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MS. TAYLOR




MS. TAYLOR SAT at her new desk giggling over her cellphone in the dark class room. Considering she was fired from her last job a mere 14 hours ago, she thought she was handling it pretty good. It probably had something to do with the fact for this time since college she had a real job like a real adult. Being a substitute teacher wasn’t her dream job but it was a step in the right direction.

She swiped through the photos on the screen of her phone. Various selfies came into focus of her in various positions. Her legs spread, squatting in the bathroom, her ass up in the air so the camera can see the small silver butt plug that was currently stuffed in her asshole. A couple pictures she just took with her shirt opened of her cleavage. All of the pictures were taken that morning between classes. It was only the first day but she needed to get the most out of this job while she had it. 

No. Substitute teacher was not her dream job but slutty, pornstar influencer was. Her onlyfans account along with several other accounts on different porn websites had collectively, 400,000 subscribers. Most of them weren’t paid subscribers but some were and that number grew daily. She found the more daring she was with her content. The more public and the more naughty she was the more people would pay to see her. Ms. Taylor didn’t want to make a living as an influencer, she wanted to get rich as a pornstar. 

Swiping through the pictures and deciding which to post, Ms. Taylor paused when she got to a video she had taken the night before. She had propped the camera up at her other job and let one of the customers fuck her. It was hot to watch the video. The florescent lights in the dark room made the glitter she wore sparkle as she sucked his dick before he fucked her hard. The young guy way about her age, maybe a couple years younger she guessed. Cute boy.

She emailed herself the video and went on the desktop computer at the teacher’s desk. She had a free period until the end of the day when she had her last class, so she could use this time to fool around. Using the desktop computer’s video editing equipment, Ms. Taylor blurred out the boy’s face throughout the video and emailed it back to herself, again. Getting lost on her phone as she filtered the video and finished editing it before uploading it to all of her accounts, the monitor of the computer went to sleep as she mused herself. Her fingers disappeared under her panties as she touched herself thoughtlessly. Posting content online always made her horny. Ms. Taylor loved the idea of thousands of people getting off to her.

Ms. Taylor was so enthralled in the moment she hadn’t even realized a student had stumbled into her classroom and watched her.










MATT





MATT APPROACHED THE classroom door as other students walked around him. He had just enough time to stop and print off his extra credit assignment before the next period would start. Mrs. Janice was an old bat of a teacher but she was always gone on lunch, 4th, and 5th period which gave Matt time to use her computer to type up all of his assignments free from the bullying and constant heckling he would receive in the library or computer lab. Matt was always the quiet kid who kept to himself. Aside from a few gaming friends he was not a popular kid. But he was pragmatic enough to understand that as a senior in high school who was closer to 19 years old than 18, that his small existence there wouldn’t last forever. The world was a big place and he wouldn’t always be the quiet nerdy kid who gets bullied. He would get a girlfriend and make his mark in the world, one day.


Matt opened Mrs. Janice’s door as he always did without knocking. The classroom was dark with no lights on and the shades drawn as usual but Matt froze when he saw a teacher behind the front teacher’s desk. It wasn’t the old, scraggily Mrs. Janice though, it was a young professionally dressed woman who was gorgeous. Her blond hair floated over her shoulders as her eyes were buried in her cell phone lying on the desk. She wore black fishnets that lead up to a dark grey pencil skirt and a white blouse that Matt was noticing hung surprisingly open.


It was then Matt remembered Mrs. Janice was taking a leave of absence and she had a substitute teacher taking over for her. The woman suddenly startled and her eyes shot daggers at Matt as if his presence was enough to anger her. “Can I help you?” She asked.


“Oh, uhh, I’m Matt—”


“I’m Ms. Taylor and this is my classroom,” she said tucking her cell phone under her arm as she crossed them. 


“Yes, hi. I was… well, I typed up an assignment on Mrs. Janice’s computer— your computer last week and its saved to the desktop. I just need to print it off, so that’s why I’m here…” Matt’s voice trailed off as Ms. Taylor rolled her eyes and stood with a sigh. “Alright, make it quick though.”


“Okay.”


Matt walked around Ms. Taylor and smelled her fruity perfume. She was a young woman in her early 20s easily. Matt sat behind the sleep computer and shook the mouse to wake the screen. Reaching in his backpack to find a folder, Matt was startled when Ms. Taylor pushed him aside with reckless abandon and grabbed the mouse closing a window quickly. Matt didn’t see the page she closed because he was more distracted by Ms. Taylor’s ass pressing almost into his lap.


“Sorry,” Ms. Taylor said briskly as she backed away from a clean desktop allowing Matt to open his assignment and print it. She stared at him the entire time with suspicion in her eyes like she didn’t trust him. Finally, as Matt pushed the printed assignment into his backpack, she made a move that changed everything.


Matt sat frozen in the teacher’s chair as Ms. Taylor reached across her desk to grab her coffee mug. The top button of her tight fitting blouse was undone. That was no surprise to Matt, the past days since Ms. Taylor started substituting it was common lore between students to talk about the massive amount of cleavage showing. The dark line between her thick, oversized breasts was mesmerizing. It was near impossible to look away even if one tried. However, at that very moment, Ms. Taylor’s top three buttons were undone. So much so that when she reached across her desk, Matt was given a full view of her black bra that hugged her breasts.


