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The bedroom was warm, the smell of my perfume hanging in the air. I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, my dark hair twisted up in a ponytail, loose strands curling around my face. My skin was smooth, flushed from the shower, my curves full and soft in the dim lighting.

I bit my lip, letting my hands trail slowly down my body, grazing over my heavy breasts. My nipples were already stiff, sensitive under my own touch. I cupped my breasts, giving a gentle squeeze, watching the way they filled my hands, the way the pleasure radiated out from them.

My fingers glided over the slight dip of my stomach, the curve of my hips, and finally between my legs. I parted my thighs slightly, running my fingers over the neatly trimmed hair on my mound. My pussy was already damp with anticipation, wetness gathering between my folds. A slow, teasing stroke over my clit sent a shiver through me, making me emit a soft moan.

I let my hair down, shaking it out, the dark strands falling in soft waves around my shoulders. I wanted to look perfect for James, to tempt him, seduce him. I reached for the sheer lace nightie I’d picked out, something delicate and barely-there, designed to fall low enough that my pussy would still be visible when I was wearing it.

I climbed on the bed, stretching out and touching myself between the legs again. Fuck, I was so horny. I slipped a finger into my cunt, rubbing it over my g-spot and letting out a moan of pleasure. I heard the sound of the shower stop, and then James drying himself in the ensuite. I added a finger, spreading my legs wider as I stretched myself open. 

James stepped out of the bathroom, a towel slung low around his hips. He was gorgeous, with broad shoulders and lean muscles. But we hadn’t had sex for weeks. I was desperate for him. 

I stretched lazily, arching my back, my fingers still buried in my swollen cunt. “Hey, handsome,” I murmured, trailing my other hand over my nipple, making it erect and visible through the thin fabric of the nightie.

James barely spared me a glance as he walked to the dresser, pulling out a pair of briefs. “Long day,” he muttered, dropping the towel and stepping into them.

My pulse flickered with frustration and disappointment. But I ignored it, moaning sexily and pulling my fingers out of my pussy. As he glanced over at me, I put them in my mouth, licking off the sticky, white juices that coated them.

“Let me help you unwind,” I said, playfully.

He sighed, running a hand through his damp hair. “Not tonight, Lauren.”

Not tonight. Again.

I pulled my hand back, swallowing the sting of rejection. “Right. Of course.”

James climbed into bed, rolling onto his side, and flicking off the light.

I climbed under the covers, too, and turned off my light. Darkness settled over the room, but my body refused to relax.

Screw this. I slid a hand down my stomach, fingers dipping between my thighs. A soft gasp escaped me as I found myself still drenched, my body desperate for attention. I let my legs fall open just a little more, not bothering to be quiet.

A slow, teasing stroke over my clit made me moan in the darkness. I bit my lip, rolling the sensitive nub between my fingers, circling it in tight, deliberate movements. My free hand came up to cup my breast, thumb flicking over my nipple. A moan slipped from my lips, louder than necessary.

James sighed. A long, heavy exhale. “Really?”

I ignored him, letting another soft moan break the silence. “Mmm.” My fingers slid lower, dipping inside myself, my wetness making an unmistakable sound in the quiet bedroom.

I smirked in the dark. If he wasn’t going to touch me, he could at least listen to how fucking ready I was for him.

I spread my legs wider, letting the sheets fall away. My slick fingers returned to my clit, moving faster now, chasing the pleasure I knew I deserved. I wasn’t faking the sounds, every stroke sent a fresh wave of heat rolling through me, frustration mixed with arousal until it was impossible to tell the difference.

Another sigh from James. More annoyed this time.

I turned my head toward him, voice taunting. “You could help, you know.”

Silence.

I felt the bitter sting of rejection, but I forced myself to finish, dragging out my climax, making sure every loud groan, every cry of pleasure was loud enough for him to hear.

But he didn’t move. Didn’t react. Just another sigh.

