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  Chapter One


  “Hey, Adam, hold up!”


  I turned to see, Blake hurrying down the hallway, while trying to juggle the several text books in his arms. When he reached me, I put my hands out and straightened the books so they wouldn’t fall.


  “Man, when the hell you going to get a book bag, like everyone else?” I asked, turning to show him the bag slung over my shoulder, “Lot easier, you look like a damn dork.”


  “I like to be different.” He shrugged, “Speaking of looks,” he indicated the classroom we were about to enter, “What do you think Miss Koss will be wearing today?”


  “Doesn’t matter,” I laughed, “I swear she could make a pair of overalls look good. Sucks she’s second period. Hard to get her out of my head and pay attention the rest of the day


  “Ugh.” Blake sighed, “I have Calculus after this. Pretty hard to focus on numbers after staring at that ass for forty minutes.”


  “Hey, you could always,” I leaned closer and lowered my voice, “Go to the bathroom between classes and jack off like you were when I caught you last year.”


  “Never going to let me forget that are you?” he rolled his eyes then glanced at his watch. “We have a couple of minutes before class starts.” He tapped his forehead as if thinking, “It’s Friday, maybe she’ll have that naughty librarian look, the white blouse and the black skirt with her glasses on…reminds me of what a porn star would wear in a school.” As I nodded, he asked, “What’s your favorite Miss Koss outfit?”


  “Hmm,” He had me thinking now. I paused as my mind ran through several images of Classical High’s hottest teacher that I was lucky enough to have for English two out of my four years. “I think it’s that short black skirt with the fuck me boots and tight red sweater she wears in the winter.” I made sure no one was standing close and added, “That’s the one that sent me to whack off in the bathroom!”


  “Hah! I knew it!” Blake punched my arm, “Good choice!” He agreed, “Those boots are unreal, I’d have her leave them on.” He whistled, “Miss Koss in just those boots, yup.”


  “I don’t know, the sandals she wears now are pretty hot and she always has her toe nails painted really bright.” I laughed, “The woman even has sexy feet.”


  “Perv.” Blake rolled his eyes.


  “You wouldn’t suck her toes?” I asked, “Her feet on your shoulders, you banging her and she sticks her foot in your face?”


  “Whoa!” Blake put his hands up, “Calm down, dude, don’t be talking dirty like that to me, save it for Tammy.”


  “Tammy dumped me.” I sighed. “Now she’s dating Jack from the baseball team, little bitch even told me she thought of him a couple of times we were fucking.”


  “Man, that’s low!” Blake frowned, “Sorry, Adam, that sucks.”


  “That’s okay, we weren’t too serious, but she was fun.” I smirked, “Besides don’t think for a minute I wasn’t thinking of Miss Koss a few times when I was fucking her. Especially doggy, damn, can you image that woman’s ass in the air?”


  “And you get to see her outside of school you lucky bastard.” He sighed, “I’d love to see her in a nice tight pair of shorts in the summer.”


  “How about her bathing suit?” I smirked at the look on his face, “She usually doesn’t go by the pool when I’m around, but I showed up one day to drop something off and she was laying there in this red bikini…bottom.”


  “She was topless?” Blake asked, “You…you saw her tits?”


  “Well, no, she was on her stomach.” I shrugged, “But still, goddamn did she look good! She was all oiled up and that damn bikini was like a thong! Miss Koss has got the finest ass I’ve ever seen. I wanted to just come up behind her and spread her damn cheeks and…”


  I trailed off when Blake shook his head and kicked me in the shin.


  “Hey Cliff!” he exclaimed, looking past me.


  With a sinking feeling in my stomach I turned around to see my best friend Cliff standing behind me. Cliff didn’t mind talking about sex and hot women, but the fact he was Miss Koss’s son always made me feel like an asshole when I got carried away talking about her.


  Hoping Blake had stopped me in time; I raised my fist and said, “Hey, bud, what’s going on?”


  Cliff bumped his fist against mine and shrugged, “Hey, you know, another day, more school, another exam.” He gave me a pointed look, “Another day of hearing guys talk about how they want to fuck my mother.”


  Oh, jeez. I started to apologize, but he kept speaking.


  “I go into the bathroom between periods and two d-bags are talking about how Miss Koss has blow job lips and they bet she’d love it in her ass.”


  “Damn, that’s pretty nasty!” Blake exclaimed, feigning disgust, “That’s no way to talk about a teacher, let alone someone’s mom.”


  “Really?” Cliff gave him a smirk, “So that wasn’t you I overheard in the locker room talking about how you’d pay good money just to sniff one of her thongs?”


  “I…well…”


  “Yeah, well.” Cliff rolled his eyes. “Whatever, Blake. Look, I know my mom’s hot, I’m her damn son and I look at her and know she’s hot. I know how I think about girls so I guess I can’t blame anyone, it just sucks to hear it all day.” He sighed, “Been hearing it for four years, glad I’m off to college next year,”


  “Must be tough.” I nodded sagely, “Hearing that all the time.”


  “It is, but at least you don’t talk like that.” He clapped my shoulder, “My best bud respects my mom, doesn’t he?”


  “Absolutely.” I declared, ignoring Blake rolling his eyes. “She’s been great to me ever since I met you back in fifth grade.”


  “She has.” He nodded, “And speaking of that, she’s got an issue with her computer, but I have to work right after school, can you run by and help her out?”


  “If I can.”


  “She says she can’t play videos or movies, they run slow and keep getting stuck.”


  “Oh, probably needs to update flash player is all.” I nodded.


  “Right, but she wants to use it tonight to watch the videos her freshmen class made for an assignment and I’m not home until later.”


  “I’ll take care of her.” I realized that sounded bad, “I mean it, the computer.”


  “I know what you mean, you’re not a dog like the rest of these idiots.” Cliff said turning and heading down the hall to his next class.


  “The hell you’re not!” Blake laughed.


  “Thanks for the heads up.”


  “No problem…” he grinned, “But I think you owe me something.”


  “Sure, what do you want?”


  “Seeing you’re going over her house and Cliff won’t be home…”


  “Yeah?” I wondered where he was going with this.


  “Can you get me one of her thongs?”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake!” I turned and headed into the class room.


  “I’ll give you twenty bucks!” Blake called out behind me.


  




  Chapter Two


  It was going to be a long ass day for sure I thought as Miss Koss walked into the room. Blake had been right, she was wearing her classic naughty librarian ensemble and I had to agree with him, that she looked more like a porn star playing a role rather than an actual English teacher.


  Her black skirt was tight and the hem barely made her mid thigh exposing a good amount of her legs. Miss Koss was tall and those legs seemed to go on forever. Making them look even better were the sheer black stockings along with her black heels. The shoes were damn close to stilettos and featured straps that crisscrossed the top of her feet and buckled around her ankles.


  As she made her way over to her desk I watched the muscles of her calves move smoothly beneath the stockings then let my eyes wander further up, taking the lower portion of her inner thighs that the skirt showed off. When she passed the row I was sitting in, I turned my head and admired her amazing ass.


  The dress hugged it tight enough to notice the lack of panty lines and I envisioned her wearing a sexy black thong. The last time she had worn this outfit I had forgotten my notebook and when I walked back into the classroom had seen her bending over to pick something up and noticed her thigh peeking out over the stockings. The woman wore thigh highs to school!


  When Miss Koss made it behind her desk, she addressed the class. My assumption was she was telling us what page to open our books to as I noticed the kids around me opening theirs. But as for her actual words, I was too caught up in her appearance to notice.


  Her white blouse was unbuttoned halfway exposing a white lace undershirt the neckline of which was low enough to show just enough cleavage to not be totally inappropriate, but more than enough to tease.


  Forcing my eyes up to her face, I had to smile. Miss Koss was wearing a pair of reading glasses that I knew from hanging around with Cliff she really didn’t need. I was pretty sure she wore them because she was aware of her appearance and knew they added to it.


  Behind those glasses was a pair of beautiful baby blue eyes that on many women would be their best facial feature. But most women didn’t have the full inviting blow job lips that Miss Koss possessed. I focused on those lips as she began going on about which chapters we should study on for our upcoming final exam.


