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Kelly fumbled with the buttons on her Professor’s top, now, frantically trying to expose her huge breasts. She wasn’t disappointed – as the shirt fell away she was treated to a pair of tits that she could scarcely measure. Any larger and they might not be attractive anymore, but damn… those massive breasts were just perfect. It was her turn to slide her tongue from Celeste’s neck and down her body, eliciting an excited squeal from her as she even dug her teeth into the massive mounds of soft flesh. Kelly grabbed onto the thick underwire of her teacher’s bra and lifted straight up. Heavy, soft, fleshy breasts fell forward with large, delicious-looking nipples that were just begging to be sucked.

And suck she did. Kelly wasted no time in lifting one large breast and wrapping her lips around her nipple. She alternated between gentle, soft licks and desperate, hard, hungry sucking. Her professor’s body reacted perfectly to her touch, making her writhe with delight and causing the outline of that bulge in her panties to make an appearance through her skirt.

Did Kelly dare?

She wasn’t sure what to expect as she slid down the zipper at the side of her teacher’s tight black skirt, but as it fell to the floor she was treated to the sight a beautiful, thick dick standing erect outside the flimsy lace material of her panties. Kelly breathed deeply as she let her fingers wrap themselves around the impressive shaft. Not bad at all, she thought to herself. Kelly was delighted to discover this woman had a larger cock than most of the guys on campus. Tonight could be a lot of fun, she wickedly realized.


“Oh, come on!” Kelly shouted at the car as it came to a dead stop in front of her. How the hell was she supposed to make it across campus in under thirty minutes for her next class when the roads between the buildings were packed like this?! California traffic sucked anywhere you went, she thought to herself, even outside the city in this relatively small university. She checked the clock on her car nervously as the car in front flicked on their turn signal, waiting for traffic to pass them by so she could finally turn into the parking lot.

The clock told her it was 2:53 in the afternoon, which meant she only had seven minutes before the Professor locked the door. She was the only Professor on campus that didn’t cut her any slack to get between classes, which of course meant that she taught the one class that Kelly couldn’t always make it to on time. Her left foot tapped nervously as she drummed on her steering wheel, anxiously passing the ticking seconds away. It was truthfully just a couple minutes, but sitting there watching the minutes go by felt like an eternity.

When she finally got her turn in the parking lot, she grabbed the first empty spot she saw and hustled her way into the building, nearly forgetting all of her supplies. Her watch said 2:59 by the time she made it to the door of the classroom, and her Professor was halfway through shutting the door when she stuck her foot out. “That was close, Kelly,” her Professor Callahan said coldly.

“But I made it,” she answered with a smirk. Professor Celeste Callahan was both the on-campus dream and the on-campus nightmare at the same time. Many was the freshman or sophomore that was fooled into taking her literature class because they thought they were going to have a young & hot professor. Oh, sure, she was young and hot. Professor Callahan had a rocking body and routinely wore tight skirts that showed off her firm ass, paired with low cut blouses where she often forgot the top button. Every time she bent over her desk every guy in the classroom would lean forward to get a peek down her blouse. I was disgusting, but she had to be doing it on purpose, Kelly mused. In any case, for as tempting as her class was for most of the guys on campus, the reality was something else entirely.

She was a task master. She graded their papers harder than anyone else on campus, and she was a stickler for timelines (no matter how crazy the traffic got). Kelly had to wonder how many of the guys thought her academic torture was worth it when she bent over in those skirts… it still couldn’t be that many. They say that in any company 20% of the people do 80% of the work – well it held true on campus. This one teacher was responsible for 80% of her workload at any one time, and Kelly couldn’t wait for the semester to be over.

She hurried to her seat and looked at the chalkboard in the front of the class. They were finishing a section on Middle English literature and the boredom was real and palpable. Most art improves on itself over time, she came to realize, and reading some of the first pieces of fiction in barely recognizable English wasn’t her definition of fun.

A freshman, a scrawny but tall guy who looked younger than his eighteen years, gave her a smile as she sat next to him. In his dreams, Kelly thought. His smile melted away but he was able to amuse himself staring at the curvaceous instructor at the front of the room.

For her part, Kelly wasn’t exactly a “hot property” in school but she was no slouch, either. She took her studies way too seriously to spend her time partying in the dorms and going out to the clubs, but she still took care of herself and she knew she could turn heads with her blonde hair and sexy, hourglass build. She had it all where it counted, and she knew how to use it.

And she wasn’t using it on this… kid… sitting next to her.

The hour long lecture did eventually pass by, but she felt all 60 seconds of all 60 minutes in that hour along the way. If she hadn’t taken notes, Kelly wouldn’t even remember what the class was about today.

