave in the only way it knew how by sliding out from behind poor Dave’s back and skittering madly across the floor. Panic entered Alice and Dave’s hearts as they knew they couldn’t possibly disentangle before concrete and gravity destroyed not only their evening but possibly the front of Alice’s knees and the back of Dave’s skull. No words needed to be spoken nor save was their time to even speak them as they plummeted Alice instinctively reached out her hands and feet to the ground while Dave buckled and, at the last moment, found presence of mind to reach up and grab hold the edge of the table and wrap his firm fingers around it clinging with all his might. Had either of them done this alone the very act itself would have led to broken wrists or clawed off fingernails. However, in some strange synchronization people find when they are balls-deep inside one another, they both caught their weight at the same time. The reward for their combined efforts was a cessation of their fall with no damage and they stared into each other’s eyes as Alice held half their weight aloft with her hands pressed on the floor and Dave held the other half aloft with his fingers wrapped around the edge of the dastardly table.

A look of recognition crossed their faces as they stared into one another’s eyes. It was a look of infinitely more intimacy than any sex could ever bring. It was a look of mutual salvation shared amongst people who had saved one another from pain and devastation.

“Are you okay?” Dave asked.

Alice nodded and looked up at his hands clawed onto the edge of the table. “Thanks to you, yes. I did not expect that table to move so fast.”

“Maybe we should do this somewhere safer.” Dave proposed.

“Agreed but first let’s get down.”

In tandem, they slowly lowered the bulk of their bodies onto the concrete and vinyl flooring. Whatever joys the sensual flesh on top held for Dave were quickly sapped by the icy chill of the hard floor beneath him. Likewise, Alice cringed as she looked around at the dirty floor they laid on. From Dave’s point of view, he saw chewing gum stuck to the underside of the table.

“How about…” Dave started but Alice cut him off saying “yeah… let’s find somewhere better.”

“Lucky thing Mr. Phillips likes having all these costumes and props.” Dave said as he spread several ‘togas,’ which were really just bedsheets, across the massive table in the front. He interspersed some prop purple and gold pillows to make a feign attempt at a hasty bed. “Too bad we can’t play with them a bit.” Alice muttered as she reviewed a plastic, Roman gladius and a thin little ‘toy-sized’ kilt. Dave proudly displayed his cobbled together bed to her and she smiled warmly. A strange feeling filled her heart as she marveled at how they had transitioned so fast in their nascent relationship from hunter-prey to a woman desperately fucking her way out of trouble with some pervert to… well… she couldn’t quite put her finger on what to describe their relationship in that moment. A couple of people seeking pleasure willing to do what it took to get it? Alice reminded herself that the only reason he was being nice to her at all was because of her soaking wet pussy and that she was nothing to him but a good fuck. She forced this thought into her mind to quell any distractions from dreams of taking this one-night stand and trying to leverage a real relationship out from it. Still, it felt sweet when he took her fingers that she held out daintily towards him in his hand and guided her to the lie up on the hastily padded table. It felt oddly appropriate, being surrounded by what felt more like table-clothes laid out beneath a feast than what could be construed as a true ‘bed.’ She felt those old, submissive feelings spread across her frame once more as she looked down between the mounding hills of her breasts, between her spread open knees, and saw a man approaching her in a crawling position. She smiled. Her body would take care of him soon enough and then she could move on with her life. What did it matter if she was nothing to him, was he really anything to her?

To her surprise, Dave paused a little as he crouched there on the table right between her legs. She felt his fingers touch the tips of her knees and then begin sliding down along her inseam. Closer and closer they went until his powerful thumbs plied away at her labia pressing her sex open where it lay flayed wide and delicately exposed just waiting for someone to claim it as their own. Panting came to Alice’s mouth as her heart began to pound once more in her chest feeling the strange pull of anticipation. Whatever mojo had been lost by the crash to the floor was now being restored as a man held her body open and vulnerable before him and contemplated what parts of it, he was going to use for his sexual pleasure.

