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Everyone at West Hampton Community College agreed: Orchestra was the worst class a student could take. Not only did it not factor in to any distribution requirements for those who were going on to four-year schools, not only was it scheduled from half past noon until one forty-five, taking up the prime lunch hour, not only was it boring as fuck, but the very worst students at the school seemed to be positively drawn to it. It was an easy way to pad a GPA, sure, but what exactly drew the most notorious slackers and wannabe frat boys to pick up french horn and violin?

Leah would never know. As an ignorant first-semester student, she’d signed up for Orchestra to be able to keep playing her beloved clarinet. After all, she reasoned, community college classes were cheap enough that it didn’t matter if she did one or two electives. Once she got to Vassar or Bard or someplace up the river, the place whose name would actually show up on her degree, then she would buckle down and concentrate on her major, but now was a time to have some fun and figure things out.

Unfortunately, Orchestra was not fun. Her clarinet section, for example, contained no one else even remotely interested in their beautiful instrument. There was Sandra, the braces-wearing oddball who idly chewed on her sleeve when she wasn’t playing out-of-tune notes with surprising force; Jared, a greasy loser who wore a Subway visor everywhere, as if working there gave him some kind of street cred; and Andrew, the hyper-focused but completely unskilled fourth clarinet who loved to discuss his long practice hours but never seemed to have anything at all to show for them.

Against such competition, Leah had quickly risen to first chair, but she hardly regarded that as an accomplishment. All her elevated position meant was that she and the half-dozen other somewhat competent section leaders had to work twice as hard as anyone else just to keep the whole ensemble from dissolving into a complete train wreck.

If there was a benefit to being in Orchestra, it was definitely the teacher, Nick Reynolds. As a conductor, sure, he was absolutely awful. Despite the Master’s in music education from NYU he frequently made reference to, he had absolutely no control over the class, projected no authority, and never seemed to be able to figure out how difficult musical passages should sound without help from YouTube recordings, which he had wasted hours of class time over the course of the semester looking for on the ancient computer attached to the practice room’s projector.

Sure, Nick, as everyone called him, was no genius. But – and the students who went that way had discussed this at length, especially towards the beginning of the semester – he was very easy on the eyes, especially since he was no more than five years older than the average student in the class. It was obvious that he spent the time he should have been planning out lessons lifting weights instead, and the way his five-o’-clock shadow made him look so rugged...well, Leah wasn’t the only one whose eyes weren’t often on the sheet music when they rehearsed.

That was a new thing for her, actually. Leah’s big secret, one which she hadn’t shared with anyone at Westhampton, was that, at the beginning of high school, she had been a boy in the eyes of the world. Her transition had come thanks to a mysterious new pill that she’d bought on the Internet, fearing that her conservative parents wouldn’t allow her to take a less risky course. Once she presented them with a fait accompli, though, they’d given in, allowing her to take on a new name and identity in time to start college. With everything else she’d had to think about, romance, boys, and other things of that nature had barely ever crossed her mind. Even if she wasn’t seriously into Nick, she felt like even admitting to herself that she could be was kind of a big step.

* * *

One Friday, Leah was feeling...a little different than usual. Maybe it was just hormones. Maybe it was the fact that she’d watched Avengers: Infinity War the night before, which had prominently featured Chris Hemsworth. Or maybe it was the fact that the filthiest of her three roommates in the small apartment near school that they shared had finally cleaned out her space, reducing the main area’s unpleasant odors dramatically. Either way, she was ready for something new, something...risky.

Standing in front of her closet, she pushed aside her usual clothes and looked through the section of the rack reserved for things she rarely wore, things that she had bought on an impulse and later regretted. But...ah, here was what she was looking for. She pulled out a button-up henley sweater, which she had gotten on sale thinking it was something else. Unbuttoned to the third or fourth button, though, it showed off more or less what she felt like showing off, what she hadn’t had until way too late. On the bottom, she paired it with a denim skirt and a pair of heeled boots. She’d worn an outfit like this only a few times before, and it had always taken some guts on her part, but the feelings of desirability and sexiness she got from doing so were worth it in her book – if only every once in a while.

