
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sugar Daddy’s Cheerleaders

FFM Ménage, Volume 5

By

Julian Ramos


This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental and not intended in the least. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Copyright ©2025 Julian Ramos

All Rights Reserved


Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Epilogue


Chapter 1

In the hushed tones that could only be heard between two lovers sharing a secret, Lexi leaned closer to Zara in their shared desk at the back of the classroom. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief as they darted towards the front of the room, where Professor Elijah Allen was scribbling something on the board. His broad shoulders and muscular arms flexed under his tailored suit jacket as he wrote.

Zara’s mocha skin glowed in the fluorescent light, her dark eyes narrowing with curiosity. “What are you looking at, Lex?” she whispered, following Lexi’s gaze to their professor.

“Him,” Lexi murmured, her voice a soft caress against Zara’s ear. “He’s worth millions now, and he looks so... unhappy.”

Zara raised an eyebrow, her lips pursing in thought. “Why do you say that?”

The blonde smirked, tracing her finger along the edge of the hand Zara had resting on the desk. “You know he sold his part in that tech company last year? And then his wife passed away... I bet he could use some cheering up.”

Zara’s eyes widened in understanding, and she leaned back in her chair, eyeing Professor Allen with new interest. He was an attractive man – tall, well-built, middle-aged with a hint of silver in his hair that made him seem distinguished rather than old.

“Are you thinking to…” Zara breathed, her voice low and sultry.

Lexi leaned in closer still, her blonde hair brushing against Zara’s cheek. “I think we could help him with that,” she said, her voice a purr of suggestion. “And maybe get a little something for ourselves along the way.”

Zara bit her bottom lip, feeling the heat between them intensify. “Like what?”

“You know,” Lexi whispered, her eyes darkening with desire. “A sugar daddy who can give us everything we want. And after what happened, I think it won’t be hard to make him want us.”

Their professor glanced over his shoulder, and both girls quickly straightened up, pretending to focus on their notes. But the idea had been planted, and it grew like a delicious vine of temptation, wrapping around their thoughts and filling them with images of luxury and passion.

As the class droned on, the two eighteen-year-olds exchanged glances, each one more loaded with promise than the last. By the time the bell rang, signaling the end of class, they were both practically vibrating with excitement. They packed up their books and made their way out, Lexi’s hand slipping into Zara’s as they stepped into the hallway.

“So, what do we do?” Zara asked, her voice hushed and eager.

Lexi grinned, tugging Zara closer until their bodies were pressed together. “We start by being irresistible,” she murmured, planting a soft kiss on the other girl’s cheek before pulling her along, making Zara follow her.

As soon as the cheerleaders were alone in the empty locker room, Lexi spun Zara around, pinning her against a row of lockers with her body. The metal was cool against Zara’s back, contrasting with the heat of Lexi’s skin as she leaned in close.

“We have to be careful,” Lexi breathed, her lips brushing against Zara’s ear. “But if we play this right, he’ll never know what hit him.”

Zara shivered at the promise in Lexi’s words, her heart pounding with anticipation. She knew her girlfriend was a master manipulator when she wanted to be – that’s what had drawn Zara to her in the first place. There was just something so alluring about that blend of beauty and cunning.

“What do you have in mind?” The mocha-skinned girl asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Lexi pulled back slightly, her blue eyes glittering with wicked intent as they roamed over Zara’s face. “We start by making him notice us,” she said, her hand trailing down the curve of Zara’s waist. “Make him want us.”

Zara bit her lip, nodding slowly. She could already imagine how good it would feel to have Professor Allen’s eyes on them, hungry and desperate. To make him ache for their touch.

“Okay,” Zara said finally, her voice trembling slightly with desire. “What do we do first?”

Lexi smiled, a slow curl of her lips that promised all kinds of trouble. “I said it already; we make ourselves irresistible,” she purred, leaning in to capture Zara’s mouth in a needy kiss.

Their tongues tangled together as Lexi’s hands roamed over Zara’s body, mapping it out. Zara moaned into the kiss, arching against her girlfriend, desperate for more. They had to break apart eventually, gasping for air, but Lexi didn’t let the moment end completely. Instead, she began trailing hot kisses down Zara’s neck, her teeth grazing sensitive skin.