“Alright,” her Professor concluded. “Remember, those semester capstone papers are due at the end of next week. If you thought I was tough on you all before, you haven’t seen anything yet, so make sure that your sources are well-researched. And I don’t want to see any dumb grammar errors! Remember, this is a college literature class. I expect you to write like you care about academic literature.” It’s a good thing she was hot, Kelly thought, because Professor Callahan wasn’t going to make any friends with her personality.

Kelly took her time packing up her things and was nearly out the door when she froze at the sound of her name being called. “Kelly, do you have a moment?”

She stopped dead in her tracks and looked down at the ground. Now would be a great time to lie, she thought to herself, but alas… that just wasn’t her style. She turned around wearing a fresh grimace on her face. “Sure, Professor,” she answered.

“I wanted to talk to you about your assignment last week.”

Kelly suddenly felt like there was a rock in her stomach. “I’m sorry, Professor. It’s just that it’s a really busy school year, and…”

“Stop,” Professor Callahan held up her hand and cut her off. “I was actually going to tell you that you set the standard for the class. It was impressive work.”

Kelly almost couldn’t believe the words as she processed them. She thought for sure that the assignment was going to get a C at best, and now she was being praised for it. “Either I did better than I thought or the rest of the class is a lot worse than I realized,” Kelly joked.

“It’s probably both,” her Professor answered with a laugh. She watched as her academic nemesis sat down at her desk and flipped through some of the papers. “Frankly, the quality of writing in this school is awful,” she said.

“I mean, it’s a literature class, not a composition one,” Kelly said. The look her Professor shot back told her that it wasn’t an argument worth making.

“Regardless of how your peers do, you have something special,” she said. “I’d like to get together with you later after hours and talked about some tips, if you have time. You’ve got a special talent,” she said. Maybe it was finally getting a compliment from the University’s toughest teacher, or maybe it was the afternoon sun hanging low in the sky and the wait it lit up her instructor’s red hair, but that smile made her look particularly attractive.

Kelly always was a little bit curious about women, and the busty visage in front of her was as fine as they came. There were reasons every guy on campus wanted to take her class despite her reputation – and two of the biggest reasons were stuffed inside her shirt and packed high into a bra. “Yeah,” Kelly finally thought to answer, forcing herself to stop staring at her Professor. “I’d like that.”

“How about tonight? We could meet right here.”

“Tonight?” Kelly wondered. “Um… what time?”

“Seven. I’ve got a meeting with the other department heads at five… it’ll take a while so that should be enough time. Is that a problem?”

“No!” Kelly answered. Her parents had just enough money, the government had given her just enough financial aid, and the school was just cheap enough that Kelly was one of the lucky few that didn’t need to shuffle off to work after class. “I can make it,” she decided. Trouble was, she wasn’t sure she wanted to….

_____


Walking through the halls of her university after hours felt just like it did in high school. There was an eerie silence around every corner, with row after row of empty hallways that were normally crammed with students now so quiet that every noise echoed down the hall and back again. The lights were off in the English department hallway, save for one doorway at the end streaming a yellow light onto the floor.

Kelly gently knocked on the door and poked her head around the corner. “Hello? Professor Callahan?” she called into the room.

“Come in!” she heard.

Kelly opened the door and spotted the Professor behind her desk, which wasn’t at all unusual. What was out of the ordinary, though, was her outfit. The professor left her coat hanging over the back of her chair and her skirt hiked up her thighs, exposing the lace top of her dark, thigh-high stockings. Her top button was again undone, and the deep cleavage of her large breasts seemed to go on for miles. She had taken her beautiful, dark red hair out of her ponytail and let it hang loosely around her shoulders. If she wanted to, this woman could dominate any runway in the country, Kelly thought. She’d long been curious about the girls on campus and thought that maybe one day she might let herself go wild and do some of that “college experimentation” she’d heard so much about, but she’d never seriously thought about sex with another woman.

That was, until right now. On a regular day Professor Callahan was sex incarnate. But after hours? She was irresistible… even to Kelly.

Kelly swallowed hard. “So, you uh… needed to see me?”

“Not really needed, I’d say,” the Professor answered without looking up from the paper in front of her. Kelly could see red ink all over it as she finished up and wrote a a large “D” at the top, circling it. Kelly anxiously strained to get a better look and make sure it wasn’t her own assignment. “However, I do want to talk to you. Have a seat,” she said. The Professor pulled on a chair behind her and slid it up alongside her own. Kelly sat down next to the Professor, and realized this was the closest she’d ever been to the ultra-busty woman… so close, in fact, that their legs were now touching. Wearing a simple pair of jean shorts, she could feel the rough-yet-smooth material of her teacher’s stockings brushed up against her thigh, sending a little shiver down her spine.

