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"Can you pull out your cock for Miss. Scarlett?" I asked, pushing the table forward so he could no longer hide his bulge.

"My—my cock?" he asked, looking back at me.

"Yes, Billy, take it out for me."

He moved timidly, unfastening his jeans with shaking hands.

"Do you need some help?" I asked, seeing that he'd began to falter.

"Yes, Miss," he said, clearly frustrated by these conflicting feelings.

I reached down and pulled his jeans wide, giving his stiff dick a rub with my hand before creeping my fingers inside his boxer shorts and gripping the hard flesh.

I breezed huskily in to his ear.  "Already nice and stiff."

I pulled it out over the waist of his pants and saw it for the first time.  He had a good looking cock, smooth and long with this perfect symmetry to it.  It looked delicious.

"You know what?" I asked now moving around in front of him and pushing the desk far out of the way.  "I don't think we need the condom."

I crouched to my knees and prowled forwards and Billy damn-near looked like he was about to bolt out of the room.

"Relax," I said over the thick rim of my glasses.  "You're going to enjoy this."

As I knelt in front of him I unfastened several buttons on my shirt, opening my blazer to reveal my big cleavage that Billy absolutely ate up.

He couldn't take his eyes off it.  I began to yank his jeans down until they were around his ankles, followed swiftly by his Calvins until he sat naked in front of me.

"They look incredible, Miss. Scarlett," he said, still locked on his target.

"Would you like to see them?"

He looked to my eyes now.  "Really?"

"Of course," I said, taking my blazer off and throwing it to the side as I popped open the final few buttons of my blouse.
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"Why are we doing this, Miss. Scarlett?" Billy asked, sitting at the desk I'd made up.

"Because you're at an age now where you're going to be doing a lot of ... sexual things and—"

"Jeez, do we have to?"

I looked over my spectacles at him and pursed my lips.  "The condom, Billy.  Have you forgotten about the condom your mother found?"

He threw his hands in the air.  "Surely it's better that I had one?"

I picked up the cucumber and used it to point at him whilst I talked.  "Just because you had one, doesn't mean you know how to use it."

Billy shook his head as I stood in front of the little pop-up board I used to school him on.

"How long will this take?" he asked, looking at his watch.

"You're home from College, Billy, you don't have anywhere you need to be."

"I was gonna go to my friends and watch the game," he whined.

"Well I guess you'll be late.  We're here alone for the full hour."

I walked around the back of him now as I worked the room, really assuming the role of teacher that I loved to play.

As I moved behind him I took my moment to admire him.  He could be a handful at times but there was no doubt that he was an amazing man.  I harbored a hidden lust for him that always threatened to break through the surface.

I looked down on him as I strutted past.  I'd really gone all out for the occasion, wearing a knee length black pencil skirt, a black blazer and a pink shirt with the cleavage showing.  A woman's gotta look good when she's teaching the art of sex.

I hadn't planned on having anything happen, truly I hadn't, but at the age of forty sometimes you want to know if you've still got it

"Right," I began, holding the cucumber up in my right hand as I stood in front of him.  "This is going to simulate your penis."

"Jeez, Miss. Scarlett," he said but I continued regardless.

"And I'm going to show you how to slide this condom over the top of it."

I walked forwards and put the cucumber on the desk, presenting the condom in front of him as I pinched the perforated edge with my fingers.

"Now we open it like this," I said, splitting the pack, "and we have to be careful not to tear it as we slide it out."

Billy watched with wide eyes, seeming unable to comprehend exactly what the hell was happening.

"Then, when it's out, we take it like this," I said, pinching the end and picking up the cucumber, "and roll it over the top."

I peeled the condom over the green length, looking at him and seeing him swallow hard as he wriggled in his chair.

"Then you just slide it down."  My fingers rolled it down, careful not to touch it with my long painted nails that I flashed in front of him.

Billy cleared his throat.

"There," I said, looking at the sheathed cylinder.  "That's how you do it."

I walked back to the board and grabbed another condom from the side.

