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				Rock the Boat
			

			
				 
			

			
				The harbor was quieter than Leah expected, almost eerily so, but not entirely silent. Bells rang irregularly from buoys, and overhead the gulls gave halfhearted cries. A few people moved about here and there, but this was a private pier and the parking lot was only a quarter full.
			

			
				With her bag over one shoulder, Leah walked down the dock, looking for the Dappled Comet. Just hours ago, she was congratulating her senior class on obtaining their diplomas, and now here she was, about to go against every principle she held for the last dozen years. Leah shivered despite the heat of the day and her hip length coat. Being overdressed for the weather got her a few curious glances from people tending to their yachts, but there was a lot of money floating in that pier, enough that silence and looking the other direction was the rule of the day, lest someone pay too much attention to what they were doing and who they were doing it with.
			

			
				The one exception was a pair of busty bikini-clad beauties at the bow of one ship, cocktails in hand. They stared with blatant contempt at the woman dressed like she was trying to hide her whorish nature, and their whispered words were just as obviously venom directed at her. At their scrutiny, Leah almost turned around. It was not too late to back out of this.
			

			
				You can walk away.
			

			
				 The voice in her mind was not hers, but Owen’s, her eighteen-year-old student, as calm and cool as ever. He whispered the words in Leah’s ear when she finally caved and agreed to this, and then again after graduation, when she was giving all the students hugs and handshakes and high fives. Her only response had been a shake of her head. She was in this, and she knew in her heart she had been for months. Her desire and curiosity had reached its tipping point.
			

			
				Leah was ready and nearly desperate to join her favorite student for his graduation party. Him… and his friends.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Owen came to her with the proposition on the first day of class that year, his last at Vineport-on-Star, a private school for the upper class. The eighteen-year-old had been so brash, swaggering up to her after all the other students in their class left, laying it out for her.
			

			
				“I have a proposal for you. Something to think about.”
			

			
				“What’s that, Mr. Palmer,” Leah asked, amused. That he was hitting on her, there was no question. It was not the first time. Pretty much every straight male student in her classes tried at some point or another, though few of them with the kind of self-assuredness of Owen. And it was hard not to be intrigued. He was devastatingly handsome, tall, broad-shouldered, lean and tightly muscled. There was a strange word she associated with him – vampire. His face had a tightly sculpted nature to it, all hard lines, skinny, his eyes larger than most and his smile always showing teeth. The image wasn’t helped by his naturally pale skin, which on him worked, especially with his sandy blond hair, usually done in short curls. He would have been perfectly cast then as a vampire in a movie, be it either the romantic sparkly type or the ones slowly seducing a taken woman until she let him into her bedchambers at night to become his dark bride.
			

			
				How strangely prescient that thought would be.
			

			
				Leah was seated at her desk, shutting her laptop down for lunch. Owen loomed tall on the other side, his smirk on full blast. The dress code at the private school was only a little stricter than a public school, but most the students dressed nicer than that, and Owen was no exception. He preferred slacks to jeans, and she could remember his outfit that day, gray slacks and a silky black button-down, along with his usual gold chain. His one concession to being eighteen was his ostentatious sneakers, doubtlessly expensive. 
			

			
				“I’m planning a party for graduation,” Owen said. “It’s in the early stages, but I want you to think about something. Come be the center of entertainment.”
			

			
				The comment was so shocking and absurd that it elicited a laugh from her, an unbelieving one. She glanced at her open doorway, then back at him.
			

			
				“Mr. Palmer, I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.”
			

			
				“Hear me out. You, a few of my friends, maybe another woman or two. Everyone above eighteen, of course.”
			

			
				“Oh, of course,” Leah said, still fighting back a grin. The idea was so silly she wanted to laugh him out all the way to the hallway, close the door on him, and laugh some more.
			

			
				“I can’t promise you no one would talk, but you’d have the time of your life.”
			

			
				“Riiiiight.”
			

			
				“I’m not asking you to say yes right now. And if by the end of the year, the answer is still no, that will be it. I won’t push.”
			

			
				“Mr. Palmer, the answer will always be no. There’s no amount of money you could ever pay me to… to prostitute myself out to you and your friends.”
			

			
				“I never said anything about money. I don’t think you’re a prostitute and I wouldn’t treat you like one.”
			

			
				“No, just the center of a teacher-student orgy.” Leah slid the laptop into a desk drawer and waved at the door. “The answer is no. Now and forever. No.”
			

			
				“Okay then,” Owen said, and still smiling, he sauntered for the door.
			

			
				“That’s it?” she called after him.
			

			
				“That’s it. You said no. I respect that.”
			

			
				And he did. Mostly. For months, that was it, that one exchange. Leah thought about taking it to administration, but it would be a he-said she-said and the school board would almost certainly side with the son of a one-hit wonder pop musician and a shipping mogul. Teachers at the school – at every school – were treated like horses, used until they had nothing left to give, then put out to pasture to make way for a younger – and cheaper – generation. Even at a good private school, this was the case. Bringing what Owen said to the school board would only flag her as a troublemaker, and as long as he didn’t get pushy, she could push the incident to the back of her mind.
			

			
				Then came a day shortly before fall break when Leah sat down to grade a routine test. Halfway through the stack was Owen’s, most every answer correct. But instead of an answer for his last fill-in question, he wrote one simple sentence.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I still want you at my party.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The Dappled Comet was ostentatious but far from the biggest yacht at the pier. Music played from the ship, a faint moody but sexy grunge rock song Leah couldn’t identify, about what she’d expect from Owen. A gangplank led up to the deck. She climbed it and heard her student’s low thrum of a voice call from somewhere below deck, “Ms. Reade?”
			

			
				“It’s me,” she called back.
			

			
				What am I doing, what am I doing, what am I doing?
			

			
				“Be up in a second.”
			

			
				She walked that way, admiring the yacht grudgingly. It was gorgeous, and obviously relatively new, given the gleaming polish to it all. Through small windows she could see into a comfortably-sized seating area and the bridge, along with stairs leading below deck. It was too big of a ship to be called a cabin cruiser, but small enough for discretion among its peers. And it was obviously meant to entertain, with seating at the bow, and what looked like more on the flybridge. She’d ridden on a few tourist ferries that were about this size, though this was far sleeker than any of those floating buses.
			

			
				The aft was set up as a party area, with a big L-shaped weatherproofed couch that looked more luxurious than the one she had at home and a pair of lounge chairs. The doors leading into the saloon were open and she stepped down, again unable to stop herself from admiring the elegance of the yacht. The appliances were small but functional. A person could live comfortably on board the yacht if they wanted to. She opened the fridge just as she heard footfalls coming up from further below deck, and hastily closed it again as Owen filled the stairwell.
			

			
				“Help yourself,” he said, and his head tilted to one side, contemplating her. “You came.”
			

			
				“You knew I would. You always did.”
			

			
				His smile reappeared, and she couldn’t help a shiver of desire. He was so fucking handsome, a grim visage but an exciting one, his paisley shirt open over ropey muscles. It was the first time she’d ever seen Owen in shorts, long ones, almost like a boxer’s. They were silky, and his cock was clearly outlined in them, resting against his leg. There, the prize she’d lusted after for months now, and the time was upon her, the culmination of a year of her student’s games.
			

			
				Leah’s overnight bag hit the floor. Owen came to her, and her hands rose before he even reached her, going to those hard, youthful pecs, a whimper escaping her. He calmly gripped the side of her neck, and she closed her eyes, her breathing going fast and erratic. He leaned in and kissed her, his lips insistent, urgent. He walked her backwards out to the aft seating area, and she had his shirt off him, hands roaming his chest, his abs, and that delicious vee of youthful muscle leading to the thing she really wanted so badly she was ready to ruin the rest of her life for it.
			

			
				Owen pulled her coat open and stared with a ferocious hunger at the sight before him, his teacher in an insanely short miniskirt that showed off a hint of her silky white bikini briefs, as well as a blouse and blazer combination open over a bra matching her panties that pushed up her perky tits. Theirs was a fight to get the other one naked, or as good as. When he got her bra off her, he stared down at her plentiful breasts and thick dark nipples. He couldn’t help himself, dipping to suck them into his mouth in turn, grunting his pleasure.
			

			
				“Yes, fuck, suck them, mmm,” she moaned.
			

			
				Owen pulled back and stood upright as she jerked his shorts and briefs down. His cock was hardening fast and she stroked him, mewling at the size of him, the length. Christ, she knew he must be good, the way the of-age girls in his class looked at him and giggled and whispered to each other, but he could have been a goddamn porn star. And he was shaven too, not a first for her but it had definitely been a while since she was with a guy so considerate to his lovers.
			

			
				He twisted with Leah and dropped onto the L-shaped couch seating, pulling her on top of him. She tossed back her red-kissed brunette hair and fed him her tits while he took care of her panties, sliding them down far enough she could step off the seat and ditch them entirely, lost forever after that, probably to the water below.
			

			
				Owen sank a finger into her, driving it back and forth and making her whimper with need of him. His movements were fast and practiced, far more assured than her boyfriends at that age. She rocked on the digit, knees on either side of Owen, panting for him like a dog in heat. “Fuck me,” she breathed, and he pointed himself upwards, his other hand going to her toned, athletic ass as he stared up at her, lips drawn back in a rictus of pleasure as she slid down onto his cock.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he growled. “Ms. Reade.”
			

			
				“Owen…”
			

			
				They said nothing more to each other. He filled his hands with her tight heart-shaped ass, the ass he whispered in her ear a week ago he dreamed about fucking, and she’d let him on this yacht, him and his friends. She’d give it all up to him, everything he wanted, every bit of debauchery, because she was so fucking tired of not taking what she wanted. 
			

			
				And at that moment, she wanted Owen.
			

			
				He filled her up, spreading her wide for him. She rocked, eyelids drooping, her lips parting until he met them with his own, their mouths crushing together. He tasted like cinnamon gum, and she gasped when he grabbed her hair and tugged it back, her hips bucking on him, the first of so many goddamn orgasms on her.
			

			
				“Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhhhhh!” she wailed out, and he grabbed her waist, fucking up into her, his usually cold eyes on fire now as he fucked her the way she’d needed all goddamn year, the teacher, her student, burning for each other before the party had even truly begun.
			

			
				And as she finished cresting, he was pulling her off him, growling, “Suck it.”
			

			
				Leah dropped and took him in her mouth, what she could. She knew how she must look. The beautiful, angelic-faced teacher, with her cherubic cheeks and delicately pointed chin, her small soulful eyes, her long reddish brunette hair wild, and she took him in her mouth, and somehow it was more lewd and taboo than even fucking him had been, because she was debasing herself for him, on her knees like a whore for him, the teacher, the student.
			

			
				And that was what she was that weekend, a whore for him, a slut. No money was changing hands but she was there for a reason.
			

			
				Him.
			

			
				Owen Palmer.
			

			
				And already the end to her career, to her reputation, to her life as she knew it was worth it as he came down her throat. Leah sat back on her heels, strangely proud of herself for swallowing every drop and not coughing it up.
			

			
				“Can the rest of your sluts take your come like that?” she asked hoarsely.
			

			
				Owen reached out and grabbed a fistful of her hair, tugging on it and pulling her towards him to sit on his lap. “Ms. Reade, no one I’ve ever slept with or will sleep with will compare to you.”
			

			
				She was taken aback by that, and stared at him a long moment before averting her eyes. “Is there a bathroom where I can clean myself up?”
			

			
				“Below deck.” Still, she looked away, not yet moving, her thoughts an Interstate pile-up, her brain trying to accommodate the reality of what she’d just done. “Look at me.”
			

			
				She did, blinking away tears. “A student. I… I just did that with a student. I’ve never… I…”
			

			
				Owen ran a thumb across her cheek, a surprisingly gentle gesture from him. “Imagine it from my end. I just did that with a teacher.” That got a laugh out of her, an unexpected one. He helped her to her feet. “You can still say no. This can end right now. My friends will be here soon but they don’t know you’re here. I’ve got medical masks and a hat down below deck. No one would think it’s you.”
			

			
				She looked up at him. “Do you want me gone?”
			

			
				He ran his hand down to her shoulder, to her side, to her hip. “No. But it has to be your choice, Ms. Reade.”
			

			
				Her choice.
			

			
				“I made up my mind a while ago.”
			

			
				“Answer me one thing.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Why did you decide to say yes?”
			

			
				“You knew I would.”
			

			
				“No. I didn’t.”
			

			
				“You could have fooled me.”
			

			
				He smiled, but it was a tight thing with no humor to it. “You didn’t answer my question.”
			

			
				“Then answer one of mine. Why did you invite me here?”
			

			
				He moved around her, and she fought the urge to grab his arm, to show him how desperate she was. “For a good time with the hottest teacher in school. I have to finish getting the yacht ready.”
			

			
				“We’re actually going out on the water?”
			

			
				He turned to her, and this time, his grin was genuine. “For what I plan on doing with you, I think it’s best we be somewhere people can’t hear you scream my name.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The first chink in Leah’s armor came during Thanksgiving break, and Owen had nothing to do with it.
			

			
				In retrospect, she should have broken up with Chad much sooner, but she felt sort of bad for him. There was nothing wrong with him. Not a thing. He was a gentle, giving lover, good with his tongue and fingers both. He made good money at a data analysis firm, though she was never entirely sure what exactly he did. On their first date, Chad warned Leah if he tried to explain it, it would kill the mood, and he was right, but she did know he worked in a great office with great people she genuinely liked and he would probably someday be an executive there. He owned his own home, had an ex-wife and daughters in high school, and was, in general, the most grounded relationship she’d ever had.
			

			
				And after two years together, Leah was bored out of her mind.
			

			
				His family invited the couple to join them for Thanksgiving. A short hundred mile drive beat the hell out of flying to her hometown so Leah happily agreed, especially since that meant she wouldn’t have to deal with her own family, Her mother was a cold, emotionless bitch, a mathematics professor with some international clout, and it was her name more than anything that landed Leah the job at Vineport-on-Star. Her father was a city politician with aspirations around the turn of the century that never took off, thanks to several scandals involving his less-than-politically-correct attitudes towards minorities and women. He loved to grouse that had he run twenty years later, those views would have probably made him a lock for a run at Congress, and he wasn’t wrong. Leah despised the man and loathed the fact she was related to him.
			

			
				Going with Chad to see his family for the holiday was an easy choice then, his parents far more laid-back. The plan was to drive down Wednesday evening, stay that night and Thanksgiving, then head back after Black Friday shopping. It was a good plan, and Leah was looking forward to it. Cooking was relaxing for her in the same way that some of her friends liked to crochet or do crafts, and she liked ide idea of spending Thanksgiving bonding with Chad’s mother Margaret in the kitchen.
			

			
				From the start, Leah should have known something was up. The secretive smiles between Chad and his parents, the whispers when she wasn’t around, the hotel suite Chad paid for, it was all so obvious. But she was distracted and moody. Requests for a pay raise had been denied for a third year running, despite the fact that the school was raising tuition prices astronomically to cover for inflationary costs that did not, apparently, extend to those doing the actual work. There was talk about walking out, but they wouldn’t. They never did. Average pay at Vineport-on-Star was twenty thousand more a year than at any public school, and if they went on strike they could kiss their chances of being hired at another private school goodbye.
			

			
				Owen, at that point, was not a factor. She still wasn’t taking his invitation to be the center of attention at his graduation party seriously. But by the end of the next hellish few days, the splinter of doubt and desire he slid into her skin would begin its slow swim through her veins to her brain.
			

			
				Cooking with Margaret helped soothe Leah’s mind, but as the house filled with Chad’s siblings and nieces and nephews, she finally took note of all the whispers and looks. It wasn’t until dinner that she understood what was about to happen, but by then, it was too late to stop the train from going off the rails. Chad’s father, Lloyd, called for attention, and said, “We have a lot to be thankful for this year, but I think one thing Margaret and I can agree on is that our greatest blessing is that our kids have all landed such wonderful loved ones.”
			

			
				“Which is why I’m hoping to induct one more into the brood,” Chad said quietly beside Leah.
			

			
				Oh no. Oh no no no.
			

			
				“Don’t,” she breathed, but he was already pushing his chair out, kneeling, smiling. She cried, but not for the reasons he wanted. She cried, and she stood up, and she walked out of there.
			

			
				Chad caught up to her a block away. She shouted. He listened. He talked. Then he shouted too, and he drove her home, both of them silent until the last few miles. He told her they could make this right. He told her they could go on a break and see where things stood closer to Christmas, or however much time she needed.
			

			
				She told him her mind was made up, and he told her to have her stuff gone by Sunday.
			

			
				The damnedest thing was, that night, in a friend’s spare bedroom after she’d cried herself to utter physical exhaustion, it wasn’t Chad she thought about, or the smiles and apprehension from his family.
			

			
				It was, bizarrely, Owen Palmer.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The music changed on the yacht from moody to a party tune and Leah knew it was time. As conflicted as she’d been the last six months, she expected to drag her feet to the deck, to ride the train of regret and doubt all the way to the end of this, whenever Owen might decide the end would be, but instead, she felt oddly elated. Or maybe not so odd, given the amazing sex with Owen.  Either way, it was like her brain was telling her to put an end to her moping and get her very literal ass in the game.
			

			
				She smiled at the mirror in the tiny bathroom – what was it called on a yacht, the head? Something like that – and it felt natural. A quick shower got her all cleaned up, her silky waves of reddish-brunette hair were teased back out, her blouse in place and opened to reveal an amount of cleavage that would shock most of her students into heart attacks, and her heels were back on. She’d lost her panties so she ditched the bra too. Let them get a sneak preview.
			

			
				Owen knocked. She opened the door and he studied her, pleased. “Goddamn, you are a ten,” he said, his voice a soft growl. She turned towards him and kissed him for that. He palmed her ass, and nodded towards the stairs. “They’re just arriving. Let’s keep you a surprise until I say something like, ‘And here’s tonight’s other entertainment.’”
			

			
				“Other?”
			

			
				He grinned a lazy, wolfish grin and squeezed her ass one more time before letting it go. “You’ll see. And I promise you, we’re all going to have fun.”
			

			
				“I believe it. Owen, I…”
			

			
				“Not too late to say no.”
			

			
				“You can stop telling me that. I’m in this. That’s what I was going to say. I’m… excited about this.”
			

			
				He cocked his head. “Yeah?”
			

			
				She nodded, smiling with some trepidation, but smiling. “Yeah.”
			

			
				“Good. See you in a minute.”
			

			
				Before Leah headed for the stairwell, she stared at herself in the mirror one more time. “What am I doing, what am I doing, what am I doing?” she asked herself, then shook her head as she heard voices and laughter close by.
			

			
				Showtime.
			

			
				The last week or so, Leah played a guessing game of who might show up. One of her stipulations, one that Owen readily agreed to, was that she would get to see copies of IDs to make sure everyone coming was over eighteen, as well as documentation that they were free of any STDs. He arranged to have everyone tested, her included, at the small private clinic he used, with everyone providing him copies of their test results. He brought Leah the paperwork two days before graduation, blotting out the names and picture IDs to keep this a surprise. There would be three guys joining them, and she didn’t need to see the personal details on one of the driver’s licenses to know that one of the guys would be Trae Conley, Owen’s best friend and the star quarterback of the school. If one of the two guys was up to something, the other was almost always there, and it was no surprise that they would be going to college together. Trae was nineteen, and nearly the stud that Owen was, tall, muscular, Black, his hair always done in short box braids.
			

			
				One of the other two she could probably guess. Sergio Avila was Trae’s eighteen-year-old equivalent on the wrestling team, a state champion two years running and with a full ride at a prestigious college for it. He was short and bulldoggish, built like a tank. He wasn’t handsome but there was a definite appeal to his rough-hewn features and dark gleeful eyes. 
			

			
				But the fourth guy, as well as the other woman coming on board, were a mystery to Leah right up to the point where the voices grew close enough she could hear them. Trae had a voice like a bass guitar, deep but loud. Sergio spoke with a faint hint of an accent, his family having come from a Cuban community in Miami. His laugh was his real identifier, infectious and more than a little mad. The woman’s voice that responded was too soft to be overheard, but the fourth guy’s voice made Leah nearly gasp. She’d been expecting another stud, but Dayton Underwood was anything but.
			

			
				“Oh my God,” she whispered under her breath.
			

			
				Dayton was a geek’s geek. Gangly, awkward, eternally embarrassing himself with girls, and a lover of everything that would ensure he would stay a virgin pretty much for the rest of his life, he was the complete opposite of the other three guys, but in a strange cosmic way, he made sense. Dayton was the biggest reason Leah gave in to Owen, but did Owen know that? Had he understood this entire time what convinced her to give into his whims? She didn’t think so. He’d asked her himself twice now what brought her there, genuinely confused, genuinely interested. She knew he and Dayton become friends after the incident, but Owen was friends with practically everyone. The only exceptions were guys jealous of him.
			

			
				More laughter. More chatter. “But she’s not the only one we’ve got for the night,” Owen said. “I’ve got a special guest already here.”
			

			
				“W-who?” Dayton asked.
			

			
				“Come on up,” Owen called. Not quite what they had planned, but Leah strode up the stairs into their midst. Trae. Sergio. Dayton. And with them, just as impossible as Leah’s own presence, was a woman she’d talked to four or five times during parent-teacher conferences. Nadine Graham, busty, all-natural Nadine, with raven-black hair, flawless creamy skin, and an angelic face. Their graduating class’s hottest mom.
			

			
				Holy shit.
			

			
				Just hours ago, Leah had congratulated Nadine’s son Bradley on graduating with a near-perfect GPA with his mother beaming right beside him. This woman should be at home, throwing a party for her eighteen-year-old son, and yet here she was, as obviously ready to be fucked as Leah was, in a plunging button-down dress open over one of her juicy thighs and her makeup done somewhere between high-class and slutty.
			

			
				But every eye on the boat was on Leah in that moment, their faces all shocked, save Owen’s.
			

			
				“Oh, shit!” Sergio crowed.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” Trae said.
			

			
				“This can’t be real, oh my God, this can’t be real,” Dayton said. “Ms. Reade?”
			

			
				“Hello, guys,” Leah said, blushing hard. Feeling daring, she moved towards Owen and ran a hand over his ass. “Who’s ready for their final lesson?”
			

			
				The guys erupted.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Owen left her a note before and after Christmas, light, teasing reminders of his graduation party. The first one made her cry. The one handsome and financially secure guy interested in her was an eighteen-year-old. Great.
			

			
				Over the holiday break, Leah’s mother came to town, a brief three-day obligatory holiday vacation. They walked on eggshells around each other, but for once, her mother surprised her with that rarest of gifts from her parents – empathy.
			

			
				“You seem lost, love,” her mother said the night before she was scheduled to fly back. “Is it your ex-partner?”
			

			
				Surprised at her mother showing any degree of care, Leah was startled into the truth. “No. I should have broken up with Chad ages ago.” She thought about that and added, “I do regret hurting him, but that’s in the past.”
			

			
				“Then what is it?”
			

			
				“A bit of an early midlife crisis, I suppose. I don’t know if teaching is for me anymore.”
			

			
				And again, her mother surprised her not just with empathy, but actual physical contact. She reached out and took her daughter’s hand, squeezing it briefly before letting it go. “It’s not easy in this day and age. Tell me.”
			

			
				So Leah did, at least a version of it. She talked about the lack of a pay raise, about problems with the school board and administration allowing bullying and cheating to run rampant, about the problems she had with entitled parents, about the new need to carefully consider every sentence they taught for fear of right-wing backlash. When she was finished talking, her mother nodded, rose to her feet, and started washing up the dishes.
			

			
				“That’s it? Silence? No advice? No words of encouragement?” Leah asked.
			

			
				Her mother turned to her, a look of serious contemplation on her face. “Do you need them? Your mind seems to be made up.”
			

			
				She had a point, but her mother did give her one bit of advice the next day as they waited together for her Uber ride to the airport.
			

			
				“Leah, my love, teaching is not about winning wars. You must be satisfied with winning small battles. If there is nothing in your day-to-day life that feels like a win, of course you should quit.”
			

			
				“You wouldn’t be ashamed of me?”
			

			
				“I am sorry if I have ever given you the impression I would be.”
			

			
				It was the first time in her life Leah could remember her mother giving her a true apology. It left her in tears, although their hug goodbye was still a distant thing, more her mother holding her shoulders and patting them than anything truly warm.
			

			
				When the break was over and she received Owen’s latest amused reminder of his graduation party – which he now said would be on his family’s yacht – Leah allowed the question her mother indirectly posed to her to come to mind. Was there any one thing she was holding onto in her day-to-day life there at the school that mattered to her more than the misery? The answer was a quiet and resounding no. She was running entirely on fumes.
			

			
				And thus, the chinks in her armor were even more exposed, and she began to allow herself the idle fantasy here and there of her handsome eighteen-year-old student. Only brief moments of flirtation with the idea, never anything more than that, but she would look at him occasionally in class and think about his tall frame behind her, arms coming around her stomach, or her on her knees for him there in the classroom. It became harder and harder to push the fantasies away.
			

			
				The thing with Dayton happened near the end of March. In between periods midway through the morning, Leah decided she needed an iced tea from one of the vending machines on the far side of the school. This was not a habit for her, nor did she tell anyone her plans, so she felt with one hundred percent certainty what she saw was not meant for her, despite Owen’s little game.
			

			
				The vending machines were close to the entrance to the school, near the computer lab, which was fairly close to the gymnasium and the locker rooms. As Leah came around a corner, counting change out from a con purse she kept in her desk drawer, she spied Allen “Wrench” Curry, one of the school’s biggest bullies in both a literal and metaphorical sense. He walked Dayton into one of the locker rooms with a hand on the back of his shirt. There was nothing outwardly threatening about the gesture, but seeing Wrench with one of the school’s most vulnerable students set off an alarm in Leah’s mind and she rushed up to the locker room, digging out her phone to call the PE teacher, Duane, and tell him what was going on and that she was going into the men’s locker room.
			

			
				Only, she didn’t have to. A pissed-off Owen rushed out of nowhere into the same locker room, following the two guys in. Now Leah ran, her phone forgotten about in her hand, the number never dialed. She caught the door just as it was closing and pushed it open to step into the privacy corridor before the locker room proper.
			

			
				“-told you to leave him the fuck alone,” Owen snarled.
			

			
				“Ow, shit, ow, you’re going to break my fucking arm,” Allen shouted.
			

			
				“Yeah. I will. If I hear you doing this again to anyone around the school, I’ll take the suspension and put you in the hospital. Got it?”
			

			
				“Fuck y-”
			

			
				BANG!
			

			
				It was the sound of someone being rebounded off a locker, hard. Allen cried out in pain, and Owen snarled louder, “Do you understand?”
			

			
				“I’ll quit it, I’ll quit it, stop.”
			

			
				“Get the fuck out of here.”
			

			
				Leah hurried back out the way she came, going to the girls’ locker room door and hiding behind it just in time for Allen to careen out into the hallway, holding his arm and grimacing as he stormed away in the opposite direction. A moment later, Dayton and Owen emerged.
			

			
				“-feel so stupid, I, I…” Dayton said.
			

			
				“Don’t. I should have put a stop to that shit a long time ago. I didn’t know he was still bullying you.” Owen rested a hand on Dayton’s shoulder. “What are you doing for lunch?” he asked, their voices trailing off as they headed down the hallway in the same direction Allen had just gone.
			

			
				They never looked back at Leah. Not once.
			

			
				She followed after them. At their lockers, they finally saw her, Owen giving her a smile but otherwise saying nothing, listening to something Dayton was saying.  Leah thought to stop and ask if Dayton was okay, but decided to let it go. Taking this to administration would likely have only negative repercussions for him, since they wouldn’t take firm action against Allen, but Owen had the kind of influence around school that would see the other young man be protected.
			

			
				“Get to class, gentlemen,” she called.
			

			
				“Yes, ma’am,” Owen said.
			

			
				All that afternoon, Leah was distracted to the point of being useless.  While she’d entertained little moments of fantasy about Owen in the last couple months, now the floodgates had been opened. One particular image kept playing in her head over and over and over again, that the “bang!” she heard wasn’t from him throwing Allen around, but pushing her up against the locker, lifting her up, and taking her. She couldn’t fantasize long, not with her classes filled with bored and antsy students, but when school got out for the day, she hurried home so fast she forgot to shut off her classroom’s lights and got a note from the janitor the next day about it.
			

			
				But she didn’t care. A fever had taken her mind, one she could not deny. Fighting it was only going to make her burn all the hotter. Inside her house, she kicked off her shoes and dropped her jacket uncaringly across her armchair, nearly panting in her need. Her skirt and panties hit the floor by the bed and she didn’t bother with her blouse, not that first time allowing herself to fantasize about Owen, and not the second or third time either, not as she plunged her dildo into herself, crying out as she imagined him fucking her against the lockers, her legs wrapped around his tight little ass, his tight eighteen-year-old ass, her fucking student’s ass.
			

			
				The orgasms were the best she’d ever had, leaving her crying with bliss, with release. And that, Leah thought, was that. She’d let herself fantasize about him just this one night to relieve the pressure.
			

			
				Yeah, right.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Owen pulled Nadine to him and palmed both women’s asses as he spoke, a grin lighting his face up, and in turn, lighting Leah up.
			

			
				“All right, guys, listen up,” Owen said. “A few rules. Until tomorrow morning when we dock again, Ms. Reade and Mrs. Graham are ours. They’ve agreed to take it in every hole, by everyone on board this yacht. Pictures are allowed.”
			

			
				“Holy shit, Owen, how’d you pull this off?” Sergio asked, staring right at Nadine’s tits unabashedly. Leah couldn’t blame him. She was staring too, already nearly licking her lips at the thought of sucking those big fat nipples poking through the fabric. She hadn’t indulged her desire for women since coming to work for Vineport-on-Star, fearing the backlash from its ultra-conservative parents and administration.
			

			
				“In a minute. I’m not done,” Owen said. “While Ms. Reade and Mrs. Graham are up for anything now, if they change their mind, if they say no to anything, you listen or I throw you off the yacht without a life preserver. Got it? Everyone sound off.”
			

			
				Everyone did, and he stroked both women’s asses. Leah felt a thrill of dizzying pleasure. Owen had asked her how far she was willing to go when she said yes, and she told him she was all in. Pictures hadn’t been talked about but the thought now left her drooling. It would get out. It had to get out. These young studs – and Dayton – were in their sexual prime and they would brag about their conquests.  She realized with a pleasant lurch of her mind, as of that moment, her professional life was over, past the point of contemplating this and in need of a new job. Tomorrow could wait, though. She wanted the buffet in front of her.
			

			
				“Now, Ms. Reade and Mrs. Graham are on the pill. And everyone got tested a week ago and gave me copies of their results,” Owen said. “I appreciate that, but I need to know right now, did anyone sleep around this last week?”
			

			
				Just with you, just now, my student, my hung stud of a student, my eighteen-year-old lover. Leah roped a leg around him and nuzzled at his shoulder. He squeezed her ass tighter as if sending a message – I’ll take care of you soon.
			

			
				 Everyone said no, Leah included, her words breathy as she reached down to unzip him. But her hand stopped short when Dayton said timidly, “Um. I’m actually a… uh… a virgin. If that disqualifies me or something, if Ms. Reade or, or, or Mrs. Graham don’t want me here…”
			

			
				“What do you think, Nadine?” Leah asked huskily. “Think we can turn Dayton into a man?”
			

			
				“Mm, I’m looking forward to it.”
			

			
				“Holy crap,” Dayton whispered. “Is this a joke? Am I being pranked?”
			

			
				“No prank,” Trae said. “Owen wouldn’t fuck you over like that.”
			

			
				Sergio held out his fist. Dayton looked at it, confused and red-cheeked, his breathing rapid, like he might faint. “W-what?”
			

			
				“Bump it,” Sergio said, grinning.
			

			
				Dayton did.
			

			
				“All right, what am I forgetting?” Owen asked. “There are three rooms down below. One of us guys will have to sleep up here, but the couch is as comfortable as the beds. There are two bathrooms. Easy on the showers. We got enough water to last a few days but no fucking in the shower unless the water’s off. There’s beer in the fridge, wine, harder stuff in the cupboards. Food too. Don’t take drinks on deck until we’re clear of the harbor and out on the water. Beyond that, have fun.”
			

			
				“You did it, guys,” Leah said, running a hand up and down the length of Owen’s prick. “You graduated.”
			

			
				“Now it’s time to celebrate,” Nadine said, and the guys cheered. Everyone except Owen, who looked down into his teacher’s eyes, his lips quirked up, and she tried to remind herself she was a fling to him, that her heart shouldn’t beat so goddamn hard for an eighteen-year-old.
			

			
				Owen went on deck to take care of the last of the preparations while the guys came to the women. Nadine went straight for Dayton, running her fingers up and down his chest.
			

			
				“All those times you spent the night at my place having sleepovers with Bradley,” she said. “Did you ever think it’d come to this?”
			

			
				“I fantasized about it,” Dayton said faintly. “A lot.”
			

			
				She clicked her tongue, a look of sweet care on her face. “I know you did. I’m going to take such good care of you tonight. But you have to promise me you’ll take care of me too with this…” Her hand dipped to his cock in his khaki shorts, and she looked down sharply. “Jesus Christ, Dayton.”
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” he said automatically, blushing hard.
			

			
				“Why are you sorry?” she asked. “God, if I’d known you were that thick, we’d have been doing it like rabbits since your eighteenth birthday. You are going to fill me up so… so nicely.”
			

			
				“R-really?” Dayton asked.
			

			
				“Really.”
			

			
				Leah wanted to join them, especially with Sergio throwing off his shirt and displaying a Herculean body, all muscles, not a bit of fat to him. But she had a question she needed to ask Owen, and she needed to ask it now before lust overcame her thoughts.
			