  My eyes were glued to her glossy pink lips as she shaped each word and I imagined her uttering much more entertaining phrases like, “I want to suck your cock” and “Oh, Adam please fuck me!”


  I’d been dreaming of her uttering those words since the first time Cliff had invited me over his house after school. He hadn’t mentioned his mother was also my English teacher and as blown away as I was by her at school, seeing her at her house was even better.


  At school, Miss Koss always had her hair pinned up as she did today, but when I saw her that day four years ago-and any other time I went over their house-her long honey blonde hair was down. It was long enough to reach the middle of her back and naturally curly.


  Seeing her without her glasses her hair down and dressed in pair of tight shorts with a flimsy sleeveless t-shirt I swore she was the hottest woman I’d ever met. Miss Koss had moved on from teaching middle school the same year Cliff and I entered high school and nothing over the last eight years had changed that opinion. No, in my book Wendy Koss was the most perfect Milf I could imagine.


  Glancing over at Blake who was sitting next to me, I stared at his open book to see where I was supposed to be. I found the chapter then leaned back as Miss Koss was now writing on the board, diagramming a sentence.


  I stared longingly at the backs of her well toned legs and although I was a fan of her hair being down, the exposed skin of her neck was begging to be kissed. I imagined giving that kiss, slipping my arms around her from behind, cupping those amazing tits and kissing her neck while she ground her ass into my swollen cock.


  She would turn in my arms and after a long tongue filled kiss would let her long hair down, slide her top off and sink to her knees. She’d pull my cock from my jeans and look up at me, her blue eyes wide behind her glasses, “Is this what you need, baby? You want your slutty teacher to suck her favorite student’s hard cock?”


  Just that image had my cock swelling. Not first time I was glad the school didn’t allow children of teachers to be in their class because having Cliff here while I day dreamed of fucking his mother would make me feel like a sleazeball.


  Looking around the room I saw several other boys staring intently in the direction of the board, but their gaze, like mine, seemed to be focused a bit further south. As much as I enjoyed seeing Miss Koss at home, and often in outfits that showed more of her than she did at school, it was more of a turn on to watch her here.


  I’m sure that was because of all the other guys looking and the fact I was pretty sure she knew we all looked and enjoyed it. I jumped when my phone vibrated in my pocket. I took it out to see Blake had texted me.


  “Jesus Christ, look at that skirt, damn smooth, no?”


  “Must be wearing a thong.” I texted back, keeping the phone under my desk.


  “I bet she’s not wearing anything!” he replied. “Bet she’s fucking wet too, writing on that board, knowing every boy in the room is gawking at that fine ass.”


  “Those stockings are thigh highs.” I informed him, “Saw up her skirt one time.”


  “Thigh highs and no panties! God I can imagine her sitting back on the desk, pulling that skirt up.”


  “Better than that.” I typed, “Bent over with her skirt over her hips. Fucking her over the desk.”


  “Hot, but my way I could go down on her first.”


  “So could I. I could eat her from behind.”


  “Dirty dog!” Blake texted back. “Bet she’s got a shaved snatch.”


  “I bet she has some fur there, enough to prove she’s a real blonde.”


  “Either way, I’d kill to get a taste of that. But I’d still lick her from the front.”


  “Think about it,” I was totally caught up on the visual, “You could get on your knees behind her and spread her ass apart, shove your tongue right in her pussy.”


  “Shit you’re right, that would be more fun.”


  “Damn straight, I’d stick my tongue in her ass.”


  “All this would be after she sucked me off.” Blake sent back and I nodded in agreement as I replied,


  “Imagine her looking up at you? I bet she loves to suck cock, look at those lips, they’re made for it.”


  “Bet she swallows.” Blake shot back.


  “I’d rather her let it drool out down her chin and…”


  “What’s so interesting under your desk, Adam?”


  I jerked my head up to see Miss Koss walking down the aisle towards me. I’d been so engrossed in texting I hadn’t noticed she had walked away from the board.


  “I…nothing.” I said lamely, as I tried to slip my phone into my pocket without lifting up from the seat.


  Next to me I was saw Blake slip his under his leg and looked over at me like every other kid in the room was doing.


  “Nothing?” she was now standing over me; arms crossed over her chest and her mouth set in a hard line. “Both hands were under your desk. You must be playing with something.”


  Several loud snickers sounded around the room and Miss Koss snapped, “Did I say something funny?”


  The laughter stopped, but a nervous glance around the room revealed several students still smiling over her choice of words. That and they were awaiting the upcoming show.


  “Well?” Miss Koss put her hand out, “Give me your phone, Adam. I know you were texting”


  “No.” I shook my head, “Honest Miss Koss I was just uh…”


  “Know how I know you were texting?” Without waiting for an answer she turned to Blake and tapped his leg.”Because I saw Blake doing it.” She snapped her fingers, “Phone, Blake, now.”


  Blake sighed and lifting his leg, handed her his phone. Turning her attention back to me she once again extended her hand. “Let’s have it.”


  Seeing no way out of it, I passed Miss Koss my phone.


  “You know I have rules in my class. Phones are to be off and out of sight.” She said.


  “Sorry Miss Koss.” Blake and I said in unison, getting more laughs from the class.


  “Only because you were caught.” Tucking Blake’s phone into the waist band of her skirt she held mine up, “Now, how about I share your oh, so interesting exchange with the class?”


  My stomach felt as if someone punched me as she slid her finger across the screen and stared at the texts.


  “Miss Koss!” I blurted, trying to grab the phone, “I’m sorry, it won’t happen…”


  I trailed off when she stepped back out of my reach while her eyes widened as she stared at the phone.


  Oh, fuck me! My heart was pounding and all I could think of was how much trouble I would be in. Suspended for sure and I had a disturbing image of Miss Koss reading the texts out loud to my mother when she called her to come down to hear why her son was in trouble.


  “Um, Miss Koss…” Blake stammered, “I..don’t..” he froze when she turned to stare at him. She turned her gaze back to me and if looks could kill I’d be six feet under.


  I slunk down in my chair and wished I could keep going and disappear under the desk as she used her finger to scroll through the texts.


  “So, this is what you think of me?”


  “No, I…” I looked at Blake who had turned as white as a ghost and was of no help. “We were just kidding.”


  “So you think I’m as interesting as paint drying?” she asked, “That my classes are the cure for insomnia?” She held up the phone, “I’m the dullest teacher you’ve ever had?”


  “Uhh….” A surge of relief flooded though me that she wasn’t going to humiliate us in front of the entire class, but still, she had read the damn texts!


  “We were just fooling around.” Blake chimed in, “We think you’re really interesting!”


  “Obviously.” She said quietly, staring pointedly at him, “As a topic of amusement anyway. But…” she slipped my phone next to his in her skirt, “It’s a good thing you find me so interesting because the two of you will be coming back here after school for more of my exciting company.”


  “Yes Miss Koss.” I muttered.


  “You’ll get your phones back then.” She looked around the room, “Anyone else have any critiques of my teaching?”


  Everyone either yelled ‘no’ or shook their heads vigorously and as they did Miss Koss’s eyes met mine and I had never felt like such an asshole. This wasn’t just my teacher, but my best friend’s mother who had been nothing but nice to me.


  Mercifully, she turned her back and as she walked back to the front of the classroom told everyone to turn to the next chapter. I listlessly turned the pages of the book, then looked over at Blake who whispered, “We’re fucked.”


  I nodded glumly, Miss Koss was going to fuck me alright, but not in the way I’d dreamt of.


  




  Chapter Three


  The forty minute class seemed to last for hours. I tried to concentrate as Miss Koss briefly went over each chapter we had covered the last two quarters to help prep us for the finals next week, but it was no use. All I could think about was her reading those texts.


  I could see every one of them in my mind. Blake and I talking about her not wearing panties, licking her pussy, the positions we wanted to fuck her in and her sucking cock. She had let us off the hook with not sharing them with the class, then again she probably couldn’t, a teacher talking like that would lose her job, but she could have made it worse.


