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CHAPTER ONE

It was the first day of university, and I was already running late. I was lucky enough to have this job, and the last thing I needed was to make a bad impression. I hurried down the hall and tried to look sure of myself. I knew I looked young for my age, and I needed to command authority. I could not slip up after what happened at my last position.

I checked my room assignment again, made sure I had everything I needed in my bag, pulled down my brown tweed skirt, and took a deep breath.

“Hello class,” I put on my best “I’m in charge” voice and made my way down the proscenium stairs trying my hardest to keep my head up. “My name is Professor Torres, and I’ll be teaching your calculus II class.” They seemed underwhelmed, and I couldn’t blame them. Very rarely was anyone that thrilled to be in a calculus class, but I still did my best to keep the mood upbeat.

I understand that math fans are few and far between, but numbers were some of my best friends. They were consistent, faithfully, and unchanging. Everything I desired in a companion, so I tried not to let the bored faces get me down. “ I know math isn’t everyone’s cup of tea, but I will do my best to make this as painless as possible.”

“Ha!” from the back corner came one sharp laugh. Well at least someone got my sense of humor. I scanned the back of the room to look for the source of the chuckle and landed on her face.

My eyes met hers, and my blood chilled in my veins. I remember that face. Perfect high cheekbones, cupid’s bow lips, with bright blue eyes that sparkled in contrast to her pitch black hair. She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen, and she knew something that I desperately wished she didn’t. I had thought the laugh had been in good fun, but now seeing the source of the sound she knew that the young woman had no good intentions. She was here to make her life a living hell.

“Like I said, it’s perfectly fine if you’re not a math fan. I love it enough to make up for it, and we’ll get through this together,” I tried to smile while I plugged my flash drive in to pull up our syllabus, but my mind wandered.

That night had been a mistake. It could’ve happened to anyone, but it wasn’t anyone. It was me. The choice was mine to make, but after all this time I thought it was behind me. I thought I’d run far enough away that I could move on in peace. But one look at that face and knew there was no far enough way.

The class continued as expected. Uninterested twenty somethings yawning their way through a class they needed, but didn’t want. Still in the back of my mind was her. Her presence sent my mind spinning into a panic I had to push down. The class was only forty-five minutes. I could stand anything for forty-five minutes.

“I will see you guys on Wednesday,” I concluded the class and released the students immediately, casting my eyes toward my desk and gathering my things. I’d hoped that avoiding her gaze would make me invisible to her. I listened to the students chatter and shuffle out and the room fell quiet. I sighed, letting my shoulders fall believing that I was alone in the room.

She sat in the same seat that she’d been in the entirety of class. Her bright blue eyes boring into me. My reaction should be different, but my body couldn’t help it. My nipples perked as she parted her lips to speak.

“You look good Natalie,” no one has used my legal name in years, and it made me wince to hear it again. Partially because I missed it and it sounded beautiful in her tone, and partially because Natalie was gone. I’d left her and her actions in my past that I didn’t want to relive. “You remember me don’t you?” She smiled and walked down the stairs toward me with a power and presence beyond her years.

I considered playing dumb for a moment, acting like she had the wrong person and must be mistaken. I thought maybe if I was assertive owned up to who I was I could gain the upper hand, but I decided to meet somewhere in between.

“I’m not sure. You do look familiar. I’m sorry,” I tried my best to sound polite like maybe if I genuinely sounded like I might not know who she was she would start to doubt herself. No such luck. 

“Natalie I’m hurt. I didn’t think you would forget me so easily. I mean that night was pretty memorable. At this point she was leaning over me, her palms pressed against my desk. Without realizing it I’d sat down and I had a full view of her perfect cleavage. It shouldn’t be what was on my mind, but her shirt perfectly dipping on the edge of her breast I couldn’t help but look. “I was hoping I would find you. You know, for safety. I’m sure the dean wouldn’t want a murderer teaching impressionable young minds.”

“It was an accident,” I choked out in barely a whisper. It came back to her. The flash of headlights in a startled face, the dull thump and screech of tires. I’d glanced up in my rear view mirror hoping I’d been wrong and saw the outline of a body and a face with bright blue eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

“There was an accident. That part is true, but you kept driving. That was no accident,” she’d lifted her thigh onto the edge of my desk and reached her hand under my chin lifting my averting gaze to hers. “She was the love of my life and you took her from me. You just kept driving.”

“I’m sorry. I was scared. I was young. I should’ve stayed, called 911, anything,” she placed a finger to my lips and cut me off.

