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Chapter 1

It was my second year of college and Mrs. Cortez was my teacher in my “Human Rights Law and Policy” class. It was only the first week, and I already knew I was the best student because I couldn’t look away from her.

I didn’t know what it was, I wasn’t attracted to women, I didn’t even think I was attracted to her, but I didn’t know what else to call it. Maybe I just wanted to be her? She was about twenty years older than me, and from the moment I walked into her class I realized something in me had changed. Her long, dark wavy hair with her red lipstick, her tight pencil skirt with her stockings, and the way she sat at her desk, ankles crossed and the end of her pen stuck in her mouth as she thought about what she was going to say next.

I felt like such an idiot thinking back to the first day of class. I approached her after class and complemented her teaching style. I wanted so badly for her to invite me to stay after class, but there was no reason for her to do so. I just wanted to spend time with her, but why would she want to spend time with me?

There were 35 people in the class, but it never felt like anyone else was there. I sat in the front, zoned in on her. I even tried to pull my attention away from her, but I couldn’t do it. I felt embarrassed, realizing she could probably tell that something was up with me, but she didn’t seem to act any differently.

After about two weeks of classes, I found an opportunity.

“Sorry class, I’m having computer issues,” she said, struggling with the presentation slides. “I’ll have to get it fixed this weekend… unless anyone wants extra credit,” she said, with a laugh.

“Mrs. Cortez,” I started, approaching her after the class was over, as the students funneled up the stairs and out the doors. “I took computer science courses a few years ago, I think I could probably help you with your laptop.”

“Oh my god, that would be amazing. Could you come to my office at 4 pm? It’s down the hallway, room 204.”
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Chapter 2

“Thanks, Emma for helping, you have no idea how much this means to me.”

I looked up at my professor and smiled.

“Of course, Mrs. Cortez. I really don’t mind.”

I knew she didn’t know how much it meant to me. If someone else had asked to help first, I might have begged her to let me do it instead.

She walked me through what her computer had been doing lately, and I knew right away that I would be able to fix it. She was having problems with her presentation slides not opening, and her computer shutting off from low memory.

“It’s going to take me a little bit of time if that’s okay.”

“Of course,” she said, sitting up a bit in her chair. “Do you mind if I talk while you work, or do you need to focus?”

“Oh my god, you can definitely talk.”

“How are you liking this semester so far?”

“Way better than the last two. I feel like now that we’re past some of the intro courses it’s starting to get a lot more exciting.”

“That’s good to hear. Do you have a favorite class?”

I looked up at her, wondering if she was just asking the obvious. But maybe I hadn’t been coming on as strong as I’d feared. There was no question that she was my favorite, but I couldn’t exactly say why. Her class was great, but it wasn’t exactly invigorating material. But I knew I could listen to her speak about anything for hours.

“Yours,” I said, with a laugh as I continued to work on her computer.

“I had a feeling. I noticed that you were quite attentive.”

I felt myself blush. Turns out she must have noticed the way I was acting. But it wasn’t like I was attracted to her anything, not in a sexual way. I knew for a fact that I was straight. Why was I blushing?

“I just really like the way you teach. You’re very…captivating. Easy to follow along.”

She stood up and walked around to the other side of the desk where I sat. I could see her out of the corner of my eye, standing beside me, watching the computer. I felt her hair on my shoulder as she leaned down, but I kept my focus on the computer. Her intoxicating smell of fresh shampoo and spicy perfume made it hard to focus. I felt my hand shake slightly as I moved. Why was I acting so crazy?

“It’s not the first time I’ve heard that. I could see it in your face, I’ve seen that look many times before. Although normally it’s from male students.”

“I, I’m not… I don’t mean to like-”

I felt her push my hair back behind my shoulder, her nail grazing slightly against my neck as she moved. It sent a shiver through my body, like a shock. I could feel my nipples harden, and my breathing sounded louder than before.

“Sorry, I must have been getting the wrong signals from you,” she said and moved away slowly.

