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“Yeah, just one question,” I called out. There was a communal sigh before Mrs. Monroe turned to me with that beautiful smile of hers.

“What are you confused about, Dawn?” she asked.

Her sweet tone made my heart flutter. I hated doing this to her and the rest of the class, but I really couldn’t seem to grasp the concepts of algebra. It wasn’t even supposed to be hard, but I just couldn’t get it.

“How did you get that answer?” I asked.

Her smile disappeared for a second before returning, “I’ll explain it to you after class if you have time, Dawn.”

I returned her smile but I wasn’t nearly as enthusiastic, “Okay.”

She returned to her lesson and once again, I was lost in the chaos of numbers. I could look at the formula and plug the numbers in, but somehow I stumbled along the way to the answers. Hence why I was currently failing the class. It wasn’t from a lack of effort, but between not understanding the lessons and trying not to stare at Mrs. Monroe’s ass, things weren’t all that easy for me.

The rest of the class was slightly uneventful, but I did at least manage to get a few of my practice questions correct. I just wished that I didn’t have to guess my way to the right answer.

When the bell rang and she dismissed the class, everyone but the two of us left the room. She let out a quiet sigh and reached behind her head to pull out the ponytail holder that kept her long blonde hair out of her face during the lesson.

“Dawn, what’s going on with you, sweetie? I don’t think you’re a dumb student by any means, but you really are struggling in my class. As much as I want to see you succeed, you’re not making it easy for me,” Mrs. Monroe said.

I nodded and let out a quiet sigh, “I really wish it was as easy for me as it is the other students. College has been hectic and I honestly can’t say if I’m falling behind because of my other classes or if this one is just too hard for me.”

“I don’t mean to be too rude, but have you thought about asking me for help one on one?”

“I’ve thought about it, but you already spend most of your day at work. Is it really fair to you to ask that you spend time with someone that might just be wasting that time?” I asked.

She giggled and leaned against her desk. Those tight blue jeans she had on caught my eye and without anything else to distract her, it was clear that I was looking at her crotch.

“Eyes up here, sweetie,” she said before interlocking her hands and putting them over her lap. “Helping you pass my class wouldn’t be a waste of my time. If you put half as much effort into your work as you do to thinking about me, you’d do just fine.”

A warmth radiated in my cheeks and I looked to the side, “It’s not intentional, ma’am. I’ve just got an overactive imagination.”

“We’re getting away from the topic at hand, Dawn.”

“We are, I’m sorry about that. I don’t want to waste your time, Mrs. Monroe. I’d love the help, but I can’t be sure that I’d honestly be able to focus on the lesson. This usually isn’t something I feel impolite saying, but you’re a little too attractive.”

She chuckled and stepped behind her desk and opened a drawer, “This is the test that I’m giving Friday. If you promise not to share it with anyone else, I’ll let you take this home with you. Tomorrow, we can go over it together and see how you did. If you think that you’ve got a grasp on things, I’ll leave you alone about your grades.”

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

“Then I’ll have to intervene. You’re the only student failing my class, Dawn. It’s not a difficult course and I know that you can be taught. This isn’t the way you want to start college. A failed course doesn’t do anyone any favors,” she said.

I nodded, “I’ll keep the test to myself. Thank you.”

She handed me the paper and I tucked it into my notebook. As pleasant as she was being, I couldn’t help but feel like this was going to lead to me embarrassing myself. How many professors gave their students a copy of an actual test, though?

I knew for a fact that she genuinely wanted to see me pass and I’d do my best to help her get me to at least a D in her class. Passing didn’t have to mean straight A’s and it was a little too late in the course to get better than a C, even if I busted my ass from here on out.

That night, I worked hard on the test. I could have just searched the answers online, but all that would have done was set me up for failure.

The next day, I made it to class a little early. Mrs. Monroe was sitting at her desk, typing at her keyboard. I knocked on the door and stepped inside. Today, she had on a plain black skirt that was a little shorter than what I’d expect of a married woman. Still, I wasn’t going to complain at the sight of her long legs in sheer black stockings. Her dark blue blouse completed the semi-professional outfit and left me craving more of her, as always.

“Class isn’t for another ten minutes, grab a snack or something,” she said without looking away from her computer.

“Even me?” I asked teasingly.

She chuckled and looked over my way, “Oh, well I can’t grade that test at the moment. I can talk if you want to do that instead?”

“That’s fine by me. So, why are you trying to help me, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Because you’re failing. I don’t want to see any of my students fail, even if that means sacrificing a little bit of my time. My husband isn’t exactly too excited to see me come home anymore,” she grumbled.

The personal information made me tilt my head to the side, “Sorry to hear that. Is everything okay with that?”