Leah turned some heads on the way out of the apartment; out of her four roommates, she was probably the best-dressed, considering that she never quite stooped to the level of a sweatshirt and sweatpants, but she could rarely be seen wearing anything eye-catching. It was a good feeling, to have people looking at her, even if usually she wanted to avoid that kind of thing.

Her only class period that day was Orchestra, so she clicked over to the music building, clarinet in hand. The slackers who hung out on the picnic benches in front of the cafeteria couldn’t help but stare as she sauntered by, and neither could the poor students trapped in class in the math and physics building. She smiled; this power was something she relished. She was ready to make a splash in Orchestra as well.

Things were pretty much the same as always when she pushed open the door to the big practice room two minutes before the start of class. The bulk of the students only bothered to show up five or ten minutes late, so only a quarter of the ensemble was there to see her grand entrance. Andrew was there, as usual – he always arrived at least fifteen minutes early so that he could “warm up.” Leah never got to class that early, so she had never heard him before he’d warmed up for a bit; she hesitated to imagine what he sounded like then.

But his example was a good one, and she got out her own instrument and began to play through some scales as she watched the rest of the class file slowly in. Last of all to arrive was the trombone section, a gang of disgustingly sweaty athletic-clothes-wearing jocks who always seemed to have come from P.E., or possibly a huge Super Soaker fight. Leah was glad that she sat far away from them; on top of the smell, the music they produced was as out of tune as it was shockingly loud.

Finally, fifteen minutes after they were supposed to have begun, Nick got up onto the podium and started waving his baton around. At first, no one took any notice, but eventually they gave in and reluctantly began the usual warm-up routine. They went through all the scales, several breath and tone exercises, and more. Leah knew that she couldn’t hear the sound of the whole ensemble very well from where she was sitting, which was right in the middle of the crowd, but unless they sounded a lot better from where Nick was...well, she was under no illusions as to whether they were going to win any awards. That one time that they had come dead last in the Midstate Orchestra Championship, in a field that included such competition as Poughkeepsie Middle School, was proof enough of that.

Still, once they were actually playing music, once people got off their phones and stopped chatting long enough to buckle down and focus on something for once, Leah always had fun. There was just something in concentrating on a task that she found addictive. Were there any other hobbies that would ever scratch that itch the way the clarinet did?

They were working on the fourth movement of the New World Symphony, an incredibly overambitious choice for a group at their level, and there were long gaps of time where Leah didn’t have to play because the trombone section was having to repeat a section over and over again until they could get it even close to right. During these, she tried to ignore Ethan’s blatant stares – just because she wanted attention didn’t mean she wanted it from him – and instead focused on Nick, rehearsing the class from up on the podium. She’d heard that he had an Instagram, but looking for it felt like crossing a line – enjoying the sight of her orchestra teacher was one thing, stalking him on the Internet was another.

Still, though, she really enjoyed the sight of him up there. Today, he was wearing an especially tight t-shirt, and she imagined that she could see his abs under the fabric. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking. Either way, there was plenty to keep her occupied. Some people complained that Orchestra was boring, frustrating and pointless; well, maybe it was, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t glad to be in it.

The time seemed to be passing slower than usual during this orchestra class. It hardly flew by, even on a good day, but that Friday the interminable incompetence of the trombone section and the irritating squeaks and squeals produced by the other three clarinets felt like a form of torture. When Leah was called on to play, she always gave it her all, hitting every note in an impressive display of talent; she felt Nick’s eyes on her, after all, and she didn’t want to disappoint him. Why couldn’t anyone else seem to put in the work to be even a step above dreadful? Nick always got a little bit irritated when someone just couldn’t seem to do what was asked of them; even if they wouldn’t shape up for her, surely they could do it for him.

Finally, practice seemed like it was drawing to a close. They had been working on the beginning of the piece for quite a while, so Nick decided to try the ending on for size. Everyone grumbled as they flipped through their sheet music to a point about five minutes in. Leah wanted to impress Nick, it was true, but she wasn’t a teacher’s pet to the point that she would put in a ton of work on something absolutely nobody cared about, the way Andrew did, so she hadn’t played through the whole piece and had never even seen the ending. Still, she resolved to give it her best; maybe if they ended things on a good note, the group would leave motivated. But that was wishful thinking, wasn’t it?

