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The air in Savannah hummed like a heartbeat. Warm, heavy, alive. It was seven in the evening, right on that edge where the sky had not decided whether to be night or gold, and everything felt just a little enchanted and a little unhinged.

I could hardly hear myself think over the noise. The streets near the river were packed wall-to-wall with people painted green, laughing, singing, yelling. Someone was blowing a whistle from a balcony, bagpipes wailed in the distance, and a drumline beat from somewhere deeper in the crowd. The city smelled like beer, fryer oil, and that strange ocean sweetness that rode the wind from the Atlantic.

It was my first St. Patrick’s Day in Savannah, and probably my last, but the week had already been legendary.

My friends and I, five mechanical misfits with degrees almost in hand, had planned this as our final blowout before we started adulting for real. We had flown down from Seattle, determined to spend one week drinking like college kids and pretending life was not about to split us up. I was graduating from the University of Washington that spring, a Biomedical Engineering major with a side obsession in robotics. I had spent the last four years chasing precision and performance, soldering at two in the morning, living on coffee and problem sets.

But that week was supposed to be different. One last taste of chaos before coders and lab meetings and nine-to-fives swallowed us whole.

Somewhere ahead, my friends had been swept away in the current of chaos toward Bay Street. I tried to follow, but the signal bars on my phone kept flashing out, and every few feet some stranger in a shamrock T-shirt draped an arm around me, shouting something hilariously incomprehensible.

That was when I heard it.

At first, I thought it was just more drunken shouting, part of the usual festival roar. But the tone changed to something sharper, meaner. It rose above the music and laughter like static cutting through a broadcast. Two men were jawing at each other near a food cart, voices slurred and red-faced.

“Get your damn hands off me!” one bellowed, stumbling forward.

“Then stop talkin’, bitch!” the other snapped, shoving him hard.

People laughed nervously, pretending it was part of the party. But I had seen enough bar fights near campus to know how quickly those things blew up. Their friends were halfheartedly trying to hold them back, but adrenaline and liquor had already short-circuited common sense.

The vendor ducked down behind his cart. Someone tried to slip past the argument and got jostled. The crowd wobbled, uneasy.

The first punch missed its mark and hit the air between them, but that flailing, desperate motion set everything off balance. People screamed and stumbled back. The second guy charged, they collided, and the whole knot of them slammed into a woman walking nearby. She was holding a drink, startled. When she was shoved, her legs folded, and she disappeared under a sea of moving feet.

I was happy just to watch the drunk men go at it. It was just a side quest of entertainment that paused at first, but that changed when the woman was trampled. Instinct took over. I wasn’t a fighter, and I wasn’t particularly athletic, though I did visit the gym regularly, but none of that mattered.

I shoved through the onlookers, knocking an elbow into someone’s ribs. “Move! Get out of the way!” I shouted. Nobody heard me, or maybe nobody cared.

By the time I reached her, she was on the ground, trying to crawl clear while the men brawled and stomped dangerously close. Her hair was tangled around her face, green beads caught in it, one hand braced on the cobblestones. A wild kick from one of the drunks landed near her shoulder, and she yelped.

“Hey!” I barked, diving between them. I grabbed one guy’s jacket and shoved him back. “Watch where you’re⁠—”

Too late. The second one swung again and caught me half across the cheekbone. Pain exploded white-hot across my face. My ears rang. I stumbled but stayed upright.

The woman was still down, dazed. I crouched, hooked an arm under her shoulder, and pulled her up. “Come on, I’ve got you.”

Her breath caught in my ear, half panic, half disbelief, as she found her footing. She was trembling, pressing a hand to her side as I edged us both away from the chaos. My heart hammered, adrenaline drowning out everything but instinct. I planted myself between her and the fight again.

Then, from somewhere behind, I caught the flicker of blue.

Police.

Two officers sprinted into view. The crowd scattered instantly, everyone suddenly innocent, phones out to record what was left. I exhaled, dizzy with relief, as they grabbed the fighters and shoved them toward the wall. The vendor reappeared, babbling thanks. People clapped half-heartedly, already turning back to their beers.

When the noise settled, I realized how hard I was breathing. My face throbbed where I had taken the punch, cheek swelling already. I wiped blood from my lip with the back of my hand and looked down at the woman I had pulled to safety.

“Are you hurt?” I asked, leaning closer.

She shook her head fast, disoriented. “I—I don’t think so. I⁠—”

Her voice stopped.

Something about it hooked right into my brain. The cadence, the softness under the noise. I knew that voice. My focus caught on her face as she turned toward me.

Brunette hair, loose and slightly tangled from the scuffle. Hazel eyes wide in shock. Her red lips parted, breath hitching, as recognition struck her too.

The world steadied and tilted at the same time.

“Mrs. Morrison?” I managed, the name escaping before reason could catch it.

