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 Story 1: Paying Daddy’s Debt 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emmie ran down the stairs of her mansion. The doorbell rang again, echoing throughout the empty manor. 
 
    Whoever was at the door was impatient, to say the least—Emmie didn’t even have time to throw on proper clothes! She sprinted down the stairs as her pink booty shorts rode up into her ass, and her white tank top fluttered—teasing her midriff. 
 
    She grabbed the door and swung it open, stray blonde hairs breaking from her ponytail and falling in front of her face. “H-hello?”  
 
    The man on the other side of the door towered over her. He was in a full suit, which seemed to barely hold on by the seams—his muscles were clear even in his suit. 
 
    “Where is Brock Borris?” He said, glancing down at Emmie and crossing his arms over his chest. 
 
    “M-my dad? He isn’t here… He’s on a business trip.” She replied, her voice trembling. 
 
    The stranger eyed her with his chiseled, unflinching face. 
 
    Emmie tried to put up a brave face, but the stranger’s gaze unnerved her. Her knees rattled and her fingers gripped the frame of the door. What did this man want with her dad? 
 
    “He’s leaving town to run away from me… Leaving his cute little daughter home alone.” The stranger’s lips curled into a devilish smile as his gaze fell down to Emmie’s chest. 
 
    Her tank top was thin, and her nipples pressed up against the fabric. 
 
    Pink blush filled her cheeks as Emmie retreated behind the door, peering her head out of the side. “L-like I said, he isn’t home! Come again later please!” She yelped closing the door. 
 
    The man stuck his foot in the way, leaving Emmie unable to fully close the door. 
 
    He easily pushed the door back open, shoving Emmie out of the way as she stumbled back. 
 
    “I’ve been chasing him long enough… Tell your father I came to see him… Tell him when I come back tomorrow, he will be the one to answer the door instead of you.” 
 
    Once again, his eye fell to Emmie’s chest, causing sweat to run down her neck onto the tank top, making the thin fabric even more transparent. A hint of her pink nipple peered out between the moist threads. 
 
    He grinned, his gaze exploring her entirely. “Or if you are going to be the one who answers the door… Make sure you're naked…” 
 
    Emmie sucked air into her lungs, her eyes widening and her soft pink blush turning a furious red. 
 
    The man threw his head back and laughed. His voice boomed throughout the entire house as he reached into his breast pocket, pulling out a business card. 
 
    The man tossed it onto the floor by Emmie’s feet, before turning and walking away. As he walked outside, he turned his head—admiring Emmie’s body one last time before walking to his sleek, black car. 
 
    Emmie quivered in the foyer, her fists curled into fists and her heart pounding. The man was intimidating, huge, and terrifying. What could he possibly want with her father? 
 
    Her trembling fingers reached down, picking the business card off the tile floor. 
 
    Mr. Jared Parker 
 
    Debt Collector 
 
    A gasp escaped her lips. Debt collector?  
 
    Her father was a prestigious businessman. They never wanted for anything. Even when her mother left, the man fought for custody and gave Emmie everything she could have ever wanted… Could it be while he was spoiling her, her father was racking up debt behind the curtain? 
 
    Emmie locked the door and rushed back to her room. The pink princess theme room was just the same as when she was a child.  
 
    Grabbing her phone from her desk, she texted her father about the strange encounter. 
 
    Immediately, her phone began to ring. 
 
    “Hello?” she asked, timidly. 
 
    “Emmie! Are you okay? Did Mr Parker leave?” Her father’s panic was evident in his tone.  
 
    “Y-yes, Daddy. I’m fine.” Emmie replied, her heart beating as she sat on the edge of her bed. “But the man said he was going to come again tomorrow, and that you need to be there…” 
 
    Silence on the other end. 
 
    “H-hello? Daddy?” 
 
    “Yes, my dear, I’m here…” Her father took a deep breath. “I’ll try to get on the first flight back… But I’m across the country. I just… I’ll be there, Emmie. Don’t worry.” 
 
    Before she could reply, her father hung up. 
 
    Emmie could feel her heart beating in her throat and her entire body shivered. She placed the phone down beside her and stared at her feet. 
 
    Her father spent all his life-giving her whatever she wanted, no questions. Now he was in trouble and needed help—this was her chance to finally pay him back. 
 
    But how? 
 
    She glanced up from the floor, staring at herself in the closet door mirror. Her tank top sculpted her tits perfectly, and strands of her bright blonde hair broke free of her ponytail and wavered down in front of her face. 
 
    Emmie had barely noticed that she had grown into a full-fledged woman. Her tits had grown and her legs were sculpted from all her gymnastics. 
 
    A dirty seed planted in Emmie’s mind. 
 
    She knew what she needed to do. 
 
    Emmie lept to her feet, throwing open her closet and digging inside. She tossed clothes all over her floor as she dug into the deepest corner of her huge closet. 
 
    Pulling out a tethered old bag, Emmie crawled to the middle of her floor. 
 
    She reached inside the bag and pulled out a pair of silk black lace panties.  
 
    The thin fabric was completely transparent and felt soft as a cloud in her grasp. She had bought this ages ago as a dirty impulse buy—but never had an excuse to try it on. 
 
    Truth was, Emmie was still a virgin. She was a beauty, and boys definitely tried their luck—but Emmie was always too shy and innocent to do anything. Almost immediately after buying the silk panties, she tossed them into the deepest depths of her closet. 
 
    Being the innocent, goody-two-shoes type of girl was all she knew, but now Emmie had to change. She saw how most boys, Mr Parker included, looked at her. They all lusted for her petite, gymnast body—and now it was time for her to use her assets. 
 
    Emmie slipped out of her booty shorts and her tank top. Her naked body trembled as she slipped the panties on over her feet.  
 
    She pulled them up, and the soft fabric hugged her ass and legs, accentuating their curves. 
 
    “Woah…” she muttered, inspecting herself in the mirror.  
 
    The black lace contrasted her pale skin, but it was so transparent that her puffy, outie pussy lips peered out against the fabric. 
 
    She felt like a brand new woman. Not the innocent, shy Emmie that blushed at the mere mention of sex. 
 
    A smirk crossed her lips as her puffy lips grew wet. Her tits were on the smaller end, but they were perky, and her pink nipples were hard as the dirty thoughts filled her head. 
 
    Mr Parker stood no chance. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Just like he promised, Mr Parker showed up at the same time the next day—but this time, Emmie was ready. 
 
    She wore the black panties all day, getting used to the soft silk caressing her bubble cheeks. Her mind raced and her heart pounded as she carefully walked down the stairs.  
 
    Late last night, her father called and told Emmie that he wouldn’t be able to make it back home and that she should leave the house. Emmie told him that she’d be okay, and not to worry. 
 
    She draped herself in her bathing gown, the thick white towel engulfed her body and her wavy blonde hair fell down to the small of her back. 
 
    The scent of her strawberry shampoo and perfume wafted in her nose as she got to the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Emmie was nervous, but her pursed lips curled into a smile. All her life, she tried to be the perfect daughter, the good girl that could never do anything wrong. While her life was good, she was always secretly envious of the other girls that spent their time chasing boys and having sex while Emmie was locked away in her room studying.  
 
    Now she got to embrace her dirty side while still being able to help her father. 
 
    She took a deep breath. The cold tile stung against her dainty feet as she crossed the foyer to the front door. 
 
    Her hand was surprisingly still as she reached for the handle, opening the door the entire way. 
 
    Mr Parker wore the same black suit as yesterday, his arms and chest bulging against the fabric. 
 
    “Ahhh. You again.” His eyes inspected her up and down.  
 
    Emmie’s shower gown covered her entire body, and yet his gaze seemed to be undressing her—causing her pale cheeks to puff pink. 
 
    “Get your father, girl.” Mr Parker scoffed. 
 
    Emmie shook her head. “He’s not here…”  
 
    She tried to keep her voice strong, but the man towered over her, his presence was terrifying, and while a part of her was excited about what she was about to do—another part was certain that she’d fluster and fail like always. 
 
    “He isn’t?” The man sneered, his jaw setting as his hand curled into a fist. “I thought I made myself very clear yesterday…” 
 
    “You aren’t going to be bothering my daddy anymore…” Emmie said, her heart beating out of her chest.  
 
    Her bright blue eyes stared at his beady black ones, unflinching. Emmie mustered every ounce of courage as Mr Parker stepped forward, his body an inch from hers. 
 
    The scent of his dirty musk penetrated her nose—but Emmie’s face stayed solemn. 
 
    A smirk cracked from Mr Parker’s lips, his face at a perfect vantage point to stare down Emmie’s taunting cleavage. 
 
    She huffed, covering her cleavage with the bathing gown. “You can be on your way.” 
 
    “I don’t think so, pretty lady. I’m going to get what I’m owed.” He sneered. 
 
    Emmie figured it wouldn’t be that easy. “Fine…” she breathed, stepping back into the foyer of her house. 
 
    Mr Parker followed, closing the door behind him. 
 
    Emmie turned on her heel to face him, a smile on her face. Suddenly, all the fear and doubt in her head melted away to pure adrenaline and even a hint of excitement. 
 
    “I figured you would say that… So how about you and I come up with a new deal?” 
 
    Mr Parker crossed his arms across his chest, his bushy eyebrows furrowed as he sneered. 
 
    Emmie bit her soft, pink lip as her hand fell to the waist tie of her bathing gown. “I don’t know what kind of deal you and my father have gotten into… I think I have something myself to offer…” 
 
    Slowly, she began to untie the waist piece, the entire bathing gown slouching off her body. 
 
    Now it was Mr Parker whose cheeks were turning pink. “I—I’m listening…” 
 
    Emmie giggled. Her heart was pounding, but courage and confidence surged through her like a storm. “I’ll give you a peek under my gown, if you leave my daddy alone…” 
 
    Mr Parker stayed silent, though Emmie could see the gears turning in his head. 
 
    His eyes fell to her exposed legs and feet, and his breathing turned heavy. 
 
    “I am owed quite a bit of money. It’s going to take more than a peek…”  
 
    Emmie pursed her lips. “A peek and a touch?” 
 
    “A peek and many touches.”  
 
    Emmie’s heart skipped a beat, and she bit her lip. The mere idea of the older, grizzled man’s hands all over her petite body made her shiver. Though it wasn’t a shiver of disgust. It was a shiver of anticipation and lust. 
 
    Emmie had no idea what dirty energy had overtaken her, but she actually… wanted him to touch her… 
 
    She nodded her head. “Deal.” She said, a bit too eagerly. 
 
    “Good. But I can’t just write off this debt, my creditors would have my head. Though your body may be worth it… I’ll tell you what. You let me see and touch you, and I give your father until the end of the month to cough up my money. That’s nearly twenty days. A deal you should be more than eager to accept if you knew the consequences…” 
 
    Emmie huffed. She wanted to clear her father’s debt outright. Though… This was better than nothing.  
 
    While it may have been in her best interest to haggle a bit more, her body and pussy were growing impatient. The dark, dirty seed in her head had sprouted into a horny tree that could not be moved easily. 
 
    “Okay. Fine…deal.” She said. 
 
    The man smirked, beckoning her forward. 
 
    Emmie inched closer, her hand tugging at the waist tie. As she stood in front of the man, the knot untied and she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    The bathing gown fell to her feet, and her naked body was exposed. 
 
    “Amazing…” Mr Parker said, inspecting every inch of her. 
 
    Emmie couldn’t help but smile. She had spent so much time and energy into keeping her body fit—and finally, someone could appreciate it. 
 
    Her tits were on the smaller side but firm and perky, and her nipples were hard like a pencil eraser. 
 
    The black panties held snugly to her hips, Emmie didn’t even realize how wet she had gotten down there, as her puffy pussy lips gnawed at the delicate silk of her panties. 
 
    “G-go ahead, touch away,” Emmie said, trying to contain her giddy smile.  
 
    A dirty, devious smile crossed Mr Parker’s lips. His black pupils grew with lust as he eyed her like a hungry lion. “Don’t mind if I do…” 
 
    His grizzled hand reached around to the small of her back pulling Emmie in closer. With her hormones in full control, the scent of his dirty odor turned to manly musk.  
 
    Mr Parker’s hand was rough and grizzled, and just his touch alone was enough to make Emmie quiver. 
 
    “You have made quite the offer, my dear.” He said with a grin as his hand slipped down her back to her ass. 
 
    “O-Oh!” Emmie moaned as his fingers dug into her soft ass cheek. 
 
    Her heart was racing, and euphoria began to flood her mind as she ran her hand ran up his chest. 
 
    The soft pink in her cheeks turned fiery red as she battered her eyes up at the man. His other hand rode down her shoulder to her tits. Emmie whimpered as the rugged man groped her chest, his fingers teasing and circling her excited nipple. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered and her breath stammered. 
 
    The touch of the man made her clit quiver, she had spent her entire life repressing and suffocating her sexuality. Now it was time to let it all burst open. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck…” she whimpered, tossing her head back. 
 
    The man spared no expense. His hands rode all over her body, touching every inch. 
 
    His breathing turned heavy and deep and his hand trailed down her panting stomach slipping between her thighs. 
 
    The soft silk of her panties did little to hide his manly touch. Emmie whimpered as her back arched. His finger brushed against the hood of her clit, sending pulsing waves up her spine.  
 
    “Mmm, so wet…” Mr Parker grinned, running his fingers up and down her thin panties. 
 
    Emmie’s foot jittered on the cold tile, her body quivering as she wrapped her hands around the back of his neck for stability. “F-fuck…” She moaned, her jaw dropping. 
 
    Mr Parker grinned devilishly as she brought his face up to Emmie’s, “The slut likes it, does she?” 
 
    Just that word alone made Emmie’s clit erupt. Slut.  
 
    She bit her lip nodding her head. He was right; she loved it. She had told herself that she was doing this as a sacrifice, as repayment to her father. 
 
    That was a lie. 
 
    She was a slut, deep down. She was done repressing it. 
 
    Her hands tugged at the back of Mr Parker’s neck, pulling his face into hers. 
 
    Their lips locked. Her first kiss. 
 
    Emmie moaned as they kissed, her lips parting slightly to allow his tongue to plunge in. 
 
    Their tongues danced, pushing from one mouth into the other. 
 
    His hand gripped her ass, the other teasing her slit overtop of her panties—growing wetter and wetter. 
 
    Emmie’s kissing went from soft and passionate to ravenous and wild. Her tongue lashed and wrestled—shoving deep into his mouth as his tongue did the same.  
 
    Mr Parker’s fingers pulled her moist, black panties to the side, revealing Emmie’s maidenhood. Her puffy pussy lips were glistening with wetness and grool, and her pink clit peered out past its hood. 
 
    Emmie broke away from the kiss, panting like a dog in heat. A strand of saliva connected their lips like a bridge as she stared up at him. 
 
    “F-fuck…I’m so wet.” She moaned, her body quivering. “I… I want you…” 
 
    This was so much farther than she thought she would go. What was supposed to be a quick flash, and a squeeze had turned into the man running his finger up and down her gnawing slit. Emmie didn’t care—in fact, she welcomed it. Her good-girl persona was a thing of the past. 
 
    “Your pussy is spilling… You want to be fucked, don’t you?” He said, grinning.  
 
    Emmie nodded her head, she wanted him. 
 
    “Good slut…” 
 
    As the tip of his finger pushed inside her pussy, Emmie reached down and grabbed his wrist. “If you want me… Then you have to forgive my father’s debts.” She said, sternly. Her eyes were unflinching as the man frowned. 
 
    “I have to do no such thing. As I said, he owes me quite a bit.” 
 
    Emmie pushed herself off his body, the fabric of her panties sliding over to cover her wet, eager slit. “Then you can be on your way.” Her body was still flushed pink, her nipples hard and eager, and her grool running down her trembling thigh.  
 
    “You got your peek, and your touch. If you aren’t willing to come to a new agreement, then you can leave.” 
 
    She put her hands on her bare waist. Her back was tall and straight, pushing her perky tits forward. She wanted him—bad, but she also knew he wanted her. But her ultimate desire was to help her father.  
 
    Emmie put aside her lust and stood firm. 
 
    The man sneered, his eyes fixated on her body like a hungry lion behind a cage. 
 
    “You want… me to excuse a five-figure debt? For a shot at a tight little college teen?” 
 
    He said, slowly. “You must be out of your mind.” 
 
    Emmie grinned, her eyes falling to the bulge pushing against his crotch. “It looks like your cock doesn’t agree with your assessment.” 
 
    Mr Parker set his jaw and grit his teeth. His insatiable lust for the beautiful blonde was worth more than all the money in the world, she could tell from the look in his eyes. 
 
    “Fine…” He said, with a huff. “For a man of my stature and prestige, I may be able to pardon your idiot father. But I want my money’s worth.” 
 
    Emmie rose an eyebrow, crossing her arms over her chest—her nipple brushing against her forearm. 
 
    “You are going to be a good little slut, and take my cock. Just how I like it. Tomorrow you will arrive at my office, and I will make sure that this deal is favorable.” 
 
    Emmie bit her lip. She wanted him badly, and this deal had the chance to free her father from his debt, but could she—a virgin—be able to satisfy the man? 
 
    She had no choice. It was time to finally break free from her innocence and help her father.              “Deal. Tomorrow it is.” She said, holding back her eager smile. 
 
    Mr Parker gave a brief nod. “My address is on my business card. Don’t be late.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emmie sat in her idling car, sweating underneath her puffy black jacket. Her heart was pounding and her mind racing with a million thoughts. She could barely sleep a wink last night, but it wasn’t from anxiety—it was from excitement. 
 
    As soon as the sun cracked over the horizon, Emmie rushed to the mall to buy a brand-new set of lingerie. She had to impress Mr Parker—she would NOT fail!
Her jacket draped down to her knees, but her new white stockings peered out underneath—teasing her lingerie. 
 
    The address on the back of his business card was in a rundown part of the city. She stepped out of her car, parked in front of a dirty old strip mall. Most of the units were permanently closed—boards replaced the shattered glass windows and graffiti marked the doors and brick walls. 
 
    Emmie shivered, eager to get out of the open. Her blonde hair was wavy and freshly done, with her make-up was simple, accentuating her natural beauty. It was clear she didn’t belong here. 
 
    She rushed up to his office, a unit at the very corner of the strip mall. While the windows weren’t broken, the glass was tinted, making it impossible to peer in. The door was heavy steel with a buzzer attached.  
 
    With a deep breath, Emmie pressed the buzzer. 
 
    Before long, the lock on the door clicked open. 
 
    Emmie pushed the door open, slipping inside. 
 
    The office was dark and dingy. The overhead light was dim and the smell of stale air filled her nose. 
 
    Emmie winced as the door closed behind her. 
 
    “Ah, you showed up.” Mr Parker’s voice said. 
 
    The office was a single room, his desk pushed up against the side. 
 
    Emmie looked around the cramped, dark office unit. Besides his desk and office chair, there was a dirty old couch and a stained carpet, with a dead plant off to the side. “You… work here? I thought you were rich.” Emmie said with a wince, scared of spiders or bugs in the dark, damp corners. 
 
    The man laughed, once again in the same black suit as previously. “I don’t need to flash my money.” 
 
    He walked over from his desk, flicking on another light. 
 
    Suddenly, the dingy, dark room filled with bright light. Each stain on the wall and in the carpet was more evident as Emmie flinched, her eyes adjusting to the flood of white light. 
 
    Dust particles zinged around the air as Mr Parker stepped forward, his hands wrapping around her waist. 
 
    The same look of lust as before filled his eyes. 
 
    “I assume you came here to hold up your end of the debt?” 
 
    Emmie nodded, “You and I… Fuck. And my father’s debt is gone.” 
 
    “Assuming you please me.” He added. 
 
    She nodded her head, her pussy quivering to life as he gripped her overtop of her jacket. 
 
    “Ready?” she asked, flashing a wink. 
 
    He nodded his head, walking backward to the couch. 
 
    “Go ahead, girl… Impress me.” 
 
    Emmie smirked, pushing the man off her. He fell onto the dirty couch, dusk flying into the air. 
 
    She stepped back, smiling devilishly as her finger began to pull down her jacket zipper. 
 
    “I’m sure I’ll hold up my end of the deal.” She said with a grin, unzipping her jacket and slouching it off onto the dirty carpet. 
 
    Mr Parker exhaled, his eyes widening and his jaw dropped as Emmie stood in front of him in her new lingerie. 
 
    She giggled, spinning on her heel to let the man have a good look. 
 
    The linger was a one-piece corset. Pure white, the fabric soft as silk and transparent wrapped around her chest. The lingerie cupped her breasts—though her pink nipples peered out underneath the fabric. It rode down her slender body, hugging her hips and slipping down between her legs. The fabric barely covered her pussy, and a wet spot was already forming where her puffy lips ate the fabric. Her matching stocking was frill and accentuated her calves as they rode up to the middle of her thighs. 
 
    Mr Parker looked as though he was going to have a heart attack. 
 
    Emmie rose her arms over her head, wiggling her hips, smiling deviously. 
 
    The stale air brushed underneath her armpits, sending a shiver up her spine. 
 
    Mr Parker waved his hand—beckoning her to close closer. “Fuck… You look… Incredible.” 
 
    Emmie blushed as she strutted forward, swaying her hips with every step. 
 
    Up until this point, she was an innocent virgin, but her body seemed to know what to do in order to please the man. 
 
    She climbed onto his lap, straddling his pelvis as the fabric between her legs rode up into her slit. 
 
    Her hands slipped behind his head as she swayed her hips on his lap, like a ship on the treacherous seas. 
 
    Mr Parker was breathing deeply. His eyes scanned her from her bare shoulders to her chiseled collarbones, down to her lingerie as she danced on his lap. 
 
    Her nipples poked up against the fabric, attracting his gaze. “Absolutely amazing…” He said, licking his lips. 
 
    Emmie smirked, “I could barely sleep last night… Thinking of all the ways I could please you…” 
 
    “I’m excited to see what you thought of.” He replied, running his hand up and down her back. 
 
    Emmie whimpered, feeling his rough skin brush against her skin overtop the fabric. “You will… Daddy…” 
 
    At the utterance of that word, Mr Parker whimpered. Emmie giggled, feeling a bulge growing in his pants. 
 
    The pressure of his growing cock pressed up against Emmie’s pussy—covered only by the thin fabric of her lingerie. 
 
    Mr Parker’s thick fingers played with the snap buttons on the back of her lingerie corset. 
 
    She smirked, leaning forward and kissing him. Her lips pushed against his, her tongue slithering into his mouth like a snake. It rubbed against his own tongue, causing his bulge to quiver. 
 
    Emmie held his face up to her, their saliva mixing and their tongues dancing as a soft moan passed between her lips. 
 
    His fingers clawed against her back—desperate to take off her lingerie and free Emmie’s petite body. 
 
    She giggled, pulling her face back. Her hands caressed his face as her blonde hair wavered in front of his face. “Your cock is getting so hard… Do you want to fuck me?”  
 
    “Y-yes. Take your lingerie off.” He said, his breath stuttering and his face flushing red. 
 
    Emmie leaned back, wiggling her hips on his lap. 
 
    Her hands rode down his chest, slowly unbuttoning his dress shirt—which was now drenched in sweat. “I know how eager you were yesterday to fuck my innocent, college pussy…” her petite fingers undid the buttons one at a time, revealing his manly, hairy chest. “I’m sure my tiny, naked body has been on your mind all day… Well… Now you can have it.” She said with a grin, undoing the last of his buttons. 
 
    Emmie crawled off his lap, stepping back on the carpet which tickled her toes through the stockings. 
She hadn’t noticed, but the grool oozing out of her slit had lathered the front of her panties—the thin fabric unable to hold back all the wetness as it ran down her thighs. 
 
    Mr Parker slipped the suit jacket and shirt off his body, throwing them off to the side. 
 
    His muscles were just as big and strong as she imagined. His biceps and pecs were hard and chiseled—and thick hair covered his manly body. 
 
    Emmie reached back, slowly unsnapping the buttons on her back. Her devilish grin lingered on her lips as Mr Parker grew antsy on the couch. His hand groping his own bulge—which was desperate to break free from his pants. 
 
    She undid the last button, letting the lingerie flutter down between her legs. The moist panties went down with them, crumpling by her feet. She was buck naked—spare her silk white stockings. 
 
    Mr Parker’s lip quivered, and his eyes widened. She could see his cock throbbing underneath his pants as he undid his belt.  
 
    “My my… Your cock seems hungry.” She said, biting her lips as Mr Parker wiggled the pants down his thighs. 
 
    His thick shaft pressed up against his white briefs. Emmie’s jaw dropped as eyed it hungrily. The cock seemed so much bigger now than before—a seed of worry planted in her head. Could her innocent pussy take it all?
Mr Parker beckoned her, a wet spot forming on his underwear where the tip of his cock pressed up against it. 
 
    She whimpered, the wetness between her legs lathered against her thigh as she instinctively knelt down between his spread knees. 
 