Nick’s baton clacked against his music stand, and then the ensemble began to play. Quickly, the squeaks and honks faded in intensity as students dropped off, getting lost or otherwise messing up so badly that they couldn’t rejoin the pack. Soon, only a few students were left playing, Leah among them. A familiar feeling surged through her, the feeling of skill, of flow. Though she had never played the melody that was now flowing from her clarinet, she reacted to each of the notes as they came, following the sheet music with unusual dexterity. Because she was able to stay in, other students, who knew what she’d be playing when because of cues written into their copies of the sheet music, were able to pick up the tune once again. By the piece’s dramatic finale, a good two-thirds of the orchestra had come back together; it was truly impressive for the West Hampton ensemble to do even that well on a first run-through. Nick looked genuinely pleased as he dismissed everyone. “Great job, people! That was a great start – just please, like, practice this for next time! I think we’re going to really kick ass at the big festival in a couple months!”

He was greeted by general grumbling as everyone packed up. As Leah was putting her sheet music away, she accidentally knocked her folder off the stand, scattering paper everywhere. She groaned; it always took several minutes to get everything back in order, and, even if the orchestra students were slow to get to class, they were quick to leave; she would be the last one left by the time she got her folder cleaned up. Awkward.

When she’d finally gotten everything put away, she was alone in the room with Nick. He wasn’t paying attention to her, trying to get his full-orchestra scores in order. When she got up to leave, though, inadvertently clunking her clarinet case against her music stand, he looked up and noticed her. “Oh, Leah!” he said. “Nice work today.”

“Thanks,” she said, trying to meet his gaze. It wasn’t easy, though; even though she felt more confident than normal in her cute outfit, he was so attractive that she usually just tried to avoid talking to him. Now, though...well, she was trapped, and he would see how awkward she was around him. What could she do?

“I’m serious,” he said. “You know, I can’t say this kind of thing in front of the class, but, like, an orchestra like this one usually has a few people who keep everything moving. You know? And you’re definitely one of those people. If we didn’t have you in the woodwinds, I really think the flutes would be...well...worse than they are, and that the oboe...uh, I shouldn’t say that.” The orchestra’s sole oboist played hunched over like Quasimodo and had never once, to Leah’s knowledge, produced a correct, clear note. “Like, when a section doesn’t have that guidance, like, uh, the trombones…well, you see what happens.”

Despite herself, Leah felt a blush creeping over her cheeks. She knew she was acting like an idiot, but Nick’s praise was really more than she could handle. “Um...well...you know, I just…”

He put up a hand to stop her. “Hey, don’t sell yourself short. Oh, that reminds me, there was something I wanted to give you. It’s over in my office. Mind following me?”

“S...sure…” What could he possibly want to give her? And...how would she deal with going into his office? She was barely keeping things together as it was. Calm down, she told herself. He hasn’t even noticed the way you feel. He hasn’t said anything, has he?

Together, they headed out of the practice room and a ways down the hall, stopping as he shoved a key into the lock of a nondescript door labeled N. REYNOLDS. After a moment of fiddling, he got it open, revealing a small, cramped office. There was one window, set high in the wall, but that was the only source of natural light, not enough to make the room feel bright or warm. The desk was covered in old copies of Men’s Health magazine and musical scores, and Nick dumped what he was carrying down on top of it before sitting down and going to rummage in a drawer. Without looking up, he began speaking to her. “The semester’s almost over, huh? Are you doing this again in January?”

“Um, I think so,” said Leah. Though class could be a frustrating experience, she did have fun sometimes, and it was a way to be a little bit creative. Plus, it had Nick, but she couldn’t say that.

“Well, either way,” said Nick, “I want you to have this.” Turning, he handed her an antique-looking leather folder. At first, seeing that it was filled with sheet music, she thought it was a practice assignment, but then she saw some of the dates on the editions: Some of the pages were from before the Second World War.