  Worse was what I was sure this was going to get when we saw her after school tonight. Worse still would be if Cliff ever found out. At the least we would no longer be friends, at the most he would want to kick my ass then say we weren’t friends. Then if she suspended us and my parents found out…


  I looked over to Blake to see him staring sightlessly at his text book and figured his mind was racing as well. What the hell could we say later on? There was no mistaking what we had said. I looked back up at Miss Koss who was leaning against her desk, her legs crossed at the ankles.


  Out of habit my eyes wandered up and down her stocking clad legs. When I looked up I swear she was looking right at me and blushed again at the thought she had caught me looking and was now fully aware of what I was looking at.


  I returned my attention to the book in front of me; well I was pretending to look at it anyway, while my mind continued to spin, desperately trying to come up with something to say other than a lame apology.


  The bell rang and closing my books, I shoved it into my bag and stood up. Lowering my head so I wouldn’t have to look at Miss Koss, I quickly made my way through the sea of desks avoiding the front of the class. I was only two rows from the door when she spoke behind me.


  “Adam and Blake I want to speak to you, before you leave.”


  I stopped in my tracks and frowned at the smirks from the kids passing me on their way out the door. My shoulders slumped and with a resigned sigh, I turned and approached her desk. I saw Blake coming from the back of the classroom and figured he’d been trying to cut across like I was.


  We reached the desk where Miss Koss was now sitting and stood there with our heads down.


  “I’m not going to ask what you have to say for yourselves because there’s nothing you can say.” She dropped our phones on the desk in front of us. “You can take these now. And neither of you need to come here after school.”


  “Thank you Miss…” Blake began while grabbing his phone, but she raised her hand and he stopped.


  “The only reason you’re not staying after school is because frankly? I don’t want to see either of you after what I read. To say that was disgusting and offensive is an understatement.”


  “I’m sorry.” I said quietly, “We…”


  “Stop.” She pointed at me and I clammed up. “I just said there is nothing you can say. The two of you were talking about…” she paused and waved her hand disgustedly, “I can’t even come up with a proper word for that pornography you were texting back and forth.”


  “Are we…” Blake took a deep breath, “In trouble?”


  “No, but only because unless you fail final exams you’re both graduating in two weeks and heading to college and I won’t put this blemish on your record.”


  “I appreciate that.” I nodded, then voiced my other concern, “What about our parents?”


  “I will not call your parents. I’ll spare them the shame of knowing their sons are pigs who spend their time degrading their teacher instead of learning to better themselves.”


  “We…weren’t degrading you,” I spoke up. “We…”


  “You weren’t?” she looked at me, her blue eyes flashing behind her glasses. “I suppose I should take your discussing what angle would be better for you to perform oral sex on me as a sign of respect?”


  “Miss…”


  “Stop, Blake, just stop!” She snapped. “The two of you should be very thankful I’m willing to let this go with a warning that if I so much as see one of your phones out in class again in the next two weeks it will be your parents that have to come get it and at that point I will tell them why.”


  “Thank you Miss Koss.” We both said, softly.


  “Fact is I am so disgusted that I would rather let it go than have to tell anyone else about it or see you any more than I need to right now.” She sat back in her chair, “Blake?”


  “Yes, ma’am?”


  “Get out of my sight.” She waved her hand towards the door.


  “Yes, ma’am”


  “And tomorrow your seat will be moved to the back corner of the class. I want you as far away from me as possible.”


  “Understood.” He muttered and walked past me and I turned to follow.


  “Stay here Adam,” she said quietly, “Blake, close the door on your way out.”


  Blake did as she asked and I said, “Miss Koss, I am really…”


  “Adam, you don’t know how hot I am over this.” She shook her head, “Blake is a student and honestly a dirty little pervert I see staring at not just me, but every female in the school when they walk by. Seeing that from him doesn’t surprise me at all.”


  She paused, her mouth set in a frown and as I stood there rocking nervously from one foot to the other.


  “But you, Adam? You’re my son’s best friend. You’ve slept over my house, gone swimming in our pool all summer. You’ve eaten at my table and this…this is how you think of me?”


  “Miss Koss I…I don’t know what to say.” I decided to go for honesty at this point.


  “Adam, at the risk of sounding catty, I’m a fairly attractive woman. I know I dress a little inappropriately sometimes, but I feel no one should be ashamed of what they have and I do enjoy flattery and some attention, but those texts? That really how you see me?”


  “I…I guess sort of…I mean you’re…” I gave up and owned it, “Hot?”


  “Hot is fine, being thought of as a slutty cougar is…different, especially by you.” She leaned back in her chair, “You really have my blood up with this Adam.”


  “All I can say is sorry.”


  “Sorry you have my blood up.” She gave me an odd smile, “I figured you would want that no?”


  “Want you mad? No, of course not.”


  “Oh.” she surprised me with a soft laugh. “I get it. Showing my age a little.”


  “Miss Koss, please don’t tell Cliff.”


  “What’s the matter, Adam; you don’t want your best friend to know what you think of his mom? You don’t want him to know you sit in my class and think about me like I’m some slut from a dirty movie?”


  “N…no.”


  She shrugged and even under the circumstances I couldn’t help but notice the way the tops of her breasts jiggled.


  “Adam, the reason I am letting this go is because of Cliff. When his father left two years ago he needed a good friend and you were there for him all the way through. So I feel I owe you something for that” she shrugged again. “Blake gets the benefit of that because I couldn’t punish that little perv without doing it to you as well.”


  “Thank you.” I nodded.


  “So we are going to drop this, at least for now. You can go.”


  “Okay.” I was grateful to be getting out of her sight, but asked, “For now?”


  “Right now we’re in school and we’re a teacher and a student. But next time you’re at my house I might have a little more to say about this. It depends on how I feel about it after some time goes by.”


  “Got it, umm…Cliff said you needed your computer fixed; want me to see who else I can have go over there.”


  “No, you can help me, I think it’s the least you can do.” She pointed out. “Besides, Cliff won’t be home and you’re the only one who knows where the key is and that I would trust alone in my house.”


  “I can come over later, I don’t have plans tonight.”


  “No, I need it working for when I get home around four. So you can go over there, take care of it and leave. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


  “Whatever you want, Miss Koss” I told her.


  “Good answer, after this you should get used to saying it.”




  Chapter Four


  I pulled up in front of Cliff’s house at two thirty and getting out of the car, walked along their driveway and into the back yard. I looked at the large above ground swimming pool attached to the deck and saw it was still covered. It was end of May and although the weather was warming up, it was nowhere near hot enough to swim.


  I’d spent a lot of time in that pool the last three summers, but doubted I would be this year. Even if Miss Koss was willing to let today go, now that she knew how I saw her, I doubted she would feel comfortable around me in even her most modest bathing suit. Fact was even if she did, I would feel like an ass that she would wonder if I was looking and stay away on my own.


  I walked up the stair of the deck and glanced around to make sure none of the neighbors were in their back yards and looking my way. I knelt down at the covered grill and moving the empty propane tank removed the spare key from beneath it. I let myself into the kitchen and making sure the door to the deck was locked behind me, went into the dining room.


  As Cliff had said his mother’s lap top was on the table and pulling out a chair I sat down and looked shook the mouse. I saw she had left a you tube video up and rolled my eyes when I saw it was an Old Poison video. I clicked play and after a few seconds of watching the circle spin and nothing else happening I went to the adobe website and downloaded the latest flash player.


  When it was complete I clicked the video and nodded when it started playing. I quickly closed the crappy song and bringing up their AVG decided to run a scan in case she had stumbled onto a virus that had crashed the flash player. As it began running I stood up and walking back into the kitchen grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and drank half of it.


  I went back to the dining room and put the bottle down. Seeing the scan still had more time I walked around the room, idly staring at the pictures of Cliff and Miss Koss on the mantel. I was standing next to the archway that led to the hallway and from my angle could see the door to Miss Koss’s bedroom was open.


  It dawned on me this was the first time I had ever been alone in their house. Right on the heels of that thought was the fact I’d never seen Miss Koss’s bedroom. I looked over at the computer to see it was still running its scan and then checked the time on my cell. It was only quarter to three. Miss Koss didn’t leave school until three thirty leaving me plenty of time to finish with the Lap top and leave.