			
				He was seated at the controls for the boat, checking instruments. When she pressed a hand to his shoulder, he glanced sideways at her. “Everything okay?”
			

			
				“Yes. But I had a question.” Trae was standing nearby and Leah gave him a pointed look. He headed for the back of the galley and to the guys as they began to touch Nadine Graham, Dayton making duck faces with his lips as he kissed her giddily.
			

			
				“What’s the matter?” Owen asked, his voice quiet and intense.
			

			
				“Did you know I saw you? That day when you saved Dayton from Allen?”
			

			
				His eyes widened in surprise and she had her answer before he spoke. Owen being Owen, if he had set it up, he would have grinned about it and turned it into some way to hit on her, even now that he’d won the game. His surprise seemed genuine. “You saw that?”
			

			
				“I did.”
			

			
				“No, I didn’t set that up. I wouldn’t.” The yacht began to move, and he glanced at several monitors before fixing his eyes on the water ahead. “Dayton’s a good guy. He just needs some self-confidence. I wish I’d hung out with him sooner in high school.”
			

			
				She nodded, and surprising herself, she leaned down and kissed him for a long moment on the cheek. “You’re a good man, Owen. I’m glad I said yes. Now, take us out to sea, Cap’n.”
			

			
				“Aye, aye, ma’am.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				In the last couple months of Owen’s high school career, Leah studied him like a laboratory test subject. At first, she was subtle about it, following him at distance in the halls, keeping tabs on the half-dozen or so girls he cycled through, listening to him laugh with his friends, usually with big muscular Trae in tow.
			

			
				She tried to promise herself to keep her fantasies to a minimum, to not give in to his wicked desires, but that night of fantasizing about him after he dealt with Dayton’s bully fundamentally changed the chemistry in her brain. She had a few great lovers throughout the years, but she had never obsessed over a man before, not since high school, and that was silly body chemistry and naivete. This was something different, darker in origin but no less true for it.
			

			
				She was falling hard for her student.
			

			
				Her conscious mind rebelled at the idea even as she realized the truth of it, and that duality began to crack her defenses. Leah brought home two men in those months. She was not above a one-night stand on occasion but two in a month was unheard of for her, even in college. 
			

			
				The first man was in his late forties or early fifties, a silver fox in a suit she met at an upscale bar she couldn’t afford but where she knew she’d have drinks bought for her all night. Her tight body, big juicy ass, and sweet but sinful face made sure of that. The gentleman who approached her, the silver fox, only needed one before she was whispering in his ear she wasn’t at the bar to get loaded.
			

			
				He took her to a hotel, and then he took her, a pleasant hourlong romp that even saw her coming from his fingers and tongue. He had to take a little pill, but Leah didn’t care about that. Truth was, it ensured she had the time to ride him hard and fantasize about who she really wanted. Try as she might to stay in the moment, the stranger – “Joe” – was a means to an end, a scratching post. But her claws were too sharp for him, and he had to abashedly beg off a second round, his face so red and sweaty by the time she was done with him that she asked if she should drive him to the emergency room. With some rest and water, he seemed all right, but their time together had come to an end, and when she showered up and left, she cried on the elevator ride down, rubbing her not-quite-sated pussy through the fabric of her dress thinking about who could satisfy her.
			

			
				The second guy was younger – much younger, a twenty-four-year-old grad student with a thin, scratchy beard and a wild shock of red hair she would have loved under other circumstances. He came onto her at the same bar, out celebrating a friend’s birthday and offering to buy her a drink with a stammer that made her think “young and yummy,” exactly what she was craving. With him, Brandon, there was no bad heart to worry about or magic pill necessary. She fucked him all night long, and it really was her fucking him, riding him twice in both cowgirl positions, then throwing it back against him for a lengthy round of doggystyle. By the time she was done with Brandon, he looked shellshocked, wide-eyed and utterly incapable of moving for a long few minutes. She spent the night with him, and the morning after, when they had showered and were riding down in the elevator together, he said hesitantly, “Last night, you kept crying out ‘Owen.’ Whoever that guy is… well, he’s going to be the luckiest guy in the world. Or dead from you draining him dry.”
			

			
				Leah made a noise somewhere between a laugh and a sob. He gave a halfhearted attempt at getting her number for a second date, but she kissed his cheek and patted his ass before sending him on his way. In a way, he seemed grateful to be let loose from her clutches, and Leah was left glumly knowing there was only one way to get her fix.
			

			
				But still, she held on, refusing to say yes even if in her heart she knew she wanted to. Teaching was her whole life for over a decade, what she thought she wanted to do growing up, if just to follow in her mother’s footsteps and make her proud. But it didn’t take Owen’s seductive efforts to know that she wasn’t happy, not really. Teaching had become a never-ending battle with no real victories to speak of. That wasn’t an excuse for sleeping with a student but it made the thought of leaving this all behind somewhat easier.
			

			
				Leah burned to give in to Owen, staring at him blatantly in class now, at his knowing smile, at the obvious bulges in his khakis and slacks. At the way he would palm one of his eighteen-year-old classmate’s asses when she was in the hallway, or shamelessly paw at their tits, almost daring her to do or say something. 
			

			
				Never once did he hit on her apart from those little notes that she could join him for his graduation party. Never once did he touch her when they were alone together, as infrequent as that was. In their game of chess, all he had to do was make one move and she knocked down her own pieces for him. He knew it, he had to, and yet he still loved playing the long game with her.
			

			
				Leah began to take risks. Something in her mind broke and she couldn’t help herself. She brought a tiny bullet vibe to work. Disguised as lipstick, she could hide it in her purse without fear of discovery. In between classes, with the door locked, Leah would whimper through a fast orgasm, holding the toy to her clit while she leaned back against her chair, thinking about eighteen-year-old cock, about Owen.
			

			
				Her fantasies grew stranger. Vivid fantasies of him coming up to her in the middle of her class and taking her right in front of his eighteen- and nineteen-year-old classmates, bending her over, dominating her, erupting inside her while they watched. Soon she was imagining him fucking her without protection, filling her with his come, impregnating her, breeding her. She dreamed of him laying with his head on her lap, his head turned to suckle at her milky breasts as she fingered herself and gave him a handjob. That gave her such a powerful orgasm at work that the teacher next door came to check on her when she cried out. She thought he knew, and that was confirmed a day later when he came up behind her in the breakroom, his hard cock pressed against her bottom through her jeans, his breath hot on Leah’s ear, wanting to know what she’d been fantasizing about. And the craziest part, despite the fact that anyone could have walked in, she let him finish in his pants, dry-fucking her fast and hard, her head bent, her mind vacant as she thought yet again about Owen.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				While Owen took them out on the water, Leah and Nadine danced to the music over the thrum of the yacht’s powerful engine. Nadine throw her arms over Leah’s shoulders and got right up in there, their breasts brushing as the guys whooped. 
			

			
				“Can I kiss you?” Leah asked. “Are you okay with-?”
			

			
				Cutting her off, Nadine pressed her lips to Leah’s. The hot mom was a regular at the school, either at games or volunteering to chaperone functions and dances. Leah had always appreciated how beautiful she was, with her hourglass figure, big doe eyes, and cheerful motherly face. They had that in common, though Leah’s was naturally on the serious side while Nadine had a sweeter, kinder natural look to her. She was young for a mom with a graduating senior, maybe forty. No wonder Owen picked her. He seemed to have a thing for sexy older women. 
			

			
				They kissed, and Nadine brushed Leah’s ass and squeezed it tight. That got the dozenth “holy shit” from Dayton of the day. Sergio might as well have been drooling from the look of awestruck delight on his face.
			

			
				“Fucking Ms. Reade and Mrs. Graham. This is amazing,” he said.
			

			
				Trae moved in behind Nadine, hands on her waist and pulling that dress up and up, showing off her thick MILF ass to him before he got in close, his hardon pressing against her. She turned her head and he lifted two thick, long fingers to her chin. His dark black skin against her light creamy tone was stark and sexy, and Leah licked her lips as they kissed.
			

			
				Hands went to her own waist and turned her around. Sergio. He was already shirtless and his cock jutted up against the fabric of his shorts, not as big as Owen was, but few men were. He would still be plenty big enough to satisfy her over and over again. She wrapped a hand around his length through his shorts and stroked him slowly.
			

			
				“The hottest fucking teacher at school, stroking my dick,” he said wonderingly. Then he closed the gap between them, crushing his lips to hers, He was rough with her, hands going to her ass and a tit, squeezing, pulling her tighter against him. Leah liked it, and moaned against his lips. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Dayton watching all this, awed, and she reached for him too, gripping him by his cock and guiding him to her. 
			

			
				“Don’t be afraid to join in, honey,” she said softly. “I’ve seen you look plenty in class. Now you get to touch and do… well, whatever you want to me.” Sensing his nervousness, she smiled for him as she stroked both guys’ cocks. “But why don’t you start with a kiss?”
			

			
				“Oh-okay,” Dayton stammered.
			

			
				He came in, his lips far more tentative than the other guys. Sergio gave her a pinch of the ass and pushed her towards the eighteen-year-old gangly nerd. Only, “gangly” didn’t seem to be the right word for Dayton now. She was surprised to discover wiry muscle under his shirt as she roamed his chest.
			

			
				“You’ve been working out,” she said, grinning up at him.
			

			
				“Uh huh. These guys have been teaching me a lot,” Dayton said, blushing hard.
			

			
				“It shows, honey. Keep it up.” They both saw Sergio hurrying out of his shorts and she grinned up at Dayton. “He has the right idea. You guys are way overdressed.”
			

			
				“Okay,” Dayton said. He started to lift his shirt up and over his head and hesitated. “Can I ask you for something?”
			

			
				“It depends,” Leah said, smiling quizzically.
			

			
				“Um. Can you… leave the teacher outfit on? Just for a little while?”
			

			
				“Fuck. Yeah,” Sergio said.
			

			
				“Agreed,” Trae mumbled. His lips were wrapped around one of Nadine’s nipples, the buttons on her dress having been undone down to her soft tummy.
			

			
				The hot MILF asked with a pout, “What about me? Should I leave my dress on?”
			

			
				“Nope,” Trae said. “I want this fucking body naked the entire time we’re out on the water.”
			

			
				As if to emphasize his point, he pulled the other shoulder of the dress down, and it fell to the floor, baring Nadine in nothing but a thong. Dayton watched her, his mouth open, his eyes gone to some faraway place of nirvana. “Mrs. Graham is… is naked. Here. With us,” he said. “And Ms. Reade. Holy shit. Holy shit.”
			

			
				With that, Sergio, Trae, and Dayton stripped out of what was left of their clothes. Trae and Owen were the biggest of the four, both hung like fucking horses, but Sergio and Dayton were definitely good-sized, Sergio the shortest but maybe the thickest, and Dayton a pleasant mix of the two. All of them were closely trimmed or completely clean-shaven, in the case of Trae, and they were all achingly hard. 
			

			
				Dayton made an effort to cover himself, and Nadine went to him, smiling and taking his hand. Her voice was thick with lust. “No need to hide that, honey. Look at you, Dayton. So big and hard for me. Can I kiss it hello?”
			

			
				“Oh God,” Dayton whispered, his eyes huge.
			

			
				“I’ll take that as a yes.” Nadine looked over her shoulder at Leah and curled a finger at her. Leah went willingly, and the other two guys lined up beside Dayton, one on either side. Trae slapped his back but if Dayton noticed he never acknowledged it. He held his breath as his teacher and his friend’s mom dropped to their knees in front of the three guys, hands going for their cocks.
			

			
				“Oh, oh God!” Dayton gasped as Nadine kissed one side of his cockhead and Leah the other.
			

			
				As both women kissed along the length of his cock, Nadine grinning, Leah more contemplative, it brought to mind the first time she’d ever participated in a threesome at college. She and her roommate had been so nervous doing this for Leah’s boyfriend, giggling their way through tentative brushes of his cock and each other’s skin. Back then she’d believed she would make a difference in her future students’ lives. Back then, she was so innocent.
			

			
				Look at her now.
			

			
				She met Nadine once again at the tip of Dayton’s cock and pulled the other woman to her for a lurid kiss that had Sergio and Trae cheering while Dayton gaped. Leah leaned in and whispered into Nadine’s ear, “Tongues now,” and the busty raven-haired MILF grinned. They worked their tongues up and down the length of Dayton’s cock, making him thrust his hips instinctually, his hands going for the countertop behind him.
			

			
				“Lick his cock, fuck, that’s hot,” Sergio said.
			

			
				“We need pictures of this,” Trae said.
			

			
				He grabbed his phone off the countertop behind them. Leah closed her eyes and had a single thought. This was where her job truly ended. She could maybe talk her way out of four guys saying they’d slept with their hot teacher, convince the school board and administration that it was just guys being guys and bragging up a story that never happened, but this was inarguable evidence. Not only had she agreed to it, she nearly shouted “yes” when Owen laid out the stipulation that this would happen. She wanted memories of this. She wanted to remember every minute of this insane party the rest of her life. It had excited her then and it made her shoot a hand between her thighs now, pulling up her skirt and shoving three fingers against her puffy lips.
			

			
				“She loves this,” Sergio said. “Fuuuuck.”
			

			
				“Open those eyes, Ms. Reade. I want to see you look up at Dayton while you’re sucking his cock,” Trae said.
			

			
				His cock. Her student’s cock was against her lips. Her tongue. She grinned as the camera went click click click. This was madness. This was so fucking hot she was going to come in minutes.
			

			
				It went unspoken between her and Nadine to take care of Dayton first that night, and they did. Their playfulness for the camera’s sake gave way to real need, and Nadine soon wrapped her lips around Dayton’s cock, staring up at him with eyes now more worshipful than amused. “Put your hand on her head, honey,” Leah said, and Dayton did, taking a breath so loud it was audible on the video Trae was now shooting.
			

			
				“Mrs. Graham, you’re so beautiful, I’ve always been so in love with you,” Dayton blurted.
			

			
				Nadine moaned around his tip, “I know, baby.” She kissed his tip, staring up at him. “I’m going to take such good care of you.” She sucked him down an inch or two and came off him again with a slurp. “I’m going to make all your dreams come true.”
			

			
				“Oh God, oh shit,” Dayton gasped as she sucked him down even further. “Your mouth… feels so good.”
			

			
				Leah let the other woman work but she had plenty of room to lean in and gently nurse one of Dayton’s balls, teasing it with her tongue as Sergio whooped. Both he and Trae were slowly stroking their cocks, enjoying the show before them. Leah herself was riding an edge, unaware until later when she rewatched the video she was making little rhythmic whimpers of need as she rubbed her clit and pussy lips, so close now, so close.
			

			
				“Mrs. Graham, I’m going to, um…”
			

			
				Leah let go of his ball and leaned back, rubbing her clit faster and harder. “Come for her,” she said breathily. She leaned in and pressed her lips against Nadine’s ear, but spoke loud enough for all the guys to hear, a conspiratorial stage whisper. “And you’re going to take it, aren’t you, Nadine? Going to swallow his every drop like a good slut.”
			

			
				“Mm hm!” Nadine moaned.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” Trae said.
			

			
				 “Talk dirty to her, Dayton,” Leah said. “Tell her what a good MILF slut she is for sucking your big cock.”
			

			
				“That’s… a good MILF… s-slut,” Dayton gasped. “Oh shit. Oh shit. You’re, um, sucking so me… deep. Oh, oh shit, oh shit, ohhhh!”
			

			
				His hips bucked, and Nadine gurgled happily around him, staring up at him as she drove deeper down on his cock, swallowing, swallowing, swallowing. Leah was hoping to share in the treat but Dayton was reflexively holding Nadine in place. He’d need to be trained up a bit in blowjob etiquette but that was firmly someone else’s problem. As far as she was concerned, he could fuck her face as hard as he wanted, use her throat, do whatever – and Nadine certainly seemed to agree.
			

			
				Leah’s hips began to rock, her lips parted and her eyes dazed. Trae gripped her chin and twisted her head towards him, catching her on film in a moment of pre-orgasmic haze before sliding his humongous black cock against her lips. She sucked him eagerly, whimpering as she was finally filled with another student’s cock again, Trae, big Trae, whose ass in his football uniform was the object of a lot of fantasies of women in the stands, and here she was, sucking him deep, taking inches of him on the first go, as on the other side of a recovering Dayton, Nadine did the same with Sergio.
			

			
				The sounds of their sucking filled the air, noisy slurps and moans of pleasure from both women as the guys used their faces so fucking basely. Dayton said, “Give me the phone while I recover,” more assuredness from him than Leah had ever heard, and Trae did so without a word, driving his cock into Leah’s mouth, deep, so fucking deep, hitting the back of her throat and filling her mouth completely, her jaw stretched nearly to its limits. She gagged on him and the lack of oxygen felt so fucking good, the catalyst she needed to finally push her over the edge. Her eyes rolled up as she came on her fingers, her butt bouncing, her pussy juices soaking her fingers.
			

			
				“I think she just came,” Dayton breathed.
			

			
				“Yeah, you did, didn’t you, dirty teacher slut?” Trae asked, but he didn’t give her room to answer, shoving his cock back and forth inside her mouth, making her eyes water from need of air.
			

			
				“GLURK!” she choked out around him. As a “yes,” it wasn’t very understandable, but the guys seemed to get it.
			

			
				On the other side, Sergio gripped Nadine’s head and was fucking her for all he was worth, his muscular stocky frame flexing and relaxing every time he hit the back of her throat and went deeper still. “Urk! Urk! Urk!” she choked out around him. When he relented, she gave a delighted, “Ahhhh!” and sucked him down again, nursing him this time with a wide grin. “I love this,” she said.
			

			
				“Yeah?” Sergio asked. “You like your son’s friends fucking your face?”
			

			
				“Uh huh,” she said, rubbing her cheek against his fat dick.
			

			
				“Then get back to sucking, you slutty bitch.”
			

			
				She did. Dayton mouthed the words Sergio just said, and Nadine winked up at him. He smiled tentatively back, and kept on filming. 
			

			
				Meanwhile Trae had a firm grip on the back of Leah’s head. His thrusts were becoming erratic and more forceful, his control evaporating. He stared down at her with thin-pressed lips, his eyes narrowed, his need on him. “Fuck, Ms. Reade, the time I’ve spent in class fantasizing about those pretty lips wrapped around my cock…”
			

			
				“Mmmf!” she said around him, eyes watering as he pushed deeper, hitting the back of her throat and sliding into it. There was no way she could take him to his balls, but oh God, she had so much of him in her mouth, so much more than she thought she could, and the knowledge gave her a sense of fierce pride.
			

			
				“And that ass. We’re all taking turns coming in that fat fucking ass.”
			

			
				“Mmmmf!” she moaned again.
			

			
				“Shit, we should get together and fuck you in your classroom before we go to college.”
			

			
				“MMMF!” she agreed as best she could manage. After all, she hadn’t handed her keys in yet. Might as well make one last unforgettable memory at the school.
			

			
				“You like that idea, don’t you? Your four favorite students, taking turns fucking you on your desk?”
			

			
				She came off him, a river of spittle cascading down her chin. “Yesss, I fucking love it, I want it, I want all of you fucking me until I scream in my classroom, on this boat, wherever, just fucking, fucking, fuck me!”
			

			
				She dove back down on his cock again, taking him deeper than she had yet, straining to swallow every inch of him she could. Trae grabbed her head and started fucking her mouth like it was her pussy, short, hard thrusts that were going to leave her hoarse for days.
			

			
				On the other side, Sergio said, “Fuck, man, I’m gonna nut. When we come, we do it on their faces. I want that on video.”
			

			
				“Ah, shit yeah,” Trae said. “Gonna paint these bitches.” He grabbed Dayton by the shoulder. “Move off to one side so we can get them together.”
			

			
				“Got it,” Dayton said, and did as he was told. His cock was already hard again, sending a thrill of pleasure up and down Leah’s spine. They were going to fuck the two women all night long, she was sure of that.
			

			
				She and Nadine pulled off their guys and scooted together, hands all over each other’s asses as they grinned up at Trae and Sergio. Nobody noticed in the moment but the yacht had started to slow, their fuck noises now drowning out the sound of the engine. Dayton got creative with his filming, circling behind the women in the tight cabin to film their asses and kneeling down to get great angles of their faces as they sucked Sergio and Trae’s cocks.  When he stood back up, Leah grabbed at his cock with her free hand and stroked him as he filmed the finish of the first round of blowjobs, her head bobbing, her eyes focused solely on Trae.
			

			
				“Gonna come, Ms. Reade, gonna come all over that pretty face.”
			

			
				She pulled off him with a slurp and begged, “Do it, come on me, come all over me.”
			

			
				Her hand met his on his cock and she jacked him off, aiming him at her face. Trae grunted, and come rocketed across her face, hitting her forehead, her nose, her chin, and then he was pointed at Nadine, more ropes hitting her, making her gurgle around Sergio’s prick. The squat wrestling stud was right there too, and as Leah leaned in to kiss Nadine’s cheek, he pulled out and jacked himself hard and fast, shouting, “Fuck!” at the last moment before he was painting them too, their cheeks together, their eyes closed, Nadine grinning wide while Leah was open-mouthed and dazed.
			

			
				The two women opened their eyes and turned towards each other. Leah ran a finger through some of the come on Nadine’s cheek and fed it to her. Nadine made a deeply pleased noise, and licked another spot right off Leah’s face. Leah brought her lips to the other woman’s and they kissed again, sloppy exchanges that saw Nadine with her hands on Leah’s shoulders, pushing her onto her back and straddling her, nimble fingers flicking at the buttons on her blouse.
			

			
				“I always knew under all those sweaters and long skirts you were a dirty girl,” Nadine said, her voice light and teasing.
			

			
				Leah lapped a glob of come off the other woman’s cheek and swallowed. “And I always loved staring at you in your tiny little skirts when you’d come in for parent-teacher conferences.”
			

			
				“Mmm, I always had a thing for teachers.”
			

			
				“Male or female?” Leah asked huskily as Nadine started on her skirt.
			

			
				“Both.”
			

			
				They kissed again, deep, needing kisses, the guys cheering them on. Soon Leah was freed of the last of her clothing, the two women as naked as the guys, hands roaming, breathy whimpers of need escaping both of them when their fingers found each other’s pussies.
			

			
				“Let’s take this to the deck,” Nadine said.
			

			
				“I love that idea.”
			

			
				Nadine shot to her feet and helped Leah up. They kissed again and Nadine gave Leah’s ass a spank. Leah grabbed her hand and turned for the stern, which had the best seating that she’d seen so far. Nadine chased her out there, followed by the guys.
			

			
				The yacht had come to rest. The water lapped at the sides, the boat rocking ever so gently. The women collapsed together on the outdoor bench seating, Leah on her ass, Nadine straddling her again and feeding her one of her big tits. Leah sucked at the thick nipple happily, her hand going back between Nadine’s thighs and strumming her pussy.
			

			
				“Mmm, fuck, you’re so good at that,” Nadine said, wiggling in place.
			

			
				There was a clanking inside the galley, and while Leah tried to stay focused on Nadine, her heart and body lit up like a torch to gasoline. Owen was back in the game.
			

			
				He emerged as naked as everyone else, bottles of beer and wine in hand. He handed out the beer to the guys. “Happy graduation, boys,” he said, and Dayton laughed delightedly as they clinked bottles.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Leah sat as silent as stone as all around her pandemonium reigned. The worst of the students yelled. The best of them ignored her and everything else and played on their phones. There was no reason for this, no cause that she could figure out, except that the freshmen were uncontrollable, feral dogs yipping and snapping at each other.
			

			
				Part of that was on her shoulders. She knew that on some distant level, but she had no idea how to discipline them. After twelve years of being a teacher she had never had a class this collectively awful. She could not shout them down. She would not cajole them with rewards. They didn’t recognize any authority because they knew she had none.
			

			
				So Leah sat. And she waited. And eventually, there was a hammering on her door. She stood up, mute, hot tears threatening to fall.
			

			
				There at the door was Frank, the principal of Vineport-on-Star, tall, hard-faced Frank, who had once been an instructor at West Point and gave up the job to come here and “whip the school into shape.” With him was the head of security, Hal.
			

			
				“What is going on here?” Frank said. He had to shout to be heard.
			

			
				“I don’t know,” Leah said. Her voice was gone. She vaguely remembered trying to shout down the students. She vaguely remembered whacking her desk. Then there was just… this. Unmanageable chaos.
			

			
				“You need to get them under control. We’ve had five complaints from other teachers.”
			

			
				“How?” Leah asked. “Should I threaten them with lowered grades? You’ll tell me to bump them back up come finals.”
			

			
				Frank’s eyes widened, then narrowed again. “We would never doctor students’ grades.”
			

			
				“You would, and you have, and you know it. Go ahead. Try to calm them down.”
			

			
				She pushed past them. They looked at each other like they were bracing for war, then stepped into her classroom, shutting the door behind them. What would they do? What could they do? She didn’t believe in spanking children or using a yardstick like she heard was the norm at the school fifty years ago. There was nothing the principal could threaten them with that would matter. They were immune, their parents wealthy enough that their darling angels could do no wrong in the eyes of the school, no matter their awfulness. Allen proved that. Just that week, the bully beat up another student less well off than him, fracturing the young man’s hand. The school gave him three days’ suspension and told the parents it was an unfortunate schoolyard incident, like they were ten and not eighteen. Had Allen’s parents been the less wealthy of the two families involved, the school’s special law enforcement monitor would have come to the school and had a chat with him, but they weren’t, so he got away with yet another incident. At least he’d be gone soon.
			

			
				These freshmen, though, would be there for three more years once the semester was done.
			

			
				Numb and exhausted on a molecular level, Leah walked to the break room. She shut the door behind her, filled the electric kettle, and collapsed on the couch against the far wall while it heated up. She closed her eyes and cried, letting it out, hating this place, this life. Only, there was nowhere else for her to go. What could she do? Where could she go?
			

			
				Frank found her there ten minutes later, asleep and her makeup stained by her tears. He woke her up and had a quiet, one-sided conversation with her about discipline being a matter of respect and how she needed to earn that with her students.
			

			
				“I quit,” she said.
			

			
				He hesitated, then said, “You don’t mean that.”
			

			
				“I do, Frank.”
			

			
				“I want you to finish out the school year. Please. Give us that much. If you still feel that way, we can talk.”
			

			
				“Can you give us all a raise? Pay us what we’re owed with those… those monsters in our classrooms?”
			

			
				“You know I can’t do that. The school board dictates pay raises, not me.”
			

			
				“But you have their ear.” He opened his mouth but she waved it away. “Never mind. Did you do anything about them?”
			

			
				“I told them if they didn’t behave, their parents would all be getting some phone calls and they wouldn’t like what happened then.”
			

			
				“Did it work?”
			

			
				He let out a half-hearted chuckle. “For the moment.”
			

			
				She sighed and swung her legs off the couch. “I don’t want to hate this job anymore.”
			

			
				With that, she left him, heading to her classroom. The kids were still loud, though maybe not quite so bad as before. One of them said she looked like she’d been in a fight with her makeup messed up like that, and the rest of them started in on her. Leah endured it, saying nothing to them, cleaning her makeup off her face and daydreaming about maybe becoming a waitress in some tiny Midwestern town, somewhere far away from Vineport-on-Star.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				It was like Owen and Trae rehearsed it, which maybe they did. Or maybe Owen directed traffic with hand gestures unseen by Leah, since her world was preoccupied in that moment with one of Nadine’s big breasts. She happily sucked and licked the other woman’s nipple to the delight of Sergio and Dayton, while Owen and Trae stepped to either side of the two women on the bench seating. Their big hands went as one to Nadine’s ripe, curvy MILF ass, and she threw them each a look of pure fire, kissing them in turn.
			

			
				Owen took up the bottle of wine and opened it. He said, “Leah,” and she pulled back just far enough he could splash the wine on Nadine’s tits. She lapped it up, her chin getting messy with the best wine she’d ever tasted, dark and decadent, a perfect pairing with the moment. Owen turned her head towards him and she kissed him before he traced a finger along her chin, wiping the wine off it and feeding it to her.
			

			
				“Bout time the two of you hooked up,” Trae said. “He’s loved you forever.”
			

			
				The words hit Leah like uppercuts. She wanted to hope Trae’s words weren’t just an overexaggeration, but hoping hurt so goddamn much anymore. Better to not hope than to be ground under the weight of thinking her need for Owen might be reciprocated. Better not to dream about love.
			

			
				Owen’s eyes narrowed and he glared at the other man. Ignoring him, Trae said, “Dayton.”
			

			
				“Yeah?”
			

			
				“You ready to lose your virginity?”
			

			
				“Oh jeez. Y-yeah.”
			

			
				“Which one you want to be with first?”
			

			
				Dayton licked his lips. Leah broke her gaze away from Owen and smiled at the nervous young geek. “It’s okay, honey. I know she’s your dream woman.”
			

			
				“You’re so beautiful too, I just don’t want you to feel bad.”
			

			
				“We’ll have so much fun tonight. I promise, no hard feelings at all. Besides, I want to see you fuck her.”
			

			
				He grinned tentatively at that. “Thanks, Ms. Reade. You were my favorite teacher. And not just because you’re crazy hot.”
			

			
				That touched her, even as awkward as the comment was. “Take my spot,” Owen said to Dayton. He stood and pulled Leah to her feet. Dayton sat down, his cock bobbing as if to say it too was ready. It made Leah giggle throatily as Owen wrapped his arms around her from behind and kissed her neck.
			

			
				“Now, Mrs. Graham, sit on his lap. Ride him”
			

			
				Nadine had eyes only for Dayton. She straddled him and brought her lips to his. “Ready for this, honey?” she asked breathily.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” he whispered. “I’m so glad it’s you.”
			

			
				“Me too. I’m going to take good care of you. Don’t hold anything back.”
			

			
				He nodded, and looked down at the vee of her legs as she reached between his legs and pointed him upward. She sank down slowly onto him, and his eyes bugged out.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, I’m n-not a virgin anymore, I’m not a virgin!” he said. The other guys cheered, and Leah laughed softly, loving the way Owen was nuzzling her neck with more and more intensity. He bent her over beside the pair, her hands resting on the seating, and he took her, his big cock filling her again and making her heart sing with its rightness.
			

			
				At the same time, Dayton grabbed the back of Nadine’s head and pulled her down to him for a long, sloppy kiss. “Yesss, kiss me lover,” she gasped, and drove her own mouth against his before breaking away again. “Filling me… ngh, filling me up so gooooood.”
			

			
				“You both really okay with anything?” Trae asked.
			

			
				“Anything,” Nadine breathed as Dayton cupped her tits and sucked one, staring up at her worshipfully.
			

			
				Leah looked over her shoulder at Owen. “Anything,” she said. It elicited the slightest smile from him, and he massaged her ass.
			

			
				Trae headed back inside and came out a moment later with a black dry-erase marker. He uncapped it and leaned down beside Owen as he pumped his cock slowly back and forth inside their hot teacher. Trae placed the marker tip against her ass and wrote something short, just a handful of letters, and Sergio laughed.
			

			
				“What is it?” Leah asked.
			

			
				Sergio grabbed his phone and took a picture. He brought it around to her to see.
			

			
				A+ ASS
			

			
				Trae wrote something else, this longer, first on her left cheek then her right. This time, she could feel the letters and work them out. Pussy. Mouth.
			

			
				“Any time we come, we make a mark,” Trae said.
			

			
				Owen took the marker from him, and added one notch under “pussy.” That got whoops from Trae and Sergio.
			

			
				“I knew it, I knew you two had already been fucking,” Trae said.
			

			
				“Just couldn’t help myself,” Owen said, and slapped Leah’s ass.
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				“Shut the fuck up, man,” Owen said, his words carrying enough heat to them to make Trae chuckle and raise his hands in a keeping-the-peace gesture.
			

			
				Once Trae did the same for Nadine and added marks under “mouth” for both women, Owen grunted, “Nadine, turn around. I want to see Ms. Reade licking your pussy and his cock while I’m fucking her.”
			

			
				“Goddamn,” Sergio said.
			

			
				“Yup, I, I want to see that too,” Dayton said.
			

			
				Nadine spun around fast and dropped back on his cock. She leaned back against him as she rolled her hips, grabbing his hands and bringing them to her big breasts. He kissed her when she twisted her head towards him, the two of them lost in their own little world of pleasure until Owen and Leah shuffled between their legs. The angle was bad so Leah pulled away from Owen and dropped to her knees. Owen followed and drove every inch of his glistening cock back inside her, making her back arch with pleasure. The sight of Nadine’s pussy wrapped around Dayton’s cock, her hips moving faster and faster, turned her on even more, and she eagerly lapped at both of them, licking what she could of both his dick and her cunt.
			

			
				“Mmmm, fuck!” Nadine moaned, her attention finally shifting from Dayton down to Leah. “I knew you were a good little pussy licker.”
			

			
				“The best you’ll ever have,” Leah said.
			

			
				“We’ll see about that,” Nadine said with a huskiness to her voice.
			

			
				Trae stepped up to the bench seating and stood on it with one foot, his cock aimed at her face. She cooed and shifted so she could suck him down. Sergio got the idea and did the same on the other side, gripping a fistful of Nadine’s black hair, making her pull off the other man, and pistoning his cock in and out of her mouth.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m addicted to those lips,” he grunted.
			

			
				“She knows what she’s doing,” Trae agreed as Nadine pulled off Sergio with a gasp and devoured Trae again.
			

			
				Owen’s thrusts had Leah bouncing back and forth, her pleasure building as fast as their first time. His control this time was measured, his thrusts hard but methodical. She gasped when she felt something wet press against her bleached asshole – his thumb.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she whimpered, and whipped at Nadine’s mound and clit with her tongue.
			