“How would you like to go to Europe this summer?” Professor Callahan said as she handed Kelly a pamphlet.

“Uh…” Kelly looked down wide-eyed at the pamphlet, advertising a special historical English literature seminar in London. “I mean, yes, I’d love to, but there’s no way that I could afford something like this!” College was expensive enough, packing up for London for a couple months wasn’t going to make it any cheaper. Never mind the plane tickets, passport fees, and all the rest of the stuff that came along with traveling overseas. “I don’t think I can,” she had to admit.

“Nonsense!” the professor retorted. “With your talent, you have to go,” she said. She placed a hand on top of Kelly’s and for a second she swore she could feel the spark of attraction. Was it… mutual? She looked at her hand and back at the Professor, but her face was too hard to read.

“Seriously,” she stressed, “I just don’t have the money.” Kelly brushed a bit of her long blonde hair out of her eyes and tried to move her hand back, but the professor gripped a little harder. Her heart skipped a beat. Okay, she thought, this was happening…

“What if I could bankroll your trip?” she added.

“That would be… incredible,” Kelly answered. “But that’s a lot of money, and I could never pay you back!”

“First off, I can afford it,” the busty redhead answered confidently, “but second, you can pay me back.”

“I really can’t,” Kelly said again.

In response, the Professor’s hand started to work its way up her lower arm, brushing her fingertips along her forearms as it slowly climbed. “Yes, you can,” Professor Callahan answered.

What started as a spark of curiosity was turning into a forest fire of desire. But still, this was wrong. She was her professor, and now she was here offering a trip to Europe for a tumble between the sheets. And yet…

She was hot. Kelly couldn’t deny it. Her heart began to beat ever more quickly, each thump a little harder and faster than the last, as the sounds of the room around her were drowned out by the blood rushing between her ears. The adrenaline kicked in, filling her with a rush of energy and slowing down time around her. This was real and it was happening. “Okay, Professor…” she finally said. Why she said it, Kelly couldn’t figure out, but this was a once in a lifetime opportunity and she wasn’t letting it slip her by. Besides, she could use a little action, she thought. She didn’t have time for a boyfriend or even a girlfriend. Maybe a teacher on the side was just what her life needed.
“Please,” Professor Callahan responded softly, “Call me Celeste.”

“Celeste,” Kelly repeated.

The gap between their faces slowly began to close as each of the women came closer to each other. How long had Celeste been checking her out? Did she do this with all the girls…? No, she decided. If this was an every day occurrence, everyone in the school would know by now.

Their lips connected and all of her worries began to melt away, replaced with a slowly building heat deep inside. The teacher’s lips were soft and gentle, with her tongue just barely flicking against her own as they got a little more adventurous with each passing second. Celeste grabbed her hand and moved it to her own leg.

Kelly squeezed her teacher’s thigh gently and moaned slightly. Damn that felt good, she decided. Suddenly braver, she let her hand work upwards, slipping her fingertips underneath the edge of Celeste’s short black skirt and feeling the top of her thigh-high stockings. Dare she go even higher?

Her hand continued it’s journey north, feeling the incredibly smooth skin of her thighs when… wait… what was that?

Pressed against Celeste’s right leg was… a cock? Kelly went wide-eyed and looked at her Professor, who wore a confident smile. “I didn’t figure you’d mind my secret,” she said. Truthfully, she didn’t, but it was a hell of a shock and for a moment Kelly’s head was spinning. There had to be more to this story, but as she ran her eyes up and down Celeste’s body she decided it didn’t matter. She knew how to handle a dick just as well as the next girl, and she was still aching for a chance to get inside that top and enjoy her huge breasts. She was in. Why not enjoy the best of both worlds, she thought to herself.

Kelly swallowed the nerves away and confidently let her hand come to a rest on the bulge in her professor’s panties, as their tongues twirled together in a passionate kiss while she let her hand journey up Celeste’s skirt. A little, high-pitched whimper squeaked out of Celeste’s lips as they kissed. God, even the sound of her enjoying herself was hot, Kelly thought.

Kelly was excited but nervous, and the busty, confident Professor was ready and willing to take charge. She stood up and grabbed Kelly’s hands, guiding her back to the desk until she sat the younger college student down on the edge. She could smell Celeste’s coconut-scented shampoo as her mouth engulfed the nape of her neck. Instinctively, she wrapped her arms around the older woman and squeezed, pressing her massive tits against her body. Kelly was always proud of her figure and thought she was well-endowed herself, but she had nothing on this woman.

