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Chapter 1

Ms. Celine

I stand by my desk in the music theory classroom, explaining the Circle of Fifths to the group of students. As a violinist, I never thought I’d end up teaching theory, but here I am, actually liking it.

My eyes keep drifting to Aria, who sits in the front row, as always.

She’s nineteen, brimming with a seductive energy she hasn’t yet learned to handle. I mean, yeah, she’d be a head-turner if she wasn’t so serious-looking, always in black, maybe even a little depressed.

But that’s not what catches my attention. It’s what she does under her desk that makes my brain melt.

There it is—she’s flashing her panties. Again.

They’re red today, thin, with a tiny lace trim. I’m not supposed to know that, but hey, I see them clear as day. A damp spot is blooming at the center, and God help me, I want to be the reason it’s there.

I continue with my lecture, trying to act unfazed.

“Before anyone asks why we even bother with this—if you want to write a song, the Circle of Fifths instantly shows you the main chords you need.”

But my mind is chewing on a completely different topic. Is Aria flashing her underwear on purpose? Is all this for me? Or is she just clueless, if not downright stupid?

As she writes things down, her dark hair falls in soft waves over her shoulders, and her serious glasses make her look more grown-up than she has any right to.

Today she’s in that black, short skirt again, draped loosely over her thighs. She must be aware this skirt lets me see her wicked pussy, there’s no other way.

Flashing on purpose or not, in both cases I need to do something. In both cases it’s impudent, outrageous, calling for consequences. I need to talk to her parents.

My voice echoes off the walls as if I’m alone in the room. “As you already suspected, each note on the Circle is exactly one perfect fifth away from its immediate neighbor.”

And she moves her legs again.

I’ve seen those devilish panties countless times, and it’s been enough. So why do my eyes always jump back?

What’s underneath that thin fabric? Smooth skin, soft and untouched? Or maybe something naughty that would surprise me?

Stop it!

I push the thoughts away, shove them deep inside. I’m a responsible person. I have rules, I have boundaries. And this clueless young lady is nothing to be interested in. Please, I could be her mother, for God’s sake!


Chapter 2

Aria

I sit in the front row and try to look like I’m listening. I have no idea what the Circle of Fifths is, all I see is Ms. Celine. Her tall figure, her elegant movement, and those impossibly sexy high heels she never seems to take off.

My skirt is too short, I know. I wear it on purpose. And now I’m dying of shame because I feel too exposed. Everyone at school stares at me, but my skirt is only for her—Ms. Celine.

Why am I even doing this? No idea. She’s the only kind person in the whole world. She tries to help me get a good grade, and that surely means she feels something for me, right?

And when she turns to write on the board, those incredible, perfect hands… God, I can almost feel them on me, claiming me, making me belong to her. My clit sings with joy at the thought.

Inside me burns the need for her to call me over after class for a talk. For her to say, “Aria, your panties are making me crazy, take them off, now!” while she comes closer, pins me to her desk and plants her mouth on me.

Oh well, that’s just a fantasy, though. Why would such a stunning, sophisticated woman ever notice me? I’m just an ordinary student, one of hundreds.

I glance down. Can she see up my skirt from there? Is she getting my signal?

I pull the skirt up a little higher, just a tiny bit, so my thighs are even more exposed. I risk it all and don’t care. My life has no meaning without her anyway.


Chapter 3

Ms. Celine

The lesson drags on, and every time Aria crosses her legs or leans back, her skirt rides up just enough. Each her move pulls me closer to hell.

Why, Celine? Why can’t you just let go?

I’ve been teaching for 15 years, I’ve seen countless cute students and my eyes never slipped under their neck, ever!

So what’s so special about Aria? Even in my dreams I see her damp panties—why? Since when do I dream about student’s little cunts?

I decide to make a little test. Still explaining, I walk to her desk and casually sit on its edge, crossing my ankles.

“Remember, every time you go clockwise on the Circle of Fifths you add one sharp,” I say in a perfectly neutral teacher voice, then glance down—only to notice how her breathing suddenly becomes heavier.

Dear Lord, I didn’t expect such a strong reaction.

“Aria,” I begin, just saying her name in front of the whole class feels risky, wrong.

“Your notes are getting messy,” I say, flipping her page toward me. “You forgot to put sharps on these.”

She inhales sharply—I hear it hitch. “Oh… right…”

“Something throwing you off?” I ask, lightly teasing, but she doesn’t smile. Her face turns bright red, eyes wide and frightened, as if I just exposed her.

See how embarrassed she is? There is no way she’d be flashing her panties on purpose. She doesn’t have the nerve for something like that.

Damn, these embarrassed little cheeks, full of hot blood, they make my stomach twitch. Only the devil knows why she turns me on so much—and I hope, sincerely hope I never find out.

I feel losing myself, starting to feel helpless and I hate the feeling. I haven’t felt this down for years. Restless, unfocused! All because of her? Something in me wants to make this young lady pay. Pay big time.

God knows, she doesn’t want me as her enemy. I better warn her parents a.s.a.p! I need to save her, save her from me, before the beast decides to act.

If it’s not already too late.

***

The next day after classes, I drive straight to their home.

In the car I imagine what I’d say to her parents. “Your daughter is a wonderful student, but… you need to talk to her about her clothes. The world is a dangerous place.”

Yes, that’ll do. Responsible. Adult.

I park the car and take a deep breath. I see a nice house, surrounded by a garden and a pretty fountain.

I’m nervous, no longer sure I’m doing the right thing. Am I meddling too much in things that aren’t my business?

Stop it, stick to the plan. I’m just a caring teacher who’s going to do what’s right. Looking after my students is part of my job. I ring the bell and wait.

The door opens, and there stands—Aria. Shiny lip-gloss coats her pink lips. She’s wearing a short crop top and through the fabric I can’t help but notice the outline of her hard, young nipples. She’s wearing tiny shorts that barely cover her ass.

I’m absolutely right to be here—her outfits are unacceptable, vulgar!

Her eyes widen in surprise and I realize this is the first time I’ve seen her without glasses. She’s a beautiful girl, no denying it. But without glasses she looks even more immature, even more in need of discipline.

She smiles, seductively without knowing. “Ms. Celine? What are you doing here?”

“Hi, Aria. Are your parents home? I’d like to talk to them.”

She shakes her head and her hair sways. “No, they’re not. Dad’s on a business trip, Mom… She won’t be back anytime soon. Why? Is something wrong?”

I hesitate. “Well, maybe I can talk to you. It’s important, Aria.”

“Of course, come in.”

The house is warm, tidy, smells fresh. Aria leads me to the dining room where we sit at the table. She’s too young, too inexperienced to offer me a glass of water.

