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Part 1









The final bell rang and I grabbed my things and made a beeline straight for the back door of the small high school where I worked.





‘Have any plans for the summer?’ Cynthia, the physics teacher spotted me as I sneaked out in an attempt to avoid the barrage of hugs and well wishes.





‘Sleep.’ I winked at her and managed to escape before seeing anyone else. By the time I was halfway across the parking lot, my jacket and tie were off and when I threw everything in the back of my shitty car, I felt a sudden release.





Three months of freedom.





I turned the key in the ignition and backed out of the parking space, ready to barricade myself in the house I shared with my roommate Tim. We’ve been pals since college and even though we’re both adults, we figured living together would allow us to save some money for when we finally settled down.





Home was only twenty minutes away and as I blasted some music out of the window and let the warm afternoon breeze hit my face, I realized that I felt great. The flat dry landscape of southern Oklahoma flashed by me and I floored the pedal, ready to get back home and plant myself firmly on my sofa.





‘Tim, are you home?’ I threw my shit on the kitchen table and reached into the fridge for my first beer of the summer. It definitely wouldn’t be my last.





Silence confirmed that Tim was not yet home from his job at the local big box electronics retailer. Even though he graduated at the top of his class with a degree in computer science, he refused to quit his job as an assistant manager of the repair department. I suspected that it was some sort of power trip that he wouldn’t be able to get at a regular nine-to-five.





But who was I to judge? I spent my days getting shit on by teenagers who would rather be anywhere else than my classroom.





I changed into my shorts and most worn out t-shirt and planted myself in front of the television, prepared to watch whatever I could find. Having nothing to do felt great, and I was more than ready to get my summer vacation started.





The beer was cold and delicious and after I drained the bottle, I went back to the fridge to grab another. By the third, I was feeling fully relaxed and decided to pull out my phone to see if there was anyone new on my favorite dating app.





I was only thirty and every single female teacher in the school had her eye on me, but the last thing I wanted to do after the end of a long day was be forced to look into the eyes of someone who was as exhausted and miserable as myself. I wanted a professional. Someone who made good money and loved what they did.





As I scrolled through the photos of women nearby, I realized that I had already swiped most of them. Everyone here was a dud, until I came across someone new and paused to take a closer look.





Her name was Ashley and she was gorgeous. She was younger than me, a lawyer and she lived in the same town. I immediately swiped right and hoped to Jesus that she would do the same for me.





The door suddenly opened and I realized that I was no longer alone. Hiding my phone under the pillow, I greeted my roommate.





‘Hello?’





‘Are you free at last?’ Tim opened the fridge and I could hear the bottles moving around.





‘Yes! Bring me another beer, my man.’ I refused to get up from the sofa and waited for him to take off his shoes and join me in the living room.





When he finally arrived, he handed me the opened bottle and proposed a toast.





‘To all the girls who you can now legally date.’ He took a drink and I scoffed.





‘Go fuck yourself.’ I snatched the proffered beer from his outstretched hand as he sat on the chair next to me as I flipped through the garbage on cable.





‘For real, though. I wouldn’t last like two days in that place, some of them are eighteen, right?’ I focused on channel surfing.





‘You are exactly the kind of guy that would never get hired.’ He leaned back in the chair and I could see him shaking his head.





‘Come on. Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it.’





‘I mean, I wouldn’t be alive if I’d never thought about it, but come on, they’re my students.’ I was telling the truth. My career would be gone in a hot second if I even looked at one girl the wrong way. Students were strictly off limits.





‘What if you went out tonight to, I don’t know, McCann’s and one of your eighteen year old former students was there, and she was like Mr. Parker, I want you to fuck me. You’re telling me you wouldn’t do it?’





I paused for a minute as I seriously thought about it. I wasn’t a bad looking guy, but I just hadn’t found ‘the one’. They were always too high maintenance or wanted more than I could give. I shook my head as Tim scoffed.