And she loved it.

Celeste grabbed a handful of the younger blonde’s hair and yanked back, exposing yet more of her neck to the waiting tongue of her teacher. One practiced hand from her professor worked the buttons on her shirt as her tongue worked its way ever lower, sliding onto each newly exposed inch of skin as the buttons on her top were opened. Kelly breathed heavily as Celeste’s lips inched towards her breast. She gasped with delight as her Professor placed both hands on her tits and squeezed through the material of her bra. “Mmm,” Kelly involuntarily moaned. The ministrations of her hands were already enough to drive her crazy, and the sexy student let her shirt fall off and onto the desk while her professor flicked open the back of her bra.

Her breasts succumbed to gravity, but only for a couple seconds before Professor Callahan’s lips, mouth, and tongue were all over them. Never before in her life had anyone been so obsessed with her body, Kelly thought. Her tongue slid in a long, wet streak between her breasts and from nipple to nipple, stopping to suck on each pert and perky tip with flicks of her tongue that made Kelly shiver with ecstasy.

Kelly fumbled with the buttons on her Professor’s top, now, frantically trying to expose her huge breasts. She wasn’t disappointed – as the shirt fell away she was treated to a pair of tits that she could scarcely measure. Any larger and they might not be attractive anymore, but damn… those massive breasts were just perfect. It was her turn to slide her tongue from Celeste’s neck and down her body, eliciting an excited squeal from her as she even dug her teeth into the massive mounds of soft flesh. Kelly grabbed onto the thick underwire of her teacher’s bra and lifted straight up. Heavy, soft, fleshy breasts fell forward with large, delicious-looking nipples that were just begging to be sucked.

And suck she did. Kelly wasted no time in lifting one large breast and wrapping her lips around her nipple. She alternated between gentle, soft licks and desperate, hard, hungry sucking. Her professor’s body reacted perfectly to her touch, making her writhe with delight and causing the outline of that bulge in her panties to make an appearance through her skirt.

Did Kelly dare?

She wasn’t sure what to expect as she slid down the zipper at the side of her teacher’s tight black skirt, but as it fell to the floor she was treated to the sight a beautiful, thick dick standing erect outside the flimsy lace material of her panties. Kelly breathed deeply as she let her fingers wrap themselves around the impressive shaft. Not bad at all, she thought to herself. Kelly was delighted to discover this woman had a larger cock than most of the guys on campus. Tonight could be a lot of fun, she wickedly realized.

She held on to her member with an underhanded grip, feeling her heavy ball sack with her fingertips as she let that thick cock slide between her fingers and palm. It was soft and hard, and looked every bit like the perfect cock she would hope for from any date.

Kelly looked into her Professor’s eyes for a moment and smirked. Celeste wasn’t the only one that could be a wild little slut when she wanted to.

She let her body slip off the edge of the desk and continued down until she was on her knees. Professor Callahan stood in front of her, peeling off layers of clothes until she was left in just her thigh high stockings. Standing proudly erect an inch in front of Kelly’s face was a thick dick just waiting for attention.

She opened her mouth and nervously guided it in. A little bit salty, a little bit sweet… but with a feminine scent that she couldn’t quite place, like a guy was using floral-scented body lotion. It made the entire, bizarre experience that much more comfortable.

And that much more sexy.

Kelly pressed her head forward and let her professor’s cock slide all the way to back of her mouth where it threatened to break past the barrier and fill her throat. She fought back her gag reflex as her eyes watered and she coughed, focusing on giving this sweet cock long, wet strokes with her mouth.

She could feel her cock throbbing in her mouth. She tried to look up into Celeste’s eyes as she pleasured her thick dick, but her vision was stopped by two huge breasts that blocked her sight. Even better, she thought as she reached a hand up to feel them.

Squeezing the tits on a woman while sucking on her cock had to be one of the strangest moments of her life, but there was denying just how damn hot it all was. Anyone might have walked through the classroom door and Kelly would’ve taken it as an opportunity to put on a show. She was beyond “horny” and had become a depraved, sex-craving slut. And she loved it.

“Jesus,” her professor groaned. “That’s it… all the way down.”

She obeyed happily, opening up the back of her throat and forcing herself forward. Her stomach lurched and she nearly lost control of her gag reflex as the impressive cock stretched open her throat. Celeste held herself there, frozen in pleasure as the head of her dick throbbed inside Kelly’s throat. The student tried to stay as long as she could, but she had to pull away. Long, stringy lines of drool and spit hung off her cock, falling onto her legs.

