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Naughty Excerpt from “Hot MILF Professor's Lezzie Delight”

“Did you ever fool around with any girls?” I asked. “You were wild, right? Did you experiment.”

“Sarah!” she gasped. Her cheeks were real red.

“That's to an answer. That's not a no.” My pussy clenched. My cunt was so hot. I grabbed both her arms. I stared at her. She had a few inches in height on me, just enough that I had to look up at her. “Say it.”

“I kissed one,” she said. “That's it. I didn't go farther. Okay?”

“You wanted to, didn't you?”

She swallowed. “Why are you asking me these questions, Sarah?”

“You know why,” I purred. “The same reason I wanted to know about lesbianism. You know who I yearn for.” I pulled her close to me, her breasts pressing into mine through our blouses. My nipples throbbed. I didn't wear a bra. Not with my little A-cup titties. “You know who I yearn for.”

“This is wrong, Sarah,” she whimpered.

I let go of her arms and slid my hands around her waist. “You wanted to do more with that girl you kissed, didn't you? You wanted to suck on her tits. To lick her pussy.”

“Sarah...” she groaned, her voice so throaty. “I... I...”

“Don't you dare lie to me!” I slid my hands down and grabbed her rump. I squeezed her ass, feeling her plump rump through her skirt. “You felt it and were scared. Because as much of a party girl as you become, you still thought of yourself as a Christian girl. You convinced yourself that so long as it was just boys you were fucking, it wasn't as bad. But it was all sin, wasn't it?”

“Yes,” she hissed.

“You wanted to kiss her titties!”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Hot MILF Professor's Lezzie Delight

Dear diary,

Holiday's over. I'm off to college today. That means seeing Ms. Keighley!!!! I know! I know! It's so exciting. She's so gorgeous. Ooh, I have the perfect plan to seduce her. I've been doing research.

I learned about Sappho. Do you know who Sappho is? No? Well, that's okay. You're a diary. But I do. Ooh, this is perfect. I'm going to seduce another MILF. Ms. Keighley is so sexy. I'm so excited. I have to get ready.

I need to lube up and then get going! We'll talk more when I get home!

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

*   *   *

Sitting through Ms. Keighley's English class was so hard. I squirmed the entire time, and not just because of my special surprise. That had made everything so interesting for the last few hours. No, no, it was because she was so sexy.

She was in her mid-thirties, a young MILF to be sure, but still a sexy one. I could just watch her pace back and forth as she lectured my small college class in her skirts and nylons and those tight blouses she wore. They molded to her breasts and drew the eye to her wonderful bouncing bosom. She had my virgin pussy itching so badly.

I wanted to do such naughty things to her. Just wicked and naughty. I bit my lip, my pussy on fire. The heat swelled and swelled as she kept speaking about poetry. On metaphor especially. Poetry holds the most amount of restriction of any written art form. A novel has tens of thousands of words while short stories had thousands.

Typically, poems only had tens of words. You had to get your point across a succinctly as possible while crafting something that flowed. That evoked an emotional response. When she spoke about it, her brown hair sweeping behind her, the passion was stirring. Her blue eyes gleamed behind her glasses. They were bewitching as I watched her from the front row.

My mouth was salivating. My pussy was on fire. My asshole was so full.

I was so glad that I had embraced being a lesbian. The last two days with Mrs. Beringer, the preacher's wife, had been delicious. She had been such a wonderful, submissive delight. I wanted to expand my harem from one to two.

And then more.

Ooh, yes, yes, I was so eager for that. My cunt was on fire. That naughty itch swelled in me. I fanned my face, so flushed and sweaty in anticipation of this moment.

“Okay,” she said. “I want you all to choose one of the Psalms, read it, and then dissect its metaphor. It's doubly hard with poetry translated from another language. The translator had to keep its original meaning while trying to keep the spirit of the poem. Its flow and cadence. Read your poem in multiple translations to see what I mean.”

This was a Christian college. A small school that produced many good preachers from its seminary. It was the sort of school where the girls came to major in wife 101 and earn an MRS degree. To find themselves a good man to marry. That was why my father and step-mother sent me here.

But I wasn't interested in marrying a man. I had thought I would have to. A beard, as they say. But now that I was accepting who I was, I wouldn't settle for a man and be miserable. Oh, no, I wanted a woman.

Women.

“Ms. Keighley,” I said as the rest of the class filed out. I knew she had office hours right now while I usually had lunch. I moved up to her, my asshole shifting. Ooh, it felt weird to walk right now. My pussy grew hotter, my shaved twat dripping juices down my thighs beneath my conservative skirt. “I had a question. On translated poetry.”

“Of course,” she said, glancing up at me and smiling.

“I came across this poet, and I'm really confused. It's called, To an Army Wife in Sardis.”

“I'm not familiar with that one off the top of my head,” she said, giving me such a friendly smile. “It sounds Greek, though.”

