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Note from the Writer



 



 Hey there. Inside this collection you’ll find a variety of short stories ranging from teacher fantasies, older woman-younger man and older-man-younger woman age gap (all characters involved in sexual situations are eighteen or older, always), and silly workplace fun. The stories collected here were previously available on Medium, but have since been taken down and repackaged. This is a large collection and it’s my recommendation you read it as the title suggests – one bite at a time.



Thank you so much for reading, and I hope you enjoy.









Section 1 - Teachers and Professors









Taking the Teacher in the Hot Tub



 



They never should have sent Ms. Mosse alone with the four of us seniors, especially not with a shark like me. I’d been flirting with her all year, ever since I turned eighteen, and now the school board was offering her up to me like a sacrificial lamb, our sole chaperone. Thank you, budget cuts, for helping me fulfill my ultimate fantasy. A teacher.



The 
 teacher.



Ms. Mosse was only twenty-three. Just ten years ago the school board would have had her teaching elementary until she aged up a bit and got some experience under her belt. But now they were stuffing teachers wherever they could fit them in. Ms. Mosse was the latest in a string of music teachers in our high school, and she’d been so proud and happy when our senior choir quartet made it to state competitions. Three of the most beautiful, fuckable eighteen-and-nineteen-year-old girls in my class, but I didn’t want them. I had two of them already, and I’d have the third gulping down my cock soon enough, maybe that weekend or on the trip home.



No, Ms. Mosse was the real prize and the real challenge, only she was no challenge at all. As she stared up at me approaching the in-ground hot tub, I could see the subtle shifts to her, the way she thrust her small, perky breasts out, the parting of her lips as I casually tossed off my shirt and showed off my lean, well-muscled body.



The place belonged to a friend of hers, Asha. Ms. Mosse went to college just miles from here, and when Asha heard about the competition, she offered up the house for our use. She worked nights as a nurse, and was gone now. Too bad. I wouldn’t mind her seeing this.



“Mind if I join you?” I asked as I neared the hot tub.



“It’s probably inappropriate for a teacher to be hanging out with a male student alone in a hot tub,” Ms. Mosse said, but she smiled prettily at me while she did it. Fuck, she was beautiful, with a naturally pouty face that transformed into sunny when she smiled. And that body was goddamn perfection, short and lithe, her breasts small on anyone else but on her they were plentiful. It was that ass and those hips I loved the most about her. Athletic and full all at once, the kind of hips she couldn’t hide away even under the most dowdy of teacher clothes.



I made a point of sitting close to her. Ms. Mosse shifted and blushed as my foot brushed hers, but didn’t move it away. I’d been subtly touching her all semester, brushing her arm, touching her lower back when I held open the door to her classroom, little possessive gestures, training Ms. Mosse into being mine. I knew she was teed up and ready when Mr. Cook, another teacher, took a picture of the four of us students and Ms. Mosse after the divisional competitions a couple weeks prior. I took a spot next to Ms. Mosse, and just before Mr. Cook snapped the picture, I dropped a hand to her tight little ass and squeezed. Mr. Cook had to have seen, but that old bastard hadn’t said a word. He probably got off on the idea of one of the biggest studs in the school potentially fucking the hottest teacher in the building.



And I 
 was 
 going to fuck her.



“You did good today,” Ms. Mosse told me, her cheeks burning bright. Her light brown eyes fought to hold mine. Her natural tendency was submissiveness, another trait I liked about her. She still wore that day’s makeup, a professional, clean look. Tomorrow I’d tell her to whore it up. I wanted the world to know my teacher and coach was 
 mine
 .



“Good enough to earn a kiss?” I asked, rubbing her foot under the water.



“Derek,” she said. Her voice was breathy and soft. She was nearly panting.



“Just one?”



She looked back towards the house, then squeaked when I gripped her by the arm and pulled her towards me. After only a moment’s resistance, she let me tug her onto my lap. Her sweet young teacher pussy was only separated from my cock by two very thin layers of cloth, and we both knew it.



“Say no and I’ll let you go,” I said, my voice a self-satisfied purr. I knew she wouldn’t, and she didn’t. Instead, as I reached up and took off her thin-rimmed glasses, she put a trembling hand on my chest, and kept it there.



“You’re my student,” Ms. Mosse whispered. I dropped her glasses on the side of the hot tub and put the hand on the back of her head to pull her down and kiss me. Her lips were warm and soft, pliant to my desires as I pulled her tighter against me. Her hips rocked on me, a mewling moan escaping her as I brought my other hand to her tight little ass.



But I was not tender with Ms. Mosse long. Gripping her ass, I stood up, the water cascading down from both of us. She gasped as I twisted her around and pushed her so she was bent over the side of the hot tub, elbows on the decorative concrete, her ass up and out of the water. Her one-piece was far from chaste, and I feasted my eyes on the way the white material stretched over her athletic ass and hips. I smacked that ass with a clap of my hand, and she gasped again, rocking back and forth.



“D-Derek!”



I wanted to fuck her, but right out of the water like that, she wasn’t going to be ready for it. So instead, I gripped the material of her swimsuit and tore it right over that delicious heart-shaped ass. She arched up when I spread her cheeks wide, staring at her pretty little bleached asshole.



My oh-so-fuckable teacher’s asshole.



Her pussy lips were just barely revealed by the tear in the suit, so I ripped it wider still. Ms. Mosse’s cunt was a cute little peach of a thing, her lips ripe and ready for my tongue. I gave it to her, burying my mouth against her pussy and my nose against that asshole.



“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, my s-student’s, mm, my student…”



I slid my tongue up across the soft expanse of skin between her pussy and her asshole, burying my tongue in her bud and then lapping circles around it. She shoved backwards against me, eyes huge as she looked over her shoulder at me.



“That’s dirty,” she said breathlessly. “Oh, Derek, you’re… you’re…”



“I’m licking my teacher’s asshole,” I said calmly. “And someday soon I’m going to fuck it.” I leaned over her and twisted her head towards me to kiss her, the taste of her ass and pussy on my tongue. Her eyes widened but she leaned into it, her tongue darting against mine as I slid two fingers into her pussy.



“Ohhh, ohhh,” my favorite teacher said as she bucked back against my fingers.



I was now standing out of the water and tugged my shorts down. As it was, my cock would be too dry to fuck her so I held my other hand to her mouth. “Spit into it.”



“W-what?”



“Spit into my hand, Ms. Mosse,” I said as if explaining this to a child instead of a twenty-three-year-old teacher. She did as she was told. “Again. A few more times. That’s it.”



I stroked my cock with the spit she’d just given me oh so willingly as I fingered her faster and faster. When we were both ready, I took up a spot behind her, and leaned in to whipser in her ear, “I’m going to fuck you now, Ms. Mosse.”



“Yes, f-fuck me, fuck your teacher…” Her head whipped sideways and she gasped, “Wait, wait wait wait, not on the pill, you have to pull out, Derek.”



“I will. For now. But at some point this weekend, you’re going to beg me to come inside you. Over and over and over again. Because I want to make you pregnant, Ms. Mosse.” I pushed into her at the same time as I grabbed a fistful of her long auburn hair. “I want you as mine every way I can have you.”



“Oh, oh Goooood!” she cried out as I jerked her head back by the hair and buried myself to the balls inside her. Her pussy clamped around me, as tight as I’d ever had, but she took every sizable inch of me right to my clean-shaven balls.



I made that tight fucking ass clap as I took her, dominated her, owned her. I might have only been eighteen but I knew how to fuck, and I put all my arrogance and skill on full display.



“Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!”



The sliding glass door to the house slid open and there were the other three seniors in bikinis. “Oh my God,” Melanie, the only one of them I’d yet to fuck, gasped. She was practically shoved out the door by the others, and giggles and whispers broke out among them.



I held Ms. Mosse’s head back by her hair, so she could only look over at them out of the corner of her eye. Intelligible speech fled her, and she could only cry out, a wail of combined shame and pleasure, her pussy walls tightening, relaxing, tightening, relaxing.



“Don’t… shouldn’t see… fugh, oh, oh, oh, he’s… ahhh, ahhh, Derek, oh, oh God.”



“Such a slut,” Julie said, grinning. She had no room to talk. When I first took her a couple weeks ago on her nineteenth birthday, it was right in front of a half-dozen of our classmates, and her cries of passion got the cops called on us. I had video of her from that night sucking my two best friends off as I fucked her from behind. If she ever had a birthday in the future that topped that one, I’d be impressed.



“S-slut,” Ms. Mosse agreed faintly. “I’m a slut, I’m a slut, I’m a slut, oh my God, oh, oh, ohhhhhh!”



She jerked and fell forward, cheek against the pavement. I roped an arm under her and pulled her back upright, fondling her tits and kissing her neck as her body’s machinery popped and fizzed from the force of her orgasm. Eyeing my three fellow choir members, I said lazily, “Ms. Mosse is the real reason I joined this thing.”



“Oh, oh fuck, oh, girls,” Ms. Mosse whimpered, her head bouncing as I fucked up into her with powerful strokes.



“Always wanted to fuck a teacher. And when she started here…” I slammed my hips into her again, riding a dangerous edge. I was an asshole but I wasn’t going to come inside her until she begged me for it. “…I just knew Ms. Mosse was the right slut for me.”



“S-slut, I’m a slut, I’m a slut!” Ms. Mosse said.



“That’s right,” I whispered in her ear as I ripped the front of her swimsuit apart, baring one of her perky tits. To the others as they drew closer, “She told me I can’t come inside her this time. But when she gets on her knees this weekend and begs me for it, I’ll fill her pretty little teacher pussy. And Melanie, you’ll clean her up with your tongue before I fuck you too.”



“Oh, oh fuck!” Ms. Mosse wailed. She came again, so hard and fast after the first time, and twisted to kiss me, her eyes gleaming with a dawning madness born of pleasure and corruption. I kept bucking into her, pushing my limits right to the edge of the cliff, and then I yanked out of her. She twisted around and grabbed my slick cock, jacking me fast against her stomach. I came so hard I painted the bottom of her chin, making her gurgle and coo with delight.



I didn’t wait to come down before I was helping Ms. Mosse out of the hot tub. The others encircled her, giggling some more, touching our sexy teacher. Melanie came to me, a sweet smile of shyness on her face. I cupped her ass and kissed her, then pushed her towards the door.



“We’re going to get Ms. Mosse showered up,” I said. “Then the real fun begins with all of us this time.”









Married Teacher Cheats on the Phone



 



Obvious warning here, but this one involves cheating — no, not cuckold or hotwife, but cheating. If that’s not your thing, skip ahead. You have been warned. -I.S.



 



What the hell was he doing calling her, especially at that hour? Hadn’t she told him she would be the one to call him? Not that she ever intended to. Then again, neither had she intended on fucking a student her first week teaching high school either.



What the 
 hell 
 was happening?



Why had Rachel faltered? Why had she let the charming nineteen-year-old walk into her classroom each afternoon that week and seduce her? And why oh why did the sex have to be so good she nearly whimpered when she saw the fake name she’d programmed into the phone?



“Whozzit?” her husband asked blearily.



“Just my sister,” she whispered. “Sorry.”



He grumbled. A year into their marriage and the pretense of him liking her sister had vanished. Paula made the perfect patsy for Rachel, because Greg would rather eat a cactus than deal with her sister.



Rachel slipped out of bed and hurried for the door as fast as she could, answering the phone on the way. “Hey, Paula,” she whispered. “Just one second.”



“Is he there beside you?” Adam asked, amused.



Visions of being on her back in her classroom, her legs shooting nearly sky high when Adam slid his huge cock inside her, the young man tearing her panties off and stuffing them into her mouth, nearly making her scream with the five orgasms he gave her. More too, the images that really made her so wet all night, the ones she didn’t want to think about, the most depraved moments.



Rachel was not that woman. She was a happily married teacher who had just made a mistake. A simple mistake. All she had to do was tell Adam no.



Right.



“Getting ready for bed,” she whispered as she shut the bedroom door behind her. “Just heading to the bathroom now so we can talk without waking up Greg.”



“Did you fuck him tonight? Or did you do like I told you?”



She stepped quickly and lightly down the hallway, fighting the urge to push her hand under her nightgown to the sound of her young lover’s voice. 
 Nineteen
 , she reminded herself, 
 he’s nineteen, you’re fucking twenty-five, get it together, get it together.



And oh God, he fucked like a nineteen-year-old too, until there was nothing left of her wits but pleasure. He wasn’t particularly handsome. In fact, Adam was fuck-ugly other than his impressive muscles from wrestling and track. But that didn’t matter. Rachel heard the whispers, saw the way he’d casually palm the senior girls’ asses, the adoring looks they gave him, and she just had to know, didn’t she?



She thought of his ugly sneering face above her, and her resolve broke. Her free hand went between her legs and under the silk, making her hobble the last few feet into the bathroom.



“Mrs. Dunn?” Adam asked, sounding even more amused, and she hated that voice did it for her, hated that he turned her on so much.



“I’m here.” She nudged the bathroom door shut with her shoulder. When it latched, she twisted and rested against the wood, hand working her pussy even as she hissed, “I told you I’d be the one to call you.”



“And I told you, you’re mine now. Let him take care of you, pay your rent, take out your garbage, whatever the fuck else married people do, and let me stuff that hot teacher pussy over and over again with… what did you call it? My fat dick?”



She shivered, remembering. He was fucking her so hard her tits bounced from it. When they caught his attention and he grabbed them and tweaked the nipples, Rachel had screamed the words.



Fuck me with that fat dick.



Then he’d stuffed the panties in her mouth to remind her they needed to be quiet, only he’d been laughing and panting too, the slap of skin against skin nearly as loud.



“You can’t do this, you can’t call me when I’m with him.”



“Aw, do you really mean that? Say no any time, Mrs. Dunn, and I’ll stop.”



She wouldn’t and he knew it. He told her that before he touched her, when she was nearly panting with desire. He teased her with the words again near the end.



You’re sure? Say no and I won’t.



Oh God, I want it, I want it!



Say please.



Please
 !



Beg me, slut.



And she was a slut, because she’d begged him, delirious, happy tears rolling down her cheeks as she felt…



“You’re an asshole,” she whispered.



“Are you alone yet?”



“Yes.”



“You sound desperate again. Are you playing with yourself?”



Rachel’s head rolled back and thumped against the wood. “Yes.”



“Slut,” he said, and she could hear his grin through the phone. “You were so fucking beautiful today. Wild. That perfect model face, those eyes on me. Goddamn. When you were sucking my cock afterward and making those little moaning noises, well… next time, I’m bringing a tripod and we’re recording everything.”



“Oh, oh fuck,” Rachel whimpered.



“You like that idea, Mrs. Dunn?”



She squeezed her eyes shut. He wasn’t even fucking her and already she was so turned on by him. “Yes.”



“I’m jerking my cock to it. My what?”



Hot tears of shame spilled down her cheeks. “Your fat dick.”



“That’s right, teacher slut.” His voice suddenly turned sharp and demanding. “I want a picture of you playing with your pussy. Right now.”



“Adam,” she whined, hating the keen of need in her voice.



“Do it or I don’t fuck you tomorrow.”



“I.. I… you’ll share it…”



“You can keep your face out of it. For now. But when I film us together, I want to see that pretty blonde face when you’re sucking my cock. And when you come for me. I want to relive that over and over and over again.”



Her hesitation shattered. She punched up her camera function and turned to face the full-length mirror hanging on the wall. She pulled up the hem of the nightgown and took three pictures of her soaked pussy, then another one of her fingers rubbing her slit. Before she could stop herself and end this madness, she sent them to Adam, and a moment later, his wild brays of laughter made her shove her fingers inside herself.



“Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she panted.



“You really do love this.”



“Yes!” she cried out, so close.



“What is it you want me to do most to you?”



One image shot to mind, the one she’d avoided thinking about all night, the height of her depravity, the young fucking stud’s triumph.



“C-C…”



“Say it,” Adam growled.



“Come… come…”



“Tell me, Mrs. Dunn. Beg me for it like you did this afternoon.”



“Come inside me! Shove that fucking cock deep and fucking… fucking… make me pregnant!”



She wasn’t aware she was shouting the words, or that her husband would be jerking out of bed soon and down the hallway to see what that noise was. All she knew was the orgasm consuming her, tearing her apart at an emotional level and remaking her into a slut’s image. If she could have seen her face in that moment she would have been horrified — and maybe turned on even more. Her jaw hung low, eyes unfocused, droplets of spittle on her chin. She shook and quivered and she thought about her student trying to pull out at the last minute before she clutched his ass, begging him to stay, begging him to come inside her unprotected pussy.



Because that had been 
 her 
 desire, her dark need making itself manifest at the end of their fuck session. It had been Rachel who told Adam to come inside her, to breed her. And she knew, without question, he was going to be the one to give her the things he wanted most in this life — a baby. A lot of babies, probably. And why not? Adam looked vaguely like her husband, the same dark hair, eyes close enough to the same shade of brown that it wouldn’t matter. Why not let her student turn her into a creature to be bred over and over and over again? Why not beg him to come inside her as often as he wanted, as long as he kept giving her these earth-shattering orgasms?



Why not give into her fantasies?









Teacher Just Can’t Help Herself



 



Ms. Lynn emerged from her bedroom in nothing but a thong just as Bobby let out a long plume of her good weed. The smoke hung thick in the air as she strode to him, her big tits bouncing in time to her strut.



“Fuck,” he moaned, his eyes locked on her. Even if he knew this was going to happen ever since she invited him home at the bar, even if he’d fantasized about this moment a thousand times as a teenager, this was still the most surreal moment of his life. His teacher. He was going to fuck his teacher.



She came to the twenty-one-year old on her couch and straddled him, her pussy grinding on his hardening cock as she moved to the beat playing through her speakers. She plucked the joint from him, took a long drag, and blew the smoke to one side before leaning down and kissing him. He wasn’t a virgin, far from it, but this was Ms. Lynn, his history teacher, his greatest fuck fantasy, and he’d never hardened so fast in his life.



She was going to burn for this. They hadn’t exactly been subtle at the bar, his teacher eyeing him on his twenty-first birthday, her hand brushing his arm, his thigh, eventually his cock. It was a small town and this would get around, but she didn’t seem to care, not the way she’d panted in his ear for him to take her home and fuck her.



Now here he was, the former star quarterback, his hands on his teacher’s waist as he leaned down to suck one of her big nipples into his mouth, his cock straining so hard against his jeans it hurt.



“Mm, yes, that’s it, suck my tits, baby, suck your teacher’s tits.”



He sucked harder, hands moving to her ass, squeezing, kneading. He looked up at her as she took another drag of the weed, and this time, he kissed her before she could release it, the smoke passing between the two of them, making her grin before they blew it out to either side.



Ms. Lynn stubbed out the joint in an ashtray on her end table, then turned around on Bobby, ass against his groin, her body moving to the beat, swaying and grinding on his cock. He pushed her up just far enough to unzip and free his fat, lengthy cock. She cooed when she felt it against her tight curvy ass, grinding harder, body undulating against him.



Bobby reached around and cupped her tits, well aware he should pull out a condom before this got too crazy, but he didn’t care and neither did she. Instead, he played with her tits, thumbing her nipples, tweaking them and making her moan. Her dark hair brushed against his face and he swept it aside to kiss her neck, then suck it with the same kind of greed he had with her nipple, marking her with his mouth.



“I want everyone at the school to see that hickey tomorrow,” he said. “Show them you were fucked tonight.”



“Fucked,” Ms. Lynn agreed fervently. She turned her head and he kissed her lips, their tongues playing together, both of them tasting like the good weed.



As he continued to cup and squeeze her tit, his other hand went to her undulating hips, then her thong. She arched up as his fingers slid inside and brushed her wet, warm cunt. Her whole body was hot, like she had a fever, and her cunt was even warmer than that, her core like magma around his questing fingers. She spread her legs around his, grinding harder on his rock hard cock with her ass, her pussy quivering around his three fingers.



“All those times fantasizing about you in class and thinking you’d never fuck a student,” he said, his hand at her tit moving to her neck and pulling her back against him as he fingered her cunt faster. “And here you are, a slut for me.”



“Your slut,” she whimpered. “Oh. Ohhhh, Bobby, please, just like that…”



Her pussy quivered, her hips rocking faster. She dipped her chin down to her chest, then up again as she came around his fingers, crying out, her voice drowning out the music playing.



His fingers slid free of her and he yanked her thong down far enough to bare her pussy to him. She twisted around again and held him upwards, her deep brown eyes rolling up as she took him inside her, her student, his teacher. He cupped her breasts again and sucked at them eagerly as she rolled her hips to the beat, her head lolling back.



“Ah, fuck, your pussy feels so good around me,” Bobby moaned.



“Yeah,” Ms. Lynn whined, unable to come up with anything more intelligent than that. She thrust her chest against his mouth, and he switched nipples, leaving a trail of saliva across her breasts as he licked from one to the other.



She squirmed hard on his lap, and he realized how badly she needed it, so he finally tore his attention away from her tits and stared up into his teacher’s face as he began to fuck up into her. She met him just as enthusiastically, her grinding becoming a bounce, her tits bobbing with it. Her eyes were dazed and gleeful, her lips gleaming as her tongue ran out along them over and over. They kissed again, her hips dropping on his, and she cried out against him, her orgasm hitting her hard again.



Bobby fucked her even harder now, their bodies slapping together, and in a show of his immense strength earned from thousands of hours in the gym, he lifted her up and settled her on her back on the couch, her legs spread wide for him, one dangling over the top, the other hitting the floor.



He pounded into her, his need nearly on him. He gripped her ass and lifted it off the couch, nearly bending her in half as he towered over her, her legs kicking as the former star quarterback fucked his teacher into senseless cries of passion, her adoring eyes locked on him,d azed and deliriously happy.



“I’m going to come, Ms. Lynn.”



“Don’t pull out,” she wailed, “I need to feel it, I need to, ungh, ungh, fuck me, fuck me, come inside me!”



“Are you on the pill?”



“No, no, but I need it, I need to feel it, oh fuck, please, please, God, Bobby, come inside me, you young fucking stud, fucking… fucking… come in me, make me pregnant, I don’t care, use me, use meeee!”



She came so hard she hit the couch cushions, her eyes squeezing shut, her mouth wide open. Bobby hung on just long enough for those eyes to reopen, and he drove into her one last time, thinking at the very last moment 
 oh shit oh shit I could get my teacher pregnant
  and then he was coming harder than he’d ever nutted, driving his seed deep into her, needing to do just what she was begging for, making her pregnant, breeding her, and fuck the consequences.



He let her down, his cock popping free of her cunt. Bobby stared down at the mess he’d left of her, but she was quick to action, her fingers sliding through his come and her juices and sucking it up before she slid off the couch, grinning up at him.



“Sit up,” she said. “I want to clean your cock.”



He stared dazedly as she rested on her knees between his legs, taking his softening cock in her mouth and staring up at him adoringly. He’d just come, but under her minstrations, he knew he would be hard again soon.



Ms. Lynn sucked and licked him clean, then moved to his shaven balls, taking each of them in her mouth and teasing them with loving sucks. She moved up his body again, sanding up and grabbing his hands. He let himself be pulled to his feet, towering over his busty teacher.



“I’ve wanted you ever since that little eighteenth birthday party celebration on the middle of the field,” she said. That made Bobby chuckle. At halftime, Bobby and the opposing team’s center were thrown a celebration in the middle of the field for their mutal birthday. There had even been cake, which the teams promptly took to throwing at each other.



She worked his shirt up and over his chest, and stared at his rock-hard abs, defined by even more intense workouts in college. “I saw you and I thought, mmm, eighteen now, and look at that tight ass in that uniform.”



“Fuck, Ms. Lynn.”



She took his cock in hand and began to walk backwards with him to her bedroom. “So imagine my surprise seeing you tonight in the bar. Back home, and still oh so yummy. And just days after my boyfriend broke up with me for telling him I had such naughty fantasies.”



“Fantasies about what?”



“Like maybe you, making me pregnant. Like maybe sucking your cock in the men’s locker room. Like you, fucking my ass, right here, right now.”



And then he saw it. The bed was lined with towels. Lube sat on a nightstand beside it. His flagging cock began to thicken again, and she felt it, laughing softly to herself. She let him go and spun for the bed, but he wasn’t going to let her go far. Bobby bent her over the bed, and grabbed the lube. He spread some on his thumb and slid it into her tight little ass while he hooked two other fingers into her cunt, panting as he drove his fingers in and out of her, taking her two tight holes while he finished recovering.



Bobby coated his cock with lube, then added a bit more to her ass before he chased her onto the bed, Ms. Lynn still on her hands and knees, that fantastic fucking ass thrust high for his pleasure. He grebbed it and lined himself up, but before he drove into her, he also took a handful of her hair and yanked her head back, making her gasp.



“Some of the guys are coming home in a couple weeks,” he growled. “I’m inviting them over and we’re going to run a fucking train on you.” Then he slid into her, her walls tight as a glove around him.



“Yesss,” Ms. Lynn cried out. “Yours, whatever you want, it’s yours, it’s yours! Oh, oh Bobby, fuck my ass, fuck!”



No other woman had ever been able to take him in the ass like her. Her body accepted nearly every inch of his thick cock, her head dropping into her crossed arms, her hips quivering as he drove back and forth inside her, their bodies joined in this dark taboo act.



He was fucking his hot teacher’s 
 ass
 .



Her hand shot between her thighs and she played with herself. “Fugh, uh huh, uh huh, Bobby, fill me a-ass, that’s it, ahh, ahhh…”



“Fuck, Ms. Lynn.”



“Uh huh, uh huh, it’s… big… inside me, oh, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuck!”



Her hips widened as she came, her head dipping. She kept shoving right back at him, taking ever inch, his balls slapping against her. He grabbed her waist and went wild, his dick hammering deep into her ass, his teacher’s ass, his fantasy woman’s ass.



“Ms. Lynn, here… it comes!”



“Yes! Inside me! Come inside me!”



“Shit, oh, oh shit!”



He came, holding deep as she writhed underneath him, feeling his ropes of come fill her up. When he finished, he pulled out of her and sat back on his heels, catching his breath and staring as his come drizzled out of her ass. He collected some of it and rubbed it into her shapely cheeks.



This couldn’t end well for his favorite teacher. But watching as she kept playing with herself, rubbing her face into the mattress as she moaned his name, Bobby figured there were some sins worth burning for.









Teacher Gives in to a Football Stud – and His Friends!



 



It took three months for Adrianna Rose to say yes. To give in. Three months of Olivier’s little notes on his tests and quizzes.



Your hair looked good today.



I liked your makeup.



I’m going to dream about that skirt on you.



You looked so sexy today.



You deserve a guy like me taking care of you.



I wanted to tear that blouse open and suck those big tits.



You looked like you needed to be fucked today — want help?



I want to push you down to your knees today and shove my cock down your throat.



I want to fuck your ass so bad.



And then, the day before she finally gave in to the eighteen-year-old’s dark whims, Olivier didn’t just leave her a note. He left her an essay.



When you say yes, I’m going to bend you over that desk and fuck you raw. I get tested every week for the day you beg me for it. I’m going to come in your pussy, and it’ll be the best fuck you’ve ever had.



At first, the notes amused her. She knew she should tell him to stop, or bring it up with the principal. But Adrianna didn’t. At first, it was such a silly little ploy that she couldn’t help getting a smile out of it. It really didn’t hurt that eighteen-year-old Olivier was so handsome, tall with the kind of shoulders that his football and baseball coaches loved. Even as young as he was, his face was chiseled and ready for a movie screen, though the constant amusement in his dark eyes softened the effect, as did his million dollar smile.



The notes were funny, but they were flattering, too. Not that Adrianna hurt for a date on a Friday night but it had been a year at least since a man managed to satisfy her in bed. At thirty-four, she was beginning to realize she should take her pleasures where she could, and Olivier’s notes were a nice little thrill, a bit of harmless taboo she thought she’d never give in to. Over six years teaching at the high school level she’d been hit on by hundreds of male students. This was nothing to her, or so Adrianna thought.



But his words took root in her mind and her fantasies. His eighteen-year-old girlfriends were an inadvertent part of it. He’d see his teacher coming down the hallway and he’d palm one of their asses or raise up their skirts if they were wearing them to show off their pert little asses as if to say, “Look what I’m hitting on a regular basis. I don’t need you, but I want you anyways.” And it worked. At night, when she was alone or with a date, Adrianna would fantasize about Olivier doing more. At first it was always him with another teacher, one of the many hot ones that worked there at Honeypot High, an attempt by her mind to create a wall between herself and her fantasies, to allow her to experience them without the guilt of imagining her stud of a student fucking her. Those walls slowly crumbled and within the last few weeks, every night — hell, most every morning and break when she could get away with it — Adrianna fingered herself or played with a toy or stuffed herself silly full of her favorite vibrators and dildos imagining it was Olivier, his dark hair spilling just so across his eyes while he ate her or fingered her or fucked her.



She could take no more. Want had turned into need, the kind of need that left her panties soaked by the end of his class with her. She burned for him, and even though every rational brain cell in her mind screamed at her that this would get out, that it would lead to the end of her job, her career, her personal life, she was ready to drop to her knees and worship a student’s cock.



The bell rang. The class hurried out, everyone save Olivier, who stayed back at her curt request. She pressed her thighs together, smiling distractedly when one of the class pets told her to have a good afternoon. Olivier’s two best friends Keylon and Joel hung back too. They were nearly as handsome as he was, all three of them the kinds of sports studs that would devastate swaths of college girls that fall. Olivier said something to them and they shuffled out after the rest of the class, big muscular Black Keylon smirking at their teacher as they walked by.



They knew. Of course they did. They were seniors in high school and bound to brag up their sexual conquests, even the little wins like Olivier writing such filthy things on his homework assignments. Her cheeks burned and she couldn’t meet their gazes as they left.



Finally, only Olivier remained. Adrianna went to the door, closed it, and locked it. Before she even turned around she was panting for him, and he was there, hand going to the side of her neck, gripping it as he pushed her back against the door, kissing her, his teacher. The corner of his lip twitched upward in a smirk, and the little shit said, “I’m not using a condom.”



“Fuck,” Adrianna whimpered.



He made short work of the buttons on her long-sleeved top and yanked it open over her big tits in her white bra. Just as fast she undid his jeans. She dropped, tugging his boxers and jeans with her, letting his big half-hard cock loose.



“Fuck!” Adrianna said again with more emphasis. His cock was as big as his frequent bulges in class promised, and she let out a keen of need as she gripped it with both hands, stroking him as she stared at his tip. Olivier kept himself trimmed, leaving her eager to take her student in her mouth.



“That’s it. Suck my dick, Ms. Rose. Fuck, I’ve wanted this all year.”



She leaned forward to begin licking the tip of him. He smelled like sweat and sporty deodorant and she wanted to rub that smell all over herself, to bathe in it.



“Goddamn, you’re so ready for this, aren’t you?” he asked.



“Yes,” Adrianna whimpered.



It was true. She wanted that nice, fat student cock in her mouth, and she wanted it now. So she took it.



Years of working hard in high school so she could get to a good college on a decent scholarship, down the drain. “Mmmf,” she moaned around Olivier’s cock as she sucked him.



Four years of college, of late night cram sessions, of coming close to cinching the top spot in her class, wasted in the wake of her lust. “Fuck, you look good with my cock in your mouth, Ms. Rose,” Olivier moaned.



Years of teaching elementary students, then moving to teach high school here, all pointless. She pulled free of his cock, gasping before plunging back down on him, her student, her 
 fucking student
 .



And she loved it.



Adrianna bobbed her head up and down his length, her lipstick staining his first few inches. He gripped her head, guiding her, then flat-out fucking her face, his powerful hips driving back and forth. His cock hit the back of her throat, hammering it, and she wanted more, craved more. He pushed even deeper on the next thrust, her hands shooting to his ass as she gagged on him, her student, her throat was full of her fucking 
 student
 , and oh God, it was already the most intense sex she’d ever had and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.



“Take it, take all you can, Ms. Rose. Fuck, I can’t believe you never told me no.”



And I never will.



He gripped her head with both hands now and face-fucked her, driving that huge fucking cock in and out of her mouth, his big balls slapping against her chin as he took her deeper and deeper again.



But just as she thought he was going to come down her throat, Olivier pulled free of her mouth, making her gasp and cough for air. He knelt, both to grip his teacher under the arm and to free his phone from his jeans. He pulled her to her feet and walked her to her desk. She’d deliberately cleaned it off her last period for this inevitability and was glad she did because in that moment she wouldn’t have cared if her cheap laptop went flying off.



He didn’t bother undoing her skirt, but yanked it up to her waist, showing off a pair of white bikini briefs that hugged her thick pussy lips. “You’re soaked, Ms. Rose,” he said, smirking.



“Yes. Yes. Soaked for you,” she agreed feverishly, kissing his shoulders, his neck, his pecs through his shirt.



“I want some pictures of you like this.”



“Olivier,” she said, more breathy than a whine. She would have given him anything in that moment just to have him fuck her.



He kissed her then, and as practiced in sex as he might be at eighteen, there was still a youthful, hungry enthusiasm to his passion, to his need for her. Against her lips, he said, “From the neck down only. Besides, who would believe me?”



“Do it,” she whimpered, “I’m yours, I’m your slutty teacher tonight.”



That made his eyes light up. He pushed her back towards the desk and she jumped up on it, legs dangling off. “Lift up,” he commanded. He took pictures of her pussy as he tugged down her panties, then more selfies as he kissed his way fast up her legs and inner thighs, stopping for a long lap of her wet cunt.



“You’re the hottest fucking bitch I’ve ever slept with,” he said. “And if I take you, you’re mine, Ms. Rose.”



“Yours,” she agreed fervently as he pressed his cockhead to her pussy. “I’m yours. I’m…” He shoved inside her and she howled, “YOURS!”



He was so fucking big inside her, hitting her spot just right. It was all she could do to lean back and experience this, her mouth opening wide, her eyes rolling up. He fucked her fast and hard from the start, no buildup, just straight desperate animalistic need, snapping a few pictures as he stuffed her again and again and again. She was barely aware of one of his hands on her big tits, tugging down the bra she wore. Nor was she aware that he was taking more pictures of her tits, of his cock inside her, of her pussy bulging with him, her lips split apart. She wasn’t aware that he switched over to video mode to capture her big bouncing teacher tits, her cries of passion, the wet sounds of their bodies connecting.



All that Adrianna knew was pleasure, the itch that drove her mad finally being scratched, and it was just as good as she’d fantasized.



“Ahhh, ahhhh, fuck me, fuck your teacher!” she cried out.



“I knew you’d love this,” Olivier said, amused but with an undercurrent of gravelly need.



“Ahhh, uh huh, mm, mmm, l-love it, ahhh, ohhhh, oh, ohhhhh!”



Her orgasm hit her just moments before his phone rang. Adrianna raked her hands across her breasts and belly, her back rolling, mouth open. She let out a keen, head twisting as pleasure rocketed through her body, lifting her higher than any man had ever done before. She didn’t understand on a conscious level that even as she was coming around his cock Olivier was answering his phone.



“Get back here. Now.”



Olivier pulled out of Adrianna and went to the door, unlocking it. When he came back, he moved her for maximum effect, pushing her further up the desk and bending her legs so her feet balanced on the edge of her desk. While Adrianna gurgled and cooed with post-orgasmic bliss, he fucked into her even harder, making her big tits bounce. Her hands were now at her hair, tugging it as she was rocked back and forth by the star football player, his eyes narrowing, jaw tight as he fought back his own need.



“Ahhh, Olivier, mmm, I’m on the pill, come inside me, let me feel it…”



“Goddamn,” he grunted, gripping her shoulder and fucking her even harder. Her pussy was leaving little trails of wetness on her desk, tiny spatters hitting the surface with his every manic thrust. “Fuck, I need to get a picture of you… spilling me.”



“Yessss, come inside me, come inside your teacher, ohhh, this is wrong but I w-want it so… fucking… much!”



The door opened and there were Keylon and Joel. Gone were their smirks and in their places were looks of shock. “Hurry up and get in here,” Olivier growled.



They stepped inside. Where Keylon was tall and wiry with muscle, Joel was shorter and built like a tank. Both were incredibly fit — and more important to Adrianna in that moment, they were both nineteen.



Keylon came to her, working at his basketball shorts and yanking them down to reveal a cock nearly as lengthy as Olivier’s. Adrianna’s head was near the other end of the desk and Olivier pushed her further still until her head hung over the side, mouth open and ready to take her other student’s cock deep down her throat. Joel watched all this as he undid his jeans and jacked his own sizable cock.



Adrianna curled a finger at him, and Joel came to the desk. She reached out blindly with one hand and gripped him, stroking his cock for him as she was stuffed from both ends, Olivier and Keylon building up a fast, hard rhythm. Her mind was dizzy with the impact of what she was doing, the insanity, but she didn’t want to stop. If anything, she wanted more, more cocks inside her, more depravity, their come coating her from head to toe, filling her pussy, her stomach, her ass, more, harder, more, harder.



Her pleasure came on again like a maelstrom, battering her nerves and leaving her without thought save sensation. Every inch of her reacted to the orgasm, from her feet kicking so hard she flung a heel at a wall, to her hand tightening into a near fist around Joel, to nearly going cross-eyed as the orgasm stretched on and on. It didn’t want to end, and she was helpless to ride it out, a toy for the three students to use.



Olivier was now fucking her with wild abandon, fingers digging into her waist as he pounded her pussy. And still he hung on, sweat gleaming on his forehead, his muscles tensing and flexing. Keylon grabbed her tits, squeezing them as he pumped his cock in and out of her mouth and her throat, using her nearly as basely as Olivier. She’d let go of Joel at some point and he moved next to Keylon, spitting into his hand and jacking his cock against her cheek and neck, leaving trails of precum gleaming on their teacher’s skin.



“Gonna come,” Keylon panted. “Gonna paint your pretty face, fuuuuck.”



He gagged her again and again with his cock, his big black balls thwapping against her forehead as her head dangled off the desk. She barely understood his words until he pulled out of her and started jacking his cock. She closed her eyes just in time, his come blasting her face, streak after streak after streak until she was dripping him.



“Fuuuuuck!” Keylon grunted.



Movement. Motion. She was being lifted, Olivier still inside her. She stared him in the eyes, Keylon’s come still wet on her face, as he walked her to her office chair and sat with her on his lap. She began to bounce immediately, her big tits right in his face, her hips slapping against his. She heard spitting, and looked at Joel with his cock in his hand. But he wasn’t jacking off. He was getting himself ready, and she finally understood what was about to happen.



He was going to fuck her ass with Olivier still stuffed in her pussy.



“Hold still, Ms. Rose,” Joel said calmly. He came around behind her and lifted her skirt up and over her bubbly ass, the ass she’d been working so hard on the last couple years.



Her eyes fell back on Olivier. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she whimpered, then she felt the other student press against her asshole. “Ohhhhh, FUCK!” she wailed when Joel pushed inside her ass.



“Take it, you can take it,” Olivier told her, gripping her waist with one hand and the side of her neck with the other.



She nodded frantically. “I can take it, fuck my ass, fuck my pussy and my ass, oh, oh Olivier, ohhh, fuck… students… fucking… me!” Her head dipped back and she howled the words. “Students! Fucking! Me!”



There was no holding back for either young man. They thrust into her, wild jerks of their hips, grunts and moans falling from their lips. Their teacher was lost to the pleasure, her words now unintelligible babble, her mouth locked in a big stupid grin as she came and came and came. She thrust her tits against Olivier’s face as he stared up at her, his hands on her waist as he pounded up into her cunt.



“Fuck, oh fuck, Ms. Rose, I’m there, I’m gonna fill this ass with my come,” Joel grunted.



“Do it, do it, come in my ass, ohhhhh, ohhhh!”



Joel couldn’t take any longer. He released, his warmth filling her ass and leaking out of her as he pumped back and forth a couple more times before pulling out of her with a wet plop. His come drizzled down onto the floor, and now she rode Olivier, driving her hips down on his cock, her big tits bouncing and making both the other guys swear in awe and delight.



“You’re mine,” Olivier growled.



“Yours, I’m yours, I’m yours to use ah-any time you w-want,” she cried out. “Just keep, ungh, fucking me, fuck your teacher, ohhhh, ohhhhh, OH!”



She came one last time, the sixth, maybe seventh time of the late afternoon. Her body could take no more but neither could Olivier. He stood with her one last time, putting her on her back on ther desk and railing her, his cock pounding deep, his face drawn back in a sneer of pleasure. She touched his face with her fingertips, panting hard, cooing at him, “Come, come for me, come inside me, that’s it, fucking me so good, ungh, ungh, take me, claim me, oh, oh Olivier, fuck, ohhhh!”



“Ms. Rose!” he grunted, and his hips slammed deep one last time, filling her, still thrusting back and forth, his eyes wild.



And like that, it was over, at least for the time being. Keylon came over, his cock in hand, but Olivier shook his head at him. “Another time. She’s done.”



Keylon nodded. They bumped fists, and Joel came over to do the same. Both the other guys did up their shorts and jeans, went to the door, and opened it.



“Ohhhh, shit,” Joel gasped.



Everyone froze. Standing at the door was Colbie Johnson, a busty brunette computer teacher and one of the most intensely attractive women Adrianna Rose had ever met. There were rumors floating around about a trip Colbie took with four of the school’s biggest geeks to a national competition, wild rumors, rumors that had them fucking her five ways from Sunday. And up to the moment when Colbie spoke, Adrianna would have dismissed those rumors as being just that. But she was about to realize stories she heard about Colbie and so many of the other sexy teachers there at Honeypot weren’t just the hopes and fantasies of the eighteen-year-old students. No. The stories were real, and that knowledge helped ease the guilt of what Adrianna had just been caught doing.



Ms. Johnson grinned at everyone’s consternation. “Aw, is the party over? And here I was hoping to join in on the fun.”









Watching His Bully with the Sexy Teacher



 



Again, fair warning that this one gets dark. You might want to skip this one if that’s not your thing. -I.S.



 



“I finally got him. That asshole is going to be in so much trouble,” Brett said, smirking.



Harper glanced at him as she shrugged on her hoodie. Classes were over for the day and the two eighteen-year-old seniors stood in front of her locker as the rest of the students in the school raced out of there. “Who? Wait, Jordan?”



“Yeah,” Brett said. “I saw him pull his phone out during class and take a video of Ms. Poole’s butt, so I called him out. She told him to stay after class. I think she’s going to really ream him out.”



“Brett,” Harper said, exasperated. “You know if you just ignored him…”



“He’s bullied me for years.”



“You’re both eighteen. Don’t you think it’s time you stopped acting like kids?” Harper asked, shutting her locker.



“I was not the one doing the wrong thing here.”



“So he was getting a video of her ass. God, so what, Brett? Why do you care?” He never noticed the spots of color in his girlfriend’s cheeks or the way she licked her lips furtively.



“Because he’s an asshole! I’m going to give it a few minutes then see if I can’t hear what she’s telling him. I bet they bring in Principal Bob.”



Harper sighed again. “Can’t you just be the bigger man?”



Brett flapped an arm in the general direction of Ms. Poole’s classroom. “He bullies me! Why are you taking his side?”



“Forget it. Go. Enjoy his punishment or whatever it is you want out of this.”



“You want to hang out later?” he asked.



“I don’t know. Tomorrow, maybe. I need to tell you something then.”



Brett was already looking away. “Okay. Great. I’ll see you tomorrow then.”



He liked his girlfriend a lot. Harper was crazy hot, after all. But some days, he thought she was so self-absorbed. Didn’t she see that Jordan was the bad guy? He deserved so much worse than this, but Brett was sure that when she saw what Ms. Poole and probably administration did to Jordan for his bad behavior, Jordan would see Brett was right.



Ms. Poole was hot too and his not-so-secret biggest crush. She was young for a high school teacher, just twenty-four or so and relatively fresh out of college. She had a sweet, angelic face framed by shoulder-length soft auburn hair. Her body was ridiculous, with a nice tight butt and big boobs she tried to hide away under plain dresses and understated outfits. But some days, she pushed things a little bit and wore more daring clothing. Today it had been a longer skirt that clung a little too tightly to her ass.



She was kind and soft-spoken. Sometimes too kind. The students kinda ran roughshod over her, like Jordan taking that video of her ass.



There was no one left in the hallways by the time Brett made it to Ms. Poole’s classroom. Even the teachers were gone, it being the weekend. There were probably some track kids practicing out on the field, but that was all the way across the school and Brett couldn’t even hear them.



What he did expect to hear was Ms. Poole reaming Jordan out. Instead, there was nothing but silence. No, there was some sound from her classroom, something soft and unidentifiable. A murmur, maybe, or a very quiet conversation.



All the classroom doors had windows on them. Brett crept to Ms. Poole’s, grinning in anticipation. Even just detention would be a pain in the ass to Jordan. But instead of his bully seated at one of the tables and Ms. Poole giving him a talking-to, Brett saw something that froze him completely.



Seated on her desk, with her back to him, was Ms. Poole. Only, instead of that tight skirt and her blouse and jacket, she wore only a white lacy bra and matching panties. Her tight ass cheeks smooshed out on the edge of the desk, and she was rocking with one hand behind her head.



“What the hell?” Brett whispered under his breath. Too loud, he thought, but Ms. Poole didn’t seem to have heard him. The hand on the back of her head went to her hair tie and she tugged it free, letting her auburn hair spill down the back of her neck in messy waves. The other hand wasn’t visible.