“Honestly, you’re an adult. If you repeat this to anyone, I’ll make your life hell, Dawn,” she said, her eyes boring into mine.

I smirked and stepped closer to her desk, “As much as I’d like to see you try, I respect you a little too much to share your secret.”

She smiled and turned back to her monitor, “Good. My husband and I haven’t had sex in close to three months. It’s starting to make me feel a little unwanted. So spending time with a student that needs help isn’t a bad thing to do. Especially when that student can’t take her eyes off me.”

“You pervy little…” I started.

She glanced back over at me, “And you’re not? You might think you’re good at hiding it, but when you walk out of my classroom with your cock straining against your jeans, that’s hard to miss.”

My cheeks flushed and I looked away from her, “So you know that I’m trans?”

“Seems that I’m not the only one that’s keeping a secret,” she said before nodding towards the desks. “The other students should be here soon, why don’t you see me after class if you’d like to continue this conversation?”

“I’ll stay for the tutoring, the conversation is just a plus,” I said as I walked towards my desk. While we waited for the rest of the students to come into the classroom, I couldn’t help but lean against my desk casually. My hand just inches from the bulge that I generally tried to keep out of sight.

Her eyes occasionally darted up towards my cock and when she did, I gave it a gentle rub and she would quickly turn her attention back to her work. My professor’s cheeks were lightly blushing by the time that the first student walked in the door. I quickly sat down and just a minute or two later, the class started.

While she lectured, I couldn’t bring myself to think of anything but her perfect body. While she was a little thinner than most of the women I was interested in, her core was tight. Her breasts were perky, cute little handfuls that I'd love to play with. That ass… Damn, that thing looked too good in anything she wore. Today, the skirt made it a little harder to see those lovely curves, but seeing those tone, tanned legs in stockings did the same trick for me.

It wasn’t long before I was hard, my cock throbbing in my panties as I daydreamed about bending her over a desk. Whatever lesson she was trying to get across today, I know I missed out on most of it. Yet when she guided us through a few problems, I found myself surprisingly less lost. While I didn’t get all of them right, I managed to get four out of six. That was one hell of an improvement.

When the bell rang, I stood up as if I were going to leave and hung around in the back of the pack. Once the rest of the class left, I shut the door behind them and locked it. Across the room, Mrs. Monroe was doing the same thing with the other door.

She paced back to her desk and leaned on it casually, “Let’s see that test?”

“Is that really what you want to see?” I asked teasingly.

“Actually, yes. Darling, I’ve seen more than my fair share of cocks. Yours looks nice, but I told you that I want to help you with your grades and I meant that.”

A smile spread across my lips and I pulled out the test from my notebook and put it on the desk. She took it and glanced over it, occasionally marking with her pen. When she finished going over it, she mumbled, “A thirty-eight.”

“Son of a bitch, I thought I was doing better,” I groaned.

She nodded, “You have the right steps, you’re just rushing through them if I had to guess.” Her eyes locked with mine, “Maybe a little motivation would do you well. But what on earth could make a woman like yourself want to perform better?”

Mrs. Monroe lowered a hand to her hip and slowly lifted her skirt up. Just as the black lace of her panties came into view, she pulled her hand away and let the skirt fall back into place, “Every problem you fix, I’ll let you see a little more. Every five points, I’ll take something off. Sound fair?”

“F-Fair? That sounds a little more than fair, but are you really that comfortable doing that?” I asked.

She laughed quietly and took a step closer to me. Her hand slid to my cock and she grasped it firmly, “There’s so much I’m comfortable doing as long as you keep your mouth shut about it.”

“M-Mrs—”

“Shut up and work on your math, Dawn. You wouldn’t want me to send you home now, would you?”

I pulled my pencil out of my pocket and grabbed a piece of scratch paper to rework the problems I missed. Mrs. Monroe hopped up onto her desk and started moving various objects over until she’d cleared out a spot that I assumed she would lay on if things went well.

She leaned over, propping herself up on her elbow as she read the paper upside down. “Where did your three go, Dawn?” she asked at one point and my cheeks darkened. It was so damn hard to focus on my work when her skirt was riding up her thighs. Problem after problem, her skirt crept up a little higher until it revealed her panties. That black lace was just the start! If I’d have known they were mostly see-through, I would have worked even harder.

“H-How am I doing?” I asked nervously.

“I haven’t felt like taking anything off yet, but you’ve earned it,” she said vaguely.

I glanced back over at her panties, the crotch shimmering with her juices. Her tight lips were all that I could think about and when she noticed my pencil stop moving at all, she called out, “Back to work!”

Before I could argue, she sat up and hopped back off the desk. Mrs. Monroe lifted her foot and untied her heel before sliding it off, “If you don’t start working, I’m not going to keep my end of the deal.”