Her movements are bouncy, as if she thinks I’m here to chat. She doesn’t sit across from me but close beside, her bare legs dominating my entire field of vision, and I have to swallow hard. I feel excitement, but I ignore it.

“Aria, I want to talk about your behavior in class. I’ve noticed that… well, your skirt is sometimes too short. You understand?”

Her face turns serious.

“When you sit, people can see… your underwear. That’s not appropriate. The world is full of creepy guys who could take advantage of that. You should be more careful.”

“Oh, really?” she says innocently, too innocently, like she’s acting. Her long, bare thighs shift.

“Sorry for being so direct, but… Aria, this has to stop. Okay?”

Her lips curve, she bites them lightly and I still can’t decide—is this genuine, or is she playing? Her crystal-clear eyes pierce me with youthful energy. Why is my heart racing?

“But, Ms. Celine,” she says slowly and her eyes grow even bigger, “I like feeling attractive.”

She squeezes her thighs together, and when she relaxes, they brush even closer to my legs.

I clear my throat so my voice doesn’t shake. “Oh, that’s no problem, Aria. You’re a very attractive girl and… you’ll stay that way even if your pussy—well, if your panties—aren’t peeking out from under your skirt.”

“Hee hee,” she giggles sweetly, squeezing her thighs again, and I bite my tongue.

Damn it, how could I mention her pussy? Celine, pull yourself together!

“But, Ms. Celine,” she almost whispers, “I really like it exactly the way it is.”

Damn it, this little brat isn’t taking me seriously at all! The way she said that, like she’s seducing me? Where’s her sudden confidence coming from?

I feel my cheeks flush, as I realize Aria’s playing a game. Whatever this is, she’s in for a wild ride. She thinks she can mess with me?

“Aria, this isn’t funny. I’m serious. Your parents should know…”

She leans closer, places her hand on my knee—like we’re old friends.

“But my parents aren’t home. And you’re here. Maybe you can show me how to be careful?”

“Aria?”

“Yes?”

“I’m your teacher. Why is your hand on my knee?”

She instantly removes her hand. Can you believe her?

“Ms. Celine... Sorry if I...” she says cautiously, looking at the floor.

Her shiny lips make me helpless, primal, stupid. But her indecent touch makes me burn even hotter.

“It’s okay, put your hand back.”

Shit! Did I really say that? Why, Celine?! I promised myself—no trouble!

Aria slowly lands her hand back on my knee, but doesn’t find strength to look at me.

“You’re becoming a very beautiful woman and beautiful girls just have to be careful. Didn’t your mom ever explain that to you?”

“No, Ms. Celine. My parents… they never have time for me.”

Damn it, now I’m even going to feel sorry for her. Her palm grows slick with sweat against my skin, I can tell she’s nervous. And in some strange way, my excitement only grows.

“It’s okay, I can help you,” I say slowly, because I can’t think of anything better.

I place my hand on hers to reassure her, but I'm shocked by how intimate that feels.

Aria looks up, her eyes almost a little teary. This poor girl probably really doesn’t have anyone to turn to. No brothers or sisters, parents always away... Maybe she really needs some motherly advice.

“Thank you, Ms. Celine,” she whispers, and looks at me sincerely. “With you, I feel… calm. It’s a beautiful feeling.”

My pussy throbs uncontrollably when this young girl tells me she likes my company. Her hand is even more damp on my knee, and I can’t help it, I catch the scent of her youthful, heated skin.

“You can always come to me for advice, okay?” I tell her in an overly stern voice, as if to squash any hint of romance in the air. As if I’m giving my prey her last chance to escape.

Aria tucks her hair behind her ear and sniffles. Then slowly, carefully, she lifts her gaze and immediately breaks eye contact again. I try my hardest not to notice how adorable that is.

“Ms. Celine, people can’t see my panties… Only you can.”

My heart stops. The world goes blank, a cold wave crashing over me.

“What? No, Aria, that’s not… What are you saying?”

She smiles, confused, her lips so soft and inviting. “I know you watch me. Every time I move my legs, your words… falter.”

“That’s not true!”

“You think I don’t notice?”

I’m shocked. I open my mouth, but no words come out.

You see this? This little thing actually thinks she can play with me! She thinks she’s leading this game. Honey, you have no idea...

I take a deep breath to collect myself.

“You’re saying you’ve been doing all this on purpose? Aria? Why?”

She pulls her warm palm from my knee.

“Ms. Celine, I’m sorry, I completely misread you,” her gaze is confused and I feel sorry for her again.

“I was sure that…” she stammers, “I thought… I’m really sorry.”

I feel her vulnerability, it’s so sweet.

“You thought I liked it?”

“Of course! Your eyes… Every time I move, you notice.”

I pause. I can’t believe my eyes, my ears. This is too easy. This girl is trapped—and she did it herself! All I need is snap my fingers and she’ll kneel before me like no one ever has.

“I’m sorry, Aria, I really was looking,” I admit, playing soft, widening the trap. “That really isn’t appropriate. I hope I didn’t make you feel awkward.”

“No, not at all,” she says kindly and places her warm palm back on my knee, like she needs the closeness.

It’s so adorable to see her eyes so wide, as if she’s thinking her plan is finally working.

“That’s a dangerous game,” I tell her slowly, my voice a little hoarse. “When you show that much, you’re begging for a closer look, you know?”

I’m forgetting how to behave. I’m becoming irrational and this conversation is awakening something wild in me, raising my blood pressure to the maximum.

I seize her hand firmly this time—to reassure her she’s safe with me. Or maybe because I don’t want to let this moment slip.

“I liked it,” she tells me warmly and her tempting lips hover so close.

“You liked… being watched?”

“I like that someone finally noticed me,” she says slowly, like a weight has been lifted.

“Such a beautiful girl like you? Aria, please, you’re a feast for the eyes. I’m sure you have to fight the boys off.”

“Boys don’t interest me,” she says shyly and almost coughs, because it’s so hard to say.

“Good. Then girls,” I say after a long pause, feeling my heart in my throat.

“I have a crush on you.”

“Oh, Aria...”

It shakes me how much she risked saying all that. This young girl gathered all the courage in the world to admit this to me. I can’t be cold to that. And her glistening lips, oh, damn it!

With my other hand I reach toward her face and stroke her cheek. My brain searches for words to soothe her, but the moment I touch her, there’s only one thing on my mind.

I pull her face closer, I touch her half-open mouth. Soft, warm lips, sticky from lip-gloss. It jolts me like lightning, a sudden wave, hellishly hot and ice-cold at the same time.

I try to pull back, but my body doesn’t want to. My palm stays on her cheek, touching her, even though I shouldn’t.