Tears burned at the edges of my eyes as I drifted off to sleep.
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The next day at work, I was behind the front desk in the library, flipping through a stack of returned books, when Rebecca strolled over with her usual air of mischief, two takeaway coffees in hand.

I’d had my share of adventures with Rebecca. She was striking in a way that turned heads, not conventionally pretty, but bold, confident. Her dark hair was cropped short, almost boyish, but the glint in her clever eyes and her nose piercing gave her an underlying sexiness. And, of course, she was braless as usual. Today’s top was a fitted grey tank, the thin fabric clinging to her ample, natural breasts, her nipples visible through the material. She didn’t care. 

She plopped one of the coffees in front of me and leaned on the desk, her smirk deepening. “You look like you need this.”

I sighed dramatically and took a sip. “You have no idea.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “James still uninterested in giving you the hard fucking you deserve?”

I groaned, letting my head fall back against my chair. “Worse. Last night, I literally wanked next to him in bed and he wouldn’t even help.”

Rebecca winced. “Oof. That’s bleak.”

“Tell me about it,” I muttered, shuffling the books around with unnecessary aggression. “I need to find another lover.”

Rebecca snorted. “Another one?”

I gave her a look. “Yes. I need some fresh excitement. Someone different.”

“Any particular type in mind?”

“Preferably someone older, intelligent, dignified. And a massive cock.”

Rebecca laughed. “Well,” she said, leaning closer. “I don’t know about the size of his cock, but did you see the guy who booked Reading Room Two?”

“No. Why?”

Rebecca let out a low, appreciative hum. “He’s hot. And nerdy. But like, in that effortlessly sexy way. Think brooding professor, but the kind that makes you want to be very, very bad.”

Now that got my attention. I straightened up. “Who is he?”

“No idea. Some scientist or something. Mid-forties with silver streaks in his hair. Just walked in like he owned the place and demanded I find a room for him to study in for the rest of the week. I had to rearrange the whole calendar to fit him in.”

My stomach fluttered with interest. “A scientist, huh?”

Rebecca grinned. “You should go check him out.”

I took another sip of coffee, then set it down, pumping up my breasts with my hands and adjusting my white blouse to show more cleavage. “I think I will.”

I made my way toward Reading Room Two, my heart already pounding. 

The door was slightly ajar, and I peeked inside before stepping in.

He sat at the long wooden table, already absorbed in a thick, leather-bound book, his fingers idly tapping the edge of the pages as he read.

Rebecca hadn’t exaggerated. He was hot. Mid-forties, maybe a little older, with a strong, well-built frame that suggested he didn’t just push papers around all day. His dark brown hair was threaded with silver at the temples, and his jawline was sharp beneath a neatly trimmed beard. A pair of black-rimmed glasses perched on his nose, only adding to his intense, studious look.

I knocked lightly on the wooden doorframe.

His head lifted immediately, his piercing blue eyes locking onto me. “Yes?”

I stepped inside, letting the door click shut behind me. “Just checking in. Making sure you have everything you need.”

He blinked at me, then glanced at the stacks of books beside him. “I believe I do.”

I smiled, moving closer, placing my hands on the desk, and leaning forward just enough to make my cleavage very visible. His gaze flickered downward before snapping back up. Fast but not fast enough, I saw the interest in his eyes.

I tilted my head. “Are you sure? Sometimes it takes a little while to settle in. I can be very helpful if you’re looking for something specific.”

He looked like he saw exactly what I was doing, but wasn’t about to call me on it. Instead, he closed his book with slow, deliberate movements, lacing his fingers together as he studied me.

“That’s very kind of you,” he said. “What’s your name?”

“Lauren.”

“Lauren the librarian?” he said, arching an eyebrow as if it was a joke. “I’m Dr Clement Grayson, with the biotech research department at the university.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Dr Grayson,” I purred. Then I straightened up, conspiring to knock his pen off the desk and onto the floor.

“Oh, I’m sorry, let me get that,” I said, deliberately.