    Mr Parker’s legs were as thick as tree trunks as she knelt on the carpet, running her hands up and down his legs.  
 
    Her mouth watered as she watched the cock pressing up against the underwear—nearly tearing at the seams. 
 
    “Take it out,” Mr Parker said, reaching down and stroking her soft hair.  
 
    She nodded her head, inching her face closer to his crotch. “Y-yes, daddy…” 
 
    Her hands were trembling as they ran up his hairy legs. 
 
    Emmie’s fingers slipped underneath the waistband of his briefs. Her breath stuttered as she slowly pulled the underwear down his legs… Revealing his cock. 
 
    “W-woah…” she muttered. The briefs fell to the floor as Mr Parker’s thick, hairy cock flopped back against his stomach. The shaft was thick and hard, and the dark brown head was already wet with pre-cum. 
 
    Mr Parker laughed, stroking his shaft. “Like what you see, slut?” 
 
    “Fuck… Y-yes, daddy.” Emmie whimpered, biting her lip to suppress her grin. 
 
    Her clit quivered, sending pulsating waves of pleasure up her spine. 
 
    Emmie’s delicate hand wrapped around the base of his meaty cock. It throbbed in her soft hand. Her fingers could barely wrap around.  
 
    Veins pressed up against his shaft as Mr Parker leaned back, letting her enjoy his manhood. 
 
    Emmie rose on her knees, her face inches from his cock as her hands stroked up and down the shaft. “Fuck… This is huge…” 
 
    A dribble of precum ran down the tip to her hand, sending a shiver through her body. 
 
    Emmie's slit was wet and dripping onto the carpet, her entire body shaking with anticipation and eagerness as she stroked the cock. 
 
    Mr Parker moaned, slowly thrusting his hips and fucking her hand. 
 
    The man grunted, “Go ahead girl… Have a taste.”  
 
    She nodded her head, brushing the stray blonde hairs from her face. 
 
    Holding the base of the cock, Emmie held the shaft straight up as her face hovered above it. Her elbows dug into his thigh as her mouth watered.  
 
    Her mind was racing with a million thoughts—but she couldn’t focus on a single one. All she knew was that she was ravenous for his manhood. 
 
    Her lips opened, and her tongue stuck out. A drop of saliva fell on his tip—causing the entire cock to twitch in her hand. She lowered herself down. The head of the cock ran up her tongue like a runway into her wet, warm mouth. 
 
    “Fuckkkk…” Mr Parker moaned, tossing his head back as his shaft drew deeper into her petite mouth. 
 
    The taste of his salty pre-cum coated her tongue as the head hit the back of her mouth. 
 
    Emmie gagged, closing her lips around his shaft. There was still about an inch of cock left, but Emmie’s mouth was full. There was barely room for her tongue as it lashed against his throbbing shaft. 
 
    Emmie whimpered, sucking softly as her lips gripped the throbbing manhood. Saliva trailed down her throat and out the corners of her mouth as she struggled to keep down his cock. 
 
    “Good girl, almost there. Still a bit of cock left.” Mr Parker teased, his hand running through her blonde hair and gripping the back of her head. 
 
    Emmie’s eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she wasn’t a quitter. She adjusted her kneeling on the carpet, straightening her back and tilting her head. The head of the cock slipped down into her throat as Emmie kept going. 
 
    The last inch of cock slipped into her mouth as her nose pressed up against his hairy pelvis. Her fingers dug into his thighs as Mr Parker held her down on his crotch. “F-fuck… Good little slut…” 
 
    Emmie whimpered and squirmed. Her jaw was open all the way, and his cock filled her mouth—throbbing wildly. 
 
    She stifled a gag, barely able to breathe, as Mr Parker held her head down. His heavy groans of pleasure fueled her resolve. 
 
    With a final groan, Mr Parker let go of her head, letting Emmie toss her head back. 
 
    “Fuck!” she gasped, spitting up the saliva in her cheeks. 
 
    The sticky spit rolled down her neck and lathered her chest as she wiped the spit and tears from her face. “Holy fuck… Your cock is huge…” she gasped. 
 
    Emmie grabbed his throbbing shaft, now lathered in saliva. She gripped his slick shaft, stroking up and down as her spit coated her fingers. 
 
    Her heart was beating like a war drum. Her entire body was shaking and overflowing with adrenaline. 
 
    Emmie could feel her wet pussy blooming like a flower after the rain. Her body wanted his cock—no matter how big it was. 
 
    Stumbling to her feet, Emmie realized just how wet she was. The grool ran like a river down her leg, and her usually shy clit was out of its hood—quivering like a dog out in the rain. 
 
    Mr Parker grabbed her hips, pulling her onto his lap. His meaty fingers dug into her soft skin—Emmie could already feel the bruises form as she positioned her knees on either side of his thighs. Her pussy dripped grool onto his cock. 
 
    She grinned at him, licking her wet lips as she reached down to grab his cock, holding it straight up. 
 
    “Ready, slut?” He sneered, kissing her chest, which was slick with spit. 
 
    Emmie nodded her head. Her hair was messy and wildly stuck to her panting face. Slowly, she began to lower herself down on his lap… 
 
    His wet head pushed against her tight lips—parting them slightly as she lowered. 
 
    “O-ohhhh…” Emmie moaned, tossing her head back. 
 
    The cock penetrated her, and with that, the last shred of her innocence was gone. Her tight pussy was sopping wet, but even still she could barely fit his cock. 
 
    Emmie let gravity do the rest of the work, lowering herself down on his lap. His cock pushed through her tight pussy, Mr Parker grit his teeth and dug into her waist as her virgin slit took his manhood. 
 
    Before long, Emmie sat down on his meaty thighs. Her soft ass slapped against his legs as her puffy lips gripped the base of his cock.  
 
    “F-fuck… Daddy…” she whimpered, feeling the cock throbbing inside her. The tight walls of her pussy gripped the cock like a glove. Each throb sent waves of pulsating pleasure up her spine. 
 
    His meaty shaft pressed against her clit, filling Emmie’s mind with pleasure. She grabbed her tits, groping them gently in an attempt to relive the tidal wave of euphoria coursing through her. 
 
    “Fuck… So tight…” Mr Parker moaned, his cock smothered by her pussy. 
 
    Emmie giggled, wiggling her hips. Grool oozed out, lathering her ass and his legs.  
 
    Mr Parker kissed her neck, his tongue lashing against her soft, sweaty skin.  
 
    Emmie couldn’t hold herself back, despite being filled—her pussy wanted to be ruined by his cock. 
 
    She held onto his shoulders, slowly bouncing up and down on his lap. His cock slid out to half the shaft before slamming back in. Her wet ass slapped against his thighs and her perky tits bounced in front of his face as she bounced on his lap. 
 
    “Oh oh oh!” She moaned, each bounce seemed to drive his shaft deeper and deeper inside her wetness. “Oh fuck! Daddy!” 
 
    “Fuck! You like that, slut? You like daddy’s hard cock?” 
 
    “Yes, daddy! H-Holy fuck~!” 
 
    Mr Parker groaned, nestling his face against Emmie’s chest, inhaling her soft scent. His cock plunged deep inside her pussy, causing Emmie’s jaw to drop and her eyes to roll back. She tossed her head back as she bounced on his lap like a baby rabbit. “God, you’re so fucking big!” She grimaced. Her mind buzzing with pleasure. 
 
    Emmie herself down on his lap, his cock twitching wildly inside her pussy. She panted like a dog, holding his face up to hers. Her warm exhale hit his lips as she gasped for breath. 
 
    Mr Parker grinned, his hand riding down her side to her ass. His hand was nearly as big as her cheek as he gripped it. “You’ve tired yourself out, haven’t you? No worries… I’ll take it from here.” 
 
    Before she could react, Mr Parker grabbed her waist and pulled her off his lap as if she were weightless. His cock slipped out of her pussy, covered in white grool. 
 
    Emmie gasped as the pressure in her abdomen vanished, each breath causing more wetness to spill out of her gaping slit. 
 
    Mr Parker tossed Emmie to the ground, her wet ass rubbing against the carpet as the man stood. His cock was dripping with wetness as his shadow towered over her. 
 
    “Turn around, slut. Let me see that tight little ass of yours…” He said, stroking his filthy cock. 
 
    Emmie nodded, unable to resist his command. 
 
    She spun around on all fours; her face lowered against the dirty carpet and her ass wiggling up in the air. 
 
    Mr Parker grunted as he knelt down behind her, the shaft of his wet cock rubbing between her cheeks as she held them open. 
 
    “O-ohhhh.” Emmie moaned, her face rubbing against the carpet and her hands gripping the floor. “P-put it in me, daddy.” She moaned, her pussy begging to be filled. 
 
    Mr Parker pressed the head of his cock against the crest of her slit, her lips blooming as they gripped his tip. “The slut is desperate, is she? Beg for it…” He sneered, holding the tip of his manhood inside her pussy. 
 
    Emmie whimpered, wiggling her hips. “P-please fuck me, daddy! I want your thick cock…” 
 
    The man grinned, letting go of her ass and running his grizzled hand up her bare back. “Such a sweet little girl turned into such a slut.” He sneered. 
 
    “I am… I am a slut, daddy. Now fuck me like one.” Emmie moaned, her eyes fluttering as more grool ran down her leg. 
 
    Mr Parker groaned, pushing his hips forward. Emmie’s jaw dropped as his cock began to slide back inside her pussy where it belonged. 
 
    “O-ohh… Thank you… Daddy.” She whimpered, her toes curling and gripping her white stockings. 
 
    His cock fit her pussy perfectly as he held himself in, her ass pressing against his pelvis. 
 
    “So nice… Your virgin pussy is so warm and wet. Perfect for my cock.” He grinned, his hands exploring her naked body as his cock throbbed inside her. 
 
    Emmie smirked. He was right, her body was made to please. 
 
    Mr Parker began to thrust. His hand was on the nape of her neck—holding Emmie down against the carpet. 
 
    His cock slipped out, before pounding right back inside, causing the girl to quiver and squirm—though his hand held her down easily. 
 
    “Oh fuck~!” She whimpered.  
 
    Mr Parker didn’t relent. He fucked her like a jackhammer, his cock plunging in and out of her pussy repeatedly—his pelvis slapping against her bubbly butt and echoing in the cramped office. 
 
    “Fuck! Take it slut!” Mr Parker groaned, towering over her, his hand pinning her face down, and the other holding her hips in place. 
 
    Emmie moaned. The pleasure of his cock fucking her tight pussy was too much to bear. She couldn’t hold it anymore as her clit vibrated and erupted in fireworks of euphoria. 
 
    “Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” She cried out, her feet flailing against the floor. 
 
    “Take it, slut. Take my cum.” 
 
    He held this throbbing manhood inside her. It twitched wildly, but her pussy walls held it in place. Each twitch and throb sent Emmie’s mind into a frenzy of pleasure. Her wet cheek rubbed against the carpet as her lip quivered, “F-fill me… Daddy.” She moaned. 
 
    With a groan, Mr Parker’s body went rigid. “F-fuck!” He cried out. 
 
    Emmie’s eyes rolled back as the man’s cock erupted inside her. The thick, hot cum coated her insides—dribbling out of the corners of her pussy. 
 
    Mr Parker panted, holding himself inside her as the last of his seed spilled out. 
 
    Slowly, he pulled his cock out. The shaft was coated in grool, cum, and saliva. 
 
    Emmie fell to the floor. Her sweaty body stuck to the carpet as she panted. Her gaping pussy was oozing filth with every breath she took—but her smile was bigger than ever. 
 
    “Th-thank you. That was amazing.” She huffed, her mind still clouded with euphoria. 
 
    Mr Parker wiped the sweat from his brow, his eye fixated on her ruined pussy, oozing out with his seed. “You… Are something else…” 
 
    She lifted her head back at him as the man slapped his filthy shaft against her foot. “So… Our deal?” 
 
    Mr Parker pondered for a moment, then sighed. “Fine. You’re worth it. I’ll strike your father’s debt.” 
 
    Despite how tired and sore she was, Emmie could have jumped up and down for joy. “Really?” 
 
    “One on condition. I get to fill this tight pussy of yours again whenever I want.” 
 
    Emmie bit her lip. The prospect of being Mr Parker’s dirty little secret was exhilarating. “Of course. Anytime you want.”  
 
    She flashed him a wink. 
 
    “Good girl.” He said, stroking her leg. “I’m sure this will be a good deal for both of us.” 
 
    Emmie’s heart fluttered imagining all the dirty fun they were about to get up to. “I’m sure it will…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    _________________________________________________________________ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Story 2: The Naughty Professor 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rachel sat down across the desk from her professor, crossing her arms across her chest and glancing to the side. “I didn’t even do anything…” she whispered under her breath. 
 
    Professor Tyson rubbed his forehead, leaning back in his desk chair. “Rachel… You fell asleep in class… AGAIN!”  
 
    The corners of her lips curled into a smile. “Well, perhaps you need to make class more interesting.” She replied. 
 
    She lifted one leg over the other, her jeans pressed tight against her legs.  
 
    Professor Tyson stared at her coldly. At first, it seemed like he enjoyed her flirty and fun personality—but as the college semester continued; he seemed to grow more and more frustrated at Rachel’s uninterested personality. 
 
    Truth was, this was Rachel’s first time away from home. All her life she grew up in a strict household, barely able to leave her room, even to watch a movie with her friends.  
 
    But now, she was a free woman. At 18 years old, Rachel was eager to do all the partying that she missed out on. 
 
    “Rachel. You need to take College a lot more seriously.” He said, leaning across the desk. The man placed his hands on the table, interlocking his fingers. 
 
    Professor Tyson was one of the younger professors. Most of the other girls swooned over his muscles and slick black hair, and even Rachel stole a glance every so often.  
 
    “Okay, fine, you’re right.” She huffed. The last thing she would want would be to flunk out and be forced back home. “I’ll start trying in class right after the freshman ball tonight.” She said with a smile. 
 
    The freshman ball was the event of the year, welcoming all the new students to the university in a grand black-tie party. Rachel had the perfect dress already picked out and was ecstatic to go. 
 
    “Ah yes, the freshman ball.” Professor Tyson scoffed. “Just a chance for dumb, horny first years to sleep around. Even without alcohol, these damn kids go wild.” 
 
    Rachel winked, “That’s why I plan on going.” She wiggled her chair forward, crossing her arms over the desk. “I’m sure you did quite a bit of sleeping around back in your day.” 
 
    Pink blush filled the professor’s cheeks. “That’s quite enough of that, Rachel.”  
 
    She giggled, tucking the loose brown hair behind her ear. “Oh come now, professor. We’re both adults here.” 
 
    The professor cleared his throat and shook his head of the dirty thoughts building inside. “Let’s move on… I also wanted to bring up something else.” 
 
    Rachel bit her lip, “Oh? And what might that be?” 
 
    “Since you sleep more in class than actually pay attention, I’m marking the last three classes as absences.” 
 
    Rachel shot up in her seat, her eyes wide. “What? But I was in class! You can’t mark those as absent!” 
 
    “I can and I will. If you can tell me one topic we talked about, then I’ll mark you as present. But you are always either asleep or on your phone.” 
 
    Rachel froze. He had a point, she knew, but it seemed blatantly unfair to drop this on her out of nowhere.  
 
    “Th-that’s ludicrous! Professor, attendance is half of the entire grade!” Rachel blurted out. She planned on failing the tests and assignments, but had hoped that her attendance would be enough to coast her to a passing grade. 
 
    Professor Tyson leaned back in his chair. “Well, if you pay attention, you’ll learn enough to pass the upcoming midterm.” 
 
    Rachel’s jaw set as she clenched her fists. She would not be forced back home. End of story. 
 
    From the devious grin on his lips, Professor Tyson seemed set on his decision. It would take a miracle for her to change his mind… Or would it?
Rachel pursed her lips together, her hands on her thighs as she sat up straight. 
 
    Her chest puffed forward, pressing against the fabric of her t-shirt. The neckline of her shirt was deep, teasing her cleavage as she sat straight. 
 
    Professor Tyson quickly glanced down at the papers on his desk, desperately trying not to stare. 
 
    Her lips curled into a smile. “Sure, you may be right in that I don’t really pay attention in class, but I have noticed a few things. For example, how I notice how you always check out my ass when you think I’m not looking.” 
 
    Professor Tyson shot his eyes up. His cheeks were red as a tomato. “E-excuse me?” 
 
    Rachel giggled, biting her bottom lip as she arched her back, pressing her tits forward. “It’s okay… I like it when you stare at me. That’s why I wear short skirts and revealing tops to class. I love how red your cheeks get. I lift the frill of my skirt, so you can see my thighs…” 
 
    Professor Tyson froze like a deer in headlights, sweat running down his face as his mind raced. 
 
    Rachel glanced over her shoulder. The door to his office was closed, and most classes had ended for the day. With everyone rushing home to get ready for the freshman ball, the building would be mostly empty… 
 
    “You know… I’ve always loved how you look at me. I’ve never been with a boy before, believe it or not, because I wanted my first time to be with someone older and experienced, to show me how to please a man… Can you show me how to please, Professor?” She whispered, leaning over.  
 
    Her nipples grew hard as she eyed the professor, the internal struggle evident in his shaking eyes. “R-Rachel… We… Shouldn’t…” He said though it was clear he wanted her. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Rachel said, rising to her feet. The tight shirt exposed her midriff as she circled around the desk. “I want this… And I know you do too.” 
 
    She slowly slipped to her knees on the hard tile floor, spinning the professor's office chair to face her. 
 
     She spread his knees, crawling up between his legs. Her arms rode up and down this thigh—overtop of his suit pants as she glanced up at him. 
 
    Her soft hazel eyes fluttered as she whimpered, “So… What’ll it be?”  
 
    The man was breathing deeply as if he had just run a marathon. Even overtop of his pants, she could see his cock bulging.  
 
    “F-fine…” 
 
    Rachel perked up. “Really?”  
 
    He nodded his head, his eyes darting to the door. “Fine… Suck me off, and I’ll take back what I said about those absences.”  
 
    She nodded emphatically, “Yes, sir!” 
 
    Truth was, Rachel really was saving herself for someone experienced. She had only ever kissed boys before, pushing them away when they wanted to do something more. The last thing she was interested in was pathetic college boys and their horny dicks. She wanted someone talented and someone who could teach her. Who better than a professor?
Her fingers trembled as she began to undo his belt. Tyson wasn’t the only one who was nervous. Rachel was about to see her first cock, and she was shaking with excitement. 
 
    Professor Tyson stroked her soft, brown hair, his body hot and sweaty with anticipation. He lifted his ass off the chair, letting Rachel pull his pants down to the floor. 
 
    She bit her lip, eyeing the outline of his cock pressing up against his underwear. Her trembling fingers slipped underneath the waistband as she glanced up at him. “R-ready?” She asked. Her heart pounding like a drum as Tyson nodded his head, grinning. 
 
    Rachel huffed, suppressing her giddy smile as she slowly began to pull down the underwear. The shaft of his cock began to unveil as Rachel pulled the underwear down to his feet. “H-holy fuck…” she muttered. 
 
    Professor Tyson’s cock was girthy, with neatly kept pubes. Veins pressed up against the shaft, and the tip was already moist with precum. Though he wasn’t fully hard yet—his cock was still as long as her hand, 
 
    Rachel could feel her mouth water as her hand grabbed his shaft, stroking slowly. 
 
    Professor Tyson groaned, kicking his pants and boxers away so he could fully spread his knees. “Good girl, go ahead now…”  
 
    She licked her lips as she could feel his blood filling the shaft. The skin of the shaft was so soft and warm, and his hot moans made her own pussy begin to water. 
 
    The cock grew as her delicate, small hand rode up and down, a dribble of precum rolling down onto her fingers. 
 
    “F-fuck..” She glanced up at him, batting her eyelashes. “C-can I suck it?” 
 
    “Yes baby, go ahead and have a taste.” 
 
    She whimpered, leaning forward and opening her mouth, her tongue draped out as she gripped the base of the shaft. 
 
    Slowly, Rachel lowered her face down on his pelvis, her tongue acting like a runway for his hard cock to slip into her panting mouth. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck!” Professor Tyson groaned, tossing his head back. His hands gripping her soft brown hair as he held her down. 
 
    Rachel wiggled on the floor, her hand slipping off his cock and grabbing hold of his thigh as more of his manhood slipped into her petite mouth. 
 
    The girl closed her eyes as her tongue lashed against his hard, throbbing shaft. 
 
    She stifled a gag as the tip hit the back of her throat, her soft pink lips closed around the shaft as she sucked tenderly. 
 
    Professor Tyson groaned, holding her down as Rachel’s mouth filled with saliva. “Good girl… How does my cock taste?” 
 
    She couldn’t answer, but her mind was flooding with euphoria as the salty goodness of his precum coated her tongue.  
 
    Her eyes watered and her body squirmed as each breath was harder than the last, the cock filling her mouth and nearly unhinging her jaw—his hot and heavy moans filled her with determination. 
 
    Rachel’s nails dug into his thigh as she squirmed, saliva dripped out of the corner of her lips and trailed down his throbbing cock as she struggled to keep it all in her mouth. 
 
    “Good girl, you look even hotter between my legs than usual…” Professor Tyson groaned, his fist gripping her hair by the roots. “Just a little longer…” 
 
    Rachel whimpered. She wanted to please him—but her tiny mouth could barely take his cock. Tears welled in her eyes as she stifled another gag. 
 
    Finally, the professor let go of her hair—letting Rachel toss her head back. “O-oh!” She whimpered, spitting up the built-up saliva in her cheeks. The filth rolled down her chin and covered her shirt, rolling down her cleavage as she gasped for air. “Fuck… You’re so big…” she moaned, grabbing hold of his slippery cock and stroking it up and down.  
 
    Her saliva lathered the shaft, and her hand easily rode up and down the throbbing cock. 
 
    “I’m sure a slut like you can take it. Now get back on my cock.” He said, caressing her face. 
 
    Rachel glanced up at him with her soft brown eyes. His dark pupils were filled with lust, and a devilish grin marked the professor's handsome face.  
 
    “Y-yes, sir.” She whimpered, unable to resist his command. 
 
    Her wet hand slipped down to his balls—gently fondling them, as her other hand dug into his thigh.               
 
    Once again, Rachel lowered her face down on his cock.  
 
    She rose on her knees to allow the entire thing to slip into her mouth, causing Professor Tyson to groan as her tongue ran up and down his shaft. 
 
    Slowly, she bobbed her head up and down. Her lips gripped the cock as he fucked her innocent face. 
 
    Saliva trailed down the shaft—coating his balls and her hand as he fucked her wet mouth. 
 
    Glug glug glug 
 
    The room filled with the wet sounds of his cock fucking her face as the professor held her by the back of her head. “Fuck… What a good little slut. Your mouth is so wet…” 
 
    She whimpered as she slipped the entire shaft in her mouth, sucking long and hand as his balls tightened in her hand. 
 
    Rachel tossed her head back, tears streaming down her cheek as she once again gasped for air. “F-fuck!” 
 
    Her entire body tingled. The taste of his cock was addictive, and her eyes glimmered with lust as she eyed the manhood—nice and wet with her spit. 
 
    “C-cum on me… Sir…” she whimpered, feeling his balls growing heavy with seed. “I want your cum all over me…” 
 
    She grabbed her tits overtop her shirt, her body panting like a dog in heat as she felt herself grow hot and eager for his filth. 
 
    Rachel had no idea what had come over her. What was supposed to have been a dirty favor in exchange for some grades had turned into something much darker. Her body yearned for his cum. 
 
    Professor Tyson grinned. “A true slut indeed. Let me show you what a real man is like.” 
 
    He stood up, grabbing Rachel by the arm and pulling her up to her feet. As she stood, Rachel could feel the wetness slosh between her legs. Her jeans suffocated her wet pussy, desperate to be freed. 
 
    Their arms wrapped around one another as she stood on her tippy toes to kiss him. Their lips locked and their tongues savagely wrestled one another. His hard, wet cock pinned between their bodies as their hands explored one another’s back. 
 
    He lifted her shirt, slipping it up off her head as he tossed it to the side. 
 
    He stepped back, his eyes fixated on her perky, bare tits. 
 
    Rachel blushed, biting her lip as his hands ran up her waist to her tits. He groped them roughly, causing a whimper to pass her lips.  
 
    Rachel was a smaller girl, but her tits were perky and round and garnered the stare of everybody she passed.  
 
    A shiver shot up her spine as his rugged thumb brushed past her light brown nipple. “Ohh yes…” she moaned, her hands reaching down and stroking his cock.  
 
    “Fuck. You look even sexier naked than I imagined…” He said, leaning over to kiss her neck. 
 
    Rachel’s eyes fluttered close as his lips sucked her soft skin. “F-fuck… I want you, professor…”  
 
    Her thighs pressed close as her pussy spilled grool. She could feel the wetness spilling out past her thin panties and staining her jeans. “N-now fuck me.” She said with a wink. 
 