"Now would you like to try?" I asked, walking back to the desk and placing it down in front of him.

He looked up aghast, as though he wished the floor would swallow him up.

"Come on, Billy, it's just you and me here."

"Do I have to?" he asked, shifting uncomfortably on his chair.

I spoke more sternly now.  "Yes, you have to."

I removed the old condom and Billy picked up the new one with a sigh as I placed myself behind him, looking over his shoulder and following his every move.

"That's right," I whispered close to him.  "Just tear it open."

He did as instructed and pulled the rubber disk from its packet, holding it in front of him and turning it between his fingers.

"Now just pinch the end there," I said watching him do my bidding.  "There we go."

I gripped the cucumber and put it upright, holding it for him.

"Now just slide it over and pretend it's your cock," I hushed, my lips close to his ear.

He seemed to tense up but he began to move, his hands trembling a little as he positioned the condom over the top of the vegetable.

"That's right," I encouraged, suddenly imagining him putting it over his own cock.

"Is this okay?" he asked, unraveling it down the length.

"That's perfect, Billy," I said over his shoulder.  "Perfect."

I was on the edge of my seat as I watched, rapt by his actions and consumed by thoughts of sex.  In the intensity of it all my hand suddenly found its way to his thigh and began rubbing it beneath the table.

"That's perfect, Billy," I said slower now.

"Miss. Scarlett?" he asked, confused.

"It's okay," I said and kissed his face.  "That's very good."

His eyes faced forwards as I rubbed him and I could sense the conflict in him.  Half of him was thinking the dirtiest, naughtiest things imaginable about me and the other half was scared that he should be having these thoughts about his mature teacher.

I knew it because I was thinking the exact same thing, only my desire to be satisfied must have been stronger than my will to stop.

I smoothed up his legs in slow movement, digging my nails in to his thigh as I did so before arriving at the hard packet between his legs.

"Shall we try out the real thing?" I asked.

Billy said nothing and I moved to pick up another condom, clicking my heels across the floor as I walked back to him with a sexy sass in my step.

"Can you pull out your cock for Miss. Scarlett?" I asked, pushing the table forward so he could no longer hide his bulge.

"My—my cock?" he asked, looking back at me.

"Yes, Billy, take it out for me."

He moved timidly, unfastening his jeans with shaking hands.

"Do you need some help?" I asked, seeing that he'd began to falter.

"Yes, Miss," he said, clearly frustrated by these conflicting feelings.

I reached down and pulled his jeans wide, giving his stiff dick a rub with my hand before creeping my fingers inside his boxer shorts and gripping the hard flesh.

I breezed huskily in to his ear.  "Already nice and stiff."

I pulled it out over the waist of his pants and saw it for the first time.  He had a good looking cock, smooth and long with this perfect symmetry to it.  It looked delicious.

"You know what?" I asked now moving around in front of him and pushing the desk far out of the way.  "I don't think we need the condom."

I crouched to my knees and prowled forwards and Billy damn-near looked like he was about to bolt out of the room.

"Relax," I said over the thick rim of my glasses.  "You're going to enjoy this."

As I knelt in front of him I unfastened several buttons on my shirt, opening my blazer to reveal my big cleavage that Billy absolutely ate up.

He couldn't take his eyes off it.  I began to yank his jeans down until they were around his ankles, followed swiftly by his Calvins until he sat naked in front of me.

"They look incredible, Miss. Scarlett," he said, still locked on his target.

"Would you like to see them?"

He looked to my eyes now.  "Really?"

"Of course," I said, taking my blazer off and throwing it to the side as I popped open the final few buttons of my blouse.

Billy's cock swayed on his lap, pointing upright and wobbling like a tree in the wind.

I unfastened my bra and removed it under my shirt, pulling the middle open wide until my tits fell out and Billy got a good look at them.

"Like what you see?" I asked, pulling the both sides of my shirt inwards so my tits became squeezed in between the fabric.

"They're amazing."

"So's this," I said, crawling forward and grabbing his dick.