She licked her lips as the professor lifted her up to her feet. Celeste hungrily kissed Kelly, licking up the strings of spit and drool around her lips and getting a taste of her own precum from the coed’s tongue. Bold, confident hands held onto Kelly’s waist and turned her around, gripping the edge of her jeans and yanking down.

Her professor pulled down her panties and her pants at the same time, looking at Kelly’s bubble butt sticking out and a dripping wet pussy in desperate need of attention. Kelly felt Celeste’s breasts coming to a rest on her back as the older woman slide her hand down her back, between the cheeks of her perfect little butt, and down to her pussy. She gasped in utter ecstasy as the Professor’s fingertips slipped inside. First one, then two… then three… four? She closed her eyes tight and winced as Celeste stretched out her body. The pain would have been worse but not for the intense waves of pleasure she had to fight back.  She was ready to cum just from getting fingered while bent over the desk!

“Fuck me,” she begged. The desperation was real.

But so was her Professor’s desire. In only seconds after telling her teacher to fuck her, she felt the familiar stretch of a cock spreading out her wet pussy. It was thick and long, and Kelly felt full from the sensation of holding such an huge specimen in her body. She looked over her shoulder to see Celeste’s face with a bead of sweat dripping down her forehead, landing on one of those impressive tits which began to jiggle with each thrust. Her pace was slow and methodical, and Kelly could feel each blood-filled vein of her thickness as it slipped inside of her. She started to pant heavily, the waves of pleasure were about to break the dam at any moment.

“Harder,” she said. Her professor obeyed.

“Faster!” she screamed. Anyone outside the classroom would know exactly what was happening in there from the sounds of their bodies slapping together alone. With every hard and fast push she felt her professor’s balls slap against her body. Kelly reached down between her legs, unable to resist the sinful delights washing up through her body and flicked her fingers over her clit.

The was all it took to push her over the edge. Kelly wasn’t even sure that it was her own voice that rang out… she’d never sounded like that before. She was like an animal as the orgasmic energy ripped through her nerves. She frantically played with her clit as she felt herself gushing wetness, and squeezed her own breast with a free hand, pinching her nipple and adding just the right edge of pain to the pleasure. The classroom went dim as the blood rushed away from her head, and she was panting, sweaty mess as the world came back into focus.

She didn’t get the chance to relax into the warmth of her orgasm, as Celeste grabbed her by the hips and flipped her back over on the desk. Kelly spread out her arms and let everything on the desk she could reach go crashing onto the floor. A keyboard, a mouse, a cup of coffee… none of it mattered to the student and her kinky professor.

Laying on her back, she looked down between her legs to find Celeste running her tongue down her thighs. Goosebumps popped up all over her body as the tickling sensation got ever closer to her moist pussy, but her professor stopped just shy of her clit, bringing out a groan of frustration from the student. Celeste chuckled to herself, “You wanted more?”

“Yes,” she answered, breathing deeply.

“Yes, what?” Celeste replied tauntingly.

“Yes, please…” she answered obediently. Kelly was rewarded with the amazing sensation of her literature professor’s tongue slipping right into her, before popping back out to flick up and down over her clit. Her body jerked and jolted like she was being electrocuted, responding instantly to the ministrations of the older, busty professor. “Right there,” she encouraged her, “right there, I’m almost…”

And the Professor stopped. Kelly was about to object when she felt Celeste’s fingers and tongue  replaced by the head of her cock once again. That was a trade Kelly was more than willing to make, and she ached to feel that thick member throbbing deep inside her once again. To hell with Europe, fucking Professor Callahan was better than any overseas trip.

The Professor leaned over her body and Kelly guided one of those amazing, over-sized breasts down to her lips where her tongue was waiting to play with those large, soft nipples. Celeste took her time,  enjoying the feel of her tight wetness. Kelly would squeeze her legs together and get a groan of delight from her professor as she felt her dick throbbing. She had to give it to the Professor, Celeste had some pretty impressive stamina. Any other of these dudes on campus would’ve blown his load long ago, but this teacher knew how to please a woman and Kelly wasn’t leaving until she was thoroughly pleased.

She wrapped her legs around the torso of her professor and guided her deeper. She was so long that her cock would bump up against her uterus painfully, but it just didn’t matter. Celeste fell into a rhythm and began to pick up the pace.

Kelly’s own tits were shaking up and down, almost bumping up against her chin as her whole body shook from every powerful thrust. This was what she wanted, she thought to herself. She wanted to be laid out on the desk and taken like a sex doll; she wanted every inch of this thick dick deep inside her and she wanted to cum for her Professor over and over again. She wanted to be her toy.

