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Campus Cougars Unleashed
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Mature Desires Meet Young Hunger
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Prologue
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In quiet American suburbs, college dorms and locked school offices, a certain kind of woman has quietly awakened.

Women who once buried their cravings under marriage, motherhood, routine.

Now, divorced or simply done pretending, they step back into the light — confident, voluptuous, unapologetic.

They don’t chase boys.

They invite them.

And the boys... they never say no.
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Back to Campus Cravings
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The late-summer sun baked the Midwestern campus, turning the air thick and golden. Elena Vargas, thirty-five, walked the quad in a thin white tank top and high-waisted denim shorts that hugged the generous curve of her hips. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, strands already sticking to the nape of her neck from the heat. She had returned to her alma mater for a master’s in sports science—officially. Unofficially, she had come back to reclaim the hunger that marriage and motherhood had quietly starved.

Her body had ripened in the years away: breasts heavier, fuller, nipples dark and prominent beneath the damp cotton; ass round and soft, thighs thick enough to make men forget their own names when she passed. She felt their eyes everywhere—on the track, in the lecture halls, at the coffee cart—and she no longer pretended not to notice.

It started with Jake, the twenty-year-old running back who sat two rows behind her in kinesiology. Broad shoulders, easy grin, the kind of boy who still blushed when she caught him staring. After class one humid afternoon she found him lingering by the door.

“You’re always watching me,” she said, voice low, amused.

Jake rubbed the back of his neck. “Hard not to.”

Elena stepped closer, close enough that he could smell the faint vanilla of her skin mixed with warm sweat. “Then stop watching,” she murmured, “and start touching.”

They didn’t make it far. His dorm room was three flights up; they barely reached the third-floor landing before she pushed him against the cinderblock wall. Her mouth found his—hot, demanding—while her hands yanked his T-shirt over his head. His skin was smooth and sun-warmed; she dragged her nails lightly down his chest, feeling the quick rise and fall of his breath.

Inside, the door slammed. She peeled off her tank top in one fluid motion. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and swaying. Jake groaned, hands immediately cupping them, thumbs brushing her stiff nipples until she arched into his touch with a soft hiss.

“On the bed,” she ordered, voice husky.

He obeyed. She shoved his shorts down, freeing his cock—thick, veined, already leaking at the tip. Elena straddled him, guiding him to her entrance. She was soaked; she sank down slowly, inch by inch, savoring the stretch, the way he filled her completely. Her head fell back, a long, low moan escaping her throat as she began to ride him—slow rolls of her hips at first, then faster, harder, breasts bouncing with every downward thrust.

The wet slap of skin on skin filled the small room. Jake gripped her hips, thrusting up to meet her, grunting her name. She came first—sudden, shattering—pussy clenching around him like a fist, a gush of wetness coating his shaft. He followed seconds later, hips jerking as he emptied deep inside her.

But one taste only sharpened her appetite.

Word spread quietly through the athletic dorms: Elena was open, insatiable, and utterly without shame.

Marcus, the six-foot-four basketball forward, found her next in the empty sauna after hours. Steam curled around them like smoke. She wore only a thin white towel that clung to her sweat-slick skin. When she let it drop, Marcus’s eyes darkened.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” she said, stepping close enough that her breasts brushed his chest.

“Every damn day.”

She turned, braced her hands against the cedar wall, and arched her back. Marcus pressed against her from behind, cock hard and hot between her thighs. He slid into her in one long, slow thrust—deep enough to make her gasp. Then he fucked her with long, punishing strokes, hands gripping her hips, the wet schlick of their bodies echoing in the humid air. She pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning his name until she came again—hard, trembling, thighs shaking. Marcus pulled out at the last second, painting her lower back and ass with thick, hot ropes.

The rumors grew louder.

One Friday night she orchestrated her fantasy: an empty locker room after midnight. Jake and Marcus waited for her, already shirtless, cocks straining against their shorts.

Elena walked in wearing nothing but a silk robe. She let it fall.

“Both of you,” she said simply. “At the same time.”

They didn’t hesitate.

Jake lifted her onto the padded training table. She spread her thighs wide. He entered her pussy first—slow, deep—while Marcus knelt behind her, slicking himself with lube before pressing into her ass. The double penetration made her eyes roll back; she cried out, raw and unrestrained, as they found a rhythm—Jake thrusting up, Marcus driving in from behind, their cocks sliding against each other through the thin wall inside her.

She came twice like that—shuddering, gushing, nails digging into Jake’s shoulders—before they switched. Marcus took her pussy, Jake her mouth, then her ass. They rotated, relentless, until she was trembling, covered in sweat and their cum, pussy and ass leaking, breasts streaked with it.
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