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Chapter 1

I should have known I’d see a bunch of my former students here, I thought to myself as I shifted uncomfortably on the barstool, hoping to quickly get the attention of a bartender so I could drink away a bit of the awkwardness. 

I could tell from the moment I walked in the door that I didn’t fit in with the rest of the crowd at the bar I picked out that evening.  It wasn’t that I was old or anything; it was just that the crowd at this spot was very young.  In fact, it seemed like all the kids from the local high school that didn’t move out of town after graduating were here, which was unfortunate because about half of them were my former grade 11 English students.  I kicked myself for not thinking of that sooner, but I wasn’t accustomed to going out anywhere by myself, particularly to bars.  That was never something I used to do, but a lot changed since Spencer and I separated. 

Within a minute or so of sitting down, I noticed sets of curious and surprised eyes trained on me – people definitely recognized me.  Blood rushed up to my cheeks and I tried hard not to focus on the acute embarrassment as I got the attention of a bartender and ordered myself a vodka-cranberry, a recent favorite drink since I started going out more. 

“Single or double shot, ma’am?”  the young female bartender asked me, eyeing me somewhat curiously, clearly aware that I was a bit out of place. 

“Double, please,” I quickly replied, trying to relax a bit as I settled back into my stool.  That was what I was after anyways, some relaxation.  I made a promise to myself that I would start focusing on myself since the breakup; I needed time to recharge and reset myself, some time to tend to my emotional wounds and get myself back into the right state of mind.  The big thing above all else that I promised myself was that I would stay away from men for the foreseeable future.  I did not need a new relationship just yet; I needed to focus on work and spending time with my girlfriends. 

Despite my best attempts to relax, though, I couldn’t shake my sense that everyone was looking at me.  I tried to make myself small and not look around too much; I wanted desperately to avoid the inevitably awkward conversations with former students, especially the guys.  They hit on me enough as it was when I was their teacher, let alone now that they were old enough to drink alcohol.

I quickly sucked down the rest of my drink, having decided that this place wasn’t worth hanging around any longer.  As I set a ten-dollar bill down on the counter and got up to leave, I heard a sound I had been dreading.

“Excuse me, miss?”  a male voice called from behind me. 

I whipped around, embarrassed and surprised, realizing I wasn’t going to be able to make a quick get-away after all.  My heart skipped a beat when I first laid eyes on him.  He had piercing hazel eyes, a dark, well-defined face with a strong jaw, and loose blonde waves of hair that fell somewhat over his face in a carefree, punk-ish gesture.  He was clad in a black leather jacket that fit comfortably around a pair of broad shoulders, a white T-shirt that sharply contrasted the jacket, a pair of tight-fitting black jeans with rips in the knees that were clearly from wear rather than design, and a pair of stylish black boots.  It took me a moment to catch myself staring, and when I looked back up at his face, I noticed a look of subtle amusement in his eyes.  I blushed when I realized how obviously I had been checking him out.  I can’t be thinking like that, I reminded myself.  He couldn’t be too far above legal drinking age, and I have no idea who he is!  I could be friends with his parents for all I know!  I mentally slapped myself, forcing out a more professional demeanor.

“Oh, um, hi,” I replied, still a bit flustered.  “Who might you be?” 

“Brad,” he responded, the word flowing off of his tongue confidently and coolly.  “I was just about to leave, but when I saw you sitting there, I thought I just had to talk to you.  I wasn’t expecting to see someone as beautiful as you at a place like this.” 

I was surprised at his forwardness, almost offended a bit, but I was too taken with the young man’s beauty and mysteriousness to really care.  I could start to feel a familiar tingle in my core, though I wasn’t sure that it wasn’t just the effects of the drink I had just downed.  Either way, I wanted to keep talking to this guy and see what he was all about.  Something about him was intimidating, but at the same time… inviting. 

“Well, you’re certainly forward,” I responded, giving him my best confident smirk to cover up my nervousness and see if the forwardness he exuded was deep enough to stand up to me turning up the charm a bit. 