“No, wait,” I said, looking up at her quickly, worried I’d missed a chance. She smiled at me innocently, and I wondered if this was really happening, or if I was just looking too far into things.

“I don’t know what you mean. I mean I think I do, but I’m not like that. I’m not like a lesbian or anything. But…”

I didn’t want her to leave, but there was no way I wanted her either. She was my teacher, she was older, and a woman. What the hell was I doing?

“But what?” She said, sounding a bit more stern than before. “You find me attractive?”

She sat on the desk, and I leaned back a bit in the chair to see her better. I tried not to look at her body, but I felt like I couldn’t control my eyes. I wondered if she was wearing a push-up bra, if her panties matched, and how far her stockings went up under her skirt.

“I guess… maybe I do. But I swear I’m not trying to pursue anything. And I’ve tried hard to keep things…professional. I’ve been trying not to show that. It’s not appropriate.”

“You’ve tried hard to keep things appropriate? But you jumped at the first chance to get me alone in my office?”

I realized I’d fucked up. Was this some kind of trap? Had I made her feel uncomfortable?

“No, it’s not like that, I didn’t think-”

“You know I have a husband, right?”

“No, I had no idea.”

She pointed to the picture on her desk of a picture of her and a man with dark features and black hair. I swallowed hard.

She smiled at me, and I felt relieved. Maybe she was going to let me off easily. I’d learned my lesson. I wondered how I was going to be able to finish her class. Maybe it wasn’t too late to switch? I felt so guilty, I knew I wouldn’t be able to face her again.

“Stop whatever you’re doing on there, and go on the desktop.”

I did as she said, my hands shaking even more.

“Open the folder with your name, and click on the picture.”

Has she been recording me or something? Or did she have dirt on me? I clicked on the folder ‘Emma’, and then opened the photo, my heart in my throat.

There was a photo of a naked woman, and I froze completely. But as I looked, I realized it was Mrs. Cortez. Her legs were open as she rubbed her clit with one hand, her other hand was near her mouth as she sucked on two of her fingers. Her breasts looked just as big naked, no push-up bra was needed. My face had never felt so hot, and my clit had never throbbed so hard.

“If you wish to leave, you may. But if you want more of me, you can start rubbing yourself to my picture while I watch.”

It was some kind of trap, but not in the way I’d thought. She had planned this. I still felt guilty and embarrassed, but I was so turned on that I didn’t care.

“Wait, what?” I wondered if this was a joke, but at this point, I knew it couldn’t have been, this would be too far for a joke to go.

“You heard me.”

I felt like I had no choice, even though I did. But I knew I didn’t want to leave. I’d never even had sex before with the lights on, but here I was in her office, the sun pouring through the window, as she stared into me.

“Fuck,” I said in defeat, leaning back in my chair.

I felt her eyes burning into me, making me even hornier. I spit on my fingers and pushed my hand in my pants, wishing I’d worn a skirt. I pushed my panties to the side and pressed my wet spit against my clit, melting into my fingers and moaning as I rubbed myself to her photo.

I wanted to look at her. I wanted her to touch me, I didn’t want a photo. I imagined that it was a video, her tits bouncing, moaning as she rubbed herself desperately.

She slid off of the desk and stood behind my chair. I felt her hair again as she leaned down. Her fingers pushed down my shoulders and over my nipples, and I moaned loudly as she pinched and pulled them through my shirt.

“Mmm, no bra, perfect. Do you like it gentle, or a bit more rough?” She asked, her lips against my ear, licking at the lobe.

“Rough,” I said quickly, and then gasped loudly as she pinched my nipples harder, rolling them in between her fingers tightly. I felt my clit throb harder, my hips grinding faster against my fingers.

“My kind of woman. Next time you come, no bra, but make sure you wear a skirt. Something tight. Got it?”

“Yes,” I moaned, realizing her fingers working my nipples brought me closer to orgasm than my hand did on my clit. “Next time?”

“I want you to come back again. Unless you don’t want to?”

“I do, I do, please.”

“Good, I’ve got lots of plans for you. You know how fucking hard it’s been to watch you in my class? Knowing how badly you want me? You deserve this after teasing me like you have been.”