    Professor Tyson lifted off her neck and chest, his hands brushing through her hair—causing whiffs of her cocoa shampoo to fill the air. “I think I want to cover that pretty little face of yours. Now get on your knees,” He said, his thumb stroking her blushing cheek. 
 
    Rachel bit her lip, nodding her head as stray hairs stuck to her face. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    She fell to the hard tile, her hands wrapping around his legs as she stared up at the grizzled man, her mouth wide open and her wet tongue sticking out. Saliva dripped down her chin onto her bare tits as she eagerly waited for his filth. 
 
    Professor Tyson began to stroke his cock, his tip resting on her tongue as his other hand grabbed her scalp to keep her face still. 
 
    Rachel panted. Her hands slipped off his thighs as she grabbed her own tits, messaging them gently as her body waited eagerly for his filth. 
 
    Saliva splattered off his cock over her body like filthy rain as he picked up the pace of his strokes, his teeth gritting and his body shaking. 
 
    “F-fuck!” the man shouted. 
 
    In a burst, his cock erupted with thick, hot cum. Rachel gasped as the thick ropes of filth shot into her mouth, coating her tongue. 
 
    Tyson groaned as his cock spilled over her innocent face, lathering her flawless skin in his seed.  
 
    Rachel moaned as the hot cum soaked her, dripping down her neck and into her hair. Her face was glazed like a donut as she panted, her tongue licking up the thick cum as it rolled down her face.  
 
    Her lips curled into a smile as her eyes fluttered open, barely able to focus as the cum oozed down her. “H-holy fuck… Thank you, sir.”  
 
    Her hand played with the cum on her chest as she licked up all she could—her body starving for his seed. 
 
    With a huff, professor Tyson fell back into his chair, his face slick with sweat as he admired his work on the college girl. 
 
    “Well… I think you held up your end of our little bargain quite well. “ 
 
    Rachel laughed, holding up her hand as a drop of cum fell from her finger. “Th-thank you. Perhaps I’ll keep sleeping in class if it means I can get more of your cum.” 
 
    “You don’t need to miss class for that. Feel free to drop by anytime, and I’ll give you another load.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
    Rachel rushed back into her door, the taste of Professor Tyson’s cock still on her lips, and dried remnants of his seed and her spit staining her cleavage. 
 
    The freshman ball started in only an hour, and she had no time to shower. The idea of walking around covered in filth made her already wet pussy quiver. Her panties were ruined, but her dark and dirty mind enjoyed the idea of walking around in filthy panties under her dress. 
 
    As she changed, her mind lingered on Professor Tyson and his cock. She would need to get another taste. 
 
    The man didn’t fill her pussy, but Rachel was eager for another attempt to seduce him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rachel stood in the corner of the dark gymnasium, sipping her soda. 
 
    Despite being a sober event, the dance floor was filled with freshmen. Music pounded and rave lights when wild as horny kids danced and grinded. 
 
    Rachel’s thin red dress held snugly to her body. Her tits were pushed up against the soft, thin fabric and the dress only went down to mid-thigh, teasing her sculpted legs. Thin straps held her shoulders, leaving her arms bare, which Rachel was more than thankful for in the hot, crowded gym. 
 
    All night, boys had proposed her to dance, but Rachel would rather jump into traffic than be forced into that sweaty dance pile of horny college teens. 
 
    She brushed her wavy brown hair behind her ears and finished her soda—she had lost her friends hours ago and wasn’t interested in hanging out alone. 
 
    Ready to call the night a failure, Rachel turned to leave through the gym door. 
 
    Her brown eyes widened, and a gasp escaped her lips as she saw Professor Tyson leaning against the wall next to the doors. 
 
    He wore a black suit that fitted well against his body. Rachel could see each curve of his biceps as he sipped on a water bottle. 
 
    The man glanced her way, his lips curling into a smile as blush filled Rachel’s cheeks. 
 
    The man began to walk over, shouldering through the crowd as his eyes fixated on her. All the music and singing drowned out as Rachel’s heart began to pound—making the fabric across her chest flutter. 
 
    “H-hey, professor…” she said as the man came up next to her, his oaky cologne making her shiver. 
 
    “Ah, Rachel. I was hoping to see you here.” His fingers combed through his messy black hair, mesmerizing Rachel. 
 
    “I um, didn’t expect you to be here.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect to come, but after you brought it up during our meeting, I decided it might be fun to come and supervise.” 
 
    His smile turned devious as his eyes narrowed. “You remember our little meeting, don’t you?” 
 
    Rachel’s breath fluttered as she glanced toward the ground, trying to hide her excited smirk. “H-how could I forget?” 
 
    Professor Tyson’s hand rode up her hips, slipping behind to the small of her back. “I regret not fucking your little pussy.” 
 
    Rachel whimpered, her hands trailing up the professor’s chiseled chest. She glanced around, “P-professor, we are in public…”  
 
    “So? Nobody is watching us, and it's not like we are doing anything dirty… Yet.” 
 
    Rachel bit her lip and looked up at him. She squeezed her thighs together as her pussy began to quiver. 
 
    Professor Tyson leaned forward, his hand slipping down her back to her ass. Rachel whimpered as the man squeezed, his fingers digging into her firm cheek. The fabric of her dress did nothing to hide his rugged touch. 
 
    She leaned against his chest, feeling his heartbeat quickening as he felt her tight, 18-year-old ass. 
 
    “P-perhaps we can find somewhere more private.” She said with a grin. There was no fighting it. She needed his cock. 
 
    Tyson tilted his head. “Oh? Can’t wait to be fucked, can you?” 
 
    Rachel shook her head, her hand running down his body to his crotch. She groped his bulge, feeling his cock throbbing. 
 
    “No, I can’t. I need you now.”
He nodded, taking Rachel by the hand as they rushed out of the gym. The doors closed behind them as they walked out to the empty hallway. The ringing in her ears died down as the music was muffled. 
 
    “I know just the place.” Professor Tyson said, guiding her down deeper into the building.  
 
    Rachel’s brown hair waved behind her as they hustled, eager to tear their clothes off. 
 
    “This will do.” He said, opening a door in an abandoned wing of the building. 
 
    The room was nothing more than a storage closet, with barely enough room for the two of them to stand as boxes and plastic chairs lined the walls. 
 
    Rachel didn’t care. As soon as the doors closed behind them, she wrapped her arms around his neck and their lips locked. 
 
    Their kiss wasn’t soft and sensual, it was wild and passionate as their tongue wrestled, fighting as they tried to shove into one another’s mouths. 
 
    His hands grabbed her ass as she lept up into his arms, her legs wrapped around his pelvis. Her dress rode up around her waist, revealing her filthy white panties. 
 
    His hands had free rein on her tight underside, his fingers grabbing and attacking her cheeks as the panties dug in between them. 
 
    “F-fuckkk.. I want you so bad…” Rachel moaned, pulling her face from his.  
 
    He held her up as if she were weightless, his bulge pressing into the soft crotch of her panties. 
 
    “Let’s see how badly. Take your panties off, slut.” 
 
    Rachel emphatically nodded her head, unwrapping her legs from his pelvis. Professor Tyson placed her on the floor as Rachel stumbled back, her dress still wrapped around her waist. 
 
    The front of her white panties were moist and transparent as her grool coated the silk. 
 
    “Fuck, those panties looked drenched… You really must want my cock.” He said, unbuckling his pants. 
 
    Rachel nodded her head, wiggling her hips as her trembling fingers slipped underneath her waistband. 
 
    The fabric rode down her legs to her shoes, revealing her tight, wet pussy. 
 
    Her puffy, innie lips glistened with grool—even in the dingy fluorescent lighting. 
 
    “Holy fuck…” Tyson said stepping forward. His belt was unbuckled as his hand reached down to touch her pussy. 
 
    “O-oh!” Rachel moaned, holding her dress up below her tits as the man’s hand teased her slit. Her lips gripped the tip of his finger as he ran it up and down, grool running down her leg.               
 
    “So tight… I never would have guessed.” He said with a dirty smirk. 
 
    Rachel bit her lip. “Believe it or not… I’m a virgin. You're the first boy to touch it…” 
 
    “Well, lucky me. Think my cock can fit?” 
 
    She emphatically nodded her head, “Yes, sir. I think you’re gonna fit nice and snug.” 
 
    “Let’s get this dress off first. Don’t want to see it ruined.” 
 
    Tyson grabbed her dress, lifting it over her head. Rachel’s brown hair fell perfectly back in place as the dress slipped off. The professor folded it nicely as he placed it down on some boxes. 
 
    Rachel whimpered, her hands running up her sides as the professor admired her—stark naked, spare her shoes and the panties around her heels. 
 
    Immediately, the man’s hands were on her soft, trembling body. His rough hands explored her delicate skin, running up her hips to her tits, then around her back and down to her ass.  
 
    Rachel tossed her head back, her mind flooding with pleasure at the thought of being the man’s plaything. 
 
    Her hands reached down the front of his pants, pulling out his familiar cock. The thing fit in her hand like a glove as she stroked it. It reacted immediately; the shaft growing in her warm grip. 
 
    The professor's hand found its way between her thighs, stroking up and down her panting pussy. His other hand groped her tits, her hard nipple brushing against his fingers. 
 
    “Oh fuck…D-daddy…” Rachel moaned, her clit brushing against his rugged hand as he teased her slit. 
 
    She kicked her panties to the side, allowing her to spread her knees. Her tight pussy bloomed like a flower in the rain. Professor Tyson slipped his finger in. 
 
    Rachel’s head pounded, her jaw dropped and her head tossed back as she felt his rough finger push into her tight, soft pussy. Her slit gripped the finger, and even despite how wet she was—the pressure of his fingers shot up her spine. 
 
    “Mmmmh, so tight. Are you sure you can take my cock?” He said with a smirk. 
 
    Rachel’s soft hazel eyes fluttered open, glancing down at the throbbing cock in her hands. He was right, his cock was thick and hard, and MUCH bigger than his finger. 
 
    Still, she wanted it inside her—no matter how tight of a fit. 
 
    “I-I can take it, daddy.” She moaned, her body twitching as he played with her. 
 
    “Good girl.” He grinned. 
 
    Professor Tyson slipped his finger out of her, a string of grool falling down to the tile floor. 
 
    He spun her around. Rachel whimpered as she arched her back—sticking her ass out to the man. Her hands gripped the iron bars of a shelving unit, the thing shook as she leaned into it. 
 
    Her ass perked up, her cheeks spreading to reveal her tight, wet holes. 
 
    Professor Tyson grabbed her hips, holding her still as his cock rubbed between her cheeks. The tip of his cock pushed into her slit. 
 
    Rachel moaned, feeling her innocent pussy penetrated. 
 
    The man held in just the tip, grinning as he watched her whimper. “Are you sure you want my cock, slut?” 
 
    “Y-yes, daddy.” 
 
    “Then beg for it.” 
 
    Rachel glanced over her shoulder, her brown eyes wide with lust. “P-please, daddy. Fill my virgin pussy with your thick cock. I want to feel you inside me. I want to be your fuck toy.” 
 
    The man smirked, his fingers digging into her hips so deep that Rachel could feel the bruises begin to form. “Good girl.” 
 
    He pressed forward his hips. His cock slowly pushed into her innocent slit, stretching her puffy lips as far as they could go. 
 
    Rachel’s jaw dropped as his shaft plunged into her. Her foot tapped uncontrollably as her body squirmed. “O-ohh yes! Fuck!” she cried out, her voice echoing in the cramped room. 
 
    “Quiet, slut. You don’t want to draw a crowd, do you?” He sneered. One of his hands rose off her hips and grabbed her luscious brown hair, yanking her head back. 
 
    Rachel grit her teeth as he shoved himself all the way in until her lips gripped the base of his throbbing cock. “Fuck. So tight.” He moaned. 
 
    Rachel’s ass pressed up against his pelvis, her body quivering and squirming. 
 
    Her hair wrapped around his fist as he held her head back. Her breath was short and stuttered, her eyes rolled back as she felt the cock throbbing inside her tight pussy. 
 
    Professor Tyson groaned, his hand exploring her naked back as his cock throbbed wildly inside her—suffocated by her tight pussy. “How does it feel to be filled by my cock?” 
 
    “F-fuck…” she whimpered, unable to string together a coherent sentence or thought as her lips quivered and her mind raced. 
 
    Professor Tyson yanked on her hair like reins to a horse, pulling his cock out to half shaft. 
 
    “Ohhhh… Yes… Right there…” She muttered, feeling the pressure relieved from her pelvis. 
 
    Before she knew it, the man shoved his pelvis back into her, his cock pounding into her pussy as her knees shook. “AHHH FUCK!” Rachel cried out. 
 
    Professor Tyson didn’t relent. The man held her head back as his pelvis thrust like a jackhammer, his cock burying deep inside her innocent slit. “Take it, slut!” He grimaced, her fit ass slapping against his pelvis. 
 
    “Oh oh oh! Fuck Daddy!” Rachel cried out, her mind flooding with euphoria. “Fuck~!” 
 
    Professor Tyson pulled his cock out. White grool dripped off the tip as she panted for breath—each exhale caused more filth to spill out of her gaping slit. 
 
    The man reach reached down to the floor, grabbing her moist panties off the cold tile. With her head yanked back, Tyson shoved Rachel’s dirty panties into her panting mouth. 
 
    Her brown eyes went wide as her jaw clenched, her teeth digging into the moist fabric. 
 
    The taste of her honey sweet grool coated her tongue as he shoved her panties in deep. “I said, keep your voice down, slut.” 
 
    She whimpered, her breath stifled by the panties. The taste and scent of her own pussy made her body quiver as the man let go of her hair, his hands spreading her ass cheeks. 
 
    Rachel moaned, sucking on her dirty panties as her feet planted into the ground, her back arched so far that her spine might snap as she presented her tight ass and pussy to the older man. 
 
    Professor Tyson stroked her sweaty back, his touch making her tingle as she glanced over her shoulder. “So sexy. I’m going to enjoy this semester, with you being my little cock toy. I’ll fill you up whenever I want, and you get an easy A+. Deal?” 
 
    She whimpered, nodding her head as her mouth filled with saliva. 
 
    “Good girl. Now take my cum.” He sneered. 
 
    The tip of his hard, throbbing cock penetrated her puffy slit, causing Rachel to whimper, though the panties absorbed most of the noise.  
 
    His cock slipped in easier than before. All the pain had subsided to pure pleasure as Rachel’s clit erupted like a volcano—filling her body with hot euphoria. 
 
    Her hands gripped the bars of the shelving unit, the entire room growing hot and steamy as dews of sweat covered her body. Tyson’s shirt was drenched in sweat as he shoved his cock inside her. Fitting snugly as her lips gripped his base. 
 
    The man slowly began to thrust, his cock shoving in and out of her pussy. 
 
    His hands gripped her cheeks, holding them spread as he groaned. 
 
    Rachel bit down on the soft fabric of her dirty panties as she tossed her head back, strands of hair sticking to her sweaty face as he fucked her slit, each thrust seemingly going deeper than the last. 
 
    “T-take it! Fuck, you’re so unbelievably tight.” He groaned, his cock twitching. Each throb of his shaft inside her tight, pink pussy sent tremors up Rachel’s spine. 
 
    The slow thrusts turned fast and hard, and the sound of his pelvis slamming against her ass cheek echoed in the air, as did her muffled moans.  
 
    Tyson grabbed Rachel under her knee, lifting her leg up in the air to spread her pussy as he plowed into her.  
 
    Rachel’s body shook as if she were in an earthquake, her mind unable to grab hold of a single thought as his cock shoved inside her petite body.  
 
    “Fuck!” The man groaned, his hand gripping the underside of her knee as he held his cock deep inside her spread pussy. “Too tight, I’m going to cum.” 
 
    Rachel glanced back. Her soft doe eyes fluttered as she whimpered. Pink blush flushed her cheeks, and her pupils were quivering. 
 
    Her trembling hand rose off the shelf, pulling the ruined and filthy panties from her mouth. Saliva dripped down her body as she spat up the build-up of filth. “F-fill me, daddy. I want your cum…” 
 
    The man groaned, his body going stiff as his cock erupted inside her tight slit. 
 
    Rachel’s jaw dropped as the thick, hot cum filled her tight crevasse. “Ohhhhh yessss…” 
 
    The man panted, holding himself inside her for a second before he pulled out. 
 
    He let go of her leg as he stumbled back. His shaft was coated in filth as it dripped onto the floor. 
 
    Rachel could feel his thick, hot cum spill out of her pussy with each breath. Her tight, innocent lips were covered and beaten by his cock—her innocence was gone, once and for all. 
 
    “F-fuck… Thank you, daddy.” Rachel moaned, reaching down between her legs. Her fingers slipped inside her tattered pussy easily, her insides coated in cum and grool as she pulled her finger out. She sucked it clean, tasting the familiar taste of his salty cum. 
 
    “No, thank you, slut. Your tight pussy was a wonderful treat.” 
 
    “Did you prefer to cum on my face or my pussy?” She asked, glancing back with a giddy smile on her lips. 
 
    “I can’t decide. Your pussy is so nice and tight, but your innocent face is so pretty. I think I need to try them both again…” 
 
    He stepped forward, his cock still hard as she eyed it hungrily. His hand groped her sore ass as she turned around, barely able to stand straight. “My face and pussy are yours anytime.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    He tilted her face up to his, their lips kissing as they exchanged filthy spit. His hard cock rubbed between her wet thighs. 
 
    “Shall we go back to the ball? I’m in the mood to dance with you.” She said, pulling off his face. 
 
    “Are you sure? People may see us.”  
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    Rachel pulled her dirty panties off the floor. Saliva and grool dripped off the ruined fabric. “I guess I’ll have to skip wearing panties.” 
 
    “Good, then I’ll be able to reach under your dress and feel your pussy.” He said, stroking his dirty cock.  
 
    Rachel blushed, “Yes, daddy. Like I said, I belong to you now.”
Rachel slipped back into her red dress, filth still running down her leg as they stepped out of the storage closet. The cool, clean air outside in the hall sent a shiver up her spine.  
 
    The entire way back, the professor had his hand up her dress, his fingers groping her ass and wet pussy. 
 
    Rachel couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. This was going to be a good semester. 
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 Story 3: The Sparing Teacher 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lizzy threw her fists violently at the swinging punching bag. The sand inside the bag absorbed her punches, but she kept swinging.  
 
    Her braided blonde ponytail flew in the air behind her as sweat stuck to her skin. 
 
    “Alright, that’s good for now,” Kevin said, jotting down in his notepad. “You’ve been impressive these last few classes.” He said with a smirk. 
 
    Lizzy huffed as she unwrapped the tape from her knuckles. “It’s all the built-up stress from college.” 
 
    She leaned against the wall, the cold stone felt amazing on her hot and sweaty skin. Lizzy’s sports bra and shorts were drenched as she sprayed her water bottle over her face. 
 
    Taking up sparing lessons had been the best thing she had ever done.  
 
    She was a tiny little thing, barely five feet, but she was also very feisty. Sparring was the perfect outlet for all of her built-up aggression. 
 
    Coach Kevin was amazing as well. He taught football at the college that Lizzy attended and was the perfect teacher. 
 
    He was an older man with a greying mustache and a bit of a potbelly, but knew how to throw a punch, and knew how to teach her to do the same. 
 
    The cold water spraying onto her face felt amazing, barely any of it got in her mouth, but even still she felt rehydrated and ready to go. 
 
    Wiping the dripping water from her eyes, Lizzy cracked her knuckles. “Alright, what’s next?” 
 
    She asked, eagerly hopping from one foot to the other. 
 
    He smirked, crossing his arms over his belly. “How about grappling?” 
 
    Lizzy furrowed her eyebrows and tilted her head. “What?” 
 
    “Wrestling. You punch pretty good for a tiny girl, but if an attacker were to get a hold of you and wrestle you to the ground, would you stand a chance?” 
 
    Lizzy scratched her head. Unless the attacker had two broken arms, she probably wouldn’t have much of a chance at all. She likely didn’t even weigh 100 pounds, and though her legs were rather well-toned from years of soccer—there was little power behind them anymore. 
 
    “Let’s try it out,” Kevin said, taking off his ball cap and revealing the shaggy grey hairs on his head. “Pretend I’m a no-good ruffian”
Lizzy laughed sarcastically, “Well you certainly look the part.” In truth, Kevin looked like a middle-aged dad. His polo shirt was tucked into his cargo shorts, giving shape to his protruding belly. 
 
    She spread her legs and lifted her arms, smirking and narrowing her eyes, beckoning Kevin forward. The man was much larger and heavier than she was, but Lizzy was scrappy and always ready for a challenge. 
 
    The man grunted as he lunged forward, but Lizzy was prepared. She grabbed the man by his wrist and spun on her heel. Her other palm pressed the nape of Kevin’s neck pushing the man to the ground. The floor of the gym had a bit of bounce, but when Kevin crashed down the sound boomed off the walls. 
 
    Lizzy sat on his back, her knees on either side of his body as she pinned his hand behind his back. 
 
    “Uggh, not bad, kid,” Kevin grunted, squirming like a bull. 
 
    Lizzy grinned, though because she weighed a fraction of the man, even sitting on his back wasn’t enough to keep him down. 
 
    Kevin rolled onto his side, causing Lizzy to fall to the floor, her grip on his wrist breaking. 
 
    Lizzy huffed, she tried to crawl onto her hands and knees but Kevin was fast for an overweight 40-year-old. The man grabbed her bare ankle, pulling Lizzy across the floor as he held her feet to the side. 
 
    Her blonde hair stuck to her face as she huffed, kicking her feet—but his manly grip was too strong.               
 
    Kevin grit his teeth as he let go of her ankle. His hand shot forward and grabbed Lizzy’s wrist, pinning it to the floor next to her sweaty face.  
 
    He straddled her pelvis as he grabbed her other hand, pinning it down as well. Lizzy’s feet flailed as she squirmed, but with Kevin sitting square on her lap, she couldn’t move. 
 
    “F-fuck!” Lizzy panted as her flailing body calmed. “Alright… You win…Now get off me.” 
 
    Kevin laughed. Sweat stained his shirt as held onto her wrist. “Not bad. If you were a little bit stronger, then you would have had me there.” 
 
    “Or if you ate fewer pizza pops.” She retorted, blowing a strand of hair from her face. 
 
    She wiggled underneath his weight, realizing that a bulge was pressing against her tight shorts. 
 
    Lizzy’s face flushed pink and her eyes widened. Kevin was straddling her lap… his crotch pressed against hers.  
 
    Even his baggy cargo shorts weren’t enough to hide his growing erection. 
 
    Lizzy glanced to the side, her heart beating like a drum as Kevin dug his fingers into her wrists. “S-so… You can get off now.” She said. 
 
    Kevin shook his head. “O-oh! Yes, sorry about that.” He said clearing his throat.               
 
    He sat on the floor next to her, his hands covering his crotch. 
 
    Lizzy pretended not to notice, but the blush on her face betrayed her true intentions. 
 
    She sat up, her hands nervously playing with her braided hair. “S-so… What’s your prize?”  
 
    “Hmm? My prize?” Kevin asked. 
 
    Lizzy nodded her head. “You won. What do you want as a prize?” 
 
    Perhaps it was her intense workout, but feeling Kevin’s boner pressing up against her slit made Lizzy’s head flush with dirty thoughts.  
 
    Since she had come to college, Lizzy had thwarted off dozens and dozens of college boys.  
 
    The last thing she was interested in was a dumb college kid. Kevin, on the other hand… The man had a belly, was balding, and dressed like a dad, but for whatever reason… She couldn’t help but lust for him. His ‘dad bod’ was alluring. 
 
    Lizzy had never been with a boy before, so she didn’t know her type. Though her pussy and heart seemed to be yearning for Kevin. 
 
    “What kind of prize were you thinking…?” Kevin asked, his face flushing. Even under his grey mustache, his lips quivered. 
 
    Lizzy smirked, rising to her knees. She pushed her chest out, her nipples poking out of the fabric of her sports bra. “Anything you want…” Her devious smile and cheeky wink elicited a whimper from the man. 
 
    Lizzy's crotch began to water, her slit getting nice and wet underneath her tight shorts. No boy her age had managed to do that before. 
 
    “I uhh… W-what do you want to give?” Kevin’s eyes fell to her erect nipples, poking up against her dark sports bra. Her devious smirk revealed her true intentions, but Kevin was a nice man—he would need a bit more encouragement. 
 
    Lizzy bit her lips. “How about this?” 
 
    Her delicate hands grabbed the bottom of her sports bra, and in a single tug, she yanked the fabric up to her collarbone, her perky tits bouncing free. 
 
    Kevin’s eyes widened as she stared at her hard, pink nipples and firm tits. His jaw dropped as the man grabbed his hard cock overtop his shorts. “Holy fuck… Lizzy… Your tits look amazing.” 
 
    She giggled, wiggling her hips. “You can touch them… That can be your prize.”  
 