Brad responded in kind with his own confident smirk, an effortless, slightly crooked grin that sent my eyes straight to his lips.  “I just know what I like,” he said, grabbing my hand and leading me to the other side of the bar where there were fewer people and multiple consecutive open stools.  Feeling a man’s touch after months of celibacy set my body aflame, but I quickly reminded myself about my “no-men” rule and shut those feelings out as quickly as they came in.  I’m just talking to a cute guy.  Nothing’s gonna happen.  Besides, I could use a new friend, I reassured myself, settling into my new position at the bar.

“Can I have two double shot vodka-crans?”  Brad called out to the bartender.  That’s weird.  Was he watching me?  I wondered to myself.  It was strange that he ordered exactly what I had ordered earlier in the night.  Maybe I’m just overthinking things, I decided.  He probably just noticed me when I ordered my drink and saw what it was.

“So, uh, what do you do?  Are you a student?”  I asked somewhat timidly, hoping he didn’t hear the nervous quiver in my voice. 

“I work security for a couple of the clubs in the city,” he said, as the bartender handed us our drinks.  I didn’t expect him to say that, but as I looked him over again, I noticed the faint outlines of well-defined muscles under his clothes.  “What about you?” he asked, his eyes peering into me. 

“Oh, I teach English at the high school,” I relaxed a little and taking a sip of my new drink.  Maybe he didn’t know me after all.  If he did, I was treading in murky pools that I did not want to see the bottom of.  Then again, maybe I don’t need to even worry about it.  If he doesn’t bring it up, then that settles that.  No awkward conversations with former students.  That also means no awkward conversations about how Mr. Davis is doing. 

“Nice,” he said, nonchalantly.  Fortunately for me, Brad seemed uninterested in my job, and we eased into a casual conversation about night clubs, which spots were better or worse than others, good places to eat, our favorite drinks, and other light topics.  Through the conversation I sensed a bit of sexual tension underneath the surface, but I brushed it under the rug, figuring that he was just a bit of a flirt, and that I could just go home if I felt a bit tempted. 

When he started getting a bit touchier with me, I dismissed it as him just getting a little affectionate since he was a few drinks in.  But underneath my rationalizing, I enjoyed the attention.  It had been so long since I had had any male attention, even while I was with Spencer.  In fact, I was so deprived that even the smallest bit of physical contact made me crazy. 

As I reflected, I felt Brad’s hand rest on my thigh.  “It’s getting a bit late.  How about we take this to my place?  I only live a couple minutes away from here.” 

My breath caught in my throat and my heart started pounding.  I knew I was toeing a line that I had decided I wouldn’t cross.  Every fiber of my being was telling me I should just go home and get some sleep.  I had decided I wasn’t going to have any men in my life, and the night was supposed to just be some “me” time.  But somewhere a little deeper, I felt a primal, reptilian urge surfacing.  I hadn’t been intimate with someone in so long.  You know what, I can at least hang out with him for a bit, no harm done, I thought as I followed him out of the bar. 

Twenty minutes later, I was on my knees in the doorway to his apartment with his cock in my mouth.  I couldn’t have waited a second longer.  It seemed like Brad couldn’t either because, by the time I had unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out, it was already at full mast and dripping with precum.  I eagerly took him in my mouth, and as soon as I started sucking him, all rational thought left my mind.  I heard him softly moaning under his breath and felt him pulsing inside my mouth.  Spurred on by the encouragement, I forced his entire length down my throat, choking on his thick shaft and swallowing him until my nose pressed up against the taut skin of his lower abdomen.  A slightly louder groan followed, and, overcome with arousal and excitement, I took him out of my mouth, stood up to face him, and pressed my lips against his ear.

“You’ve never been with someone my age before, have you?”  I whispered, breathing hot air into his ear, running one hand through his hair and squeezing his butt with the other hand.   “Because women my age know a thing or two about pleasing a man.” 

“Well, with an intro like that, I’m anxious to see what you can do,” he softly growled under his breath.  “My bedroom is this way.”  He led me down the main hallway of his apartment and into a room at the end.  His bedroom was dimly lit by a small lamp on his nightstand, a queen-sized bed situated against the far wall of the room.  The space was clean but a little bare, the only real decorations being a few grunge posters pinned to the walls.  The room definitely revealed his age a bit, but far from being embarrassing like before, it turned me on.  I felt like I was doing something dirty. 