  It also left plenty of time to do a little snooping. Even as I left the dining room and approached her bedroom I told myself to just go sit down. My obsession with Cliff’s mother had already caused me a lot of embarrassment and to hurt her feelings. The last thing I should be doing is looking at her things.


  But common sense took a back seat to curiosity and lust and I entered her bedroom. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but nothing seemed to stand out. There was a queen sized bed in the middle of the room with a brass headboard.


  The bed was unmade, the red comforter down to expose a set of black sheets. A sexy combination and I could imagine being tied to that head board or better yet, Miss Koss tied to it, but otherwise the furniture was nothing exciting.


  There were a couple of night stands and a tall armoire in the corner next to a door I assumed led to a closet. I turned around and flinched at the sight of someone in the room.


  “You idiot.” I muttered as I saw it was only my reflection in the large mirror over her bureau.


  I stepped up to it and ran my fingers through my sandy brown hair, fixing it. I looked into my dark brown eyes and imagined Miss Koss sitting in the small chair next to me, doing her makeup, her blue eyes focused on her gorgeous lips as she put her lipstick on.


  I looked down at the assortment of makeup, taking in the various shades of red and pink lipstick and the cases of eye shadow. Picking up a bottle of perfume I smelled it and closed my eyes, envisioned the smell emanating from the smooth skin of her neck as leaned in to kiss it.


  Putting it down I stared at her top drawers and thinking of Blake’s comments about her thongs, slid the right one open. My eyes widened at the collection of bras inside it. I picked up a black one, the cups of which were sheer pink lace and whistled. Damn she would look hot in that.


  I rummaged through and was impressed there was not one bra in there that could be called plain. Everything looked like it had come from a damn lingerie store. Closing the drawer I opened the next one and smiled at the large selection of multi colored thongs.


  “Goddamn.” I whispered, lifting a purple one that was little more than string with a small patch of lace to conceal her pussy.


  Felling like a perv, but unable to help it, I brought it to my nose and sighed. She must have had some potpourri in her drawer because it smelled pleasantly of flowers. Too bad it didn’t smell like her. I put the purple one down and fished around; pulling out a several more that were as revealing as anything I’d seen in movies and thinking none of the girls I’d fooled around with would wear anything like these.


  I closed that drawer and opened the long one beneath it and was confronted with lingerie.


  “Wow, Miss Koss!” I laughed pulling out a light blue baby doll that tied up the front and had transparent lace where the breasts were.


  I dropped that one and pulled out a black top that clasped in the middle and that was it. There was a black thong attached to it and my cock swelled at the thought of seeing her in this. I put it away and walking over to the closet, opened it.


  I stared at the racks along all three walls that contained dresses and skirts, blouses and jackets. I lowered my gaze and shook my head at the rows of shoes lined up neatly. Some I’d seen, but many I hadn’t and some of those were flat out come fuck me shoes if I ever saw them.


  I bent down and picked up a turquoise stiletto that had straps long enough to wind up the length of her leg. Putting it back I wondered where she wore this stuff. According to Cliff his mother hadn’t had a boyfriend in months and although she went out with friends on Saturday nights, she never brought anyone home or talked about anyone.


  “Man, what the hell was his dad thinking?” I asked aloud while staring at a pair of knee high leather boots that laced up the back and six inch heels that ended in metal points.


  I closed the closet and was going to leave the room when my eyes fell on something red on the floor. I went over and bending down pulled a pair of red lace shorts from beneath the bed. Holding them I wondered if they had been what she slept in last night and lifting the crotch to my nose sniffed.


  “Oh, yeah.” I murmured at the faint scent of her pussy and inhaled deeply.


  I was rewarded with a better whiff and my cock was now at full attention. Sitting on the edge of her bed, I held up the panties and whistled at discolored stain at the crotch. I rubbed my thumb over it and swore it was slightly damp to the touch. I sniffed them again and as I took in the scent of my teacher’s hot pussy, wondered if she would notice these missing?


  Still holding the lace shorts, I looked at the nightstand and with a grin, opened the small top drawer.


  “Jack pot!” I laughed staring at the contents.


  There was a long purple vibrator alongside a silver egg attached to a small plastic remote. Picking up the remote I pushed the button and jumped when the egg vibrated loudly against the bottom of the drawer. I shut it off and putting the remote back lifted the vibrator. I sniffed the tip and could faintly smell her on it.


  Beyond caring what a pig I was being I placed the toy to my lips and licked it. A shiver went through me, more from the act than actually tasting anything. I stared at the vibrator, my head full of images of Miss Koss sliding it into her while she squirmed and moaned. I wondered what she thought of as she got off.


  Reluctantly I put the toy back in the draw and pressing the crotch of the shorts to my face inhaled deeply once more. Maybe I would take a chance and keep them. I could sell them to Blake for twenty bucks! Nah, I wouldn’t do that, that idiot would tell people he had them, but the idea was funny.


  Smiling I stood up and still holding the shorts to my face turned around.


  “Oh fuck!” I exclaimed, dropping the shorts onto the bed.


  Standing across from me in the doorway was Miss Koss.


  




  Chapter Five


  “Fuck is right.” Miss Koss declared, stepping into the room, “As in what the fuck are you doing in my room?”


  “I…I…oh, shit,” I said softly.


  “The answer, Adam, your only answer is ‘I was being a nosy little pervert, Miss Koss,’” she said, stopping at the opposite side of the bed from me.


  “I…I was.” I nodded. “Please don’t tell…”


  “Stop saying please, you sound like a little girl.” She waved her hand at me. “I just caught you sniffing my damn panties and this is hours after I caught you texting about how you want to lick my pussy.”


  I stared opened mouthed at her as she uttered the word pussy. I couldn’t believe she would say it. She was standing there with her arms crossed over her chest and I noticed her hair was down and a quick look down revealed she had removed her shoes and stockings which was how she had managed to sneak up on me on the hardwood floors.


  My eyes lingered on her bare feet with her red painted toes and as crazy as it was thought of what they would look like on my shoulders.


  “Well, Adam?”


  “Well…I don’t know what you want me to say.” I shook my head.


  “I can tell.” She sighed. “That’s the problem with boys your age. They’re so full of big talk, but give them a chance to be a man and they put their tail between their legs and run.”


  “Miss…”


  “Wendy.” She pointed at the bed. “Come around over here.”


  “Wendy?” I repeated as I made my way around the bed to stand in front of the side facing her.


  “We’re not in school and Miss Koss makes me sound like, well a teacher.” She laughed, “Then again I might be giving some lessons today, but still I’d like to hear my name today.”


  “Lessons.”


  “Are you a parrot, Adam?” she mocked. “Or you just that nervous?”


  “I’m…nervous.” I admitted.


  “Well maybe I can help with that. I am not going to call your parents; I am not going to tell my son. In fact I might not even be mad at you for this.”


  “You won’t be?”


  “That depends.” She looked me up and down and I swore her eyes were focused on my crotch.


  “On, um, what?”


  “On how you answer me and if you can prove you’re a young man and not a little boy.”


  “Okay.” I said, trying not to sound nervous.


  “So Adam…what were you doing with my shorts?”


  “I…”


  “Honesty counts in this little lesson of ours.”


  I figured she most likely had watched me and even if she hadn’t, how much worse could anything I say make this.


  “I was sniffing them.”


  “Good answer.” She nodded approvingly. “Why were you sniffing them?”


  “I…because…” I trailed off.


  “Maybe I should just call your mother and tell her…”


  “Because I wanted to know what you smelled like.” I blurted out.


  “Me?” she smiled, “Be more specific.”


  What the hell was she doing? Trying to embarrass me as much as possible before she did call my parents? Or was she just making me squirm? Either way I was getting to the point I knew I was screwed and figured, why not?


  “I wanted to know what your pussy smelled like.”


  “I like that.” She said softly with no hint of sarcasm. “Say it again, but say my name.”


  I stared at her and saw she no longer had a smirk on her face, but was watching me expectantly. She had stepped closer and I noticed she was breathing heavier. Her normally fair skin had more color to it than usual and…she looked as if she were getting turned on. No, that couldn’t be…could it?


  “I’m waiting.” She prodded me.


  “Wendy, I wanted to know what your pussy smells like.” I said softly.


