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‘Hey, who’s the new guy?’

Karlee turns around, wondering what Lacey is looking at. The other girl gestures toward the nearby school fence. Karlee follows her gesture through the fence, out into the parking lot. After a moment, she sees what has drawn her friend’s attention. A man is snaking his way through the cars in the lot, heading toward the school. She doesn’t recognize him. He’s jogging at a good pace, wearing running gear emblazoned with the school logo – the same logo that’s printed on the girl’s white shirts and check skirts.

She shields her eyes from the morning sun, squinting to try and make out the figure clearer. He looks to be maybe late thirties, early forties. Dark hair. Good build. Tall. Even at a distance, he looks attractive. He has that certain vibe, that muscular build and authoritative aura only possessed by aging athletes – those special people still in their prime, but too old to be on track in person. No, she doesn’t recognize the running man. But she already knows that she would love the chance to get close to him.

He’s approaching the school grounds through the lot, which must mean that he has come through the wide, open expanse of fields reserved for sports practice. It’s a pretty typical place that many students and teachers use to practice their laps, but rarely at this early time of day. Most people prefer to run after school, not before.

‘I don’t know,’ Karlee says. ‘Don’t recognize him.’

‘Do you think he’s the new coach?’ Lacey stares intently at the approaching stranger. ‘You know, the replacement?’

‘Maybe.’ Karlee chews her bottom lip in thought. She fights the urge to smile. Their previous coach had suddenly and mysteriously vacated his position a week before and vanished in a cloud of suspicion. Rumors were running rampant across the school. Some people speculated that he owed money to dangerous people. Others believed that he had won the lottery. But Karlee knew the truth – their former coach couldn’t handle her or keep up his end of their agreement. That’s why he had to run. Karlee knew how to really hurt him, so he escaped. It was a shame. She had lots of fun with the former coach.

The jogging man approaches the gate. He has a sheen of sweat on his brow. It looks like he’s been out for a morning run prior to starting work. Even though he must have been running for a while, he doesn’t seem out of breath or exhausted. Karlee wonders what his body must look like under that gear. He must be fit. Maybe even muscular. The possibilities are endless.

‘He’s gotta be the new coach,’ Lacey says, her voice breathless with excitement. ‘He’s gotta be! Damn, he’s kinda hot.’

‘Yeah,’ Karlee says, distracted. She follows the handsome running man as he slows and pushes open the school gate. He steps inside the school boundary and turns towards the two girls. Karlee instinctively pulls down on the bottom of her shirt, accentuating the size and roundness of her breasts. She’s always been blessed, having developed so much quicker than all her classmates. Now, at eighteen, her chest is fuller and more curvaceous than some of the female teachers. She always loves the little jealous glances the older women send in her direction, knowing how envious they are of her slim waist, cute ass, and full breasts. She wants the new guy to notice her body, too. She wants him to see her for what she is: a beautiful, curvy, sexy eighteen-year-old woman, not a childish schoolgirl. Her heart beats faster as he approaches, now walking at a good pace, and smiles at them.

‘Good morning, girls,’ he says. ‘You don’t want to be late for class, do you?’

‘No, sir,’ Lacey says, with a flirtatious giggle. ‘Are you the new coach?’

‘Sure am,’ he says. ‘I’m Mister Andretti. Good to meet you!’

‘Hi, Mister Andretti,’ Karlee says, with a bright smile. ‘I’m Karlee, I’m on the cheer squad.’

‘I’m Lacey,’ says Lacey, ‘also on the cheer squad.’

‘Awesome,’ says the handsome man, returning their smiles. ‘I guess I’ll be seeing a lot of you then, huh?’

I sure hope so, says a voice in Karlee’s head. She thought he was good-looking from a distance. Up close, he’s damn near gorgeous. Big, strong, handsome, and younger than most of their teachers – but old enough for Karlee’s lust to feel taboo. He must be at least twice her age, a thought that only increases her desire for him. She loves teasing older men; men who should know better, but can’t control themselves around a tight, hot, sexy young eighteen-year-old woman. She pushes out her chest, emphasizing her impressive assets even more.

‘We have cheer practice after school today,’ Karlee says. ‘If you want to watch us?’

Their new teacher keeps his eyes fixed on Karlee’s face, but she sees the faintest hint of doubt. It’s like he’s forcing his gaze to remain on her eyes, instead of wandering further south. He wants to look at her body but can’t allow himself to do it. She finds his resistance exciting. Her cheeks grow warm.

‘Maybe,’ he says. ‘I mean, I don’t know what my plan is for the day. I’d like to get to know the school better before I really do anything. Anyway, I gotta go shower and get ready. See you later, girls!’

He hurries past them, following the path toward the teacher’s block. Karlee and Lacey watch him head off together, smiles on their faces. He’s a new plaything for them to enjoy. Fresh meat; succulent and tender, ready to sink their teeth into. Karlee’s mind wanders, allowing herself to imagine this tall, powerfully built man in the shower… water cascading down his firm body, hands massaging his shaft. Maybe there’s room for two in that shower. Maybe Karlee could join him.

‘I saw him first,’ Lacey says, snapping Karlee out of her daze.

‘Get in line, bitch,’ Karlee says. ‘I’ll break him.’

Lacey intertwines her fingers through Karlee’s, and they head toward the school house together, eager to begin their day. Karlee’s mind races with possibilities. The last guy put up a good resistance. She enjoyed breaking him down and getting what she wanted. It’s a shame that he ran away, just as things were getting fun. But, like the saying goes; one door closes, another opens.

She can’t wait to start work on Mister Andretti. He has no idea what’s going to happen to him. The day has only just begun.

 

****

Andretti steps out of the shower in the teacher’s block and dabs his face with a white cotton towel. Water trickles over his firm naked body onto the clean tiled floor. Despite pushing forty, his body is in incredible shape. Flat stomach; muscular legs; strong arms; firm ass. He could easily have been a star athlete back in his day, but fate – and a nagging leg injury – had other plans. Now he takes pleasure in helping up-and-comers reach their full potential.

He wraps the towel around his waist and walks through the locker room, admiring how pristine the place is. He’d heard that this school was one of the best but had no idea what to expect on the inside. So far, he’s impressed. It’s the best in the state for sports, with an insanely high pedigree of student and equally rigorous faculty. He was stunned to learn that there was sudden job opening partway through the school year, and even more shocked when he got hired for the position so quickly. It was almost like the previous coach just up and left without any warning. It seemed weird to Andretti, but not weird enough to stop him from applying for the position.

So now he finds himself getting dressed in the locker room of one of the finest sporting schools in the entire country, in the middle of beautiful small-town America. What more could a guy ask for? Maybe this weekend he’ll search out the local bars and find some company to take home. It gets mighty lonely for a traveling substitute teacher sometimes, even more so after his ex-girlfriend walked out a few months back. Since then, he hasn’t had any action and his balls are aching to be drained. Hell, after relocating all the way out here for this job on short notice, he deserves to get some strange.

He dries off and starts getting dressed in his school-provided gym kit. It’s loose, lightweight, waterproof, and bears the school logo on the left breast pocket. It’s quality gear; exactly the kind of uniform Andretti would expect from a school with changing facilities this pristine. He pulls the waterproof pants up over his shorts and admires the look in the mirror. Yeah, he looks good. like a real, five-star coach. It makes him feel good, too.

The door opens and a figure walks into the room. Andretti turns toward the intruder, suddenly aware that he’s still shirtless, ready to yell if any of the students are creeping around in the teacher’s block before classes begin. But the figure who walks into the locker room isn’t a student. It’s a man. He’s a few years older than Andretti, a little shorter and a lot skinnier. His hair is thinning and his gym gear looks faded from being washed so often.

‘You must be Coach Andretti,’ says the stranger, offering out his hand. ‘I’m Tom, the faculty department head.’

‘Good to meet you, Tom,’ Andretti says, taking the offered hand and shaking it.

‘You finding everything okay?’ Tom says, releasing Andretti’s hand and gesturing to the room around them.

‘Yeah, yeah, absolutely. I’d heard this place was great, and they weren’t kidding.’

Tom nods, a smug grin on his face, as though he personally built the school.

‘Great,’ he says. ‘It’s your first day, so get acquainted with the school and with the athletes. I think your predecessor left a stack of files for each student in his office – sorry, it’s your office now. Your first class is at nine thirty, all you gotta do is keep them working hard. It’s practice season, mostly, just work on cardio and endurance. Your timetable is in the office if you want to consult it at all. I’ll swing by after school, about five, and I can give you a proper tour of the place. Any questions?’