She blinked, disbelief flashing across her face. “A-Andrew?”

Hearing my name from her lips almost knocked the wind out of me.

We stood there for a long second, both caught between the absurdity of the scene and the simple, undeniable truth of who stood in front of us. The green streetlights flickered over her face, painting gold in her hair, making her look half out of place among the drunken crowd.

Clarity cut through the daze as I blinked and realiazed who my hands held upright. My high school English teacher.
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By the time the cops cleared the street and the crowd swallowed the excitement again, I was running on adrenaline and disbelief. Half an hour later, it was just Ms. Morrisson and me on a bench along River Street, watching the current glow under the city lights as if it were moving with purpose. Somehow, every sound from the celebration—music, laughter, whistles—had softened to a background heartbeat.

I was nursing a beer in one hand and holding a half-melted bag of ice to my cheek with the other. She was doing the same, the plastic bag pressed against her elbow, the label of her drink turning slick from condensation. The night had cooled now that the sun was gone, the river breeze tugging at her hair.

Her brunette strands caught every bit of stray light from the water. I remembered that her hair had always looked more black in the classroom under fluorescents, but out here it glowed like something alive. And those eyes, unmistakable hazel that flicked between green and gold with the reflection of the streetlamps, had that same calm edge I used to find so grounding when I was a nervous eighteen-year-old kid sitting in her English class. Only now, there was no desk between us.

She sat angled toward the water, one leg crossed, her V-neck shirt revealing more skin than I could ever fantasize about as her student. For the first time, she looked real, not framed by chalk dust and lesson plans. Just a woman, not Mrs. Morrison.

She laughed suddenly and shook her head. “I still can’t believe you got punched trying to save me. My knight in shining armor,” she smiled with rosy cheeks.

“I can’t believe it either,” I said, wincing as I smiled. “Guess I should have waited until after graduation week to get bruised.”

Her smile softened into something fonder. “Still the same overachiever.”

“Hey! I seem to remember you giving me an A- on my final exam.”

“I always knew I could squeeze a little more effort out of you,” she said with a wink, and my heart raced. “I don’t think a man’s ever rescued me from anything before.”

“You got your evening saved, and I got an excuse to sit with my favorite teacher.”

She laughed, low and surprised, and I caught the faintest pink color in her cheeks. For a second, she looked away, embarrassed to be caught smiling, and hid behind her beer. She fidgeted with her shirt and plucked at her skirt.

I took the opportunity to steady my pulse. She looked incredible. Not in the filtered, perfect way people posted online, but like she didn’t have to try. It had been four years but she looked even better than I remembered. For a woman in her late thirties/early forties, she still had the looks to steal the show. Her plump breasts stretched out her green shirt, filling it nicely. Her short skirt was tight, revealing much of her thick thighs beneath her black leggings. Her age showed in her face, but in a natural, attractive way.

“So,” she said, peering over her bottle, “you never did tell me if you stayed serious about writing.”

I laughed. “Not much time for poetry in Biomedical Engineering. Unless you count nice handwriting in lab notebooks. Haven’t even found time for a steady girlfriend.”

“A steady girlfriend? Only part time?” She raised a brow, teasing.

I grinned sheepishly. “Sometimes, I guess.”

Her gaze lingered. She was listening, but it was more than that—she was watching. The way her eyes moved felt different now, slower, tracing. I felt her attention like sunlight, soft but unmissable.

A few beats later, she exhaled and murmured, “I changed, too.” Her voice caught slightly, then softened. “My husband and I, well, he’s my ex-husband now. We divorced last fall.”

The way she said it was calm, but it felt like a bruise beneath the words.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said, not sure what else to say and surprised she was elaborating at all. This was not the typical conversation a teacher had with her student.

She shrugged it off with a faint smile. “No pity needed. He fell in love with someone younger. I think I fell out of love with pretending not to notice.”

Her self-awareness was disarming, too honest for small talk. I glanced sideways, meeting her eyes again. “Sounds like you need a vacation.”

Her smile grew a little wry. “That’s exactly what Megan said before dragging me here.”

“She’s not wrong,” I said. “You look, well, good.”

She arched a brow, mock stern. “You really shouldn’t say things like that to your teacher.”

“Hey, I graduated. I’ve got a diploma as proof.”

That earned a laugh, almost delighted. She took a long drink to hide it. The flush in her cheeks deepened, but her eyes didn’t leave mine.

A ferry horn echoed from the river. Her hair moved with the wind again, brushing her neck. I couldn’t help noticing how the ribbon at the neckline of her blouse slid slightly, how she straightened it absently without realizing.

“I feel ridiculous sitting here,” she said at last, chuckling softly. “Like a teenager sneaking out.”

“Maybe that’s good,” I said. “You deserve to feel young again. Start anew.”

“Careful,” she teased. “You’re only making my case worse.”