Celeste didn’t need to hear the words because she was already treating her exactly like that. She pinched, pulled, and slapped Kelly’s tits painfully as she played with them, watching the craven look in her eyes as she reacted to the light punishment. Kelly reveled in the sensations that were coursing through her body; never in her life had she felt so alive and so sexy. Kelly went all-in on the feeling.

“Do you like that tight little pussy?” she asked teasingly.

Celeste only responded by pushing just that much harder.

“That’s it, fuck me. Make me your plaything!” she commanded. Kelly tossed her head back on the desk as she reached a hand up to squeeze those beautiful, big tits hanging over her. The pressure was again building down below. “Make me cum,” she panted. “Please, God, please… I need it…” she begged. There was no fighting the sexual being that Celeste had awakened within her. Every depraved desire she’d ever had came rushing back and Kelly could only surrender to her lust.

This time the orgasm surprised her. Kelly’s legs were wrapped around Celeste’s body and she locked her feet together, trapping her Professor’s body against her own and keeping her cock buried to the hilt. Their sweaty bodies and big tits pressed together as her breath was stuck in her throat. Celeste kissed her deeply through the whole orgasmic ride, but still Kelly could scarcely manage a breath until the beautiful sensation had passed.

She sucked on her professor’s earlobe as she reached around and squeezed her firm ass. “I want to taste you…” she whispered into her ear.

She could feel Celeste’s body respond to the temptation with a throb of her dick deep inside. Kelly giggled, again whispering into her, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Tell you what… why don’t you fuck my face?”

When Kelly said that she wanted to be used like a toy, she meant it. Nothing turned her on more than a little bit of rough play in the bedroom, and Celeste was her just type to enjoy being on the other end. The older woman straddled her body and crawled on her knees up Kelly’s torso until the head of her cock was against her lips.

Kelly gave her wrists together to the other woman to hold onto, immobilizing her as she opened her mouth. It was a good thing she’d already cum twice, because the sight of this huge-breasted teacher with a stellar cock was a memory that would keep her company at night for years to come. The tip of her dick slipped right down the back of her mouth, and she felt the familiar, terrible lurch of her stomach as Celeste made her way into her throat.

Kelly had no idea why she’d make an offer like this – she always did have a gag reflex she couldn’t control. But today it just felt even hotter. Lines of drool and spit escaped the sides of her lips as tears escaped her eyes. There was a ferocious intensity to the way Celeste turned Kelly into her personal sex toy. With every gag and and convulsion, Kelly wasn’t sure that she could hold onto her lunch that much longer, then the Professor suddenly stopped.

She pulled her cock out of her mouth and let it hang in front of her face. Massive, thick, hot spurts of white cum shot over her pretty features. Lost in the throes of desire and mad lust Kelly could only open her mouth to get a real taste of Celeste. The warm, salty cum dripped into her mouth while also landing in a sticky mess all over her face, the desk, and even sticking in her blonde hair. Kelly only wished she could lick her own face to clean up the mess. Instead, she naughtily thought about using her panties to wipe up and wearing them on her way back out of the classroom. What had come over?!

Celeste slipped off her body and laid next to her, both of the ladies a sticky mess as they looked up at the ceiling. They were quiet, save for their heavy breathing and panting. As a slight smile grew across Kelly’s face, she turned to face her professor. “So… question. Do you feel like going to England, too?
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Helen turned around to see a woman about her age and build standing there. She wore a name tag on her blouse. "Oh," Helen stammered, surprised by her. "I'm good. I think I found what I'm looking for." The young woman looked at the dress in her hands, making an odd expression on her face. 

“What?” Helen asked. “You don’t like it?”

“Oh, I just work here, I don’t know that...”

“No no no,” Helen insisted. “Be honest. What do you think?”

“Well,” she began reluctantly. “It’s just… I think if you’re going for sex appeal you could do better with a body like yours.” Helen wasn’t really sure what to say in response to something like that.

“I… um," she stuttered through the words. "Thanks? I guess?" Helen blushed as she looked at the other woman. That was quite the compliment coming from someone that looked like her. She had a busty figure, too, and long blond hair that fell in loose curls well past her breasts. She was dressed professionally, but it was easy to tell that she liked her skirt to ride just an inch or two too high, giving her customers and the world a good view of her beautiful, nylon-covered thighs. She blushed. 

Blushing made her want to blush even more! It was stupid. It was just a slightly edgy compliment from a ridiculously sexy woman. Why the hell would it affect her like that? Still, there was something to the look in her eye. A sort of hunger she couldn’t quite put her finger on, like a vampire that had just found its prey walking through streets alone in the middle of the night. She felt snared by her gaze and trapped by her smile. Helen found herself staring at her lips for just a little too long.