“Seems only fair.” He said.

“What does?” Alice asked but her only response came from Dave ducking his head down and pressing his tongue deep in between her lips to massage her clit. In a flash of a moment, all intelligent thought, memory, and self-will departed Alice as her body surged in animalistic pleasure. She opened her mouth to scream out ‘oh god!” but only gasps and growls emanated from within as her vocal cords forgot how to make sound do the stuff with word things…

Her last thought before tremors overtook her body and her mind fell madly into the delicious pit of desire was a vain prayer that this Dave would take care of her during the times when she could not take care of herself. She looked down to see him dutifully licking away at her sex spreading ever increasing pleasure through her body with every single, beautiful pulse of his warm, pink tongue. She had no choice as her body screamed for her long overdue orgasm and over-ruled any active decision making, she could have done in that moment. Her eyes fell closed as she laid her head back and let Dave gently push her over the cliff of ultimate pleasure.

In a parking lot not too far away…

“What was that?” Derrick asked Steve as they piled their duffle bags filled with their sweaty football pads into the back of Derrick’s truck. They looked in the direction of the school. The sound came again, like that of a woman screaming, but not in pain and not in fear. Rather it sounded like a different kind of scream that neither of the teenage boys could place. They looked at each other in confusion for a moment before Steve offered up, “we should probably go check it out.”
 

Alice’s vision slowly came back into focus. She stared up at a classroom ceiling. Above her, a little black and white mobile made of clip-art cut outs of Emily Dickinson and some of her more famous quotes spun lazily. It seemed prettier than it had from the before time. Alice floated limply in a sea of pleasure which made her body buzz and her mind feel faint. Thankfully, her body was taking care of everything for her as Dave slowly clambered his way up across her. She felt his warm flesh sliding up across her own and his mouth come to one of her nipples. He brought it within, and she nearly screamed once more as her sensitive and sexually awakened flesh pulsed with lightning bolts of sensations at his every touch. Before she could scream, however, she felt his cock shove deep inside her rudely parting the lips he had so delicately lapped at mere moments before. Her body offered no resistance to this, and he entered her easily turning her scream into a whimper as she could no longer handle everything she was experiencing.

Dave could not believe the incredible buffet of pleasure this woman was serving up to him. Everything he had ever wanted to try, to do, to experience, she was just letting him have it. As he suckled at her sweet breast, she limply lay an inviting hand over the top of his head keeping him there and loosely spread her legs inviting him in. Whatever resistance she might have possessed before had left apparently out her mouth in screams so loud that it made Dave glad that he was the only janitor working on this shift. It was his turn now, however, and he thrusted madly inside the warm and wet interior feeling her sweet pussy pucker and constrict lovingly around his cock enticing him to cum. It didn’t take long, in his aroused state before he exploded deep within her and could no longer hold his tongue and lip grip of her tit rather plunging head long across her chest and groaning in overwhelming orgasm of his own as her body conveyed him the rest of the way to paradise. He felt grateful to be lying there with that incredible cougar holding him in her grasp of sexual thrall as his body rocked and shivered with pleasure. It felt strange, too, as she was still in many ways a stranger and also technically a criminal screwing her way out from any repercussions of her acts. He put these wonderings of ‘what are we now’ aside as he rested his head on her shoulder and felt her warm, soft breast press smoothly against his cheek while his body shuddered in post-coital tremors. He felt strangely vulnerable in that position and this bizarre sensation robbed him of the beautiful peace he could have experienced there lying on top of the woman he had just taken sexually. He slowly propped himself up and Alice could see the concern within his eyes.

“That was incredible.” She said to him reassuringly. She let out a deep breath and said “I hadn’t felt anything like that in such a long time.”

Dave swallowed hard. He had to admit, compared to his one and only other sexual experience, this had been incredible. He nodded and said “You did what you said you were going to do. I suppose I should let you go now and put the room back together.”