“Oh my god, please Mrs. Cortez, I’m so close.”

“You want to cum, Emma? You want to cum in my office like a fucking desperate slut?” She pinched harder.

“Yes, fuck, I’m gonna-”

Mrs. Cortez let go of my nipples and grabbed my arm, tugging it out of my pants. I whined, my hips writhing against the air, looking for contact on my hardened clit. I’d been so close to cumming, I could feel it.

“No, you’re not. I get to decide when you cum, and I think it would be best for you to wait until the next time you see me.”

“Fuck, please,” I said gasping, feeling myself coming back down from my edge.

“No. You can wait. You’re not that greedy, are you?”

I was that greedy, but I shook my head no.

“I’ll be free on Thursday at 4 pm after class, here. I’m going to need a lot more help with my laptop. Thanks for dropping by, Emma.”

She sat back down at her desk, and I was left with shaking legs, still catching my breath. I grabbed my purse and stood up.

“Thank you, Mrs. Cortez.”

She smiled at me and looked back at her laptop.

I left the office, closing the door behind me, completely shocked.
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Chapter 3

For two nights, I tossed and turned, finding it impossible to sleep. I could feel her breath on my ear, her hands on my breasts. When I closed my eyes I could see her hungry fingers rubbing her shaven pussy, I felt like I could taste her through her perfume. Even just the sheets against my skin felt intimate, I couldn’t focus in my classes, and I didn’t want to do anything but think about my teacher.

I didn’t cum, partially because I felt like she would know, but also because I was starting to enjoy the feeling of being so horny all of the time. I’d never been turned on for this long, and it seemed to get worse each day. There were times my clit was so painfully hard that I had to focus on my breathing, but I still didn’t touch myself.

Finally, it was Thursday afternoon, and I arrived for class. I wondered if maybe I shouldn’t sit in the front now, but I didn’t want to do anything out of the ordinary. Besides, there’d been enough classes that people were sitting in mostly the same seats each week. I sat at the front of the class, nervously anticipating Mrs. Cortez.

My skirt was short and tight, as she had requested. I’d brought it to college in case I was going out to a party, it wasn’t something I had planned on wearing in class. It rode up when I sat down on the cold, hard chair, and I wished I hadn’t worn panties, or else I might have been able to rub myself against the plastic if I pulled my skirt up a bit more.

I adjusted myself in the seat, wondering if I could brush my nipples against the edge of the desk, but it was too risky. I wondered if she would be able to see how hard they were through my shirt, as I opted for no bra again.

Once she entered the classroom and started talking, it felt like I’d been dunked in cold water. I felt my body shiver, goosebumps spreading over my skin when I saw her. She looked as she normally did, but now we had a secret. Now I had trouble keeping eye contact, even though I realized she looked at me more frequently.

I couldn’t hear any of the words she was saying to the class, my thoughts were too loud. I kept repositioning myself, trying to get her attention, but also darting my eyes away when they made contact with hers.

I leaned forward slightly and felt my nipples rub against the edge of the desk. I was so horny and focused that the feeling sent a jolt through my body, and for a moment I had to make sure I didn’t moan out loud. I looked around me, but no one seemed to notice.

Could I do it again?

I slowly leaned forward, positioning myself in a way that I felt looked most natural and felt my hard nipples under the lip of the desk. I held my breath and pushed forward only slightly, and felt them slide over the lip, sending a jolt of pleasure in between my legs. I did it a few more times, calculating it to look natural. The slow, teasing movements drove me crazy, my skirt riding up slightly every time I moved.

“Emma I’ll start with you since you’re not paying attention.”

I jumped up in my seat and heard a student in the back chuckle. My face was burning with embarrassment.

“Sorry, Mrs. Cortez.”

“Yes, you will be sorry if you don’t pay attention in my class. Read the first paragraph on the screen.”

I stumbled through a few sentences about non-discrimination law, realizing I hadn’t been paying attention at all. I’d managed to go from most attentive student to least attentive in less than a week.