  “Yeah, you think about your teacher’s pussy, Adam? Your best friend’s mother’s pussy?”


  “I…yes.” I nodded. “A..a lot.”


  “Good answers.” She walked forward until she was now only a couple of feet in front of me, “Tell you what Adam, you answer another question right and I’ll reward you.”


  “Reward…” I shook my head, fucking with me, she had to be. “What is it?”


  “If I like your answer, I’ll tell you a secret.” She licked her lips, “A dirty one.”


  Those words were released in a breathy purr that caused my cock to twitch, but that was nothing compared to the shiver that went through me when she began unbuttoning her blouse.


  “Getting warm in here, isn’t it?” She reached the last button and the shirt fell open to reveal the tight lace undershirt.


  The shirt wasn’t just tight enough to accentuate her large breasts, but was short, leaving some of her tanned stomach exposed over the black skirt.


  “Yes.” I agreed; my voice barely audible.


  “So, Adam here is my question to you. Those texts I read today. Is that really how you think of me or were you just going along with Blake?”


  “I…” she cocked her head and smiled, her full red lips parted slightly and her blue eyes were wide and bright.


  “You what, Adam?” she shrugged causing her tits to bounce again, “I would think by now you should know what the right answer might get you.” She winked, “Or do I have to take this shirt off for you to get the hint?”


  Fucking with me, she had to be. But….if she wasn’t? Again if she was between earlier at school and caught red handed in her room, it couldn’t get any worse. Taking a deep breath and forcing my eyes to meet hers I said,


  “Wendy, I meant everything I said, you’re not just the hottest teacher I’ve ever had, but the hottest woman I’ve ever seen.”


  “Really?” Her smile widened and she surprised me by putting her hands on my shoulders. “So everything you texted you’ve thought about?”


  “I’ve dreamt about it.” I kept my eyes on hers and saw them widen at my words, that reaction caused me to continue, “Not just dream, but…I…”


  “You what?” She breathed.


  “I get off to you.”


  “Hmm, honey, I love that.” She cooed and slipping her arms around my neck, drew me close to her. “Say it again, but better than that.”


  Honey? Never mind honey, I could feel her breasts pressing against me through her flimsy shirt and my t-shirt.


  “I…jerk off to you.” I admitted, “I lay there at night and stroke my dick thinking about my hot teacher.”


  “And your best friend’s mother, you nasty boy.” She added, looking up at me. “You do it here, honey? You lay here in my house when you sleep over and blow a nice thick load thinking of me?”


  Holy shit! No way could this be an act, she wouldn’t go this far….I hope.


  “Yes.” I nodded, “Once I went into the bathroom and jerked off while watching you lay out at the pool.”


  “Hmm.” She sighed, “And at school? Do you sit there hard in class looking at my tits and my ass, looking at my pretty lips? Thinking about me touching you?”


  “You…you saw the texts.”


  “I did. You want to bend me over and lick my pussy from behind? You want to bury your face in my ass and then shove your hard young cock in my mouth, then my pussy?”


  “Oh…yeah.”


  “Good answers, perfect answers.” She laughed, “You’re not this good in school!”


  “Um, thanks.”


  “Now, you want to hear my secret?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Wendy.” She reminded me, “I’ve looked forward to hearing you call my name all day.”


  She released me and surprised me by pushing me hard enough to cause me to fall into sitting position on the bed. I remained there watched her slide the white blouse from her shoulders and toss it to the floor.


  “My secret…” Gave her long blonde hair a toss, “My dirty little secret is I know my students look at me and I love it.”


  “You do?” I asked, my eyes roaming over her bare shoulders and the smooth skin of her chest above those amazing breasts.


  “I do, why do you think I dress that way?” She laughed, “Don’t get me wrong, the younger students I don’t think about, they’re kids, but my seniors?”


  Wendy leaned over, bracing her hands on my knees and giving me a full view down her shirt. Her breasts were barely contained in a sheer black lace bra and I could just make out the pink skin around her nipples.


  “I love knowing they look. I love knowing every time I lean over my desk like this; the boys in the front are trying to look down my shirt,” she winked, “Just like you are now.”


  She stood up and turning her back to me, leaned forward and pushed her ass out at me.


  “Even better,” she said, looking at me over her shoulder, “When I’m at the board I can feel their eyes on me. Staring at my legs, my ass.”


  She straightened, but kept her back to me, “All those young men staring, all those hard young cocks dripping in their jeans while they think of fucking me. It drives me fucking wild.”


  “Seriously?”


  “You lose a point for being stupid just now.” she rolled her eyes, “Do you think I’m playing with you? In school or not I could lose my job for saying this even as a joke.”


  “Then…why are you?”


  “More points off.” She turned to face me, “You’re better off just listening.” She looked me up and down, “And sitting there looking so damn fuckable.”


  As I sat there stunned at her words, Wendy continued speaking a sexy purr.


  “I get so damn wet, Adam. I sit there and squirm in my seat behind the desk and when I look up and catch some of them looking I get even hotter. Sometimes, between classes I lock the door and get myself off right there.”


  “Damn that’s hot.” I whistled.


  “Want hotter?” she gave me a sly smile, “I got so sick of soaking through my thongs that I rarely even wear panties to school anymore.”


  “Are you…” I caught myself and as she smiled, I went all in one whether or not this was some cruel game. “Are you lying? I think you should prove it.”


  “That’s what I want!” she exclaimed, “Don’t be a nervous boy, be a confident young man! One that’s pretty close to fucking his teacher.”


  I started to repeat her words again, but she stopped me when she put her back to me and grabbing her skirt pulled it up, flashing me her bare ass.


  “Fuck.” I gasped staring at her well rounded ass.


  That ass, and the creamy skin of her upper thighs looked incredible above the black stocking. Who was I kidding, that ass would look good anywhere, anytime! Wendy gave a playful shake that caused her ass to jiggle and I caught just a peek of the pink flesh of her pussy peering out from between her lush thighs


  Wendy dropped the skirt and turning back to me continued, “But that isn’t the best part of the secret.”


  “Looked pretty good to me.” I told her.


  “The best part for you is. I don’t just get turned on being watched, but ever since Cliff’s asshole father left I have been dreaming of fucking a student.”


  “Oh…wow.”


  “That’s right, Adam. I have laid here on the bed you’re sitting on and rubbed my pussy an shoved that vibrator…” she laughed, “The one you were sniffing, deep inside my hot pussy and wished it was one of my sexy students here fucking their favorite hot teacher.”


  “You’re my favorite teacher.” I nodded vigorously and she laughed and clapped her hands.


  “And after those texts, you’re my favorite student.” She licked her lips and my cock twitched, “But you were already.”


  “I…really?” I wanted to slap myself, but this time she didn’t bust me up.


  Instead she stepped up between my legs and putting her hands on my chest and looking down at me nodded,


  “You are, Adam? Know why?”


  I shrugged as her tits were at eye level and only a foot away from me and I clasped my hand sin my lap to resist going for broke and grabbing them.


  “Because you’re not just a good looking student, but you’ve been here in my house, thinking about me. You’re also my son’s best friend.” She released a sigh that was damn close to a moan and sent another surge through my cock. “Student and son’s friend, two reasons fucking you would be so wrong, but so damn hot!”


  She ran her hands down my chest and grabbing the bottom of my t-shirt surprised me by pulling it up. I hesitated, leaving my arms down, and she sighed,


  “Well if you won’t take your shirt off, I guess mine will have to stay on.”


  I raised my arms so quickly, she laughed, but pulled the shirt over my head and tossing it away put her hands back on my bare chest.


  “Hmm, look at you, Adam, nice and hard.” She trailed her nails across my flat stomach sending a shiver through me. “Hard everywhere aren’t you?”


  “How could I not be?”


  “Another good one.” Wendy murmured, “Adam those texts made me so fucking horny! I tried to tell you that, but you weren’t paying attention earlier.”


  “You…you chewed me out.” I whispered as her long, slender fingers continued to run along my chest and stomach.


  “You needed to read between the lines,” she caused my heart to skip a beat when she swung her leg over mine and sat down on my knee and slipped her arms around my neck.