“Then let me help you balance the equation.” I stood, tossing my empty bottle into the recycling bin. “Come on. Let me buy you another drink.”

“No, I should find my friends,” she hesitated.

“Just shoot them a text. How often do you get to catch up with your favorite former student?”

Her expression warmed, torn between amusement and a spark of hesitation. “You’re awfully confident. I don’t remember this side of you.”

“I always did like doing extra credit.”

She laughed again, really laughed this time, and rose to join me. “Fine. One more. But if Megan calls looking for me, I’m blaming you.”

“I’ll take the hit.”
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The bar was pure chaos, shoulder-to-shoulder. Music blared, green confetti spun, sweaty bodies pressed together. Somehow, we had both lost our friends and didn’t care. The lights flashed in emerald waves, and the air smelled of lime, stale beer, and wood polish.

We were laughing too hard to notice how close we were standing until a stranger bumped Claire from behind, and she grabbed my arm for balance. Her hand stayed there, curling slightly around my sleeve. My pulse thudded hard enough to feel it in my throat. I could feel her breasts brushing against my chest. Her eyes caught mine and lingered a second longer. That had been happening more and more often lately. We had already exchanged numbers while we took turns showing each other vacation photos from over the past years. That was until Ms. Morrison stumbled across an old photo of her ex, and she demanded we put away our phones.

She looked up at me with that same half-daring, half-cautious smile. “Remind me again, how did I let you talk me into this?”

“No, no, no… these last shots were your idea,” I countered.

“That’s because I needed something to wash the tequila from my mouth!” she protested. “I can’t believe you made me take those.”

“Maybe you were hypnotized by my face,” I said without thinking.

“Oh, is that the reason?” She raised an eyebrow and seemed to study my face. Her smile deepened on her red lips. “Maybe…”

Her laugh tilted her head back just enough for me to notice the curve of her throat, and I became suddenly aware of how easily the world around us had blurred to noise.

We danced, not gracefully, not even well, but freely. The beat pounded through the floorboards, and neither of us stopped to check the time. She moved with more confidence than I expected, her body loose and playful. It started off casual until my hands found her hips. Her eyes widened briefly, but her arms quickly wrapped around my neck, and her crotch neared mine.

Slowly, we went from the center of the dance floor to the edge near the exit. My hands found their way down her lower back, brushing her round ass, and I watched the woman who was 20 years my senior chew her lower lip as she looked up at me.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” she yelled over the cheering and blaring music, but the wicked smile in the corner of her lips said otherwise.

“That’s funny,” I yelled back, “because there’s nothing else in the world I’d rather be doing right now.”

She gasped and stared at my lips for a long moment before it happened. I wasn’t sure if she kissed me or I kissed her, but once it happened, I was lost in the moment. My teacher’s tongue slipped inside my mouth just as my hand slipped down her ass.

“Mmmm!” She hummed approval as I felt her lift a leg and wrap it around the back of mine like a snake coiled around its prey. When the kiss finally broke, she was breathless and panting.

Shaking a daze from her eyes, Ms. Morrisson took my hand. “Come with me.”
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Ms. Morrisson pulled me outside and through the crowd. It was close to midnight and pitch black over the water, but the boardwalk was lit up with floodlights, making it feel like daytime. We escaped the spotlight and went down on the beach closer to the water. Police had been keeping people off of the sand but with how busy and rowdy the thousands of attendees were getting, the nearby cops were distracted and didn’t see us sneak into the shadows.

It took my eyes a few minutes to adjust to the darkness, but once we were a hundred yards away from the noise and the people, Ms. Morrisson stopped breathlessly and kissed me again. We both snickered like high schoolers when we fell to the sand with each other. I was shocked by how aggressive Ms. Morrisson was being. Whatever reservations she had about hooking up with one of her former students had disappeared in the shadows of the night.

Pushing me onto my back, Ms. Morrisson unbuckled my pants as her tongue intertwined with mine. She was so eager, I felt her hand already stroking my cock through my jeans. By the time she had my pants and boxers pulled down, my throbbing cock flexed tall and thick. Breaking from the kiss, she flicked her curtain of brunette hair over her shoulder and lowered her mouth to my cock.

I was too stunned to do anything other than groan as I felt this forty-year-old woman’s lips wrap around the head of my cock and begin to descend. The wet warmth slowly encased the head of my cock and slid down lower. My cock flexed and I felt her lips tighten on my shaft and heard my English teacher whimper a moan.

“Mm…Mmmmm…” her lips vibrated around my meat as she brushed her hair out of her face once more. My hands tended her thick, dark hair, scooping it up into a ponytail with both hands. Ms. Morrisson thanked me by bobbing her head up and down on me faster. “Mmmmmm!”