She doesn’t back off, so I press my lips against hers. The heat of her breath is a pure surge of desire that I want to—I have to—explore.

My kiss is cautious, her response even more so. My breathing is so shallow, like I’m deliberately breathing air into her mouth, and she gently runs her lips over mine, marking my mouth with her innocent scent.

Her tongue touches my upper lip, and I moan instantly. This isn’t right, I should stop, now!

But I can’t… I have no strength to break the contact.

Knowing that classroom show was just for me, I can’t help it—the attraction I feel seems out of control.

Part of me wants to protect her from what’s coming. But that part is disappearing in the fog of lust. She asked for this. And she’ll get it.

Aria pulls back, her eyes burning. She doesn’t dare speak while I savor the lingering taste on my lips.

“Aria…” I say in a tone like I’m preparing a moral lesson, but my body stops me. I can’t, I mustn’t ruin this. I want her.

“Is it wrong?” she asks and looks at the floor, but I scoot my chair a little closer, because there’s no turning back.

“Very, very wrong…” I say, grabbing her head again and pressing her to my lips.

Now we’re kissing like we owed it to each other before and are trying to make up for it. The kiss is alive, wild, tongues dancing, our saliva mixing.

Her legs part, opening wide, and I pull her even closer to me, her hot crotch so near I can almost feel her heat. I look down, wanting to see her spread thighs. Her shorts are so tiny that the edges of her panties show again. White, digging into her firm flesh.

I slide my hand up her legs, straight to those cursed panties.

“You don’t know what you’re stepping into…” I try to warn her, and I know it won’t turn her away.

“Please,” she says, her heartbeat visible through her chest.

“Aria, I…”

“I have no one but you, Ms. Celine,” she tells me and the air from her mouth is sweet like strawberry juice.

“Don’t say that,” I stop her, even though I like it in some twisted way.

This girl chose me, and she wants me to look at what’s under her panties. But she doesn’t know that when I take, I don’t give any piece back.

“When you show me your little pussy… It will belong to me, you know that?” I ask barely audibly, as a wave of nasty thoughts washes over me.

“What’s down there… under my panties, that’s just for you.”

My pussy twitches intensely.

“Good,” I say with a long exhale, trembling, and our foreheads press together. “Very good.”

I lift her t-shirt and kiss her perfect nipples, softly, gently. I’m giving her the softness I know she craves—only to lure her deeper. And I know I'm going straight to hell for it.

“Yesss…” she sighs with devotion, and my head spins when I hear her moaning for the first time.

The skin on her firm breasts isn’t enough, I want more, I have to own every inch of her.

I hook a finger behind the waistband of her shorts and pull, showing her what I want. Her breath trembles and we both look down, there, to the heart of all this trouble. She reaches with her hand and pulls the panties aside so I can finally see.

Skin jumps out, smooth, shaved, swollen. I immediately smell her aroused shame—sweet scent, full of youth, innocence, mixed with something very naughty.

I reach out and my fingers land on her shaved skin. I barely graze her and they’re already marked with her wetness, warm and slick as melted honey.

She exhales loudly, and that sound pierces me. This is too much. Too real, too forbidden.

She pushes herself forward, guiding my fingers deeper into her forbidden slickness, like she’s been waiting for this for years. My fingers are in heaven, she’s so soft, so willing, so ready.

The scent of her arousal thickens, testing every last shred of my self-control.

“I’m in love with you,” she says and looks me straight in the eyes.

“Oh, please!” I say loudly, standing abruptly, cutting our connection instantly.

“Wait, Ms. Celine—”

“You’re too young, Aria.”

“I’m sorry, please, don’t leave,” she says, terrified, almost crying.

“You need to learn so much, I can’t even begin.”

“Then teach me, Ms. Celine, I’m willing to learn!”

“No, this won’t work, Aria, stop!”

Her eyes are wet, her black make-up starting to melt.

“You bring out the worst in me, Aria. Does that sound like love to you?”

The fact that she naively thinks she’s in love both repels and ignites me.

“I know I’m too young,” she says like she’s surrendering.

“Aria…” I say in a hoarse voice as I step closer. “Students and teachers, that doesn’t mix well.”

I hug her, but her arms are limp, like she doesn’t want me anymore. Good. Now that I crushed her, I can build her up exactly as I please.

I kiss her cheeks, pulling her closer, showing her I’m still here.

My nose buries in her hair and that innocent smell almost cuts my stomach in half.

“I touched you… in your parents’ house,” I say while kissing her salty tears, cleaning her face. “We risk too much.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she sobs, “please, this was so close, don’t take it away from me, Ms. Celine! I’ll die if you leave.”

She looks devastated and it’s time I give her a break. Let her think a little about how messed up this is.

“Show me you can handle this, and maybe there’s a next time,” I tell her, knowing she needs a crumb of hope, so here it is.

Her eyes become hopeful, her posture turning straighter.

“Sure, Ms. Celine, I can do this! Please, I won’t screw it up, I promise—”

“Shhh,” I calm her, and deep down I already know—I have her in a tight grip. “It’s alright, sweetie.”

She melts into my hug completely, and I give her a little space, a few seconds of quiet peace, to calm down.

“Aria, once I take, I never give back,” I say, my final warning I know she’ll ignore.

I let her go, grab my purse and turn to find the door. I rush out of the house, hoping she understood what I just said. Hoping she’ll switch school and never show up in my class again.

In the car I’m shaking, gasping as if in a panic attack. Part of me is proud of how smooth this went, but the other part wants to keep me out of trouble.

What the fuck was that, Celine?! You almost had a finger inside her! She’s you student, you idiot!

I start the car and flee the crime scene, not even knowing how or where.

A smile creeps onto my lips and I don’t understand why. This is all pure madness, and I’m smiling at it? Since when do I grope my students at their homes? Answer me, Celine!

But damn… The smell of Aria! Her intimate scent took me over, swept me off my feet! It feels like I can still sense it, like she’s in the car with me. Like her young forbidden pussy is filling the air in this small space.

“She said she loves me,” I say aloud, smile again, hyped, nervous, all at once.

Flashing her pussy, hitting on me like in a damn porn movie. Can you believe it?! I’m scared of myself, I don’t want to hurt her, but—Christ!—this is so freaking intense, I won’t be able to hold back.

I thought I was stronger, but now it’s so easy to admit—whatever this girl did, her spell is working. That innocent smell, the feel of her shaved skin, her hot juices on my fingers—I want more!

There’s just one problem—that “more” will never stop, never be enough.