  “I said you had no idea how hot the texts made me and how you got my blood up.” She winked, “You thought that was me saying I was mad, but…” she sighed, “I was already thinking of coming here and fucking you, but wasn’t sure, but seeing you in here sniffing my panties?”


  She leaned over so that her lips were inches from my ear, “Adam?”


  “Y…yes, Wendy?”


  “How about you stop being nervous and we make each other’s fantasy come true?” She flicked her tongue against my ear, “You wanna fuck your hot teacher, baby?”


  “Damn straight I do!”


  “Then let’s stop talking!” She sat up on my knee and raised her hands over her head.


  This was no game that was for sure and seeing she had told me not to act like a nervous boy I was going to show her how bad I wanted her. I grabbed the bottom of her shirt and slipped it up over her arms. As I tossed it away; Wendy grabbed my face and surprised me with a hard kiss.


  I groaned as her soft lips crushed against mine and her lace clad breasts pressed against into my chest. I could feel her nipples through the flimsy material and even more of a turn on was the fact even through my jeans I could feel the heat from her bare pussy.


  My arms went around her and she moaned softly as my hands ran up and down her back, caressing her soft skin and running my fingers through her long hair. Her tongue invaded my mouth and was eagerly met with my own.


  I lowered my hands until I found her bra and as I tentatively fingered the clasp she moaned, “Hmm-mm!” encouraging me.


  As my trembling fingers fumbled to get the three hooks undone, her hands left my face, ran down my chest and landed on my crotch. I moaned when she squeezed my aching cock and rubbed it through my pants.


  “God, you’re hard!” she groaned against my lips, “I can’t wait to suck that sweet young cock!”


  I couldn’t wait for her to do it! In the meantime I’d finally managed to unsnap her bra and slid the straps down her arms. Wendy leaned back and grabbing the front of her bra, pulled it away and let it fall to the floor.


  “Goddamn.”


  Wendy’s tits were the biggest I’d ever seen in person and despite being older still resisting gravity pretty well. Her nipples were large, pink and pointing straight at me.


  “You just going to sit there and stare at them?” Wendy asked as she unsnapped my jeans. “I thought you’ve wanted them?”


  I didn’t need to hear anymore and cupping her full round breasts, rubbed my thumbs across her swollen nipples.


  “Yes.” She sighed, “That’s it, baby, play with your teachers tits, show me what a good student you are.”


  I lifted them higher, amazed at how full and heavy they were and catching her nipples between my thumb and forefingers rolled them. Wendy moaned and I gasped when I heard my zipper being pulled down. She stood up over my knee and as I continued to fondle her breasts, grabbed the sides of my jeans.


  “Lift up, Adam, it’s time to show me that nice hard cock I’ve been thinking of all day.”


  I reluctantly let go of her tits, but once I put my hands on the bed and rose enough for her to yank my jeans and underwear down, she made it worth it. She pulled my jeans down over my knees and as I sat back down, Wendy lowered herself back onto my leg and I gasped at the sensation of having her hot and very wet pussy. My cock had sprung sprang free and grabbing it, she gave it a squeeze.


  “Fuck you’re hard!” she breathed as she slowly pumped my swollen cock.


  I moaned as she stroked men and my hands found their way back to her tits, they felt so fucking good and part of me felt as if I better play with them as much as possible before I woke up from what had to be a crazy hot dream.


  Wendy squeezed the head of my cock causing my sticky pre cum to ooze from it then stroked my cock with her now slick hand.


  “That feels good.” I sighed as I looked down at and watched her hand work up and down my shaft.


  “It does.” She agreed, “Nice and thick and hard, I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”


  Her other hand grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into another hard kiss. I groaned as her hand slid down my shaft and cupped my balls, rubbing them as her tongue slipped into my mouth. I squeezed her nipples harder and was rewarded by her working her hips, sliding her wet flesh along my leg.


  She was breathing hard into my mouth and making soft whimpering noises as she ground into my leg, but she had slowed her stroking down to a gentle tease, which was for the best because I was so wound up it wouldn’t have taken much for me to go off.


  She broke the kiss and roughly pushed my head down, “Don’t just play with them, suck on them!”


  I had no problem following her demands and opening wide took her nipple and as much of her breast into my mouth as I could.


  “Oh, yes!” She cried, arching her back and shoving her tit deeper into my mouth.


  I sucked hard on her nipple, then teased my tongue in slow wet circles around it.


  “Now that looks good!” She moaned, “Look at you being a bad boy and sucking your teachers tits!” she sighed as I switched and sucked on her other nipple, “Going to lick my pussy too, aren’t you baby?”


  “Yes ma’am.” I answered while teasing her swollen nub with my tongue.


  “You always did follow direction well.” She ran her fingers through my hair and then down my back.


  I shivered at the feeling of her long nails in my skin and moaned when she moved her hand faster along my shaft. My hips rocked into her grip and she laughed,


  “Aww, do you want to cum, baby?”


  “Please don’t tease.” I asked as she let my cock go and slid just her nails lightly along the side of my twitching cock.


  “I’m not here to tease, Adam because that would be teasing me and I’ve been getting teased by rooms full of hot young men for the last five years and now that I have one, I am sure as hell going to get what I want.” She stood up from my leg and shoved me in the chest sending me onto my back.


  Leaning over the bed, Wendy kissed my chest and as my eyes locked onto hers she made a show of trailing her tongue towards my cock. Her large tits were resting on it and I moved my hips, sliding against them. With a smile Wendy grabbed the sides of her breasts and wrapping them around my cock rocked back and forth.


  I moaned as her soft flesh surrounded my hard shaft and watched my cock sliding between her tits.


  “Move your hips, come on, baby, fuck your friend’s mothers big tits.”


  I pumped my hips and she caused me to whimper in pleasure when she bent her head and flicked her tongue across my sensitive head when I pushed through her tits. That whimper turned into a full blown moan when I felt my cock engulfed by her warm wet mouth.


  Wendy let her tits go and bobbed her head, sucking my cock deep into her mouth. She put her hands on my chest and I gasped when her fingers found my nipples and pinched them. I put my hands in her hair and tried to move it to see her blowing me.


  With a naughty giggle more appropriate for a girl my age rather than a forty year old woman; Wendy slid down to her knees between my legs and presented me with the mind blowing sight of my cock in her mouth. She cupped my balls and wrapping her slender fingers around my shaft resumed bobbing her head.


  “Oh, fuck!” I moaned at the sensation of not just her mouth, but her soft wet tongue sliding along my shaft.


  Wendy’s eyes were still on mine, watching me watch her. I moved my hands in her hair, wrapping it in my fingers to hold it away from her face. She sighed around my cock and took me deeper into her glorious mouth. I watched her blow me wondering what was the dirtier turn on, that she was my teacher or a friend’s mother?


  Did it really matter? All that mattered right now was that I was getting a blow job from a smoking hot Milf and she seemed to love it as much as I did. Wendy’s eyes were now half closed and she was moaning around my cock. She opened wider and I groaned as she took me all the way down to the base of my shaft.


  Her tongue slipped out to slide across my balls and I moaned like an idiot. The couple of girls I’d fooled around with had never even tried to take me all the way. But this was no girl; Wendy Koss was a woman, a goddamn hot one at that!


  Right now that hot woman had wrapped her lips tightly around my cock and was working her way back up my shaft one pleasurable inch at a time. I noticed her lipstick was smearing on my cock and felt another moment of unreality. Was I really here with Miss Koss’s lipstick smeared on my cock and her sucking it?


  The answer came in the form of another loud moan from me, when she released my cock with a loud sucking noise then shocked me by spitting on it. She pumped my cock hard and fast, her hand feeling amazing as my pre cum and her spit made it nice and slick.


  Wendy opened wide and let a long trail of drool flow down my cock then took me into her mouth and slurped loudly as she cleaned it off.


  “God that’s hot!” I managed to get out as she bobbed her head while letting my pre cum slip out of her mouth before sucking it back up.


  Wendy was making moaning and gurgling noises and her eyes were now rolled back as she worked her students cock. She took me deeper each time she lowered her head and was now mixing in a few gagging sounds as she repeatedly deep throated me. I was moaning and my hips were moving as she worked my cock like a damn porn star and removing her mouth, Wendy turned her face and rubbed me along her cheek.