‘None that I can think of,’ says Andretti. ‘Though, I gotta say, I’m kinda curious – how come a position opened up halfway through the school year?’

Tom glances away. He chews the inside of his mouth, both stalling for time and wondering how much to share with the new guy.

‘The other guy got a new post,’ he says, in a tone that Andretti doesn’t quite believe. ‘Somewhere up north, I think. Dream job. Couldn’t say no.’ He steps closer and drops his voice to barely above a whisper. ‘And just between you and me – be careful. The seniors here… they’re all over eighteen and they know it. I know you’re a professional and I shouldn’t have to tell you this, but be on your guard.’

Before Andretti can ask what that’s supposed to mean, the older man pulls away and heads back to the door.

‘Good to meet you, Andretti,’ he says. ‘I’ll see you tonight. Have a great first day. Go tigers!’

He pumps a fist in solidarity and heads out into the hallway. The door swings shut behind him, leaving Andretti standing in silent bemusement.

‘The heck was that supposed to mean?’ Andretti says. It was kind of confusing. The previous suddenly quits halfway through the year, then a cryptic warning about… what, exactly? The students? Andretti has been a substitute teacher and gym coach and personal trainer for years. He knows all about the rules and the expectations and how to behave professionally – especially when it comes to schools. Over the years, many of his female students have batted their eyelashes or made clumsy passes at him. Even a few of the moms, too, regardless of whether the dad was still in the picture. It was always flattering to be admired. A pleasant ego boost. He’s never had any thoughts of acting on those impulses, though. It wouldn’t be right.

The bell rings to signify the start of the day. Andretti curses under his breath. He grabs the rest of his clothes and resumes getting dressed. He still has some time before his first class. Enough time to find his office and get acquainted with the school.

 

****

 

Karlee doesn’t get the chance to see the new guy until lunchtime that day. It’s hard to concentrate on classes; her mind keeps drifting away to the hot new coach and all the possible ways she could seduce him. Every fantasy her mind constructs is vivid, erotic, and sensational. She imagines his strong hands bending her over in the locker room; her mouth working his big cock – and it’s always a big cock in her fantasies – in the front seat of his car; his hands pawing at her big, plump breasts under the bleachers while she moans his name.

Mister Andretti…

When she finally sees him again, her heart skips a beat. He’s walking through the center of the school buildings, nodding and smiling at all the students. She sees him from a distance, over Lacey’s shoulder. Her eyes track him walking along, until she sees him head into the main gym building. She fights back a smile. Her target is all alone. All by himself.

She breaks away from her group of friends and heads toward the gym building, too. Mister Andretti will be all by himself in there. There might be one or two other teachers, but it will be easy to separate her prey from the rest of the herd. None of them will say to her. She’s on the cheer squad, after all, she practically lives in the gym building. It wouldn’t be unusual for her to be hanging around during lunch.

Karlee pushes open the door and walks into the quiet gym building. The door closes behind her with a soft creak, shutting out the sounds of the outside world. She stands in the main entrance, with one wall lined by vending machines and the other with doors to the hallways leading toward the locker rooms. Ahead of her is the basketball court, currently empty and lifeless.

She looks around, wondering where Mister Andretti might be. He’s not on the basketball court. She can’t hear anyone walking around.

Ahead of her, just past the vending machines, are doors for the offices. She smiles to herself. The new guy must be in the same office as the previous coach. She’s very familiar with the layout of that office. Some might say that she’s intimately acquainted with it. She walks over to the door and waits outside for a moment, listening. No sound from inside, but that doesn’t mean much. She notices that the previous coach’s nameplate has been removed from the door and chuckles to herself.

Before she walks in, Karlee take a moment to make herself presentable. She opens the top two buttons on her shirt and opens the fold nice and wide, giving a generous view of her ample cleavage. She lifts the waistband of her skirt a little higher, accentuating her slim waist even further, while also showing off her smooth and creamy bare legs. She loves the way it makes her feel to dress like this – she feels sexy, powerful, and available.

Let’s see if Mister Andretti can resist this.

She knocks on the door and waits for a moment. Then the loud, clear voice of her new gym coach speaks from the other side of the door.

‘Uh, come in,’ he says. He sounds hesitant. Maybe a little unused to having people knock on his door. Karlee takes a breath and prepares herself. She opens the door and walks into the office, a friendly smile on her face.

The office is small. Maybe smaller than your standard motel room. One wall is pretty much consumed by filing cabinets. Another wall is taken up by framed photos of students past, commemorative plaques, even a few diplomas. They’ve all been hanging in the same spots for years now. The back of the room has a wide desk with a handsome, broad-shouldered man sitting behind it. The desk is three-sided, meaning that Mister Andretti can sit comfortably sit behind it and Karlee can’t see his legs. He’s eating a protein bar and flicking through a stack of unsorted paperwork dumped on the desk. He glances up as Karlee walks into the office and puts the protein bar down to give her his full attention.

‘Oh, hi,’ he says. ‘Karlee, isn’t it? We met this morning.’

‘It is,’ Karlee says, trying to hide her pleasure that he remembers her name. It means he’s been thinking about her today. That’s good.

‘How can I help you?’ he says, leaning back in his chair. The look doesn’t suit him. He doesn’t look natural behind the desk, not like a CEO or a company man. He looks awkward and out of place. A man with his build should be standing or running.

Or bending me over that desk and fucking me, Karlee thinks.

‘Well, Mister Andretti, actually I was wondering if there was anything I could do for you,’ she says, taking a slow step closer to the desk. She notes the way his eyes briefly brush up and down her body, as if appraising her. She accentuates the sway of her hips, giving her walk across the small office a seductive swing.

‘How do you mean?’ he says, forcing his yes to remain on her face and not to get distracted by her tight, young body.

Her smile widens. She stands on the other side of the desk. She leans forward, placing her hands on the cool wood frame, feeling her school shirt part and widen at the open button. She sees the teacher force himself not to glance down at the creamy swell of her exposed chest.

‘I was wondering if anyone had walked you through the school and the, uh, unofficial policies we have here,’ she says, smiling politely at the handsome man across from her. He’s gotta be twice her age, easily. That only makes her want him more.

He hesitates for a moment, clearing his throat before responding.

‘Uh, no,’ he says. ‘I mean, I’ve taken a lap around the school and I was shown around briefly during my interview, but… no. I expect I’ll get a proper introduction later.’

‘And the policies?’ she says, not moving, keeping her body in place and her gaze fixed on his face. Come on, look down. You know you want to. You know you like what you see.

‘I’ve got a printout of the school rules,’ he says, gesturing to the paperwork scattered across his desk.

‘Oh, no,’ she says, with a gentle shake of her pretty head. ‘No, I’m not talking about the kind of rule that gets written down. I’m talking about ways to improve my grades.’

She watches his face closely for a moment. He blinks. Swallows. His eyes widen a fraction. He understands the subtext; what she’s really saying without saying it directly.

‘You see,’ she says, ‘a lot of the students have deals with the teachers in the school. I’m not very good at math, so I have a lot of private tuition with Mister Brookes and it’s really helped my grades improve.’

Mister Andretti looks like a rabbit in the headlights. She almost laughs. How can this big, strong, tall man be so powerless in front of a tiny little schoolgirl like her? That’s the power of sex and the control that comes with having a good body.

‘I’m not sure I understand what you’re saying,’ Andretti says, his voice slow, words deliberate. ‘To be honest, I’m not sure I want to know, either. This conversation feels really inappropriate to me.’

‘That’s what makes it fun,’ she says, her eyes flashing. ‘It’s the naughty things that feel the best.’

‘I think that maybe we should stop having this conversation,’ he says. His tone is firm, but his face is pale with shock. ‘This doesn’t feel like the sort of talk we should be having.’

She shrugs and stands upright again. She stretches her arms up into the air, her tight school shirt pulling taut and accentuating her supple curves. Her school shirt slips free of the skirt, exposing the flank of her smooth, toned stomach. She sees his eyes glance down at her midsection, before tearing away again. He likes what he sees, but he won’t do anything about it. Not yet, anyway. She’ll have to break down his resolve and make him crack. That’s the next part.

‘Don’t worry,’ she says in a playful voice. ‘I won’t tell anyone. This can just be between us.’