As I worked along it slowly with one hand I took my glasses off with the other, putting them down carefully beside the chair before removing the clip in my hair and shaking out the bun.

Billy looked at me over his thick cock, still with that innocent shock on his face as he received probably the first hand-job of his life.  I wasn't about to stop there.

I moved my face close to his clean-cut manhood, jerking it against my cheek as I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation of his flesh on mine.

"I'm going to put you in my mouth now, Billy," I said.  "Is that okay?"

I looked up and he nodded keenly.  "Yes, Miss."

My eyes locked on to it like a lion in the hunt and I opened my mouth to claim it, sliding my lips over him as he let out a huge sigh.

I buried him to the back of my throat, listening to his soft moans as I rolled my tongue around his cock, popping it from my mouth and looking at my spit dripping from it.

"What a beautiful cock," I said to myself, placing it in my mouth again and working my lips along it.

Billy was driven wild almost instantly and I could tell from how animated he became that he was definitely enjoying himself more than he thought he would.  Perhaps sex education wasn't such a bad idea after all.

I jerked him in my mouth, following my lips with my fist that smoothed my spit over his cock until it was covered in it, slipping between hand and mouth with ease as I gripped him tight.

Before long I needed to satisfy my own desires and figured I'd get Billy to help me do just that.

I stood up in front of him and started unzipping my dress at the side.  

"Have you ever seen a woman's pussy?" I asked as my tits peeked from between my open blouse.

"Never," Billy answer with a lump in his throat.

"Well then I guess," I began, throwing my skirt to the floor, "that today is a day of firsts."

I rubbed my hands up my legs as he watched, framing my crotch in the triangle  of where my thumb and index fingers meet on both hands.

Billy stared at my lace panties and his hand moved to his cock, picking it up like a good boy and jerking it for his teacher.

"Do you like that?" I asked, turning my back to him and curling my thumb over the thin waist of my panties as I stuck my butt out towards him.

Billy beat himself faster by way of confirmation and I began to inch the panties over my butt little by little, slowly removing the thing strip of fabric from the cleavage of my ass until he could see everything.

His head moved round to the side to get a better lock and I turned too, allowing him to see right through the middle of my cheeks as I split them open with each hand and showed him my naughty, wet pussy and tight, puckered asshole.

"Come and eat it," I said over my shoulder as commanding as I could.

I watched Billy jerk his cock again and smile as he rose to his feet, quickly removing his jeans from his ankles and walking over.

"Take your t-shirt off too," I said but this time I turned to watch, desperate to see those well sculpted muscles of his up close.

As soon as his shirt came over his head my soft hands were on his pecs, rubbing along them and feeling the firm contours of each well-defined ridge.

"Looking good, Billy," I said, my eyes still wandering down his body until they saw that thick, strong dick of his again.

I bit my lip and turned once more, bending over and showing myself to him again.

"Taste me," I urged and Billy fell to his knees.

Through my legs I could see that big cock of his close to the floor and I imagined it stretching up inside me, but before I would experience that I first had the pleasure of Billy's tongue.  He licked under me from my clit all the way around my pussy and finished at my tight asshole with a tickle of his tongue as he formed it into a point.

"Don't stop," I cried and Billy's hands came to my ass, gripping them with a new found confidence as his licks and flays increased in pace and intensity.

Soon Billy was eating out my pussy like he'd been starved of it, tonguing and wetting my sex in big swooping licks that were quickly followed by another as he sent a wave of pleasure shuddering through me.

"You sure know how to eat a girl's cunt," I gasped, shaking my head and wriggling my butt on his square jaw as he ate from me.

He sucked and licked at the loose flesh, breathing it in to his mouth and nibbling gently at the skin until I was trembling with delight.

Every so often Billy would get lucky and nudge my pearly clit, causing me to gasp in pleasure and push my ass back on his face.

I reached behind myself and ran a hand through his hair, pushing him gently into me as he fed on my pussy and asshole, licking wildly now and striking both as his fervor increased and his hands squeezed at my butt.