Alice cocked her head to the side and said, “What if we did one more thing.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m feeling frisky. And, well, I’ll probably never get this opportunity again, so I want to play a little role-playing game with you.”

“Game?” Dave asked in confusion.

Alice nodded and continued “If that’s okay.”

Dave pouted his lips and asked “What kind of game?”

“Well, we are in a high school so maybe you can be my teacher and I can be a bad girl that needs severe discipline.”

Dave blinked “Really?”
 

Alice shrugged and rolled her eyes saying “look, once in a lifetime chance, okay. It’s always been a fantasy of mine, but I never had the nerve to tell anyone about it until… you.” She finished. She then nervously bit at her lower lip as those odd questions about ‘what’ they were exactly popped up within her mind once more.

Dave slowly slid out from within her and looked across her beautiful body. A few patches looked flush and red from where he had pressed against her, but these would go away shortly enough. His mind whirred.

They still had some time.

She was willing.

Stuff like this never happens…

Even though he still felt a bit nervous, he couldn’t deny the once in a lifetime opportunity before him as she sat up her and warm, beautiful breasts swung softly out in front of her, ready and willing to provide pleasure to him once more.

Dave chuckled at the necktie he wore about his neck. Save for the soft feel of the silk against his chest, no other clothing impinged his skin. Although he technically worked in the “education” field in the broadest sense of the word, he never worked with the kids directly as a teacher. Of course, the full grown woman sporting a kilt as an impromptu school-girl outfit and with her hair tied up in pigtails was in no way a child herself. Still, Dave decided to make the best of her chosen fantasy as she sat at a table errantly scribbling hearts onto a sheet of notebook paper.

“Ms…” Dave started and then gritted his teeth realizing he didn’t even know her last name. She looked up at him with big, surprised eyes in a playful pantomime of a school girl who had just been caught doing something naughty by a teacher she had a crush on.

“Lorncraft.”

Dave blinked and asked “Alice Lorncraft, really?” As he broke character briefly. Alice rolled her eyes and gave him a stern look before he shook his head and continued saying in character, “our school policy on dress code is perfectly clear.”

Alice looked down and grabbed at the hem of her skirt saying “But, Mr…” She gritted her teeth.

“Mr. Spangler” Dave replied feeling a bit redeemed by the fact that neither of them knew each other’s last name and, as such, were on even footing.

Alice nodded and continued “Mr. Spangler, my skirt is the school colors and it’s long enough, if you would like to check for yourself.”
 

“That may be so but where is your shirt and bra, young lady.” Dave snorted out with a disdainful voice like that of a teacher scolding a child. Alice looked down across her large breasts and soft nipples sitting fully exposed beneath the talisman of her tiger eye. “But, Mr. Spangler, I am wearing a shirt. It’s just one you can’t see very well because its thin.”

“Really, is that so?” Dave said drawing closer to where she sat. She turned to face him, and he felt the sensual warmth of her body near to his cock which stood erect upon sensing its friend so close once more.

“Then why are your breasts swung out so wide, very shameful indeed young lady.” Dave remarked wagging a finger at her chest. Alice reached down and pressed her breasts together lightly saying “but, they aren’t, Mr. Spangler. My breasts are right where they are supposed to be. Tucked into my bra in my shirt. See how they touch each other with my cleavage.”

“Hmmm… well, if they are really in a shirt then nothing should be able to slide in between them, right?” Dave asked with a growing elation in his voice that he couldn’t control.

Alice looked up at him and nodded sweetly saying “that’s right, Mr. Spangler. I’m a good girl. Nothing can go between my breasts. Surely that would be too distracting for the boys.”

“Well, then, let’s check.” Dave said as he stepped in over her knees straddling her where she sat. A smile spread on her face as he slid his cock up between the crack of her incredibly soft and warm breasts. It was a different experience than being in her pussy or her mouth. One that was more centered on the visual and experiential aspects of pressing in between a pair of such incredibly beautiful breasts. Warm flesh pulsed in around all sides of his cock as he felt the rushing pulse of her blood along with her smooth belly grazing lightly against his testicles. She looked down to see his beautiful little purple tip poking out from between her cleavage like a lizard staring out from a crevasse.