The class wrapped up quickly afterwards, but it was only 2:30. I still had an hour and a half to wait. I tried to make eye contact with Mrs. Cortez at the end, but she left the room swiftly. I wandered around the hallways wearing my extremely tight skirt, feeling like I was on display. The worst part was that it only made me hornier.
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Chapter 4

Finally, after what seemed like forever, it was just about 4 pm. After being so excited for days, I had a moment where I thought maybe I shouldn’t go. But it felt like something was pulling me towards her.

I knocked on her office door, and she opened it quickly. I realized she must have been anticipating this as much as I had been.

She pulled me inside quickly, and before the door was even fully shut, her hands and lips were on me. She kissed me passionately as she felt me up and down, pushing me gently against the door. I moaned against her lips, pulling her closer.

“God I’ve been fucking thinking about you for days, you know that?” She growled in my ear before sucking at my ear lobe.

“You have been?” I asked, feeling kind of surprised. I’d wanted her so badly, but I figured that to her, I was just a twisted experiment.

“Of course, are you kidding me? I’ve been thinking about you since you stepped foot in my classroom the first day. However after today…we really need to talk.”

She stepped away from me and motioned for me to sit down in the same seat as before. She sat at her desk across from me.

Mrs. Cortez looked a bit different than earlier. She was wearing lipstick and her beautiful, long dark hair was let down out of the bun she’d had it in earlier.

I glanced at her desk and noticed the picture of her and her husband was gone. She smirked when she realized I’d looked, but didn’t address it.

“The way you behaved in my class today was unacceptable.”

I felt for a moment like she was being serious. I wasn’t used to this type of teasing.

I had thought I’d been discreet enough, but she must have been watching me closer than I’d thought. I felt a bit of shame, but it was replaced with desire.

“I’m sorry Mrs. Cortez, I’m not sure what you’re talking about.”

“Yes, you do. The fact that you couldn’t even control yourself in front of all of those people. If I noticed, I wonder if anyone else did too?”

“I couldn’t help it.”

“I know you couldn’t. Because you’re just a desperate little slut. Last time you were here, you liked it when I was rough with you, isn’t that true?”

“Yes,” I replied, feeling embarrassed. “I tend to like…that sort of thing.”

“Well isn’t it your lucky day? I did have different plans for you today, but it looks like they’ll have to change now. I’m going to have to punish you for your behavior. Don’t you agree that you deserve a punishment?”

“I do. I deserve it. Anything.”

“I’ll let you know, Emma, seriously. if you want to stop at any time, please just tell me. I don’t want to hurt you, I want you to know that you’re in control, okay? If it stops being enjoyable, let me know.”

Her sudden change surprised me but made me feel so much better. I was so excited about doing this, but I had wondered what would happen if I didn’t want to do what she was telling me.

“Okay. I will let you know. Please, do anything that…you think I deserve.”

“I will be. Stand up.”

I did as she said, and she stood as well. She walked behind me, her heels clicking towards me, but I didn’t turn. I felt one hand on the back of my neck, and the other on my ass. She pulled my skirt up, exposing my black thong and bare ass.

Her hand then slid up from my ass to my waist and up my shirt. She pushed it up over my breasts, exposing them completely.

“Bend over.” She pressed against the back of my neck, guiding me downwards over her desk, my ass up in the air and my breasts and cheek pressed against her cold desk.

I moaned, my pussy clenching with excitement. I hoped I was right about what was to come.

Her hand rubbed against my ass cheek, her sharp fingernails dragging behind. I pushed against her, and she laughed.

Her hand moved away and back again so quickly I hadn’t even registered that she’d stopped touching me. She landed it back against my skin with a sharp, loud smack, and I squealed and moaned loudly with surprise, getting a quick shhhh from Mrs. Cortez.

“You’re such a stupid slut. I should be doing this in front of an audience, don’t you think? Since you like the fucking attention so much?”

The idea excited me, being bent over Mrs. Cortez’s desk in front of the whole class, my fellow students being forced to watch me accept my punishment.