Just as she moaned, Brett realized something. She wasn’t alone after all.



“Oh, oh God, l-like that…”



Who was in there with her? Her boyfriend? Brett saw that guy around sometimes, bringing her lunch or dropping off coffee. That was who it had to be, right? There was no way it could be…



She jumped, her hips thrusting forward and her head dropping back. “Oh, oh Jordan!”



“No,” Brett mouthed. “No way.”



His eighteen-year-old bully couldn’t be between his dream teacher’s legs, licking her… her pussy.



“You like that?” Jordan said smugly.



Brett’s hand shot for his mouth and his eyes bulged. It was a prank, he thought at first, then he had an idea, a terrible idea, that Jordan was making her do this, that he’d forced himself on her. The hand at his mouth went for the doorknob, and he almost yanked it open when Ms. Poole giggled.



She 
 giggled
 .



“I c-can’t believe I’m doing this with a… with a student. It’s so wrong.”



“Tell me you don’t like it,” Jordan said, still unseen save for the sides of his dark hair. “Should I stop?”



“Don’t you dare,” Ms. Poole said, her voice light and breathless.



“Then tell me to eat your pussy again.”



“You’ve got such a dirty mouth,” she said.



“Yeah? This dirty mouth is going to make you come. So tell me to eat your pussy, Ms. Poole.”



“Eat my p-pussy again.”



There was silence as he kept doing what he was doing. Brett’s heart beat faster and faster in his chest. He should stop this. He should go to administration and tell them what was going on, or fling open the door, or… or something. But he didn’t move. He was too entranced by this insanely taboo, dangerous thing his bully and his teacher were doing. He was dimly aware too that his cock was hardening, and fought the urge to stroke himself. His resistance lasted only seconds.



She jerked harder and harder and half-gasped, half-laughed, “Oh, oh, Jord-ah-ha-ha-ha-ahhhhn… oh, like that, like that, keep licking my clit, oh God, oh ohshit, oh, ohhhhh, oh!”



Her hand shot for the top of Jordan’s head and she clutched him as she bucked up and down. The noise they were making would have drawn a lot of attention if the hallways weren’t empty, but it was just Brett there now, incapable of blinking, his mouth wide open, his hand on his cock over his jeans as his bully, his lifelong enemy, made their teacher come.



Jordan stood, his motion languid and a grin on his face. His chin and mouth were soaked, and he brought his hand to Ms. Poole’s mouth. “You taste good,” he said.



“Mmmm,” Ms. Poole moaned as she sucked his fingers down to the knuckle.



“Now I’m going to fuck you, Ms. Poole,” he said.



“Do y-you have condoms?”



Jordan laughed. “Nope.”



“You have to pull out, okay? I c-could get pregnant.”



“Sure you don’t want that?” he asked.



“Jordan!” she said, but playfully.



“That’s not a no, Ms. Poole.”



He leaned in and kissed her, and she clutched the back of his head to pull him in tighter. Their lips met for long seconds at a time, Ms. Poole making hungry, needy noises as the bully’s hands wandered all over her body.



“Don’t worry. I’ll pull out. I want to see your face and these tits covered in my come anyways.”



His hands went to the back of her bra and undoing it. It fell and his hands disappeared from view, no doubt cupping her breasts.



“Fuck, these are even bigger than I expected.”



“My boyfriend paid for them to be done,” Ms. Poole said shyly. “He’s the only other one to have seen them.”



“Yeah?” Jordan asked, smirking. “Remind me to thank him.”



His eyes flicked towards the door, back to Ms. Poole, and then to the door again. His smirk widened, but he gave nothing else away other than that as he bent to suck at one of her tits. He didn’t spend long there, but rose back up and kissed her.



“Undo my jeans and take my cock out, slut,” he said, and though his words were harsh, his tone was soft, almost sweet.



She giggled again. “You shouldn’t call me that,” she said, then was silent for a moment until she gasped, “Oh my God. Oh my God, Jordan!”



“Is your boyfriend that big, Ms. Poole?”



She shook her head. He gripped her waist with one hand, and she dropped back, resting on one elbow on the desk. When he rocked his hips, he must have pushed inside her, because her legs shot straight out in a vee. “Oh, oh God, that’s splitting me apart!” she nearly shouted.



Jordan glanced again at the window and Brett. Brett dry-swallowed. His bully was fucking their teacher. He was actually fucking Ms. Poole. And now Brett could see her big breasts, or one of them anyways. It was a bad angle but it was his gorgeous teacher’s tit, bobbed up and down as Jordan began to fuck her, gripping her waist and plunging into her with hard, short strokes.



Brett glanced up and down the hallway and unzipped himself. He felt excited and scared all at once. Something about this felt wrong, felt like a setup, but he was unable to help himself. This was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. The first inch or so of his short stubby cock was slick with precome and he didn’t even need to spit into his hand. He bucked hard against his fingers, his breath coming fast and short as he tried to emulate Jordan’s quickening pace, imagining it was him fucking Ms. Poole instead.



After a few minutes of this, his bully looked at him again, sneering. “We have someone watching us.”



Startled, Ms. Poole jumped and twisted to look at the door. Her expression went from fright to something that broke a little piece of Brett’s brain, because it was nearly a perfect mirror of Jordan’s — contempt. She even rolled her eyes a little.



“Fuck,” she muttered, and slapped Jordan’s chest. “You scared me.”



“Get in here, Brett,” Jordan said.



Brett might have hated Jordan but his hand shot to the doorknob and he lurched inside, grinning wide as he stroked himself faster and faster, his jeans falling down to his knees. He started towards the teacher and his bully but Jordan pulled out of Ms. Poole and snarled, “The fuck do you think you’re doing?”



“I thought…”



“You thought you were going to get a chance to fuck her?” Jordan asked. He laughed and without much effort at all, lifted Ms. Poole and spun her around. Her tits were big and perky, her thick nipples hard. Jordan pushed her down towards the desk and those big tits brushed the surface as she thrust her ass back towards the bully, moaning as he pushed back inside her. “I wanted you in here so your dumb fucking ass isn’t standing out in the hallway and ruining our fun. And I want her to see what a pathetic little fucking loser you are, jerking your three inches.” Jordan slapped their teacher’s ass, making her gasp. “Look at him and tell him what a fucking little crybaby he is.”



“Jordan,” Ms. Poole said, but she was… she was
 smirking
 .



“Go on. Tell him he’s a fucking loser.”



The sweet brunette teacher’s eyes fixed on Brett’s small cock in his hand as he kept stroking. “Pathetic,” she whispered, then moaned sharply as Jordan thrust hard into her cunt. Brett could actually hear the squelching of his dick inside her.



Jordan smacked her ass again, making her buck. “You can do better than that. Tell him what you really think.”



“Little… pathetic… loser,” Ms. Poole whimpered, each word emphasized by one of Jordan’s brutal thrusts. “Always crying about something. Oh God, oh fuck…”



“I came in here after school…” Jordan said, gripping her waist and her shoulder, fucking into her fast, his skin slapping against her ass. “…and we had a pretty good laugh about you. I… ahh… showed her the video I took of her ass… and I told her… told her what a great ass it is… then I kissed her… got her panties aside… started fingering her. And she was still laughing… about you… you stupid piece of shit.”



“Oh shit, oh shit,” Brett whimpered, and his come squirted out of him in an arc and hit the tiled floor.



“Fucking loser,” Jordan said. “Isn’t he, baby?”



“Yes! Yes!” Ms. Poole wailed. “He’s a fucking loser! Little cock… whining… pussy!” Her eyes rolled up. “Oh God, oh God, I’m coming again, I’m… coooming!”



Tears rolled down Brett’s cheeks. He walked backwards, hit one of the tables, moved around it absently, and dropped into a chair, his hands rising to his face.



“I’m tired of you, Brett,” Jordan said, fucking Ms. Poole with wild swings of his hips as she gurgled and cooed, her eyes rolling up, her tits brushing the desk with every thrust. “So I’m going to let you in on, ah, a little secret.”



“No,” Brett whimpered.



“But it’s so fucking funny,” Jordan said. “You want to know the reason why Harper won’t fuck you?”



“No!” Brett shouted, but it was weak, and he couldn’t stop staring at the dazed, insane look of happiness on Ms. Poole’s face.



“Remember Homecoming, when she said she’d be right back and she disappeared for like… half an hour?”



“No no no,” Brett moaned.



Jordan grinned as he grabbed Ms. Poole’s arms and pinned them behind her back, her cries now timed to his savage fucking. “I took your girlfriend’s virginity in the guys’ bathroom, Brett. Right up against one of the stalls. She was eighteen for two weeks and I had her screaming my name.”



“You’re lying, she’s, she’s saving herself for m-marriage, you’re a liar-”



Jordan snatched at the phone beside them on the desk. He stopped fucking Ms. Poole only long enough to play a video, holding it out. On the screen was Harper, on her knees and lovingly running her lips up and down the side of a big cock — Jordan’s cock.



“Fuck, you look good doing that,” Jordan said on the video.



“Her first time sucking a dick and it was mine,” the bully said in the present. He gripped Ms. Poole under the waist as Brett stood up, tears falling fast and hard down his cheeks. Jordan stood too with Ms. Poole in his arms, and settled back onto her chair. She mounted him like that, or maybe he never slid out of her, but either way she started bouncing with her ass to him, gripping the arms of the chair as he cupped her big tits.



Brett fled, holding his jeans up with one hand and slamming the door shut behind him. Ms. Poole giggled again, twisting her head so the bully could kiss her and shove his tongue deep in her mouth. She arched her hands above her head, wiggling on his cock like she was dancing.



“Wait until that little shit finds out why his mom is never going to show up for prom,” Jordan said. “She’s already rented a room for us. And she bought a dress.”



Their teacher laughed and pulled off him. Quick as she could, she twisted around and dropped to her knees, her soft, kind eyes no longer so soft or so kind as she sucked what she could of him fast and hard. He’d come inside her mouth for now, Jordan decided, but soon enough he’d get the teacher home and nut up in her.



Shit, he thought, stretching an arm behind his head in the moments before he flooded Ms. Poole’s mouth with come. Maybe if she didn’t have to chaperone the dance, he’d get her to film the whole thing.









Taking the Hot Librarian in the Stacks



 



The sacred stillness of the library was broken only by the librarian’s soft, breathy moans. His fingers felt so good against her wet folds that she couldn’t help herself, even at the risk of being caught.



The bunched fabric of her short skirt rose even higher as Javier stopped kissing her neck long enough to glance down at her pink and black bikini briefs. Natalie dressed like this just for him, her favorite senior, the one who had taken a few minutes every day since he turned eighteen to stop by and visit. His crush on her was adorable, his attention so very hot. Now, finally, after months of teasing, they were doing something about it.



His lips returned to her neck and she cocked her head, eyes closed, moaning again as he licked and kissed that sweet spot. His fingers moved inside her lazily, as though they had all the time in the world.



“Feel how tight your pussy is around my fingers,” he whispered against her skin, making Natalie shiver.



“Y-yes,” she whimpered. And she was, too. She had only ever been with two guys, one in high school, one in college. Her dating life was sheltered, her crippling shyness leaving her wanting but never partaking. Why she said yes that day she’d never know, but oh God, how glad she was that she finally caved to Javier.



His thumb brushed her clit and her hips spread even wider. She nearly lost her sense of place and leaned backwards, stopping herself when she realized to do so would mean knocking over the bookshelves behind her. He steadied her with his free hand pressing tight against her lower back. She could feel his smile against her neck and twisted her head so she could kiss him properly again.



His dark eyes lit up with impish delight and he returned her kiss with more emphatic thrusts of his fingers inside her. His big thumb roughly brushing her clit made sparks flutter through Natalie, her breathing intensifying as her eyes slid shut again.



“No,” Javier breathed against her lips. “Look at me. Are you close?”



“Yesss,” she whimpered.



“Then I want to see those beautiful eyes when you come.”



Christ, he was so young and yet so good, not just with his fingers but his words. She knew he’d slept with at least half his female classmates but good God his words had a confidence men twice his age didn’t have.



She stared into his eyes, lips parted, her tongue slipping across them as she blinked away tears of pleasure. He kissed her again, and there in his unchecked eagerness was the teenager in him. His fingers moved faster and faster inside her and against her clit, and she clutched at his face, kissing him again, tongues sliding together as the pleasure crashed through her.



“Oh, oh God, Javier!” she whimpered, still so quiet.



He grinned and kept fingering her, his other hand dropping to her ass and his thumb sliding through the cleft of her cheeks through her bikini briefs. His thumb rested against her asshole and she gasped as he nipped and sucked at her neck again.



“I’m on the pill,” she whispered, “you can fuck me, you can take me, you can come inside me…”



His face transformed into something more animalistic. He glanced around, then grabbed her hand and led her back towards the end of the row of books. She kissed him again and again as he slid down his basketball shorts. When he took her hand and put it on his rock-hard cock, she gasped. He was big, so fucking big, and now she knew why so many of the senior girls giggled or looked so loopy when they talked about him in hushed whispers.



He pulled Natalie’s blouse free of her skirt and raised it up over her tits in her black bra. It was nothing special but he feasted his eyes on the way the underwire propped up her big tits. Without a word and still glancing around as though they might get caught, he tugged the cups down just far enough to get a view of her thick, full nipples. He bent to suck one into his mouth and she twisted her head to the side, stroking his cock as he sucked and licked her nipple.



“D-don’t tease,” she whimpered, “not this first time.”



He shot straight up and gripped her chin again to twist her head towards him. His fingers went to her panties again, tugging them down so she could kick them free. His eyes gleamed as he took in her bare sex, completely free of hair thanks to regular lasering.



He stepped in closer, taking her ass in his hands and lifting her against the solid wood paneling of the side of the bookcase. The points of her heels scrapped along his legs as he positioned himself against her pussy, this senior, this high schooler, ten years younger than she was but deliciously legal and oh so fucking handsome and strong.



His hands ran down to the black hose along her legs and back up again. He stared into her eyes again as he slid into her, his big cock barely squeezing into her tight little cunt.



“Fuck,” he said, his eyes widening.



She blushed but didn’t respond. Couldn’t, really. As he filled her with inch after inch of his cock it was all she could do not to shout her pleasure. Dimly she was aware of someone opening the door to the library and calling her name. Javier pressed a hand to her mouth but didn’t stop, driving deeper into her pussy as she licked his palm. Her name was called again, Meg, a history teacher off that hour, and Natalie fought the insane urge to shout that she was in the stacks getting the stuffing fucked out of her by one of their students.



But she didn’t. The door shut again, the library falling silent, and Javier’s hand fell from her lips. He began to bounce her on his cock as she plunged her lips against his, her heels digging into the backs of his legs, her tears of pleasure falling fast now. He was so good, stroking up into her hard. Slow, at first, but when she whispered urgently in his ear, “Hurry,” he began to move with purpose, driving into her harder, faster.



Gone was the dark triumphant glee from his eyes and in its place was pure intensity. They were eyes that could have lit the world on fire around them. His hands on her ass squeezed with every hard flex of his cock. Behind them somewhere, books toppled off the shelves as Javier shoved into her harder and harder.



“Fuck me, fuck me, come inside me,” she breathed.



“Goddamn, Ms. Erickson,” he growled. He stopped though, just for a second, one of his hands going for her hair. She knew what he wanted and chuckled throatily as he tugged it free of her ponytali. It spilled down her shoulders and he sighed happily, again a flash of the young man peeking through his swagger.



That laughed turned into a sharp moan when he started bouncing her on his cock again, even harder still. More books fell and if he kept going like that, the whole bookcase would topple over into the next row of them and that would surely bring attention they didn’t need down on them. But she was too far gone to voice her concern, her body out of control and rushing towards another climax, his big cock stroking her spot just right.



She dropped her face to his shoulder, glasses falling off and tumbling down to the ground. This would have panicked her normally but now she didn’t care. There was no thought in her head except that thrumming need to come, to experience this to its fullest, the dark taboo of her nineteen-year-old student fucking her.



When she came, she bit him. She didn’t mean to but it spurred him on, a sharp hiss escaping him. Javier fucked her even harder, his cock and her body aking clapping sounds that thundered through the empty library. Her eyes rolled up as the pleasure cascaded, the orgasm either never ending or rolling into a third or fourth or whatever the fuck the count was.



“Ms. Erickson,” he breathed.



“Do it, do it,” she begged him, her voice high and whiny. “Come inside me, I need to feel it I need to feel you… oh, oh fuck!”



He flexed hard. Warmth shot inside her, filling her up. She twisted her head and sucked his neck, loving the taste of sweat he’d missed after his PE class. He wasn’t done with her yet, though, and as he bounced her still on his softening cock, he breathed, “Fuuuuck, Ms. Erickson.”



“Tell me this isn’t the only time we’re doing this,” she told him breathlessly him as her feet dropped to the floor again, her legs shaking.



“You liked that? Beg me for more.”



His tone wasn’t serious but she reached down and pulled him free of her. His smirk turned to surprise when she dropped to her knees and took his come-coated cock in her hands.



“Please. Please, Javier. Don’t let this be the only time you come in here and fuck me.”



He stared for a long moment, then seemed to come awake. “Get your glasses and put them on while you’re sucking me.”



She did, reaching around him and hoping they weren’t broken. They weren’t, and when she looked up at him and took his cock in hand and in her mouth again, he looked pleased. He ran his hand along the side of her cheek as she sucked him into her mouth to clean him off, her dark eyes staring up at him worshipfully.



“You want me to fuck you again?”



She let his cock slip free and nodded earnestly before moving to one of his enormous, hairy balls. This she licked too, still staring up at him.



“This Saturday. Your house. And I’m going to bring along a couple of friends.” At her widened eyes, he grinned. “No one under eighteen. But we’re going to fuck you in every hole, Ms. Erickson.”



“Yes,” she whimpered. “I’ll be yours. All of yours.”









The Professor’s Had Enough!



 



Dr. Garrett James had enough. The moment twenty-year-old Keeley glanced around casually at the rest of the class to see if anyone was watching and then popped one more button on her blouse to flash him a hint of her black bra-encased tits, he was done fighting.



They could have his job. He didn’t give a shit anymore. Fucking the tight-bodied cheerleader was now no longer a fantasy. It was going to be a reality, no matter what came from it. “She’s half your age” had stopped being a klaxon warning when it came to Keeley and more like a thumping beat he couldn’t ignore. He had to have her, those long, athletic legs, that tight little ass, that lean body, those perky tits she loved to show off in her tight tops. And even more than that, he had to see her finely featured face, those dark eyes and that smirk transform from the pleasure he was about to give her.



He was surprised at how level his voice was the rest of class. If it had reflected his internal monologue as he tried not to stare at Keeley’s sly grin or her tits, his voice would have been nothing short of a growl. As it was, he finished the lecture on the Cuban missile crisis, told the class as he always did to have a good afternoon, and added in his deep baritone, “Ms. Ross. Stay behind a minute.”



She remained seated at her table, pen in hand and at her pink-painted lips as the rest of the class filed out. Garrett closed the door after them. The next classroom was empty all afternoon, so nothing to fear there. Not that he was worried about being found out. He was like a bull readying itself to charge a matador, unseeing and unfeeling except for the lust roaring in his ears.



To Keeley, he curled a finger. She stood and walked to the front of the class, giving her hips a little swish. Unlike the dozens of other times she’d done that exact same walk in his presence, this time, Garrett didn’t stop himself from staring. Her eyes lit up, and her fingers went to the hem of her short skirt.



“Yes, Professor?” she asked in her breathless singer’s voice.



“We’ve talked about the teasing before,” he said.



“Oh no. Was I being bad again?” she asked.



Do or die.



Garrett moved. His big black hand encircled her slim tanned arm and she gasped as he bent her over his desk. “I’ve had enough,” he said. “So you either knock it off or I do something about it.”



“Then do something about it, Dr. James.”



He raised her skirt up and over her slim, taut little ass. The thong she flashed him a few times in class as she crossed and uncrossed her legs hugged the bulge of her sex. Rumor had her as a cocktease, with a lot of dates and no steady boyfriends in the last few years.



“Look at this pretty little ass,” he said, and cupped and squeezed one of her cheeks. “Such a shame to have to spank you, Ms. Ross, but that’s what teasing little sluts like you get.”



“Oh fuck,” she whimpered, and jerked hard when his hand come down on her cheek for the first time with a sharp crack. He wasn’t fucking around. If this was happening, he was going zero to sixty.



“You hold still and you take your punishment for once in your cocktease life,” he said gruffly, and smacked her ass again.



“Fuck, oh fuck!”



“Such a dirty mouth, Ms. Ross. I’m going to have to wash it out with my big fucking cock and my come down your throat.”



Her spanked her ass again, then yanked her thong down to her knees. She had a big peach of a pussy, and she was gleaming with her need. He stopped long enough to trace her full, fat lips with his thumb.



“Look at you. You’re wet for this.”



“Y-yes, always wet for you in class, mmm…” Her head came up sharply and her mouth fell wide open as he spanked her again and massaged the reddened cheek. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, that feels so good.”



“There’s a rumor around campus you’re a virgin. That true?”



“N-no.”



“How many guys have you slept with?”



“Just two. M-my…” CRACK! “Ohh, oh shit, ohhh… my high school boyfriend and a guy my fr-freshman…” CRACK! “…year!”



She howled the last word. He plunged two of his meaty fingers into her wet pussy, feeling her tightness envelope him. Jesus, she really was nearly virginal. He licked his lips and grinned.



“You’re mine now, little slut.”



“Y-yes, y-yours, I’m yours, Professor, mm, your fingers feel so good…”



“No one else’s cock touches you unless I say so.”



“Yessss, only you, Dr. James…”



HIs fingers pumped inside her. He spread her cheeks wide with his other hand, staring at her little bleached bud before diving in and giving it a long lick. Keeley’s head came up sharply and she stuttered out a laugh.



“Oh, oh my God, you’re licking my a-ass, that’s so fucking dirty…”



“You like that?” he asked, and plunged his tongue into her delicate hole.



“Yesss, I love it, lick my ass, fuck, oh fuck…”



She was doing something with her hands but he was only dimly aware of it as he licked and fingered her. No way she could take his cock in her ass, not without some toys, but he was looking forward to the idea of buying her some butt plugs and her showing them off to him in class. Finally his eyes flicked upward when she dropped her blouse to the side. As she began to rock back against his face, she shimmied out of her thong too, leaving her only in her bunched up skirt and bra. No escaping this if anyone opened that door. Had he locked it? Fuck it, he didn’t care.



Keeley thrust back at him, rising and falling on her toes. “Dr. Jaaaames, ungh, ungh, just… a little… harder!” He obliged and she cried out, “Yes! L-like that, keep fingering me like… thaaat!”



She came, and he had to have her, He rose to his feet, his slacks down and his cock in hand before she’d come down. She collapsed forward onto her elbows, looking back over her shoulder at him, eyes wild as he slid inside her.



“Ohhhh, fuck!” she wailed — right as the door opened.



Garrett’s TA Ryan gaped at them. He was a tall, lean-muscled young man with a retro-Afro and thick glasses he preferred over contacts, glasses that now made his widening eyes seem huge.



“You… you had a… an appointment,” Ryan stammered.



Garrett thought fast and grinned. “Get in here and shut the door.”



“Dr. J-James?” he asked.



“Come on. You don’t mind, do you, Keeley?”



As if to emphasize the question, Garrett bucked into the twenty-year-old cheerleader. She laughed throatily and dropped her head as she stared at the TA. “I don’t mind,” she said throatily. “Is he watching… or joining in?”



Garrett cocked an eyebrow and grinned at Ryan. The young man glanced all around, then shot inside and nearly slammed the door shut in his haste. As he locked the door and started stripping, Garrett leaned in and whispered into Keeley’s ear, “Get on the desk now, little slut. And don’t forget. You’re mine.”



She shivered. He pulled out of her slowly, his big cock making a sound not unlike a cork being pulled free. She hurried off what remained of her clothes and crawled onto the desk. Garrett stopped her with a hand on her shoulder before she could get too far.



To Ryan, he said, “Lay down on the desk. She’s going to blow you.”



“Fuck,” Ryan said, in complete awe. He couldn’t stop staring at Keeley’s perky tits and her big pink nipples. Slowly he climbed onto the desk and positioned himself.



“Are you on the pill, little slut?” Garrett asked.



“The… the shot…”



“Good,” he said.



“Oh fuck,” she gasped as he pushed back inside her. To Ryan, babbling, she added, “He’s big, he’s so big…”



But Ryan was no shrimp either. She took his long cock in her hands as Garrett jerked her forward with his hard thrusts. Her head descended, silky blonde hair falling around Ryan’s lean hips, and his TA gasped, “Oh shit, oh shit, she’s really…”



Garrett chuckled darkly. “Keep doing good work for me the rest of the year and this might not be the only time I let you take her out for a test drive.”



“Best job ever,” Ryan said.



Around his cock, Keeley chuffed out another laugh. She devoured him with eager slurps, her head bobbing up and down as much as she could manage with her professor stuffing her cunt full again and again.



He loved that sight of her, her pert, reddened ass thrust up high, the rest of her low, her tits nearly brushing the surface of the desk as she sucked and licked Ryan’s cock.



His twenty-one-year-old TA lay on the desk with a shocked expression, staring at the young blonde until he finally got in the game and laced his hands together on her head. He began to pump up into her timidly, as though someone was going to tell him it was wrong. But the pleasure overtook his hesitance, and soon he was staring down at Keeley and fucking up into her mouth.



“My little slut’s been teasing me every class this semester,” Garrett said. “Flashes of her bra, her panties, sucking on pens and pencils. As of today… mm… fuck… I decided I’m done with it all. She’s my good little slut now, aren’t you?”



“Esssss!” Keeley gasped around Ryan’s cock as Garrett hilted himself to the balls inside her.



This wasn’t all that Garrett had planned for Keeley but he didn’t want to clue his TA to the visions of debauchery flashing through his mind. Keeley was friends with so many of the campus’s hottest of-age students, cheerleaders and track runners and members of the volleyball team and the rodeo squad, all of them well over eighteen. He imagined them in a row on his big king-sized bed at home, asses high just like this, his big black cock plunging in and out of their tight little pussies. He imagined dumping gallons of come inside them, getting them together in twos and threes. Keeley was the capstone to all of it, and with her crying out his name as he smacked her ass again, the mad professor knew it was all within reach.



Fuck the job. He wanted cunt.



They stuffed her for minutes like that, Keeley alternating between gagging on Ryan’s cock and moaning as Garrett rammed her from behind. He wet his thumb and ran it around the rim of her asshole, then drove it in, making her yelp around Ryan’s cock.



Her response was immediate, her thrusts back against his cock speeding up and her fingers raking Ryan’s abs and hips. She came up off the TA gasping, “Ohhhhh, God, mmmmm, Professor, keep doing that, keep… making me… fuuuuuck!”



Ryan took his cock in hand, jacking it fast and hard as he watched the cheerleader come. Garrett was sort of surprised the virginal dork had lasted as long as he did, but now he was clearly racing towards the edge so Garrett smacked Keeley’s ass to get her attention. She looked over her shoulder at him, panting hard, her eyes wild.



“Suck him back down again, little slut,” he told her. “He’s about to come down your throat. Swallow every drop now.”



“Yuh huh,” she agreed fervently, and dove back down to gobble Ryan’s cock . Her head drove up and down his length. “Hurk! Hurrrrk! Gwork gwork hurrrrk!”



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, here it comes, Keeley,” Ryan gasped. His eyes rolled up and his mouth hung open. His hips jerked and his knees spread wide. Keeley stilled, and when she came back up, it was with a gasp and another breathy laugh.



“Every drop, Professor,” she said in a sing-song voice.



“Good. That’s very good,” Garrett said. He pulled out of her, making her protest, but another smack of her ass reminded her he was in charge. With Ryan still dazedly watching, Garrett pulled his student off the desk and guided her to the office chair behind the desk.



She got the idea and climbed on his lap while he feasted on her nipples, sucking one, the other, then pushing her tits together and grunting into them. She giggled and ground on his cock with her slick folds until he got the message.



When she sank down on him, her face was the picture of pure bliss. By that point, Ryan was watching close by, grinning. Neither Garrett or Keeley paid him any mind. The professor stared up into his student’s face, his big hands on her hips and ass, lifting her up and dropping her on his fat cock. She gripped his shoulders and shivered head to toe. Soon she got into it too when she figured out how much of him she could take, undulating on him and thrusting her breasts into his face again.



Like this, he wasn’t going to last. The view of her ass had been spectacular, but this, this was heaven. The beautiful blonde seemed to know it too, grinning down at him as her hands left his shoulders and went to her ass. She rode him harder and harder, gasping now, and he was close but he was not going to come before her.



“I’m coming, I’m coming again for you, Dr. James,” she cooed.



“Fuck,” Ryan moaned. It was the first word he’d spoken in minutes and still they ignored him.



“That’s it, that’s it, come for me, little slut.”



“Your slut,” she said dreamily.



“I tell you to come to class not wearing any panties, you going to do it?”



“Yes, Dr. James,” she said, a keen entering into her voice. Her eyes were unfocused now, looking slightly above his shoulder.



“I tell you to come to my office and drain my balls, you going to do it?”



“Yessss! Yes, I’ll suck your cock, and drain you dry, and… and… just… oh, ohhhh…”



Garrett gripped her by the back of the neck, staring up into her eyes. She looked back, dazed, mouth open. “I tell you to crawl on your hands and knees to me in the middle of a class so I can fuck this pretty pink cunt right in front of all your classm-”



“Yes!” she wailed. “I’ll do it! I’ll b-beg you for your cock in front of everyone! I’ll bend over your desk and you c-can fuck me and everyone can watch me be your good slut, your best slut, ohhhhhh, FUCK!”



That was it for both of them. She came as Ryan shot for the door, probably to look out and see if anyone heard. Garrett still couldn’t be bothered to care. The blonde on his lap was practically drooling, a big vacant smile on her face, her eyes unfocused again as he lifted her and planted her on the desk. Her legs kicked at the air in lazy circles, her breath stuttering out of her as he bucked into his student hard, three, four strokes of his black cock inside her pink pussy and then he was coming, coming, coming.



They were a long minute like that, face to face, Garrett dropping his head to her tits again, catching his breath. When he finally pulled out of her Keeley nearly slid to the floor. Ryan was still at the door but watching them, slack-jawed.



“Go get some damp paper towels,” Garrett told him.



“Huh?”



Garrett repeated himself, and Ryan jumped to it, collecting his clothes and racing out of there. The professor turned back to his student, who now rested on one elbow and played with the come leaking out of her pussy with the other. Watching him, she smirked and raised her come-drenched fingers to her lips and sucked them.



“Fuck,” he grunted. “What are you doing this weekend?”



“You, I hope. Again and again and again.”



“Who else on your cheerleading squad is going to be around?”



At first, the question confused her, but when Keeley realized what her professor was really asking of her, she grinned wider. “Which ones do you want?”



He went to her and slid his fingers through more of the come puddled on the desk. He fed it to her, and she studied him with the same amused eyes as from class.



“All of them.”









Pregnant Professor Gets It Hard from Her Baby’s Daddy – Her Student!



 



Even in the middle of class, Lane’s smirk always made Anne want to dip a hand to the swell of her belly — and lower still. She tried to ignore the twenty-year-old but it was impossible. His dimples, his short, spiky dark hair, his muscles… and of course, the cock he played with right there in the back row as she lectured them on Napoleon.



He was so bold, and always had been since she had him for a fall class the previous semester. The Monday after his first game of the season, he came to her after class and asked her how she liked his playing. She laughed him off, knowing his advance for what it was. But the next home game, she went to watch Lane again, and every time the team scored, he’d look right at her in the stands, his eyes hungry and dark.



Two days later, Anne dropped to her knees in the classroom, the twenty-year-old’s cock between her lips, him with a fistful of her dark hair. In another week, he had her begging for him to come inside her unprotected, desperate cunt.



Given the way members of the football team leered at her in the hallway over the next seven months, Lane hadn’t been quiet with his secret, but Anne didn’t care. He had her drunk on him. One day she’d protest that they shouldn’t be doing this anymore, that she could be fired, and the next she would beg him to drill her against the wall of her office, her big tits bouncing in time with the pounding.



Now, Anne stared at his cock, trying not to rub her swollen belly. In the earliest days of her pregnancy, she could resist her urges, but now she was horny all the fucking time. Never so often as when Lane was in her class, his second with her. She’d think about him on his knees, eating her out or fucking her in the classroom, and she’d get so wet she was surprised it didn’t show.



At that moment, she was thinking about a date she went on early in her pregnancy when she was still trying to deny to herself that Lane was the man she wanted. The guy she was with, a programmer, was sweet but immensely dull, and made all the more pitiable with his self-deprecation. Fed up, halfway through the meal, Anne texted Lane with her address. When she’d seen off the bumbling programmer, she went home and brought a student into her house for the first time, fucking his brains out until nearly three in the morning. Though they fucked before that four or five times, it was the moment when Anne finally gave control over to Lane, when she realized she cared more about getting railed by a student fifteen years younger than her than she did her job.



“Dr. Murphy?” one of the students asked.



Anne blinked and refocused, trying to smile. “Sorry, lost my train of thought.” She started talking again about Napoleon and Russia, and continued her slide show. The minutes ticked by interminably slow. made even worse by Lane’s languid show of stroking his cock. By now it gleamed with his precome, and she ached to have it sliding between her legs or her lips. Right at that moment, she didn’t care which.



Finally, the timer on her phone noting the end of class went off. Her students stood and did the zombie walk out. Lane zipped himself up and followed them, but when he was sure no one was coming back to class, he doubled back and shut the door behind him.



“You make it so hard to concentrate,” Anne said.



He ignored that and came to her. “How wet are you for me today, Dr. Murphy?”



“Get on your knees and find out,” she said.



Lane chuckled and did just that. She rested a hand on the desk behind her as he lifted her dress and took in her panties. “Soaked,” he said, making her blush.



He tugged them down and ran his hands up and down her thighs. She didn’t like how thick they were this deep in the pregnancy but he did. He liked her softer, liked her bigger breasts, her swelling belly. She had unlocked in him a pregnancy kink that burned as hot as the taboo of their relationship.



“Spread your legs,” he growled, and when Anne did, he dove in. Skilled though he might be on the football field, here was his true mastery, his tongue sliding through her thick folds with expert precision and the eagerness of youth. She gripped the table and clutched at his head with her other hand, pulling him tighter, letting him know how much she liked this with little gasps and moans. They couldn’t get much louder than that. The room wasn’t in use the rest of the day but the one next door was. It made it so much fucking hotter to think of those students occasionally hearing the tiniest moan or scrape of the desk across the floor and wonder what it was.



She jumped when Lane sucked her clit into his mouth and worked it with his tongue. It was so much more sensitive than it had been at the beginning of the school year. Whether that was due to the pregnancy or just the fact that Lane turned her on constantly, she wasn’t sure. But it didn’t take him long at all before she was flexing her hips against his mouth, begging him for release.



“Make me come, make me come, then fuck me,” she murmured.



He stared up at her, the dark pools of his eyes drawing her in as his head bobbed. When he slid two fingers into her, she gritted her teeth, trying to fight the moans that wanted to escape her. Still she couldn't help sucking in a lungful of air when he curled a finger inside her, brushing her oh-so-sensitive walls.



Tendrils of pleasure roped through her, and she strained not to cry out. The orgasm held her for long seconds, her hands tangling in his hair and keeping him right where he was. Lane kept licking and fingering her until she gasped for air again, and then he shot up her, his face wet with her juices. She kissed him eagerly but he wasted no time, spinning her around and freeing his lengthy cock. Lane spanked her ass and she bent over the desk for him. Her ass was so thick and full now and it rippled as her student sheathed himself inside her with one hard thrust, knowing good and well how hard she could take it.



And take it Anne did. They were too pressed for time and secrecy to not take, so she eagerly thrust her ass back against him, as he buried that prick in her again and again and again. Her big breasts and full stomach brushed the desktop, the cool top and friction stiffening her nipples through the fabric of her dress.



His thrusts were animalistic, his breathing harsh and ragged as he took her. She twisted her head to look at him and he fed her the fingers he’d just been using to get her off. She sucked them, eyes half-lidded, and oh fuck, she was going to come again so fast for him.



He moved that hand, grabbing her bouncing breast and squeezing it. Her ass rippled against his muscular hips. Laughter broke out in the next class and in the midst of it she threw back her head, her orgasm on her again, the pleasure overwhelming every nerve inside her body and leaving her nearly boneless.



His hips jerked up, his breath catching, then releasing with a gasp, “Fuck, Anne, fuck!”



Warm ropes splashed against her walls and she cooed her pleasure, both of them too loud but the other classroom so raucous at the moment it didn’t matter. His hips smacked against hers a few more times and finally he pulled out, panting hard. Anne dropped onto her elbows, her face dipping to the cool desk.



Lane found tissues in her purse and brought them to her to help her clean up. She gripped his shoulders, staring him in the eyes. He grinned, the charming little shit, and kissed her again and again.



“I need to get to my office,” she murmured.



“See you this weekend?”



She kissed him again for an answer to that, and he gripped her ass, his fingers slipping into her cleft and his thumb pressing against her bud. It made her shiver with pleasure, that hint of what he wanted to do to his professor that weekend, what she’d inevitably let him do, becuase Anne would never say no to him.



Lane found her panties under the desk. He gave them to her and slipped out into the hallway. He knocked on the door behind him, giving her the signal it was all clear. She took a moment to collect herself, then followed.



Jogging to catch up with two young women, Lane was well ahead of Anne already when she emerged from the old building. He wrapped his arms around them amiably to their laughter. When he twisted to look back over his shoulder, Anne’s hand went to her belly instinctually, and his grin grew wider.



Go ahead. Fuck them
 , she thought to him. 
 Fuck any of those little college sluts you want. Take them all. But you belong to me, and I belong to you.



Her hand stayed on her belly. “That’s your daddy,” she whispered. A colleague waved, and she nodded and smiled back, her mind locked on the weekend and even more pleasure to come.









The Frat Takes the Professor



 



Dr. Kim Holmes bounced on top of the student’s dick to the beat of a song she didn’t recognize, something intense, something pounding. He gripped her firm ass even tighter, moaning, though she couldn’t hear him over the music and the cheers of his frat brothers.



“Get it! Take it, slutty professor!”



“Oh fuck, she’s loving this!”



God help her, she was. The frat had a certain reputation among the other professors, one Kim discovered that night was true. Pledges all had to be a certain size and pass plentiful, rigorous testing from one of the sororities on campus. Those who made it were at the very peak of human sexuality. Every single one of the guys surrounding Kim was bigger than anyone she’d ever been with.



All of them had come once already. The party started with the school’s sexiest professor on her knees on a training mat, sucking and jerking them off until they splattered her hair, her face, and her tits in her camisole with their never-ending yummy young come.



Now she rode them one by one, or they fucked her pussy from behind. The outfit she wore when she was escorted into the frat house was in tatters and scattered all over the floor. The blouse, opened three buttons to show off the cleavage so many students dreamed about, was now missing two more buttons. Someone tore her cami to reveal her tits, and now it rested beside the blouse, sticky with their come. They kept her in the skirt and panties at first, while Jace Burrows snapped picture after picture of her ass and pussy as she sucked dick after dick, but that too had been discarded, the zipper torn in the process until someone cut the fabric away with scissors, taking her panties with it.



Now, the only thing she still wore were her heels. They kicked at the mats under her knees as she bounced on top of the junior. She had him once for a class, Kim thought distantly. Never in a million years had she thought she’d ever fuck him.



The thought made her twist her head side to side, looking for Sean, the head of the fraternity, the only one who hadn’t come yet, the one who talked her into this over four years of whispering in her ear after class. He too was the only student who had ever talked her into dropping to her knees and blowing him in her classroom, after her husband cheated on her. After the divorce, Sean was the first and only student she allowed in her bed, railing her so hard she screamed his name when she came.



And now, he was the only student who had ever convinced Kim to take nearly twenty guys over one fucking incredible night. They both knew word of this would get out. She told him that while he was fingering her pussy in her office as she sat on his lap. Sean didn’t promise her anything. Didn’t try to assuage her fears. He simply fed Kim’s greedy cunt his cock, and told his teacher with a handful of her tits to be there and have the ride of a lifetime.



She agreed.



There he was, at the fringe, drinking a beer and watching with all the intensity she felt. It was his burning eyes that sent her over the edge, her moans more for him than anyone else in the room. “Mmmmm, uh, uh, mmmmm, mmmmm, fuuuuuck!”



She came, her head rolling back, her breasts thrust out. Someone stepped up and took a fistful of hair. Not forceful, but definitely letting her know what he wanted. Jace, still with his camera in hand. “Give me a smile and a peace sign, professor,” he said, and there was a roar of approval from the guys as she gave him a wide grin, showing off her pearly white teeth. She winked and flashed the camera the peace sign as Jace brought his cock to her lips.



Movement through the crowd of guys. Sean finally came for her, his bottle of beer gone, and in his hand instead was a bottle of lube. He stopped to talk to big Barrett Polk, the hulking linebacker. All the other guys had sizable dicks, but Barrett put all of them to shame, his jutting up like a tree trunk. When Kim went to suck him earlier she could only fit a couple inches into her mouth.



Oh fuck
 , a dazed and wildly pleased Kim thought as Sean and Barrett approached. The show was finally really getting started.



Sean gave instructions to Jace, who pulled out of their professor’s mouth long enough Barrett could rest on his back on the mats. He swatted Kim’s ass and pointed to his dick, his words inaudible over the roaring of their attentive audience. She tentatively slid over him, barely able to straddle his big hips. It was hard not to imagine him on the football field, a veritable wall for his teammates. Now, he was about to utterly destroy her pussy, and she was ready for it, she wanted it, she 
 needed 
 it.



Kim slid down onto him, his massive cocktip spreading the professor’s pussy lips wide. “Oh, Jesus, oh FUCK!” she wailed, audible even over the music and the frat guys. The come inside her squelched around the new dick, streaming out of her and dripping onto the mats. Jace was there, right there, taking pictures of it all, of the massive dick bulging inside her as she took inch by inch. Then Jace was gripping her hair and guiding her face to his dick again, and handed the camera off to another frat brother.



Kneeling down beside her, Sena put a hand on her backside and leaned in to shout into her ear, “Ready to be stuffed, professor?”



She already was, but she nodded as best she could. Jace had her mouth so crammed full she gagged on him, reflexive tears in her eyes and joining the ones already dried on her cheeks along with the remains of her slutted-up makeup.



Sean coated his fingers with lube as the rest of the guys crowded in. He slid them around their professor’s bud, teasing her rim for their benefit as the crowd grew even more raucous.



“Holy shit! She’s really going to take it!”



“Three-hole professor!”



“Finger that slut’s ass!”



“Urk! Urk!” Kim said by way of an agreement. 
 Yes
 , she thought, 
 slide those fingers in, then fuck my ass, you stud.



His fingers teased into her and she tensed. Already so full of Barrett’s big cock, she dug her fingernails into the linebacker’s chest, her toes curling, her eyes closing. She drew a sharp breath through her nose when Jace pulled back, then she could only hold on as he grabbed her hair and started shoving his cock in and out of her mouth.



The fingers slid out, more lube was added, and she deliriously humped at Barrett as they slid back in. Triple-stuffed, though not the way she wanted it, not yet. She cried out with happiness as Sean’s fingers slid free again. After a few gestures from the frat’s president, Jace pulled out to stand beside her. Sean gripped Kim’s shoulders and pushed her down lower, giving him a better angle. He nudged his friend’s legs apart, and knelt between them, staring at his professor’s ass as Jace squatted too, feeding her his cock and gripping her hair again.



Something pressed against Professor Kim Holmes’s ass. Her student’s cock.



“MMMMM!” she wailed, aware phones were out, pictures being taken, video recording. She was aware, and she didn’t care. She took three of her students’ cocks, and only three words crossed her mind for a long minute.



So fucking full. So fucking full. So fucking full.



They took her.



Sean stretched her ass, filled her. There was nearly no room with the goliath Barrett underneath her, but the pleasure of even just a couple inches of both men was enough to drive her wild. She rocked between them as Jace fucked her face, sneering down at her. She loved it, every wild, untamed second of this. Fuck what came tomorrow. If she got fired, she got fired. If her reputation was ruined, it was ruined.



This was so worth it.



They used her, hammering into their professor from every angle, short, hard thrusts so well timed the three had to have done this before. As Jace slammed her face down the length of his cock, she wondered what slut could take them as well as she could. Three of the biggest men on campus, filling her ass, her cunt, her throat.



Jace was the first to come. He clutched her hair tighter, pulling her nearly to his root, and then he was back off her, jacking his cock hard as rivulets of drool spilled down his professor’s chin and across her big tits.



“Take my come, take it, Dr. Holmes, take every drop,” he said, and she opened wide for him, gurgling happily as he stuffed his cock back into her mouth. Not far this time. He wanted to come on her tongue. His warmth streaked out of him, so much even though this was his second time that evening and far from his last. Some of it hit the back of her throat but most of it landed on her tongue. He pulled back and snapped his fingers for the camera. It was handed over and he got a long, loving shot of the professor with his come on her tongue and gleaming on her lips. She made a show of swallowing, and croaked, “More! More fucking cock!”