I turned away and bent over, hoping my skirt would rise enough that he’d catch a glimpse of my panties. It was definitely enough to reveal the lace tops of my stockings.

Straightening, I turned back to face him, adjusting my skirt as if I hadn’t just given him an eyeful. “Well,” I said lightly, placing the pen back on the desk, “if you need anything at all, don’t hesitate to ask.”

Dr Grayson watched me with an unreadable expression, his gaze steady, controlled. But I noticed the subtle way his jaw tensed, the way his fingers flexed just slightly against the desk. Interest.

I held his gaze a moment longer, then turned and walked out, making sure to add just a little extra sway to my hips.

The moment I was back behind the desk, Rebecca was waiting. “Well?” she whispered.

I picked up my coffee and took a slow sip, savoring the lingering heat in my stomach.

“Oh,” I murmured, glancing back toward Reading Room Two. “He’s interested.”

But he wasn’t interested enough to come and see me. I spent the rest of the day hanging around the bookcases near the reading room and casting glances at the closed door. He didn’t come out once until about four o’clock.

“See you tomorrow, ladies,” he said as he marched right out the door.

I turned to Rebecca. “For fuck sake, where is my attention?”

“Maybe he’s not as interested as you thought,” she smirked.

“We’ll see about that tomorrow,” I said, narrowing my eyes.
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The next morning, I made sure to dress as sluttily as I could get away with at work. I started with a form-fitting black pencil skirt, the kind that hugged my hips and ass just right, with a subtle slit at the back; innocent enough when I stood still, but dangerously suggestive when I moved.

On top, I wore a silky white blouse, just sheer enough to allow the lacy black bra to show through. The top two buttons remained undone, revealing a teasing glimpse of cleavage. Stockings, of course. Black, with lace tops held up by a garter belt, ensuring that if I bent over, there would be no missing them. A little extra perfume and a flick of deep red lipstick.

By mid-morning, I was back at the library desk, trying to focus on cataloging returns but keeping an eye on the front door.

“He’s back,” Rebecca murmured, nudging me with her elbow.

I glanced up just in time to see Dr Grayson striding through the library doors, adjusting his glasses and looking effortlessly handsome.

He didn’t glance around or hesitate; he just walked straight to the reading rooms without so much as a look in my direction. I narrowed my eyes.

Rebecca smirked. “You’re looking very determined right now.”

“That’s because I am,” I replied, already rising and stalking after him.

When I got to the room, I knocked lightly and stepped inside before waiting for an answer.

Dr Grayson looked up from his notes. “Lauren,” he said, setting down his pen. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I smiled innocently. “Just wondered if you would like me to get you a coffee?”

“The librarians fetch coffee for the readers now, do they?”

I stepped closer. “Only the special ones,” I purred.

“And I’m special, am I?”

“Very,” I said. I reached up and unhooked another button on my blouse. And then another one.

Dr Grayson swallowed, suddenly looking nervous. “Lauren... I’m, er... married,” he said, twirling his wedding band between his fingers.

“So am I.” My blouse fell open, and I caught him staring at my nipples through the lace of the bra. I pushed his chair away from the edge of the table and knelt between his legs. I reached for his belt and hesitated for a second.

“Shall I continue?” I asked, my fingers resting on his bulge. I could see him weighing up his options, and then his resistance disappeared and he made up his mind.

“Yes,” he croaked.

I smirked and unbuckled it, then pulled down his zipper. I hooked my fingers into his waistband and he lifted his ass off the chair enough for me to pull his pants and underwear down in one go, all the way to his ankles.

“Fuck,” I blurted out. His cock was massive. It was already semi-erect, pulsing as it rose up from between his legs. It was thick, uncut, and covered in veins... and so long. I wrapped one hand around it... or tried to, it was so fat that I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around. God, I loved a big cock.