  “How’s your nice big dick look in your slutty teacher’s face, Adam?”


  “Fucking amazing.” I told her.


  “Good answer! Too bad you weren’t this good in school!” she turned her face and rubbed my cock along that cheek.


  My cock was oozing and both her cheeks were glistening with my precum. Wendy licked the tip then took just the head in her mouth. She lowered her mouth a couple of inches then stopped. “Go ahead.” She said around my cock.


  I wasn’t sure what she meant, but grabbing my wrists she pushed down, moving her mouth further along my cock. Taking her clue, I pushed on her head and she allowed me to mover her further along my cock. I pushed more then pulled.


  Wendy moved with my hands and thinking if this was a dream I never wanted to wake up, I guided her up and down my cock. She sighed and moaned as I worked her mouth and I saw she was rocking back and forth. I moved faster and she went along with my movements. Taking a chance I stopped moving my hands, but holding her still thrust my hips and began fucking her mouth.


  Wendy’s eyes widened, but she opened her mouth wider and groaned as I fucked her mouth. Her enjoying that caused me to go faster and harder and she easily handled my cock thrusting between her skilled lips. I was moaning with each thrust and my balls tightened in her hand as I worked my hips and my body strained not to come.


  I was fighting to hold back and enjoy every possible second in my teachers hot mouth, but looking me in the eye she took my cock all the way down and massaged my balls at the same time. That sent me over the edge and with a low moan I felt my cock twitch and erupt into her mouth.


  Wendy kept me buried in her throat and made a noise somewhere between a gurgle and squeal as my cum shot down her throat. She moaned then bobbed her head rapidly, following her lips with her fingers and jerking me off into her mouth. I tightened my grip in her hair, but she didn’t seem to mind in fact she was moaning loudly as my balls continued to empty into her mouth.


  She was making gurgling noises and a thick line of cum oozed from the corner of her mouth and down my shaft. She eagerly slurped it up and I whimpered softly as my cock twitched once more, spilling the last of my load onto her soft tongue. Wendy released my cock and smacked her lips.


  “God I love sucking cock.” She sighed, “Especially young cock, but I usually only get to do that when I go on vacation and no one knows who I am.” She licked her lips and smiled up at me. “But now that I found someone I know won’t tell, maybe I’ll get to do it a lot more.”


  “Holy shit!” I exclaimed, “You…you mean you want to…all the time?”


  “Not all the time, but…” she laughed, “Maybe plenty of times, but you need to show me you’re worth it.”


  “I…”


  “And that starts now.” She cut me off by hopping onto the bed, straddling my waist and grabbing my cock shoving it inside her pussy.


  I cried out as she let her weight go, driving my still hard-and dripping-cock into her.


  “Oh fuck!” Wendy yelled as she worked her hips up and down, riding me. “God, what a nice young cock you have! Why didn’t you get caught texting before? I could have already been fucking you!”


  “Goddamn,” I moaned as she pumped her hips, repeatedly slamming down on my still hard cock.


  With my legs dangling off the bed and her weight on me I could barely move my own hips, but Wendy was doing a good enough job riding me for both of us. Sitting up straight she rocked her hips back and forth, keeping my cock buried in her hot tight pussy and I moaned as the movement teased my overly sensitive head.


  “How do I look on your cock?” She cupped her tits and played with her nipples, “Your teacher look good fucking you?”


  “You’re so damn hot.” I told her, putting my hands on her hips and trying to urge her to move faster.


  “So are you, baby! And still so damn hard!” she laughed, “And some of my friends wonder why I like to fuck young guys!”


  Leaning forward she put her hands on my shoulders and I cried out as she bucked her hips harder than before. Her tits were now hanging in my face and she moaned as I eagerly took her nipple into my mouth. Wendy moved to the side, offering me her other tit and I was more than happy to give that one some attention.


  She slowed down her hips and worked her tits back and forth so I could lick and suck each one. The skirt was still around her hips and pulling it up, I grabbed her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. Wendy moaned and leaning down, parted her lips and pressed them to mine.


  I slid my hands up her soft back and wrapping my arms around her, held her tight as we kissed and she continued to work my cock into her incredible pussy. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and she sighed and relaxed into my embrace. It dawned on me this was actually kind of sweet and slipping my lips from hers, found the soft skin of her neck gently sucked on it.


  “So nice.” She purred, “But easy, baby, Miss Koss can’t be in class with hickies tomorrow.”


  I laughed and she nuzzled her face into my neck, whispering in my ear.


  “Think about tomorrow, baby. Think about sitting in that classroom staring at me like always, but this time knowing you fucked me. Remembering how I sucked you off and swallowed every drop. Thinking about how you licked your teacher’s pussy.”


  “I haven’t licked…” I started, then grunted in surprise when she pushed hard on my chest to lean up, and swung her leg over my waist.


  “You’re going to, and right now!”


  I groaned as my cock slid from her warm tight pussy and with her skirt up around her hips noticed for the first time the small patch of blonde fuzz over it.


  “Like that pussy?” she smiled as she stood up in front of the bed, “Think she’s pretty?”


  “I love it!” I sat up and my eyes locked onto the sight of my hard cock glistening from her pussy, my best friend’s mother’s pussy…


  “Well then come give me a kiss, but the way you said would be best.”


  As I sat up, Wendy grabbed her skirt and pushed it down over her hips. She then straightened and putting her arms over her head, asked, “How does your teacher look completely naked? You going to see me like this in class tomorrow?”


  “Fuck class I always be thinking about you like that!” I declared


  “Another perfect answer! How about a gold star?”


  I had started to stand, but putting her hand on my chest to keep me sitting, Wendy leaned over, put her head in my lap and took me back into her mouth,


  “Oh God.” I groaned as she bobbed her head rapidly, sucking me faster than she had earlier.


  “Hmm,” she groaned as my hand slid down her back, between her legs and into her wet slit.


  I pushed two fingers inside her, marveling at how tight her pussy was. I pumped them as she continued to work my cock with her sweet hot mouth, then eased them out and down to her clit. Wendy moaned around my cock when my fingers caressed her swollen button and removing me from her mouth sighed, “Damn I taste good on your cock!”


  She turned to the side and bending over the bed, spread her legs open, “This is the way you wanted to lick me isn’t it?”


  I slid off the bed so fast my knees thumped hard on the floor, but I didn’t care. I turned to the side and putting my hand on her hips took a moment to admire the sight of Wendy’s perfect ass and glistening pussy peeking out at me from between her thighs. Grabbing her ass cheeks I spread them and with no hesitation shoved my tongue into her pink rosebud.


  Wendy squealed, “Bad boy!” but pushed her ass back into my tongue.


  I pushed it deeper into her asshole and then swirled my tongue around the edges of it, teasing her. Wendy moaned and wiggled her ass in my face, but I took my time flicking my tongue around her ass then pushing it in for a minute. I ran my hand up her soft leg and she groaned when I eased two fingers inside her and pressed my thumb to her clit.


  “Hmm you’re working for more of this pussy, aren’t you baby?”


  “Oh yeah.” I breathed into her ass.


  I pumped my fingers while stroking her clit and working her ass with my tongue. Wendy was rocking her hips and moaning softly as I took my time enjoying her squirming and her hot little noises.


  “Lick my pussy!” she moaned, “Come on, baby, suck that clit! Your horny teacher needs to come for you!”


  I slid my tongue from her ass and through the soft wet folds of her pussy before fastening my lips to her swollen button. Wendy moaned louder and rocked her hips as I swirled my tongue in slow circles around her pink nub.


  “Adam..oh….that is so good! But don’t tease, baby, just suck me off so you can fuck me nice and hard the way I need it!”


  I sped up my tongue and taking a chance eased a third finger into her pussy. She groaned and moved her hips harder, pushing my fingers into her wet heat. I began alternately licking and sucking her clit and Wendy was now rocking from foot to foot and her thigh was trembling against my hand.


  “Yes…oh, honey, oh right there!” She whimpered, “I’m going to come so hard for you! Just keep sucking that clit because the sooner I come the sooner you fuck me! Just like this right over the bed!”


