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I woke up late, my microwave stopped working and kept spitting out cold oatmeal, and it took me forever to find a parking spot. 

It was already one of those days, and the day had only just started. 

When I opened the classroom door twenty minutes late, I expected an angry throat-clearing from the professor and impatient stares from the rest of the class. 

I did not expect the Professor’s Teaching Assistant, Jasmine, to intercept me as I hurried to an open seat.

“You’re late, you’re not going to have time to finish the exam,” she said with a smug smile.

“Can I have a copy so that I can try, at least?” I asked with obvious frustration. My first conversation of the day. Great.

“Fine,” she said with a roll of her eyes.

She put the exam packet down on my desk and walked away.

I stared after her, irritated and aggravated and just generally pissed off. The confident sway of her hips just irritated me even more. She wore a tight skirt and dress shirt, and I could not help but think that she very obviously needed sexual release.

When she strode past her desk and up to the professor, I suspected that she might be thinking the same thing. It was a cheap and easy thought, but then again it seemed like everyone on this campus was having sex. Except me, that is. I struggled to begin any conversation with a girl, much less ask one out. I was so shy that I almost did not open the door to the classroom, knowing that everyone would be watching me. 

I kept my head down to my paper but watched Jasmine confer with the professor.

She looked up at me, still speaking to him. Great, they were discussing just how late I was. 

He said something to her and she argued back. He looked surprised, then she smiled at him and they both laughed. 

My mind wandered as I imagined the repercussions of scoring a zero on this exam. There were only three exams in this class, and if I scored too low then I might fail the whole class in one day. There goes my scholarship, my grade point average, everything. 

I came out of my daydream and realized that Jasmine was glaring at me.

Fuck. I had not even written one word yet.

I started writing but my thoughts were a jumbled mess. I could not keep Jasmine out of my mind. I felt desperate for thinking of her, the only girl to give me attention in the last week. She was cute, but angry. Sex with her would probably be violent. What would that even entail, I wondered. She would use her fingernails, I bet. Maybe her teeth, too. 

I heard several students turning in their completed exams, but I planned on writing until I was forced to quit. Hopefully I could work enough to get a 70 on the exam. That seemed like the best outcome I could achieve.

“Ahem.” 

Jasmine stood next to my desk, her arms crossed and her foot tapping. Her full, pouty lips were stern and straight. Her long brown hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail. 

“I didn’t quite finish,” I said with a wince. Probably the least sexy expression I could make.

“Let me see,” she said.

I handed her the packet.

“Austin?” she said, reading my name on the cover page.

“Yes.”

“Professor Adams said you could try and make up some of the material,” she said.

“That’s great! Thank you! When?” I asked.

“Stop by his office today at four.”

“Thank you!” I said.

I walked by the professor’s desk on my way out of the classroom.

“Thank you, Professor,” I said.

He looked up from his newspaper and nodded. His wavy brown hair and full beard hid much of his expression, but he seemed to be smiling. 

I hurried from class and moved on with my day. I spent every moment of free time studying and reviewing my sociology notes for the professor. 

I pictured the discussion between Jasmine and Professor Adams and figured that she must have been arguing for me to be allowed to make up the exam. 

I had to find a way to ask her out!
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I sat in the lobby of the professor’s building at 3:30. I waved at Jasmine as she hurried through the lobby, but she did not see me. 

I waited until five minutes before four and went to the professor’s office. I stood outside his office for another two minutes, not wanting to be too early. 

I heard the professor call for me to enter once I finally knocked on his door.

Inside the office, he sat behind a large wooden desk. The office had a few chairs and a couch. Jasmine was nowhere to be found. She must have left through a side door.

“Austin, is it?” the professor asked.

“Yes, Professor Adams,” I answered.

“You were running late this morning.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Do you understand how important it is that we follow established rules?” 

“I do, I’m sorry, sir,” I said.

“Etiquette,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” I answered.