“But...but…” Leah stammered, flipping through the folder. “This is really...old, right? It might be worth something, and I worry I would...lose it or something.”

“You’re not going to lose it,” said Nick. “I picked up the clarinet back in undergrad. My professor at the time gave me that folder as encouragement, but...well, it didn’t work, and I went back to my first love, the timpani.” Nick was so fond of playing the timpani that he would often eject the timpani section and take care of the percussion himself during rehearsals. “But, like, you’re a clarinetist who’s in it for the long haul. You could go places.” He paused a moment. “Honestly, you’re the best student I’ve ever had.”

“Th-thank you,” said Leah. She had never been very good at taking compliments. “I guess I’ve...gotten better over the years.”

“I’m sure you have,” said Nick. “Well, I guess I shouldn’t keep you too long…” As he said it, he flashed her a look that she couldn’t quite describe. It was searching, and there was a tinge of something else too, but she didn’t know what, exactly. Did he...was he trying to send her a sign or something?

If so, what was she supposed to do? Deep down, she knew that she wanted this man, wanted him more than she’d ever wanted a man before. It didn’t have to be a long-term thing; she just wanted to see what he looked like under his t-shirt and athletic shorts, and whether his dick was as big as she imagined late at night, when she broke out the dildo she kept in her nightstand. At the same time, though, wouldn’t it be wrong to fuck a professor? Wouldn’t it be a huge breach of every rule she knew of?

Fuck it, she decided. I’ve never done anything interesting with my life. Here I am, at community college, and in another five years I’ll be doing some office job. This is my chance, isn’t it? Stepping forward, she clutched the folder to her stomach, accentuating her breasts, which were, for Nick, exactly at eye level. “Um...is there anything else I could...help you with?”

Her professor raised an eyebrow. “Help me with? I mean...what can I ask of a student, really? All of your recording assignments are turned in. You keep the clarinet section rolling. I don’t really think that…”

Leah took a deep breath. “I’m not just talking about class. I mean...anything.”

“I’m still not really understanding,” said Nick, but now a quaver had come into his voice, and she was almost sure that his hesitation was put on. “What...are you talking about?

She gulped. “We’re...we’re alone now. And the office door locks, right? So…”

He sighed. “Fuck it. I know what you’re getting at. I don’t want to get fired. But you and I are both, like, consenting adults, right? So...if I lock the door, and this just happens once...well, I think we might just be able to work something out.”

Leah stood there for a moment, trying to process what he had just said, until she worked out that it amounted to a yes. “Um, in that case…” she turned and clicked the lock on the door shut; when she turned around, she found that he had stood up. Despite the fact that she hadn’t lost any height during her transition and was wearing heels at the moment, he was still half a head taller than her at least.

Gently, he placed a hand on each of her shoulders. “Listen, I’ve never done this before. Never. So...don’t make me regret it.”

“I...I won’t,” she said, almost gasping with anticipation. It was happening. It was really happening! Before she could orient herself, she realized he was leaning in. She did the same, and then, for the first time in her life, her lips met a man’s in a passionate kiss.

Emotion swirled through her as her heart began to pound. Was this...was this what a kiss was like? No wonder people went so crazy for them. Hell, she was going crazy. Nick tended to have that effect on her, didn’t he?

His arms wrapped around her, and she let out an involuntary moan; never had she felt such a powerful sensation of safety, of warmth, of pure intimacy. Of course, it didn’t help that the tender way he was romancing her left her more turned-on than she’d ever been as well. Her cock stiffened under her skirt; this was sure to be a memorable morning.

Several times, they broke away, breathing heavily, before going in for another kiss. Nick seemed to be just as turned on as Leah was; a casual glance down revealed that a sizable tent was already pitched in his pants. She couldn’t wait to see what the same view would look like without his clothes in the way.

Just then, she felt a hand at the neckline of her shirt, diving under the hem. The dirty dog! She smiled as their lips met again, allowing him to snake his fingers into her bra and find one of her nipples. When he did, he latched on, rubbing, tweaking. Though that area had never been incredibly sensitive for her, Leah found herself sucking in breath anyway; it was so dirty, so erotic, to have someone casually violate her like this.

