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Teacher’s Pretty Boy Pet Mrs. Alisa Treble had no problem keeping the boys attention in the twelfth grade high school class she taught. She didn’t know if the boys actually learned any English Lit from her, but they definitely stared at her gorgeous and firm body. Alisa was proud of how well she took care of herself. She was a slender blonde and at 35 years old she was still extremely fit. She loved to dress in tight little skits and nylons to show off her long, thin legs and her pert heart shaped ass. She loved to wear her blouses buttoned down a few buttons too low in order to show off the fantastic cleavage of her large, firm breasts. 

During class she would bend over desks so boys could peek down her blouse, and she would bend over in front of the class to give them lots of opportunities to stare at her gorgeous ass. She didn’t know why she loved to tease them so much. It certainly wasn’t any more than that. She wasn’t interested in younger men. She liked her men older, savage, and rough. 

There was one boy she was interested in, although not as a lover or a boyfriend. She was utterly and completely fascinated with awkward, innocent looking, 18 year old Jamie Chesterfield. Jamie was beautiful, and at first sight, sitting at his little desk halfway down the third isle, he looked like a very pretty, short haired blonde girl who didn’t believe in wearing makeup. Her first thought seeing the little virgin was that he had to be gay, but the way he looked at her, and the uncomfortable little bulge he got in his jeans every time she got close to him, both made it clear he wasn’t gay. 

She had known boys like Jamie before. Back when she was in school she had one that followed her around doing everything she asked, while she dated older, more powerful men. She imagined Jamie was like that with girls now. Doting on them and caring for them while they had fun with the tough, aggressive boys, the boys who probably teased and bullied him for his weak, effeminate nature. 

She loved to think about that for some reason, as she flashed him

with her bra, touching his thigh lightly as she leaned over his desk to show him something in his book. 

As time went on, his needy attention began to inflame her more and more so that she began to notice him all the time. She loved to see him off center and embarrassed. She loved to see him humiliated and nervous. He was a smart boy, but when she would notice he was daydreaming, staring at her body with that dreamy, faraway look on his pretty boy face, she would suddenly stop her presentation, make him stand up, and ask him a question. She found the pathetic look on his face thrilling and the class would laugh when he was unable to answer even the simplest questions. 

One day she made him stand up. He rose slowly, nervously holding his text book in front of his lap to hide his little erection. She asked him, “Restate in your own words what Conrad is trying to say in the last chapter.” 

He had a delicious look of horrified panic, “I don’t… I’m not sure.” 

“Okay,” she said. “Then just tell the class what it is I’ve been explaining for the last ten minutes, roughly.” 

He just looked around at all those leering faces, covering their stifled laughter with their hands as he tried to cover his lap. 

Alisa nodded, staring at him, “How about one word? Certainly you can tell the class one word from my lecture.” The class was starting to giggle and he was turning beet red, but she wasn’t done. 

“Certainly I haven’t been up here speaking for no reason. You are at least smart enough to remember one word that I’ve told the class. 

Come on, Sweetie, even a trained monkey can do that.” The whole class was laughing at him now, and he was fighting to hold back his tears of humiliation. She laughed softly as well. “It’s okay monkey, you can sit down now. It’s not your fault no one’s ever bothered to train you.” 

Everyone was laughing so hard that she knew she had just given him a new and permanent nickname.  He didn’t look up from

his desk for the rest of the class and when the bell rang he tried to slink out of the room without a glance, but she wouldn’t allow it. 

“Jamie,” she commanded him. He stopped staring at the floor, terrified of her now. “I want you to report back to my classroom after school today. I’m going to see to it that you get that training you need.” Jamie just nodded and then practically ran out the door. 

Two hours later Jamie was timidly walking into her empty classroom. 

“Close the door behind you,” she said. “And lock it.” 

He obeyed her without question and then approached her desk. 