“We have to focus,” Lexi murmured against Zara’s collarbone, even as her hands kept moving, teasing and caressing. “We can’t let ourselves get too distracted.”

Zara whimpered in protest, but she knew Lexi was right. As much as she wanted to give in to the heat building between them, they had a plan – and it would be worth it in the end.

The blonde pulled back just enough to look into Zara’s eyes, her own darkened with lust. “Tomorrow,” she said softly, “we make our move.”


Chapter 2

The following morning, Lexi and Zara showed up to their professor’s class dressed to kill.

Lexi had opted for a tight white blouse that strained over her ample chest, paired with a flirty red skirt that barely hit mid-thigh. Her golden hair was loose around her shoulders, and she wore just enough makeup to accentuate her natural beauty. When they walked into the classroom hand in hand, every male gaze followed them – including Professor Allen’s.

Zara had gone for a different look, but it was no less effective. She wore a black tank top that showed off her toned arms and hinted at cleavage, along with high-waisted shorts that hugged her curves just right. Her dark hair was pulled back into a messy bun, tendrils framing her face, and she went light on the makeup except for a slick of red lipstick that matched Lexi’s skirt.

They took seats in the first row, and as Professor Allen began his lecture, they made sure to cross and uncross their legs frequently, stretching gracefully like cats in heat. They leaned forward attentively when he spoke, making sure he had an ample view down the front of their cleavages.

It didn’t take long for him to start noticing. Lexi could feel his eyes on her every time she shifted position, and Zara caught him glancing at her cleavage more than once. By the end of class, there was a definite tension in the air, an electric current that seemed to pulse between them all.

As they were packing up their things, Lexi ‘accidentally’ dropped her pencil case on the floor right by Professor Allen’s desk. She bent over slowly to pick it up, making sure he had a perfect view of her ass in that tiny red skirt. When she straightened up, she caught his eye and gave him a coy smile.

Zara lingered behind as well, waiting until the room was almost empty before approaching Professor Allen’s desk. She leaned on it casually, crossing one long leg over the other. “I was wondering if I could get some extra help with the material,” she said, her voice breathy and sweet. “Maybe we could meet sometime?”

Professor Allen swallowed hard, his eyes darting between Zara’s face and her long legs. Lexi watched him from across the room, a satisfied smirk on her lips. The two cheerleaders had him right where they wanted him – hooked and panting for more. It was only a matter of time now before he fell into their trap completely.

Over the next few days, Lexi and Zara kept up their game with Professor Allen. They showed up to every class dressed to kill, wearing outfits that were entirely inappropriate for school. Tight shirts, short skirts, low-cut tops – they left little to his imagination.

During lectures, they made sure to sit front and center, their legs crossed enticingly towards him. They leaned forward when he spoke, making sure he had a clear view down the front of their shirts. They laughed at his jokes, even the lame ones, batting their eyelashes flirtatiously.

They also started staying after class more often, always with some excuse about needing extra help or wanting to ask questions. Lexi would brush against him as she leaned over his desk, while Zara would lean in close when he was explaining something, her breasts grazing his arm.

But despite their best efforts, Professor Allen resisted the temptation.

That just made Lexi more determined than ever to get what she wanted. She could see the desire in his eyes when he thought no one was looking, the way his gaze lingered a little too long on their curves. He wanted them; she knew it. They just needed to find a way to break down that last bit of resistance.

One afternoon, Lexi made her way to his office. She knocked on the door softly, then let herself in when he called out for her to enter.

“Hey,” she said breathlessly, closing the door behind her. “I was hoping we could talk.”

Professor Allen looked up from his desk, surprise registering in his eyes as he took in Lexi’s outfit – a tight white sweater that hugged every curve and a black miniskirt. She crossed the room slowly, making sure to sway her hips enticingly with each step. When she reached his desk, she perched on the edge, crossing her long legs and leaning forward slightly.

“What can I do for you, Lexi?” he asked, his voice a little strained.

Lexi bit her lip, looking at him through her lashes. “I just wanted to thank you for being such an amazing teacher,” she purred. “You really know how to make the material interesting.”