			
				“You’ve been practicing like I told you,” Owen said, sounding pleased. To the guys, “I told them both to buy some toys when they agreed to this, so we can take them up the ass over and over and over again. I’m going to fuck Ms. Reade’s in a minute while one of you fucks her pretty little cunt.”
			

			
				“My c-cunt, my cunt, fuck my cunt,” Leah whimpered. “My ass and my…”
			

			
				“Say it,” Owen said, pressing his thumb into her ass, just to the first knuckle but still making her howl out with her pleasure.
			

			
				“My cunt! My ass and my cunt!”
			

			
				“Fuuuuuuck,” Sergio breathed. “She’s crazy for it.”
			

			
				“Yes,” Owen said, grabbing a fistful of Leah’s hair. He jerked it back, making her head come up, her mouth wide open, eyes huge as waves of pleasure started to overtake her again. “She’s my good teacher slut, aren’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes! Yours! I’m your good teacher slut! I’m yours, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, fuck, fuck, ohhhhh!”
			

			
				She came, bouncing back at him with a joyous cry. Nadine began to buck uncontrollably, gasping, “Hot, so hot, oh my God, oh fuck.” Sergio thrust his cock back into her mouth as she squeezed her eyes shut, her hands shooting to Dayton’s hips, her nails digging in as she shook and gurgled around Sergio.
			

			
				“I think, I, I, I think she just came,” Dayton gasped.
			

			
				“Yeah she did,” Trae said. “Respect, man. You made one of the hottest bitches in the world come on that dick.”
			

			
				“Holy shit!” Dayton said. “Oh, oh shit, I’m losing control, ahhhh, ahhhh, oh God…”
			

			
				Nadine pulled off Sergio with a fine mist of spittle and twisted her head to look back at Dayton. She whined, “Yesss, baby, come for me, come in my pussy, I need to feel it, I need to feel it, then you can take it again later, or my ass, or fuck my tits, or whatever you want, you can have it all, mmm, fuck, I’m gonna want that cock inside me over and over and over again.”
			

			
				“Oh, oh, fuck!” Dayton cried out, and he drove upwards, hips bouncing up and down as he began to come, and until the end of her days, Leah would hear the sounds that her pussy made around his cock. Glorp. Glorp. Glorp.
			

			
				She was pulled free of Dayton by Sergio, “Eat him out of her fucking pussy, Ms. Reade,” he demanded, and Leah was happy to oblige, diving in and sucking Dayton’s salty, bitter come from Nadine’s cunt, the other woman gripping her head as Owen pounded into Leah.
			

			
				“Dayton,” he growled.
			

			
				“Y-yeah?”
			

			
				“Go inside the cabin. In the drawer beside the fridge is lube. Get it.”
			

			
				“Okay!” Dayton said, as serious as if he was a private being given an order by a general. He untangled himself from behind Nadine and sprinted for the galley.
			

			
				“I want to fuck Ms. Reade’s cunt,” Trae said.
			

			
				“Get on your back on the couch,” Owen said.
			

			
				Trae obeyed, and Owen pulled out of Leah as Dayton reemerged. “Is this it?” he asked breathlessly, holding up a bottle. Owen nodded and Dayton slapped it into his hand. 
			

			
				Leah didn’t need to be told what to do. She slid on top of Trae and pointed him upright before dropping down on his cock. Her hands went to his chest as she began to bounce on him, and his went to her ass. He raised one up and gave her a hard crack. 
			

			
				“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she panted. “Spank me again, spank me hard, I can take it.” Crack! “Oh, oh fuck!”
			

			
				And then Owen was there, lubed up fingers pressing against her, then inside. His breathing was hard, his fingers on the verge of being rough, but this was not the first time he’d done this and it showed in his careful balance of need and roaring lust.
			

			
				In the meantime, Sergio picked up Nadine and walked her to the smaller loveseat-like bench on the other side of the seating area. He laid her out on her back and drove into her, making her legs kick against the deck as she howled out, “Oh, fuck, big… fucking… cock!”
			

			
				But that was the last Leah paid attention to Nadine and Sergio for a while, because Owen’s lubed-up cock was pressed against her ass, the man she was willing to burn it all to the ground for, and he was inside her at the same time as his humongous friend, and she was filled, so filled, that she howled with it, an exuberant, feral cry of, “Yesssss! Fuck! Fuck!”
			

			
				If either guy was any bigger, they would have been too much, but she took them, stretched beyond compare, and she loved it. She rocked forward and back, letting out syllabic gasps as she was filled so completely, the two cocks driving her to the brink again fast.
			

			
				“Ungh, ungh, ah, ah, ah, ohhhhh, oh, oh, Guh, Guh, God, I’m, ah, ah, full, fugh…”
			

			
				“Ah, fuck, Ms. Reade,” Trae moaned underneath her. “We never had anyone take us both before.”
			

			
				“She’s our good slut,” Owen said, and gave her ass a slap.
			

			
				“Harder,” she whimpered, “spank me harder.” Owen did. “Yes! Like that! Mmm, fuck, again!” He spanked her other cheek, making it sting so good. “Yes, oh fuck, just like that, just like-” His palm and fingers came down one more time and she howled, “Oh, oh fuck, oh oh fuck!”
			

			
				Leah’s mind left her as the pleasure washed over her. Spots of red dotted her vision and her eyes rolled up, her breath stopping for a full few seconds before she sucked in a lungful of air. She twisted her head just in time to see Sergio picking Nadine up off their bench seat, her legs wrapping around his thick muscular hips and ass as he fucked her in midair, bouncing her on his cock as he grinned savagely up at her. Nadine was wailing her pleasure too. “Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, that’s amazing, you fucking stud! Keep! Fucking! Me!”
			

			
				Leah lost sight of them because Dayton was there, his cock hard again, his breath coming fast. He pressed it to Leah’s lips, all civility gone to him, to all of them, and they took what they wanted, Leah triple-stuffed now, eyes rolling up in her head as Dayton fucked her face with wild abandon and Trae right on the verge of losing control too. Only Owen out of the whole lot of them kept his composure, drilling into her ass with short hard strokes.
			

			
				Dayton, sweet nerdy Dayton, was fucking her face, ramming his cock into her mouth, grunting her name. “Ms. Reade, Ms. Reade, oh fuck, oh fuck,” and she choked around him when he hit the back of her throat, but she loved it, loved being used like this, loved the warmth flooding her cunt and making her come again, a broiling heat upon her, a furnace of pure lust that only these young men and their cocks could satisfy, and still Owen was going, pounding her ass long after any man she’d ever fucked would have unleashed inside her.
			

			
				He was a god, a fucking god, and she loved it, loved him, and there was no more regret about this decision, no more doubt. This was a moment in time she would remember forever, and as she came for the sixth, seventh, maybe eighth time, Leah was happy, truly happy, for the first time in years.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Owen watched her in class, his eyes dark and contemplative the entire period. Leah was sure by that point her seniors knew she must be crushing on him because she hardly bothered to look at anyone else anymore. Owen had moved far beyond being someone she entertained an idle fantasy about. Her heart beat for him now, the eighteen-year-old stud, the one all the girls whispered about. 
			

			
				She loved him. It was illogical beyond compare, but then again, love was illogical. Leah was also still a rational woman. She knew that love would probably never be requited and that was okay. That wasn’t what she needed from him. What she needed was one good memory, one night to remember, to hold onto. Then she could let him go, and find her way to whatever came next in her life.
			

			
				The bell at the end of class rang. “Mr. Palmer, stay behind a moment,” she said, trying to sound clinical. She needn’t have bothered. By that point in the year, the seniors had all checked out, eager to move on to college or whatever lay beyond high school for them. She understood the feeling. It dominated her spirit now too.
			

			
				Owen stayed seated, and when the last of the other students was gone, Leah went to the door and shut it. When she turned, Owen was on his feet and coming to her, slinging his backpack over one shoulder.
			

			
				“I heard about the freshmen,” he said, his voice a low, angry growl. “Trae and I talked to some of them.”
			

			
				“Then I have you to thank for them being halfway decent today. Thank you.”
			

			
				“You’re welcome. Are you okay?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said softly. “I’ve never been better. And yes, to your graduation party. I want in.”
			

			
				He froze. For just a moment, she realized despite his cool exterior, there was still a hint of the young man to him, and it made her smile.
			

			
				“It won’t be just you and me,” he reminded her.
			

			
				“I don’t care. As long as they’re clean.”
			

			
				Because I’m in love with you. So fucking in love with you that I want nothing more than a night with you. Hours. Minutes. Whatever I can have.
			

			
				“That’s going to be a requirement. Everyone’s going to get tested at a clinic I use and show me the results. You too. Schedule something as close to graduation as you can.”
			

			
				“I can do that.”
			

			
				He nodded. “You can say no to anything on board, but Ms. Reade, this party is going to get crazy. There will be four of us guys, and maybe another woman, assuming she’s still in.”
			

			
				“I don’t care, I’m in. Do whatever you want to me. I want it all.”
			

			
				Owen came in close, his dark eyes fixed on hers. “You tell me that, I’m going to take it.”
			

			
				Her lips parted, and she might have kissed him then if someone hadn’t shouted right outside the door. They backed up a pace, and she blushed. He gave her the rest of the details, the name of the clinic, the pier, and the boat, the time, and how he wanted her to dress. She wanted so badly to kiss him in that moment, to pull him into her coat closet and fuck him ragged. She wanted to confess everything in her heart, to the eighteen-year-old she knew practically nothing about, who she loved and would do anything for.
			

			
				Anything.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The city wasn’t visible in the day, but in the middle of the night, its lights flittered in the distance, little fireflies of brightness Leah could just barely make out.
			

			
				She gripped the rail of the deck, staring out at those lights, nude and freshly showered. Sergio was the first to pass out, now facedown in one of the beds below deck. Trae and Dayton were double-teaming Nadine one last time for the night. Her stamina was admirable, but she told Leah when they took a break for food and hydration that she’d just gone through a nasty divorce and she was ready for all the good sex she could handle for a while. The guys were definitely giving that to her now.
			

			
				Footfalls. Soft, almost imperceptible. Owen. He had a gracefulness to him, like a cat, and soon he took a spot beside her. There was a robe in his hands and he held it up for her.
			

			
				“Thank you,” she murmured as he helped her into it. “I was just starting to get a chill.”
			

			
				“It cools off quickly out here on the water.”
			

			
				They were silent a while, staring towards the city. He was dressed in shorts and an undershirt, and moved behind her, wrapping his arms around her from behind. Her ass was sore from each of the guys fucking and coming inside it earlier, but he didn’t press hard against her, content to let her know he was there.
			

			
				“I like this,” Leah murmured, her heart beating very fast.
			

			
				“I do too.” He pressed his lips to her neck, his breath warm against her feverish skin. “Why did you say yes, Ms. Reade?”
			

			
				“Stop with that. Call me Leah. Men I’m falling for should call me Leah.”
			

			
				“You’re falling for me?”
			

			
				“Come on. I wouldn’t have said yes if I wasn’t.”
			

			
				She could feel him smile against her skin. “Is that why you said yes?”
			

			
				Because I love you, she mouthed but didn’t say. Tears slipped down her cheeks. “I lost my way.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“I used to love teaching. My mother, she’s a professor. Things have always been complicated and cold between us, but I loved going with her to college, to sit at the back of her classroom and smell the old wood and hear her words and listen to the students talk. And it seemed like such a natural way for me to go, to become a teacher too. I loved it at first. I was good at it. I cared about the students and I tried for them. But if you want to be a really great teacher, you have to keep giving parts of yourself away. The failures add up, the kids you can’t save, can’t convince to stay true. You can’t save them all, and it… it wrecked me, eventually.”
			

			
				He kissed her neck again, saying nothing.
			

			
				“And now… now I’m so bitter. Every day, it’s something new to make me hate my job. It was administration earlier this year. I was so angry about how they spend money on anything but students and teachers. And then it was the students themselves. How out of control they’re getting, how we can’t do anything about it because we live to serve the parents now. You know the worst of that, with the freshmen.”
			

			
				“I do. What would you do, if you couldn’t teach?”
			

			
				 “My resignation’s already been submitted. I wrote the email in the car before I came on board.”
			

			
				“You didn’t answer my question.”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” Leah said. He turned her in his arms, and kissed her gently before pulling back to stare into her eyes. “I don’t know who I am without teaching, and that scares me. But I know I can’t do this anymore. Maybe that makes me a coward but I’m tired of being unhappy, Owen. That’s why I came on board. To be happy, at least for a night.”
			

			
				“Are you happy?” he asked, his lips nearly pressed against hers again.
			

			
				“Unbearably,” she whispered back.
			

			
				“If you don’t tell her how you feel in the next ten seconds, I’m going to,” Trae said.
			

			
				Both their heads whipped in his direction. He was standing at the door to the bridge, double fisting bottles of beer and grinning lopsidedly. By that point, only Owen and Leah were sober, but Leah had a feeling Trae was far less tipsy than he was letting on.
			

			
				Then his words hit her. How Owen felt about her.
			

			
				He’s loved you forever.
			

			
				“Go. Inside,” Owen growled.
			

			
				“Will do. Just finished up with Nadine. I think her and our boy Dayton are going to come out of this awfully close. They’re cuddled up together right now. I just came out to see if you were actually going to grow some balls before I go to bed.”
			

			
				“Goddamn it Trae.”
			

			
				“Night,” Trae said, and sauntered inside.
			

			
				Owen started after him, but Leah caught his arm. “Tell me,” she croaked.
			

			
				“I…” He sighed.
			

			
				“Tell me, or… or I jump off the side of this yacht.”
			

			
				He turned to her, his eyes lost and pained. “When I was a freshman, I saw you for the first time and I told Trae you were the woman I was going to marry someday.”
			

			
				Leah blinked. “Owen, I…”
			

			
				“Let me finish. At first, it was because I thought you were the most goddamn beautiful woman I’d ever seen. But then I saw you with Lily Kline.”
			

			
				“Oh,” Leah whispered. Lily Kline was a terribly bullied young woman for both her weight and her looks. A lot like Dayton, now that she thought about it, though Dayton was bullied more because of his geeky and virginal nature. 
			

			
				“The girls were terrible with her that day, and she was crying and all by herself. You sat with her, there in the dirt and grass, and you talked to her the entire lunch hour. And every few days, I saw you talk to her after class, making sure she was okay, that she knew someone was there for her. Up to that point, I was an asshole. I was a bully.” He shook his head. “You changed that. You showed me a better way to be.”
			

			
				“I…”
			

			
				“I invited you here because I had to shoot my shot. But I wanted to show you too who I really was. My appetites are dark. I’d sit in class sometimes and think all hour about the ways I’d take you, make you mine. The dirty shit I’d make you do. How I’d make you pregnant-” Leah’s lips parted. “-and how I’d put a collar on you when you were, to walk you around the school on your hands and knees, so I could show everyone the power I had over you. I am not a good person, Leah, but if you-”
			

			
				“I’m in love with you,” Leah gasped.
			

			
				“You’re what?”
			

			
				“For the last four months, you’re all I can think about. You are a good man, in the ways that I care about.” She sniffed and wiped at her tears. “I’d wear a collar for you. I’d do whatever you wanted. But you have to protect yourself, I’m a nobody, and you’re, your family, everything you have, I’m not even qualified to, to cook fries without teaching, I…”
			

			
				His hand shot for the side of her neck and he kissed her. This was not like his other kisses, precise and well-practiced. This was his eager youthfulness on full display, his love burning through his carefully built walls, and he gasped it too, “I love you, I love you,” and they were falling together towards one of the seats, her on top of him, his head against her breasts, both of them finally admitting the truth to each other, that they belonged together, whatever might come.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				The guys fucked them again in the morning, but Leah and Nadine could not take the savage pounding of the night before. The guys took them on their backs in the captain’s quarters, hands held as they made out while the guys fucked into them. Dayton finished inside Nadine, who he was clearly smitten with, and she was clearly into him. As they cleaned up afterward, Nadine asked Leah what she really thought about the young man, if he had a future. Leah smiled to herself and said that yes, she thought all the young men on board would go places.
			

			
				Everyone cleaned afterward except Owen, who guided them back to the pier. By that point, everyone was ready to go home. Leah wanted a hot soak in her tub, and Nadine planned to spend a couple days on her side watching reality TV and eating chocolate and popcorn.  They walked off as a group, Dayton and Sergio hauling industrial garbage bags full of the soiled bedding and grumbling good-naturedly about it. The yacht would probably require a deeper cleaning than that, but that was firmly Owen’s problem – his, and whoever his family hired to do it.
			

			
				In the parking lot, they said their goodbyes. Sergio thanked Owen for the party of a lifetime, kissed both women, and promised Dayton they’d hang out sometime.  Then he was gone, honking in his Camaro as he left. Dayton meant to call for an Uber, but Nadine told him she’d give him a ride. They said their goodbyes too, a very happily dazed Dayton in the passenger seat.
			

			
				That left Trae, Owen, and Leah. Trae studied them, grinning. “You two belong together.”
			

			
				“I expect you to help Owen take care of me from time to time,” Leah said.
			

			
				Trae raised an eyebrow at Owen, and his friend held out his fist. They bumped it, and Trae leaned in to kiss Leah gently. “Any time,” he murmured.
			

			
				Then he was gone too, and it was just Leah and Owen. She looked up at him, eyes sparkling. He kissed her, a good kiss, a gentle one, but a needing one too. “I don’t want to go home,” she whispered against his lips.
			

			
				“Then come home with me. I’ll take care of you.”
			

			
				She understood the promise in those words. He didn’t mean them sexually, or at least, that wasn’t his only meaning. He would be there for her, come whatever was next for her. Maybe it would be a family. With him. Owen.
			

			
				“What will your parents say?”
			

			
				He shrugged. “Don’t know. But Dad laughed pretty hard when I told him I got the hottest teacher in school to agree to come to my graduation party.”
			

			
				“He knew?”
			

			
				“You really think I can just take the family yacht out on a whim?”
			

			
				She laughed and took his hand. Happy. Leah was happy.
			

			
				Whatever was going to come, wherever she wound up, she hoped it would always be by the side of her favorite student.
			

			
				


			
				Seduced by His Student
			

			
				 
			

			
				It wasn’t the first time Perry saw Ella at the same gym where he worked out. Most students preferred the on-campus gyms, free to use by anyone living in the dorms at New Bainbridge University, but this facility was reasonable and pretty close to the campus, so it was a common alternative for a lot of non-traditional students.
			

			
				Ella was a regular, like her professor. She started showing up towards the start of her sophomore year, and was a staple in the early mornings in the year since, again same as Perry. They were always polite and cheerful with one another, as Perry always was with any student he bumped into off-campus, and he maintained a distance between them, always choosing machines and workout stations that faced any direction away from Ella. It didn’t escape his notice how provocatively she liked to dress for the gym, in tight leggings or athletic shorts that showed off her taut legs and her curvy fit ass, as well as a sports bra, sometimes under a tank or a tee, sometimes without. That made it very hard to look away from her huge natural breasts and the richly tanned skin on display, but he had been a professor now for six years and it was old hat to him by that point to ignore an attractive young woman. Ella was more difficult to force his gaze from than most, but he still maintained as professional an attitude as he could, given that every male instinct inside him told him to take her into the locker room, pin her up against the rows of lockers, and fuck her pretty little twenty- or twenty-one-year-old brains out.
			

			
				Though her top-heavy hourglass figure was the first thing any sane man would notice first, it was Ella’s heart-shaped face that would slip into Perry’s fantasies more often than he’d like to admit. She could go from angelic to playful in the time it took for her to blink those big, soft brown eyes and bat her dark lashes. When Ella would answer a question in class, she would furrow her dark eyebrows and screw her mouth up, her eyes either going distant if she thought she was close to the answer or stormy if she wasn’t and he’d caught her metaphorically napping. She had the cutest goddamn overbite too, lending to one of the most startlingly beautiful, youthful, honest smiles he’d ever seen, all of this framed by silky brown hair she loved to put in pigtails or buns or chignons, all of them suiting her, all of them making Perry take notice. His favorite, he thought, was when she’d do her hair in playful pigtails or a ponytail with tendrils left loose to caress her cheeks, making her the model of student sin.
			

			
				In all his years as a professor, Perry lost count of the times his female – and occasionally male – students came onto him, usually for a bump in grades, but sometimes just because he was a devastatingly handsome man, bolstered by a natural attraction to a paternal figure in their lives. His square-jawed face, soft eyes, and easygoing boyish smile made him one of the most popular male professors on campus, though personally he thought his brownish-blond hair could stand to be less unruly or wispy, and he’d always thought his broad shoulders were incongruous with his otherwise slim frame, like he’d been stretched out by the arms at birth.
			

			
				The attempts by his students to seduce him had been, so far, turned away with a polite smile and sometimes a firmer no, followed by an email to the dean of his department and a report, both of which were usually met with indifference. The college, much like every major college in America, ran now on machinery and algorithms, not administrative care. The students and professors were numbers to be crunched, potential profits and expenditures, nothing more, nothing less. It was depressing but it didn’t have to be that way at the teaching level, so he mostly tried to ignore the sad state of it all for the sake of his students.
			

			
				None of that was to say Perry wasn’t tempted. There were some exquisitely sexy young women who came onto him, and the temptation only seemed to grow as he moved into the downslope of his thirties. There were plenty of women in his life, including an engagement in his late twenties. He was together with Millie for two years, and when she started to not-so-subtly hint she wanted to be married someday and have kids, he proposed more out of a sense that was what they were supposed to be doing than out of true love. Three months beyond that, with the aid of a couple bottles of wine, they had a fight, the first real one of their relationship and their last. She got drunk and flirty with another guy when they went out to dinner. When Perry confronted her about it at home later, Millie shouted at him that she knew he really didn’t care, that he’d never loved her. He had his own grievances to air but in his heart, he knew she was right and this was a crack in the foundation of their relationship they couldn’t fix. They stayed together a few more miserable weeks, then finally called it quits. 
			

			
				Ever since their split, Perry hadn’t been in a relationship longer than a year.  He liked the idea of settling down someday and having a family, but he wanted to get it right this time, find someone he truly loved. It was fun looking and sampling a lot of wares, but he was creeping towards forty and it was time to maybe consider the idea that there was no “the one” and he should simply find someone he could be content with. Wouldn’t that be enough?
			

			
				The morning Ella decided to start her game with him, she walked through the door in casual sweatpants and a hoodie, her hair tied back in messy pigtails, Cute, but nothing out of the ordinary for her. She saw him, and they waved at each other in tandem, causing them both to smile. Perry returned his focus to the stair climber machine and the Bryson Durant mystery he was listening to, thinking idly about writing his own novel sometime. Throughout his academic career he published papers on Mary Shelley’s The Last Man and Guy Endore’s Wolfman of Paris, both of which were well-received by his peers, but the truth was he never really felt like he could contribute much to academic discussion about Gothic horror that hadn’t already been said by people much smarter than him. His creative work in his undergraduate days had had been met with such faint praise that he abandoned it, but he was beginning to feel the mid-thirties itch to create something he could leave behind, and he had a terrific idea for a Gothic reimagining of Hamlet, but with a cult.
			

			
				He was pondering the roles his versions of Rosencrantz and Guildenstern would take in his novel when Ella reemerged from the women’s locker room and strolled into sight, picking one of the stair climbers right in front of Perry. He nearly stumbled, his eyes widening. Ella’s breasts in her sports bra weren’t visible from the back like that, but her ass in her leggings certainly was. Her very tight, very revealing leggings, accentuating every inch of her fit curvy bottom. She started the stair climber and he slowed his, unable to stop staring at the cleft of Ella’s ass for long seconds as she began her workout.
			

			
				Get ahold of yourself, he told himself. She’s your student.
			

			
				Yes, and she was declaring war.
			

			
				Then he realized his mistake. There was a big mirror against the far wall, almost far enough Perry couldn’t see their faces in it, but he could, and so could Ella. She smirked, looking right at him in the mirror and giving him a twiddle of her fingers. He stopped his machine and stepped off, hands shaking as he went for a treadmill.
			

			
				The same thing happened all over again. This time, he noticed Ella’s crisscrossing sports bra, the insane amount of cleavage on display, the tan lines peeking out. He wanted to run his tongue over her golden skin and trace those tan lines. He wanted to bury his face in her breasts and suck her nipples. He wanted to slide his cock between those tits and fuck them until he came, came all over that pretty face with her huge eyes and usually tentative smile.
			

			
				Perry knew he had to report this and find a different gym.
			

			
				Only, he didn’t.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				He had a class with her in the late afternoon. Ella was a double major in communications and business, and while she wasn’t in the English program, there was a lot of bleed-through between the communications and English departments. Her sophomore year, that meant a three-hundred level Studies in Social Media class he taught, an elective she shouldn’t have been eligible for her sophomore year but which her advisor okayed with Perry since it was not a regular class and would be valuable to her in the real world, as she planned to work in public relations or advertising someday.
			

			
				This year, it was a composition class, the class she probably should have taken with him the year before. Ella was far overqualified, but she had always paid it as much attention as one of her more difficult classes, an attentive student and never in any danger of losing her A. 
			

			
				She came in that day dressed in the same sweats as before the big gym reveal. Her hair was down now, and she wore a pair of thin-rimmed glasses, amplifying her already big, beautiful brown eyes. She seemed almost sleepy and indifferent, smiling at a few classmates but focused on taking out her laptop and getting ready for class.
			

			
				Then she looked up at Perry and winked.
			

			
				It was such a quick gesture he almost let himself believe he didn’t see it. Class started off normally enough. Perry prepped them for an upcoming writing assignment, a basic essay on a Dickinson poem. It was an easy enough assignment for anyone honest, but there were always a few who would try to skirt the edges with plagiarized or AI-written papers, especially in his one-hundred- and two-hundred-level classes. A fellow professor called these kinds of assignments “thresher papers,” which was about as good a description as any, since they helped weed out the students who didn’t really want to be there to learn.
			

			
				As Perry talked about what he wanted to see from the students as far as format, Ella shifted in her seat, drawing his eye to her. Everyone was half-asleep in the class, so no one paid any attention when one of her hands slipped beneath the table and into her sweatpants. Perry fought the urge to widen his eyes, and continued on, proud he barely stumbled over his instructions.
			

			
				Ella eased the sweatpants down somehow without squirming around too much, revealing the top of a black thong to him. Perry simultaneously wanted to growl at her to pull the bottoms down farther and for her to pull them back up and put her hand back on the table. It wasn’t the first time a student tried something like this in one of his classes, but it was the first time he was tempted to watch.
			

			
				The hell of it was he had Ella pegged as a “good girl” type. Early each semester in all his classes, he devoted a period to a getting-to-know-you icebreaker with his students, usually at the end of the first week. This helped them relax in class, and familiarized them to him. Ella struck Perry as friendly but quiet and a little bit shy. He knew the word “demure” had taken on something of a sarcastic meaning in recent years, but it was perfectly apt for Ella. 
			

			
				Now that he thought about it, he’d seen her with a couple boyfriends throughout the last year and change, and they seemed the handsome, nerdy type, the type you’d expect to see up in front of a poetry reading or settled on the quad with a book.  They were, in short, exactly like him in college. That explained the attraction, but why come onto him now? What had changed? 
			

			
				Oh fuck me, Perry thought as Ella’s hand began to work in her sweat bottoms.
			

			
				Again, her movements were so slow and discreet no one paid her any mind. She slunk lower in her chair, spreading her legs a bit apart, but half the damn class was sitting like that, the slouch of the young who hadn’t yet developed back problems. At this angle, he could see the faintest trace of dark pubic hair and the vee of her pelvic muscle. Perry imagined his come on that sweet deeply tanned skin and had to fight to keep himself from hardening.
			

			
				As the lecture went on, Ella worked herself slowly, her eyes going dreamier and her cheeks redder. Whether it was intentional or not, he wasn’t sure, but her lips puckered like she’d tasted a lemon. It was sexy. Christ, everything about her was sexy. She was a fantasy, and he knew he shouldn’t want her, but he did, and he watched, trying to hold the thread of the conversation, as her lips parted and her body rocked minutely. She had come, he realized with a start. She’d just masturbated to a climax right in front of him.
			

			
				Ella looked all around casually and brought her hand out of her sweats. She took off her glasses with her other hand, staring up at her professor, and brought her wet fingers to her lips, sucking them for the briefest of moments. Her eyes still locked on him, she slid the digits deeper in her mouth, imitating a blowjob as her eyes crossed and went heavenward, the picture of ahegao.
			

			
				Fucking hell, he wished he could take out his phone and snap a picture.
			

			
				When the class ended, Perry said calmly, “Ms. Donaldson, a moment of your time.”
			

			
				Ella stayed in her seat, stowing away her laptop languidly and popping a piece of gum into her mouth. When the classroom cleared out, she finally stood and came to him, looking pleased with herself.
			

			
				“Is there a problem, Dr. Matheson?” Her voice was dark and syrupy, as languid as though they’d just fucked.
			

			
				He thought about going to the door and closing it, but he was afraid of what she’d do to him if he did. Hell, Perry was afraid of what he’d do to her. She made it hard to think. Hard to breathe. He wanted her with a raging lust that he hadn’t felt since his own college days.
			

			
				But he did go to the door to look out in the hallway before coming back to his table and his things. “What are you doing, Ms. Donaldson? What is going on here? Is this some sort of… of prank? A sorority hazing thing?”
			

			
				“I’m not in a sorority, sir,” she said meekly, the corners of her lips playing up. She had the glasses back on again and he couldn’t decide if he wanted her more with them or without them.
			

			
				“Goddam it, you’re my student and I’m… I’m…”
			

			
				“My hot older professor,” she said, inching closer and rising up on her toes to drop and make her tits bounce. He hadn’t even noticed she’d unzipped her hoodie until then, but he sure did now, staring down at her cleavage in a black sleeveless top, equally parts ashamed of himself and so turned on he knew he’d be useless the rest of the day until he could jerk off. 
			

			
				“What is going on?” Perry repeated. “You’ve always been a great student. This is… this is insanity. I should report this. If it was any other student, I already would have.”
			

			
				“Didn’t you enjoy the show?” she asked with a pout.
			

			
				“You know I did,” he blurted, then raised his trembling hands to his face. “I shouldn’t have said that. I… fuck.”
			

			
				She took mercy, taking up the remote for the monitor behind him and turning it off. “Linda Chelsea.”
			

			
				Perry knew the name, of course. The self-help guru and women’s body positivity icon had been a speaker at the school the weekend before. He meant to go, but it completely slipped his mind. “What about her?” he asked.
			

			
				“She said something that really got my attention,” Ella said. “That we should all come out of college having done one really big, really dumb, really silly thing, harmless to anyone else but which makes us feel alive. Something to laugh about in twenty years, if worst comes to worst. Or some memory we’ll treasure forever.” She looked up at him. “You’re my big dumb thing.”
			

			
				“Thanks? I think?”
			

			
				That made her grin. “I didn’t mean it like that. I just… she said it, and I knew if I left college without telling you how hard I’ve crushed on you since the first day I had you as a professor, then…” She shrugged, the uncomfortable one now.
			

			
				“Ella, I can’t, I really… I can’t. I’m sorry. I’m flattered. You’re stunning, one of the…” He caught himself before he said something else he’d regret.
			

			
				“One of the what?” she asked, getting even closer, nearly touching him now. Her eyes were so sleepy and sexy and oh fuck he was hard, he was hard and he wanted to bend her over the table or drop her to her hands and knees and mount her, fuck her right then and there so very badly.
			

			
				“One of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen,” he said softly, his hand rising to Ella’s neck. Her lips parted and she nestled into his hand, her skin as warm as her tan, her eyes closing, a shiver racing through her. He jerked his hand back, shaking his head.
			

			
				“Dr. Matheson,” Ella said, but Perry was already throwing things into his briefcase. If he touched her again, he wasn’t stopping until he was balls-deep inside her, and if she touched him, he knew he’d be lost to her.
			

			
				At the door, he turned, his eyes wild and his cock tenting his slacks. “This can’t happen,” he said as firmly as he could.
			

			
				Ella glanced at his bulge. “Okay,” she said, but he didn’t believe for a second this was over.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Perry wasn’t in the best of moods the next morning when he hit the gym. A couple drinks had turned into knocking back rum and cokes like he hadn’t done since his twenties, and his head and every fiber of his being told him now he was a fucking idiot for it as he sweated out the booze.
			

			
				Today was usually his rest day, but he needed something to do other than lay in bed and stroke himself to thoughts of Ella. He’d done that often enough the night before, thank you, thus the booze so he could hate himself a little less. The words he told her weren’t a lie – they really couldn’t do this – but he’d never wanted anyone in his life as powerfully as he wanted her. He came so damn close the day before to bending her over his desk and taking her in the classroom. Trying to dismiss those visions, he upped the incline on the treadmill he was slowly walking on. Then he imagined Ella rocking on top of him, those big, tanned breasts bobbing tantalizingly close to his lips, and he upped the speed of the treadmill until his muscles burned and he dripped sweat.
			

			
				And there she was. Of course. If Perry had been smart, he would have come in at night, except he liked to have his evenings free, both to grade and help the theater department with the occasional play. That would need to change, he told himself, except he knew the truth. He wanted to see her. That was ninety percent of the reason he’d thrown himself in the shower that morning and zombie-drove to the gym. He managed to fool himself for a while thinking it was to work off the hangover, but it was Ella.
			

			
				She saw him and looked genuinely surprised and pleased. Perry wondered if she knew his schedule there at the gym, if he was that predictable. Probably. He lived a pretty predictable life. He wasn’t a big spur-of-the-moment guy, and liked his routines and habits, trying a new restaurant once a week or so, going to the library every Saturday, grocery shopping and laundry on Tuesday nights. Only in dating and love was he a spontaneous person, and he hadn’t had that opportunity in months, if not years.
			