    The man bit his lip, nodding his head.  
 
    His rough, manly hand shot up like a viper. His fingers dug into her soft tissue like fangs. 
 
    “O-ohhh fuck!” Lizzy moaned, holding the bra up as the man fondled her chest. His rough skin scratched her delicate tits as he squeezed. His fingers pinched her perky, gumdrop nipple causing Lizzy’s back to arch. Her breath panted as she pulled the bra up and over her head. Her braided ponytail swung behind her as she pushed her chest out, throwing the sports bra to the side. 
 
    Kevin crawled forward, his body inches from her as he ran his hands all over her. 
 
    Lizzy’s eyes fluttered close as her heart raced. Feeling his rugged hands over her delicate skin made her neurons erupt like fireworks. 
 
    The man leaned over, latching his lips to her tit. “Ohh fuck, d-daddy!” Lizzy squirmed. His tongue flicked her nipple like a punching bag. He moaned, sucking her softly as Lizzy held his face up to her sweaty chest. The scent of her vanilla deodorant filled the air as she ran her fingers through his thinning grey hair. 
 
    His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her skin hard enough to leave bruises. 
 
    Lizzy whimpered, her hand trailing down as a drop of his saliva fell down her nipple to her stomach. 
 
    Her quivering, trembling hand grabbed his cock. Even over his shorts, she could feel his manhood throbbing—begging to be let free of his shorts. 
 
    Kevin pulled off of her nipple, his rugged lips kissing up her neck—each peck eliciting a moan from Lizzy as her hands tugged at his waistband. 
 
    “Fuck… You taste so good.” Kevin moaned, his tongue lashing against her bare neck. 
 
    Lizzy giggled, “Th-thank you, sir.” 
 
    Her fingers slipped underneath the waistband of his shorts, and with a single tug—Lizzy pulled Kevin’s shorts around his feet. 
 
    His boxers went down with them, allowing his hard manhood to spring out like a doorstop. 
 
    Lizzy gasped, her jaw dropping as Kevin’s thick, hard manhood slapped against her thigh. 
 
    She fell to her knees. Her hands gripped the man’s thick, hairy legs as his meaty cock throbbed in front of her panting face. 
 
    Kevin pulled off his sweat-stained shirt, letting his round belly fall out. His hand grabbed Lizzy by her braided ponytail, urging her forward. “Go ahead, sweetling. Take my cock.” 
 
    Lizzy’s mouth watered as the cock dripped with precum. The shaft was thick, uncut, and bulging—and a mess of thick grey pubes coated the base and balls.  
 
    It was the definition of a man’s cock—just what Lizzy needed. 
 
    She glanced up at the man, her blue eyes fluttering as she grinned, grabbing the cock by the shaft.  
 
    The thing throbbed in her grip as her hand stroked the foreskin, causing more precum to run down the shaft over her fingers. 
 
    “Ready, sir?” She said with an innocent giggle. 
 
    The man spread his legs, messaging her scalp. “Yes, honey. Go on now.” 
 
    Lizzy parted her moist lips, her wet tongue stuck out as she leaned forward. The salty tip of the cock ran up her tongue like a runway.  
 
    A moan slipped out as the salty precum coated her tongue. Lizzy maintained eye contact with the man as she closed her lips around his shaft, pushing her face forward as the meaty shaft filled her mouth. 
 
    Kevin whimpered, unable to hold in his erotic moans. His brown eyes glimmered with pure lust as his cock filled Lizzy’s petite mouth. 
 
    She gagged as the tip hit the back of her throat—his shaft the perfect fit as her lips gripped the base of his cock. 
 
    His pubic hair tickled her nose as it pressed up against his pelvis—the man’s natural musk filled her nose as she gently sucked his cock. 
 
    Lizzy whimpered, the thick shaft filling her mouth as she squeezed her eyes closed. Saliva dribbled out the corners of her lips as she gripped his tree trunk legs. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck!” Kevin groaned, his hand pressed up against the back of her head, holding Lizzy down on his crotch. His cock throbbed inside her warm mouth as she gently sucked it. Her tongue stroked the shaft as her cheeks filled with saliva. 
 
    Lizzy’s shorts rode up her ass, revealing the underside of her cheeks as they pressed into her heels. 
 
    Her pussy was barking like a dog. She could feel the wetness of her slit pouring past her thin thong and coating the front of her shorts. 
 
    “Good girl, how long can you last?” Kevin said mischievously. His hand held her down on his crotch. 
 
    Lizzy could barely breathe, her nose pressed against the mess of pubes, and the saliva in her mouth dribbled down her throat, causing her to gag. Her body quivered and tears ran down her cheeks as she mustered all she could. 
 
    “FUCK!” Kevin growled, tossing his head back. 
 
    The man let go of her hair, letting Lizzy pull her head away, gasping. She panted widely, spitting up the buildup of saliva. The filth rolled down her chin and neck—lathering her chest and her perky tits. “H-holy fuck…” she gasped. 
 
    Her hand reached up, stroking the man’s throbbing cock. Her saliva coated the shaft, making her hand slip up and down effortlessly. 
 
    “Good girl. How does Daddy’s cock taste?” He asked with a chuckle. 
 
    “So fucking tasty.” Lizzy moaned, licking her lips. The taste of his salty precum lingered on her tongue as she jerked the man. Her hand explored every inch of his throbbing manhood, slipping down to play with his tight balls. 
 
    Her other hand reached down into her tight shorts, her fingers rubbed against her blooming pussy lips as she pleasured herself. 
 
    “Ohh fuck… I’m so wet.” Lizzy moaned, her fingers slipping inside her tight, virgin pussy. 
 
    By now, the front of her shorts were coated in sticky grool. Her pussy was running like a faucet, and she needed to be filled. 
 
    “Remember girl. You lost the fight, pleasure yourself later. I want your lips around my cock.” Kevin smirked. 
 
    Lizzy bit her bottom lip. He was right, he had won and this was his reward… And though she wanted to suck his cock, her pussy was desperate to be filled. 
 
    “Y-you’re right sir… But how about another wrestling match? If you win, I’ll suck your cock wherever and whenever you want for the rest of the semester.” She began. Kevin’s eyes lit up. 
 
    “But if I win…” She continued, grinning mischievously. “Then we fuck instead.” 
 
    The man smirked. “Well, I do want to cover your pretty little face. I suppose your tight slit could work as well, if you manage to win, of course. Deal.” 
 
    She nodded her head, stumbling to her feet. 
 
    Saliva dripped from her chin as she planted her feet square on the moist ground. Kevin did the same, tossing his clothes to the side, his hard cock bouncing in front of him as he readied herself. “Since I’m completely naked, you should be as well. Take those dirty shorts off.” He said, eyeing her moist crotch. 
 
    Lizzy giggled, her fingers tugging at her shorts, letting them fall down to her bare feet. Her white thong was buried inside her pussy, her puffy lips gnawed at the fabric as grool glistened on her pale thighs. 
 
    She played with the band of her panties along her hips, she smirked as Kevin gawked over her. 
 
    Her thighs were sculpted, and her fit stomach was toned. She had played sports her entire life, and knew a thing or two about staying in shape.  
 
    Kevin’s eyes fell to her panties nestled inside her wet slit. “Go ahead, take it off.” He urged. Now it was his mouth that was watering as he hungrily glared at her pussy. 
 
    Lizzy nodded her head, strands of blonde hair breaking from her braid. 
 
    Slowly, she pulled down her ruined white panties, letting the grool ooze flow easily from her panting pussy. 
 
    The fabric fell to her heels. Lizzy giggled, her hands running up and down her moist, dirty body.  
 
    Her bald pussy was puffy and pale. She had always been proud of her picture-perfect slit, and it felt amazing finally having a boy see it. 
 
    His cock twitched wildly as a drop of grool fell to her feet. 
 
    “Ready?” She said with a coy wink. Lizzy kicked the filthy panties to the side, spreading her stance. 
 
    Kevin nodded, he was already out of breath—his heart pounding wildly to keep his cock hard. 
 
    This was her chance. 
 
    She lept forward, the wetness sloshing between her thighs with each step. Kevin put his arm out to block her, but Lizzy fell to her knees. 
 
    She grabbed Kevins ankle as his hard, wet cock slapped her cheek. 
 
    With all her might, she yanked his feet into the air. 
 
    Kevin yelped as he fell back with a thud, allowing Lizzy to crawl onto his lap much like he did with her. 
 
    She sat square on his lap, pinning his throbbing cock against his body. Lizzy leaned forward, her forearm pressing the man’s neck to the floor as her slick tits pressed against his hairy chest. 
 
    A drop of saliva fell from her bottom lip onto his face as she pinned her down. “Hmmm, looks like I win.” She said with a cheeky wink. 
 
    Kevin huffed. “Not fair. I was looking at your slit.” 
 
    Lizzy laughed, her aforementioned slip was gripping Kevin’s wet shaft, it pressed between her stomach and his.
“Now it’s time for my reward.” She said, sitting up onto his lap. 
 
    She sat straight up, Kevin’s hands held her still on his lap as he laid on the cold floor. 
 
    Lizzy rose on her knees as she straddled his pelvis. Reaching down, she grabbed the man's shaft, pointing it straight up. Grool rained down onto the tip of his wet cock. She could barely hold on to the wet shaft as it throbbed in her grip. 
 
    Kevin whimpered as Lizzy lowered herself onto him. The hard wet tip of his cock parted her virgin lips, causing Lizzy to toss her head back and moan. “Ohhh fuck, I want your cock, sir.”
The man groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. “Then take it, sit down on my manhood, slut.” 
 
    Lizzy did just that. She grabbed her own tits as the cock slide deeper inside her body. 
 
    “O-ohhhh!” she whimpered, feeling the thick shaft fill her. 
 
    Her tight, puffy lips gripped the throbbing cock as she sat down, letting gravity do the work. 
 
    The wet pinkness of her pussy smothered the cock as it dug inside her, even with how wet she was—the tightness made her teeth grit. 
 
    Each throb of the cock made her clit erupt with pleasure as she panted like a dog in heat. The euphoria erupted in her head as her ass sat flat on his lap—his cock buried inside her as her lips gripped the base of his cock. His wet pubes tickled her crotch as her wet cheeks sat on his thighs. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck. So fucking tight.” Kevin grimaced, his hands running up and down her sides. 
 
    She held herself down on his lap, her head tilted back as the pleasure surged through her like a storm. Each twitch of his cock inside her tight slit made Lizzy’s body spasm. 
 
    “Oh oh oh…” She moaned, her hands messaging her own tits. She squeezed her perky tits, trying to relive some of the build-up pleasure coursing through her spine. 
 
    Kevin groped her skin, his hands exploring every inch of her body. His rugged touch rode up her quivering thighs as she straddled him, up her hips to the underside of her arms. 
 
    “Fuck. I love how soft you feel. College teens have the best bodies.” He moaned, his cock suffocated by her tight slit. 
 
    Lizzy giggled, her hips gently swaying on his lap. Her grool oozed out onto his pelvis as Lizzy wiggled her hips like the movement of the waves. 
 
    “Mmmmh, your cock feels so good inside me.” She huffed, her eyes barely able to focus. 
 
    Kevin’s hand trailed down her panting stomach, his thumb brushed up against the hood of her clit, causing Lizzy to arch her back, her nails digging into her soft tits. 
 
    “O-ohhhh! Fuck! D-daddy!” she whimpered. His rough skin against the hood of her clit sent bolts of electricity up her spine. The brewing storm in her head turned into a violent typhoon. Lizzy’s lip quivered as she tossed her head back, panting wildly. 
 
    “You like that, slut? Looks like your little pink clit is raring to go.” He smirked. 
 
    The man was right. Her pink button peered out past its hood, already glistening with wetness. Though his skin was rough, his thumb gently circled her throbbing clit.  
 
    Lizzy panted, her eyes fluttering closed as she gently swayed her hips in methodical circles.  
 
    Kevin grinned, his teeth showing past his grey mustache hairs. “Good girl, ride daddy.” 
 
    She nodded her head, leaning over she planted her palm in the middle of his chest. 
 
    “Y-yes, daddy. Do you like my tight pussy?” She grinned. Her braided ponytail swung over his face as her hips swayed. 
 
    The man groaned with his teeth grit. “Calm down, you’re gonna make me cum.” 
 
    Lizzy giggled playfully, “Oh, but daddy. I want your cum. I want you to fill my wet, virgin slit.” 
 
    His hands dug into her waist. “Is that so? Well, I suppose you won our rematch.” 
 
    “I did, now fill me.” She huffed. 
 
    Lizzy lifted herself up on her knees, his cock sliding out til mid-shaft. The throbbing cock was coated in white grool as her tight lips gripped the middle of his shaft. 
 
    Lizzy bounced up and down on his lap, her wet ass slapping against his hairy thighs as she rode his cock. 
 
    Her tits slapped against her chest as she bounced on his, his grip on her waist keeping her in line. 
 
    “Ohh fuck, your pussy is too good.” He grimaced. 
 
    Lizzy could already feel the bruises forming on her hips as his meaty fingers dug into her soft, delicate skin. 
 
    The man grinned deviously as he pushed her off his lap onto her side. 
 
    She yelped as her shoulder hit the ground, grool spilling out of her slit as his cock slipped out. 
 
    Kevin jumped onto his knees, circling around Lizzy who laid flat on her stomach. “Wh-what are you doing? I won already, no fair!” She yelped. 
 
    Kevin smirked, positioning himself behind her. His hands dug into her hips as he held her ass up in the air. “And I’m giving you your prize.” 
 
    Lizzy glanced over her shoulder as she huffed. She enjoyed riding the man, but as long as his cock filled her—it didn’t really matter how he took her. 
 
    Her back arched as far as it could go, causing Lizzy’s ass to point straight up in the air and her tits to smoosh against the ground.  
 
    She spread her knees, letting the man take her from behind.  
 
    Her face pressed against the cold ground as she planted one palm beside her face for balance, the other hand reached back and spread her ass cheek—teasing her wet and battered holes to him. 
 
    “Good girl…” He grinned, running his cock up and down her panting pussy. 
 
    Lizzy moaned, her wet lips gripping the tip of his cock, begging it to fill her.  
 
    Her wet cheek planted against the floor as she whimpered, saliva trailing out of her mouth. “F-fuck me, daddy.” 
 
    He did just that. 
 
    The man held her ass in the air as he pushed his pelvis forward, his cock slipping inside its warm, wet home. 
 
    “Ohhhh yes!” Lizzy moaned. 
 
    This position made his tip push against her delicate G-spot, her mind erupting with pleasure as her feet kicked the ground. “F-fuck! Just like that, Daddy!” 
 
    The man groaned, his thick pelvis slapped against her redding ass, his full weight pushing into her caused Lizzy to slip on the floor. 
 
    Kevin rode his hand up her sweaty back, grabbing her braided ponytail around his fist. He yanked, causing her head to jerk up. 
 
    “Oh!” Lizzy moaned, the man holding her hair like the reins to a horse. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    “You like Daddy’s cock?” 
 
    She whimpered, barely able to breathe as the man thrust in and out of her like a jackhammer. Each pelvis thrust sent ripples up her spine as her innocent could barely take it. 
 
    “I said, do you like Daddy’s cock?” The man shouted, yanking her hair. 
 
    “Ahh! Yes! Oh fuck! I love it!” She cried out, her voice echoing as he held his throbbing cock inside her slit, his pubes brushing against her panting asshole. 
 
    He yanked her head back, leaning over her. “You want my cum, do you?” Kevin held his face inches over Lizzy’s. 
 
    The girl panted, her back arched so far it might snap. “Y-yes…” She moaned. 
 
    He grinned, his mouth pursing as the grizzled man spat right on her wet, panting face. 
 
    Lizzy’s eyes rolled back, “O-ohhh!” She moaned, feeling the warm, wet saliva hit her cheek and roll down her face. “Th-thank you…” 
 
    Her clit was erupting like a volcano of pleasure, the explosion filling every vein in her body. She could barely muster a coherent thought—pure animalistic euphoria filled her. 
 
    “I-I’m cumming!” She whimpered, the pleasure in her body made her rigid, she could barely even talk as her mind flooded. The orgasm shot through her like lightning. Her teeth grit and her toes curled as pure euphoria and pleasure fired off every synapse in her brain.  
 
    “Fuck! Your pussy is gushing wet.” Kevin groaned. 
 
    He was right. Grool ran down her shaking leg like a river, even with his cock plunging her,. 
 
    “O-Ohhhhhhh!” Lizzy moaned, her eyes rolling back as her muscles failed her. 
 
    She fell to the floor, spreading her arms and legs like a starfish as she gasped. 
 
    Kevin’s cock slipped out once again unplugging her bubble gum pink pussy. Grool trailed out as Lizzy gasped her air, her mind coming back from its euphoric high. “H-holy…” 
 
    Kevin laughed, grabbing her ass as he stroked his filthy wet cock. “Good slut. Though, since you came first, I guess that means I won after all.” 
 
    Lizzy’s eyes trailed down to him, her mouth open and panting. “Th-that wasn’t the competition. It was a wrestling match” 
 
    He shrugged. “I guess I wanted to play something a little different. Didn’t you like my new game?” 
 
    She grinned, nodding her head giddily. “Fine. I guess you won.” 
 
    “And now I get to cum on your face.” 
 
    Lizzy giggled, pressing her tits together and opening her mouth. Her wet tongue draped out as she eagerly anticipated his load. 
 
    The man crawled forward, straddling her chest as she laid flat on her back. His knees planted on either side of her chest as the man slapped his filthy wet shaft on her tits. 
 
    “Mmmmh nice and soft. Hold your tits together for me.” He moaned as he slathered her own grool on her tits. 
 
    Lizzy whimpered, her toes curling as she did what he asked.  
 
    She held her tits together, smothering his dirty shaft in her cleavage. 
 
    The man began to thrust, his cock sliding in between her perky chest as he titty fucked her. 
 
    Lizzy lifted her head, spitting on the tip of the cock to get it nice and wet—though her grool did that job quite well. 
 
    While her tits weren’t the biggest, they managed to smother his cock well enough to cause the man to groan, fucking her tits almost as hard as he did her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck! So soft. Almost as soft as your slit.” The man said, his cock sliding up and down between her tits. 
 
    Lizzy whimpered, biting her lip as she stared down at the cock, the tip pointing right up to her panting mouth. 
 
    Her nails dug into the soft flesh of her tits, her sensitive nipples brushing against her fingers. “F-fuck. Cover me, cover me in your filth.” She moaned. 
 
    The man groaned, his jaw clenching as his cock twitched wildly. She pressed her tits together as hard as she could to keep the thing still. 
 
    “FUCK!” Kevin boomed, in an instant—his cock erupted with white cum that shot out like lava. 
 
    Lizzy gasped, slamming her eyes shut as the thick, hot cum glazed her face like a donut. It didn’t stop. Thick ropes shot out and coated her face, dripping down her chin and into her hair. 
 
    Most of the filth shot into her gaping mouth. The salty concoction sent a shiver up her spine, her pussy growling back away as her tongue was coated in his cum. 
 
    The last drops of cum coated her chest as Kevin stroked his balls empty. 
 
    The man groaned, rolling off her. 
 
    Lizzy whimpered as she sat up, wiping the thick filth from her eyes. 
 
    “H-holy shit…” She moaned, feeling the cum roll off her sweaty face onto her chest. 
 
    Her tongue licked up all it could—the cum she wiped away coated her fingers like webbing as she smiled. “Th-thank you.” 
 
    “Sorry I didn’t cum in your slit like you asked.” He said, wiping the sweat from his forehead. His eyes glimmered as he stared at the mess he had made. The once innocent Lizzy was covered in filth, her pussy panting out grool and his cream covering her pretty face, rolling down to her perky pink nipples. 
 
    Lizzy winked at the man as she reached down to rub her slit with her cum covered hand. “Perhaps next time.”  
 
    “So there is going to be a next time? Do I need to win another grappling match?” 
 
    “No, not a grappling match… Though I like the idea of a race to make the other person cum first.” Lizzy lifted her knees up to her chest, her face still coated in his thick cum. “I think I’ll win next time.” 
 
    Kevin huffed, “With a pussy as tight as yours, you may be right. I’ll need to go and practice my endurance.” 
 
    Lizzy laughed, “Oh, you won’t have time for that.” Slowly she spread her knees, revealing her tight, wet pussy—her clit was out and quivering with a second wind. “Round two starts now. So go ahead and fuck me.” 
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 Story 4: Ruining the Innocent Cheerleader 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The blush across Kyra’s face was fiery red as she sped walked down the hallway. Her hands held down the frill of her miniskirt—as each step caused it to flutter up and tease her ass. 
 
    As a new member of the college cheer team, Kyra was eager to do whatever it took to fit in with the girls—even when the captain decided on these skimpy outfits for school spirit day. 
 
    Her top was nothing more than a single band of white fabric across her chest that barely covered her round, perky tits, and the plaid miniskirt didn’t even reach the middle of her thigh. The white net stockings were just the cherry on top of this slutty outfit. 
 
    Kyra had grown up as a sheltered only child. She barely even wore anything that showed her arms, let alone her entire stomach. Hell, she didn’t even own a two-piece swimsuit! 
 
    At first, the idea of wearing something so revealing was appealing. Kyra was ready to start living her life and explore a more risque lifestyle. Though, right now, she was regretting it immensely. 
 
    The fabric around her chest was thin as paper, her nipples poked out and despite her chest being mediocre sized, her round tits bounced with each step. 
 
    Kyra elected to use her hands to hold her skirt down instead of covering her nipples. All she wanted to do was rush home and change, but she HAD to show the cheer team that she was willing to do whatever was asked of her. 
 
    The hallway was crowded as Kyra shouldered through, her wavy hazelnut hair falling to the middle of her back as each and every boy stared right at her chest. Her nipples were hard enough to rip through the thin fabric. 
 
    At the end of the halls, Kyra saw Meghan—the cheer team captain. The beautiful blonde was leaning against the lockers, puffing her chest up as she was surrounded by half a dozen boys. The captain’s tits were huge, and the thin fabric tube top barely kept them covered. 
 
    The bands of her pink panties peered up over the waistband of the plaid miniskirt. 
 
    Kyra scoffed. No wonder Meghan was so eager to pick the sluttiest outfit she could—the girl loved the attention that it brought. Meghan was flirting and laughing with every boy hovering around her like drones. 
 
    Kyra couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous. Being a pretty brunette herself, boys often flirted with her—but Kyra was always too nervous to say anything, even if she liked them back. Her sheltered life hadn’t prepared her for college one bit, and a part of her wished that she had Meghan’s confidence, even if Meghan was overdoing it. 
 
    Kyra opened up her locker, ignoring the stares she could feel on her ass. 
 
    She reached in to grab her papers for class, noticing her sweater stuffed into the corner. Her lips pursed. She could easily just toss on the sweater and cover herself up—but more than that, she wanted to fit in with the rest of the cheer team. 
 
    With a sigh, Kyra grabbed her binder and hustled to her first class. Her skirt fluttered as she crossed the hall. 
 
    All throughout the day, Kyra could barely focus on class. Her attention was on how exposed she felt. Clearly, every single boy in her classes felt the same. Their eyes would glare right at her, mesmerized by Kyra’s fit and exposed body. 
 
    A wave of hot embarrassment washed over her as she tried to ignore them. A part of her kind of liked the idea of being so sought after. The boys seemed focused on her, even over the other slutty cheerleaders in class—much to their chagrin. 
 
    The day ended. Finally.  
 
    Kyra was more than ready to scurry home and change into her oversize sweatshirt. 
 
    All she had to do was hand in her English term paper. 
 
    She took the elevator to the top floor of the English department. Professor Bryson’s office was at the very end of the brightly lit hall. 
 
    She knocked on the door, waiting for the man to call her in. 
 
    “Hello, professor!” She said, peering her head in gleefully. Professor Bryson was in his late 30s, though he could easily pass as a student. The man had slick black hair, with a well-trimmed beard. He always wore stylish cardigans overtop his buttoned-up shirts, and yet his muscles still pressed out. 
 
    “Ahh, Kyra. Good to see you.” The man said, flipping through a pile of papers on his desk.  
 
    His eyes glanced up at her as she walked up to his desk. Kyra blushed, unsure of what the man was thinking about her outfit. She loved to talk to him about philosophy and historical writers, and here she was basically naked. 
 
    “I didn’t know you were on the cheer team.” He said, unamused. 
 
    “Yeah, I decided to give cheer a try. Kinda regretting it right now.” She tried to brush it off, but the redness in her cheeks gave away her embarrassment. 
 
    The man didn’t respond as she sat across his desk, placing her paper on his desk. 
 
    He took it, scanning the first page. “Kyra, did you read the assignment rubric?” 
 
    She furrowed her eyebrows. “The rubric? Well, no. I was so excited to start writing that I must have forgotten about that.” 
 
    Professor Bryson sighed, leaning back in his chair. “Well if you did, you would know that the cover page has to be in a certain format.” 
 