“Well it’s time to stop running,” she caressed the side of my face and neck, tracing her delicate fingers along the neckline of my blouse. I was terrified of her turning me in, turning my life upside down, but my pussy started to throb as her fingers slipped inside my bra cup grazing a taught nipple. “I thought I would just come here and expose you. I’ve wanted nothing but to ruin your life for years, but I might have something else in mind.”

“I’ll do anything you want. I just really need this job,” I said breathlessly. My heart was racing as she stood up and walked to the other side of her desk standing in front of me.

“Anything?” She sat on the edge of desk and leaned forward. In one motion she widened her legs and pulled my rolling chair forward with her thighs on either side. She wiggled her ass pulling her skirt up. She had no panties on and her pink wet pussy was so near my face I could smell her sweet sex. Her eyes met mine expectedly. “Eat me.”

“What?” The situation was pretty obvious, but I still couldn’t believe what she was asking me.

“Eat my pussy like it’s Sunday dinner,” she slipped a finger inside her glistening fold and shoved it into my mouth. My eyes widened as her rich taste spread over my tongue. Almost instinctively I sucked her finger, and looked up to see her bite her lip and thrust her lips wantingly. “That’s it you treacherous bitch. Now suck my clit just like that.”

Her hand slipped to the back of my head and balled into a fist pulling my hair then pushed my face between her thighs. My cheeks grazed the smooth perfect skin of her thighs and she shoved my face between her legs. She was wet, very wet, and after a moment of shock my tongue found her clit throbbing and wanting. She was  trying to maintain control, but as I alternated between long lapping licks and wrapping my lips around her clit to suck hard she moaned and loosened the grip on my hair. I’m a little disappointed because I oddly liked it.  I blew gently on her clit then slipped my tongue into her glistening hole her thighs began to tremble on either side of my head. I looked up and she pulled her shirt down to release her breast. They have the most perfect pink nipples and  a beautiful natural softness. Her head was hung back and her mouth was slack while she whimpered in pleasure and tugged lightly on her nipple.

It looked like I was doing a pretty good job. I worked a hand up her leg and let my fingers slide along her inner thigh. Her leg started to shake, and I can tell she wanted me to finger fuck her as she started more forcefully thrusting herself into my face. I slipped two fingers into her, and she groaned low and carnal. I’m sucking savagely on her clit as I slipped another finger in her dripping pussy and curled them pounding her g spot relentlessly. Her hands were on the back of my head and she was grinding herself into my mouth and hands hard nearing her orgasm. She came, her hands released my head and her whole body collapsed on my desk in shaking long ecstasy. She was still quivering with her tits out and skirt above her waist and I felt bold and accomplished by making her come.

I stood up tentatively and leaned over her placing a sweet nipple in my mouth while I rubbed her still engorged clit with my thumb gently. She moaned and trembled and lifted her hips as if wanting more. I started to nibble on the edge of her nipple and rub her clit more aggressively, lost in her taste, smell, feel all of my senses flooded with her. Suddenly she raised up on both her hands and shoved me back.

She was stunning with her tits still out, breathing heavily looking at me as if she was the teacher assessing my performance.

“I think we can come to some kind of arrangement,” she said as she pulled her shirt back up and tugged her skirt down over her perfect pussy. “I won’t tell everyone about your little discretion, but you are mine.”

“What do you mean I’m yours?” her juice was still sticky on my lips, and I licked them as I held her stare.

“You’re my little bitch. You wear what I tell you, eat what I tell you, do what I tell you, and fuck me when I tell you without question. I’m your boss now.  It’s really simple. Do what I say, and you can keep this pretty fake life you pretend to have. Do we have an agreement?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You can always say no, and I walk to the dean’s office right now and tell her everything. So, do we have an agreement?” I nodded in agreement to her terms. She said I have a choice, but did I really? She put her hands on either side of my face and pulled my face towards hers, and kissed me. It felt almost romantic at first then grew more aggressive until she nipped my lip with her teeth. I tasted the slight metallic taste of blood and she licked my lips before pulling away. “I taste good on you,” she purred in my ear.

She stood up and grabbed her crossbody bag casually then turned around. Her eyes go the shiny wet smear she’s left on the top of the desk.

“Lick that,” I hesitated for a moment,”Now.” She smiled diviously as she waited. I leaned forward holding my eye contact steady while I dragged my tongue hungrily tasting her sweet wetness again.

“Good girl,” she said as she turned away and started to walk up the stairs. “Oh and wear something cute next class. Sheer, no bra. I want the whole class to see your nipples the whole time. See you later Natalie.” and she was gone.