Almost in a trance, Matt leaned back in the chair to make room and put up his hand to distance himself from her chest, but inadvertently brushed her bra with the back of his hand. “Oh, ummm- sorry,” Matt blurted out. 


Ms. Taylor was retrieving her coffee mug when she looked down and saw her shirt open as it was. “Shit!” She exclaimed as she rushed to close the flaps of her shirt. In her haste, a splash of nook warm coffee had splashed across Matt’s pants before she sat the coffee cup down. 


Matt shot to his feet out of instinct and swiped at his pants. “Sorry, sorry... I’ll just go,” Matt mumbled as he gathered his backpack and headed for the door.


“Stop... wait,” Ms. Taylor said with a flustered breath as she struggled to button the top button her blouse over her protruding breasts. “Just... come back here. Have a seat.”


Matt knew his face was every shade of pink as he wanted the moment to end. He was embarrassed for her and now looking down himself, as the spill happened on his crotch and now it looked as though he had pissed himself. Slumping back down in the chair behind the teacher’s desk, Matt covered his crotch with his hands as the bell rang. “Ms. Taylor, I’m going to be late for 4th period.”


Ms. Taylor sighed and gave him a measured smile for the first time that day. “I’ll write you a note... you saw the website didn’t you?”


Matt’s eyes went narrow with confusion as he glanced at the monitor in silence. The silence hung in the air for a long moment. There was rustling in the hallways as the final straggler kids found their classrooms. Matt saw Ms. Taylor’s mind working as she gave him an interested and quizzical stare.


“I didn’t see-” Matt tried to say but was interrupted by a wave of Ms. Taylor’s finger as she shook her head.


“Don’t lie. Nothing good ever comes from lies,” Ms. Taylor said with a sigh. Before Matt realized it, her hand was touching his chest and slowly rubbing down his center. “But plenty of good things come from keeping a secret…”


Ms. Taylor massaged the crotch of Matt’s jeans slowly and gently while hovering over top of him. Matt sat frozen in shock as the softly scented perfume of the substitute teacher filled his nose and the sight of her near cleavage hung near his face. Her fingers dragged across his testicles as her palm grinded on his ever hardening shaft beneath his jeans. At 18 years old— nearly 19, Matt’s friends would have made fun of him relentlessly if they knew this was the first time a woman had touched him like this. Even through the jeans, it was more contact than any of his girlfriends ever had during his high school career. 


Suddenly, the fantasy he had replayed in his head over a thousand times had become an arousing, terrifying reality. His gorgeous substitute teacher was unzipping his jeans and stroking his young, hard cock. Is this really happening? what if I cum too fast? What if I’m not big enough? What if I’m not good enough?


With his jeans loosened and unzipped, Ms. Taylor lifted the elastic waistband of his boxers and pulled it below his ball sack. Ms. Taylor’s blue eyes lit up with excitement as she gazed down on his cock. “Mmm… you’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?” She smirked, her eyes bouncing to his briefly. 


Matt opened his mouth to speak but didn’t know what to say and only stuttered nervously. 


“It’s okay, love,” she said. “No need to say anything, love. Just sit back and let me take care of this.”


So, Matt did as he was told. Leaning back in the teacher’s chair, he felt Ms. Taylor’s hand grasp the meat of his shaft gently. Stroking him softly up and down. Up and down, she repeated the motion, pumping his shaft towards her blouse as she sunk down to her knees. Unbuttoning her top with one hand, she flicked her blonde hair over her shoulder. Her grip firmed on his shaft as her strokes became longer and his cock began to throb, just as she pulled her thick perky breasts out over top her black bra.


Pre-cum oozed from his tip when he saw her shirt hang completely open and watched her breasts jiggle from side to side with every pump. It was a sight that was unbelievable to Matt. Once in a life time. But just when he thought it couldn’t get any better, Ms. Taylor’s blonde hair shrouded her face as she dipped her down over his shaft. He didn’t see it, but felt the warm, wet lips of his teacher surround and engulf the head of his shaft. pressing down on his cock he felt the immense pressed followed by the soothing massage of her wet tongue guiding down the base of his cock. 


His groan was met in volume by the gasping, slurping sounds that escaped Ms. Taylor as her head worked his head. Matt’s eyes were distracted by motion at the door window. It was just a shadow of a person walking by the tiny window which was a small square only a couple of inches in diameter. Not big enough to catch anyone’s attention but capable of revealing everything if anyone was curious and decided to peak inside. 


It was maddening how carefree this substitute teacher was as she held her hair back in a pony tail. Her wet lips slurping as she bobbed on the top of his shaft. The constant friction and tonguing massage of his head nearly made him cum it felt so overwhelmingly good. But just before the pleasure crescendod beyond stopping it, as if Ms. Taylor knew what Matt was feeling, she stopped. Lifting her lips with a string of saliva still clinging from her mouth to the tip of his dick, like her mouth refused to let go completely of his shaft, Ms. Taylor gasped, wiping her face with the back of her hand.


Matt’s 18 years old cock glistened with saliva and throbbed, flexing every few seconds, demanding attention. Ms. Taylor stole a glance at the door to make sure no spying eyes watched as she pulled her tight gray, pencil skirt up her thighs above her waist. Matt was in a daze as he stared at her black fishnet leggings that followed her calves and thighs ending just below her crotch. It was a mesmerizing and wondrous sight seeing Ms. Taylor was not wearing any underwear and then realizing her perfectly shaven pussy lips were dripping, and they were dripping for him.