Was this what it was like to be attracted to another woman? For the first time in her life, Helen had… thoughts… about another woman’s body. She forced herself to shake off her imagination; to stop wondering what those tits looked like underneath her work clothes; and back into the moment.

“So,” she started, swallowing her nerves, “what would you recommend?”

“Well, the blue is good on you,” she answered without missing a beat, “but I think you need to try the classic black.” She pulled a slinky, thin black dress off the rack. Its neckline plunged way lower than she would ever be comfortable with, and the back was completely bare. Helen was proud of her body, but dressing like this was never something she’d thought about before. Besides, this was for a wedding, not a cocktail party!

“Listen,” she glanced at the nametag, “Julie… I’m picking a dress for a friend’s wedding. I mean, this is hot as hell, there’s no denying it. But I don’t know if it’s really appropriate, you know?” Julie looked her over again, the gears in her head slowly turning.

“Tell you what,” she said, “let’s go have you try them on. Then you can see the difference.”

“Alright,” she answered. Julie led her back through the store, sliding between the racks of clothes with a catlike walk. Helen caught herself staring at the woman’s shapely ass more than once as she put one foot in front of the other, treating the entire store like it was her personal catwalk. Again, she forced the downright pornographic thoughts from her head. “Keep it together,” she muttered to herself. “You’re married,” she told herself. “Hell, you’re straight...” Well, at least she thought she was.

Julie stopped next to one of the white doors the closed off the dressing. “I’ll wait here for you,” she said. Helen knew it was just good customer service, but the thought of this woman waiting out here for her made one of the butterflies in her stomach take to flight. She tried hard to hide the smile it brought to her face.

She started with the blue dress. Helen quickly jumped out of her street clothes and slipped the light blue dress up her body. She gave her brown hair a quick toss and turned several times, looking at herself in the mirror. It looked every bit as good as she thought it would. Helen gave herself a little smile as her eyes ran up and down her figure.

She pushed open the door and looked at that cocky little store clerk. “There,” she said to her satisfaction. “See? It looks great!”

Julie’s eyes ran up and down her body, and she swore that she caught her gaze lingering on her hips. Helen nearly blushed as her critic judged the outfit silently. “It’s alright,” she conceded.

“Alright?! Oh come on, this dress looks great.”

“It looks good," she said with a disarming smile. "But I think you can do better. Trust me on this," she said with a wicked little grin. Helen blushed as she saw Helen's eyes examining her figure one more time, just a little closer. She opened the door to the dressing room and pulled it shut behind her. With a deep breath, clearing away the dirty thoughts she suddenly had about another woman, she let the straps of the dress off her shoulders, pushing it to the ground. 

She looked at her bare figure in the mirror. Her breasts piled high into a bra that was probably just a size too small, but her husband always liked the look. A little discomfort to spice up the sex life was fine, wasn’t it? Besides, apparently it drew the eyes of hot department store workers, too.

Helen grabbed the sexy little black number off the hanger and stepped into it, slowly pulling it up her body. It was a tight fit, hugging her ass tightly. She turned her body and looked over her shoulder in the mirror; sure enough, each individual ass cheek was easy to trace in the tight fabric. Helen struggled to reach behind her body and grab onto the zipper, looking a bit like a dog chasing its tail. She was about to give up when the feeling of fingers on her skin made her pause.

Her heart pounded in her chest, jumping straight up her throat and throbbing between her ears. The sound of blood rushing was the only thing she heard as she felt another woman's fingers, Julie's, slowly pulling up the zipper of her dress. "Um," she stammered, suddenly breathing heavily. The other woman's fingers worked their way up her body, grazing against her skin as she slowly pulled up her zipper. 

She felt the dress tightening on her body, enclosing her massive breasts behind the thin black fabric. Helen looked to the mirror from the corner of her eye, looking at the beautiful blond woman standing behind her. It was easy to tell what was on her mind. She hadn’t heard her come into the dressing room, but she watched as Julie kicked the door closed with one leg, turning her head as she looked closely at Helen’s body.

Helen swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Julie's hands worked their way back down her body, her fingers trailing against her bare back in the cutout of the dress. Julie inched her way closer to Helen's body. 

She closed her eyes, feeling the warmth of her figure pressing against her back. Her breasts were just as large as her own, pillowy yet firm. Helen let herself sink back a little into her new friend, enjoying the feel of their bodies touching. Julie’s arms slowly wrapped around her torso, pulling her back onto herself.