‘Please go,’ he says, jabbing a finger toward the door.

‘Or what?’

‘I’ll inform the principal,’ he says. The threat is weak and they both know it.

‘Aw, not the principal,’ she says, with a mock pout. ‘He’s boring. He only likes to spank naughty girls like me.’

Andretti reels for a second. Whatever response he was expecting, that wasn’t it.

‘Unless you want to do it?’ She half-turns her body to him and tilts on one foot, offering up her butt. ‘Do you want to spank me, Mister Andretti?’

‘We’re done here,’ he says. He stands up. ‘This is so inappropriate, Karlee.’

She giggles and walks toward the door, swaying her hips left and right with every step. She can almost feel his gaze on her pert little ass.

‘See you later, Mister Andretti,’ she says. ‘Maybe after cheerleader practice tonight?’

‘No,’ he says.

Karlee giggles again and walks through the door. She steps out into the quiet hallway of the main gym, a smile on her face. That was so much fun! She could almost feel him tensing up as her flirtations escalated.

The last thing she hears before the office door swings shut is Mister Andretti’s long, low, frustrated exhale. It sounds as beautiful and painful as an opera symphony.

 

****

 

Andretti spends the rest of the lunch hour in a daze. He’s had a lot of passes made at him over the years – some cute, some clumsy, some fairly adept – but absolutely nothing like that. He can’t decide what shocks him more; her playful, casual presentation or the intensely skilful way she exposed parts of her body, as though he was window shopping and she was on sale.

Maybe that’s what Tom was trying to warn me about, he thinks. It would make sense. Maybe the previous guy couldn’t handle being hit on by a sensual, attractive, effortlessly sexy eighteen-year-old cheerleader and chose to bail instead of stick around anymore. That also made sense to him.

He pushes the incident to the back of his mind and does his job to the best of his ability. The afternoon passes in a blur of activity. Introductions. Classes. Fitness tests. Blowing whistles.

The school day ends in a maelstrom of madness as students rush to the locker rooms and head to the exits. Andretti waves them all away with a smile on his face, trying not to look as exhausted as he feels. What a first day that was. He had anticipated that it would be intense and tiring – what first day in a new job isn’t? – but this was something else entirely. All afternoon, he’s fought to keep certain images at the back of his mind. Images of a certain cheerleader’s curvaceous chest almost spilling out of her top. Images of a certain cheerleader offering to let him spank her. Luckily, he’s had plenty of distractions all afternoon.

But now that the school day is over, these thoughts begin to swim to the surface again as he recalls his first day. He walks through the school, shaking his head to clear out the unwanted thoughts, and heads back to his office in the gym building.

Andretti sits down at his desk and begins to sort through paperwork. Most of a teacher’s career is spent completing paperwork that will never be checked or seen or read by any other human, but it all needs to be filled out regardless. He sifts through the stacks for a while, organizing a few neat stacks on his desk by order of priority. He leans back in the chair and closes his eyes for a long moment.

Do you want to spank me, Mister Andretti?

The cheerleader reappears in his mind, bending forward in her short skirt and offering her tight, pert ass. For one mad second, he imagines himself lifting that skirt and exposing her smooth, pale, bare ass, before swinging his hand down on her-

His eyes snap open. He stands up out of the chair. Leans over the desk. Shakes his head.

‘What the hell are you thinking?’ he says, frustrated with himself.

He sighs and stretches up to the ceiling. Tiredness. That’s all it is. Tiredness and sexual frustration. A dangerous mix. He could deal with both later in the comfort of his own home. Now it’s time to work. He checks his watch. The school day is long since over. It’s now high time to go and make sure all the students have gone home so the buildings can be locked up for the night.

Andretti walks out of his office and into the main gym. He glances around but can’t see anyone. Nobody loitering or hiding or trying to practice throwing a few sets on the basketball hoop. He pushes open the side door and heads into the locker room hallway.

Everything is quiet. Maybe everyone has already gone home. He walks quickly on silent feet down the hall, half-expecting to hear laughter and trash talk from the locker rooms.

He pushes open the door to the boys’ locker room and freezes. He can hear something, all right. But it’s not the sound he was expecting to hear. He hears a voice – no, voices, multiple. Talking quietly. And then something he really doesn’t expect to hear. A female voice.

There’s a girl in the guy’s locker room.

Andretti creeps down the hallway, listening hard. He can’t make out what the voices are saying. He nears the end of the hallway and flattens himself against the wall, listening hard. What’s going on here? He readies himself to march around the corner and throw his weight around, but hesitates for a moment. It’s hard for the new guy to act tough on the first day in any job, but it’s almost impossible at a school. You have to build a rapport with the students first. He’s not even sure what students are in the locker room at this time. Don’t they want to go home? He peers around the corner.

He freezes on the spot, unable to believe his eyes. None of the six students notice him standing in the hallway; their attention is fixed on more intimate details.

His brain fails to comprehend what he’s seeing for a few seconds – it seems so wild, so absurd, so completely extraordinary – before all the images sharpen and clarify at once. He sees the cheerleader – Karlee, that was her name – on her knees, with five male hockey players surrounding her. At first, he thinks that maybe she’s slipped and the guys are helping her stand up. But that’s clearly not what’s happening here. All of the students are smiling, none more so than Karlee. She looks around at the five guys with visible excitement on her face, her hands groping the shorts of one guy.

‘Come on, boys,’ she says in a low voice that Andretti can only just hear in the quiet room. ‘Your practice is over. Now it’s my turn. Don’t you want to help me?’

Andretti pulls back and hugs the wall, out of sight. His heart races. What am I supposed to do here? he thinks. Do I march in there and break it up? Do I put them all in detention? In all his years of teaching, he’s never seen anything like this.

He risks a glance around the wall, hoping that maybe they’ve stopped whatever it is they’re going to do. But they haven’t. It’s actually worse. The guy standing in front of Karlee has now pushed his shorts down to the floor. Andretti can’t see what’s exposed – thankfully, he tells himself – but he can see from the unmistakable way the girl’s arm moves that she’s jerking off the first hockey player. Andretti’s mouth drops open. The other four hockey players follow suit and push down their shorts, too. Now the cheerleader is surrounded by five naked, smiling, semi-hard guys. There is mistaking what is going to happen here.

I should walk in there and break this up, Andretti tells himself, hiding out of sight again. But that opens a whole new world of problems. What if they don’t stop? What if he tries to break up this insane blowbang and the students manage to turn the tables on him? They could accuse him of making the whole thing up or – even worse – of being complicit in the event somehow. He’s only been at this school for a single day, nobody in the higher faculty would ever believe that he just happened to catch something like this. Things like this never happen in schools. It’s insane.

On the other hand… everyone involved in this is over eighteen. They’re all consenting adults. It might be happening on school property, but they’re all old enough to know what they’re doing and be comfortable doing it. The only one feeling discomfort here is Andretti himself.

He hears a throaty noise – the sound of someone almost, but not quite, gagging on something that hits the back of their throat. Andretti isn’t a robot. He’s had his share of women over the years and seen plenty of porn. He knows exactly what that sound is and what has caused it. Every fiber of his being tells him to either storm in there and start yelling or get the hell out of dodge.

But he can’t. He’s frozen to the spot. If he moves away and makes a sound, they’ll think he was watching. Which he totally wasn’t, not at all. He’s not spying on them. He was making his rounds and caught them in the act.

‘Fuck yeah,’ says a male voice. ‘Best fucking mouth in the school.’

Andretti glances around the corner again before he can stop himself. Karlee’s head bobs back and forth in front of one guy. Her hands are around the hard cocks of two other students. The remaining men watch her with eager fascination, gently stroking themselves and waiting for their turn. It’s like a scene from the most graphic porno he’s ever watched – only it’s happening with a bunch of eighteen-year-old students.

He watches Karlee groan and giggle with delight, the sounds muffled by the cock in her mouth. She effortlessly changes her attention back and forth between each of the guys, making sure nobody feels left out or ignored. Her movements are fluid and skilful and practiced. Andretti can’t deny what he’s seeing here. This isn’t her first time being in the middle of a group of horny guys. She knows exactly what she’s doing and how to do it.

The guys chuckle and groan and encourage her in quiet voices, but Andretti can hear everything. He can hear the girl’s hands gliding up and down their cocks. He can hear her theatrical, slightly exaggerated gagging slightly as each cock touches the back of her throat. He can hear the guys groaning with pleasure as her hands and mouth please all five of them.