    Kyra gulped nervously, a bead of sweat falling down her cheek. “I—I didn’t know…” 
 
    The man flipped through the stapled assignment. “In fact, none of this is formatted correctly. Kyra, formatting is worth 30% of your grade. 
 
    The girl’s breath whimpered, she could feel the entire room spin as her lungs refused to fill with air. “B-but… I worked so hard…” 
 
    With 30% of her grade missing, the absolute best she could get was a C+, nowhere near good enough. 
 
    “I need an A-, at least for my scholarships…” 
 
    Bryson shook his head. “I’m sorry, Kyra. There is nothing I can do.” 
 
    “P-please, sir! I’ll do anything.” She begged. All of her scholarships were based on her great grades, if she slipped even a little, it could cost thousands of dollars—money she needed to stay in school. 
 
    The man frowned, shaking his head and crossing his arms. She could tell that he wasn’t going to let this slide. Kyra refused to give up, losing her scholarship meant she’d have to go back to her strict and sheltered life back home. 
 
    Her fists clenched as she shook in her seat, staring at her lap. Her black flats tapped against the tile floor as the room seemed to close in around her. 
 
    She wouldn’t let this happen. No matter what. 
 
    Kyra looked up at the professor—ready to beg for her grade. The man glanced his eyes away, but in a split second, she saw him staring right at her chest. 
 
    More red blush filled her cheeks. Was Professor Bryson checking her out? 
 
    A breath slipped out of her lungs, as the man cleared her throat—even underneath his stubble, she could see the faintest hints of blush on his cheeks. 
 
    Kyra’s lips curled into a smile. Perhaps this revealing outfit was a blessing in disguise. All day, boys couldn’t keep their eyes off her—not even the professors, apparently. 
 
    Kyra’s mind raced. She could see the glimmer of lust in her professor’s eyes as he tried desperately to look busy, parsing through his papers—refusing to look up at her. 
 
    She wanted to spread her wings and experience life—eager to leave her sheltered life behind. The opportunity to save her grades and, at the same time, start a new chapter in her life seemed to have landed on her lap. 
 
    Kyra bit her lip, the last tinge of doubt fizzling like a snuffed-out candle in her head as she leaned forward in her chair. 
 
    “Well, professor… Perhaps we can work out a deal…” 
 
    Kyra puffed out her chest just as she had seen Meghan do. 
 
    Professor Bryson looked up at her, trying desperately not to glance down at her chest as a bead of sweat dripped down the side of his face. “O-oh? What deal did you have in mind?’ 
 
    Kyra giggled. She could feel her round perky tits push up against the tight fabric, the seams about to tear as she arched her back. “Perhaps… You can show me some mercy, and I’ll show you something of my own.” 
 
    She flashed the man a wink as her delicate hands rode up the side of her body.  
 
    Kyra grabbed at her tits, gently squeezing them. The thin fabric of her top did little to hide her soft touch. 
 
    Professor Bryson gulped nervously. His trembling eyes couldn’t resist any longer. He looked down at her groping herself and a breath slipped his lips. 
 
    “K-Kyra… Are you sure?” 
 
    He panted like a dog in heat as she fondled her chest. 
 
    Slowly, Kyra spread her knees to either side of her chair. The frill of her miniskirt rode up her thigh, letting her white panties peer out underneath. A wet spot already forming where the panties laid against her puffy slit. 
 
    The man huffed, his mouth watering as he eyed her delicate panties. 
 
    “Like I said, I think I have a deal that could benefit both of us.” She said with a smirk. A rush of confidence surged through Kyra, unlike anything she had ever experienced before. The girl giggled as she lifted one foot onto the edge of her chair. Her plaid skirt fell to her waist, fully revealing her tight white panties.  
 
    The wetness of her slit made the crotch near transparent, teasing her innocent slit underneath. 
 
    “My, my… I can’t resist an offer like that, can I?” The man said, a devious smirk crossing his lips. 
 
    Kyra shrugged, tucking loose brown strands of hair behind her ears. 
 
    “So, how about this? I suck your cock, and you forget about those silly little formatting mistakes.” She said, her delicate fingers running up and down the fabric of her panties. Her virgin slit gnawed at the fabric, as the horny energy shot up her spine. 
 
    Kyra had always been a shy and innocent girl, but seeing the effect that her little body had on the grizzled older professor made her more confident than ever.  
 
    She knew the effect that she had on men, and it was well pastime to capitalize on that. 
 
    “Just a blowjob? I don’t know Kyra, I think this mistake warrants more than that.” Professor Bryson said, hungrily eyeing her moist panties. 
 
    Kyra giggled, “I’m not sure about that, professor.” 
 
    While her pussy was begging to be filled, Kyra didn’t want to give it all up quite yet. Surely she would be able to conjure up a better deal later on for him to fill her slit—a win-win as far as she was concerned. 
 
    “Fine. A blowjob will do.” He said, pushing his chair back and spreading his legs. “Now get over here.” 
 
    Kyra couldn’t wipe the smile off her face as she gleefully hopped to her feet. Her hard nipples pressed up against the tube top, and she could feel her wet grool running down her thigh. 
 
    Kyra fell to her knees in front of the professor, who undid his belt buckle. Even overtop of his cardigan, Kyra could see his heart pounding. The man was panting as she ran her hands up and down his leg, staring up at him as she sat on her heels. “Fuck… You have no idea how long I wanted to do this.” Kyra admitted.  
 
    She always had a bit of a crush on the older man, though she never could imagine actually doing anything with him. 
 
    She bit her lip as the man wiggled his pants down his leg, letting them fall to his feet.  
 
    Kyra tossed the pants to the side, letting Professor Bryson spread his knees and lean back. 
 
    His cock was already hard, pressing up against his black boxer. 
 
    Kyra could feel her mouth water as she rose up on her knees. Her breath was deep and heavy as she ran her hands up his muscular thighs. “F-fuck… Your cock is already so hard.” 
 
    “Can you blame me when I have a gorgeous 18-year-old brunette walk into my office, almost naked?”  
 
    Professor Bryson stroked Kyra’s long brown hair. The scent of her cinnamon shampoo filled the air as her trembling fingers inched closer and closer to his throbbing cock. 
 
    “Go ahead and take it out, slut.” 
 
    A shiver shot up her spine. Kyra was a slut, wasn’t she? She was on her knees, eager to blow her professor for easy grades. Hell, even without the grades, she wanted him. 
 
    Her fingers slipped underneath the waistband of his boxers as she leaned in between his legs. Her pussy was soaking wet, and her eyes fixated on his bulge.  
 
    With a deep breath, she pulled the boxers down, revealing his thick, hard shaft.  
 
    “H-holy fuck…” Kyra moaned as she tugged the fabric down his legs.  
 
    The man’s cock flopped out back on his stomach. It was thick, hard, and covered in veins.  
 
    Bryson laughed as she stroked his shaft, kicking his boxers away. “Like what you see, slut?”  
 
    “Y-yes sir… It’s so big..” Kyra’s jaw dropped as her hand instinctively reached forward, grabbing the base of his shaft. 
 
    The cock throbbed in her grip, it was so thick she could barely wrap her fingers around the girth of it.  
 
    It felt warm in her hand as she stroked it up and down. Professor Bryson groaned, his cock throbbing as she ran her soft hand up and down. 
 
    “Fuck. Good girl, how does a man’s cock feel?” He asked stroking her silk soft hair. 
 
    Her mouth watered as Kyra pursed her lips, breathing deeply through her nose. She played with the cock, holding it up to admire his tight and shaven balls. The tip of his cock was already wet with pre-cum—a drop rolled down his shaft on her fingers, sending a shiver up Kyra’s spine. 
 
    “Fuck… It feels so good sir… May I have a taste?” She whimpered, squeezing her thighs together. Her pussy was barking, begging to be filled.  
 
    Professor Bryson nodded his head, his lips curled into an evil smile. The man twirled her soft brown hair around his knuckles as he pulled her face into his lap. “Go ahead. Pleasure me, slut.” 
 
    Kyra whimpered, her tongue draping out of her mouth as she leaned in. Her warm breath on his cock made it twitch as she gripped the base.  
 
    Her eyes fluttered as she ran her tongue up his shaft, making the man groan. “Fuck… Good slut.” 
 
    Kyra panted as she ran her tongue up and down his throbbing shaft before circling it around his tip. The salty taste of his pre-cum coated her tongue, sending shivers up her spine.  
 
    “Ooooh fuck… You taste so good.” She whimpered slapping the cock on her tongue.  
 
    Her body yearned for his cock, and her mouth watered as if she was starving on a desert island—only his manhood could satiate her hunger. 
 
    Kyra rose on her knees, pointing her open mouth over his cock as she held it straight up. Professor Bryson pushed down on the back of her head, lowering her face down onto his hard manhood. 
 
    Kyra’s eyes fluttered close as she locked her pink lips around his tip, sucking gently as her tongue caressed the salty head. 
 
    Professor Bryson groaned, squirming in his seat as his fist tugged at her roots. His heavy groans filled Kyra’s resolve. She wanted to please him. No, she needed to please him.  
 
    Slowly, Kyra lowered her face. His thick, throbbing cock filled her petite mouth. 
 
    Kyra squirmed, letting go of his shaft as her hands dug her nails into his meaty thighs. 
 
    The professor tossed his head back as Kyra’s tongue lashed against his shaft. “Fuck, your mouth is so wet… Keep sucking.” 
 
    That she did. 
 
    Saliva dribbled out of the corners of her mouth as she lowered her face onto his lap.  
 
    Kyra gagged as the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, her mouth was filled with his throbbing cock—but there was still an inch of shaft left. 
 
    She wasn’t giving up. 
 
    Kyra tilted her head, rising on her knees to allow the last inches of the cock to slip down her throat. 
 
    Her nose pressed up against his pelvis as her jaw unhinged as far as it could go. 
 
    There was barely room in her mouth for her tongue as Kyra took his entire throbbing cock. 
 
    Her eyes watered as she gripped his thighs. She could barely breathe saliva rolled down her throat. 
 
    “Fuck!” Professor Bryson cried out, his voice booming. “F-fuck, Kyra!” The man grit his teeth as his cock throbbed wildly inside her mouth. 
 
    His hand on the back of her head kept her down, despite her squirming. With her mouth full and her nose smushed against his pelvis—she could barely breathe. 
 
    The professor’s musk filled her brain instead of oxygen as she gagged, her body nothing more than a cock sleeve for the man to fill. Kyra’s own pussy was spilling grool, running down onto her stockings. 
 
    Finally, with a deep groan, he let go of her hair. 
 
    Kyra tossed her head back, gasping for air as she spit out the buildup of saliva in her cheeks. “F-fuck! You’re so fucking big.” She gasped, saliva running down her neck and ruining the thin tube top across her chest. 
 
    Her hand grabbed the twitching cock, stroking faster than before as her saliva coated his shaft. 
 
    With the saliva on her chest, the thin fabric of her tube top was nearly transparent—with her pink nipples poking out.  
 
    “Go ahead and take those tits out for me, slut.” The man ordered.  
 
    Kyra nodded her head, his words echoed in her head like a command—one that she could not refuse. “Y-yes sir!”  
 
    She let go of his cock, letting it flop back against his shirt as she grabbed the fabric and tugged it down her stomach to her hips.  
 
    Her perky, round tits bounced free. Kyra was well equipt for a girl her size. While being petite, she was rather busty. 
 
    The professor's hand shot forward like a viper, his nails digging into her perky tits as he groped her. 
 
    “O-oh yessss!” Kyra moaned, tossing her head back. She arched her back and let the man have his way with her tits. “H-how do my tits feel, daddy?” 
 
    She whimpered as the man’s rough hand ravaged her soft tits. His fingers pinched her pink nipple, causing Kyra to squirm and pant like a dog in heat. 
 
    “Fuck. Your tits feel so good…” The man groaned, leaning down to suck on her chest. 
 
    Kyra huffed, her mind buzzing with euphoria as she held his head against her chest, slick with her own spit. 
 
    The man grabbed her hips as he sucked on her nipple like a baby. His tongue flicked her pink button, causing a bolt of pleasure to shoot up her spine. 
 
    “Oh yes! Fuck!” she yelped. By now, her panties were ruined. Her puffy pussy lips gnawed at the fabric as grool ran down her trembling thighs like a river. 
 
    Professor Bryson pulled off her chest, a bridge of saliva connecting his lips to her nipple. “Fuck… Lay down on the floor, slut.” 
 
    She nodded her head, scootching back on her plaid dress, now moist with wetness. 
 
    Kyra laid back on the cold tile, it stinging against her sweaty back as her eyes fixated on his swinging cock.  
 
    Professor Bryson stood to his feet, pulling off his cardigan and shirt. He tossed them to the side, revealing his muscular physique. 
 
    Kyra’s breath whimpered as she eyed him up and down. The man was muscular and chiseled from stone. His abs and pecks were to die for. 
 
    He grunted as he knelt down by her feet, crawling over Kyra’s body as she ran her hands up and down his chest, her breathing was fast and erratic as the pleasure was becoming too much. She needed his cock. 
 
    The man straddled her chest, his knees on either side of her body as his cock hotdogged in between her tits. 
 
    “Hold your tits around my cock, slut.” The man sneered. 
 
    She nodded her head, doing just that. Her tits smothered his wet and throbbing cock—the tip pointing straight up at her. 
 
    Kyra tilted her head up, opening her mouth as she held her tits around his cock. 
 
    Professor Bryson grunted as he fucked her round, soft tits. 
 
    “So soft… These tits might be better than that tight mouth of yours.” He groaned, thrusting his pelvis. 
 
    Kyra’s feet kicked the ground as the man thrust his cock between her perky tits. Her nails dug into her soft flesh as she eagerly waited for his salty treat. “Ohh fuck. Cum all over my tits, professor. I want you.” She whimpered. Just the thought of being covered in his hot, sticky cream was almost enough to make her clit erupt with pleasure. 
 
    The man groaned, increasing the speed of his thrusts as he straddled her chest.  
 
    Her saliva made the cock nice and slick as she squeezed her tits around it. 
 
    “F-fuck!” The man groaned. His cock trying desperately to throb out of her suffocating tits. 
 
    Kyra whimpered, feeling him about to blow. She closed her eyes and stuck out her wet tongue, her mind a haze of euphoric cloud. 
 
    “Fuck!” he cried out. His back arched as his throbbing cock erupted like a volcano. 
 
    Hot strands of thick cum coated her face. Shooting up like sticky, salty ropes. 
 
    Kyra panted as his balls drained all over her flushed, innocent face. Her pale skin and rosy cheeks were coated like a glazed donut as every drop was milked out.  
 
    Kyra licked up all she could as she moaned. The thick, salty cream tasted as amazing as ice cream and her hormones ran wild. The cream coated her tastebuds as she felt the thick, hot cream roll down her face. 
 
    Professor Bryson groaned as he stumbled to his feet. His wet cock dripping saliva as he fell back to his chair. 
 
    Kyra sat up, the cum running down to her tits as she smirked. “Th-thank you, sir.” 
 
    “How does my cum taste, slut?” 
 
    “So yummy! Fuck, I want more.” 
 
    The cum coated her, running down her sweaty body as she played with it between her fingers.  
 
    “Good slut. Now clean up and run along. I’ll ignore the mistakes on this paper, though next time, I’ll want that wet pussy of yours.” 
 
    Kyra giggled, spreading her legs and flashing her panties—which were now drenched with grool. The strand of her panties was buried in between her pussy lips, and her inner thighs were almost as wet as her chest was. 
 
    The man licked his lips, his cock twitching back to life at the sight of her innocent pussy. 
 
    Perhaps she would purposely make another mistake so that they could both get what they wanted. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kyra sat at her desk, packing up to go home after a long and boring day. 
 
    Professor Bryson walked up to her as most of the other kids slowly streamed out of the class. 
 
    “How did you find the lecture, Kyra?” He asked. 
 
    Kyra smirked. It had been almost a week since her fateful encounter in the professor's office, but she couldn’t stop thinking about him—and his cock. 
 
    The taste of his salty sperm lingered on her lips, as when she touched herself late at night—his hot body and stiff shaft were all that ran through her mind as she fingered her tight slit. 
 
    Kyra was determined to take his cock for real. 
 
    “The lecture was fine… I couldn’t stop staring at your bulge though.” She said, winking.  
 
    She had worn a tight black shirt and jean shorts. Her midriff was exposed and her tits were held snugly by the tight black fabric. Every time he glanced her way during the lecture, the man stuttered his words and his face flushed red. 
 
    Since their encounter, Kyra felt a resurgence in her womanhood. She wore revealing clothing—no longer ashamed of her sexuality like before. She embraced it. Each wandering eye on her perky tits or sculpted legs made her slit quiver. Though she was insistent on the professor’s cock being her first. 
 
    “Well, can you blame me? When you show up looking so sexy.” The man said, grinning. 
 
    Kyra whimpered, her eyes trailing to the last few students leaving the classroom.  
 
    “I want you.” She whispered, arching her back and pushing her perky tits out. “I don’t care about the grades. I need your cock.”  
 
    It took everything in her not to jump the man and tear off his clothes. 
 
    The professor laughed, slicking his hair back. “I actually had a proposal in mind.” 
 
    “Go on…” she said, curiously. 
 
    “I know you are probably a bit worried about the upcoming final exam. What if I were to give you an automatic A+. How does that sound?” 
 
    Kyra smirked, raising an eyebrow. “Is my pussy worth an automatic A+? I was just about to give it to you for free.” 
 
    “Well…” the professor continued, his eyes glimmering with dirty lust. “There is a bit more to it. You know Professor Green?” 
 
    Kyra frowned, “The fat old physics professor? What about him?” 
 
    “He can’t stop raving over your tight little body, and I owe him quite a bit, you see. If you want just my cock, we can do that, but if we let me bring him along and get a shot at fucking you, then I’ll throw in an A+ on your final paper.”
Kyra bit her lip. She wanted Professor Bryson’s cock for sure, but Professor Green never caught her eye. The man was short, fat, bald, and always smelt like coffee and body odour. 
Yet for some reason, the thought of the stubby little man fucking her innocent slit made her pussy wet.  
 
    Kyra was a slut, she had just discovered, and what was more slutty than gleefully fucking a dirty old man for some grades? 
 
    The image of his dirty cock fucking her made Kyra more excited than she cared to admit. She glanced up at Professor Bryson, “Deal. Bring him along.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kyra snuck into the English building as the sun went down. As Professor Bryson had promised, a brick was used to prop open the back door. 
 
    It felt strange to be in the building when it was abandoned. Kyra only had time to rush home, shower, and get changed. 
 
    She had elected to put on a sexy pair of red lace bra and panties, throwing on a short skirt and sweater. Her wavy hair was down and her make-up was natural and light. 
 
    Kyra made her way up to the top floor. All was empty besides the light in Professor Bryson’s office. 
 
    She inhaled deeply, ready to lose her innocence once and for all. 
 
    Her footsteps echoed as she approached, hearing light chatter behind his closed door. 
 
    With a surge of confidence, she threw open the door. “Hello, gentlemen.” 
 
    Professor Bryson had changed into a tight white dress shirt and tan pants, standing up next to his desk. In his chair sat Professor Green. 
 
    The man grinned from ear to ear as he looked at her. His teeth were yellow and stained as he leaned forward, his saggy cheeks melting off his face. 
 
    A shiver shot up her spine, but the thought of the smelly man fucking her tight slit for some reason excited her beyond words. 
 
    Kyra glanced at Bryson. “Ready?” She asked, biting her lip. 
 
    “You sure you’re up for it, babe?” He asked. 
 
    Kyra nodded her head, her thin lips pressed into a devious smile. “Yes, more than anything.” 
 
    “Good girl.” He said, nodding his head. 
 
    Green jumped to his feet, only as tall as Bryson’s chest. The man waddled around the desk in his sweater vest and oversized pants. “I can’t believe you were telling the truth. A beautiful slut like this, just falling into your lap.” He huffed. His beady eyes scanned up and down her body. Her sweater was baggy, but from his intense glare, it was like Green could see through to her red lace bra. 
 
    Kyra giggled, “Well believe it.” She swayed her hips, letting the skirt flutter up to her upper thigh. “So… Who wants me first?” 
 
    Green burst into a sprint, his hands straight out, ready to attack her body. 
 
    Kyra yelped as the man ran up to her, his hands gripping her tits overtop her sweater. He was shorter than she was, and his musky odour sent her hormones into a frenzy. She shouldn’t feel attracted to him—but she was. 
 
    His hands dug into her chest. Even her thick sweater was unable to hide his rugged touch.              “O-ohhh.” She moaned, holding onto his shoulders as he groped her. Over his shoulder, Kyra saw Bryson grope his cock, his hands starting to unbuckle his belt. 
 
    Green’s hands slipped under the base of her sweater, grabbing the fabric and pulling it up her slender body. 
 
    A whimper slipped out of Green’s lips as Kyra’s midriff peered out, her slender stomach making his body quiver.  
 
    As the sweater rode up to her tits, his quivering jaw dropped—eyeing her lace bra. “My goodness…” He moaned, holding the sweater up to her collarbone.  
 
    Kyra giggled as she pulled the rest of the sweater off, tossing it off onto the floor. “Like what you see?” 
 
    “It’s everything I imagined…” Green moaned, his hands running up the sides of her waist. The man leaned forward, planting sloppy kisses on her cleavage and the top of her tits—which were held up so tantalizingly by her bra. 
 
    Her hands slipped around his fatty neck as she held him up to her chest. The man inhaled deeply, filling his nose with the scent of her flowery perfume and soft skin. His nails dug into her bare hips as her tongue licked at her tits. 
 
    “Take her bra off before you get your saliva all over it,” Bryson said walking forward. His belt was undone, with his pants slouching. The man was already hard, his familiar bulge pressing up against his pants. 
 
    Green didn’t listen. Instead, the man began to kiss down her chest, his rough lips kissing down her body as the man made out with her stomach. 
 
    Kyra reached over, pulling Bryson in by the arm. The man leaned his head down, his lips locking against hers as they kissed. 
 
    Kyra moaned into his mouth, her mind running wild into a frenzy as Bryson slipped his tongue into her mouth, and Green’s tongue licked at her belly.  
 
    There was no going back, she was going to be used by both of these men. The young, hot Professor Bryson—and the dirty old Professor Green. She wanted them both, equally. 
 
    The fat man kissed down towards the waistband of her skirt, his hands reaching up her skirt and stroking her legs. His fingers curled around her thigh and dug into the flesh below her ass. 
 
    With her arms wrapped around Bryson’s neck, holding his face against hers as they made out wildly, Kyra lifted one leg and draped it over Green’s shoulder as the man knelt in front of her. 
 
    The balding man stuck his head under her skirt, kissing her moist thighs. 
 
    Kyra whimpered, feeling his dry lips inch closer and closer to her pussy. 
 
    Bryson pulled off, chuckling softly as she held herself close to him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, slut. Professor Green knows how to work his tongue.” 
 
    Kyra whimpered, nodding her head letting the pleasure of her throbbing clit surge through her body.  
 
    “Let’s get her down on the floor, Professor. Then we can share her.” Bryson said. 
 
    Green groaned, pulling his head out from under her skirt. “I was so close to her slit, she smells so fresh down there…” 
 
    Kyra took Bryson’s hand as he led her to the middle of the room. The man kicked the chair away as his hands explored her body. 
 
    Kyra whimpered as his rugged fingers slipped under the waistband of her skirt. He pulled the skirt down as the fabric crumpled by her feet. 
 
    Green gasped, his eyes trembling as he admired her ass, with her red panties buried up in her cheeks. 
 
    Kyra leaned up against Bryson’s chest. She could feel his heart pounding like a drum, as the man reached back and grabbed her ass. 
 
    She whimpered as his fingers dug into her plump ass, Kyra’s head tilted up as their lips locked again, their tongues dancing as Bryson groped her perky ass. 
 
    She moaned into his mouth as Green crawled up behind her. The plump man spread her ass cheeks, eager to get a look at her tight, college teen holes. 
 
    Her red pantie string barely covered her panting asshole and pussy. Green held her cheeks spread as she leaned into Bryson, kissing him passionately. 
 
    The idea that she was making out with her hot young professor, with another dirty older professor spreading her ass, was euphoric. Kyra was a slut—there was no denying it.  
 
    Bryson pulled off her face. The man looked down lovingly at her as she stared up at him—her smile wide and eager. 
 
    “How does her ass look?” He asked Professor Green. 
 
    Green whimpered, his fingers digging into her ass. “So tasty. That cute little red thong is barely covering her juicy holes…” 
 
    Kyra arched her back, letting the dirty old professor get a better look. 
 
    Bryson stroked her hair. “Get on all fours, slut.” 
 
    She batted her eyelashes up at him, nodding her head eagerly. “Y-yes… Daddy.” 
 
    She did just as he commanded. She barely even felt the hard tile on her hands and knees. Her entire body was shaking with anticipation as she wiggled her ass towards Green. 
 