“Yes,” I said. “It seems to be that the poet was in love with the 'army wife in Sardis.' The poet's writing to her, like the wife had to move away or something. In the poem, the poet talks about the army wife like she has inspired the same feelings that Helen of Troy did in all those men.”

“Ah, yes,” said Ms. Keighley. “So the poet was in love with a married woman and telling her that she loves her like all those men loved Troy.”

I nodded. “The poet is telling Anactoria, that's the army wife's name, that the poet will never forget her. That the time they spent will always be in the poet's mind.” My cheeks blushed. “It sounded like they were having an affair.”

“It does sound that way,” said the professor. Her blue eyes were so gorgeous. “I'd have to see the poem to make sure myself.”

“Oh, yes, of course,” I said. “And it's just a fragment. They only have the beginning. It's just... The author is Sappho.”

Professor Keighley froze.

“Sappho is a woman, right?” I swallowed. “I mean, she's a woman writing about having an affair with a married woman. Or, at least, that she's in love with a married woman. That she yearns for her like all those men yearned after Helen of Troy. They started a war over her.”

“I've heard of Sappho, of course,” said Ms. Keighley. Her cheeks blushed. She fanned her face. “She's, well, she's very famous for being a lesbian poet.”

“In Ancient Greece?” I gasped in mock shock. “I always thought lesbianism is a modern thing. The bible never talks about it. Just men doing sodomy.”

“True.” The professor swallowed. “She is where the word for lesbian comes from. You see, lesbian used to be mean being from Lesbos, the island where she lived. And Sappho is where we get sapphic, another word for lesbianism.”

“So there have been lesbians for thousands of years?” I asked, trying to sound so innocent. I stared into my teacher's blue eyes. She was so gorgeous. She had my nineteen-year-old body trembling. A line of pussy juices trickled down my inner thighs.

“I suppose so,” Ms. Keighley said. “I've never really thought about it. It's not something a Christian woman should think about.”

“True,” I said. “It's just... Is it really a sin? If it was around when the bible was written, why didn't God say for women not to do it?”

“He did, in a way.” Ms. Keighley glanced at the door. Her cheeks were so red. She was flushed. “He said that any sex outside of a man marrying a woman was a sin. So while he didn't specifically mention lesbianism, it doesn't change that even a man and woman who aren't married to each other and then have sex have committed a sin. Same with two women.”

“Oh,” I said, quivering. My asshole clenched down on that naughty object. It felt so wicked having it in me.

“So, have you ever felt that way?” I asked. “Yearning for someone the way the poet did. Loving them and not wanting to forget them and to be with them.”

“Of course,” Ms. Keighley said. “I had the guy who got away. I settled for another man and...” She trailed off. “Well, I'm single now so you can see how well that worked out. You? I mean, when I was your age, I was falling in love all the time. Just burning for that first time with a boy. But you should really wait until you're married. Not rush into things.”

“I do have that yearning,” I whispered. I stared at her. “It consumes me. There are times that I just can't hold back. I want to just grab them and kiss them and do all those naughty and sinful things with them.”

Ms. Keighley grabbed my shoulders. “I know. Your body is burning hot. I do remember those days. I'm not that old. But you should try to wait. I didn't with my ex-husband and... Well... It was a bad start to our relationship.”

“I haven't even told them how I feel,” I said.

“Well, you should do that, at least,” she said. “Or let the boy know. See how he responds.”

“It's just that they're so clueless,” I said. “They have no idea how much I want them to just grab me and kiss me. That I would do such naughty things for them if they just realized it.”

“Sarah,” she groaned. “You really need to try to control that. Society tells young women that it's okay to be promiscuous, but it's not good for us.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “Have you been promiscuous?”

She blushed. “I've only been with two men.”

“Really?” I glanced down at her top. “The way you dress... It's like you want your students to look at you.”

“Well...” She swallowed. “We've really strayed far from our topic.”

“You like it, don't you,” I pressed, feeling the shift in our conversation. “You like it when your students stare at you.”

“I have, um, papers to grade,” she said turning away. “You probably have another class you should be attending.”

“I don't,” I said and grabbed her arm. I turned her back to face me, loving how she didn't resist. “You dress in those tight blouses and your nylons because you know it drives the boys wild.” I bit my lip. “And I bet it was more than two, wasn't it?”

She stared at me.

“Answer me, Ms. Keighley,” I said. “You had sex with more than two men in your life.”

“Yes,” she croaked. “I was... wild in college. I had a boy I liked, but I bought into the peer pressure. I lost him. He didn't want a girl that was doing the things I did. I met another boy. We partied. It was a bad marriage in the end. Now... Now I wish I had been a good girl, but...”

“But you were naughty, so you can't get the memory of those pleasures out of your head. You like how it makes you feel strutting around, everyone looking at you. How sexy you are.”

She bit her lower lip.

“Answer me,” I said, my voice commanding.

“Yes!” she groaned. “Why am I telling you this?”

“Did you ever fool around with any girls?” I asked. “You were wild, right? Did you experiment?”

“Sarah!” she gasped. Her cheeks were real red.