He pulls back around the corner now, his heart racing. It’s already gone too far to break up. He can’t bust in there now. It’ll look super suspicious if he appears from around the corner with no sound.

There’s another deep, masculine moan from around the corner. The sound seems to echo in Andretti’s mind like a scream in a cave. It’s the sound of raw, manly passion. She’s giving them her best work.

He glances around the corner again. He can’t stop himself. The moaning, groaning, sucking, slurping sounds are too much to ignore. Now he gets a clear view of Karlee blowing one of the hockey players. His eighteen-year-old cock disappears into her willing mouth over and over, half-pumped and half-sucked. The owner of that cock is in heaven – eyes half closed; mouth slack; hands limp at his sides. He’s in a world of pleasure.

Andretti pulls back again and looks down at himself. His shorts are tented with excitement. His eyes widen in horror. It’s bad enough catching them doing something this obscene on school grounds, but getting turned on watching is far, far worse. He swallows hard. It’s gone on long enough. He can’t watch anymore.

He takes a step away, careful that his sneakers don’t squeak on the floor. There is no sound apart from that absurdly graphic noises in the locker room. He takes another step. Then another. He manages to creep silently down the length of the hallway, back to the door.

Andretti carefully eases the door open and silently slips out. He allows himself a sigh of relief and hurries back to his office.

That guy wasn’t kidding this morning, he thinks, as excitement fades from his veins. The students here really are crazy.

 

****

 

Karlee sees the shadow of her voyeur retreat from the corner of her eye. None of the guys notice, of course – they’re too busy paying attention to her. It’s a shame that Mister Andretti decided against storming in here and breaking them up – she would have liked the opportunity to beg his forgiveness, while staying on her knees. Mister Andretti looks like the type of guy to take charge of a situation. She sees his shadow disappear and knows that they’re all truly alone now. Just her and the five boys looking down with hard cocks and eager smiles.

Her pussy is soaking wet right now. She wraps her lips around the next guy and begins working his shaft with her mouth and tongue. Nothing turns her on more than being the center of attention. She takes turns pleasing each guy with her mouth, making sure that nobody feels ignored. It’s important to never choose a favorite when you’re blowing a group of guys like this – even if one is bigger or one tastes better, you’ve gotta keep moving and suck everyone’s dick like you love it. A guy will do anything for you if he thinks you like sucking his dick.

She counts to twenty in her mind and pulls her head back and moves on to the next guy. Each of them moans. The sounds are delightful. She loves hearing guys moan in pleasure – it’s the sound of power, control, and desire. She might be the one on her knees, but she’s the one in control and she knows it. That’s what turns her on the most. Not the naughty thrill of sucking five dicks at the same time; but knowing that those five dicks are hard for her and her alone.

Each guy moves into place, eager to use her mouth for himself. Nobody shoves or jostles for attention. They’re all under her control, her spell, her aura. Warm, hard cocks are placed in her hands and gently stroked and teased, kept nice and solid for her hot mouth.

Karlee doesn’t judge the boys for their size. She never mocks a boy because someone else is bigger. She treats each of their cocks equally, as devices to bring her pleasure. She takes them all the way in her mouth and uses her lips and tongue and throat to make each boy moan louder and longer than the last. She feels their cocks throb in her hands and in her mouth. She hears their moans of pleasure grow steadily louder and deeper and more passionate. Their whispered laughs and steady encouragements slowly fade into silent determination.

She takes her time with them. She looks up at them and moans like they’re the best cock she’s ever sucked before. She ignores the ache in her knees and the throbbing, burning pressure building in her sex – for now, at least. She knows that her time will come very, very soon – but not with these boys. Their cocks are good, but they don’t bring her as much satisfaction as she would like. No, Karlee’s mind is fixed on one cock and one cock only. That’s the one she’s going to fuck today. She hopes it’s nice and hard he saw after this little performance.

‘Aw, shit, man, you’re gonna make me come,’ says the boy she’s currently blowing.

No more waiting. It’s time. End this and move along to something bigger and better. Her pussy is aching with the need to be filled. Time to finish these boys off and move along.

Karlee releases the other cocks from her hands and focuses everything on the boy in front of her; the hard cock pulsing and throbbing in her mouth. She sucks the tip and jerks him off with passion and desperation, making him believe that she can’t live another second without tasting his climax.

The hockey player’s moan of indulgence echoes off the walls. She jerks faster, teasing the head of his cock with her tongue, overwhelming his brain with pleasure. She can feel her power overriding every part of his body at once. His knees tremble. His groan reaches a crescendo. She pushes her head all the way down and takes his cock to the back of her throat and feels his bitter, salty explosion fill her mouth. Karlee swallows hard and fast, desperate not to miss a drop. She gently squeezes his balls, milking him dry, making sure he’s completely empty. The hockey player’s moans turn to pants of desperation. She swallows three, four, five loads before it finally ends.

Karlee leans back, mouth open, proving that she didn’t waste any of his hot come. The guy looks like he’s been strapped to a rocket and flung around the earth.

‘Fuck…’ he says, in a barely-audible whisper. ‘Fuck…’

‘So,’ Karlee says, with a naughty giggle. ‘I got places to be, boys. Who’s next?’

The next guy steps into place before she’s even finished talking. She wraps her lips around his hard, ready cock and sucks him to completion. His moans echo around the empty locker room. Karlee uses her mouth and tongue the way nature intended and brings him to climax with skilful ease.

‘Next,’ she says, swallowing the last of his hot, creamy load.

 

****

 

Andretti sits in his quiet office, staring at the desk with wide, unseeing eyes. He can’t believe or unsee what he’s just witnessed. The image of that cheerleader, on her knees, blowing guy after guy, haunts his memories. He can still hear the sounds echoing in his mind – her desperate, throaty sucking; the hockey players urging her on; the passionate sound of groaning as her mouth did its job. He feels impossibly guilty for not stepping in and breaking it up. He feels even worse for watching. No matter how many times he tells himself that it was just a group of consenting adults having a little naughty fun together – and was he any different at that age? – his heart says otherwise.

‘You’re a teacher, dammit, you should have stepped in,’ he says.

But the room is silent. The room is still. The room offers nothing. Andretti sighs and puts his head in his hands and rests on the table for a moment, rubbing his tired eyes. It only makes things worse. The vision of that cheerleader girl – Karlee, her name is Karlee – is burned into his eyelids. He can vividly see her cheeks pinching as she frantically sucks a hard cock. He can vividly hear her excited moans and slurps as she devours that cock.

‘Fuck,’ he says, muttering under his breath. ‘Goddammit.’

He pushes himself back from the desk and stares up at the ceiling for a while. Maybe this is why his predecessor suddenly left the job in the middle of the school year. It would make sense, right? One day into the post and already he’s had a cheerleader make a pass at him and witnessed a five-on-one blowbang in the locker room. Dammit, this was supposed to be a sweet gig – good school, supposedly amazing students, great pay. Why the hell has he started working in a school straight out of a goddamn porno? This is insane.

Minutes pass. He sighs. Frowns. Rubs his eyes. Shakes his head. Tries to focus on something, anything. Nothing helps. All he can see is that cheerleader on her knees, working her hands and mouth around five different cocks.

The worst part of all this – the flaming cherry on top of the shit sundae – is that Andretti’s cock throbs every time the image flashes before his eyes. That only increases the stomach-churning guilt he feels. He tries to tell himself that she’s one of his students and it’s wrong to be turned on by these thoughts, but another voice replies, She’s eighteen, it’s okay. It’s been several months since he got any action; he knows that these thoughts are going to resurface the next time he tries to pleasure himself. That knowledge only makes his heart sink. It’s gotta get better after the first day, right? It can’t always be like this.

His thoughts are interrupted by a knock at the door. He shakes himself out of this stupor and sits upright, arms on the desk. It takes him a moment to realize who must be knocking on the door. It must be Tom, here to show him around the school.

‘Come on in,’ Andretti says, forcing a false upbeat note into his voice which doesn’t sound right to his own ears. He fixes a warm smile on his face and watches the door open.

A person steps into the room. But it’s not Tom.

It’s Karlee.

Andretti’s throat tightens in shock. She walks into the room with a confident stride, a naughty, knowing smile on her pink lips – the lips that were stretched around five different cocks just a few minutes ago. Her clothing is creased and her knees are red. But there’s no other clues as to what she has just done. Only she and Andretti know the truth.

