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Can I Taste Your Cookies?

Young lady, you have no idea what you just walked yourself into. In the next thirty minutes or less, you are going to be mine. I’m going to eat the hell out of your pussy. And you’re going to love it.

“Hello Professor.”

Amber. Amber Fucking Boatwright. Amber Big Tittie Boatwright. The most beautiful millennial in the world was standing on my back doorstep looking sexy, sweet, and unapologetically fuckable. The untamable beast in me immediately came alive and began to roar.

I knew better. I’d always known better. But that never stopped me. I was a professor at a college in a small town called Bluesberry. It was common knowledge around campus that I was a lesbian but I didn’t get too much of a hassle about it, despite living in a small town. People stayed out of my way and I stayed out of theirs. The female population at my school made that a little difficult though. I can’t tell you how many of my students tried to seduce me and not only in the hopes of getting a good grade. Some of them were just honestly turned on and curious about me being a lesbian. I wish I could say I resisted all of them; I hadn’t. I broke more than a few hearts. After the last one nearly cost me my job I promised myself I wouldn’t indulge in the pretty, young, hot, and tempting department anymore. But there she was. Standing at my door. Looking sexy as fuck. And all I could think about from the moment I opened my front door and saw her standing there was getting my head between those thick, creamy thighs.

“I hope I didn’t interrupt you from anything,” she spoke in that hypnotizing girlish voice of hers. “I’m sorry to bother you. I know it’s not a school day. But I have a problem and I was hoping you could help me out.”

I tried not to stare at the outline of her big titties through her cotton white t-shirt. The girl was not lacking in the titty department and had no business walking around braless. I could make out the outline of her dark nipples and areoles and I tried not to drool. Even the straight women at my college talked about what an amazing body Amber had. And the men were willing to risk life, limb, and marriage just to fuck her at least once. But from what I’d heard, most of them hadn’t gotten anywhere with her, which said a lot about her character. I wondered if it would be hard for me to get some.

I blinked away my visions of lust and openly smiled at her. “Hi Amber, it’s no problem. What’s up?”

“My sorority and I are selling cookies to raise money for the local orphanage downtown and I haven’t had any luck selling mine. Most of the girls have already locked up half the faculty and students at Blues U.”

I tried to keep my eyes away from her tempting tits and slowly nodded. “Okay.”

“Well,” she began shyly, looking down at the ground, “a few of the girls said they asked you and you turned them all down.”

“I don’t like cookies,” I said with an apologetic smile. Unless we’re talking about pussy, I wanted to add. “I told the young ladies I would be more than willing to donate money but they were insistent on me buying a box. That’s why I turned them down.”

Her face fell. “Oh.”

“Would you be willing to take a monetary donation? I’ll pay for a whole box if you want; I just don’t want the cookies.” Unless it’s your pussy. “You can do with them whatever you like.”

Her face brightened like the sun. “Would you really? It wouldn’t be too much? It’s $50.00 for a whole box.”

I evenly smiled. “That’s fine. I’ll throw in an extra fifty for good measure. How does that sound?” And I won’t even try to fuck you for it.

She grinned wide, showing off those perfect teeth. I wanted to run my tongue over her lips and suck on her tongue. I wanted to see that smile as I made her cum multiple times. What did I have to do to get her to take her top off?

“Ms. Albright, I would really appreciate that so much! You have no idea how much this means to me! Thank you!”

“Please. Call me Patty.”

“Okay. Patty.” She shook her head and curiously looked at me. “I don’t know why the girls at the school think you’re mean. You’re not mean at all.”

I tilted my head at her. “They think I’m mean?”

“Well, just a little standoffish.” She uneasily looked at me. “I mean, I don’t think that or I wouldn’t have come here. But they do. I guess because you didn’t buy the cookies and well, you know…”

I had to pry my eyes away from her humongous tits again. I wondered if I could fit them in my mouth without dislocating my jaw. “No, I don’t know. What do you mean?”

She fumbled over her words. “Well, I guess cause um… Because of the, you know… The gay thing.” She whispered the last part and a deep red blush spread across her cheeks. I thought her blushing was adorable. It made me want to fuck her that much more. Did she blush when she came?

I crossed my arms and leaned against the door. “What does my being gay have to do with buying some goddamn cookies?”