That's when she felt it. Her eyes popped open, looking into Julie's eyes through the reflection in the mirror. She looked at her for any sign of confirmation for what she just felt. Was that…? No, it couldn't be. Julie wasn't a transvestite, and she didn't look like she was born a man, either. It was impossible. Helen turned around, her eyes turning downward. 

Sure enough, a bulge was pressing against her black skirt, the unmistakable bump of a large cock under her clothes. Her brain frantically searched for answers to what seemed like an impossible problem. There was no way a woman that looked like that was packing a dick like that! Her arm moved forward. Looking back on it, Helen couldn’t figure out what came over her. Why she reached out with one hand, why she let herself touch it over her skirt, was just beyond her.

Maybe she wanted to see if it was real? Her fingers worked their way up and down the length of the bulge, feeling beyond a doubt the ridges that meant this was a real cock. It was a funny, though… she never had the instinct to run away. As her hand worked its way up and down that thick shaft, she watched Julie's eyes close in ecstasy. She didn't want to walk away. Sure, her husband was somewhere out in the mall. Hell, maybe he was in the store looking for her right now. 

Helen struggled to care. She just couldn’t bring herself to think about him anymore… not now that her hand was touching this cock. A marvelous, thick cock… on a beautiful woman. The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she might enjoy the combination.

It was like gravity was calling her to the floor. Her knees bent as if on their own volition, pulling her towards the ground. First one leg, then the other; the rough carpet of the changing room dug into her bare legs, stinging ever so slightly against her kneecaps. She let her hands begin to run up Julie’s thighs. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh, pressing against her skin through the thin material of her stockings. “God,” she hissed, “I just want to lick those legs.”

Julie just chuckled to herself in response, closing her eyes and throwing her head back as she relished the feeling of her hands crawling up her body. Helen heard the slightest moan of pleasure as her fingertips ducked underneath the edge of her skirt for the first time, teasing the edge of her nylon stockings. Another inch… and then another… every bit of skin her hands journeyed up pulled the skirt along with them, working that massive cock towards its freedom. 

Helen just gasped when she saw it at last. Trapped inside plain, white lace panties; a thick, rock-hard dick that was just dying for attention. Her palm pressed against it, rubbing up and down and watching Julie’s body writhe with delight as she touched her. “Can I ask you something…?” she said nervously. Julie looked down, nodding impatiently with intensity behind her eyes.

“How often do you do this? How many women are okay with it?”

“Not nearly often enough," she gasped. Julie reached down and pressed Helen's hand harder against her cock, working it up and down forcefully and desperately. It was like Helen thought – a person like Julie probably didn't get a lot of sexual partners. She could feel that rock-hard cock throbbing underneath her panties, threatening to break through the lace material of any moment in a fit of horny rage. 

Her fingers shook as she pulled down on the white lace panties. Helen had to quickly dodge her head out of the way as the cock sprung forth, shaking up and down like a spring with too much tension.  She practically forgot her own name as she looked at the massive member. Jesus, not only was it a perfect dick on a perfect woman, but it was maybe one of the largest she’d ever seen in person. Helen subconsciously licked her lips as she examined it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft...


Still not enough? Check out the rest of these incredible, erotic short stories from Melody Harris!



Shopping for Futa Fun: A Futa on Female Story

This wasn't what she had in mind when she went shopping for a dress. Helen hated shopping, but when Julie decided to give her that personal touch as she helped her find just the right dress. A sexy, curvy woman with a rock-hard... secret. Well, maybe she enjoyed it a little too much. Everyone in the store knew exactly what they were up to in that dressing room, and when it was finally over, a very satisfied and exhausted Helen could see her husband's feet right outside.

Futa Interrogation: A Futa on Female Story

Nikki's in trouble with the law, and now she's been dragged in front of a mysterious, unnaturally beautiful woman... she couldn't believe how attractive she was. Those legs, the body - she was like a wet dream come to life. When her interrogator's eyes met hers for just a little too long, Nikki realized there might be a way out of this situation. How hard could it be to seduce her?


There's only one problem. A big, rock-hard problem hidden right under the curvaceous interrogator's skirt… 

Futa on the Dance Floor: A Shemale on Female Exhibition Fantasy

Karen's had a run of bad luck with men, so she decides to indulge her bi-curious fantasies. Enter Stacey: a busty, sexy, outgoing redhead that takes her on the craziest first date of her life to an eccentric dance club. Things are going well when Karen learns about her big, rock-hard secret and has to make a choice. Read every sexy detail as let loose on the dance floor - right in front of everyone in the club!
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