			
				Eventually Perry figured out Ella really hadn’t known he was coming that day because her clothes weren’t nearly the spectacle as the day before, a simple tank over a sports bra and more practical leggings that still drew his eyes. Ella smiled tentatively at him, and he found his traitorous mouth returning it before quickly clamping that shit down. She noticed, covering her mouth with her hand, eyes twinkling.
			

			
				“I’m doomed,” he said miserably, and added another notch on the incline.
			

			
				It was clear Ella called an audible. One of the trainers, Mark, approached her ten minutes into her core workout, a young Black man with a shaved head, so handsome he could reasonably be called pretty. Perry was finishing out his treadmill run, the incline much lower, and she was deadlifting, her eyes distant as she focused on the weights and the movement of her body. It was the first time Perry had ever really paid attention to her workouts. She had good form, and it was hard not to appreciate the up-down motion. There wasn’t a lot of muscle to her, but she was toned and the deadlifting was obviously part of what made her ass so spectacular.
			

			
				Perry couldn’t hear what Mark said to Ella but she seized on him with the delight of a five-year-old left in the candy aisle by themselves. She gave the physical trainer her best smile, thrusting her chest out harder, her eyes flicking towards Perry when she deliberately got her form wrong. Mark said something and she nodded. He put a hand to her back, and again, the glee on her face was visible.
			

			
				Ella thought she was going to make Perry jealous. He slowed his machine, giving her an exaggerated scowl and a shake of his head as he finished up with the treadmill and moved to a weight machine out of sight of her. When he had showered, he made a point of walking by a glowering Ella, now working with kettlebells. Alone.
			

			
				“How’d it go with Mark?” he asked innocently. “He’s a nice guy, right?”
			

			
				“Oh shut up.”
			

			
				“You know, he really plays the field. Did he tell you he hit on me? Yeah, just after I started working out here. I told him I was flattered but unfortunately he wasn’t my type.”
			

			
				“Go away, Dr. Matheson.”
			

			
				He laughed, and maybe she smiled too.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Things relaxed between them for a while. During their next class together, Ella clearly had another show in mind, given how short her skirt was, but her efforts were thwarted by an overeager freshman or sophomore who decided that class period was his time to shoot his shot, and spent the time that day trying to get her attention. Ella looked tremendously frustrated, but was sweet to the young man, shutting him down politely after class when he tried to ask her on a date. The memory of her look of amused exasperation brought a smile to Perry’s face on occasion the rest of the week.
			

			
				The due date for the paper came, and everyone turned their work in with varying degrees of grumbling. Two students tried to vie for more time, but they were already a lost cause, habitually tardy and putting in no effort in class. They’d be gone by the end of the spring semester, he knew in his heart, and didn’t grant them leniency on the papers. One of them got mad, the other was resigned, but in both cases, Perry didn’t back down.
			

			
				Most of the time when he graded papers, Perry liked to work in the quiet of his home office. It was a gorgeous space, a large bedroom remodeled to look like a classical study, done in dark lacquered wood with rows of bookshelves and a working woodstove. The furniture was decadent, a plush brown leather couch facing the woodstove and a desk against a big wall of windows. He liked to get distracted by the birds in his oak trees, along with the occasional errant deer wandering into the unfenced property. The rest of the home was a fairly ordinary starter place, a split-level home far out in the countryside. The real countryside, not the popular just-beyond-suburbia of the rich who wanted the country life appearance while staying close to a coffee shop. It was not an easy place to live. The water froze consistently in the deepest parts of winter until he had the heating redone at an insane price, and drafts cropped up from new chinks in the window frames and doors every winter, but it was his, and it was peaceful. That was good enough for him for the moment.
			

			
				But that weekend, Perry wanted people and noise, the thrum of life. To that end, he called his sister Leslie and invited her to dinner. She was recently divorced, and jumped on the chance to get out and socialize.
			

			
				Leslie wasn’t his twin but people often confused them for it. Her face was as sharply defined and squared-off as his, sometimes to her grumbling, but he’d always thought of her as pretty in a unique way, and her broad shoulders and height led her to being a standout college basketball player. Also like him, she was a teacher, although in PE at the high school level.
			

			
				It was unusual being best friends with his sister, but that was exactly what Leslie was to Perry. He had several close male friends, but she was his best-best, and her kids were among his very favorite human beings in the world. But he picked the weekend deliberately to invite Leslie out because he knew the kids would be with their dad, a cable company repairman and a guy in serious need of reminding what monogamy meant. Perry didn’t like him and never had. The feeling was mutual.
			

			
				Leslie was usually game for a night out when the kids were gone, and she gladly accepted. They settled on the Puebla, a Mexican bar and grill with good lighting so Perry could get some work done. He showed up early and nursed a couple of margaritas while he graded papers. He deliberately held Ella’s back for last, with his most problematic students first. These, he graded against copies of handwritten assignments he’d given them earlier in the year, looking for deviations in word choices, spelling, phrases, and professionalism. It didn’t surprise him that two of them were clearly written by AI.
			

			
				He was five papers in when Leslie brushed his shoulder, making him jump. She was way overdressed for dinner with her brother, in a scoop-necked blue dress with playful gauzy fringe at both the shoulders and the hem. Her hair was also up in a French braid bun combination, though she hadn’t yet done her makeup.
			

			
				“Wow, thanks for dressing up for me,” Perry said.
			

			
				“I’m double-dipping. Dinner with you, ice cream and drinks afterwards with a friend,” she said, and dug in her purse for a bib.
			

			
				“Smart thinking, the way you shove food at your mouth.”
			

			
				“Shut up,” she said.
			

			
				“Who’s the guy?”
			

			
				“Terrence. An uncle to one of my students. We met at the Homecoming game.” She tied off the bib around her neck. “I really like him.”
			

			
				“Then I hope it works out for you. Nice guy?”
			

			
				“Yes. Quiet, kind of an introvert, but cheerful.”
			

			
				“You’ll eat him for lunch.”
			

			
				“He is definitely snackable.”
			

			
				She explained how they were introduced by a mutual friend, both of them being recent divorcees. He had children in junior high who could very likely have her for a teacher eventually, which made for a natural icebreaker. He worked in the administrative side of a hospital, and hoped someday for a promotion to CFO, but he was in no hurry.
			

			
				“He sounds like a great guy,” Perry said, putting his papers back in his briefcase, then he thought better of it and took back out the fifth paper he’d been working on. “Do me a favor. Read this and tell me if you think the second, third, and fourth paragraphs sound like something a real person would write.”
			

			
				Leslie did, ordering distractedly from memory when the waiter came by, as did Perry, her the fish burrito, him the steak picado, wanting something hands-off so he didn’t stain his fingers with juices so he could continue grading after the meal. Finally Leslie handed the paper back to him, “I don’t know. I really don’t. I’m terrible with that stuff.”
			

			
				He wrote a note on the paper to come talk to him after class and stuffed it awa along with his red pens.  Leslie munched on some of the chips and salsa, watching him, then asked, “What’s up?”
			

			
				“Nothing. Why?”
			

			
				“You’ve got this look to your eyes like you’re going to rob the place.” She squinted at him, then her gaze darted left and right. It made Perry smile, and he took a chip for himself. They both liked the spicier salsa. The mild was too mild, little more than tomatoes and onion.
			

			
				This was the real reason he invited Leslie out. He didn’t need to tell her not to tell anyone about Ella. Though they could argue like cats and dogs – or like brother and sister – they trusted each other completely. Their childhood hadn’t been a bad one, far from it. Middle-class family, good parents, good neighborhood, no real skeletons in their closets. But Leslie had a hard time making friends. She was better than most the boys at sports and too ugly as a child to fit in with the girls. She was an outcast, and her big brother saw and took pity on her. They spent a lot of time together and formed a bond throughout their teenage years as strong as steel. When she snuck out to see her boyfriend at fourteen, Perry told their parents that she’d gone to stay with a friend, and no, he wasn’t sure which one, and that he was sorry, he was supposed to tell them but he just forgot. That got them both grounded for two months but Leslie had been so grateful to him she did his chores for two weeks. She further reciprocated later by telling their parents the weed they smelled when they came in the door was hers. That one, they believed, because Perry had always been the good kid. It made him feel guilty enough he came clean, and again, both were grounded until summer, when their parents couldn’t take having them cooped up in the house.
			

			
				As adults, they were always each other’s confidantes. Perry was the only one she ever told as far as he knew that Leslie slept with a woman in college, just to see if she’d like it. She hadn’t, not really. Leslie was the one Perry told first he wasn’t certain he was in love with his fiancée, that he was just kind of going through the relationship motions. Darker things too. She confessed to him when her marriage was on the rocks that she had an affair with an old high school boyfriend who came back to town, a trio of nooners that could have had serious implications for her chances to keep the kids when she pulled the trigger on her divorce.  
			

			
				Now, Perry was about to tell Leslie the dark thing he should have told his dean about from the first day, and he had no idea how his sister would react. But he knew he had to tell someone. The weight of this was too big and he was too close to Ella to see things with any degree of clarity. He needed his sister’s thoughts, or at the very least, he needed to offload his burden.
			

			
				He spoke low and quietly, as though they might be overheard. Leslie leaned in and listened, saying little and nodding thoughtfully at several spots. When he got to the part about Ella trying to seduce the trainer at the gym, she smiled, a real smile, and it made him smile too.
			

			
				“I had to tell somebody,” he said. “I know I need to shut her down before this blows up in both our faces, but… goddamn, Leslie, she is…” He shook his head. “I can’t think like that. I can’t.”
			

			
				“So why haven’t you started working out in the evenings? Or at home?”
			

			
				“I like my evenings clear,” he said, and even to himself, it was paper thin.
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				“I’ve been helping with the production and…” He sighed. “Yeah, okay, I’ve been… kind of enjoying this. And that makes me feel even guiltier.”
			

			
				“Jesus,” Leslie said, sounding impressed, of all things. “I’ve done a lot of dumb things, but this one trumps them all.”
			

			
				“I know.”
			

			
				“I didn’t say I disapprove. Just that it’s dumb. You’re right. This probably does end with you stocking shelves at Small Spenders.”
			

			
				“Leslie, it’s wrong. She’s twenty years old.”
			

			
				“Oh, shut up. I slept with Quinn Taylor at that age and I turned out fine.”
			

			
				If he had been sipping his margarita at that point, he would have spat it out. “Mr. Taylor?”
			

			
				Quinn Taylor was a family friend, a sometime hunting-and-drinking buddy to their father, a full twenty years older than the siblings. Not exactly traditionally handsome, he was nonetheless a striking character and a charming storyteller. And now that Perry thought about it, Leslie had always been a little giggly around him.
			

			
				“It was Thanksgiving. Mom sent me over there with leftovers, he offered me a glass of wine, and I asked why he was single that year. Not exactly subtle. I thought I’d blown it. He thanked me for the conversation, and on my way out, he kissed me. It led to… you know.”
			

			
				“And how did it end for you two?”
			

			
				“Um. A lot of apologizing on his part. I don’t see why. He had nooooothing to apologize for.” She shivered pleasantly. “I should call him.”
			

			
				“You are not helping. Besides, he’s gotta be in his late fifties now.”
			

			
				“Mmm. I’d call him zaddy if he wanted it. My point is, she’s twenty. Does she seem emotionally immature?”
			

			
				“I don’t know her well enough to say.”
			

			
				“Hm.”
			

			
				“Your eloquence is, as always, the crutch upon which I rely.”
			

			
				“I don’t know what you want me to say, Perry. I don’t know her. She’s an adult, you’re clearly interested. Did you influence this in any way? Maybe single her out in class, tease her a little, have a one-on-one meeting with her?”
			

			
				“No. Not as far as I know.”
			

			
				“So then I’ll say this. Either make up your mind to do something with her or cut it off before she gets seriously hurt. It’s one thing to be a guy pursuing a hot older woman and you get turned down. All in fun, right? Well, it’s different when you’re baring your soul to someone when you’re a woman at that age. You’re giving them a piece of you. A really big piece. If you lead her on and then reject her, it’s going to scar her for life.”
			

			
				“I’m not sleeping with her. She’s my student.”
			

			
				Leslie picked up her napkin-wrapped silverware and rapped him on the forehead with the spoon side. “Then tell her to stop and change your workout times, dummy. And if that doesn’t work, go to your dean. Which you should have done in the first place and you know it. But you want to do this and you’re looking for permission. I can’t give that to you but I’m also not going to judge you if you do it.”
			

			
				He grunted sourly. “Fuck.”
			

			
				“There is that too.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Fucking. If you sleep with her, you need to find out what it is she expects from you. You might want a quick dirty little fling. Maybe she does too. A walk on the wild side with a handsome professor is pretty much the dream.” She rolled her eyes heavenward. “Mmmm! There were, like, six professors I’d have slept with if I could have. Does Dr. Fitzpatrick still teach there?”
			

			
				“Yes, and no, I’m not giving him your number. He’s married.”
			

			
				“Yeah, well, if that ever changes…”
			

			
				“I never knew you were this into older guys.”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. Big time.”
			

			
				“Hey, wait a second.” He grabbed his briefcase and opened it. “I’ve got a way you can get to know Ella at least a little bit. I’ve got one of her papers here.”
			

			
				“Gimme.”
			

			
				Perry did, and she lasted all of ten seconds before she burst out laughing. He looked at her quizzically, and Leslie held the paper out to him.
			

			
				“Oh, that girl has it bad.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				He took the paper and glanced at it. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Look, Dr. Matheson, we both know I know the material for this class. I can bore you with another technical essay, or I can spend the next few pages describing to you in detail what it is exactly I want to do with you before and after class. In your office. On your bed. In your tub. In your shower. In the gym. Especially the gym.
			

			
				 
			

			
				He had to stop reading there, and glanced up, eyes huge. “Never mind,” Leslie said. “Ignore everything I told you, because that young woman is hunting you like a lioness. I don’t think you have a choice at all. Good luck.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Ella looked positively gleeful in class on Monday, and Perry nearly broke out into a sweat thinking about her dirty words to him in her paper. Jesus, the young woman should write erotica. She’d make a fucking mint catering to the age gap crowd because he was hard as steel all weekend.
			

			
				Whenever he had to hand back a major test or a paper, he always started the class with the day’s lecture first because invariably there were hurt feelings on behalf of the students and that could ruin their concentration. Ella, sitting pretty close to the front, spent her time sucking a finger or idly tugging the cleavage of her plunging top down, showing off her bra and tan lines.
			

			
				I want to take you between my breasts. I want to watch your ecstasy when I make you come on me. My professor. My lover.
			

			
				With ten minutes left in the class, he handed the papers back. While Perry didn’t make a habit of calling out students who plagiarized or used AI or otherwise cheated, sometimes there were blowups, and that day he got one from a student who proclaimed that he only used AI to check his formatting. Perry might not like humiliating a student, but if someone was going to lie to his face, an example had to be made, and he calmly suggested that if the young man would like to schedule a meeting in his office so the student could prove himself capable of equaling the quality of writing he’d submitted with a handwritten paper on the same subject matter, not only would Perry give the student an A on the assignment, but as a means of an apology, he’d give him a free pass on his next test too. The student did not take him up on it. 
			

			
				When Perry handed back Ella’s paper, Perry said with a voice he hoped was firm, “Ms. Donaldson, your paper matches your usual exemplary body of work.” It was a minor riposte at best, but he still took pleasure from her grin.
			

			
				The text came that night. He usually went to bed around ten and spent an hour reading before falling asleep. That evening, it was a dry literary novel about two brothers after an apocalyptic event left the entire world deaf. An interesting concept, but the author’s prose was done in the minimalistic style and that, he thought, had been done to death along with its rote existentialist angst. Still, he’d finish it, as he did with most books, unless they severely missed the mark.
			

			
				His phone buzzed. He expected it to be his mom or his sister as he set aside the book, grateful for an excuse to quit reading the damn thing. He wished he wasn’t such a sucker for the trappings of a world gone bad. The text was from a number he didn’t recognize. The message was simple.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sweet dreams.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Perry sat upright, his eyes widening, because the message wasn’t just a message. There were two pictures attached, one of a very tanned, busty young woman shot from the neck down, focused on her chest in a black lace corset, her tits pushed up high and nearly falling out. She wore a pleated skirt too, and that’s what the second picture focused on from the rear, her fingers dragging the hem up, hinting at her thick pussy lips in what he thought was the same black thong from that first day of her teasing.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Perry said, so loud he glanced up guiltily, even though it was his house and his silent life he was speaking to.
			

			
				How did she get his number? Maybe she used her charms on someone in administration? Or maybe he had it listed somewhere publicly?
			

			
				 
			

			
				How did you get my number?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Haha. I’m going to keep that secret for now. Do you like?
			

			
				 
			

			
				He hesitated, then his thumbs flew across the screen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We have to stop this.
			

			
				 
			

			
				If you really mean that, I will. All you have to do is say no right now and I will back off. But I want you. Do you want me?
			

			
				 
			

			
				He should say no. He should tell Ella this needed to end. But as sexy as the pictures she sent were, it was, strangely enough, her smile he thought about. Hardened to. He thought about her contemplative eyes lighting up when that smile came out, her deadliest weapon.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Yes. But I could lose my job.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Aren’t I worth it?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Again, Perry hesitated. But he knew the answer, didn’t he? He was a drowning man and she was gently pushing him under.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Yes.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Show me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Show you what?
			

			
				 
			

			
				How much you want me. Show me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				This was it. A line he couldn’t come back from if he crossed it. Perry usually slept nude except in winter. He whispered to himself that this was crazy, this was his student, but he held his phone out and took a picture of his hand wrapped around his cock anyways. Her response was immediate. Her word filled his dreams. His fantasies.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fuck.
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				He moved through his morning workout in a daze. First came light cardio, as always. His mind was mush, the images of Ella consuming Perry’s mind. As he started some curls with a pair of dumbbells, in his tormentor walked, a goddess who knew she had a new head priest.
			

			
				She walked right for him, smirking as she unzipped her hoodie. Her fingers ran across his shoulder, his arm, and she moved on, going for the women’s locker room. She hadn’t cared who had seen and truth was, neither did Perry. He watched her ass as she strutted across the gym, hypnotized, all but drooling.
			

			
				A moment after she disappeared into the locker room, his phone buzzed. It was from her.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Come.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Oh fuck, he was going to burn for Ella, but Perry went, looking all around, trying to remember if anyone was from the college, student or otherwise. The one trainer on duty was talking to the front desk clerk, leaning across the counter, neither of them watching. Still, there would be cameras. This was insane. This was the dumbest thing he’d ever done.
			

			
				And still, he walked into the women’s locker room.
			

			
				From one of the shower stalls came a blast of water. Ella. Perry found a locker standing open with her gym bag and clothes inside. Looking back at the doorway that led into the short privacy hallway feeding into the gym, he hurried out of his own clothes and threw them into the locker. There was laughter from the gym, somewhere close, and he shut the locker.
			

			
				This was his student.
			

			
				His student.
			

			
				His fucking sexpot student.
			

			
				He slid open the shower’s curtain and there Ella was, in all her nude glory, her deeply tanned skin gleaming with water, her eyes dancing as she took him in. Her breasts were obscene on her slender frame, natural and capped in dark nipples. Her hips were deliciously curvy too, her pussy lips nearly nonexistent, her mound covered in a trimmed triangle of thick pubic hair. It was that he was looking at when Ella placed her slender hands on his shoulders. He looked up, lost to her big dark eyes and her exquisite lips and the soft caress of her voice as she breathed, “Worship me, Professor.”
			

			
				He knelt for his queen, a woman nearly half his age, and so fucking sexy it took his breath away. He closed his eyes, trembling with his need of her. He opened them again, staring up at her as she ran her long fingernails down his cheek to his chin, stroking it before pulling him towards her waiting pussy.
			

			
				Sliding his tongue through Ella’s depths that first time forever changed his brain chemistry. There would be nothing in this world Perry so hungered for as her cunt. He tasted her, savored her, then he was pushing her back against the tiled wall and eating her, nudging her feet wider as he teased her little button. She gripped his head, trying to stay silent as she watched him. Gone for the moment was the self-satisfied queen and in her place was a surprised, joyful twenty-year-old who just landed the man she’d been lusting for since her sophomore year. In that moment, he reached for her hand and squeezed it. She smiled tentatively, rocking her hips against his mouth, meeting his tongue.
			

			
				A locker banged. He jumped, and Ella let out a quiet chuff of a laugh. He brought his lips to her clit, driving his tongue against her button, lashing it, and her smile went rapturous as she leaned back against the wall. Her lips worked, saying something silently. He brought his fingers into it, sliding one into her tight, wet folds and making her tense up and nod frantically. Her hips jumped as he pumped his middle finger in and out of her, tight, so tight, nearly virginal, and she brought a hand to her mouth, head rocking back against the tile, her hips jerking as an orgasm swept through her.
			

			
				He wanted to spend hours fingering and eating her out like that but they had no time. She knew it too, gripping him under the shoulder and pulling at him. He went, and she clutched his face to kiss him hard, hand going for his hard cock. Their lips played a serious game of tag as she stroked him, Ella now bashful, her tongue making tentative swipes against his. He clutched her face and gripped her ass, kissing her more properly, pushing her back against the wall again. There was no way he was going to last, not with her teasing and this stunningly sexual creature naked and wet in front of him, not with the soft promises her lips made, the tender nature of her tongue.
			

			
				At the cusp, it was his turn to push Ella down to her knees, and she went, cupping her big tits for him as he jacked his cock. He pressed it between her tits and she cooed, the loudest sound either of them made, but he was too far gone to care, fucking Ella’s breasts, his balls aching for release, his hands on her shoulder and her hair.
			

			
				He came so hard it nearly made him stumble. It arced up and hit her chin, and she aimed him at her tits, knowing what he wanted to see. He fought the urge to moan, his come seemingly never-ending, washed away in the shower as soon as it hit her skin. He wanted to see it bead there, to watch her play with it, suck it down. He wanted to see her drip him from her pussy and her ass. Wanted to see her swallow with his dick lodged in her mouth, her throat.
			

			
				He wanted it all, but with his orgasm came a cold, hard certainty about something. He should have said no. Not because he didn’t want this, but because they both wanted it too much. If it had been a one-time fling, he might have been okay with this, but he wanted more, and he was certain Ella did too. This couldn’t happen.
			

			
				She stopped the shower, then peeked out around the curtain. When she saw no one, she stepped out, grabbed his clothes and brought them back to him, whispering one word.
			

			
				“Hurry.”
			

			
				He did, yanking on his shorts and tee as fast as he could in the slick shower. His shoes were trickier and he nearly slipped, so he decided just to hold onto them until he was back in the gym proper. When he stepped out, he kissed Ella and squeezed her ass through her towel. It was so ripe and goddamn fit for being so curvy, and this time he couldn’t contain a moan.
			

			
				“I’ll text you,” he whispered in her ear. She nodded and grinned.
			

			
				Oh Ella. I’m sorry I’m going to break your heart.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				He gave her instructions, and writing the text felt like knives sliding across his heart. Wear something nice. Bring extra clothes and anything you might need for an overnight. She wanted to know where they were going. That was the million-dollar question, and one he couldn’t answer yet. He knew, of course, but he highly doubted they were going to get there.
			

			
				She was remarkably normal in class and he knew he wasn’t. Visions of her naked body kept creeping into his mind, and he would stare into nothingness, thinking about the water cascading down his skin as he ate her out, the taste of her, that ass in his hand, her uncertain kisses. Perry was just glad he wasn’t sporting a hardon all throughout classes.
			

			
				After texting her the address, she arrived at his house on Friday twenty minutes after six, earlier than he’d expected, given the evening traffic. Bracing himself for what was about to happen, Perry went to the door when he heard her car pull into his gravel driveway and stop. His breath came hard when he saw her step out in a plunging red dress and high heels. A random thought crossed his mind that he should have warned her to wear sneakers but it was lost when he saw her expression as she looked around the property with a nervous smile, pensive and beautiful and so goddamn young and innocent yet. The world hadn’t yet shown her its cruelty. It was up to him to do that.
			

			
				Ella saw him and his heart started up the band. Oh Christ, she was exquisite that night, her brunette hair down in silky waves, her delicate hands folding in front of her, a little purse dangling from one of them. Her smile turned into something more hopeful, and he knew whatever pain he was about to cause her was going to hit him hard too. He was a little bit in love with her in that moment, a crazy notion given that he hardly knew Ella outside of class, but no less true for it. She would now and forever occupy a significant part of his heart and soul.
			

			
				Perry steeled himself. He had to do this, both for his career and for her. To let her go two years through school in a secret relationship with him would be even crueler to her.
			

			
				“Hello, Dr. Matheson,” Ella said softly as she approached. She wobbled a bit on her heels, a little inexperienced with them, he thought.
			

			
				He wanted to sound rough and callous. But instead, even to his ear, Perry’s voice came out like a growl. “Away from the college, it’s Perry.”
			

			
				Her smile intensified, and he realized he was in serious danger of losing this battle. “All right, Perry. This is a nice house.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” he said as she reached the lone concrete step and came up it, her legs shaking like she might fall. His hand shot out for her arm and steadied her as she nearly tripped into him. She smelled intoxicating, cherry blossoms and vanilla, or something like that, and he breathed it deep, his fingers still wrapped around her arm as she looked up at him and leaned up for a kiss. He gave it to her, his other hand going to the small of her back, the one at her arm dropping to her side as the kiss deepened.
			

			
				Leslie’s words came back to him. You can’t lead her on. You’ll hurt her even more.
			

			
				He’d already fucked that up pretty badly, hadn’t he?
			

			
				“Did you bring a bag?’ he asked, pulling back. 
			

			
				“Yes,” Ella said. “Where are we going?”
			

			
				“Come inside while I get mine and I’ll tell you.”
			

			
				“Perfect. Can I use your bathroom?”
			

			
				“Of course.”
			

			
				He guided her in and up the short flight of stairs that led to the main floor, then to the bathroom across the hall from his bedroom. She peeked in there, smiling widely, and turned and caught sight of the study.
			

			
				“Oh, that room is gorgeous.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” Perry said. He felt a twinge of impatience underneath the ravenous hunger he held for her. If he was going to break her heart, he wanted to do it now so he could dive into a bottle of whiskey later. Or vodka. Or tequila. He’d bought all three and cases of beer and hard tea earlier, not sure what he’d want to drink that night when she left his home crying. “I’m planning on redoing most of the house. It’s a little dated. But still paying that remodel off.”
			

			
				“Sure,” she said, and slipped into the bathroom. He went into the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water and wanting to pour it over his head. He was in serious danger of burning up for her again – worship me – and he guzzled the water, droplets hitting his dress shirt.
			

			
				Ella reemerged, hands playing at the hem of her dress. It was an image he’d carry with him forever, her mixture of shyness and youthful eagerness. Twenty years old and he was going to be the one to introduce her to the harshness of reality. And all of a sudden, he didn’t want to do this. It hurt. God, did it hurt.
			

			
				“So… where are we going?”
			

			
				“Denver.”
			

			
				She blinked. “That’s… what, three hundred miles?”
			

			
				“It’s the closest city I’d feel comfortable taking you on a date.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				He set down the water glass, hating himself. “What we did at the gym was far more reckless than I can afford to be. I can’t take you out to dinner here in New Bainbridge. I can’t hold your hand the way I want to. I can’t acknowledge you in class anymore, can’t pay attention to your teasing.”
			

			
				“Dr. Matheson… Perry, I-”
			

			
				“This is what it will be like to date me,” he said, trying to insert ice into his voice but coming up with little more than slush. “Dates in faraway cities so my colleagues never find out about us.” He came closer to her, hands going to her shoulders. She was trembling, fighting away tears. “You will be my dirty secret, the shame I can’t show off to the world.”
			

			
				“Your shame,” she said flatly. “You rehearsed this pretty well, didn’t you?”
			

			
				“You deserve better than six-hour road trips so we can pretend to be normal for a night,” he said, nearly shouting. “You deserve to be loved by someone who, who can be with you as you are. Someone your age.”
			

			
				Ella jerked away from him, but surprised him by grabbing his hand. “Okay. Then let’s go.”
			

			
				“What?” he asked.
			

			
				Now her tears were coming, and her voice was etched with pain. “Do you think six hours in a car sounds bad to me? Like torture? It doesn’t. Because I get to spend six hours… no, twelve, coming back… I get to spend twelve hours with you, Perry. You have it in your head I’m some stupid girl with a crush, like I haven’t thought about this, like I’m insane. And I am not.”
			

			
				“I didn’t say-”
			

			
				“Then stop treating me like it,” she shouted. “You have a beautiful home out in the country with no one around. We can be together here on the weekends. Or not. If we have to wait until I graduate, that’s a price I’m willing to pay because I want to explore this. Tell me you don’t feel the same way.”
			

			
				“I…even after you graduate, we’d still have to-”
			

			
				“No. We wouldn’t. Because I really have done my homework.” She brushed away her tears. “Where did I put my purse? I need my phone. I can show you the policies for professors and staff. No one can have relationships with active students. There’s nothing in there, nothing, Perry, about professors dating students after they’ve graduated. And if you’d done your homework too instead of spending all your time practicing speeches about why we shouldn’t be together, then you’d see that there’s precedent. Two professors on campus married former students and they still have jobs. So let’s go. Six hours in a car with you, that sounds like a wonderful time. Assuming you can stop being a dickhead for-”
			

			
				He kissed her. Perry couldn’t stop himself, not with ropes and chains holding himself back. He kissed her good and hard, claiming her mouth with his own, his hands at her back, then her ass, squeezing, kneading. Needing. She kissed him back, gasping her relief, and he was guiding her backwards past the dining room and into the hallway that led to the bedroom and study, and she worked at the buttons on his shirt frantically, kissing him over and over and over again.
			

			
				Worship me.
			

			
				Every moment of every goddamn day.
			

			
				Ella ripped his shirt, gasping, “Sorry, sorry,” and he didn’t care, he yanked it the rest of the way off, ripping another buttonhole in the process, dropping it to the ground behind him. He wore an undershirt and she pulled this up and over his head, their lips so anxious to get back one another. She kicked off her shoes and gripped the hem of her dress, but that was his job, damn it, and he helped her, pulling it up and over her head, loving the way her hair cascaded down across her face, her shoulders, her back. He brushed it away from her soulful eyes, and she studied him, searched him for something, and he gave it to her, no more hesitation.
			

			
				“I was scared, I think I’m falling in love with you, I… I…”
			

			
				“Me too,” she gasped, and she kissed him again before she unhooked her strapless bra and let it drop, leaving her only in her panties and him in his shoes and his slacks. 
			

			
				Perry took her in his arms and draped her on the bed as carefully as though he were handling a painting. She whimpered as he cupped her face, kissing her one more time before sliding down her body, taking his time, kissing her neck, nuzzling her collar. She loved that, moaning and spreading her legs. He worked at his pants as he went, dropping them as he kissed her shoulders and the topmost slopes of those big breasts. His fantasy of running his tongue along Ella’s tan lines became a delicious reality as he started from one shoulder, kissing and licking his way down along the line to the triangle of white, ending his journey by sucking her dark nipple into his mouth.
			

			
				“Perry,” she cooed, stroking the back of his head.
			

			
				He sucked and teased her nipple with his tongue, but his hand was not idle. He slid it down across her taut belly, across the vee of her pelvic muscle, against her flimsy panties. These he slid down and she kicked them off with a deft movement of her legs and feet, 
			

			
				Her legs spread for him as he stroked her thick pubic hair, tracing it with his thumb before bringing his fingers lower. He rubbed her sex with four fingers, fast motions that broke the hitherto lazy pace of their lovemaking and made her gasp.
			

			
				“Oh God, that’s good,” she said, and laughed breathlessly. 
			

			
				Perry responded by swapping to her other breast, grunting his pleasure as he sucked at her nipple. One of her hands stayed at his head, but the other joined his at her pussy, clutching his wrist as her legs twitched even farther apart. She keened his name, her pussy so wet she made squicking noises as he rubbed it. Then he applied pressure with the base of his fingers against her hooded clit, and she yelped, “Oh, fuck!” before the hand at his head went to her mouth.
			

			
				He shot up her body, leaning in to whisper in her ear, “Say fuck, say whatever you want, Ella, be my dirty vocal slutty student in bed for me.”
			

			
				“Oh God oh God oh fuck Perry, ahhhh.”
			

			
				“Are you going to come for me, baby?”
			

			
				She nodded frantically.
			

			
				“Say it. Say, ‘I’m going to come for you, Perry.’”
			

			
				“I’m going to come, I’m going to come, I’m coming, ohhh, ohhhh, ahhhh!”
			

			
				Her hips jumped and bucked and he kissed her through her orgasm, unable to help a cocky grin. Start to finish, he’d brought her to orgasm rubbing her like that in less than a minute, and it felt pretty fucking good, so he decided to keep up with his fun. He kissed her again and stopped rubbing her pussy, only to drive two fingers inside her, pumping her fast and hard with them.
			

			
				“Oh, shit!” she wailed. “Perrrrry, oh oh, yes, yes, m-my spot, no one’s… oh… oh my… GOD!”
			

			
				She either came again or the aftershocks of the first orgasm came on strong, he wasn’t sure and he didn’t care. He kept pumping her pussy, rubbing her G-spot and making her rake his head and his shoulder with her fingernails, her eyes squeeing shut, her mouth opening and closing.
			

			
				“Open your eyes, baby,” he said, burying his lips against the side of her neck and making her spasm. “I want you watching me when you come again.”
			

			
				Her eyes opened, moving across his face, her big beautiful lashes blinking rapidly. She spread her knees as far as they could go, then brought them up vertically, her mouth opening one more time in a huge O. This time, he was certain about her orgasm. Her knees dropped back down and her hands went to his face.
			