She blinked nervously and I gritted my teeth. I didn’t mean to have that kind of a response but I tired easily when it came to people judging me. Okay, so I was a little butch and I didn’t smile much. That didn’t have shit to do with the price of tea in China. Those sluts in training was just jealous I wouldn’t give them the time of day. More than half of them had tried to push their tits in my face and I had turned them down flat. I wondered if Amber knew that. I didn’t like easy pussy. I liked working for what I wanted. And I was getting ready to start full-time right now. I just hoped I would reap the benefits.

“I’m sorry,” she stammered. “I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“You didn’t sweetie. Tell you what. Why don’t you come in for a minute and let me get that money for you.”

She gave me a winning smile and I knew I was halfway there already. She blushed again and tucked a loose brown curl behind her ear. The gesture nearly made me cum on myself. I wanted to pull her hair and spank her ass. I watched rapt at her tits swaying teasingly beneath her thin shirt. I reached down and subconsciously rubbed myself between my thighs. If I had a dick it would’ve been hard as nails. I hoped this girl wouldn’t be a head case like the last one. I got off scot free last time. I didn’t know if I’d be that lucky a second time. My tongue skills were on point and I had no doubt she would want more. They always did. She was going to have to fight me off of her pussy before it was all over with. I had a feeling I would be as addicted to eating her pussy as she would be to feeding it to me. If she was game. I just had to play my cards right.

“Sure Ms. Albright, er… Patty.”

I stepped back and allowed her entrance into my seductive dome. When she walked past me I almost moaned out loud. The perfume she was wearing was something light and flirty and it turned me on so much. I glanced down at her ass and licked my lips. Wide, round, and plump. Just like I liked them. I wanted to eat her ass out on sight. And the teeny little shorts she was wearing… Good gawt.

I closed the door and locked it, caving her in. “My bag’s upstairs. I’ll be right back. Make yourself at home.” I gestured towards my breakfast nook and crookedly smiled at her before making my way upstairs.

When I came back down with the money she was sitting at the table looking around, the look of fresh innocence on her face. She looked impressed with my house. The girls always were. They saw me as someone they could aspire to be; my life as something to work towards. I had worked hard for what I had and I was single and able to enjoy it all for myself. I wasn’t interested in love or happily ever after. For what? There was too much pussy out there.

I walked over to her and reached her the money, staring hard down at her. She swallowed hard and gave me an uneasy smile as she took the money. I tried not to let my hunger for her appear obvious but it was hard. Somehow I could sense that she knew what I wanted. I just hoped she wasn’t hesitant about giving it to me.

She wet her lips and I bit my bottom lip. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“You’re welcome.” My eyes held hers. Captive.

I could hear the breathlessness in her voice as she spoke to me. “Patty?”

“Yes Amber?”

A visible shiver went through her and I knew I was halfway there. “How long have you been… gay?”

“Since college.”

“How did you know you were…?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Just curious.”

Sure you are. I grabbed one of the chairs and sat it directly in front of her. I sat across from her and opened my legs so that her thick ones were in between mine. “I had my first affair with a woman in college,” I readily explained. “A professor.”

Her eyes widened in fascination. “A professor?”

I nodded.

She leaned forward, giving me a heavenly view of the top of her globes. “What happened?”

I leaned back in my chair and ran my hand up my bare thigh. I was also wearing shorts, though they weren’t as short as hers. The gesture seemed to rattle her slightly. She sat back a little but not so much that I still couldn’t see those tits practically falling out of her V-neck shirt. They were craving my tongue and lips so badly they were almost breaking free.

“She cornered me one day in class,” I softly said, keeping my eyes fixed on her bright green ones. “She told me I was beautiful. That she had been watching me for a long time. She told me she wanted me. She wanted to know what I looked like naked, what I tasted like. She wanted her mouth around my breasts. She told me she wouldn’t take no for an answer.” And I won’t either.

Her eyes were about to bug out of her head. She crossed her legs and my eyes immediately glanced down at them. All I could picture was them clenched tightly around my head as I pulled multiple orgasms out of her.

“I was flabbergasted,” I said. “I mean, I had definitely noticed her. She was a beautiful woman and most of the guys in class wanted her. I had no idea she was gay. But the moment she touched me, I found it hard to say no. To refuse her.”

Her teeth scrapped across her bottom lip. “Wow. What was it like?”

I closed my eyes, remembering. “Heaven. The most amazing feeling in the world. I didn’t have to do a thing to her. She did it all. Right there. In class. During a lunch break.”

She gasped. “Other people were around?”