Once we were in the bedroom, I pushed him down onto his bed and pulled off his jeans, taking his underwear with them.  I spit on his cock, stroked it lustily while looking deep into his eyes, then swallowed it with ease, taking it down to the hilt.  I began bobbing my head up and down on his swollen member, making sure to nearly come up all the way before plunging back down again, using my tongue to stimulate the underside of his shaft while I sucked him. 

“You weren’t lying about knowing what you were doing,” he said, donning the same sideways smirk I had noticed him wearing before.  I felt both of his hands on the back of my head and he started skull-fucking me, using my head as a fleshlight.  At first, a cold wave of fear washed over me when he started using my mouth like that; I had never been manhandled so intensely before.  But after a few moments I regained my composure and submitted to the rough deepthroat, reveling in the feeling of an eager cock in my throat and the sexy tone of the soft moans escaping his lips. 

After a few minutes of getting my mouth used roughly, Brad grabbed onto a few locks of my long, brown hair and pulled my face up off of his dick.  I stood up at the edge of the bed, looking him over and eager to get him back in my mouth. 

“Do you want my cock in you?” he breathed, sitting up on his bed and pulling his T-shirt over his head, revealing a strong, masculine build. 

“Do me however you want,” I breathed, staring into his pretty, green eyes. 

Without a second thought, Brad got off of the bed and pulled off my dress, exposing my toned, fit body and full breasts.  He ran his hands all over my body, squeezed my tits, ran his fingers over my collarbones and delicate neck.  His eyes were dark and hungry, almost dangerous, but that just made me want him even more. 

“Be careful what you wish for,” he replied, picking me up and tossing me on the bed like a ragdoll.  He climbed up behind me, and as I tried to turn around to face him, he held me down, positioning me on my stomach with my legs together.  He pulled my hands behind my back, then, holding both of my wrists with one strong hand, used the other to spread my ass cheeks, exposing my asshole and pussy.  Without a second’s hesitation, he plunged into my pussy, surprising me with the suddenness and force of his entry. 

I moaned loudly, cumming immediately from his penetration.  It had been forever since I had had any kind of partnered orgasm, let alone penetrative sex, which was the easiest way for me to cum.  I could feel his cock bottoming out against my cervix at the deepest part of his stroke, and I pushed my butt out against him to get him even further inside me. 

“Fuck me,” I growled at him, my hips involuntarily wiggling against his cock in desperation. 

Without a word, he started slowly pumping in and out of my soaked hole, not quite giving me the speed I wanted, but holding me down too firmly for me to challenge his pace at all.  The slow pace frustrated me but aroused me even more than before, making me hungrier than ever for a brutally hard fucking. 

“Don’t tease me like that,” I whined as he slid inch after inch in and out of me.  I could almost feel him smiling devilishly behind me as the words came out of my mouth.

“If that’s what you want, I think that could be arranged, but remember what I told you before, - be careful what you wish for,” he softly whispered to me.  I felt him start to speed up, continuing to use his entire length on each thrust.  I moaned with approval, and within seconds Brad was pounding me harder and with more ferocity than my ex-husband ever did.  After a while, it was even starting to feel like too much – he completely filled me up with each stroke, pounding me with reckless abandon and a total disregard for my pleasure.  The sheer force of the fucking set off a chain of orgasms that rippled through me as he thrusted, each one more powerful than the last. 

“Fuuuuckk,” I moaned into his pillow, my body shaking with wave after wave of pleasure, my left leg involuntarily kicking in an orgasmic compulsion. 

Brad didn’t let up, instead picking up his pace even more until he was slamming into me with all his force.  My moaning had picked up until it was a steady whine of pleasure, my voice cresting in pitch with every thrust.  After what felt like eternities later, he spoke up again.

“Are you on birth control?”  he asked me.  I panicked once I realized I had let him fuck me raw without even a second thought.  I hadn’t fucked anybody but my husband for so many years that it didn’t even cross my mind to think about it. 

“Yeah, I’m on the pill,” I managed, my voice half speech and half moaning. 

“Good,” he responded simply.  I felt his grip tighten on my wrists and heard him groan intensely.  His thrusting pace slowed almost imperceptibly and, moments later, he erupted into me, exploding inside my pussy.  He grabbed my hair with his free hand and pulled at it roughly while he came, his thick cock pulsing aggressively, pumping his seed inside my body. 