			
				“F-fuck me,” she begged, still a little adorably nervous about swearing around him, “please, Dr. Math… Perry, fuck me, I need you so bad it hurts.”
			

			
				That got him, hard. “I’m clean, are you?”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, and I’m on the pill, oh, oh please…”
			

			
				He pulled his fingers out of her and slid over her quivering body. She stared into his eyes, her hand going to his cock and she brought it to her entrance. One of her knees rose again as she whispered, “Please don’t try to hurt me again.”
			

			
				“Never,” he promised her, and slid into her.
			

			
				In that moment, he was hers, forever and ever, come whatever happened. His career could burn so long as he got to come home to Ella. He wasn’t falling in love. He was in love, and that knowledge freed him. He held her in his arms as he thrust deep, her head thrashing backwards as she rolled her hips to meet him, taking him even deeper with an unbridled youthful eagerness, needing him as badly as he needed her. They moved together, twilight settling into true dark, illuminated only by the spill of light from the dining room, two shadows moving together, loving each other for the first time.
			

			
				She wrapped a leg around his, hands roaming his back, his taut ass. “Every girl in your c-classes would be so jealous right n-now,” she said breathlessly, and he laughed and kissed her again, and again, and again, hips rolling, driving his cock inside her to the hilt each time. She could take all of him, tight but welcoming, and she came easily, kissing him through it, tears rolling down her cheeks from the intense sensations.
			

			
				Then she wanted on top, and for this, he needed the light on, needed to see his magnificent young girlfriend as she rode him, hands splayed on his waist, her knees spread wide, hair falling across her face as she smiled gently down at him, a vision of lust and love. She rode him with slow rolls of her hips, taking it gentler than he had. His hands roamed her body, taking in every inch of her he could feel before settling on her ass. She knew he loved the sight of her big breasts bobbing and cupped them for him, grinning and bringing the nipples to her mouth. That nearly set him off, and he put her on her back again, one leg over his shoulder, her wail of pleasure a sure sign he was hitting her spot good.
			

			
				“Come in me, come in me please, I need to feel it, n-need you, oh my God, Perry, Perry, please…”
			

			
				He set her leg down and took them both in his hands, pulling her knees up to her breasts, fucking into her harder, losing control, staring into her eyes. She reached up, clutching his head, and she gasped as she came one more time. He followed fast, driving into her, his student, his gorgeous student, and he came, wishing for the day this could be real, that they could start a family like this, when they wouldn’t have to sneak around and he could proudly show the world his love for her.
			

			
				But for now, they would have each other for a couple stolen nights a week, and that would have to be enough.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				He took her in the shower afterwards, and again when they went to the kitchen so he could fix them something to eat, settling on a simple chicken and rice skillet meal with some frozen vegetables. The next night, he vowed to make her something worthy of a first date, and she grinned at him.
			

			
				“I think you’re doing pretty all right, now that you’re not trying to play the martyr.”
			

			
				“I was trying to be a good professor.”
			

			
				Ella stepped towards him and gripped his cock. They were both still naked, so she had easy access. “I don’t want a good professor. Not tonight. Not this entire weekend.”
			

			
				He fucked her again right there, nearly burning their dinner in the process and making her laugh as hard as though she were drunk. It was only afterwards, when they were cuddled together on the couch with bowls of food and glasses of wine in hand that he thought about one question he never got the answer to, only now his brain realized what must have happened.
			

			
				“My number,” he said, and Ella grinned. “Leslie gave you my goddamn number.”
			

			
				He didn’t wait for an answer. He had his phone on the table from earlier, when he meant to take Ella to Denver to prove his point if need be, and he snatched it up, calling his sister.
			

			
				Leslie answered with a cheerful, “Soooo, how’s your night going?”
			

			
				“You gave her my number.”
			

			
				“It was shockingly easy to convince the girl at the front desk of her dorm I was a family friend who wanted to break some bad news to her in person.”
			

			
				“Goddamn it,” he said, and laughed as he hung up on her. Ella, beside him, only smiled as she finished off her glass of wine.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Those two years were sweet hell. She came on the weekends, flying away from campus as fast as she could, parking in his garage in case anyone ever saw her university sticker, an overabundance of caution that never proved necessary. Sometimes he’d get a guest out there and she’d spend a quiet hour or two in bed waiting for him, browsing on her phone like a ninja. Those were the worst times, scary at first, then boring.
			

			
				There were fun moments too. During midterms, Ella took her time, the last one to finish, and she came to his desk, put down her paper, and twisted around to bring her skirt up over her luscious ass, showing him the surprise she had for him – a butt plug. He fucked her ass right there, knocking the stack of papers off his desk when he came in her, her name a strangled grunt in his throat.
			

			
				Sneaking into his office for a quickie was a much more difficult proposition, considering that his colleagues were always coming or going and his office was right next to a break room. But they managed it late one night after a poetry and short story reading in the same building, the two of them ducking out early at separate times, Perry waiting in his office, Ella hurrying in and giggling. They set up tripods and their phones for that night’s fun, knowing they might not have the opportunity again while she was a student. It was a film they would watch together many times.
			

			
				They kept a calendar, ticking off the days until they could be together without formal repercussions. Perry wasn’t so naïve as to think he wouldn’t come under a quiet review by administration, just as he also knew there were no skeletons in his closet except for Ella. The worst they might nail him for was her being in his classes, but like Leslie told them once, as long as there was no formal complaint from any of his students, who was going to care?
			

			
				Finally, graduation came. Her finals stressed Ella out, as they should, and they spent long nights together going over the material, foregoing the sexy times to assuage her fears that somehow she’d suddenly become a tenth as smart as she was and forget everything she’d learned. She needn’t have feared. She had near-perfect marks, of course.
			

			
				And so it was on a beautiful day in May that she sat with her peers, anxiously awaiting her diploma with her family and Perry and Leslie in attendance. Leslie clutched Perry’s hand when they announced Ella’s name, and they were among the ones standing up and cheering for her, his colleagues be damned. She crossed the stage, much less shaky now in heels than she was at his place upon a time, and she turned and gave a grin and a wave to the people in attendance.
			

			
				Perry’s heart hammered in his chest as the rest of the ceremony finished up. Her family was the first to reach her, Perry standing just beyond, but Ella soon broke free of them, her beautiful smile making his heart beat as fast as it ever had. They still had so much to deal with, namely setting up a meet-cute in a few days so he could “bump” into her and ask her out for a drink. He suspected her family knew. She had mentioned a boyfriend a time or two but was coy about letting them meet him. They’d figure that out, together.
			

			
				“Boy, she’s a beautiful one, isn’t she?” one of Perry’s fellow professors said, a friend he occasionally played basketball with.
			

			
				“Yeah,” Perry said, thinking about the ring box at home in his nightstand. “She’s definitely one of my favorites.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				
 
			

			
				


			
				To the Victors
			

			
				 
			

			
				Amy Brandt shouldn’t want this as badly as she did. Even if the school’s interior cameras stopped recording half an hour after school let out, this would very likely end with her career a smoking crater. And still, she strutted out of her classroom and down the series of hallways that would lead her to the men’s locker room, where three of her favorite eighteen and nineteen-year-old students waited for her.
			

			
				The teacher spent the time after school with her door locked, changing out of her dowdy jeans and sweater into something much more appropriate for three guys who led the school’s football team to their first state championship. The cheerleader getup would have shocked her coworkers, were any of them around, but this was a Friday, and the school had emptied just as fast of its teachers as its students. For a little modesty in case she was wrong, Amy wore an overcoat over the outfit. That would only add to the fun of the reveal too.
			

			
				She’d also slutted up her makeup and her glossy, nearly black hair. The makeup was easy to explain away, if she needed to. Amy was a sexy woman who had a date any night she wanted it, and she could simply say she was on her way to drinks and dinner and didn’t want to stop at home. It would raise some eyebrows and maybe make some parents cluck their tongues, but she didn’t really give a damn, not anymore, not since she agreed to give her guys a special reward if they did well at state.
			

			
				And they did very, very well.
			

			
				Her worries about her modesty were unfounded. She heard a door close far off in the distance, and two voices echoed through the halls, followed by the ka-thunk of the outer doors opening and closing. That was it, save for the three guys waiting for her as her heels clicked on the tiled floor of the hallways.
			

			
				The men’s locker room had two entrances, one leading to the school’s basketball court, the other feeding out into the hall. The school had just completed the locker room remodel and expansion the year prior. Gone were the scratched yellow lockers and the cracked padded benches, and in their place were rows of wooden cubbies and newer, more functional benches. They opened up the ceiling too, giving the room more air, as well as painted the walls in simple grays and whites, getting rid of the dated eyesore of the school’s colors splashed on the wall like someone jizzed green and blue.
			

			
				Some parents and almost all the teachers balked at the cost and questionable necessity of the remodel, but quietly, Amy disagreed. Sports were about the only way left to make men out of the boys in the high school, especially without a mechanics or woodworking class. The football, basketball, soccer, wrestling, and track and field programs produced winners and hard workers. They deserved this testament to that effort.
			

			
				Especially the three men she walked in on now. Amy nearly licked her surgically-enhanced beesting lips looking at them. First was Adrian Hunter, big as a house, the meanest defensive lineman on the field in any division in their state, the terror of quarterbacks everywhere. During the other team’s first drive up the field at the state championships, Adrian set the tone for the rest of the game by pancaking the quarterback so hard his helmet popped off. Offensively cowed into being submissive little bitches, the other team’s only points the entire game came from their kicker. 
			

			
				Adrian was eighteen, Black, and looked as mean as his reputation, with a face drawn in a natural scowl. His hair was done deliberately wild, to give him even more of an unhinged look. Despite his brutal nature on the field, he was a natural leader in the classroom, the self-appointed sheriff of keeping the bullies in check. This made him popular with pretty much everyone, and he’d be a shoe-in for prom king in the spring.  Not the smartest student, but a good one nonetheless.
			

			
				Tyler Reynolds was Adrian’s counterpart on the offensive line, a stoic brick wall of a cowboy who could just as easily sub in as a receiver or a backup quarterback. He was even more of a threat on the baseball field as their star second baseman, versatile, agile, and naturally ripped thanks to a childhood spent tossing around haybales. Tall, broad-shouldered, and ruddy-skinned, Tyler had a friendly, likable face. He was the oldest of the three at nineteen, his parents deciding to enroll him late rather than enroll him too young. He was also a favorite of all the teachers, despite having some of the most uneven grades of the trio, a charming young man who was always polite thanks to his good upbringing. And behind closed doors, Tyler and his muscular ass and big, thick bulge in his tight jeans were often the topic of whispers and giggles since he turned eighteen. If they ever found out about this, half the female teachers in school would want pictures of him in the buff.
			

			
				And then there was the star of the show. Eighteen-year-old Kalab Morgan. Black, like Adrian, tall, a noble warrior’s face framed by neatly-done braids, with muscles that could be confused for rangy at a distance but which left him hard as steel. And “steely” was a good way to describe him, his eyes cold and hard until he smiled, but even his smile held no warmth. It was an analytical smile, a dangerous smile. The kind of smile that made a woman want to sink to her knees and do whatever he wanted her to do. The kind of smile that made a teacher blush hard when the star quarterback, the best the state’s high schools had ever seen, who would almost assuredly go pro in four years, asked Amy what she’d give him and the other two captains if they won at state. The kind of smile that made her murmur, “Whatever you want.”
			

			
				Unsurprisingly, they wanted her, their busty, high-class teacher with a pornographic hourglass figure and an exotically beautiful face made for sucking cock or looking down at a man when she was riding him. 
			

			
				Kalab was a deceptive eddy of emotion, always cool, always distant, except to his teammates on the field. There, he was an inferno, driving them forward at practices and games like he was the coach, not Phil Potter. When Kalab came alive like that, he didn’t stop until the other team was crushed. With him as quarterback, the team had a near-perfect record for two years. College recruiters slobbered at his doorstep since midway through his junior year. The coach that secured him must have been nearly nutting himself watching his new recruit play at the championships, throwing touchdown pass after touchdown pass against one of the toughest defenses in the state before deciding to dominate them even further by running a couple touchdowns in himself. Adrian scared their defense into submission, but Kalab humiliated their entire team almost by himself, and with every touchdown pass or arrogant run into the endzone, he would look up into the stands, right at his fuckdoll teacher, making her squirm, making her spread her legs, making her wet for him.
			

			
				And Amy was going to fuck the everloving hell out of him and his two co-captains.
			

			
				“Hello, guys,” she said, low and throaty. “Teacher’s very, very proud of how you three did at championships.”
			

			
				And with their eyes on her, she dropped the overcoat.
			

			
				“Hooooly shit,” Adrian said, feasting his eyes on her body.
			

			
				The cheerleader skirt was so short it showed off a hint of her thong, a blue to match the blue and green of the skirt and her bra. Her big fake tits nearly fell out of the barely-there bra, the areolas clearly visible over the top of the fabric, and it was there all three men’s eyes fell too, making her smirk. If they were on the football field right at that moment and the game depended on their defense, she would have walked right through them and into the endzone and not a single one of them would have made a move to stop her, paralyzed at the sight of their sexy teacher.
			

			
				“Here are the rules for this thing,” she said, striding forward in a way that made her tits jiggle. Tyler was the first to break, slowly lifting his shirt up and over his abs and pecs, but hesitantly, as if afraid when his vision was temporarily blocked, this vision would vanish. “I don’t want to be asked if it’s okay to do something. I don’t want fumbling, pawing boys. I want the eighteen-and-nineteen-year-old fuck-gods I know you are, and I want it hard, and I want it good. Anything you want, as long as it’s only you three, is yours today.”
			

			
				“Just today?” Adrian asked, now going for his shirt too.
			

			
				“Play the game right, and maybe I’ll invite you back for another.”
			

			
				“And no one talks about this,” Kalab said, eyeing the other two guys. They nodded, and Adrian held out a fist. The other two guys bumped it, and surprising Amy, Adrian looked at her and made a come here motion with his free hand. She joined them, her fist so diminutive next to their big, strong hands.
			

			
				She sat astride on of the benches, legs on either side, watching them undress as fast as they could. Tyler was lean and cut, though not as heavily muscled as Kalab. And Adrian was just huge, a mountain of a young man, muscular but with a steel slab of a gut to him. He was the first to drop his shorts, showing off a thick, meaty monster of a cock that was going to spread her so wide open. Kalab was next, his cock even longer, and thick too, though not quite Adrian’s beer-can thickness. Tyler was somewhere between the two, long and thick. All of them were clean-shaven, a treat for Amy. The last man she’d been with, a graying real estate agent, had a silvery bush that left her picking hair out of her teeth.
			

			
				Then the realization hit her. These were her students. She was staring at her students’ huge cocks.  This had moved beyond simple fantasy and the heat of the planning stage. This was happening. She was going to potentially burn her life down for the sake of three students.
			

			
				No. Three kings of the football field. Three young studs, ready to fuck her again and again and again in the way she so desperately craved. They deserved this. She deserved this.
			

			
				“Come here, guys,” Amy said, rocking on the bench seat, pleasure blooming between her thigh and running up and down her spine.
			

			
				It wasn’t like Adrian and Tyler to be submissive, but as one they both looked at Kalab, a tiny acknowledgement of him leading the team. He moved forward, never hesitating, legs on either side of the bench, his hardening cock right at face level. His big, black, student cock.
			

			
				Oh fuck, this was wild.
			

			
				Amy took him in her hands, aware of the other two moving beside him but her eyes focused on Kalab for the moment. “Well done, Kalab. They’ll talk about you for decades.”
			

			
				“Couldn’t have done it without my team,” he said, his voice cool and amused. He rested a hand on the others’ shoulders.
			

			
				They watched, transfixed, as she stroked him to hardness, then reached out to the other two guys. When she took Adrian’s thick monster in hand, he grunted, “Ah, fuck yeah, Ms. Brandt, stroke my cock.”
			

			
				Amy obliged, leaning over his tip and spitting on his dick to get it nice and ready for her hand. Then she did the same for Tyler, who watched all this with a dazed, unbelieving look on his face. “Are you going to fuck me good, Tyler?’ she asked throatily, grinning up at him.
			

			
				“Yes, ma’am,” he said.
			

			
				“Good student,” she said, and spat on his length again. Then her attention returned to Kalab. “To the MVP goes the first blowjob of the night.”
			

			
				“Not going to argue with that,” Kalab said. He gripped his cock and brought it to her ripe lips, and she swiped its base with her tongue, eyes dancing as she saw all three react.
			

			
				Then Amy took him in her mouth, that long, thick cock, and began to jerk the other two off.
			

			
				None of the three were virgins, far from it, but they reacted like they were, cursing in wonder and hardening into steel bars fast, precome glistening on their tips and making her job easier. And it was Amy’s job, to reward the star students with the prize of a lifetime, fucking their hottest teacher in any hole they desire, taking them between her tits, in her hands. Hell, if they’d asked for it, she’d lay back and lube up her feet to take them that way. She meant it when she said she’d give them anything. 
			

			
				Those first few sucks, she kept it to Kalab’s tip, teasing his first few inches with short bobs of her head, her tongue working him and getting him good and wet for her hands. Then she pulled off him, and brought her mouth to Adrian’s cock, letting it rest against her cheek as she grinned up at him. “The terror of the field,” she said.
			

			
				“Ms. Brandt,” he groaned.
			

			
				“Tell me what to do.” She moved so his big fat tip rested against her forehead, licking the thick vein running up the length of him. “I need instructions. Tell me how to make it all better.”
			

			
				“Suck it.”
			

			
				Amy did, pulling back and aiming his cock at her mouth. Him, she was going to have trouble deepthroating. She wasn’t even sure he’d fit into her pussy, let alone her ass. The girls at school liked to giggle about how hung Adrian and Kalab were, and the teachers heard and gossiped about it too, but she’d never guessed that they would have the biggest, fattest dicks she’d ever seen and likely would see. Fitting, given their physical prowess. Gods, not men. Young, fuck-ready gods, whose cocks she was happy to devour.
			

			
				Her lips could barely wrap around the star defensive lineman’s cock. She stared up at him as she bobbed back and forth, taking him halfway to her throat, her tongue trying to work his base as best as she could manage, but there was so much of him it was all she could do just to suck him. “Fuck!” he grunted, one of his massive mitts going to the top of her head. Christ, he could palm her skull like a basketball if he wanted to, and the thought turned her on. She ground against the bench, sucking him deeper, then coming off him with a gasp and diving down on Tyler’s cock, taking him the deepest yet on her first plunge, nearly to the root.
			

			
				“Oh damn, Ms. Brandt,” he said. She knew from classes with him that he was reticent to swear around girls and teachers, so she pulled off him, reaching out to take Adrian’s cock in hand again, stroking him fast as she stared up at Tyler.
			

			
				“Today, I want you to forget being polite, okay, Tyler?” She kissed the base of his tip. “I want you grabbing my hair and fucking me. I want you debasing me. I want you calling me your dirty teacher slut. Your whore. Aren’t my tits nice?” She cupped them and offered them up to him.
			

			
				“Your… your tits are very nice,” the nineteen-year-old said, grinning sheepishly.
			

			
				“And what about my big fat ass? Wouldn’t you love to fuck my ass?”
			

			
				“F-fuck… yeah,” Tyler said, his voice going hoarse. “I want to… I want to fuck your ass. But it is anything but fat.”
			

			
				“And what about my pussy?” Amy asked with a pout. She sucked his tip, then immediately let him go again, rocking on the bench. “Wouldn’t you like to fill my cunt with your yummy student come?”
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, Ms. Brandt,” Tyler said.
			

			
				She took mercy on him and sucked his cock again, grinning around his first few inches before pulling off him with a hungry noise deep in her throat and dove on Kalab again. She gripped both Tyler and Adrian’s dicks like she’d started this off, jacking them fast and hard. Kalab brushed her long dark hair out of her eyes and gripped it tight, meeting her bobbing head with thrusts of his own, hitting the back of her throat as she stared up at him, delighted and wishing she had one more hand to play with herself. Maybe two more, one to film all this.
			

			
				What would her geeky eighteen-year-old self-appointed teacher’s pet Bobby think if he could see her now? His favorite teacher, the one he was so desperate to please in class, pulling off Kalab with a gasp and diving right back down on Tyler’s lengthy cock? Christ, she’d almost love to get him in that room at that moment so he could see what real men looked like. No one got wet over a student getting every question in class right or A plusses on quizzes. She certainly wasn’t going to blow him because he liked anime or played video games or hadn’t exercised outside of a PE class. The world belonged to men, not manchildren, and Kalab, Adrian, and Tyler understood what it meant to be men.
			

			
				She imagined Bobby in a corner, stroking a little tiny shrimp dick to these three men fucking her face. And they were fucking her face now, even naturally bashful Tyler casting off the polite façade and gripping her head to drive his cock into her mouth, the first to take her throat but certainly not the last. His pale white balls hit her chin and she loved it, loved the expression of pure lust on his face, the way his eyes rolled up as she took ever single inch of him in her mouth and her throat, their teachers slut, the woman who would forever be the yardstick against which every other woman these three ever fucked would be measured against and found wanting.
			

			
				“I’m your best fucking slut,” she cried out when she pulled off Tyler.
			

			
				“Fuck yeah you are,” Adrian said.
			

			
				“Never had a blowjob this good,” Tyler said.
			

			
				Kalab didn’t answer. He grabbed her by the chin and twisted her head towards Adrian’s huge cock. She stared up at him out of the corner of her eye as she took Adrian again, swallowing him down, taking him so deep her eyes watered and her jaw ached from the size of him, like a wrist and an arm being shoved into her mouth, not a cock, and then he was there, tapping on the back of her throat, and she breathed hard and harsh through her nose, eyes watering, her whole body on fire. If they had so much as brushed her pussy in that moment she would have exploded in an orgasm. This was what she’d been missing from her life, young, virile, horsecocked studs, and she slammed her mouth down on Adrian, her throat bulging with him, tears falling hard from her eyes as she sucked him…
			

			
				…and brushed his balls.
			

			
				“Hurk!” she choked around him.
			

			
				“Ah, Jesus, fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Adrian roared, and he grabbed Amy’s head, using her, slamming his cock back and forth inside her mouth, his mammoth dick cramming her throat full, making her want to cry out but there was no oxygen going to her lungs. She choked on him, staring up at him, trying to grin, telling him to do it, to come for her.
			

			
				“Ms. Brandt!”
			

			
				And he was coming straight down her throat, gallons of him, fucking rivers, and she couldn’t work her throat to swallow, taking him, taking it until finally she grabbed his ass and slapped it hard. He got the signal and pulled out, leaving her coughing up come all over the bench and the floor, one hand against the cool wood, her chest heaving.
			

			
				“Oh Jesus, oh fuck, Ms. Brandt, I’m sorry, I got carried away-”
			

			
				“More,” she gasped, her voice hoarse. She whipped her head up and wiped away come from her lips. “Give me more cock. I need it, I fucking need it.”
			

			
				Tyler grabbed her by the temples and brought her mouth back to his raging hard prick. He grunted in satisfaction, the good polite cowboy gone now in favor of a beast fucking her face with the same energy he brought to the field, powering into her mouth. She swallowed him down, head being shoved back and forth along his length, her hand reaching for Kalab’s cock more for stability than to jerk him off again.
			

			
				She couldn’t see Adrian as he moved behind her, but she sure felt his hands as he yanked at her skirt and panties, tugging them down as far as the bench would allow. “Let her go for a minute,” Adrian said.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m right there,” Tyler growled.
			

			
				“Man, you want to see that fine fucking ass you were talking about while she’s blowing you, let her go, numbnuts.”
			

			
				Tyler did with a grunt, and she came up off him with a cough and a gasp, spittle running down her chin. Adrian manhandled her until she was on her knees on the bench. In his arms, she was as light as a feather. He tugged her skirt and panties off, staring at her full lips and ripe curvy ass. Just like her tits and her face, it had seen some work, but Amy still had to work hard to maintain her figure, and given the way they reacted, she was damn proud of it.
			

			
				“She’s so goddamn wet,” Adrian said.
			

			
				Kalab reached around her and stroked her cunt with two fingers. “Yeah, she is,” he said, and brought the fingers to her lips. She took them in her mouth, licking them and bobbing on them before he pulled them free, replacing them with his big angry cock. She sucked him eagerly, little noises escaping her throat when Adrian cupped her cunt and brushed her delicate bud with his thumb.
			

			
				“Goddamn, Ms. Brandt, this is the sexiest ass,” Adrian said and spanked it, hard. 
			

			
				She yanked off Kalab’s cock and gasped, “Yes, spank me, use me, fuck,” and sucked Tyler’s cock, bobbing hard, going for broke now with both Kalab and the cowboy. Adrian hauled back and smacked her curvy ass, giving her a crack that echoed through the empty locker room. She came off Tyler again, gasping and grunting like the wanton teacher slut she was, and sucked Kalab down again, his hands going to her hair and pulling her down further until she was deepthroating him. After her experience with Adrian fucking her face it almost seemed easy in comparison. The thought made her grin around him, and Kalab, usually so cool and distant-looking, grinned back. There were going to be so many broken hearts in his wake, she thought, a mountain of cunt, and he’d deserve every single one of them. 
			

			
				Adrian spanked her again, but his hand soon moved back to her pussy. A finger slid inside her, nearly as big and thick as a lesser man’s cock, and he added another. “We’re fucking Ms. Brandt, boys,” he rumbled, and Tyler laughed breathlessly as Amy winked up at him.
			

			
				And Kalab? He only watched, his eyes quicksand that pulled her in.
			

			
				It was hard to focus on any one sensation because there were so many. The sporty musk of Tyler and Kalab’s cocks. The way they slid into her throat, gagging her, making her shiver with their need of her. The echoing noises of Adrian pumping her with his two fingers, then three, wet sounds, joined by their grunts and her moans and choking noises. 
			

			
				Though it was obvious the three weren’t virgins, Adrian was still youthfully eager and rough with her, and she wouldn’t have had it any other way. Her pleasure skyrocketed and she moved with it, swaying back and forth, keening her need when she could, knowing she must be damn near dripping by now, as turned as she was by these three students.
			

			
				Students.
			

			
				She was fucking… students. And it was even better than her fantasies, more debauched, more intense. Already her mind was made up that she was theirs this final year of their high school career, theirs to play with, to use, to push down to her knees when they needed tending to, to hike up her skirt and bend over her desk for them, to become their fucktoy, their cock sheath, their cunt on demand. 
			

			
				Amy pulled off Tyler and stared up at them. “I’m yours, I’m yours,” she whimpered, “use me this semester, take me, make me your teacher bitch in heat, I’m fucking yours, oh God, oh God, fuck, oh fuck, Adrian, ohhhhh!”
			

			
				She came for the first time that afternoon, but certainly not the last. Adrian roared with laughter, pulling his fingers out and slapping her pussy before plunging them right back in. Tyler was there, right there, jacking his cock, growling, “Your tits, let me come on your tits,” and she bared them for him, pushing up to her knees and tugging the bra down, freeing them, and he saw her big dark nipples stark against her tan lines, and he erupted, coming all over her big tits, grunting, eyes wild. She pulled his hand away from his cock and dove down on it, sucking the last shot into her mouth, slurping on it, and kissed the base before turning to Kalab, who had his own cock in hand, bringing it to her mouth again, shoving it inside, taking her face, claiming it, owning it. 
			

			
				He stared down at the come dripping down her tits and he pumped fast and hard, face locked in a sneer of pleasure. “Fuck, Ms. Brandt, we are going to make such a slut out of you.”
			

			
				You already are, she could have told him.
			

			
				 “Look at those tits, look at those fucking tits!” Adrian groaned.
			

			
				“Push up,” Tyler said, and it took him reaching under her arm for her to understand he was talking to her. She side-eyed him as best she could, given that tears from gagging on Kalab were blinding her at the moment. “Up,” he repeated himself.
			

			
				She did, not entirely understanding what he wanted and a little annoyed that her cocksucking had been interrupted yet again. But she got it in a moment when he dropped onto the bench and slid under her. She settled onto his face, his eager tongue driving into her wet and messy cunt while he gripped her thick hips and pulled her even tighter to him.
			

			
				It was at this point Amy thought she heard a thump out in the hallway, but she was too far gone to care, lost in the pleasure of a student’s tongue burying itself in her pussy. Let the school find out. She didn’t care. She needed to be fucked, to be used. 
			

			
				Kalab took the moment in stride and knelt to bring his big black cock between her tits. She got the idea and squeezed them around him, grinding on Tyler’s face as Kalab tit-fucked her. Adrian was beginning to harden again and stepped up next to her, twisting her head until she was staring at his massive monster.
			

			
				She sucked him down, rocking on Tyler’s face and titfucking Kalab all at once, white-hot heat building inside her. Tyler was good with his tongue but he didn’t need to be. The inevitable orgasm building up inside her wasn’t just born of physical pleasure but of the moment, the release of her need. It was Kalab’s intense gaze as he drove his long black cock through the creamy valley of her cleavage. It was Adrian grinning cockily down at her as he gripped the top of her head with one hand while he fucked her mouth. It was Tyler’s eagerness, his fingers clenching her hips and her ass, his tongue driving deep inside her.
			

			
				Amy pulled off Adrian and cried out, “I’m coming, I’m coming again, oh God, you fucking studs, I’m coming, uhhh, uhhhh, ohhhhh!”
			

			
				She drove down hard on Tyler’s face, her wet pussy grinding against his mouth and nose. Kalab pulled away from her big tits, hand on his cock, and she scrambled for it, coming off the bench and nearly tackling him, the first person who would have all year. He saw her coming and moved with her reflexively, spinning with her and keeping her motion going until she was bent over the next bench, ass thrust out, her head twisted to gape at him over her shoulder as he brought that massive dick to her pussy. There was no hesitation. Not from Kalab. Not ever. He plunged in, balls deep on his first thrust.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, fuck!” Amy wailed.
			

			
				Up to that point, Kalab had been content to let the other guys have their fill, but now, she was his and his alone. There didn’t seem to be any verbal communication but Adrian and Tyler watched, stroking their cocks while Kalab fucked their teacher, his hands first on her trim waist before moving around and up her body to her big tits, cupping them, squeezing them. She arched back against him, ass resting against his hips, and twisted her head, mouth open for him, their captain, the best player on the field this state had seen in decades, if not forever. 
			

			
				“Take me, take what you deserve,” she begged, and he plunged into her harder, fucking her so hard that if the bench wasn’t bolted to the floor they would have shoved it into the wall of wooden cubbies. “Fuck me hard, make a whore out of me, Ka-lab, fuck me hard, oh my fucking GOD, fuck my slutty cunt you hung f-fucking… fucking… stud, oh God, oh God ohhh!”
			

			
				“That’s it,” Kalab said, still sounding cool, still so very controlled even as he was pounding her with that dick. “Take my cock, Ms. Brandt, take it like the good fucking teacher slut you are.”
			

			
				“Your… slut! Fuck, oh, oh! Big! So… fucking… big!”
			

			
				Adrian came to them, gripping Amy’s chin and twisting her head towards him. “We’re fucking you all year long, Ms. Brandt.”
			

			
				“Yes,” she growled, her eyes fighting to stay focused as waves of pleasure crashed through her. “Fuck me, take me, I’m your bitch, I’m your fucking bitch, oh fuck.”
			

			
				“You on the pill, Ms. Brandt?” Tyler asked, stroking his cock faster now.
			

			
				She had her tubes tied, actually, but she didn’t want to bother explaining that now. “Uh huh, safe, c-come inside me, come in any of my holes.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, shit,” Adrian moaned. “We are going to fucking destroy that pussy and that ass tonight.”
			

			
				She quivered around Kalab, throwing her ass back hard against him. “She likes that idea,” Kalab said, squeezing her tits harder and sucking on the side of her neck. “Don’t you, Ms. Brandt?”
			

			
				“Yes! Use m-me! Ungh, oh God, oh, fuck my ass, fuck my pussy, fuck, fuck, fuck meee!”
			

			
				She came. Oh God, did she come. Her hips jumped and she almost certainly would have fallen if Kalab wasn’t gripping her by the tits and fucking her. Her bones went limp, her head dipped, and she could make no noise, jerked back and forth like a ragdoll on Kalab’s prick. The pleasure was her everything for a few long seconds and when she came back to it, she gasped with a voice so hoarse she could barely believe it was herself.
			

			
				“Lube. Lube in my coat. Get it.”
			

			
				Kalab jerked out of her and spun her around. Finally, his cool was gone, replaced by something wild and animalistic. This was the sight the other team must have seen on the field, the cool leader gone in place of the warrior bearing down on them, throwing touchdown pass after touchdown pass before getting bored with that and dominating the field himself, seizing his crown and leaving them broken behind him.
			

			
				He grabbed her ass and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around him, gasping at the ease of this for him, her eighteen-year-old student. He brought her to the far wall, her lips all over his face and his neck as he fucked into her again, pounding into her. She bounced on his cock, unaware of Adrian going for the coat and the bottle of lube, unaware of anything but the stud fucking her, his eyes like fury incarnate, his lips drawn back, teeth bared, fucking her like he was angry at her, powering into her, making her certain she’d never forget this day, this moment.
			

			
				Her ecstasy eclipsed the world, consuming it all. She screamed with her next orgasm, head thrown back and whapping against the wall, her hips shuddering around Kalab, her pleasure rising, falling, rising again. And still he kept going, one of his hands going to her hair, keeping her head back like that as he bounced her on his cock until he finally roared, “Ms. Brandt!” and he was coming, coming, coming inside her, rope after rope after rope, so much come.
			

			
				Amy hung tight to him as he brought her back to the bench again. She was a panting, sweaty mess and not so much as a single drop of sweat formed on his black skin. That was too bad. She had a particularly wicked fantasy watching him at the state championships of getting in the shower with him and licking every drop of sweat off his body, holding his black cock against his stomach, taking care of his plum-sized balls, his taint, even twisting him around and burying her mouth against his ass, an act she’d done for no one but would gladly do for him.
			