I stroked him firmly, feeling him grow harder in my hand as anticipation pooled in my mouth. Leaning in, I ran my tongue along the length of his shaft before taking him in, inch by inch, until he pressed against the back of my throat. A deep groan escaped him, and I tightened my lips around him, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked, drawing another shuddering moan from his lips.

Then I began to move, bobbing my head up and down as I sucked and licked him. 

“Oh god, Lauren,” he murmured appreciatively.

Dr Grayson’s head fell back, his breathing uneven, his hands gripping the arms of his chair as I gave him what I was sure was the best blowjob of his life. 

I glanced up at him, my eyes wide and teasing. His hand went to my hair, tangling his fingers in it and guiding me to take it deeper. I dragged my nails lightly over his thighs, feeling his muscles flex under my touch. Then I wrapped one hand around his balls, massaging them gently as I worked his cock even further into my throat. 

I kept my pace slow, teasing, drawing out every last moment of his restraint. His body was tense, coiled tight like he was hanging onto the very last shred of control. I could tell he was close, his cock throbbing and perfectly hard.

I upped the pace slightly, using a hand on the part of his shaft that I couldn’t fit in my mouth. My tongue wrapped itself around him, his cock wet with my saliva. I felt his fingers tighten in my hair, and then he let out a loud groan of relief. Cum flooded my mouth, overflowing as I tried to swallow and running down his dick.

I pulled back, and the next load landed on my face, warm and wet. I closed my eyes as he ejaculated more and more over me. It ran down my cheeks and chin and dripped down into my cleavage.

“Fuck,” he groaned, as the last of his release throbbed out dribbled down his shaft.

I leaned in again, completely covered, and licked up what I could. His cock was still twitching, and I gave it a suck to be rewarded with another moan of pleasure.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

Then I stood up and buttoned up my blouse. I could still feel the cum on my face. He sat there, with his pants around his ankles, his cock still twitching as it grew softer. He looked slightly stunned at what had happened.

“When I come back this afternoon, you’d better be ready to fuck me,” I told him.

Then I left, walking through the library to the bathroom with cum still dripping down my chin and hoping none of the patrons would glance at me.
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By the time the afternoon rolled around, my whole body was buzzing with anticipation. Rebecca gave me a knowing look as I grabbed a few random books as a cover and made my way toward Reading Room Two.

“Off to check on our special guest?” she teased.

I shot her a smirk over my shoulder. “Make sure you don’t peek at what we’re up to.”

Her eyes widened. It wouldn’t be the first time we’d got up to mischief together, and I could tell I’d just given her a filthy idea.

I slipped into the room to find Dr Grayson was waiting. This time, he wasn’t hunched over his notes, immersed in his work. He was leaning back in his chair, arms resting on the armrests.

“Lauren,” he said, sounding more confident and in control than before. I could feel the sexual tension in the air.

I clicked the door shut behind me. “Dr Grayson.”

I took my time crossing the room, letting my heels click softly against the floor. Then I stood in front of him and reached up under my skirt. I slipped my panties down and stepped out of them. Scooping them up off the floor, I approached him and put them in the top pocket of his shirt.

I straddled him, wrapping my arms around his neck and forcing his mouth open with my tongue. I melted into him as he took control of the kiss, his hands going to my ass and slipping up under my skirt. He cupped my cheeks, pulling me closer on top of him. My pussy was aching and wet and I could feel how hard he was through his pants.

I grinded myself on him, getting some of the stimulation I needed from his rock-hard shaft on my desperate, swollen clit. Dr Grayson groaned into my mouth, his grip tightening on my ass and spreading me open as I rocked against him. I hastily unbuttoned my blouse again, shrugging it off and slipping my bra straps over my shoulders.

My full, heavy breasts spilled free, the cool air teasing my already stiff nipples. I cupped them in my hands, squeezing lightly, letting the weight of them fill my palms before I leaned forward and pressed them against his face. He soon got the idea, his mouth finding my erect nipple and sucking hard on it. I moaned with pleasure as the bolts of electricity spread out through my body.