“That's not an answer. That's not a no.” My pussy clenched. My cunt was so hot. I grabbed both her arms. I stared at her. She had a few inches in height on me, just enough that I had to look up at her. “Say it.”

“I kissed one,” she said. “That's it. I didn't go farther. Okay?”

“You wanted to, didn't you?”

She swallowed. “Why are you asking me these questions, Sarah?”

“You know why,” I purred. “The same reason I wanted to know about lesbianism. You know who I yearn for.” I pulled her close to me, her breasts pressing into mine through our blouses. My nipples throbbed. I didn't wear a bra. Not with my little A-cup titties. “You know who I yearn for.”

“This is wrong, Sarah,” she whimpered.

I let go of her arms and slid my hands around her waist. “You wanted to do more with that girl you kissed, didn't you? You wanted to suck on her tits. To lick her pussy.”

“Sarah...” she groaned, her voice so throaty. “I... I...”

“Don't you dare lie to me!” I slid my hands down and grabbed her rump. I squeezed her ass, feeling her plump rump through her skirt. “You felt it and were scared. Because as much of a party girl as you'd become, you still thought of yourself as a good Christian girl. You convinced yourself that so long as it was just boys you were fucking, it wasn't as bad. But it was all sin, wasn't it?”

“Yes,” she hissed.

“You wanted to kiss her titties!”

“I did!”

I shuddered. “You wanted to lick her pussy.”

“So much. I wanted to devour her. Lana... I wanted to eat Lana's cunt. I was drunk and the guys were around us. It was supposed to be just for fun, but... but...”

“You liked it.”

She nodded.

I went for it. I gripped her ass, holding us tightly together, and pressed my lips on hers. I claimed my sexy professor's mouth. The MILF tasted so sensual against my lips. The waxy coating of her lipstick rubbing on mine was such a treat.

She felt different from kissing Mrs. Beringer. But it was a nice difference. She groaned, kissing me back. My eyes closed as I savored this wonderful moment of triumph. I had her. I had my mouth on my sexy MILF-professor. I had been wanting to seduce her for so long.

My virgin pussy burst with heat.

My asshole clamped down on that naughty cone.

I wiggled my hips, my nipples throbbing against my blouse. I thrust my tongue forward. I penetrated past her plump lips. She groaned, kissing me back. I felt her surrender melt away. She was putty in my fingers.

Another submissive MILF for me to play with.

She whimpered and moaned into the kiss. Her lips worked on mine with such fervent hunger. Her tongue danced around mine. She tasted so sweet. This heady rush washed through my body.

I broke the kiss.

“Sarah,” she panted. “Oh, Sarah, we... This...”

“Mmm, it's amazing, isn't it?” I purred, gripping her rump through her skirt.

“Yes.” She shuddered, her blue eyes squeezing shut behind her glasses. “Just like... that one time. I've wondered for a few years, just itching to know.”

“If you would like it more?” I asked her, stepping back.

She closed her eyes. “Lord help me, yes.”

“Do you dress sexily like that for the boys to watch you, or is there a part of you that hopes one of your female students will get turned on? That she'll feel that tingling ache for another woman building in her as she watches your sexy figure moving back and forth.”

“Both,” she croaked. Her hands rubbed at her stomach through her silky blouse, pulling it even tighter.”

“It worked,” I groaned. I glanced at the door. It had a lock on it. I sauntered to it and clicked the bolt home. “Get naked.”

“Oh, Lord,” she breathed. “Are we...?”

“Yes.” I shuddered. I was in charge here. I could feel it. She might have fifteen or more years on me—a single mother, a woman mature—but that didn't matter. She had surrendered to me. She had opened up. I had her wrapped around my pinkie.

I couldn't wait to have her and Mrs. Beringer kneeling before me at the same time. That would be so hot.

I locked the door and turned around. She still hadn't moved. “I gave you an order, MILF. Strip!”

She jumped. “Yes, Sarah.”

I smiled. That was a start. My pussy clenched as she worked the buttons of her blouse, poking the squares through their large eyelets. The purple cloth rustled. Her pale belly appeared. I smiled as she worked higher and higher. Then she opened her blouse to expose her breasts. They were cradled in a silky black bra.

“Do you always wear lingerie beneath your clothes?” I asked as she slipped out of her blouse. Her breasts rose and fell. They were so big. Just the way I loved them.

“Yes,” she moaned. “It makes me feel even sexier when all the boys—”

“And a few wicked girls,” I purred.

She shuddered, her big boobs jiggling. “And a few wicked girls stare at me. Makes me wet. I go home and masturbate to it.”

“Ever fucked one of your male students?” I asked as she unzipped the side of her dark-gray pencil skirt.

“Yes,” she moaned. “A few of them. They were all so eager. They claimed they wanted to be good, Christian men, but they all leaped at the chance to fuck me. Even if they had girlfriends. Serious ones. It made me feel so sexy when they enjoyed me.”

“Mmm, that stops,” I said. “I'm not sharing you with any boys.”