‘Dude, I would fuck them so hard. Like every way. It’s just too hot.’





‘And that’s why you’re not an educator.’ My phone dinged and I picked it up, taking a look at the notification.





Ashley has accepted your request. You can now chat with her.





A smile spread across my face and I opened the app as Tim changed the channel, bitching about whatever bullshit happened at work.





I always worried about that first message. It was a make or break and I didn’t want to come across as creepy or weird. As I looked at her photo, I realized that I desperately wanted to make a good impression.





Hi Ashley





Neutral, appropriate. I hoped she would respond. Suddenly I saw the little dots moving, indicating that she was typing.





Hi Lukas, how’s it going?





I looked at her picture and immediately felt a rush. I did not want to fuck this up.





Good, you?





Just a little bored. Want to go out for drinks tonight?





I didn’t want to look desperate, but I also really wanted to meet up with her, so I sat there for a few minutes before typing a response. Taking another drink, I felt my confidence returning and I responded.





Yeah, sounds great. What time works for you?





What about 8 at McCann’s?





Ok. See you then.





I smiled and took another sip of beer, suddenly realizing that Tim had been talking the entire time.





‘I told the bitch that it was her hard drive when she came in two weeks ago. Hey, what’s up?’ He looked at me as I relaxed into the sofa cushions, convinced that this would be the best summer vacation ever.



















Part 2









I pushed aside my work clothes, determined to keep my summer dress code intact. No jackets. No button down shirts. No slacks.





During the summer, I was a strictly jeans or shorts and t-shirt kind of guy. Pushing around the crap, I finally found something that was casual but didn’t push the limits into slob territory. I gave myself a once over and realized that it was almost time to meet her and I still had to drive twenty minutes to get there.





‘Don’t wait up.’ Tim raised his bottle and took a long drag off the joint he had procured from somewhere as I made my way out.





I was really nervous. It had been almost six months since I went on a date and my life since then had revolved around grading papers and Tim. I shook my head at the thought and pulled into an empty parking space outside the bar slash restaurant. It would likely be packed with former students who had just returned home from their first year at college. There was nothing I hated more than seeing them get started on their lives while I was stuck here.





No, I’m not bitter.





I took another quick look at my phone and committed Ashley’s photo to heart before planting myself on a bar stool.





‘Lukas. What’s up my man?’ I was maybe a little too friendly with the bartender.





‘Not much, Simon. How’s it going?’ He leaned over the bar and gave me a wink.





‘Man, the college girls are back. It’s open season.’ He smiled and wiped his hands. I was certain that he had zero issues scoring. Good looking guy and a bartender was always a winning combination.





‘Yeah.’ I cleared my throat and nodded in pseudo agreement.





‘So, what can I get you? A Coke?’ Even though I was an adult and should be allowed to have a life outside of school, I always got a little bit antsy about drinking in public.





‘Nah man. It’s the first night of summer. I’ll have a lager.’





‘All right, all right.’ He walked to the tap and started on my drink while I looked around to see if she was there. I still had another ten minutes or so, but my excitement was getting the better of me. Simon brought me my beer and poured a shot of whiskey. ‘This is on the house. I like to support our local education system.’





‘Have one with me?’ It felt good to chat with someone my own age whose name wasn’t Tim.





‘Sure.’ He poured himself one and we clinked our glasses together. The whisky felt good going down and I appreciated the confidence boost. I was going to need it.





‘That was great. Thanks, man.’





‘You got it.’ He noticed I was looking around and figured out what was going on. ‘Is she late?’





‘No, uh, I’m a little bit early.’ He gave me a smile and poured me another one. I could feel the first one going to my head, but decided to go for it.





‘Alright. Let me know if you need any help. I’ll be here all night.’ He shot me a smile and went to the crowd at the end of the bar.





Why did I become a teacher?





That question snaked its way through my brain at least a few times every day. I had been a history major and I thought I would just teach until I decided what I really wanted to do with my life. Maybe I would write, maybe I would get my doctorate- the problem was that the years ticked by and now I was thirty with no plans and no life.