    The man began to get undressed, eagerly pulling off his sweater vest and oversized pants.  
 
    Her pussy quivered as the man revealed his overweight, hairy stomach. She couldn’t believe that she was getting so turned on by the fat, ugly man—but here she was. Her pussy was dripping as the man pulled down his pants, revealing his stained boxers. 
 
    Professor Bryson did the same, revealing his more attractive body.  
 
    Before long, both men were down to their boxers. Bryson was chiseled and muscular, and Green was fat and hairy—and yet, both men turned her on equally. 
 
    Their hard cocks pressed up against their boxers. From the looks of it, Bryson seemed to be twice as big as Green, but Kyra was eager to see both cocks. 
 
    Kyra’s trembling hand reached up, groping and grabbing at Bryson’s throbbing hard cock overtop his black boxers. 
 
    “Missed my cock, slut?” He asked, stroking Kyra’s messy hair. 
 
    Kyra bit her lip and arched her back. She nodded her head. “You have no idea…” 
 
    Behind her, Green fished out Kyra’s red panties from between her firm ass, holding the fabric to the side as his hot breath hit her wet holes. 
 
    Her tight asshole was panting with each eager breath she took, and her puffy pussy lips were coated with her wetness. The grool ran down her legs as Green leaned in, his face inches from her holes. 
 
    Kyra couldn’t take it anymore. The girl grabbed Bryson’s waistband and tugged it down with all her might. 
 
    Bryson’s hard cock sprung out like a doorstop. It was hard and throbbing, curving up to the air as the veins pressed up against the shaft. 
 
    Kyra’s mouth watered. His cock looked just as delicious as she remembered, and she couldn’t wait to get another taste. 
 
    Her hand reached up and stroked his cock as Bryson groaned, “Fuck… Just like that. Good slut.” 
 
    His tip was already wet, and his cock throbbing as her soft and trembling hand rode up and down. 
 
    “O-Oh!” Kyra yelped, tossing her head back. 
 
    Behind her, Green’s head nuzzled his face between her ass, his tongue running up and down her pussy to her ass—back to her pussy. His wet tongue was thick and ravenous as he devoured her two tight holes. 
 
    “Fuckkk! Right there!” Kyra moaned. Green held her ass cheeks apart, his fingers digging into her cheeks and holding her panties to the side as he worked his tongue like a magician's wand. 
 
    His tongue stroked up and down, in and out of her panting holes. 
 
    Kyra’s mind erupted with euphoria as her pussy lips gripped his thick tongue. 
 
    Her hand gripped Bryson’s shaft tighter as she grit her teeth. Kyra tossed her head back. Her jaw dropped as she gasped for breath. 
 
    Green’s tongue flicked against her clit, causing Kyra’s toes to curl and her back to spasm. “Oh oh oh, fuck!” She squealed. 
 
    Bryson laughed, “My my, looks like you are treating her well back there, professor.” 
 
    Green didn’t reply. His mouth was too busy devouring Kyra’s innocence. 
 
    A wet river of filth ran down her trembling thigh. Grool and saliva dripped onto the floor as Kyra whimpered, pushing her ass back against his face. 
 
    With her mouth gaping open for breath, Bryson took the chance. The man pulled his cock free from her grasp and shoved his shaft deep inside Kyra’s panting mouth. 
 
    Her lips closed around the base as her eyes widened with shock. 
 
    Bryson held her head still with his muscular hands, keeping Kyra in place as her tongue lashed against his shaft. 
 
    His cock barely fit, a bit of it slipped down her throat as Kyra gagged. 
 
    “Hmmmm… Just as tight and warm as I remember.” Bryson groaned, holding his throbbing manhood inside her mouth. 
 
    Kyra closed her eyes, sucking softly on Bryson’s cock as Green lashed his tongue against her wetness. Her ass and pussy were coated in his saliva as he ate her out like a full-course meal. 
 
    Her mind ran crazy as her clit pulsated waves of pleasure up and down her entire body. 
 
    Her tongue worked Bryson’s shaft—curling around his throbbing manhood and stroking up and down—though she was nothing compared to Green. The fat, stubby professor’s tongue was like a whip, lashing wildly against her holes. She could barely hold onto a single thought, each lash of his tongue sent her mind into a frenzy. 
 
    Bryson’s cock shoved into her mouth was the only thing suppressing her wild moans of euphoria. 
 
    To Kyra’s chagrin, Green pulled his face up from her ass. He was gasping as if he’d just run a marathon, wetness ran down his chin and throat onto the hairy mess on his chest as he licked his lips. 
 
    “F-fucking amazing…” He moaned, still holding her wet cheeks apart. 
 
    “Put your cock in. I bet her pussy is even better than her mouth.” Bryson said, holding her face down against his pelvis. 
 
    “You haven’t fucked her slit yet?” Green asked, rubbing his bulge against her pussy. Her grool got his boxers nice and dirty as his cock begged to be let free. 
 
    “No. She’s a virgin. You can be the one to take that from her.” Bryson pulled Kyra off his cock. His shaft slipped out of her mouth as he held her hair in a fist. “You don’t mind if Professor Green takes your innocence, do you, slut?” 
 
    Kyra moaned, her eyes fluttering as saliva ran down her chin. “N-no sir. P-please, fuck me, Professor Green.” She whimpered. 
 
    All her life, she imagined losing her virginity to a hot, young college boy. Something sensual, soft, and romantic. And yet, here she was. Double teamed by two older professors, with the fat, short, and smelly Professor Green about to take her virginity. 
Her lips curled into a smile. What a slut she had truly become. 
 
    If he could work his cock half as well as his tongue. Then Kyra was in for a world of pleasure. 
 
    Green groaned as he tugged down his boxers. Kyra couldn’t help but glance over her shoulder—eager to see what his cock looked like. 
 
    As his boxers fell to his knees. Kyra’s eyes twinkled. 
 
    Green’s cock looked just as she imagined it. It was short, only a few inches long, with thick black pubes that sprouted halfway up his spotted shaft. 
 
    Even still, Kyra’s mouth watered and her pussy oozed. 
 
    Green’s cock didn’t hold a candle up to Bryson’s—but for some reason, she wanted Green’s cock to take her innocence. 
 
    She spread her knees, arching her back and perking her ass up to Green. Her pussy spread like a flower after the spring rain—ready to be filled. 
 
    Kyra reached up, stroking Bryson’s thick cock as her saliva coated the shaft. The man groaned, gripping her head by the roots as he shoved it back into her wet, eager mouth. 
 
    His huge hands held her head still. Bryson began to thrust, fucking her wet mouth. 
 
    Kyra stuck her tongue out and widened her jaw as much as she could. Bryson did all the work, holding her there as he fucked her mouth. She was nothing that a fucktoy for the older man’s pleasure. 
 
    Behind her, Green slapped his tiny, hard cock against her asscheek. 
 
    His tip pressed against her tight, asshole. Kyra whimpered, fearing that the man was going to take her anal innocence instead—though he was small enough that she was confident she could take it. In fact, a part of her wanted him to fuck her ass instead. 
 
    Instead, Professor Green slipped his cock to the base of her pussy, her lips spreading for his cock. 
 
    With a grunt, Green pushed his cock inside her. His pubes brushed against her slit and ass, sending a tingle up her spine. 
 
    Kyra’s lips gripped the base of his cock, holding it inside her. 
 
    She could feel it throbbing inside her tight, virgin slit. 
 
    Green ran his hands up and down her sweaty back. “Hmmmm so fucking tight. How does it feel slut, losing your virginity to a man like me?” 
 
    Kyra whimpered, unable to answer as Bryson’s cock thrusted in and out of her mouth. Saliva splattered out, coating her face as the man used her like a fleshlight. 
 
    Green began to thrust as well, both cocks fucked her two sopping wet holes. Saliva ran down her chin, as grool ran down her legs. She curled to toes and fingers, her mind buzzed as she pleasured both men at once. 
 
    It felt incredible, both grizzled men were groaning with pure pleasure as they fucked her. She didn’t even need to do anything, her tight holes were doing the job for her. 
 
    As one cock shoved inside her, the other did as well. 
 
    They fucked her like a spitroast, Green’s fingers dug into her waist as his fat, hairy stomach slapped against her ass. 
 
    Though his cock was small, Kyra was tight enough for his shaft to send pure euphoria up her spine. 
 
    Bryson groaned, holding himself deep inside her mouth, her hair wrapped around her fist. 
 
    Kyra closed her lips around the base of his throbbing cock. Saliva filled her cheeks as she sucked long and deep—each suck elicited a groan from his lips. “F-fuck! I’m going to cum!”
Bryson groaned as Kyra’s tongue massaged his shaft. 
 
    She glanced up at the man, winking as she took one last, deep suck. 
 
    With his teeth grit, the man pulled his cock out—but it was too late. 
 
    The tip pointed right at her sweaty, pink face as Bryson’s cock erupted like a volcano. 
 
    Kyra closed her eyes, her mouth open to try and take as much of his load as she could. 
 
    “O-ohhh!” She moaned, as Bryson furiously jerked his shaft. 
 
    The thick, white hot cum coated her like a glazed donut. Kyra licked up all she could as his balls emptied over her face. 
 
    The facial felt amazing, better than any spa, as the filth dripped down her onto the floor by her hands. 
 
    Green kept going, his cock throbbing even harder as Bryson erupted his load all over her innocent face. 
 
    Kyra gasped as she glanced over her shoulder at the stubby man taking her pussy. “C-cum in me, sir. I want to be filled…” She moaned, the filth sticking to her face as her ass slapped against his stomach, 
 
    Green groaned, his cock also about to blow as he admired her ruined face. 
 
    Kyra couldn’t keep the smile off her face, her body was filled with pleasure, each vein surging with euphoria. 
 
    His nails dug into her waist as he began to thrust like a jackhammer 
 
    Kyra tossed her head back, moaning wildly as her ass slammed back against his pelvis, his cock shoving itself inside her sopping pussy. Stray strands of hair stuck to her cum ladened face as Kyra moaned like an animal, her clit about to erupt. “O-oh! F-fill me, daddy! I want your cum!” She squealed.  
 
    Green grit his teeth, leaning over her as his cock held deep inside her. “Fuck, you're so fucking wet. Can’t wait to be bred by me, can you whore?” 
 
    Kyra shook her head wildly, her legs and arms shaking as she could barely hold herself up. “N-no, daddy. Please cum in me.” She begged, cum rolling down her throat onto her tits. 
 
    Green groaned, her pussy lips gripping the base of his cock for dear life. Her pink walls suffocated the cock as it tried to throb freely. 
 
    With a final groan, Green’s cock erupted in cum.  
 
    Kyra’s jaw dropped as her pussy and spine spasmed, feeling the hot cum fill her slit. 
 
    Green fell back, his cock unplugging her pussy. 
 
    Grool and cum oozed down her moist thigh as Kyra panted, each breath causing more filth to push out of her tired slit. 
 
    She reached back between her legs, feeling the river of filth oozing out. Her smile was wider than ever before as she pulled her hand up to her face. Cum and grool lathered her fingers like webbing as she sucked them softly. 
 
    Green’s cum tasted dirtier than Bryson’s. Though to her, it still was intoxicating. 
 
    “Th-thank you, sirs…” She moaned, rising to her knees. Cum ran down her entire body. Her innocent slit panting and ruined with wetness as her once innocent body was coated in all manners of filth. 
 
    Bryson smirked, admiring the work that was done on her. “Our pleasure. Perhaps if you take our classes next semester, we can work out another deal like this?” His cock twitched back to life as Kyra messaged her tits. 
 
    “Of course!” She said cheerily. Glancing over Green was sitting back, his eyes fixated on her round and bubbly ass. 
 
    “Even if I don’t take your class again, I think I’ll visit anyway.” Her eyes fell on Green’s tiny cock. Wetness coated his forest of pubes as cum and grool stained the shaft.  
 
    Her mouth began to water again, eager to be filled by him all summer long. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ______________________________________________ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Story 5: The Billionaire and His Friends 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Courtney laid back in her bed, wearing just her silky white panties. Her hand rode up and down her moist crotch as her other hand scrolled through her phone. She bit her lips as she read Justin’s text. 
 
    ‘My cock can’t wait to see you again, baby.’  
 
    She whimpered. It had been so long since she had a chance to see the older, grizzled millionaire. 
 
    Courtney and Justin had a rather unconventional relationship. The man was in his late 30s, while she had just turned 21.  
 
    When he first came up to her in the coffee shop asking for her number, Courtney thought he was way too old for her, but despite his age, the man had a young and vibrant soul. 
 
    They had quite a few things in common. For starters, neither of them were interested in a traditional relationship. Courtney was still looking to graduate college, and Justin was looking to build his business empire. 
 
    Secondly, the two were wildly attracted to one another. 
 
    Courtney was a fiery, young brunette who loved the outdoors and cheerleading—while Justin was a CEO. Tall, rich, and handsome to boot. A true alpha in every sense of the word. 
 
    When their eyes met across the coffee shop—sparks flew immediately. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry baby. My pussy will be ready for your cock, like always.’ 
 
    Courtney replied back to him, her white panties growing slick with wetness as she ran her trembling fingers up and down her slit. 
 
    The grizzled man replied with a selfie of this thick, hard cock resting back against his abs. 
 
    Courtney’s heart fluttered as her lip trembled. She loved his cock. 
 
    It was bigger than anything she had ever experienced before, but every time they hooked up—he would make sure she was nice and soaking wet, so his size was never an issue. 
 
    Courtney’s button-pink nipples were hard as diamonds as she whimpered, laying on her bed salivating at the picture of his manhood. 
 
    ‘Good girl, next time we meet, I have a little surprise for you.’ 
 
    His text read, making her shiver. 
 
    ‘Ohh, a surprise? Can I get a hint?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll have to wait and see. I’ll be free tomorrow for you to stop by.’ 
 
    Her feet kicked at the mattress like a giddy schoolgirl—she was desperate to be filled by him once again. It had almost been an entire month since their last hook-up considering Justin was always so busy with his businesses. Her phone lit up once again. 
 
    ‘One more question… How many men have you been with at one time?’ 
 
    Courtney’s lips pursed into a line. She was usually a rather shy girl when it came to her past—but at this point, she was so horny that she would tell him anything he wanted. 
 
    ‘I’ve been with two men at once. Is that too slutty?’ 
 
    ‘Haha, not at all.’ 
 
    Courtney breathed a sigh of relief. She knew that Justin had a long and extensive sexual history, but he was nearly twice her age. In truth, Courtney was rather naughty for her 21 years. 
 
    ‘How many cocks do you think you could handle at once’ The man asked again. 
 
    ‘Hmmm.’ She pondered the question. ‘Two was hard enough, I’m not sure I’d be able to take on any more, though I wouldn’t mind trying haha.’  
 
    Courtney was so wet and eager from their naughty texts, that at the moment she did think she could handle a whole army of men—though her tight, pink pussy might say otherwise. 
 
    ‘I bet you could handle a few more. That slit of yours is impressive.  One more thing, unfortunately, I had to push back a rather urgent meeting to tomorrow evening, so a few business colleagues may have to stop by shortly during our date. Don’t worry, they’ll be gone quick.’ 
 
    Courtney’s mouth fell into a frown as she read the text. It had been so long, she wanted him all for herself. Though, he was a busy man—she was lucky enough that he made time for her at all. 
 
    ‘No worries! Pinky promise that it’ll be quick though.’ 
 
    ‘Pinky promise. Look out for my text tomorrow. I’ll let you know when I am ready. Goodnight.’ 
 
    Courtney put the phone by her pillow as her heart fluttered, her fingers slipped down past the waistband of her moist white panties and her autumn eyes fluttered closed. 
 
    She couldn’t wait to see him again. Despite them not being a couple, Courtney had turned down hosts of college boys—she already knew that none of them could hold a candle to Justin. 
 
      
 
    *************** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As soon as his text lit up her phone, Courtney dashed back home from the library to get changed. She had tried to get some studying done, but the day was anything but productive. All of her attention was on her phone, waiting anxiously for his text. 
 
    Finally, it arrived.  
 
    ‘I’m ready babe. Come over.’ 
 
    Courtney quickly hopped in the shower and threw on a sexy black dress—one that Justin had bought her the last time they met. Underneath, she made sure to have on her sluttiest black panties. 
 
    Her make-up was light and natural, and her brown hair fell in intricate curls down her back. 
 
    Throwing on a brown fur coat, she was out. 
 
    Courtney had the route to Justin’s apartment memorized. She spun the corner, her brown fur coat fluttering behind her with each step as the wind blew in her hair. 
 
    She could barely contain her excitement. What the older, rich man saw in her—she had no idea, but she had fallen head over heels for him. 
 
    Courtney opened the doors of the apartment building—where Justin owned the penthouse. 
 
    She gave a polite nod to the doorman, who was well accustomed to her by now. “Good evening, Ms Gellar.” The doorman said, glancing up from his desk. 
 
    “Evening, Joe!” She replied. 
 
    “Mr Fielding is expecting you.” He said, pinging down the elevator. 
 
    Courtney thanked him as she stepped in, pressing the button to the penthouse.  
 
    The elevator doors closed. Courtney inspected herself in the mirror as the elevator rode up to the very top floor. 
 
    The black dress hugged her body tight, leaving no curve to the imagination. Her tits were pressed together, and the skirt rode up just above her knee. The fabric was soft as silk, and she could feel the black panties underneath press up against her moist pussy. Just the idea of being fucked by him made my body shiver and her clit throb. 
 
    The elevator pung as the doors opened to the penthouse. Huge floor-to-ceiling windows replaced the walls. She stepped into the dimly lit apartment, glancing around for Justin. 
 
    The man was nowhere to be found. Courtney slipped the fur coat off her shoulders, folding it nicely as she placed it on the couch.  
 
    She tugged at her pencil dress, walking up to the window. It was an amazing view of the entire city. Courtney shivered, imagining back when she had her hands pressed up against the glass—with Justing taking her from behind. 
 
    “Ahhh, there you are.” Justin’s voice rang out. 
 
    Courtney spun on her heels, her heart fluttering. “Why hello, sir. I was beginning to think you forgot about me.” She said, her hands behind her back as she pressed out her chest. 
 
    Justin leaned against his bedroom door frame. The man was wearing a tight black shirt and grey sweatpants. His bulge was already pushing out against the fabric, making Courtney bite her lip. 
 
    “Forget about you? I could never.” He said, walking into the living room. His fingers ran through his messy black hair, his abs peering out underneath the black shirt. “Is that the dress I bought you?” 
 
    Courtney nodded her head, giving a cheeky little spin. 
 
    He eyed her hungrily, a glimmer of lust sparkling in his dark brown pupils. “Amazing…” 
 
    The man towered over her, his hand slipping to the small of her back as she pressed her hands up against his chest. 
 
    The man leaned down, his lips locking around her’s as their bodies pressed together. 
 
    Courtney’s mind swirled as his tongue slipped into her mouth. A soft whimpered passed her lips as they made-out, her hands running up and down his chest, as his grizzled hand grabbed her ass. 
 
    The soft fabric of the dress did little to hide his rugged, manly touch. Her entire body quivered and her clit throbbed. She needed his cock, now. 
 
    The kiss broke as Courtney’s eyes fluttered open, her mind still racing as his oaky cologne drifted into her nose. 
 
    Justin grinned, his cheekbones lifting as his hands explored her body. His touch made her whimper.  
 
    “Fuck… I missed you.” He whispered, planting a kiss on her forehead. 
 
    The girl slipped down to her knees, her face inches from his pelvis as she grinned naughtily up at him. “I’ve been waiting for your cock for so long.” 
 
    Gently, she tugged down his sweatpants, revealing his thick, meaty shaft. It was semi-hard, but as soon as Courtney grabbed the shaft—she could feel it growing in her grip. 
 
    “Fuckkk. I love your cock, sir.” She whimpered, her hand stroking up and down.  
 
    “My, my. Little slut couldn’t wait, could she?” Justin grinned. 
 
    Courtney giggled as she shook her head, her ass digging into her heels as her mouth watered. “Not at all. I need you now.” 
 
    Before she could wrap her lips around his thick, throbbing manhood, Justin’s phone buzzed. She reached into the pocket of the crumpled sweatpants and gave him the phone. 
 
    Courtney’s knees shook. She couldn’t take it anymore. “Take me… Right now, I need you.” 
 
    “Soon my dear. Don’t worry.” Justin said, stroking her pink cheek. 
 
    Courtney nodded her head, stray strands of curly brown hair falling in front of her face. 
 
    The man stared at the screen. “My business associates are here…” His voice dropped, “I’ll be sure to get them out as quickly as possible. I can hardly wait to destroy that tight little body of yours.”  
 
    Courtney whimpered, she could hardly wait either. Her slit was panting, and grool soaked her lips as she squeezed her thighs together.  
 
    She stumbled to her feet, tugging down her dress and Justin pulled up his pants. 
 
    Justin walked towards the kitchen, filling some glasses with water. 
 
    Before long, the elevator pinged, and the doors opened. 
 
    Out stepped two men, one was short and bald, the other was taller and lanky. The men wore matching black suit’s, each carrying their own briefcase. 
 
    The short man’s buggy eyes met Courtney’s. 
“Why hello there…” He said, a dirty grin crossing his lips. “Justin, you never introduced us to this pretty little doll of yours.” 
 
    “Lay off, George. Let’s make this quick.” Justin replied, placing the glasses of water on the dining room table and turning on the large overhead lights.  
 
    The tall man smirked. His stubby facial hair looked like blonde pubes glued onto his face, and his matching hair was a shaggy mess. “Why the rush, Justin? Getting sick and tired of us?” 
 
    Justin scoffed, it was clear that these business colleagues weren’t friends of his. A shiver shot up and down Courtney’s spine as the two men eyed her like candy. Her tight dress was revealing, and the men weren’t shy about their gawking. 
 
    “I’ll just be in the other room.” Courtney said, making her way to the bedroom. 
 
    “Nonsense. Stay here. A pretty little thing like you might make this negotiation a bit more interesting.” The short man, George, said. 
 
    Justin shook his head and said something under his breath, but said nothing. 
 
    Courtney pursed her lips together but stayed. Her arms crossed in front of her as she leaned back on the glass.  
 
    The men could barely keep their eyes off her as they sat down at the table. George licked his lips as his eyes admired her legs. 
 
     Courtney shivered, but for some reason—being gawked over by the two men made her pussy quiver.  
 
    She always loved the attention of older men, going as far as to flirt with professors whenever she had the chance. Though these two weren’t her type, she loved being lusted over. 
 
    “George, David… Go ahead and sign the new contract. Let’s not draw this out any longer.” Justin said, coldly. The man grabbed a binder from off the counter and slid it across the table to the two men. 
 
    They slowly flipped through the papers. Not a word was spoken, and the tension in the air could be cut with a knife. 
 
    Courtney found herself holding in a worried breath. She had no idea what this business deal was about, though she felt as nervous as Justin must have. 
 
    “Hmmm, not too bad. This is much better than the last deal you send us. Give us a moment to mill it over.” David, the thin taller man said. 
 
    Justin nodded his head, walking towards Courtney. He took her by the hand and led her to the master bedroom. 
 
    “What is this all about?” Courtney whispered as the door closed behind them. 
 
    Justin rubbed his forehead. “Just a stupid pain in my side. I need their company to export my product to Europe, and they know I don’t have any other feasible option.” 
 
    The man sat on the edge of his massive bed, the moonlight illuminated the bedroom as Courtney took the seat next to him. Her hand stroked his thigh as she rested her head on his shoulder. 
“I wish there was a way I could help. When they leave, I’ll make sure to take care of you.” She said with a playful giggle. 
 
    Justin laughed, “I know you will.” 
 
    He tilted her head up, locking lips with her once again. She wrapped her arms around his neck as her mind once again burst with excitement. Her heart pounded as their tongues danced.  
 
    Her leg draped over his lap, she could feel his hard bulge pressing up against her calf as her fingers played with his hair. 
 
    Justin grabbed her waist, pulling her square on his lap. 
 
    His bulge pressed up against his pussy as she straddled his lap. Her dress rode up to her waist as their tongues continued to wrestle. Saliva dribbled out as their kissing turned wild and animalistic. They needed each other badly. 
 
    His fingers gripped her waist as she began to grind on his lap, feeling the grool moisten her silk panties. 
 
    Her wetness spilled out onto the crotch of his grey sweatpants—Justin’s boner pressed up against it like a hitched tent, pressing against her slit. Courtney could barely contain her soft whimpers. Though with the men outside, she’d need to keep it down. 
 
    Speaking of the men outside, a knock on the bedroom door echoed in the air—breaking their hot and steamy session. “Justin, we are ready to talk.” George’s voice called out. 
 
    Both of them jerked their heads toward the door. Justin cursed under his breath as she rolled off his lap. A wet spot on his bulge marked evidence of their fun. 
 