Professor Allen shifted in place, clearly uncomfortable with the way she was looking at him. “It’s my job,” he said.

“But you do it so well,” Lexi pressed on, uncrossing her legs and recrossing them in the other direction. The movement caused her skirt to ride up even higher on her thighs. “I feel like I learn best from you. One-on-one.”

Professor Allen’s gaze flickered down to her exposed skin before quickly returning to her face. He cleared his throat, clearly trying to maintain his composure. “Lexi, I appreciate the compliment, but we…” he trailed off, uncertain. “There are boundaries that can’t be crossed.”

The blonde wasn’t about to give up so easily. She stood up from the desk and walked behind him, trailing her fingers lightly over his shoulders. “Come on, Professor Allen,” she murmured, leaning down until her lips were brushing against his ear. “Don’t you want me?”

Professor Allen stiffened in his chair, his eyes wide with shock and desire as he felt Lexi’s hands sliding down his chest. Before he could react, she had dropped to her knees beside him, her fingers already working at the buckle of his belt.

“Lexi, wait,” he breathed out, but there was no conviction in his voice. His body betrayed him as she tugged his zipper down and reached inside his boxers, freeing his hardening cock.

Lexi looked up at him with hooded eyes, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Shh,” she whispered, wrapping her hand around the base of his shaft and giving it a slow stroke. “Just relax.”

Professor Allen bit back a groan as Lexi’s soft hand began to move up and down his length, teasing him mercilessly. He knew he should stop her, knew this was wrong on so many levels – but God, it felt so good. It had been so long since he’d been touched like this...

Lexi leaned in closer, running her tongue along the underside of his cock before swirling around the head. Professor Allen shuddered at the sensation, his hands fisting on the arms of his chair as he fought to hold himself back.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his hips arching up involuntarily into Lexi’s mouth. She took that as encouragement, opening her lips wide and taking him inside, sucking hard as she bobbed her head.

Professor Allen tangled one hand in Lexi’s hair, unable to resist the urge to touch her even as his brain screamed at him to stop this madness. Lexi just moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him throb with need.

She worked him over thoroughly, licking and sucking until he was panting and sweating, right on the edge of coming. Just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off with a pop and looked up at him again.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered, leaning back down again and taking him into her mouth.

That was all it took. With a strangled groan, Professor Allen came hard in Lexi’s mouth, his hips bucking as she swallowed around him, milking every drop. After, he slumped back in his chair, breathing heavily as the last waves of pleasure washed over him.

Lexi licked her lips slowly, standing up and smoothing down her skirt. She leaned over Professor Allen one more time, planting a soft kiss on his cheek before whispering in his ear.

“I’ll be seeing you in class tomorrow,” she purred. “And then maybe we can have some more private lessons.”

With that, she was gone, leaving Professor Allen sitting there stunned and shaken, yet looking forward to their next encounter.


Chapter 3

A few days later, it was Zara’s turn to approach Professor Allen after class. She hung back as the other students filed out of the classroom, then closed the door behind her.

“Zara,” he said, surprise registering in his voice when he noticed she was there. “What can I do for you?”

The mocha-skinned cheerleader smiled coyly, sitting on the edge of his desk. Her black tank top exposed a strip of toned midriff. “Lexi told me all about your private lesson with her,” she said sweetly.

Professor Allen’s eyes widened, and his mouth opened and closed.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said eventually, but Zara just laughed, low and seductive.

“Oh, come on,” she purred, uncrossing her legs and leaning forward slightly. “You can’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it. My girlfriend is a real artist with her mouth.”

Professor Allen swallowed hard, his eyes darting down to Zara’s chest before quickly snapping back up to her face. “I... I shouldn’t have let that happen,” he said hoarsely, shifting in his chair as his cock began to harden against his will. “It was unprofessional.”

Zara stood up from the desk and walked around behind him, trailing her fingers along his shoulders just like Lexi had done. But instead of kneeling, she leaned over him until her breasts were brushing against his back, her lips at his ear.

“But you’re only human,” she whispered, nipping playfully at his earlobe. “And we both know how much you want this.” Her hand slid down to cup the bulge in his pants, squeezing gently. “How much you want us.”