I looked at her and leaned forward a little so that our faces were only a few inches apart. “Walking around in the hall, yeah. We could hear them. It heightened the desire. The lust. The moment. Forbidden desire always makes things much sweeter.”

She swallowed. Hard. Almost loud enough for me to hear. I knew I was closer now.

“Amber… Have you ever been with a woman before?”

She bit her lip and her eyes grew large as she shook her head.

“Have you ever wanted to?”

“I mean, I’ve thought about it. On a campus full of girls it does cross your mind once in a while.”

“Has a girl ever tried to touch you?” I would find her and kill her for trying to take what was mine.

She squirmed uneasily. “I mean, my roommate asked me to show her my breasts-“

Now my eyes grew wide. “Did you?”

She hesitantly looked at me; then slowly nodded.

My fingers gripped my thigh in unbridled jealous rage. “Why?”

“I wanted her to see them.”

I leaned closer to her. “Why?”

“I-I don’t know.”

“So what happened next?”

“Nothing. She said thank you.”

“And that’s it?”

“Yes. We haven’t talked about it since then. She has a boyfriend. I guess she got scared.”

“Would you have let her have her way with you?”

“I don’t know. But I was definitely horny.”

I didn’t realize my hands had reached out to her until I felt her soft skin under my fingers. Her breath hitched in her throat as I began lightly running my nails over her thighs. “Are you horny now?”

Her eyes were transfixed on my hands on her flesh. She bit her lip. “Yes.”

“Would you like me to show you what it’s like being with a woman?”

Her eyes slowly raised to mine. She blinked fast, her face masked with uncertainty. She gasped again as my fingers glided up her thighs to the bottom of her shorts. “Yes,” her word came out on a sigh.

I closed my eyes and deeply groaned. Yes. This hadn’t been as hard as I thought. This pussy was mine. It was mine! I was getting ready to give this tender young bitch the best night of her life. Still, I didn’t want to rush. This was going to be a slow dance. I wanted to make it last all night. I wanted it to be so amazing she wouldn’t think twice about continuing an affair with me for as long I wanted.

I opened my eyes and looked into her expressive greens. They were heavy-lidded with desire now. Eager. Desperate. Passionate.

“You must be absolutely sure now,” I cautioned. “This may not turn out the way you think it will.” Of course it will. “Or it might be so fantastic that you want more. Either way, after today, your life will never be the same.”

She writhed against my touch. “Okay.”

“I don’t want any drama. None whatsoever. I won’t tolerate it. I know you’re young but I need you to act like an adult after today. We need to be on the same page about this. This does not get out at school. You don’t tell anyone. Ever.”

She agreeably nodded, breathless and squirming against my touch. “Yes Patty. Okay.”

A groan from way down deep escaped me at the sound of my name on her bee stung lips. I wanted to hear her call my name for the next however many days she allowed me the selfish pleasure of having my way with her young body. Amber was a sophomore at 19. I was beyond cougar age at 45. I had no qualms or hesitations about her age and she sure as hell didn’t seem to have any about mine. Women get with older men all the time. They even have “daddy stories” about it and it’s celebrated. Books written about it become bestsellers. Tumblr is flooded with it. A horny older woman goes with a younger eager woman and somehow its taboo. Fuck taboo, responsibility, and morals. I wanted her and I was going to have her.

I’d had young girls before but bedding her was going to be so different. The other girls had been overanxious. And while Amber was definitely anxious, there was nothing aggressive about her. She was letting me take full control of her. I loved it. I planned on doing all things sinful and eager to her tonight.

Fighting hard to maintain my control, I leaned towards her and hovered my mouth close to hers, marveling in the heat of her sweet breath on my lips. I tried to play it cool but my heart was beating a mile a minute. I couldn’t believe after almost two full years, I was finally going to have my way with the elusive, bodacious Amber. The men on my faculty would kill me in a jealous rage if they knew what I was about to do. And what she was about to let me do. Time and time again.

I placed my hands against the side of her head and gently placed my lips to hers. I could feel her hesitation and fear and it energized me in ways that shocked and frightened me. I held back with all that I had. I needed to pace myself, enjoy the moment. I softly ran my lips across hers, breathing her in, inhaling her purity and innocence. Her lips were frozen. I pulled back and looked into her eyes. She looked so nervous. I smiled at her and kissed her again. I was immediately addicted to her taste and wanted more.