The next day I sifted through my closet getting ready for the day. I couldn’t really wear a sheer dress to teach. If any student felt uncomfortable and reported me then I’d lose my job, but if I didn’t then I would definitely lose my job. 

She had left me no choice, so I picked out a black lace button up. Normally, I would have put a camisole underneath that top, maybe a black bra if I was wearing it out, but I slipped it over my torso and buttoned it up bare chested. I looked at myself in the mirror, and despite myself was pleased with the outline of my nipples perky under the delicate lace. The soft fabric rubbed my nipples with my every move and reminded me that I was doing something I shouldn’t.

I should have felt embarrassed or nervous, but there was a thrill in the arrangement. I could still taste her in my mouth and envision her wet slick womanhood coming closer and closer to my face in wanting expectation. I was the teacher. I should have the upper hand, but there was pleasure in the surrender. I liked not being in charge, but I couldn’t let her know that. She needed to watch me squirm.

I put a sweater over my blouse before I left my car, and walked through the hall with my heart thumping against my chest. Maybe she wouldn’t be there. I could get away with keeping the sweater on and it would all be fine. I was the first in the classroom and hugged my sweater against my breast.

Students began to file in greeting me and settling in, completely oblivious to my tense body language. Every time the door opened I stiffened expecting her to be there, but she didn’t enter. I watched the clock tick away until the start of class and sighed, half relieved, half disappointed by her absence.


CHAPTER TWO

I started class promptly and pulled up a presentation on some theory no one could care less about. My back was turned, pointing out distinctions in the formula when the door opened one more time.

I kept my eyes on the projection screen and tried to convince myself it was just another late arrival. But when I turned around to face the class I found the familiar blue eyes and black hair in the back row examining my sweater. For a moment I looked away, and thought that maybe I could just pretend I didn’t see her, but that piercing stare was unavoidable.

I hesitantly looked at her face and she gave me the tiniest nod like “No no.”  I knew what it meant.

I pulled the sweater tighter around my shoulders and faced the screen again slowly pulling it down and placed it on the back of my chair. I glanced over my shoulder and pointed to an equation trying to look casually and as if “oh this is how I always looked, and I always taught with my back to class.”

“I have a question Professor Torres,” her voice rang sharp and clear in my ear. I could practically hear the smirk on her face as her voice beckoned me to turn around.

“Yes?” I turned around with my arms by my side in surrender. And low murmur ripples through the class and several eyebrows raised. No one seemed to be outwardly offended by my near topless appearance, so that was somewhat comforting.

“Are they always so hard?,” she asked, her eyes trained on stiff nipples, practically slicing the lace top. “Are all these formulas so goddamn hard?” She bit her lip in fake frustration, and the class laughed in agreement.

“Some are a little more complicated than others, but I trust you can figure them out,” I tried my best to continue class as normal, but it was hard to concentrate on the task at hand when every move sent a sensory jolt straight to my nipples. I looked across the class, and tried to assess if any of the students were staring. There seemed to be a few quick glances, but to my surprise most seemed to be having an easier time paying attention to the class than I was, and I was supposed to be teaching it.

There was one pair of eyes lasered in on my chest. Those ice blue eyes perked at the corners in amusement because even if the majority of the class didn’t seem to care, she could see how self conscious I was. I stumbled and stuttered until the clock ticked the hour away, and I was finally able to dismiss the class.

I turned off the projector and sat at my desk opening up my emails and pretending to read my emails, but I was really waiting. I knew that she would still be there, waiting. Sure enough the room grew silent, and I heard her start to make her way towards me.

“You wore a sweater,” she said matter of factly.

“It was just a little chilly this morning. I put it on when I left the house and forgot about it, honest mistake,” I glanced up knowing that she would not be pleased, but to my surprise there was a smile across her perfect face.

“I told you to wear a sheer top. I thought you were smart enough for me to not have to spell it out for you. What I wanted was for you to walk in here with your tits on display for me,” she spoke as if she was the teacher giving me a lesson. “So in the future if you have any questions or any of my requests seem unclear. Just ask.”

She walked behind me and whispered those last words leaning over my shoulder gently brushing my hair off my shoulders. She smelled like flowers and menthol cigarettes. It was an intoxicating scent. “No sweaters next time right?”

“Right.” I whispered barely able to remember words with her breast pressed against my shoulder.

“I’m going to need you to take that blouse off right now, and get out of my chair,” she made an upward motion indicating I give up my seat to her, and I did so without question. I took a few steps away, turned around to face her, and began to unbutton the black pearl buttons of my top. Her face was almost unreadable as I released the last button and slid the lace down my arms and dropped it at my side.

“Can I lock the door?” I whispered.