Well, if he wasn’t going to wait, why should she? Slowly, she began to run a hand down his toned chest and his firm abs, luxuriating in the feeling of a body she’d dreamed about for months now. She kept going, though, moving down his torso until she reached the bulge she’d noticed before. This she began to gently massage, feeling it grow harder and harder; by now, it had to be almost painful for him. She knew that it was for her; though her own package wasn’t quite as large as his, it felt like solid steel. Did he already know, she wondered, or would she have to tell him? That would be fun.

He began to scrabble at the buttons of her shirt, and she helped him along, moving her arms to cooperate as he pulled it up and over her head. Now he could see her entire torso, the skin that had gotten so much smoother with the effects of the pill, the body that had grown curvier and softer as fat cells had redistributed themselves. Leah was shy under his gaze, but when he gave a low whistle, she knew he wasn’t going to judge her. “This is...this is, like, capital-W wrong, but it’s been a long time since I did it with a girl this hot.”

“I could say something similar,” said Leah, “except, well, I’ve never done it before at all, so…”

“Never?” asked Nick, giving her nipple a surprisingly savage tweak. As she cried out in a mixture of pain and arousal, he continued. “Well, in that case, this is going to be a lot of fun. Believe me, princess, there’s nothing like a good fuck – and I’m gonna give you one.” His tone was clearly put-on, but its haughtiness and aggression were a major turn-on. Where had he learned all of this? She was incredibly excited to see the honed skills he was planning to use on her.

But then it occurred to Leah that it would be wrong to leave him in the dark any longer. “I’m excited,” she said, “but...well, there’s something I should tell you...or, well, show you...before we really get started. I won’t blame you if you want me to leave afterwards or whatever.”

“What the fuck could make me want you to do that?” asked Nick, his tone of incredulity so genuine that Leah felt much better about her chances.

Still, though, she had to show him. Hitching up her skirt, she let her mid-sized cock flop out of her panties. “I...know that some people aren’t into this kind of thing.”

As he watched, his eyes widened. “That...that…” he paused, eyes almost bugging out of his head. “That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Really?” said Leah, playfully. “I’m glad you’re not one of those straight men.”

“‘Those’ straight men?” asked Nick.

Leah laughed. “Don’t you worry about it. Now come on...fuck me.” A grin spread across her lover’s face as he unbuttoned her skirt and slid it down her legs. Her cock was fully at attention now, pointing directly at Nick’s crotch, and she could tell the sight was an endless source of arousal for him. She’d never known what it would be like to turn someone on so much with her body...but she realized now that the feeling was something she’d want to return to again and again. Ever since transitioning, she’d struggled with feeling desirable, with feeling like someone she found attractive might not choose her when they could be with a “real” girl instead, but now she realized that, at least with men like Nick, the problem simply didn’t exist.

But enough about her body, right? What about his? She pulled at the hem of his t-shirt and, working together, they slid it over his head and off onto the floor. When she looked down and saw the resulting view, she wondered whether this was the best present she’d ever unwrapped. Her lover’s sculpted physique was a breathtaking sight, with solid, toned muscle proving that this was truly a man in his prime...and that she was going to enjoy being with him immensely.

She felt like she should say something, but it was hard to form words when confronted with such a sight. “I...nice,” she got out. “You work out?”

“Sometimes,” he said. “You know, if I’m feeling like it. In fact, I’d say I am right now.”

“You are?” asked Leah, before it dawned on her what he was getting at. “I thought – oh, never mind. You know...sometimes workouts are easier with a partner.”

“They sure are,” said Nick, gazing into her eyes. The way he always did that, even when they weren’t saying anything very important, made her weak. “And, you know, I don’t have one very often. Most of the time, I have to go through my routine alone.”

Deciding to play along, she made a face. “That’s lame. It really is. I mean...I don’t work out that often, so I might not be able to keep up with you, but otherwise I might offer to help you out.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t go that hard. I will say, though, that I feel like my muscles could really use a specific exercise right now. And I could really use your help...if your offer was genuine.”