“You sound like you own me,” she groaned, her skirt falling down her thighs. She wore a lacy pair of black panties that matched the bra. Even better, it wasn't pantyhose she wore, but thigh-high stockings. No garter belt, but she looked stunning in them. And her heels only added to the sexy look.

“I do own you,” I purred. “You're mine, Ms. Keighley.” I licked my lips. “Once I show you my passion, once you've felt me devouring that MILF pussy, you're going to be begging to do anything I want. Now, bra and panties off. But keep on the stockings.”

“Yes, Sarah,” she moaned, her eyes shuddered behind her sexy librarian glasses. “Oh, Lord, I can't believe this is happening. You are just so... so... captivating.”

I smiled at her and began unbuttoning my own blouse. As she reached behind her to undo her bra, she watched as I unveiled my little titties. They were firm mounds budding up from my chest topped by pink nipples.

She moaned as she stared at me, slipping her bra straps off her shoulders. She swallowed. I could see the confusion in her eyes. The shock at what she was seeing. Her body trembled, her breasts rising and falling as they spilled out of her cups.

Big and soft and perfect.

“Ms. Keighley,” I groaned, staring at those big and swaying titties. They were mouth-wateringly perfect.

I grabbed them. She gasped at the contact. I hefted them in my hands, my asshole clenching down on the naughty cone. My virgin pussy quivered. I licked my lips, my skirt swirling about my legs from my shudders.

MILF tits were so gorgeous. I loved their weight. Their softness. My fingers dug into them as I ran my thumbs over her nipples. She groaned as I did, her face twisting. Her dainty glasses shifted on her face. She quivered there, such a wonderful sight to see. I licked my lips, my horniness spreading throughout my body.

I ducked my head down and sucked her left nipple into my mouth. My lips slid over her fat, dusky-pink nipple. She groaned now. I loved the feel of her. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed this moment before I suckled.

I nursed on her.

My cheeks hollowed as I loved her nipple. My hands kneaded her big boobs. She groaned, her head lolling back. It was such a wicked thing to hear. I loved the way she whimpered. Panted. It mixed with the naughty sounds of my suckling.

“Sarah Michelle Bush,” she groaned, moaning my name. “You wicked, wicked girl. Oh, Lord, what are you doing to me?”

“Mmm, loving my new MILF,” I purred and flicked her nipple.

“I'm yours?”

I nipped her nipple with my teeth. Not hard, but she gasped and jumped. “Yes, you are. Mine.” I licked her nipple again, swirling my tongue around it. “I'm claiming these tits. These nipples.” I shot my head over to her other nub and sucked on it for a moment, loving how she groaned. “Your body is mine. Your pussy. Your mouth... Ooh, yes, yes, every bit of you.”

“Sarah,” she groaned but she didn't object.

I smiled and sucked on her nipple, loving the feel of that delicious nub. A mother's nipple. That made this even hotter. My cunt clenched, my virgin fires blazing hot. I swirled my tongue around her nub, soaking it with my spit. This was so perfect. Just amazing.

I nibbled on her nub. My tongue danced over it. I sucked on her hungrily. I nursed with all the passion I had. I loved how she groaned. The wanton sounds she made. They were perfect. Just an amazing delight to hear. I danced my tongue over her nub. It was delicious to listen to her whimper and moan.

I sucked hard on her nipple. She groaned, “Sarah.”

I loved it.

I popped my mouth off of her nipple. I stared up at her. “Mmm, your panties are still on. Change that.”

“Yes, Sarah,” she groaned and shoved her hands down. She hooked them then peeled them off her hips. Her brown bush came into view, the curly hairs sprang out as the waistband passed them by. I groaned, spotting dew drops of arousal glistening within her bush.

A spicy musk filled the air.

My mouth salivated. I shuddered as she slid the panties down over her thigh-high stockings. The sexy Christian professor was getting naked for me. I would eat her pussy and tame her wet cunt. I thrust my hand in my skirt's pocket and pulled out the small toy I had in there. I was so ready to drive her wild.

“Turn around,” I moaned. “Let me see that ass I own, too.”

“Lord,” she breathed as she stepped out of her panties, her three-inch heels clicking on the linoleum floor. Then she turned.

I groaned.

She had a bubbly ass, two curving hemispheres of delightful, MILF bounty. But that wasn't why I groaned. It was a tattoo. She had it on her lower back. A heart with wings hovering over that ass. A tramp stamp.

I stroked it. “Get this in those wild college days?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “After I lost the... the good guy. He's got a wife. Three kids. They're happy but me...”

“You're a single mother,” I purred. “But good news, you're now my MILF. My little, lezzie slut.”

She shuddered. “Sarah...”

“After I make you cum, if it's the best orgasm of your life, you will call me Mistress Sarah,” I said. “Now sit on your desks, legs spread, your pussy right on the edge.”

She shuddered. “Where were you hiding this lust, Sarah?” she asked as she headed to the desk. “You were always so quiet. So innocent. You dressed so conservatively. I thought you were one of the good girls.”