“Excuse me?”

“I mean should we lock the door?”

“Absolutely not. Now your skirt,” she eyed my grey a-line skirt expectantly.

I fumbled with the side button then slipped down the zipper and the skirt dropped easily around my feet. She eyed me up and down as if assessing a painting or trying to to figure out a circuit panel. The silence went on uncomfortably long, and I started to wonder if I could put my clothes back on.

“Get down on your knees and crawl to me you pretty slut,” she widened her legs and leaned back as if readying herself. I lowered my body to the ground and started to crawl, slinking and easing myself toward her. The rough thickness of the carpet hurt my knees, and I was pretty sure she enjoyed the little grimace that crossed my face with each inch closer.

I settled in front of her poised as a kitten waiting for direction. I was oddly excited as I wondered what she had in mind. A part of me thought this was wrong. She was blackmailing me. She was a student. This wasn’t how things should be. But I remember her taste and smell and eagerly wanted to taste her again. That cunt made me forgive any number of sins, both hers and mine.

She rolled the chair closer to me and left me in breathless anticipation. After what felt like an eternity one delicate hand moved forward and graded my tight aching nipple. I was so horny that any touch was enough to elicit a low sigh out of me.

“Oh. So now you want it?” I bit my lip and nodded. I wanted to be her slave. I wanted to make her come.

“What about this?” She leaned her face down and gently placed her mouth on breast light licking and sucking. Then she began to nibble them and bite hard on my pink wanting nipple.

It hurt, but behind the hurt was a jolt of pleasure that seemed to go straight from titty to my pussy and I started to drip with want. I was immediately so wet I could feel myself dripping down my inner thighs.

She moved her mouth to torture my other tit with her mouth while her hand pinched and pulled and my already battered nipple. My breast already ached, but I couldn’t help but arch my back, wanting as much of me in her mouth as I could get.

“Stand up,” she pushed back and gave me room to rise. Her lips and neck were flushed bright pink, and one breasts had slipped out of her top. She didn’t bother to pull her shirt back up and leaned back. She lifted her ass and tugged her panties down her long legs and off. “Turn around and put your hands on the board.”

I obeyed and faced away from her bracing myself. For a long moment there was nothing. I started to think maybe she had left, or I’d done something wrong. Then I heard the creek of the chair and sensed her stand and walked towards me. She brushed my hair away from my neck, and I realized she was closer than I thought.

Her arms slipped underneath mine, and a hand shoved her soaking panties into my face. I gasped in shock and inhaled all of her.

“You like the smell of my cunt?” I nodded wordlessly rubbing my face harder into the damp cloth. Her fingers balled up the lace thong and put them in my mouth. Her juices mixed with my saliva and it was so divine I could’ve swallowed it whole. Her hand traveled to my breasts rubbing and taunting, grinding her crotch into my ass. I started to thrust back into her almost against my will. My body just needed that contact.

Her fingers traced the curves of my body and squeezed my ass digging her sharp filed nails into the soft flesh of my cheeks. She pushed the thin fabric of my panties aside and let a finger lightly brushed my taint. My knees buckled, and I almost collapsed at just that.

“Don’t you dare,” she growled, bracing me against the wall forcing me to stay upright. Her fingers tickled the wetness of my cunt, and I bucked towards her hand begging her to get inside me. I moaned, aching begging for her fingers. She finally slipped four fingers fiercely into my dripping slit, and I gasped.

I fucked her hand, grinding myself into her digits as they flicked and thrust back into me. Her other hand traveled to my front and started rubbing my swollen clit with the heel of her palm. She pressed against every nerve, and my pleasure was climbing and mounting. My gasps and groans were slightly muffled by the panty gag in my mouth and my eyes rolled back as I neared orgasm.

My thighs started to shake, and I gritted my teeth about to come. Then her touch was gone. I stood there shaken and sweaty on the precipice of coming, and she’d taken it away.

I tensed and groaned begging for a climax that didn’t come. My knees betrayed me and I buckled on the floor. I heard her chuckles behind me, and I accepted that the encounter was over.

“I don’t think you deserve to come, you silly bitch,” I couldn’t bring myself to move. I wanted to put my hands between my thighs and finish myself, but I knew that wouldn’t be allowed. “Next class don’t wear panties, and wear something short. I want you to look inappropriate, unprofessional. Everyone needs to see what you really are, a filthy little slut murderer.”

My face was still resting against the wall when I heard her steps start to leave. That last insult left me too ashamed to even try to face her. I wanted til I heard the door open and close to turn around and make sure I was truly alone. Once I was sure she wasn’t coming back, I slipped my fingers into my still dripping pussy and came hard remembering her breath on my neck.

