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About This Book:

The alpha males in these books just love FFM  threesomes with younger women and he's capable of handling two at a time!  Brats get punished and sex gets spilled everywhere in this 4 book bundle of group sex fantasies!

Featuring: ‘Professor and my Sleepover’, ‘Coach's Swim Team’, ‘My Teacher, Me and My Friend’ and  ‘Breeding the Brat.’


The Professor and My Sleepover

“Shelley, he’s a dick,” I told her in all honesty.  “It’s better this happened now than two or three years down the line, you know?”

“I know but I loved him, Lacey.  Like, reeeeallly loved him.”

“No you didn’t.  You just thought you did.”

“I guess ...” she said distantly with a tear in her eye and I could see I was losing her.

“Look, let’s loosen up a bit,” I said, finishing my bottle of coke.  “Let’s have a game of spin the bottle.”

“Spin the bottle?  What are we, fifteen?”

“No, Lacey, we’re nineteen but you’ve just broken up with your boyfriend and I’m trying to cheer you up.”

“Nineteen years old and playing spin the bottle,” she smiled.

“Shut up!  Do you want to play or not”?

“OK, OK,” she said eventually.  “Let’s play spin the bottle, jeez.”

“Good!” I said, clapping.  “OK, I’m gonna spin and whoever its closest too has to do a dare.”

“Ha-ha. OK, sure.  Jesus, I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

I put the bottle down between us on the carpet.  “Live a little, Shelley,” I said, spinning it.  It landed on me.

“Oooh, what am I going to make you do?” she asked with a smirk.

I waited patiently while her eyes wandered, trying to conjure something for me.

“Right,” she said, settling on something.  “I want you ... to deep-throat this bottle.”

“What?”

“Deep-throat the bottle!”

“All of it?  In my mouth?”

“Duh, that’s what deep-throating is.”

“I can’t do all of that,” I said, picking it up and holding it in my hand.

“Well just do as much as you can.”

I turned it in my hand and looked to her.  Shit, I guess I had suggested this.  I pushed the bottle past my lips tried to force as much in as possible.

“Come on, you can do better than that, Lacey.”

I tried to push down a little more and couldn’t, then Shelley moved suddenly and grabbed my head, pushing it down enough to make me gag.

I pulled my head off quickly, my eyes watering as I coughed.  “What the fuck—did you—do that for,” I gasped.

Shelley was laughing.  “Hey, you weren’t doing it properly.”

“You could have killed me,” I said a little dramatically.

“Shit, Lacey, you’ve never deep-throated a cock?”

“I’ve sucked one,” I protested.  “I’ve just never eaten a whole one.”

She laughed and I put the bottle back down.

“OK, here we go,” I said, looking at her as I span it a second time.  This time it settled close to her.

“Oooh, exciting,” she swooned.

I tried to think of something as naughty as Shelley.  Fuck, maybe I went a little too far but the idea flashed across my mind and I’d said it before I ended up realizing how weird it was.

“I dare you ...” I took a breath.  “I dare you to put the bottle up your pussy.”

Shelley didn’t seem to share my naughtiness.

“What the fuck?” she gasped.  “Put the bottle up my pussy?”

I swallowed and tried to act like it wasn’t a big deal.  “Well, you know if you’re too scared to play.”

“I’m not scared,” she protested, picking up the bottle and examining it.  “I’m just ... surprised at you.”

“I can be dirty too,” I smirked and Shelley shook her head, smiling.  I was curious to see if she could do it and part of me kinda wanted to see it too.  It’d be hot as hell.

“Mmm, OK,” she said, kneeling up and sliding her yoga pants down.  “Here we go.”

I was startled with how quickly she pulled down her pants, taking her panties with them until I was looking at the cute little slit of her shaved pussy.

I was nervous suddenly, having my quick little fantasy fulfilled at a moment’s notice and I swallowed hard, trying not to let Shelley sense the tension that was mounting.

“Here we go,” she said, and looked to me.  I had to lift my eyes to her face quickly but I’m sure she noticed.  I was just so damn intrigued by her pussy that I couldn’t really concentrate.

My silence was palpable and I could feel myself beginning to get excited as I looked on.  Shelley placed the bottle beneath her crotch, holding it with her hand.

She crouched down slowly and my mouth opened involuntarily as she began swallowing over the top and pushing down on it.  It was so fucking hot.  My eyes crept up her body and I looked at the slight nuances of pleasure that flashed across her face.