Professor Allen groaned, his hips arching up into her touch without conscious thought. He was losing control, slipping further and further into temptation – but he couldn’t seem to care anymore. Not with Zara’s soft body pressed against him, her scent filling his nostrils, her voice whispering filthy promises in his ear.

“Zara,” he breathed out, turning and grabbing her hips. “We can’t... we shouldn’t...” But even as he said the words, his hands were sliding around to cup her ass, pulling her closer against him.

“Shh,” Zara murmured, moving until she was straddling his lap, facing him. She ground down on his erection, making them both moan at the friction. “Just let go,” she whispered, leaning in to capture his mouth in an intense kiss.

Professor Allen surrendered completely then, his hands sliding up under Zara’s tank top to palm her breasts as they kissed hungrily. She rocked against him, riding the hard length of his cock through their clothes until they were both panting and desperate for more.

Zara broke the kiss with a gasp, standing up from Professor Allen’s lap as she grabbed the hem of her tank top. She pulled it over her head in one smooth motion, revealing her full breasts encased in a lacy black bra.

“Fuck,” Professor Allen breathed out, his eyes riveted on her exposed skin. Zara smirked, reaching behind her back to unclasp the bra and let it fall away. Her nipples were hard and rosy in the dim light of the office, just begging for his touch.

But instead of offering herself up for him to play with, she dropped gracefully to her knees between his legs. She looked up at him through lowered lashes as she undid his belt and zipper, freeing his throbbing cock from its confines.

“Zara,” he groaned, tangling one hand in her dark hair as she wrapped the other around his shaft. “We shouldn’t...” But she cut off his protests with a long lick up the underside of his length, making him shudder and spring against her mouth.

She took him deep on the first try, her lips stretching around his girth as she sucked hard. Professor Allen threw his head back with a choked-off moan, his hips arching off the chair. God, it felt so good to have Zara’s hot little mouth wrapped around him like this.

She bobbed her head steadily, taking more and more of him each time until he hit the back of her throat. Saliva dripped down her chin as she worked him over, slurping lewdly with every movement. The wet sounds filled his office, mingling with their harsh breathing.

Professor Allen’s hand tightened in Zara’s hair, guiding her movements even as he fought the urge to thrust up into her mouth. She let him set the pace for a moment before pulling off with a pop, looking up at him with lust-blown eyes.

“Do you like that?” she asked breathlessly, stroking him firmly as she waited for his answer. “Like having your cock in my mouth? Wanting me to make you come?”

He nodded frantically, his hips twitching with need. Zara flashed a triumphant smile and dived back down on him, sucking harder than ever before. She used her tongue and lips and teeth, teasing every sensitive spot until he was writhing in the chair, on the very edge of orgasm.

Then she pulled off again, denying him completion. “Please,” Professor Allen begged hoarsely, his voice breaking with desperation. “I need to come...”

She just smiled and leaned in to whisper, her hot breath making him shudder. “Beg for it,” she purred. “Beg me to let you come down my throat.”

“Fuck!” he shouted, losing all control. “Zara, please... I’m begging you... Let me come! Please!”

She gave a low moan at his pleading tone and sank her mouth onto him once more, swallowing him whole as she sucked with all her might. Professor Allen came hard then, crying out as his vision went white with pleasure. Zara drank it all down greedily, milking every last drop until he was spent and shaking in the chair.

When he finally slumped back, breathing heavily, she gave a final lick to clean him off before sitting back on her heels. She looked utterly debauched, her lips swollen and shiny with spit, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Professor Allen felt drained and already aching for more.

“That was quite the private lesson,” Zara purred, standing up to smooth down her skirt. “But I think we’re just getting started…” She winked at him. “Though, my girlfriend will have to be there for the next step.”

With those words, she reached for her discarded bra and top and dressed herself, then left without another word, knowing she had the professor right where they wanted him.


Chapter 4

During the next lesson, Lexi and Zara showed up to Professor Allen’s class looking like sin incarnate. Lexi wore a tight red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, while Zara opted for a tiny crop top and an even tinier skirt.