“Decorum.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Very well. I read your partial exam. It’s clear you lack sufficient understanding of the sociological order we have been discussing this semester,” he said.

Fuck.

“I thought I understood,” I said, struggling for words.

The professor thumped the underside of his desk.

He cleared his throat.

“Fortunately, I have begun an unorthodox experiment and I am desperately in need of assistance,” he said.

“I would definitely be willing to help!” I said.

“Excellent,” he said. “You’re familiar with my lovely assistant, Jasmine?”

“Yes, I am,” I said.

“She’s quite the sexy assistant, isn’t she?” he asked.

I paused, open-mouthed, unsure what to say.

A wet, popping noise sounded from the professor’s desk.

I finally settled on, “ummm.”

“You’re going to have to be able to answer simple, sexual questions, Austin,” the professor chided.

“Yes, she is,” I said, blushing furiously.

I heard a moan from beneath his desk.

I realized that she was giving him a wet blow job while I stood in his office answering questions about her attractiveness.

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?” he asked.

I blushed and mumbled a non-committal answer.

“It’s okay, she has assured me that you were the right choice for this experiment. Are you the right choice for this experiment, Austin?” he asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” I said.

“You can address me as ‘Professor’. And please, be clear in your answers. We can dispense with this process immediately, and you’ll receive a 30 on your exam and return to class at your leisure.”

“Yes, Professor, I am the right choice for this experiment,” I said, forcing myself to speak clearly. I did not stop blushing.

“Excellent. Now, Jasmine has a task that she must see to its conclusion. You will find our lab in room 305. Go to that room and follow the instructions on the clipboard.”

“Yes, Professor,” I said.

“Oh, and Austin? I have concerns regarding your ability to follow instructions. Jasmine believes you can prove me wrong. Do try, please.”

“Yes, Professor,” I said, bowing my head as I backed out of the door. A strange response to a bizarre situation.

She was under the desk that whole time! What could I possibly find in room 305?

I went up the stairs and down a hall until I reached the lab room.

The room was partitioned into a narrow walkway that wound through small cubicles. The first cubicle had a clipboard under a desk lamp. 

I began reading the clipboard and read through several paragraphs of dry, legal language that said not to tell anyone what happened, etc. I skipped ahead and signed, then initialed, then signed off on several additional pages.

A bright display on the wall said that I was now participating in a sexuality experiment designed to test the subject’s responses to various sexual situations. It said to continue each experimental stage and to repeat the experiment until a green light signaled to move on.

I moved to the first cubicle. A flesh colored, full-size, realistic dildo was attached to the middle of an otherwise empty desk. The sign had three steps:

1.	Apply a bright red coloring found in the top drawer of the desk to my lips. 

2.	Sit in the chair.

3.	Take the dildo as far as I could into my mouth.

4.	Press the button under the desk to record my position. The coloring on my lips would help the measurement process. 

I sat in the chair, stopping to think, and the screen flashed at me. I had to apply the coloring to my lips before sitting down. 

I applied the red coloring to my lips and leaned back in the chair to think about my next step. At this level, the erect cock in front of me was large and intimidating. It looked completely realistic. 

The screen flashed at me again, a warning that I risked contaminating and failing the experiment.

I rolled the chair forward and looked down at the tip of the large cock. I smelled expensive cologne, like rich leather. And perfume too. Freesia? 

The screen showed a countdown and encouraged me to act before the experiment was failed.

I took a deep breath and put the cock in my mouth. 

It felt larger than it looked, and it filled my mouth completely. I pushed down on it, lowering myself, and I half-gagged as it pushed almost into my throat.

I pressed a button under the desk the screen chimed in success. I pulled my mouth off the cock and recognized a faint taste of strawberries.

The screen changed and said that I was to imagine the cock as mine and my mouth as that of my partner. That I had failed to reach a depth pleasurable to most men and that I should try again. 