I don’t know why but I crunched a hand to my breast, squeezing my nipple.  It seemed to demand attention and got it without any real thought.

I bit my lip and Shelley looked at me, licking her lips and throwing her head back as she pushed more of it inside her.  Damn, this dare was a really good idea.

And then, at our most glorious moment, Professor Connors burst through the door.

“Lacey, I know you wanted to know—” he began, but quickly stopped and froze on the spot.  Fuck, we all did.

Shelley looked to me and then to my Mr. Connors.  I looked up at him from the floor and he looked down at both of us, his head tossing between the two as though he were trying to piece everything together.

“Hey, Professor Connors,” Shelley said, waving her fingers at him nervously as the coke bottle stayed far inside her.

He still looked pretty dumbfounded.  “Hi, girls,” he said eventually, but stayed standing there, watching.

“Mr. Connors can we just get—”

“No, it’s fine,” he said, hushing me without looking, his eyes locked on Shelley, her underwear around her ankles as she crouched down on the bottle.

“Mr. Connors, you’re kinda staring,” Shelley said, trying to flip the situation.

“Sorry, Shelley,” he said, shaking Cnhis head as though ridding himself of the image.  “What are you girls doing anyway?”

Shelley leaned up and off the bottle, slowly trying to pull up her panties as though he might not notice.

“We were—uhm—playing spin-the-bottle.  What were you doing?”

“Oooh,” he said, taking a step further in to the room and ignoring the question.  “Can I play?”

“Mr. Connors I’m not sure—”

“Sure you can play,” Shelley said.  She’d always really liked him and I could see why.  Professor Connors was a hottie.

“Shelley!” I shouted, staring her down.

“What?” she asked innocently.  “You’re trying to cheer me up right?”

“Sure, but—”

“Well this will cheer me up,” she said, patting the carpet beside her and pulling her panties up.  “Come on Mr. Connors.”

He stepped all the way in to the dorm room now and sat down between us, patting my leg.  “It’s OK,” he said.  “It’ll be fun.”

I didn’t think as much at the time but boy did he wind up being right.

“So, whose turn is it?” he asked.

“We have to spin,” Shelley said, putting the bottle between us that had the tiniest amount of her white cream over the neck.

“Sure,” hesaid, looking down as she twisted it and let it go.

It settled on me.

“So what’s the dare?” he asked, looking at Shelley.

“You can think of something too, Professor,” she said and he held a hand to his stubbled chin.

He waited a moment but Shelley quickly interrupted him with a devious look on her face.

“I dare you,” she said with a dirty grin, “to stroke your Professor Connors’s cock.”

His eyes spread wide and he looked to Shelley.  “Hey, come on.”

“They’re the rules, Mr. Connors,” she laughed.

“Shelley this is crazy,” I chimed in, trying to help him and me out.

“Guys, those are the rules.  Jeez, I just had a bottle in my pussy.”

I mean, she was right.  She did.  “I guess,” I said slowly, looking to Mr. Connors.

“Right now?” he said, his eyes still wide.

“Right now, Mr. Connors.”

He looked to me and I gave a subtle nod.  Shelley wouldn’t let us off that easy.  It’s only a cock, I told myself.

He kneeled up now, looking strong and powerful, if a little uncomfortable.  He was around forty and looked great for his age.  I always thought he had kind of movie-star looks and I could see why Shelley liked him.  As he popped the button of his jeans open she wriggled with excitement.

I looked at her and how much she was enjoying it and it started to become a little infectious.  I mean, why couldn’t I enjoy it too?  A cock was a cock either way.

He was reaching in to his underwear now as he pulled them down a little and suddenly he curled his dick over the waist of his boxer-shorts and I clapped eyes on it for the first time.

“Wow,” Shelley said, marveling at his size.  “You’re not even hard.”

“So how long do I have to stroke it for?”

“Just until I say,” Shelley said.

“Just make sure you say,” I said with a warning finger, but I was beginning to hope she never said a word.

“Ready, Mr. Connors?” I asked, leaning in towards him.

“Sure am,” he said, looking down at his big, veiny cock.

I reached out timidly, slowly drawing my hand close to his dick that twitched a little as it hung there, powerful and dangerous looking.

Shelley’s eyes grew wider and wider the closer I came to it until they were fat and full of lust, her pupils dark and big.

He swallowed as I picked up his cock, taking it in a curled fist and slowly stroking up and down.

He sighed and then suddenly began to grow in my hand, spreading in to my fist until I could scarcely close my fingers around him.
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