Before long the desire to feel him inside me was too much and, as adept as Billy seemed at eating pussy, I desperately wanted his cock.

"Come over here and fuck me," I said, walking off his face towards the desk.

I turned and sat up on it, bringing a leg up and placing my heel on the table, my pussy facing towards him and looking wet and inviting.

Billy walked over with greater confidence, holding his cock and locking it on to its target as he approached.

I flashed a kiss across his lips and felt his dick cruising up and down my damp crease, pressing that smooth, glistening head of his along the channel.

He found my sticky honey pot and instinctively pushed forwards, breaking open my velvet sex and forcing himself inside me.

I groaned as he stretched me open and my pussy finally got what it desired most of all.  Billy's was a good size and his cock felt amazing, feeling warm and perfect.  He seemed to fit me so well and in the midst of it all I began to forget he was my student and how crazy this mess was.

He kissed my lips as he began to fuck me and I pressed my head against his, staring in to his eyes and unblinking as his cock began to pound ceaselessly at my wet puss.

Every thrust forward caused him to clap against my clit and as the smacks became more reliable I began to writhe on the desk, feeling the mounting orgasm building inside me.

In no time at all Billy had fucked it out of me, his sexual prowess more than apparent despite his lack of experience.

His cock's rhythmic pounding at my core made me shudder all over and the climax began to bloom, my mouth crying out in pleasure as my pussy convulsed around his girth.

"Are you okay?" Billy asked innocently.

"Fuck, Billy, don't stop!" I moaned with a hand at my face, looking down to see his cock sliding in and out of me as my pussy gripped it tight.

My fingers found my clit and circled around it as Billy kissed me again, draping his wet lips over my open mouth.  I could scarcely muster the focus to kiss him back as I lost myself to the ecstasy.

My pussy quivered and my senses failed me, my whole body a mess of pleasure that was all Billy's making.  As I lulled in the ether of orgasm a greater love for him blossomed in my stomach.

"I—I feel like I'm gonna come, Miss. Scarlett," he said fearfully.

"Don't worry, baby," I said, kissing him and keeping him inside me.  "Give it to your teacher.  I want it all."

Billy continued, a little more relaxed now I'd given him the go ahead.  He looked down at his cock as he fucked me and I couldn't wait to feel him explode in my core.

I watched his eyes close and his mouth open as his pace increased, pushing on as my own orgasm abated and his began to flourish.

"Oh, Miss," he sighed with a gasp, fucking me harder than ever now.

Suddenly his pace stopped and his brow furrowed as his body tensed.

"Give it to me, Billy," I said, feeling his cock pulse.

He let out a cry, gasping loudly as I felt the first rope of his hot cum splash inside me.  I pushed down on him and he continued to fuck me, grinding his cock in slower now as it emptied and filled me up.

His cum filled around his length and it glided in smoother now, ridging its way along as it stiffened and shot another bolt of love inside me.

His dick twitched again and again and with each subtle movement he delivered a volley of his hot seed, sending it deep within and pushing it further with his dick as it advanced up my glossed pussy.

He began to slow and the spasms grew further apart, squeezing out the last few drops of himself before he slipped out of me and fell back in to his chair.

I looked down and moved a hand to my pussy, sliding my fingers along the lips and looking at the seed that I found draped across the tips.

Billy's eyes opened to look at me just as I moved my hand to my mouth, licking over his seed and pushing it past my lips as I tasted his love.

"Wow," he said, his cock still stiff and glistening in a film of cum and my own juices.

I rubbed again at my pussy as he watched, almost as if I was trying to shock him by doing something dirty that he hadn't seen before.

I scooped another finger of his cum and this time I went to my nipple, circling it over the stiff stud as he watched, his cock still twitching in the aftermath of his orgasm.

"Anything else you'd like to know?" I asked, looking at him with a smirk.

He seemed like he had something to say but was somehow still shy despite all we'd been through.

"Spit it out, Billy," I urged.