When her hands returned to my groin, her lips were dragging all the way back to my tip and then devouring all the way down to my base. Her warm, salivating, tight lips were like nothing I had ever felt before. The way she swallowed my cock and bobbed her head up and down on me felt more like a fantasy than reality.

“Gauauughhmmmaaaack! Mmmaaaghh…” she moaned as she sucked on my cock. The crowd of people far away were a distant noise barely noticeable anymore. Out here on the beach, a black starry sky and a nearly full moon were our only audience—that and the crashing waves of the Atlantic Ocean.

Her right hand stroked the base of my shaft, meeting her lips with every deep plunge down she made, and her other hand cradled my ball sack and gently rubbed them. The mature woman sucked my cock with the vigor of someone half her age. It was like the older woman had finally been unleashed from the shackles of marriage and the prim and proper life of a teacher. It was then that I realized that maybe I wasn’t the only one who was living out a lifelong fantasy right now. Ms. Morrisson wanted this badly, too.

After several minutes, my cock was glistening, and drool dripped from my teacher’s chin. I was barely holding on, but when her hand started to pump my shaft vigorously while her lips and tongue worked circles around my tip, I started to lose control.

When I told her was cumming, it only unleashed a feral beast inside the older woman. Her hand and lips tightened around my shaft and moved faster, up and down, up and down. I groaned when I came but Ms. Morrisson moaned louder as the spurts of my warm, milky seed covered her tongue.

“Mmmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmmmm!” she hummed as I felt her tongue lap up and down on my urethra like she was painting it. My cock flexed and continued to flex, uncontrollably as she slurped down my cum like it was her job. She sucked on my cock until I was limp and then, finally, she came up for air. “Oh my God… Oh my God…” she repeated as if she was close to cumming herself.

I let go of her hair, but I wouldn’t let her pull away from me. She gasped when I pulled her down onto her back and pushed her down on the sand. Lifting her skirt over her waist, I barely got her panties pulled off her legs, and she was already moaning—fuck, she’s so sensitive!

I gently rubbed my fingers down her pussy lips and felt the gooey mess that had accumulated from just sucking my cock. My fingers did a circle over her clit, and her thighs jittered. I wiggled my middle finger between her lips and over her clitoris and felt her raise her hips.

“Mmmmm fuck, Andrew…” she gasped. Slowly, I rubbed my hand back and forth, my finger ground on her slippery clit, and I listened to her go wild. “Oh, my—fuck!” she cried out in a high-pitched voice.

Sliding my fingers lower, I brought my lips down onto her clitoris and ran my tongue along her nub. The moan she made was long and guttural. I flicked my tongue across her clit as my fingers teased and reamed her pussy. I could see her thick, pale thighs in the moonlight sway and jiggle as pulses went through them.

“Jesus Chriiiist—ughhhh…” Ms. Morrisson moaned as her hips bucked into my mouth. My free hand looped around her leg and snuck up to her chest, groping her heavy breasts. Immediately, she clamped on top of my hand, locking it in place. “Oh, my God—yes, right there… right there…” she. Whimpered as her breathing became panted and desperate.

When I plunged two fingers inside her pussy while my tongue lapped back and forth on her clitoris, the woman sounded possessed and clamped her hand on the back of my head.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuuuuuck!” she whimpered and rocked, side to side.

I locked my lips on her pussy and began to pump my fingers in and out of her faster and faster. She pawed at the sand and pushed at my head as her moans became louder and feral.

“Andrew… Andrew… oh my God… oh my fucking God!” she cried as her voice broke and entire body trembled. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, I’m—fuuuck! I’m cummingohmygod!”

Ms. Morrisson’s writhing body became a seizure as my face and hands rode the wave. A dribble of juices out her pussy turned into a stream as I fingered her pussy relentlessly. Lapping at her slit tirelessly, it took her physically yanking me off of her and to her lips to make me stop. She kissed me long and deep, drinking down her juices covering my tongue and lips.

“Mmmmmmmmmm!” she hummed and panted through our kiss. I felt her tongue stretch to the back of my mouth like she was trying to crawl inside me.

We might never have left that position had the voice called out. “Hey! Someone there!?”

We both looked up to see the two figures in the distance, both waving a flashlight over the beach. They were coming closer.
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We were on our feet and running before either one of us could say a word. Sand splashed in the air, and Ms. Morrison’s skirt flew in the wind. I struggled to keep up at first as I held my pants and boxers up by my fingertips.

“Hey! Get back here!” one of the—security guards? Cops? They yelled, sounding out of breath, as if they were chasing.

By the time I had my belt done, we had run a hundred yards down the beach and re-entered the boardwalk near several speakers playing a club mix with people dancing. It was I this time who took Ms. Morrisson’s hand and guided her through the masses. I spared a few glances behind us once we walked with the crowd and saw no one following us.