They sat close to him, tempting him. Throughout the lecture, the two cheerleaders whispered to each other and giggled like naughty schoolgirls. They made sure to meet his eyes frequently, shooting him sultry little winks that made him swallow hard. By the time class ended, Professor Allen was aching for their touch, desperate to have both of them in his arms again.

While the other students filed out, Lexi and Zara lingered behind. They approached his desk slowly, swaying their hips seductively with each step until they were standing right in front of him. He could smell their perfume, sweet and intoxicating, making his head spin with desire.

“Professor Allen,” Lexi purred, leaning forward to place her hands on the edge of his desk. “Zara and I have been talking, and we think it’s time for a more in-depth study session.”

Zara stepped closer, reaching out to trace a finger down his chest. “We want you,” she whispered, her voice breathy with need. “Both of us. At your place. After school today.”

Professor Allen’s heart pounded in his chest as he tried to formulate a response. He knew this was wrong on so many levels, but God help him – he wanted them. He wanted to feel their soft skin against him, to taste them and touch them and make them cry out with pleasure.

“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” he managed weakly, even as his cock twitched in disagreement with his words. “We need to be careful.”

Lexi smirked, leaning in until her lips were brushing against his ear. “Who says we won’t?” she whispered teasingly. “Come on, Professor... Don’t you want to give us some real private tutoring? I promise we’ll be very thorough students.”

Zara chuckled low in her throat and nipped at his earlobe before pulling back. “Please,” she breathed out, her eyes dark with promise. “We need this... Need you...”

How could he resist them? Especially when they were offering themselves up like a feast for him to devour. With a groan of surrender, Professor Allen gave in.

That afternoon, when he opened the door to his apartment, he nearly swallowed his tongue. Lexi and Zara stood before him looking like wet dreams come to life in their cheerleading uniforms – green shorts that barely covered their asses, tight green tops stretching over their ample breasts.

“Hi there, teacher,” Lexi purred, batting her eyelashes innocently as she pushed past him into the living room. Zara followed close behind, trailing her fingers down his chest teasingly.

“You girls look amazing,” Professor Allen managed to get out hoarsely, his eyes roving over their barely covered curves.

Lexi turned back to him with a coy smile. “You like?” she asked breathlessly, stretching and letting her curves really fill that uniform.

Zara walked up to Lexi and slid her hands around her waist possessively as she pressed a kiss on the other girl’s neck. “He definitely likes it,” Zara purred, looking up at Professor Allen with smoldering eyes. “And so do we.”

Lexi shivered at the touch, arching back into Zara’s embrace as she reached out to palm Professor Allen’s cock through his pants. “Mmm, seems like someone’s happy to see us,” she murmured approvingly, giving him a firm squeeze that made him groan.

Zara smirked and slipped her hands under Lexi’s top to cup her breasts, thumbing her nipples through the thin fabric until they pebbled under her touch. “We’ve been so bad,” she whispered, licking along the shell of Lexi’s ear before nipping at her earlobe. “Such naughty girls... We need you to punish us, professor.”

Professor Allen stepped closer to Lexi, his eyes roaming over her body with greedy appreciation. He let out a soft moan at the sight of her full breasts straining against her tight cheerleading top, especially with Zara’s hands cupping them, imagining how it would feel to have them in his hands.

Slowly, he reached out and placed one hand on her hip, letting his fingers trace down along the curve of her waist. Lexi shivered under his touch, a low moan escaping her lips as she leaned into him slightly.

With his other hand, Professor Allen gently cupped Lexi’s breast, his hand taking over from Zara’s, feeling the warmth of her skin through the fabric. He could tell by the way she arched into his palm that she was enjoying it, too.

Zara watched on with a hungry gaze. She knew this moment had been coming since they first decided to seduce him together – but seeing it unfold in front of her still made her heart race with desire.

The blonde moaned and lifted her arms so that her two lovers could pull off her top, and they did so without hesitation. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts spilled out from their confinement, soft mounds topped by rosy nipples that were already hard and begging for attention.

Professor Allen’s breath caught in his throat at the sight of Lexi bare-chested before him. He leaned forward to capture one taut peak with his mouth, sucking gently while he continued stroking her other breast.