    Though the man didn’t seem to care much, he stood to his feet and adjusted his pants, hiding his boner up against his waistband. 
 
    Courtney’s dress was up around her waist as she leaned back onto the bed, her panties buried inside her wet slit. “Hurry up.” She said, spreading her knees as she laid back. 
 
    Justin gave her a nod and took one last glance at her tight pussy as he opened the door, just enough to sneak out and slam it closed behind him. 
 
    She lay there, stroking her hand up and down her slit as she eagerly awaited the man. They couldn’t have been outside for more than a few minutes, but it felt like hours. She had already waited so long to see him, she couldn’t wait any longer. 
 
    Courtney sat up on the edge of the bed, her hand reaching behind her as she unzipped her dress. The fabric slouched off her shoulders as she wiggled them down. 
 
    Her perky, round tits bounced free as the dress fell to the bed. If she got naked now, they would spend less time with all the unnecessary foreplay, and get right into fucking. 
 
    She stood, letting the dress fall to her feet as she kicked it away. 
 
    All she had on were black panties, which were buried between her ass and pussy. Her trembling thighs were already wet, and her nipples were hard and pointy on her perky tits. 
 
    She laid back on the huge cushy bed as her brown hair fanned out on the sheets. Her eyes drifted close as Courtney slipped her fingers down underneath her panties.  
 
    As soon as her fingers brushed past her exposed wet clit, she whimpered, her back arching on the bed. “Ohh fuck… Justin… Fuck me…” She moaned as her fingers rubbed against her exposed clit. 
 
    The door opened before much longer. Courtney lifted her head as Justin slipped in. “There you are…” she said, her lips curling into a dirty smile. “Sorry, I couldn’t wait any longer.” She giggled, her hand still down her panties. 
 
    Justin smiled, leaning back against the door. “I’m sorry my dear, but the negotiations are just about done… Though, those men have one more request…” He said somberly. 
 
    Courtney raised an eyebrow, “Yes?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    She was taken aback. “M-me? What about me?” 
 
    “They want you,” the man spoke bluntly, his eyes fixated on her naked tits.  
 
    “They said they want to fuck me…?” Her heart raced like a horse. She couldn’t believe it. The men couldn’t keep their eyes off her, but to put the entire success of this deal on something as trivial as fucking her seemed like an impossibility. 
 
    “Well, not exactly.” Justin said, scratching his head, “They are on the fence with the deal I offered, though I think if I offer them your slit, they will take it. It would be a huge win for me, though I understand that you—” 
 
    “I’ll do it.” She said, with all the confidence in the world. 
 
    “Wh-what? Really?” Now Justin was the one who was tripping over his words. 
 
    She nodded her head. Perhaps it was the fact that she was already so aroused, or the fact that this was her chance to re-pay Justin for his generosity, or just because she was a little slut—but something inside Courtney was actually excited to do it. “I’ll let them fuck me if it means they’ll finally leave.” 
 
    While her true goal was Justin’s cock—perhaps George and David could offer a nice little warm-up. By the way they were looking at her, they wouldn’t last very long anyway. 
 
    Justin drew his lips into a line. While she was eager to do it—it seemed like he was reluctant to share his little fucktoy. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll get them.” 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded, trying to hide her eagerness.  
 
    Justin opened the door, leaving it just cracked enough for her to be able to peer out and see the men sitting at the table—though the bedroom was so dim that they were unlikely to be able to see her back. 
 
    Courtney watched with trembling eyes as Justin made his proposal. Almost immediately, the men scoffed at him, waving their hands and shaking their heads. It was clear that they didn’t believe him. 
 
    She rose to her feet, her knees rattling with eager anticipation as she walked to the door, pushing it open. 
 
    Courtney leaned against the doorframe. Her round tits were still perky with nipples hard enough to cut glass—and her soaking wet panties did little to hide her slit, as her puffy lips peered out of the edges. 
 
    “Is my pussy not worth Justin’s deal?” She asked with pouty lips. “I thought you two wanted me?” 
 
    George’s jaw dropped, and he turned to David, whose eyes were fixated on her tits. 
 
    “My God… He wasn’t tricking us…?” 
 
    She shook her head, her lips curling into a smile. “Come into the bedroom and find out yourself.” 
 
    George knocked the chair over as he sprinted, nearly shouldering Justin onto the floor. 
 
    Courtney laughed as the man grabbed her by the hand, pulling her inside. 
 
    She fell on the bed and immediately George was on her. The man had his face buried between her thighs, and his hands wrapped around her legs. 
 
    “O-ohhh fuck!” Courtney moaned, one hand on the back of his bald head as she pushed him down. 
 
    Even over her panties, his kissing and licking made her squirm. 
 
    George fished out the panties from her slit, holding them to the side as his tongue lashed against her bare, puffy slit. 
 
    She whimpered. Her mind was buzzing with pleasure as the short, bald man worked his tongue like a wizard wielding his wand. 
 
    “Holy shit!” She cried out as his tongue circled her clit. “Fuck!”  
 
    Her thighs clamped around the man’s head like a vise grip as she pushed him down, holding his face against her slit. 
 
    Justin and David stood in the doorway—Courtney’s eyes could barely focus on them as the waves of euphoria crashed against her like waves hitting a cliff side. 
 
    David still seemed reluctant, unsure if what he was seeing was real.  
 
    She lifted her hand, waving him over as she blew the tall, lanky man a kiss. 
 
    Her hand grabbed her tit, giving it a tender squeeze. That seemed to do it.  
 
    David ran forward, his cock already bulging in his suit pants as he crawled onto the bed beside her. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around David’s head, pulling the man’s face down onto her chest. He latched onto her nipple like a starving babe. 
 
    “O-ohhh! Right there, baby…” Courtney whimpered. 
 
    David lashed his tongue on her hard nipple as his hands grabbed at the other tit. The man dug his fingers into her soft breast as the scent of his strong cologne filled her head. 
 
    Both men lashed their tongues against her—George down against her slit, and David against her nipple. Courtney’s mind was racing as the pleasure caused her to squirm. 
 
    She didn’t even notice Justin crawling onto the other side of the bed. The man had his thick, hard cock out already.  
 
    “C-couldn’t wait, could you?” She giggled, her hands playing with David’s hair as his saliva dripped onto her chest. 
 
    His cock looked even better than she remembered. The shaft was covered in throbbing veins and his tip was already wet with precum. 
 
    Just shook his head, slapping his cock against her cheek. “No. Now suck me off.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Courtney opened her mouth, her tongue draping out as her thighs clamped around George’s head. She had no idea how the man could breathe, being smothered into her pussy, but his tongue was lashing against her wet pussy like a whip, causing Courtney’s back to spasm with each lash. 
 
    Justin stroked her hair, guiding his cock inside her mouth. 
 
    Courtney moaned as her lips locked around the man’s throbbing shaft. He pushed forward, causing his cock to slide deeper inside her wet mouth.  
 
    “Ohhhh fuck, take it, slut.” Justin sneered, his fingers running through Courtney’s wavy brown hair—which was now dirty with sweat. 
 
    She gagged as the cock hit the back of her throat, her tongue lashed against his throbbing shaft as she sucked on it like a popsicle. The pleasure that George and David were giving her made her whimper, filling her mind with horny euphoria. The salty cock tasted like candy as Justin began to thrust his pelvis, fucking her petite mouth. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck, good little slut. Missed my cock, have you?” Justin asked, his cock thrusting in and out of her mouth. 
 
    Courtney moaned with pleasure as saliva ran out of the corner of her lips. The saliva ran like a river down her throat, towards David who was still latched onto her nipple.  
 
    Though the man didn’t seem to mind. His free hand was pinching Courtney’s other nipple, filling her mind with a mix of pain and pleasure. 
 
    Her breath was short and her head was buzzing as the cock fucked her mouth. She could barely focus on a single thought, but knowing that she was pleasuring three men at once was exhilarating. 
 
    George lifted his head, gasping for air as she spread her legs. Saliva and grool fell like filthy rain down his chin as he eagerly licked his lips. 
 
    “Holy fuck… She tastes so good. That pussy is amazing.” He held her knees spread as her wet pussy bloomed like a flower. 
 
    Courtney glanced down at the man, who was hungrily eyeing her slit. Justin’s cock pressed against the inside of her cheek as she massaged his balls. 
 
    George slipped his jacket off his shoulders as he began to pull out his cock. 
 
    Courtney whimpered as Justin pulled his cock out of her mouth. She panted for air as saliva dripped off her quivering lip. 
 
    “Ohh fuck. Pull out your cock and fuck me.” She whimpered, her hand stroking Justin’s filthy cock as he slapped it against her cheek. 
 
    George pulled his pants down just enough to pull out his cock. It was nowhere near as big or girthy as Justin’s, but she was so wet and horny that just the thought of his little cock inside her made her whimper. 
 
    David rose off her chest, and a string of saliva connected his lip to her nipple. Courtney was covered in filth. All three men touched and grabbed her delicate, college girl body.  
 
    “Fuck me, I want all of you…” she moaned. 
 
    David saw the other men had their cocks out already, and the initial shyness seemed to have dissipated from his head as his cock begged to break free. 
 
    He pulled his pants down, freeing his manhood. 
 
    David’s cock was just a bit bigger than George’s, and a mess of hairy pubes covered the base of the shaft. “Fuck… I can’t wait to coat those pretty little tits of yours in my cream.” He groaned, slapping his cock against her tits. 
 
    Courtney moaned, feeling his hard manhood hit her nipple.  
 
    “It’s her pussy for me.” George moaned, stroking his cock as he positioned himself between her spread legs. “Those puffy little lips taste so good. I know my cock is going to love fucking them.” 
 
    Justin smiled. Though the other two seemed to be enjoying her, he knew that Courtney belonged to him. She was his little slut. 
 
    Justin slapped his cock against her wet face. Courtney opened her mouth and moaned as he slapped his shaft against her tongue. 
 
    David crawled over her, planting his knees on either side of her body as he hovered over her. The man gently sat on her stomach, putting most of his weight on his knees as he stroked his cock up and down her cleavage. 
 
    Courtney whimpered, squeezing her soft tits around his cock, letting the man titty-fuck her. The saliva ran down her chin, coating David’s cock as he groaned. 
 
    Behind David, George ran his cock up and down her slit. Courtney moaned as her puffy lips gripped the man’s tip—trying to pull it inside her sopping wet pussy. 
 
    Her fingers dug into her tits as David fucked her pillowy soft tits, groaning as the saliva covered his cock. 
 
    Justin shoved his cock into her mouth, pushing it against her cheek as he grabbed her face, tilting it to the side as he shoved his cock all the way inside.  
 
    Courtney whimpered, her toes curled as Justin shoved his cock all the way into her mouth. Her jaw unhinged as her nose pressed against his pelvis. The taste of his salty shaft sent shivers up and down her spine as the sensation of pleasuring all three cocks was too much. 
 
    George moaned, his fingers digging into her thighs as he pressed forward, shoving his cock inside her slit. “Ohhh fuck!” The man cried out, “So fucking tight!” 
 
    Courtney whimpered, unable to moan with pleasure as her pink slit gripped the man’s cock like a glove. 
 
    David kept thrusting. Her saliva coated chest made his cock slide easily between her tits. “Fuck! I’m going to cum!” The man grimaced. 
 
    Courtney opened her light brown eye as she sucked on Justin’s cock. 
 
    David’s body went rigid as his cock tried desperately to throb out from between her pillowy tits. 
 
    “F-fuck!”  
 
    With that cry, David’s cock erupted in thick, hot cum all over her chest. Courtney moaned as thick ropes shot up her body, even going as far as to land on her face.  
 
    The cum mixed with the sweat and saliva on her perfectly pale skin, covering her like a glazed donut. 
 
    David moaned, rolling off her onto the filth sheets as the cum lathered her chest. 
 
    “Fuck, she looks even cuter now.” George moaned. 
 
    The man held her ankles up in the air as he thrusted her slit like a jackhammer. The bed rattled beneath them as his pelvis slammed against her. 
 
    Justin laughed, once again pulling his cock out of her mouth. Saliva dripped off the shaft like dirty rain all over her face as he slapped the shaft against her forehead. 
 
    “Hurry up and cum. I want her pussy.” Justin sneered at George. The stubby little man was in too much of a euphoric high to hear him, but from how much his cock was throbbing inside her—he wasn’t going to last long. 
 
    The cum stained her chest as her tits bounced, David ramming her like a truck as his cock fucked her. “Oh oh oh oh!” She moaned, biting her lip. Despite his smaller size, she was so horny that her mind was swirling like a typhoon. “Cum in me, fuck!” 
 
    George moaned, holding his manhood inside her as her puffy lips gripped the base of his shaft. “So… Fucking tight!” The man grit his teeth as his cock twitched wildly inside her soft pinkness. 
 
    Courtney giggled, her hand grabbing her cum coated tits. “Th-thank you, sir.”
With a final groan, George’s cock erupted like a volcano inside her slit. Her jaw dropped as her back arched on the sweaty sheets. “Ohhhh fuck! Yesssss!” She moaned. 
 
    George’s cock throbbed as he dug his stubby fingers into her thighs, and her toes curled as his seed emptied inside her. 
 
    Courtney’s clit throbbed as George pulled out, nearly falling off the bed as his filthy cock dripped with cum and grool.  
 
    “Holy shit… Amazing…” He moaned, his eyes fixated on her slit, dripping with filth. 
 
    Justin crawled to the foot of the bed, shoving George to the side as he knelt down between her thighs.  
 
    Courtney was panting like a dog in heat, spreading her legs as a smile fixed on her face. “Now your turn, Daddy.” She moaned. 
 
    George did a good job getting her started, but now she needed her alpha. 
 
    Both business men sat on the side of the bed, their cocks still hard as they watched Justin lay on top of her. His palms pressed beside her face as Courtney wrapped her legs around his waist. Her ankles locked behind his back. “Fuck me, please.” She whimpered. 
 
    She was so horny that she was begging like a dog. Her clit pulsated with pleasure and her mind was feral for him. 
 
    Justin smiled down at her, his black shirt stained with sweat as his tip pressed against her slit. “Take my cock, slut.”  
 
    He spat on her face. Courtney whimpered, her eyes rolling back as the hot spit hit her cheek. “Y-yessss. Yes sir, please fuck my tight slit.” 
 
    Justin groaned as he pressed his pelvis down, his shaft spreading her lips as his cock dug inside her. 
 
    “Ohhhhh! FUCK!” Courtney cried out, her nails digging into his back as he filled her. The wetness in her slit helped her take the huge size of the man’s cock, but the pressure was still there. Her clit was about to erupt as her lips gripped his cock. 
 
    Before long he was all the way in. Both of them were short of breath as she held herself close to him. “Ohhhh fuck… You feel so fucking good.” She moaned. 
 
    “You’re so tight, my perfect little slut.” 
 
    Justin began to thrust his hips, slamming his cock in and out of her wet pussy as she cried out. “OH YES! FUCK YES!” Her eyes rolled back as the waves of pleasure completely engulfed her. 
 
    Both of them were already so close to cumming, that it didn’t take long for Justin’s furious thrusting to slow. The walls of her pussy held the throbbing cock snug—she could feel each vein pulsating as the moist, hot air in the room barely filled their lungs. Her lungs took in more dirty aroma than oxygen, causing Courtney’s mind to fall into a lavender haze of pleasure. “Ohhh… Cum in me, please daddy.”  
 
    She had already taken George’s cum, but she needed more. 
 
    Justin kept thrusting as Courtney wrapped her arms around his neck. Grool, spit, and cum splattered out of her slit as his cock ravaged her. “OHHH FUCK!” she cried out. Her toes curled and her body spasmed with pleasure. She panted and moaned like a dog in heat, her mind was a blank slate of pure ecstasy as his cock turned her into a cock hungry animal. 
 
    “FUCKKKKKK!” 
 
    Justin groaned, his cock throbbing as he thrusted. Each thrust seemed to shove deeper than the last, causing her pussy to erupt with pleasure. 
 
    “So fucking tight. Your pussy belongs to me, doesn’t it?” He sneered, spitting on her face once again.  
 
    Courtney could barely speak as her mind swirled and her breath panted. “Y-yes…d-daddyyyyy…” 
 
    “Good slut. Now take my cum.” He groaned, holding himself all the way inside her. His cock throbbed against her pussy as her lips gripped his moist base. 
 
    With a final groan, his cock erupted like a volcano inside her, causing Courtney to lurch and whimper. “Ohhhh yesssss. Th-thank youuuuuu” 
 
    The hot, sticky seed filled the crevasse of her slit, oozing out past her lips as the man held himself inside her—emptying his balls. 
 
    Her tight pussy couldn’t take all of it, as it dribbled out down to her asshole. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck. Amazing.” Justin moaned, rolling off her. As his cock slipped out, her pussy unplugged, letting the build-up of cum and filth fall out like a waterfall.  
 
    With each deep breath Courtney took, more filth spilled out of her slit.  
 
    She spread her arms and legs as her swirling mind fell back to earth. Her body was coated head to toe with all manners of filth, and she couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. “That was… Incredible…” she breathed. 
 
    All four of them were breathing deeply, their eyes fixated on her naked, dirty body, and their cocks still hard. 
 
    “Well, I think she was just what we needed to settle our deal, Justin.” George said with a dirty smile. 
 
    “I’m glad you agree,” Justin replied. His gaze fell on Courtney, who was still trying to get off her euphoric high. “Thank you for your help, baby.” 
 
    She whimpered, “It was truly my pleasure.” Her hands ran up and down her filthy, sticky body. She was a true slut now, and she loved it. “Perhaps, if you ever need help sealing any more deals, I could help again.”  
 
    Justin laughed. “I’m sure you will.”  
 
    “Well, we’d be more than happy to keep working with you, if it meant more goes at your little slut here,” David said, reaching over to play with her tit. 
 
    “I think we can work something out. What do you think, baby?” Justin said. 
 
    Courtney laughed, grabbing David’s dirty cock. Her hands wrapped around the hard, filthy shaft as she stroked it gently. “I’d love that…” 
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 Story 6: Seducing Her Older Boss 
 
      
 
      
 
    Pauline grunted as her golf ball rolled a few feet off the tee.  
 
    “Well, at least you hit the ball this time,” her boss, Mr Rodrick, laughed. 
 
    Pink blush filled Pauline’s cheeks as she stormed towards the ball. She reached down the bottom of her white mini-skirt rode up her olive thigh as she grabbed the ball. “I get a redo! That one doesn’t count.: 
 
    Mr Rodrick chuckled softly as the man let her retry her failure of a tee-off. 
 
    This was Pauline’s first time golfing. She now wished that she had spent a few hours at the driving range first. 
 
    Her tongue poked out past her pink lips as she lined up her drive, her feet apart like Mr Rodrick showed her as she reeled back. 
 
    With a huff, she swung as hard as she could, spinning her hips as the frill of her skirt fluttered up. 
 
    She missed the ball completely. 
 
    Defeated, she hunched over. “This is the worst. We should have gone to dinner instead.” 
 
    “Well, being the employee of the month, you could have chosen your prize,” Mr Rodrick said, walking up to her. “Don’t know why you insisted on golfing…” 
 
    A breeze flew through her black ponytail as Pauline huffed. “I know you like golf…” 
 
    The older man bellowed a laugh. “My dear, this prize was for you, not for me. Tell you what, I’ll take you to a fancy dinner when we get back into the city tomorrow.” 
 
    Pauline’s lips curled into a smile. “Really? I feel bad.” 
 
    “Nonsense. You are the best executive assistant that I could ask for.” 
 
    Pauline nodded her head. She loved working for Mr Rodrick. The man was almost three times her age—but at their consulting firm; he was her best friend. Perhaps it was because she was his personal assistant, but she always looked forward to seeing him every day, and when he went on vacation with his family—Pauline was more bored than ever. 
 
    “Well, dinner tomorrow sounds great, but I still want to get better at golf.” 
 
    “Can’t get much worse…” Mr Rodrick said under his breath. 
 
    Pauline chose to ignore the comment as she squared her feet and lined up to the ball once again.               
 
    “Your stance needs work.” Mr Rodick said, putting himself behind her. 
 
    The grizzled man held onto her waist, his rough skin passing through the fabric of her white V-neck. 
 
    He pulled her ass out against his pelvis as her back arched. 
 
    The blush on Pauline’s face intensified. Her hands gripped the golf club as she felt Mr Rodrick leaning down over her. 
 
    “You have to keep your back arched, just like this,” the man said.  
 
    His breath hit the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine. “O-okay…” 
 
    The man reached around her, spooning her as he clamped his hands over hers.  
 
    “Alright, now stay loose and twist your hips.” 
 
    She did as he said. Mr Rodrick guided her down as the club swung, making perfect contact with the golf ball as a satisfying ping rung into the air.
“Woah! Look at that!” Pauline said with a wide grin. 
 
    She spun on her heel, giving Mr Rodrick a big hug. He was a bigger man, so her hands didn’t go all around his back as she leaned on his chest. 
 
    The man laughed, patting her back and running her hand up and down her shirt. 
“Well done, you’ll be a pro in no time.” 
 
    She glanced up at him with a sparkle in her dark brown eyes. Their hug lingered for a second before the man cleared his throat, pulling himself back. “Let’s go get your ball. You might even hit par on this round.” 
 
    Pauline nodded her head, brushing the stray black strands of hair behind her ear. 
 
    Her eyes fell on his cargo pants. The man had a bulge in his pants, tenting up against the crotch. 
 
    Her breath caught in her lungs as she quickly averted her eyes. “S-sure, let’s go find it.” 
 
    She walked down the path, feeling Mr Rodrick glaring straight at her ass. Ever since she got the job as his assistant, the man could never keep his eyes off her. A part of her actually enjoyed it. She wore shorter skirts and stockings and often dropped a pen in order to bend down and tease her underside. 
 
    Pauline loved being a tease, though she knew it was wrong. She was 21, and Mr Rodrick was in his 50s with a family. The man wasn’t particularly handsome, but just being a rich CEO and her boss was enough to make her giddy. 
 
    Shaking the naughty thoughts from her head, Pauline caught a glimpse of her ball. 
 
    “There it is!” She said, making her way to the golf ball nuzzled into the tall grass. 
 
    “Hmm in that grass, it’ll be tough to land a solid hit.” Mr Rodrick replied, walking over to her with his club resting on his shoulder. 
 
    Pauline turned to him, the corners of her lips curled into a grin. “Perhaps you can help me out again?” 
 
    Mr Rodrick’s lips pressed into a line, and his cheeks teased a hint of blush. “Well, I suppose.”
She nodded, assuming the position.  
 
    Her back arched so far that it might snap, and her shirt rode up revealing the skin on the small of her back. Her ass wiggled playfully in the air as she glanced back at him. “Ready?”
Mr Rodrick wasn’t shy about his staring. His eyes glared right at her meaty olive thigh as it peered underneath her skirt. The underside of her ass poked out just enough to make his cock throb underneath his shorts—to Pauline’s enjoyment. 
 
    It was wrong and dirty; she knew that, but it felt so amazing to be able to entice a man that had a 7 figure net worth. She was nothing but a recent college graduate, and here he was like a putty in her hands. 
 
    Mr Rodrick pushed his pelvis back into her ass just like before. The bulge of his throbbing cock dug into her soft underside as a whimper escaped Pauline’s lips. 
 
    Her palms began to sweat as she gripped the club, lining it up to the ball. 
 
    “When the ball is nestled in the grass, you need a hard swing to dig it out. Think you can do it?” He asked. His face leaned over beside hers, as whiffs of her pineapple perfume fluttered in the air. 
 
    “Yes… Sir.” She said, pushing her ass back. 
 
    The man began to breathe heavily as his cock was begging to be let free. Pauline could feel it nestle between her asscheeks as the thin fabric of her skirt did little to hide his throbbing manhood. 
 
    She glanced around. They were completely alone. The golf course was massive and sprawling, but their little nook was hidden by trees. 
 
    Pauline’s pussy began to throb, her tight lips gnawing at the fabric of her white panties. 
 
    Her ass wiggled as Mr Rodrick’s bulge pressed further between her cheeks. A moan elicited from his lips, causing Pauline’s innocent grin to grow. “How’s my form now?” she asked in a soft voice. 
“V-very good. Now just swing your hips, just like before.” The man said quietly. 
 
    Pauline did just that. Raising the club over her head, she prepared to strike. Mr Rodrick held her body, his fingers curling around just underneath her tits as she swung.  
 
    The club made contact, launching the ball just out of the tall grass. 
 
    “Woah! Look at that.” The man said, his fingers still digging into her. “A natural.” 
 
    Pauline spun around, her golf club hit the tall grass as she wrapped her arms around the man’s neck. “Thank you! I learned from the best.” 
 
    The familiar glimmer of lust was in his eyes as much as hers. The silence between them spoke a thousand words as his hands slipped to the small of her back. 
 
    Mr Rodrick’s pinky fingers slipped underneath the waistband of her skirt—teasing her panty line. 
 