I reapplied the lip color and tried again. I discovered that by relaxing my throat and swallowing as the head of the cock reached the back of my mouth that I could take it deeper. I almost reached the base of the cock.

Encouragement popped up on the screen as the smell of cologne, then perfume filled the air. 

I reached the bottom of the cock and the screen flashed and blinked. The taste of strawberry filled my mouth.

A green light flashed and I stood, smiling and proud. 

The next cubicle called for me to take my pants off and stand next to a well-placed hole. The instructions were less clear, but the intent was obvious. I was to loop several straps across my body and place my cock in the hole. 

I looked closely at the hole and recognized a fleshlight on the other side of the wall. 

I could not remember every page that I had signed, but if I had to let a machine jack me off to get an A, then I could probably do that.

The screen was part of a VR device. I leaned close enough to see it and there were images of naked, bent over girls. This, I could do. I stepped forward and my cock entered the opening. It was warm, and slippery. With my cock in the hole, my face fit exactly into the headset. The display filled my vision with pornography, fucking, sucking, everything. 

I secured the loops over my body and the images began moving faster. The straps tightened automatically and the fleshlight began moving on its own in smooth, mechanical strokes.

The images began moving faster and the fleshlight matched their pace.

Was that a picture of Jasmine I just saw?

The pictures turned to video and pornographic sounds filled the cubicle as I watched women being fucked mercilessly in short, fast-moving clips.

It was Jasmine! She was sucking someone’s cock.

The professor?

The videos moved quickly and so did the machine. 

Someone eagerly sucking a cock. 

Then another Jasmine. It was the Professor. He was looking right at the camera, unashamed. 

Was that ME sucking the cock?

I struggled against the straps and the machine picked up the pace. 

It was me, from the first cubicle. A video of me sucking the cock, deep throating it eagerly. 

I stared as the images flashed even faster, filling my head with cock sucking and fucking and moaning and cum, load after load of cum being shot out of hard, wet cocks. 

The images continued and there was Jasmine, and I swear she said to “Come here, Austin,” and then me sucking that cock and her smiling and I was trying to fight it but the machine was unstoppable. 

The screens switched completely to first person view, looking up at men with hard cocks and women dripping cum out of their holes and my orgasm was being pulled from my body at an uncontrollable, irresistible speed.

“Fuck,” I said, to no one, cocks and cum bouncing on the screen in front of me.

The images moved at a faster speed, three pictures playing over and over.

The professor sitting in his office chair, naked, his hard cock wet and shiny from being sucked, standing upright.

Me, slowly taking the dildo deeper and deeper in my mouth, lips painted red, an eager look on my face.

Jasmine, bent over the desk in the Professor’s office, cum dripping from her wet pussy. 

Every breath was filled with the scent of rich cologne and floral perfume.

I came as my cock was pounded by the machine and my cum was extracted with mechanical efficiency. I kept coming as the machine milked my cock, the images playing faster in my head. 

The images slowed as I panted in a state of confused bliss.

The machine slid off my cock and the straps slipped free. 

I stepped away and sat down on a small stool, ignoring my pants that were piled on the floor.

The screen dinged and changed to green, congratulating me for completing the first phase of the experiment.

I dressed and headed for the door. 

Jasmine was in the first cubicle, clipboard in hand.

“Thank you so much, Austin,” she said.

“That was a strange experiment,” I said.

She laughed, “I know, but it stands to prove a few groundbreaking ideas. There are a couple of things for you to take care of before you return tomorrow, though,” she said.

“Tomorrow?” 

“Yes, tomorrow, for the second phase. You signed the page, right here,” she held out the clipboard.

“It’s fine, I must have overlooked that part,” I said.

“Ah, well I hope you are more attentive to the experiment than to the notes!” she said.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

“Here,” she said, handing me a form.

“What exactly are we testing?” I asked as I looked at the paper she handed me.