She began to slowly but surely warm up to me and tentatively rubbed her lips against mine. There was no tongue involved yet. Just merely light touches and assurances. I wanted her to feel comfortable with what she was doing; with what we were about to do. I wanted her to want it as bad as I did.

Pulling away from her, I looked deep into her eyes and brushed her golden hair off of her shoulder before running both sets of fingers through her tresses. I inhaled her delicious scent and went in for another kiss, closing my eyes in anticipation. Our tongues touched and it was instant magic.


Open Wide

I could feel her hedge for only a moment and then her lips willingly parted beneath mine. She tasted oh so fucking sweet and delicious. I put my hands to her neck and caressed the soft skin. Her pulse was beating fast and furious against my fingers. I ran my mouth over hers with greed, enjoying the slick feel of her tongue against mine. She was shaking. I was shaking. I wanted her that bad. Holding myself back was not going to be an easy task. This moment was everything and I wanted it to last forever.

My hands started exploring and when I got to those mountainous tits, I nearly came undone. Touching her felt as energizing as shocking myself with electricity. I squeezed and massaged those tits, sighing pleasantly as our kiss grew stronger.

I tweaked her nipples with my index finger and thumb and she released a light, “Oh.”

I smiled against her lips and pulled away, leering seductively at her. “Do you like the way I kiss you?” I breathlessly asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you like the way I’m touching you?”

“Yes. That feels good.”

I was touching her through her shirt and I was dying to go underneath. I slowly stood up and pulled her up with me. I dipped my head to hers and began passionately kissing her again while I fondled her titties. She moaned beneath me. Her arms hung stiffly by her sides but she was kissing me back strongly. My boy shorts were already beyond drenched and I was certain her panties were too.

Releasing her breasts for only a moment, I held her face in my hands and kept kissing her, guiding her head and mouth in formation with mine. Our lips parted on a loud smack and we locked eyes. Taking her hand, I led her into my all white living-room and stood her in front of the sectional leather couch. I turned her to the mirror above it and stood behind her, holding her from the back. My layered black hair teased the curve of her shoulder and tickled her as I moved, drawing a slight shiver from her. I held her arms down to her sides and teasingly tip-toed my fingers up her hairless arms to her aching, heaving breasts. They were so swollen with desire I was surprised they hadn’t popped.

Reaching down, I placed my hand against the bottom of her shirt and slowly pulled it up past her enviable flat stomach, up her chest, to her bouncing boobs. I exhaled a hissing breath as they came into view. Big, firm, round, and perfect. Her nipples were nickel-sized and her areoles were also very big and took up most of her titties.

“Fucking love your tits,” I rasped, placing my greedy hands against them.

We both watched as I held her titties in my hands and caressed them, flicking her nipples with my thumbs, circling them, and bouncing them. Her breath was fast and erratic as her mouth opened and she leaned her head against my bare shoulder. She arched to my hands and I squeezed her breasts hard, drawing a surprised gasp of desire from her chest. I licked my fingers then placed them back against her globes, saturating them with my spit. She bit her lip and her eyes blazed with delight at the gesture. I kept doing that until her entire breasts were branded with my saliva. Sounds gross but it looked intoxicating.

Stepping a little away from her, I dropped my hands from her quivering flesh and whispered a demand.  “Make them jump.”

She immediately followed my request, bouncing up and down. Her boobs slapped and bounced against her chest.

“Shake them back and forth.”

Again she followed my orders, smiling girlishly at my reflection in the mirror.

I bit my bottom lip, savoring the anticipation of having them in my mouth. “Play with them.”

Shyly running her teeth over her bottom lip, she placed her small hands against them and began stroking herself in slow, methodical movements, starting at the sides and drawing her hands around to the front before plucking her nipples.

“That’s good. That’s very good.”

Turning her around to me, I embraced her in a beastly kiss and grabbed her hands, putting them above her head. I grabbed her titties and stroked and kneaded them as I kissed her. Her knees buckled and almost gave way and I pulled her back up. I kissed my way from her mouth, to her neck, to her shoulders, to her arms, concentrating on each part of her skin, savoring her sweet taste. When my mouth reached her tits, she expelled a clit-clenching cry of excitement, unleashing the lion inside of me.

I held firm to those tits and bunched them up to my mouth sucking madly like a woman gone wild. The noises emanating from my full mouth danced with the moans, gasps, and sighs of encouragement coming from hers.