			
				“Let’s get this party fucking started!” Adrian roared, bringing a grin to everyone’s face, even stoic Kalab. He slapped the big man’s back, then bumped fists with Tyler.
			

			
				Amy rested on her back, idly playing with her come-drizzled pussy and staring between the three men, a cocky grin on her face. “The question is, who’s taking my ass first?”
			

			
				“Tyler,” Kalab said before Adrian could volunteer. His fellow Black teammate glared at him, and Kalab held up a placating hand. “You fuck her ass before us, it’s going to leave her ready to take a baseball bat.”
			

			
				Adrian frowned, but tossed the lube to Tyler. “Yeah, all right, good point. But I am fucking that ass, teach.”
			

			
				“I’m counting on it,” Amy said, resting one arm behind her head and spreading her legs even wider. “I bought the biggest dildos I could find and I’ve been practicing with them in my ass just for you.”
			

			
				“Fuuuuu-uuuuck!” Adrian groaned. He looked at Tyler. “How you want to do this?”
			

			
				Tyler studied the situation, then said, “Get on your back on one of the benches. She’ll ride you, and I’ll take her ass.”
			

			
				“You earn a gold star,” Amy said, and sat upright. Tyler came to her, offering her a hand up, forever the gentleman even in this lurid moment, and she kissed his cheek for it. He cupped one of her tits and squeezed, then let her go and spanked her ass with a playful little smack.
			

			
				Adrian rested on his back on the bench, stroking his massive cock and giving her a look like he was going to make her the next quarterback he sacked if she didn’t mount him right then and there. She did, lifting one leg and sliding over him before bringing her messy pussy to his cock. That thing was so big that she swallowed hard before beginning to slide down onto it. 
			

			
				“Oh Jesus. Oh, oh fuck, Adrian,” she gasped. And he only had just his tip inside her.  She slid down further, hands going to his padded boulder of a stomach, legs spreading wider as she took more of him, inch after inch. Her eyes closed and she whimpered as he filled her completely, his massive girth spreading her walls tight around him. 
			

			
				But Amy could take him, and she did. Every inch of him.
			

			
				“Goddamn,” he said, his eyes wide as he stared down at her pussy spread lewdly wide around him, his cock bulging inside her.
			

			
				“Uh huh! Every… inch! Every… ungh… fucking… inch of this horsedick!” she said, rising up and falling back down on him, squeezing her eyes shut against the pleasure. Without looking behind her, she gasped, “Tyler, my ass needs attention, now.”
			

			
				“Yes, ma’am,” the offensive lineman said.
			

			
				He stepped forward, uncapping the lube and getting two fingers ready. Amy’s head tilted back, eyes fluttering open as his fingers brushed her bud. He didn’t need instructions. Tyler explored her ass swiftly but thoroughly, rubbing the lube around plentifully. She thought back to the night before and the video she’d taken of herself preparing a thick-headed twelve-inch dildo and sliding it into her ass. The angle had been absolutely bang-on and she surprised herself with how hot it was, her mewls and moans driving her to play with herself when she rewatched it. Maybe she’d share it with these guys sometime. A nice little graduation present, if they didn’t already have hours of footage of fucking their favorite teacher. She shivered at that thought, and at the fingers spreading her ass wide now.
			

			
				Tyler straddled Adrian’s legs and pushed Amy down towards him. She went, rocking on Adrian’s fat cock, her pleasure mounting again as the anticipation of what was to come hit her. She threw a look over her shoulder as Tyler stroked himself with more lube, then brought his big cockhead to her bud.
			

			
				“Do it,” Amy begged him, “fuck my ass while he fucks my pussy, mmm, fuck your teacher’s-” Tyler slid into her and she stiffened, eyes wide, nails digging into Adrian’s stomach. “Aaaaah-sssss! Oh my fucking GOD!”
			

			
				Then she spoke no more, not for a long time, because astonishingly, Kalab was hard again, so fucking hard, and he was grabbing a handful of her hair and twisting her head towards him, positioning her so he could drive his cock into her mouth, into her throat. Triple-stuffed. Airtight. The three students were fucking her every hole, and Amy loved it. Needed it. Craved it.
			

			
				Adrian had no self-control, gripping at her hips and bucking up into her with frantic, hard thrusts. Tyler instinctively pulled back each time, the two of them working together to make sure she was always full of someone’s cock. The pleasure was enormous and damn near instantaneous, her clit and G-spot constantly stimulated by Adrian’s thickness and Tyler adding to the sensations by filling her ass. She’d always loved anal, doling it out like a special treat to the men in her life, but she would forever give it up to these three guys whenever they wanted it. She’d be their anal queen, because she would want it too, her best students making her ripe curves ripple with their thrusts, skin slapping against skin.
			

			
				And Kalab, Kalab filled her mouth, her throat. He did the bulk of the work of the blowjob, pinned as she was between all three guys. His thrusts were languid and measured, his eyes promising her a year full of his long, thick cock. She smiled as she gagged on him, choked on him, came for him and his two friends, and he grinned back, his coolness gone for a moment, the youthful eighteen-year-old shining through at this fantasy fulfilled, his teacher speared by his two best friends and himself.
			

			
				Adrian’s grunts filled the room with noise, by far the most vocal of the three. Amy thought he was going to be the first to come again, but it was Tyler in her ass that began to buck uncontrollably. He grunted, “Fuck, ah fuck, Ms. Brandt.” To Kalab, “Switch me. Every load of mine is going on her face and her breasts. I want to have that visual the rest of the year.”
			

			
				Why not take a picture? Amy thought with glee. In time. Maybe she’d set up a little recording session at her house if they proved they could keep this secret. Maybe she’d do it anyways, even if they couldn’t.
			

			
				Kalab pulled out of her mouth, accompanied by a wash of spittle. “Lube,” Amy said hoarsely. “I’ll get you ready.”
			

			
				Kalab fetched it while Tyler took his place at her mouth, his hands on his glistening cock, scowling with concentration and closeness. She cupped her tits, offering them to him again, but he had other ideas, aiming his cock at her face. She closed her eyes just in time as he came, came, came. “Fuuuuuck!” he grunted, and when she was dripping him, he walked backwards until he hit another bench and dropped onto it, hands on his knees and panting as he watched the show before him.
			

			
				As she rocked on Adrian’s cock, Kalab pressed the lube into her hands. She started to wipe the come away, but he said simply, “Leave it.”
			

			
				“Yes sir,” Amy said meekly but with a hint of a smile.
			

			
				“I like that ‘sir’ shit,” Adrian said. “Might have to have you slip up and call us that in class sometime.”
			

			
				“Mmm,” she moaned, her lubed-up fingers going to Kalab’s long, hard cock. “I’ll have such a hard time not slipping up and calling you my big-dicked student lovers.”
			

			
				She jacked Kalab fast, coating more of him than was strictly necessary for this next part, but she was distracted, looking between the two Black football players still in the game. Adrian looked unhinged, ready to blow at a moment’s notice, but like on the football field, he had reserves of endurance hidden underneath the surface, and his cocky grin told her everything she needed to know. And Kalab, cool, collected Kalab, looked like a wolf eyeing its prey, ready to take her ass just as Tyler had.
			

			
				He moved. Snapped off the line. Put his cock in play again. He was not gentle or easy on her. Oh no. He knew she could take them now, and he, in turn, took her. Amy snapped her head back, her eyes going sightless. Her hands slapped at Adrian’s stomach, her breath exploding from her as Kalab fucked into her, balls-deep in the first thrust, her ass taking his every inch.
			

			
				Tyler had been the warm-up. This was the championship game, and they played it hard and fast, fucking her between them, their pace mad.
			

			
				“Take it, Ms. Brandt, take our fucking cocks,” Kalab growled into her ear.
			

			
				“Oh God oh oh oh oh fuck oh my God ohhhhh!” she cried out.
			

			
				“This is our pussy. We own this fucking shit,” Adrian said, pounding up into her, making her bounce on him. She closed her eyes, the cocks inside her and the pleasure driving out almost all conscious thought, her responses automatic, her orgasms event horizons from which she’d never completely return the same sane woman, forever a lust-drunk slut to these men, these incredible studs.
			

			
				“It’s yours it’s yours it’s yours it’s your fucking cunt you own it oh my f-fuck-fucking ohmygod oh my GOD!” she shrieked, coming, coming so hard it felt like she was going to pass out, dropping forward, resting on her trembling arms on Adrian’s barrel of a chest, his arms roping around her as he pummeled up into her with his massive tool. He was going to split her in half and it was worth it, all the risk worth it, all the secrecy and the potential of losing her job and the madness of this worth it all, worth everything.
			

			
				Nirvana.
			

			
				Emptiness.
			

			
				Kalab pulled out of her and she mewled for him, at the nothingness in her ass, but she was being moved, bodily lifted by Adrian off his cock with a wet sucking, and Kalab helped, flipping her over on top of Adrian, fingers at her ass again, three freshly lubed fingers, and she began to blink, coming out of her orgasmic fugue, realizing the next thing pressing against her tender, very stretched asshole was not Kalab this time. No. He was lining up over her stroking his cock, watching this with dark glee, the leader commanding his best soldier.
			

			
				Adrian whispered in her ear, “If it’s too much…”
			

			
				“Do it,” she begged, “fuck my ass with that monster, do it, send me home unable to fucking walk, do-oh oh ohhhhh my God!”
			

			
				He dropped her onto his cock. And she took him. A quarter inch. A half-inch. He was bigger than her toys. Bigger than anything she’d ever experienced inside her. She almost couldn’t do it. Almost told him it was too much. But Kalab was there, looming over her, hand at the side of her neck, giving her instructions.
			

			
				“Relax, Ms. Brandt, relax your ass, you can take him, you can do it.”
			

			
				“He’s fucking my ass, he’s got that thing inside me, he’s fucking my ass,” she whimpered, her voice so high and reedy it was nearly non-existent, a dog whistle of words. 
			

			
				“You’re taking him, you’re doing it, take his fucking cock, take him, but you gotta relax, gotta loosen up.”
			

			
				She nodded fervently, and tried. Slowly Adrian slid another quarter inch into her. Now there was an inch inside her maybe, and her ass was stretched to its limit.
			

			
				And it felt so fucking good.
			

			
				She realized Kalab’s hand was at her pussy again, his fingers sliding into her with the hand he hadn’t used to probe her ass. She mewled for him, fuck-drunk in love with all three of them, spreading her legs wider when Kalab prompted her, taking more, more, another quarter-inch, a little more, she could do it, she could do it, and she gurgled as she came again, no longer the explosions of pleasure but the aftershocks, her cracked mind wishing she hadn’t gotten her tubes tied so these young studs could breed her, make her pop out baby after baby for them until her body was wrecked for them, for Kalab, for Adrian, for Tyler.
			

			
				“Ms. Brandt,” Adrian grunted, and her mind came back together, at least for a moment. Her student needed her. Needed to come in her juicy ass.
			

			
				“Come in me come for me A-A-Adrian, ah, ah, come in me, c-come in my slutty teacher ass, fuck my fat ass, fuck my…”
			

			
				She dropped. Her eyes bulged.
			

			
				Every inch. She had every inch of Adrian in her ass.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Tyler said, snapping up from the bench where he’d been sitting.
			

			
				“Ah fuck, ah, ah fuck!” Adrian roared, and he was coming, sending a hot load right into what felt like her guts, driving it deep as she convulsed on top of him, the pleasure hers now too, one last orgasm for the night.
			

			
				A hand at the back of her neck. Kalab’s. He pulled her upright, his other hand at her lower back, and she came free of Adrian, gasping as her ass made a literal popping sound and rivers of come splattered the bench and floor. Her fingers went instinctively to her ass even as her legs threatened to buckle. She could have fit her fist inside her ass at that moment, but she’d done it, and she was so fiercely proud of herself. She’d taken all three of her hung students in her ass.
			

			
				But one of them hadn’t come yet for the second time.
			

			
				Kalab.
			

			
				He would have gone that night without that second orgasm. Amy knew that. That was the kind of leader he was, even with her. But that cock needed her fealty, her service, her gratitude. She dropped to her knees, legs spread wide in a vee, her eyes focusing on the length of him standing proud, slapping against her forehead, balls against her mouth. She stroked him, staring up at him while Tyler and Adrian bookended him, watching their slutty teacher with glee and astonishment in equal measure.
			

			
				And Kalab, his eyes were still hungry. Still those of a wolf. And she knew he wasn’t going to be satisfied for months to come yet.
			

			
				Good. Neither would she.
			

			
				When he came, he did it all over her face. All. Over. Despite having come so much the first time, there was still so much of him left, and he painted her as she mewled her pleasure, all of them breathless. The guys had other parties to go to that night and that weekend, and she had no doubt there were would be cheerleaders and classmates and probably a few MILFs and cougars from the stands who would make their appreciation known. 
			

			
				But if any of them thought they could match what their teacher just did for and to them, well… they had another thing coming.
			

			
				


			
				Listeners
			

			
				 
			

			
				Abigail Medina loved her Starflight Entrepreneurs Club duties. She knew a lot of the teachers didn’t enjoy extracurriculars, but she did. The young men and women in the Flight Club, as they shortened it, were usually a joy to be around, hungry minds looking for competition for their big brains in science, mathematics, and programming. Oh, sure, there were the usual lazybones, the students looking for an easy day off or two from school, but they had thankfully been the vast minority in the four years she’d been teaching at the high school level.
			

			
				That afternoon saw Abigail ostensibly coaching four of the seniors as they worked on a group project for the divisional competition. They had to devise a business from the ground up, including expenditure and earning estimates, business plans for the next five and ten years, and a physical plan for the business, among a hundred other little details. It was among the most difficult fields of competition for the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club, but that could also work to the students’ advantage, as there was little competition. But these four weren’t satisfied with coasting. They wanted to win, and had an excellent plan going for a bodega that would specialize in seasonal treats all year long.
			

			
				If she had a favorite of the bunch, it was John DiAngelo. The short, stocky eighteen-year-old was the epitome of adorable nerdiness, a lover of games of all kinds from video to pen-and-paper to collectible card games, as well as anime, movies, and obscure horror movies. A geek’s geek, but a charismatic one, with a brilliant smile complete with cute dimples and serene eyes that mirrored his never-ruffled attitude. He was a little pudgy, but on the whole, passably good-looking and would veer into truly handsome if he exercised and dieted regularly, which he was trying to do before college.
			

			
				Abigail could understand a few slips here and there. She herself carried a little more weight than she’d like, but she made it work, keeping it largely to her big butt and hips, which most guys certainly seemed to enjoy. Then again, the rest of her tended to make her a popular teacher among the guys. She had a beautiful motherly sweetness to her face when she flashed her radiant smile, which was often, and regal seriousness when she didn’t. Her breasts weren’t the showstopper that her ass was, but they too had plenty of fans. She kept her auburn hair long and usually braided or in pigtails, a look that got her a warning from administration early on in her career, but the principal and superintendent had a sweet spot for her. 
			

			
				She was less a coach to these four than a friend. They didn’t need Abigail’s advice, just the workspace, but she liked to hang out with them anyways. That week saw them figuring out the realistic costs of maintaining a limited-time supply of sweets and specialty items, a problem they were going to have to address in their presentation, but half an hour in that day, the talk had mostly devolved into a movie discussion.
			

			
				“Well, everyone, I think it’s time to call it,” Abigail said. “You did good work this week.”
			

			
				The four students were still slow to wrap things up, even with the gentle prompting, but soon Aimee and Justin, boyfriend and girlfriend, were out the door. Absentminded Brandon was next, the most intelligent and socially awkward of the four. Abigail called after him to have a good night, and he responded only a moment later, calling the same back to her.
			

			
				John took his time, as he always did. Abigail knew why, of course. She was perhaps a bit ditzy at times, but she knew when a student crushed on her, and John had it bad. It was flattering, and were she his age, she might even have agreed to a date, if he could work up the nerve to ask a girl out, seemingly a problem for all the young men his age who weren’t involved in sports or part of the popular crowd. 
			

			
				“So, any plans this weekend, John?” she asked. “Maybe ask Lena to Shields of the Wyvern King?”
			

			
				“Oh, ah, I don’t know,” John said with a wry smile. “Hey, you don’t want to go, do you? You and me in the dark together? Plenty of time for you to finally make your move.”
			

			
				“Mm, you might have to buy a girl nachos first.”
			

			
				“I’d treat you to anything on the menu you wanted. Especially me.”
			

			
				“Oh, that one’s awful.”
			

			
				“I was pretty proud of it. What do you have planned for the weekend?”
			

			
				Now that, she couldn’t share. She was going to meet up with a girlfriend to hit the town the next night in the hopes of finding a couple guys to satisfy their cravings. Barring that, Abigail planned on dragging the friend home. They’d never so much as kissed, but dear God, if she didn’t get someone’s something on or in her pussy soon, she was going to go mad. The last guy she was with was totally ripped, but had a dick that would have made a shrimp laugh. The guy before that was a boyfriend, albeit a brief one, a six-month relationship that ended prematurely when she surprised him at lunch while he was frantically humping a coworker. It was no great loss. His foreplay game could only be described as “lacking.”
			

			
				“Oh, reading and relaxing. Grading. The usual.”
			

			
				John finally stood up, and she realized why he was taking his time about it when he quickly moved his laptop bag in front of his groin. She fought the urge to giggle. It was a constant problem for him around her, and tonight she decided to have a little fun with it at his expense.
			

			
				“Is there a problem, John?”
			

			
				“Um, nope.”
			

			
				“You’re carrying your backpack kind of funny.”
			

			
				“Uh. Just… you know.”
			

			
				“Is there something you might need to stop off and… handle before you leave school?”
			

			
				“Oh God. I can’t believe my teacher just said that. My really, really, really hot teacher.”
			

			
				“Is your problem because of me?”
			

			
				“Um.”
			

			
				They headed for the classroom door. “You can be honest. I’m just curious.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” he croaked. “You know I have a crush on you. And I know you’re my teacher and it can’t happen, but… yeah. When I spend time around you, you’re all I can think about.”
			

			
				That made her heart melt. “See,” Abigail said softly, stepping in close to him. “That’s the sort of line if you gave the girls your age, you’d never have to worry about a date again.” He swallowed hard, and she grinned up at him as she reached behind him and flicked off the lights.  “The door.”
			

			
				“The… the what?”
			

			
				“The door. Step through it. Time to get out of here.”
			

			
				“Together?”
			

			
				“Sorry, John, but no.”
			

			
				“Damn. Even if I said yes to the nachos?”
			

			
				Now that got a laugh out of Abigail and she knew he’d be all right. She closed the door behind them and checked the lock, aware of John’s gaze lingering on her curvy ass in her black skirt. She kept it simple that day in a light blue blouse, black skirt, stockings, and heels, but the skirt was a little tight.
			

			
				They were just in time to hear someone yell, “Give me that dick, give me that fucking dick!” It was faint, but she thought it was coming from the gym. Abigail sighed. Someone had stayed after school and was watching porn and jacking off in the locker rooms or the adjoining bathrooms.
			

			
				“Disgusting,” she muttered. “Go on home, John. I’ll take care of this.”
			

			
				“You think it’s someone having… you know, sex?”
			

			
				“I think it’s someone watching porn.”
			

			
				They both had to walk in that direction, John to get to the student parking, Abigail to investigate whatever little pervert was around the school. Only there was some quality to the cries that gave her pause. It didn’t sound like it was coming from a speaker on a phone. If that was the case, that meant someone was having sex in the school, and that could be even more awkward.
			

			
				“Could you see if security’s still around?” she whispered. “If they are, send them up towards the locker rooms.”
			

			
				“Sure.”
			

			
				“Thanks.”
			

			
				“That’s not porn, is it?”
			

			
				“I don’t think so.”
			

			
				John turned down the next hallway, going for the administrative offices, which were banked by the broom closet-turned-security office. Meanwhile, Abigail hurried now, intent on catching whoever it was in the act, the click of her heels echoing in the empty hallways. She doubted security was around. They always took off a half hour or so after school on Fridays, unless there was a sporting event or a competition where they were required. They always shut down the school’s security cameras at the same time, so she couldn’t just say fuck it and let the cameras tell the tale. She’d catch them, give them a tongue-lashing, and send them to the principal when Monday rolled around.
			

			
				A good plan, right up to the point where she heard a young man yell, “We’re fucking Ms. Brandt, boys!”
			

			
				“What the fuck?” Abigail whispered to herself.
			

			
				 She slowed to a crawl, listening now to distinct male grunts and moans, and a more distinctly feminine one. And as she drew closer to the side door into the men’s locker room, she heard other sounds too, wet sounds, slick sounds. Sex sounds.
			

			
				Swallowing back her disbelief that this was happening, she tried the doorknob into the locker room. Locked. She raised a fist to hammer on the door, to demand to be let in, for them to stop this. But she thought about Amy Brandt, inarguably the most gorgeous teacher in the school. Hell, maybe the sexiest teacher to have ever existed, a busty dark-haired brunette who looked more like a porn star than an educator thanks to some plastic surgery she had done courtesy of a sugar daddy in her early twenties, and wasn’t that just the most scandalous thing? 
			

			
				Amy cried out, “I’m yours, I’m yours, use me this semester, take me, make me your teacher bitch in heat, I’m fucking yours, oh God, oh God, fuck, oh fuck, Adrian, ohhhhh!”
			

			
				The thought of another teacher fucking a student should have been abhorrent. But the mental image of Amy Brandt, the blazing hot frenemy of every teacher in the school, Queen Bitch herself, getting fucked by what sounded like two or three students was unquestionably one of the hottest things Abigal had ever heard. She still had her hand raised to hammer on the door, frozen in place, lips parted, staring at the door blankly as she imagined it, imagined Amy being railed, and not just by one guy, but several.
			

			
				Adrian. She’d said Adrian. The football captains.
			

			
				It had to be. The entire school was proud of their astonishing performance at the state championships, not so much winning the game as utterly humiliating the other team. Amy talked about it reverently the other day in the break room, laying down the stats and the records they’d broken and smiling like a starry-eyed lover. If it was the stars of the football team, that meant Adrian, Kalab, and… oh, what was the tall cowboy’s name, what was his name? Tyler. The three biggest studs in the school, and eighteen or older, all of them. All the seniors were.
			

			
				“They’re gone.”
			

			
				The words made Abigail jump. They were let out softly, a caress, almost reverent. She turned. John was staring at the door too, his eyes wide. Her eyes dipped to his groin, to his hardon rallying itself again for a second round. And he was close, so close, a foot or so away.
			

			
				Her attention returned to the door. A new sound. Choking. Hurking. Amy Brandt was gagging on one of her students’ cocks. And behind Abigail Medina, another student inched closer. Closer. His hands lifted, faltered, dropped to his side. Abigail felt him there, not physically, but his presence loomed behind her and she closed her eyes when his hands came around her, clumsy, inelegant, going for her breasts.
			

			
				She should stop this. She even twisted her head to tell John they shouldn’t do this. Bashful John, her favorite student, was not so bashful anymore, and cupped her tits right as one of the guys inside grunted, “Your tits, let me come on your tits.”
			

			
				Abigail’s knees nearly buckled, and John was there, grabbing her tits, squeezing them, pulling her tight against him, his cock wedged between them. His breathing was so loud in her ear, nearly panting right from the start as he dry-fucked her right there in the hallway, slow at first until he realized she wasn’t going to slap him or berate him, then frenetic humping that left her reaching out to the wall to support herself, her head dipping, cheeks burning.
			

			
				John tore at her blouse, at her buttons. One of them ripped free of the buttonhole. There would be no explaining that if the janitors or security came around, but Abigail’s mind was burning now, divided between John’s rough hands on her breasts and the wicked sounds coming from the locker room. John got his hands inside the blouse and cupped and groped her tits, no skill, pure need, and she loved it, loved the baseness of this, twisting her head even further, wishing the angle wasn’t so awkward so she could feel his lips on hers.
			

			
				Her own breathing sped up, her chest rising and falling, and she reached behind herself to pull up her skirt, pull it up for John, for a fucking eighteen-year-old student, a wanton slut pointing the way to him, and he pulled back far enough to tug the skirt further up, staring at her ass in her white cotton briefs. Not the most flattering pair in her drawer but it wasn’t like she’d been expecting this, to be fucked up against a wall in the school hallway by her favorite student as they listened to another teacher get railed by hers. She nearly laughed at that right up to the point where John slapped his cock against her ass and her panties came down. Her eyes widened as he slid his cock through the cleft, her student, her student, her student. He adjusted himself, his tip tapping against her pussy, and he breathed the only words he’d speak for a long time.
			

			
				“Is it okay?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she moaned, so soft but seeming so much louder in the empty hallway. And he was inside her, pushing his way deep, his hands on her waist. He throbbed, and began to pump with almost furious speed, jerking back and forth inside her, fucking his teacher for everything he was worth, holding nothing back. And it felt fucking amazing, the wild abandon, the need of him. 
			

			
				He slipped free and Abigail stumbled forward, hitting the wall so hard she was sure someone inside must have heard, but John was right back on her and she didn’t care if they were discovered anyways. What was that slut going to do, tattle on them? Besides, it sounded like things were only getting more intense inside the locker room, just as they were outside it. John lined himself up again and Abigail leaned against the wall, throwing her curvy ass back against him, his hips slapping against her skin. He reached under her and grabbed her tits, squeezing them, a virgin unleashed on a nine-course meal of a woman, his fantasy and it was real, it was happening, and she lost herself to the eagerness of him, the vitality. She expected John to come fast and that would have been all right because he was young and he’d get hard again just as quick, but no, he surprised her, delighted her, hanging on, fucking her as though this might be their last time and holding off on his own pleasure as hers swept through her. Her entire body was foreign to her in that moment, a dozen pleasure centers singing in unison.
			

			
				He was going to make her come.
			

			
				Her ecstasy rose like the apex of a rollercoaster and Abigail arched her back, a silent cry on her lips, her eyes blind to everything as the sensations rocked her. No orgasm before equaled that one, her body taking that rollercoaster plunge down, down, until she was rising again, both internally and externally, John gripping her tits so hard he had pulled her upright, and finally she could twist her head and kiss him, finally their lips connected and caused a second round of shockwaves through her as she tried not to make any noise. He jerked and bucked as she came, and his own come erupted inside her, shot after shot making her want to cry out, to shout a hallelujah and fall to her knees to thank Amy Brandt properly for the best pair of orgasms of her life.
			

			
				She could barely put a thought together as John pulled out of her, panting. He didn’t hesitate. He tugged her skirt down into place and spun her around before backing her against the wall, kissing her hungrily and sloppily, groping at her tits and her ass. Her brain was still misfiring as he grabbed her hand and tugged her down the hallway, back towards her classroom, back towards the locked door. She dug out her keys and dropped them. John snatched them up and jerked upright, staring at the damage he’d done to her blouse, not in shame, but in savage delight. He sucked her tit right against the door and she gripped his head to her, pulling him tight. “Suck me, suck my tit,” she whimpered, and then he was pushing the keys into her hand. She spun and he bucked against her ass in her skirt again, dry humping her with the pure unfiltered need of a formerly virginal eighteen-year-old until she got the door open and they spilled inside. 
			

			
				Her panties, she realized dimly as her young lover guided her onto her back on the table where they’d just been working. She’d abandoned her panties somewhere in the hall. Have to go back for them, she thought, and then she thought no more, because her skirt was back up around her waist, her well-used pussy and thighs covered in drying come. He worked the buttons on her blouse fast, and he rid her of her bra, dropping down to cup and squeeze one of her tits, his legs on either side of one of hers, his cock driving against her bare thigh as he sucked and gurgled his happiness. She reached down and rubbed her pussy, her other hand going to John’s head as she played with herself. He sucked and licked her nipples, occasionally making slurping noises that drove her wild in the baseness of them. His cock was rock hard again and he shifted, grabbing her thighs and she whimpered and spread herself for him, pointing where to go without a word, and his cock slid back into her, a moan escaping her, a satisfied sigh escaping him.
			

			
				The table scooted back and forth with the force of John’s zero-to-sixty fucking. Her tits bounced along, drawing his delighted gaze. His hands shot for them again, his new favorite toys, and had anyone else been as rough with her nipples as him, she would have warned them off, but in that inferno of a moment, the pain was pleasure, the tweaks and pulling making her rock to meet his thrusts, her hand going to her mouth to suck her fingers like she was blowing him.
			

			
				“I love your boobs. I want to fuck them sometime,” he said, shoving deep into her again, her knees spread so wide they nearly brushed the table.
			

			
				“Oh, oh, uh huh,” she moaned around her fingers.
			

			
				“And that mouth, I want that mouth on me. I want you to suck my… my dick.”
			

			
				“Yuuuungh, so fugging, uh, uh, uh… suck…”
			

			
				“Yes! Sucking me! Sucking my cock! A-and…I want to f-fuck your ass, Ms. Medina!”
			

			
				“Oh God, oh, oh ohhhh GOD!” she cried out, thinking about it, thinking about him bending her over that same table and sliding his cock into her ass, and she was coming again, her wetness a puddle under her.
			

			
				He pulled out of her, saying something, but her mind was blank and she processed nothing. Abigail let herself be guided to her feet and she kissed him and grabbed his cock out of pure instinct, mewling with need. John laughed delightedly and pulled her towards her desk at the head of the classroom, towards her armless office chair, and he dropped onto it, pulling her on top of him. Her head tilted sideways as she fucked herself with his raging hard cock, her eyes dazed. She bounced on John and he buried his face in her tits, his hands all over her ass. Her mind emptied of everything but pleasure.
			

			
				And there was so much pleasure.
			

			
				John bounced her hard on his lap, her head rolling with it, her hips slapping against his, her tits keeping a merry rhythm. He clutched the back of her head and kissed her again, shoving his tongue inside her mouth, and she responded in kind, her focus returning, her brain starting to fire back up again. She released a breath she didn’t even know she’d been holding, a long wail of his name.
			

			
				“Joooooooohn!”
			

			
				“I’m fucking you, I’m fucking Ms. Medina, holy shti, holy shit,” he gasped.
			

			
				“Fucking… me, oh, oh, ohhhhh, oh fuck!”
			

			
				“Ms. Medina, Ms. Medina, oh crap, oh crap, I… I’m…”
			

			
				“Come for me, come for me!”
			

			
				“Shit, oh, oh shit!”
			

			
				He grabbed her waist tight, thrusting up into her until he began to come again, so much of him, and he’d just come. The young were incredible, that was for sure. She dropped her lips to his, their hips still jumping as they kissed and kissed.
			

			
				“Are we going to do this again?” John asked abashedly when she finally pulled back, stroking his chest with trembling fingertips.
			

			
				Abigail gave him a lopsided grin. “Only every chance we get.”
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Saturday came, and Abigail could wait no longer. She knew where Amy Brandt’s house was, having gone there once for a colleague’s baby shower. It was a nice place on a quiet street, a huge improvement compared to Abigail’s own paltry two-bedroom apartment.
			

			
				She parked at the curb and checked her makeup one more time. She’d dressed a little sexy for this, just in case, and thought she looked damn good in a bodysuit that showed off a shocking among of cleavage and some ultra-tight denim shorts accenting her best asset. She kissed at herself in the mirror, then stepped out and walked up to the front door. Her world had been rocked on its foundation and to her surprise, she wasn’t upset about it. She hungered for her next encounter with John. Or maybe one of the other yummy eighteen- or nineteen-year-old students. Her existence felt new and wild, and she loved it.
			

			
				She rang the doorbell, rocking on her feet. A minute later, Amy answered the door, a plush robe concealing her luscious curves. “Abigail?” she asked, confused.
			

			
				Her makeup was almost perfect, save for her smudged lipstick. Abigail realized her coworker probably had a guest right at that moment. And that very likely meant a student.
			

			
				“I heard you,” Abigail said. She licked her lips. To her surprise, Amy didn’t look shocked or scared. She looked amused.
			

			
				“I think I have something of yours,” she said, and stepped out of view for a minute. Abigail wasn’t sure if she should go inside or not, but a minute later, Amy was back, a pair of panties in hand and a smirk on her face. She curled a finger at Abigail, and the brunette stepped inside. The panties dropped to the floor, forgotten about again as Amy closed the door behind her. They moved together through the house, towards the bedroom. A man called, “Who was it?”
			

			
				“Another treat, if you can handle two of us,” Amy said, and there on the bed, nude and lazily stroking his cock, was Kalab. Muscular, devastatingly handsome Kalab, star of the football team, the high school, the whole town.
			

			
				As Amy prodded Abigail forward, the young Black man stared up at them both, stroking his long, thick cock faster. “I think I can manage.” 
			

			
				


			
				Finals
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alex expected his student Delana Lind to show up, but it still sent a thrill of pleasure through him when she knocked on his office’s open door and peeked in.
			

			
				“Am I interrupting?”
			

			
				“Just grading,” he said. “Come on in, Delana.” It was still unusual for him to call a student by their first name, but they’d become friends this last semester, and were about to become something more.
			

			
				“Did you grade mine yet? Did I do it?”
			

			
				He leaned back in his chair, pretending to consider this. “Well… I did.”
			

			
				“Oh, I could throw my shoe at you. I did it, didn’t I?”
			

			
				“You only got one question wrong.”
			

			
				“Victory!” Delana shouted. She pumped her fists in the air, which did marvelous things to her big breasts, making them bounce in her tight top under her open blouse.
			

			
				She was such a sexy young woman, her long, doe-eyed face utterly stunning. Her makeup was always done in bright colors to emphasize those eyes, the delicate press of her lips, and her flawless black skin. It was an innocent face, timid despite her big personality, as though she were a gazelle ready to run at any moment.
			