    Pauline bit her lip as her fingers stroked the back of his head. “This was fun, but I’m getting pretty tired… Want to go back to the hotel?” 
 
    Mr Rodrick smiled and nodded eagerly. “Good idea, the sun is pretty hot out here.” 
 
    Mr Rodrick took Pauline by the hand and lead her back to the golf suite. She slipped her fingers between his, which he gleefully accepted as they made their way back. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ******************               
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For their weekend away, Mr Rodrick had booked a lavish hotel right at the edge of the golf course—their suite overlooked the river with the sun setting behind it. It was stunning—and it was just the two of them. 
 
    Hell, Pauline could have spent the entire trip reading a book on their balcony and she would have called it a success. 
 
    As they entered the room, the sun was just beginning to set from its pinnacle—flooding the entire room in orange and yellow.  
 
    Pauline huffed, tossing her bag onto her separate bed. Her top was stained with sweat and grass. She was eager to get clean and enjoy an evening on the balcony. 
 
    Digging into her bag, she grabbed a change of clothes and made her way to the shower. 
 
    Mr Rodrick set up shop at the desk, pulling out his laptop to get some work in while she showered. The poor man never got a semblance of rest, even on the golf course his phone was blowing up from a constant barrage of texts and calls. 
 
    Inside the marble bathroom, Pauline stripped out of her dirty clothes. Her top stuck to her body, but as she pulled it over her straight black hair, the air blowing out of the AC was euphoric. 
 
    Her light brown nipples shot straight up as the cold air blew against the sweat on her skin. She slipped her fingers underneath the waistband of her skirt, wiggling her hips as the light fabric fell to the floor around her feet. 
 
    Her panties were wedged up between her ass, with the lips of her pussy peering out past the dainty white fabric. 
 
    To Pauline’s surprise, the front of her panties were moist. Though as she ran her finger up the front, she quickly realized it wasn’t sweat, but grool. 
 
    Feeling Mr Rodrick’s manhood pressing up against her must have been more exhilarating than she thought. 
 
    Speaking of, the man’s voice sounded through the wooden door-frame. 
 
    “...No honey. We have separate rooms. She’s in her room right now. Please don’t make a big deal out of this,” Mr Rodrick said. 
 
    Pauline pressed her ear up against the door, her palms leveling on the frame as she listened intently. 
 
    “I took Mark out golfing as well, just a bit of employee recognition. Nothing to worry about, my love.” 
 
    Pauline’s lips pursed. It was clear that Mr Rodrick’s wife wasn’t keen on their little boss/employee trip, so much so that Mr Rodrick had to lie about them having separate rooms. The woman always despised Pauline. 
 
    Pauline could hardly blame her. Pauline spent more time with the man than his wife did. Though, with the hordes of money that he was bringing in for her, one would figure that Mrs Rodrick would find her peace with his busy schedule. 
 
    Still, it felt wrong to step in between a man and his wife. 
 
    Pauline’s mind raced back to the golf course, where his pelvis was pressed against her ass—and his hands gripped her dainty waist. 
 
    A shiver shot up her back—it was so wrong, but it felt sooooo good. 
 
    Pauline’s heart began to race at the feeling of his hands on her skin. She shouldn’t tease him, but her body wanted what it wanted. Still, she needed to make sure they set boundaries. The absolute last thing Pauline wanted was to be a home-wrecker. 
 
    Grabbing one of the towels off the rack. Pauline wrapped it around her slender body, tying it just above her bust as she opened the bathroom door. 
 
    “Sir? Is everything alright?” She asked, rounding the corner.  
 
    Her jaw dropped to the floor as she turned the corner. 
 
    Mr Rodrick was sitting on the edge of her bed, holding a pair of her silk panties up to his face. 
 
    His eyes widened as his hands gripped her delicate underwear. “P-Pauline! I thought you were going to shower!” 
 
    The man pulled the panties away, hiding them behind his back—but the damage was done. 
 
    She stood dumbfounded. The man had just reassured his wife there was nothing to worry about—and yet here he was sniffing a pair of her panties. 
 
    The thought raced in Pauline’s head while the man sat quaking on the bed. His eyes quivered, and the breath lodged in his throat. 
 
    Pauline’s mind didn’t know what to think, but her body did. She could feel her pussy begin to moisten again, and her nipples pressed up against the soft towel. Her eyes fell to the familiar bulge in the man’s shorts—begging to be freed.  
 
    He wanted her. She figured that he did long ago, but now it was crystal clear… And she wanted him as well. 
 
    Her kind, rich, older boss had to go home to an unforgiving and cruel wife. That wasn’t fair, was it? 
 
    Pauline’s lips curled into a devious grin. “You know, if you want a smell, you should get it straight from the source…” 
 
    “P-Pauline?” The man wheezed, his lips quivering and beads of sweat streaming down his face. 
 
    She giggled as her hands began to slowly untie the towel around her chest. 
 
    “Oh come on sir, I know you’ve wanted me…” She continued in a hushed voice. The towel began to slouch off her body as she untied it. “And truthfully… I think I want you as well.” 
 
    As she said the last word, the knot untied. The towel fell to the carpeted floor, unveiling her picturesque body. 
 
    Along with the towel, Mr Rodrick’s jaw dropped. His eyes fixated on her perky brown nipples as her skin glistened in the basking sunlight. 
 
    “My dear… You look… Amazing.” He murmured. The bulge in his pants twitched and throbbed as the man licked his lips. 
 
    She giggled, strutting towards him. Her panties were moist and her heart was beating like a drum. A part of her always knew it would come to this, and she was more than eager to take the dive. 
 
    “I’ve been teasing your poor little cock for so long, and now I’ll finally get a chance to pleasure it.” She said, kneeling on the soft carpet by his feet. 
 
    The man moaned, stroking her soft hair. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to see your petite, naked body.” 
 
    She laughed. “I know. I’ve been waiting for you to come and take me, though I guess this will work as well.” 
 
    Her hands ran up and down his thigh as her mouth watered. The cock was about to break out of his cargo pants, the seams about to tear as his manhood throbbed. 
 
    “My wife is jealous of you, you know.” He said as her fingers slipped underneath the waistband of his shorts. 
 
    “I know. I guess she has good reason to be,” Pauline giggled. 
 
    Slowly, she tugged the man’s shorts down his legs. Mr Rodrick lifted his ass enough to let the shorts slide down, leaving him in just his boxers.  
 
    There was a wet spot on his white boxers, where the man’s tip was pressing up against them.  
 
    The precum made her mouth water as she groped the cock overtop of his boxers. “Fuck… You’re so hard.” 
 
    “I can’t help it when I look at you,” Mr Rodrick said, tugging his shirt over the top of his head. 
 
    His belly was round and protruding, and his entire torso was covered in hair. He had the definition of a dad body—but Pauline loved it. 
 
    She nestled her face down onto his lap, kissing the man’s shaft softly through the fabric of his boxers. 
 
    “Ohh fuck…” Mr Rodrick groaned, “This trip was supposed to be your reward, not mine.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, this is a reward for me as well,” Pauline said, flashing the man a wink. 
 
    Her buttocks rested on her heels as she kissed his throbbing cock—tasting the sweat and precum on the fabric of his boxers. 
 
    “Go ahead and take it out, baby.” Mr Rodrick whimpered, his fingers combing through her luscious hair. 
 
    “Yes, sir…” She moaned, gripping the waistband of his boxers. 
 
    Her pussy was devouring her panties. She wanted him badly; her slit begging to be filled as she stared fixated on his cock. 
 
    With a single tug, she pulled the boxers down—revealing his hard cock. 
 
    “Holy fuck…” she moaned, her lip quivering as his manhood shot straight up into the air before flopping back on his hairy stomach. 
 
    “Ha! What do you think?” The man said, grabbing the base of this thick cock and giving it a tug. 
 
    “It looks amazing…” She moaned, a twinkle of lust in her eyes as she lowered her face between his hairy thighs. 
 
    Mr Rodrick had a real man’s cock. It was thick and hairy, and longer than her hand.  
 
    She curled her fingers around it, feeling the heat as it throbbed in her grip. She could barely get her fingers around its shaft as she licked her lips.  
 
    The base was covered in curly black pubes, as were his tight balls.  
 
    In her time at college, Pauline had only experienced small, bald cocks—nothing like this. 
 
    Her hand stroked up and down, eliciting a moan from Mr Rodrick. “Good girl. You like my cock, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Fuck, it’s so manly.”  
 
    Pauline squeezed her thighs together, feeling her clit vibrate. Her heart was pounding and her mind was racing with a euphoric haze. Just stroking his cock was enough to make her body squirm. 
 
    “It tastes better than it looks.” Mr Rodrick said. His fingers gripped the roots of her hair as he pulled her closer to his shaft. 
 
    Pauline whimpered as the thick, hard shaft hit her face, her mind buzzing as her tongue draped out. She ran it up and down the throbbing shaft. 
 
    Mr Rodrick was right. It tasted amazing. 
 
    She licked it like a dog, saliva dripping down to the hairy base as she held it tight. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck! Good girl, just like that.” 
 
    The man didn’t hold back his groans. His voice bounced off the walls as Pauline rose onto her knees.  
 
    She opened her mouth wide, lowing it down onto his cock. Her tongue acted like a perfect runway for the head of his cock to penetrate her wet, hungry mouth. 
 
    Mr Rodrick groaned, squirming on the bed as she took his cock into her mouth. “Mmmmh, good girl.”  
 
    Pauline’s mind fluttered. Her tongue lashed against his shaft as it filled her petite mouth. Saliva dripped down onto the forest of pubes at the bottom as she tried to take it all. He was so thick that she felt as though her jaw was going to unhinge—but she needed to please him. 
 
    His groans filled her resolve as her eyes watered. Pauline lowered herself until her nose pressed against his hairy pelvis, and the tip of his cock pressed against the back of her throat. 
 
    Closing her lips around the base of his shaft, she sucked long and deep. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck! Just like that! Fuck, it’s been so long since I’ve had a pair of lips around my cock.” 
 
    Pauline dug her nails into his meaty thigh, saliva dripping out of the corners of her lips and tears running down her cheek as she struggled for breath. 
 
    The scent of his musk and sweat filled her nostrils as she held herself down—releasing the animalistic lust within her.  
 
    Mr Rodrick had always taken care of her—now it was her turn to return the favor. 
 
    Slowly, she lifted her head, her lips still around the shaft of his cock.  
 
    She bobbed her head up and down. His cock slid in and out as the man moaned.  
 
    Saliva pooled onto his lap as Pauline’s tongue lashed against his cock. 
 
    “Fuck! So fucking good!” Mr Rodrick cried out. 
 
    Finally, the man let go of her hair. 
 
    Pauline tossed her head back, gasping for air as saliva dripped off her chin. The filth ran down her throat and coated her chest as she spat up the build-up of saliva in her cheeks. “Fuck! You taste so good, sir.” 
 
    Her hand stroked his slippery cock as she wiped her chin.  
 
    With all the wetness, his shaft was difficult to grip, but her fingers curled around the tip down to the balls as best she could. 
 
    “Ever had a cock like this, baby?” He asked, leaning back on his elbows. 
 
    Pauline shook her head, “Not at all. I was stuck with little college boys this entire time. I needed a real man’s cock.” 
 
    “Now you have one.” 
 
    She giggled, lowering her face as she sucked his wet balls.  
 
    Mr Rodrick groaned again, even louder than before. 
 
    With her hand still stroking his filthy shaft, Pauline worked to pleasure his balls. Her tongue caressed them as her sticky saliva drenched his pubes.  
 
    The shaft fell back and hit her face. Her make-up was ruined as saliva covered her, but she didn’t care one bit. 
 
    She took one of his balls in her mouth, sucking tenderly. 
 
    Mr Rodrick squirmed on the bed, his toes curling as she pleasured him. “F-fuck! Just like that! Good little slut!” 
 
    The words made Pauline’s heart flutter. While Mr Rodrick often did praise her, this time felt different. She knew that he really meant it. 
 
    He pulled her face out of his taint, licking her lips eagerly as she stroked his manhood. 
 
    “I’m so fucking wet… I need your cock inside me. Now.” she whimpered. Saliva dripped off her chin like filthy rain as her eyes stayed fixed on his cock. 
 
    Mr Rodrick stood, his cock flailing like a doorstop as her saliva dripped off the tip. 
 
    He grabbed her underneath her arms and pulled her to her feet. Pauline’s thighs still pressed together as the wetness lathered her legs.  
 
    Tilting her chin up, Mr Rodrick leaned down to kiss her. 
 
    Their lips locked, and the man didn’t seem to mind the saliva slathered on her face.  
 
    His tongue slipped into her wet, waiting mouth as she wrapped her arms around his neck—pulling him into her. 
 
    Their sweaty bodies pressed together as his wet cock rubbed against her belly.  
 
    What started as a sensual, delicate kiss turned wild and ravenous. Pauline moaned as she sucked his tongue, slipping her own into her mouth. She wanted to devour his tongue as her hands clawed at his back. 
 
    Mr Rodrick’s grizzled hands slipped down to her ass. He gripped her fit, round ass—digging his fingers into her flesh, causing her to whimper. 
 
    Their tongues fought for space inside each other’s mouths as their bodies pressed together. 
 
    Pauline pulled her face back, panting for breath as her mind swirled. A bridge of saliva connected their lips as she looked lovingly into his dark eyes. “I need you… Daddy.” She whimpered.  
 
    Her pulsated clit sent waves of pleasure coursing through her spine as her mind spun. Her brain lost all ability to think rationally—and her animalistic desires took over. She needed his cock. 
 
    Mr Rodrick grinned down at her, his hand slipping past the waistband of her panties as his finger pressed against her asshole. “The little slut is panting like a dog in heat. You want to please your daddy, don’t you?” 
 
    She nodded her head, strands of rebellious black hair sticking to her sweat and saliva covered face. “Y-yes, daddy. P-please, fuck me.” 
 
    His finger pressed against her asshole, the tip slipping inside as Pauline’s eyes rolled back into her head. 
 
    Her grool spilled out with each breath, ruining her silk panties.  
 
    “Good little slut. Now get on the bed,” Mr Rodrick said. 
 
    She nodded her head ecstatically, unable to resist his command. 
 
    She crawled onto the bed on all fours like an animal. Her ass wiggled in the air as she arched her back. Her ruined panties were fully buried inside her ass cheeks, barely covering her two wet, panting holes. 
 
    Pauline rested her face on her pillow. The scent of her conditioner filled her nose, making her mind buzz. 
 
    Mr Rodrick groaned as he knelt onto the mattress, making the entire bed shake underneath them. 
 
    The man ran his hands up and down her sweaty, panting back as he positioned himself behind her. 
 
    “Such a good little slut. She wants Daddy’s cock, doesn’t she?” The man asked. 
 
    He reeled back and slapped her ass hard enough to make Pauline yelp. 
 
    “Oh! Fuck! Yes, Daddy! Fill my pussy!” She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets underneath her. 
 
    Her toes curled as Mr Rodrick slapped his filthy shaft against her red ass cheek. “Such a tight little slut. I can’t wait to fill you with my cum.” 
 
    “P-Please! Fuck!” Pauline whimpered, her mind buzzing with euphoria as her pussy gnawed hungrily against the fabric of her panties. 
 
    The man reached down, fishing the panties from her ass cheek. 
 
    As he held it to the side, the cool air of the room hit her ass and pussy, making Pauline quiver. “Ohh fuckkk…” she moaned, resting her head against the pillow. 
 
    Mr Rodrick slapped his meaty shaft against her inner thigh, teasing her two holes as he pushed his tip against her pussy, and then her ass. 
 
    Pauline was so wet and horny that either hole would be a euphoric explosion of pleasure. She didn’t care how the man took her, she just knew that she needed him. 
 
    The head of his cock pressed against the base of her pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck yes!” Pauline moaned, her puffy lips gripping the man's cock—desperately trying to pull the rest of his manhood inside. 
 
    “Mmmmh, so fucking tight. Are you sure you can take all of me, slut?” Mr Rodrick moaned. His hands held her ass cheeks apart, spreading her pussy as far as it could go. 
 
    Pauline nodded her head, “Y-yes, sir. I can take it.” She was so wet that she didn’t doubt it at all. Her mind was flooding with pleasure as the euphoria hit her like a tidal wave. 
 
    The man groaned as he pushed forward his pelvis, his cock plunged into her sopping wet slit. 
 
    “O-ohhhh fuck!” Pauline cried out, tossing her head back. Her tight pussy gripped the cock like a glove. “K-keep going!” 
 
    Mr Rodrick did just that, groaning as the rest of his shaft buried deep inside her. The man was right. His cock could barely fit—but Pauline was determined to take it all. 
 
    With a final groan, the last inch of his cock buried inside her wet slit. She could feel it throbbing inside her as her puffy lips gripped the base of his wet shaft. With all her grool, and the saliva lathering his shaft—all the pain subsided into pure pleasure. 
 
    She was panting like a dog in heat, her back so arched that she was afraid it might snap. 
 
    Mr Rodrick tossed his head back as his pelvis pressed up against her ass. “Fuck! So fucking tight!” 
 
    “D-do you like my pussy?” She moaned, wiggling her hips. 
 
    “You have no idea. I haven’t had pussy this tight since college.” 
 
    The man grabbed her hair like the reins of a horse, tugging Pauline off the pillow. She whimpered as the man jerked her head back. 
 
    She bit her lip, her eyes rolling back as each twitch of his cock send shock waves up her spine. 
 
    Mr Rodrick pulled out an inch before slamming his cock back inside her. “OHHH YESS!” Pauline cried out.  
 
    As his pelvis slapped against her ass, ripples shot up her body.  
 
    Despite his age and bigger stature, the man didn't relent—he was pounding Pauline like a jackhammer. 
 
    Pauline’s head was pulled back as Mr Rodrick shoved his cock in and out of her. Each pound seemed to reach deeper than before. The man was experienced in his age. His hips swayed like a ship on the waves as his cock plunged deep. 
 
    “Fuckkkk! Yes, d-daddy!” Pauline cried out, her hair tugged at the roots. 
 
    “You like my cock? I’ve been waiting to fuck you for so long!” Mr Rodrick groaned, his thrusting slowing down. 
 
    “Y-yes! Fuck, I love you cock!” 
 
    The man groaned, holding his throbbing cock inside her wet pussy. Her tight lips gripped his shaft as they both whimpered. 
 
    The air in the hotel room was damp and heavy—barely filling her head. Pauline’s mind fell into a hot and heavy haze, her lungs refused to fill with the dirty air. 
 
    His cock twitched inside her, making Pauline’s body shiver with each throb. He was close to cumming, and she was desperate for his seed. 
 
    “W-where do you want it?” Mr Rodrick groaned, letting go of her hair. 
 
    Pauline glanced over her shoulder, biting her lip. “I… I want your cum all over my face.” 
 
    The man grinned, his hand stroking up and down her back. “Then that’s where you’ll get it.” 
 
    Mr Rodrick pulled his cock out of her pussy, unplugging the grool lodged in her pussy. The filth ran down her trembling thigh.  
 
    The man pulled her ass cheeks apart and lowered his face. The dingy air hit her pussy and ass, sending a shiver up Pauline’s spine.  
 
    “Fuck, your pussy and ass look so good. I’ve always wanted to get a look like this.” 
 
    Pauline giggled, “And? Do I live up to your imagination?” 
 
    “You have no idea…” 
 
    The man ran his tongue up her slit, running it to her puckering asshole. 
 
    “Ohhh fuck!” Pauline moaned as Mr Rodrick ate her out. His tongue stroked up and down her panting, wet pussy, and circled around her tight asshole. 
 
    Pauline arched her back as the grizzled, older man devoured her. His tongue lashed like a whip against her wetness, and his rough fingers dug into her ass cheeks. 
 
    She rested her sweaty, panting face on her pillow, her toes curling as each lash of his whip-like tongue caused her to squirm. 
 
    “Fuck. You taste amazing.” 
 
    His saliva dripped off her quivering lip as his hand rode up to her waist. He gripped her skin and spun Pauline onto her ass. 
 
    The girl yelped as she flipped over, her feet up in the air as her back hit the sweaty and grool slick bedding. 
 
    Her feet rode up his body as her ankles rested on his shoulders. 
 
    Mr Rodrick knelt on the edge of the bed, kissing her foot as he stroked his wet cock. 
 
    The head of his cock was pointed right up her stomach. 
 
    She panted like a dog, lifting her head up off the pillow. Pauline grabbed her tits, squeezing them as Mr Rodrick slapped his shaft against her pelvis. 
 
    “Mmmmh, my balls are full of cum, I’m going to cover you head to toe.” The man said, his hand stroking faster. 
 
    “P-please do! Fuck, I need your cum!” 
 
    Her toes curled as her feet pushed against the back of his head—pulling Mr Rodrick closer. 
 
    Pauline could hear how close he was to cumming. Her older boss was groaning deeply and animalistically, while his cock throbbed in his hand. 
 
    “H-here, let me.” She said, sitting up. Her feet fell to the bed as she reached out and grabbed Mr Rodrick’s manhood. 
 
    The man rose on his knees, his cock right infront of her face as she stroked his slippery shaft. The head was inches from her face as she stared at it eagerly. 
 
    “Fuck… You’re so hard.” She moaned. 
 
    Pauline's hand stroked his cock, while the other slipped down between her moist thighs. Her fingers easily slipped inside her sopping-wet slit as she played with herself.  
 
    “Ohh fuck. You are going to get covered in my cream.” Mr Rodrick said, tossing his head back as her delicate fingers stroked his shaft. 
 
    “C-cum on me, daddy. I want it so fucking bad!” Pauline whimpered, her fingers rubbing her excited clit—causing pleasure to shoot into her hazed head. “I’ve wanted you to bend me over your desk and fuck me for so long. I can’t wait any longer!” 
 
    The man let out a large groan as his body went stiff. His cock throbbed wildly in her hand as she held it still. Her mouth opened, letting her wet tongue drap out. Her heart was pounding as an eager breath slipped out.  
 
    With that, Mr Rodrick’s cock erupted. Thick, salty, hot ropes of cum shot out, lashing against Pauline’s face and tongue. She winced, moaning like a dog as the filthy hot cum coated her. 
 
    It landed on her tongue, which she happily licked up. The salty filth coated every inch of her tongue. 
 
    Pauline continued to stroke his shaft, milking out all of his cum as it still squirted all over her. The salty filth mixed with her sweat, running down her face and dripping off her chin onto her tits and lap. “F-fuck! Your cum is so tasty.” 
 
    She moaned, her eyes fluttering as the last drops of cum rolled down her shaking forearm. 
 
    Mr Rodrick panted, his seed covering Pauline like a glazed donut. 
 
     She couldn’t wipe the smile off her face as she fell onto her back, the hot cum dripping down her throat and into her hair. Her chest was pounding as the cum dripped onto her nipples. 
 
    Her grool ladened hand rose off her clit, Pauline played with the cum pooling on her stomach as Mr Rodrick heaved for breath beside her. “Fuck. You look beautiful covered in my cum.” 
 
    “Thank you sir.” Pauline said with a wink, licking her lips as she wiped the filth from her eyes. 
 
    With the cum dripping from her fingers, she reached back down to her wet pussy. She shoved her fingers deep inside her slit, coating her clit and pussy with his seed. 
 
    Mr Rodrick reached over, groping her sticky tit as she finger-fucked herself. 
 
    “Ohhhh yes… Fuck…” Pauline moaned. The feeling of being coated in Mr Rodrick’s seed, his hands on her tits, and her pussy being fucked was too much. The euphoria burst like fireworks in her head, each neuron bursting with pleasure. 
 
    “O-oh!” Pauline shivered as her orgasm shot through her. Her back arched off the sticky bed as she went rigid, her jaw open and her toes curling. 
 
    With a huff, Pauline collapsed on the bed. She panted for breath as the cum and sweat stuck to her soft, delicate skin. 
 
    “That felt amazing…” Mr Rodrick laughed. 
 
    Pauline glanced over, the smile stapled on her face. “Wasn’t it? I hope once we get back to the office, our little fun can continue…” She reached over, grabbing the man’s cock. 
 
    Once again, it began to grow hard in her hand as she stroked.  
 
    “Yes of course, my dear. You and I are going to have a lot more fun in the future.” 
 
    “Good.” 
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 WANT MORE? READ MY OTHER SEXY STORIES HERE: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Corrupting the Innocent Teen Bundle 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BNJNTGLQ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daddy's Dirty Schoolgirl Bundle 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BCGTV1KD 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    College Teen Degraded BUNDLE 
 
    Amazon.com: College Teen Degraded BUNDLE: Innocent Girls Taken, Used, and Shared (College Girls | Innocence Lost Book 7) eBook : Paige, Hailey: Kindle Store 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Daddy's Dirty College Girls Bundle (College Pet) 
 
      
 
    Daddy's Dirty College Girls (College Pet) Kindle Edition 
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