But before they could replace the other young man, Sean was pulling out of her ass and lifting her up. Barrett looked irritated at that, but followed them as Sean led Kim to an overstuffed chair wrapped in a sheet for the night’s events. He dropped onto it and pulled her down on top of him, lubing his cock up again before he let her ride him. She took him even deeper that way, balanced on her hands on the arms of the chair and looking over her shoulder at him as Barrett lined up with her pussy again. When the two had a rhythm, she gestured for another guy, a sophomore, to come to her. He did, jacking his length dick as he approached.



So many young men. And she had all night to take all of them however they wanted.



Barrett clamped a hand onto one of her tits as he watched her suck down the new guy. His thrusts were erratic but hitting her at just the right angle now to really drive her wild. She writhed on top of Sean until Barrett settled her with a hand on her shoulder, fucking her faster, faster.



She came with a muted gurgle around the young man’s cock in her mouth, shivering as the pleasure erupted within her in short, wild bursts. Her ass flexed around Sean, her pussy twitching around Barrett. Her hands clawed at anything she could reach, the arms of the chair, the ass of the young man fucking her face, Sean’s hand, everything. She convulsed between the three, eyes squeezed shut.



“Aw fuck, Dr. Holmes, ah, fuck, take it, take it, slut,” Barrett grunted. “I’m gonna fucking come… fuck!”



He pounded an inch further into her pussy, stretching her and wreaking hell on her pussy. She wailed around the cock in her mouth, a cry of pure pleasure as the sensations that had just started to die down hit that peak so fast again. The big man’s load shot deep inside her, filling her again to the point where she dripped him all over. She flopped up and down, drooling out of the corner of her mouth, eyes rolled up, and Sean fucked her faster, gripping her tits.



It was the hottest moment of the hours of video the frat boys got that night, and she would replay it over and over and over again, fingering herself to countless orgasms or riding her future husband’s cock as they watched the debauchery together. Sean, his face locked in a grim rictus of pleasure as he tried to hang on, fucking up into her ass furiously. Frank, whose name she didn’t know at the time, plunging his dick in and out of her mouth as she stared up at him sightlessly. Barrett, pulling out of her stretched cunt and come pouring out of her.



The student fucking her mouth came, and her throat worked reflexively. Glug. Glug. Glug. So much inside her belly already, her new favorite treat, yummy student come.



When his cock slipped free, Sean pulled out too and told her to get up. She could barely stand, so two guys helped her off Sean and the chair. The professor didn’t have to stand upright long. Sean draped her over the arm of the chair they had just been occupying. He took the lube one last time from another student and now, solo, he hilted his cock back inside her ass.



“Ohhhh, fuck!” Kim wailed.



Without Barrett pressing in on the other side, there was so much more room for him, and she could take nearly every inch. The other guys crowded in closer, cheering him on, flashes of light popping whenever one of them took a picture. She barely noticed. The pleasure was enormous, all-consuming. All she could think was a pair of words, not quite joined but tenuously linked.



Student. Cock. Student. Cock. Student… cock. Cock. Cock. Student’s cock.



As Jace got in close for a close-up of her face, Sean grabbed his professor’s arms and pinned them behind her back. She grinned at the camera, her eyes vacant, her smile vapid. Her mind was gone to the pleasure and to the guys yet to fuck her pussy, her ass, her mouth, whatever they wanted. She was theirs that night. Their slut. Their professor.



Sean hilted himself in her once more, his come rocketing into her ass, the first of all of them that night. She whimpered happily, and the next guy was there. Lost to the oblivion of bliss, Dr. Kim Holmes let herself be guided down onto him on the chair.



The party had just begun.









Teacher’s Exxxtracurricular Fun



 



Betsy Miller never intended for it to happen. For years afterward, she probed at her memories of the night, searching for some great ah-ha moment, but the truth was, she had no idea what came over her in the moment when Sammy Moore kissed her.



Sammy Moore. Her favorite student, and at eighteen, so young she burned with the guilt and the pleasure for all those years to come just at the memory of that one crazy night.



* * *



He was terrible at memorizing lines. The gangly, pimple-spotted young man had the memory of a goldfish. But after weeks of an extra fifteen minutes with Besty in her classroom after the rehearsals, he was finally there, nailing all his lines with a furrowed brow and lots of stuttering.



Would he ever be a good actor? Oh God no. But he was going to get through this one play, and that was all Betsy cared about.



Sammy couldn’t keep his eyes above her chest. The dress was borderline risque, with a neckline that showed off plenty of her cleavage. It hadn’t mattered much during the day since she paired it with a favorite sweater, but she took that off when they were done with rehearsals. Should she have put it back on? Probably. But every time Sammy’s eyes dipped down to Betsy’s breast, she felt a harmless thrill. She knew she was giving the young virgin a show, one he’d probably take with him for the rest of his life.



There too was a pleasure she rarely let her self consciously think about. Betsy liked that the eighteen-year-old guys looked at her in and out of class. She liked being the hottest teacher in the school and knowing all the work she put into her workouts and strict dieting paid off.



But never in a million years did Betsy think she would have ever done what she did next. Or rather, that she would let a student do it to her.



Sammy sat at one of the desks in the front row, his script face down. By now they ran lines so much that Betsy had all the characters memorized that he interacted with, so she didn’t need a script either. Leaning against her desk, she folded her arms under her breasts, knowing Sammy was watching, but too excited about him potentially nailing this to pay much mind. She felt it too, the crackle of positive energy building and building.



Last line. “‘And where should we go, Mr. Tim?’”



Sammy grinned wide, showing off his braces and giant horse-teeth. No. Not a looker. But in that moment, his looks didn’t matter. All she cared about was the end of a very long, very frustrating few weeks and the satisfaction of seeing a student triumph for a change.



“‘Wherever we want to, whenever we want to.’” He shouted the words with glee and shot to his feet. “Did I do it? Did I get it right finally?”



“You did it!” Betsy shouted just as loudly and happy. She rushed him for a hug, meaning it as just that. A celebration. An end to this.



But it was the start of something much, much hotter.



They wrapped their arms around each other. Sammy held the hug a long minute and she knew it was because her breasts were against his chest. His breathing went erratic, his hands sliding slowly up and down her back. He smelled like pure teenager, sweat and funk and deodorant, but it wasn’t a bad smell. She kind of liked it.



His hands went lower, nearly to her ass. She pulled back just far enough to look up at him. He had a full foot on his speech teacher, and looked down at her with a fire in his eyes she knew from other guys.



And oh fuck, did it turn Betsy on.



Was he going to try to kiss her? Yes, she realized faintly as one of his big hands slid down to her ass and squeezed. Oh holy shit, nerdy, shy, sweet Sammy Moore was grabbing her ass and pooching his lips to bring them to hers.



Contact. Soft warmth. His breath against her lips. His mouth was open, kissing her sloppily, his tongue poking at her lips. Betsy didn’t know what to do, what to say. She should have stopped him. Should have pushed him away and demanded he leave right then and there. Instead, when his other hand went to one of her big breasts, she moaned nearly silently, and his tongue and his lips claimed her.



Fuck, Sammy was a terrible kisser, but the innocence of him turned her on all the more. This was so wrong but she couldn’t help a gasp at the feel of something hard poking her stomach. Her knees went weak as he filled his hands with her ass and her tit, squeezing both roughly, hard, too hard, but the pain brought pleasure too.



“Sammy,” she whimpered.



His hungry mouth came to her lips again, over and over, his tongue shoving in like he was fucking her mouth with it. The hand at her breast went up to her chin and cupped it as he thrust his cock instinctually against her stomach.



The little shit was bold. The hand on her ass went to her other cheek, then both slid to her shoulders and pushed her down. She went, more because her knees were weak than any real desire to blow him, but when he unzipped himself with fumbling fingers and a monster of a prick popped free, she looked up and moaned his name again.



“Sammy…”



“Suck it, Ms. Miller, please suck it.”



This… is… your… student.



Betsy didn’t know if the words in her mind were meant to stop her or spur her on. What she did know was that Sammy was tugging down his underwear, and the biggest dick she’d ever seen poked her cheek. He stunk like sweat and more teenage musk but she opened wide for him, as shocked as he was that this was happening, that she was going to blow him.



When her lips slid over him, he threw back his head like he was in a porno, but she didn’t think the effect was faked. His hands went to her shoulders and clawed into her skin. Absorbed by that look of rapture, she stared up at him as she used both hands to push back his untrimmed hairs. Her mouth sank lower, lower, her jaw sliding wider to fit every inch of Sammy she could take.



The fingers on her shoulders dug in harder as she bobbed her head back and forth. He would leave bruises. not to mention the aches she’d have in her knees from the hard floor, but Betsy didn’t care about that or the scent of him or any of it. She loved to be used, to be dominated in bed, to be taken, to feel the weight of a man on top of her, behind her, owning her, possessing her. When Sammy began to hump at her face with the eagerness of youth, she moaned and wished she could slide a hand under her dress to play with herself.



As she sucked and licked his tip with sharp, fast motions of her tongue and lips, his fingers finally relented and moved to the neckline of her dress. He tugged in both directions, rough, crude, tearing the fabric and making her breasts spill out in her bra. She must have looked a sight like that, her eagerness building even as she distantly thought that it was an expensive dress, one of her best. But again, conscious thought gave way to pleasure, his becoming her own.



“Oh man, Ms. Miller, that’s so hot, mmmm… f-f…”



She slid off him and stared up. “Fuck. Say it, Sammy.”



Betsy had no intent of teaching him everything he needed to know about sex. That night was simply about taking, but she wanted to hear the word come from his shy lips, to make this filthy act even dirtier.



With huge eyes, he stared down at her tits as she pulled down the bra. “Fuck,” he moaned.



His teacher grabbed his cock now, jacking him hard as she returned her lips to his tip, sucking it with a fervency she’d never felt with any other guy. She needed his come. Needed to swallow every drop of him. Her body rocked back and forth not just from the act she was performing, but her own need welling up inside her. He hadn’t touched her pussy but she was drenched.



“I’m.. .I’m gonna come…” he said, his hands going to her head. She wanted to pull back but he had other ideas, taking fistfuls of her long chestnut hair and pulling her down further on his cock, fucking her face now. It should have pissed her off, and might later, but in the moment it was so fucking hot.



“Urk! URK!” she sputtered each time his cock filled her. Her eyes watered and she needed to breathe. Just as she was about to slap at his ass he pulled back, giving her just enough time to suck in a breath before slamming his cock back into her mouth, his pace erratic, forceful, his eyes rolling up with each thrust.



“Urrrrk! URK! Urgh urgh urgh!”



“Here… it… comes, Ms. Miller!” he cried out, and tensed one more time, his hips shooting forward. His come flooded her throat. She gagged on him, the cream now filling her mouth too. So much of him. Holy fuck, there was just so much.



Betsy came off him with a spray of come drizzling her chin and her breasts. She fell onto her ass and dropped further, unable to help herself as she yanked the dress up over her hips and shoved a hand into her bikini briefs. “Oh fuck!” she cried out, her back arching as her fingers slid into her soaking pussy.



Sammy gaped down at her and dropped too, watching closely as her hand moved under the fabric. He pulled her panties aside, his face all scrunched up in deep concentration like he was examining a science experiment. Then his hand tentatively went to hers and he stuck another finger into her tight, slick folds. It was almost too much, and he was not gentle, but she was so close it didn’t matter. The moment he brushed her clit, her ass shot up and she came hard enough to dim her vision.



There was no words from her, just a series of gasps and grunts as he kept fingering her. Her own hand slipped free as she rode out the orgasm, her mouth working like a fish out of water, opening, closing, opening, closing. Finally she gripped his arm and shook her head. He backed away immediately, blushing.



“Did I hurt you?”



“No. No. I just… I need to get up off the ground.”



“Oh. Okay.”



He helped her up, still staring at her big tits on full display and the come drying on them and her chin. She walked to her desk on shaky legs and he was there again before she made it to her chair, pulling the back of her dress up and staring at her ass.



Betsy couldn’t help it. She leaned on the desk and thrust her ass back at him, presenting like a bitch in heat. “Eat me,” she begged him.



“I don’t know how,” Sammy admitted.



The fever in her was leaving her mindless. Betsy squirmed as his hands ran over her taut ass. “Just… just… fucking shove your face in my pussy and start licking. I’ll do the work.”



“I-”



“Shut up and eat me, goddamn it!”



The eighteen-year-old dropped, and with only another second or two of hesitation, he brought his mouth to her pussy. Thank fuck he was better at this than he was fingering her. His tongue went right through her folds, like he was licking an ice cream but from the top down. Never had she done this with anyone with braces on, and the experience was weird. She could feel the metal occasionally connecting with her sensitive skin, or through his lips. For some fucked-up reason beyond her understanding this made the experience all the naughtier, a sign of his youthfulness and the taboo of the moment.



She drove a hand between her legs again. Her palm against her clit was going to do the brunt of the work, or so she thought, but like his cock, Sammy’s tongue was extraordinarily long and she had a hard time staying upright from the start.



“Oh fuck, ohhhh fuck, lick me, eat my fucking teacher pussy,” she whined.



His breathing was already hard and ragged, but her words clearly had an effect as they became even more erratic. Music played somewhere deep in the heart of the school. 
 The janitor
 , Betsy thought dimly. 
 Blast that hip-hop, and pay no attention to the woman getting the fucking of a lifetime.



From Sammy goddamn Moore.



She would have laughed if her breath wasn’t catching in her throat. Her mouth was wide open, her eyes sightless, her hand rubbing her pussy and her clit faster and faster. Sammy’s eagerness built to a crescendo as his licks took on a furious pace. He stopped once and spat, and she didn’t understand why until she looked over her shoulder and saw him stroking his cock.



Hard again already. Holy 
 shit
 .



Heat which had never really left her core stoked until Betsy was thrusting back at his face, thinking about his young cock, about taking his virginity, about the fucking he was about to give her. She clawed at the desk, her eyes nearly white from rolling up so hard.



“Nnnngh, fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhh, Saaammy!”



Her orgasm washed over her, and she nearly collapsed. Her student. Her student had made her come twice already. She was about to be fucked by a student. She was begging for it, whimpering and not even realizing she was doing it.



“…fuck me… oh God fuck me… big fucking cock…”



He stood upright, panting and wiping his face of her wetness. Without a word, Sammy gripped his cock and poked her ass once, twice, and then he finally had the right spot and shoved into his teacher.



A virgin no longer.



“Oh shit,” he gasped.



At the same exact moment, Betsy dropped onto the desk, wailing, “Oh, fuck!”



He took. There was no subtlety to his motions, no rhythm, no anything but raw, hard fucking. His hands went everywhere, her hips, her ass, the sides of her breasts pillowing out against the surface of the desk. The desk shoved forward every time he thrust into her until it and her chair banged against the wall. Every time thereafter, as he pulled back and sank nearly to his balls inside her, filling her every inch, the desk went with them, screeching, banging.



“Ms.”



BANG!”



“Miller!”



Screech!



“Fuck me-” Betsy gibbered, her mind gone, her head twisted to one side. So good. He was fucking her so good.



WHAM!



“-fuck me-”



Screech!



“-fuuuuuuck!”



She came again, fingernails digging into her palms. And again, just a minute later when he pulled all the way out and slammed into her, his hips slapping against her ass, his hands all over what he could reach of her big tits.



The next time he pulled out, she twisted around with what little energy she had and sat up on the edge of the desk, curling a finger at him. Sweat gleamed on his forehead and he was out of breath, but then again, she wasn’t in much better shape as she spread her legs for him, the desk surface cool against her drenched, well used cunt.



He fucked into her again, her legs out in a comically wide vee at first until she regained control of them after his first few powerful thrusts. They wrapped around his bony ass and she stared at his face as he stared down at her tits. His pimples were her obsession in the last. He was no handsome boy, that was for sure, the very definition of teenage awkwardness and geekiness. His mouth opened and his braces gleamed. Why did that sight make her so fucking horny?



She rocked and bounced with his hard thrusts, her ass slapping down on the desk, her breasts bobbing with their efforts. His gaze never really wavered from them, except now and then to look up and grin.



Just eighteen. Just eighteen.



“My student…” she moaned, her voice gone in the face of her insane pleasure.



“Ms. Miller… gonna come…”



“Uh huh,” she agreed fervently. She had an IUD and even if she didn’t, there was no conscious thought left to her. She needed that hot young come inside her pussy, needed to feel him in there as deep as Sammy came down her throat.



She counted the pimples as he bucked into her hard, his bony ass thrusting back and forth. One. Two. Three. Six. Eight.



She came just moments before him, thrusting her whole body towards him, her fingers clawing at his back as she kissed his neck fervently, then brought her lips to his cheek.



“Oh, oh fuck!” he cried out, and pumped one last time, his come rocketing out of him nearly as hard as he had earlier. He filled her with warmth and she gasped his name that final time, bringing her lips to his ear and chewing on his lobe as their bodies stilled, their breaking point reached.



And like that, it was over. Sammy pulled out, and they both looked down as the mess drizzled down to the floor. “I… we…” he stammered. “We just… we…”



“Fucked,” Betsy said faintly.



He grinned. Without taking his eyes from her body, he stepped backwards, collected his clothes, and dressed. “Can we do this again?” he asked as he pulled up his jeans.



“No… I… I don’t think we should,” Betsy said. But her body betrayed her. She rubbed her pussy, squirming. He watched, his breaths deepening again. She blushed but didn’t stop until they both heard a door creak down the hallway. “Go. I’ll clean up.”



“Okay. Thanks. Holy shit, that was… I’m not a virgin anymore!”



“Good night,” Betsy said. He left, and she stared after him a long, long time, her fingers sliding back into her pussy as she rocked again, replaying the night over and over and over again until she knew she had to clean up or risk being caught.



She stood on shaky legs, looked one last time at the door, and wondered if it really would be the last time she allowed herself the pleasure of the biggest geek in school — in more ways than one.









Teacher Pounded by Two Students



 



On any other day she would have laughed off Elijah and Kevin’s advances. After all, Eva Starr was the eighteen-year-olds’ teacher. She would have never dreamed of sleeping with two students except…



…except her boyfriend Paul and the breakup that had come out of nowhere. The one that left her as angry as she was hurt. The one that made her feel like such an idiot.



Two years wasted, but maybe not. Maybe it all led to this, turning the corner at the school and seeing the two eighteen-year-old studs talking outside.



Elijah, with his side fade and long braided hair elsewhere, was the epitome of style. His designer jacket looked like it came out of some cyberpunk film, gradient gray with yellow trim. On the basketball court, Elijah was a whirlwind, a tall, lean, and efficient player. Off it, he was the school’s heartbreaker, with a long litany of ex-girlfriends.



Kevin was Elijah’s mirror on the football team, only missing out on captaincy because his cockiness as the team’s star wide receiver pissed off the coach. There were rumors too that Kevin slept with the man’s wife — was, in fact, the reason for her newfound baby bump a few months after his eighteenth birthday. The two Black students shared a lot in common in their height and muscularity, but where Elijah chose a flamboyant style, Kevin, out of uniform, preferred a more simple approach, usually khakis and a tight shirt that Eva’s eyes loved to linger on in class.



“Looking good today, Ms. Starr,” Elijah said. He brought his thumb to his lips as she neared, her high heels clicking off the sidewalk. “Goddamn, that skirt.”



She knew she did look good. The breakup had her pissed enough she dressed to kill. Her white blouse was conservative enough but she didn’t pair it with a blazer that day and she knew hints of her bra wer visible underneath. But her pencil skirt, now that was daring. It was long enough not to be scandalous but tight enough that she heard more than a few audible moans that day when she turned around to write on the markerboards. She worked hard for her figure, with lots of cardio, lunges, and squats at the gym she could barely afford. It was worth it, though. With the right workout and diet, at twenty-eight her ass was tighter than it ever had been and her waist was trim, perfect for a man’s hands.



Or two men’s hands, as it were.



“You know, I think you’ve got the best legs in school,” Kevin said. “But no way to prove it unless we could see all of them.”



Eva blushed and turned as she walked. “And if you did, what would you do then, hm?”



Kevin and Elijah looked at each other, then hurried to catch up to her. Kevin caught her arm and she couldn’t help a sharp breath or a thrust of her chest outward. He saw the movement and stared.



“Whatever we wanted to,” Elijah said softly. “Assuming you want it.”



“You never had it as good as we could give it to you, Ms. Starr,” Kevin said.



Eva looked towards the parking lot. Not many people left in the building. Then she looked at the guys, taking them in. Would they talk? Oh, almost certainly. They were teenagers. They were going to brag about this the rest of their lives.



But did she care?



No. That day, Eva did not. She wanted their dicks, and she wanted them 
 now
 .



Elijah reached up and pressed his thumb to their teacher’s lips. She opened for him and sucked the digit into her mouth. Her head worked back and forth, her eyes flicking between the two.



“Inside,” Elijah said. “Now.”



* * *



Kevin closed the door as Elijah pushed Ms. Starr towards her desk, hands on her shoulders before he moved them down to her plentiful tits. When her ass hit the edge of the desk he crowded her, his hard cock pressing against her waist through the fabric of their clothes. Eva lunged up at him, kissing him hard enough to mash his lips against his teeth. His hands were still on her tits and he squeezed, grunting his pleasure against her lips before dropping them to her ass.



Kevin joined them, tugging his shirt up and over his head and tossing it aside revealing muscles looking like they were cut by diamond. As he went for his khakis, Elijah demanded her attention by practically shoving his tongue down his teacher’s throat. She gave it right back to him, hungering for his mouth against hers, his boyish enthusiasm making her so wet.



He pulled back just far enough to look down at her top and her skirt. Together they worked the blouse up and over her head, Elijah stopping long enough to admire her big breasts in her white bra.



“Goddamn, I love those tits,” Kevin said, kicking his khakis towards his shirt.



“Ain’t got nothing on her ass,” Elijah said. He grabbed Eva by the waist and turned her so she was in profile to the desk. He found the zipper to the skirt and unzipped her as Kevin stepped up beside her. Their teacher looked down at his cock in his boxers. Christ, he was fucking huge, tenting the fabric like he had another arm down there. She licked her lips as her skirt dropped, leaving her only in her bra and panties, nearly every inch of her tanned skin on display.



Kevin stepped in like Elijah had. His hands went around her back and he undid the clasp for her bra. At the same time, Elijah slid a hand into her flimsy panties to rub her mound. She had a feeling this was far from the first time these two guys had taken a woman together.



Elijah cupped her sex, his other hand doing something. She looked over her shoulder to see him working at his pants and dropping them, then her attention was pushed back towards Kevin as the other boy leaned down to cup her breast and suck her big nipple into his mouth.



“Oh, my students, my s-students,” she whimpered as Elijah pushed a finger inside her slick cunt.



“You’re wet for us,” Elijah said, his lips nearing her ear. She twisted her head and moaned as he kissed her neck.



On the other side, Kevin feasted on her tits. He sucked one nipple while he squashed her breasts together, rough, crude, excited. At some point both men tugged their briefs down. Elijah’s hard dick ground against her lower back as he fingered her, his hips bucking against her skin with short jerks.



His palm and fingers brushed her clit and she jumped with it. “Oh fuck, like that, play with my clit…”



Elijah did, and kept on sucking and kissing her neck, his humping getting more and more urgent. His cock promised to be as big as Kevin’s, if not bigger. Kevin nipped her tit, and the pain and pleasure swirled together within her.



“Unnngh, yeah, bite it like that….” she moaned.



Elijah chuckled against her skin then pulled back. His fingers went to her hair and tugged, freeing it and letting her dirty blonde locks cascade down her neck and upper back. “That’s better,” he said, pulling the hair aside and nibbling on her ear.



“Harder, finger me harder… my clit, be rough with it.”



“Yeah?” Elijah asked. He tweaked it, and she rose up on her tiptoes, hissing with pleasure. “Like that, Ms. Starr?”



“Uh huh, n-now tease it, tease it, and then harder again… oh fuck, ohhh, fuck, Eli… JAH!”



She pushed back against him, coming, coming so hard. Kevin shot up her body and gripped her cheeks in his big hands, kissing her, thrusting his tongue in her mouth. She grabbed his ass. So firm, so fit.



“I gotta fuck her,” Kevin said.



Elijah pulled his finger free and stroked his cock while Kevin grabbed Ms. Starr up under the ass and lifted her onto the desk. She spread her legs wide for him, her pink puffy lips soaked and ready for his big cock.



He shoved into her, making her mouth work and her eyes roll up. There was no warm-up from Kevin. He went zero to sixty in no time, pounding into her as her legs kicked outward uselessly, one of her heels flying off.



“Oh my GOD oh fuck oh fuck oohhhhhhh fuck!” she keened, her long fingernails digging into his back as she hung on for dear life.



Kevin fucked her so hard her body jerked back and forth, almost like she was boneless. Her legs, already spread wide, rose higher and higher, her head bouncing like she was a bobblehead doll.



A doll. Elijah moved beside his friend, still stroking his cock.



“You’re our toy now, Ms. Starr,” he said.



“Ohhhh, ohhh, oh oh oh oh.” Her moans came to the time of Kevin’s thrusts, her eyes vacant.



“Our fuck toy,” Elijah repeated. Kevin didn’t look at him but chuckled.



“C-coming… c-coming… students… fuck, ngh, fuck…”



“Say it, Ms. Starr. Say your ours this year.”



“YOURS!” she wailed. “I’m y-yours! Your toy! Your teacher fuck toooooy!”



She arched her back up, her breasts thrust up at the air, and then she flopped back down, gurgling her pleasure, her eyes rolling up. Kevin grunted, “Ahhhhh, fuck!” and buried his cock in her one more time, coming deep inside her. So much warmth, so much come.



“Move,” Elijah told him, and Kevin pulled out of her with a slow sucking sound. His come rushed out of their sexy teacher and Elijah was there, pulling her up and onto her feet.



“Nnn God,” she whimpered, “oh my God, so good, unnnngh…”



“We’re not done yet,” Elijah said, and turned her around. He pushed her back down onto the desk, her tits squashed against the surface, and shoved his cock into her well-used cunt.



Ms. Starr’s head whipped up and she yelled, “Fuuuuuck! Eli… jah!”



Elijah ran a hand through her hair and grabbed a fistful of it. He tugged on it hard enough to keep her head upright as he pounded her from behind. His hips slapped against her ass, his black cock spreading her even wider than Kevin. She was gone in seconds, her pussy quivering around him as her throat worked, her orgasm so huge she nearly passed out from it, unable to give it voice, to do anything but hang on.



He fucked her.



Nothing was held back. Eva Starr was not like the eighteen-year-olds in his class or the college girls he occasionally hooked up with. She was a woman, and she took every inch of him, only giving voice when she was begging for it harder or faster, even when his cock was already a blur inside her.



Elijah’s friend’s come made squishing sounds with every thrust into the hot blonde teacher, and the sound soon had Kevin excited again. He sat on the teacher’s faux leather chair, stroking his cock. Elijah stopped long enough to lift Ms. Starr off the desk. his dick still buried inside her pussy. Holding her around the waist with Eva unable to stand upright, he walked her to his friend and bent her over even further. She sucked Kevin down instinctually, her lips wrapping wide around him as Elijah took her arms and yanked them back, shoving back and forth into her again and again.



She should have been on the verge of tapping out, but in that moment, Eva caught something of a second wind. Her pleasure still erupted throughout her entire body, but her mind cleared enough that she could throw herself into the blowjob. Good God, she was stuffed so hard from both ends, but she loved it. Sex had never been so good.



She was bounced free on one thrust, and gasped, “Fuck me, fuck me you studs, oh God, oh fuck, I want you in here every fucking day for this.”



Elijah laughed behind her but she paid him no mind and shoved her mouth back down on Kevin’s cock. The student clutched her head and started thrusting back up at her mouth, face fucking her as his friend pounded her from behind.



She expected Elijah to come first since he hadn’t yet, but no, soon it was Kevin panting, “Here it comes again, Ms. Starr, awwwww, fuck!”



He shoved her down one more time, his cock hitting the back of her throat before he relented and she pulled back just far enough he didn’t choke her with that thing. Even if it was his second time coming, he still filled her mouth and she chugged him down, liking the nastiness of his taste, salty and bitter. She popped free, some of his come dripping from her mouth as Elijah bounced her back and forth. It hit her chair and spattered on the ground. What, oh what, would the janitor think?



Her laugh was cut off when Elijah punched his dick deep again before pulling out.. He turned her around, guiding her again, his hands on her ass as he pushed her back towards the whiteboard. He lifted Eva and shoved her back against it. She roped her legs around his fit ass and locked her ankles together as Elijah fucked up into her, his face drawn back in a sneer of lust.



Every nerve ending inside Eva fired as he pounded her up against the wall. Her pleasure consumed her again and again, her orgasms coming so tightly together she hadn’t yet come down off the first before she was flying high again.



His muscles tensed, his eyes wild, his breaths coming in hard snorts. “Fuck, fuck, Ms. Starr, going to… going to come in you… our pussy now…”



“Yours,” she agreed fervently, then dropped her lips to his neck and breathed it again. “Your pussy. Your teacher’s pussy.”



“Fuuuuuuck!”



He shoved in hard one more time, his hips jerking with every shot of his come filling her up again. So much of him, so much of them both.



He pulled out, and Eva had never felt such despondency in her life as in that moment of loss, as though she were only complete with those two guys fucking her. She nearly fell, but Elijah caught her and led her to her chair, a stream of his come and her juices streaking the floor with every step.



Kevin went to get some paper towels to help her clean up while Elijah retrieved their clothes. He returned to her, taking her in. She instinctively spread her legs wide for him, showing off her throbbing, leaking cunt.



“I have never, not once, been fucked that good,” she croaked. “Not even close.”



He chuckled and stroked her cheek as he rubbed his spent cock with his other hand. “Our pet teacher.”









Spreading Her Legs for the Professor



 



Time to be daring.



Yvonne took her customary spot near the front of the class, cheeks burning from the thrill of what she was about to try but otherwise impassive. She smoothed her playful pink and white plaid short skirt and crossed her long, creamy legs. Dr. Russell Coate did not look in her direction. She smiled to herself. He would. Soon.



The tables for the class were angled on risers, while Dr. Coates would teach at the bottom, sometimes standing, sometimes sitting boyishly on the edge of the table that passed for his desk in the classroom. But “boyish” was no description for the forty-something professor. His face was rough-hewn, his dark eyes intense, his spill of nearly-black curls making Yvonne dream of running her fingers through them. Soon, she promised herself. Soon he would be the one to take her virginity.



A 
 real 
 man.



Class began. His eyes skimmed the students as he started up the lecture for the day, something about Poe, something no doubt spectacularly intelligent and insanely boring. It was not the words that tumbled out of Dr. Coate’s mouth that Yvonne wanted. It was that body, that cock.



She glanced around but didn’t really care if anyone saw her. There were only two people that mattered right at that moment. Herself, and Dr. Coate.



She uncrossed and crossed her legs again, and Dr. Coate finally glanced at her. She shifted, knowing her thigh was well on display under the table. His gaze lingered but he gave nothing else away. She shifted again, this time dropping a hand to her skirt and sliding it up every so slowly. It was a short skirt, but not scandalously so — that was, not until she raised its ruffles further and further up her creamy thigh.



Up. Up. Up.



This time, when his eyes landed on her, they widened. She wondered if he could see the lace of her white thong yet. White for the virgin she was. Soon that wouldn’t be the case. Soon she would have his cock inside her, giving her that little pain for the greatest pleasure.



Could Dr. Coate see how her pussy was so defined underneath? How wet the nineteen-year-old was for him? Yvonne didn’t know, but his gaze held for long seconds, his lips pressing together when he wasn’t speaking, his fingers twitching.



Her free hand rose to her lips like she was stifling a yawn. Instead, looking somewhere over Dr. Coate’s shoulder, Yvonne slipped two fingers into her mouth to the first knuckle. His spine went straight and he glanced away from her, talking again and ignoring her.



But Yvonne wasn’t to be denied.



Her wet fingers went down under the table as she finished bunching the skirt high. She slid the digits into her panties, brushing her freshly waxed mound and her clit, nearly making her come with just that little brush. Christ, this was so hot, doing this right in front of everyone. She was sure to her right across the aisle Chet Hodges could see everything she was doing, but that nerd was a nobody to her. Let him see. Let him get the thrill of a lifetime watching the cheerleader and “good student” finger herself.



She moaned. It was soft, almost inaudible, but it was there as she slipped her fingers down across her slim, wet lips. She imagined it was Dr. Coate doing this to her, running those long fingers down her sex and back up, teasing her wetness out of her, his dark eyes setting off a spark inside her that could never be put out.



“Oh fuck,” she mouthed, and his eyes shot back to her.



Her fingers brushed her clit again. The sensations made her rock without realizing she was doing it, and she slid down an inch, her legs spreading wider. His gaze did not leave her now, his words faltering as he watched the show she was putting on. Not for him, not really, but for herself. If she thought she could get away with it, she would let him fuck her in front of all her classmates, take her virginity right then and there.



Oh God. Oh fucking God.



The heat blasted through her, making her lips part. She fought the urge to stamp her feet, her body’s strange reaction to the most powerful orgasms of her life, and this, this was so much better than any pleasure she’d given herself before. Her body wanted to writhe and dance as she came and came and came, the seconds drawing out, the professor’s words a dim buzz as her hips twitched and her juices stained her thighs.



She finally came down, her breathing evening. Yvonne realized she was nearly sliding off her chair and sat up, clearing her throat and blushing hard as she looked at her as-yet powered-off laptop. Dr. Coate resumed his lecture, pointedly not looking at Yvonne the rest of the class.



Before she knew it, the timer on the professor’s smartwatch went off, letting them know the period was at an end. He told everyone to have a good day, but then looked at Yvonne and said, “Yvonne. Stay behind a minute.”



She crossed her legs again and practically licked her lips at his wolfish stare.



Time for the real fun to begin.









Hotel Room Teacher



 



Just Nate’s luck. A dream field trip with no other guys and five of the senior class’s hottest eighteen-year-old girls, but he was going to be locked up in his room like a werewolf the day of a full moon.



Even worse? His room connected to Ms. Harper’s, his math teacher and the lone chaperone for the trip. Yeah, okay, so she was ridiculously hot and a complete MILF. Thirty-something, long auburn hair, sparkling eyes, a sweet smile, and the biggest tits he’d ever seen made for some serious drool. But he didn’t want to spend the two nights of the math competitions feeling like he was being babysat.



“Okay, girls,” Ms. Harper said to the group outside the hotel. She held up a fan of keycards. “Here are your keys. No one is allowed out of their room after nine. I do have a system to check on you, and I’ll be doing random checks just to make sure you’re still in your rooms. I expect you to be on your best behavior.”



They agreed cheerfully to that, and took their keycards. Ms. Harper gave Nate his, her brown eyes twinkling with her usual good humor. “And you, Mr. Logan, I don’t want to hear any parties coming from your half of the wall.”



“Going to have to call off the hookers I ordered,” he said, and couldn’t help an eye flick towards Gillian, a good-looking blonde who spent much of the trip flirting with him and giving him none-too-subtle nudges and brushes of her fingers. An almost sure thing, and he couldn’t break out of his room to enjoy it.



“Mm hm,” Ms. Harper said, looking between the pair.



They hauled their luggage inside. The rooms were decent enough, bland but the beds were big and comfortable. The furniture was universal hotel fare, thin, heavy, and meant to cradle the backs of masochists. Each room was mated with another via a set of two doors. Nate opened his, looked at Ms. Harper’s, and sighed.



He unpacked and wandered down to the girls’ rooms to see if they might need help with unpacking their clothes. They did not, unfortunately. Everyone got ready for the evening’s festivities. Competitions wouldn’t start until the next morning, but they suffered through an interminably long welcoming dinner, complete with a local comedian whose sad attempts at math jokes were met with polite chuckles at best.



Afterwards, Ms. Harper’s students changed into swimwear for a dip in the hotel’s pool. Gillian and Nate took the opportunity to do some serious flirting again, and her wandering hands brushed his cock more than once. Nate’s hopes for more were dashed when their teacher joined them, dressed in a red one-piece.



Then again, it was hard to be disappointed when it was Ms. Harper in a fucking
  one-piece
 .



Sure, it was modest, but she had the kind of body even the most constricting swimsuit couldn’t hide. Her big breasts bobbed with her every step towards the pool, and her toned legs and curvy hips were the sort of thing a model would be proud of. A nice, deep tan made Nate want to lick every inch of her warm skin.



What kind of an idiot, Nate thought, would divorce a woman who looked like that?



She caught Nate watching her and blushed, but she wasn’t the only one who saw. Gillian noticed, and got huffy, pulling away from him. Nate was irritated by that, but too distracted by their hot teacher doggy-paddling towards them to care much.



That night, while Ms. Harper did an initial room sweep and head count, Nate rested on his bed, playing a game on his phone and flipping between channels on TV. Ms. Harper knocked on his door last and he let her in to inspect things and make sure he wasn’t hiding any girls under his bed or in his shower.



“See? No hookers,” he said.



“And no Gillian,” she said. “Let’s keep it that way.”



Feeling brazen, he said, “No Gillian, but hey, you want to hang around…”



To his surprise, not only did Ms. Harper laugh, but she couldn’t hide the bloom of red in her cheeks. “Ohhh, no, uh uh.”



“Afraid I’d tell my friends?” he asked, liking the way her shorts cupped her ass. It was nothing explicitly lewd, but goddamn, did Ms. Harper have one hell of an ass.



“Eyes up here, Nate,” she said.



“Aw, but it’s such a great view.”



She mock-gasped and came to him to smack his shoulder. “You are asking for it.” They held each other’s eyes for a long moment and Nate thought to himself, 
 holy shit, this could happen, this could really happen
 .



But then the moment burst, and Ms. Harper started for the door. He tried to think of anything to keep her there longer but failed, his bravado run dry — almost. As she opened up the door, Nate said quietly, “You really do have the best ass in school, Ms. Harper. The best everything. And I would never tell.”



She looked back at him, her lips parted. Oh yeah. She was interested. But she gave him a slight shake of her head and a smile, and only said, “Stay in your room tonight.”



He did, though the moment the door was closed, he stripped completely, grabbed a wad of toilet paper, and jumped into bed. He thought of Ms. Harper in that swimsuit, and was rock hard in no time. From the next room he heard a few creaks as Ms. Harper settled in, but paid her no mind. With nothing for lube but spit, he did just that, unmindful of how thin the walls were and how obvious it was.



Imagining sitting poolside while Ms. Harper tugged the straps of her swimsuit’s top down over her big breasts, Nate moaned, “Fuck.” Her smile, those lips wrapping around his cock. He spat into his hand again and jerked harder, faster.



Buzzing. Nate heard it but didn’t register it, didn’t think about its significance. He lost himself to flickering images of his teacher. Resting on her hands and knees on his bed. Mounting him, Blowing him in the shower.



Buzzing.



A moan.



A 
 loud
  moan.



The fantasy interrupted, he finally paid attention. The buzzing was coming from Ms. Harper’s room. Another moan. He thought she was hurt, and shot out of bed. His cock was raging hard and he willed it to go down, but he heard her again, and this time it froze him.



“Oh fuck, mm, oh fuck…” she whimpered softly from her side of the wall.



That wasn’t pain, and it finally sank in what the buzzing was. Ms. Harper was masturbating right after his flirting.



“Holy shit,” he mouthed. His lips were suddenly dry and he licked them before looking down at his dick. He headed for the door between the two rooms, hesitated just long enough to think to himself that this was insane, that he was going to get expelled.



But he knocked anyways.



The buzzing stopped, and he heard her call, “Just a minute.” A moment later, her door opened. Ms. Harper wore a robe, tied loosely and showing off her cleavage. She pinched it at the waist, but when she saw Nate’s nakedness, her hand fell away and rose up to her mouth.



“I heard,” he said, and stepped forward.



She didn’t push him away or say no. Instead, Ms. Harper stared down at his throbbing cock and back up to his eyes. “You are eighteen?’



“Yes.”



“No one can ever know.”



For an answer to that, he reached out for the knot to her robe. It fell off her shoulders and down to the floor, and he took her in, his breath coming sharp and hard.



Then he was on her.



She moved backwards to the bed, hitting it with her thighs and falling back. Nate leaned over her, her hands going to his back as he greedily sucked one of his teacher’s big, dark nipples into his mouth.



“Oh, oh fuck, suck my tit, suck it…” she moaned.



He did, his hands going to the sides of her breast and squeezing it as he sucked and licked away. Nate swapped to the other one fast, a trail of silvery spittle following him as he sucked that nipple down too, rubbing his cock against her leg and dry humping her.



He alternated between her breasts like that, eventually dipping one hand down to her wet, full lips. Ms. Harper bucked hard at that, her own hand going to his while her other raked his back.



“P-put two fingers in me,” she told him, and he did, sliding them in and pumping them. “More,” she gasped, and he added another, then a fourth as he kept sucking her big motherly tits. Her fingers went to her clit and she rubbed it furiously, her breaths hot in his ear. “Fuuuck, Nate, mmm, oh my God… I’m… I’m doing this… with a student…”



That broke his spell. Nate let her nipple slip free and rose to kiss her, rough and eager. Despite his experience, he felt like the fumbling awkward teen he once had been, his tongue jabbing at her lips, his need a desperate roar within him.



Ms. Harper was just as eager though, and met his sloppy kisses with her own, her tongue clashing with his, her moans filling his lungs. His fingers continued to pump her hard and her knees rose reflexively as her breath started to hitch.



“O-oh, oh, keep doing that, r-right, mm, right there, right…. there!” she wailed.



Her butt jumped and her warm wet walls pulsed around his fingers. 
 Coming
 , Nate thought dazedly, 
 I’m making my teacher come, my teacher is coming for me.



He dropped lower, kissing Ms. Harper’s neck, the valley between her breasts, her stomach, her shaven mound. Then her pussy was right there and he dropped his mouth to it. She was so fucking wet and he loved it. Loved lapping her need up, loved the musky taste of her, loved the way her breath went tight again as she wailed, “Oh my GOD!”



Ms. Harper’s hands made claws and she raked at the sheets, her hips uncontrolled thrusting nearly pushing him off her. She twisted with her pleasure and he rolled with it, guiding her onto her stomach and then pushing her up to her knees. She thrust her peachy ass out, and he drove his tongue through the cleft of it, stopping to kiss her bud along the way before shoving his tongue back into her pussy.



“S-so good at this,” she said, her head dipping low as she bounced back and forth at his mouth. “So fucking… nnngh… good… at licking… your slutty teacher’s… pussy.”



The words floored him and drove him on to an even more manic pace. His slutty teacher. 
 His
 . Fuck the other girls in the senior class. This was what he wanted the rest of the year. A real woman, with curves and a body that didn’t quit even after having her kid back home. Nate was going to fuck Ms. Harper in every way possible, everywhere possible, every possible time. His slutty teacher was his.



She came again, her wail even louder. “Oh God, oh fuck, ohhhhh, fuck meeee!”



Nate took that as a command, and pulled back and up, his cock in his fist as he rested one knee on the bed, not thinking about condoms. He plunged deep into her, and Ms. Harper’s head shot back, her breath stopping entirely as he plunged into her depths all the way to his balls, filling her completely.



“You’re mine,” he said, and pulled back to shove into Ms. Harper again. “My slutty teacher.”



“Yours!” she cried out.



“Say it again,” he said, grabbing her waist and pumping as hard and fast as he could, his taut, muscular ass bobbing back and forth with every motion. “Tell me you’re my slutty teacher.”



“I’m your slutty teacher! Fuck me! Fuck my cunt! Fuck my slutty teacher cunt!”



Oh holy 
 shit
 .



He slammed into her with abandon, his youthful stamina keeping him going long after he neared the edge. She went boneless, nearly collapsing onto her face, so Nate pulled out and flipped her over again. Ms. Harper gurgled pleased noises as he lined his cock up again, her fingers on his back. She dug her nails in as he filled her, leaving red scratches that would get laughs from the other seniors in the pool the next day.



But he didn’t care about that. All he cared about was the wet, warm pussy gloving his big cock and the woman whose face was a wild testament to her pleasure. Ms. Harper’s tits bounced with his every hard thrust, and he nearly shoved her up against the headboard as he fucked her across the bed.



“Yours,” she cooed, “yours, I’m yours, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop f-fucking me…”



“I want you in your classroom,” he said.



“Yesss!” she wailed. “Fuck me on my desk!”



“I want you at your house. Whenever I call, you’ll be ready for me to fuck you.”



“Yes! God yes! Ready for this cock! Ready for my student’s big fucking cock!” She lunged up and kissed him hard, clutching at his head as she gasped her way through another one of her countless orgasms. As her eyes rolled up, he could take no more. Nate plunged deep a few more times, then shoved hard inside her, stilling and releasing shot after shot after shot of come into her, filling her. They kissed throughout it, their tongues still just as hungry as they were earlier.



When Nate finally pulled free, they both stared down as his come gushed out of her pussy and spilled onto the sheets. “Oh fuck,” Ms. Harper moaned. “No condom.”



“I’m clean,” he hurried to say. “I got tested before the trip. I’m sorry, I should have used a condom but…”



“Don’t apologize,” she said. “I was just as desperate for it. Fuck, though, we have to be careful. I could get pregnant.”



The thought of knocking Ms. Harper up sent a new thrill of pleasure up and down his spine. He wasn’t sure why, but he wanted it.