“Yes…” I said, feeling the dull pain on my skin throbbing.

To my surprise, I felt her grabbing at my thong. She pulled it down and I stepped out of it eagerly. She held it in her hand and rubbed it against my wet pussy, and I moaned and ground against it as she did.

“Wow, look how wet you are already. What a shame because we’re only just starting.”

She brought the panties she’d balled up in her hand, wet with my juices, to my mouth. To my surprise, I opened my mouth eagerly, and she shoved them inside.

“This should shut you up. If you want to stop, just stand up, or bang your fist on the desk. Got it?”

I nodded.

“Good, let’s try this again, brat.”

She smacked my ass quickly before she even finished her sentence. I tried to catch the moan in my throat, and mostly did, worried that if I wasn’t quiet she might stop.

She hit me again, and again, harder each time. My ass ached, my pussy dripping, and my clit hard with the mix of pain and pleasure. She stopped spanking me and rubbed my sore skin, stopping to pinch until I groaned.

“I know you’re not a lesbian, but you seem to like the taste of your cunt.” She said as she pulled the saliva-soaked panties out of my mouth. “Since you liked that so much, you’ll like what you get next. Stand up,” she demanded, with one more slap on my sore ass.

She walked around to sit in her chair as I peeled myself off of the hard surface. My legs were shaking with how horny I was, and I could feel that I was so wet I could feel my pussy sliding as I stood.

“Come here.”

I walked around her desk, my shirt still pushed over my exposed breasts, and my skirt pushed up over my hips. My clit ached so hard that I thought about stopping to straddle the hard corner of the desk, just for some relief, but I decided against it. Mrs. Cortez would have told me if that’s what I was allowed to do.

“Get on your knees under my desk. I have some work to do.”

I did as she said, crawling underneath the dark desk. I turned toward her, and she opened her legs, her beautiful, wet pussy exposed in front of me. I felt her grab the back of my head, but I didn’t need any hints. I didn’t even need to think about whether or not I was going to do this, because I wanted to taste her more than anything. I wasn’t sure if it was because I found her attractive, if I was just horny, or if I was a lesbian, but I didn’t care to know why I was doing this. All I knew was that I needed to.

Guided by her hand, I dove my face in between her legs, lapping at her warm, wet pussy. She tasted different than how my panties had tasted but similar. I licked and sucked, anywhere I could, and she let go of my head, trusting me. I heard the clicking of her nails on her laptop, and I wondered if she really was working while I ate her out.

I realized that I didn’t want her to work. I wanted her attention on me. I wanted to be so irresistible that she couldn’t even focus on her screen. Laying my tongue flat I explored her and realized that when she jerked her legs for a moment I’d found her clit.

Now that I’d noticed what it was, I could feel the hard nub on my tongue. I sucked on it and flicked my tongue, and I noticed that her typing slowed as I did. I moaned against her, and I heard her do the same, and suddenly her hand returned to the back of my head, grabbing my hair sternly and pulling my head closer.

“That’s right you pussy hungry little slut. You’re lucky I’m letting you do this, you should fucking thank me.”

I moaned even more this time, my jaw starting to get sore as I continued. The fact I was starting to feel uncomfortable with my sore mouth and my knees digging into the floor made me even wetter. I loved being used and my comfort being sacrificed so that Mrs. Cortez could enjoy herself.

I realized she was getting close, as her grip tightened even more, suffocating me against her, her legs closing and shaking around my head. I continued as if it was my only purpose, and finally felt her let go, her body quaking and her muscles moving in waves.

“Fuck, Emma, oh my god. Your mouth is fucking perfect for this,” she moaned. She pulled back in her chair a bit to look at me. “Clean up the mess you made, slut.”

I did as she said, licking her soaking hole, teasing my tongue inside of her entrance. I looked up at her, but she wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were closed, and her head was back, and I felt her thrusting slightly against my tongue.

“That’s enough,” she said, pulling away.

“Thank you, Mrs. Cortez, for letting me taste you.”

She looked amused at my words, smirking slightly.