“I’ve been wanting to suck these titties for so long,” I growled against her.

“Oh, Professor Albright,” she whispered in that intoxicating honey-tinged voice of hers. She grinded her breasts against my lips and I moaned with agony, sucking harder, my jaws caving in as I foolishly tried to fit the meat of her titties in my mouth. The fact that they were so big I could only get the tips in intensified my lust for her that much more.

“Professor Albright that feels soooo good. So good Professor.”

I wanted to remind her again to call me Patty but calling me by my professional name added an element of Dom/submissive to the mix and I liked that. I liked that a lot. Yes Princess, I am your Professor. I’m going to teach you the pleasures and joys of making love to a woman. After I’m done with you, you’ll never want another dick again in your life.

I sucked those titties nice and slow. Then hard and fast. My right hand trailed down her body to her booty shorts. Quickly, I unbuckled and unzipped them, releasing her breasts to yank them down with my hands. Immediately, my hand went to her center and I squeezed, groaning at the heavy moisture gathered in her panties. Her pussy was beyond saturated. I pulled away from her tits to see what her panties looked like. They were sexy as fuck. Black. Silk. Drawstring. I squeezed her pussy lips again with my tongue hanging lustfully out of my mouth. Her pussy lips were fat. Gathering the material in my hands, I yanked them tighter against her and licked my lips again at her pussy imprint. Boy was I going to enjoy putting all of that fat in my mouth. I was one lucky bitch.

Amber moved against my hands and I knew what she wanted but I was going to take my sweet time. I was running this shit, not her. Placing my lips back to her breasts, I teasingly ran the tips of my fingers over the length of her pussy, starting at the top, working my way down and going back up.

Amber’s gasps were hyper and quick as she writhed against me, begging and pleading for her release. I squeezed her pussy between my index finger and thumb and moved the skin up and down. She damn near jumped out of her skin and bumped her tits against my face. Turning her around, I put one hand over her tits and the other at her pussy, rubbing it through the thin material of her panties as I gazed at her perfection in the mirror. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. Her head was tilted back; she was in a trance. I was making her feel incredible and the feeling of power it gave me was exhilarating.

She momentarily opened her eyes to gaze at me with wonder. Our eyes held one another, looking feral and wild. My touch became more aggressive. She reached her hand back and grabbed my hair. Helpless cries of pleasure escaped her trembling lips. It was time. I was done waiting.

“You ready Princess?” I asked her.

She bit her lip and nodded.

I couldn’t stop staring at her in the mirror. This girl was young. She was popular. She was smart. She was what Playboy fantasies and porn movies were made of. And she wanted me. I felt ten feet tall. Turning her to me, I kissed her once more then sat her on the couch, pressing her down with the palms of my hands. She expectantly looked up at me and opened her legs, putting her hands behind her head. This bitch was as anxious as a kid on Christmas morning.

I got on my knees and focused on her. Seeing her splayed open like that on my couch was truly one of the most beautiful sights in the world. I wished my camera was nearby so I could take a picture. I lifted my tank top over my head, revealing my own generous chest. Her eyes widened slightly as she stared at my full tits in my lacy black bra. I was sure she was expecting me to be flat-chested since I wore my clothes so big. The girls always got a kick out of it when they saw my naked body. My older, more mature one rivaled theirs. I intended to reveal my goods slowly to her too. I wanted to make it all about her first. This wasn’t about getting mine; it was about pleasing her. I would derive my pleasure from pleasuring her and having her respond in kind.

My eyes zeroed in on her covered pussy and I licked my lips again. Licking my thumbs, I placed both of them against her crotch and leisurely moved them up and down. Her head lolled back and forth against the couch and her legs involuntarily twitched. Moans bubbled from her stomach and spilled through her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. She was as anxious for what I was going to do to her as I was about doing it to her.


The Pussy Is Mine

The titillating scent of her young pussy filled the room, teasing my nostrils and making my mouth water. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to taste her; I had to have her in my mouth now! I began kissing her again, long and slow; running my tongue across her full bottom lip, teasing my tongue in and out of her mouth; biting her top lip. My hands roamed her body, lingering on her tits and flat stomach. She remained subdued, leaving her hands at her sides. This was going to be a perfect arrangement. As long as she continued playing the role of the submissive one, we would get along great and be lovers for a long time. Those other chicks wanted to take charge too much; wanted to rush things along, wanted to be in control. I had no time or patience for that. I loved when a woman gave herself over to me completely and played helpless. It made me feel powerful. Amber was the perfect student.