Once he was done, I felt his body soften a bit and he pulled out of me, let go of my wrists, stroked himself a bit, then gently fell onto the bed next to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulder and lying face down to my left.  I rolled over onto my side so I was facing towards him and I felt cum running out of my pussy and onto the side of my leg.  I felt so filthy with a total stranger’s cum inside me.  After a few moments, he turned over to face me, his hair messy and his body glistening with sweat. 

“Quick question,” I asked, looking into his eyes again.  “Maybe this is stupid, but I just wanted to check to make sure. . .  you didn’t go to Washington High School did you?”  

He gave me that little smile of his again. 

“What do you mean?  I thought you recognized me.  My last name is Smith.  You were my home room teacher.” 


Chapter 2

I heard the familiar buzz of a text message notification coming from my phone as I hurried to put my makeup on.  Quickly picking it up, I read Brad’s message, “you can park around back, people are already here so you can stop over any time.”  My face flushed slightly and I got back to putting myself together before grabbing my purse and heading out to my car. 

I can’t believe I’m doing this right now, I thought to myself, still in partial disbelief as to the sequence of events that led to what I was about to do.  Thoughts of the previous weekend filled my mind as I put the car in gear and pulled out of my driveway.

After Brad and I had finished having sex on that night when I went to the bar, I had hurriedly gathered my things and rushed home, immediately mortified at the dawning realization of what I had just done.  I hadn’t planned on even talking to a former student, let alone fucking one of them.  And Brad Smith too, at that.  I couldn’t believe I didn’t recognize him after just a few years.  Then again, in those days, he didn’t look very much like he did now.  He had to have gained ten or fifteen pounds of muscle since he graduated, and his hair used to be buzzed.  He didn’t always dress as nicely as he did now, either.  The one thing I should have recognized despite the changes in his looks was his piercing gaze and carefree but mischievous smirk.  He was always lumped into the delinquent crowd in class, but he never gave off the dense vibes that the punk teenagers he hung around did.  He always seemed more calculated somehow, less boyish. . .  More than once during homeroom did I have to catch myself when he would stare into me as I talked.  He was always somewhat dark and mysterious, calm but focused. 

The day after our little tryst, I decided I was no longer going to think about the encounter and just wash it out of my memory, but it was too late – the flame of my arousal had already been ignited.  When I got the text from Brad that night asking if I wanted to accompany him to a house party his friend was hosting, I wanted to ignore it or tell him we shouldn’t be talking, but within seconds I had already responded to him in the affirmative. 

I’ll probably end up seeing even more students I knew from school here, I worried, my hands quivering slightly with nerves.  And it would be more embarrassing still to be seen by my former students on the arm of the class delinquent.  As I drove closer to the party, I got a strong urge to just turn around and go home, never respond to any more texts from Brad, just pretend this whole thing didn’t happen.  But, for whatever reason, I couldn’t get myself to do it.  Nervously, but too driven by curiosity and desire to stop, I drove up to the little townhouse matching the address Brad gave me and parked in the lot around the back. 

When I walked up the rickety wooden steps and opened the back screen door, I was greeted by a scene that brought back memories from my college undergrad years.  The first thing that struck me was the pungent smell of weed and the loud, bass-heavy music playing from a speaker in a corner of the dimly lit room.  The room was primarily lit by string lights fastened to two of the walls and I noticed dozens of little glints of light, the string lights reflecting off of countless bottles strewn about the room.  The room was a bit smoky and hazy, a steady din of laughter and relaxed tones mixing with the smoke and lights. 

“Hey there, Mrs. Davis,” I heard, immediately able to pick out Brad’s effortless voice amidst the entropy of the room.  Following his voice, I saw him sitting at the corner of the couch next to a couple of guys.  I walked over timidly, scoping out the scene to see if I recognized anyone. 

Brad made some space for me and I sat down between him and the boys he was talking to. 

“Joe and Andrew, you remember our teacher Mrs. Davis, don’t you?” Brad asked, gesturing at me, his arm loosely resting around my shoulders.  Looking to me right at the two guys he asked, I immediately realized that I knew these two much better than I wished I did.  Joseph Scott and Andrew Miller.  They were two of the punk-ish kids in my homeroom class that always orbited Brad, forming the center of their clique.  The two of them had grown up a bit since I last saw them, but were still their recognizably delinquent selves, adorned with near-comical gauges and lots of new tattoos. 