Cupping her left hand around the back of Matt’s neck while her other grabbed the back of the chair he sat on, Ms. Taylor carefully fed one leg through the arm of the chair then did the other as if she was swinging her legs onto a horse.


“You don’t mind if I have a seat, do you?” Ms. Taylor asked with a coy smile. Matt’s hands naturally covered her hips as her crotch closed around his shaft. Her pussy pressing and grinding on his shaft in the close distance. “Mmmm… have you ever fantasized about sucking on your teacher’s tits before? It’s okay, go ahead, baby…”


Ms. Taylor leaned back while guiding his head down to her chest. His lips closed around her right nipple and he licked, gently at first. Lulling her nipple around in his mouth, Matt heard her hum a note of approval as she squeezed the back of his neck. 


“Harder, baby,” Ms. Taylor moaned. “Bite it.”


Matt bit down on her nipple. Pulling and flicking his tongue on it roughly. 


“Ahhh-mmmm!” Ms. Taylor moaned and quickly clapped a hand over her mouth to quiet herself. Her hips began to gyrate and grind on his flexing shaft. Her wet pussy massaged his hard cock. “Yyyyesssss… the other one- lick the other one now…” Ms. Taylor begged as she few her other nipple into Matt’s mouth. Matt bit even harder and pulled on the tip of her nipple causing Ms. Taylor to dig her fingernails into the back of his neck. 


Her oscillating hips worked higher on his shaft until without Matt realizing it, Ms. Taylor’s tight, wet pussy lips were teasing and working around the tip of his shaft. The endless edging of penetration was maddening for Matt and sounded worse for Ms. Taylor. In a half squat on his lap she twerked her hips tight circles, nearly forcing his cock inside her each time as she trembled and groaned into his neck. The torture she gave herself she seemed to love. 


“Yesss… oh god yes, baby,” she moaned. “You want to fuck me, huh? You want to fuck your teacher?”


Between the flaps of her shirt with her her nipple in his mouth, Matt could only groan, “mmhmm,” as he raised his hips instinctually. His body demanding being inside her.


When her hips finally lowered on his shaft, the engulfing warmth became intoxicating. He felt the tight walls of her pussy, wet with heat, squeeze on him. The deeper she went the more realized he was losing his virginity to his substitute teacher in the classroom. The moment became surreal when she leaned backwards and moaned and Matt saw her perfectly hard nipples bounce before him. 


“Oh fuck,” Ms. Taylor moaned. Her voice filled the room as her caution had left. “Fuck me, baby,” she demanded as she bounced her hips on his shaft. “Fuck your slutty fucking teacher. Fuck my pussy— ahhh!”


Matt’s hands fell to her hips as her hands gripped his neck and chest as she rode him. Bouncing hard on his lap, Matt lift his hips, meeting Ms. Taylor’s hips with every thrust as his thick cock filled her up. Her fish netted thighs clapped with every hump, wanting to close together but could not with her straddling the chair and his hips. 


“Oh, fuck yes, baby. Fuck me, fuck me!” Ms. Taylor cried as her hands reached back and leaned on his knees as she bounced faster on him. Matt glanced at the window on the door, worried her volume had alerted someone in the classroom adjacent to theirs. 


Matt gritted his teeth and felt the moment fast approaching. The pleasure built in the tip of his cock. He watch the gorgeous breasts bounce before him as Ms. Taylor leaned back to ride him. Her blonde hair bouncing with it as her eyes lowered to meet his. 


“Oh fuck this pussy, baby. Fuck this- ahh… fuck this pussy. Cum ins— ahh ahhh,” Ms. Taylor pinched her eyes shut as she trembled and bit her lip. “Oh fuck, you’re gunna make me cum. You’re gunna make me— ahhh oh god yes!”


Ms. Taylor’s body seized as she fell forward into Matt’s chest. Her sloppy wet pussy lips gyrated wildly on his shaft as the moment peaked and Matt’s cock seized. He gritted his teeth as he shot his strings of cum deep inside his substitute teacher’s pussy. He felt the flood of moisture cover his crotch as she rode him until his cock began to soften.


Ms. Taylor stood, allowing Matt’s limp cock fall out of her as she carefully backed out of the chair and began adjusting her clothes. In a daze of what to do, Matt pulled up his pants and zipped himself up. After buttoning her shirt and pulling her skirt down, Ms. Taylor grabbed a pen and paper and scribbled something down. 


“For your next period,” Ms. Taylor said, handing the paper to Matt as he stood. “Tell the teacher I held you over for an extra credit assignment.” Matt went to take the paper but Ms. Taylor held it for an extra moment, catching Matt’s eyes. “If you want more extra credit in the future... make sure you keep this between you and me, hm?”


Matt nodded, “yes, Ms. Taylor.”










ZACK




ZACK WASN’T MAD that he was failing English class. How could he be mad that Mrs. Janice was being a bitch? Everyone knew she was a bitch. Even the other teachers poked fun at students that had her as an English teacher. It was common knowledge that unless you were a cute, skinny, attractive cheerleader girl with over done makeup that Mrs. Janice’s hated you the moment you walked into the classroom. And all of those things Zack was not. So, it was no surprise that Zack was failing. How can he blame her for being a bitch when that was her natural state? That would be like being mad at a dog for sniffing a person’s ass. It’s what they do.

