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    Dedicated to all those who've supported me, especially F & Z

      

    


By early October of my senior year, I’d already begun getting used to how my peculiar small town of Regan Hills, California had found some way to conspire with my own uncommon luck toward making my year a strangely layered pornographic fantasy, but even by this point there were still some things I was unaccustomed to.

Visitors spontaneously arriving at my door looking for dick, for instance.

It was another seemingly ordinary day after school for good old 18-year-old Ryan Collins. I was at home, trying to get some homework done while occasionally responding to flirty and filthy texts from Brooke, Kaitlyn, Nadia and Josie, feeling a distinct stirring in my pants from memories with each of these girls, while also ruminating on thoughts of what could have been with Tori after our memorable, if vaguely bittersweet, Homecoming. I was going to have the place to myself for a while since Dad was going to be out late tonight taking part in a ventriloquism contest that he was certain to win, and I was looking forward to the chance to get caught up on some stuff I’d fallen behind on, maybe even get in a bit of gaming time if I was lucky.

It was about the time I’d gotten caught up on a history worksheet that I heard the doorbell ringing. Believe it or not, even with all the ass I’d been getting by this point from some truly insistent women, I still thought that this was likely just a package delivery, and that I could keep doing what I was doing and get around to checking on the delivery at my leisure.

When the ringing continued... well, that was either the world’s most determined delivery person, or I had something else that I needed to address sooner rather than later.

I got up from my desk and stretched my lanky frame out, still dealing with random aches and pains from Brooke’s insistence on helping me get into shape, and enjoying the comfort of my usual afternoon uniform of a t-shirt and sweatpants. My bare feet feeling rather pleasant on the carpet, I padded down the hallway until I reached the front door and opened it up.

The ringing ceased at once, even if the sight before me led to a momentary confusion as I didn’t immediately recognize the woman standing in front of me. Dressed in jeans, a navy-blue zip-up hoodie with the hood itself pulled up over her head, and a pair of sunglasses that covered half of her face, I almost didn’t recognize her at first... but as my eyes lingered on her, I realized I knew her quite well. Her soft skin, tight, 5’3” frame, beautiful face, bobbed blonde hair and large breasts that strained the front of her hoodie, I knew this woman very well.

“Mrs. Lynn?” I asked.

“Can I come in, Ryan? I feel fucking exposed out here,” 38-year-old Mrs. Brenda Lynn said, lowering her sunglasses just enough to let me look at her lively blue eyes as they darted around.

I knew she didn’t have a lot to worry about, since Dad and I lived on a particularly sleepy street of Regan Hills, but that didn’t mean I was going to force Mrs. Lynn to stay outside. She had long been one of my favorite teachers, kind and compassionate and achingly hot (not that that was the main reason she was one of my favorites, but it certainly didn’t hurt), and since we’d had sex earlier this school year... well, I could understand why a married teacher would want to look a little like a secret agent when sneaking around to a student’s house after school.

I stepped aside and she darted in after me, letting me close and lock the door behind her.

“Thanks, Ryan,” she said, pulling first the hood, then her sunglasses off as she looked up at me with the biggest, friendliest smile. “Ah, it feels much better in here... do you need me to take my shoes off?”

“If you’re planning on staying, then, yeah,” I said.

Smirking up at me, she then bent over, quickly unlacing and stepping out of her shoes and socks before standing up again to look at me. With my own 5’11” practically towering over her, I felt a strange amount of power next to this woman who was, strictly speaking, an authority over me, and I couldn’t help but feel a swelling sense of pride accompanying it.

Well, that wasn’t the only thing swelling, which was pretty apparent by the front of my sweatpants.

Mrs. Lynn’s eyes darted down, then up, a little smirk playing at the corner of her smile. On lips as full and pouty as hers, it did little to increase the heat that was building between us. Though we were still in the vicinity of our usual pleasantries, the deliciously forbidden things we’d done with one another were impossible to ignore, as it was clear we each had only one thing on the brain.

“So, you’re staying, then?” I asked.

“That was my plan, yes,” she said, reaching up to tease at the zipper of her hoodie. “Is there any chance of us being imminently interrupted?”

While I couldn’t promise that we’d have no interruptions, given her own surprise arrival here, I was able to promise, “Yeah, Dad won’t be here for hours...”

I let my sentence trail off because I didn’t want to sound too presumptuous, but the way her eyes lit up, I knew her intentions well enough. Her smile broadening in mischievous fashion, she slid the zipper of her hoodie all the way down, revealing she was wearing absolutely nothing underneath. Though she teased me with the open zipper for a few moments, she soon parted it enough to reveal her bare, DD-cup tits to me, full and round and with peaked
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