I pulled open my panty drawer and looked at the variety of underwear. From comfortable and practical to strappy and sexy, she had more panties than most women. I grabbed my standard cotton thong about to slip them on, then I remembered our bargain and slid the drawer closed.

I stood naked in front of my closet and surveyed my options. She’d said to wear something short. I didn’t have many short things. It had been years since I’d been to a club or any place that would warrant a short number. I pushed aside my practical blazers and slacks to the dark corner of my closet where the clothes I didn’t really wear lived. There was my cousin’s bridesmaids dress, a Chritstmas sweater my Aunt Terri gave me, a pair of low-rise jeans, and one burgundy leather skirt. I yanked it out of the recesses of my closet and pulled it up over my bare ass. It practically squeaked over my thighs. It was so tight, and any quick movement was sure to show butt cheek and beyond. This would have to do.

I parked in my usual spot grateful to have even made it work in one piece. Driving with your legs practically tied together by a skirt is no easy feat. It wasn’t part of the deal, but I’d paired the micro mini skirt with a pair of knee high black boots. Go big or go home right?

I felt the eyes of every college coed as I walked the halls. It was intoxicating, all those gazes following me as I passed, and even more so because I knew it was all for her. Everyone could look, but she was the only one I wanted to touch. And damn how I wanted her to touch every part of me. Sometimes I even forgot that the whole reason this was happening was supposedly against my will. I looked forward to it. It excited and engorged my pussy just thinking about how wildly inappropriate it all was. That it could crumble, and I could lose everything somehow made it even sexier.

I briefly considered going to the Dean, and I probably should have. She had no real proof. There  wasn’t. I’d left the scene clean. It was like she’d never been there at all. All I had to do was explain that an unhinged student was attempting to blackmail me with false accusations, and she would be removed from her class, probably expelled. But then I remember the taste of her pussy, the smooth skin of her inner thigh, her fingers pounding into my wet sex and it felt worth the risk. I hadn’t felt a sexual rush like that in years, and it was so electrifying I just couldn’t imagine letting it go just yet.

I walked into class and slowly and purposefully made my way down the stairs, careful not to move too quickly and risk exposing my entire bottom half. Just the walk to my desk produced a light breeze against my cunt that reminded me how close I was to revealing myself to all of my students. I started to feel wetness between my throbbing folds at just the thought. I sighed as I reached my desk and safely took my seat after prepping the presentation without incident. I’d almost wished a little cheek would slip out, but I knew it was for the best it didn’t.

I began the lecture seated behind the desk and used a laser pointer in lieu of being up and pointing at the problems myself. It seemed like a perfectly good work around, and I thought if I could avoid her line of sight it would be doable. I scanned the back of the class, and she wasn’t there. I began to ache at the thought of her not being there, and I spotted her not in her usual back row seat, but right in front. She was right in front of me with this little smirk on her face, tapping a pen on her desk. Slowly she extended her hand over the edge of the desk and deliberately dropped the pen.

I heard the sound of the metal pen roll down the slight incline of the room with a steady drumming sound until it stopped against the wall behind my desk.

“I’m sorry,” she raised her hand and blinked her eyes innocently at me. “Professor, can you grab my pen please?”

I considered suggesting she grab it herself, but thought better of it. “No problem,” I replied, trying to imagine any scenario where this didn’t end in me flashing a lecture hall full of twenty somethings.

I pushed myself back from the desk,and steadied myself on my feet. A quick pivot and a few short steps and I was standing about the pen. All I had to do was bend down to grab the pen. It was as simple as that. I considered the options. Bending at the waist guaranteed my whole ass out, so I attempted a bent at the knees bunny dip. I felt the skirt inch of my thighs, and it settled right above my butt. I stood up quickly, and yanked my skirt down in one motion, but the damage was done. The entire class had already seen my bare bottom. A wave of murmurs and some giggles hummed through the room. The smug look on her face as I handed the pen back to her told me was pleased.

“Here you are,” I said, placing the pen back on her desk.

“Thank you Professor,” she winked at me.

I sat at my desk and avoided eye contact with the students as they passed, pretending to type some imaginary email. The clatter of students began to quiet until it was only me and here.

“I shouldn’t have had to do that,” she sighed, lifting herself casually onto the edge of my desk showing me the most delicious bit of thigh.

“What if a student were to tell on me? If one person felt uncomfortable enough they could get me fired.” I brought my eyes up to her, and her blue eyes were mischievous and excited.