They cuddled for a while afterwards, Ms. Harper nestling her head on his chest as they caught their breath. She said again they couldn’t talk about this with anybody, and Nate readily agreed.



“For a chance at fucking you again, I’ll never tell a soul,” he said.



“Good,” she said, and reached down to stroke his slowly hardening dick. “Because I’m going to want this a lot.”



“Me too. But there’s one thing.”



Ms. Harper pushed Nate onto his back and rolled on top of him. She looked down at his still-unprotected cock and nevertheless took him inside her, moaning as he filled her again. “What’s that?”



“I want to fuck Gillian tomorrow night. And you’re going to watch.”



Nate thought Ms. Harper was going to protest. But instead, she started to rock on him, grinning. “Your teacher slut,” she murmured.



“Mine,” he said, and leaned up to kiss her one more time.









Section 2 - Older Woman, Younger Man (OWYM) Age Gap









Letting Her Nerdy Younger Neighbor Breed Her



 



Jennifer thought it was more than a little odd how many women at her welcoming party were pregnant or carrying infants. There were a few older children, sure, but they were far outnumbered by the younger crowd.



“I guess the block went a little baby-crazy the last couple years, huh?” she asked Anjali, her hostess and one of the expectant mothers-to-be, a beautiful, slim Filipino radiant with a big bulge under her silky top.



The other woman giggled as a couple others gave each other knowing looks. “Something like that.”



“Not now,” one of the other women said quietly. “Not with the guys around.”



Jennifer was taken aback by that. Something was going on. Had all these women been cheating on their husbands and boyfriends?



The rest of the party, she looked around and started to really pay attention. The pregnant women and new mothers tended to move together in twos or threes. They were, to a woman, gorgeous or sexy in a wide variety of body types, from a lithe tall blonde with a huge baby bump to a brunette woman who could have easily been a plus-size model for a magazine. They were all dressed to wow in ways that showed off their swelling bellies, breasts, and their asses.



The other women in attendance, mostly the older ones or those that weren’t so blessed by good looks, watched the sexy mothers with sometimes naked scorn. The men in attendance didn’t talk much to each other. Jennifer got an oddly hostile feel from them, not towards her, but each other, standing apart like gunslingers about to draw down. Weirder and weirder.



A youthful woman with curly reddish-brown hair that hung halfway down her back pushed through the crowd. She was drop-dead cute in a frilly skirt and sleeveless top that showed off curves that defied her otherwise slim figure. Another redhead who introduced herself as Cindy brightened. “Jennifer! This is my daughter Annabelle.”



The young woman, who was maybe twenty-ish, smiled, revealing a slight gap between her front teeth that the guys must have loved. “Hi! You’re our new neighbor?”



“I am,” Jennifer said, accepting the young woman’s hug with a smile.



“It’s really great to meet you. And I’m so jealous of you, getting to live right next door to Dex.”



“Dex?” Jennifer asked blankly. A woman named Julie lived to one side, and a couple in their sixties on the other, the McNallys.



“She probably hasn’t met him yet,” Cindy said. Whether she knew it or not, her hand went to the slight bump of her stomach.



“Oh, I’m sure he’s going to say hello soon,” Annabelle said, and giggled.



Cindy looked around sharply, then said with forced cheer, “Excuse her, Jennifer. She just turned eighteen a couple weeks ago. Hormones.”



“Mom, like you don’t know,” Annabelle said. “He says ‘hi’ to all the cute girls in town.” She made air quotes with her fingers at “hi.” “And Jennifer, he’s definitely going to want to say hi to you. You’re super sexy.”



Jennifer was that. Framed by silky auburn hair, her face was often described as motherly, with a sweet smile and the kind of sparkling blue eyes that exuded warmth and friendliness. She worked hard to keep her bubbly ass and big breasts accentuated by a trim, slim waist and sleek calves and thighs.



She was new to the neighborhood, her things still mostly in boxes. Jennifer worked as a CPA right out of college. For six years she gutted it out with a boss she didn’t like and endured a string of bad relationships until she finally decided a fresh start was in order. Her real estate agent raved about this street and an empty house on the block, and when Jennifer saw it, she knew she didn’t need to see any more houses. It was perfect, a stately two-story home that both felt warm and beautiful all at once, the sort of place she could imagine both children running around and hosting dinner parties with adult friends.



The party was in her honor, and it was a good one, weirdness aside. The food was delicious, the men generally attractive, and the housewarming gifts plentiful and thoughtful. But all parties had to end, and soon people started to trickle away, especially the ones who kept giving the rest of the people on the block the stink eye.



Soon they were down to six women and one single guy who tried all day to get Jennifer’s attention with bad dad jokes and a lot of self-deprecation. Guys didn’t seem to realize that was about as sexy as a fart. Jennifer wanted confidence, not puppy dog eyes when a manchild insulted himself. She shut him down with a tight smile and as much politeness as she could muster until he finally left the party, shoulders slumped.



When the door was shut firmly behind him, Anjali spun and said, “Okay. Now we talk.”



“What is going on?” Jennifer asked. “Look. I’m not completely blind here. There are at least a dozen of you with a lot of kids about the same age, and more to come. And the way you were all separated from everyone else…”



Cindy, the MILF redhead, said quietly, “You’re right. And my daughter nearly spoiled it. I have to have a talk with her.”



“She’s as in love as we are,” Anjali said.



Cindy made a face but nodded. Another woman whose name Jennifer couldn’t remember offhand, an immensely busty blonde with a newborn on her lap, said, “It’s not love. It’s lust. Pure animal lust.”



“With this Dex guy?” Jennifer asked.



“Yes,” “yeah,” and “uh huh” greeted her. Anjali added, “Not a word to anyone. The guys don’t know who it is that’s been getting all of us pregnant.”



“I think Dale knows,” another woman, Kennedy, said. She was a tall, strikingly beautiful and fine featured Black woman with long hair done in crotchet twists. “But he doesn’t want to imagine us, um…”



“Fucking,” the blonde woman said, and Anjali squirmed.



“Yes,” Kennedy said.



Jennifer stared between all of them. “This is nuts.”



“Oh honey. It gets even weirder. Wait until you meet him. You’d never guess he’s such a stud, but he is,” Cindy said. “Anjali slept with him first.”



Anjali took a deep breath and let out a happy sigh. “Yes. His father died in a car wreck when he was eighteen. His mother, Julie… have you met her?”



“Um. Yeah.”



“She’s never quite recovered,” Anjali said.



The blonde — Christy, Jennifer finally remembered — snorted and said, “She hasn’t left the bottle in two years.”



Anjali looked pained at that. “Yes, well… Dex was hurt and alone. I brought him home to have dinner when my husband was away. We were sitting on the couch and I asked him if there was anything I could do. Dex looked at me and… well… one thing led to another. It was out of pity at first. He was a virgin and so inexperienced. But even that first time, he…” Anjalia fanned her face. “He was so very good.”



“When Anjali told me,” Christy said, “I didn’t believe her. So she invited me over one night. Me and Dex. After dinner, Anjali showed off for me. Dex was just as shocked as I was, but he… he took care of both of us.”



“Jesus,” Jennifer said in disbelief. “Is this guy a porn star?”



Another woman, Lily, who had hitherto been silent, giggled nervously. “I guess… yes. We made a video together. Just from the neck down, but it got a lot of views. I made enough to take a vacation to Vegas.”



“God, it’s so fucking hot,” Christy said. “I watch it at least once a week. I swear, we need to get together and the three of us need to make one.”



“I’d be okay with that,” Lily said, blushing furiously.



“We’ll talk later,” Christy said, and winked.



“This is a joke, right?” Jennifer asked. “This guy has all of you under his spell?”



“Oh honey,” Anjali said. “Us, about ten other womenaround the area, and… what… a dozen more at the college?”



“At least,” Christy said. “Annabelle’s been drooling pretty hard about him too.”



Cindy put a hand to her belly again. “I know.”



“You’re just… okay with that?” Jennifer asked.



“I can’t tell her no. That would be hypocritical. At least she’s going to lose her virginity to someone who can treat her right. So long as he doesn’t try to get us two together. That would be too weird even for me.”



“So… do you mind if the rest of us…?” Christy asked.



Cindy glared at her. “I never want to know about it. But… no. I don’t mind. Be good to her.”



Jennifer shook her head. “I’m feeling a little overwhelmed here.”



“We’ve all been there,” Anjali said. “But once you know… you know. And if you do decide to, um, let him pursue you, he doesn’t wear condoms. All of us are clean. So is he. But he’ll want you bare.”



“You’ll let him. The curiosity always wins out,” Lily said, her voice soft and husky. Whether she knew it or not, her knees were pressed tight together, her hand nearly brushing her sex through her yellow dress. Then, to Jennifer’s shock, she started to raise the dress and stood up. She turned as the fabric went higher, higher, up over the swell of her juicy ass. Letters were tattooed on her cheek.



DEX’S.



Jennifer left there not long after, shaken by the revelations of the day. This was insane. One twenty-year-old impregnated so many gorgeous women?



And that night, resting in bed, nearly asleep, she thought of one more thing, something that made Jennifer sit up, her eyes wide.



Her real estate agent had been pregnant too.



* * *



Jennifer woke to the sound of a lawn mower. She blinked up at the ceiling, sure the events of the party were a dream, but no, they weren’t. She really heard the things she heard, saw the tattoo, the insanity of the beautiful women around her. And they thought she would fall in with their lot.



True, the idea of the women together was hot. Jennifer was bi and she had a delicious orgasm thinking about Kennedy, Lily, and Anjali together. Other women from the day entered her fantasies too and she brought herself to two more orgasms like that. But a guy didn’t enter the picture — not that first night, anyways.



It was absurd. It was insane.



And then she realized the mowing was coming from the side of the house where this Dex lived.



Jennifer yanked down the covers and shot out of bed, already a victim to the curiosity that felled every other woman on the block Dex wanted. In that insignificant moment, that one decision brought her to him. Or maybe it was always going to happen ever since she saw the house.



She pulled on a pair of khaki shorts, a bra, and a sleeveless top. One of her spare bedrooms overlooked the front lawn and part of her neighbor’s. The room was to be her office, and she had her desk and chair set up, but little else. She went to the window, pulled up the blinds, and took a peek outside.



She didn’t have long to wait. A young man, thin, tall, and wearing basketball shorts and a bright yellow tee under a gingham shirt pushed a mower back and forth. Jennifer was disappointed. That couldn’t be him. This guy was way too nerdy looking. He was well-kept, it looked like, but he had that sort of look to him like he was probably going to be found Wednesday nights around a table with his friends playing with dice and pen and paper games — exactly the opposite of Jennifer’s type.



But then she saw Annabelle cross the street in a crop top that showed off her slim belly and pushed up her surprisingly big breasts, considering her frame. Her jean shorts were tiny things, clinging to her slim ass. The guy, out of view, killed the power to the mower.



“No way,” Jennifer said to herself. “That’s not him.”



She went downstairs anyways, feeling an obligation to try and convince the young woman not to throw her future away on a fling. When she stepped outside, Annabelle was talking to the guy, her chest not so subtly thrust out. He grinned at something she said. Jennifer started across the lawns towards them, and Annabelle saw, brightening.



“Jennifer! Hey! Dex, have you met Jennifer?”



No. Fucking. Way.



This guy wasn’t quite ugly, but he sure wasn’t the sexual god that the other women made him out to be. His face had a few acne scars and his teeth were huge, The effect made him almost look like a donkey.



“I haven’t!” he said cheerfully. “Sorry I couldn’t make your party. I had classes.”



“Bull,” Annabelle said, eyes crinkling. “You had your ‘study group.”



“Hey, I was studying,” he protested.



“A couple girls from his class,” Annabelle whispered theatrically to Jennifer.



“Ah, heh,” Jennifer said, her mind whirling. A joke. This had to be a joke.



Didn’t it?



But then his hand wandered to Annabelle’s ass and he squeezed. “We were just going to go inside and get something to, mm, eat,” he said. “Want to join us?”



“Um. No thanks,” Jennifer said. “Annabelle, are you… okay?”



“Oh yes,” the young woman said happily. “Come on, Jennifer. Come hang out with us. It’s okay. I don’t mind. It’d be fun to have you there.”



“Uh. No, I should… uh… yeah.” Jennifer turned, feeling dazed. Annabelle was eighteen. There was little Jennifer could do if they wanted to be together. She had Cindy’s number, but Cindy herself flat-out said she was okay with it.



This was wrong. This guy was a predator of some kind. But nothing Annabelle said or did implied she was in any danger or that this was against her will. She was looking at Dex like he was an ice cream cone she couldn’t wait to lick.



And like that, an image entered Jennifer’s mind, of dropping to her knees right there in the lawn and pulling down Dex’s shorts. Of taking out his cock and seeing what it was that had everyone so drunk on him. Of sucking him down.



Why was she thinking of any of that?



She headed back into her house as the two young lovers whispered to one another behind her. For a long moment, she stood inside at the door, her thoughts piling up in her mind in the face of one question. That was Dex?



That was him?



The one who got so many beautiful women pregnant?



Jennifer had been with big-dicked guys. That alone wasn’t some magic pheromone potion. But on the opposite end of the spectrum, a guy being less than handsome didn’t make him a bad lover either. Was she being too unfair to him? Too judgmental? Probably. But this was all so weird.



She went back upstairs for her phone and settled in her office on her comfortable chair, tapping out a message to Christy telling the other woman her daughter was with Dex. The response both surprised Jennifer and not at all, considering the party the day before.



He’ll give her something she’ll never forget. I can’t take that away from her.



She could get pregnant.



Yes. She probably will.



You’re okay with that?



No response. Then Jennifer heard it on the breeze. A voice. “Oh… ohh… yes… lick me there…”



She dropped the phone on the desk and stared at the open window. The words were too loud to coming from inside Dex’s house, but too faint to be coming from the front. They were in the backyard.



Her mind caught on quick. They were putting on a show –
 for her
 .



Jennifer licked her lips and stared at the open window. Curiosity was how all the others came into this, she told herself. For a while, she fought the budding need to know. She went upstairs and showered, trying to ignore the shiver that passed through her body as she brought her hand across her sex and her breasts, then again when she sat on the edge of the bed, a skimpy thong in hand. Why a thong? Why not comfortable cotton panties?



Because
 , her mind whispered, 
 if he really is all that they make him out to be, don’t you want to know yourself?



Jennifer dropped the thong. 
 A bikini
 , she thought faintly. 
 I’ll put on a bikini and I’ll work on my tan. 
 After all, her new lounge chairs arrived that week and she had yet to really break them in. She slipped on her tiniest, most revealing bikini, her breaths coming fast and hard as she tried to avoid the fact that next door, the cute Annabelle was probably, by now, being fucked good and hard.



Oh God
 , she thought. 
 What is going on?



The answer was simple. Nothing. Dex was not magic. He did not have some mythical dick that drew in every woman like a magnet. He was a question mark, and apparently a great lover. Some men were like that, despite their looks — or maybe because of the intrigue there.



Jennifer draped a wrap over her shoulders, and on her way outside, she stopped by her kitchen pantry and pulled out her stepladder.



Just in case she needed to take a peek.



* * *



“Mnnngh, mnnnngh, Dex, oh my God, that feels so good,” Annabelle whined.



Jennifer breathed hard, fast. She lay in her lounger, her hand above her sex, not quite rubbing herself, but getting close, so close. The young woman’s enthusiastic vocals alone were getting her off, and the sharp slaps of the two young lovers’ skin was doing the rest.



Dex himself had been quiet. Well… mostly. His enthusiastic licking and slurping was all the noise he needed to make. Considering Jennifer took a shower, dressed, and had been out there in the sun for ten minutes, his dedication was a huge point in his favor. Jennifer’s last boyfriend thought her pussy getting wet meant his job was done. Dex in comparison brought Annabelle to a panting, screaming, patio furniture rattling string of orgasms that left Jennifer all but whimpering — and more than once, she was pretty sure she had.



“Ohhhhh, Dex, mmmm, I’m… I’m going… to…”



“Come for me, baby,” Dex said, and now Jennifer’s hand did slide to her bikini bottoms, her mouth opening, thinking of the young man between the eighteen-year-old’s legs.



“Yesss! Coming… again! Nnnnn, fuuuck… fuck me! Please! I need… to feel you inside… me…”



Jennifer sat up. She knew they must have heard her chair scoot, but she had to see. She went for the stepladder, trying to be quiet but her breath was so hard and quick.



“This is your first time, right?” Dex asked, his voice almost gentle.



“Yesss, but I b-broke my hymen. Does that upset you?”



Dex chuckled. “No. I was worried about it hurting you.”



“It might,” Annabelle said, “but I want to see if I can take you. All of you.”



“Fuck” Dex said softly, and Jennifer dropped a hand to her pussy again on the second step of the ladder.



The heat she’d been trying to hold at bay rushed through her all at once, like she was dipping down a steep rollercoaster, her pleasure hitting her all at once. She came, her hips closing together, her hand on the top of the ladder clutching it as she hung on, eyes closing.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she mouthed through the orgasm. Or thought she mouthed it. Maybe she whispered it.



“I’m going to take you without a condom,” Dex told Annabelle. “Are you okay with that?”



“Yesss,” Annabelle whimpered. “Put a baby in me. Like my mom. Like all the others on the street.”



“Here it comes, baby. Tell me if it hurts too much.”



“Oh-kay…”



Jennifer shot up the last step of the ladder and looked over the fence, uncaring about the noise. She had to see and she was just in time. Annabelle rested beneath him on a lounge chair, looking up at her man with adoration in her eyes. Her wet thighs were spread wide, ready for him.



And nerdy Dex, skinny Dex, slightly ugly Dex? He was holding in his hand the biggest, fattest cock Jennifer had ever seen.



“Oh my God,” she whispered, and now she knew she had been heard. Both of the young lovers looked at her, then back at each other. Annabelle giggled and Dex shook his head slightly, smiling.



Then he took her.



Annabelle’s eyes went huge. She reached around her man, fingers digging into his ass, raking his lower back. She wailed, “Oh, oh, FUCK! That’s big! That’s so big!”



Dex stopped, pulled back and out of her. “Too much?”



“No, no, keep going, keep going,” Annabelle said. “Please… keep going…” He did, and her words trailed off as her eyes rolled up. He bulged inside her tight cunt, the young woman’s lips spread lewdly around him.



Jennifer climbed down the ladder, wiping at her dry lips. She moved like she was in a dream, slow, seemingly never able to reach the gate, but then she was through, and walked across their lawns, unmindful of the two people down the street gawking at her in her bikini. She headed through Dex’s gate, listening to the rhythmic cries of Annabelle as Dex fucked into her againa nd again, filling that delicate pussy with that monster of a dick.



Jennifer got it. She finally got it.



She came to the pair of young lovers, her shaking hand trailing up and down Dex’s skinny, almost gaunt frame. He grinned at her, then looked down at Annabelle. “Ride her face, slut.”



“A-all right. Ride her face,” Jennifer said faintly and slid her bikini bottoms down. Dex thrust into Annabelle faster by reflex.



Annabelle looked between them both and giggled nervously. “I’ve never been with a woman.”



“Do you want to?” Jennifer asked, already knowing the answer. They would both do anything for this young stud.



Anything
 .



“Yes,” Annabelle said, and reached up to grip Jennifer’s waist as she settled down on the young woman’s face, that lovely gap-toothed smile the last thing she saw for a while from the young woman as she focused on Dex.



“I’m going to come in you too,” he said, his hips rocking back and forth slowly.



“Got enough for both of us?” Jennifer asked, then let out a whimper when Annabelle’s slim tongue slipped through her depths.



“I’ll fuck you both all night long,” Dex said simply. “I’ll want to fuck your ass too.”



Jennifer shivered at that. “Yesss,” she whispered. “Fuck my ass.”



He grinned and pumped harder into Annabelle. “Good slut.”



Jennifer’s head tipped back at that and she rocked harder on Annabelle’s face. “Good slut, good slut, good slut,” she chanted under her breath, her hips flexing as Annabelle moaned under her, matching the words. “What are you doing to me?”



“Nothing,” he said, his smile lopsided and cocky. “You think this is weird for you? Try being me. All I did was fuck Anjali. Now I’ve got all of you.” He reached out and pulled down her bikini top under her breasts, staring at them as she bobbed up and down on Annabelle. “I’m going to love seeing those big tits full of milk.”



“Yesss,” Jennifer moaned, getting close again. “Full of milk for you…”



“And you too, Annabelle,” he said, pulling the young woman’s legs up and resting her ankles on his shoulder as he drove deeper and harder into her. Annabelle cooed deliriously under Jennifer and shivered. Another orgasm maybe. Jennifer was too close to her own to pay much attention, thinking about a pregnant belly and full tits. “You’ll both sit on my lap and let me drink from you.”



“Oh God!” Annabelle cried. “Please! I c-can’t take… much more! Come inside me! Please come inside me!”



“What do you think, Jennifer?” Dex asked her, pumping faster still into Annabelle. Jennifer’s eyes locked on the way his thickness looked inside her, and she wanted it, desperately wanted it. “Should I fill her up? Make her pregnant?”



“Do it, do it, do it to all of us sluts,” Jennifer said, forever lost to him in that moment as she giggled brainlessly. “Fuck us, make us pregnant, make us yours!”



He strained forward, grunting. He came, and Jennifer scrambled off Annabelle to fall on her knees beside her new man, her twenty-year old lover.



“Eat it out of her first,” he said kindly. “Taste me in her.”



Jennifer watched, her mouth agape, as Dex pulled out of the young woman with an audible slurp. Then she dove down on Annabelle’s cunt, sucking at the cum, hating the sharp tang of it but loving the filth of this moment, the desperate need burning inside her. Annabelle writhed and pleaded with them both no more, and Jennifer twisted away, going for Dex again, still on her knees, sucking his softening cock as he grabbed a fistful of her auburn hair.



Even just semi-hard, he still filled her mouth so much that she could hardly breathe around him. Even that was a turn-on as he began to pump his cock in and out of her mouth, his juices mingling with Annabelle’s. Jennifer dropped a hand to her pussy, staring up at the skinny young stud, her eyes watering but so desperate for him she drove deeper on his cock as his hips bucked back and forth.



“Fuck, you’re the most beautiful in my stable,” he groaned. “I think I’m going to move in with you. You’ll be my top neighborhood MILF bitch.” Jennifer moaned and shoved three fingers into her pussy, quaking as she neared another orgasm.



Fingers on her ass. Annabelle. The young woman knelt beside Jennifer, so exhausted she was trembling, but she leaned in, her intent clear. Jennifer pulled off Dex’s cock long enough to kiss Annabelle hungrily, her hand going to the other woman’s tit. Dex stroked himself, watching this, and the two women took over, Jennifer blowing him, Annabelle tentatively licking the six inches or so Jennifer couldn’t quite take down her throat.



He was hard again in no time, and growled, “Annabelle. On your back, your head towards the bottom of the chair. Jennifer, You’re going to get on top of her. Sixty-nine, and I’ll fuck you.”



They scrambled to do as he said, and Jennifer eagerly drove her mouth back down on Annabelle’s cunt again. She stopped to look over her shoulder when she felt Dex’s weight behind her. The young man stared down at her ass and gave her an exaggerated lick of his lips. No. Not handsome at all.



But as he shoved that huge cock inside her wet, warm cunt, Jennifer knew this was her life now. This young man. This thrill of being part of his harem. His top MILF bitch.



She threw her head back, and wailed with the pleasure of knowing she was lost to this madness.



He fucked her hard, unmerciful in his deep strokes. He had to reserve himself with Annabelle but let loose now, fucking Jennifer with frantic thrusts like an animal unleashed. He gripped her ass and she might have begged him to spank it or maybe that was in her head, but he did it anyways, cracking her ass and making her cry out with the pleasure of it. In rapid succession he spanked her other cheek, then gripped a fistful of her hair and cracked her ass again before puling her head back and sideways so he could lean down and hungrily plunge his lips to hers, his hips bucking into her hard as he kissed her sloppily, their tongues lashing.



And all the while, Annabelle licked her pussy and his glistening dick, her own pussy nearly forgotten about by Jennifer, but the older woman was lost to this madness, driving back at Dex, coming so hard she blanked out.



She came to, and Dex had one hand on her shoulder, hammering into her, his breath hard and sharp. Jennifer’s pleasure warbled out of her in nonsensical streams. “F-fu… nngh. Good. So fucking… pussy… for… ungh… ungh… fuuck!”



Then Dex was pulling out of Jennifer and directing her to the grass, where he laid her out on her back and pounded into her again, his bony ass rising and falling as she gripped his back, her head twisting, her hips jumping up and down. Annabelle was there beside her, leaning down to suck at her big bouncing tit and goading Dex on. Jennifer took all of it until she couldn’t.



“Please! she wailed. “Come inside me! I need it! I need your fucking come!”



“Then here it is, slut,” Dex grunted. “I’m going to make you pregnant.”



“Yes! Yes! Make me yours! Make me your good pregnant slut!” She came one last time, her breath whistling as her body seized up. He drove deep one more time, his come rocketing out of him, filling her depths. When he pulled out, Annabelle was there as Jennifer had been for her earlier, licking him out of Jennifer’s pussy and bringing her lips up to the brunette’s to kiss her with him still wet on her chin.



They clung together, Jennifer finally starting to come down a little, laughing and crying some with the intensity of the sensations swirling inside her. Dex leaned back in the grass on his knees, grinning and panting.



And still his cock did not entirely soften.



Jennifer saw, and he winked. “I told you. I’m going to fuck the two of you all night long.”



It was not an exaggeration.









MILF Gives Herself a Young Stud for Christmas



 



Danni waited exactly five minutes after her husband left to race for the spare bedroom’s closet and the phone tripod within. She felt only the briefest twinge of guilt about this, a holdover from the days before she knew David was having an affair.



The odd thing was, the knowledge of his infidelity didn’t hurt much. The lack of communication stung but she didn’t hate the idea of him sleeping around. In fact, it was kind of hot, imagining him with another woman. He still should have told her but his affair was freeing. Danni had been having the wickedest little fantasies of her own, and now, this day, she was giving herself the Christmas present she really wanted, not the terrycloth robe or dozenth bracelet of their marriage, but to be fucked by someone young and energetic, someone she’d seen all the girls giggle over when they snuck out of his parents’ house.



This was insane. But she’d seen eighteen-year-old Mark’s looks. He wasn’t going to say no. Maybe Danni’s justification was awful, but she didn’t hate David, and she knew despite his affair with his coworker, he didn’t hate her. They’d come together after this.



But in this moment, she was going to 
 take
 .



She set the tripod near the couch facing the tree. Ostensibly David was going to work out at the gym while she took down the Christmas decorations. Instead, she stripped quickly before she lost her nerve and turned on the phone’s camera. After adjusting it to get the best shot of the couch and tree, she set it to take a timed picture and jumped on the couch, arms crossed, head down to hide her face, ass thrust high in the air. It was a good ass, not just for forty and two college-aged kids, but at any age. She worked hard for it, and it showed. Most her sons’ friends loved to ogle her big MILF tits but it was that ass and her trim waist she was most proud of, not rock hard but a terrific blend of motherly softness and gym-earned sleekness.



The camera went off, and she grinned to herself when she hurried off the couch to take a look. It was perfect. She looked downright fucking 
 feral 
 in the picture, and there would be no easy way to identify her.



Danni hesitated only a moment before she texted Mark. It was a bit strange having the number of the eighteen-year-old neighbor but he was a regular at their house when the kids were home from college.



Waiting for you to give me one last present, Mark. Hurry over. I know you’re home. ;)



A dizzying sense of glee washed over her when she attached the picture and hit send. She set the phone back on the tripod and shot for the living room window to peek out. Danni wasn’t disappointed. The neighbors’ door slammed, and a minute later, there was tall, handsome Mark all but sprinting for her front door in long basketball shorts and a tee tight around his young muscles.



Danni unlocked the door and dove for the couch again, hand between her legs. She hadn’t even touched herself yet and already she was wet for this, the excitement nearly making her come just from him opening the front door so hard it slammed off the wall.



“Jesus, Mrs. Lane,” he said, his eyes huge.



“Hi, Mark. Merry belated Christmas,” she said, grinning up at him.



Bless him, but he didn’t have any hangups about doing this, no questions about her husband or her marriage. He simply moved, pulling his shirt up and over his ropey muscles, his backwards-turned baseball cap falling behind him. He didn’t even bother with taking off his sneakers, just yanking his basketball shorts down to his knees and freeing his cock. He was as big as she’d hoped for from the promise of his bevy of girlfriends, longer than her husband by at least an inch, and her husband was pretty good sized.



Mark wedged himself between the tree and the couch. The needles had to be scraping his back and his ass but he didn’t seem to care, not when the eager, horny mom next door took him in her hand and brought him to her lips, bobbing up and down on him. A funny keening sound came from somewhere and Danni realized it was emanating from herself, a needing whine from some primal place. Twenty years of monogamy, twenty years of the same man in her bed. She needed this. Needed to be reminded she was still a sexual creature, ready to be fucked by this young stud so eager for her.



“Fuck, that ass is insane,” he groaned. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”



She didn’t respond, only sucking him faster and deeper, staring up at him as she showed him every trick those younger bitches wouldn’t know about. His hands went reflexively to the back of her head and she moaned her approval as he held her in place, driving his cock back and forth inside her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She was going to be sore from his eagerness later, but right now, it was hot as fuck, and right now was her only concern.



The hand that had guided him to her lips now went back to her pussy. Her need built like a rushing river, making her rock back and forth as she sucked and slurped her young lover’s cock. She gagged when he thrust deep, watching her with pleasure-slitted eyes, his lips parted, hands tightening into fists in her long blonde hair.



But this wasn’t where Danni wanted him to come, not yet, not until she had her fill of him in her cunt. She pulled free of him and begged, “Fuck me, Mark, fuck me hard.”



He let go of her head and moved fast behind her, one foot on the floor, his other leg up on the couch. He grabbed her ass and held her in place as he tested her wetness with his middle finger, making her gasp as he pushed it deep inside her.



“You’re soaked for me,” he said with delight.



“Uh huh, wet for you.”



He pulled his finger free and sucked it. “Delicious. Beg me to fuck you, Mrs. Lane.”



“Please!” she said as he slapped the cleft of her ass with his cock. “Please shove your cock inside me! Use me, fuck me, please, Mark!”



He did, driving deep, so fucking deep it was like he was going to ram that thing right up inside her guts. She cried out with it, her pleasure breaking down whatever miniscule dam of guilt still remaining in her mind.



Danni bounced back to meet his thrusts, her big tits bobbing back and forth with the rhythm. His hand swept through her hair and he grabbed up a fistful of it, pulling her head back harder than her husband would have ever dared. So young but Mark obviously knew what he was doing as he pounded her cunt and fucked her into spouting nonsense syllables, words failing her.



“Uh, uh, ungh, Mark, fungh me, fuck, fuck, unnnngh, deep, fucking… fucking… ohhh, oh…”



“Take that cock, take it, Mrs. Lane, fuck.”



“Yessss, taking… cock… young cock, fuck, ungh, fuck me, fuck me hard, ohhhh, OH!”



She came with a yelp, slamming back against him and quivering around his cock. He pulled free and she thought dazedly he was going to come across her back, but instead, he was moving, dropping beside the couch and angling her ass towards him to bury his mouth against her cunt, not so much eating her out as fucking her still-quivering pussy with his tongue. His skill went far beyond his years, his every motion a blend of the cockiness of his youth and experience.



“Ohhhh, God!” Danni cried out. Barely had her pleasure ended from her first orgasm than a second one began to build and build inside her. She dropped her head into her arms, ass high, her young lover’s nose pressed to her bud as he devoured her. “Fuck, coming again, c-coming again for you, mmm, mmm, Mark, oh oh ohhhhhhh!”



Right before her second orgasm crested, there was a moment of strange clarity when she was embarrassed at how wet she was. Had she ever been this turned on? Maybe on her honeymoon, when David took her on a private beach, right in full view of several other couples. They’d been young and wild, the sex spontaneous and the exhibitionism sadly never to be repeated. But now, now she was with a lover who would not be shy, who was in fact yanking her phone off her tripod and asking her something, words she could barely understand until he gave her ass a hard spank, a crack that would leave a reddened handprint across her tan lines.



“Mrs. Lane. Your PIN.”



Danni knew on some conscious level this was a bad idea but she babbled it to Mark anyways. He tapped a few buttons, set it back on the tripod, and adjusted it as she dropped her head into her hands, hair spilling across her face. Not that the last-minute bid for saving her privacy would work. There could be no mistaking her voice as he thrust back inside her and she wailed, “Ohhhh, fuck, Mark!”



“You like taking pictures. But I’m making a video of us, Mrs. Lane.”



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, and again, her body took over, her ass slapping back against his hips, their skin clapping rhythmically together.



“Don’t hide that pretty MILF face. Look at the phone and give it a peace sign.”



She gasped, but when he spanked her again, all thought of saying no fled her. She wanted this, she realized, and had maybe even known where it would go when she left the phone where it was. Slowly, Danni brought her head up, sweat matting some of her blonde hairs to her forehead. She looked at the phone, mouth parted, eyes half-lidded, and she gave it a peace sign.



“Who’s owning this MILF pussy?” he asked.



“You are!” she whimpered.



“Are you going to let me fuck you again?”



“Yes! Any time you want it! It’s yours! I’m yours, I’m y-yours!”



He pulled out of her again, yanked the phone up, and handed it to her. “Keep that on your face while I come inside you.”



“Yesss, come inside me, I’m safe, c-can’t have kids…”



“Fuck, that’s too bad,” Mark said. He grabbed her hair again and tugged her head back so far she was nearly sitting upright on her knees, his big cock lodged deep inside her cunt. “Do you know why? Because I’d love to fuck another baby into you, Mrs. Lane.”



“Oh FUCK!” she wailed. He groped her tits and she filmed it all, holding the camera with a shaking hand, her eyes rolling up, as she came one last time. He pushed her down, her cheek against the leather, as he pounded into her, his thrusts manic, his need on him.



“Fuck, Mrs. Lane!” he said, and his warmth shot out of him, filling her, driving deep inside her, and she dropped the phone, fingers unable to hold it as her pleasure washed through her, leaving her boneless and spent.



David would have cleaned her up. In the end, maybe that was why she still loved him and knew he would always come first in her life, whatever pleasures she took elsewhere. David would have cared for her, then guided her to their bathtub or their bed, whichever she needed. But Mark was not David. He was a fuck boy, a quick pleasure outside of time, and he simply fed the well-fucked hot mom next door his spent cock as she lay flat on her stomach. Danni suckled him, cleaning him with her tongue, and he pulled away, grinning down at her.



“That was great. Text me when you want it again,” he said as he collected his clothes. He popped his hat on, twisted it around, and gave her a wink as she still laid on the couch, wondering what she’d just done and hoping it would happen again.



 









Her Boobs Are the Young Man’s Christmas Gift!



 



This was happening. This was really happening.



“Holy crap, what am I doing?” Claudia asked her mirror as she stared in equal parts delight and horror at the insanely desperate thirty-two-year-old mother staring back at her. Silky black hair tousled into waves? Check. Makeup? Flawless. The girls? Barely covered by the slinky black cocktail dress. The kiddo? With his dad.



All this, for a guy thirteen years younger than she was.  On top of which, he was her best friend’s son. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, what was she doing, had she gone insane?



Yes, Claudia decided. Lust crazy. Because if she didn’t do this tonight — do 
 him 
 tonight — she really was going to go crazy.



The doorbell rang and she jumped like it was a gunshot. She ran out of the bathroom and checked the bedroom one last time to make sure there wasn’t any sign of granny panties or some other godawful embarrassment and testament to just how long it’d been since she got laid. Nothing she could see. Phew. Claudia headed for the front door, feeling giddy, feeling nauseous, feeling like if she didn’t get Sebastian’s cock inside her in the next five minutes she was going to scream.



Sebastian. Nineteen-year-old Sebastian. Torrie’s son. Torrie, who had always been like a mentor to her, and who she was now betraying by lusting after her college-aged son like it was an August day in Death Valley and he was an ice cream cone.



But God help her, Sebastian was so worth the risk.



“SHOES!” she yelped, and sprinted back to the bedroom to yank open her walk -in closet and grab a pair of slingback heels matching her dress.



The front door opened as she slid them on. “Claudia?” Sebastian called.



“Just a second!” she called back.



“I heard you yell something. It sounded like ‘shoot.’ You okay?”



“Oh, getting ready to sit on your face and ride it like a bronco,” she muttered to herself. Louder, “Fine! Make yourself at home! Thanks for coming by.”



“Of course. Anything for you. I mean, anyyyyything.”



She grinned. Sebastian had always been a shameless flirt but it had only been within the last six or so months that she began to take him seriously. Absence made the heart grow fonder, and something about the young man being in college made her see him as just that — a man. He wasn’t the goofy high schooler any longer, but a broad-shouldered, well-muscled fucking specimen of a man, the kind college girls probably lined up around the block to chew on. And yet he was still so young too, so cocky and silly and sparkling with a vitality that most guys her age lost somewhere along the way.



Do or die time.



“Where’s Tim? I have a present for him,” he called from deeper in the house. The kitchen. College man he might be, but Sebastian was still a young man with a never-ending appetite.



“With his dad through Christmas Eve.”



“Aw, that’s too bad.”



Claudia stepped out and found him in the kitchen digging into her Christmas cookie tins, a wrapped present that looked like a video game on the counter. His hair was long now, but kept neat, caressing his sharply-featured face and his always-amused dark eyes. Gone was Sebastian’s attempt at a scruffy beard, thank God, leaving his face smooth. Even in this cold weather, he was dressed, as always, in khaki shorts and a polo, his coat carelessly tossed over one of her kitchen table chairs.



He came up with a piece of white chocolate fudge and fumbled it when he saw her.



“So… hey… I was trying to think of the perfect present for you this year,” Claudia said, pleased that she’d apparently broken his eyeballs, because they bounced from her fact to her tits to her tanned thighs on display. “And I thought… well, what about… me?”



“No way,” Sebastian breathed.



She came to him. Was the swish to her hips too much? If it was, Sebastian didn’t seem to care. She dropped to her knees on the rug in front of him, picking up the piece of candy.



“Dropped something,” she said, and there was nothing faked about the huskiness to her voice. She handed it to him and he dropped it on the kitchen table. He made a move towards the zipper on his shorts but hesitated.



“Ms. Tyler… Claudia… you need to tell me right now if this is a joke. Otherwise, I’m going to want to fuck you all night long.”



“Promise?” she asked. Her hands joined his. He stared down at her, mouth open, a hint of the teenager in the awe in his eyes as she worked his zipper down and slid his shorts down to his ankles.



“Oh fuck. This is real?” he asked.



“It’s real.”



She thought about telling him so much more, the fantasies that had crept into her dreams after he left for college, about the times she’d drop in on his parents whenever she knew he was coming back to town, about how when she left on those little visits she’d dig out her bullet vibe and press it to her clit the entire ride home fantasizing about him and trying not to cause a pile-up.



But in that moment, Claudia had everything she wanted right in front of her, and it was so much bigger than she had ever dared fantasize about.



“Fuck, Sebastian,” she said.



Ah, there was the cocky little shit she knew and loved. He grinned down at her and flexed his hips. “Yeaaaaah, it does the trick.”



That made her giggle like she had too much champagne. She stared at his clean-shaven cock. Even soft it was the biggest prick she’d ever seen, and she took it in her hands now, stroking his length as she finally looked back up at his face. Rapture was written into his eyes and open mouth as he watched her handle him.



“You’ve always been my dream woman,” he said. “The fantasy I keep coming back to.”



“I’m yours tonight, baby.”



He nodded. She loved him at a loss for words. Loved him staring down at the valley of her cleavage. The spaghetti straps were putting in some serious effort that night, so she decided to give them a reprieve, and slowly slid them down her arms. Sebastian’s eyes grew wider as she hinted at baring her tits, but she kept the strap right there, only hinting at her big pink areolas.



“Tease.”



She laughed throatily. “Mm. You want to see these tits, Sebastian?”



“You know I do.”



“You want to suck them?”



“God yes,” he moaned.



“Do you want to fuck them?”



He reached down and grabbed her under the arm. She let herself be lifted, the dress falling away from her big tits. He stared down at them, then looked up at her. His smile was gone, replaced by hunger, raw, needing hunger.



She gasped as he picked her up and slung her over one shoulder. It was one thing to know he was strong, having seen him work out at home and throwing discus for track and field. It was another thing entirely to experience, to be bounced on his shoulder as he walked her effortlessly through the house to her bedroom, her young lover making this seem easy, like she weighed nothing to him in the wake of his carnal desires.



He dropped her on the mattress and she scrambled for a nightstand’s drawers while he finished stripping. Claudia looked over her shoulder as she pulled out some edible lube, whimpering at the sight of his ropey muscles and lean frame. Jesus Christ, she could have grated cheese on those abs.



“God, Claudia, that ass,” he groaned.



She reached back with one hand and pulled the hem up over her bottom, giving him an unobstructed view of the teeny black thong she’d secretly wondered if she wasn’t ten years too old to wear. But he certainly didn’t seem to think so, sliding onto the bed and taking it in his hands.



“Fuck,” Sebastian said.



She twisted around and met him for a searing kiss, their hands going to each other’s faces. Their tongues came together as she uncapped the lube. She spread it on her tits. He helped, bringing his big hands to her breasts and swirling the lube around, making sure her thick nipples and the wide rings of Claudia’s areolas were nice and covered for her. Such a gentleman.



She grinned against Sebastian’s lips and gripped his cock. He was rock hard and needed no more attention from her to get ready for this, so she dropped back onto the bed and her nineteen-year-old lover chased her, straddling her waist and sliding his cock between her tits.



“Oh shit, this is happening, this is really happening,” he said.



She pushed her tits together around his cock. “Uh huh. Fuck my tits, baby.”



He drove his cock between the valley of her tits. She pressed them tight around him. Another time and the squick ing sounds his cock made with every thrust might have made her laugh, but her mind was locked on the sight of the handsome teen above her, his face almost furious with his passion and need of her. It was all she could do not to shove a hand down to her thong and take care of her drenched pussy.



“That’s it, mmm, I know you’ve wanted these for so long,” she cooed.



“Y-yeah,” Sebastian said. “Wanted you… oh… oh fuck, Ms. Tyler, you’re the hottest woman in the world.”



“And you’re so handsome, baby, mm, so muscular, such a big cock for me.”



“Yours, all yours,” he grunted shoving his cock back and forth, his huge tip nearly hitting her chin.



“Any time you come back to town, you can have me, take me however you want. I’ll be such a slut for you.”



“Oh fuck,” he gasped.



“Will you do it, Sebastian? Will you come back and use my tits again? My mouth? My pussy? My ass?”



“Fuck!”



He pulled back from her tits, his hand going to his cock and jacking it fast and hard. Hers joined in and took over for him as he began to buck uncontrollably. His come rocketed across her big breasts, her neck, even her chin.



“Mmmm, such a big yummy mess for me,” she moaned, and ran her fingers through it. She tapped her fingers against her lips, then licked them, watching his reaction, his eyes bulging.



He shot down her body and yanked her thong down her legs, staring for a brief, silent moment at the thick, wet folds of her pussy before he shook himself out of it again. She laughed as he threw her legs over his shoulders and descended down on her, his mouth driving against her pussy. His tongue slid deep and moved fast, collecting her wetness as he stared up at her, his dark hair falling across his eyes.



“Oh, ohhh, Sebastian, eat my pussy, mmm, get that tongue inside me.”



And what a tongue it was, long and skilled. Christ, if she’d had a lover with a tongue like this at his age she’d have never gotten a divorce, not in a million years. And as he brought his thumbs to her clit and hood and began to play them with teasing quick flicks and longer rubs, Claudia realized her young lover wasn’t just good. He was fucking phenomenal.



“Oh my God, oh fuck, you keep licking me… ungh… playing with my c-clit… like that, I’m never letting y-you go, oh, oh fuck, Sebastian.”



“Come for me, Ms. Tyler,” he said against her pussy. His dark eyes sent volcanic heat from her core all the way up her spine, making her kick against his back as his words bored into her. “Come on my tongue.”



“Ohhhh, ohhhhh, fuck, ohhhh, fuck, oh God, oh ohhhhh, Seb… ast… ian!”



It couldn’t have been more than a minute since he started eating her and she was already coming, her hands raking her belly and the downturned sheets and comforter as she rocked, her orgasm driving her thoughts away. He kept going, his hands sliding under her ass and lifting her until only her shoulders remained on the mattress, her legs roping around his neck and back as he feasted, his tongue in her deep.



Her eyes widened as she realized what he really wanted to taste, and he did it, his tongue sliding down across the sensitive strip of skin between her pussy and her bud, her legs kicking in midair, her voice going high as she wailed, “Oh… my… GOD! Sebastian, mmmm, f-fuck!”



His tongue slid around her rim, and he flipped her, bringing her back down to the mattress and prying her cheeks apart. She was so glad she’d waxed and bleached, because he was a man obsessed, driving his tongue in and out of her ass like he was fucking it. She was barely aware of Sebastian twisting in bed to get a better angle, still tasting her ass but bringing his fingers into the mix, driving two deep in her cunt.



Her feet kicked at the mattress as she threw her head back and gasped, “Oh my God, oh my fucking God, I’m gonna come again, I’m gonna come again so hard for you, ohfuck ohfuck ohfuckohfuckohfuck SEBASTIAN!”