I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him against me, urging him on. His hands on my ass moved closer to my core, running along my soaking lips and brushing against my clit. He switched to my other breast, his teeth grazing the tip before his mouth closed around it, sucking with the perfect mix of pressure and greed. Pleasure rippled through me, every pull of his mouth sending a sharp, electric pulse through my body. 

He pulled back slightly, looking at me over his glasses. "You taste incredible," he murmured.

“Then why don’t you really taste me?” I purred. “Find out how wet you’ve made me.”

I stood up and sat back on the desk, perching on the edge and hiking up my skirt. Slowly, I opened my legs, giving him the perfect view of my soaked opening, framed with dark hair. I knew my pussy was swollen and pink, desperate for him.

“Mmm,” he moaned, kneeling between my legs and spreading my thighs even wider. I could tell he wanted this as much as I did.

He leaned in, dragging his tongue up my folds in one long, slow stroke. I gasped, my head falling back as pleasure ignited through me. He practically growled as he thrust his tongue deep into my warm cunt, savoring my taste, before pressing his mouth against my swollen clit and flicking his tongue over it.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, my thighs trembling as he licked me again, slower this time, teasing.

His hands tightened on my thighs, holding me in place as his tongue worked me over, his mouth hot, wet, and hungry. His tongue flicked over my clit again, faster now. My fingers curled around the edge of the desk for support.

"God, yes," I gasped.

His lips sealed around my clit, sucking hard, his tongue flicking relentlessly over the sensitive bundle of nerves. My entire body jerked at the intensity, my breathing coming loud and fast as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside me.

One of his hands released my thigh, sliding down between my legs, and then, fuck, his fingers pressed against my entrance before sinking inside me, stretching me and curling just right. A strangled cry came from my lips as he thrust them deep, his tongue still working my clit.

"Come for me," he murmured into my pussy.

And then I did.

Pleasure slammed through me, my thighs clamping around his head as my back arched off the desk. I cried out, my fingers twisting in his hair, my entire body shaking as wave after wave of bliss crashed over me. I’d been on edge, turned on all day, and it was such a relief to finally get the release, making it even more intense. He groaned as my cunt contracted around his fingers, his tongue still lapping gently at me, coaxing out every last aftershock until I was left panting and limp on the desk.

Dr Grayson finally pulled back, his lips glistening, his eyes burning with satisfaction as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "You taste even better when you come," he smirked.

“Oh god, that was intense,” I panted, propping myself up on my elbows. “But now I need you to fuck me.”

He smiled, as if there was nothing else he’d rather do. He stood up, slowly unbuckling his belt. I watched in anticipation as he pulled his pants and briefs down his thighs. His big cock was fully erect, and he stroked it as he moved between my legs. He guided it between my folds, teasing me with the tip against my opening for a second.

And then he slid it deep inside me.

I threw my head back and moaned with pleasure and relief at finally being filled. And fill me he did. His cock was so lovely and thick, that I could feel every inch of him stretching me as he thrust it inside me, deeper and deeper until it took my breath away.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned with pleasure.

He pulled out slightly and thrust inside me again, even deeper this time, his body slamming against me.

“God, you feel good,” he groaned.

He gripped my hips, holding me in place as he drove into me, each powerful thrust making the desk creak beneath us. He set about giving me a good fucking, not holding back as he slammed into me over and over. My breasts bounced around, and I lay back on the table, holding them to try to keep them under control. I moaned shamelessly, my nails digging into my tits. Each thrust sent a jolt of pleasure shooting through me, my body completely at his mercy.

I felt his thumb on my clit, applying a firm pressure and circling it as he fucked me. My entire body tightened with pleasure. I could feel the orgasm building again, beginning deep in my cunt, winding tighter and tighter.

"You're going to come for me again, aren't you?" he grunted.

"Yes," I whimpered, already on the edge.