“I'm not.” I bit my lip as she turned, her breasts heaving, and sat down on the desk. She parted her thighs, her pussy lips peeking through her brown bush. “I'm a lesbian, Ms. Keighley. And I love MILFs like you!”

I pulled the egg vibrator out of my skirt pocket. I sank down to the floor. I wore only my bottoms, my little titties quivering. Her spicy scent beckoned. Her pussy's siren aroma drew me in. My mouth salivated.

I would love her like Paris loved Helen of Troy. I would devour her. Lick and lap at her. Her scent tickled my nose. It was wonderful.

I squeezed the egg vibrator. The vinyl outer coating deformed. The mechanism beneath clicked. The egg hummed to life. It buzzed in my hand. Ms. Keighley gasped at the sound. She shot her gaze down as I pressed the cream-white egg vibrator into her brown bush. The curls swallowed it up.

She gasped. “Oh, my God, Sarah! You brought a vibrator.”

“Mmm, I wanted to be prepared to claim you,” I purred, sliding the toy up and down her slit, loving the way her pussy lips brushed it. “I had to be ready to do such wicked and naughty things to you.”

“Oh, you are a wild thing,” she moaned, her voice throaty.

“I know,” I cooed, licking my lips. My cunt clenched. The heat rippled through me. “I'm such a bad, bad girl.”

I pressed the vibrator into her cunt. I swirled it up and down, teasing her. It was such an amazing sight to watch the toy stroke her juicy pussy lips. Her spicy scent filled my nose. She jumped when I pressed it against her clit. Her legs twitched in such a naughty way.

I loved it.

I swirled the vibrator around her clit. I stroked her naughty bud. I rubbed against her, loving how she bucked and moaned. Her whimpers echoed through the room. They were such a naughty delight to witness. She groaned, her passion echoing around us.

Then I slid the vibrator down her pussy lips. I pushed it into her hole. I watched in utter awe as her cunt swallowed the vibrator. She gasped and shuddered. Her breasts jiggled above me as it penetrated into her.

I couldn't wait to have my cherry popped. But it had to be at the right moment.

“Sarah!” she groaned as the egg vanished into her. “Oh, my God, that's good. Ooh, you're such a wicked student.”

“I know,” I moaned, my hands now free to caress her thighs. I stroked from the silky nylon to her satiny skin. It was such a contrasting delight. I went back and forth as I leaned in. “You're going to cum so hard.”

My asshole clenched on the butt plug I'd been wearing all day. I pressed my face into her bush. Her silky curls caressed over my lips. That wonderful, sensual tease I got to experience before reaching the MILF's delicious pussy.

I licked at her. My tongue fluttered up and down her pussy lips, tasting her spicy juices. My third cunt I'd ever eaten. Three days. Three yummy twats. I groaned as I lapped again and again and again, sliding through her folds.

“Oh, yes, Sarah!” she moaned. “Ooh, that's nice. Ooh, you're different from a boy. You feel so... so... gentle.”

“I can be more aggressive,” I purred and slid my tongue up her slit. “I just want to take my time. Mmm, I've wanted to eat this pussy for so long.”

Ms. Keighley shuddered. Her breasts smacked together. She bit her lower lip and then moaned as my tongue slid around her clit. Her legs spasmed beneath my stroking touch. My tongue danced around her bud, loving the way she throbbed against me.

Then I sucked on her clit. I nursed on her, those silky curls rubbing on my face. Her bush tickled my nose. I groaned, loving the feel on my face. My tongue danced around her bud. It was incredible to feel. I loved the taste of her.

I nibbled. I sucked. I loved every moment of this. Her thighs gripped me. She hugged me tight and humped against me. It was amazing to enjoy. I groaned, loving the passion. She grabbed my hair. She held me tight, pulling me against her pussy.

“Oh, that's it,” she groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that's so good. Oh, Sarah!”

I knew I had her.

The egg vibrator hummed away in her pussy as I sucked on her clit. I nibbled on her bud, her spicy flavor suffusing my mouth. Her fingers gripped my blonde locks. She trembled on the desk, leaned back on her left arm. Her boobs heaved above me as she stared down at me.

I swirled my tongue around her clit, loving that naughty bud. My hands rubbed at her thighs through her nylons, savoring the feel of them beneath my palms. My cunt clenched. The heat built in me. That ache to cum.

“Oh, my God, yes,” Ms. Keighley groaned. “Oh, Sarah! Oh, my God. Fuck, you're going to make me explode. Just keep sucking on my clit. This... this... it'll be a big one.”

“Will it?” I asked. I nipped her clit with my teeth. Not hard. Just enough to make her buck.

“So hard!” she moaned. “Oh, fuck, keep sucking on me. Keep nursing on that clit, Sarah.”

“No.”

“No?” she whimpered. “I need it!”

“What do you call me,” I asked then licked her clit. “Say it.”

“Oh, God.” Her tits jiggled. “M... Mis... Mistress Sarah! Please, please, make me cum, Mistress Sarah.”