‘Karlee,’ he says, voice cracking. ‘What are you still doing here?’

She leans back against the door, a dreamy, lusty smile on her face. She runs her pink tongue over her lips, watching his face closely. She sees him swallow hard and knows that he’s rattled. He’s on the back foot. She has the advantage now.

‘Did you like what you saw?’ she says, her voice seductive.

‘I didn’t see anything,’ he says – too quickly.

She takes a few steps, crossing the small office. ‘I know you saw it all,’ she says. ‘I know you were there. Did you like it?’

He glances around, looking for an exit that isn’t there. In all Andretti’s years of teaching, nothing like this has ever happened to him before. He has no idea what he’s supposed to do here. All he knows is that this is seriously dangerous territory and she has to leave this office right fucking now. His mind has turned to TV static – no coherent signal breaking through.

‘I didn’t see anything,’ he says again.

Karlee steps around the side of the desk now. He turns his chair to face her. Despite being smaller than her teacher, she seems to tower above him. She has all the power right now and they both know it.

‘If you didn’t see anything,’ she says, ‘then prove it.’

‘How?’

‘Let me feel your cock.’

He stares at her, shocked. He says, ‘This is so inappropriate, Karlee. I’m gonna have to write you up. This is so far over the line-’

As he talks, she lifts her cheerleader skirt. His eyes almost bulge out of his head in shock. He freezes mid-sentence, unable to process what he’s seeing. Karlee isn’t wearing anything under her skirt. She’s lifted it up and exposed her womanhood to him without any shame or hesitation. Her mound is neatly trimmed and carefully shaved, allowing her swollen, sticky lips to be seen clearly, without any unsightly hairs. She raises one leg and puts her foot on his chair, between his legs.

‘The problem with blowing all those boys,’ she says, with a mock pout of sorrow, ‘is that it makes my pussy all wet and sticky. But I don’t like to fuck boys. Boys are selfish and kinda bad at sex. I prefer to fuck men. Are you a man, Mister Andretti?’

‘Oh my God,’ he says, still staring at her creamy slit.

Karlee puts a hand between her legs and touches herself, enjoying the wet heat of her sex. She holds up her fingers to him, showing how wet she is already. His eyes follow her fingers as though guided by a laser.

‘See how wet I am?’ she says. ‘I bet even a big cock like yours would slide right inside me.’

‘I’ll… I’ll call your parents,’ he says, the words sounding as weak as they feel.

‘No, you won’t,’ she says. ‘Nobody ever does.’

His brain screams at him to do something; to get up, to walk away. To do anything but sit here and be a part of this. It’s wrong, right? It’s so very, totally wrong…

‘Do you have a big cock, Mister Andretti?’ she says. ‘I bet you do. I bet you’re bigger than those hockey players. They were a good size, but they wouldn’t satisfy my pussy.’

As she talks, she lifts her sticky fingers to her lips. Her tongue flicks out and caresses each digit in turn, tasting her juices.

‘Mmm,’ she says, with a naughty smile. ‘I taste good. You wanna try?’

She holds her fingers out to Andretti. He turns his head away.

‘I think you should go now,’ he says. ‘This is… this is…’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ she says, rolling her eyes. She leans forward and places her hand on his inner thigh, finding something hard and thick and red-hot pulsing away under his sport pants. Her eyes widen. ‘But if it’s so wrong, why is this so hard?’

‘Don’t touch me,’ he says. But he makes no move to stop her.

‘Aw, poor you,’ Karlee says, smiling as her hand strokes his impressively hard manhood. ‘Did you see me blowing all those boys and get jealous? Don’t worry, Mister Andretti, I can do the same for you, too.’

She kneels between his feet, still groping and squeezing and teasing his manhood. She feels it throb even through the material of his pants.

‘Stop,’ he says, still not trying to move away or push her back. He’s frozen to the chair. His mind is melting as lust begins its slow, unrelenting corruption. He can no longer think with his head. The hard, throbbing cock in his pants is doing all the thinking now.

‘Make me,’ she says.

Karlee pulls on the waistband of his pants. He moves, letting her pull them down. Whatever token resistance he was offering is now utterly obliterated.

I always get what I want, Karlee thinks. She smiles up at her teacher and tugs his pants down to the floor. His shorts bulge. The sight of his excitement turns her on even more. She loves getting boys horny. She loves to excite men even more. She knows that he is completely powerless now. She’s in control.

‘Can I have this?’ she says, trying to sound as innocent and naïve as possible. ‘Is it okay if I have it?’

Andretti opens his mouth to respond, but she only hears a croaking, strangling gasp. She grabs the bulge in his shorts and squeezes it for a long moment. He moans.

‘It feels big,’ she says, her eyes flashing in excitement.

He looks down at the eighteen-year-old cheerleader kneeling between his feet. His face is pained. He looks conflicted. She decides to end his suffering.

Karlee pulls open the flap in the front of his shorts. A button rips and clatters to the floor somewhere in the office. She grasps his bare cock with one hand, heart racing with excitement. She loves the feel of a new cock. It’s red-hot to the touch and pulsing with life and so fucking hard in her hand. She eases him free and groans with excitement. Her new gym teacher is packing.

‘Wow,’ she says. ‘Oh… fucking… wow.’

He’s at least eight inches long. Thicker than three or four fingers. Bigger than his predecessor and absolutely dwarfing all the hockey players she just blew by at least one inch – two in some cases. He might be the biggest man she’s ever had so far.

She glances up. Her gym teacher wears a face of pain. It must be killing him. First day on the job and already he’s at the mercy of one of his students. Poor man. She fights back a victorious smile. I always get what I want. Time to put him out of his misery.

Karlee parts her soft, pink lips and pushes forward and takes his cock in her mouth. The gym teacher’s groan is throaty and masculine and erotic as all hell.

It’s tricky for her to blow him at first. He’s much thicker than she was expecting. She takes a deep breath and opens her mouth wider. Jesus, it’s like trying to swallow a can of deodorant. She concentrates on the cock in her mouth and slowly takes it inside, the tip passing over her tongue and that beautiful, smooth shaft following. She makes little choking gag in her throat. She knows guys like to hear that sound. It makes them feel even bigger than they are.

‘Jesus fuck,’ Andretti says, gripping the desk with both hands and groaning in frustration. Her mouth feels wonderful on his cock. Better than his ex-girlfriend ever did – when she bothered to give him head, anyway. His cock is barely halfway in her mouth and already she’s in the top ten blowjobs of his life. Her lips and tongue send earthquakes of pleasure rocking through his shaft. His chest is tight.

Somewhere in the back of his mind, a voice screams at him to stop, but it’s far too late for that. He couldn’t stop now, even if he had the strength to pull his cock out of her mouth. He has lost the battle and the war. Andretti is hopelessly under her spell and that thought makes his cock throb even harder in the cheerleader’s hot, wet mouth.

She bobs her head back and forth, getting his shaft wetter and wetter, fucking him with her mouth now. He groans through gritted teeth, forcing himself not to look down because it’s too much, far too much. The sight of those wide, innocent eighteen-year-old eyes looking back up at him while she sucks his cock might send him crashing over the edge and he wants to enjoy this. More than anything in the world, he wants this moment to last forever.

Karlee groans with pleasure. The feel of his massive cock filling her mouth has driven her to the limits of excitement. She can feel the wet heat of her sex. She only hopes that her tight hole will be wet enough to accept his huge cock. She can’t wait to come all over it.

There’s a knock on the door.

Andretti flinches in terror, staring across the office with wide, fearful eyes. Karlee doesn’t let up. He tries to push her head back, but she doesn’t stop. Her mouth continues working his thick shaft with enthusiasm. He can’t stop her.

The door opens a crack and a familiar man peeks around the frame.

‘Andretti?’ says Tom. ‘You in here?’

‘Yes,’ Andretti says, his throat clenching tight. The cheerleader’s lips glide up and down his manhood over and over, driving him crazy. ‘But, uh, I’m, uh…’

Tom pushes open the door and takes a step into the room. Andretti holds up a hand to stop him. It works. Tom stops walking after just two steps, staying far enough away to not see what’s happening on the other side of the desk.

‘You okay, buddy?’ Tom says. ‘You look stressed.’