			
				Delana was tall, very nearly six foot, with the kind of curves that drove him to a lot of fantasies about her. He had little qualms about sleeping with juniors or seniors, and his fantasies about her had been a foregone conclusion since her first week in his classroom, those soulful eyes and long gorgeous lashes driving him to constant distraction.
			

			
				She could be one of the quietest students in his class, and had started off that way, which led to her current situation. It was an advanced class, one she’d taken more for the handsome forty-year-old in front of the classroom than any practical reason, and by the time she realized she was in over her head, it was too late to transfer. They worked out a study session twice a week in his office, and though it had taken a lot of effort on her part, Delana had slowly worked her way up from a potential low C to an A by the end of the year. If she had obtained a high B, he probably would have nudged her grade in that direction anyways due to her hard work, but she earned this…
			

			
				…as well as her promised reward. Delana bet him early on she could do this, and the reward was anything she wanted that Alex could feasibly give her. He knew what that had meant and he agreed willingly. It could have cost him his job but with her, he didn’t care. He wanted her with a savage, animalistic need, and he would have her, success or not. But in the end, Alex was glad she did it.
			

			
				“I’m proud of you,” he said as she came into his office. He fought the urge to growl his pleasure when she closed the door behind her. 
			

			
				 “Thank you, Dr. Ory,” Delana said, her voice suddenly quiet and soulful as she inched forward. “I mean that.”
			

			
				“Come here.”
			

			
				She clicked the lock into place, and did just that, coming first to the desk, then around it. There were still a few professors around, and they could be caught doing this, but he could resist no longer. He needed his hands on her. His lips. He needed to be inside her, fucking Delana the way he wanted all semester.
			

			
				She stared up at him, trembling despite all her cute bluster. Twenty-two. So fucking young. And she was his.
			

			
				He cupped her chin and brought his lips to hers. His other hand went to her waist, then to her curvy ass, and he brought her in closer, the hand going to her back now, holding her tight as he kissed her more thoroughly, more insistently. Her fingers went to his belt, working it, cursing at it, and then she had it free and undid the button on his slacks. He was hardening already and she gasped at the size of his cock in her palms, freshly trimmed just for her, for this moment, for any moment she wanted to come.
			

			
				“This,” she said, low, quiet, throaty. “This is mine. This is what I win.”
			

			
				“It’s yours,” Alex said. She stroked him as she kissed him again, sweet kisses gone darker, needier. She was not his first student, but if Delana asked it, she would be the last. He would give up his playboy life in a heartbeat for her. She was the brightest burning flame he’d ever encountered and his very soul desired her.
			

			
				“I want something too,” he said.
			

			
				“What’s that?” she asked, stroking him steadily with both hands while he occupied his with finding the zipper on her skirt.
			

			
				“Dinner at my place tomorrow night.”
			

			
				“You can have dinner at your place any night you like, I’d imagine.”
			

			
				He chuckled and gave her ass a smack. “Brat.”
			

			
				“Mm. I have panties that say that.”
			

			
				“Wear them tomorrow night.”
			

			
				“Yes, Dr. Ory,” she said softly, grinning that impish grin he loved so much.
			

			
				Alex finally found the zipper and tugged it down, her skirt falling to the floor. “I’d tell you to call me Alex, but… nope, Dr. Ory is way sexier.”
			

			
				She laughed. It was a good laugh, a relieved laugh, and she let him go to rope her hands around his neck. “I finished, I graduated, I did it.”
			

			
				“You did it. And now you’ve seduced the sexiest professor to have ever professed.”
			

			
				He gripped her by her fit, curvy ass and hoisted her up onto his desk. He’d already cleared it, knowing this was coming. She kissed him again, fingers tracing his chest through his Oxford shirt, then trailing up to his tanned face and his graying curls. “Do you mean it?”
			

			
				“Which part?”
			

			
				“Dinner?”
			

			
				“Of course. And more, if you want it.” He busied himself with removing her panties. Not that there was much material to remove, a wink and a nod towards covering her ripe, full pussy lips. Just as he’d imagined them. 
			

			
				“Of course we’re going to do more. I’m riding you all weekend. My bucking bronco professor.”
			

			
				He kissed her neck as he ran his fingers along her tender lips. “Just this weekend?”
			

			
				“Maybe more. If it’s a very… oh… good… dinner.”
			

			
				He traced his lips up her neck. “Mac and cheese.” His finger slipped into her, finding her tight, wet, and warm. “Boiled hot dogs.”
			

			
				Her moan set him on fire. “Please tell me there will be, ahhhh, frozen peas and carrots.”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. Microwaved.”
			

			
				She burst into fits of giggles, and he brought his lips to hers to quiet her. Her hands went to his cheeks, the stubble there. Alex meant to shave that morning but fantasies of what he intended to do to Delana that day kept him occupied until he was nearly late for his last classes of the semester. Fantasies he now intended to act out, starting with this one.
			

			
				“You are so fucking beautiful,” he whispered in her ear. “The things you’d do to me in class and when you were sitting in here with me…”
			

			
				“I would have been yours any time you wanted me.”
			

			
				He fingered her faster, and she dropped back onto her elbows, watching him with a mixture of fear of the size of her need for her professor and a dazedly happy acceptance that this was real, that everything she wanted was really hers. When he added a second finger, she gasped sharply.
			

			
				“Quiet, Ms. Lind, or I might be forced to find your panties and stuff them in your mouth,” he warned her.
			

			
				“You could put something else in my mouth to quiet me down.”
			

			
				“Not until I’ve had my fun with you. I’ve been looking forward to seeing how sexy you are for me when you come on my fingers and my tongue.”
			

			
				“Okay, yeah, I like your plan better.”
			

			
				He chuckled and moved his free hand to her blouse, popping buttons swiftly and taking in every inch of her revealed to him. His tanned skin made for a nice contrast against her deep black, and he liked her choice of bra, a silky black that cupped her big breasts and held them up as if to say here, wouldn’t you like your mouth on these? He would, very much so. She sat up just far enough to give him better access to the bra and he took advantage by kissing her again, his lips eager to return to hers.
			

			
				“I thought… you might want this to be just a one-time thing,” Delana said, her voice so timid and soft, so unlike her most of the time. 
			

			
				“No. I’ve become very fond of you.”
			

			
				“But the school-”
			

			
				He kissed her again. “They can deal with it.”
			

			
				“It could mean-”
			

			
				“Yes. It could. Don’t care.”
			

			
				“Damn it, Alex, let me finish a sent-”
			

			
				He kissed her again, making her laugh, making her moan as he applied pressure to her clit and her mound with the heel of his palm, rubbing her for a moment before fingering her again. He sped up, and she was racing towards her first climax, her eyes half-lidded and watching him like a cat lazing in the afternoon sun. He brought his mouth to one of her big nipples and sucked and licked, making her tense, making her whisper, “Oh my God, oh my God,” and he knew she was close, so he let the nipple go and brought his lips to hers again, watching her orgasm, watching her begin the sweet fall into being his forever.
			

			
				And when Delana came, he flipped her over and dropped to his knees behind her, massaging that big curvy butt and thanking God for lunges and squats. She watched him over her shoulder, lips parted, her ass swaying gently with her nervous anticipation. He knew she had a few boyfriends throughout college but she acted virginally shy now, trepidation and excitement in equal measure pouring from her as he buried his mouth against her pussy and got his first taste of her.
			

			
				“Mm, you are so wet for me,” he said. “I love it.”
			

			
				“God yes. You could have made me fill a bathtub today when I was taking my finals.”
			

			
				He went in for more than a taste, eating her out while his hands roaming that luscious ass. She swayed with it, rocking her ass back, hands folded underneath her on the desk. Her head tilted back as his tongue drove deep, fighting back moans that still occasionally escaped her. He wanted her gushing for him, and he got it, teasing such wetness from her like he’d never seen before, her body so ready for this.
			

			
				“Alex… Dr. Ory…” she whimpered, her voice as soft as the misting rain outside.
			

			
				He responded by sliding a finger back into her, exploring her until he found her spot, and she arched with it, throwing back her long black curls and clamping her mouth shut, foot rising and falling like she was a horse stamping the ground. She came again for him, an explosion of breath the only sound she made, and he stood slowly, pulling his finger free and roping his arms around her, his cock so hard it throbbed.
			

			
				“I’m going to fuck you now,” he murmured in her ear.
			

			
				“Please. I need it so much.”
			

			
				“I have you.”
			

			
				Alex pressed his cock against Delana’s ass. With one arm still around her, he pulled her back to his desk chair and sat with her on his lap. She twisted her head, and he kissed her slowly, softly, gently. She rose up just far enough to reach beneath her and aim him upwards, and with his lips still against hers, she settled onto him, taking him slowly but unflinchingly, his every inch filling her so well, like they had always belonged together.
			

			
				“Alex.”
			

			
				In that word was so much fear and wonderment and adoration, and he replied in kind with his kisses, worshipful and promising that he wasn’t going anywhere. She began to rock on him, and he let his hands roam, one going between her legs to her mound and her big prominent clit, and the other moving across her soft stomach, her breasts, her neck. This she really liked, and moaned against his mouth, bouncing harder. He cupped it tighter, not choking her, but bringing her tighter against him as he began to move within her, meeting her rocking with his own. Their first time was gentle and slow, time losing all meaning. They heard voices down the hallway, but they might as well have been on a different planet. Neither of them cared if they were discovered, not then, not when their hearts were making a connection they couldn’t have anticipated at the beginning of the semester, her a twenty-two-year-old stressed about a class load she shouldn’t have taken on her last semester, him interested in the young Black beauty in the second row of his classes and thinking if only he was twenty years younger. Little did he know then the ocean of her lust for him, or his own for her, the ferocity with which he'd come to want her, need her.
			

			
				And now Delana was his, and she was coming on his cock, his name on her lips. “Alex, oh, oh…”
			

			
				“Come for me, love, come for me,” he breathed, and she reached up to grip his hair with her trembling fingers, twisting it as she came, and he was so close himself, so desperate for her. “Delana, I’m close.”
			

			
				She pulled off him and hurried to twist around, climbing right back on top of him and driving down onto his cock. He held her ass tight, staring up at her, his student, his queen. “I’m safe,” she whispered in his ear, and he rocked her on his lap as she brought her lips to his neck, nipping, kissing. He erupted, his grunt loud in the silence of the office, his eyes tight slits, his pleasure world-ending, because he would never be the same person again, not with her in his life.
			

			
				Afterward, he took a bottle of water from his mini-fridge and a fistful of tissues and cleaned her up, making her jump with the coldness of the water. She settled on his lap again and tucked her head against him, both of them staring at the closed door. She sniffed, and he kissed her cheek.
			

			
				“I mean it. I want this to be more.”
			

			
				“Me too,” Delana whispered. “I… I l…”
			

			
				“I know. Me too.”
			

			
				She twisted her head and kissed him again before standing up and grinning. “Then you better do a damn better job tomorrow night than hot dogs and mac and cheese.”
			

			
				“You haven’t tasted my mac and cheese. I add just the right amount of milk.”
			

			
				She stuck out her tongue at him and he gave her ass another little spank.
			

			
				“Brat.”
			

			
				“Your brat,” she said, and stood back up to tug back on her clothes. “Did I really nearly ace it? You didn’t… you know, help me?”
			

			
				“No. It was all you. Swear. I’ll show you the other tests and answer sheet tomorrow night if you want.”
			

			
				“Cool.” She kissed him one more time, then headed for the door. “Thanks again, Dr. Ory.”
			

			
				“See you tomorrow night… Ms. Lind.”
			

			
				


			
				Bully for You
			

			
				 
			

			
				By now, it was pretty obvious what Creed Crayton was doing, bullying Nigel Jenkins. He liked detention. Liked hanging around Mandy’s classroom after school. And the truth was, she liked it too. A lot.
			

			
				Creed was nineteen, older than most his classmates but not because he was held back. He was sharp enough he’d have made valedictorian if he wanted to, and if his personality wasn’t the very definition of arrogant. Instead, he was content to coast by on As and Bs, never quite putting forth the effort to be the best in anything. That wasn’t his style. His focus was on girls. Girls girls girls. And no one held his attention more than his sexy blonde teacher Mandy Redmond.
			

			
				So when Nigel loudly answered a question in class that day, chest puffed out and an overeager grin on his face at having the right answer and Nigel responded with, “Jesus Christ, she’s not going to fuck you,” Mandy almost couldn’t help a laugh herself. No one liked Nigel. He had no real friends. Even the outcasts thought he was an annoying goober. Hell, she had occasional meetings with the principal and Nigel’s parents about Creed’s bullying and Mandy got the distinct impression that even Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins didn’t like their son. Someone should have stuffed his annoying ass in a locker, wrapped a chain around it, padlocked it, and thrown him into a river a long time ago.
			

			
				Mandy told Creed that was enough, and to see her for half an hour’s detention after school. He didn’t care, not really, and neither did she, but he offered up a token, “Aw, Ms. Redmond, I had other plans!”
			

			
				“Then change them, Mr. Crayton. I don’t care for bullying in my classroom.” At Nigel’s smug grin, she added, “Or teacher’s pets. Let someone else answer the questions from time to time, Mr. Jenkins.”
			

			
				That got rid of his smile.
			

			
				Creed came by after school, tall, broad-shouldered, muscular. He had something of a beach bum look to his slightly shaggy sandy blond hair, but it was a deliberate look and suited him well. Despite his strong jaw and sharp cheekbones, his face was youthful thanks mostly to his playful eyes, which had fooled a lot of girls into thinking they were somehow the one who was going to change him. And yet they still fell all over themselves for him even when they knew the truth, that he was a player and a little mean-spirited through and through.
			

			
				He stood throughout detention, and the reason was obvious. His jeans were tight enough to show off a significant bulge, a thick pipe running down his thigh. Mandy tried not to look, as she had on a dozen other occasions, but more and more lately it was hard not to stare.
			

			
				They talked mostly about graduation looming in a few weeks and his plans for college. His eyes roamed her chest. Mandy had undone a couple buttons and her cleavage was shown off to pretty great effect. He blatantly stared, and had he made a move, she wasn’t sure later she would have said no.
			

			
				It had been too long since Mandy was with someone that really interested her. James was a walking ATM who showered her with jewelry and nice clothes, but his overeager four inches couldn’t satisfy her and he didn’t like her proposal that she fuck other men to get what she caved. Before him was Kyson, an investor who cared more about work than taking care of her, a shame, since his cock was one of the biggest she’d ever seen and it left her nearly drooling to think about in their early days together. She could respect a man who liked the hustle but she needed dick from time to time, damn it. And before that had been Miles, sweet Miles, a fellow teacher who was just a little too eager to please, a grown version of Nigel, and that made her pussy as dry as Death Valley.
			

			
				But Creed? Creed was interesting. It couldn’t be a relationship, if they hooked up, and she was pretty sure she’d let him hit it, probably as a graduation present. His family money and aspirations to become a plastic surgeon meant she’d keep him on her radar too, in case he ever came back to town, but Mandy was more interested in what he had to offer her in the here and now. Creed had a big dick and he obviously knew how to use it. And unlike the fumbling attempts of the many other eighteen-and-nineteen-year-old guys who came and went through her five years of teaching high school, Creed had the confidence to not care if he succeeded or failed. He was in it for the game. A lost art among the sea of his do-nothing jellyfish classmates. If it wasn’t for guys like him, she was pretty sure every woman in the United States would choose a good dildo and a vibrator over the feeble fumbling of the populace at large.
			

			
				In that moment, as she idly tried to figure out how long Creed actually was, Mandy wondered if the number of illegitimate children had grown in the last ten years. How many mothers out there were getting it good from a neighbor or a coworker who didn’t sit his ass in front of a computer or a video game system all day?
			

			
				Food for thought, as was his cock. Her eyes finally reluctantly moved back up his body to his face, and he smirked.
			

			
				“Something seems to be distracting you tonight.”
			

			
				“Shut up,” she said, but she gave him a lopsided grin too.
			

			
				“You know, if you wanted a peek without any clothes in the way…” he said, starting towards her. But there came a banging on the door, and whatever might have happened next didn’t. He looked at the door irritably. There was a glass panel set in it, and peering in were his two best friends, Lee and Wayne.
			

			
				“Go. Get out of here,” Mandy said, still smirking.
			

			
				“You sure about that?” Creed asked, sounding disappointed. “I could ask them to wait. Or tell them to come in and watch. Hell, they’re both pretty hung too, you want us all to take care of you.”
			

			
				“Oh my God, go, Creed,” she said.
			

			
				“I’m going, I’m going.”
			

			
				“One more thing?”
			

			
				“Yeah?”
			

			
				“Stop fucking with Nigel. You don’t need an excuse to come by after school.”
			

			
				He cocked an eyebrow, his grin widening. He went, and she listened his friends asking if they did anything. Creed told them of course not, and their voices faded as Mandy got her things together and closed up the classroom.
			

			
				She wanted to go home and get in a workout. A lot of the other female teachers loved to glower at her for being a walking sexpot dream, the fantasy of every straight guy who came through the school, but she couldn’t help them being jealous, catty bitches. All they had to do was exercise and eat right and maybe someone would want them the way they wanted her. Mandy didn’t despise them, but pitied them in a distant, cold sort of way. They’d live their lives clucking their tongues about her instead of actually doing something about their own situation. Most people were like that. God forbid they get on the fucking treadmill and change things for the better for themselves, or put forth the effort at work to get that promotion instead of bitching about who did. Mandy was a very goal-oriented person and it pissed her off at times that other people weren’t.
			

			
				She walked to the back doors of the school that fed out into the teachers’ parking lot, saying goodnight along the way to a few colleagues and telling a couple students to quit horsing around in the hallways and go home. The sunshine felt good when she escaped the building and she drank it in. Maybe she’d go for a jog, or a bike ride. That sounded even better.
			

			
				There was just one teeny tiny problem. Her car wouldn’t start. It sounded like it wanted to, something in the engine making a sound like it was a cat getting sick, then nothing but a click. The goddamn thing was nearly brand-new, a Christmas present from James. She frowned and tried the engine again. This time there was just a click.
			

			
				She stepped out and looked at the car, as though it might start just from her puzzlement and annoyance. There were a few guys in her contacts list who were pretty handy, and if worst came to worst she could call her father, who might not know modern cars but could at least help her find a decent mechanic. She was browsing her phone and trying to decide who to call when a sports car eased into the lot and veered towards her. 
			

			
				And in the driver’s seat? Creed Crayton.
			

			
				He rolled down his window and killed the rock music.  “My car won’t start,” she said, adding a little girlish pout to her voice. “Do you know anything about them?”
			

			
				“Not really. Need a ride?” he asked.
			

			
				She looked around and saw no one. Oh, what the hell. She could leave the car here overnight and let one of her fellow teachers, Michael Trenton, take a look at it the next day. He used to teach shop when that was still a thing thirty years ago, but had long since changed to history.
			

			
				She grabbed her purse from her car and strutted around to Creed’s passenger side. He leaned across and opened the door for her, watching her legs with great interest as she got in. Her skirt wasn’t exactly short, but it did show off her calves pretty well. She gave him her address, and they took off.
			

			
				In a move that didn’t surprise Mandy in the slightest, Creed went the wrong way. “Taking the scenic route?” she asked, twisting in her chair to face him.
			

			
				He glanced at her, that devastating smirk in place. “You really want me to take you straight home, I will.”
			

			
				She squirmed at his gaze, feeling a wellspring of heat course through her. “Hm. Me and my student, all alone. Why, you could do just about anything to me.” 
			

			
				“Tell me the truth about something.”
			

			
				“What?” She undid another button on her blouse, and now her bra was fully visible.
			

			
				“Me and Nigel. It kind of turns you on, watching me treat him like shit. Doesn’t it?”
			

			
				“Maybe.”
			

			
				“Maybe, bullshit. You’ve got it bad, don’t you?”
			

			
				Mandy blushed hard, her lips turning up at the corners. “Maybe.”
			

			
				And with that, she sat up, pulling her skirt languidly up to her waist, showing off her black panties. He took a right and tried to keep an eye both on the road and his sexy blonde teacher as she slid a hand into her panties, watching him, wet for him.
			

			
				Her student.
			

			
				Oh sure, he was nineteen, but he was still in high school, and this was wrong, so wrong, but she just didn’t care anymore. She wanted him, and so she worked the chair controls with her other hand, pushing it back so she could lift a leg and rest one of her heel-clad feet on the dash above the glovebox as she played with her pussy.
			

			
				“Fuck,” Creed said, his eyes widening. “You ever done this with a student before?”
			

			
				“Nope.” She’d been told before that her voice was at its sexiest when she went high and nearly falsetto with it, adding a little squeak to it, and she did that now.
			

			
				 Already Mandy was so wet for him and had been for a while. She massaged her pussy lips hard, her long white-painted nails against her sensitive skin. Her eyes closed as her pleasure mounted, and she felt more than saw him shift in his seat. When she opened them again, he had his phone in hand and was clearly about to take a picture or a video.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” she asked in a tone that was more whimper than anything else.
			

			
				“Getting a video of my hot-as-fuck teacher playing with herself in my car.”
			

			
				“No one can see,” she said.
			

			
				Creed chuckled. “Sure.”
			

			
				Of course he was going to show his friends. She was certain of that. But her mind was lost to the taboo nature of this, and she didn’t care when he held out the phone at an angle to capture the wanton look on her face, her bra-encased tits and her half-opened blouse, not to mention her hand in her panties, rubbing her pussy faster and faster.
			

			
				They nearly blew through a stop sign and she took the phone from him, blowing a kiss at the thing. She rocked with the pleasure, her eyes going sleepy and sexy, her plump lips parting. Her face was exotically beautiful, a trace of her Japanese grandmother in her eyes and delicate features. Her body screamed sex, her tits big perky handfuls, her waist tight from hours spent working out every week and a good diet, her ass curvy and fit all at once. And thanks to regular sunbathing in her backyard, she was free of any tan lines, a fact she showed off now to the phone. Her skin glowed golden and she loved the way it looked in the late afternoon haze, like a fucking goddess, a teacher fantasy brought to life, and it was looking at herself in that video more than anything else about that moment that sent her flying towards an orgasm.
			

			
				“Going to come, Ms. Redmond?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” she squeaked, and this time, there was no faking the falsetto note. She always went that high when she was about to come.
			

			
				“You like having me after school for detention, don’t you?”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” she moaned, her knee hitting the window as she worked her pussy.
			

			
				“You love staring at this fat fucking cock in my jeans.”
			

			
				“Fat… fucking… cock.”
			

			
				“Love watching me bully poor little Nigel around.”
			

			
				She threw him a look of pure fire.
			

			
				“Answer the question, Ms. Redmond.”
			

			
				“Yes!” she said, her voice so high it was barely audible. “I love when you give him shit.” Her orgasm hit her, and in the video, her eyes widened, her lips parting before she cried out, “Oh, oh, Creeeed!”
			

			
				She wasted no time, dropping her foot and reaching out to unzip his jeans. But she missed that he’d already undone them, only his briefs blocking her access now. He leaned upward and tugged them down far enough to make his huge dick fall out against his leg, so fucking big, his tip gleaming with precome for her. She moaned and twisted until she was on her knees, feet against the door, leaning over his lap and gripping his cock in her small hands.
			

			
				They nearly missed a stop sign. Creed pulled over and dug something out of his door’s storage compartment. It was a phone grip. He took the phone from her and attached the grip, then held it at a few different angles. By the point when he settled on a place to stick it to the dash, Mandy had his cock in her mouth, sucking him fast and sloppy, her head bobbing, blonde hair spilling across his lap. A student, she was sucking a student’s cock, and she just had one of the most powerful orgasms of her life, and they were driving again, his free hand pulling up her skirt again and rubbing her cunt through her panties, and she rocked with it, needing him to come down her throat, needing him to make her come with those big fingers.
			

			
				“Oh yeah, suck it, Ms. Redmond, fuck,” he moaned. “Can’t believe I’m doing this with a fucking teacher.”
			

			
				She moaned and devoured him deeper, making him jump. He laughed delightedly and rubbed her pussy faster. He had his thumb against her asshole through the panties and he rubbed it, making her mewl around him, making her want to take his every inch down her throat, and she tried for him, sucking him deep, then pulling back and breathing through her nose before plunging down again and again, taking a little more of him into her throat, a little more…
			

			
				“Ah, fuck!” he grunted.
			

			
				Because Mandy had his every inch inside her mouth, her lips spread lewdly wide around him, brushing his balls. She came off him with a gasp, spittle running down her chin and onto his seat. “Can the sluts your age do that?”
			

			
				“Fuck no,” Creed said, rubbing her pussy lips faster, his thumb pressing into her asshole through the fabric of her panties. She needed him back in her mouth and took him, head whipping up and down, her neck starting to ache from the awkward position, but fuck it, this was too hot to stop.
			

			
				She never noticed that Creed was heading somewhere in particular. Mandy was too busy slurping and sucking his student dick as she wrapped a hand around his shaft and started jerking him. Her own pleasure was building again too, his fingers experienced but the eagerness of doing this to a teacher giving him a wildness she loved.
			

			
				“Here we go,” he said, and she thought that was an odd way to announce he was about to come, but he wasn’t. Instead, he slowed the car, and she pulled off him to look outside. All she saw was a residential street she didn’t recognize, but he rolled down her window and Mandy caught on, looking over her shoulder.
			

			
				At Nigel, standing on the curb in front of a small home, gaping at them both.
			

			
				“Ms. Redmond?” he asked.
			

			
				“Christ,” Mandy muttered, and got back to sucking again.
			

			
				“Hey, fuckhead,” Creed said. “Ms. Redmond wants me to leave you alone the rest of the year so I’m gonna do that. But I told you she’s never going to fuck you. That’s because she’s been craving my cock, not your pathetic little two-inch worm. So congrats. You’re off the hook. Well… after tomorrow. I gotta show you what she said about you a few minutes ago. You’re going to love it. Gotta go. I need to take her somewhere, get her on her back, and blow a load in her cunt. See you tomorrow, buddy.”
			

			
				Mandy laughed around his tip as Creed took off again, rolling her window back up.
			

			
				He took her behind an abandoned grocery store, parking up close to the building and putting her over the hood so he could stare at her ass while he drove his cock inside her. He started a new video for that one, and the sight of her tight ass bouncing against his hips was the stuff of her fantasies for decades. She loved rewatching it with him whenever he came home for a visit from college, riding on top of him, or him fucking her from behind as they relived that first day they hooked up.
			

			
				As for Nigel, Creed walked him into her classroom after school. Nigel already looked defeated, and when Creed unzipped and pushed Mandy to her knees to blow him while he and Nigel watched their hot teacher on video playing with herself and admitting how little she thought of Nigel, he never quite recovered. In class, he stayed silent, staring at his desk. He didn’t interact much with anyone else in the halls or around the school. His loud braying laugh seemed to be permanently a thing of the past, and he was the teacher’s pet no longer.
			

			
				But Creed? Creed was forever going to be teacher’s favorite.
			

			
				


			
				Physical Education
			

			
				 
			

			
				Truth was, Janet Knight hadn’t always paid that much attention to big Archie Stark throughout most his high school days. She had him early on for his required freshman and sophomore PE classes, and hadn’t expected to see him back. He was grossly overweight then and had no hustle. Janet passed him for the same reason she passed sixty percent of her students – mercy.
			

			
				That was why it surprised her when the now-eighteen-year-old joined her advanced PE class his senior year. He didn’t need the extra PE credit to graduate, and he didn’t have the mopey anger of some of the students there to satisfy parents who wanted them to shed a few pounds. He seemed bright, attentive, and actually put forth one hell of an effort. Maybe too much of one at times, as he would start out sprints or longer runs too fast and burn out, but he always tried to finish, unless he was holding up the class.
			

			
				His pounds began to fly off by the dozens. One of his classmates, Claire, who he clearly had a crush on, asked him if he was on weight loss drugs, and he explained that he wasn’t, but would have to be if he didn’t lose the weight. And when it went off, it stayed off. His determination was epic, going from an easy three-hundred-plus pounds at the start of the year down to maybe two-forty, and a comfortable two-forty at that too. As tall as he was, he wore it well and seemed much lighter. He still got winded at the end of a mile and generally had to dog it a little towards the middle, but considering he had to walk the entire mile at the start of the year, it was a hell of an improvement.
			

			
				Archie got teased some in the early days, but he was too big to properly bully anymore, so when he ignored the jibes of the crueler classmates, they eventually stopped trying. But what he didn’t stand for was anyone bullying someone else. Then Archie would come alive, stepping in and getting between them, even getting into a fight once when the bully, a real asshole, shoved one of the smaller underclassmen into a wall. Archie got in his face, and the bully hit the younger classmate. Shouts broke out, and before Janet could reach them and separate them, big Archie hit the bully with a wild right, a glancing thing, as were the bully’s punches back. Janet and some other students separated them. Later, in the principal’s office, Janet gladly went to bat for him, and Archie saw only the afternoon off from school to cool down while the bully got a week’s suspension and a transfer out of her class.
			

			
				That night, Janet called her friend-with-benefits Brad up and he came over to lay underneath her while she bounced on him like a pogo stick. He asked later what had her worked up, and the answer didn’t come to her until the late hours. When it did, it made her smile in the darkness, even as she traced her well-used pussy lips with two fingers, thinking with weary resignation how strange it was that she was attracted, at least in that moment, to the most unlikely eighteen-year-old to have ever crossed her imagination.
			

			
				It wouldn’t be the last time Janet would fantasize about her tall, chubby student, but she would go whole weeks pushing Archie to the background noise of her mind. Then, out of the clear blue, when she needed a mental push when playing with a vibrator or resting underneath Brad, she’d think of Archie and be off to the races again, imagining his big soft hands pawing at her tight athletic ass or her bouncing perky tits. He was her body’s magic pill, responsible for some of the fiercest orgasms of her life, and always leaving her mentally bemused afterwards. 
			

			
				Archie? Really?
			

			
				But it began to make a lot of sense, especially when he lost his cherubic cheeks and double chin. What was underneath was a pleasant surprise. Weight loss alone couldn’t transform him into traditionally handsome, but he did have an attractive studiousness to his face, his soft, intelligent eyes amplified by naturally tightly pressed lips that were more serious than severe. His best feature, aside from his actual attempts at keeping his hair short and professional, unlike a lot of his shaggy classmates, were his sharp cheekbones, which definitely helped solidify her conscious mind’s realization that, yes, her nighttime fantasies were definitely warranted.
			

			
				It would have been wrong to blame the implosion of what Janet had with Brad on Archie, but her fantasies about her student were definitely part of the driving factor. Brad was good in bed, with occasional aspirations towards greatness, but he was already starting to get kind of boring by the time Archie entered the picture. Foreplay had mostly gone out the window in favor of a faster fucking, which wouldn’t have been bad on occasion but not all the time. She wanted to feel wanted, and had lost that with Brad.
			

			
				It didn’t surprise her in the slightest that he confronted her about mentally drifting when they were having sex. He thought at first the reason was him, that they were having a Renaissance period of their sex life, but then he asked if there was another man. She reminded him they’d both been okay with this being a casual thing and they could pursue other partners, but when prompted, told him yes, she’d been thinking often about someone else lately. There was no great big blowup, no slamming of doors, though Brad told her he did think they were starting to become more than friends, and walked out clearly hurt.
			

			
				That should have mattered more than it did. Janet liked Brad, and she too thought sometimes they might be headed for a deeper relationship. But it didn’t. Maybe they wasted too much time dancing around taking things further. Maybe her other rising lusts were gently pushing him out of her life. And maybe, in her heart of hearts, she was done with Brad. Hooking up with him had become a way to scratch an itch, a cure for boredom that stopped working months ago. It wasn’t anything he did. There was no fault to be had.
			

			
				And with that, Janet was free. Free to date again, if she wanted, and she would, but there was a hunger to take care of first, and she knew the night Brad left it was going to happen. She took her time about it, contemplating the risks. For the most part, she liked teaching, but if she lost her job, she wasn’t about to cry a river over it. Finding another job would be difficult but she had no ethical qualms about using the inevitable fallout for a Fantasy Gems page or something similar. In fact, the idea was kind of hot. Janet always had a streak of exhibitionism to her and loved being fucked in dangerous places. The best weekend of her life had been spent with a boyfriend in Yellowstone and the Grand Tetons, the two of them barely stepping off the paths before he would bend her over and rail her with her hands against a tree. They’d been seen a few times, and probably filmed. The idea of that footage out there somewhere didn’t frighten her as much as it excited her. And she was certainly attractive enough for a Fantasy Gems page, with a bikini body she kept nice and tight, plentiful tits, an ass she thought was even better in her early thirties than her twenties. Personally she wouldn’t mind getting a nose job someday but she’d never had any complaints and the two guys she told that to informed her she was crazy, that they loved her kind, sometimes stormy face and her sparkling smile that lit up her dark eyes.
			

			
				Yeah, Janet could do well with a second life as a model, especially given the taboo teacher thing. But her personal life would take a devastating hit. Her mother, a professor in Boston, would probably brain her. Her father would give her one of his “I’m not angry but I’m very disappointed” speeches that always made her feel a foot tall, and that was when she’d done petty stuff like tried to steal a bottle of wine from a convenience store for a party with her friends in high school. What would he say if he knew she fucked a student?
			

			
				There was a very real possibility Janet would find out if she did this. She thought she knew how she could get away with it, but there was always a risk of discovery. In fact, the chances of her being found out were far greater than not.
			

			
				But every day that she watched Archie in class and every night that she fantasized about being the one to take the big student’s virginity, she pushed the needle closer and closer towards saying fuck it. Desire was going to drive her crazy if she didn’t. Desire, and maybe curiosity too. And something else, something she wasn’t sure she could define except in ways that made her doubt her own feministic viewpoints. She wanted Archie to know his efforts mattered, that he should keep going. To reward him, if she was being blunt about it, and she knew that was morally wrong, but no less true.
			