It’s what she does, Zack thought with a snarl across his face. That fucking old bitch. I don’t know how someone could be around her long enough to cum inside her.

Zack might not have been mad at her, but he was a little peeved at the prospect of not graduating. His plan of walking across the stage to receive his diploma in the coming months was hinged on him passing this class thanks to a lack luster sophomore and junior year.

“Don’t tell me,” Alex held up his own paper. “You get a tying score?” Alex’s paper had a red ‘70%’ scribbled into the cover of his paper then circled three times. Zack shook his head holding up his paper that bore a ‘55%’ at the top with a circle scribbled around it five times. As if Mrs. Janice was enjoying her self way too much.

“What the fuck?” Alex yelled in a whisper, quickly stealing glances at Mrs. Janice to ensure she was not alarmed. “How is that even possible? Like. Seriously?”

Zack shrugged defeated. 

“What’d she say?” 

“I asked her, ‘what was wrong with it?’ She said, ‘everything,’ I go, ‘well what could I have changed to get a better grade?’ She goes, ‘be smarter.’”

Adam whose desk was in front of mine and had been listening in this entire time started laughing at that. Alex who sat beside me reached over and smacked him in the arm for me.

“What a fucking bitch?” Alex said. “You know she’s just doing this because of that joke you made last week. Like our papers were carbon fucking copies when it came to fucking content how can yours be 15% below mine?”

Zack just nodded trying to think how he would explain this to his parents. His parents who have been talking about him walking to get his diploma for 6 months now. Maybe he would run off and hide at Alex’s for the night and do it by text. Alex had been his friend since middle school. He was a little heavier with short curly brown hair and thin glasses. In middle school he was always the smart one that sat alone at lunch. Socializing wasn’t his thing, but Zack was able to help him into a circle of friends. And in return Zack saw a marginal improvement in his grades. As the years progressed, they even perfected the art of writing the exact same paper but ‘fluffing’ it up enough, so it appeared different. Each time they did this they received the same grade within 3-4% of each other. Until now.

“That sucks, bro,” Adam added. “Still a better grade than I got.”

Zack looked up at Mrs. Meyers who was still reviewing papers with students one by one at her desk. “What’d you get?”

“Didn’t do it,” Adam shrugged with a goofy grin.

“Genius,” Alex shook his head. “Why you even bother coming to class?”

“Where else am I gunna meet so many potential customers?” Adam smiled and waved his hand around to all the surrounding students involved in their own conversations. Alex and Zack laughed at that. They had met Adam late in middle school. They all were the top players of their school in most First-Person Shooters and quickly gamed together regularly. It also helped that Adam seemed to have an endless supply of weed that Alex and Zack got free hits from as opposed to the other high schoolers who had to buy a half an ounce at a time.

“My parents are going to kill me…” Zack said to no one.

“Na, they’ll be cool about it,” Alex said shuffling his papers away.

Adam pushed on my shoulder, “b’sides they can’t kill ya on your birthday. You’re comin’ to the titty bar tonight right?”

“Wait what?” Zack looked between Alex and Adam in confusion. Alex lunged over his desk and smacked Adam’s arm again. This time hard enough to get everyone’s attention. 

“Mr. Wright!” Mrs. Janice yelled. “Would you like to go to the principle’s office?”

“No,” Alex said quickly. “Sorry.” Mrs. Janice gave a long stare in their direction before going back to chastising another student. Zack watched the small student shrink in his seat as Mrs. Janice shook her head at him. Her several chins bouncing back and forth in delay. She had black and gray hair that was shorter than most boy’s hair. She rocked in her seat as her belly swayed in front of her. 

Once the classroom conversations picked back up, Alex leaned in and whispered, “it was supposed to be a surprise…” he eyed Adam. “My brother told me about this strip club in Bakersfield that you only have to be 18 to get in.” Alex had a wicked smile now. “Adam and I already are, and you are now too today…”

Adam was already dancing at his desk in excitement and Zack couldn’t help but laugh while leaning back in his chair. “I don’t know…”

“What?” Adam exclaimed. “How is this even a question?”

“I don’t know! You know, I just broke up with Trisha and all.”

“That’s exactly why you have to do this!” Alex shoved Zack’s arm. “It’ll get your mind off of her, it’ll be a good boy’s night out, Adams got the hook up on some beer, and let’s not forget…” Alex pointed to Adam.

“tittttiiiiieeeesss…” Adam sang quietly with a wide smile.

Zack could not help but to laugh. “Alright alright alright.”

The rest of class went by as slowly as anything ever could. Mrs. Janice ended class by letting everyone know that her maternity leave was starting in a few days. The entire class did all that they could to stop themselves from cheering aloud. She reminded us that when we returned tomorrow our temporary sub would be there to replace her. 

“You’ll think our substitute will be hotter than Mrs. Meyers?” Adam asked the others under his breath.

“Anyone would be hotter,” Alex replied.

“Sure as shit can’t get any uglier,” Zack added. Alex and Adam laughed at that, as did a few others in the back of the classroom who over heard. Zack didn’t enjoy making fun of Mrs. Janice for her looks, or weight, or… everything else he made fun of her for, but she was special. Zack hated bullies on principle having been on the receiving end of it in grade school many times. And Zack was no bully now. It was Mrs. Janice who was the bully.