She walked around to the front of the desk and sat down on its edge, crossing her long, nylon covered legs. He was staring at them as he walked up, then caught himself and looked back down at the floor. “Look at me when I’m talking to you Jamie,” she ordered him, and he looked up; his eyes jumping from her legs to her breasts to her face, not sure where to look. 

“Why do you think it’s okay not to pay attention in my class?” 

she asked him. 

“I wasn’t… I mean… I was… I just.” 

“Shut up,” she told him. 

He was standing in front of her, trembling. He looked back at the ground and she slapped him across the face. 

“I said look at me, Jamie.” 

His eyes jumped back up to her pretty face, nervous and full of fear. 

“You have potential,” she told him. “But I don’t like to be ignored. What were you thinking about that was more important than my class?” 

“Nothing,” he said and she slapped him again. 

“You think I didn’t see that little erection you were trying to hide, you pathetic little pervert. What were you thinking about?” 

He was gasping, his pale cheeks turning red in the shape of her hand. “I’m sorry,” he said. 

“What were you thinking about, pervert?” 

“You,” he answered, crying. “I was thinking about you.” 

“Oh monkey,” she said, softly now. “That’s actually kind of sweet.” She had kicked off one of her shoes and she was running the ball of her perfect foot up his leg, stroking it absently as she continued speaking in a soft, seductive voice. “But you know I’m way out of your league right?” 

He nodded, but she kept speaking. 

“I mean, it’s not just because I’m older or because I’m married. I’d never ever be an option for you. Attractive women like me don’t go for little sissies like you. I don’t mean to be cruel but that’s just how it is.” She was still stroking his leg with her foot, and she could see his breathing start to increase as his dick began to press against his jeans. “I mean, how would a little bitch like you ever protect a woman like me from real men?” Her knee, silky and smooth from the nylons, delicately found its way to his crotch, gently pressing against his little bulge. 

He whimpered as she began to stroke him through his jeans with the smooth nylons that covered her perfect knee. 

“No,” she said, stroking his erection. “You’ll never, ever, ever have a girl like me, not in the way that regular men do anyway. But that doesn’t mean I can’t train you. Do you want me to train you monkey?” 

He nodded yes. She didn’t figure he had any idea what she meant; he just didn’t want her to stop touching him. That was okay with her. It would be a fun surprise. 

“I want to hear you say it,” she purred. “I want you to ask me to train you.” His dick was throbbing against her leg. 

“Please train me,” he said. 

“Ask me to make you my pet,” she instructed. 

“Please,” he said. “Please make me your pet.” 

She let her leg drop and reached forward with her hand, taking him by the waistband of his jeans and pulling him closer. 

“Come here monkey,” she said. 

He followed her guiding hand forward, needy and horny and desperate to please. “Thank you,” he said. 

She kissed him on the soft mouth then stood up. She led him by the pants around to the other side of her desk, stood him in front of her chair and ordered him to, “Sit,” which he instantly did. 

“Have you ever been to a strip club?” She asked him. 

“No Mrs. Treble,” he answered. 

“Well,” she told him. “Here are the rules. Remember them. I can touch you but you can’t touch me unless I tell you to. 

Understand?” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answered. 

She unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall open, revealing her large full breasts pressed in place by the lacy red bra she wore. She let him stare at her tits for a minute as she gently squeezed them with her hands. Then she turned away from him slowly. Her back was to him now and she was looking back over her shoulder, smiling deviously as she began to peel her skirt up. She peeled it slowly up her soft, firm legs and past the tops of her nylon stockings, revealing the creamy golden skin of her upper thighs. She had to shimmy to get the tight skirt past her full, heart shaped ass, but when she did she was rewarded with a gasp of excited pleasure from Jamie. She bent forward, letting her full, firm ass, covered in red lace panties that matched her bra, hover just in front of Jamie as she looked back at his eager face. 

“Do you want to touch my ass?” she asked him. 

“Yes,” he begged pathetically. “More than anything. Please let me touch it. I’ve never wanted anything so bad in my life.” 