I took a drink and looked towards the door just as the woman from the app entered.





When she walked in, I could tell that most of the guys in the bar were checking her out. The chatter died down and she immediately recognized me as she walked towards the bar.





‘Lukas?’ Her smile was infectious and her emerald green eyes sparkled brightly, framed by thick brown lashes. I tried to pull my eyes away from her tits, but the tank top she was wearing struggled to hold them in and she definitely wasn’t wearing a bra.





‘Hi, uh, Ashley?’ I got down from the stool and stuck out my hand. She bypassed it completely and pulled me into a hug, pressing those tits against me and contributing to the semi that was currently threatening to go full.





‘Uh, do you want to sit at the bar or get a booth?’ I saw Simon strolling over and hoped she would suggest the booth.





‘Let’s get a booth. It’s kind of loud up here.’ She smiled at me again and I could feel my stomach twisting into a thousand knots. There was no way this chick would want to go on a second date with a guy like me.





‘Ok sure. What do you want to drink? I’ll order it for you.’ Simon was checking her out, but she kept her eyes firmly planted on me.





‘I’ll have what you’re having.’ She started walking towards the back and I could see the guys staring at her ass as she passed.





‘Holy shit, man. I’ll get Carol to bring it back.’ Simon winked at me and I walked quickly to join her before someone else snatched her up. She sat in one of the quieter back booths and I slid into the seat across from her, putting my beer between us. She grabbed it and took a drink and gave me a smile that made me want to melt into the cheap vinyl seat.





‘Sorry, I’m a little nervous.’ I felt a lot better when she admitted that.





‘Me too. I don’t normally date like this.’ She had a strange awkwardness for someone so intensely hot and I wondered why, but it’s not exactly something you ask on a first date.





The waitress brought her beer and two more shots, courtesy of Simon. I would need to leave him a great tip later.





Ashley picked up the shot glass and drank it like a champ, not even making a face as the cheap liquor made its way down her throat. Then she held up her beer and offered a toast.





‘To old friends and new friends.’ She smiled at me and I could feel the knots in my stomach again.





‘Cheers.’ I took a drink and looked into her green eyes again before pausing awkwardly. ‘So, are you from Abbington?’





‘Yeah, born and raised.’ She was probably young enough to be one of my former students, but I hoped to God she wasn’t. That would make things extremely awkward.





‘So you grew up around here?’ She took another drink and nodded, studying me with her green eyes.





‘Yeah, just down the street actually. I’m back in town because my grandmother passed away and I needed to take care of her estate.’





‘Oh no. I’m really sorry.’





‘No, it’s alright. My step-sister graduated last year, actually, and part of the reason I came back was to help her relocate. She took a year off after high school to take care of my grandmother, but is hoping to go to college this fall.’





‘Is your step-sister named Maddie?’





‘Yeah, that’s her.’ I found it odd that she didn’t ask how I knew. Maddie had been a student in my AP World History class. She was brilliant and absolutely gorgeous, but wild as hell.‘ Our parents were married for a while, but my mom died and her dad ran off to God knows where and my grandmother ended up taking her in. She didn’t really have anyone else.’





‘Wow, that’s a hell of a story.’ I took another drink and shook my head.





‘Yeah, Abbington’s kind of a fucked up place.’ She ran her hand through her long blond hair and gave me a sad smile.





‘So other than taking care of your step-sister, what do you do?’ I ordered two more beers and decided to ignore the creeping feeling that something was off about this girl.





‘I’m going into my last year of law school.’





‘Ah, so you’re not a lawyer yet?’ She fudged the truth a little bit, but I didn’t care. I stared at her full lips and imagined them around my cock and could feel myself getting hard, even though there had been no indication that she was interested in anything like that.