Zack made it home dodging his mom as much as possible. A difficult task as it was his 18th birthday, but he brushed it off as ‘today not really counting’ because they weren’t celebrating it till Sunday when his older brother was home from college. His mother knew Zack was planning on staying at Alex’s tonight. She was not ignorant to the fact that 18-year olds drank alcohol, but her main concern was him not driving. So, she was insistent on Zack leaving his car at home tonight and Alex picking him up.

He threw on a fresh black t-shirt that was form fitting and a V-neck, along with his favorite pair of jeans that had the perfect worn look that he would usually have to pay for. Zack looked himself over in the mirror. He had a faded hair cut so there was not much he could do there but brush his dark blonde bangs up some. His frame was fairly filled out for an 18-year-old. Zack knew he was lucky. At just over 6 ft, he had always been able to eat whatever he wanted and still keep a muscular tone to his chest and body. His dad and high school gym teachers often pushed for him to join a sport’s team, but he ignored it. Enjoying his leisure time to game or smoke weed.

A car honk blew outside, and Zack quickly grabbed his things which included a backpack filled with clothes that hid a half full bottle of whiskey he swiped from his parent’s bar, two hundred dollars cash he was saving for a Birthday present for Trisha, and most importantly, his driver’s license. He waved to his mom and ran to his friend’s car outside. 

The wall of smoke struck him as he opened the door, “jesus.”

Adam was in the driver’s seat with Alex in the back. Adam held his hand out to the front passenger’s seat. “Your chariot awaits, sir.”

Zack got in and was passed a joint from behind immediately. “Where to, sir?” Alex said in a terrible accent that impossible to place. Zack just took a puff from the joint and pointed ahead. Exhaling he yelled, “titties!”

“Titties!” The others yelled back.













CHAPTER TWO




“SO THERE I was, you know, getn’ balls deep and dirty with it. When out of nowhere! Her fuckn’ mom knocks on the door!” Adam yelled louder than needed.

“Oohhhh!” Alex screamed

“No no no!” Zack laughed. “What’d you do!?”

“What you think I did?” Adam giggled passing the nearly empty whiskey bottle to Zack. “I held fuckn’ still as shit still inside her until she got her Mom to go, then went back to plow town, baby”

All three of them erupted into laughter at that. They sat sprawled across a picnic table in a small park on the outskirts of town. Through the process of elimination, this became the only place they could drink since all three of their parents were home and would give them shit for getting drunk. “That’s not bad,” Alex said, still laughing.

“Better than your shit story,” Adam said. “I’d rather get caught by cop any day than chick’s mom.”

“Hey! It wasn’t just ‘a cop’ it was fuckn ‘hot fuckn cop,’” Alex laughed. “Made it 10x worse.”

“Come on, Zack, redeem this bitch,” Adam said, his hand swaying at Alex. “Give us a better Bangn’ story.”

Zack felt a hot sweat cover the back of his neck. Of course, when the stories started to come, he knew it would come to his turn eventually, but he still wasn’t sure which way he wanted to go. He thought of trying to make something up. A vulgar and visual sexcapade that would dominate any sexual experience ever told. Then he thought he would low ball. Say a basic tale, mentioning the bare minimums. Penis, vagina, bing boom, and change the subject. Even something like that was better than truth… But of course, Alex was there to solve the dilemma for him.

“Thisss mother fucker,” Alex drunkenly snatched the whiskey bottle from Zack’s hand. “He ain’t got pussy yet!” Zack tried to play it cool. He laughed and rubbed sweat from his neck.

Adam’s eyes lit up. “Duude! No way! You? I thought for sure you and Trisha were banging. Look at you bro, you’re a fuckn Rockstar with your v-neck n’ shit. You should be slayn’ bitches!”

“Na, she was pretty uptight about shit,” Zack said. It was a sore wound that was still fresh. Trisha had dumped him little more than a week prior and she was already seen at the movies with Chase. He did his best to hide how much her name bothered him still, but the alcohol wasn’t helping. Alex must have noticed he crossed a line in his drunken stupor, because he quickly began to back track, now. 

“Man, fuck that bitch,” Alex said. “If there’s one thing this worlds got its too much pussy to go around.” He smacked Zack’s arm, and Adam did the same. Adam stood up from the picnic table. His legs wobbly and his feet bouncing from side to side. 

“That’s right!” he said. “In fact. Let’s go get some!” Zack said as he chucked the bottle of whiskey into the empty parking lot and watched it shatter.

“Fuck yeah!”

“Fuck yeah,” Zack joined, glad to change the subject.













CHAPTER THREE




THE STRIP CLUB was a blur of naked girls clamoring for where ever money was at. Alex and Adam had both had lap dances by a few different dancers through out the night and was winding down on money. Matt on the other hand had found the perfect girl. With blond hair and a gorgeous body complete with thick perky tits and a round perfectly formed ass, Sapphire had become an infatuation. He had three lap dances by her already and had just enough money for a fourth. 

Sapphire was on stage now and danced her hips away to a rap song with a heavy beat. Watching her ass jiggle was a thing of beauty. Men would whistle and hollar and try to get her attention, which worked occasionally when they had money in their hands, but when she neared Zack’s side of the table, Sapphire’s smile would always brighten as her eyes met his. She would linger by him a little bit longer despite him not having any singles to give her. 

When Sapphire exited the stage she disappeared for a time which worried Zack. He wondered if he missed his chance. Adam and Alex had also disappeared, though, Alex was starting to show signs of getting sick and Zack strongly suspected he was in the bathroom or outside the club in some back alley puking. 