She held onto the desk for balance. “You can only touch it with your tongue,” she told him. “If you touch it with anything else were done, understand?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Treble,” he said. He leaned forward, the springs in the chair creaking as he moved his face to her soft butt cheeks and began to lick them carefully. 

“Pull down my panties,” she said. “But don’t touch me, just my panties. If your greasy little fingers touch me, then this will be the last time you ever see me like this.” 

He reached up and took the waist band of her panties in his trembling fingers and began to carefully peel them down, when they got just past the curve of her gorgeous rear, panties bunched across her smooth thighs, she said. “That’s good enough.” 

He quickly moved his hands back to his sides. 

She reached back with her free hand and took him by the back of the head, gently guiding his head forward, pressing his face into the crack of her ass. “Keep licking,” she said. She moaned as he began to lick her asshole. Her cunt was so wet, thinking about how he’d never been with a woman, probably never even seen one naked in real life, and his first experience was this; eating her ass while she taunted him. 

“This is what I mean,” she told him. “Real men don’t lick assholes. That’s something only little sissy bitches do.” 

He pulled his face from her ass crack. “I’m sorry,” he said. 

She laughed. “Shut up and keep licking, Sissy.” She pulled his face back to her asshole and he obediently went back to work with his eager little tongue. She let go of the back of his head and she reached back around and slid a finger over her swollen clit, rubbing it as Jamie ate her ass. She could see her dim reflection in the glass of the curtained windows. She looked sexy and hot, blond

hair spilling over her face and shoulders as she bent over, her big tits exposed, her gorgeous ass pressed back, skirt pulled up, panties pulled down to the very tops of her nylon stockings, while Jamie leaned forward in her ergonomic desk chair, enthusiastically eating her ass. She rubbed her clit faster. 

“Deeper,” she told him. “Drive that tongue deeper inside me.” 

He followed instructions well, pressing his small tongue deep into her ass. She felt a warm tingling from her clit. She wished she had a big cock inside her to press her even deeper into orgasm, but this would have to do for now. “Deeper!” She grunted at him, her finger making wet noises as she rubbed herself. “Drive that fucking tongue deeper up my ass. If you can fucking breath it’s not deep enough.” 

He managed to force it just a little bit deeper into her asshole and suddenly her orgasm hit her full force, making her legs shake and her cunt quiver. She reached back and grabbed him by the hair, twisting it in her hand as she cried out, “Oh yes, that’s a good bitch.” 

After the moment passed and she regained control of herself she pushed his head back into the chair by his hair as she straightened up. She turned to face him then dropped to her knees at his feet, looking up at him. His dick was pressing against his jeans with swollen need and she laughed. “You want me to help you with that?” she asked. 

“Yes Ma’am, please.” 

She unbuttoned the first button on his jeans then stopped looking up at him tauntingly. “What will you do for me if I do this for you?” she asked. 

“Anything,” he pleaded. 

She unbuttoned another button. “Anything I ask?” He nodded in eager agreement. “When will you do anything I ask?” 

“Anytime; all the time; whenever,” he cried, uncomfortably locked in his jeans, his little dick begging for release. 

She unbuttoned the last buttons. “Pull down your pants and underwear,” she told him. 

He raised his butt off the seat as he eagerly yanked down his clothes

She laughed as she looked at his hard dick, wrapping her soft warm hand around it. “Oh. Aren’t you an adorable little thing,” 

she said to it. 

It wasn’t that small, actually, but it certainly wasn’t as big as she was used to. Besides, she knew he didn’t have a clue how big or small he was. He was shy, probably hid in gym class, probably got his ideas of his size from porn. It made her wet to think how weak and vulnerable he was, how needy and desperate, as she stroked him up and down, smiling up at him. “I just love your cute little dick,” 

she said as she stroked his pecker, kissing the head of it with her gorgeous red lips. “Such a pretty thing,” she called it, looking up at him. He looked like he was about to cry. She giggled. 