Chapter 4

Ms. Celine

I can’t focus. I force the bow across the strings of my violin, trying to lose myself in the music, but the notes blur into static. All I feel is Aria on my fingers—I keep her scent like a treasure, even though it’s almost gone. Look at me, powerless, helplessly drowning in want…

I throw myself on the bed, my hand slipping between my legs. Fingers touch my center, and I start, fast, desperate. With the fingers I had on Aria today, I now stroke myself. Thinking about her hair, her tears mixing with the scent of her horny pussy. Oh, it turns me on so hard, damn it!

I stop.

My life was perfect until she walked in. But look at me now, I’m a mess! How do I practice the violin like this? I’m lying here in want, lusting for her, but having nothing in my hands. Pathetic.

I wonder what she’s thinking right now. I bet she’s buying new panties, obsessing over our next encounter, making plans on how to make me even more desperate. She has absolutely no idea—I will teach her the true meaning of desperation.

The idea of facing her parents doesn’t even cross my mind anymore. All I want is for the week to pass so I can teach Aria’s class again. And get revenge for what she did to me.

***

Two minutes late, I walk into the classroom, full of students, and there she is. Aria, already sitting in the front row, twirling a pen in her mouth, skirt even shorter than ever before.

“Hello everyone, today we’ll have some fun discovering the beauty of modulation,” I greet the students, and I can already feel her smile, she’s even bolder now.

She ignored my warnings completely. She could wear jeans today or sit in the last row. That would be the easier path for both of us. Painful, but easier.

But no. Today her panties are white again. Sheer this time, completely unsuitable for everyday wear. And when she crosses her legs, I can almost count the details on her pussy. My knees go weak the second I remember how filthy those lips smell.

Now that I know this show is for me, I see it with completely new eyes. She’s not just a clueless nineteen-year-old who’s too hot for her own good. She’s teasing me, baiting me into the greatest sin the devil ever devised.

Her eyes burn with life, lips slightly parted, like she’s whispering to me without words. My mouth waters. It’s only the beginning of the lesson, and my attention is already gone.

I collect myself, my voice is steady as I explain the concept of modulation.

I lose perception of time, and when the lesson ends, the students bolt out as if a fire alarm just went off.

“Aria, can you stay a bit?”

She looks at me warmly, like she expected my call.

When we’re alone, I say: “You really nailed that solfeggio exercise today. You have a truly beautiful voice.”

“Thank you, professor.”

“Come closer,” I order without moving a single inch.

I can see the blood freeze in her veins.

She steps forward—far closer than a student should. I smell her hair again, her lip-gloss.

“Your panties… They’re not suitable for school. I don’t want you to wear them anymore.”

She looks surprised by my strict tone. “Oh, I’m sorry, I thought…”

“I don’t want everyone to see you like that. I don’t like sharing my personal stuff, get it?” I say directly, my fingers slowly grazing her thigh.

She’s so close I can smell her young, sweaty skin. I’d lick her. Her whole body.

“Boys are eating you with their eyes. I hate that,” I say and damn, my voice trembles when my finger goes under the edge of her skirt.

“I’m sorry,” she repeats, her eyes glassy, her breath coming fast, practically begging “Fuck me!”

“Lift your skirt,” I say in a cold voice.

No one will see. I can try, touch her again, just for a moment. My pussy throbs wildly as she pulls up her skirt just a little.

“Are you taking good care of her while she’s waiting for me?” I whisper, and my fingers glide onto her pussy.

“At least three times a day,” she whispers back, like her voice can’t manage more.

“Even without my permission?” I ask as my palm feels her hot skin through the sheer fabric, moist in the middle.

“Is that a problem?” she asks, like it’s all a game for her.

It’s a big fucking problem, missy.

I slip under the edge, and her cunt is wet, ready, warm like summer rain. My finger glides further, and wades into her elixir.

“Ohh,” she breathes shallowly, like there’s no more room in her lungs.

My finger slides into her, so easily, slips into the sin I’ll never be able to erase.

“This is unacceptable. Your behavior… I’ll make you pay for it,” I whisper, and she doesn’t get it, just closes her eyes in pleasure as the tip of my finger glides along her inner wall, hot, burning.

“Your next orgasm is mine. Don’t you dare play again without my permission.”

I feel her young, firm pussy clench around me, her body clutching at me like I’m her last hope. Her breathing speeds up, my need becoming animal.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Cel—”

BANG!

We both flinch like a bomb just went off. My finger is out in an instant, her slickness dripping from it like warm honey.

It was probably just a door from some other classroom, but to me it sounded like God’s intervention, reminding me we’re at school!

Aria smiles, confused, pulling her panties and skirt back into place, smoothing everything down.

She walks to the door and stops. “Tomorrow at five would be a perfect time for you to come—warn my parents again.”

The door closes behind her, and I stand speechless, finger still wet, heartbeat loud in my ears.

Tomorrow at five… See that? She just invited me over again, like she’s the one pulling the strings.

Yeah, I’ll go. I’ll look for every possible excuse why not to, but in the end I’ll end up at her place.

I bring the finger to my lips, tasting what my new prey tastes like. Aria. All cute and adorable—she snaps her fingers and I crawl to her? We’ll see about that.

This is it now, my patience is gone. She wants to play, I’ll give her game.


Chapter 5

Ms. Celine

Five minutes to five, I walk to the door. This isn’t a trap, is it? I’ve become so reckless, how did that happen?

I rehearse a speech in my head in case I run into Aria’s parents. But deep down I know I’m doomed if that happens.

This morning I stood in front of the mirror, razor in hand, and shaved my pussy—smooth as silk on the sides, I left a short strip above my clit, as befits a lady. Damn, look at me, thinking about pussies again. That’s the power she has over me.

I ring the bell. The sound echoes in the silence, and I wait. I wait for the door to open and fate to decide. And it does. Aria flings the door open, flashes a smile, seizes my hand, and yanks me inside before I can speak.

The moment the door closes, she hugs me, her lips are on my neck, hot, demanding.

“Stop,” I command, and she’s off me immediately. “Where’s your father?”

“Right now?”

“Yes. Right now.”

“He’s in Europe.”

“Okay, far enough,” I smile. “Mother?”

“Mom rarely comes home, I suspect she’s seeing someone—”

“Kneel.”

A pause.

“Sorry?”

“On your knees, sweetheart.”

She lowers herself slowly, her big eyes looking up at me like a deer looks into the car lights.

“This was the last time you lashed at me like that. You only get a kiss when I say so.”

“I’m—I’m sorry, Ms. Celine.”

“It’s okay, sweetie. You’re a good girl, I know that. You just need to learn where your place is.”

I wear a skirt, so this will be easy.

“I’m not someone you throw kisses at. When I need something, I take it.”