He shifted his angle slightly, and, oh god, the way his cock dragged against that perfect spot inside me sent me over edge. I shoved my hand in my mouth to stop myself from screaming as I came hard. Pleasure surged through me, my walls pulsing around him, milking his cock as he kept fucking me through it.
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Finally he slowed, withdrawing from my throbbing pussy. His cock was soaked in my release, thick and white around the base. I sat up, panting hard. That’s when I noticed. The door was slightly open. Hadn’t we closed it? There was a slight movement outside, and I realized Rebecca was watching through the crack. Hah, that dirty bitch, I knew she wouldn’t be able to resist.

Dr Grayson saw me looking and jerked around in alarm, already pulling his pants up.

“Don’t worry,” I soothed him, putting my hand around his cock. “It’s just my friend. Why don’t you take me from behind, and we’ll give her a show.”

I turned around, standing on the floor and leaning over the desk until I felt the cool wood against my breasts. I reached back, spreading myself wide open for him. I felt his hands on my hips and the blunt head of his cock against my swollen opening. He thrust inside me again, hard and deep. His cock stretched me wide, filling me to the very limit.

“Oh yes, like that,” I moaned with pleasure as he filled me.

“Jesus, Lauren,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking tight and wet. I love your cunt.”

I pushed my hips back against him, meeting his thrusts, my legs trembling from the intensity of it. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the quiet room, mixing with my breathless moans and his deep grunts of exertion.

His thumbs pressed either side of my asshole, spreading it open slightly. “Look at that cute little asshole,” he groaned.

Oh, he wants my ass does he? I licked my two middle fingers, collecting up some saliva. Then I reached behind me, pressing my fingers against the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance. I worked it open and then thrust them deep inside myself.

“Fuck,” he said, sounding shocked at what I’d just done.

He upped his pace, fucking me even harder as I fingered my ass for him. “You like my tight ass?” I panted, my face pressed against the desk as he took me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned.

“You want to fuck me in the ass with your big cock?”

“Fuck, yes please.”

I pulled my fingers out and spread my cheeks with my hands, knowing I was gaping open for him now. “Go on then. Stretch my tight ass with your big dick,” I begged him.

He spat on my ass. I could feel it dripping inside my opening. Then he pulled his cock out of my pussy and guided it higher. The head stretched me wider, and then he was inside. He slid it deeper, stretching me deliciously, taking my breath away. I closed my eyes, feeling him fill me completely.

“Oh god, it’s so tight,” he gasped.

“That’s because you’re so big,” I panted back.

He withdrew slightly and thrust again, harder and deeper. Every thrust penetrated me more and more until I could feel his body slamming against my ass. Fuck, I didn’t know I could take a cock that big.

The tension coiled tighter and tighter, deep inside me. My hands clawed at the desk, desperate for something to cling to. And then I went over the edge, an orgasm starting deep in my ass and consuming my whole body in waves of ecstasy. I practically passed out as the sensations surged through me, numbing my brain.

Dr Grayson was close too. His breathing was erratic, his grunts louder. “Fuuuck, I’m going to come in your ass,” he groaned.

His grip on my hips tightened as he buried himself deep one last time, his body shuddering as he let out a strangled moan. I felt the pulse of his release, hot and thick inside me, filling me. He held himself all the way in, each throb of his cock flooding me with more and more cum.

Suddenly, there was commotion at the door. Rebecca fell into the room, stumbling to the floor. Her blouse was open, her skirt hiked up, and her hand was firmly buried in her panties.
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“Fuck, sorry,” Rebecca mumbled, staggering to her feet. “I was... er... just passing and...”

Dr Grayson stepped away, his cock flopping out of my ass with a wet sound. Floods of cum poured out of me, running down my thighs as I stood up and smirked at Rebecca.

She straightened up, smoothing her skirt and looking embarrassed. Her gaze flicked between me and Dr Grayson, her lips parted, chest rising and falling as she caught her breath.

I beckoned her with a curled finger. “Come here,” I purred.