“See, nothing can get through my shirt.” Alice said to him with a drawn face of fake dourness.

“Wrong, my cock has gone right through your breasts and is now between them.” Dave responded.

“But, Mr. Spangler, if your cock was between my breasts, then surely I could make you cum by doing this.”

Alice held her breasts together with her hands and began to raise and lower her chest feeling the warm, meaty cock slide easily up and down along her sternum and between her tits. Weirdly, it felt good as little tickles of pleasure spread across her sensitive chest with every stroke. For his part, Dave placed his hands on her shoulders to stabilize himself and began thrusting sweetly between her massive breasts. They both stared in awe as the smooth head of his cock peeked out from between the rounded hills of her boobs and disappeared again with the folds of sensually soft flesh before peeking out again once more.

Dave began to moan in pleasure and held onto her through the incredibly satisfying process of fucking her tits. To his surprise, she sighed with pleasure too and dipped her head down to give sweet little kisses to the cock which occasionally poked up from beneath her breast. Kisses turned to licks and her delicious saliva served to slicken and wet the space between making it even more pleasurable to thrust within. Dave marveled at this woman he had just met and how she sought to maximize his pleasure throughout their sexual encounter going above and beyond anything construed as simply ‘fucking her way out of trouble.’

Her breasts were powerful not only in their beauty and smoothness but also in their warmth and sensuality such that after a few more strokes, Dave gave a final thrust with his balls buried deep into her chest and his beautiful little purple tip sticking up like a fountain head from between her breasts. A shower of his cum sprayed all over her face, the top of her tits, her tiger-eye pendant, and her neck as she surprisingly shuddered with pleasure in tandem to his. He clung to her shoulders to steady himself as the orchestra of pleasure flowed through his frame driving away all other emotions as it went. The marvel still stuck with him, for all the girls who growled at him for staring at their tits, here was one who invited him to decorate her breasts with his cum. Dave wondered where this incredible woman had been his entire life and he began to regret that, after their brief encounter, he may never see her again. Dave gained motility once more and thrusted softly a few more times squeezing out the last few drops of cum that he had across her breast before withdrawing slackly.

“See, no shirt.” He said.

Alice smiled a surprising expression of genuine happiness as she reviewed the glistening, whitish manly juices coating her tits and upper chest. She released her grip on her breasts and reached up to wipe a small bit of his cum from her chin with her small finger before sliding her finger into her mouth to suckle away the salty snack. She smiled coyly saying “I am wearing a shirt. See. It’s a white shirt all over my breasts covering them from the eyes of the naughty boys in the class. As you can tell, Mr. Spangler, I’m a good girl and I do as I’m told.”

“No, you’re a naughty girl whose been lying and that deserves a spanking.” Dave remarked. Her eyes visibly lit up for a moment before returning to her acting face. She faked covering her mouth with one hand and whimpered in falsetto, “Oh, no, Mr. Spangler. Not a spanking.”

“Yes, a spanking. Now up you go. Bend over the table here and put your ass up nice and high where it can be slapped.” Dave had to hold back a chuckle as he spoke. Alice dutifully obeyed, bending her sensual body over the table drizzling some of Dave’s cum across the top of it as her impromptu skirt hiked up about her waist. Dave ran his hand up along her buttocks lovingly and she cooed lightly at the sensation.

“Ms. Lorncraft, you have neglected to wear your underwear as well today.”