“Sexuality, reactions and adaptations primarily,” she said.

"These instructions,” I began, shaking my head.

I probably should have read the notes.

“Your score today was a 72. Combined with the 44 you received on your written exam, and your class average is 58.”

“I see,” I said. 

“You can come straight here instead of class tomorrow. You’ll need to improve your time, depth, and intensity if you want to succeed. I’m sure you’re excited for the third and fourth phases!” she said.

I definitely should have read the notes.

I spent the evening reviewing and then following the instructions that Jasmine provided. I did not finish my homework until late in the evening. Surprisingly, the most difficult portion of my assignment ended up being journaling my progress. I logged in to the experiment’s website and answered so many questions that were asked so many different ways. It was confusing and explicitly descriptive and by the end I hoped only that Professor Adams and Jasmine would approve.

In fact, as I lay in bed I could think only of Jasmine and Professor Adams. I needed their approval, and I decided that I would do anything to get it. 
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When I got to the lab the next day, Jasmine was waiting with the clipboard in hand.

“Oh,” I said in surprised greeting.

“Hello, Austin. We thought you may benefit from some additional tutoring,” she said.

“Um,” I pictured the cock sliding in my mouth. Which was easy to do, considering the actual pictures of the cock sliding into my mouth.

“Come along, I don’t want to have to mark off for you delaying the process.”

I followed Jasmine to the first cubicle, which was set up the same as yesterday. She smelled clean and floral and I could not help but stare at her ass as she walked. The skirt hugged her hips and suddenly my cock was hard.

“I saw your journal entries last night. Did you complete your other tasks?” she asked.

“Yes, I am thoroughly shaved and cleaned, but I’m not exactly sure why,” I answered.

“Did you not read any of the agreement?” she asked.

“I did, and it’s fine, I want to continue. Please don’t be disappointed in me,” I said.

Jasmine smiled and noted something on the clipboard.

“Let’s see if we can get this cock all the way in your throat, okay?” she said, still flashing her winning smile.

“Yes, please Jasmine, thank you,” I said as I reached for the lipstick.

I pursed my lips as I applied the red lipstick, ensuring a clean, even presentation.

I sat in the chair with my back straight and my hands in my lap. 

I looked up at Jasmine.

She leaned in close to me and whispered, “Do you know what he likes?”

“Who?” I replied, my voice low and quiet.

“The Professor. He likes it when you take it all the way into your mouth in one move. Can you do that? I may be able to give you extra points,” she said as she looked around, like we were conspiring.

Her whispering voice, right at my ear, drove me wild. My visibly hard cock mean that I would not be able to stand until I calmed myself down. 

I nodded, setting my mind to take the cock all the way in. I could please her and now I knew something he liked? Perfect.

“May I begin, please?” I asked, remembering my manners as I had been thoroughly instructed.

“Begin,” she said as she placed her hand on my shoulder.

I closed my eyes and took the cock deep into my mouth. I lowered myself until the cock was tight against the back of my mouth.

I coughed once as I continued pushing down. 

“Relax,” I thought, remembering the journal questions that focused on controlling my mental state and submitting my mind to the pleasure.

It worked! I took the cock all the way in my mouth and my chin was pressing against the base of the table.

“That’s outstanding! Now look up, here, at the screen. Keep your eyes open so you can demonstrate your complete submission,” Jasmine said.

I watched the screen as it flashed in reward, knowing that I would be seeing my face on the cock very soon. I smelled rich cologne and tasted strawberry. I pressed my hand against my hard cock, sexual gratification warming my entire body. 

“No touching!” Jasmine said.

I put my hand back in my lap and kept the cock buried in my mouth.

Jasmine reached forward and pinched my nose shut. I held my breath as I tried to keep the cock deep in my mouth.

“Use your tongue, taste him. Move your head, please him,” she said.

I wrapped my tongue over the dildo and slowly moved my head up. I took a deep breath as Jasmine pulled me back down onto the cock, her grip on my nose used as a handle as she guided my speed.