‘It’s nothing,’ Andretti says, forcing a smile and trying to relax. His heart is rising into his throat. This can’t be happening! He glances down and sees the woman looking up at him with a wicked smile and a glint in her eyes. She takes his shaft all the way in her mouth. He fights back a moan of pleasure and leans forward, trying to cover his naked lower half.

‘First day, huh?’ Tom says. ‘Yeah, I get that. Stressful. You wanna go for that tour now?’

‘Uh… not right now,’ Andretti says. ‘Maybe in a little while. I’m just catching up with some stuff…’

‘Oh, sure, sure,’ Tom says.

Andretti feels a drop of sweat forming on his brow. Below the desk, the cheerleader cradles his balls with one hand and sucks the tip of his cock. He holds his breath.

‘Well, no problem,’ Tom says. ‘I’m gonna be in the main building office, okay? Just come and grab me when you’re ready.’

‘Uh-huh.’ Andretti grits his teeth, fighting to stay calm and neutral. It’s almost impossible. Karlee teases his shaft with her soft lips and hot tongue over and over, making his entire body clench with pleasure. It’s taking all his effort to focus on the man across the small office and block out the waves of pleasure coming from beneath the desk. He can’t believe this is happening.

‘Later,’ Tom says. He nods, turns, walks out of the office.

Andretti holds his breath until the door clicks shut. Karlee giggles from under the desk.

‘You…’ Andretti says. ‘Dammit.’

‘Aw,’ she says, with a naughty chuckle, ‘what’s the matter? Was that too risky for you?’

‘You almost got me fired,’ he says, looking down at her. She licks the tip of his cock and holds the base with one small hand. ‘Or worse.’

‘Yeah?’ She gives him a defiant look, a challenging look. She wants him to get angry. ‘What are you gonna do about it?’ She stares him right in the eyes and licks his shaft.

Andretti reaches down and grabs her by the hair. He stands and pulls her out from under his desk. She gasps with surprise and excitement. Finally, some passion from the older man.

‘You fucking bitch,’ he says. ‘Fuck you.’

He spins Karlee around and pushes her down onto the desk. She braces herself, smiling and gasping with excitement. He throws her skirt back, exposing her soft naked ass. He spanks her firmly, leaving a red hand print on the cheek, like a blush. She gasps and moans and wiggles her hips, desperate for more. He spanks the other cheek, too, leaving another handprint on her pale skin.

‘Oh, fuck, Mister Andretti!’ she moans. ‘That feels so good!’

He growls and forces her legs wider with his foot. She spreads herself for him with her hands, offering her sticky, sweet flower up to him with a smile. Her heart is racing. Her body is aching. Her pussy is melting. This is what she wants – him; wrapped around her delicate fingers.

‘You fucking bitch,’ he says again, hissing. ‘You’re gonna get me fired.’

She laughs, delighted by the frustration in his voice. She knows that his whole life could be ruined in heartbeat, but that only makes this more exciting.

Andretti grabs her hips. She feels the heat of his lust as he positions himself behind her. She’s breathless with anticipation. He grabs his manhood and aims at her flowering slit, at the wet, pink folds opening in readiness. She trembles with a mixture of excitement and fear at the size of his cock.

The older man presses the tip of his shaft against her tight, molten-hot hole and pushes forward. Her body’s defences crumble almost immediately. Her pussy stretches and widens and yawns open to receive him. He pushes slowly yet firmly inside, refusing to stop or back down. That slut wanted it, that slut’s gonna get it.

‘Fuck!’ she cries. He feels so much bigger now. And thicker and hotter. He fills her tight little tunnel completely, touching every part of her at the same time. Her eyes almost water. Her mind is overwhelmed with pleasure. ‘You’re so fucking big!’

‘Shut up,’ he says in a growl. ‘Be quiet!’

He grips her hips and pulls forward, easing his length all the way inside. Her petite body rocks and shudders. She flattens her body against the desk, lifting her ass higher into the air; offering her dripping hole without resistance. He accepts her gift with a throaty grunt of pleasure, sliding all the way inside and completely filling her womanhood. He moans. It feels fucking incredible. Her tight honeypot grips his cock with a velvet grasp. It feels better than any woman he’s ever fucked before.

Her moans echo around the small office. He starts to fuck her with firm, hard strokes, wanting to punish the girl for making him do this. But her moans are loud – too loud.

‘Shut up!’ he says again, panic rising in his chest.

‘I can’t!’ she says. ‘You’re too big!’

He leans forward and clamps a hand over her mouth, silencing the cries of passion. It stifles her moans and turns her on even more. Her body bucks and rocks, pushing back on his cock and driving his length even deeper inside. He’s balls deep in Karlee’s tight pussy and it feels wonderful. Her juices flow down his shaft like lava from an erupting volcano.

Andretti keeps a hand clamped over her mouth and starts to fuck her hard. His brain is reeling, desperate for this to end in case they get caught. He slams his cock inside her with firm, furious passion. His balls slap back and forth. Her ass jiggles and rocks, his hand prints still glaring up from her pale skin. The desk shudders underneath her. She moans into his palm, the sounds both erotic and pathetic at once. The sound of her whimpers makes him feel dominant, masculine, powerful. His cock throbs even more inside her tight tunnel.

He knows how insane this is, how wrong, how fucked up. he knows the risks. He’s fucking one of his own students. He’s fucking her in his own office, on school grounds. He’s fucking her without a condom. This whole scenario is total madness, but he can’t stop. He’s gone too far. Way too far.

She squeezes her breasts and closes her eyes. Wave after wave of pleasure rocks her young body. It feels so good. So good. So fucking good. She’s lost in pleasure as her gym coach fucks her tight, hot body over and over again, using her hole to get himself off. She loves it. She moans into his hand and lets him do what he wants with her. The fire is burning in her belly. Her climax is on the way.

‘Come for me,’ he says, in a low, urgent whisper. He can feel her body responding to his aggressive, forceful thrusting. He knows that she is on the verge of her climax. His own orgasm isn’t far behind. But he wants her to come first. He wants this little slut to always know that he is the best lover she’s ever had. He wants her to think about him every time she fucks another man.

Karlee moans into his hand, the heavy, rasping breaths growing more urgent and frantic with every deep, hard thrust of his cock. He pounds her with the kind of fierce savagery that only raw, primal aggression can provide. He wants to make her see God.

She closes her eyes. She feels the familiar burning pressure mounting in her gut. Her pussy tightens around that thick, unrelenting cock. Her chest heaves. She gasps and screams into the hand clamped over her mouth. She comes harder than she expected. Her knees give out. The desk keeps her held upright. Mister Andretti’s hand doesn’t move. She screams into his palm, unable to do anything else. It feels so good.

Her pussy closes tight on his cock. It feels incredible for both of them. Andretti doesn’t stop fucking the young slut. He feels her body convulse and contract and twitch and throb. Every movement and vibration sends shivers of pleasure coursing through his manhood. He moans through clenched teeth. He grips her hips and fucks her as deep and hard as he can, not caring if it hurts her.

Finally, Karlee’s orgasm subsides. She goes limp on the desk, unable to do anything except lay there and take it. Andretti removes his hand from her mouth now and listening to her breathless panting and quiet moaning.

‘Mister Andretti…’ she says in a whisper, ‘you’re so fucking good…’

He growls in response and slams his cock all the way inside her, right up to the hilt. She gasps. She’s never been so stretched, so full, so completely fucked.

‘I’m close,’ he says, gasping the words.

She nods, desperate to have his come. She chokes back another gasp. He’s fucking her with so much intensity that it’s hard to breathe.

‘Come inside me,’ she moans. ‘Please, Mister Andretti…’

Her whimpering voice almost makes him orgasm on the spot. But he keeps control. A tiny voice at the back of his head screams at him to stop, to pull out, to do anything except finish inside this girl. It’s already way too risky.

But he can’t hear that voice. He’s not in control anymore. He wants to pump his load inside this slut’s body and ruin her forever.

Andretti moans again and thrusts his cock deep inside Karlee’s aching pussy. His balls swing back and forth and finally contract, sending his seed rushing upward. He grips her firm body and groans. She gasps. He holds her in place over his desk and feels his climax flowing out of his body and filling her tight young tunnel. She moans and gasps with every splashing wave, feeling his come cascade through her body. It fills her with warmth in the best way possible. There is no feeling on earth like that of being fucked and filled by a good cock. And Mister Andretti has a very good cock.

She squeezes his cock with her pussy muscles, milking every last drop. She groans with the feeling. Her body is exhausted, but her mind is alive. She feels amazing.