I shuddered at her surrender. “You're just my lezzie slut, aren't you?”

“I am!” she moaned, her body squirming, the egg vibrator buzzing away in her.

“You're going to do whatever kinky stuff I want! You'll lick my cunt!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“You'll suck on my little titties!”

“Mmm, gladly!”

“You'll even lick my asshole with that dirty mouth of yours, you nasty, lezzie whore!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!”

Her admission echoing through the classroom, I sucked my MILF-teacher's clit into my mouth. I nursed on her hard. She gasped and bucked. Her tits heaved above me. She groaned and then the juices gushed out, bathing my chin.

I slid my lips down and drank her MILF-ambrosia. I gulped down every drop of spicy cream that flowed from her. I reveled in it, my asshole clenching down on the butt plug filling me up. My cunt dripped juices down my shaved flesh.

“Mistress Sarah, yes, yes!” she gasped, her voice so throaty. “Oh, my God, you're amazing. You're so fucking sexy. Mistress Sarah!”

I sealed my lips around her pussy and drank down every drop of her cream. I reveled in it. Her thighs squeezed around my head, pinning me in place. Her fingers gripped my hair. She held on tight, her passion echoing through the room. She quivered there, her boobs jiggling over me.

Then she fell back on her desk, gasping, panting. Her thighs relaxed from around my head and her fingers slipped from my hair. I savored her satiated pants. Her fulfilled passion. I licked my lips, reveling in her spicy flavor.

I lifted my head, eager for my turn. “You ready to make me cum, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned. “Oh, God, that vibrator's melting my cunt.”

“Good,” I purred. “Leave it in.”

“Y-yes, Mistress.” She shivered. “Oh, Lord, what do you want me to do to you?”

I turned around and bent over my desk. I wiggled my skirt covered rump at her. “Pull down my skirt,” I moaned. “I have a surprise for you.”

“A juicy pussy for me to eat, Mistress?” she groaned. I heard her heels click on the floor. She advanced on me. Her boobs smacked together, making such a wicked, fleshy sound.

“What do you think?” I asked her, my pussy dripping juices.

“That I want to feast on you,” she moaned. Her hand slid over my ass. She squeezed my rump, pulling my butt-cheeks apart. I groaned at the feel of my asshole stretching open around the stem of the butt plug. Then she released my rump. My asscheeks clenched back around the oval handle of the toy. “I want to devour you, Mistress Sarah. I want to lick your pussy.”

“Mmm, then pull down my skirt.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She grabbed the fabric and tugged. The elastic waistband slid over my hips and the curve of my rump. She let out a throaty moan as she realized I wasn't wearing panties, not even a thong. She stared at my perky rump being unveiled before her, more and more of my crack exposed.

Then she stopped.

“Mmm, did you see something naughty?” I asked her, knowing what she had spotted.

“Is that a jewel over your asshole?” she asked. “What is that?”

“You don't know?”

“No, Mistress.” Her finger slid through my crack and stroked over it. I shuddered as she shifted the toy around in me. “Is it in your butthole.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Pull it out.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

She slid her fingers beneath it and tugged. I groaned as the wide base of the butt plug pressed on my anal ring. I stretched and stretched. My toes curled in my shoes. I whimpered as she pulled harder on it.

Then it popped out with a wet sound. She gasped, jerking the entire butt plug out of my asshole. I groaned, wiggling. My skirt fell off the rest of the way, puddling around my feet. I shivered, my virgin pussy clenching.

“You had all of this in your butt through class, Mistress?” she said in awe.

“Mmm, I did,” I said, looking at her over my shoulder. She held the gold cone in her hand, the blue costume gem at the bottom gleaming. It wasn't real gold, but anodized aluminum, or so the box claimed. “Lick it.”

She shuddered, staring at it. Her nostrils twitched, smelling the sour musk of my asshole. Then she leaned in and slid her tongue up the cone. My pussy clenched as I watched her tasting the wicked flavor of my asshole off the toy. She buffed it clean, her big boobs jiggling. She reached the tip, her pink tongue flicking off of it.

“Oh, my,” she groaned, trembling. “Oh, my, that's a wicked taste.”

“Lick it again,” I moaned.

She did. That pink tongue slowly dragged up the side of the toy. I groaned, my cunt on fire. My asshole ached. Watching her submission was the wickedest thing in the world. My pussy dripped so many juices down my thighs. I quivered as she reached the tip.

She swirled around it, her tongue buffing the toy clean of my sour flavor. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing against the desk. I squirmed, loving the sight. It was so nasty. Such a wicked thing that proved how much of a whore she was for me.

“Now suck it, lezzie-slut!” I hissed. “You suck that dirty butt plug clean of my ass like the filthy MILF-whore you are!”

She slid it into her mouth. I groaned at the sight of her lip sliding over the gold cone. Those pink delights spread wider and wider. Her cheeks hollowed as she nursed on it. I grinned as her big boobs jiggled. She slurped on it, drool running down her chin.