Ms. Morrisson was flushed and worried-looking when she glanced at me. She whispered as she flattened her skirt, “I left my panties on the beach.”

My eyes went wide, and I couldn’t stop myself from laughing. She looked annoyed at first and said, “Well, don’t laugh!” but she was already cracking up as she scolded me. We staggered back to her hotel room laughing so hard from the ridiculousness of what happened that there were tears in our eyes.

It wasn’t until we were halfway there that Ms. Morrisson realized the back of her skirt was wet from her juices and gasped. She clutched me to her and said I had to walk behind her the rest of the way, and so we did. To her hotel, up the elevator, and down the hall, all with my hands on her hips and shadowing behind her every step. When she finally swiped them into the room, the older woman released a sigh of relief.

“Your friends still out partying?” I asked when I saw the empty room and the one king-size bed. The room was far nicer and cleaner than mine. My buddies and I all crammed into one room.

“Maybe. Their hotel rooms are on different floors,” she said, touching the back of her skirt once more. “God, this so bad. I have to change.”

Ms. Morrisson grabbed a new set of clothes and excused herself to the bathroom. It was a moment later when I followed her into the bathroom with borrowed confidence. I pushed open the door to see my English teacher’s bare bottom and her about to take off her shirt. She startled at the sight of me and reactively covered her sex, scooting into the corner.

“Jonathan!” she complained. Slowly, her eyes raised to meet mine, and her body relaxed as I stepped toward her. She turned to face me. another step. She moved her hands away from her gorgeous, shaved pussy.

Dropping her shirt, Ms. Morrisson met me in the middle of the bathroom. The mirror witnessed our bodies colliding as our lips found each other in unbridled lust. My arms wrapped around her back and slid down to her bare ass, and her soft fingers caressed my cheek, slid down my chest, and started pulling at my shirt. My fingers slid down her ass crack and groped two handfuls of the bottom of her ass, making her moan.

“Mmmmmmm… Mmmmmmm!” she gasped through our kiss. Her actions become more desperate by the moment.

We broke from our kiss just long enough to rip each other’s shirts off over our heads. First mine, then hers. I staggered backward and out of the bathroom as we continued to make out. My fingers fumbled with the clasp of her beige bra that restrained her enormous breasts, while her hands moved expertly now over my belt. She shrugged the bra off when I pushed her down to the bed, and she giggled, smiling up at her student as I gawked at her large, swaying breasts hanging from her chest.

Tugging my pants and boxers down to the floor, her eyes brightened at my half-hard cock already pointing toward her. I leaned forward, and she scooted backward on her bed with a devious smile on her lips and a finger curling in my direction.

“Come and get me,” she whispered.

I kicked the remaining clothes off me as I followed, crawling like an animal on my hands and knees. When I trapped her against the backboard, Ms. Morrisson accepted me with open legs, then closed her thick thighs around me like a Venus Flytrap snatching her prey.

“Oh… Jonathan… Mmmm…” she whimpered when the girth of my shaft pressed on her slit, and my lips pressed down against hers. We kissed as her fingernails gently raked my back, and I rubbed my hand up to her breasts. “Mmmmm—oh yes—Mmmmm!”

Her breathing became stagnant as my cock flexed and my shaft pressed down on her swollen clit as our two bodies ground into each other. My tip teased her clit so much that her body twitched and her back arched.

“Oh, my Godmmm! Oh my God. Put it in me. Please, put it in me!” she cried between kisses as her pussy grew more sensitive. Finally, we had both pulled back our hips far enough for my cock to pop down and the head of my shaft to slide between her warm, moist pussy lips. “Ohhh…” she gasped, her hands clasping the back of my neck as her eyes went wide.

I stared down into my teacher’s eyes and watched them squint, and her mouth widen as I fed more of me deeper inside her. she whimpered as she slowly lowered onto my girth. Her pussy squeezed me as it swallowed me whole. My teacher’s legs wrapped around my back, holding me in place. Ms. Morrisson panted as I pushed my cock all the way inside her and she arched her back.

“Ohhhh God, baby!” she moaned. “Oh, my God—fuck me… fuck me, baby.”

I was stunned for a brief moment for the dumbest reason. I couldn’t imagine my English teacher ever cursing in front of me like that. The mattress rocked as I gripped her hips and started fucking my cock in and out of my curvy teacher. Her tits bounced together and shook like they moved in a fourth dimension. My hands slid down and gripped her fat ass tightly, which made her groan. I pulled her legs open wide, my hands holding beneath her knees as I began to pound her pussy with my bare, hard cock.

“Jesus—fuck! Yes! Fuck me. Fuck me!” the older woman growled as she was plowed by a man half her age. I could hear her pussy squish with every rough thrust inside her.