“Oh, Mr. Spangler, I’m wearing underwear. It’s just very small. You have to feel around carefully for it.” Dave slid his fingers along the delicate rim of her buttocks and glossed them lightly over her pouting labial lips bringing a shuddering gasp to her breath. He withdrew his hand and brought it down against her left butt cheek making her wince at first and then moan as he stroked and massaged the pinkness away soothingly. Dave raised his hand again and gave another slap to her right butt cheek. He had no intent of actually harming her and perhaps spanked her even more lightly than she had earnestly desired, but the playful light slaps had their desired effect as she shuddered and held back a squelched scream. Dave didn’t help her noise situation any by trailing his firm finger right down the center parting of her labial lips tantalizing close to her clitoris which ached beneath the delicate folds of flesh.

“You want me to reach inside?” He asked her. Alice could only muster a nod and he raised back his hand and slapped her buttocks again bringing forth a scream that she had to cover with her hands to keep it from exploding out of her mouth.

“So, a naughty, little girl wanting her teacher to massage her little clit while getting spanked. What would your daddy say if he saw you like this, bent over my table with your little ass in the air for all the boys to see. He would be so disappointed. Maybe you can get a little touch but only after I spank the naughtiness out of you.” Dave returned to massaging once more making Alice nearly gush with wetness before giving her another slap across the buttocks. This time, he grew braver and ran his hand up from between her legs saying “spread your little legs a bit. I don’t think your spanking is working very well. You seem to be enjoying it too much.”

Alice submissively obeyed enjoying the opportunity to turn her mind off, lose herself into the fantasy, and let a man take control of her body for a bit. She felt his hand cup lightly against her labial lips and her heart quickened as he asked, “would you lose your naughtiness if I spanked you here?”

She shuddered but before she could reply he withdrew his hand and gave her a little slap across her pussy. It was maybe half as hard as what he had given her across the ass but felt doubly intense across her sensitive, womanly parts. Her knees buckled and she felt grateful for the table to support her as she moaned loudly no longer able to keep her screams inside. He reached up and pressed a thick thumb deep into her pussy with one hand while two delicious fingers toyed lovingly with her clit from the front. With his other hand he began spanking her on both buttocks but whatever pain she experienced from the slaps drowned in the power of her own orgasm which felt only heightened by the abuse her buttocks received. Her explosion could be denied no further, and she screamed and writhed in orgasm there on top of the same desk which mere hours later would be used by her daughter to take lecture notes. Soon, Alice lay sprawled across the table with her legs helplessly jerking in orgasmic tremors as Dave slowly retracted his hand from her vagina letting it slide out a slickly streamer of her juices down onto the floor. Dave smiled as he saw this, and a small chuckle rose in his mouth as he contemplated how he would have to clean the place up after the two of them were done.

He forced his voice to sound harsh, however, as he said “Naughty girl, orgasming while spanking. That is so bad of you.” He grabbed Alice by her waist and hoisted her weakly onto her feet. Her head lulled sullenly off to the side in her sex-drunken state. He reached around behind her and gathered up her sweet, soft breasts in his hand as he directed her to the front of the class. He grabbed up a piece of chalk and placed it in her hand. She mindlessly followed him as he did this and he held her hand up to the board with the chalk in it and said “Now write the following sentences. ‘I will not orgasm while being spanked.’”

Alice had long since abandoned her will to partake of the pleasures of BDSM and so she slowly scrawled these words in an uneven hand as Dave held her waist from behind. It was difficult, since he had nearly fucked the ability to spell out of her for the time being, but she eventually reached the end. He continued “And next sentence, “I will only orgasm while riding master’s cock.” Now spread your legs and write it properly.”

He kicked at her inner ankle forcing her right leg to sprawl out and she began sketching the words but, in that moment, he shoved his cock deep inside her from behind spreading out all of her abused and sensitive womanly flesh. She had to lay an arm against the chalkboard to support her self as she leaned into it with him thrusting rhythmically into her from behind while holding onto her ass to steady her lower body for maximizing his pleasure. She had barely finished the last word when all hope for reason abandoned her, and she moaned loudly in tandem to Dave’s groans of ecstasy as he filled her pussy once more with his seed. For a while, they stood like that, his hands clamped around her beautiful rump and her desperately trying to hold herself up as an ocean of pleasure surged through and about the both of them. The current grew too strong and their knees too weak such that they both buckled to the floor where they lay in a puddled heap of twitching flesh and infinite joy.