"Well," he began, looking at me and fondling his spent cock with his fingers.  "I'd always wondered what anal felt like."

I couldn't help but laugh, surprised at the sexual deviant I'd unleashed all of a sudden.

"Is that—is that okay?" he asked, showing a flash of his former nerves.

"Well," I said, standing up and gathering my clothes.  "I guess that' something for next lesson."

I clicked my heels across the wooden floor and left Billy in the room to linger on the thought of fucking my asshole.  I guess I'll tell you all about that next time!

THE END
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My Hot Spring Anal
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I’d gone to Iceland as a treat for my birthday.  A week away to get over the split from my husband.  At forty-two it was nice to be single again and I was determined to enjoy it.

The scenery was breathtaking, but one of the views I wasn’t expecting to see that week was my guide’s naked body.  I wound up getting a lot more than just a glimpse.

I'd paid for a guy to show me around and I was kind of delighted when he wound up being this buff, young American guy called Logan.

It started when we were out hiking and happened across a thermal spring.  I’d noticed the steam coming out from behind a rock and when I moved over to inspect it I hit the jack-pot.

The water was a cobalt blue color and there were spent candles around it as though it had definitely been used recently.

“Logan,” I shouted, beckoning him over.  “Come look.”

He walked heavily across the rocks and I waited patiently.  I could watch that guy move all day.  Logan was around six foot and held it well.

“What is it, Miss Romero?” he said, with wafts of steamy breath coming from his lips.

“Look it,” I said, pointing.

He walked forwards and peered over the top of the rocks that surrounded the pool.

“Oh, cool,” he said, stepping forward to get a better look.  “I'd heard one was around here somewhere.”

I pulled my glove off and dipped a finger in.  It felt so good I put my whole hand in and sighed.

“Wow,” I said, closing my eyes to enjoy its warmth.

“Really?” Logan said, surprised and moving forwards now to do the same.

He plunged his hand in and both our eyes met as we smiled.

“Shall we go in?” I said, raising an eyebrow in his direction.

“I didn’t bring a towel,” he said, “or shorts!”

“Me either.”  I was holding my bottom lip between my teeth and swaying at the hips.

“What?” Logan asked, looking me up and down.

“It’d be a shame not to go in,” I said suggestively.

The penny dropped and Logan looked shocked.

“Miss Romero!”

“What?” I said, taking a step towards him.  “Come on, how often does this happen?”

Logan turned to the water and then back to me.

“Come on,” I urged.  “Let’s go in.”

“What if someone comes?” he asked.

“So what if they do?” I shrugged.  “We’re just enjoying the hot-spring.”

“Naked?” he spat.  Logan still seemed to need some convincing.  I guess he rarely took his clothes off in front of his clients.

“Well,” I began, dropping my bag and unzipping my coat.  “If you’re not going in, I’ll go alone.”

He was animated suddenly, looking back from where we’d come and trying to avert his eyes as I undressed.  Since becoming single I was a lot more adventurous.

“Miss Romero, we can’t,” he said, but I was already down to my t-shirt.

“Well I guess you’ll just have to watch.”

Logan turned to me and did just that as I pulled my shirt over my head and threw it on the growing pile of clothes.  My eyes caught his as I reached behind my back for the clasp of my bra.

I waited for his head to turn but it never did.  As the shoulders of my bra fell down my arms I saw his eyes widen as he caught sight of my large, mature breasts, swaying invitingly on my chest.

Finally he turned and looked away.  I couldn’t help but smile at his embarrassment.

“Come on, Logan,” I called over to him.  “You’ll regret it, I promise.”

I pulled down my water-proof trousers and took another step closer to the pool.

“I just don’t—” he began, just as I was pulling down my panties.

I turned to him quickly and watched as he got a good look at my ass.

I stood up straight and put a hand on my hips, hiding my pussy from him for the moment.

“Logan,” I said sternly, standing naked on the rocks.  “Come on.”

He cast his eyes downwards as his face blushed red.  It was kind of hot to know I could have that effect on him.
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