Lexi moaned softly into his ear as he worked over her body, loving how good it felt to have their professor’s hands and mouth on her like this. She reached up to tangle her fingers in Zara’s hair, tilting her head to the side and pulling the other girl closer so that they could share a hungry kiss.

Zara responded eagerly, wrapping her arms around Lexi as she pressed their bodies together, letting one of her hands slide down between them, grazing over Professor Allen’s cock through his pants.

They stayed like that for a time, with the professor feasting on the blonde’s breasts while the two girls kissed one another. Then Zara took charge.

The mocha-skinned cheerleader pushed Lexi down gently but firmly until she was kneeling before their professor. The blonde’s eyes were wide and excited as she looked up at them – clearly eager to please in this new position.

“Open your mouth,” Zara instructed softly, running a finger along Lexi’s jawline before pressing it against her lips. Lexi obeyed without hesitation, parting her full lips just enough for Zara to slip the tip of her index finger inside and then slowly slide deeper into Lexi’s warm mouth.

Professor Allen watched this display with a mix of excitement and awe. He’d never seen two girls so confident in their sexuality before. And the way Zara took charge without losing an ounce of her sensuality just turned him on even more.

Zara withdrew her finger from Lexi’s mouth with a soft pop and then placed both hands on either side of her face so that she could look right into those blue eyes. “You know what to do, sweetie,” she purred low in her throat. “Suck like you mean it.”

Lexi nodded eagerly before leaning forward until her lips met the bulge at Professor Allen’s crotch. She worked his zipper down with one hand and then reached inside to wrap her fingers around his throbbing cock, stroking him firmly even as she took the head into her mouth in a slow, wet lick that made their professor groan out loud.

Zara watched this display with evident pleasure, loving how well Lexi was taking instructions from her. She leaned forward, coaching Lexi with soft murmurs of encouragement.

Lexi took more of Professor Allen’s hard length into her mouth, inch by thick inch disappearing between her stretched lips as she looked up at him with lust-filled eyes. He groaned softly above her, one hand coming down to tangle in her blonde hair while Zara’s fingers stroked gently over her scalp.

Together they encouraged Lexi’s movements – Professor Allen guiding her head as she took his cock, and Zara massaging her temples soothingly even as her arousal grew watching the lewd display. The combination of their touches and praise spurred Lexi on to take him deeper still until he was bumping the back of her throat.

“Fuck,” Professor Allen gasped out, eyes fluttering shut at the exquisite sensation. “Your mouth feels so good, Lexi…”

The blonde moaned around his thickness in response, sending delicious vibrations along his shaft. She could taste the salty tang of his precum leaking from the tip as she lapped and sucked greedily.

Zara leaned over to capture Professor Allen’s lips in a kiss while Lexi continued her ministrations, their tongues dancing together heatedly above the blonde’s head. One of Zara’s hands slid down to paw at Lexi’s breast possessively.

Lexi arched into Zara’s touch and whimpered around Professor Allen’s cock, doubling his pleasure.

Professor Allen could feel himself getting close, but he wanted more, needed more. He wanted to be buried inside her tight, wet heat as he spilled his seed. With great effort, he pulled gently on Lexi’s hair until she released him with a wet pop, gasping softly as cool air hit her slick lips.

He gestured for her to brace herself on her hands and knees, and the blonde did so. Then he grabbed her shorts and pulled them down, displaying her wet sex.

While the professor knelt behind Lexi, grabbing her hips to line himself up with her dripping entrance, Zara watched in awe and arousal. She quickly shed her top, revealing her full, dark breasts tipped with hardened nipples.

Lexi gasped as she felt the thick head of their professor’s cock pressing insistently at her slick folds. “Yes,” she breathed out, arching her back to give him better access. “Fuck me, please...”

With a groan of desire, Professor Allen thrust forward, burying himself balls-deep into Lexi’s tight heat in one smooth stroke. She cried out sharply at the sudden intrusion, hands scrabbling for purchase against the carpet under them as he began to move.

Zara licked her lips, eyeing where they were joined – the lewd sight of their professor’s cock disappearing again and again into Lexi’s stretched pussy making her own arousal throb between her legs. Slowly, teasingly, she shimmied out of her tiny shorts, letting them pool around her ankles before straightening up completely bare.