It was so hot to watch. She couldn't get it all in her mouth, but she had most of it. She whimpered, holding the jewel on the base, working it in and out of her mouth. I loved the sight. Her submission. The second MILF in my harem.

Perfection.

“That's it, you nasty slut! Mmm, you're my big-titty MILF-whore! Oh, yes, yes, suck that dirty butt plug. That's been in my ass for hours. Yes, yes, you love it. Ooh, you're going to town on it. You're my anal whore! Gosh, that is so fucking hot.”

She whimpered as she sucked, her eyes closed. Her glasses slipped down her face. Drool ran over her chin. My pussy clenched at the naughty heat rushing through my body. Virgin juices ran down my thighs.

“Ooh, polish that butt plug clean, slut!” I moaned. “That's what you are, aren't you? My submissive, lezzie slave!”

She nodded.

“Worship it! You're worshiping me!”

She groaned, shuddering. Her nipples thrust so hard from her swaying boobs. She rocked her hips back and forth, her brown bush dripping in juices. That vibrator still hummed away in her. Was she climbing towards another orgasm?

“Are you going to cum, slut?” I asked. “Are you coming to cum sucking my ass off that dildo?”

She nodded, whimpering.

I rolled over on to my rump and shot my hand out. I cupped her furred muff. Her juices soaked my palm. I ground the heel of my hand into her bud. I rubbed the MILF's naughty spot. She quivered there, her eyes so wide.

“Are you going to cum from me rubbing on your clit and sucking on my butt plug, you naughty MILF whore?”

She whimpered and nodded.

I ground harder against her clit. Her juices puddled in my hand already. She was dripping wet. I could feel the vibrator buzzing through her pussy lips. My sexy college professor quivered there. She looked so delicious. So hot.

Her face contorted in delight. Her features scrunched up. Then she groaned out in pleasure. It was such a wonderful sound to hear. I rubbed at her twat again and again. I massaged her. I loved the way her clit throbbed against my palm.

“Cum, slut!” I hissed.

She sucked hard on the butt plug, threw back her head, and squealed out her passion. She quivered there, her face twisting in delight. It was such a hot sight to witness. I loved how she shuddered as she came, whimpering and moaning.

Her juices gushed out and soaked my hand. Her cream spilled over me. I loved how her juices ran through the gap between my finger and spilled over my knuckles. She squealed around the butt plug, her glasses shifting.

Then she ripped the butt plug out of her mouth and groaned, “Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing, Mistress Sarah! Oh, that's awesome! I love this! I love this so much!”

“Good,” I purred, pulling my hand away as she quivered. I had a puddle of her juices held in my palm. “Lick your cunt cream up, slut!”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

She ducked her head down and sucked the juices out of my palm, just slurping them up. It was such an amazing delight to feel. My virgin cunt quivered as all her cream vanished into her mouth. Then her tongue bathed over my hand, licking it all up. I shuddered at each wet stroke.

I needed that tongue on my cunt right now.

I broke away from her and bent over the desk, hissing, “Eat my pussy and fuck that butt plug in and out of my asshole, whore!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

She fell to her knees. I felt her breath on my shaved, virgin twat. A heartbeat later, she planted her lips right on it, kissing it. I shuddered at the feel of those plump lips tasting my tart passion. Then she pressed the butt plug into my asshole. She pushed on it as her tongue licked up my slit, just grazing my hymen.

My naughty asshole widened and widened to take that butt plug. The naughty sensations built and built. I groaned, loving every moment of it. My face contorted in delight. I groaned as the wicked butt plug stretched my asshole, but she didn't jam it all the way in me.

She pumped anyway.

I groaned at the feel of my asshole stretching and relaxing as the cone worked in and out of my bowels. The pleasure melted down to my cunt where her tongue licked and lapped up and down my slit, tasting my pussy lips.

“I can't believe you still have your hymen, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned.

“It's a special treat,” I said. “Mmm, you love the taste of it, don't you?”

“Your pussy is delicious,” she moaned. “I knew it would be. I love licking my fingers clean after masturbating. I think about her. And now... Now I'm your lezzie slut, Mistress Sarah. Your MILF, pussy-licking whore!”

“Yes!” I groaned as she licked me with passion.

My orgasm swelled so fast as she licked me and pumped that butt plug in and out of my asshole. Her tongue teased my cuntlips. She brushed them with her tongue. She caressed over my hymen, brushing that naughty spot.

I groaned, loving every moment of it. My face twisted in delight. I whimpered and groaned, loving how she licked me. Lapped at me. She made me feel so good. The pleasure rippled through me. My face twisted in delight. I would have such a huge orgasm. Just a mighty burst of delight. I was so eager for it.

Her tongue bathed over my pussy lips. She licked and lapped at them with her hungry mouth while she pumped that butt plug in and out of my asshole. The velvety delight melted down to my cunt that she worshiped.

It was delicious. Delightful. I loved every moment of this.