“I think you’ve earned a reward for accepting your punishment so willingly. Stand up.”

I did as she said, crawling out from under the desk and standing in front of her, as she sat in the chair. I felt a bit embarrassed, my face wet with my spit and her cum, my hair messy, and my body exposed.

She grabbed my thighs and pulled me on top of her so that I was straddling both of her legs. She opened her desk and pulled out a vibrator shaped like an egg, with a rubber string. She didn’t turn it on right away, but instead just rubbed it over my wet pussy, playing with my slit and then pushing it inside of me and pulling it out.

“Please,” I begged, my voice quivering as I tried to be quiet.

She smiled and turned on the vibrator. Instantly my whole body tensed, and it felt like a balloon of pleasure was filling inside of my body. I struggled to keep quiet, my eyes rolling back and my whole body focused on shutting myself up.

“Wow, I bet you could fucking cum already if I just…”

She moved the vibrator forward slightly, placing it right on my clit. I suddenly felt like electricity was going through my body. I needed to cum, I was going to.

“Go ahead. Tell me you’re sorry for being such a stupid whore, and that you won’t do it again.”

“I’m, oh my god, I’m sorry for being such a stupid whore. Please. Please Mrs. Cortez I won’t do it again, fuck.”

“Promise?”

“Yes!”

She turned the vibrator up and held onto my hip with her other hand so that I couldn’t squirm away from the extreme vibrations. I came harder than I ever had before, in what felt like more than one orgasm stored up. My legs felt like they were melting, my sore muscles contracting and releasing over and over again, as I came on Mrs. Cortez’s lap.

I felt myself dripping as I came, which had never happened to me before. My juices ran down over her lap and pussy, and I felt so embarrassed I’d cum that hard, but I couldn’t help it. Finally, she stopped, turned the vibrator off, and shoved it into my pussy. I struggled to hold onto it, as everything was so slick and wet. I clenched around it tightly.

“You’re such a good girl, Emma. Keep that inside of you until you get home tonight, and then when you come to my next class I want you to have it inside of you.”

“I will,” I said, standing up, suddenly feeling reality coming back. I was in my teacher’s office, in a slutty skirt, completely exposed in front of a married woman. I felt a bit anxious, but when I looked at her, she seemed as calm as ever.

“Wait,” she said. She pulled my skirt back down, covered me, and fixed my shirt too.

She stood in front of me for a moment, fixing my hair, and searching me with her eyes. I still felt nervous under her gaze, wondering what she was thinking.

“Thank you, Emma.”

She pulled me in for a kiss, and this time it was soft and slow. She took her time with me, tasting me gently with her tongue as her hands found mine. She pulled my hands onto her waist, and then did the same with her own hands, finding my waist and gently holding me.

I felt my worries melt away. Who cared what all of this meant? I needed to listen to the way I felt, and what I felt was that I wanted her.

She finally pulled her face away but kept holding me.

“I can’t wait to see you again, but as much as I love this, I’d love to get to know you even better. But it’s hard for me, you know. I have to be secret. And I don’t want to keep you secret.”

“It’s okay, we can…figure it out.” I didn’t know if she meant she had to keep me secret because she was married, or because I was her student, but I didn’t want to bring either of them up.

“Yes, I’m sure we will. Are you okay to get back on your own?”

“Yes, I am. Thanks, Mrs. Cortez.”

I left her office, and it wasn’t until I got down the hallways that I realized I’d forgotten my panties. I decided to leave them there, praying that the vibrator wouldn’t fall out on the train ride home. I regretted not asking for a ride.
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Chapter 5

I tossed and turned that night. She already wanted me, but how could I make her want me more? Could I make her want to leave her husband? Or maybe I could quit school? I didn’t even know her, maybe outside of all of this she would be a horrible, miserable person to be around, but I didn’t care. I was so worried that someone or something would come in between us, and I needed her in my life.

I’d never fallen so hard for someone. What good would I be to her anyway, so young and clueless? I didn’t have anything to offer her.