  I sucked her pussy with gusto, smacking my lips against her clit and thrusting my fingers as hard as I dared. Wendy was moaning continuously and they were getting higher in pitch as she pushed her ass back into my face.


  I moaned softly into her hot flesh and inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of my teacher’s sweet pussy. Wendy’s legs stiffened and she lifted her hips off the bed and as her ass trembled in my face, she whimpered “So close!”


  Remembering she said she hadn’t wanted me to be nervous or hold back. I sucked her clit in her mouth and as I did, moved my hand across her ass and shoved a finger into it.


  “Fuck yeah!” she cried out and went off like a rocket.


  Wendy released a loud howl of pleasure and clamped her legs together as her hips bucked wildly and her pushed her ass into my face. I continued sucking her clit as her hot pussy quivered in my face and convulsed around my thrusting fingers.


  “Keep licking!” she moaned, “Don’t stop!”


  I kept my fingers as well as my tongue moving and could feel my fingers rubbing against each other through the thin skin between her ass and pussy. Both her holes were contracting around my fingers and Wendy was yelping and squealing as I kept her orgasm flowing with my tongue. Hearing-and feeling-how hard she was coming had my cock at full attention and aching between my legs.


  I was living the dream right now…my hot teacher screaming and moaning from my face buried between her thighs and knowing I was minutes from fucking her right over her bed. Apparently less than minutes away as she cried out once more and her legs relaxed around my wrist and she moaned,


  “Stand up and fuck me, baby, you earned your grade!” she laughed, but when I stood and with no hesitation plunged my cock into her sopping slit that laugh turned into a squeal of delight.


  “Fuck that’s deep!” she cried as I grabbed her hips and held nothing back, hammering away at her.


  Wendy lifted her head from the bed and yelped with each hard thrust and each time she did I tried to fuck her even harder. I looked down at her long blonde hair, her smooth sweat slicked back and eventually to her amazing ass. My cock was sliding in and out and was glistening from her pussy.


  I stared at my cock as I fucked her, taking in every detail. From the way her ass jiggled when I pounded into her to the wet skin of her upper thighs. My balls were slapping against her The room was full of the exciting sound of flesh striking flesh as I gave her all I had.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she cried repeatedly as I plundered her tight little box.


  Wendy stretched her arms out and clutched the sheets as I fucked her and that turned me on even more. She looked back over her shoulder and I felt my cock twitch at the sight of her face. Wendy’s blue eyes were wide and glazed over with lust. Her normally fair cheeks were flushed with passion and her gorgeous lips, with their smeared lipstick were parted.


  She was releasing series of sharp little yips as I continued to pound her and even though I had come not long ago, I felt my legs shaking and my balls tightening as fucking her, never mind this hard, was getting to me. I was moaning myself with each thrust now and shaking her hair out of her face, she called out


  “Stop! I want to lay on my back!”


  I eased away from her and she quickly rolled over on her back and raising her legs put her feet on my chest. I grabbed her ankles, leaned forward and plowed into her so hard we both gasped.


  “That’s it, fuck me!” she yelled, “Fuck your teacher, fuck your friend’s slutty mother!”


  I squeezed her ankles harder and spreading her legs wide drove into her faster and harder. Wendy let her head fall back and lay there squealing, her nice big tits bouncing wildly as I fucked her.


  “Oh, god!” she moaned, “You’re fucking me so good, baby!” she squealed when I put her legs together and leaned forward, pushing her legs back so her feet were over her head,


  That angle made me sink even deeper into her quivering pussy and she howled in pleasure as I fucked her the way the guys in the movies fucked women pretending to be their friend’s hot mother. But this was real, Wendy was no porn actress she was really my sex crazed teacher and as she had just said the slutty mom of my best friend


  Wendy grabbed her tits and pulled on her nipples. The sight of her tugging on her pink flesh caused my cock to twitch and I slowed down, not wanting to come yet.


  “Play with my clit.” She moaned, “I want to come on my naughty student’s nice big dick!”


  I leaned back and she placed her feet on my chest as I placed my thumb on her clit and rubbed it in hard fast circles. I wrapped my other arm around her thigh and with a grunt of effort lifted her leg so her ass was off the bed.


  “Yes! Oh, yes!” she moaned, “Stroke my pussy! Oh I want to come with you inside me!”


  I was fucking her slower, using long thrusts and she moaned and squirmed on the bed, her fingers twisting and pulling her nipples as my thumb worked her clit as hard as I could.


  “I…ohh…” I released a long moan as my balls tightened and knew I couldn’t last much longer.


  “Please, baby! A little more!” she moaned, “I’m going to come then you can cum, then we’ll shower and…” she moaned, “We’ll play in the shower! How’s that? Your nasty teacher on her knees sucking your cock in the shower!”


  I groaned and began thrusting faster hoping I she would win the race and come before I did. Her words were working her up as much as me as she pushed against my chest with her foot and her leg was trembling against my arm.


  “Better yet….think about fucking me like this at school! Locking the door laying me out on my desk! Oh…think of me getting on my knees and blowing you at your seat? You eating my pussy while I put my legs over my chair…oh….oh…oh fuck me!”


  She threw her head back and squealed and her pussy contracted hard around my cock. I whimpered and tried to hold back, but she moaned, “Cum inside me! Let me feel it!”


  Good thing she asked for it, because I lost control with the next thrust and my cock exploded inside her.


  “Ohh, honey!” she exclaimed as my cock spurted, sending my cum deep into her convulsing pussy.


  I was whimpering as each thrust delivered another squirt into her now sopping slit. Wendy bucked her hips and squealed each time I sent more cum into her.


  “Oh my god!” she groaned, “I’m letting a student come inside me! Oh, fuck I am such a nasty teacher!”


  I continued to thrust as my balls emptied into her, painting the walls of her pussy with a surprisingly big load considering I’d come not long ago. Wendy was still playing with her tits and writing on the bed as her own orgasm seemed harder than the last one. With a long shuddering moan, she lowered her leg and sighed as my cock twitched once more, sending a few more drops inside her.


  “Oh, man.” I sighed and turning all but fell onto the bed next to her.


  I lay back and stared at the ceiling, my chest heaving. I was just thinking again about this somehow being a dream when Wendy spoke,


  “I cannot believe we did that! Damn!” she laughed and I turned my head to see her looking at me. “I’ve so wanted to fuck a student, but never really thought I would…those texts…” she sighed, “I guess I should be ashamed of myself.”


  “No I should.” I told her even as my eyes fastened on her heaving breasts. “I…shouldn’t think of you like this and then being in your room and…”


  “But…” she cut me off. “I’m not! What does holding back get anyone? And you won’t tell will you, Adam?”


  “Hell no!”


  “Because you can’t or you would hurt Cliff.” She sighed, “Guess I would too, so more reason not to ever say anything.”


  “Right, Cliff.” I did feel a twinge of guilt, but it vanished when she reached down and grabbed my now semi hard cock.


  “And of course if you blabbed you wouldn’t get more of Miss Koss’s nice tight pussy or hot little mouth would you?”


  “No…” I moaned as she stroked me. “W…will I?”


  “Oh, I think so!” she rolled over and getting off the bed, leaned over and took my cock into her mouth.


  I groaned as my exhausted cock started responding to her hot mouth and soft tongue. She released me and put her hand out, “How about a shower? We have time before Cliff gets home.”


  “I’d love it!” I nodded sitting up.


  “Oh, and by the way, Adam?”


  “What is it?” I asked as she pulled me to my feet and into her embrace.


  Wendy wrapped her arms around me and as her breasts pressed against my chest, she lifted her leg, rubbing it along mine and letting me feel her wet pussy against my thigh.


  “You’re staying after school tomorrow.”


  “I…I am?”


  “Yes you are, and you are going to be doing some extra work.” She giggled in my ear, “With the door locked and the light off.”


  “Wow,” I sighed as she kissed my neck and putting my hands on her ass gave it a squeeze, “You thought about fucking in the classroom that much?”


  “Well that and one other reason.”


  “W…what’s that?” I asked as she ground her pussy into my thigh.


  “Cliff doesn’t have work and will be home all night after school.”


  The End
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