‘Oh, my God,’ Andretti says. He pulls out her and collapses into the chair, pants and shorts around his ankles. Guilt begins to creep up his spine. His cock is soaked with their shared juices. He stares at the naked ass and pussy displayed before him. Karlee’s pink and swollen sex gapes and winks at him, a trickle of sticky white come already beginning to trail out. ‘I can’t believe I did that…’

‘Don’t worry, Mister Andretti,’ Karlee says. She slowly pushes herself off the desk and turns to face him. She can feel his warmth running down her inner thigh. It makes her smile. ‘I won’t tell anyone. Not if you don’t.’

He shakes his head in stunned disbelief.

‘I can’t believe you came inside me,’ she says, making her voice sound cluelessly naïve. ‘Do you think I’m pregnant?’

He looks at her with a horrified expression.

‘You need to go to the pharmacist,’ he says. ‘Pick up some Plan B. Today.’

‘Okay, Mister Andretti,’ she says. ‘But I don’t have any money…’

He opens a drawer and hands her a twenty from inside.

‘Thanks,’ she says, her voice bobbly and bright.

The young girl is smiling and giddy. The older man looks like he just witnessed a traffic accident. His cock wilts back into place. The girl watches it with a smile, knowing that she drained him of everything he had – both physically and mentally.

‘This was fun,’ she says. ‘Can we do it again sometime?’

‘No,’ he says. ‘We can’t. We can’t ever do this again!’

‘Aw, don’t be like that,’ she says. She bends forward and kisses him on the cheek. ‘We have lots of fun nights ahead of us. I think we’re going to be good friends, Mister Andretti.’

She stuffs his twenty dollars down her top and straightens her skirt. She gently wipes a finger up her thigh, catching his spilled come, and licks it off.

‘Delicious,’ she says. ‘See you tomorrow!’

She walks across the room and opens the door and disappears into the empty building. She hums to herself, the sound echoing in the silence.

‘Fuck,’ Andretti says. He closes his eyes slumps into the chair. ‘What the fuck am I supposed to do now?’

The door swings shut, closing off the sound of Karlee’s happy humming.

 

###




Also Available from Andrea Martin

 

Lizzie’s Awakening

Episode One – The Flower Ripens

Episode Two – The Flower Glistens

Episode Three – The Flower Shines

Episode Four – The Flower Opens

Episode Five – The Flower Awakens

 

Hotwife Stories

Becoming

Letters from Afar I

Letters from Afar II

Date Night

Have Fun

 

The Cuckold’s Tale

My Wife’s Hot Date

Secret’s Out

Made to Watch

A Deal’s A Deal

My Wife’s New Boyfriend

Reclaiming Chelsea

Power Play

Oblivious

Keyholder

A Husband’s Humiliation

Pandora’s Box

A Harsh Lesson

Gone Too Far

Nothing Personal

Reunion

Happy Anniversary

Sharing is Caring

Cash, Grass, or Ass

Cucksitting

I Dare You

Power Struggle

The First Taste

Living the Dream Challenging the Alpha

The Law of Love

Happy Birthday to Me

 

The Bull’s Account

One Night, One Offer

Tonight You’re Mine

Seducing Scarlett

Why She Cheats

Irresistible

 

Slut Wives

Desperate Measures

Couple’s Retreat

The Other Woman

In Too Deep

A Wife’s Confession

The Rumors Are True!

Unfinished Business

If My Husband Won’t…

Ladies’ Night

My Fuckable Fiancé

Anniversary Affair

Five Days of Sin

Bad Influence

Cheap Thrills

Before I Walk the Aisle

Can’t Stop Cheating

Hard Times

A Hard Negotiation

Expensive Tastes

Wife Mother Slut

Alicia Wants a Baby

 

Cuckoldress

You Wanted This

Hubby Bends Over

Love, Honor & Obey

Hubby Opens Wide

Black Owned Wife

Kings & Queans

 

Sibling Rivalry

Blissful Agony

While She Sleeps

 

Confessions Series

Goddess

After the Affair

Thank You for Cheating

Her Hot Past

When She Was Bad

 

Edgy Erotica

Hustled

One for the Team

Room Service

Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

Know Your Limits

The CEO’s Son

 

I – Obeying His Command

II – Following His Orders

III – Satisfying His Needs

 

Others

Who’s the Boss?

Taylor’s Secret

Karlee’s Crush

 

Collected Works

Lizzie’s Awakening – The Complete Collection

From Hot Dates to New Boyfriends: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives: Four Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives 2: Four More Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

Delicious Sin: A Slut Wives Collection

Married and Available: Five Hotwife Stories

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives 3: Another Four Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

From Reclaiming to Humiliation: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

Some Like It Rough

Blissful Sin: A Slut Wives Collection

Tyler’s Travels: The Bull’s Account Five Story Collection

Sluts & Cucks: Four Naughty Stories

Humiliation and Him: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

Indulgent Sin: A Slut Wives Collection Vol 3

Mean Girls

Darker Passions

All For Her Pleasure: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

What She Really Needs

Delicate Positions

Passionate Sin: A Slut Wives Collection

In Need of a Better Lover: Five Stories of Seductive Cuckoldresses Taking Control

Going Bare: Five Risky Bareback Sex Stories

Come and Get It

I’ve Been a Bad Wife…

You’ll Get Her Back

Surrender to Satisfaction Look, But Don’t Touch: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection

Locktober

No Nut November

Five Cuckold Stories

Bulls In Control

Never Go Back: Five Stories of White Women Going Black

Black is Better

Wicked Cravings

Devoted Cuckolds

 

Exclusive Collections

The CEO’s Son Complete Trilogy

Forbidden Lust: Ten Racy Cuckold Romances

Broken Vows: Ten Red-Hot Tales of Passion and Infidelity

Bad Boys

Illicit Lust: Twenty Red-Hot Tales for Naughty Adults

Ménage and More!: Racy Group Romances

Cuckold Cravings: Fifteen Stories of Shared Wives and Submissive Husbands

Babes & Bulls: Ten Stories of Love, Lust, and Extra-Marital Romance

Rough Love: Ten Stories of Alpha Males and Pushy Princesses

Wicked Experiences: Nervous First-Timers, Wild Sluts, and Everything in Between!

Monogamy is Boring: Ten Stories of Open Marriages, Unfaithful Wives, and Cuckolded Husbands

Grab Life by the Balls: The Ultimate Collection of Studs and Sluts

Beyond Temptation: Fifteen Stories of Good Wives and Bad Boys

Red Hot Lust: The Ultimate Collection of Studs and Sluts

Passion and Pleasure: The Ultimate Collection of Studs and Sluts

Unfaithful: Ten Sinful Stories of Wayward Wives

One Night Stands: Wild Encounters, Passionate Strangers

Female-Led Relationships: Ten Stories of Alpha Females Taking Charge

Solid Gold: The Five-Star Collection Vol 1

Irresistible Passion: Ten Stories of Sin and Seduction

Don’t Wait Up!: Wild Wives and Aggressive Alphas

She’s Mine Now: Dominant Men & Eager Women

Wants & Needs

Bigger is Better: Size Queens Craving Satisfaction

Games of Seduction: Temptation and Opportunity

Give in to Lust

Pure Alpha: Give in to Your Wildest Desires

Our Little Secret: Forty Red Hot Romances

Cuckold Pleasures

Don’t Tell My Husband

Erotic Fantasies

Cuckold Desires

Big, Hard & Passionate

Temptations

Wayward Wives

Lucky Cucky!

Hubby Finds Out

Love, Lust and Marriage

The Mark of a Cuckold

Nice Guys Don’t Finish

Good Girls Love to Sin

Sloppy Seconds

Try and Stop Me, Cuck: Wives Craving True Satisfaction




About the Author

 

Praise for Andrea Martin:

 

‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

 

‘…the first book I've read by Andrea Martin. I can already tell you that it won't be the last!’

 

‘Highly recommended.’

 

‘Very hot and horny story, quite fast paced.’

 

‘I have read other stories by this author and the writing quality has been excellent… a hot, fun read that I would recommend.’

 

‘An amazing book Andrea, I look forward to reading many more of your works.’

Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories.

 

 

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true.

 

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

 

Until we meet again,

Stay beautiful

 

-AM

x

 

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin

 

If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my Patreon account. For as little as one dollar per release, fans can show their support in exchange for exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space.