It was nearly 15 minutes later that Sapphire made an appearance. Walking out from behind the bar, she mingled for a moment before approaching Zack who stood with a wad a cash in his hand. She looked down at his hand and back at his eyes. The mascara gave her eye lashes a black devious look as she eyed him. 

“Come with me, handsom.” She said taking his free hand and walking him to one of the backrooms. To his surprise, they passed the lap dance rooms they went into before but instead stopped at small room with a couch and florescent lighting. The room looked like an astronomy scene had clashed with a laser tag room.

Sapphire glanced outside before closing the door behind her. “You sure do like my lap dances, huh?”

Through his drunkenness Zack managed to mumble, “I’m a man who knows what he likes.”

Sapphire took his money and folded it before sliding it in a small wallet beside her cell phone against the wall. “Funny, because I’m a lady who knows exactly what she wants…”

Sapphire walked to Zack and before he had time to react, pressed her lips against him and kissed. He tasted her warm fruity gloss on her lips and then quickly tasted her tongue as the two of tongue intertwined. Instinctually, his hands came up to her bare hips as he felt her hands go to his crotch. His cock was hard already just from being in her presence but he heard a giggle of approval when she felt it. Stroking him through his jeans, his hands nervously raised to her breasts. Will this cost more? Am I paying for sex? Is this illegal? Does she feel like she has to do this?

All of these thoughts and more went through Zack’s head as he felt Sapphire’s fingers unzip and unbutton his jeans. In one swift motion she jerked them down to the ground with his boxers and suddenly he was standing there with his erect dick in front of this beautiful stripper. Breaking the kiss she fell to her knees and her lips quickly engulfed his cock. Spitting on the tip, her tongue lapped around the head before she swallowed it whole. Zack nearly came right then and there as she deep throat him. After hours of leaking precum fantasizing about this very unlikely scenario, it was happening. It happened so quickly, he barely believed what he felt and saw.

Sapphire gagged and gasped as she pulled back and a trail of saliva extended from her lips to the tip of his dick. She used the thick saliva to stroke his shaft that glistened in the florescent lights. She stood and guided him over to the couch where she laid on her back with her legs wide, beckoning Zack between her legs. When he did, Zack quickly felt her helpful hand wrap around his shaft, stroking it as she guided the tip inside her. 

Penetrating Sapphire’s moist pussy, he doubted as the glistening bulb of his cock went inside her that she realized she was taking his virginity. Pushing inside her he slipped inside her tight pussy so easily. it was so warm and wet.

“Oh, goddd baby, deeper. Push it in me!” Sapphire moaned over the thumping music. Zack obliged as he pushed all the way inside her and felt Sapphire’s knees and thighs try to clamp around his hips. “Yess, just like that. Again baby. Fuck me like the slut I am!”

Gripping her hips, Zack pulled out and rammed back inside her again and again. Bucking his hips into her’s his cock flexed inside her. Stretching her to her limits as she writhed and clapped a hand over her mouth. Zack thrusted harder inside her tight pussy as he watched her perfectly formed tits bounce up and down nearly clapping her in the face. They jiggled and made wide circles as her whole body bounced on the couch.

“Fuck— fuck! Fuck me, baby!” Sapphire cried. “You’re gunna make me cum— you’re gunna make me cum like the slut that I am!”

Zack’s knees went weak as she clamped her legs around his back side as he humped her. Panic filled him as his humps became faster and her pussy wetter. The closer he came to orgasm the more he realized he wasn’t going to be able to pull out and the more she screamed.

“Oh god! Cum inside me!” Sapphire moaned. “Cum inside this dirty pussy!”

Gritting his teeth Zack rammed his cock inside her hard as he felt the climax reach him. The moment crescendo and he felt spurts of his hot cum shoot inside Sapphire’s pussy as her legs locked him inside her.

“Oh godddd!! Ahhhhh!!” Sapphire screamed. Zack continued to hump inside her until his cock went limp and her pussy had swallowed every bit of his cum. By the time she released him and he was pulling up his boxers, Zack was startled by the sight of the door slamming open and the short bald man with a dirty mustache hollering at him then turning to Sapphire to holler at her. Zack zipped up his pants to the bald man yelling at him to leave and telling Sapphire that she was fired. 

Zack stumbled out of the room as Sapphire gave the man the finger and gathered her phone. In a whirlwind he was being pushed out of the club by security guards.










CHAPTER FOUR




THE NEXT DAY was a mess waking up, but he managed to get ready for school and out the door without seeing his parents so they couldn’t see how hung over Zack was. Instead, he slept and barely existed through morning classes. It was Friday, so at least he would have the weekend to recover, he thought. He ate with Alex and Adam at lunch and they looked worse than he did. Alex did in fact get kicked out of the strip club for getting caught puking in the bathroom and Adam followed him out. Some how they each managed to find rides back home despite their intoxication.

Zack had made it through most of the day and was starting to feel better finally. He didn’t tell any of the others about his absurd and erotic encounter with a stripper the night before. Mostly because it was so unbelievable that he didn’t even completely believe it. Why would a stripper get fired just to have sex with some guy? A beautiful woman like that could hookup with whoever she wanted.

He thought about trying to track her down that weekend, perhaps. Maybe he could ask her out? I mean, if she wanted to have sex with me, shed want to date me, right?