“Hi, Mrs. Davis,” Joe extended his hand.  I couldn’t tell if he was being nice or donning that affectation of faux politeness I was so used to seeing from him when he addressed me in school.  Andrew followed suit, and I could clearly make out an undisguised look of perverse amusement on his face as he greeted me.  God, I never thought I’d find myself in this situation, let alone with these two, I thought, trying to focus my attention back on Brad. 

“I’m glad you could make it,” Brad said, turning his attention back to me.  My face heated up at the sound of his voice, despite any reservations I still had about the situation.  His eyes lit up at my reaction and he immediately went in to kiss me. 

Any protest I might have planned faded to the backburner when I felt his lips on mine again.  His breath was fresh and minty, his lips firm but soft.  I could feel the solidness of his body behind the kiss, the calm focus he exuded everywhere he went.  Some embarrassment started bubbling up once I realized I was being watched by at least two former students, but, as if reading my mind, Brad deepened the kiss, smoothly slipping his tongue into my mouth and pulling my in closer to him in one swift motion.  I felt myself heating up immediately, melting into his form.  I heard cheers erupting around the room as people noticed what was going on. 

Brad pulled away from the kiss, his eyes scanning me, looking deep into me.  “How about I get you a drink,” he asked, getting up from the couch, leaving me breathless. 

The night went on as one might expect a party full of 21 and 22 year-olds to go – the volume of the music increased, people drank and smoked more, and then, after reaching the zenith of its energy, people started clearing out, drunk and tired.  I had spent the whole night glued to Brad, drinking rum and chatting with him and his friends.  Despite being there for what felt like hours, I couldn’t have repeated what anyone said if I was asked; I was in heat and couldn’t focus on anyone except Brad.  After my second drink, I got a bit looser and stretched out on the couch, half-lying down on Brad as he talked.  I could see that the other party-goers were starting to stare, but I didn’t really care.  In fact, I was sort of enjoying the attention.  Seeing the eyes of all these younger men on my body was doing something to me, and I was too worked up to think too hard about any of the risks.  The thrill of being the center of attention was turning me on. 

As we all talked, I felt Brad’s fingers trace the low neckline of the club dress I had on.  His touch felt nonchalant, unintentional almost, but there was no way to touch a place like that incidentally.  I felt his fingers slide deftly but absentmindedly along my collarbone, giving me a shiver.  As he traced, I noticed Andrews’ and Joe’s eyes following his fingers closely, hungrily trained on my body. 

“You know, Mrs. Davis,” Brad breathed into my ear, “it’s been a while since any of us have had any lessons with you.”  I shivered at the feeling of his breath on my ear.  “I think we were all wondering if you could show us a little something since you’re here.” 

Hearing the flirtation in his tone, I decided to follow suit.  “Is that so?  What could you possibly need from your old high school English teacher now?”  I replied smoothly, spreading my legs just slightly enough to grab the attention of the boys staring in my direction, giving them a view of the sexy black thong I had picked out for that evening.  If I’m gonna do this, I’m gonna do it all the way, I thought as I realized the line I was about to cross.  I don’t know how far I’m gonna take this, but fuck it.  These guys aren’t my students anymore.  I can do whatever I want.  Maybe what I needed all along was to let loose a little bit. 

“Well, the thing is, in high school we learned a bunch of useless stuff like math and history, but we never learned anything about grown-up things.  You know, things with real-world application,” Brad continued.  “My friends and I have a lot of questions.” 

“Ah, I think I understand what you’re asking,” I replied, winking at the boys as I got up from the couch, standing up in front of the three of them.  “There are some things that you only learn with some real-world experience,” I said, reaching behind me for the zipper to my dress.  “Would you like one final lesson?”  I asked, unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor, exposing my breasts, bare stomach and thong.  Cheers erupted through the room, reminding me that I had an audience. 

“You boys probably don’t know too much about how to please a woman, or what it feels like to get pleased properly.  What a shame.  If you all really want to learn, I think I might need a helper to give an example.  Any volunteers?”  I looked at the three young men in front of me.  Brad was calm and still, the corner of his mouth forming into a slight grin.  The other two were taken aback and flustered.  Neither seemed willing to volunteer.  I considered picking Brad to demonstrate, but then thought it might be best to save him for later.  I saw that Joe was sporting a tent already, so I figured he might be the one to pick. 