Leaning down to her tits, I began kissing, fondling, and licking them again with my eyes trained on hers. Her breathing had quickened and the sound drove me mad. I parted her thighs and slid my hands down her stomach to her panties, slowly pulling them down. My eyes lit up with excitement as her bush came into focus. There’s nothing like that first reveal of the pussy. She had a little pussy hair but that didn’t bother me. I actually love a hairy pussy. What really turned me on was that the hair she did have on it was shaved in the shape of a lightning bolt. That was original and beyond sexy to me. I hoped she was super flexible because I was going to spread those legs in every direction I could.

Smiling wickedly at her, l leaned between her thighs and tenderly kissed her knees, going up her thighs, leaving a wet trail. My hands rubbed her fat hips as I tasted her. I could smell her ardent desire for me the closer I got to her pussy. Clenching the meat of her ass, I lowered my mouth to her moist treasure and flicked my tongue against it.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she deeply moaned as her eyes rolled back and she arched to my lips.

That was all I needed to hear. Delicately, I flicked my tongue in and out of her pussy, moaning wildly with each flick of my tongue. She tasted fucking scrumptious. I squeezed her ass harder and opened my mouth, putting it over her entire pussy. She bumped against me and clutched the couch with the tips of her fingers.

“Yes Professor yes,” she slurred. “Fuck yes.”

“Your pussy taste so good baby. So good.”

“Ummmm…”

Her heavy breath mixed sexily with her resonating moans as I continued to taste her pussy like a woman who had never been fed before. Amber could no longer play it coy and be still. Her hands were moving everywhere. Behind her on the couch, over her breasts, on her thighs, across her stomach, in my hair, against my face… My hands were exploring too, primarily focused on those ridiculously large titties I had been craving for months and that ass that put Kim K’s too shame. As wild as my desire was for her, I didn’t go ham on her pussy at first. I ate her like I was kissing her. I French-kissed her pussy. I sucked it. I breathed into it. I rubbed my nose in it.

Her hands went to my breasts, squeezing them hard through the lacy material. “Professor, you are so fucking sexy,” she moaned. “I love the way you feel. I love what you’re doing to me. You’re amazing.”

My only response was to eat her pussy harder, louder, and faster. She screamed and threw her legs up in the air, sliding her hips down and opening herself wider to me. Hell fucking yeah bitch. I licked her pussy in long, greedy strokes, groaning loudly as we stared into one another’s eyes. My index and middle finger joined my tongue, exploring, dancing, fingering, and probing. Her hips started moving wildly against my face, almost suffocating me.

“Oh my God yes!”

Her arms flailed out to the sides as she rode my face like it was a dick. She was nearing the edge and I wasn’t ready for her to come yet. Prolonging the inevitable, I slowed down my licks and fingering; then pulled away from her. I ran my hand over her pussy and smacked it lightly. I licked my fingers; then placed two of them inside of her hole, staring at her rapt, enjoying the feral look on her face. I could tell she was frustrated with my teasing but I didn’t care. This moment would be over soon enough and I wanted it to last as long as it could. Her face frowned up in desire and she looked like she was about to cry as I tickled her G-spot with my middle finger. She placed her hand on the couch and raised herself up slightly, staring at me with her mouth open, her mouth bearing the sexiest sounds I had ever heard.

“Please let me come Professor. Please.”

“How bad do you want it baby?”

“I want it bad. So bad.”

I stopped fingering her and looked at her hard. “You have to promise me one thing first.”

She looked at me, fighting annoyance. “What?”

“For the next two years you’re at school, you can’t get with anyone else. No one else. Not a girl; not a guy. This pussy will belong to me and only me. Understand? If you can’t do that, I won’t finish.”

Her eyes widened at my threat and she bit her lip, pondering for a few minutes. She closed her eyes in surrender and mutely nodded her head.

“No,” I said, running my open mouth over her pussy, torturing her more. “I want to hear you say it. You have to say it.”

“Okay Professor, okay. I’ll give myself to you. My pussy will be yours and no one else’s. I promise.”

I scrutinized her for a few moments; then slowly started eating her pussy again, making a mental note to draw up a contract and make her sign it before she left. I put one of my hands at the top of her pussy to open her lips and used the other to part the lips at the bottom and stick one of my fingers in. I began sucking on her clit, drawing a surprised yelp from her. Her body involuntarily jumped up and she held herself up with her hands, winding her hips in circles against my mouth like a pro.