“Fuck, Ms. Keighley!” I groaned, my nipples rubbing into the desk. “You're going to make me explode.”

“Good!” she moaned, and her tongue brushed my clit.

I gasped at that wonderful delight, my asshole clenching down on the butt plug. She thrust it in hard, forcing my anal ring apart. I groaned, the two delights bringing me closer and closer to cumming. I would have such an amazing one.

My moans echoed through the classroom. Her tongue danced around my clit. She fluttered against that naughty bud. My asshole melted about the butt plug. My toes curled. I whimpered, my face twisting with delight.

“Ms. Keighley, you naughty slut!” I groaned. “Oh, my gosh. That's it. Keep doing that.”

“I want you to shower me in your pussy juices, Mistress Sarah,” she whimpered. “I want to bathe in them. You're so delicious.”

Her words were so sweet. My body trembled, my pussy clenching. Her tongue bathed my clit, sparks bursting from it. She worked the butt plug in and out of my bowels. My anal ring ached. It felt so good. I wanted it all in me.

“Ram that butt plug all the way in me!” I gasped, so close to exploding.

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!”

She jammed the butt plug into my asshole as her tongue swirled around my clit. That was what I needed. I exploded in a detonation of lesbian delight. My virgin pussy convulsed. She moaned as she drank the juices flooding out of my shaved twat. My bowels writhed around the cone, reveling in its fullness.

I bucked on the desk, my nipples rubbing into the smooth surface. My moans echoed through the classroom. My face contorted in delight. My pleasure rushed through me. Wave after wave of ecstatic delight drowned my mind.

“That's it, you nasty MILF-slut!” I moaned. “Ooh, you're my professor-whore! Oh, we're going to be studying so much of Sappho's poetry!”

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

She lapped at my virgin cunt with a feverish need. She drank my juices as they gushed out of me. It was incredible. I groaned, hitting that wonderful peak of delight. My bowels spasmed hard around the butt plug.

Then I hit that peak and collapsed into panting euphoria. I groaned, savoring this wonderful, heady rush. It was amazing. Stars twinkled before my eyes. I wiggled my hips back and forth, sucking in deep breaths.

“Mistress Sarah,” she mewled into my pussy. She kissed it. Licked at it. I savored it. I wanted to stay here like this all day, but time was marching on. She had classes to teach. I had them to attend.

I stood up reluctantly, the butt plug shifting around in me. I reached behind me and groaned as I pulled it out. My asshole ached for a wondrous moment. I stared at the busty teacher and grinned at her, wiggling it at her.

“I'll trade you. Fish out that vibrator then bend over.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she groaned.

She dug out the egg vibrator and turned it off, panting. Then she bent over and parted her butt-cheeks. Her brown asshole winked at me. I smiled and pressed the slick toy against her asshole. I worked it in. she gasped and moaned, whimpering as her anal ring widened and widened to swallow the toy.

It popped into her, the blue gem nestled between her plump butt-cheeks.

“There,” I said. “I'll be by to pick that up once classes are over.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she panted.

*   *   *

Dear diary,

She still had it in her when I showed up at the end of the day! You have no idea what I'm talking about. Okay, Sarah, take a few breaths. Calm down. It's so hard. I did it. I seduced Ms. Keighley. I have two MILFs sex slaves.

I officially have a harem!!!

I left my butt plug in Ms. Keighley's ass, and she still had it in her three hours later. Ooh, I had fun pulling it out of her and then licking her butt-hole. Then she licked my butthole and used the egg vibrator on my pussy. Ooh, it was amazing. It so sucks that it's Thursday. I can play with her tomorrow, but then I have the weekend without seeing her.

Luckily, I have a naughty idea for church with Mrs. Beringer. I have plans for those remote control vibrators. Will talk more later. I have homework to do.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Two Lezzie MILFs at Church!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “MILF's Lesbian Discovery”

I rubbed my thighs together as she worked the buttons of her V-neck blouse. The silk ruffled. She popped her fingers through the buttons. She glanced at me and froze. Then she turned around, putting her back to me as she kept undoing them.

Her modesty only made me hotter. She was the same age as my step-daughter. I leaned forward, my clit throbbed. Her black braid swayed down her back as she opened her blouse and slipped it out. She exposed her slender back. The straps of her white bra marring the delicious view. Her gray skirt clung to her rump.

I licked my lips.

“Don't be shy,” I told her. “Just us women.”

“I know,” she said. “Even in the locker room, I was always shy.”

“Why?” I asked. “You're cute. You have a great body. Celebrate it.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Lorde,” she said. “Still...”

“I won't judge,” I said. “You're amazing. You have a great butt, those long legs, and you have those cute breasts.”

“They're so small,” she said, glancing back at me.

“Mmm, no such thing as too small when it comes to tits,” I told her. “It's not like a dildo. They're great at all sizes.”

If you want to read more, click here for MILF's Lesbian Discovery (The Lesbian MILF's Assistant 1)!


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty-year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, check out his Patreon page for exclusive rewards, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