Rebecca smiled and came to me, wrapping her hands around my waist. We kissed, wet and sloppily, her hand instinctively going to my bare breast and squeezing it.

Dr Grayson’s eyes widened. His hand went to his cock, still semi-hard and he stroked himself as he watched us. I lifted Rebecca’s tank top over her head, letting her big, sagging breasts bounce free. Then I lifted up her skirt and pulled her panties all the way down to the floor.

My face was now right next to her pussy, so I pushed her back against the desk. Her bush was thick and untamed. I found my way through the curls to her opening and spread her wide with my hands. Dr Grayson was watching with an open mouth. I found her clit with my tongue, circling it and teasing it, hearing her gasp above me. I worked her faster, flattening my tongue against her sensitive nub and lapping at it.

Rebecca put one leg up on the desk, giving me better access. I could feel the heat of her on my face. I slid two fingers up into her cunt, curling them up and stroking the rough skin of her g-spot. She was so wet I could already feel it running down my fingers.

“Fuck, yes,” she whispered.

Encouraged, I buried my face even deeper in her bush, sucking on her clit and fingering her faster.

“Don’t stop,” she panted.

I went faster, fingering her roughly and sucking her erect, little clit as hard as I could. Suddenly, she was coming, her fingers pulling painfully on my hair as I guided her through it.

I stood, wiping my wet mouth with my hand. Glancing at Dr Grayson, I could see he was fully hard again already.

“Are you going to fuck her then, or what?” I smirked.

He grinned, like a man who couldn’t believe his luck. Rebecca sat up on the edge of the table. I parted her thighs and spread her open with my fingers. When he got close enough, I held his cock, guiding him to her opening. He slid his cock into her aching pussy and she threw her head back, groaning with happiness.

“God, it’s so big,” panted Rebecca as he thrust inside her a second time.

I watched closely as he penetrated her, fucking her hairy bush and making her squeal every time he filled her. With one hand I caressed her clit, adding to her pleasure. With the other, I teased one of her nipples. It didn’t take long before she was gripping the edge of the desk and ready to climax.

With a particularly deep thrust from Dr Grayson, she came, panting and shaking as the orgasm consumed her. He fucked her through it, prolonging her ecstasy. I couldn’t resist kissing her, tasting her desperate pleasure in her mouth, and feeling her moan into mine.

As she came down from her high, Dr Grayson slowed his thrusts. I pushed Rebecca back so she was lying on the desk.

“Rebecca likes it in the ass too,” I smirked.

Dr Grayson’s eyes curled up as he grinned. “Is that so?”

He lifted her legs in the air, pinning them back and exposing her asshole. It was a darker color, puckered and beautiful. He didn’t waste any time guiding his cock to it. He rubbed it around, spreading her release on her and teasing her with the tip.

I spread her cheeks for him, making her as accessible as I could. And then he thrust into her, breaching her defences with one hard push.

“Fuuuck,” groaned Rebecca.

“Oh god,” grunted Dr Grayson. “You sluts are going to ruin me.”

“Fuck her harder,” I whispered in his ear, stroking his back.

He did as I said, slamming into her, fucking her tight ass as hard as he could. She came again, squirming and shaking on the table as he pounded her. He pounded her through it, groaning with every thrust.

Suddenly he pulled out, holding his cock and wanking it furiously. It erupted over her, line after line of thick cum painting her pussy and up to her tits.

“Fuuuck,” I said, impressed. This was his third load today, after all.

As we finally came down from the excitement of what had happened, we started to realise that we were in the library and anyone could walk in at any moment. We quickly got dressed. Rebecca and I gave Dr Grayson long, sloppy kisses.

“Are you going to be here tomorrow?” I purred.

“Yes, I am,” he replied. “I was going to bring my colleague to work on some things together, actually.”

I exchanged a dirty look with Rebecca. “Good. You can both work on us, too.”

––––––––
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THE END​​
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