My balls bounced as my hips crashed into her body. My long cock disappeared into her pussy like it was a magic trick. Ms. Morrisson braced her hands against the headboard as I fucked her harder. My teacher’s mouth hung open in a silent scream as weakness appeared in her eyes. The tendrils of her brunette bangs stuck to her sweaty forehead as I folded her in half and pounded my cock down into her. She nodded, unable to speak. Her face morphed into one of pain as she threw her head back, arching her back.

“C-Cumming—I’m cumming!” Ms. Morrisson moaned and quickly clapped a hand over her mouth as her thighs sucked to my sides. “Yesyesyesyesssssmmmmmm!” she moaned from behind her palm as her fat tits bounced up and down with every buck of my hips.

I gritted my teeth and could no longer hold myself back as I watched my teacher’s eyes roll backward, and her body seize with pleasure and lust. We came simultaneously. My cock was throbbing and pumping cum up inside her pussy just as her pussy lips clamped down on me and drained her juices over my shaft. Her legs jittered as her hands clawed desperately at my shoulders, pulling me to her.

With my twitching cock buried inside her pulsating pussy, we kissed hard and rolled to our sides. We gripped and squeezed each other’s backs and ass, trying to get our bodies even more connected than they already were. Finally, the endless orgasms finished, leaving us panting and hugging our sweaty bodies into another. Without leaving each other’s embrace, I grabbed the bed comforter and tossed it over our naked bodies. We drifted off to sleep with our legs intertwined and my cock tucked inside her warm slit.


CHAPTER 5
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We woke the next morning slowly. The holiday of Saint Patrick’s Day had officially ended, and the city of Savannah would begin to recover from the celebrations. Amazingly, Ms. Morrisson and I slept soundly the entire night wrapped up in a cocoon like we were. When we peeled apart the next day, it felt as though our skin didn’t want to leave each other.

My teacher snickered, covering her face with both hands. “Oh my God, I can’t believe I did that last night.”

“We did that. I clarified.”

She moved her hands and smiled at me. “We did that,” she said, and then a serious look came over her face as she turned to her side to face me. her breasts both toppled to the side like boulders falling over one another. “You can’t tell anyone we did that.”

“I won’t.”

“No, I’m serious. It can’t get out. I hooked up with my student.”

“Former student.”

She rolled her eyes. “It won’t matter to the principal. Seriously. Once you leave that door, this never happened.”

“I’m serious. Cross my heart. Hope to die,” I said with a smile that infected her. She started to scoot out of bed before I added, “We haven’t walked out that door yet…”

She laughed like I had told a joke, then hesitated, looking at me through slitted eyes. In an explosion of motion, she leaped back on top of me, tossing the covers aside. Climbing on top of me, she kissed me hard and deep as her hand found my cock and stroked it hard in a reverse grip. My palms massaged around her hips, to her ass, and up her sides, scooping up her breasts, making her whimper.

When Ms. Morrisson mounted me, and she fed my iron shaft between her pussy lips, we both moaned into our kiss. She started humping her student immediately. My cock spearing inside her moist pussy until her moans broke her lips from mine.

“Ohhhh God… Oh, God yes, fuck me…” she whimpered between pants.

The wet sound of cock cock thumping inside of her filled the hotel room. Ms. Morrisson flicked her brunette hair behind her back and out of her face as her hands pressed on my chest so she could ride me faster.

“Oh, fuck yes—yes! Give me that cock, baby!” the older woman growled through gritted teeth

I was mesmerized by her bouncing tit that bounced into each other like wrecking balls hanging from her chest. Her earrings and necklace jingled with her every hump.

“Oh, my God, baby… oh my God, yes…” she panted, weakly.

My palms slid down the arch of her back and pressed down on her ass just as I pushed down on my feet, raising my hips. My cock slammed inside her pussy, making her cry out.

“Fuuuck!”

My fingers dug into her fat ass as I began to hump up into her pussy, forcing her hips down to meet mine. The speed of the motion became so great that Ms. Morrisson had to grip the headboard above my head as I fucked her pussy fast and hard. Her breathing became panting. Her moans turned to screams as my thrusts became relentless.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck—Jesus fuck, I’m cumming—oh my fucking God, I’m cumming!” she cried, throwing her head back. “Ohhhh God!!”

I could hear and feel the slick wetness grow between our crotches as I humped her raw. Without warning, my climax struck like a freight train. My eyes rolled back as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, and my milky cum spilled inside my teacher’s pussy.

“Oh my God… Oh my God…” Ms. Morrisson whispered between breaths. Her expression was in a daze as if she wasn’t sure if she was asleep or not. “Oh, my God, I’ve never been fucked like that in my life.”

She gasped, a woozy smile, fell down to my chest, and lazily kissed me. We kissed long. We kissed deep. I could have stayed naked with my teacher in that hotel room for another week, but a sudden knock put an end to our kiss.

“Maggie? Are you in there?” a woman asked through the door.