I looked back down towards my paper, like hell I was going to bring an end to this. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her unbuttoning her blouse. Seconds later, it was covering the bare portion of the desk. Her skirt joined it a few moments later.

“Twenty-five points, still not a great grade, but you’re making progress,” she said before hopping back onto the desk. “I hate to admit it, but if you want to me to take anything else off, you’re going to have to finish the test.”

Mrs. Monroe leaned closer to me and those hazel eyes met with mine, “But I’d prefer to leave my stockings and bra on, at least. I love having some clothes on when I have sex.”

I choked on my own breath at that comment, “Sex?”

“You didn’t think I’d let you see me this exposed if I didn’t want to fuck you?” she asked.

“I really didn’t know what to think.”

She smirked and ran a hand down her toned stomach and slid her fingers into her panties. The slick sound of her fingers dancing along her soaked pussy reached my ears. I moaned quietly as a wet drop of precum leaked into my panties. Why the fuck did she have to be so damn attractive?

“That’s what I want to hear,” she purred. “You want me, don’t you?”

“H-How could I not?” I asked.

She let out a soft sigh and pulled her hand out of her panties and put it on top of my worksheet. “Then we’ll get back to work later. I’ve got nothing but time, pumpkin.”

I locked up, unsure as to what to do. Mrs. Monroe didn’t have the same problem. She got off the desk again and stepped behind me. Her hands slid around my waist and she unbuttoned my jeans, “I want you to wear my panties while I ride your cock, Dawn.”

A soft whimper escaped me as she hooked her thumbs into my pants and panties. In one quick motion, she dropped them to my ankles. Her hands cupped my ass and I nodded, “T-That’s okay.”

“I want to know if something else is okay,” she said as she lifted my shirt up my torso. I raised my arms and as she pulled it off, she whispered, “How dirty can I talk to you?”

My shirt was tossed aside onto the floor and I choked out, “S-Say anything you want but keep me being trans out of it.”

She unclasped my bra and then took a step back, “I respect your transition, sweetie. But that’s enough sweet talk. Get out of those shoes and strip, slut. I want you in my panties and on my desk, now!”

Her tone sent chills down my spine. Of the couple women I’d slept with, I never had one that was willing to tell me what to do. Where the fuck had Mrs. Monroe been all my life?!

I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my pants and panties. Within seconds, my black and green striped socks were all I had left. I felt my professor’s warmth against my back before I felt something wet touch my cock. My gaze dropped between my legs and I let out a soft moan as I saw her panties hanging from my cock.

I took a step back and quickly pulled her underwear off my cock and then stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. While I was a tiny bit larger than she was, they still fit me rather well, except for the fact that my cock was too large to be contained.

She let out a soft groan as she knelt down beside me. Her hand wrapped around my shaft and she started stroking me, “I love how thick your cock is. I bet you’re dying to feel my cunt around it, aren’t you?”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am.”

“That’s a good little slut. Lay down on my desk,” she commanded and let go of my cock.

As I turned around to hop onto her desk, I took a long look at my kneeling teacher. There was a slight reflection of light in the tiny puddle of her juices under her thighs. It was the look of pure desire in her eyes that made more precum trickle out of my cock though. There was something primal about the way she was looking at me. It was as if she already knew that she would get what she wanted.

Then again… That was a pretty safe bet, I had no intentions of stopping my MILF professor.

After I got on the desk, she put her hands on my breasts and pushed me gently back, “All the way down, girl.”

Her blouse was all the protection from the cold desk that I would get as I laid back. The foresight from her was nice, but I was quickly pulled from thought as her mouth wrapped around my crown. Mrs. Monroe’s tongue danced around my crown and she bobbed ever so slightly before letting out a soft moan that vibrated through my sensitive cock.

My hips bucked upward, trying to force more of myself into her mouth. Her hand quickly moved to my balls and she squeezed them tight as her eyes locked onto mine. She didn’t have to say a word to make the message clear.

“S-Sorry!” I whimpered.

She winked at me before letting her tongue continue to play. Each time the tip of her tongue swirled around my crown, I let out a quiet gasp. It took everything in my power to not try and take her by the back of the head and force her down my lengthy shaft. But I knew better. If I did something so stupid with a woman like her, she’d probably just tell me to leave. She didn’t need me and that’s what made me want to stay so desperately.

There was a brief pause where her eyes locked with mine before she took most of my cock into her throat. Her lips were just shy of touching my crotch as she gagged around my shaft. Still, she held herself there until her face started turning red. When she pulled away, she let my cock slide free from her mouth and whispered, “Fuck that’s a nice cock. You know, maybe I could help you a little more with your grades.”