The final class standing between him and the weekend was the worst one: Mrs. Janice’s. He stumbled into final period and noticed the classroom was nearly full which was strange since the bell hadn’t rung yet. It was about the time he noticed Alex and Adam’s stunned faces sitting down that he remembered Mrs. Janice was out and there was supposed to be a substitute teacher. That’s when he saw her.

Blond hair, white blouse, fishnet leggings, and a skirt. “Sapphire?” Zack blurted out just as the bell rang. Sapphire stood behind the teacher’s desk equally stunned and slightly terrified as she stared back at Zack. Swallowing and glancing at the other students sitting and getting situated, she cleared her throat as Zack slowly found his seat. 

“My name is Ms. Taylor,” she said with a familiar devious smile in the corner of her lips. Zack sat down and felt a flare of excitement boil inside him. “And I will be your substitute teacher for the next 6 weeks.”
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PREVIEW





MAGGIE HATED HERSELF in that moment. So much so that in her thoughts when she cursed herself, she called herself by her given name of ‘Margret’ instead of what she insisted everyone else call her, Maggie. She laid there with tears swelling in her eyes but refused to allow one tear drop to fall down her cheek. 


You’re so stupid, Margret. You’re not going to cry. Not in front of your stepson. You’re a grown woman and your sobbing like the stupid child you are!


Maggie took slow and steady breaths through her mouth because she knew if she sniffed through her nose the wet stuffy sound it would make would alert her stepson she was crying again. And he was laying right behind her in the bed.


Taking a deep breath, Maggie cleared her thoughts. She had managed to calm herself down ever since going inside her stepson’s hotel room, but now as she laid in the darkness trying to find sleep, all of her thoughts swelled back to the fight she just left in the next hotel room over.


I might be a dumb, but I need to stop. You’re working yourself up over this. Just put it out of your mind like every other time. Think about... think about the beach tomorrow. How warm the sand would be.


A chill cut through Maggie while she tried to think about the warm. Nick kept his AC on full blast in his hotel room throughout the whole night and she didn’t know how he did it. He only slept in his boxers. Granted she wasn’t much better. Maggie wore an oversized white t-shirt and her light blue pajama pants. The shiver went through her body so deeply that she trembled the bed.


“Are you cold? Do you want me to turn the AC off?” Nick asked leaning up on one arm behind Maggie. He was half out of the bed already.


“Oh, no- no, sorry, stay,” Maggie said teaching behind her. She meant to grab his arm but instead felt the soft skin of her stepson’s inner thigh, the fabric of his boxers, and maybe something else. “It’s uh, just a shiver. It’ll pass.” Maggie quickly slid her hand away. 


“Are you sure? It’s no problem,” Nick pressed. 


“Yeah, no, you can leave it on, um, maybe if you can just rub my arms a sec to help warm me up. Then I’ll be fine,” Maggie’s small hands, that were ice themselves, did little to nothing rubbing her own shoulders. 


“Oh... yeah, sure,” Nick said climbing back into bed. Maggie almost had to grab the side of the bed while he readjusted on his side to keep her from being rolled about. Same as when Nick’s father got in and out of the bed. 


Nick might’ve been only 19 years old and a sophomore in college, but he was already quite the specimen. At six feett tall he was becoming more and more involved in the power lifting community. A gift from his father who used to compete in Mr. Universe competitions as a body builder. Nick had always been into lifting but through his college years power lifting had become a passion of his.


Maggie could feel Nick’s body depress the bed behind her and his body heat irradiate on her before he even touched her. His bear claw of a hand wrapped around her delicate shoulder and gently rubbed up and down to her elbow. Maggie let out a long breath as she felt the clenched feeling in her chest since leaving her husband’s hotel room, finally release. Closing her eyes, she hummed a sigh of relaxation and felt her body slide backwards into the concave of the bed and back into Nick. 


His body was soft and hard at same time. Though, not cut like his father was with defined and lean pectoral muscles and such, Nick’s solid body was filled with hulking muscles with a thin layer of fat over his muscles. Leaning back against him felt perfect in that moment. Another shiver went through her body as the cold left her body. His body’s warmth permeated from her back edging closer to her front. As she wiggled tighter into the position of the small spoon was when she felt the growing bulge from her stepson’s crotch.


At first, Maggie froze. She didn’t want to embarrass Nick and so she thought it was best to pretend it wasn’t there. To just lie still and act like she didn’t feel his erection poking her butt crack. But as the seconds passed things only got worse not better. Her poor stepson’s erection had only grown larger and harder, to the point that she even had to adjust her butt cheeks, so it poked between her thighs and not right into her cheek.


Maggie didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t ask him to leave it was his hotel room that he allowed her to stay in for the night. Maggie couldn’t leave the bed; Nick was nice enough to give her the bed after Maggie and her husband had their fight. Nick was going to sleep on the couch until Maggie forbid it. 


“This bed is huge, why don’t you just sleep on that side.” She had said. “It’ll be fine, we won’t be near each other.” How little did she know how much room a 6ft tall power builder takes up in a king size bed. 


And to top it all off she was the one who asked him to rub her shoulders for her. As with everything, it was all her fault. Maggie made this bed and now she must lay in it- quite literally. She felt it in the way his hand rubbed her shoulder as well. It was more hesitant and careful. But something else was happening, too. 