The beers arrived and we continued to chat. She felt familiar, but I attributed that to knowing her step-sister and brushed it aside. The crowd in the bar started dying down and I realized that it was getting late.





‘You said you live down the street. Want me to walk you home?’ She finished her beer and stood up. I could tell she was a little tipsy and helped steady her. I had my arm around her shoulders and she wrapped hers around my waist as we made our way towards the exit.





‘Have a good one, guys. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.’ Simon waved at us as we walked out the door. I opened it and followed her through.











Part 3









The evening was warm, that could always be expected in southern Oklahoma in June, and the sky was full of stars as we walked down the well-maintained sidewalks that ran in front of the houses in this part of town.





‘So you’re only staying until the end of the summer?’





‘Probably.’ She grabbed my hand and I squeezed, happy to make physical contact with someone. I could tell that she wanted to tell me something, but I was hesitant to pry too much, so we walked in silence until we came to one of the older brick houses that lined this street. The people who lived here had money.





‘This is it.’ Ashley stood on her tiptoes and brushed my lips with hers. I could feel a thousand things inside of me come alive at that moment and I returned the kiss, lightly parting her lips with my tongue and holding her close. After lingering for a few incredible minutes, she pulled away.





‘Want to come in, Mr. Parker?’





I froze and she gave me a crooked smile.





It’s not that I have a specific problem with dating former students, I’ve just always made an effort to avoid it. High school is a cesspool of hormones, add to that girls that have daddy complexes and you end up with a bad situation. That’s what one of the old guys told me in my first year of teaching and I’ve made it my mantra.





‘Uh, what?’





‘Do you want to come in? I have some booze or we could watch TV.’





‘No, the other part.’ I pulled away and tried to remember her. With over a hundred students passing through each year, it was hard to remember anyone except those that really stood out.





‘Oh, yeah.’ I could see her bite her lip and pull at her short skirt self consciously. ‘Well, I figured you wouldn’t remember me, but I never stopped thinking about you. When I saw you on the dating app, I couldn’t help myself and decided to give it a shot.’





She got closer and pushed her body against mine. I could feel myself losing control and even though every cell in my body told me not to do it, I leaned down and kissed her. My dick was coming alive and I pressed it against her, letting her know that I was definitely interested in more than TV.





‘Come on.’ She grabbed my hand and rushed inside and up the stairs. I could see that the TV was on in the living room and wondered if we were alone. Ashley didn’t give me the chance to think too much about it as she pushed me into her bedroom and onto her bed.





The walls were covered in One Direction posters and various other 2010’s memorabilia and I cringed a little bit. She busied herself with some music and fixing the lighting and I tried desperately to remember her from my first year of teaching.





‘So, you graduated in 2017?’





‘Yeah. I think it was your first year. You were co-teaching with Mr. Thomas, and I was in your Oklahoma History class, fourth period.’ I wracked my brain as she turned and sat on the bed next to me, her large green eyes dripping with desire as she reached out and stroked my arm.





Suddenly it struck me, but she couldn’t be the same girl.





‘You sat in the front row?’ She nodded her head and leaned in to kiss me. Her soft lips gently brushed mine and I could feel all of the blood in my body rushing towards my dick as she pushed me into the pillows that were propped against the headboard.





‘I was a late bloomer.’ She winked at me and pushed her large breasts together, walking on her hands and knees until she fully straddled me. Then she grabbed my hands and placed them over her hardened nipples. ‘I wore a lot of loose fitting hoodies and sweatpants.’





‘Yeah.’ I swallowed, suddenly able to place her. Shy, quiet, good student, but she never gave me any of the vibes I regularly get from the jailbait. ‘I remember you.’





I could feel my body responding, even though my mind was still in limbo. We’re both adults and people fuck all the time. I mean, she was a student six years ago.That makes it ok, right?





Right?





Right.





I reached up and pulled the spaghetti strap of her tank top down and she leaned over to give me a kiss. Her lips felt amazing pressed against mine and she ran her hands under my t-shirt and helped me pull it off. Her soft kisses migrated from my lips to my neck and as she kissed my earlobe, she whispered into my ear.