“Probably the same thing that would happen if I went to the board and told them you killed my boyfriend and drove away from the scene. And I mean you appeared drunk too,” she feigned innocence and sincerity while her fingers drummed her collar bone above her perfect cleavage. “Your ass is beautiful. Come on, I actually think you’re enjoying this. At least a little bit.”

She unbuttoned the top of her blouse and arched her back threatening to spill her breasts over the edge. I bit my lip, and she definitely noticed. “I enjoy it too. You’re fun to fuck and to fuck with.” Her delicate finger flicked open another button, and she flashed a sweet hint of nipple. “Help me with these.” She leaned back and wiggled for me to finish undoing her top.

My hands shook slightly as I fumbled with her buttons. I wasn’t nearly as graceful as her. Her flesh was so soft, and as cool as she played it her arched back and hard nipples showed that she was wanting my touch the same way I was wanting to touch her. Her top opened to reveal her creamy soft breast and perfect little tummy. Her breath was already quickening and I was so turned on watching her tits move up and down with each breath.

I slid my hands up her waist and cupped her breasts in my hands gently playing with her pointed nipples. She moaned and started to thrust her crotch slightly wanting more. I pinched her titties hard, and couldn’t resist anymore. I took a nipple in my mouth and sucked and flicked while she groaned at the sudden change in sensation.

“Take my clothes off,” She didn’t have to tell me twice. My eager hands slid the blouse off her shoulders, and I dipped my head to kiss her neck but she pulled away. “No no. You have to undress me first.” My mouth watered wanting to taste her, but I obeyed.

My fingers moved to the zipper on the side of her skirt that pulled down carefully so as not to pinch her perfect skin. She tilted her hips up eagerly, so I could pull the green wool skirt off her body. She had panties on today. They weren’t much, just the tiniest patch of lace held together by threadlike strings. My hands were almost shaking with anticipation as I pulled them down her long smooth legs.

She was so bold, sprawled across my desk with nothing but a smile on. I wanted to touch her, taste her, make her gasp and moan, but I resisted and awaited further instruction. It was like she knew how badly I needed to feel, so she left me waiting with baited breath. Just looking at her with her legs spread, her cunt already glistening made me ache between my thighs. At least I could tell that this excited her too.

“Take your clothes off,” I quickly pulled my sweater over my head and yanked the leather skirt down my sticky thighs. In a moment I was completely naked except for the boots. I started to bend to unzip the boots when she said, “No, leave those on.” I smirked with pleasure at the idea of fucking her with these slutty boots on. “Open the front pocket of my bag, and take that out.”

With mild trepidation, I unclasped the front pocket of her backpack not sure what I would find. To my excitement that was a palm sized red bullet vibrator inside.

“I want you to turn that on max and wreck my clit,” she said and rolled her head back while tilting her hips up in want. The small vibe was more powerful than I expected, and it rumbled in my hand when I twisted it on. I grazed her wet pussy lips with the toy, and her thighs reflexively twitched at the touch. I teased her taint and her swollen vulva before finally tapping her pink throbbing clit. I started off with light taps slowly increasing in speed and pressure in time moans while she gripped the side of the desk with her eyes closed and mouth opened in ecstasy.

I used one hand to keep the bullet flush with her clit keeping continuous pressure, and used the other to slip two fingers inside her slick hole. Her eyes flew up and she gasped in surprise at the sudden added sensation. She began bucking wildly into my hands. She lifted further up on her hands, giving more power to her thrust, and I returned the intensity thrusting my fingers deeper into her and curving them slightly to find her g spot. The muscles in her lower stomach and thighs tensed and quivered as she near orgasm. She bit her lip and fucked my fingers hard until she came screaming and sighing and shakily collapsed on the desk.  She laid on the desk tugging at her nipple and still rubbing the soft mound above her pussy, quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I stepped back and admired her beautiful form lost in pleasure. She slowly regained her composure and trained her eyes on me.

“Lick it clean,” she said motioning to the vibrator slick in my hand. I lifted it to my lips and put nearly all of it in my mouth, sucking it clean. Her sweet slick juices spread across my tongue, and I savored the taste. “Now use it on yourself.” 

I smiled and turned the bullet back on. I pressed the vibrator on my clit and applied a light pressure. My knees weakened. I was still so turned on from playing with her I could hardly stand it. I stumbled back and caught myself on the wall, sliding down it. I opened my legs wide and pressed the buzzing bullet firmly against my pussy. I could feel my wetness dripping out of me and down my thighs.