“Oh, okay,” she murmurs, her voice small like her figure down there on the floor.

“Okay, Ms!”

“Okay, Ms. Celine. Thank you for correcting me.”

My pussy clenches.

“Good. You’re a fast learner,” I tell her, grabbing her hair and shoving it into my crotch. “Maybe we do have a future together.”

I ride my pussy on her face, up and down, her nose stuffing panties into my folds.

“Ohhh…” she exhales, her breath trembling.

“You like that?”

“It’s my dream, Ms. Celine. Thank you.”

I keep riding her face, and she breathes me in, licks me, devours my panties as if she hasn’t eaten today.

“Stop. Not bad, stand up.”

She stands and waits like a good girl. The way she waits for my next order sends a cold shiver through my spine. Just like that her childish impudence is gone.

“Lift your t-shirt.”

Her hands are quickly on her shirt, but she’s cautious lifting it.

“Shy all of a sudden? I thought you loved flashing.”

“I love your… eyes on me,” she says as if afraid to speak without permission.

“Ms!” I demand.

“Your eyes on me, Ms. Celine.”

“Yes,” I affirm, pinching her nipple, too rough, I know.

She wants to say “Ouch,” but her lips stop.

“These gorgeous little titties,” I say, my move more a slap than a touch, “I love them—so I’ll take them. They’re mine now, is that clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Celine.”

“But don’t worry, I take good care of my property.”

“Yes… Ms. Celine—”

“Your armpits, show them.”


Chapter 6

Aria

My hands are shaking as I remove my t-shirt and lift my arms. I don’t know what got into Ms. Celine, but it’s so hot seeing her like this. It probably turns her on to be in a commanding role, and it only fuels my desire. I love her guidance, even if it’s rough. I have no idea what to do anyway.

“Dear Lord, Aria.”

She comes closer, her eyes on my armpits, then on my lips.

“Your body is my poison. Do they smell good?”

“Armpits?”

“Yes, Aria, the scent of your armpits, do you mind if I smell them?”

“I don’t know… Of course, Ms. Celine.”

“Can I run my tongue through you, taste your filth?”

“Oh…”

“Does this turn you on?”

My pussy clenches uncontrollably. This woman would actually lick my armpits?

“Yes, Ms. Celine, that’s a huge turn on for me.”

“Why?”

“Why… I don’t know—“

“Because it’s nasty?”

She comes closer, her intoxicating breath right on my face mixing with the scent of her lipstick.

“It is nasty, Ms. Celine. But it’s also very… personal.”

My belly could explode from the sheer excitement. I don’t know what this game is, but my pussy is completely wet for it.

Her nose smells my shaky breath, then goes lower, to my armpit and my breathing literally stops. I’m nervous, seeing dampness on my skin as she inhales briefly like she doesn’t want me to notice.

“See, that’s your problem,” she says, removing her head, stepping back. “You think I’m some kind of a pervert who licks students’ nasty armpits.”

A cold wave of embarrassment washes over my body.

“I’m… sorry, Ms. Celine,” I stammer, not sure what is happening. Did I say something wrong? I thought she wanted my armpits.

“Don’t worry, little one,” she says with a soft voice, “I’ll teach you how to talk to your owner.”

Owner? What is going on?

“Where’s your couch?”

I want to take her to our living room, but she took all my power away. I can only show with my finger and let her lead us there.

She grabs my wrist, and her heels slowly echo through our house like she lives here, not me. I feel like a guest, and it’s thrilling, detaching me from anything I know, even from myself, making me feel like I’m floating in void.

We’re by our couch now and I just wait for what’s next.

“Arms up,” she orders and her eyes are hungry on my topless body. “Hold that gorgeous hair for me.”

She hooks her fingers under my shorts and slides them along with my panties to the floor. I’m completely naked, and now she’s the one kneeling—but for some reason it still feels like she’s in charge.

“Why me?” she asks as she inspects my pussy from up close, as if checking if the quality meets her standards.

“The hottest teacher at school,” I breathe out, and my voice disappears before I finish the sentence.

“Really? So I’m a prize to you. Nothing more than a professor you flash your pussy at.”

“No, Ms. Celine—“

“Why me?” she asks again, strictly, standing up. “What about Ms. Gates, isn’t she hot?”

“Ms. Gates?”

“You heard me.”

“Yeah, I mean… She’s pretty, I guess.”

“Pretty! So?” she says with a deep look in her eyes. “Do you flash your dirty panties at her too?”

“No! Ms. Celine, no, I really don’t.”

“Why not?”

“I only dream about you, Ms. Celine!”

She pauses, like my answer is finally correct.

“It’s true, you have no idea, Professor, I only see you, everything else is a blur.”

Her eyes soften and I know she likes it. She might be a strict, experienced woman, but I know she is kind deep down, and likes to know she’s the only one. She’s just like me. I am happy to repeat a hundred times how deeply I ache for her. Only her.


Chapter 7

Ms. Celine

I kneel again.




“Aria,” I say seriously, her bare pussy right in front of my eyes. “What we’re doing has to stay a complete secret.”

She spreads her stance a little wider, like she wants me to see her most intimate area better. Her scent stabs me in the heart—sweet, musky, ready, like a ripe peach.

“I won’t tell anyone, Ms. Celine,” she almost whispers.

“It never would have crossed my mind to get involved with a young, inexperienced student. This is just between you and me—and no one else in the world.”

“Thank you…” she sighs. “I am so lucky, I know that, Ms. Celine.”

Her scent calls me, I rest my cheek against her protruding mound. I kiss her gently where her clit ends and her skin begins.

The hottest teacher at school… I never felt like anyone looked at me that way.

I kiss her again, my lips barely landing on her clit and her slickness coats my lower lip. I need to grab her hips harder so the dizziness doesn't make me fall.

Now that’s enough. I crash my mouth into her pussy, devour it, bite into it.

“Ahhh!”

“Your moans are sweet as your juice,” I say, my mouth full with her flesh. “Are you ready to be mine? Or are you going to bail as soon as it gets tough?”

It’s a rhetorical question, this girl has no power to run away anymore.

“I want to be completely yours, Ms. Celine. If you take me?”

“Your taste is right for me. But we need to talk first.”

I push her onto the couch and her body falls elegantly, her firm breasts bounce softly, her innocent gaze making me want to scream.

I sit beside her and pat my thigh with a loud smack.

She understands my instruction and slowly leans toward me.

“Hurry up—you’re not escaping this.”

I pull her so she falls into my lap and her firm ass sticks out in front of me.

“God, look at this perfection. Your ass was made for me too, right? Do you give it to me?” I ask as her skin glows under me, her young pussy peeking from between her cheeks.