			
				Still, she might have waited longer, maybe until after graduation, but then came the day he finally asked Claire out, and the needle finally pointed all the way towards fucking him.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				It was a Friday and towards the end of the school year. That meant the extracurriculars were pretty much done, aside from track and field. They would usually practice for an hour and a half. Janet knew this, having helped coach them for a few years until the school hired someone more permanently for the position. 
			

			
				But by and large, on a Friday afternoon, the school emptied as fast as water through a colander, both by students and faculty alike. They had been playing kickball in Janet’s class that day, a favorite among her students and a blowoff game during the last few weeks of school. When the ball rang, she told everyone they did a great job that day, and collected the balls and bases to bring into the equipment room by the gym.
			

			
				She was just in time to see Archie talk to Claire alone in the hallway, though “alone” was subjective. Her two closest friends in the class watched from around a corner. Janet approached them, and asked, “What’s going on?”
			

			
				“Archie’s asking Claire to the prom.”
			

			
				Janet felt an amusing twinge of jealousy at that, just as she was also proud of him for putting himself out there. Archie at this same time last year would have never done something so bold as this, she was sure of it.
			

			
				“She’s already going with Craig Raines,” the other girl said. “I feel so bad for him.”
			

			
				“He’s tried so hard this year.”
			

			
				At that very moment, Claire must have told him the bad news, because Archie’s hopeful expression deflated, and his shoulders slumped. Claire reached out and squeezed his arm, and he nodded, smiling at something she said. With that, they broke apart, going for their respective locker rooms.
			

			
				“Oh, poor guy,” Janet said.
			

			
				“Yeah,” both girls said at the same time.
			

			
				Janet finished with the equipment room, and by the time she came out, the hallways were all but empty. She waited in the gym for the two students to finish up. Claire stepped out first and wished her a good weekend, which Janet responded to in kind, a thin-lipped smile on her face.
			

			
				Your loss.
			

			
				She closed the doors to the gym after the young woman. This was crazy. This was career suicide. And the fever within her had never burned brighter than in that moment. She could walk into any upper-crust bar in New Bainbridge and walk out with a six or seven-figure man on her arm in half an hour. Her college boyfriends included a star quarterback and a power forward that went on to play pro ball. Another ex was an executive for one of the biggest investment firms in the city. She’d been fucked in condos worth millions and on a private plane. And none of those experiences, not a single one, came close to equaling the heat inside her at the thought of big, quiet Archie Stark. Her eighteen-year-old student. 
			

			
				Archie walked out of the men’s locker room slowly, defeat in his posture. She had no doubt Claire had been the end goal to all this hard work, and she hoped this wouldn’t crush him. But with a little teacher’s guidance, she thought maybe she’d keep him on the path towards a healthier life.
			

			
				At the very least, she was going to have fun trying.
			

			
				“Archie,” Janet called from the bleachers. The doors weren’t locked to allow the track and field team to shower up after practice. Anyone could walk in at any time, and oh God, the thought made her wet.
			

			
				He turned in her direction, looking quizzical. But he figured it out as he walked to her. “You saw, didn’t you?”
			

			
				“I did.”
			

			
				“She said if I’d asked a couple weeks ago… but I think she was just being nice.”
			

			
				“Take a seat,” Janet said.
			

			
				“Oh, hey, I’ll be all right.”
			

			
				“Archie, believe me when I say the next few minutes will change your life.”
			

			
				“You do give pretty good pep talks.”
			

			
				“You’ll be amazed at what else I give that’s pretty good.”
			

			
				“Huh?”
			

			
				“You’ll find out soon enough.”
			

			
				Archie sat. He looked good with his hair wet and pasted to his face like that. The Archie of last year would have kept it too long and scruffy, but someone, maybe even just himself, got him to get a regular haircut this year. She reached out and stroked it at his temple, his eyes widening.
			

			
				“I’ve been thinking to myself a lot this semester how far you’ve come,” she said, her voice a gentle caress. She moved her hand down to his arm, and then to his hand. “In my years as a teacher, I’ve never seen anyone transform the way you have. The effort you’ve put in has been nothing short of amazing.”
			

			
				“Thanks, Ms. Knight,” he said, his cheeks blooming and his eyes going to the hint of skin she’d revealed by sliding the zipper down to her cleavage when he was in the shower. His eyes jumped right back up to her face.
			

			
				“It’s all right to look,” she said, her voice going even throatier. She took his hand and brought it to her zipper.
			

			
				“Ms. Knight?” he asked, his voice going high. It made her smile.
			

			
				“Archie, I’m not in the habit of rewarding students with my body.”
			

			
				“What the…?”
			

			
				“Tug the zipper down.”
			

			
				He licked his lips, then looked her square in the eyes. “For real?”
			

			
				“For real.”
			

			
				“Why?”
			

			
				“Because I’ve been watching your progress. Watching you become a man. I want to you to stay on that road and not let what happened tonight with Claire be the reason you backslide.” She nudged his hand gently down, and he unzipped her hoodie slowly, his eyes fixated on her big breasts in her sports bra, her tank tucked behind her on the bleachers. It wasn’t the sexiest bra, but he stared as if the greatest treasures in all the world had been revealed.
			

			
				“Oh shit,” he breathed. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t cuss, I…”
			

			
				“It’s okay,” Janet said, and took his hand again. “It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay.” And with that, she brought it to one of her breasts.
			

			
				“I’m being pranked, I, I…”
			

			
				“No. This is no prank. I’ve been fantasizing about you a lot lately.”
			

			
				“No, no, this is a joke.”
			

			
				“Archie, listen to me,” Janet said, sitting up and crossing one knee underneath her. “If you really mean no, you can tell me, and I’ll stop this. But I promise you, I swear to you, this is no joke. I want you. I shouldn’t but I do.”
			

			
				While he looked all around, clearly thinking someone was going to jump out and laugh, she pulled the sports bra off. He didn’t notice at first until he did, gasping and staring at her breasts, at her big brown nipples.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” Archie said, nearly shouting.
			

			
				She giggled and said, “Sh, sh sh sh. That’s the one thing we have to be careful about. The janitors always start at the other end of the building and we have, mm, probably an hour and a half until the track team comes in, but let’s be out of here a lot faster than that, okay?”
			

			
				“This… it’s really real?”
			

			
				“It’s really real,” Janet said, reaching out to stroke his cock through his jeans. “And you’re going to want to get those down as fast as possible, because I need that cock in my mouth, and then my pussy.” He gaped at her, and her grin widened. “Hurry.”
			

			
				He stood up, fumbling at the button for his jeans. “I… I’m a virgin,” he confessed.
			

			
				“Oh, this just gets hotter and fucking hotter,” she said, standing up too and reaching up to tie her long brunette hair back.
			

			
				He kicked off his sneakers. “You mean that?”
			

			
				“Archie, I’m not kidding when I say I’ve had fantasies about you every single night for the last, mm, two months.”
			

			
				“Me?” he squeaked, finally dropping his jeans and boxers. He was good-sized, definitely big enough to satisfy her cravings. He was already hard, and his tip was slick with precome. His bush was wild and untrimmed, but she could teach him about grooming. Oh, corrupting him was going to be so much fun.
			

			
				“You,” she said, sinking to her knees.
			

			
				“Wait, um, Ms. Knight.”
			

			
				“Oh honey, I mean it, if you don’t want to…”
			

			
				“No, I definitely do. You’re the hottest woman in school. But… can I kiss you first?”
			

			
				That melted her. She stood up, and he reached for her with clumsy hands, not sure where to put them. “Try my back. Then get daring. Go for my ass. I hear it’s pretty nice.”
			

			
				“It’s the best,” he said reverently. His lips pursed and it nearly made her laugh, how adorable he looked, puckering his lips like that and closing his eyes.
			

			
				“Eyes open, mister.” She leaned in as he did as he was told, and they widened as she brought her lips to his, gentle, soft, but insistent. Her tongue slid against his lips and parted them. His hands went to her back, moving in slow, short circles, then began to roam as he eased into the kiss, his eyes still comically huge.
			

			
				His bare cock pressed against her stomach as one of his hands dipped to her ass and squeezed, sending a thrill of pleasure through her. She was so close to what she craved, so ready for this. She kissed him again, her hand traveling across what was left of his formerly flabby breasts and down his side. He’d lost a lot of weight but he’d done it with a fair amount of weightlifting on the side, leaving hm with some loose folds but not nearly as much as if he’d dropped the weight all at once. Underneath was the beginnings of some good-sized muscles, his body more solid than fat now, and she thought he didn’t have as far to go in his weight loss journey as she thought.
			

			
				“You’ve lost so much weight,” she murmured. “I’m very proud of you. Should I show you how proud?”
			

			
				“H-how?”
			

			
				“Mm. How about… I do this?”
			

			
				Janet dropped to her knees, staring up at him with an impish smile. If his eyes were big before, now they were moons, his trembling hands going to her shoulders as she gripped him with one hand to hold back his pubic hair and ran her tongue up the base of his cock.
			

			
				“Oh shit, Ms. Knight,” he gasped. “Oh my God, that feels so good.”
			

			
				“Wait until you feel this.”
			

			
				With that, she sucked his tip into her mouth. His rapturous expression thrilled her, and she sucked him deeper, taking a few inches of him and hollowing her cheeks. He tasted lightly of sweat, definitely not unpleasant. She came up off him with a slurp and said, “So I was thinking…”
			

			
				“Y-yeah?”
			

			
				“Mmm,” she said, her mouth full of cock again before coming off him again. “Wanna be my date for prom?”
			

			
				“L-like… the dance?”
			

			
				“No, we probably couldn’t get away with that.” Janet licked the underside of his tip and made him grip her shoulders harder, his lips parting. “How about you come to my place instead? Dinner, a dance or two… then a night of fun. If you treat me right.”
			

			
				“Oh my God, are you serious?”
			

			
				“Absolutely.” She sucked his tip again, and winked up at him before she came off one more time. “Our little secret, right?”
			

			
				“I won’t tell anyone, I swear.”
			

			
				“Good. Now… how do you want me?”
			

			
				“H-h-how…?”
			

			
				“From behind? Me on top? You on top?”
			

			
				“You on top. I… I’ve fantasized about that so much.”
			

			
				“About me riding you?” She licked his shaft again.
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				“Mm. Well, get ready for the real thing. I’m clean and I’m on the pill, so don’t hold back, okay? We have to be fast. You can take your time with me on prom night.”
			

			
				“Good. I want to make you feel good too, Ms. Knight.”
			

			
				Again, that melted her, and she grinned as she stood. “Oh, I definitely want that too.” She hooked her thumbs in her sweatpants, and stopped just shy of taking them down. “You want to help me with these? I seem to have forgotten how to take them off.”
			

			
				“You for…” Archie got it, and hastily knelt in front of her, staring with wonder at the vee of her pelvic muscle as he pulled her sweatpants down slowly. They really did have to hurry but this… she could make time for this. “You’re so athletic and, and, and sexy. I can’t believe… I…”
			

			
				His words trailed off as her pussy came into view, first her finely trimmed landing strip, then her pussy itself, her lips slender and wet for him. He stared, then surprised her when he leaned in to give her a tentative lick. Then he looked up at her, and gave her another one, surprising her again when he brushed her hood up, exposing her little button. “Cool,” he breathed, the word tickling her clit. “I’ll take good care of you sometime,” he promised her pussy with a corner of his lips turned up in a grin that couldn’t quite be called cocky, but had all the makings of being a smile that would absolutely slay in college.
			

			
				He stood and rested on his bare ass on the bleachers, staring up at her as she slid over him. She held his cock upward, and he tensed, his eyes focused entirely on her pussy. “Are you sure?” Janet asked him.
			

			
				“Please. I… I… yes. Please let this be real.”
			

			
				It was, and she proved it to him by sliding down onto his cock, filling herself with him. His eyes fixated on the joining of their bodies, his lips moving in a silent invocation of unbelieving gratitude. She rested her hands on his thick stomach as she let herself experience this, closing her eyes and shivering pleasantly.
			

			
				“Did you just come?” he asked.
			

			
				“No. But I’m going to pretty fast.”
			

			
				“Awesome.”
			

			
				Janet rocked on him, the ticking clock fading into the back of her mind as she moved. He was hitting her spot at just the right angle and fireworks started going off inside her, big booms, little explosions. The electricity that had been building inside her finally found its preferred outlet, and though she probably would have still gotten off on this one way or another even if he was on the small side, he wasn’t. She grabbed his hands and put them on her tits, and he squeezed them instinctively, not sure what to stare at, her hips as she rode him, her breasts, or the expression of lust on her face.
			

			
				Janet loved watching his expression, the joy, the shock. She wondered what her own expression might be. Probably much the same. For the first time in her career, after countless students tried, she was fucking one of them, an eighteen-year-old virgin no longer, and he was going to get her there, Archie Stark, of all people, was going to make her come so hard, the explosions getting bigger and bigger.
			

			
				“Oh yes, oh yes, fuck, this is what I needed,” she moaned.
			

			
				“Oh God, oh, oh shit, Ms. Knight.”
			

			
				“Mmm, yes, Archie, yes, ohhhh, ohhhhh…”
			

			
				Both of them had forgotten they needed to be quiet. Even if they had remembered, they might not have been able to contain themselves. Months of wanting, of needing, left Janet a lust-crazed bitch in heat, and she rode him faster and faster, pumping her hips, fingers digging into his stomach, her head whipping back.
			

			
				“Oh fuch, ah, I’m gonna come, you’re making your t-teacher come so fucking hard, Archie, oh my God, oh, oh, oh, oh, f-f-fuck, ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh God!”
			

			
				She wailed the last, her words rebounding around the gym. The fireworks inside her reached their mad crescendo as she came and came, her back bowing, chest thrusting out, hips rocking at manic speeds. Through the lust-fueled haze in her mind, she thought Archie might come at any moment, but he was thrusting back hard at her, holding on, his smile gone, lips drawn back in an expression almost like fury, his own lust driving his instincts as he grabbed her waist and fucked up into her.
			

			
				Janet leaned down and fed one of her tits to Archie, throwing her hair back.  Archie cupped and squeezed one and sucked greedily at her nipple. “Suck them, Archie, suck your teacher’s tits, mmm, fucking me so good.”
			

			
				“Ms. Knight, ah, oh shit, oh, I can’t hold on,” Archie gasped.
			

			
				“Come for me, baby, come for me and we’ll do this again on prom, all night long, you can fuck me in any position, you can take my mouth, mmm, I’ll be your slut teacher all night, you want that?”
			

			
				“Yeah, oh, oh God, ah, ah, f-fuck!”
			

			
				He grabbed her hips and strained upward as she drove down, his come erupting inside her, titanic thrusts leaving her bouncing on him. She dropped to kiss him, their lips smacking against one another, and she stroked his face, his chest, his groin before she slid off him, their combined pussy juices and come dribbling down on the floor.
			

			
				“Oh, shit,” he said. “The janitors are going to be pissed.”
			

			
				It made Janet crack up. She snatched up her tank top and wiped down first her messy pussy, then the floor and the wet spot she’d left on the bleachers. This had just turned into a way more dangerous situation than satisfying an infatuation. The sex had been far better than she hoped for, and she found herself practically drooling for what the future held.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Prom came without incident. No security guards waited to escort Janet out of the school. Administration didn’t call her to the office, except for a couple student incidents that had nothing to do with Archie.
			

			
				The young man grew a little too excited at times, hanging around after class and giving her a kiss or a squeeze of the ass or her tits. She chided him gently about it, but the truth was, Janet loved it and he probably knew it. The thrill of potentially being caught was half the fun of it. One day, when he had his hand up her hoodie, groping her tit and kissing her against a wall in the gym, she had to fight the urge to drag him into the showers, bend over and present for him like a slut and let him rail her until she screamed, but there were too many students hanging around after school that day.
			

			
				After some internal debate, Janet even gave him her number. She wanted to have a little fun with him, send him a sexy picture now and then, and have him send her one in return. Her thought process, as bad as it made her feel, was that no one was going to believe Archie was fucking a teacher. He was still, as yet, a pretty nonsexual creature to most everyone in the school, though Janet did see Claire give him some appraising gazes in class from time to time. He could have her after prom, but that night, Archie belonged to Janet.
			

			
				Still, to be on the safe side, she only sent him pictures from the neck down. Cleavage at first, her ass in a pair of bikini briefs. But Janet grew bolder every day, sending him pics in a nightgown with nothing underneath, her nipples clearly outlined by the silky fabric. A shot of her ass in the women’s locker room shower, soaking wet. Another shot in the same shower of her arm over her breasts. Soon it went even further than that. She stepped away from an in-classroom class, went into the bathroom, and took one of her pussy, then her tits. These she sent with a warning not to open in class and a wink. That night, he asked if he should send her nudes too, that he heard women didn’t like dick pics, and she told him they didn’t like unsolicited dick pics, and yes, she desperately wanted to see pictures and video of him stroking that big fat dick and coming for her. 
			

			
				He didn’t disappoint, and she in turn sent him pictures of her drenched pussy after fucking herself to three orgasms with her favorite dildo. This became a ritual, one of them telling the other what they wanted to do to them on prom night. By the week of the event, they had a long, extremely filthy list and Janet planned on ticking off every single item on it.
			

			
				Together, over texts, they came up with a plausible story for him to tell his parents on prom night, that he was going to hang out with his friends Keith and Jeremiah at a very real pen-and-paper night they were having at one of the bookstores downtown. If his mother grew suspicious and called one of their parents, Archie had the saddest but most believable story ready – he felt bad about not having a date to prom and wanted to be by himself that night, so he went to get dim sum at a late-night place and play games on his phone.
			

			
				But the day of, his parents never questioned his plans for the night. They gave a halfhearted attempt at getting him to go to prom by himself, tux or no tux, but he told them it would be embarrassing to go alone and they bought it. He texted Janet in the car that he was on his way, and she hurried to finish getting ready.
			

			
				He took his time, but eventually she heard a car pull into the garage. Not wanting to spoil her surprise, she leaned out of the door between the garage and the house to slap the button for the automatic garage door, giggling like a teenager to herself. She rushed to stand in front of the decorations she’d readied and called for her home device to play the playlist she’d spent the last week devising, even if they didn’t exactly get around to a lot of dancing that night. Archie knocked, and she called, “Come in.”
			

			
				He did, and she realized he must have had much the same idea as she did, because instead of his usual sweatpants or jeans and a tee shirt, he was dressed in nice slacks and a long-sleeve button-down shirt she’d discover later he hid in his trunk days before and dressed in on the way. He’d also picked up a bouquet of flowers, and it melted her heart to see them in his hands, his smile abashed and hopeful until he saw how she’d dressed and what she’d done to the nook by the staircase.
			

			
				Above her were balloons that spelled out HAPPY PROM. She’d also strung up streamers and taped even more balloons in the school colors along the wall and stairwell. But the piece de resistance was her strapless blue gown and the effort she’d put into her hair, a beautiful braid that had taken ages to do. She’d also touched up her makeup, going more for elegant than slutting it up, but there was definitely nothing chaste about the fact that she wore no panties or a bra underneath the gown.
			

			
				“Happy prom, Archie.”
			

			
				“This is amazing,” he said. “I… I still can’t believe this is real.”
			

			
				“Me either, believe it or not.”
			

			
				“Uh, these are for you. I was going to try to buy you a bottle of wine too but I kind of didn’t realize there were so many options and I thought I’d ruin the whole night if I had to ask you to pick me up from jail or something and… you look so beautiful, Ms. Knight.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Archie. You look very handsome too.” She went to him and took the flowers from him. Her head tilted up expectantly, and he stared, unsure of himself. “This is where you give your date a kiss.”
			

			
				“Oh. Oh! Sorry, I… sorry.”
			

			
				He leaned down and kissed her. It was a good kiss, gentle, sweet. His breath tasted like cinnamon gum, and his tongue was more daring than their first hookup, slipping between her lips. His hands were more assured too, going to her sides, then her back. She still held the bouquet so she couldn’t get as close as she’d like, but they had all the time in the world that night.
			

			
				“I want to fuck you so bad in that dress,” he murmured, and Janet’s eyes lit up.
			

			
				“I was hoping you’d say that.”
			

			
				With that, she spun away, darting for the kitchen and something to put the flowers in. He lumbered after her, down another few pounds, not a dangerous amount, not a crazy amount like she’d feared he might do after they fucked. That was a relief. And his hands all over her as she added a little water to a pitcher? That was exactly what she wanted this prom night. 
			

			
				She thrust her butt against him in her gown, feeling his hardon already. Her moan was one hundred percent genuine, and his hands dipped to her ass, gripping it, squeezing it. She wiggled back at him in time to the beat of the danceable pop song, and his hands went around to the front of her dress, first to her waist, then to her tits, and he began to dry-fuck her, slow, hard thrusts of his cock against her ass.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’ve been driving me crazy all year,” she moaned.
			

			
				“I’m starting to believe you actually mean that.”
			

			
				“Believe it, because I want that cock back inside me, right now.”
			

			
				“There’s something I want to try first.”
			

			
				For a brief, crazy moment, Janet thought he meant anal and would have said fuck it, she wanted it too. She’d even prepared for that little inevitability, getting lasered and bleached, because the thought of Archie fucking her in the ass was nearly as blazing hot as the thought of him coming in her pussy again.
			

			
				But she understood what he meant to do when he knelt behind her and his hands went to the hem of her gown. “Ooh, Archie,” she said. “I want you to try this too.”
			

			
				He brought the gown up slowly, staring at her toned calves and thighs before her ass and her pussy lips came into sight. She took the material of the bunched-up dress and held it for him as he stared. “No panties,” he croaked.
			

			
				“No bra either. Am I a dirty slutty teacher for that?”
			

			
				“Oh, no, Ms. Knight, I would never think you’re a slut.”
			

			
				She looked over her shoulder at him. “Oh, honey, that’s sweet, but I want you to call me a slutty teacher. It’s all in fun.”
			

			
				“Oh. Oh! Yeah, you’re such a slutty teacher. So… uh… so dirty. Dirty girl.”
			

			
				“You know what, we’ll shelve the dirty talk for another time.”
			

			
				“That bad?”
			

			
				“Honey, I just want your tongue on my pussy and my ass.”
			

			
				He grinned. “Yes, Ms. Knight.”
			

			
				“Janet.”
			

			
				“Right. Janet.”
			

			
				She laughed. She couldn’t help herself. That this would be sexy and fulfilling, she had no doubt. But that it would be a genuinely fun time, that she hadn’t expected. And before he even properly got started, something clicked in Janet’s heart and mind. She didn’t yet really know what he was to her, but this had just moved beyond sating her lust. She genuinely liked him, and that filled her to the brim with a joy she hadn’t felt in a long time.
			

			
				His tongue was tentative and unsure, brushing first the thin strip of flesh between her bud and her pussy. He brought it down slowly, savoring this, drawing it out for his own mental home video. The anticipation made her even more wild for him, her body tensing until he brushed her pussy with his tongue.
			

			
				“Tell me if I do it wrong,” he said with all the reverence of a man who has just found religion.
			

			
				“Oh, you’re doing just fine.”
			

			
				She kept the dress bunched up, her fist tightening as his tongue explored with a long lap. He scooted closer on his knees, his nose pressed against her bud, and she whimpered as his tongue went deeper. The song changed, a silly hip-hop beat, and he chuckled before taking another lap, faster this time, his hunger for her growing. His hands went to her ass, squeezing, roaming, and she bent further for him, resting on her elbow on the counter. She’d been eaten out by men who wielded their tongues like rapiers but she would have traded every single one of those experiences for those first few initial minutes of Archie’s tender exploration, a wave of maddening lust rising inside her.
			

			
				“Eat me, baby, lick me, oh, oh fuck.”
			

			
				“Faster?”
			

			
				“Uh huh, yeah, little f-faster, mmm, that’s it, that’s it, licking my pussy so good.”
			

			
				It was like she’d given him the go-ahead to really play. Whatever was holding him back was gone now, and he consumed her, wet, sloppy licks, driving deep inside her and lapping up her wetness. His tongue would slide up across her skin nearly to her bud, something no man had tongued for her for years, but he did it now, licking it in his eagerness to try everything, taste every inch of her.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, oh fuck, y-you’re tonguing my ass, you’re…”
			

			
				“Do you like that?”
			

			
				“Mm hm, yesss.”
			

			
				She twisted her head, trying to watch him as the eighteen-year-old rimmed her, his thumbs spreading her cheeks wide. His tongue was tentative at first, then far more playful, driving in and out of her like he was fucking her little bud.
			

			
				“My pussy, my pussy, I’m going to come so hard for you…”
			

			
				He shot back to her wet cunt, burying his mouth against her, slurping at her wetness, and she was so fucking soaked for him. Janet might have been embarrassed but with him she felt free to be herself, to enjoy this moment to its fullest, and she did, her back stiffening, her ass thrusting back against his face as the waves built to a tsunami, her fingers clutching the fabric of her dress and her other hand squeezing into a fist.
			

			
				“Oh, oh, fuck, ohhhhh, Archie, ohhhhhhh ohhh ohhhhh!” she cried out.
			

			
				And with that he was on her with all the wild eagerness of youth, shooting up, fumbling at his belt and his pants, jerking them down, his cock springing out and slapping against her ass, and she twisted her head again, not so much moaning the words as shouting them, her need so overwhelming she even lost control of her voice.
			

			
				“Do it, stuff me full of that dick, fuck me, Archie, oh, oh God fuck me again, please, I need you so…” He rammed into her, hilting himself to the balls. “Oh, oh, FUCK!”
			

			
				Janet couldn’t hold onto the dress. She couldn’t make her body do anything except bounce back against him, her eyes closing, jaw dropping as he drove back and forth inside her, wild, uncontrolled thrusts, his need making him go nuts, and she loved it, needed him hard like this all fucking night, needed this the rest of the school year, fuck the consequences, fuck her career, she needed his eighteen-year-old cock in her cunt, needed it, needed him.
			

			
				She came again, a blinding orgasm that left her wailing a wordless cry, rising on her tiptoes and crashing down, head against the countertop, nearly banging into her toaster as he fucked her even harder, slamming into her, balls slapping against her ass.
			

			
				“Ms. Knight, Janet, oh, you feel so good, you feel so good.”
			

			
				“Fuck me, g-give me that big fucking dick, oh, oh, fuck your pussy, your teacher pussy, this is your cunt now.”
			

			
				“Oh shit, oh!”
			

			
				And he could speak no more, his words gone, left to animalistic grunting.  She threw it back at him as best she could, her mind going fuzzy and delirious, and she mewled with the pleasure, so much pleasure, an endless supply of it on demand from her young fucktoy.
			

			
				He accidentally came free and she found out in a hurry how he’d been keeping her supported, because she collapsed to her knees. “Oh shit, Ms. Knight, are you okay?” he gasped, but she was laughing, and twisted around as he dropped too, concern in his eyes until she was kissing him again, kissing him and beginning the long slow fall for him that would burn so brightly for the next fifty years, and she pulled him down, resting on her back, pulling the dress up to her waist, and he was back inside her, fucking her on the kitchen tile, her still fighting snorts of laughter, him grinning, him kissing her.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before he was close, and she nipped his neck and whispered in his ear to come for her, to come inside her.
			

			
				“Janet,” he moaned, and she felt his warmth, felt him fill her, and she pulled him down on top of her, kissing his cheek, his neck, his face.
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				Archie sucked at her tit, his hand at her pussy, two fingers inside her. Janet stretched her hands towards the head of the bed, enjoying herself. The wind came warm through the open window, the evening heat leaving both of them coated in a fine sheen of sweat. Archie loved seeing her big belly gleaming like that, and had snapped a dozen photographs of his blushing bride just as she was.
			

			
				That was part of her promise to him at a special high school graduation party she threw for him and only him, her throat raspy from the throat-fucking Archie had just given her, that if he kept up his hard work at college, that if he continued to come home on holiday and fuck her ragged, that if he still wanted her in four years, she’d give him anything he wanted, and she’d meant it. He’d wanted this. His teacher off the pill, ready to have his children. A ring on her finger. An eternity together.
			

			
				And the sexier things. The more daring things. Pictures. Films together. Her best friend joining them. Another pair of teachers from their old high school, both of them amazed that the once-fat student had become a verifiable stud in bed under Janet’s tutelage and that he was such an expert in throwing them around the bed, fucking them into sweet oblivion as they ate Janet out.
			

			
				She quit teaching his junior year, resigning quietly when someone reported seeing them at a restaurant together on one of Archie’s trips home. Neither the school or Janet benefitted from a scandal, though they’d get one, eventually. Nothing stayed secret forever, but Archie and Janet walked through the maelstrom together. She was a trainer at a gym now, not a far stretch from what she did before, and in a way, it was just as satisfying. She was there to help people who wanted to help themselves. That was a good job. She could be happy with that.
			

			
				And she could be even happier in the arms of her former student.
			

			
				“Married, we’re married,” she said, wiggling her butt.
			

			
				“Yeah, we are. So married.”
			

			
				“Totes married.”
			

			
				He came up her body and kissed her, the taste of her pussy still on his lips. He’d eaten her out to so many orgasms, and now she was ready for him, desperate for him. Infatuation had become love almost overnight for both of them, Archie blurting the words the night he graduated when he came in her ass for the first time, making Janet laugh until she was cuddling with him, head against his chest, whispering the words too as her heart beat so goddamn fast.
			

			
				And now they had an eternity together. What a weird, wonderful life.
			

			
				She rolled onto her hands and knees and wiggled her ass again for him. He smacked it, and came to his knees behind her, pressing his cock into her and making her speak his name as gently and lovingly as she ever had.
			

			
				Graduated. Married. Baby number one on the way. A half-dozen more to follow, or however many she could have before menopause. Janet hadn’t told him that little fact yet, that she’d be popping out kids for him as fast as he could put them in her, but he’d figure it out soon enough.
			

			
				Smiling to herself, Janet Stark, formerly Janet Knight, pressed back against her man, and loved him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * * * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				Thanks for reading! Follow me all over the Internet here!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Also by Ian Snow
			

			
				 
			

			
				TEACHER/STUDENT FANTASIES
			

			
				 
			

			
				Professor’s Toys
			

			
				 
			

			
				Field Trip
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Taste of Teacher
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bodies of Knowledge
			

			
				 
			

			
				Give Me a D!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sin 101
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hudwell Heat #1 – Summertime Craving
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hudwell Heat #2 – Stormy Weather
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hudwell Heat #3 – Spring Escape
			

			
				 
			

			
				Perfect Scores #1 – Teacher’s Pet
			

			
				 
			

			
				Perfect Scores #2 – Extracurriculars
			

			
				 
			

			
				Perfect Scores #3 – A for Effort
			

			
				 
			

			
				Teacher Harem #1 – Ms. Perkins 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Teacher Harem #2 – Ms. Wilde
			

			
				 
			

			
				Teacher Harem #3 – Ms. Taylor
			

			
				 
			

			
				(All students are eighteen or older)
			

			
				 
			

			
				AGE GAP FANTASIES
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hot MILF Summer
			

			
				 
			

			
				Taken by the MILF
			

			
				 
			

			
				Team MILF
			

			
				 
			

			
				The MILF Next Door
			

			
				 
			

			
				Misbehaving
			

			
				 
			

			
				Trophy
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Eighteen Club
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gym Brat
			

			
				 
			

			
				(All characters are eighteen or older)
			

			
				 
			

			
				THREESOMES AND MORE
			

			
				 
			

			
				Trio Trysts and Twists
			

			
				 
			

			
				Trio Tales
			

			
				 
			

			
				Wrecker
			

			
				 
			

			
				GAMES/COMPETITIONS
			

			
				 
			

			
				Casual Games
			

			
				 
			

			
				STEAMY ROMANCES/ROMANCE FOR MEN
			

			
				 
			

			
				Neighbors
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Wives
			

			
				 
			

			
				Summer Swells
			

			
				 
			

			
				Wisps
			

			
				 
			

			
				Aurora Gold

Live In
			

			
				 
			

			
				Party Wave
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Dads Project #1 – Rebirth
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Dads Project #2 – Rearrange
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Dads Project #3 - Renew
			

			
				 
			

			
				Island Dreams (Island Asylum #1)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Island Escape (Island Asylum #2)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bambi (Beauties and the Geek #1)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Paige (Beauties and the Geek #2)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Christa (Beauties and the Geek ##)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jordan (Beauties and the Geek #4)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Aiko (Beauties and the Geek #5)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dove (Beauties and the Geek #6)
			

			
				 
			

			
				MIND CONTROL
			

			
				 
			

			
				Strings
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hearts and Minds
			

			
				 
			

			
				PREGNANCY FANTASIES
			

			
				 
			

			
				Life
			

			
				 
			

			
				HOLIDAYS
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ginger Bred
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sugar Plums
			

			
				 
			

			
				Stuffers
			

			
				 
			

			
				Christmas in the Sack
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Town for Christmas
			

			
				 
			

			
				Stuck for Christmas
			

			
				 
			

			
				Loving Christmas
			

			
				 
			

			
				COLLECTIONS OF ASSORTED EROTICA
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bites
			

			
				 
			

			
				Delectable Fancies
			

			
				 
			

			
				Nooners
			

			
				 
			

			
				Naughty Bites
			

			
				 
			

			
				And if that’s not enough, check out my other steamy pseudonyms below!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Grayson Banks
Dark, steamy fiction often focused on cheating
			

			
				 
			

			
				Cooper Harrelson
			

			
				Steamy monster/supernatural thrillers and suspense
			

			
				 
			

			
				Desmond Brant
			

			
				Steamy crime thrillers/suspense
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tuck Morris
			

			
				Long-form harem fiction and steamy romance for men
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