And still he kept going, licking her bud and adding a third finger to the two pistoning in and out of her pussy. There was no end to the pleasure, her whole body jolting with it, her voice lost until she screamed, “Oh, oh fuck, fuck me, please fuck me, I can’t take it!”



Sebastian let out a deep noise of satisfaction and need and finally gave her mercy. He moved behind her, pulling Claudia up to her hands and knees. She thrust her ass up high, presenting herself shamelessly like a bitch in heat, because that was exactly what she was in that moment, in dire need of him filling her, fucking her, claiming her.



Her young lover slapped his cock against her ass, aimed lower, and shoved deep inside her.



“Ohhhh, ohhh!” she cried out. “Yes! Fuck me hard, Sebastian!”



He gripped her waist tight, pulled back, and pounded into her. There was no holding back, not for him. The skill he’d shown in eating her pussy and her ass as well as fingering her disappeared in the face of his longest-held desire fulfilled. She loved it, how well he fit inside her, how his balls hit her clit every time their bodies slapped together, the insane frenetic pace he kept. Her pleasure left her boneless, her third orgasm dropping her into the mattress, arms unable to hold herself upright.



He flipped her over onto her back, grabbing her legs and spearing right back into the thirty-something hot mom. His eyes were locked on her tits. They were bouncing so hard it might have embarrassed her with a different lover, but his hungry, youthful obsession with them centered her mind again and made her giggle. She cupped them for him, bringing them up to tongue their tops, making him grunt, “Fuck, Claudia!”



“I’m on the shot, baby, come inside me, show me how much you want me.”



“Not yet. I want you on top.”



“Yesss,” she moaned, and he pulled out of her to drop onto the mattress. She hurried on top of him, so well-fucked by that point her whole body was quivering with the effort of staying upright, but she gripped his cock and dropped onto him anyways, throwing her hair back and rocking on his hips for a few moments before she gave him what he really wanted to see.



Again, Sebastian’s eyes feasted on Claudia’s tits as she bounced on him. His hands went to her ass and her waist, gripping her tight, fucking up into her as much as she was fucking him. Her tits kept time, and again, any self-consciousness about them disappeared when he ran his hands all over them, cupping them, squeezing them, tweaking the nipples.



“I need to do this again,” he said. “Here or at college.“



“Uh huh, I need it too, I need this big dick inside me a-all the time, Sebastian…”



“Promise me,” he said.



“I’m y-yours. Anytime you want it. Ohhh, oh baby, oh, come for me now, come for me…”



“Fuck, Claudia, so beautiful, can’t believe…”



“Me either, baby, but we’re together, I’m yours, let me feel it, I want to feel it inside me…”



She grabbed his hands, slapping them against her breasts and keeping them there. He strained upward, eyes wild, right there, right there, releasing, his warmth flooding her, making her cry out, “Yesss! Inside… me! Ohhh, oh it feels so… goooooood!”



With his hips still jerking, she collapsed onto him, words gone, her breath coming and going in great big heaves. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight like that, kissing her shoulder, her neck. They spent long minutes coiled together, his cock softening and sliding free of her while she rested on top of him, nearly passed out.



He eventually helped Claudia to her feet, and clinging together, they made it into the bathroom and the shower. At her request he brought her toothbrush and toothpaste, and she brushed right under the showerhead, not wanting to spend any more time apart from him than she had to. When she’d spit and gargled water, she turned in his arms and kissed him.



“Oh boy,” Claudia said softly as he guided her gently back against the wall, his cock hardening again already. “Here I thought this was going to be a one-time present. But I think I’m going to want to unwrap you over and over and over again.”









Morning After MILF



 



Isaak didn’t know what to expect when he woke up. The sex the night before was incredible, the best of his life. The things Steph had done, was willing to do so eagerly, made his high school and college girlfriends look tame in comparison. But Steph was married, and even weirder than that, she was his friend Dalton’s mom.



There she was though, in his tiny kitchen, one of his baggy shirts hanging down nearly to her knees. Her hair wasn’t the waves of last night, but she’d washed his come out of it — Christ, had she really sucked his cock and jerked him off onto her face? — and now it was dry and messy, but in a way that worked for her, falling just so over her eyes in a way he was sure was deliberate.



Steph hummed to herself and whisked pancake batter. The look she gave him over her shoulder was amused, and while he might have been unsure of himself just moments before, Isaak moved behind her, his hands going to her spectacular curvy ass. She was forty-four, and yeah, her curves had some sag and cellulite, but the body he’d wanted ever since he understood he liked girls as more than friends was still his greatest fantasy.



And here she was, clearly ready to be fucked again.



Isaak brought up the shirt and ground his boxer-clad cock against her ass in her bikini briefs, the same ones he tugged down the night before with his teeth. Now he wanted to tear them away, but first he massaged her ass cheeks, remembering the way she took every inch of him back there the night before, her head whipping back, trying not to scream his name as he pounded her ass. His first time doing anal and it was with his ultimate dream woman, the woman he loved.



“What are we going to tell your husband?” Isaak growled into her ear. “Because I don’t want this to end today. I’m going to want this pussy every chance I get.”



She laughed throatily and ground back against him. It turned to a moan when he nuzzled her neck and kissed the hickeys he’d left there the night before. “I don’t need to tell him anything. He’s moving out.”



Isaak froze. “Because of me?”



“No, honey, no. This was all me acting on a naughty little fantasy I’ve had about you for a couple years.” She grew serious. “He’s been cheating on me. Now I’ve cheated on him.”



“I’m sorry.”



She set aside the bowl and turned in his arms, giving him an honest, wide smile. It made his heart rev. It was a smile to fall in love with. “I’m not. And I want a real date too, if you can handle being saddled with a woman twenty years older than you.”



“And Dalton?”



“Yeaaaah, I haven’t quite figured out how to tell him I’m crazy about his best friend,” she said softly. “But for now, all day, all night, I want to be with you.”



“I love you, Steph. But you know that.”



“Oh baby, I do.”



With that, Steph sank to her knees, bringing down his boxers with her. There was no reciprocation of his words, not for a few weeks yet, not until one night when they were resting in bed together, him spooning her from behind, but for now, there was this, and it was so much more than enough for him.



She knew what Isaak would want and she gave it to him, not just the blowjob but jerking his shirt up and over her head, baring her big breasts for him again. After he’d cleaned her up the night before, he fell asleep sucking at one of those, the big pink nipple an exclamation point on areolas as wide as a coffee cup’s rim. Her ass was a work of art too, but those tits he’d dreamed about for so long.



But it was her face that he loved best of all, her beaming, beautiful face, such a standout among the moms of their former high school class. Hell, such a standout beauty among any group of women, anywhere. He’d have put her up against the hottest actresses or most popular influencers, and he was sure she’d win, because her beauty was real, her imperfections adding depth and flavor. And now he understood how dirty she was, how much she craved sex too.



She swallowed his long, thick cock down, grinning up at him around it as she sucked and slurped. There was no such thing as a bad blowjob but this was fucking craftsmanship on display in the playful flick of her tongue, the way she worked his first inch or so, the corkscrewing of her head to tease every inch of him she could. What she couldn’t take she stroked with her delicate hands, the gold band and engagement rings on her fingers like naughty winks to the both of them. They would be gone the next time she came over just two days later.



Isaak grew close but he didn’t want to come in her mouth. He pulled back and gripped her arm to tug her to her feet. She laughed at that right up to the point where he clutched her face and kissed her hard. His hands dipped to her ass and he tugged her panties down, his cock wedged between them against her stomach, her hand on it, keeping him hard as she pushed him backwards towards his living room and the small, battered loveseat.



Steph pushed him down onto it and just as quickly slid onto his lap. Her hands wrapped around his cock again and pointed him upward towards her ripe, wet folds. so plump and ready for him. At first, the night before, they’d been so shy, Isaak finally with the MILF he’d always wanted, her with the young man she’d been lusting after since some part of her brain woke up and realized that the nineteen or twenty-year-old stepping out of her pool shirtless and dripping wet was pretty fucking handsome and wouldn’t she just love a bit of that ass and those abs?



But now, after everything they’d done the night before, after he filled her every hole, not to mention coating her tits and her face, there was no shyness, no holding back. Gripping his shoulders, the forty-something mom dropped onto her son’s friend’s cock, moaning as she was filled again, the way she so desperately desired. Her hips and her ass slapped against his skin as she fucked herself on his dick, bouncing so hard it made her tits bounce too.



“Fuck, Steph!” he moaned. His hands went to her ass and gripped tight, his eyes wavering between her smile and the incredible jiggle of her tits.



“Mmm, hang on for me baby, hang on, I’m gonna come so fast for you, you and your big fucking dick…”



“Shit, ohhh, God, you’re so beautiful, so goddamn sexy riding me…”



“Yes, yessss, riding you, riding… you… stud, oh, ohhh, Isaak, Isaak, I’m going to want this all the… time…”



“Me too, oh God, oh fuck…”



“Tell me it again, tell me you l-love me, I’m so close, I’m so…” She lost her words, her body stilling, her mouth falling open.



“I love you, I love you, Steph, oh fuck, come for me, come on my dick…”



“Yes! Your… dick! Your big… fucking… nnnngh, young, young fucking cock, oh, oh, ohhhh!”



She jerked up and slammed down one last time, her eyessqueezed shut, her fingernails digging into his bare shoulders. His hand moved to the back of her head and he yanked her down to kiss him, their lips hot and hungry for each other. Quick as she’d mounted him, he flipped her onto her back, making her laugh and gasp as he sank back into her, taking her for his, staring her in the eyes as he pounded into her cunt.



“Isaak, my Isaak, ohhh, I’m in trouble with you,” she whispered in his ear. “Come inside me, come inside your pussy.”



“Mine,” he said, repeating something he’d growled the night before, something that had brought her over the edge, howling his name. Now though, it was a quiet exhalation, an exultation of him, of his body against hers, of their budding taboo love.



He spilled into her, gasping her name, and she kissed him, hands going to his neck and the back of his head, keeping him there, inside her and against her, needing to feel all of him as he needed to feel her. They kissed and they kissed, whispering sweet words and promises to each other, promises they would keep, the MILF and her handsome young lover.









“I’m Off to College!” He Shouts before Blowing a Load in His Friend’s Mom



 



Fair warning — this one’s really, really dumb, even by my standards. Okay, that said, enjoy the ride. — I.S.



 



No, really, I don’t think you understand. This one is INSANELY dumb. You’re going to read this, shut off the computer, and rip your router’s plug out of the wall. You’ll hate that the Internet exists because this story will have left you so much dumber. -I.S.



 



Sigh. I warned you twice. Read it if you must. -I.S.



 



Teagan knew Blake would be stopping by before he left for college with his family the next day. Her son’s best friend was a regular at her house. If Robbie wasn’t spending the night at Blake’s on the weekend, then Blake was generally spending the night at theirs. He was maybe the only person in the world outside of family with permission to walk right in the door.



Her son Robbie — now going by Rob, which amused everyone who knew him because no way was he ever going to be anything but Robbie to them — left for college two weeks prior. It had been both a tremendously sad and happy affair. Teagan’s geeky son was immediately wowed by the coeds running around in barely-there shorts and tanks, barely noticing his mother in his eagerness to dive face-first into college girls and late night D&D sessions with his new roommate. A painful goodbye for her, yes, but it was also lighthearted. Robbie was taking wing, and that was a good thing.



In a weird way, seeing Blake off broke her heart even more than her son. Not that Teagan didn’t love Robbie, far from it. The two had always been close, especially after the death of her husband and his father. But Blake was the last reminder of Robbie’s teenage years, of her duties as a baseball mom, a chaperone, and an ear for the guys to talk to when they needed it. He was her son’s best friend, but he was her friend too.



And… well, if she was being honest, ever since Blake turned eighteen, he’d been the object of a lot of uncomfortable fantasies. It started a few weeks after his birthday party, when Teagan experienced the most vivid sex dream since her pregnancy. In it, Blake was staying in their guest bedroom. She was drawn to the door, open just far enough she could see him seated on the edge of the bed and stroking his cock, which was wildly proportioned, as most men were in her dreams when she had such fantasies. But as silly as the idea was the morning after, within the dream itself, it was so enthrallingly hot that she moaned in frustration when she woke and realized Blake was not actually stroking his cock for her.



It took a long moment before what she just fantasized about set in. She had a sex dream… about her son’s best friend.



She felt guilty at first, but it would not be the last time she had a dream like that about Blake. The guilt morphed into amusement over time, and amusement became something like acceptance. She found her son’s boyishly handsome eighteen-year-old best friend attractive. Ohhhh-kay then.



And now? Maybe she meant to tease him, to give him one last fantasy to take to college with him. Or maybe Teagan always knew her low-cut top and skin-tight jeans would lead to more. She didn’t question her mind too much. She only knew if he didn’t get there soon, she was going to rush into her bedroom, pull out her favorite toys, and go to town.



When Blake finally walked in her front door, he did the usual routine. “Mrs. Lane?”



She stepped out of the kitchen, pressing her elbows to the sides of her breasts, trying not to be too obvious about it, but neither was she hiding it, either.



His reaction went beyond what she hoped for. Blake gaped at her, his mouth actually opening wide, jaw hanging down. His eyes went huge and his hands clutched at nothing at all, almost closing into fists.



“Holy shit,” he said, then stammered, “Sorry, I’m sorry, I… but…”



She feigned confusion. “What’s got you so tongue-tied?”



“Y-y-you… you…” He gaped at her a moment longer. His expression changed from one of amazement into something determined and serious. He stepped forward, hands still making those clutching motions. She blushed as he came to her inch by inch. Was he going to…?



Yes. He most certainly was.



Blake muttered more to himself than her, “I’d always regret it.” His hands shot for her face. She nearly jerked backwards or stopped him with a hand of her own against his chest in his white tank top, but instead, her own eyes widened and she did nothing at all as the eighteen-year-old cupped her cheeks and crushed his lips to hers.



“Mmmmf!” she gasped against him.



Blake jerked back immediately, now scared. God, that boyish face was so expressive. He looked like he’d just stolen liquor off the top of the fridge and been caught. “Oh God, I’m sorry, you’re just… you’re always beautiful but you look so fucking… so frigging hot and it’s now or never and-”



Teagan tackled him. It was a move that would have done the local football coach proud. She dragged him down to the thickly carpeted floor, him making a noise not entirely unlike a squawk as his slim ass hit the ground and she collapsed on top of him.



“Oh shit, oh shit!” Blake gasped as she mounted his groin. His baseball cap had fallen off, and she clutched his short-shorn brown hair to kiss him again as he tried to stammer out another apology about swearing.



“Blake,” she said, and kissed him again. “I don’t…” Kiss. “…give…” Kiss, kiss, and now he was finally getting into it, giving her some sloppy tongue. “…a shit about…” She tore at her shirt, yanking it up and over her bra and tossing it aside. “…swearing. Just shut the fuck up and kiss me.”



“Y-yes, Mrs. Lane,” he gasped, staring at her big tits in her red bra. She jerked the bra off so fast a strap broke, nearly hitting him the eye. THe wound was salved when she thrust her tits against his face, rocking back and forth against his groin.



“Oh my God, oh holy shit,” he gasped, then latched onto one of her big dark nipples and sucked for all he was worth, clutching the breast and moaning deep in his throat.



“That’s it, Blake, that’s it, suck my tit, suck it,” she moaned, rocking harder and harder on him. She still had her jeans on, and he was still wearing his usual dopey basketball shorts, but something pressed against her sex, something big and hard. She ground against him, heat rising in her in wild swirls as she lost herself to the depravity of the moment. Would there be consequences? Of course! Did she care? Not a bit!



She shoved up as best she could manage, going for the button on her jeans and yanking them down. There wasn’t far she could go though, so she pulled away from Blake, his lips still making noshing motions as he tried to drag her back.



“Oh, trust me, you’ll get those back in your hands and mouth as soon as we both get very, very naked.”



“We’re going to fuck?” he squeaked.



“Jesus Christ, what did you think was going to happen?” she asked, amused.



He gaped at her, then just as fast as she tugged down her jeans over her hips, he yanked down his shorts and his boxers. She stopped to stare, her own dumbfounded look matching his earlier one. Sure, he wasn’t the absurd two or three feet of her dreams, but if he ever needed a date on a Saturday night, once word of that monster got out, he’d never have to spend a weekend alone.



“Jesus fuck, Blake!”



“Is it okay?” he asked.



“Is it okay? Are you serious? Wait… wait. Are you a virgin?” she asked, dropping her panties.



“Oh my God I’m looking at your…”



“You are,” Teagan said. She pressed her forearm against her forehead. “Oh God, this is wrong, this is so wrong.”



“Are we not going to fuck?” Blake asked, now sounding so immensely sad she nearly laughed.



She stared down at his huge dick, just laying there on his stomach like a throbbing red summer sausage. Finally, she muttered, “Oh, screw it.”



She snatched at his dick and aimed it upwards. If his eyes were big before, now they were moons. He wheezed, “Oh… shit!” and she dropped on him, pussy taking every inch of him as she slammed her hips down. “I’m not a virgin, I’m not a virgin, oh my God, Mrs. Lane, you… you…”



“Shut up, shut up, shut up, just let me enjoy…” Oh God, he was deep, and she realized dimly that he was bare inside her. Her fingers went to his chest and raked at his skin as she stammered, “Can’t… can’t come… inside me…”



“I won’t, I’ll pull out, I… I…”



“Cause I’m not on the pill, oh fuck oh fuck…”



“I’ll pull out!” he said again as she began to slam down on his cock.



“Because you could come inside me and get me pregnant and ohhhh, oh fuck, oh fuck…”



“I’ll pull out, oh, oh Jesus, Mrs. Lane, you feel so good…”



“That big… fucking cock… could fire load after load inside me… fill me right up!” Her eyes rolled up, and as she bucked up and down on his huge fucking cock, she gurgled, “I’d be… big and filled… by my s-son’s best… friend’s baby and that… that would be… oh fuck, that would be hot… so fucking… hot but it’d be wrong… so wrong!”



“Do you… do you want me to come inside you?” he asked.



“Yes! Oh God Jesus, Blake, yes! Yes! Come inside me! Come inside my unprotected cunt! Fucking fuck! Breed me! Make me your pregnant fucking MILF bitch!”



“Holy shit!” he sputtered.



She dropped, her breasts brushing against him, eyes wild and a loopy grin on her face. Her hips slapped against his and she devoured his lips with hers, kissing him as noisily as the sounds of their fucking. His hands finally found a purpose and grabbed her ass, hanging on for dear life as she bounced on him hard enough to knock over a picture frame on an end table. His tongue slid against her lips, nervous and timid at first, but when he heard her moan, he grew far more bold and jammed that tongue right into her mouth. She loved it.



He had her so wet she was coating their thighs. She pulled back, grabbed his hands, and planted them on her big bouncing tits.



“Mrs. Lane… your, mm, your boobs… are incredible…”



“My tits, they’re my tits, squeeze them, feel them up, touch them all you want, you can suck them again later, just keep… nnngh… fucking… me!”



“I’m going to!” he said, his voice nearly a shout. “I’m going to… ungh! Going to keep fucking you! And fucking you! And I’m going… to come home… all the time and keep fucking you! Over and over and over again!”



“C-college,” she cooed, but Teagan couldn’t form any more words than that because she was coming, she was coming so fucking hard that her brains might as well have been warm liquid Jello, her mouth hanging open, her eyes distant, her pussy quaking around him.



He grabbed her by the waist and starting pumping into her frenetically, his voice getting even louder. “Yeah! College! You’re going to come see me at college all the time!”



“Yes!” she wailed.



“My girlfriend! My best friend’s mom is my girlfriend now! I’m going to fuck you and fuck you and fuck you and you’re gonna get pregnant!”



“Preg… nant…” Teagan said, and she fell sideways. No. That wasn’t right. He was rolling with her, getting her on her back and hammering into her, her legs kicking at the air wildly while that big cock filled her again and again.



“I want to… to get a blowjob from you! And I want to fuck your boobs!”



“Yes, yes, all of it, all of it, you can have everything you want,” she babbled, her chest rising and falling as her cunt told her in no unconditional terms this dick forever belonged inside her.



“C-can I fuck your butt?” he asked, then pure joy hit him without her even having to answer him. “I’m going to fuck your butt! Your big MILF butt! In my dorm room!”



“Y-yes, oh God yes, fuck me in… in the ass… in your dorm…”



“I’m… I’m going to show you off! To my roommate! And my friends!! Fuck, Mrs. Lane!”



Oh God, this was insane, this was so fucking insane, but she was close again, and she would have agreed to anything he wanted. Anything, just to come again. “Yesssss! Yours! Yours to… to show off!”



“I’m gonna be Robbie’s stepdad!” he bellowed nonsensically.



“The f-fuck…?” she started to ask, then her young lover nearly bent her in half, her feet nearly touching her ears, and he pounded down into her and she didn’t care. Let him have it, whatever he wanted, because she needed this dick again.



“I’m gonna come, Mrs. Lane!”



“Do it, do it Blake, come inside me, make me yours, make me yoooooours!”



He drove deep, his head whipping backwards as his eyes nearly closed. He grunted and started to come, blast after blast of him filling her up. Her legs bicycled at the air, her fingers raking at her breasts and hair. She was unaware she cried out too, a hoarse shout of pure need fulfilled. Slowly she dropped back down, her body jerking and her lips making kissing motions as she tried to jumpstart her body into working again. Had she… had she just begged him to breed her? Had she just agreed to marry him? What the fucking fuck?



He pulled free of her and stared down at the mess he left of her pussy, a big dopey grin on his face. He dropped beside her and began to suck at her nipple again. Teagan cradled his head to her breast, wondering what the hell just happened, what she just agreed to. His fingers went to the come drizzling out of her pussy and slid into her tentatively, then with more and more enthusiasm. He sucked her nipple harder, making pleased sounds deep in his throat, and she decided once again consequences were stupid, especially with a great big eighteen-year-old cock to keep her happy and entertained.









Memories of a MILF



 



When I think about the crazy year with Kim, my favorite memory is always of one particular morning just a few days into us sleeping together. The morning light in that killer bathroom of hers was meant for her, the sun worshipping her. She had a cup of coffee in hand, though she finished it already. One of her long legs was up and out of the water, giving me a tantalizing look at her creamy thigh as the water and soap bubbles cascaded off it. Messy tendrils of her dark hair caressed her face, and her eyes sparkled as I read her the morning news from her tablet.



She always preferred bubble baths, I remember that. Her ritual was taking long relaxing soaks every day her two children were at school. I didn’t know that quite yet. Our relationship was still a new thing, no label put on it yet. That was what damned us, eventually. I wanted us to be more and Kim… Kim thought that couldn’t be. I was her best friend’s son. I pushed too hard for us to move in together, and… well…



But that was in the future. This was still in the earliest days, just a couple weeks after my eighteenth birthday, when I brazenly told Kim what I really wanted was her. It took her some time to decide that was what she wanted too, but when she did, we didn’t leave her bed for anything save her kids’ needs.



As she twirled her ankle this way and that in the air, my words faltered. I kept stealing glances at her, turned on again even after she spent a good chunk of the morning riding me after seeing her kids off to the bus. You have to understand how beautiful she was. Thirty-four, and in her absolute prime, Kim was a vision of luscious fertility. Her breasts hung some from having two kids but were still so full and ripe, and the nipples begged for my mouth again. She carried some extra softness to her, but it was a lovely balance of fitness and motherliness, not fat, not even chubby, just full and delicious.



Kim caught me staring and it’s that knowing smile that still haunts my dreams, even now. I think about that smile a lot. I think about it, and I think about her birthday card this year to me, an innocuous thing that said, “Come see me sometime.” Only is it so innocuous? I don’t know. I know she got a divorce not too long ago. I know she’s in her fifties now, and still so goddamn beautiful it takes my breath away to see her on social media. I’m going despite the years between us because I want our second chance, to tell her again we belong together, that I’ve never been right without her.



I don’t know what will happen. But at the very least, we had that moment.



“Come here,” she said in the stillness of the house.



I stood and put aside her tablet. She moved, twisting onto her knees and gripping the edge of her big bowl-like freestanding tub. Her ass came up just out of the water, making me suck in my breath. The sun hit it just right to make it gleam.



I came to her, dropping the robe she loaned me behind me somewhere. My dream woman took me in her soft smooth hands and stroked me. She had trimmed and shaved me after our first time together, and promised to show me how to do it myself soon. I was still getting used to being hairless down there but I loved the sensation as she sucked me deep, her lips running down every inch of my length. She kept her eyes on me, so wide, so sweet even as she sucked my cock.



When she came up off me, she gave me a long, playful lick that circled my tip, making me shiver. “Kim,” I moaned.



I wondered if she knew the power she held over me in that moment. The way her tongue danced down my base all the way to my shaven balls, the tease of her eyes, the way she held herself. She was — is — the most beautiful goddamn creature in the world and in that moment I think she knew it.



No one had ever taken my balls in their mouth before but she did it now, engulfing them for the briefest of moments until she returned to my shaft, licking me up and down the base several times until I was squirming with need of her to suck me down again. She would teach me in the lazy days to come that she liked to be told what to do, but that first week or so, she took charge, molding me into the man I’d become.



She sucked me deep again, and this time she lost her playfulness, taking me and going for broke. The tendrils of her hair bobbed as her head did, her lips wrapped around my thick cock, her tongue sliding across me as she held me against the back of her throat. Instinctually I started to drive in and out of her mouth and she gave a deeply pleased, “Mm hm.”



“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I said.



Her eyes softened at that but the words only served to intensify the blowjob. A tendril of her dark hair fell across her eye and it made her even sexier somehow, her beauty now veiled just enough to turn me on even more. My cock throbbed, aching for release, and she must have felt it, because she finally pulled off me with a gasp and a deep breath.



“Join me in here,” she said.



She twisted on her knees, gripping the edges of the tub and watching me over her shoulder as I carefully stepped into the soapy water and knelt behind her.



Her pussy gleamed with moisture that hadn’t come from the bath. Her lips spread wide around me as I guided myself into her. She could take every inch of me, and did, her fingers tightening on the edge of the tub.



I was too far gone and too in need of release to take it slow. I fucked into her hard, and she held on, gasping and laughing all at the same time. Immediately I started kicking up water from the force of our bodies colliding. I didn’t care. Neither did Kim.



We moved together with fast, frenetic need, my earlier thoughts about the stillness of that moment lost to our moans and the washing-machine sounds of our sloshing. She reached a hand between her legs and played with her clit as I fucked her, her head dipping low. Her other hand clutched at the side of the tub and she nearly lost her balance when she came, her head dipping so low she nearly banged it off the tub. She laughed as she came, unable to help herself, and I laughed too, slowing just long enough to clutch her to me. She came back up, hand reaching over her shoulder for my face, and we kissed like that, both of us still grinning like lovesick lunatics.



The kisses turned needier, and soon I started rocking my hips again. This time, there was no splashing. She stayed upright like that, clutching at my face, whispering my name. I held her around the waist, thrusting up and into her, sure I’d wake up at any moment to realize this was just some fantastical dream.



But it was real, and that moment seemed to stretch on forever. The water went lukewarm, the suds all gone. And still we moved together, my thrusts coming harder and harder, Kim’s whispered words urging me on until I moaned her name one last time and buried myself deep inside her, frantic to kiss her neck and clutch at her tits like they were my first pair. When I finally pulled my softening cock free of her and let her go, she laughed throatily and turned in my arms.



“You’re cleaning up,” she told me, and I glanced at the damage I’d wreaked.



“Won’t need to mop for a while, at least,” I said, and that got her started again, her head dropping to my chest as we both got it out of our system.



She drained and refilled the tub while I cleaned, and by that point, I was hard again. But this time, we didn’t make love. This time, I crawled in he tub and she nestled back against me. It was as good as the sex. Moreso, maybe.



And now?



Now I’m sitting at the terminal, my hands shaking as I think about what I’m going to tell her. It’s been nearly fifteen years but I still love her so much. I hope she says yes but even if she doesn’t, I get to see her again for a week. That’ll be enough to carry me the next fifteen years.



They’re announcing that it’s time to board.









Taking the Cheating MILF Against the Wall



 



An obvious content warning for this one too, folks. Skip on if cheating isn’t your thing. -I.S.



 



With my hands full of her big tits, I pushed Emily against the wall with a thump. We probably should have cared about the noise. Her son — my college roommate and best friend — was halfway across the house, playing the latest Gunstuff and expecting me back any moment. Her husband was even closer, in the garage doing some woodworking project or something. I didn’t know what he was up to, and I didn’t fucking care. The guy was background noise to me the moment I met Toby’s fuckdoll mom.



With her face nearly against the wall and her ass to me, she arched up on her toes as I slid my cock back inside her. It was not a perfect ass, sagging and a little flat, but fuck, that’s the way I loved my MILFs. I loved them a little soft. I loved a little extra fullness to their fupas. I loved tits so big they hung a little bit, especially when I fucked them from behind and could make them bounce.



But it was the faces that always sold me, and Emily Keeler had a face that belonged to a model. Well-defined cheeks, soulful greenish-brown eyes, a kind of crooked, shy smile that left no doubt in my mind what she thought of me the moment we met.



All of her was emphasized by dirty blonde hair that hung halfway down her back. I buried my face in that now, breathing deep her tea tree shampoo and the rich citrusy scent of her lotion or body wash.



She looked over her shoulder at me, lips parted, and I crushed mine to hers as I fucked into her harder and harder, shoving her body against the wall with every thrust. She was so fucking wet for me and had been since I snaked my hand into her pants when she came down the hallway to the living room. We hadn’t even been out of sight of her son at that point. If he had looked up right, then he would have seen his eighteen-year-old freshman roomie with his fingers buried in his mom’s tight jeans. I got her out of the way in a hurry, but we were still so goddamn dangerously close to being discovered.



“I’ve never cheated,” she whimpered to me now, her voice so quiet I almost didn’t hear her words.



“I’m fucking you every chance I get this weekend and when you come visit us in college,” I promised her.



Emily shivered at that. I dug in my pocket and brought out my phone. I wanted a video of her MILF ass rippling back against me as I fucked into her.



“I’m going to take a video for you now,” I breathed against her neck. “Just your ass and the back of your head. Don’t turn towards me.”



“Oh fuck,” she gasped and clapped a hand to her mouth when she realized how loud it was.



I got my video, my cock straining for release and slamming inside her with slaps of skin against skin. She began to shudder at about the same time as I shut the video down. Once I stowed the phone away, I brought that hand around and down to her mound and her hooded clit. Her pussy lips were big and full, but that clit was a tiny, cute little button. I played with it fast and hard as I bucked into her, making her rise up with every thrust as she fought not to cry out with her orgasm.



“Honey?” her husband called from the perpendicular hallway leading to the garage. “Have you seen the drill bit case?”



Emily said under her breath, “Why the hell would I have seen his drill bits?” I snorted and she called out louder, “N-no. Ch-check the shed.”



“Good idea,” her husband called back, completely oblivious to his wife arching her back, her mouth falling open, her hand shooting to mine on her clit.



We heard the door to the garage shut again and she came, a soft whining keen escaping her throat as my fucking reached a manic pace. I wanted to come, I needed it, but this was insane even by my deluded standards and I wanted it to last. Instead of filling her up, I yanked out of her and twisted her around. She stared at me with dazed, half-lidded eyes as I gripped her by the ass and lifted her up. My cock slid back into her, and her head thumped back against the wall.



No one responded to that. Something boomed on the screen in the living room from the game Toby was playing and it made Emily jump. I put a hand over her mouth and bounced her on my lengthy cock, marvelling at how tight she was. I was experienced but too young and naive to know a C-section mother when I fucked one.



I stopped just long enough to tug her top up over her big breasts in her nylon bra. She reached behind herself and undid the clasp, not quite letting the bra fall away completely, but bringing it down far enough to show me those big MILF tits capped in thick pink nipples. They drove me wild, and I fucked into her again, driven now, not stopping for anything. If her husband or Toby had come down that hallway at that moment, I would have kept drilling her. Not until I’d come in her beautiful cunt or they pulled me away from her.



She looked towards the living room, then back at me, and in a voice low and full of need, “Get out your phone again. Don’t make me regret this.”



“Fuck,” I grunted and did as she told me, setting her down just long enough to yank my phone out of my jeans. I fucked into her again while she held the phone this time, aiming the camera first at her face as she bit her lip with a need I didn’t think was faked for the camera, and then a long, slow panning shot of her fantastic fucktoy body until she ended it on my cock pummeling her pussy. She took that video and then started another one, this time focusing on me. I didn’t know what she was doing until I realized she wanted a video for herself too, something to remember this by. Emily was a fucking 
 freak
 , just like me.



I couldn’t stop but I hung on, the thought of the videos and the sight of her bouncing on my cock making me mad with lust. I fucked her hard and fast, our bodies making squelching noises together. I heard her husband bang something in the garage and curse, and Emily began to giggle helplessly. I crushed my mouth to hers and she took another video of us kissing like that as she was jostled up and down, my chest pressed against her tits, her legs wrapped around me, foot rubbing up and down my leg.



She came with another soft keen, and I couldn’t hold on any longer, I buried my lips against her shoulder and jerked my hips once, twice, three times, grunting as my cock erupted inside her. She twisted her head and made a silent “o” with her mouth as the first man aside from her husband to fuck her in over twenty years filled her with his come. 
 My 
 come.



And this was just the beginning. We had three days together like that, and I planned on taking Emily every chance I got. I took the phone from her, grinned against her lips, and filmed it as I slipped my cock free of her. My come drizzled down her thighs and dripped down to the carpet. She scooped up some of it, my new MILF lover, brought it to her lips, and we ended the last round of videos with her winking at the camera.









Balcony MILF



 



Slicing through the water, Cade defined sleek. He wasn’t skinny, far from it, but nor was he thickset like the college-aged football boys from another one of the buildings, who would turn to fat a few years beyond their graduation. No. Cade was different. Cade was everything Helena shouldn’t lust for.



But she did.



The thirty-year-old single mom watched the nineteen-year-old, and as she’d taken to doing the last week, she slid a hand into her robe, but unlike her previous quick explorations, this time, she decided to let her hand stay where it was, consequences be damned.



He knew she was watching. She did it every day since his eighteenth birthday right there in the communal area between three of the apartment buildings, her fever for him growing and growing. But never had she blatantly touched herself like this, two fingers squeezing her pussy lips together before teasing her entrance gently, her wetness already building.



He came up out of the water, looking right up for Helena and her usual pleased smile or compliment. Instead, he caught an eyeful of her through the iron bars of her balcony, and his eyes widened before he grinned like he just won a prize.



She curled a finger at him as she did the same in her own pussy, rubbing her spot and wondering if she could make herself come before he walked through her door. Helena’s daughter Leanne was with her father that weekend, so there was no need to worry about her. Everyone else could enjoy the show. Helena didn’t care anymore. She wanted this right where she was.



Cade hoisted himself out of the pool, water cascading down his sculpted body, showing off for her. She thrilled to it, the easy nature of his physicality. Even more thrilling was the bulge in his tight shorts and the fire in his young eyes as he toweled himself off.



When he was dry enough, he shot for the building, leaving behind his towel, shoes, and his keys. No matter. Helena was going to be right there looking out anyways, waiting for her forbidden lover.



She heard him out in the hallway saying hello to someone, probably her neighbor Jorge, and then he was inside her apartment. He stopped in her living room. Helena looked over her shoulder to see why. He was staring at her with the last vestiges of the youth, unsure and maybe even shy. It was cute.



“Take a shower and wash off the pool,” she said. “I’ll be here.”



Without a word, he headed in that direction. She fingered herself harder, knowing he was nude in there. Warmth spread through her in waves coming faster and faster with every moment. Two people stepped out of an apartment building across the way and she stopped just long enough to see that it was a couple in their thirties or forties she knew only well enough to say hi to. They were focused on each other but when the woman broke her gaze and looked up, she spotted Helena… and Cade.



The young man was still nude, and eased up behind Helena. “They could see,” he said, his voice more like a growl.



The woman down there giggled and pointed them out. The man squinted and his eyes widened. But instead of shouting, as Cade tugged up the back of Helena’s robe, the couple down below drew closer, watching with eager fascination.



“Fuck me, Cade,” Helena said. “Take me like we’ve both wanted.”



His lips drew a line from her ear to her shoulder, and back again to settle at the base of her delicate neck as his cock slipped between her thighs, fat, long, ready for her.



“If you tell me that,” he said against her skin, “I’m going to want it all the fucking time.”



It was the first time she’d ever heard him swear, and it sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine. She didn’t answer except to bend over the rail, resting on her arms. He filled her with a fast, easy thrust, making her whimper softly. Oh, but he was just as big as those shorts promised, and he was going to get her there fast.



“Play with my clit,” she said, and the woman below visibly parted her lips, her smile fading as she stared with more and more intensity.



Cade reached around Helena with both hands, one going to her mound, his thumb swirling over her trimmed hair with feather-light circles before going to her big clit. His other hand went to her breast and he instinctively fucked into her harder, his breathy moan nearly setting her off.



“Fuck, Mrs. Holly.”



“Yesss,” she said. “Be firm with it, you won’t hurt me.” His thumb flicked her clit faster and his cock jerked back and forth, every inch of him inside her, his skin slapping against her ass and thighs. She looked over her shoulder at him, hair falling across her eyes, her breasts, and he plunged his lips against hers, the hand on her tit going to her neck as he fucked her harder, harder.



“Fuck,” the guy below said, and his wife giggled nervously.



“That’s what he’s doing,” Helena said against Cade’s lips as she was bounced back and forth with every hard thrust of his cock. “He’s fucking me, he’s mine now, aren’t you baby?”



“Yours,” Cade said. “And you’re mine.”



“Yours,” she agreed too. “Now come inside me, baby, come in my cunt, I need you, I need that come filling me up.”



He grunted and pounded into her faster and faster. She came with a jolt, her eyes trying to roll upward, her butterflies making her feel so good, especially in the cool of the morning air. She came, and she whimpered his name under her breath. “Cade, oh Cade, oh fuck…”



“Mrs. Richards…” he grunted, and pulled back on her neck one more time, making her breasts thrust out as her spine formed a bow for him. He plunged deep and came, a torrent of deliciously young come flooding her pussy. He pulled out of her and without waiting even a moment, he turned Helena and pulled her with him into the apartment, his lips coming to hers over and over and over again as she pushed him back towards the bedroom, laughter and whispers following them all the way.









Her Son’s Best Friend



 



Stacy Kelstone knew her son Jeremy was coming home from college with a friend, but wasn’t expecting them for hours yet. His last class didn’t get out until three, and they had a two hour drive after that. But Jeremy and his friend Warren had other plans.



From pictures online, it was obvious Warren was a striking young man, with dark brown curls, eyes that could look either soulful or devilish depending on the photo, and a hard, angular face to go with his ropy muscles. Two years older than her son, he was a junior in college and had taken Jeremy under his wing. Good for Jeremy, Stacy privately thought. Despite his good looks, he was pretty timid and awkward in high school, but with Warren, it looked like he was having the time of his life with a few short-term girlfriends over his first months in college.



The day was unusually hot for mid-October, but with the countdown on to cooler days ahead, Stacy took full advantage, resting poolside getting some sun in a barely-there bikini, hoping to hold onto her tan for a few more weeks yet. She spent a good half hour out there, reading a trashy erotica novel on her e-reader. It was the sort of debaucherous thing she loved, a woman hired on to be a personal assistant to a football player turned businessman. Of course they hated each other, and that made the sex all the hotter.



The sound of a car pulling into her driveway got Stacy’s attention. At first, she thought it might be a delivery man, but then she heard two doors close and gasped when she heard her son’s distinct bark of a laugh. Jeremy and Warren, home much too early.



She shot to her feet, cussing her passed husband’s decision not to install a door leading right to their master suite. “I don’t want to take the chance anyone could peek in on us,” he said, and at the time, when Jeremy was younger and they had a lot of teenage boys around, it seemed like a smart thing to say. But now that he was two years gone, lost to his unending love of greasy cheeseburgers, Stacy wanted that damn door and made a mental note to look into it as soon as possible.



For now, she snatched up her towel. As she wrapped it around herself, she heard Jeremy call from inside the house. Just in time, she finished with the towel and headed for the patio doors as Jeremy opened them up.



“Jeremy!” she said, and though his sudden arrival shocked her, Stacy couldn’t help the delight that coursed through her. She came to him and embraced him tight, ignoring for the moment the tall, handsome man behind him, grinning.



“Hey Mom, surprise!”



“You nearly had a surprise yourself,” Stacy said, still hugging him. “You almost caught me out here in nearly nothing.”



“Damn, can we try again?” Warren asked. His voice was smooth and mellow, like good bourbon.



Jeremy pulled away long enough to give his friend a mock glare. “Dude! My mom!”



“I know. And she’s a hot mom too,” Warren said, giving Stacy a none-too-subtle look up and down. “Damn, Mrs. Kelstone. Pictures didn’t do you a bit of justice.”



Despite Warren obviously laying it on thick, Stacy blushed. She came to him and held out a hand. “You get a handshake for now, but I’m a hugger so be warned.”



“I’m sure not going to complain,” Warren said.



“Oh God, he’s already started,” Jeremy said. “He’ll be like this all weekend.”



“I’m looking forward to it,” Stacy said, giving Warren an over-exaggerated lick of her lips.



They sat at the patio set and talked. Jeremy explained his professor canceled because of the flu, and at his mother’s disbelief, pulled out his phone and showed her the email. Talk shifted to their trip home, college life, and classes in general. Stacy found out Warren was an exercise science major.



“I want to be a physical therapist,” he said.



“You won’t have trouble finding work,” Stacy said.



“You’re a nurse, right?”



“Going on… gosh, fifteen years.”



“Nah, that’s not true,” Warren said. “No way you’re that old, not with a body like that.”



“Oh my God, he really is going to try for it all weekend, isn’t he?” Stacy asked her son.



“Yuuuup,” Jeremy said. “I’m going to grab my bag and get a shower. Think I can leave you two alone for a minute?”



“‘A minute,’” Stacy said to Warren. “He can’t take a shower less than fifteen minutes long.”



“Perfect amount of time for us to sneak off together,” Warren said.



“Jesus,” Jeremy said. He stood up, kissed his mom on the head, and headed for the doors. “If you two do hook up, I’m not calling you dad, Warren.”



“Whatever you say, son.”



“Listen to your future father now,” Stacey said, and Jeremy groaned. “I’m going to go change.”



“You don’t have to on my account,” Warren said, standing up with her. “I’m wondering what you meant when you said you weren’t wearing much under that towel.”



Feeling daring, Stacy looked towards the house, then back at the young man. Carefully, so Jeremy wouldn’t see too much if he happened to look, she undid her towel and opened it for the briefest of moments. Warren’s eyes lit up as he drank in the tiny fabric stretched across her big tits and cupping her shaven sex. Her lips would have been just visible around the fabric, and that was what he focused on, muttering under his breath, “Jesus. You’re fucking incredible.” Stacy blushed hard, and his eyes returned to her face. “But it’s that face that makes you the hottest MILF I’ve ever seen.”



“A MILF, huh?” She started for the house again and redid the towel.



His expression completely serious and so stormy she thought he might lay her out right there and take her, Warren said, “When he first showed me pictures of you two together, I knew I had to get to know you. So when he invited me down, I promised myself I would do everything I could this weekend to fuck you until you begged me to drive back and do it every weekend.”



Stacy had a hard time not licking her lips. His lines were a little cheesy but holy crap, Warren was easily one of the most handsome men she’d ever met — and he was only twenty-one or twenty-two. The allure of his youth was undeniable, that vitality, that arrogant drive… that ability to go and go and go.



“You’re serious,” Stacy said, her voice huskier than she intended. Her hand brushed the patio door’s handle, but she didn’t yet make a move inside. Out here, their conversation would be muffled. Inside, Jeremy might hear them.



“I got tested when I found out about this trip. I can show you the results. And I haven’t slept with anybody since, so I’m clean. You’re single, I’m single, I’m not looking for some crazy attachment. I want to fuck you. If you want to be fucked and by someone who knows what they’re doing, then say yes.”



From inside the house, they heard the faint blast of the shower. Stacy looked at Warren, then stepped inside. He followed her into the kitchen off the living room. She stopped at the counter, her back to him, pulling a bottle of wine from a small rock.



Warren’s hands went to her waist, and he breathed into her ear, “I didn’t hear a no. But I want to hear a yes.”



Stacy looked back at him, her lips parted as she put the bottle of wine back.The towel fell, and he grinned. “Yes,” she whispered, going for the knot on her bikini bottoms.



Warren moved. Stacy wasn’t joking that Jeremy would take a while in the shower, but they still didn’t have much time. Warren unzipped his shorts with one hand and fished out his cock while his other came around Stacy’s front and cupped one of her big tits. He moaned, and she hissed, “Quiet.”



He chuckled softly and something pressed against her pussy.. Was that his fist? No. Oh Jesus, that was his cock, and it was…



“Oh, fuck, that’s big,” she gasped as he pressed the tip into her.



“Quiet,” he said, mocking her.



“Ass….” He pushed deeper, sinking in inch after inch of the biggest, fattest cock she’d ever had. Christ, no one made Stacy feel this full since before she had Jeremy eighteen years ago. “…hole,” she finished with a whimper. “Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck…”



Warren leaned in and whispered into her ear, “Dirty MILF, using language like that.”