She climbed onto the desk and crawled over me. I expected her to stop with her hips over my cock, but she didn’t. She continued forward until her knees were on either side of my head. Her hand slid into my hair and she pulled me up towards her glistening pussy, “But you’re going to have to be one hell of a good slut for me. Anything I want, you’ll do. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I said huskily before she pulled me closer, her pussy grinding against my mouth.

“Stop with the ma’am thing. Outside of class, you can call me Lisa or Mistress. I think you know which I’d prefer,” she hissed as she continued to buck her hips against my chin.

I tried to lick her as best I could, but she wasn’t wanting me to eat her pussy. She was marking me with her juices. After a few moments, she let out a deep groan and pulled her hips away from my mouth, “I need it inside me. Are you going to tell me no, baby?”

Hearing her call me a real pet name made my heart flutter and my cock throb. “Anything you want, Mistress,” I huffed, still catching my breath.

She smiled down at me and shuffled back until her hips were over mine. I expected her to tease me, but instead, she reached between us and guided my cock to her entrance and swiftly sank onto my shaft.

Inch after thick inch of my cock slid into her almost too easily. She wasn’t loose, but she was wet enough to make the process impossibly easy. A long, low moan escaped my professor as her hips came to rest against my thighs, “Damn…”

The one word was all she said before she smiled down at me, a sinister look on her face. “I’m not going to hurt you, if it gets to be too much, just touch my arm.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, her hand moved to my throat and she leaned forward, restricting my air flow. While I could still breathe, there was no denying that it scared the shit out of me. Still, I wanted to let her enjoy herself as much as I could and I trusted her. She’d gone through more than she had to in order to help me. If this would help her… Why couldn’t I let my Mistress choke me a little?

I closed my eyes and focused on trying to breathe, but my professor was in the middle of a lesson I couldn’t ignore. Her pussy slid up and down my cock, those tight walls gripping my shaft and sucking me back in. Before long, I felt her other hand move to my breast and her fingers twisted and tugged my nipple.

“Fucking hell,” she moaned, “I’m going to cum!”

I wasn’t close yet, but feeling her walls convulse around my cock as she bounced faster was reason enough to open my eyes. Mrs. Monroe’s jaw was slack and her eyes were looking down at me. Desperate moans poured from her as she worked her hips against me.

Her hands pulled away from my throat and breast and she put them down on the desk before leaning forward. Her mouth formed an ‘O’ before she quickly bit her lower lip and then leaned down. Our lips connected and she quickly parted mine with her tongue and I willingly let her inside.

She moaned into the kiss and slammed her hips down on top of me. Immediately, a rush of warmth sprayed onto my hips and I could feel her wetness seeping into the panties I had on… Her panties.

My cock throbbed and while I once thought that I would be able to last longer, I let moaned into the kiss and weakly bucked my hips against her. She quickly broke the kiss and started riding my cock again, “Yeah, cum in my fucking pussy! Oh my god, do it you sexy little whore!”

There wasn’t a single part of my body that wasn’t enjoying our play. My fists were balled up and I was struggling not to grab her by the hips and fuck her. My toes were curled as I felt the ecstatic fires of my orgasm starting to course through me. My core was flexed, ready for the impending throes of my finale.

Every part of my being wanted to give her what she wanted, but it was the single word that she uttered that pushed me over the edge.

“Please?” she asked in her breathy voice.

I bit my lower lip and let out a muffled whimper as my balls tightened. Even as my cock started throbbing inside her, she didn’t stop riding my cock. Each downward motion made my head spin, and each time she lifted away, another shot of thick cum pumped into her. It wasn’t until I stopped whimpering and moaning that she dropped her weight onto me one final time. Her hips ground against mine and she spoke quietly, “F-Fuck, I can feel it inside me. For you being such a slut, you’re still a good girl.”

“T-Thank you,” I whimpered.

She giggled and leaned down, giving my lips a quick peck before she whispered, “Don’t thank me yet. If you want me to keep helping you with your grades, you’re going to have to keep giving me what I want.”

“Anything for you, M-Mistress,” I said softly. “But what’s that?”

“Your child,” she said.

It struck me a little late that I hadn’t asked about birth control or a condom, but I didn’t much mind. If she wanted to get pregnant, I’d happily let her keep trying until she had a bun in the oven.

“I’ll stop masturbating then,” I said, my cheeks burning brightly.

“Such a good girl,” she purred as she lifted her hips off my cock. “I’ll be taking your panties, by the way. Don’t worry, you’ll get them back tomorrow morning, soaked with my cum.”

I could already tell that I’d gone past the point of no return. The thought of wearing my panties coated in her juices wasn’t even remotely disgusting to me. If anything, I looked forward to being marked with her scent…
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