“Hey Joe, would you mind coming up here so I can show the class a demonstration?” I cooed, reaching my hand out to invited him off of the couch.  He looked around him, maybe inspecting the room for signs of disapproval. 

“Um, I guess I can…  What do you need?”  he stammered, unable to make eye contact with me.  Seeing a former tough guy like him at a loss for words aroused me in an unexpected way, and I decided I wanted to show him a time he would never forget. 

“First lesson, oral sex.” I responded, getting down on my knees as soon as he stood up from the couch.  I quickly undid his shorts and took him into my mouth, eliciting louder cheers than ever from the spectators in the room.  “Younger women are usually too timid, but if you want to really have a good time, get someone a bit more experienced… Someone who knows how to get what she wants,” I said as I swallowed his swollen cock down to the hilt.  I felt him shudder with pleasure as I began sucking him vigorously, relishing the taste of a younger man, the power I felt making him weak at the knees. 

After a few minutes of this, I took him out of my mouth and gestured towards Andrew, who was shifting uncomfortably in his seat, trying to conceal his own erection.  “Second lesson,” I continued, feeling some mascara dripping down my face from the deepthroat I had just finished.  “Someone truly competent at blowjobs doesn’t need to stop at just one cock.  Andrew, would you mind helping out with our little demonstration so the rest of the class can see what I mean?”  Andrew got up without hesitation, lowering his basketball shorts and letting his hard cock flop out.  Gently stroking Joe’s cock with one hand, I grabbed Andrew’s cock and gently tugged, gesturing for him to come closer.  Without hesitation, I hungrily devoured him as well, taking the entire length in my mouth.  He was a little smaller than Joe so I had no trouble at all taking in his entire member.  Once I had gotten to the base, I used my free hand to ease his balls into my mouth too.  Andrew moaned in surprise and I could feel Joe’s cock bobbing with arousal in my other hand. 

I continued working the two of them, alternating who I was sucking, sometimes stroking them both.  Once I felt I had warmed them up enough, I stood up and took turns making out with each of them, making sure my hands were continually occupied with stroking them.  I could feel my pussy throbbing with anticipation, knowing there was just one thing left to do. 

“So now you boys know what a proper blowjob is.  But there’s one even more important lesson for you to learn if you really want to be proficient in adult subjects.  You need to know how to properly fuck a woman.  Could I have one more volunteer to help demonstrate?  Maybe Brad Smith?  I wonder if you’d be so kind as to demonstrate how to properly fuck a woman,” I winked at Brad and he stood up out of his seat, unbuckling his belt and smiling mischievously at me. 

“Would you mind getting on your hands and knees so I can demonstrate for the class, Mrs. Davis?” Brad asked, stroking his engorged cock.  I obliged readily, sliding my panties off and bending over in front of him.  I felt a strong hand grasping my waist, the tip of his sizable length pressing against my hungry opening, then before I got the chance to brace myself, the entirety of his cock stretching my insides, causing me to cry out in pleasure.  At this point, the room was at a fever pitch, cheering and shouting Brad’s name.  Within moments, Brad was pounding me with at least an equal intensity to what he was doing the previous weekend. 

As I gained my composure, I looked up and noticed Andrew and Joe stroking themselves, staring me down.  I gestured to them to come closer and started stroking Joe while sucking Andrew.  I realized that not only was this my first time doing any sort of group sex, but it was also my first spitroast.  The thought of how dirty it was combined with the intense stimulation of Brad’s cock inside me caused me to erupt into my first orgasm of the night.  I moaned onto Joe’s cock as my body spasmed, almost causing Brad to slip out of me. 

Suddenly, I felt a hand squeezing one of my breasts. 

I took Joe out of my mouth and looked over to see who it was.  To my surprise, it was a girl, seemingly around the same age as the rest of the cast at the party.  I didn’t recognize her from school, but she seemed to fit in with the crowd here.  She had short pink hair, partially shaved on one side.  Her small, soft hands were a surprising contrast to the men that were surrounding me.  Normally, I would never even entertain the thought of sexual contact with another girl, but I was way too horny to care, and I just let her do what she wanted.  Once I turned away from her and got back to the cocks in front of me, her previously hesitant touch got firmer and surer, and she started groping both of my tits and squeezing my aroused nipples. 