The words drove a spike of warmth through her. She gripped the counter, whimpering through gritted teeth and grinding her ass back against his fully sheathed cock.



His hand was still cupping her tit, and he squeezed as he started to fuck her with hard, even thrusts. Stacy’s auburn hair spilled as her head dipped, her pleasure enormous, his big dick stroking her spot with every thrust.



“Like that, mmm, just like that, twist my nipple a little…”



He did, and her ass bounced back to meet his thrust, rippling as skin met skin. Warren smacked it with a hard crack, and Stacy nearly came right then and there, her mouth open, the sting mixing so well with the waves of pleasure. He let go of her breast and spanked her other cheek, and now she really did come, her voice going high and whiny as she tried to keep quiet.



“C-coming, oh, ohhhh, mmmmmrrrrrgh, I’m coming, you young fucking stud!”



The heat blazed and she closed her eyes, gritting her teeth even harder. How long she quivered as Warren kept up his hard pace, she had no idea, but the pleasure kept her, never wanted to let her go.



Just as Stacy started to come down, something pressed against her ass, something cool and a little wet. She gasped, and Warren’s thumb slid in as he started fucking her faster. “Jesus… fuck!” she wailed.



They both froze and looked over their shoulders in the direction of Jeremy’s room and the guest shower. Jeremy called, “Mom? Did you shout?”



“Stubbed my toe!”



Jeremy laughed. “Be careful, old woman. Don’t want you to fall and break your hip.”



“Ha-” Warren chose that moment to sheathe his cock inside her in one sharp thrust, pulling his thumb back at the same time to make a see-sawing motion between them. “-ha!”



Stacy balled up a fist and shoved it against her mouth, her pleasure ripping right back through her as the young stud behind her both fucked her with abandon and thumb-fucked her ass. He growled under his breath, “I’m taking this ass this weekend. Your mouth too. Every hole of yours is mine.”



“F-fuck…”



“Say it.”



“Every… hole… is yours,” she gasped.



His free hand gripped her shoulder and he pumped harder, faster, keeping her in place. “If I drive down some weekend, I want this pussy available.”



“Yessss, your slut, I’ll be your slut…”



“You can fuck whoever else you want to, but I call and you be ready for me.”



“Mmmmrgh, mmmm, War-ren, coming again, I’m coming so fucking hard for you…”



“Good slut,” Warren said, and she exploded on his cock for a second time. Unbelievable. Her mind went blank, her jaw hanging open. The thumb in her ass slid out and she nearly fell to her knees, but Warren had her, pushing her harder against the counter until her breasts bobbed against the surface, her head nearly hitting the cupboard.



The fucking was harder and almost furious now, and she loved it, loved the intensity and control of him. His breathing quickened and she opened her mouth wider, silent, her fingers raking the black countertop.



Finally, Warren said softly, “I’m close. Get on your knees, Mrs. Kelstone.”



He pulled out of her, and she spun as fast as she could on her shaky legs. His cock was drenched in her wetness. Never had she tasted herself before but she didn’t hesitate to fall to her knees and suck his first few inches down. That was all she could take. He gripped her hair and pumped into her mouth as she stared up at him, unable to do much but hang on for the face-fucking. Her taste wasn’t bad, tangy and buttery all at once. She barely thought about it, though, as her hand went to her pussy and she gagged on Warren’s cock.



Behind them in the house, the water shut off and they heard Jeremy sing. Warren’s attention refocused on Stacy, especially when she wrapped her fingers around what she couldn’t take in her mouth, jacking him hard.



“Get me good and wet. I’m there but I want to come on your tits,” he breathed.



She pulled back far enough she could lavish him with her tongue, aware of how she must look, her ass on her calves, rocking back and forth. Warren pulled out of her mouth and took over, jerking his cock hard and fast a few pumps before he knelt and shoved his cock between her tits. She squeezed them together, staring up at him, panting as she breathed as softly as humanly possible, “Come, you gotta come, come all over my tits…”



“Fuck!” he groaned, and shoved hard one more time. His come streaked up and hit her chin before he could aim at her tits. The young college stud painted her with shot after shot, so much it amazed Stacy. Never had she seen so much in her life, and she couldn’t help running her fingers through it, scooping it up and sucking it down even as they heard Jeremy approach, the singing getting louder.



Warren grabbed Stacy under the arm and pulled her to her feet as he yanked up his shorts with his other hand. “Go,” he said. “I’ll tell him you wanted to get a shower and wash off the suntan lotion.” He smacked her reddened ass one more time, and Stacy made a break for it, running and making it to her room just moments before Jeremy would have seen her.



After closing her door, she stopped in front of her mirror, laughing quietly. Oh God, that was wild, the most wild thing she’d ever done and unquestionably the hottest, best sex of her life. A mistake? Maybe. Probably. But it was like Warren said, they were both single, and this was just a bit of fun… with a twenty-year-old. Someone young enough to… well, be best friends with her son.



She checked herself out in the mirror. Someone knocked. Jeremy said, through the closed door, “Um, Mom? You okay?”



“Yeah, honey. Just about to grab a shower.”



“Cool,” Jeremy said, and he laughed. Laughed long and hard. And with a start, Stacy clapped a hand to her mouth, realizing what she forgot just a moment before her son mentioned it between fits of snickering. “Yeah, so, hey…. you want your bikini bottoms back?”









Section 3 - Older Man, Younger Woman (OMYW) Age Gap









My Lactating Younger Neighbor



 



I settled the last bag down on the kitchen counter, enjoying the view for the split second I allowed myself to look at Desiree’s terrific ass. She was bent over and putting lettuce in the crisper, her thong riding just high enough for me to get an eyeful.



You’re an old man, Granville
 , I told myself. 
 She’s thirty years younger than you.



Desiree really was, and right on the nose, twenty-two to my fifty-two. But that sure didn’t stop me from taking the occasional peek.



More than once I heard her complain about her figure after the baby, but I thought she was gorgeous. That heart-shaped face framed by her silky dark hair was the obvious highlight, but that body was sin incarnate. She was tall and full-figured before the baby. Now she carried a little extra weight but it was the sort of fullness that drove a man to dream about giving her another baby, about taking her to bed and never letting her out of it. Full-figured, slim-figured, I didn’t care. I wanted Desiree with an intensity I hadn’t felt since my wife passed in my twenties. But with the age gap between us, I never made a move even after her divorce, though I suspected she probably knew I did occasionally enjoy a peek or two. Sometimes I think she even flirted back, the sort of signals I would have moved on in my youth but which now I thought might just be my imagination. Her elbows squeezing out her breasts. A brush of my shoulder, my arm. And like now, an idle flash of her thong or her bra.



“That’s the last of it,” I said cheerfully, tearing my eyes away from the hint of her ass.



“I think I just gave you a show,” she said, straightening and turning, a shy smile on her face.



“Ah, it, um…” I said, then shrugged. “Yeaaaah.”



“You’re always such a nice guy about my little, mm, hiccups.”



I blushed, thinking about bumping into Desiree a few days ago, when she had a splotch of wetness on her tee shirt she hadn’t noticed. I pointed it out gently to her, and she practically dove back inside, slamming the door and apologizing to me three times before I could convince her there was no harm done.



“You’re thinking about… that, aren’t you?”



“You have me stuck in an unenviable position,” I said, and chuckled. “Yeah, I suppose I am.”



“Did it… turn you on?”



Her question was so out of left field it took me a moment to process it. I blinked. “Did it…?”



“Oh God, have I misread the signals? Granville, I’m sorry, I-”



“No,” I said, my brain finally catching up . I stepped in, and took her hand in mine. I brought it up to kiss her fingers. She shivered at that, her lips parting. “But Desiree, I’m thirty years older than you.”



“I know. That’s… sort of appealing. You’re a very handsome man. And you’re…” She searched for the right word as my thumb traced her skin. Was this really happening? My God. “…sturdy. Physically and… you’ve always been there. You’re not a boy. And that’s what I want.”



Each word from her lips fell softer and breathier, and I inched forward with them, my blood roaring in my ears. I brought my lips down to hers, and it was like we both decided to ditch our pretenses at once. Her trembling hands went to my ass, squeezing me even tighter. I ran one across the side of her full breast, thinking about her milk.



I had to have her, and I couldn’t wait to take her into the bedroom. I looked around for a surface that wasn’t covered in grocery bags or baby paraphernalia, then pulled her towards the kitchen table. When I had her about where I wanted her, I worked Desiree’s jeans down over her thighs, and she wriggled them off while we both frantically attacked my own. I took a moment to glance down at her thick thighs and her sex straining against her thong, and then I was on her again, yanking her blouse apart, ripping several buttons in the process.



“I’ll buy you a new one,” I said against her lips.



“Fuck the shirt,” she breathed. I pulled her bra down under her big tits and she gripped the back of my head, her words coming rapid fire. “Suck them, I know you want to, Belle has plenty in the fridge…”



I didn’t need to hear any more. I dropped my mouth to a full nipple and pushed my hand into her thong. I slipped one finger inside her, then three more when I found her wet and eager for me.



“Oh, ohhh, fu-fuck, Granville…” she moaned.



I sucked and fingered her harder, my fingers slick now with her need. Her milk came first in tiny droplets, then in a slow errant stream, warm and sweet. My cock was as hard as I’d ever felt, an iron pole ready to take her. I moved up to her lips, kissing her with her milk still on my lips and trickling from her nipple, coating her breast and dripping down to the table beneath her. She kissed me, panting against my lips, “Fuck me, please, oh God, I need you…”



Desiree grasped my cock and I pulled my fingers free of her to let her guide me to her entrance. I plunged inside her, inch after inch of me filling her up, her warm walls enveloping me and trying to keep me there. I fed her my wet fingers, and she sucked them with a moan, her eyes closing.



Only three thrusts and her mouth opened wide, my fingers falling free of her lips as she came, her body jerking in every direction all at once, her hands curling, feet kicking. While she rode it out, I leaned down and sucked at her tit again, filling my mouth with her creamy sweetness and drinking deep of her before I moved to the other nipple. This one took even less time, her milk ready to be taken.



I could have stayed like that for hours but her fingers clutched at my head. My reverie broken, I knew I wanted her from behind, but not there at the table. I pulled away from her and took her hand. Desiree sat upright, staring at my cock and licking her lips.



“You haven’t finished,” she said.



“Not yet. The bathroom. I want to fuck you from behind and see your face.”



She whimpered at that, her eyes sparkling with the idea. I guided her through her bedroom and into the bathroom, my cock never flagging. I thought about Desiree’s ex-husband and the way he’d sneer at me when I saw them together, like he thought I could never have what he did.



As we entered the bathroom, I growled, “I want this to be more than a onetime thing, Desiree.”



“Me too,” she said demurely. “I’ve wanted you a long time.”



“Good,” I said, positioning her at the sink and bending her over slightly, making her thrust that fantastic, juicy ass out. I stared at it, dizzy with lust, and then I hilted myself back inside her, both of us moaning as one. “Look at yourself,” I breathed into her ear as we peered into the mirror. “Look at how beautiful you are taking my cock, Desiree.”



“Oh fuck,” she whimpered.



And she was gorgeous. Her soft, sweet features twisted into a vision of lust, her eyes half-lidded, her mouth open, her breasts bouncing back and forth with every hard thrust into her. Milk still dribbled from her, driving me even more wild. I gripped her shoulder and went even deeper, and Desiree took every inch of me in a way no woman before her ever had. She was amazing. She was lust personified.



And she was 
 mine
 .



Her eyes rolled up, my name on her lips but all that came out was a stammer. “Gra-gra-gra… aaaaah!”



She slammed backwards one last time, her ass rippling as my hips slapped against it, and she was coming again. Instead of letting her ride it out I drove a hand down to her pussy and strummed her clit with my thumb as I ground my cock into her. She cried out, a sharp, piercing combination of lust realized and a desperate need for me to finish.



I moved that hand to her throat, not choking her but cupping it and pulling her back against me, her head tilted, her body quivering with the force of her prolonged orgasm. I drove into her fast now, my lips going to her hair, kissing her, inhaling the scent of her cheap strawberry shampoo.



“I want us,” I breathed into her ear.



“Yessss,” she whimpered. It was too much. I nearly came inside her, but I held back with my teeth gritted, pulling out and meaning to spill against her back. Instead, she twisted and dropped, sucking my tip.



“Baby, I’m coming,” I warned her, but instead of pulling off me, Desiree milked me both with her hands and her lips, sucking my first inch with reverence and jacking the rest of me. My warmth shot out of me so hard some of it had to hit her throat. She swallowed again and again, still jacking me, her tits bobbing with the eager thrusts of her mouth.



We finished, and I had to sit down, crashing onto the toilet, my hands on my hips. She straddled me, holding my head to her breast. I sucked again, and she stroked my head.



“An us,” she whispered, and I grinned.









Help, I Can’t Stop Fucking My Twenty-Year-Old Neighbor!



 



I drove home in a foul mood, my fingers flexing and unflexing around the steering wheel like I was trying to strangle it. Two firings that day, and while both were warranted, I hated playing the villain twice in an afternoon. I wanted a cold beer and a hard workout at the gym.



Then I saw Rhea, and all my plans for the evening flew out the window.



Going jogging at precisely the right time I came home was no coincidence.. The twenty-year-old had my schedule down pat. I admired her slim little ass bobbing in those running shorts, her long sleek calves pumping, her youthful body so fucking tight and soft all at once. I knew from experience, God help me.



I was wracked with guilt as my mind flashed on our other hookups. Her reddish-blonde hair falling across her eyes as Rhea blew me fast and hard at her parents’ Thanksgiving party a few weeks ago. Pounding her into her mattress when she asked me to come help her change a lightbulb when both her parents were working. Her riding my face in my hot tub, her beautiful, delicate cunt the sweetest berry I’d ever tasted. We’d only been hooking up a month but I was addicted to her, and seeing her work those long legs sent a roar of approval through my body.



Of course, my head told me I was fucking insane. She was twenty, I was thirty-four. I had a divorce, a shitty managerial office job, and a house I’d pay off in two years. She was in college, worked part-time at a gift shop, and still living at home to save money. I wore a suit every day. She was rarely out of sweats.



Well… today being the exception. Goddamn, those were some tiny jogging shorts. And that tank top and sports bra combo was pretty damn tasty too. The hair tie was an affront, though. Those blonde waves deserved to be set free.



I punched the garage door button, telling myself I’d say no to Rhea, that I was done with this, that her father was liable to show up at my door one of these days with a shotgun if I drove my cock into her tight little cunt or put her on her knees and stuffed her mouth again. But when she veered sharply off the sidewalk and jogged right into my open garage, I knew the truth.



“I am in fucking trouble with that one,” I muttered to myself. All the same, when I pulled to a stop inside the garage and got out, I was already growing hard.



The inner door between the garage and the house should have been locked but I was lousy about it. Rhea was already inside, standing next to the sink, filling a cup with water. She looked at me over her shoulder and smirked. I guess I always knew she had a crush on me but I’d never really noticed her as a woman until about six or seven months ago when she came over to use my pool. This was a regular thing and had been since her family moved to the block and I was still married. I expected the same shy girl I’d always known in a chaste one-piece. Instead, when I came out to offer her a soda or a glass of water, I saw a woman in my pool, a woman whose spectacular slender ass was emphasized by a tiny triangle that left nothing to the imagination, her tits nearly popping free when she came up out of the water. If Rhea wasn’t wearing her glasses I would’ve thought maybe at first she was her mother, who was a similar beauty and pretty free about showing off her dynamite body. But no, it was Rhea, and she knew what she did to me, changing the chemical nature of my brain until it was nearly always her face I came to at night, her name I moaned into the dark when I needed a fantasy.



It took her five months to chip away at my armor. Five months until I finally couldn’t take it anymore and pushed her down to her knees in the spare bathroom of her parents’ house after an hour of teasing from her, knowing it was wrong but unable to stop myself from coming down my twenty-year-old neighbor’s throat.



Ever since, we were the street’s worst kept secret. I kept telling Rhea we couldn’t do this again, but she found that funny, especially considering all she had to do was curl a finger at me and I’d be balls-deep inside her. I hadn’t been careful either, but when you’ve got a gorgeous blonde bouncing on your dick, head thrown back and wailing for you to come inside her, it’s pretty goddamn hard not to lose control. One of these days there would be consequences. I knew that. She knew that. And still we kept lighting those matches, waiting for the gasoline to take.



And now… and 
 now
 .



“I thought I said we were done fucking,” I said, my voice a low growl as I shrugged off my suit jacket and tossed it on one of the bar stools at my kitchen island.



“Are you mad?” Rhea asked, her eyes twinkling.



“Furious,” I said, and I came to her, taking the glass from her hand, setting it aside, and bending her over the sink. She moaned as I yanked down her shorts, leaving that slim, terrifically lithe ass on display. “No panties? Such a little slut for me.”



“Yesss, your slut,” Rhea, the sweet bookworm, the bespectacled young woman who barely spoke more than three words to anybody, moaned.



“And do you know what bad little sluts get?” I asked.



“No.”



“They get spanked,” I said. She gasped and looked over her shoulder at me. I lifted an eyebrow up, giving her the option to say no. Instead, she nodded frantically, a big goofy grin on her face.



She hadn’t been a virgin when we first slept together, but it was pretty damn close, only one fumbling encounter with a guy from college her freshman year. I was going to make such a freak out of her. I should probably feel guilty about that.



I didn’t. Much.



I raised my hand and brought it down in a relatively tame smack. She wiggled her ass. “Marcus!”



“Don’t Marcus me.” Smack! “You keep tempting me with this hot little body-” Smack! “-making me so fucking hard-” Smack! “-it hurts. You take your spankings-” Smack! “-like a good slut.”



“Yes! Your g-good slut!” she cried out.



I couldn’t take any more. With my free hand, I unzipped my slacks, giving her two more spankings, harder ones but still not the sharp cracks I’d give my ex-wife when she wanted it rough. We’d work up to that if Rhea wanted it, and I thought she did. I thought she would want to try it all, and I knew with delighted resignation I’d teach her anything she wanted to learn.



As I freed myself, I stroked her asscheeks with my free hand. I hadn’t spanked her hard enough to leave a mark, but I wanted her to know with spankings came pleasure, and I gave it to her, moving my hand and twisting it so I could rub both her slim little asshole and her pussy. As of the last month, she’d gotten some self-grooming advice from someone and had started both lasering her pubic hair and bleaching her asshole. I nearly lost myself to a fantasy of fucking her there but she’d need toys first to get ready for me. Soon, I promised myself. No. Wait. We couldn’t do this again. Fuck. Okay. I’d buy her some lube and some plugs and fuck her sweet little ass and then be done with this.



Right.



She was so wet for me already, her pussy nearly dripping after the spankings. I pulled her back and bent her even further over the sink, making her thrust that ass back at me. I knew from experience what she could take so I gave it to her fast and hard, every inch of me plunging into her tight cunt.



“Yeah, take me, take me hard,” she cried out. She gripped the countertop and the sink, her body rolling back towards me in a sway like a dance. I pulled back and fucked into her so hard she came up on her tiptoes, throwing her head back and gasping. Keeping one hand on her trim waist, I gripped her hairband with the other and pulled it off, freeing her waves of reddish-blonde hair.



I had to feel it, that silken mess, and I did, running my hand through it and collecting it in my fist. I pulled back harder than I intended but she loved it, gasping, “Yes, yes, tug my hair, oh God, oh f-fuck, Marcus.” I had a momentary fleeting thought that it was cute she was still worried about swearing around me, considering what we’d already done together, the sexts she sent me sometimes, the nudes in her bedroom or her nightly bath or her classrooms. She was a perfect blend of eager fucktoy and shy nervousness, and I fucking loved it.



My hand at her waist went to one of her tits, and she helped me, yanking her top and sports bra over her proud handfuls. I loved her big upturned nipples, the way I could tease them so easily into hardness. I cupped one now and squeezed hard as I jerked into her, my muscular hips slapping against her ass, my big clean-shaven balls hitting her clit.



“Spank me again, let me feel it while you’re inside me.”



I let go of her tit and did as she asked, a little harder than my previous spanks. She gasped and rocked with that slow roll of her shoulders, back and hips.



“Again, again, oh fuck, oh that feels so good…”



“Take it, take it Rhea, take your spankings, brat,” I said, wondering just who the fuck I was and what I was saying. I’d have laughed if I wasn’t so fucking close.



I spanked her again and again. She jerked each time, her body losing its rhythm, and I knew she was close. “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come so h-hard for you,” she sang out, and it was like a song, her voice going higher, sweeter. Her head twisted and she bucked back against me, losing her voice until she began to quiver from head to toe and gasped, “Oooooooh, Marcus!



I let go of her hair and grabbed her waist, fucking her in a mindless frenzy. She hung on, gripping the countertop tight, head dipping low. “Ohhhh, FUCK!” she yelled. I needed release, and pulled out of her, meaning to stroke my cock and come across her ass and back, but she twisted her head and gone was the sweet and innocent Rhea. In her place was a sex-crazed monster, her eyes wild, glasses nearly falling off the edge of her nose. “Don’t you dare pull lout, don’t you dare, you come inside me, you fucking give me every drop of that come, you stud.”



“P-protection,” I said weakly, and in the next moment slammed back into her. Fuck the consequences. Rhea needed to be bred and I needed to be the one to do it, to pump baby after baby after baby into her sweet fucking body, to fill those small breasts with milk, to see her riding me with that belly ripe with my children.



Her head came up again, howling, “Ohhhh, ohhhhh, Gaaaaaaawd!” as she came one last time. I drove into her, releasing just seconds after she came, my warmth flooding her, my hips pounding the come deep inside her, trying to make sure it took.



If she wasn’t pregnant by now, she sure as shit was going to be before Easter, I knew that much.



I pulled out of her and watched the come cascade out of her. So fucking much. So very much come in her unprotected pussy. “Oh God,” I moaned. “What did I do? We’ve got to stop… got to stop doing that.”



She stood upright and turned on wobbly legs. She clutched my face and kissed me hard before grinning and sinking to her knees to take my softening cock in her mouth, bathing me as those adoring eyes looked up at me.



“Then again…” I said softly. “Fuck.”



Rhea pulled off me with a giggle. I helped her to her feet and cleaned her up. Had to get her home. Had to get her out of the house. Only someone knocked pretty goddamn hard and I knew it was already too late.



“Oh shit,” I said, more resignation than worry in my tone. Again, Rhea giggled, and kissed me hummingbird quick before she tugged her shorts and top into place.



We answered the door together, her father on my porch, face beet-red with rage. “Hi, Dad,” she said meekly, and slipped past him, not offering anything more than that.



“Rhea,” I said with reluctance, knowing I was either about to lose a tooth or a testicle, or probably both. I caught up with her as her father gave me the death gaze on the porch. I took her arm and she lunged up at me, kissing me hard. I kissed her back just as hard. If I was going to get my clock cleaned, at least I could tell her this much without words:



There really was no chance of me saying no to her.









My Daughter’s Friend is a Stripper



 



My hands trembled too much to lift the glass of iced tea to my lips I’d just poured five minutes ago. I stared at them, willing my heartbeat to go down, willing my cock not to harden. Both battles were lost at the sound of her voice again.



“Mr. Haynes?”



Mr. Haynes. Not Carter, like she usually called me ever since I told her it was okay to do so. No. We were back to formal titles now that I knew Jessica’s secret.



She was a fucking 
 stripper
 .



Morally, I didn’t care. She was twenty-one and her life was her life. But imagine how surprised I was to be seated with my three best friends, seeing off one of them to get married, and who should strut her sexy little ass on stage but my daughter’s best friend?



I didn’t recognize her, not at first. But I knew her, or I had the sense I did, anyways. She wore a blue wig with overdone makeup, like some anime fantasy brought to life. Her body was made for the stage, her long legs drawing the eye to the big swells of her toned hips and spectacular ass. Her breasts stretched her blouse to its limits.



She stopped before she reached the pole, staring at me and mouthing, “Oh my God.” It hit me, who she was. I shot to my feet and told the guys we had to go. They didn’t want to. Their eyes were locked on the fantasy beginning to gyrate on stage, her shocked eyes still locked on me. I told them I’d pay for the whole fucking night if they just went now and never asked why later.



Now she was here, a day later, and I had nowhere to run. I should have changed the locks. I should have moved eight states away. I should have had a goddamn lobotomy because the sight of Jessica’s obscene curves in her blouse, sailor skirt, and boots was going to mean a constant drain of blood flow to my cock for the rest of my sinful life.



The funniest part? It was my first strip club. Apart from the thirty-something dancer before her finishing a listless set, Jessica was my very first stripper. Or would have been, if I hadn’t run from the place sure I was going to hell.



She found me in my office, and she looked good. 
 Really 
 fucking good. Her brunette-streaked honey-blonde hair came down to her shoulders. The brunette was an affectation. She really was a natural blonde. I much preferred it over the blue. Her makeup the night before had been gaudy, overemphasized to make her eyes seem bigger and her lips fuller. Now it drew emphasis to her eyes in a different way, darkening them like I was staring into a misty spring morning. Her jeans seemed painted on, slinging low on her juicy hips, and her blouse clung to her in a valiant effort to protect her modesty from old horny fuckers like me. Only a few buttons on it were done up, showing off her taut belly and cleavage for miles.



She didn’t dress like this just to come say hello. I was a dead man, and I knew it. I whispered a mental apology to my daughter Katie.



“So… come there often?” Jessica asked, smirking as she inched her way towards the desk, hands clasped at her waist, playing innocent but really just making those big tits push out.



I dry-swallowed and croaked, “First time. Oh Jesus, Jessica, I’m sorry, I…”



“I’m not.”



“I’ve never been to a strip club before, but a friend was getting married, and another friend set it all up and… I didn’t know, I, I, I…”



She stopped, and a slow, delighted grin crossed her face. “I’ve never seen you nervous before, Mr. Haynes.”



I dropped my head to the desk. As she approached, her citrusy body lotion or whatever she wore on her skin filled my lungs and I instantly had a new favorite scent. Fingers touched my back. Then my neck. She wrapped her arms around me from behind, her soft breasts pillowing against my back, and I whispered, “I can’t hurt Katie.”



“She knows.”



“She does?”



“Yeah. You weren’t the only one who felt guilty.” She nibbled on my earlobe and worked at the buttons to my shirt. I let her, shivering, hardening even further, if that was possible.



“Wait, she never worked there too, did she?”



“No. No, no no no,” Jessica said and laughed throatily. “But she knows that I do, and I told her about last night. We have her blessing. I don’t want to hurt her either, Mr. Haynes, but she knows I’ve crushed on you…” She slid a hand into my shirt, running it over my muscles. I wasn’t shredded but I kept myself in good shape, and she moaned in appreciation. “…a long… long time.”



“You’re half my age,” I whispered.



“I know,” she said, and sucked the side of my neck. “Isn’t it fun?”



Jessica got the shirt off me and spun me in my chair. She hadn’t been idle either. The button on her jeans hung open over a pair of red panties. I swallowed again.



“I don’t have a condom. I wasn’t expecting…”



“I’m clean and I’m on the shot. You?”



I nodded, and she gave me a natural smile, the one that melted a lot of guys’ hearts in college. 
 In college
 , I shouted at myself, 
 she’s a junior, she’s twenty-one, you know this is wrong.



Then she started to dance, and my brain shut the hell up.



There was no music, but I could swear to you as she began to slowly undulate, I could hear something. A beat, a rhythm, a sultry, gritty vibe that had me gripping the arms of my chair. The way she moved was black magic, a slow writhe that ended with lightning-fast flicks of some part of her body. Her knees first. Her hips. Her arms shot to her head. Her fingers moved to her face. All this was done with her back to me until it was her head moving, looking over her shoulder sharply at me, lips parted, a look of desperate need in her eyes I wanted to believe was real.



In that moment, I gave Jessica everything. My heart. My soul. She could have it all and use it however she wanted for just one taste of her young body.



She twisted in profile to me now, a hand going to her chin, fingers sliding to her lips. Her hips rocked, sensual thrusts like a rolling wave. Her fingers slipped into her mouth, just the tips, and she sucked them. Was the pensive look real? I didn’t know. But I was achingly hard, and my body made a decision for me I was barely conscious of. I unzipped and slid my slacks and boxers down, leaving myself all but naked to her. Jessica’s eyes widened and her step faltered. Just for a moment, but it was there, and her eyes sparkled when she realized I had seen it.



She came to me then, tugging at the buttons to her blouse and letting it spill open over her red bra. I reached up to touch her and she shimmied back, grinning. “No touching until I say you can.”



Fuck
 .



I white-knuckled the arms of the chair, my mouth hanging open. If you told me I was drooling, I would have believed you. The silky blouse flowed off her like water on her skin. This she whipped around behind me as she straddled my lap, bringing my head to her big breasts with it like a sling. Her skin was soft and warm, the lacy cloth rough against my face. I moaned as she drove her breasts against me, rocking just above my groin. With every sway of her hips, she dipped a tiny bit further until she was brushing my cock with her clothed pussy in a maddening grind.



She twisted around sharply, hands on my knees, splitting my legs wide so she could sit on my lap and lean back against me. “So hard for me. Am I going to make you come?”



“Not yet,” I said, more of a growl to my voice than I was expecting. Shock was transforming into desire, and I was nearly becoming feral with need. If she kept up this teasing, I was going to finish undressing her myself and fuck her until she was screaming my name.



Jessica giggled. “How about if I do this?”



Only then did I realize she’d freed herself of her jeans. Only her panties were separating us from fucking. I reached out without looking and slapped my laptop closed before shoving it into a desk drawer. It was a smart decision. With what was about to happen, I would have sent it flying halfway across the room in my need to fuck the twenty-one-year-old grinding on my cock.



“Take my bra off,” she said over her shoulder to me.



My hands shot for the clasp. The bra fell away but she kept her hands over her nipples as she turned again to face me, standing over me as I stared up at her.



“Tell me you need me,” she said, rubbing her fingers in slow circles around her nipples. I could just see the faint pinkness of her areolas and it was going to drive me insane if she didn’t show me her nipples soon.



“I need you, Jessica.” I dry-swallowed. “I’m yours.”



Her act broke, just for a second. She kissed me, a fast, furtive thing that ended with her gasping. I thought maybe there was a gleam of tears to her eyes, relief, something. But she was so good at her job when she pulled back again just as fast, it was already gone.



“Prove it,” she said. I reached for her panties, but she grabbed my hands. “No. Take them off with your teeth.”



“Fuck,” I growled. She smiled a sultry smile and backed up just far enough I could sink to my knees in front of her. I stared up at her as I leaned forward. My lips went first to her clean-shaven mound. I kissed it, then went lower, nuzzling her sex through the fabric, noting with primal pride how wet the panties were.



She hooked a finger into them, and I nipped the edge with my teeth. I stared up at her as she whimpered, “That’s it. Show me off for you.”



I brought the panties down over the lovely rise of her mound, her plump lips, her thighs. I hadn’t noticed her tattoo until that moment, flowers and branches in a small grouping on the inside of her thigh. I stopped long enough to kiss the ink, then I moved lower, taking the panties down to the rug with my teeth before I came back up.



I stood, and she stared up at me as I stared down at her, pure perfection. We moved together, the show done, and I wrapped my arms around her to kiss her. All the need in me pulsed through my lips and into Jessica at that moment, and she was just as fervent, hands raking up and down my sides, her fingers digging into my abs as she explored my mouth.



I lifted her up and twisted so I could settle her on my desk. I wanted to taste her, but she held me firm and whispered, “I need you; I need you now, please…”



“Are you sure about this? Because Jessica, if we do this… I’m going to want more.”



She nodded fervently. “Yes. Yes. Anything you’ll give me, Carter. Please, I…” I slid into her, and she tensed from head to toe before she gasped. “Oh my God. Oh, oh fuck!”



There was no holding back. I was nearly ready to explode just from her sultry dance and the grinding. She was just as close herself, thrusting back at me with untamed enthusiasm, one arm flung straight over my shoulder, the other at her clit and her mound. I moved that one away and took over for her, showing her how good it could be with me as I rocked back and forth inside her nearly virginal cunt.



I was fucking my daughter’s best friend. This was going to become so complicated I couldn’t begin to see the scope of the ramifications. I knew some things would happen. Clients would walk away. Her parents would want to shoot me. But I didn’t care then, and I knew in my heart what I wanted. This. Her.



I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her with all my pent-up need for her. She responded in kind, head twisting and rising to meet me kiss for kiss, our tongues teasing each other. Our bodies moved together faster and faster, making a new rhythm now.



“Carter… Carter… nnn…”



Jessica came like that, knees shooting wide, hips flexing upwards and slamming back down. I brought her down to the desktop as she quivered around my cock, my thrusts going deep. She could take every inch, tight and slick around me like her body was meant for my cock. She whimpered my name again as she brought her lips to my shoulder, biting it as she came again, this time stuttering out a laugh. So fast, boom boom, and I was at my limit, straining inside her and pulling back to look into her eyes again as I came. She smirked, and I grinned back, my hips jerking erratically, my warmth spreading inside her.



I couldn’t do much but catch my breath, one hand on the desk, the other exploring her body. She kissed me over and over again, slow brushes along my face, my neck, my shoulder. When I could finally speak, I was hoarse and breathless.



“I’m going to need to go by the bank and get a lot more ones because I have got to see you dance on that stage for real next time.”



She laughed softly and kissed my lips one more time before I slid out of her. “I’ll dance for you anytime.”









New Year’s Threesome Surprise



 



I expected to be alone on New Year’s. My kids were grown, my oldest Shawn living a good life in New Jersey, my daughter Cassandra a senior in college. My first wife died in a car wreck in my twenties, and my second, well… she wasn’t in the picture anymore, to everyone’s relief, particularly mine.



I really wasn’t expecting Cassandra’s friends to stop by. Sure, it used to be a tradition that I held a New Year’s Eve party for Shawn, Cassandra, their cousins, and their friends every year, but with Cassandra staying with her boyfriend and none of my friends throwing any parties, I figured I was in for a quiet night. Maybe I’d go see a movie and grab some Thai before crashing at home. Maybe I’d just skip to the “crashing at home” part and dig out a frozen pizza. I wasn’t sure, and I liked that. I would have been okay with that.



But right around dark, just as I was browsing to see what movies were playing in the theaters, someone knocked on my front door, and a pair of giggles gave them away before I even answered. I smiled to myself. Naomi and Brianna. Of course it would be them, my daughter’s oldest and best friends.



And, if I was being honest with myself, two of the most fuckable young women I’d ever seen.



Naomi gave off a sultry submissive vibe, but I always got the feeling there was more sexpot under the surface than she let on, like a librarian who might look good and wholesome with her hair in a bun, but who went wild when the lights were off. Her long curls of dark auburn hair, intelligent, soft eyes, and wide smile were the definite highlights, but like Brianna, the twenty-two-year-old was packing some serious curves, too.



Brianna, on the other hand, loved to flaunt it. When she turned eighteen four or so years ago, it was like she was paid for every turn of the head she caused, and she caused plenty in her skimpy shorts and tummy-baring tops, not to mention the fact that her tits nearly dropped out of everything she ever wore. She was a natural auburn but I had to agree with her choice of coloring her hair black. It suited her, especially with her tan skin, pouty lips, and big fluttering eyelashes that could get me to agree to anything short of murder.



I knew the two of them had a little bit of a crush on me. Cassandra used to tease them about it. I wasn’t going to be playing a superhero in an action film, but I liked working out, and with my own small gym in the basement and a job as a dietician, I kept myself in great shape for a guy my age. But I guess part of their attraction was psychological too. My place was the one where the girls liked to hang out as teens, but I wasn’t a pushover. Teenage girls could get up to a lot of trouble if you let them walk all over you, and I wasn’t about to have that. But I also tried to care for them as people too, and kept a running mental list of everyone’s favorite foods, their hobbies, the organizations they belonged to. I tried to care, and I think that made more of a difference than any amount of curls or goblet squats in my gym.



Well… okay, I did have a pretty great ass. That was probably the clincher.



When I answered the door, it was pretty obvious they were playing a game and I was the prize. They were both dressed in hip-length coats, but their long legs were bare. Both were tall, only a few inches shorter than me and I was a good inch above six foot. Their height was helped generously that evening by stiletto heels, dangerous for the weather but damned if it didn’t draw my eye.



“Ready for the party, Mr. King?” Brianna asked, bouncing on her feet. And if I didn’t know the game was on before, I did then. Both the tone of her voice and the use of “mister” with my name gave it all away. Neither young woman had called me “Mr. King” since they were sixteen. Now they were nearly ready to graduate from college there in New Bainbridge.



Yeah. They knew 
 exactly 
 what they were doing.



“Come on in,” I said. I stepped out of the way and they came inside, looking at each other with secretive smiles. As one, when I shut the door, they undid their coats and let them drop to the floor.



“Oh, fuck,” I said.



I saw them in bikinis and one-pieces plenty of times, and there was an incident a couple years back when a then-twenty Naomi was staying over when Cassandra was home, where the young woman came out of the bathroom at an inopportune time dressed only in a men’s tee that didn’t hide all her spectacular ass or her flimsy panties. I wasn’t naive and I knew the peek at her butt was deliberate, but after the next morning when she bubbled out an embarrassed apology, we never talked about it again, though I fantasized plenty.



But nothing I’d ever seen compared to them in matching black fishnet teddies, nothing hidden whatsoever. And I mean 
 nothing
 . Their tight little tummies, their shaven pussies, their flaring hips, their big tits perky with youth, all of it was on full display for me.



“Happy New Year,” Brianna cooed, and Naomi echoed her, blushing furiously.



My mind went completely blank and I ran on autopilot. I wrapped my arms around them. First I kissed shy Naomi, her sweet lips parting and her breath quickening. Then I went to Brianna, and she was far more playful, her tongue sliding through my lips, seeking mine.



My brain and my heart caught up with me, and I winced. Shit. These were my daughter’s best friends. They might be well above the legal age now, but I knew them since they were girls. This was wrong. I had to stop this.



“I’m… I am sorry,” I said. “You’re both…” Naomi slid a hand into my sweatpants, and I closed my eyes as she found my hardening cock. “Oh, fuck. But you’re Cassandra’s… I can’t do this to her… and you, you’re so young…”



“Old enough to know what we want,” Brianna said, pressing in against my arm, her breasts making my heart quicken like it was going to come off the blocks for a sprint.



Naomi stroked me with the tips of her fingernails. “And as for Cassandra, let’s ask her what she thinks about us being an item.”



“An… item?”



Naomi giggled. “Uh huh. He’s so big, Brianna. He’s going to split me in two.”



“Mm, I want a feel,” Brianna said. But she sighed theatrically and instead bent over to dig out her phone from her coat. I moaned at the sight of her taut ass like that.



“You’re ours now, Tony,” Naomi said.



“What is going on?” I asked.



Brianna started tapping at her screen and Naomi said, “We’re tired of boys. We’ve wanted you forever and we decided we’re going to share you.” As the phone started ringing on speaker, Naomi leaned up and kissed me again before pressing her mouth to my ear and whispering, “If you’ll have us.”



I filled my hands with their asses, internally begging my daughter to forgive me, but then she picked up. “Oh no. Don’t tell me he wasn’t home,” Cassandra said.



“What the hell is going on?” I sputtered.



“Oh hey, Dad! Enjoying your date?”



“We haven’t gone out to dinner yet,” Brianna said, and winked at me. “He’s being so cute. He wants us but he won’t do anything because he’s worried he’s going to hurt you.”



“Oh my God, that’s… aw, that’s going to make me cry a little.”



“Um. Hi, honey?” I asked more than said.



“Okay. So. You totally have my permission to date Brianna and Naomi. They have loved you, like, forever.” I looked at both girls and mouthed “love?” Naomi shrugged. “And neither one of them wanted to make a move on you because the timing was never really right and they didn’t want to hurt the other one. So finally I told them they were being dumb and they should both ask you out.”



“You want us to be together?” I asked.



“Of course I do. Look, you’re the best guy I know, Dad. You really are. And they’re the best women I know. There’s no one in that house right now I don’t want to see happy. So yes. Have fun. See where this leads. You’re not hurting me in the slightest. Okay?”



Naomi knelt beside me, and Brianna handed off the phone to me to do the same thing. Their fingers went to my waistband and started to tug it down.



“Best daughter ever,” I said faintly. She laughed, we said our goodbyes, and I hung up. By then my sweatpants were down and my cock was pointing the way to Brianna and Naomi’s lips. I dropped the phone onto Brianna coat, and moaned when together as one they kissed my tip — and each other.



“Have you two ever…?” I asked.



Naomi took the opportunity to suck my tip into her mouth, bathing the underside with her delicate pink tongue. Brianna stroked her cheek. “A few times. This is our first threesome with a guy though. Tell him why.”



Naomi pulled away and let Brianna suck me. “We wanted it to be you or no one else.”



“Girls…” I said, stroking the backs of their heads. “If we do this, I’m not just going to want this one time.”



Naomi wrapped her slender fingers around the base of my cock as Brianna stared up at me, bobbing up and down on my dick. “Good,” Naomi said simply.



“Mmm,” Brianna said, pulling off me and pressing her lips to my tip. “I hope not.”



“And if you’re mine…” I stood straighter when they both flicked their tongues against my tip. “…you’re mine. I’m very selfish. I don’t want to share you with anyone.”



“We don’t want anyone else,” Naomi said.



“Just this,” Brianna agreed.



They sucked me down again, no more playing around. Naomi was the more inexperienced of the two and couldn’t take me as deep as Brianna but there was something hot in her innocence. She had the body of a fuck doll but underneath all that was still the shy, sweet woman I’d known for so long.



Brianna might have slurped on my dick like a porn star in the making but when Naomi kissed her on occasion, her fire dimmed to a warmth to match her friend’s. Maybe they did love me but they also loved each other, and this moment was special to them. That made it all the hotter. I had a feeling I was seeing the true Brianna underneath her cool exterior, and it was a welcome sight.



Matters of the heart settled, I focused on the scene in front of me and truly appreciated it. Brianna and Naomi, butts on their calves, sucking my cock, hands wandering all over each other. I wasn’t going to last long, not with those two young, luscious women showing me everything in their fishnet lingerie. Brianna’s big tits jiggled when she took me deep and hard, but it was her eyes I stared at and couldn’t get enough of. And when Naomi sucked my tip, it was the worshipful expression on her face, the love and lust pouring off her in equal waves.



“Girls,” I warned, and Brianna whispered something in Naomi’s ear. The sweet girl giggled around me and came off me with a slurp. Together, they cupped their tits and brought them right up to my dick, their lips parted, their cheeks blooming. The strands of silky material and the soft fullness of them made me weak in the knees. Fuck me, this was heaven.



“Jerk off on our tits,” Brianna said.



“Come all over us,” Naomi said.



I cupped her cheek as I hit the brink. She took my thumb in her mouth and sucked, staring up at me, and that did it. I came first on Brianna, shot after shot of me icing her breasts. Then I turned to Naomi, and she mewled around my thumb as my cock glazed her too. There was a lot of me, and Brianna rushed to scoop it up with her fingers before it dripped on the floor. She slurped it down and opened her mouth, to show me it was all gone. Naomi fell back on her butt, knees and legs spread wide, and she played with the come on her tits, staring up at me with a naughty smile.



I said, “I like watching my drink and play with his come.” The line made me feel dumb, but judging from Naomi’s hard blush and wicked smile, she liked it.



I helped them both up to their feet and cupped those tight asses again. Christ, it had been so long since I’d been with women that young, since I was practically their age. They were absolutely perfect, and they were mine.



I pulled them to the bedroom, ignoring the babble on the TV behind us. I always thought my bed was too big for just one man and his occasional partners, but now I was grateful for it, because the thought of waking up next to these two every morning set my blood on fire.



“I want you both living here,” I said. “I don’t want to spend another night without the two of you in that bed.”



“Mm, yes, I want that too,” Naomi said.



Brianna shivered. “Yup. I’m completely okay with that.”



I stripped them out of their lingerie and they got me out of my shirt. Brianna ran her hands over my chest appreciatively while Naomi pulled the blankets off the bed and got on all fours, watching us. That gave me an idea, and I brought Brianna to the bed too.



“Both of you on your knees like that,” I growled. They looked at each other and giggled before Brianna did as she was told. I got them side by side and crawled on the bed behind them, two juicy asses and peachy pussies drawing the breath out of me.



“Fuck, you two are incredible,” I said. “Look at those asses. Those pussies. You’re gorgeous.”



They looked at each other and kissed softly. “This is happening, this is real,” Brianna said, sounding as shocked as I felt.



“Uh huh,” Naomi said. I pulled her legs wider apart and crossed one of her ankles over Brianna in the middle. “It’s been so long but…” They both gasped as I stroked their wet slits with my thumbs. “…Tony’s going to take care of us.”



Brianna looked at me over her shoulder, her gaze adoring. “Her first. Please.” I nodded, and as I leaned in to take my first lick of my Naomi, Brianna kissed her friend again. “Love you, No-No.”



“Love you-” Naomi gasped as my tongue slid across her pussy lips. “-Bri Cakes.”



Nicknames I hadn’t heard since they were eighteen and splashing around in the public pool, on the cusp of college and lives I thought would take them far. I smiled to myself at the strange warmth of this debauchery. Whatever the taboo here, this was what I wanted.