“I feel like...I feel like I know what you’re talking about,” said Leah. “A pelvic exercise, right? Most men seem to go for that kind of thing.”

“I guess you really have my number,” said Nick. “That’s exactly what I was thinking! So...unless you have any issues with that…”

“Of course,” she said. “I’d be happy to help...spot you.” With that, she dropped to her knees and put her hands on the hem of his shorts. “I do hope, though, that you’re ready for an intense workout. I’m still not sure I can keep up with you...but I’ll try my best.”

“What more could I ask for?” he said, casually placing a hand on the back of her head. The gesture was so effortlessly confident and gently dominant that she had to resist the urge to just madly fall on him right at that moment.

Still, though, she had to get started somehow. Leah had imagined getting a blowjob many times over the years, and it always started with...well, it never just started with the blowjob. Like, that part was the most important part, but it was always best to start slow, right?

She pulled down the hem of Nick’s shorts, taking his underwear with them. Slowly, his cock revealed itself, and she gulped; it was at least half as thick again as hers. How was she going to take that monster? Not, of course, that she wasn’t eager to try – the raging arousal within her only grew in intensity at the sight of his package. But it was clear that she had her work cut out for her.

Slowly, Leah reached out and ran a finger down her lover’s cock, feeling the veins, the thick, flared head, the slight curve upwards...it really was a beautiful sight. She found her mouth watering as she imagined what would happen over the next few minutes; it seemed that Nick’s pole was awakening something primordial within her, some subconscious desire to go down on a man that she’d never been able to fulfill.

But no longer would she be deprived! Gently, she took Nick’s cock into her hand, beginning to stroke it slowly, gently. As she watched, it throbbed and stiffened even more in a way that she found nearly irresistible. His package really was a work of art.

With her other hand, she cupped her lover’s balls, feeling their weight in her hand. When she played with herself, her balls were always an important part of her pleasure, a way to deepen and intensify the stimulation from her penis, and surely it was the same for Nick. It wasn’t good to be too aggressive, she knew, but she began to massage them, letting them roll between her fingers.

“Fuck,” groaned Nick. “Keep that up. I’ve never been with a girl who remembered the balls.”

“You have to admit I’ve got an advantage there,” said Leah, smiling. It was true; she was still thinking about her imagined ideal blowjob, able to draw on years of fantasy to figure out what to do next. Well, her mouth would be a pretty good next step. Meeting his gaze, she leaned down and licked the tip of his cock, eliciting a long, low groan. This feeling, of being able to pleasure a lover, to have him respond to her every action, was deliciously addictive. She could see how people got hooked on giving blowjobs.

She decided to up the ante and began to run her tongue down his head towards his shaft, following the same path she’d traced with her finger. There was no way his entire cock was going to fit into her mouth, but she desperately wanted to taste the whole thing anyway, and this way she got to do just that. When she got to the end, she came back up the underside of his cock, making eye contact once more, before taking a deep breath and locking her lips over the head of his member.

Leah wasn’t sure where she’d gotten the urge to dive in at that exact moment, but she hadn’t even questioned it; giving this man a blowjob was just the right thing for her to be doing. The feeling of his cockhead in her mouth was incredibly satisfying, its sweet, slightly musky flavor leaving her desperate for more. The way it pulsed slightly, responding to whatever she did, made it feel like a living creature.

As she enjoyed the new sensation, she worked on him with her fingers, still squeezing his balls and now gently pumping the base of his cock as well. Against such a three-pronged assault, he would have to be some kind of machine to hold out for very long.

Of course, she had her own urges to fight; one of them was just to impale herself on Nick’s cock, to shove as much of it in her mouth as she could, as if she was some kind of wild animal. Instead, she began to slowly work more and more of his shaft into her mouth, gently sucking as she did so to give him an extra burst of sensation. He groaned with pleasure, grip on the back of her head growing slightly stronger as he grew more and more aroused.