Ms. Morrisson’s eyes went wide with panic.

“Uh, yeah, Megan, um, hold on,” she said as she scrambled out of bed and started getting dressed. I did the same, infected by her same panic.

After getting dressed in record time, Ms. Morrisson shoved me into the bathroom with the lights out and closed the door. I listened as Maggie stepped out of the room and disappeared down the hall with Megan, making an excuse about oversleeping. I waited five minutes before leaving her hotel room and heading back to my hotel.

Jonathan

‘Did she buy your lie?’

I texted her when I neared my hotel. A few seconds later, my phone buzzed.

Ms. Morrisson

‘No! All the girls are prodding me for info on my “booty call” lol’

I laughed.

Jonathan

‘Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me.’

She didn’t reply at first, but minutes later, when I was just walking into my hotel elevator, I received a reply. It was a mirror selfie and a text. Ms. Morrison was in a restaurant bathroom with her shirt lifted and her tits exposed. Her brunette hair covered much of her face, but a wicked grin on her red lips was clearly visible.

Ms. Morrisson

‘Maybe I’ll see you back in Washington ;)’

I smiled.

Jonathan

‘Maybe.’

I swiped my card to get into my hotel room and was met with loud noises and an off-putting smell of body odor. My five friends were still in bed and sprawled on the floor in sleeping bags.

“There he is!” Nick yelled from the floor. He had empty pizza boxes sprawled beside him. “Dude, where the hell were you? You get lucky?”

“Na, I woke up passed out on the beach,” I said, and everyone laughed.

“Bro, you should have stayed at that club. There were so many girls there!” Jake yelled.

“Really? Damn, I missed out then,” I said and did my best to hide my smile.
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PREVIEW!
COUGAR’S 4TH OF JULY


The Fourth of July started like every other Fourth of July had in the small town of Saint Ignace, Michigan. Main street was blocked off by traffic cones on either end, and food trucks and carnival games lined the road in each direction. Hundreds of people walked this way in that laughing, chatting, and enjoying the warm weather. It was a luxury in the upper Peninsula of Michigan, where the winters could last for eight months and the snow drifts could reach 8 feet tall. So when July came around, Hoopers took full advantage of the heat.

As day turned the night, the crowds thinned in town and made their way toward the beach. Lake Michigan was where the fireworks would go off and every family, couple, and child have been staking their seats for hours now. I lingered in town longer than most. While the Fourth of July party hadn’t changed in 20 years, I had. At 18 years old, I was a man now and this was the last summer before I went off to college. Always the awkward loner in school, I looked forward to starting fresh in a couple months at the University of Michigan. Only four hours away, after living my whole life in a small town, it felt like I was leaving to a different country. As exciting as the notion was, the nearer the time came for me to leave, the more anxious I became. I knew I’d probably be back here for the next Fourth of July, but for some reason I felt like I never would. Suddenly, I was nostalgic of this place.

“Adam? Is that you?” A voice called from behind me. It was light and felt like silk to my ears.

I turned away from the elephant ear food truck, the circular sheet of deep-fried doe in my hand. Across the empty street, near a ring-tossing game, I saw an older woman staring at me. She was familiar to me but not how she was now. It was like she was a memory of a person I once knew. Her hips were a bit thicker, her breast’s a bit larger, and her face had aged several years, and yet, Mrs. Kleiner’s beauty was still there. Her brunette hair flowed over her shoulders, and her eyes lit up when she saw it was me.

“Mrs. Kleiner?” I asked.

“Oh my God!” She exclaimed. We both recognized each other at the same time, but I was shocked when she crossed the street in haste to wrap me up in a hug reserved for girlfriends, moms, and dear, lost friends. “Adam! You’re a man now! I can’t believe it.”

As Mrs. Kleiner retreated from the hug, my fingertips brushed from her back to the sides of her hips, and suddenly I felt my touch should become more familiar than it should’ve been. I think Mrs. Kleiner thought the same thing which is why her cheeks flushed and she took an extra step back.

“Sorry,” Mrs. Kleiner started, shaking her head as if she had crossed a line. “I so rarely recognize my students once they’re your age.”

Mrs. Kleiner had been my third grade teacher in elementary school. As a shy boy who never had any friends, Mrs. Kleiner was one of the teachers who opened me up and made me feel welcomed in school. Even now, over a decade later, her smile and excitement at seeing me was second to none. It was the kind of greeting that a man would think about for years to come.

“Wow, yeah, that’s crazy. I can’t believe you recognized me that was so long ago. You haven’t aged a day,” I said with a bright smile.

Mrs. Kleiner’s cheeks grew a little brighter shade of red as she fought to hide her smile. “Oh hush, don’t pepper a lady with too many lies.”

“No I’m serious, you look amazing.” I said an immediately regretted saying so. My eyes drifted from her bosom down to her hips and her tan legs sticking out from flower patterned sundress. It was my turn to blush as complementing women or even just talking to them was not an easy thing for me.