“Don’t worry Sweetie,” she reassured him. “I didn’t pick you to be my pet because I thought you’d have a big cock. Lots of guys have big cocks. Big cocks are easy to find. It’s so hard to find a nice, sweet boy who will do anything he’s told though.” She gave his dick a teasing little lick with her long, wet tongue. “Are you a sweet boy,” 

she asked staring deep and bold into his eyes. “Will you do anything you’re told?” 

“Yes,” he whimpered as she slowly stroked him, her mouth hovering over his cock. “Yes. Anything.” 

“Good boy,” she said, taking him into her wet lips and pushing his throbbing cock into her mouth. His little hard-on pulsed in her mouth, radiating with heat as she stroked it below her lips with her thumb and finger. She moaned on his dick and he cried out, already about to cum. She took it out of her mouth, stared up at him, slowly stroking it still.  Her finger and thumb, in the sign for OK, were sliding up and down his spit wet cock. “Your little dick tastes funny. It doesn’t taste manly at all. It tastes like a clit. Are you sure you’re not

a girl?” she smiled wickedly, laughing at him, but the humiliating things she was saying were not enough to bring him back from the edge and he was already beginning to cum. 

She wrapped her lips back around the head of his dick and let him cum into her mouth. She collected every drop of his sloppy seed into her wet mouth as his back arched and he whimpered. His orgasm passed and his body relaxed. She moved up his body, standing again, she towered over him as he sat in the chair, her pretty face hovering over his. She squeezed his cheeks with her hand so that his mouth was forced open and she opened her mouth, letting a glob of thick cum begin to drop, glistening as it dangled from her mouth, dropping slowly towards his. 

He looked at the oozing sludge with terror but couldn’t fight his obedient nature as his own semen began to drop into his mouth. 

After he swallowed down every drop of his sissy cum, she leaned down and kissed his soft lips. She pulled her face back and smiled at him. She laughed, staring into his eyes as he struggled not to look away.  “Did you like eating your own cum, Cutie?” He didn’t respond except that his eyes registered deep humiliation. “You’re my pet now,” she said tracing her fingers across his feminine face. 

“Teacher’s pet. Teacher’s little cum monkey.” 

His eyes were watering; he couldn’t fight the humiliating emotions he was feeling anymore. 

She laughed at his tears. “It’s okay baby, I’m just teasing you. 

Didn’t you like having me go down on you?” 

Jamie nodded. 

“Don’t you want to be my pet?” 

Jamie nodded. 

“Good,” she said, stepping back from him, fixing her panties and pulling down her skirt. “I want you to be my pet too. But we can’t see each other here. It’s way too risky. You should come to my house after school every day for your training. Would you like that?” 

Jamie was pulling his pants back up over his wet, shrunken dick. “Yes Ma’am.” 

“There’s only one problem with that,” Mrs.  Alisa Treble pointed out. “I’m a married woman, and a teacher. It wouldn’t look good for people to see a young boy like you coming to my house every day.” She was closing the buttons of her blouse, slowly removing from him the view of her gorgeous tits. She moved around the desk and stepped back into her heels, letting him feel far away and alone. 

“So what do we do?” Jamie asked, obviously terrified she was going to change her mind about seeing him; probably imagining if she did keep seeing him that he would be getting many, many more blowjobs from her. She almost laughed at the poor, stupid boy. 

She pretended to think a moment then she asked. “How would you feel about wearing a disguise?” 

He nodded, eager for anything that would allow him to see her again. 

“Good,” she said, as if it was all settled. “Then tomorrow, after school, meet me at the mall and we’ll get you all dressed up as a girl.” 

She looked back at him now, at the shocked and scared look on his face, but he nodded and answered with a weak voice, “Yes Ma’am.” 

“Good boy,” she said. She was going to have a lot of fun with pretty little Jamie Chesterfield. 
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