Maggie felt Nick’s hard on flex between her legs and her eye lids fluttered as her eyes rolled back in the bliss of the feeling. The tip of his shaft had flexed up and into the lips of her sex in such a way to just part them. He didn’t intend to press just there, and she didn’t plan on becoming so aroused but they both happened.


A moment passed and she felt him flex again, this time even harder and longer. What made it worse was when Nick tried to scoot back to relieve the pressure made by his swelling erection, but due to the depressed bed he immediately rocked back forward, the head of his shaft jabbing the crotch of her pajama pants up into her sex.


This time the feeling was too much. Nick grabbed her shoulder, probably intent on pulling away from her but, the force of his grip only sent her over the edge. Her delicate hand closed on top of his, holding it to her shoulder. The moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Maggie pulled his large strong hand towards her face. She wanted to feel his warmth on her cheek, but somehow, she had pulled his hand and it ended up in her left breast. 


Bra less and wearing only an old Atlanta Zoo t-shirt that was much too big for her since she had bought it back when she was 7 months pregnant with her daughter from her first marriage, Maggie’s heavy, thick breasts hung to the side she laid. Without any assistance Nick’s warm palm gripped right on top of her nipple. Pressing into her chest, Maggie hummed another moan. High pitched and thoughtless as she grinded her butt cheeks against her stepson’s crotch.


Maggie didn’t want to think about how Nick was her stepson for over 4 years now. She didn’t want to know that she was over twice his age, and she didn’t want to remember that somewhere out there she had a daughter that was in college and two years older than Nick was right now. Thinking would mean to think about the fight she just had with Nick’s father and she could not bear that, and more importantly, that would mean this amazing feeling she felt would have to stop.


Maggie’s hand reached behind her and wrapped around the thick muscle of Nick’s bare thigh. Holding him against her back side she felt his bulging member push and grind into her ever moistening pussy, she began to realize just how depraved and desperate for satisfaction she was in that moment and in life. Nick’s hand began to slide up and down her breast, making circles and squeezing on the meat of her breast.


“Ohhhmmm...” Maggie let the words escape her lips. Her ever erecting nipples ached with the rub of his hand. The tip found every groove between his fingers until, finally his thumb and forefinger pinched around her, making her press her ass out and into his lap. “Ahhh... oh, hmm...”
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Raven Black





Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn’t like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn’t like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom’s house she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t shirt that wouldn’t risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.


Matt didn’t mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the corner of the room and pretended to type on his phone. In reality though, his eyes couldn’t keep from creeping up and down his stepsister’s body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore. 


Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would. 

Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It’s not like he didn’t try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt’s 2nd stepfamily. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one of the perks of having a absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in ‘love,’ with him magically.

It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie’s Mom. It helped that all of his stepfamilies seemed to genuinely like Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and was set to attend college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study medicine to become a doctor. He liked helping people. He liked making them feel better.

Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie’s clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully one piece at a time. At half speed she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. “Stop it, freak,” Stephanie whined.

“Pay attention to me,” Matt did his best to annoy her and he was succeeding. “What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?”

“A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at,” Stephanie smiled biting her lower lip. “So naturally we’re all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point.”

“She made a vid of them hooking up?” Matt asked.

Stephanie glanced down over top her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. “Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked.” She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt’s cock pulse under his jeans.

“Damn, I could use some new vids- watched all the good ones on the internet,” Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshmen year and never visited her mom when he did. So, hanging out today was especially awkward since they hadn’t seen each other in some time. Stephanie’s eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You’re stupid.

He might have been reading too much into things, but she did use this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt, so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts- the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips, were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.

Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn’t thinking logically anymore. He wasn’t thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn’t help it. Everything about her was intoxicating. 

He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They’d get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his asshole father divorced her mother a year ago that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie’s mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie’s mom could get extra child support money from Matt’s dad. 

Matt didn’t have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn’t seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting, again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.

He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His final throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge. 

In one motion she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. “That’s it!” She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt’s face with a smile and giggle on her lips. 

“You like that? Huh? How you like it?” Stephanie yelled half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie’s bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year, instantly.

“How do I like it?” Matt asked as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs tickling her to no end. “How do you like it, huh?”

Stephanie’s high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger stepbrother. “Stop,” she tried to cry between laughs. “Oh my god, stop stop stop.”

Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn’t move him. 

“Yeah, now you realize you fucked up,” Matt smiles down on her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments Matt’s hands relented their attack on his stepsister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.

“You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone,” Stephanie broke the silence. 

It’s a dangerous thing to do, you know?” She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. “Now if you don’t mind, I have some texts to catch up on.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just hang out here then if you won’t pay attention to me,” Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips. 

“Sure, I don’t care. Do what you want,” she said quickly.

If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. “Fine, how about this? I’ll just do this then,” Matt’s hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top. 

But to Matt’s surprise, Stephanie’s only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. “Sure, go ahead.”

Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment of it. But then he somewhat accidentally, lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her stepbrother straddling her.

Matt slowly moved his right hand back down to his stepsister’s breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massages her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they push up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. He switched to her other breast only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

Stephanie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn’t believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full and perfect as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.

She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taunt belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister’s pussy before he pushed down between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip. 

While Stephanie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh it spread wide with ease.

This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his stepsister’s bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did. 

She’s not wearing any panties, Matt marveled.







(This 6 part series is available now! Click below to read Volume 1!)
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