Class, for the time being, appeared to be dismissed.

“Sounded like it was coming from upstairs. Dude, I don’t like this. The school is fucking creepy at night.” Derrick remarked as they started down the hallway. Dark lockers glared at them from either side menacingly causing both of them to stalk slowly down the hallway feeling glad that the other one was there. Steve squinted and said, “you know man, my dad always said that a mountain lion sounds like a woman screaming when it starts yelling at night.” Derrick scoffed “you think there’s a mountain lion in the school?” Steve shrugged saying “I hope not, just saying its possible.”

“Hey.” Alice said as she straightened out her dress and put her shoes back on. “What?” Dave asked as he buttoned his shirt. She smiled at him warmly and said, “I had fun tonight.”

Dave swallowed hard and nodded saying “me too. Too bad we can’t…”

“eight-six-seven-five-three-zero-five.” Alice said.

Dave blinked at her.

She gave a wry smile and said “give me a call so I have your number in my phone.” Dave pulled up his phone and smirked that it still had nine-one dialed on it. He cleared the dial and put in Alice’s number. She pulled a phone out from her small purse and hung up right away. She looked at him closely and said firmly, “No promises, no plans, no labels, understand?” Dave twisted his lips a little bit and nodded.

She held up a warning finger and continued, “no telling friends, no bragging to strangers, none of that. Pull any of that shit and I will say you’re a creeper who got my number off the parent directory. Get any big ideas and I will file a restraining order against you, press charges, the whole nine-yards, Got it?”

Dave chuckled saying, “who the hell would believe me anyhow?”

NO mirth crossed her face as Alice replied quietly “my husband.”

“I thought you said you hadn’t had sex for a long time.” Dave protested.

Alice frowned and replied, “I haven’t.” She sighed sadly and continued “it’s complicated.”

Dave rolled his eyes and replied, “I suppose everything is.”

He looked down sadly before continuing, “But, what does this make us, though?”

Alice stepped in close to him and smiled up into his face catching his eyes. She leaned in and they shared a kiss before she said “we’re a couple of people who like to swim. Nothing more. Nothing less.”

“It was over here. Surely this was where we last heard it. Look, English class has its lights on.” Derrick said as both boys quickened their pace. As soon as they reached the door, it exploded open and out stepped the night janitor. A pale look of shock and fear covered his face as he saw the two football players. “Dude! Are you okay?” Derrick asked.

“I uhh… uhh…” The janitor stuttered as he clung onto his mop with trembling, tight fingers. He blinked and said “why are you boys up here?”

“We heard something like a woman screaming.” Derrick replied. A pained look crossed the janitor’s face, and he turned a new shade of pale before Steve chimed in “or it could have been a mountain lion.”

The janitor’s face brightened up and he said “that’s it. I caught a cougar in the classroom.”

“Can we see it?” Derrick asked looking around behind the janitor trying to find the large cat. The janitor shook his head and said “no, it escaped out the window. Way too big for me to keep it corralled for long, you know. Don’t worry, boys, that cat is long gone by now. You two should go back home. I got a lot to clean up here.”

Derrick and Steve looked at each other for a moment before Derrick said “Okay, well, glad you weren’t hurt man. Those cougars can be dangerous.” A thoughtful look crossed the janitor’s face for a moment before he replied with a strange hint of recognition, “yes, yes… a cougar can rip out your heart if you’re not careful. Goodnight, boys.”

As the boys turned to leave, Derrick said “too bad we didn’t get to see the cougar. I guess it explains what we heard and why he looked like he was freaking out.”

“I suppose so,” replied Steve. He cocked an eyebrow and said, “but, I’m just curious about one more thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Who wrote ‘I will not orgasm while being spanked. I will only orgasm while riding master’s cock.’ On the chalkboard in there?”
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