 

A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!

 

Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy!




Also available from Andrea Martin

 

Who’s the Boss?

 

Jessica is forced to work late yet again by her boss, Michael, instead of going home and living her life. Tonight, Jessica has finally had enough of his domineering ways. It's time for Jessica to take control, by any means necessary...

 

She stood up, straightened her skirt, and strode to Michael’s office door. Without knocking, she opened it and walked straight in, confident, sexy, horny.

Michael looked up from his computer. A few folders covered his spacious desk, but nowhere near the amount that littered Jessica’s workspace.

‘Don’t you knock?’ he said.

‘Shut up Michael,’ she said, her voice made husky by arousal.

He seemed shocked by her sudden change in attitude. ‘Excuse me?’ he said, ‘you can’t-’

‘Stop talking,’ she said, walking across his office. She stepped around his desk, right up to his chair. She placed her hands on her hips, looking right down at him. ‘This has gone too far,’ she said.

‘What has?’ Michael’s eyes were wide, uncertain. He probably thought that she had gone crazy, or was about to quit, or something.

She steeled herself, ready to gamble. All or nothing.

Then she pushed some paperwork aside on his desk and sat down, spreading her legs so her could see right up between her thighs.

Michael’s mouth gaped open as he stared up her skirt, but he didn’t say anything or move away.

‘My turn,’ she said, her voice still husky, still yearning for the orgasm she’d been denied. ‘I’m in charge now.’

Michael’s eyes were still fixed on her pussy, still staring up her skirt, but his expression had changed. He didn’t look so shocked now. His features were softening as she watched, as though his defences were crumbling.

He only nodded, slowly, as though he hadn’t really heard her. She watched as his tongue flicked out, touched his lip, darted back into his mouth. It was the unconscious action of a hungry man looking at an all-you-can-eat buffet.

Satisfied that she had his attention, Jessica let her hands fall to her exposed thighs. She traced her fingers along the soft skin there, heading toward her soaking cleft. She hitched the skirt, transforming the fabric into more of a belt than an item of clothing, then she tugged her wet panties to one side again, exposing her soft curls and damp lips to her boss.

Michael’s mouth had come open slightly at the sight of his employee’s pussy. Jessica tried to imagine what he was thinking, but couldn’t. His eyes were fixed exactly where she wanted them and his hands were gripping the armrests on his office chair.

Got your attention? she thought. Good.

Now firmly in control of the situation, Jessica traced a finger along her wet slit. She held it out so Michael could see the juice shining on the digit, then placed it in front of his mouth. His lips went out, touched it. His tongue flicked out, tasted it. The feel of his tongue, the feel of the power she commanded, the thrill of being so outrageously daring, all combined and mixed together to form a heady cocktail of sexual arousal. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so powerful, so desirable. She had complete control over her boss.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘You’re going to do exactly as I tell you, understand?’

He nodded again, slowly, never taking his eyes off her pussy.

Jessica climbed off the table. She turned her back on him and bent over the desk, pushing her sweet cheeks out towards her employer.

‘Take my panties off,’ she commanded.

Michael’s fingers trembled against her skin and for a moment she feared he was about to back out. But he took hold of her panties and tugged them off, letting them fall to the floor. Jessica stepped out of them, kicking them to one side. She spread her feet wider, opening her most intimate places up for her boss’s inspection, reaching around with her hands to pull those perfect ass cheeks wider, opening herself up like a blooming flower. God, I’m so fucking wet.

‘Lick,’ she commanded.




Also available from Andrea Martin

 

Taylor’s Secret

 

She made me curious about girls. Now she’s all mine…

 

When Jen learns her classmate’s deepest, darkest secret, she can’t believe it. Not only is Taylor a well-known erotic writer, but she is also Jen’s favorite author, the woman who crafted dozens of pulse-pounding scintillating stories. Taylor is responsible for every erotic fantasy and wicked idea Jen has enjoyed in the late hours of the night for the past year.

Now she knows the truth, Jen wants to learn even more of Taylor’s secrets…

 

Silence fell between us again. She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I responded, opening my mouth for her probing tongue. We kissed slowly, softly, gently. Her hands slid up my back, pulling me close against her. Her breasts pressed against mine. I moved one hand up and cupped the back of her neck. Our tongues shimmered together, entwined, as we kept kissing, gradually getting harder and more desperate as our passion began to heat up.

Her hand slid around my body and cupped my breast. I’ve had one or two guys feel me up before, but this was different. She wasn’t pawing at me like a horny dog, or groping me without a clue what she was doing. I could feel curious wonder in her touch. She’s had breasts of her own for a couple of years already, but she’d never touched someone else’s chest before. Maybe they felt different to her own.

I moved my other hand from her waist and cupped her breast. It did feel different, crazy as it seemed. Her breast was smaller than my own, harder, lighter, firmer. A thrill ran through my body from my head all the way to the deepest part of my womanhood. Electric erotic tension consumed me. This was good. Really good. This felt better than any boy I had touched before. It was more exciting, more intense. Boys liked to crush themselves against me and dry hump my leg while we made out, but Taylor was enjoying the moment and the feel of our bodies pressed together in her own time, at her own pace. I liked it.

Her tongue flicked against mine, a teasing little caress. A soft moan escaped my throat. That sound seemed to excite Taylor. She squeezed my breast and stroked my tongue harder. A tremble ran through her body.

She pushed away from the wall, driving herself against me, melting into my body, fusing us together at the lips and hips. I moaned with excitement. She moaned too. Our tongues danced and teased and caressed faster and faster. She squeezed my breast and my ass with excitement and fascination, enjoying these new feelings and sensations.

My sex throbbed. I had never been this turned on before, this excited, this desperate for pleasure. No experience in my young life could possibly compare to this one. Taylor’s lips and tongue and hands sent lightening ripples of overwhelming erotic anticipation through every pore of my body. I had never felt so sexy, so desired, so beautiful as I did in that moment.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathing hard. Taylor’s eyes were glazed over with lust, as though she was half-asleep. Her hands were still on my body. I gave her small breast a gentle squeeze, enjoying the feel of her mound in my palm. She smiled.

‘That feels so good,’ she said. ‘I never… it’s better than I thought.’

‘Can I see you?’ I said.

She frowned, confused, and said, ‘Huh? You are seeing me.’

I shook my head. I let go of her breast and moved my hand to the top button on her shapeless white school shirt.

‘I want to see you,’ I said.

Her eyes widened in understanding. She glanced toward the door and paused for a moment, listening. There was so sound from the rest of the house. Maybe her mom was reading a book or out in the garden or knitting a sweater. Either way, everything was silent.

Taylor bit her bottom lip. Then she nodded. My fingers slipped under her shirt and popped the first button open. She looked at me with wide, curious eyes, watching my face. I moved my hand down and popped the second button, exposing smooth, soft, virgin skin. I was the first person in the world to see this much of Taylor’s body. That thought made my pussy tingle with delight.

In all the Laurie Flynn books I had read, this was my favorite moment. The undressing. The unveiling. The big reveal. A woman undresses another and there is no going back. After this, they are bound by desire, unable to stop until they were both satisfied. This is what I had been craving, more than anything else, ever since I first discovered those books and felt these urges waking inside me. I needed this.

I opened each button in turn, until the shirt hung open, exposing Taylor’s upper body. She blushed, lips parted, breathing hard. She looked at me for approval. I could only smile at what I saw.

Her body was wonderful. Small, firm b-cup breasts that were tightly restrained in a bra that looked to be at least one size too small. I guessed that Taylor’s mom didn’t take her bra shopping often. She had flawless, smooth skin. A beautiful stomach with just a hint of a belly. A girl like Taylor didn’t go for runs all that much.

She searched my face closely, desperate to know what I thought.

‘You’re beautiful,’ I said.

She flushed with pride and kisses me again. Hard, this time. Urgently. Her tongue roaming my mouth hungrily. Her hands grasping my body with desperate need. It was the most intense kiss of my life.

My hands slipped under her open shirt and pushed it wider, exposing more of her body. I cupped her bra in my hands, loving how good and natural and naughty it felt.

She trembled again at my touch, a little gasp groaning into my mouth as I trailed my fingers across her stomach.

She grabbed my shirt and fumbled with the buttons. I pulled back a little, surprised at her aggressiveness. She looked at me through dark, lusty eyes and said a single word in a low, husky voice.

‘Please.’
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