Out of the corner of my vision, I noticed her crouched in front of me. I started to moan and tweak my nipples, writhing harder into the small but powerful toy. I loved the idea of her watching me touch myself and feeling half as wet as I did. I used the heel of my palm to keep the vibe situated flush against my clit and hooked two fingers into my juicy cunt crying out at the dual sensation. Sweat dripped down my forehead as I panted with exertion, fingering myself more forcefully. I cried out as I came hard and left the vibrator on my clit to ride out another wave of pleasure. I’d never come so hard alone. I caught her eye while I was catching my breath and realized that she wasn’t just enjoying the view. She was holding her phone in her hands.

“Were you recording me?” I asked shakily, realizing what was happening and trying to cover myself with that embarrassingly small skirt.

“And taking pictures,” she smiled, and stood up to walk to the desk. She calmly started to dress herself as if nothing had just happened.

“What are you going to do with this?” I started to dress as well, but didn’t seem nearly as composed.

“You’ll find out. Don’t worry about what you’re wearing next class,” she whispered, “It won’t matter.” She slid her hand into my top and pulled out my tit. She put my nipple in her mouth and sucked gently, running her hands through my hair.

“Please,” I moaned, “ you can’t show those to anyone.”

“I can do whatever I want to, remember,” then she turned around and left me alone in the room with my tit out.

I considered just leaving. I did it before. I could do it again. I could start over, pick out another new name, and try again. But what if she just found me again? I wasn’t even sure how she had found me this time, so what would stop her from just doing it again?  I resigned myself to the idea that whatever was going to happen was unavoidable, and went home.

I imagined what kind of footage she’d captured. Did I look sexy at least? I’m sure I should’ve been concerned about the repercussions if they were to be released, but that was oddly not my main concern. I’d hoped I looked pretty. I’d hoped that she looked at the video when she got home and felt wet all over again. I pictured her looking at me, and touching herself and was tempted to slip my hand in my panties.


CHAPTER THREE

The next day I looked at my clothes and considered what she had said about how it didn’t matter what I wore that day. But it did matter. Regardless of whether she’d directed or not, I want to look good for her. I didn’t want to show the entire class my ass again though, so I wore a knee length a-line skirt and button up blouse. I did however put on my favorite push up bra and left an extra button undone leaving a good amount of cleavage and just a peek of lace over the top of my shirt.

I circled the parking lot before settling on a spot, and just sitting. Running was still an option. I had no family here, no real ties but the job. It wouldn’t be hard, not like the time before. Something held me in place. The thought of her thighs around my head, her fingers in my pussy, her mouth on my neck. I could fuck anyone, but it was different with her. The danger, the element of control was something that I couldn’t just pick up at a bar. I’d spent the past ten years in a tailspin feeling like everything was out of my hands. With her calling the shots, I had a boss. I had someone to be in charge.

I like having someone in charge, because I was so bad at it. When I was in charge, bad things happened. I didn’t have a lot of good associations with my own decisions. She felt born to be in control. Her ease and confidence as she directed me into the dirtiest of tasks was almost as sexy as the directions themselves. It wasn’t just about avoiding repercussions from my past anymore. I liked it. I liked to be told, and directed, and commanded. She put me in my place, and I started to love being her slutty little pet. It gave me a sense of purpose that I’d never had before, and I wanted to keep it going as long as I could.

Today felt like she had something special planned. The way she smiled before she left, the way she wasn’t concerned with my attire led me to believe that she had something bigger in mind than flashing a few coeds.

I walked into class not sure what to expect. I placed my bag down, and plugged in my flash drive to pull up that day’s presentation. The familiar welcome screamed, and I took a seat behind my desk. I looked around the room and smiled at the class, welcoming in a few late students. She wasn’t there yet.

I hid my disappointment, but also felt a wave of worry. What if she had something bigger in mind? My biggest fears had been being exposed to the class. I hadn’t considered the possibility of the footage being released to the whole campus. Nothing disappeared from the internet these days. If any of those photos or the video were to end up online I wasn’t sure if I could run far enough. I started thinking of ways that could change my appearance enough to be completely unrecognizable when I realized the entire class was staring at me.

Lost in my daydream, I’d completely forgotten that I still had a class to conduct. I hastily apologized, scanning the room and seeing that she still wasn’t there. I continued the class, but was decidedly distracted. I couldn’t shake from my mind, what she might be up, or just the thought of never being at her mercy again. I ached to be her slave again. Halfway through the class there was the quiet ding of an instant message from my laptop.

The notification showed YourWorstNightmare99 as the sender with no photo. It was definitely not one of my contacts. I stumbled over my explanation of a complicated theorem in my hurry to open the message.

“Sorry about my absence, Professor. I overslept. Miss me?” it read. It was safe to assume it was her.