“You like that, baby?” Zara purred to Lexi as she cupped her own breasts, thumbing the stiff peaks. “You like having your teacher’s big cock splitting you open?”

Lexi could only moan brokenly in response, too lost in pleasure to form words. But Professor Allen answered for her with a grunt of affirmation, hips snapping faster now as he chased his release.

Zara watched them, enraptured and aching – wanting desperately to join in but savoring the show they were putting on just for her. She slid one hand down over her toned stomach to rub at herself, biting back a whimper as sparks of pleasure shot up her spine.

“Come on, Professor,” she encouraged huskily as Lexi’s moans grew higher and more desperate. “Fill her up... give her what we both need...”

Professor Allen felt his balls tightening as he pounded into Lexi’s eager flesh, spurred on by Zara’s filthy words. The wet squelch of their coupling filled the room, along with Lexi’s wanton cries and his grunts of exertion.

“Yes, fuck her harder!” Zara urged, rubbing herself faster as she watched their professor rail into her girlfriend from behind. “Make that slutty little cheerleader scream for your cock!”

Lexi obliged with a keening wail, pushing back to meet every powerful thrust as Professor Allen slammed into her deepest parts. Her untouched clit throbbed almost painfully now, swollen and aching for release.

“Please,” Lexi whimpered out between gasps and moans, “I’m... I’m going to come! Don’t stop!”

Her desperation pushed their professor over the edge as well. With a roar of completion, he buried himself to the hilt one final time, erupting deep inside her spasming cunt.

“Take it all!” Professor Allen groaned gutturally, painting Lexi’s fluttering walls white with his hot seed even as Zara thrust two fingers knuckle-deep into her dripping snatch.

Throwing her head back, Lexi shrieked through clenched teeth as a massive orgasm crashed over her, convulsions wracking her frame in waves of ecstasy.

Zara watched, transfixed and consumed with lust, as her blonde lover trembled apart on Professor Allen’s still spurting cock. The eroticism of the moment shoved Zara ruthlessly over her own precipice – she came hard around her plunging fingers, juices gushing out to coat her hand and drip down her thighs.

For long moments, they all remained in place, panting harshly as the aftershocks rolled through them. Finally, Professor Allen carefully withdrew from Lexi’s stretched hole with an obscene wet sound, his softening member trailing rivulets of their combined release down her quivering legs.

After that, Zara took charge, grabbing Professor Allen’s hand and tugging both him and Lexi towards the bedroom with a mischievous grin. “Come on, let’s take this somewhere more comfortable,” she said over her shoulder.

Once they reached the bed, Zara pushed their professor down onto his back and turned to face Lexi. The two girls shared a heated look before dropping to their knees in front of him, eyeing his spent cock hungrily.

Lexi leaned forward first, flicking out her tongue to lap at the sticky mixture of their juices painting his skin. She moaned softly at the taste, swirling her tongue around the sensitive head and coaxing him back to full hardness with licks and kittenish bites.

Zara joined in on the other side, mirroring Lexi’s actions as they worked together to worship every inch of their teacher’s thick shaft with lips and tongue. Professor Allen groaned and tangled a hand in each girl’s hair as they suckled him back to throbbing readiness.

When he was fully erect once more, Zara climbed onto the bed and swung one long leg over his hips to straddle him cowgirl style. She reached down to position his cock at her entrance, looking down at him with lust-darkened eyes as she slowly sank until he was hilted inside her tight heat.

“Oh fuck,” Zara moaned out, rolling her hips experimentally and relishing the stretch of him filling her so completely. She could feel every ridge and vein of his thickness rubbing against her sensitive walls.

Lexi watched, enraptured from her position, hands stroking over any part of them she could reach as Zara began to bounce on Professor Allen’s cock. The sight and sounds of it spurred the blonde on to take her own pleasure – reaching down to rub herself furiously in time with her girlfriend’s riding motions.

“You look so good stretched around his big cock,” Lexi purred, reaching out with one hand and caressing her girlfriend’s ass. “Ride him harder, baby... Milk his dick dry...”