“Yes, please…” she murmurs, confused.

“Do you give all your rights to me, the new owner of your ass, to use it any way I please?”

“Yes, Ms. Celine, use it as you wish!”

I laugh at how naive she is. Just like that she’s ready to hand over every inch of herself, cheap, like it’s freaking Black Friday.

“You say you’re mine, but you have no fucking idea what surrender actually costs!”

I swing and my palm cuts across the young skin.

Smack!

“Ouch,” she cries out loud as her ass shakes.

“You say you love me, but then look at other Professors, horny, your dirty mind fucking insatiable!”

Smack!

“Ouch! I’m not… I’m not looking, Ms. Celine—“

“Liar!”

Smack!

“Ouuuch!”

“You’re lucky, you smell so divine, you little brat—your ass is my poison, I can’t say no to you,” I hiss and smack her again.

Smack!

“Ouch, Ms. Celine!”

“But I should. I should leave your pussy dripping and untouched! I should leave you begging!”

Smack!

“Leave you helpless!”

Smack!

“Ough...”

Blood gathers under her skin, pink marks starting to take shape on her innocent ass.

She whimpers, but as she turns to me, her face is naughty, so very naughty, like she wants more.

“You won’t forget parading into my class half-dressed!”

Smack!

“Ouch! Ms. Celine, please!”

“Flashing your panties under the desk!”

Smack!

“Ohh, Ms. Celine, forgive me for being so indecent!”

Her moan is raw, but so needy, so naughty, that my blood pressure only rises higher.

“Look at that beautiful pink ass. Was it worth teasing? Will you be able to behave next time?”

“I—I will obey, always,” she says, her voice almost crying.

“I’m sorry, little one. But you deserved this.”

She can’t answer, she needs a break.

This girl really is something special. She likes my spanking, I can see it, but it was too much. My palm is burning, her ass is more and more red by the second.


Chapter 8

Aria

Ouch! Burning pain shoots through me, the heat on my skin pulsing with every heartbeat. It’s like Ms. Celine transferred the love from her heart directly into my burning skin.

“Lift your tushy, I’m not done with you yet,” she orders, raw lust in her voice.

“More?” I ask, and to be honest, I can’t take many more.

I push my ass higher, excited to find my limit. I want her hand on me, let it crack again, I trust her completely.

“If you think I deserve it, Ms. Celine.”

“Well, what do you think?” she asks, her hand ready in the air. “Am I punishing you for something you didn’t do?”

“Well…”

“Didn’t you flash your panties at me in school? Ruin my lessons with the outline of your young, irresistible little cunt?”

“I’m sorry,” I gasp, “Ms. Celine, I thought… I thought you liked it.”

“Of course I liked it!”

Smack!

“That’s the problem—I fucking loved it!”

Smack!

“Auuu,” I whimper, this one hurt especially sweetly.

There’s a fire in my belly and I’m shaking with excitement. In my wildest dreams I never thought I’d end up in Ms. Celine’s lap. She’s spanking my ass, yes, but I feel so safe. She’s so completely focused on me… like no one had ever been. This must be love, the feeling I’ve been yearning for so long.

“Next time you feel like showing off, you make sure I’m the only one watching. No one else gets to see your pussy, did I make myself perfectly clear?”

Smack!

“Ouch! Yes, Ms. Celine! Very clear!”

“Don’t walk around the world half-naked, flashing your pussy like some slut!”

Smack!

“Ouch! Yes, Ms. Celine, please!”

“You want to be mine? Then act like it.”

Her hand rises but stops in the air.

I’m shaking, my pussy completely soaked, my wetness dripping down my thighs onto Ms. Celine.

“Thank you, Ms. Celine,” I say devotedly, helplessly.

I think thanking her might make her stop, and for a moment it works. My mind scatters, waiting to see if her palm will strike again. The anticipation is so sweet I feel it in my clit.

“Will you really hide your pussy? Keep it just for me?”

Her voice is warm, like she’s surprised. Like she’s only now realizing that everything I do is really just for her—and only for her.

“My kitty aches only for you, Ms. Celine—no one else. Thank you for correcting me, I was being foolish.”

My words are a gentle plea for her to continue, whatever she plans to do with me. I’d give everything to this amazing woman who has taken me as hers.

If she didn’t want me, she wouldn’t have shown up, pulled me into her lap, and punished me herself. Nobody does that if they don’t care.

It’s crazy and unbelievable that such a magnificent lady would take time for me, and show me love. But that’s exactly what’s happening. She’s here, with me, her firm palm on me. And her touch is like a rose, maybe thorny, but so exquisitely beautiful.

“Okay then,” she murmurs, her palm settling gently on my heated skin—warm, searing. “I almost feel bad for giving you so many on your ass. Look how pink it is, it must sting.”

Tears prick my eyes, emotion overwhelming me.

“I deserved it, Ms. Celine, I don't know what was I thinking, showing up in school so vulgarly. But it was all for you. My body exists just for you.”

The truth of it only hits me as the words leave my lips.

I’ve been obsessed with her, I don’t even see anyone else in the world. In her classes I can’t think of anything but her beauty. Her soothing, kind voice, her mouth that I want to kiss, lick, explore.

Even now, playing this commanding role, I know she’s this passionate just because of me. It freaks me out, that’s so hot!

“Your body… only for me. That sounds right,” she says firmly and her palm still strokes my burning ass, the pain reminding me how lovingly she just punished my mistakes.

“It’s true, you can do whatever you want with me,” I say, turning my head, looking straight into her eyes.

“See that, now she’s begging for more,” she says and squeezes my red skin, the sensation electrifying my skin, awakening every nerve.

“We’ll see if you’re still begging when we’re done,” she says and with one hand digs into my hair, deep, right at the roots and pulls tight.

“Ahh!”

Her fingers slip from my heated skin into my crack, instantly drenched. My pussy clenches, opens like it wants to show her fingers where to fill me.

“True love hurts, ever heard that?”

Her fingers circle my drenched entrance, just as I’ve done countless times fantasizing about her.

“Ms. Celine, anything you do is pure pleasure,” I tell her, my throat folded as I surrender to fate, surrender to her firm grip.

“Anything?” she asks and I feel her slide into me, no hesitation, my pussy spasming around her finger.

“Ohhh!”

My moan is loud as my dreams come true. How did I earn this? After all this time longing, I finally feel love, finally feel enough.

She adds a finger, thrusts harder.

“This connection we have, you’re smart enough to cherish it.”

“Yes, Ms. Celine, thank you! Ahh!”

“It’s one in a million, Aria, you hear?”