“That’s right baby,” I huskily said. “Give me that pussy. Give it to me.”

I ate her louder, smacking my lips. I didn’t know what made more noise, her pussy or my mouth. Her cries grew louder as she clutched my head and held it in place. Before long, she exploded in my mouth, screaming and gasping so loud it hurt my ears. I kept going, drinking up every ounce of her sweet liquid as I could. Her body quivered and quaked as she fell against the couch, her mouth trembling, her eyes rolled in the back of her head. I was far from done. I continued attacking her pussy, wildly shaking my head back and forth, pressing my face, nose, mouth, tongue and everything I could inside of her, drawing two more thunderous orgasms from her that were so strong she started crying. Literally crying. Fuck yeah. This pussy was not going anywhere. It was mine forever. Far as I was concerned, I had branded it. It would never get wet or cum for anyone else.

Yanking away from her plump rose, I quickly undid my bra and stood up to kick off my running shoes, jeans, and boy shorts. She moaned and appreciatively smiled as my youthful body came into play. Her eyes were half shut and she looked like she would fall asleep at any moment but she reached out to me and arched her body to mine, begging for more.

I leaned down to her and began sucking my favorite toys again, pleasurably sighing as she held my tits in her hands and sensuously fondled them. Her hands on me felt beyond amazing. I wasn’t a huge fan of having my pussy played with or eaten but I loved having hands on my tits. That was my hot zone. I gasped in surprise then growled like a feral animal as she pushed me off of her and began greedily sucking my breasts. I held them in my hands and to her mouth as she returned the favor I had been granting her all afternoon. She was pretty good for a novice.

She ran her hands down my slim waist to my wide hips and boldly caressed them, before smacking them hard. I growled again and pumped my tits to her mouth, pushing them further in her mouth. She happily giggled and moved her hands around to my pussy, roughly rubbing my bald flesh.

“Your body is beyond amazing Professor,” she cooed. “I could touch you all day.”

“Yes but you won’t get to because it’s my turn again,” I gruffly whispered as I grabbed her by the wrists and put them over her head.

I seductively kissed her and grabbed her knees, pulling them wider apart. I kissed my way from her lips to her tits back to her aching dripping wet pussy. I flicked my tongue in and out of her hole, slow, then fast, fast, then slow, repeating this routine for minutes as she thrashed around on the couch, grabbing the pillows, leaning up; then laying back down. I leaned up and began sucking her nipples again and I teasingly moved my upper torso up and down against hers, rubbing my tits against her pussy.

“Holy fucking shit,” she groaned. “Fuck yeah Professor.”

Grabbing her hips, I leaned all the way up to her and pressed my pussy against hers. I began moving against her in slow, winding motions. Our kissing was wild and loud as we fucked each-other. I had never wanted to be a man in my life but grinding my pussy against hers made me want a dick so I could experience what the inside of her felt like. I ran my hands all over her like a woman possessed as I kissed her and fucked her. Her skin was so soft and feminine. I couldn’t get enough. I began fucking her faster, our hips smacking angrily against one another. We looked at one another as we kissed, our eyes wild and on fire. I slightly lifted myself off of her and grabbed the curve of her ass, leaning to the side as I pounded her from another angle. She screamed and grabbed my back, digging her nails in as she arched her titties towards me. It was a difficult feat but I managed to hold her ass in place, suck her titties, and fuck her crazy at the same time.

I turned sideways and threw my leg over her leg and bounced steadily on top her, my breasts slapping against my chest as I continued to suck hers. I could feel myself reaching my peak and grabbed her ass and tit harder, sucking so firmly on her tits I feared I’d pull the skin off. Her nails drifted down to my ass and she dug them in, gripping my cheeks hard.

“I’m cummimg,” I hissed through my teeth. “I’m cumming baby.”

“Cum for me Professor,” she wickedly said, thrashing her tongue in and out of my mouth. “I want to feel that pussy cum for me.”

Her words threw me over the edge. Tossing my head back, I roared, shivering hard against her as my orgasm ripped through me like glass, shredding every ounce of stud arrogance I’d held inside of me all afternoon. Holy shit. Holy shit. My goodness. Holy shit. I had honestly never cum so hard in my life, alone or with someone else. What was it about this girl that drove me so fucking crazy? I had no idea. All I knew was I wasn’t trying to let it go.