“Good, very good, Austin!” she said as I moved up and down the cock, sucking and licking.

Jasmine pressed a button under the desk and the taste of strawberry flooded my mouth.

“Take it all, swallow it like a good girl,” she said.

Strawberry was never my favorite flavor. I barely tolerated it. Usually, anyway. It tasted sweet and rewarding and I sucked it from the tip of the dildo, eagerly drinking down the rewarding flavor.

So much of the liquid kept coming out that I had to actively work to swallow it all. 

Finally, once I swallowed the last, I lifted my mouth and took a deep breath. Jasmine made a note on her clipboard.

We moved to the next cubicle. I wanted to ask Jasmine about the wall straps, but I was afraid she would take my question as a concern and think that I did not want her to strap me in. 

“Go ahead and take your pants off. Actually, take all your clothes off,” she said.

I blushed, hesitating, but knowing better than to disobey. 

I began unbuttoning my pants.

Jasmine tapped her foot. 

“Wasn’t shyness covered in the questionnaire you completed?” she asked.

Without another word I quickly took off all my clothes.

Jasmine reached out and wrapped my hard cock in her hand.

She lifted my cock, looking it up and down, her face clinical and unmoving.

She nodded and made another note on her clipboard.

“Very well, step into the machine. You’re obviously very anxious to begin.”

I stepped forward, my cock in the hole and my face in the headset. 

“We certainly don’t require the straps, but I’m guessing you would prefer them?” she asked.

“Yes, please, Jasmine. Thank you,” I said.

She ran a strap across my legs, two across my back, and one holding my head in place.

“Is that sufficient?” she asked.

It was sufficient, but sufficient was not likely to impress.

“Please Jasmine, will you tighten the straps all the way?” I asked.

“Excellent,” she said, as she methodically pulled each strap as tight as she could.

Locked into the machine, an image of me sucking the cock from just a few minutes ago appeared on the screen. 

The glory-hole fleshlight began moving, slow and steady. 

I moaned as it gripped my cock, tight and warm and wet.

“Give me just a moment to set up this other connection,” Jasmine said.

The machine pumped my cock, its slow pace keeping me excited but far from an orgasm.

The screen flickered and suddenly I was watching me, right now, from behind.

I saw my naked body facing the wall, strapped into the machine.

Jasmine adjusted the camera and moved it close to my body.

I saw Jasmine’s hands on the screen right before she touched my ass. I tensed, surprised, as she spread my ass open.

Jasmine looked at the camera as she spoke, “Relax, it’s time for your inspection. You said you completed all of the instructions, and I just need to verify that you did.”

I watched my exposed ass on the screen as the fleshlight moved up and down my cock in a slow, unstoppable, sexual force.

Jasmine pulled one round, fleshy cheek of my ass open. On the screen, my hole stretched into a small opening. She moved her finger towards my open hole.

I gasped as she pressed her finger into my tight opening. The cock machine sped up, rubbing my dick faster and harder.

“Now, according to your profile, you’re going to enjoy this,” Jasmine said.

She pushed her finger into my asshole. My cock filled the machine as it surged at her touch. I moaned, uncontrolled and lost to the sensation.

“Do you know why you like this?” she asked, her finger rubbing against my tight hole as she fingered me, in and out, pushing my tight hole open. I watched it all on the screen, the sensation and the image and my fucked cock all making me need more.

I moaned in answer to her question.

“Because you’re a dirty girl,” she said, looking straight at the camera.

“Say it,” she demanded.

“I’m a dirty girl,” I said. 

She added a second finger, pushing me to the edge of an orgasm. The screen showed her fingers in my tight, shaved, pink hole. Stretched to her hand as she watched me writhe at her touch.

“Good, good dirty girl,” she said, fingering me faster and in time with the machine that was pumping my cock relentlessly. 