My stomach literally flips when she talks about us like that. We're so deeply connected now, and she seems to be enjoying this as much as I am. And this warm feeling? It's like, the most amazing thing ever.

She moves her fingers inside me, thrusting in and out.

“Ever go this deep on your own, huh?”

“Ohh, so good, Ms. Celine.”

“This pulsing pussy, I’m taking that too. Mine!”

“Please do! Ms. Celine—”

“God, you’re so tight. So willing, and so tight!”

“Ahhh, yes, please, never let me go,” I beg her as she pushes even deeper, only god knows how that’s even possible.

“Look at this greedy cunt swallowing me. Every drop of this wet pussy is mine!” she says loudly as another finger joins the two and fills me completely.

I feel the stretch at my entrance, her strong fingers more than I’ve ever pushed into myself.

Smack!

“Ouch!”

My body shakes with excitement that could easily burst out as an orgasm.

“What do you think about when you’re masturbating? Tell me everything, all your darkest secrets,” she says as her fingers move in and out of me, in a rhythm that feels better than anything I’ve ever tried.

“Oh, I’m going to lose it,” I gasp. Ms. Celine being so intimate with me is too hot to hold back.

“How do you rub this sweet little clit when I’m not around?” Her question is piercing, like her fingers.

“Shit, Ms. Celine…”

“You didn’t answer my question!”

“I touch myself imagining… your mouth—eating me alive, Ms. Celine!”

“Liar!”

Smack!

“Ouch!”

This smack almost undoes me. But she takes her fingers out, like she’s angry, and rolls me off her lap.

I shake, lying on the couch, seconds from coming, and she stands up. I thought she liked what we were doing, but now she looks at me like I’m worthless.

“Is something wrong?”

“Wrong?” she says, her face turning into a tensed smile. “Why would fantasizing about your teacher be wrong?”

I’m confused, she sounds like she’s being sarcastic. I shrink, pulling my knees into a hug.

“Look, Aria,” she says. I feel a flicker of relief—she has some explaining to do, and I love that she’s willing to open up to me.

“I hate the idea of you fantasizing about Ms. Gates with your finger on your clit.”

“But that… That never happened.”

“How do I know you’re not lying? You’re young, full of raging hormones, I know how that goes—sex is constantly on your mind, I can feel it.”

“Ms. Celine…” I begin, but have no idea how to continue.
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Don’t fuck this up, Celine!




It’s my fault, I’m the stupid one here, looking for love in all the wrong places. Of course this young girl’s cheating on me, it’s in her nature.

“Look, Aria, it’s okay, it’s my fault. I haven’t even marked you yet.”

“What do you mean?”

I remove my panties, leaving my skirt on and lay on the couch.

“Here, Aria. Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about?”

I open my legs wide and her face goes blank with shock.

“Oh…” escapes her lips, cute to die for.

“Yes?”

“Yes, Ms. Celine, I want… that very much,” she gasps, leaning in, but still waiting for my permission. “This is even better than my dreams,” she says without taking her eyes off my center.

“Would you like to try?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Aria?”

“I mean, of course, Ms. Celine.”

“Okay, come slowly, I’ll show you.”

She comes closer and plants her palms on my widened inner thighs.

“Have you ever licked a pussy?”

“No, Ms. Celine.”

“I’ll teach you, I’ll make you a master. The first step is—you need to really want it.”

“Oh, I do, I want it very much.”

“Shh… You need to have a burning desire to drown in it, to inhale it, to taste it like it’s the ultimate drug.”

“Ms. Celine, I want your pussy more than my lungs need the next breath.”

Wow.

“You have potential, then,” I say calmly, but my stomach is flipping, I love her poetic answer.

“The next step is—know the pussy type. I’ll tell you about mine, so you don’t need to guess.”

“Oh, yeah?” she breathes, her lips turning into a smile she can’t hold back.

“I’m very sensitive. That means I can come very quickly if you do me right.”

“Okay.”

“But if you’re even a little too rough, I won’t come. My clit, you just don’t touch it, alright?”

I slide my fingers along my clit, pressing down, squeezing lightly.

“Always work around it, okay?”

“Understood, Ms. Celine.”

“And down here,” I say, my breath hitching as I feel my fingers on my labia. “This feels really good.”

She smiles, sparks in her eyes, and it’s lovely to see her so immersed.

“Can I kiss you now, Ms. Celine?”

“Kiss me, baby. Do whatever you wish.”

She leans in and I let her kiss me there, soft, careful, exactly like a good little student tasting her very first treat.

A tiny moan slips out of me—real, because she’s gentle in the way only a virgin can be—and her eyes flick up, shining with pride.

“That’s perfect, sweetheart,” I whisper, threading my fingers gently through her beautiful hair. “You’re a natural.”

I pull my knees back, expose more to her tongue.

“Mmm, right there, mhh,” I moan, beautiful sensations taking hold of me.

“So good,” she breathes against me, hot and wet, “You taste so delicious, Ms. Celine.”

I stroke her cheek like I’m the kindest woman in the world.
“Keep going, baby. Make me feel how much you want me.”

She buries her face deeper, eager, reverent, licking and sucking like my pleasure is the only meaning in her life. My head falls back, and for a second I let myself believe she’s the one in control, making me feel good, so very, very good…

“Ahhh, ahh, ah, Aria!”

She hears my moans and instinctively pushes two fingers in me, and now it’s serious, I could come any second.

No, I can’t let her, this is insane!

“Ahh, Aria, stop!”

She keeps going.

“No, ahhh, no! Stop!”

I pull my hips, pushing her head away the last moment.

“Fuck, Aria,” I breathe, barely able to collect myself, “I said stop, jeez.”

“But I—Was it too much?“

“Too much? Yeah, of course it was too much,” I reply, my thighs shaking, barely able to stop the climax that still wants to release.

I can’t show her how good she was. She has my juice all over her face, she definitely got enough, more than she deserves.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Celine,” she says, wiping her sexy mouth. “I thought… You looked like—”

“It’s okay,” I tell her in a kind voice, “my pussy is delicate, you just need to practice, and earn her respect. You were not bad at all, don’t let this put you down, okay sweetheart?”

Yeah, she needs this, I can’t let her become presumptuous. She thinks she can flash her panties at me, and then lick me like she owns me? Yeah, right.

She looks confused, just how I like it. It suits her best.

“Can I try aga—“

“Lay down,” I cut her off, my arousal peaking, and I desperately need an orgasm.

She lies down on the couch and I grab her hands over her head, roughly, making her unable to move.

Her sinful body arches before me as her breathing becomes frantic, her thighs widening, inviting me.

“I am taking you now,” I growl, my mouth crashing into hers.