Eventually, Leah hit rock bottom; there was no way she was getting Nick’s cock past the opening of her throat. It was possible, she knew, to somehow swallow a man’s rod and really make him feel like he was fucking a hot, wet hole, but that was something she’d never tried to do, and she didn’t even know how to get started. Even if she had been a blowjob expert, it really seemed like she was getting the job done as it was; her lover’s breathing was coming fast, shallow, and ragged, and it seemed unlikely that he would be able to hold out for much longer. She wondered if he planned to unload into her mouth. The idea was hot, but she hardly had any way of asking him.

Still, she wanted to give him something to remember her by. She began to bob her head up and down, letting his cock slide in and out of her mouth, rubbing it with her tongue as she worked her most powerful magic on him. Her gaze, locked onto his, made the experience so much better; she could watch his expression contort as his pleasure built, the inevitable orgasm growing closer and closer.

After a minute or so, she fell into a rhythm, pleasuring him almost by instinct. Somehow, it was incredibly sexy to be able to step back from the second-to-second action and enjoy the view of her lover, the feeling of making a handsome man feel good, the knowledge that she was the key to all the arousal and desire written on his face. What was more, she had found a second source of the feeling she craved, the pure instinctual flow she felt when she played the clarinet. This was...addictive.

But it all came to an end when Nick cried out, pushing on Leah’s forehead. “Ho-holy shit! Get off or I’m gonna cum!” When she released his cock, his face contorted and he sucked in breath...but no cum dribbled out of his cock. That was good; she wouldn’t have to wait for round two.

“Did I make you feel good?” she asked innocently, a wicked smile spreading over her face.

“You...did,” he said, catching his breath. “That was really fucking good. But, uh...well, I feel like I should let you pick what to do next, right? I mean, it’s kind of your turn now.”

“Well, I might have something in mind,” said Leah, standing up. “I’ve never done this before...but, um, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

“Oh really?” asked Nick. “I’m listening.”

“Um, I…” she found herself trailing off. It was ridiculous to be shy now, but sucking him off hadn’t really required her to ask for anything; it had just been doing what her lover wanted. Now, though, she had to put words to her own desires. “Well, I’ve always had this fantasy where...where a guy really rails me.” It was true; she kept a couple of dildos in a box under her bed and used them religiously whenever her roommate was gone. They never quite scratched the itch she felt, though; maybe it was their lifelessness, or the fact that her arm got tired so quickly, but...she needed a real cock.

“That’s it?” asked Nick. “I think I can...provide that.”

Leah laughed. “I guess it’s not that crazy when I say it out loud. I mean, you probably had something similar in mind.”

“What? No!” he said, feigning indignation. “How dare you accuse me of being so dirty-minded? All I wanted to do was hold hands.”

She punched him lightly on the shoulder. “Shut the hell up and put that fat cock to work. Fuck my brains out.”

“Listen to you, not even saying please,” he said, kicking off his shorts. “Well, I think we can work something out.” As she watched, he rummaged through one of his desk drawers, pulling out a condom and a bottle of lube. “Don’t ask me why I have this.”

“I won’t,” she said, “but you must have some fun lunch breaks.”

“I’m not going to deny that sometimes I lock the door and have a little fun,” said Nick, slipping on the condom, “but you know better than anyone that it’s not just limited to lunch breaks. Hell, I’m supposed to be in a meeting right now.”

“I’m not going to tell anyone,” said Leah, “as long as you promise to make this a fucking I’ll remember forever. Deal?”

“Wow, you really have me over a barrel here,” he said as he got lubed up. “I guess there’s nothing I can do but agree to that.”

“I’m glad we could find a compromise,” she said, bending over the desk. “Now come on...take me!”

“Say no more,” he said, placing a hand on each of her shoulders. “You’re going to want to breathe out as I start to push in.” She was about to laugh him off; months of dedicated, if sporadic, anal training had rendered her able to easily take even her larger dildo. But then he placed his cock at the opening of her anus; she could feel that it was bigger than anything she’d ever taken. When he started to push in, she had to take his advice and breathe out as pain flared up around her asshole.