They tasted like sweet nothing, soft and faint and fresh. Christ, I ate them for what felt like hours. First like that, the two of them on their hands and knees, kissing as I plunged my middle finger into one and flicked my tongue along the other. Naomi came quickly, her breathless cry spurring my rising cock to full hardness, but it would be a long while before I allowed myself my own pleasure again. I was too intent on theirs, on the taste of them, the breathless moans, the giggles when I hit some particular sweet spot.



Brianna made me work for it, but when she came, it was with a sharp cry that made my heart roar. I got them on their backs and Brianna shot over Naomi’s face, the dominant one taking what she wanted when she dropped on Naomi’s eager mouth. I took Naomi’s legs and threw them over my shoulders as I laid out on the bed, lavishing Naomi with my attention again.



One thing I quickly came to love about Brianna was that once you made her come, that engine was good and revved for a long, long while. She rode the other young woman’s face with an expression of lost rapture, eyes half-lidded, her lips noshing with the quiet sounds of her ecstacy. Naomi made her come three times in fast succession. And with the last, it was like some dam broke in Brianna and all the sound rushed out of her.



“Yes! Yes! Fucking eat me! Eat my pussy!” she wailed so hard I thought we’d have the cops called on us. She stuttered out a cry and fell sideways, clutching at her pussy as her hips jumped with little shockwaves of pleasure. She stared at us sightlessly until Naomi pushed her all the way onto her back and rode her face with a wild abandon I didn’t think the shy girl had in her. I mean, she was 
 fucking 
 Briannaa’s mouth with her cunt. There was no other way to describe her hips slamming down onto the other woman.



It was too hot not to join in and I stood on the bed to feed Naomi my cock. I gripped her hair and held nothing back, fucking her mouth with short hard strokes, trying not to go too deep while she stared up at me.



I fucked her face so hard she nearly fell off her friend and my — our — bed. When she caught her balance I pulled out. No more waiting.



“Are you two clean and on the pill?”



“The shot,” Naomi gasped. “We’re on the shot.”



“Clean,” Brianna gurgled. “Got tested… last week…”



“Me too, last time I slept with someone,” I said.



“Fuck us, please fuck us,” Brianna begged, and I was all too happy to oblige.



With that, Naomi dropped to lick her friend’s pussy with a few quick laps. She pointedly looked back up at me and then flicked a finger towards Brianna’s pussy. I got the message, and neither one of us paid any attention to Brianna’s muffled words it should be Naomi who got to have me first.



I bent Brianna’s legs up and Naomi watched with parted lips as I brought my cockhead to her closest friend’s cunt. When I slid home, she moaned like it was her I was fucking, and Brianna straight up yelped.



“Big, so fucking big, harder, fuck me hard…”



I did. I grabbed Brianna’s ankles and held her legs straight up as I fucked into her. Naomi got right back into the action, licking Brianna’s clit and mound and whatever length of my slick cock she could, her hips rocking hard against Brianna’s face again.



Christ, Brianna was tight. And wet, too, so eager for me and her friend. Our bodies made such silly sounds that it set Naomi into giggling fits, her warm laughter calming the raging need within me for the moment. I leaned down and took her chin to guide her upright. She grinned, and I kissed her forehead. Her hips shimmied on Brianna’s face and she leaned back, watching me with that amused smile as she slowed her pace, my Naomi, half of my heart.



Brianna clutched at her friend’s waist, her moans growing louder and louder. “…oh, oh God, ohhhh Mr. King, f-fuck, it’s so good…”



I gripped her hips and drove into her with more fervor, making her tits jiggle just a bit each time. From the living room I was faintly aware of the New Year’s Eve broadcast announcing it was nearly time. Apop starlet took the stage and performed one of the year’s biggest hits. The passage of time astonished me. When this had started it was just after dark, and now it was nearly midnight, but with these two, an eternity could pass by in a blink as long as I had them in my bed.



I wanted to fill Brianna’s pussy with every last drop of my come. I wanted to see her drip me. I wanted her off the shot, pregnant, full of life. I wanted Naomi beside her, her belly just as full, the two of them carrying my children. I wanted rings on their fingers, even if it couldn’t happen for real. I wanted it all, I realized, and the words spilled out of me as Brianna neared her climax.



“I love you both,” I said, and Naomi’s gleeful expression warmed right back up again. She smiled, and beneath her, Brianna’s fingers fell away from her friend and reached for mine. She couldn’t speak, but when I took her hands, she came, her body rocking as hard as it could with the two of us pinning her in place.



And finally she did cry out, “I love you, Tony, I love you both, oh my God, oh fuck, this is so much… so much more than I…”



She couldn’t finish, coming again and choking on her words. But I understood, I thought. It was so much more than we all could have hoped for.



Naomi came off her friend and pushed me onto my back. She mounted me and dropped her pussy down onto my cock with a satisfied breath. Her sweet smile became something devilish as she rode me with quick jerks of her hips, her hand at her clit. I helped her, but I was so in awe of her beauty in that moment that I couldn’t help but take a minute to stare. They were so young, so gorgeous, and they wanted me. They could have had anybody. But they chose me.



“Ten,” I heard from the living room. I grabbed Naomi and put her on her back next to her friend.



“Nine. Eight.”



Brianna was there, kissing Naomi’s shoulder, her hand reaching down between us as the count ticked down. I wasn’t aware of the numbers anymore, just them, my two new loves.



“Three. Two.”



Naomi didn’t quite come as the new year began, but she wailed out her orgasm and her love for us while there was still joyous noise from the crowd in New York filling the house, a strange echo of the noise to come in our own lives, of the many children who would fill that house, the holidays together, the laughter, and yes, all the many debaucherous nights like this one. People cheered, and it was like they were cheering us and this impossible relationship.



Brianna came to me, kissing me gently and stroking my chest. “Always her first,” she whispered in my ear. It was not a wish I’d keep. She would come first many, many times, but that night I gave her what she wanted and came inside her friend and our lover.



I held them afterwards, the two of them so exhausted they could barely move. I meant to tend to them, but sandwiched like I was between them, I didn’t want to move. I 
 never 
 wanted to move. I kissed both their foreheads, my daughter’s best friends, and thought about new years to come.







Late Night Snack



 



Angela had to know I was awake when she snuck to the kitchen. There was no way she could have missed the lights spilling from my office, where I was up late working on last-minute details with my newest client.



I didn’t notice her, not at first, but looked up when I saw the dim light from the kitchen. There she was, illuminated by the fridge, my college-aged daughter’s twenty-two-year-old best friend. Oh yeah. She definitely knew what she was doing, jutting her ass out in my direction in her bikini briefs. I got up to look closer. Her cut off-shirt showed off enough underboob that I wondered why she bothered with it, and her nipples stood stark against the fabric.



There was no mistaking this for what it was. The way she looked at me all day left no mistake about her desire. Even with more gray in my hair than dark brown, I was still handsome, and regular basketball games and a love of working out left me with a body I was proud of. She noticed, and just about every time she looked at me, she gave me a tell. Playing with her hair, touching her lips, touching me often when my daughter wasn’t looking in subtle but unmistakable ways.



I didn’t hesitate. That kind of taboo perfection was too good to pass up. I stood and unbuckled my belt as I went to her. There would be time enough for the project later. After all, it was only right I be a good host for my daughter’s friend.



She was spectacular. Small pouty lips kissed with a natural shade of lipstick, big doe eyes painted to make me think how beautiful they’d be staring up at me while sucking my cock. A big juicy ass, the way I liked it, a waist not given over to fat but soft and inviting my hands to grip it while I fucked into her. Tits so big I spent the entirety of dinner wondering if they were real. Her long caramel hair was straight and luxuriously thick, the kind of hair I could dream about pulling on or spread on my bed.



“Stay just like that,” I murmured, and Angela gave me a grin over her shoulder. I pulled down her briefs and ran my hands over that perfectly tanned ass. Not a hint of lines, nor would I find any on her tits when I had her bouncing on my cock after this little bout of debauchery.



I moved my thumbs to the sides of her tick pink folds, running them up and down and teasing her until I sank to my knees behind her and gave her a long lick. Angela moaned and pushed back against my tongue, head twisted to one side. The light from the fridge cast the shades of caramel and mocha in her hair in an almost monochromatic light, like we were fucking in an old black and white film, only this was real, and her skin was so warm and firm.



Whatever soaps she used were understated and gentle to my tongue. I could have eaten her for hours, and vowed to myself I would when I could fly her down for a weekend when my daughter wasn’t around. I wanted this one with a roaring need. I thought briefly of my two ex-wives and how they’d roll their eyes if they found out I was dating another twenty-something, but I didn’t care. People could talk all they wanted to about me, so long as I got to come home to — and come in — a pussy as sweet as this one.



It didn’t take long before she was soaked for me. Angela whimpered, “Mm, Mr. Kelly…”



The need in her voice made my every molecule burn and I fought the urge to rush to my feet and plunge my cock into her. There was something to Angela, some vitality that made me want to say fuck the condoms in my office. I wanted this one bare and taking my every drop. I wanted to fuck her, to breed her, to give her a string of my children.



I spread her wider and took her with my tongue, holding nothing back as she looked forward again and dipped her chin, panting hard, trying not to cry out. But she couldn’t help it, the noise escaping her before Angela could cut it off. Her ass thrust back against me as she came, her knees nearly buckling as she quivered with the pleasure.



I stood, and with one hand on her waist, I guided myself to her entrance. With one thrust, I hilted myself inside her tight folds, spreading her wide and making her jerk forward, then back as I withdrew to her entrance again. She gloved me well, not tight, like we were meant for this taboo act.



I built up speed, grunting softly with each thrust. “Angela, fuck, you’re mine, you are my little slut now.”



“Yes, yes… y-yours, yours,” she whimpered softly, the words pushed out of her erratically with the force of my fucking.



I grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back, my hips slapping against her ass in the kitchen, her wetness and my size a delicious combination. I wanted to see her face the next time we did this in the light of the lamps in my bedroom. I wanted to see her expression as she came over and over and over for me.



“M-my best f-friend’s dad… ooh, Mr. Kelly, fuck me, fuck me…”



“Are you on the pill?” I asked, now bucking into her so hard she came up on the tips of her toes, her head twisting side to side and all around, fingers tightening into fists with her endless waves of pleasure.



“Y-yes… on the s-shot…”



“I want you off it,” I growled. “Then I’m going to fly you here again and you’re going to take every drop in this pretty little cunt.”



“Oh m-my G-God…” she whimpered.



“I’m going to breed you. Again and… again…”



I was right on the verge, and her hissed, “Yesssss… your… babies!” did me no favors. I rode the edge, making her come one more time, her head thrown back, her mouth open wide. “Your… babies!”



I drove into her, my breaths coming hard, my chest rising and falling. “Mine. You’re mine now.”



“Yessss!” she gasped, and I slammed my cock into her, coming, the force of it like I was her age again and fucking anything on two legs. We stayed connected like that for a long time, my come drizzling out of her as my cock softened slowly inside her. Finally I let go of her hands and she pulled away from me. I thought Angela was angry at first, but she twisted around and jumped me, her lips mashing against mine, her hands all over my chest, my temples, my cheeks. She ground against me, murmuring it over and over and over again.



“Yours. I’m yours.”









Giving It Hard to the College Cheerleader in Front of Her Friends



 



The rhythm of splitting firewood helped me not think about the three bubbly cheerleaders right next door. I didn’t mind so much when it was just Taryn and her friends. The three of them parading around in clothes designed to show off how fit and curvy they were more than made up for the loud music and movies.



But Taryn’s boyfriend was a different story. His real name was Scott but I liked to call him Scooter just to annoy the little prick. His squat frame and low center of gravity made him a mediocre defensive tackle, and he sure loved to crow about it. You know those particular kind of sports assholes who never go anywhere without a jersey on and they almost always smell like they fell in a lake of body spray? The kind of guy that’ll hang onto his college glory days, bragging it up to his coworkers at the car dealership when he’s forty, fat, and his wife is probably fucking half the town out of sheer boredom?



Yeah, that’s Scooter.



As I was splitting firewood, I could hear the brick with half a brain over there bragging up not knowing half the answers to a math test and his professor still giving him a B. I didn’t want to listen to his crap but I forgot to charge my phone the night before and the music I’d been playing died about twenty minutes into the fall chore.



I was ready for a break and a beer when the shit hit the fan. Scooter trailed off and snapped “Are you even listening to me?”



“What? Yeah, of course I am,” Taryn said, but even without looking I could hear the disinterest in her voice.



“What the fuck, Taryn? No you’re not. You know I’m pretty goddamn sick of you being a bitch all the time.”



Uh oh. I rested the axe against the chopping block and turned for the fence. “Hey. Scooter,” I said, not quite shouting but loud enough to be heard. “Don’t call her a bitch again.”



“Man, I’ve told you a dozen fucking times, it’s Scott. Not Scooter. Scott. And stay out of our business, old man. Fucking pervert, listening in on us.”



“Go home,” Taryn said. “I don’t want to see you when you’re like this. And you can forget about me coming to your game Saturday too.”



“Fuck you, bitch,” Scooter said.



I pulled off my work gloves, tossed them aside, and moved. The fence was too high to scale so I jogged for the gate and went around, racing across the yard until I was at Taryn’s gate. Scott opened it up just as I reached for in. In the backyard, three beautiful twenty-one-year-olds gaped at me in bikinis.



“You want to go?” Scooter shouted, bringing his fists up. “Let’s-”



I punched him twice in the gut, hard shots that left him doubled over and gasping for air. I grabbed him by his long shaggy hair and guided him right back inside the backyard. He tried to hit and kick at me, shouting about suing me. He was welcome to try. I’d love to sit in a courtroom and explain just why it was I beat the little asshole.



The three college cheerleaders watched all this. Charlotte, a tall brunette with a sweet innocent face and big perky tits on an otherwise slim frame, raised a hand to her lips and hid a laugh. Their other friend Ashley, a blonde like Taryn, was pretty open about grinning as I kicked Scooter’s leg out from under him and made him drop.



“Say you’re sorry,” I said mildly.



“Fuck — ow, ow ow ow!”



I hooked him by the nose and yanked backwards. “Say, ‘I’m sorry, Taryn.’”



His eyes watering, he gasped, “I’m sorry.”



“Say, ‘I’m sorry I’m such a pathetic little-dicked dipshit that I’d take out my anger issues on you.’”



“I… I…”



I yanked back harder. “Say it.”



He did, sobbing now.



“Say, ‘You deserve someone much better than me.’”



With one last great big shout, “You deserve someone better than me!”



I let him go and offered him a hand. He ignored it and shot to his feet. The punch was almost a foregone conclusion. Poor little feller had never probably been in a real fight. I moved out of the way and hammered him twice more, short, hard body shots that were going to leave him pissing blood if he was unlucky. Then I put a foot to his ass and shoved him towards the gate. He ran, shouting over his shoulder he’d make me pay.



“Looking forward to it, Scooter,” I called back, immediately disinterested in him again as I took in the three college girls and their bodies on near complete display. Ashley, with her huge smile, huge tits, and big shapely hips reminded me of a cowgirl. Charlotte, the sweet innocent type, looked ready to be corrupted.



And then there was Taryn, a blonde, literal girl-next-door fucktoy. Her back straightened as I drank her in, her pert lips parting just so. Every inch of her reflected the lust I felt in that moment. She and the other two were half my damn age, each of them twenty-one or twenty-two, and their youthfulness, the firm bodies, the unblemished faces, the fucking life of them, it all drove me to move.



I was in the mood to either fuck or fight, and since I hadn’t been given much of a fight, I knew what I wanted instead. I came to Taryn and she took a half-step towards me, her eyes telling me everything I needed to know. But still, I gripped her chin before I crushed my mouth to hers and growled, “Say no and I back off.”



“Don’t you dare,” she murmured, and I was on her, still gripping her chin with one calloused hand, my other going to her bikini bottoms and yanking them down.



I plunged my middle finger into her hot little cunt and moaned against her lips. So fucking tight. So fucking wet for me. “Did you get off on me beating your boyfriend?”



“He’s not my boyfriend anymore,” she gasped, rising up on her tiptoes as I fingered her hard and fast.



I grinned at that and brought my lips to hers. She keened against me, her back ramrod straight, her eyelids half-lidded. I added a second finger and curled them, teasing her walls.



“Oh shit,” Ashley whispered. “This is so hot.”



Charlotte giggled nervously. “I shouldn’t be watching this.” Even breathier, she added dreamily, “I have a boyfriend.”



I didn’t pay either of them any attention. Instead, I pulled my fingers out of Taryn and sucked down her wetness off one. The other I held up to her lips. “Taste yourself on me,” I said.



She hesitated. “I’ve never, mm, done that.”



“Oh, I’m going to show you so much, Taryn.”



She stared at my wet finger, then yanked it to her lips, sucking it down and staring at me with those stormy blue eyes. I caressed her cheek with my other hand. “That’s my good college bitch.”



Charlotte giggled again. “He called her his good college bitch,” she said, like we all weren’t standing right there.



“So fucking hot,” Ashley repeated.



I moved again, pushing Taryn back towards one of three outdoor lounge chairs where they must have been sunbathing. She stared up at me the entire distance, not even dropping her gaze when her feet hit the chair. She dropped onto it and spread her legs wide, feet on either side of the chair. I freed my shirt and undied my jeans. I didn’t realize Ashley was right there until she helped me tug them down, kneeling as she went. She stared at my cock as it sprang free, and leaned in to nuzzle it with her lips as she helped with my sneakers.



I pressed my tip to her lips and she sucked me as she tossed aside first one sneaker, then the other. Charlotte whispered something under her breath, so faint that it wasn’t meant for any of us, but I thought I knew what she said.



“I’m sorry.”



I didn’t know who she meant that for, Taryn and Ashley or her boyfriend. But her intent was clear as she slid a hand into her bikini bottoms, moaning as she watched the three of us.



Ashley stood back up, but before she pulled away, I took her by the wrist and brought her hand to my cock. “Put me against her pussy.”



She let out a moan, and pulled me towards Taryn. My blonde neighbor was idly playing with her pussy but froze as I drew closer and closer, her chest rising and falling. Charlotte came to her and with trembling fingers tugged down her bikini top. Taryn’s breasts were big for her her thin frame, and capped in big brown nipples I wanted to suck.



Taryn looked up at her friend for a moment before her gaze returned to me. She was nearly doing seated splits in her eagerness for me. Ashley brought me the last few feet and pressed me right against Taryn’s nearly non-existent pink lips.



“She’s not on the pill,” Charlotte said, still with that dreamy, almost drunk tone to her voice, but her eyes glittered with with need. “You could get her pregnant.”



“Fuck,” Taryn whimpered.



“You like the sound of that?” I asked her. She gave me no answer, but reached down to play with her clit. I chuckled, and pushed inside her.



“Uhhhaaaaaahhhh!” she cried out so loud it was nearly a scream. “Oh fuck, oh fu-uuuuck!”



I filled her with inch after inch of my cock, making her bulge me. Taryn couldn’t take even half of what I had to offer, leaving inches of me bare. Her head came up and she stared down at me as I fucked her deep and pulled back to the entrance.



As I began to pump back and forth inside her, Taryn gripped the side of the chair so hard her hands were nearly white with it. To one side of me, Charlotte fingered herself slow and easy, her eyes unfocused and vaguely aimed in the direction of Taryn’s face. Ashley got into it too, sliding down her bikini bottoms and baring those curvy hips to my pleasure.



I decided right then and there I wasn’t going to be happy with just one. Oh no. I was greedy. I wanted the whole goddamn set. Charlotte was a foot beyond my reach but Ashley was right there. I pulled her to me as I pushed my cock in and out of her blonde friend, palming her big but well-kept ass and giving it a smack when I brought my lips to hers. She panted and drove her tongue against my lips. I sucked it down with a dark chuckle.



Neither of us noticed Charlotte move, but she did. She shot for Taryn’s chair and straddled it with her long longs. She gasped, “I’ve never, I’ve never… I’ve never done this with…”



“Me either,” Taryn said. She giggled and pulled her friend down on her face. I think an atom bomb must have gone off inside Charlotte’s mind. Her eyes bulged and her jaw dropped.



“I’m sorry, Caleb, I’m so sorry,” she gasped as she ground her pussy down on Taryn’s face.



Ashley pressed her bared breasts to my shoulder, then brought her hand down to my cock. She stared up at me worshipfully as she jacked the inches of me not spearing her best friend. I grabbed her by the back of her head and kissed her, bucking harder and harder now.



“I’m going to come inside her,” I growled against her lips. “And then you’re going to eat it out of her pussy.”



“Yes, sir,” Ashley whimpered.



“Sir,” I said. “Yeah. All of you are going to call me that now.”



Taryn moaned against Charlotte’s pussy. For her part, the brunette giggled again and said the word like she was doing a wine tasting and deciding if she liked the sip she just took. “Sir. sir. Yes… sir… going to fuck… all of us…”



“Oh, ohhh, uhhh, uh huh, uh huh, oh that feels so…” Taryn gasped. Her legs kicked, and her pussy contracted around my cock, willing it to come. “Oh fuuuuck!” she cried out, and laughed breathlessly.



My need roared inside me, fueled by Taryn’s tight pussy and Ashley’s fingers roped around my slick cock. Ashley sucked and licked at my neck, and I drew my thumb up the crack of her ass and across her bud. She shivered, and I had a brief fantasy of the three of them lined up on those chairs, asses thrust high, plugs ready to be pulled and my cock about to slide in.



“Mine,” I growled, looking down at Taryn’s bouncing tits and her hungry mouth returning to Charlotte’s cunt.



“Yours,” Taryn gasped. “Oh, oh we’re yours, we’re all yours, come inside me, come inside me, make me yours, sir…”



“Fuck us, fuck us,” Charlotte gasped. “Ohhh, oh Taryn, I’m going to come tooooo-ooo!”



She ground her pussy hard on Taryn’s face, putting too much extra weight on the chair. It collapsed, and all of us with it, but none of us were hurt. I just kept going, lifting Taryn’s legs high and fucking her with a mad frenzy. Ashley dropped on top of Taryn’s tummy and resumed jacking my cock, leaning forward to kiss me now and then. I cupped one of her tits and squeezed, my other hand at Taryn’s stuffed pussy, rubbing her mound and her lips as I fucked her.



Like that, I couldn’t last.



“Eat it out of her, now, baby girl, then I’m taking all three of you inside to fuck you.”



“Yes, sir!” Ashley said. I drove deep, unable to stop this train now, and I came deep in Taryn’s pussy, wondering what the hell I’d do if I got her pregnant.



But as Ashley and Charlotte dropped to lap me up out of their friend’s pussy and share my cream between them, I decided maybe I just didn’t give much of a damn. They were mine now, and a man takes care of his.









She Wants Him for Her 21st Birthday



 



I expected to see Taylor that night. This had been a while coming, her flirting a near-constant ever since she turned eighteen. I always figured it would be my bar she came to on her twenty-first, not for that first legal taste of alcohol, but her first taste of me. Because just as I knew Taylor, she knew me. She knew I wouldn’t say no.



Even with the two sexiest of her college friends on her arms, she was the queen of the place that night and she knew it. Long ashy blonde hair tied up, tendrils deliberately kissing her cheeks. Makeup done to the nines, slutting it up a bit and reminding me just what a fucking testament to lust she was, those dark eyes burning a hole through my defenses before she even made it to the bar.



And of course, that body. That 
 body
 . Her long-legged strut in her little black dress made her tits bob to a rhythm that seemed out of step with her graceful movements. Those hips and ass begged me to plunge my cock inside her, to make her mine, to own her. Already in my head I was thinking about the cost of diapers and formula because Christ, I was going to give her every kid she wanted as long as I got to keep coming inside that pretty taboo pussy of hers.



Some faint last vestige of my denial of her advances whispered one last time in my ear. 
 She is your friends’ daughter. You are twice her age.
  But even that part of me seemed to purr. Yeah. Taylor was half my age. But she knew what kind of trouble I was, and I knew what kind of trouble she was. Every guy she dated since she turned eighteen seemed to be a clear signal to me. 
 Can you do better than this?
  And every woman I fucked seemed to be younger and younger, because I always knew who it was I wanted ever since it occurred to me a year or so ago just how fuckable she’d become.



We were always headed for this. Her parents were gonna fucking kill me and I’d probably deserve it, but I was going to have fun while whatever this was lasted.



She smirked as she made it to the bar. Her friends watched us like this was a one-on-one basketball game. Hell, the whole bar was. Not that we had a lot of clientele. My bouncer was very selective about who he let through the door. I didn’t need the money the place brought in and I liked our reputation more on the mysterious side. The kind of place you feel lucky to experience, but which I live every day.



“Make me your best drink, old man,” Taylor said, and a couple people “ooh”ed that.



“Keep that up and I bend you over the bar and give you a birthday spanking,” I said. Those same people laughed and cheered, and now we really had the entire bar watching us.



Taylor’s lips parted and for a second, I saw pleased surprise on her face. She expected me to resist. But I knew what kind of monster I was, and when you know you’re going to do a thing, commit.



Her girlfriends ordered watermelon and peach martinis. I mixed them up first and served them in chilled glasses. As for Taylor, I wanted this first time to be memorable, something unique. No cliched Slippery Nipples or Sex on the Beaches for her. No. My eyes roamed the liquor bottles and mixers and I pulled down a bottle of top-shelf gin. Not the sort of thing I’d usually use in a cocktail, but this was the special occasion to end all special occasions. In a shaker, I muddled mint leaves and fresh lime juice. That’s the difference between an okay bar and a great bar. Freshness. People came to my bar for the best and the best was what they got.



That done, I added the gin, ice, and some simple syrup, shook again with Taylor’s eyes on me, that smirk firmly in place, and strained it into a chilled glass. I added a sprig of mint and slid the drink across the bar, a simple Southside, no fucking around.



Taylor tasted it, and her eyes lit up. “That’s pretty good,” she said.



“That,” I said, “is fucking excellent. Unless you’d prefer I make a call and get some hard lemonade and pisswater seltzer delivered here.” Raucous boos broke out at that, and both Taylor and I grinned. To the bar at large, I said, “It’s her twenty-first today. So everybody, join in.”



Together, we sang her happy birthday. Taylor blushed prettily and thanked everybody, and then again when there were calls that they’d buy her next round. They didn’t know that in my bar she’d never have to pay, except in moans of my name.



When the clamor died down, Taylor stared me in the eyes and said softly, “Now… I think there was talk about birthday spankings if I mouthed off again… old man.”



I leaned on the bar and spoke low enough only she and her girlfriends could hear. “You’ll get your presents when I take you home. 
 My 
 home.”



Her lips parted at that and one of her friends giggled. Taylor leaned in too and gripped the collar of my button down, bringing me closer. “What if I’m greedy and I want my presents right now?”



I shouldn’t have given in. I should have told everyone it was closing time and dragged her out to the alley or my car and fucked her senseless there where only one or two people might see. But my blood was up, and in her eyes I saw not just lust, but understanding. She knew what this was going to mean and she wanted it too.



I kissed her. God help me, I kissed her.



I swatted around with my hand and came up with a rubber band. I pulled my long well-salted blond hair back to do it up. She kissed me back, her lips sloppy, urgent. I pulled back and came around the bar, moving fast, my cock rising in my slacks. Her friends watched with wide eyes and murmured shocked words. Whatever they thought was going to happen that night, I don’t think they ever imagined it would happen here.



To the bar again, I said, “There’s about to be a show. Either leave or enjoy it. But if any of you pull a phone out to record this, I’ll break your goddamn face.” No one argued. No one said a word until I gripped Taylor by her slim young waist and lifted her up onto the bar.



She stared down at me, momentary shock giving way to that challenging smirk again. I gripped her by the ankles and pulled them wide, nearly knocking her friends’ glasses over. With her long heels resting on the edge of the bar, she leaned back, her wispy black thong doing nothing to hide her pretty little cunt. These I gripped and ripped away, and one of her friends gasped.



I dove in.



Taylor tasted of sweet perfume and soap, and I liked it. I liked her slim, almost delicate folds and her obscenely big clit in comparison. I liked the way she went wild for my tongue, sliding back and forth against the bar to greet my eagerness. I liked the way her hands went to my hair and dug in, nails scratching my scalp.



“Oh, oh, y-yesss, oh, this is crazy,” she whimpered as cheers and laughter and chatter broke out around the bar. People left their seats to get a better view, circling us but giving us lots of space. Men and women alike were entranced by this, none more so than Taylor’s two friends. Those two kept looking at each other and giggling nervously. Not for the show they were seeing, I thought, but for each other.



And all the while, I ate out their friend. I ran my hands over Taylor’s juicy hips and slid them under her ass, lifting her up off the bar so I could give that sweet patch of skin between her asshole and her pussy a lap too. That made her cry out, and again when I brought my mouth to her big clit, sucking, licking, slurping. I grabbed one of the girls’ drinks off the counter and dribbled it down her mound and onto my thirsty tongue. The chill and the heat of my tonguing drove her absolutely mad with need, her hips jumping like she was riding a bronco.



“Oh, oh, ohhhhhhh!” she wailed. Her orgasm hit her fast and hard and I moved, lifting her up off the bar again. She wanted to be spanked? Well, here was her present. I draped her over a stool and hoisted that dress up over her fine bubbly ass, admiring the freckled skin and sheer youthfulness of her. I hadn’t fucked anyone that young since I was only a few years older than her and cutting my teeth at a bar in Manhattan.



I was going to love this.



I did not give the birthday girl the full twenty-one spankings, not as hard as I slapped that ass. As I raised my hand up, my enthralled audience called out the number. “One!” Taylor jumped when I cracked her ass, her head coming up, her eyes widening. I massaged her skin, then swatted the other cheek, making her gasp and rock. I steadied her with my free hand to keep her from falling and taking the stool with her. “Two!” “Three!” I massaged her skin again and ran my thumb down along her wet slit, wanting to bury my face against her cunt again. Soon, I promised myself. I planned on calling my second-in-command and telling him I wasn’t coming in for a week, because I was not letting Taylor out of my bed that long, come hell or high water.



“Four! Five!” By five, her ass was reddening with my spankings, and I was breathing like a bull. I unzipped myself, then returned the hand to her ass and her pussy, rubbing her lips, sinking three fingers into her and bringing them to her lips. She sucked them down, her eyes closing as she made almost hiccup-like sounds in her throat as I massaged her ass.



I meant to go to ten, but on the seventh spank, she was coming again, her head dropping and twisting, her fingers gripping the stool so hard I thought she was going to tear the leather. I could take no more. I yanked down my briefs and out flopped my cock. She looked back over her shoulder and gasped at the size of me pressing against her pussy lips.



I raised my eyebrows the tiniest bit, giving her one last chance to say no to this. She nodded vigorously, and I slid inside her. She rocketed upwards on her tiptoes, still splayed over the stool, her big tits now free of her dress.



“Oh, oh fuck!” she wailed, and the crowd roared.



Her pussy fitted to me so well, tight and wet. I gave her short, hard thrusts, going no deeper until I knew she could take it, and then I let loose, fucking my twenty-one-year-old neighbor with nothing held back. Beside us in my periphery, I was barely aware of her friends kissing, one of them with her hand on the other’s tits, squeezing and moaning. They stumbled towards the short hallway leading to the front doors and my bouncer.



“Everybody… ngh, fuck… finish your drinks,” I shouted. “When I’ve finished fucking this pretty little slut, I’m taking her home. So it’s about time for you to get your shit together and get out.”



Some people threw cash on the bar. Most people didn’t. I didn’t care. I was too intent on the beautiful blonde’s ass rippling as my hips slapped against it. I gripped her cheeks and spread them apart, fucking her even more savagely as I stared at her pretty bleached asshole. That would be mine as soon as she could take me, I promised myself. Every inch of her was mine now.



I teased her little hole with my thumbs as I jerked into her faster and faster. She bucked upward, thrashing and wailing out. If she hadn’t just come she was about to. I railed her with everything I had, my need for release roaring inside me. The stool nearly toppled again and this time I grabbed Taylor’s hands and pinned them behind her back, keeping her right there, both of us panting and grunting like animals.



Only at the last moment did I realize I was in serious danger of coming inside her. Oh, she was going to be mine, and that meant her getting nice and big with my kids, but not yet, not until we had that talk back home, not until she knew the score with me. I pulled out of her at the last and jacked my cock, my other hand still keeping her arm in place above her ass. My warmth shot across her, my release nearly making me fall. I was more drunk on her than if I’d downed half a bottle of my best bourbon.



All around us, people cheered, whooped, and clapped. Taylor laughed breathlessly and nearly fell when she stood upright. I steadied her and wrapped my arm around her waist, gripping her naked tit openly and kissing her when she twisted her head.



“I wanted that inside me,” she pouted.



“You on the pill?”



Taylor grinned, and I knew the answer. I wasn’t the only one in this for more than some birthday night fun.



That night — or really, the next morning, the pinks of dawn streaming through my bedroom window — we licked up the cake frosting I found in my cupboard, me eating it off her tits, her licking it from my fingers. Soon, she was nestled in beside me, her dark, pretty eyes swallowing me whole as we both slid down into wild dreams. But before I dozed off, I had one final coherent thought, one that made me smile.



I wondered what the hell we were going to do for my birthday in a month.









My College-Aged Babysitter for Christmas



 



By the time I pulled into my garage, I was ready to drop, and even more ready for a few days off. Ever since I made executive, the holidays brought on an ever-increasing string of small fires at the office. It was never anything major but it was exhausting running from one to the next. Things would improve after the holidays, but this was a cycle that would repeat itself until our technophobe CEO stepped aside and someone with a realistic view of how an office could be run stepped in. The guy was eighty and clinging to power like it was keeping him alive, which in all honesty it probably was.



I make it sound like I hated my job. I didn’t. I made good money and apart from our systems direly needing updates across the board, the CEO was good to me and the employees at large, from the top levels all the way down to the bottom. That’s how I could afford the best damn babysitter in the city, in my estimation, and Mia was why I walked into a house smelling like heaven.



The college senior poked her head out of the kitchen as I came in through the garage. Mia straddled a fine line between cute and sexy. That face, with her little dot of a nose, wide eyes, and supermodel smile, was playful and sweet all at once. But her body was anything but sweet. In fact, it made me want to put myself on Santa’s naughty list for life. At twenty-one, she was still so firm and perky, and she instilled every step with an exaggerated bounce that made me twitchy trying not to stare at her plentiful tits.



I knew that bounce was for my benefit. I knew she wanted me as much as I wanted her. She was nineteen when I first hired her on the recommendation of friends, and now she was twenty-one and about to graduate college in the spring, 
 Legal
 , my mind whispered to me for about the thousandth time.
  So fuck her the way she wants. Fuck her into the mattress and come deep in her little cunt. BREED her.



Damn, but she looked good that night. She always did, I guess, but this was exceptional. Her dark, glossy hair was done in little ringlets that fell down acorss her well-tanned cheeks. A plaid skirt drew my eye first, ending about halfway between her knees and the treasure between her thighs. But that creamy sweater was something else too, elegant, but stretched tight across her big breasts. I fought an urge to go to her, yank up her skirt, and fuck her bent over a kitchen counter while I snaked a hand under the sweater and upped one of those tits. I wanted to see her eyes when she sucked my cock. I wanted to fill every one of her holes, see her dripping me, hear her cry my name. At forty I was nearly twice her age but my entire body and soul roared for her like no one had done to me since my ex-wife.



It was time to admit my heart wanted Mia too. In the last few weeks, ever since I started to seriously think about what I should get her for Christmas, I realized one simple truth. I loved her. I guess it was hard not to, considering how good she was with my son Neal, but still, that tore me apart. I knew I shouldn’t want her, a college senior, so young that I had to explain to her who both Blink-182 and Nelly were when I was driving her home one time and they came up on my playlist.



A large part of that love came about from the simple gesture she gave me when she saw me. She raised one finger to her lips, the universal gesture for quiet. The care she put into taking care of my son was the sexiest thing about her.



I nodded and slipped off my overcoat to hang it on a peg.



“He just went down,” she said softly.



“Smells amazing. Did he eat?”



“Yes. He nearly fell asleep on his plate. Literally.” Taking me in, she asked, “Good day at work?”



“Long one. But it’s over and I’m on vacation for a few days.”



“Woo hoo!” she cheered, still keeping her voice low. She shimmied in place, raising her hands above her head and dancing. I went a little starry-eyed and that made her laugh.



I knelt and untied my shoes, and when I looked up again, Mia was back in the kitchen, quietly getting some plates together. Cooking for me was an unexpected and pleasant benefit of her employment. It hadn’t been part of our negotiations when she first started working for me and I had a feeling it wasn’t exactly the sort of thing she did for the parents of the other kids she babysat.



I wanted to peek in and see what she cooked — it smelled like chicken parm — but as always, I went first to my son. Outside of November and December I was home in time to have dinner with him and hang out for a bit before he went to bed, and even during the busiest months he usually lasted until my commute got me home, but some nights were like this, him zonked out early, passed out in bed like he just went on a bar crawl. I swear, how he managed to fall asleep in some of the positions he wound up in, I have no idea. Like at that moment, he was facedown with one leg mostly off the bed, one arm up in a position like he was a crossing guard saying to stop, and the other thrown wide. I chuckled and hoisted him up to guide him into a position that his spine would thank me for in a few decades.



He came awake with a murky, “Dad?” and my heart swelled that night to hear it, as it sometimes did. He looked so much like his mother Joey in that moment, his blond hair spilling down nearly to his eyes, his chin as delicate as hers.



I leaned down and kissed his forehead. “It’s me.”



He mumbled something incoherent. I made out just enough to know he was talking about Grandma and Grandpa. “Yup. We’ll see them tomorrow night. Them and all the cousins and uncles and aunts.”



That seemed to please and placate him. He snuggled in tighter and I drew the blankets around him before kissing his forehead again.



I shut the door behind me and walked back to the kitchen, freezing when I saw her. Mia leaned against the countertop. Dinner was put away and gone was her sweater, and her top too, if she’d been wearing one underneath. All she had on was the skirt and a white-fringed red bra, the straps so thin I was surprised they didn’t snap, especially considering the strain they were up against.



“Merry Christmas, Mr. Levine,” she said, and though she was half-naked, there was a hint of shyness and doubt to her voice.



Maybe I should have stammered my way through a dozen reasons why we shouldn’t do this. Maybe I should have told her she was half my age and she should find some nice guy who wouldn’t be in his sixties when she was my age.



But maybe I always knew who was right for Neal. And who was right for me.



I went to her, my pulse quickening, my cock giving a very interested, “Hello, who’s this then?” She looked up at me, the uncertainty melting away into a cocky grin I loved. Then again, I kind of loved everything about Mia, didn’t I? How good she was with Neal was the foundation of course, but I liked her soft laugh, her ever-so-straight back, her sparkling eyes, her groaning at my dad jokes.



I stopped just shy of her, drinking her in, and finally forcing my eyes up to her face. She leaned up to kiss me. Her lips were soft and warm, her tongue tentatively knocking at my doors. I greeted it with my own, my hand going to her lower back, the other sliding up and down her spine and up to the back of her neck. I gripped her tighter to me and she let out a pleased moan.



Her fingers went to my chest, undoing the buttons on my gray shirt even before she got my sport coat off. “Mia,” I murmured. She gave a sound like a hum, and I said her name more emphatically. Her eyes finally drifted up towards mine, hesitation re-entering the equation. “If we do this, I’m going to want more than a one-time thing.”



Her lips parted. “Seriously?”



For an answer to that, I kissed her again. This time, there was nothing tender to the gesture. I showed her I needed her, my hand dipping to her taut little ass and squeezing. She stared up at me, those wide, doe eyes widening when I reached under her skirt and tugged down the silky panties I found there.



I dropped to my knees and pulled the panties the rest of the way off her. She dropped back against the counter as I lifted her skirt up to reveal her pussy lips, her folds thick and wet for me already. Lasering left her completely bare, a treat I loved. I buried my face against her pussy, thinking to myself with delirious glee that she was twenty-one, twenty-one, I was fucking eating out my twenty-one-year-old babysitter. A babysitter I was crazy for, who I loved for the warmth she brought to my home.



And now Mia was 
 mine
 .



The carnal part of me took over completely and I ate her with a fervor I hadn’t felt since the earliest days of my marriage. My mind left me as I reached up and filled my hands with her tits, the bra still between me and them. She squirmed with my licking, her head tilted upward, lips parted. She fought not to be too loud but couldn’t help the occasional breathy moan or whisper of my name.



“Nolan… Nolan…”



My God, had that name ever sounded so fucking sexy coming from a woman’s mouth?



Mia came so easily for me, her body jerking and her hands clutching at my hair as she struggled not to fall backwards with the force of it. She finally let out a keen of need and I kept going, dropping my hands to her pussy and spreading her wide. Her clit was so damn big and ready for me, and she jumped when I connected with it, I gave her no quarter, focusing my tongue on that button and staring up at her as her fingers twisted my hair between them, her doe eyes huge and watering with both her pleasure and the realization of two years of pent-up lust.



She came again and I shot upwards, going for my belt and my chinos. At the last moment, as my cock was bared to Mia, I thought to myself “condom,” and grunted the word as she stroked me, nearly pinning me against my gut.



“I’m clean, and I’m on the shot,” she said. Her voice had taken on a guttural growl. I gripped her by the waist and lifted her up, settling her on the counter, her skirt falling around her pussy as I pressed my tip to her entrance. Every instinct in me told me to take her, to pound her sweet young cunt from the first thrust, but she was so young and I didn’t want to hurt her. I took it slow, restraining myself with the greatest show of willpower in my entire goddamn life, staring her in the eyes as I slid deep inside her inch by inch.



Mia tried to focus on me, but her eyes went half-lidded and her mouth fell open the tiniest bit. She quivered around me, her pussy contracting and trying to grip me tight. Her hands roped around my neck and she hung on as I reached the limits of what she could take. “Right… there,” she moaned, and I stayed deep inside her, letting her get used to me.



I gripped her by the ass and held her in place as I backed out a couple inches, then drove deep again, still moving slow, still letting her get used to me. Little by little, we sped things up, her fingernails raking my skin, her cute little, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” driving me on.



But we were making too much noise. I brought a hand up to her mouth and she opened her eyes, her focus back. Her tongue slid against my skin and that drove me wild, my hips bucking into hers, my control on the verge of being lost. She began to rock back at me, taking me even deeper. We met each other, our bodies moving faster and faster. I dropped the hand at her mouth and she lunged for my lips, kissing me as she began to undulate. She moved with more rhythm than anyone I’d ever met, her hips thrusting towards mine, then pulling back and pushing her breasts up in their bra. This I yanked down at some point, or maybe it fell from her shoulder, I wasn’t sure. But it left one of her perky tits free and the sight of it and her smile threatened to shred my willpower.



I needed her. I needed to come. I gripped her ass and the back of her neck and lifted her, carrying her to the kitchen table and laying her out on it. Her legs kicked as I fucked her harder and faster, her pussy squeezing me tight. Her head banged back against the wood hard enough to make us both look in the direction of my son’s bedroom, but he didn’t stir.



Mia’s back arched and one of her feet dropped to the tabletop as she writhed beneath me, her pussy juices leaving a wet streak across the wood surface. Her mouth opened and I dropped my lips to hers, stopping her cry with a clash of our tongues. She came, my sexy fucking babysitter came, and I was driving into her with a mad frenetic energy, not even aware I had her in my arms again and was lifting her for a second time.



But I knew where I was taking her, where this needed to finish. I walked her into the living room as she kissed my face, her eyes shining, her hair wild and mussed. I laid her out in front of the Christmas tree, the twinkling lights casting warm light across her young, nubile body.



I didn’t know if this could work, but I knew what I felt in my heart and soul. I wanted Mia. I wanted her in our lives as more than just a babysitter. It was that knowledge that spurred me to my end, the love I felt for her becoming my everything in the euphoric moments before release.



I came inside her, my Mia, and I spoke her name with every ounce of my heart behind the word. She kissed me one more time, and finally we pulled apart.



Mia. My babysitter. Soon to be the mother of my child. And to this day, my very favorite Christmas present.









Section 4 – Workplace Fantasies









His Sexy Assistant Makes His Bad Day So Much Better



 



Warning — this story mentions — shudder — decaf coffee. Sorry about that.



 



Jerry wanted to throw the phone across the office. The boys in Austin managed to fuck up a slam-dunk account, all thanks to a night of drinking at some hipster bar. They denied it, but the dumb assholes charged everything to their corporate cards. There was no pleasure in firing them. One was his CFO’s son, and that was going to be an ugly mess when Bill found out.



For now, Jerry settled back and rubbed his eyes. He was exhausted, and not just from the shitty work day. His ex-wife who told him — via fucking 
 text 
 — their daughter was in big trouble for starting a fire in a school garbage can. He didn’t know what the hell he was supposed to do with that, especially with his office and home being in Kansas City and the ex-wife now in Vermont.



Someone knocked. He sat up straighter and called for them to come in.



His office door opened, and the one bright part of Jerry’s existence stepped in meekly, carrying a plate in front of her. He groaned when he saw the slice of birthday cake on it.



“Oh no, Cindy’s birthday party,” he said. “The call ran long.”



“It’s okay. I covered for you,” Ashley said.



“You shouldn’t have had to,” Jerry said as she approached his big desk.



“Mr. Silva and Mr. Hegg?”



“Yuuuup,” Jerry said. “Given the axe.”