‘You’ll be my first.’





‘First what?’





‘Sex.’





The whispered word caused my eyelids to fly open and I pushed her away again. Tonight was getting crazier and crazier. She was what, twenty-four. I had spent my entire university career fucking and couldn’t imagine anyone getting out a virgin.





‘I just couldn’t find anyone I wanted to do it with and school always seemed more important anyway.’ I took another look at her body and wondered how in the hell a girl that looked like that could still be a virgin. It was a lot of pressure and I hadn’t fucked anyone in a while.





The hesitation lasted for maybe a millisecond and I decided to go for it. What the hell. If nothing else, it would be a great story to tell Tim.





Pulling her towards me again, I kissed her and the release of the doubts and concern about propriety felt great. She was a hot chick and I was a good looking guy. Why shouldn’t I be her first?





She pulled her white tank top over her head and sat there shyly, her blond hair streaming over her large, firm breasts as she pulled my hands towards them. I pinched her light pink nipples and sat up so I could enjoy them fully. She wrapped her legs around me and as her short skirt hitched up, I could see she wasn’t wearing any panties as I got a flash of her pink pussy.





I planted my mouth over her nipple and began sucking as she moaned loudly, arching her back and pressing her breasts against me. She pulled her legs underneath her and began grinding her cunt against my jeans, leaving a slight wetness of the fly and causing my pants to tent uncomfortably.





‘God, Mr. Parker, that feels so good.’ Her breathy cries echoed out and I had to admit that hearing that was pretty fucking hot. As I sucked and massaged her nipples, she reached down and dipped her fingers in her pussy, pulling them out and rubbing the juices around my lips. She then leaned down and kissed me and I couldn’t wait any longer.





I flipped her around, needing to get inside of her but wanting to make sure she was completely ready. She unzipped her skirt and I helped her wriggle out of it and seeing her gorgeous naked body on the pink floral sheets made my head swim.





I spread her legs apart and leaned my face closer to her cunt, enjoying the scent of her wetness as she closed her eyes in anticipation. As I stared at her slick pink flesh, I realized that she had nothing to judge me against so I went for it, sliding my finger into her wet folds and teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue.





‘Yes, oh fuck, yes.’ She pulled my head into her and her hips bucked furiously against my face and I licked her delicate folds. I stood up and pulled off my jeans and underwear, cock at full attention as she stared at me. ‘It’s a lot bigger than I thought it would be.’





I smiled and shrugged. I wasn’t a porn star, but women had always appreciated the girth, commenting on how good it felt as I slid it in. It had been awhile since I had taken it sightseeing but it was definitely ready for some action.





‘I’ll get you ready first. Is that ok?’ She nodded and pulled herself against the pillows so she could see what I was doing.





I returned to her clit and as I licked the stiff nub, I slid my finger inside her, crooking it slightly to rub the top of her wet channel. She let out a little gasp and began squirming as I inserted a second one and continued to massage her g-spot, making sure she was ready for my dick. She was tight, but I could feel her relaxing as I licked and she pinched her nipples as she writhed in pleasure. I could tell she was ready and I wanted to get inside her so bad, but it never hurt to double check.





‘Are you sure you want this?’ She nodded as she licked her lips and I positioned the head of my cock against her wet slit, pinning her arms over her head as I kissed and sucked her hardened nipples. As I slowly slid in, I could feel the tightness and it almost overwhelmed me. ‘Oh God, Ashley. You feel so good.’





She smiled as she moaned and lifted her pelvis towards me, making my entrance easier as I felt the small obstruction burst. I could see her grimace slightly and kissed her lips as I pushed myself in entirely.





‘I’ve been waiting for this for so long. It feels even better than I imagined.’ Her words were like an aphrodisiac and I began pumping in and out. Slowly at first, then faster as her breath quickened and her cries came furiously. I could feel myself about to come and pulled out, not wanting to finish yet.