Still, she knew that the head was always the hardest part to take in, and, while it wasn’t easy, she was managing it bit by bit. The pain was greatest when the base of his cockhead was pushing past the rim of her asshole, and she had to bite her lip to stop from crying out. Would she really manage to make it fit?

Just when she was worrying that it wouldn’t work out, the rest of his cockhead slipped in, and she breathed out in relief as his slightly-narrower shaft began to slide into her. Now that the most painful part was over, she even felt a tiny bit of pleasure coming from the sensation of penetration; being stretched always felt nice.

As the last of her lover’s shaft pushed into her, she realized that she was really doing it, that she was really having sex with a man. For some reason, the magnitude of the moment hadn’t really dawned on her until that moment, but...this was the moment she’d been waiting for for years now, wasn’t it? It was shaping up to be everything she’d hoped for and more. She broke into a smile, then a grimace as a particularly fat vein passed into her asshole. There would be time to reflect later; right now, she could only focus on the fucking.

Finally, Nick’s pelvis slapped against Leah’s asscheeks; he had gone as far as he could, and she had taken his whole cock. She realized that she’d been grabbing handfuls of the papers on the desk, crumpling them into tiny wads in an attempt to brace herself against the pain. Sheepishly, hoping he hadn’t noticed, she grabbed the sides of the desk instead. The moment was too intense to remember little things like that, so intense that nothing could possibly top it.

Or at least she’d thought that...until he started thrusting. Anything she’d felt before that moment, any kind of sexual pleasure or sensation, paled in comparison to the experience of having her ass reamed by a big, powerful man. Her lover’s thick cock sent shockwaves through her every time he thrust it in, triggering another burst of pleasure every time he hit the magical spot deep inside of her that she’d struggled even to reach with dildos in the past.

Everything faded away as Nick pounded into Leah. Time, reality; these things were still there, still present, but just...less important, paling in comparison to the sensations emanating through her body. She was gasping, moaning, begging for him to fuck her harder, to make her feel even better, but she was aware of all of that only in an academic sense. Really, the only thing in the world that could really draw her attention was Nick’s cock and the way that it made her feel.

A heat was building inside her now, a deep, fiery heat that threatened to overwhelm her. With each thrust, it flared higher, and she knew that she was surging towards orgasm, surging towards a climax that she knew would be almost unimaginably intense. She couldn’t wait, and she knew that she was screaming for her lover to screw her just that little bit harder, to send her over the edge. Almost there…

And then – maybe it was some particularly wild thrust of his, or maybe it was just the sensations inside of her finally boiling over – she was there. Her limbs twitched, and she fell forwards onto the desk, insides vibrating with utter bliss. Waves of ecstasy slammed through her, terrifyingly intense as she gritted her teeth and rode the biggest orgasm of her life. Maybe Nick was a terrible orchestra teacher...but damn, did he know what he was doing in bed.

As she came down, as the pleasure drained away and she regained her breath with gasps of cold office air, she realized that Nick had cum too. The condom in her ass was full of warm jizz, and he was groaning with satisfaction as he slowly began to pull out.

“Fuck,” said Leah. “That was...fuck.”

“That was fucking good,” said Nick. “Like...damn.” He pulled the last of his cock out and tossed the condom into the office trash. “I’ve never done it with a student before, and, well, to be honest, I’m not proud of what I just did. But you made it worth it for me.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” said Leah, smiling. “I’ve been dreaming of a fuck like that for a long time, and you finally gave it to me.” She grabbed a box of tissues off the desk and got cleaned up before beginning to pull her clothes back on; Nick followed suit.

“Honestly, I could say the same,” he said. “Well, uh...I really should be getting to that meeting. It’s an arts department thing, so it’s, like, pretty obvious that I’m not there.”

“Fine, fine,” she said. “I also have some homework to do. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“Definitely,” said Nick. They both left the office, heading in opposite directions down the hall. As Leah walked away, clutching the antique leather folder, she smiled; Orchestra class had been a lot better than usual today. Even though she would be going on to other places, a piece of her heart – and whatever part of her brain it was that told her to get horny – would always remain in Nick’s office back here at West Hampton.

As far as mornings went, this one had definitely hit the right notes.
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