I pulled against the straps, my body screaming for more, faster, harder. 

She buried her fingers in my ass, stretching me as I moaned for more.

“Cum,” she said as she stared into the camera, into my face.

I did, immediately and before my mind could even process what I was doing.

She pulled her fingers out of me as the machine continued fucking me, milking my cock.

The machine slowed but kept moving, the warm wetness sending shivers throughout my body as I struggled against the straps.

“We need every last drop,” Jasmine said.

Finally, the machine stopped and the straps loosened.

Jasmine was studiously making notes on her clipboard.

“That’s all for today. Be back tomorrow during class time. We’ll complete the final phase, I believe,” she said. Then she turned to leave. My cock was still dripping as I stood, naked and confused.

“Remember, no orgasms tonight or tomorrow,” she called out from the hallway.

What had I agreed to?
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I opened the door to the lab and saw Jasmine, waiting. She held her clipboard under her arm and she smiled as I walked in.

“Good news! I put together your scores from yesterday and you are almost to a passing score. Do well today and you’ll pass the class. Do great today and you’ll receive an A. Are you ready?” 

“I think so,” I said.

Jasmine shook her head.

“Now Austin, are you a good, dirty sissy?”

“Yes,” I said, without even thinking.

“Don’t you want to please the Professor and I?” 

“Yes, please may I?” I asked without hesitation.

“Of course, but good dirty sissies are always eager, aren’t they?” 

“Yes Jasmine, I am a good, dirty, eager sissy,” I said automatically.

“Excellent! We’ll count this little reminder as a review so that your score doesn’t go down. How’s that?” she asked.

“Thank you, Jasmine!” I said, excited at her generosity.

“Here, don’t forget your lipstick,” she handed me the bright red tube of glossy lipstick.

I put the lipstick on and asked her if it was acceptable.

“Yes, it certainly is. Good girl, Austin. Follow me,” she said.

Jasmine led me to the first cubicle, but the room had been rearranged. There was a solitary wooden chair in the middle of an open space.

Professor Adams sat in the chair, smiling at me as I approached.

“Hello, Austin. You’re ready for your final?” he asked. The rich smell of his cologne permeated the room. Leather and wood and power. 

“Yes, Professor, I hope I can meet your expectations,” I said.

“Excellent. Go ahead and take all your clothes off. Let’s see what we have here,” he said.

I stripped immediately. I blushed and looked down when I pulled my underwear off and my hard cock stuck out. 

“I’m sorry, Professor Adams,” I mumbled.

“Don’t be sorry! I want you to see how aroused this makes you. You’ve come farther in two days than most of my experiments have in two months! This is very clearly what you’re meant to be doing,” he said.

I blushed at his compliment. “Thank you, Professor,” I said.

“Now sissy, get your head up and be proud! Why don’t you turn around and open your tight little asshole. Is it nice and smooth for me?” 

“Yes, Professor,” I said as I turned around. 

I bent forward and put my legs together. I spread my ass open with both hands.

“Good girl! Stay there, just like that,” he said.

The professor stood up. I heard him undressing. 

I stretched my hole wide for him, desperate for his cock.

“If you want to earn my cock pounding inside of your tight little sissy ass, you need to worship it first,” he said.

I turned around. The professor sat in his chair, naked, his cock standing up long and hard.

I knelt in front of the professor and took his cock in my mouth. I opened my mouth and swallowed deep as I took him all the way into me in one downward move. 

“Good girl, now stick your ass up and spread it open,” he said.

I held my ass open as I took his cock all the way in my mouth. I looked up at him, my face buried in his lap. 

The professor watched me, nodding his approval as I lowered my face until his cock was all the way in my mouth. The swollen head of his large dick pressed against the back of my throat.

“Good girl,” he said as he put his hand on my head.

“Jasmine, let’s get some pictures of this sexy little sissy holding her hole open. She’s ready for anything, isn’t she?”