Brad spoke up from behind me.  “Mrs. Davis, do you want to taste yourself?”  His words flooded me with arousal and caused me to explode into a second orgasm. 

“Of course, Brad, what a creative idea,” I panted, trying to keep up the teacher act but failing.  “If anyone else would like to have a try fucking me, feel free.  My pussy is open.”  Brad pulled out of me and came around to my front.  Andrew switched places with him and slid hungrily inside me. 

Over the next hour (or what felt like an hour), I got passed around from guy to guy, all three of them using my pussy and mouth at their leisure.  Meanwhile, the girl that was groping me had made her way to my pussy and was rubbing my clit.  The feeling of being filled up with cock while having someone else finger my pussy was nearly overwhelming. 

“Here’s a lesson for the precocious student working on my clit,” I breathed to the girl next to me, taking Brad’s cock out of my mouth.  “Every woman is different, so make sure you ask any woman you’re fucking what she likes.  In my case, I love small counterclockwise circles around my clit.  And while you’re at it, why not work Andrew’s balls?  I’m sure he’d love the extra stimulation, too.”  She immediately shifted her pattern to match what I suggested and waves of pleasure shot through my body.  Even though she seemed inexperienced with women, she immediately knew how to give me what I wanted. 

Moments later, I heard Andrew moan with extra intensity as he pounded my pussy.  “I’m gonna cum… I can’t hold it in anymore,” he groaned, as he stopped thrusting and his cock pulsed into me.  Feeling his orgasm inside me combined with the attention the girl was giving to my clit put me over the edge and I came again, squeezing down so hard on his cock that it got pushed right out of my pussy.  Then, I saw Joe, who I was stroking, start to buck his hips and stroke himself, aimed at my face.  He moaned and shot a thick load all over my face, some of it even shooting onto my hair and back.  The two of them slowly put their clothes back on and sat back on the couch. 

All that was left was for Brad to finish.  Without hesitation, he extended a hand, pulling me onto my feet.  Picking me up by the butt, he slid his cock into me and bounced me up and down on him, my arms wrapped around his neck and legs wrapped around his waist.  It felt so naughty fucking him with his friends’ cum all over my face and in my pussy.  After a few minutes of frantic fucking, I felt his whole body tense up, and he shot what felt like the biggest load of the night into me. 

After he finished, he let me down onto my feet, and I felt both guys’ cum drip out of my pussy, making a puddle on the floor between my feet.  I licked up all the cum that was on my lips and mouth, then looked around for my dress.  The crowd was quieter now, mixed between people still cheering for us and others just watching.  I saw a few guys stroking themselves, a few couples making out in various parts of the room.  It appeared our little scene had gotten everyone else feeling hot and heavy.  I pulled my dress on and walked into the kitchen to get a paper towel for my face. 

As I headed towards the door, I looked back at everyone, most of the room still looking at me.  I gave a wink to the room in general, then looked at Brad, now seated on the same spot on the couch where I found him when I initially arrived.  I tried to think of something witty to say before seeing myself out, but my adrenaline had already started to cool off and I couldn’t think of much, aside from one corny line. 

I thought of the craziness of what I had just done, the mixture of embarrassment, dirtiness, and liberation I felt from fucking three guys in front of an audience.  Fuck it, I got what I came here for, I decided, not worrying about wittiness of whatnot. 

“Class dismissed,” I called out to everyone, eliciting a series of laughs, claps and cheers.  I winked at Brad and walked out the back door into the cool night air. 


More by Addison Scarlett

If you liked this book, you’ll love these other stories by Addison Scarlett, featuring more slutty, insatiable women that will do anything to please their dominant husbands, no matter what, or who, they ask them to do.

Click the links below to read them!

Used By The Group

Filled By Her House Guests

Used In Public

Dominated By Her Friends
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Addison Scarlett loves writing naughty, taboo stories about slutty submissive women being shared by their alpha male husbands. Nothing turns Addison on more than writing about slutwives getting ganged, stretched and creampied by multiple men.
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