“We’ll we’re covering a very important part of the course today. Hopefully you’ll catch up.” I replied, trying to maintain some sense of cool. Another notification dinged, but it had no text. I clicked on it quickly and a photo of me naked except for only a pair of boots, my fingers in my cunt, my mouth in a silent moan appeared.

I quickly closed the window and started to sweat. I knew she had them. I knew she had something planned, but seeing the photo was jarring especially in the middle of a class. I opened up the message, after instructing the students to work on a series of problems while I worked on mine. It was a sexy photo. My legs looked long and strong, my back arched giving my tits the perfect perk, and a bit of my pussy juices shined off my inner thigh. I thought back to that moment, and my nipples started to harden at the memory.

The class ended, and the students shuffled out. I almost felt like apologizing for seeming so out of sorts, but I didn’t want to let on that anything was wrong. She still wasn’t there. I’d expected her to show up by the end of class, but maybe she really wasn’t here. Her absence made me both disappointed and anxious. I started to gather my things, and there was another ding from my laptop. This time it was an email.

As I clicked open the email from an unmarked sender with the subject “TEACHER EXPOSED!!!” the door opened and I didn’t have to look up to know it was her. My blood ran cold as I looked at the email. It was a naked photo of me followed by some video footage and a graphic image from the car crash. That last photo was particularly jarring. I was covered in defamatory words and accusations, and unfortunately it was all true.

“Do you see any typos Professor?” she said from the bottom of the stairs, but not coming closer.

“Who did you send this to?” my voice trembled.

“Well, no one yet. I wanted to make sure my grammar was correct before I sent it out. I mean that would be so embarrassing,” she giggled, starting to take a few steps.

“Who are you going to send this to?”

“Everyone. I have the email list of everyone on campus down to the maintenance workers. I even found some email addresses for your family. I found some other information too. It’s pretty cute your parents are still in your childhood home,” she was leaning over my desk now, and I could see straight down her top. She didn’t have a bra on and her breast swayed with her words.

“What do I have to do? Please, no one can see this,” I begged.

“No one has to see it. You just have to do what I say. Always,” she was standing in front of me now gently stroking my hair. “Kneel.”

I knelt down dutifully in front of her. I was happy to. I wanted to listen to her, and I didn’t want that email to get out. She lifted her stretchy skirt above her skirt revealing her sweet pussy. In a single step she was close enough for me to smell and almost close enough to taste. And I wanted to taste her. She laced her fingers into my hair, and pushed my face between her legs.

Her taste filled my mouth like a divine nectar. I let my tongue find her clit and alternated between the flicks and sucking that I knew now made her lose it.

“You’re going to eat my pussy, and fuck me senseless at a moments notice. I’m going to do with your slutty little cunt what I want when I want. You’ll wear what I say and do what I say, and we can keep our little secret. Ok?” she demanded as she thrust into my face with her knees starting to shake. I nodded happily, breathing in her smell, and trying not to smile.

I couldn’t imagine a better arrangement.
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Lucy walked over to Brenda and grabbed her breasts, kneading them in her hands. The nipples were swollen and sore. Brenda’s breasts had been sore again when she woke up that morning. She had been waiting all day to be milked. She could have expressed the milk herself, but she didn’t want to.

Lucy wrapped her mouth around one of Brenda’s swollen nipples and sucked until milk spilled into her mouth. It was warm and tasted as Lucy had imagined. Brenda moaned as the pain in her breast subsided. Lucy turned her attention to the other breast. She sucked and kneed on the breast as Brenda ran her hands through the doctor’s hair.

Lucy pulled away and raised up to kiss Brenda. Brenda could taste the milk that was on her lips. Lucy’s hand continued to massage Brenda’s breast, causing them to squirt milk all over her. The pink gown was wet with milk by the time Lucy pulled Brenda off of the table and led her to the blanket.

Lucy attached the pump to Brenda’s breasts. Instead of fucking her like she had the day before, Lucy got on all fours in front of Brenda.

“Eat my pussy,” Lucy commanded.

Brenda did as she was instructed. She ran her tongue on Lucy’s slit, taking in her scent and taste. Brenda felt herself grow wet with anticipation. She pushed her tongue against Lucy until her tongue plunged deep into her wetness. Lucy moaned as Brenda pushed her tongue deep inside of her.

Brenda’s tongue found its way to Lucy’s clit. Her lips clamped around Lucy’s clit and sucked. Lucy shook under Brenda’s touch. Warmth enveloped her body from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. Brenda’s mouth worked with expertise on her clit. It wasn’t long before,
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