“Yes, Professor,” Jasmine said. 

I heard the click of the camera behind me. 

I felt her finger push against my tight hole. 

“We’re going to get your hole nice and shiny for the pictures,” she said as her finger slipped inside of me. 

I moaned onto the professor’s cock. 

“Good girl,” he said, holding my head down as his cock stuffed my mouth.

I held still as Jasmine’s finger slipped in and out of my tight, wet ass. The professor held me in place as his cock grew completely hard in my mouth.

I moaned in pleasure as I was filled at both ends. My cock glistened with precum, desperate for its own attention.

“Excellent!” the professor said as he released my head.

I pulled off his cock, still watching his face, still desperate to please.

The professor stood up and had me climb onto the chair. I knelt on the seat of the chair, backwards, my ass out and my face over the back of the chair.

I felt the professor’s cock pressing against my tight, wet asshole. 

I shuddered in anticipation, desperate for him to fill me.

Jasmine came around the front of the chair, smiling at me.

“You’re doing such a good job. You’re a very good, very dirty little sissy, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, Jasmine, I am a good, dirty sissy, thank you,” I said.

“There is still the matter of your initial tardiness,” the Professor said.

“Please, Professor Adams, I promise to do better!” I said.

He put both of his hands on my ass and pulled me open, hard, stretching my asshole as his cock pressed against it.

“You take my cock, deep, and remember that if you don’t show me what a good, obedient, prompt sissy you are then I will beat your tight ass with my belt!” he said.

The professor’s cock pushed into me, spreading my asshole with the swollen head of his big dick.

I gasped and Jasmine reached up and put her fingers in my mouth.

They tasted of strawberry and I whimpered in pleasure as I sucked the treat she offered me. 

“What do you say to Jasmine for allowing you to lick your asshole off her fingers?” the Professor asked.

“Thank you, Jasmine, and Professor, for allowing me to lick my asshole off of your fingers,” I answered with immediate sincerity.

“You’re such a dirty little submissive! Good,” the professor said as he slowly thrust forward.

His cock slid into me, stretching my hole wide as I sucked Jasmine’s fingers. 

I stared up at her, eyes wide with gratitude and lust and need.

The professor thrust his cock in and out of my tight ass. He moved his hands to my hips, allowing him to pull my body onto his thrusting cock. I reached behind me and held my ass open for him, presenting to his power and his cock.

Jasmine smiled at me and nodded as I took her fingers all the way in my mouth, her deep penetration matching the professor’s cock filling my asshole.

The professor began thrusting, in and out, fucking my ass as I sucked and whimpered on her fingers.

“Good girl,” he said, his breathing short as he thrust all the way in and out.

I held my asshole open and he put his hand on my back. I bent my back low, sticking my ass up as I took them both at the same time. 

My hard cock bounced against my stomach each time the professor thrust into me. His increasing speed and force was driving an orgasm deep into my body. My bouncing cock was leaking precum and I felt wetness running down my leg and down my chin. I was a fucked sissy, taking it every way that I could.

I sucked and licked Jasmine’s fingers as a desperate, forced orgasm built to a roaring crescendo inside my body from my cock through my ass and my mouth. Stuffed and filled, the orgasm throbbed within me as I moaned and writhed on the professor’s pounding cock and Jasmine’s strawberry fingers.

The professor plunged his cock into me, filling my ass with his cock as he shot his hot cum deep inside me. Jasmine held her fingers in my mouth and grabbed my lips, holding my face tight as I stretched my asshole and felt the professor’s pulsing cock empty its load into my fucked ass.

Her tight grip and his full cock fucked my own orgasm out and I came, a slow rush of pleasure that gushed from my cock as it hung directly below my impaled asshole. I squeezed the professor’s cock, milking the last of his cum and forcing the last of mine out of my spent dick.

“Good girl,” he said. “We have a lot of plans for you.” 














Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!
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