“Oh no. I’m sorry.”



“Me too,” Jerry said. “It has been an absolute bastard of a day. I’ll call Cindy and apologize.”



While he did that, Ashley put the plate down on on the desk in front of him and turned for the coffee bar against one wall. Jerry tried hard not to stare at her ass in her tight black skirt, but he just couldn’t help himself and stole a quick peek of his assistant’s fit and bubbly twenty-two-year-old swells. Ashley glanced back at that exact moment, because of course, it was that kind of day, and to his surprise, she smiled.



She was soft and beautiful in every sense of the word, too kind and sweet for corporate life, too intelligent to waste on menial labor, and struck by too much bad luck in her life to have gone to a good college. He suspected the head of HR put Ashley with him because they were compatabile as more than boss and employee, and he didn’t know whether to be angry about that or eternally grateful. Either way, it was driving him crazy to not be able to ask his assistant to drinks and dinner, or to a romp on the carpeted floor.



And now she’d just gone and noticed him staring at her ass again. Fuck.



It was hard not to stare, though. That butter-blonde hair would always be a little frazzled by the end of the day, leaving her brushing stray wisps out of her big dark expressive eyes constantly. She had a dynamite body, a trim soft waist, perky breasts, and taut calves that left him muttering silent prayers when he saw her applying lotion to them once. In the warmer months like this, she preferred knee-length black skirts and blouses, never tawdry, but classy and sexy all at once.



Jerry apologized to the birthday girl over the phone and promised he’d bring by coffee and pastries sometime to make it up to her. Ashley settled the cup of coffee in front of him, decaf this late in the day, and headed for the door.



“Thanks for the cake and the coffee,” Jerry said. “Have a good night, Ashley.”



“Oh, I’ll be right back. I have one more thing for you, something that might help cheer you up.” She added something else under her breath, something he thought might have been, “I hope so.”



Confused, he watched as she closed the door to his office and locked it. Everyone would be going home for the night, so there was little sense in it, unless it was another personnel issue, but that didn’t make any sense either given what she said.



But when she turned around, the top two buttons on her blouse undone, Jerry understood, and his eyes widened.



“I know it’s against the rules,” Ashley said, slowly walking back towards him as she undid more buttons on her blouse, “but don’t you want to? Sir?”



“Ashley, I…” Jerry breathed. “I… I’m twice your age.”



“I know. And I love it. An older man is just what I want.”



His cock began to stir as he stared at her creamy breasts in her black bra. “I… I… you’re my employee, I shouldn’t…”



“Then I guess we’ll just have to be careful, won’t we?” Ashley said as she straddled him on his armless chair, pulling her skirt up. She turned and picked up the piece of cake. A plastic fork sat on the plate, and she nudged it off, dropping it on the floor.



“Oops,” Ashley said softly. “Guess I’ll have to feed it to you with my fingers… sir.”



“I love hearing you say sir.”



She giggled softly as she broke off a small piece of cake with her red-painted fingernails. “I know. I’ve seen the way you go glassy-eyed sometimes when I do.”



She brought the bite to his lips, and he stared up at her, his twenty-two-year-old bombshell assistant. Even if the head of HR intended for this to happen, it still meant so many rules broken. But Jerry’s reasons for caring slipped away as she fed him another bite.



“No,” he said softly. “Not with your fingers.” She looked confused at that. “Your lips.”



Ashley’s puzzlement turned to a sly smile. She put the piece of cake between her lips before bringing it down to his mouth. As the bite passed between them, he took her ass in his hands, the ass he’d fantasized about, dreamed about, and squeezed it tight, pulling. Grinding on him, she moaned, and he found the zipper for the skirt, easing it down across her bubble butt.



Ashley stood just long enough to drop the skirt and put aside the remains of the cake and the untouched cup of decaf. When she turned back to him, he had his slacks unzipped, his cock rock-hard in his boxers. These she tugged down, and ran her fingers up and down the length of him.



“Mm, sir, that’s going to stretch me so wide.”



He moaned as she took him in hand, stroking his length as she leaned over him. His hands went to her bra and he unhooked it, dropping it to the carpet. Her breasts were a mouthwatering blend of perkiness and size, her nipples big and dark. It wasn’t those he wanted to taste in that moment, but her lips again, and he clutched the back of her head to pull her in tighter.



Their kisses were loud in the office, their moans unfettered despite the risk of being caught. But for both of them, there was no turning back from this. “I’m going to want you every day in here taking care of me like this,” he said. “And more. I’m greedy, Ashley, and you’re mine now.”



“I want that too, Mr. Hopkins,” she whispered, and kissed him again.



“You can call me Jerry.”



“Not tonight, sir.”



He never noticed her slide her panties down, but he sure noticed they were gone when she straddled him again, pinning his cock underneath her pussy and grinding on it, her wetness coating him and making him moan again.



Ashley fed him one of her tits, and he cupped it as he sucked, his thoughts gone over to pure need. Outside the office was the clamor of everyone leaving for the day, like a locker room after a game. Neither of them paid it any mind, focused on each other.



Eventually Ashley leaned up and reached between them to grip his cock. A thought slid into Jerry’s mind. Condom. He said the word, and she leaned in to whisper into his ear, “I’m on the pill, and I’m clean. Are you?”



“Yes.”



“Good.” Ashley nipped his earlobe, and sank onto his cock. “Oh. Oh fuck,” she gasped.



Jerry couldn’t remember Ashley ever having said fuck around him before, and the word spilling out of her did more to yank him out of his reverie than anything else. Her pussy was a slim, delicate thing, and she was right. He really was filling her completely. She took it slow, eyes squeezing shut, but she took him inch by inch. With a third or so of him remaining, she froze, then dropped the rest of the way with a clap of their bodies.



Her eyes jerked open and she wailed, “Oh, oh, Mr. Hopkins!”



“Fuck!” he said, nearly as loud.



She stayed right where she was a long moment, legs kicking out, fingers digging into his shoulders. Slowly, her look of shock turned to one of wild pleasure, a smile spreading, her eyes focusing on him again. She kissed Jerry as she rose up, her pussy making a slurping sound around him, the greedy little thing wanting more, demanding more. She dropped again, faster this time, repeating the process, rising, falling, rising, falling. She built up speed until she was riding him, hips jerking up and down, her tits bouncing as he gripped her waist and and held on.



“Oh, oh, oh,” she kept gasping, as though every drop were a surprise to her. “I’m f-f-finally… finally…”



“Fucking me,” Jerry said.



“Y-yes, f-fucking you, oh, oh, didn’t want to, ohhh, embarrass myself, swearing like this, ohhh, Mr. Hopkins, but I… I can’t help myself, mm, wanting to say dirty things to y… y…”



“Like your pussy being wrapped around my cock.”



“Yesss!” Ashley cried out. “My p-pussy! Wrapped around… your big… oh, oh! Your big… dick!”



She slammed down on him and came, driving her lips against his as her hips jumped. He gripped her ass and stood up, glad for the hard work he always put in at the gym. He held her like that in midair as she wrapped her arms around his neck and back, kissing him frantically as he bounced her on his cock, his slacks falling to the floor. He must have looked ridiculous in that moment, he thought, but she didn’t care and neither did he.



He set her down on the desk, her ass resting on his daily planner, her pussy leaving wet marks all along its surface. He didn’t care. He held her in place, her legs kicking against the dark-stained wood as he pounded into her.



“Take me, sir, take me hard!”



He powered into her, his blood pounding in his ears, his cock throbbing. “I want you…” Slam! “…in here every goddamn day…” Slam! “…servicing me.”



“Yes! Oh, oh, God, yes!”



“Whenever I want it.”



“Yes! I’ll do anything… for you… sir!”



Her jaw hung low, her eyes unfocusing. She cried out, a wordless keen, and she shoved him, actually shoved him. Jerry pulled out of her and she dropped to her knees, grabbing at his cock and sucking him down, trying to take every inch of him deep as she stared up at him. Jerry couldn’t help himself. He gripped the back of her head and drove into her mouth, deeper, deeper until he was hitting the back of her throat, pounding her mouth with his cock, his shaven balls swinging.



“Mmmf! Mmmmmmf!” she cried out around him. He pulled back far enough to let her breathe through her nose, then fucked her mouth again, harder, faster.



“That’s it, that’s good, Ashley.”



“Mmmmf!”



“Take my fucking cock, take it, goddamn.”



She gagged, staring up at him with watering eyes.



“That mouth feels so good around me, gonna make me come, baby.”



She grinned around him, her makeup now in ruins, mascara running down her cheeks and her lipstick all over his cock. He gripped her head and pulled back until he was free of her mouth. His hand went to his cock and he aimed it at her breasts, painting them with as much come as he’d ever produced before.



“Ashley, ohhhh, ohhh.”



“Mmm, you come so much,” she said, her voice hoarse but grinning up at him.



He laughed breathlessly, and leaned down to help her to her feet. Jerry kissed her, and gave her ass a pat before he collapsed on his chair, pulling her back on top of him.



“Well…” he said. “This is really going to make things around the office more interesting.”









Breakroom Behavior



 



His assured steps faltered when David saw the way Olivia’s creamy green green dress stretched tight over her curvy ass as she bent in front of the staff fridge. She peeked over her shoulder and came up with a bottle of creamer, smiling brightly. It was a smile to fall hard for, sweet and shy, even if they’d known each other for months now.



“David! Oh my gosh, your daughter yesterday… she was the highlight of my day. No. My week. Maybe even my month.”



David was entranced by the gleam of her red lipstick and her plunging neckline. If that dress was any tighter Olivia’s big breasts or ass would have torn the fabric. She was thick and curvy in all the ways he loved. The desire to touch her softness, to have her beneath him, on top of him, in every way he could have her, drove him to near paralysis somedays. She wasn’t just beautiful. She was was a sexual goddess.



“Thanks again for watching over her during the meeting,” he said. The previous day had been something of an unofficial bring-your-kid-to-work day when the schools called for a snow day. Getting his daughter Kayleigh to his parents’ would have meant a dangerous trip on icy roads, so he brought her to the office instead.



“It was my pleasure,” Olivia said, turning for the coffeemaker. She looked over her shoulder at him. Her body was fucking insane, but it was that face that drove him wild. Sweet, honest, and bashful, with dark eyes that sparkled when she smiled but could swallow a man up when she was serious-minded. David wasn’t sure which look he liked better. It was all framed by waves of ashen blonde hair, stylishly darker at the roots. The advertising agency had a lot of beautiful women working there, but in his mind, there was no one more beautiful than Olivia.



He went for the coffee mugs in the cupboard above and beside her, bringing down a Southwestern-styled mug. “She wasn’t too much?”



“No, not at all. Such a sweetheart. And quiet.”



David chuckled. “I suppose she is, until we pass by the cereal aisle.”



“Ohhh, I feel that to my core,” Olivia said as she fed the machine a K-cup. “I love cereal. One of my biggest weaknesses.”



“I’ve always kinda been an oatmeal guy. Anyway, she’s now your biggest fan. Had nothing but nice things to say about you.”



Olivia turned and pressed a hand to her breast. “Such a sweetie. She told me you’re the best dad.” Her cheeks flushed and her lips quirked upward. “I think she was maybe…”



“Setting us up?”



“Yeah. But she’s only eight!”



“I know, I had the same feeling,” David said. “Especially when she told me she thinks you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”



Olivia watched him with her big dark doe eyes as she lifted the mug towards her lips. “Oh?”



“Yeah.” She sipped as he stepped closer. “And I happen to agree with her.”



He took the mug from her and set it on the counter. A droplet of coffee still clung to her lips as she parted them. He brought his thumb to her lip and swiped up the drop. She sucked, still staring up at him, and he leaned in to whisper in her ear.



“I’m going to want to be more than just coworkers, Olivia.”



“I want that too,” she breathed, and when he nibbled on her ear, she shivered. “Oh… ohhh!”



“Everyone but Carrie and Milo are in a meeting,” he murmured, and sucked her earlobe between his teeth, his hand going to Olivia’s big breast n her dress.



As his hand traveled lower to tug up her dress, she moaned under her breath, “They could hear…”



“They could.” He glanced towards the two doors into the break room and the windows. The blinds were open. He turned back to her and kissed her. Olivia’s hand went to the back of his neck and she helped him lift the dress up over her creamy, thick thighs.



“Keep that there,” David told her, and she nodded, her cheeks blooming bright. He went to the first door, shut it, and ran a finger down the blinds, closing them. He did the same to the next window, and went to the other door. There were no locks. Anyone could walk in at any moment, but he needed Olivia too much not to do this right then and there.



When he came back to her, she had the hem of her dress pulled up over a pair of French-cut panties riding high on her waist. They were a shade of green just off from the dress, and helped him realize what he wanted first.He moved her coffee mug farther aside, and gripped Olivia by the waist. She giggled when he lifted her up and planted her on the countertop, her dark eyes sparkling.



“Lift that cute butt up,” he said.



She did, and he tugged down her panties. Her ripe, full pussy lips begged for his tongue, capped by a thin, trim strip of blonde hair. He spread her wide with his thumbs, and bent to lick her pink folds, making her moan softly.



“Quiet, now, or I’ll have to stuff your panties in your mouth and that’ll really make them talk if they see us,” David said.



That made Olivia giggle again, but that giggle turned sharply into a moan when he dove back in. He loved the soft lotion scent on her skin and the soaps she still tasted faintly of. Everything about Olivia made him feel drunk on her, especially her soft moans as she ran her fingers through his hair as he ate her out.



Someone laughed deeper in the office and they both tensed, David ready to tug Olivia off the counter if someone came down the hallway. But no one did, and he licked her faster, his hands all over her thighs and her ass.



“Wanted this… for so long…” she moaned. “And then… seeing you be such a good dad…”



He shot up and kissed her, her pussy juices gleaming on his lips. “Same,” he breathed and brought his hand to her pussy. She jumped as he slid two inside her, pumping her soaked pussy hard as he kissed her again and again. She whimpered, her butt rising and falling, and gasped his name against his lips, the loudest either of them had been so far.



“David… oh… David!”



She came with short jerks of her body, her hand slapping down against the counter like she might fall. David pulled the shoulder of her dress down and freed one of her big breasts, capped in a pastie. He hesitated about taking it off her, because it would leave her nipple bare under the dress for anyone to see through the fabric later, but she made up his mind for him and peeled it away, thrusting her chest out. He sucked her big dark nipple into his mouth, fingers still pumping in and out of her, her wetness coating the countertop where she rocked.



“Yesss, suck me, suck my tit,” she moaned. She tossed back her blonde hair and cradled his head to her breast, hips spreading wider as he sucked and licked. She rocked harder against his fingers, her moans filling his ears. They were being too loud, he knew it, but neither of them could stop.



“Ohhh, oh David, oh yes, mmm, mmm, like that, I’m going to come just like that… ohhh, oh!”



She bounced up and down, her eyes closing, shivering from head to toe. David let go of her nipple and kissed her one more time before tugging his fingers free. She grabbed his hand and sucked the wet digits into her mouth, her dark eyes on his.



He tugged her off the counter and spun her around. Her big juicy ass wiggled at him as he undid his belt and freed his cock. Her head twisted to look back at him and she moaned as he slid inside her, his cock spreading her pussy lips wide. Olivia was tight but so wet, and she took every inch of him as she crossed her arms on the counter. She rocked up on her toes with his every thrust, her head back, her lips parted. He reached around her and cupped the same tit he’d been sucking, his thrusts hard and fast inside her, driving her wild. At the same time, he brought his lips to her neck, sucking and kissing it instinctually, leaving a mark neither of them would notice until it was far too late.



Her knee banged against the cupboard and she giggled and moaned and David paid no mind whatsoever. More laughter, closer, but they were too far gone to care. The thought of being heard or discovered must have turned her on too, because Olivia started thrusting back at him, his thighs slapping against hers. She twisted her head, lips parted, and he kissed her.



Her eyelids fluttered, and her hands twisted into fists, not quite beating the countertop but knocking against it. She arched up, her body quivering, and gasped, “Oh, oh, David… I… I…”



She fell silent, her body stilling and her breath catching in her throat. He couldn’t stop, his hips bucking against hers. Olivia finally belted out, “Fuck!” nearly at the top of her lungs. Her eyes widened in shock at what she’d just shouted. “…fuck… COPIER!” she added.



The copier?
  David wanted to ask, but he was too close himself, his thrusting growing erratic. His hand shot for the napkins on the countertop but Olivia had other ideas. When he pulled out of her she twisted around and knelt, her breast still bared, eyes bright. She swallowed him down with a hand on his root, jacking him fast and hard as she sucked her own juices off him. He grabbed handfuls of her silky blonde hair and tried not to fuck her face, his lips drawn back in a grimace, his eyes half-closing.



“Olivia,” he warned. She pulled back to his tip, jacking him faster still, and he came, shot after shot of him filing her mouth. She swallowed, still nursing his tip, and finally came off him.



“Goddamn, Olivia,” he murmured.



She grinned, then shot a look at the door. “We need to hurry.”



David helped her to her feet. She was a little unsteady and had to grip his shoulder for a moment, smiling to herself. He snatched up the napkins and dabbed her lips with one while she pulled her dress into place.



“The pastie,” he said.



“Shit.” Olivia grabbed it off the floor, giving him a great view again of her ass stretching that dress to its limits, and stood upright. She looked around and found a scotch tape dispenser in a basket on the microwave along with other odds and ends.



As she fixed the pastie back into place with the help of the tape, David murmured, “Dinner at my place,Friday?”



“God yes,” she said. “Buy a girl a grilled cheese from the truck tomorrow?”



“God yes,” he said, and she giggled.



They opened the blinds cautiously. Milo and Carrie were still the only ones at their desks. Olivia gulped down the now-lukewarm coffee, cleaned out the mug, and set it in the drainer. They checked each other out.



“Your lipstick,” he said, wincing.



“If I get to my desk fast enough…”



“Go my way. Make some small talk. Then skirt around them the long way.”



She nodded. They left the break room together, Olivia started talking about a show she was watching on Hulu, a new murder mystery thing. David glanced casually towards Milo, the closest of the two coworkers. He never looked up. Holy shit. They did it. They managed to actually get away with it.



“That damned copier,” Carrie said. Milo cracked up.



The conference room’s doors opened. Olivia let out an “eep” and rushed for her desk. “Thanks for the coffee!” she called over her shoulder.



David grinned after her. “Any time.”









Taming His Stone Fox of a Boss



 



Nick wasn’t quite running when he rushed into the foyer, but it was pretty damn close. Jessie, the receptionist, looked up at him and he cut her off before she could talk.



“I know.”



“She’s going to be pissed,” she called after him as he hustled by.



“I know!”



He ran past the empty desks, including his, and winced. Everyone was in the conference room, and sure enough, every single eye locked on him as he came in.



Including hers.



Beth McKinnon looked like she was furious enough to commit a crime that’d probably require a shovel and a few bags of lye afterwards. Strands of her dark hair framed her heart-shaped face, the face that lived in a not-so-small corner of Nick’s imagination. At that angle, he could see right down her jacket and white blouse, her bra seeming to taunt him with the way it pushed up her big breasts.



She was a stunner who could have been raking in the money as a model or an actress, and she knew it. She 
 flaunted 
 it. Ever since she came over from the financial branch of one of the big chains of superstores, she left every straight man in the office ready to fall to their knees and worship her. Every man except Nick.



“Mr. Bentley, sit down,” she said, her voice cool and deadly but carrying with the air of a professional actress on a stage.



He knew better than to offer an excuse during one of these meetings. She would spend five minutes berating and belittling him in front of his peers. He was tired of it. Tired of her. Tired of circumstances far beyond his control. He was twenty-three and fresh out of college, the youngest in that department. There was no way he could afford a place closer to the office, not with what he was earning, and with the Interstate under construction his commute time was now completely screwed up. Couldn’t she see that? Didn’t she have a shred of humanity in her?



No. Of course not. Because this was Beth McKinnon, the thirty-something bitch mistress of the business world, who had chosen him out of all his coworkers to hate with all her heart.



The meeting went quickly. They always did. Beth was a micromanager who knew how every cog in her machine was running. Brilliant, Nick had to give her that, but so fucking uptight he doubted he could fit the eraser of a number two pencil up her ass. When the last person spoke, she called for the meeting to end, but not before the dreaded sledgehammer came down.



“Nick. My office. Now.”



Nick fought hard not to grit his teeth and said, “Okay.”



“That’s ‘yes, Ms. McKinnon.’”



“Yes, Ms. McKinnon.”



Her office was nicknamed the Barrier Reef, because it kept everything out. The whole of the floor had once been used by a recording company as a studio, and a few of the rooms were still soundproofed, including her office. It was large and well-appointed, with a heavy red-lacquered antique desk as its centerpiece and a pair of side chairs with legs inches shorter than her desk and office chair, so she was always looking down at anyone she was talking to.



He was seated at one of those when Beth came in, shutting the door behind her. “Did I say you could sit?” she asked.



“You know…” he said as he stood, then mentally tugged on his own leash. 
 You need this job
 , he reminded himself. Five years here and he would be on the fast track to upper management. It was almost guaranteed — if he could last that long.



“What was that, Nick?” she asked, striding towards her desk. He had to fight to not stare at her legs in her black stockings and mile-high heels. That skirt did her tight ass and her legs a great service, ending just above her knees and emphasizing her curves in a way that would have him dreaming about her bent over in front of him.



“Nothing.”



“Nothing… what?”



“Nothing, Ms. McKinnon,” he said, not trying to hold back the acid any longer. “It was the traffic again. You know how bad it is south of the city. I tried to skirt it by going even further south and then out as far as Palm Street, but everyone had the same damn idea.”



Beth leaned on her desk. Her elbows pressed against her breasts, thrusting them out. He had no doubt she was doing it on purpose, taunting him. It only served to make his already heated blood boil. He imagined he could actually hear it rushing to his cock.



“And I’ve told you, adjust your schedule,” she snapped.



He too leaned forward, his palms on the desk, his glower matching hers. “I’m already leaving my house at six in the morning. I was ten minutes late. When this construction is done, I’ll be on time. Why are you riding my ass like this?”



“You don’t talk to me that way. I am your superior.”



“No,” he said.



“No?” she asked incredulously.



“You might be my boss but you don’t talk to me like this. I might be the youngest employee here, but I know I’m worth just as much as every single person out there. And unlike them, I’m not about to bend over for you. So either fire me or get off my ass.”



Her lips parted, her chest rising and falling. It drove him wild. What he did next, he did out of sheer instinct. Nick’s mind screamed at him that he was insane, but fuck it, he didn’t care anymore. He reached out and grabbed Beth by the back of her head, clutching that silky dark hair and yanking her face forward. Her eyes widened in shock, and she made an, “Mmpf!” sound when her lips met his.



Just as fast, Beth pulled back, her eyes wild. “You asshole,” she snarled. Nick started to form an apology, horrified, but her hands shot out and now it was his head she grabbed, pulling him tight for another, longer kiss. Her tongue shoved against his mouth and he accepted it, yanking off his jacket as he did. She went for her own jacket, and when the offending garments were tossed aside, they met halfway around the desk, hands rising to each other’s faces as they kissed yet again.



Beth reached down for his belt, undoing it with trembling fingers as he pushed her back around the desk again. As she worked at his belt and zipper, he undid the buttons on her blouse, baring her breasts in her white bra. Her hand slid into his waistband and down into his boxers. She moaned softly when she brushed up against his hardening length.



“Fuck,” he groaned. “Get on your knees and suck it, bitch.”



He expected fury from her at that, and he got it. Her eyes burned into his. But he also got subservience. She dropped, staring up at him, her lips parted. Was this happening? Was this really fucking happening?



Beth gripped him, and sucked his gleaming tip into her mouth.



Oh yeah. It was happening.



Beth was a good cocksucker, enthusiastic and skilled. She stared up at him as her head twisted side to side while she sucked him. leaving traces of lipstick up and down his length.



“Fuck, that’s it, that’s it, suck my cock,” he grunted.



Nick grabbed the back of her head. “Mmm,” she moaned around him, staring up at him while her tongue teased his base.



“You like being used, don’t you, Beth?”



She glared, but moaned again as he drilled his cock deeper inside her mouth.



“Answer me now. One moan for yes, two moans for no.” He pushed her down his length again, his cockhead tapping the back of her throat. “Do you like to be used like this… slut?”



“MMMMF!” she moaned. There was no second moan, and Nick grinned.



“All this time. All this fucking wasted time and I could have been making you scream my name instead of bitching me out.”



She took a deep breath through her nose, then drove her face down further… further. She took him in her throat, eyes watering. Her makeup was going to be utterly ruined by the end of this and the thought spurred him on.



“Hold on,” he said. “Because I’m going to throat-fuck you.”



She pulled off him just far enough to gasp, “Yesss, use me…”



Nick drove his cock deep into her mouth. She met him measure for measure, plunging forward, his dick hitting the back of her mouth and going deeper still, his balls slapping against her chin. His boss choked on his cock, eyes watering again. He pulled out just far enough that she could breathe again, then slammed deep, using her mouth and her throat over and over and over again while he gripped the back of her head.



“I’m close, and this isn’t how I want to come,” he said. A wash of her spittle ran down her chin when her mouth popped free of him. He wiped it up with his thumb and fed it to her. She sucked it hard and fast, rocking on her knees, those big tits bobbing in her bra and blouse.



He grabbed her under the arm. “Get up. Time for me to fuck you.”



She rose, and obediently bent over her desk, tugging up her skirt over her garters and panties. The panties most definitely did not match the bra, lacy and black and showing off her full pink lips when he tugged the fabric tight against her cunt. She gasped at that, and rocked back and forth, her big breasts brushing the surface of the desk.



While Nick yanked down her panties, Beth’s phone buzzed and she slapped at the intercom button. “Ms. McKinnon-” the receptionist, Jessie, said, but Beth cut her off.



“Not now. We’re…” Beth’s eyes shot wide. At that moment, Nick sheathed himself inside her wet pussy, hilting himself to the balls with one hard thrust, shoving her across the desk. “…in a meeting,” she finally gasped.



“Some meeting,” Jessie said.



Nick cared about none of this. He drilled his boss’s cunt hard and fast, gripping one of her shoulders and her waist to keep her in place. He loved the view of her like that, one of her hands bunching up her skirt, her juicy round ass on full display, her head bouncing back and forth as he fucked into her, her calves flexing and relaxing with every thrust, still in those black stockings.



“I think I have a solution to my problem being late,” he grunted.



“Y-yeah,” Beth said, not really hearing, her head twisting to the side and her lips wide.



“I think my commute would be so much shorter if I was, say, coming from your place. After fucking you all night long.”



“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she gasped. “I’m going to come, Nick, I’m going to come already, keep f-fucking me…”



“Say it,” Nick said. “Say you agree.”



“Sure, yes, you c-can stay with me, oh fuck, oh God, just keep g-giving me that… big… fucking… nnn.. nnn, God, that big… cock!”



She wailed the last word, her head coming up and her back bowing as she came. Nick reached around her and cupped her big tits as his fucking intensified. Faster and faster he bucked into her, his balls slapping against her ass.



“And from now on, I’m not your bitch around the office. You’re my bitch, aren’t you Beth?”



“Yes!” she yelled. “I’m your bitch! I’m yours!”



He brought her up off the desk, his cock still buried deep inside her, and he dropped back into her office chair with her on top of him. She started bouncing immediately, hands going to her armrests as she craned her head sideways to stare at him over her shoulder. Her makeup had been ruined, her mascara a dark trickle down her cheeks, lipstick smeared.



“You’ve never been so fucking beautiful as you are right now,” he said. “Because you look like I fucking own you.”



“Own me,” she gasped as she bounced hard on his cock. “I’m your bitch, I’m your slut, I’m what… whatever you want, Nick, just let me have this cock, let me have it… oh fuck…”



She slipped free of him and used the moment to whip around and drop right back on top of him. He buried his face in her tits and filled his hands with that big tight ass. She threw back her head when he spanked it, then pushed his head back away from her tits so she could drop down and kiss him, their tongues swirling together.



“I’m going to come, I’m going to come again,” she gasped. “Oh fuck, nnn, nnn, it’s so good, so… fucking… GOOD!”



She came, and Nick could take no more. He gripped her waist and fucked up into her so hard her head bobbled around. She had a look of pure, delighted delirium, her eyes unfocused, a big stupid grin on her face. It was, to his knowledge, the first time he’d ever seen Beth McKinnon smile, and the sight drove him to his finish.



She must have sensed something because she whined, “Come in me, I’m safe, I’m safe…”



“Fuuuuck!” he grunted, and drove deep. Shots of come filled her as she collapsed on top of him, kissing him frantically, fingernails digging into his cheeks. Most the rest of this they could probably cover up, but not those claw marks, those marks of their passion. He grinned at the thought. Good.



They were a long time after that cleaning up. He had smudges of her makeup all over his face. That made her giggle like she was half her age, and he grinned too.



Beth walked him to the door on unsteady legs. Before she opened it, she gripped his cock through his pants. “Mouth off to me again, and this time, it’s my turn to discipline you,” she said.



“Looking forward to it… Ms. McKinnon.”









Used at Work… and She’s Loving It!



 



Samantha writhed on the table as best she could manage, filled as she was by two cocks. The hot assistant now was reduced to stifled moans as her boss fucked her throat ragged. Her head was bent slightly over the edge, her reddish-brown hair spilling in waves down nearly to the floor as he grunted and shoved that cock dee.



This had been a long time coming. Her boss Julian ate her up with his eyes every day she walked in the door, his hunger making her so wet she was dizzy with it. That they were leading to something they mutually wanted was no secret. She made every point of brushing his thickly muscled bicep or his shoulder when she brought him his correspondence or the morning’s schedule or anything at all to have an excuse to stand near him. His own often brushed her skin right back, and when he opened doors for her or followed her onto the elevator, his hand always went to the small of her back, owning her with just a touch.



When Julian asked her to come in that Saturday to work, he offered time and a half. It would not be just him, he told Samantha, but two friends too, one a lawyer, the other a junior executive for an advertising firm. They were nearly as handsome as Julian, but no one could match her boss’s raw, animalistic nature. When they got her in the conference room, it was him who made the first move, growling in her ear that if she didn’t want this, she could say no and he would never ask again.



Instead, she turned in his arms and kissed him.



Now, here Samantha was, caught between the three and delirious with the number of times she came already. Gareth, the lawyer, shoved his cock in and out of her well-used pussy, sloshing the come inside her with every thrust. Ander, the ad exec, stood back to watch, stroking his spent cock absently as he flicked off the cap of a bottle of water and drank.



Abruptly, Julian pulled out of Samantha’s mouth, his cock glistening with her spittle. “Bring her over here. I want to take her ass.”



He dropped into a chair. Gareth pulled out of her with a grunt, and guided Sam to her feet. Her legs shook with exhaustion as he led her around the table, his hand on her back and her ass. Julian reached out and grabbed a bottle of lube off a tray on the corner of the table. Samantha took it from him and greased her fingers before sliding them up and down her boss’s thick, clean-shaven dick.



“When this is done,” he said, “you’re coming home with me. Forever.”



Samantha’s lips parted and she twisted around to drop onto her elbows on the table. He lubed up his fingers and probed her ass as Gareth stroked his own cock, watching this with his small, dark eyes. She moaned as her boss’s fingers dipped in her none too gently, getting her ready.



He grabbed her waist and pulled her back to him. She got the idea nad spread her legs, straddling him as he aimed his cock upward. Her ass slid over his tip, then they got it right and she dropped down onto his thick shaft.



“Ohhhh, fuck!” Samantha gasped.



“Gareth,” Julian said, gesturing at her pussy.



The other man nodded and stepped between their legs. Samantha tensed, her breaths coming in sharp, short bursts as Gareth pressed his cockhead to her pussy. Then they were both inside her, pushing, fucking.



“Full!” she cried out. “Oh God, oh fuck me, fuck meeeee!”



The pair of huge dicks inside her hurt, but it was a good hurt, and these guys had obviously done this before, a natural rhythm forming quickly between them. One pushed, the other pulled back. The sensations were nothing short of incredible, blasting her with waves of pleasure. She came with a gurgle and rocked between them. Her boss grabbed her small tits and tweaked her nipples with his thumbs. She twisted her head and there was Ander again, his long black dick in hand, somehow, impossibly, hardening again.



She sucked his tip as the other two guys fucked her, filled her, drove her wild with the naughtiness of this. Her boss and two strangers, and she was letting them take her unprotected and off the pill. She didn’t care. This was the sort of opportunity she would have wondered about for decades if she didn’t take it, didn’t ride it — and them — out.



Used. Filled. Their whore, their slut, their bitch, their come-guzzling sex toy.



Theirs.









Silver Fox Boss



 



Kendra sighed in frustration as laughter erupted from her boss’s office. It was creeping up on seven o’clock, and Mr. Laurent’s guests were still here. What was supposed to be done deal by five-thirty was now looking to be an all-nighter. On girls’ night!



The bitch of it was, Mr. Laurent gave her an out. He told her if she didn’t want to stay, she didn’t have to. But if she didn’t stay, she’d come back to chaos on Monday. File folders left out or stuffed in the wrong filing cabinets, coffee left in the pot all weekend since the cleaners invariably missed it, or worst of all, she’d find out Mr. Laurent spent another night on the couch. If Kendra didn’t push him to go home sometimes, he’d work himself to the bone.



And then there was the other great big honking reason Kendra stayed. Because she was stupidly in love with the man.



Okay, yeah. Armel Laurent was over a quarter of a century older than her twenty-five years, well into his fifties. But that just made him all the more attractive, especially after his divorce. That steel gray hair, the sharply trimmed beard, the weathered face centered by gray-blue eyes that could seem as deep as a lake or as cold as one in winter.



More too. When he wasn’t wearing his suit jacket — always a variation on gray or charcoal — there was some serious muscle straining at his dress shirts. He often lamented going a little soft over the last ten years, but if he had, it was the best kind. A dad bod through and through. A silver fox. 
 The 
 silver fox.



“Stupid heart,” Kendra muttered. Her lips twitched and she stared down at her skirt. “Stupid pussy too.”



She refocused on her phone and Knife of Brauntar, the roleplaying game she downloaded to keep herself occupied until Mr. Laurent either called on her again or his guests left. Technically she wasn’t supposed to be playing games on the job but with two hours of overtime, she figured she was entitled to special treatment, and Mr. Laurent could bite her fine little behind if he didn’t agree.



Now 
 there 
 was a thought.



With one earbud in, Kendra could hear the doors to her boss’s office opening, and soon did, the voices within going loud. She tugged out the earbud and hit the power button on her phone, silencing and hiding the game. She smiled brightly and with maybe just the tiniest bit of venom as the two gentlemen in suits walked out with Mr. Laurent.



“On your way out?” Kendra asked, and was pretty damn proud of herself for sounding politely interested.



“Yes, our young friends are on their way to Hoshi’s,” Mr. Laurent said.



That was an upscale restaurant in the trendy downtown district, close to some of the best bars and nightlife. It wasn’t far from where Kendra would have been drinking that evening after work, if she hadn’t been kept late. There was still time, she told herself, but it was a lie. She was going to go home, get a boatload of Thai delivered, and eat her frustrations away and spend the weekend regretting her taste in men.



“Need me to call for an Uber?” she asked, syrup sweet.



“They have a rental car,” Mr. Laurent said.



One of the two businessmen gave her a greasy smile. “Though maybe you’d like to join us for dinner. Maybe some drinks?”



Before Kendra could speak, Mr. Laurent slapped both men on the back and kept his hands there, guiding them towards the doors. “I’m afraid Ms. Banks is going to be preoccupied for a while longer. But you two are in for a treat. Enjoy your stay tonight, gentlemen, and looking forward to seeing you again in six months.”



Kendra grimaced. She could have handled that. Still, given her mood, “handling that” might mean knives came out, so maybe it was for the best. She shut down her computer and stood once Mr. Laurent locked the outer doors and came back.



“I can tell you’re upset,” he said, his voice mild.



“It’s seven o’clock, Mr. Laurent. Your words were five-thirty, six at the latest.”



“I know. I understand. My memory is terrible, my old age and all. Didn’t I give you the option to go?”



Fuming, Kendra followed him into his office. “Five-thirty! Six at the latest!”



His office was like a playboy’s den, with a loveseat and couch facing each other at one wall, a minibar hidden in an antique armoire and a vintage pair of pinball cabinets against the other, and of course his big heavy desk in the middle centering it all. There were no guest chairs. If he had a meeting, it was generally done on the couch and loveseats or in the conference rooms. There were stacks of files and folders on the table between the loveseat and couch, and Kendra went to them automatically while Mr. Laurent went to the armoire.



“Leave it for Monday,” he said. “What are you drinking tonight?”



“I was 
 supposed 
 to be drinking martinis at Donnelly’s.”



He snorted. “For what you’d pay for three martinis there, you could buy a bottle of perfectly fine bottle of vodka and vermouth.”



“It’s not the cost, it’s the pleasure of being out with friends.”



Mr. Laurent turned. That got to him. He sighed and nodded. “How do I make this up to you?”



“You don’t make up for ladies’ night and Lemon Drops at Donnelly’s. You just don’t.”



He whipped around, aghast. “Tell me you don’t actually go for something as basic and as… as… needlessly pandering as a ladies’ night. Good Christ, it’s like fishing for women with dynamite.”



“The drinks are half-off, Armel!”



He swore under his breath, then pulled bottles of vermouth and vodka from the shelves and brought them to her. “Here. For the trouble. On top of your overtime.”



She folded her arms under her breasts, pleased with the way his eyes dipped and then came right back up. “That doesn’t make up for it.”



“Then tell me what will,” Armel said.



A faint whiff of his sleek aftershave wafted to her, something rich like cloves and citrus. Only then she realized how close they really were. He loomed over her diminutive frame, and she had the dark, delicious thought that he could do anything to her in that moment.



Like… say… her idea from earlier.



“Bite my butt,” Kendra said softly.



“I am trying to apologize. There’s no need to-”



She turned and thrust out her ass in her skirt. “I’m being literal. Bite. My. Butt.”



Armel stared, the bottles still in hand. She wiggled her butt, then figured fuck it, why not? She hiked the skirt up inch by inch, still wiggling back and forth. Very carefully, he set the bottles down on the table.



“Kendra…”



“This is how you make it up to me,” she said calmly, despite the thundering of her heart in her chest. “I am so tired of sitting out there wanting you and knowing you want me too. I’ll stay late every day of my life without complaining once if it means I get to ride your cock after. So fuck it. Get that mouth on my pussy.”



Armel hesitated a moment longer, but when her bikini briefs came into view, he moved. He gripped her by the waist, lifting her up and carrying her towards his desk. His hands were rough and strong and she loved them on her, squeezing.



He set her none too gently down and bent her over the desk. Kendra had other ideas and crawled up on it, swaying that ass for him.His thumbs hooked into her briefs and he tugged them down. “Lift your knees,” he told her, and she did so he could slip them off and drop them on the desk beside her. Armel ran his thumb along the length of her pussy lips. “This is mine now,” he told her.



“Yours,” she agreed feverishly, head dipping as his rough thumb teased her folds. This was happening. Holy shit. Holy 
 shit
 . Hayley in accounting was going to flip her lid.



“When I want this little pussy on my lap, you come running with a ‘yes, sir.’ Let me hear it.”



“Yes, sir…”



Armel pulled her back to the edge of the desk, her ass thrust high. His mouth went to her cheeks, teeth sinking into her hard enough to make indentations but not hard enough to draw blood. Then, without warning, he spread them wide and buried his mouth against her bleached bud, his beard tickling the stretch of skin between ehr pussy and her ass. Her eyes bulged, and she gasped, “Oh, oh fuck, Armel!”



His tongue slid around her bud but he pulled back almost immediately, placed a hand against her cheek, and smacked it. “That’s ‘sir,’ little slut.”



“Fu-u-uuuu-ck,” Kendra stammered, laughing breathlessly. “Lick my ass… sir.”



His tongue shoved back inside her, his head bobbing with it. His well-oiled beard tickled, a strange sensation she loved. Kendra rocked back against him, head up. She thrust a hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy and her mound with the heel of her hand. It wasn’t going to take much to get her off. The feeling of his tongue fucking her bud was only part of it. It was the beard, and the sensations of her clit, and the sheer release of desire realized. And most of all, it was the knowledge that she was fucking her boss, and that this was only the beginning.



Her climax was a slow, rolling thing that spread from her core up and down her spine, like fans at a baseball game doing the wave. She cried out with it, head thrown back, and he was there, gripping her shoulder with one hand and sliding two of his big digits into her pussy, her wetness accepting him home. Armel was merciless in his finger fucking, his big thumb resting against her slick bud and flexing inside it every time he thrust his fingers deep. With his other hand her boss spanked her ass again.



“Whose are you?” he asked, his voice gruff with his own pressing need.



“Yours!” she wailed, “Oh, oh fuck, I’m yours, any t-time you want me!”



He smacked her ass again. “You’re forgetting something.”



“I’m yours, sir, I’m yours, please, please keep d-doing that, oh my God, oh my God, I’m so fucking close again!”



“Only good assistant whores get to come on my fingers. Are you my good assistant whore, Kendra?”



“Yeeeessss! Yes sir! I’m your good whore! I’m your good fucking SLUT!”



There was no slow roll this time. The orgasm pancaked her, making Kendra drop to the desk and quake from head to toe, her whole body boneless with her pleasure. She could only feel flutters of sensations. His fingers pumping hard in her another minute. His hot breath against her skin as he licked her asshole again. The feeling of being pulled back and off the desk, lifted like she weighed nothing, and in his muscular arms, that was probably as good as true.



“I could use a condom, little slut,” he whispered in her ear as she slowly came to again. She realized he had her on his lap, and she was rocking against his bared length, keening deep in her throat like an animal in heat. “But I’m clean and I want every drop of my come inside you.”



“I’m not on the pill… I could get pregnant, sir,’” Kendra said deliriously, thinking about it, thinking about being big and fat with his baby and coming in here and hiking up her skirt and mounting him right in the middle of the fucking day.



“Even better. Tell me you want it too, Kendra.”



“I want it… I want it, sir… I want your big fucking cock inside me and I want every drop. Make me pregnant,” she begged him.



He stared up at her, lifted her up, positioned her, and let her drop down on his humongous, fat cock.



“Oh, FUCK!” she cried out.



There was no holding back for either of them. He tore at her blouse, ripping it open and taking her bra off her to suck at her tits. On her diminutive frame they were big, and soon they would be filled with milk, their child’s milk, his milk, and she gurgled at the thought, her eyes rolling up and crossing as she thought about feeding him her tits right in the middle of a meeting, his hand going to her ass and squeezing as they showed everyone in the office who she belonged to. A child? She wanted a dozen from him, two dozen, a whole hive of them.



Her pussy swallowed him greedily as he bounced her on his lap. Her head bobbed with the force of the fucking, her tits right in his face. He buried his head between them, grunting his pleasure deep in his throat. She couldn’t do much, still ensnared by the overwhelming sensations, but Armel would always take care of her. Never had a man fucked her so skillfully and assuredly as this.



When she began to rock back against him, her eyes finally focusing again, he reached up and gripped her chin, his eyes dark. “Tonight…” he thrust up into her and she drove her hips down to meet him, gurgling her pleasure. “…we go to your apartment. You will… fuck… pack a bag.” He stood up with her and laid her out across the desk. Her hips jerked as he began to fuck into her with wild, uncontrolled strokes, and she could tell he was close, his eyes as fiery as hers. “Tomorrow, you make some calls. Have all your things brought to my house.”



“Yours, I’m yours, yours, sir,” she moaned, and brought her fingers to her lips, sucking them down.



“Look at me, Kendra. Look at me while I come inside you.”



“Preg… nant…” she moaned one more time, and stared up at him, cheeks rosy and red, her body tensed and ready for one more orgasm. He gave it to her, sliding her back and forth on the desk as his powerful hips pumped against her, his cock driving deep. She cried out his name, Armel, and he cupped the back of her neck, droving into her, his need upon him as she cooed for him to come, to come inside her.



Warmth flooded her, and she gripped the back of his neck, her eyes unable to focus, her butt rising and falling, dimly aware of the wetness pooling underneath her. She’d probably be asked to clean that up, Kendra thought, and giggled as he pulled free of her and collapsed onto his chair, panting and staring at his come and her pussy juices dripping out of her.



“Fuck, Kendra,” he said breathlessly.



“Did you…” Her voice was hoarse, and she had trouble speaking. He stood and cradled her in his arms, lifting her again and guiding her to the chair. Wordlessly he snatched tissues out of a decorative wooden box on his desk and tended to her as she stared down at him. Finally she found her voice again. “Did you mean it?”



“About children and moving you into my place? Absolutely.” He reached up to caress her cheek and rose to kiss her forehead. “I’ve come to care deeply about you this last year. If you’ll take an old man like me, I’ll take a young pain in the ass like you.”



“Well, so long as you know you’re old… sir.”



He did up his pants, smirking. “Talk to me like that and you’re bound for a spanking.”



Kendra got herself situated. Her blouse was utterly ruined but she had a sweater at her desk. After they turned out the lights for the main office and boarded the elevator, Kendra leaned her head against Armel’s shoulder and started to snicker.



“What?” he asked, wrapping an arm around her.



“You realize you’re in for it now.”



“How so?”



“When this gets out, every woman in the office is going to want overtime.”



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading!
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