“Aren’t you sweet,” she said, twisting from side to side. “So how old are you now? sixteen? Seventeen?”

“Eighteen, actually,” I said. “I-I actually am going to U of M in the fall.”

“Really? That’s fantastic!” she said touching my arm. Her smile broadened as she fingered my muscles before removing her hand.

“Oh, sorry,” I pointed to the back of her arm, “I think I got some chocolate on your arm when we hugged from my elephant ear.”

“What? Oh,” she giggled, looking over her shoulder, “Do you mind?”

I used my pointer and middle finger swipe the chocolate off. I got the bulk of it off but there was still a smear.

“Lick it,” Mrs. Kleiner said with a devious grin as she nodded at the gob on my fingers.

“What?” I laughed, furrowing my brow.

“Come on… lick it!” she said playfully but it felt more like she was testing her power over me than teasing. I hesitated trying to understand the dynamic she was making when she rolled her eyes, “Oh, fine, I will, chicken!”

Before I could react, Mrs. Kleiner stuck out her tongue made a long up the length of my fingers to the tip, her eyes rising to meet mine. Once at the tip, I gasped when I watched her lips part as she slipped both fingers into her mouth and sucked them down to my hand. When she popped her lips off of my clean fingers she had to cover her mouth as she started giggling uncontrollably.

“You should see your face,” she laughed, pointing.
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PREVIEW!
AFTER CLASS: PUNISHED


When Mrs. Corey asked me to stay after class, I was worried about missing my next class that was across the university campus, that was until she closed and locked the door with just us inside.

"I found those filthy notes you were passing about me in the back of the classroom," she said as she approached my desk. Her high heels clacked on the floor with each step. "What? It's not so funny anymore now that you're alone and have to face the consequences for your nasty words."

I lowered my head, partly to hide my reddening cheeks but also in shame. I might have been 18 years old and a freshman in college, but being confronted for my juvenile remarks made me feel half that age.

Picking up a folded piece of paper from the lip of her desk, she unraveled it and read my words, "'With an ass like that, I bet she claps every time she runs...' Is that how you speak of your professor?"

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Corey," I mumbled.

She read a few more of the dozens of comments exchanged between my friends and I and shook her head. "'I wonder what her pussy smells like?'" she glared down at me from the side of my desk now. "Michael, have you ever even touched a woman's vagina?"

"No, ma'am," I admitted. I was surprised by her question, but at the moment, I felt the humiliation was warranted given what I put her through.

It had been a rough first few weeks at university. My three roommates in my dorm were stuck up and friends from high school. They formed a friend group and made an effort to exclude me from it. The rest of my dorm had grouped up as well. Making friends was never my forte. I was homeschooled, socially awkward, and never partied. I had resigned myself to a college life that was friendless and where I remained a virgin—that was until Elliot passed me a funny note about Mrs. Corey in our English Literature course. The ironic thing was, compared to the average college kid, I was typically a perfect gentleman when it came to women. It was just this one time I bent my moral compass for the sake of having a single friend.

Of course, the few minutes spent exchanging notes were short-lived once Mrs. Corey spotted me passing the note back to Elliot. I don’t think my heart had ever stopped so hard and fast on its. Then, to watch her read the note, glare at us, and then continue teaching until the end of class was the most surreal experience.

"I bet you haven't," she said, glaring down at me. "Horny little impudent teenager you are. Probably would rather masturbate to porn than actually please a real woman. Here. Give me your hand. Give me--you feel that!?"

The moment happened so fast that I didn't know how to react. Mrs. Corey had the skirt of her white dress pulled up in one hand while her other hand had my wrist in its clutch and was holding my palm to her sex. My hand was stiff, trying not to touch her vagina like this was some kind of trick. Maybe she was setting me up!

"Yeah, you feel that?" My English professor asked as she pressed my fingers on her vagina lips and rubbed them in circles. I was surprised at how soft and moist she was. "I bet this middle-aged teacher just gave you more action than you'll ever have. Go on, soak it up. Stick your fingers up there. This is your one and only--ughmm."

Following her commands, I lightly curled my fingers up and felt the moist, gooey insides between her lips. As I did, her moving of my hand brought my fingers in and out of her.

"Mmmmm fuck..." Mrs. Corey said with squinted eyes that she looked as though she was holding in a sneeze. My hand froze in the semi-cupped form it was in as she rubbed my palm back and forth on her clit in a quickening manner. "Oh--fuck, god..." she groaned.

I could feel my hand becoming wetter by the moment as the sound of her juicy pussy lips being masturbated by my hand grew louder with each sloshing movement. The tips of two of my fingers pressed inside her began to curl and pet the roof of her pussy as I became conscious of the surreal moment.
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