I rolled her to her side and positioned myself behind her, holding her in my arms and gently guiding my dick inside her as I reached down and began massaging her clit again.





‘Do you like that?’ I whispered in her ear as I kissed her earlobes and neck, taking my time as I held her against me. The music in the background beat rhythmically and I managed to hold off, even though the light floral scent of her skin was driving me insane.





‘It’s incredible.’ She let out a little gasp as I felt her body tense, and then relax.





Her voice was breathy and strained and I pulled out, wanting to look at her face again. I rolled her onto her back and as she moaned and writhed beneath me, I decided that I needed to come. The urge was too strong and as I pulled out and shot my load onto her stomach, she rubbed the white milky substance into her breasts and licked her hands.





I fell on to the bed next to her, feeling absolutely incredible. In my mind, we were finished, but she had other ideas as she made her way to my soft cock and began licking off the cum and pussy juice that was coating it.





‘This is so fucking delicious.’ Seeing her enjoying my spunk made me hard again and as her plump lips formed a tight suction around my cock, I was ready for round two. Her head bobbed up and down and her tongue expertly flicked across the tip. She may have technically been a virgin, but she had worked dicks before.





I could feel the tip of my cock going into her throat and I pressed myself back against the mattress, worried I was going to come again. Grabbing her by the hair, I pulled her towards me and kissed her, forcing my tongue into her mouth and exploring it as she mounted me and slowly slid my hard length inside of her.





She wrapped her hands around my neck and as she rhythmically rode, I could feel myself losing control again as I stared at her face that was contorted in pleasure. She sat up and pulled my hands to her tits and I massaged and pinched her perfect nipples as she moaned louder.





‘Fuck me, Mr. Parker.’ As she said that, I could feel myself explode and immediately regretted it, realizing that I wasn’t wearing a condom. I figured we could deal with it the next morning. She leaned over and kissed my chest as I softened inside of her and she pulled herself next to me on the bed and positioned herself in the crook of my arm.





I was still drunk and that combined with the pure excitement of what had just happened made me fall asleep almost immediately.











Part 4









I rolled over and could feel my head pounding. Ashley was breathing softly next to me and I realized that I really needed to pee. Carefully, I pulled myself out of bed and found a robe.





It was pink and flowery, but covered me up enough just in case anyone else was lurking around. I cracked open the door and made my way down the hall, hitting every creaky floorboard along the way. The house was immense and filled with incredibly valuable looking antiques that I worried about knocking down.





When I finally found the toilet, I pulled up the lid and emptied myself, putting my hand against the wall as a gallon of piss came gushing out. I shook off the last drops and flushed, closing the lid quietly before washing my hands.





As I turned to leave, a slender tattooed arm slid through the door, pushing it open. I backed up towards the sink as Maddie strolled into the tight space, closing the door behind her and licking her lips as she looked at me like a slice of Prime A Ribeye.





‘Is it my turn now, Mr Parker?’









___________________________________________________
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The Shake Up (part 1): A Hometown Harem Story








I moved home to take care of my Dad. After he died, I stayed.






Now I'm running his bar and learning to embrace the life I tried to leave behind. When Cindy comes back into my life, I can't believe that she's interested- really interested. The only problem is that she's still married, to one of the biggest jerks I've ever met.





My waitress Sara is jealous of Cindy and when Polly, the new barmaid starts working, my hands are full. Fortunately it's something we're all enjoying together.
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The Farm Life (part 1)










Sometimes you find the thing you need the most in the place you least expect it.











After moving back to my hometown to take care of my family farm, I began to wonder if this was the life I really wanted to live. All of that

 
changed when I met Kate. She's gorgeous, smart and wants to go out with me.










When a fight breaks out at a bar on our first date, I'm worried that it's going to ruin everything, but instead I meet Chloe. She wants to get to know me better and who am I to say no?
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