Professor Allen could only groan in blissful agreement as he grabbed Zara’s hips, guiding her movements while she impaled herself on him again and again. The tight clasp of her sex around his sensitive flesh threatened to make him come embarrassingly fast, but he held back, wanting this to last, wanting to feel both his sexy students lose themselves in pleasure on his cock over and over again.

Zara rode Professor Allen with abandon, her hips undulating sensually as she took him deep inside again and again. Lewd, wet sounds filled the room, along with their escalating moans and cries of pleasure.

Sweat glistened on her dark skin as she worked herself closer to climax, her inner muscles beginning to flutter and clench around his length. Lexi watched in awe, rubbing herself frantically at the erotic sight of her girlfriend bouncing so eagerly on their teacher’s thick cock.

“Yes, just like that!” Lexi encouraged as her hand flew over her clit. “Fuck him harder, baby... Take what you need!”

Zara cried out sharply as Professor Allen’s cock hit that perfect spot deep inside with every thrust. Throwing her head back, she slammed herself down one last time before stiffening in ecstasy, a silent scream of rapture contorting her gorgeous face as orgasm crashed through her.

Her cunt clamped down rhythmically around the professor, milking him for all he was worth as she gushed and shuddered above him. Lexi moaned loudly as she came undone in turn, squirting all over her own fingers in a messy display of bliss.

Professor Allen groaned long and low through clenched teeth at the exquisite sensation of being squeezed so deliciously from within. He fought valiantly not to let go just yet, though it was for naught. With a guttural groan, he thrust up hard and deep one final time before exploding inside her, painting her fluttering walls with thick ropes of his hot seed.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck...” he moaned brokenly, hands gripping her hips tight enough to bruise as sparks of intense pleasure radiated out from where they were joined. Zara whimpered and shuddered through the aftershocks, feeling him pulse and twitch deep in her core as he filled her up.

Lexi watched them with hooded eyes, still trembling lightly from her powerful climax. The sight of their professor’s cock spurting inside her girlfriend’s clenching pussy proved almost too much for the blonde to handle, and she had to bite back a whimper at the sheer eroticism of it.

As Professor Allen finally became soft and slippery inside Zara, she carefully lifted herself off him with a hiss of mingled pleasure and sensitivity. A trickle of their combined releases dripped down her inner thigh as she flopped onto her back beside him on the bed.

Lexi crawled up to join them, snuggling into Professor Allen’s other side. The three lay there for a long moment, basking in the afterglow of their passion, their hearts racing and their skin slick with exertion.

Zara turned her head to smile softly at their professor. “That was amazing,” she murmured, reaching out to stroke his cheek almost tenderly. “You feel incredible inside me.”

Lexi made an agreeable noise as she trailed a hand down Professor Allen’s sweat-slicked chest. “Mmm, you filled her up so good,” she purred approvingly. “I could feel it...I hope you don’t think this is the end.”


Epilogue

In the weeks following that fateful afternoon at Professor Allen’s apartment, Lexi and Zara made good on their plan to become his regular playthings. Their seductive wiles proved too influential for the lonely widower to resist, and he soon found himself falling deeper under the spell of his two gorgeous students.

He began lavishing them with gifts and attention outside of school hours, treating them like pampered princesses at every opportunity. They were only too happy to let him worship their young, supple bodies, eagerly returning the favor with skilled mouths and hands whenever he needed stress relief.

It wasn’t long before both girls started dropping hints about wanting to take their arrangement further – whispers of moving in together as soon as they graduated, of building a future as his women. Professor Allen wavered at first, mindful of what others might say, but the two cheerleaders proved to be too tempting.

And so, the unconventional family was born – two sexy women and their older sugar daddy, living together in luxury. It didn’t take long for Lexi and Zara to want to seal the deal – so to say. Pregnancy, giving their man a pair of children, was exactly what they needed for that, and it soon happened.

Professor Allen provided for them lavishly, spoiling his girls rotten and doting on his children.

Some judged them, of course – whispers behind hands and scandalized glances. But Lexi and Zara just smirked knowingly, secure in the knowledge that they had captured their man’s heart as surely as he had their bodies.

And in the end, what did it matter? They were happy... and wasn’t that all that really counted?

The end
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