I lick her, devour her, completely ignoring the basic idea of a kiss. My hunger is animal, I bite, I eat her face.

She moans, loud cries of lust, and I go to her neck, biting, pressing her arms down against the couch.

I lick her neck up to her ear, then back down, travel over her shoulder, marking every cell of her skin.

My tongue slides to her exposed armpit, ravenous, collecting her delicious essence, my pussy clenching uncontrollably from the wrongness of her scent.

“Ahhh, Ms. Celine,” she cries, her voice almost in panic, and I know it’s a shock for her.

I say nothing, just moan into her armpit, french-kiss it, eat her damp skin and inhale her delicious scent, smelling so uniquely like only she can.

“Ohh,” she murmurs, her eyes wide open, watching how I take her, learning eagerly what it looks like when a lioness awakens.

I fill my pussy with two fingers and I’m already there, it’s all too far gone to pretend this isn’t it. I thrust twice, the third time it starts coming, the big wave that could wrack houses.

“Ahh, fuck,” I moan into her skin, as I travel to her breasts, nipping them, sucking sweet nipples, so hard, so erect, I could use them as a toy for my pussy.

“I’m coming,” I let her know, my thighs rocking, as I push in and out of my heat, making me orgasm way too easy.

“Yes, Ms. Celine, yes,” she cries, her eyes glassy as I keep pinning her arms down, holding her captive under my control.

My wet orgasm is all over my fingers—I take them out, and stick them directly into her.

“Here, take this, you greedy little thing,” I say, biting her nipples roughly, filling her wet hole with my fingers, and she screams—yes, screams—in pleasure.

“Ah! Ah! Ah!”

My mouth goes to her armpit again while my fingers fuck her, transferring my juice to her pussy, marking her insides with my primal essence.

“My juice in your cunt, this is how I mark my property,” I growl against her armpit, my pussy desperate for another orgasm as soon as I smell her again.

“F-F-FUUUCK!” echoes through the whole house.

Yeah, she’s coming, this little minx.

“Yeah, come for me, baby, give me every last fucking breath,” I moan into her, traveling higher, connecting with her mouth again, bringing all her taste to her tongue.

She licks me, devours me mid-orgasm, forgetting the world—it’s just me, my mouth on her and my fingers in her wet, young pussy, fucking her sanity out.

She lifts her head, her breathing non-existent, her white eyes sticking out, as I continue pushing into her, inviting something that looks like a second orgasm.

“Yeah, let it all out,” I say, not because she deserves it, but for my pleasure, as I need to see this girl come again while looking me directly in the eye.

Click…

A subtle door sound interrupts the moment, and I flinch, stop immediately, waiting for Aria’s reaction.

Her face is completely red, but she instantly snaps out of it and shoots straight up.

“Take all the clothes,” she whispers and in a single second we collect everything from the floor.

She runs silently to the stairs, waving me to follow. I rip my heels off my feet and start running silently too, from God-knows-who, caught in the middle of a crime.

We come to her room, the door clicks, and I swear my heart never beat this fast in my entire life.

“What is going on?” I ask her and she’s terrified, but her lips curl into a smile.

“My mom, what—the—fuck?!”

My hands are too shaky, I can’t even put my panties on, so I stuff them in my purse and watch Aria put her clothes on.

“Play something on the piano, like we’re practicing,” she whispers, as she puts her t-shirt on.

I sit down and try to play something, but I can’t, so I just slowly press some chords, and it sounds okay, like I’m showing some chord progression or something.

I hear steps, and Aria jumps, sits right next to me, putting her hands on the keys.

“Aria?” a voice calls, and the next second the door opens.

A woman in her early forties steps in—tall, dark hair, wine glass already in hand. Damn, it has never crossed my mind that Aria’s mom could be gorgeous as well.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I thought you were alone,” she says, eyes flicking to me with lazy curiosity. “Private lesson?”

“Mom—knock!” Aria replies, utterly frustrated, like any other teenager.

“Good evening,” I say, smooth as silk.

“Oh—Melinda,” Aria’s mother says, tipping her glass.

“Celine,” I reply with a polite nod. “Aria’s teacher.”

“Please, carry on,” she laughs lightly, but she doesn’t leave right away—her gaze lingers on us both.

I smile again, but my blood freezes as I notice my heels by Aria’s desk. Fuck, if she sees them, this will get weird. I keep my gaze on her eyes, so she won’t dare look anywhere else.

It works! Aria’s mom smiles and closes the door, saving me from having a heart attack.

“You little idiot,” I hiss against Aria’s ear. “You almost served me up to your mother with your pussy still on my tongue!”

“I’m sorry,” she whispers, trying to play something on the piano, to make the scene less suspicious. “She said she’d come at night!”

“You’ll pay for this,” I hiss at her, my hand immediately behind her ass, slipping under.

“No, not now,” she tries, but it’s all too late. My fingers slide past her panties and I’m in her wet heat again in no time.

“Ahh!”

“Play!” I order into her ear, then lick it, nip it while my fingers push deeper.

She’d moan, but she can’t, she just plays some basic chords, her focus decomposing under my touch.

“Make a mistake, and I stop,” I tell her, thrusting into her faster.

She plays like a good student, lifting her ass on the side to make more room for my hand.

“I can’t—” she mutters, and I just keep fucking her, breathing into her ear while she hits the wrong notes, her hands becoming useless.

“Scales! Focus!”

“Ohhh,” she exhales, now playing only single notes, C-major, the simplest scale, yet still she makes mistakes, like she never played the piano.

Now I know she’s at the edge, and I just thrust harder, making her come in front of her piano, giving her just what she deserves.

“Oh, Ms. Celine, God,” she whispers, and starts coming silently, her mouth agape, her hands a mess, the wrecked piano sounds betraying us.

She lifts her ass more, then sits back on my fingers as I keep thrusting, wet sounds audible, making her forget her hands completely.

“Keep playing!” I demand, taking her scent in while she keeps orgasming over my fingers.

She slams her hands on the keys, just to hold herself so she doesn’t fall, her ass fully available to me.

“F—fuck…” she mutters, her whole body trembling.

I finally pull out, and wipe my fingers across her cheek like lipstick.

I wait a few seconds. Look at her, confusion looks so pretty on her—like the lesson actually sank in.

Good.

“We made some progress today,” I say, watching her try to piece herself back together, lips parted, cheeks flushed, that perfect little mind finally scrambled exactly the way I wanted.

“But I’m far from done with you, this was just a prelude.”

I stand. She can't.

“That was for today,” I whisper, kissing the tear under her eye. “Now I’m going downstairs to meet your mother, and tell her what a good student you are.”












Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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