Pulling her on top of me, I lay back against the couch and grabbed her hips, moving her against me again. I still wasn’t finished. I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. She started making those noises that had become my latest addiction as she rocked her pussy against mine, her strawberry scented curls caressing my face as she leaned over me. My heart was beating so hard. I had never felt so alive and wonderful in my whole life.

We both looked down at our pussys dancing together, rapt. I placed my thumb against her clit and gently rubbed, gripping her ass by the tips of my free fingers. She reached beneath her and began teasing my clit. My teeth gritted and clenched in my mouth at the sensation that tugged my lower region as she pleasured me. Had she done this before? Good Lord, I hadn’t expected her to be this good. She was driving me out of my fucking mind.

Before long I was making noises just like her, sounding all girly and shit. What the fuck was she doing to me? Whatever it was, I fucking loved it. No way in hell was she getting out of my house without signing a contract now.

“Fuck me,” I demanded as I looked deep into her eyes. “Fuck me. Yes, that’s it. Just like that.” I stared fascinated at her tits as she hopped up and down on top of me with her head thrown back. I released her protruding nub and grabbed her globes, jiggling them in my hands.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said. “I love these tits. Fucking gorgeous ass tits. This pussy… Oh, this pussy. This fucking pussy.”

I was delirious and talking out my head and I didn’t give a flying fuck.

“I’m cumming again baby,” I said. “I’m fucking cumming again. I’m… What the fuck? Holy shit!”

My eyes rolled to the back of my head and my leg shot straight up in the air as another orgasm hit me like a bolt of lightning. Not stopping to take a breath, I flipped her ass on her stomach and pulled her ass up in the air. I commenced to eating that ass like it was a rib eye steak. I spread her ass cheeks open and dove right on in, alternating between her crack and her pussy.

Amber held her ass cheeks open for me and bucked against my lips, biting hard on her lip as harsh moans emanated from her throat.

“I love what you do to me,” she whispered. “Oh, that feels so good. Yes. Yes. I love the way you make me feel. I love giving this pussy to you. It’s yours. All yours.”

That was all I needed to hear. My thumb went in her ass and three fingers went in her pussy as my tongue zeroed in on her clit again. It took merely seconds for her to erupt and spasm against me. The spasms went on and on as I held her ass in place against my face and gripped it like I was afraid she would run away. I slapped her ass hard five times then jiggled it and slapped it again. This had been one hell of a day.

Amber needed to get back to her dorm soon so we weakly removed ourselves from the couch and dragged our tired bodies to my shower where we bathed one another and kissed and touched one another. We toweled ourselves off in silence, lost in our thoughts. We got dressed and I walked her to the door, trying to ignore the feeling of longing in my chest. This was a child. She still had a lot of life to live. I was being selfish. I needed to leave her alone.

I shook my head and made a face. Screw that. I didn’t give a fuck about all that. I would see her again. I would see her as many times as I liked. She belonged to me now. There was no way in hell I was letting her get away. I was already counting the minutes until my face would be in her pussy again. Next time I wanted to tie her and up and use my special toys on her. Maybe I’d even break out a few dildos and a strap-on.

“I enjoyed myself today Professor Albright,” she shyly said as she turned at the door and looked at me.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Enjoyed was an understatement. It sounded like something you would say after a bad date.

“Yes, I enjoyed fucking and licking the shit out of you,” I growled as I wickedly looked at her.

Her eyes widened at my words; then she crookedly smiled. She reached her hand out to me. “I hope I can see you again real soon.”

She gasped as I yanked her in my arms and kissed her hard, grabbing her hair and yanking it as my mouth devoured hers. I pulled away and intently looked at her, my coarse breathing matching hers. “You’ll see me tomorrow,” I said with finality. “Same time. Right here. I’ll come looking for you. Don’t think I won’t.”

She swallowed hard, blinked, and nodded obediently. “Okay.”

I smacked her on the ass and put my hand to her still sopping wet center. “No one else can have you,” I growled as I pulled her bottom lip between my teeth. “This pussy is mine.”

She smiled against my lips. “This pussy is yours. See you tomorrow.”

Giving me another one of her delicious, innocent smiles, she turned and walked down my back steps, her wide hips switching seductively behind her. I groaned as fire burned my belly and my core pulsated with greed. Hell yeah. Tomorrow, that pretty young thing was signing a fucking contract.
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