It didn’t matter. Right now I had her, and I needed to make sure that continued. We could worry about the future another time. All I knew was that I needed to be unforgettable.


I walked into the classroom, ten minutes late. None of the students seemed to care, but Mrs. Cortez glared at me like I’d done something truly horrible. I smiled at her, and took my seat at the front of the class, which thankfully, no one had taken yet.

“Emma, see me after class. Now, where were we?”

She continued her lecture, and I peeled off my sweater, placing it behind me on the chair. I didn’t want to draw too much attention to myself from the others, but I wanted her to notice me. Coming in late had been the first way to get this done.

I clenched the vibrator inside of myself and reached down as if I were adjusting my pleated skirt. I pressed the button on the rubber string to turn it on, praying that no one could hear it. I put it on the lowest setting, just enough to tease myself.

Even just having it on a little bit drove me crazy. It would never be enough to make me cum, but I felt my breathing change and my face flush. I couldn’t hear a single word Mrs.Cortez was saying, and started to hope that she would pull some strings and make sure I passed the class because at this rate I didn’t even know where we were in the textbook.

I focused on the feeling between my legs, my mouth opening slightly, my eyes unfocusing in a hazy blur. I rocked my hips so slightly that I wasn’t even sure if would be noticeable even if someone knew what I was doing.

It felt like someone was watching me, and I was right. I looked at Mrs. Cortez, and she was staring at me as she paced the room. She must have noticed something was going on with me. She started her way back towards my side of the classroom, and as she passed in front of me I lifted my skirt, showing the pink rubber string sticking out of the side of my panties.

I noticed her eyes immediately dart somewhere else in the classroom, and I saw her neck and ears flush red. Maybe now she would lose her place in the lesson too. However, she carried on, as I clenched and ground against the vibrator. I stopped checking to see if she was looking at me, focusing only on my pleasure.

The class ended, and I didn’t even notice at first until I saw students start to funnel out of the classroom. I stood up, collected my things, and noticed another student was speaking with Mrs. Cortez. I wondered if I could sneak out of her classroom. Then what would she do? Have to wait until next time?

As I grabbed my sweater off the back of the chair I heard her voice, loud and sharp.

“Emma! Sit back down.”

I jumped and did as she said. I waited for her to finish with the student, watching her. It was a man maybe a year or two older than me, and he had the same desperate look about him that I’d had in the beginning. Like he was trying to get her attention. But I saw the way she spoke to him, rushing him, nodding, putting her papers away as he spoke. She kept looking at me, making sure I wouldn’t get away as he yammered on.

“Well Phillip, I certainly do appreciate it and I’ll let you know if I need any help with that. But unfortunately, right now I need to take care of an unruly student,” she looked at me.

“Okay, sorry, Miss. I’ll see you next class. Thank you.”

He turned to leave without looking at me, and I heard the door shut behind him. Mrs. Cortez didn’t say anything to me, instead, I heard her shuffling around the room as I stared at the remainder of the lesson notes, trying to find out what I had missed.
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Chapter 6

“I didn’t realize you could be so disrespectful.” Her voice was right behind me, and I jumped. I hadn’t heard her footsteps.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it.”

“Couldn’t help what? Showing up late? Or acting like a slut that can’t control herself right after promising she wouldn’t do that again?”

“Both. I’m sorry. I just…”

“Couldn’t help it. I heard you the first time, and that’s not going to cut it.”

“Should we go to your office?” I asked as she paced around to the front of my desk.

“No. Stand up.”

I got up out of my desk and started to wonder if maybe she was a bit mad. I liked it, but I hoped I hadn’t pushed her too far.

“Come on,” she said, walking to the front of the room.

I followed her, and she stopped in front of the front board. I stood near her. There was her desk that stood in between us and the rest of the empty classroom. She turned me to face the empty seats, her hands wrapping around me from behind, exploring my body. I moaned as she snaked one hand over my breast, and another down my stomach and towards my thigh.

“Take your clothes off. For the class. Since you want the attention so bad.”

Even though no one was in the classroom, I still felt so exposed. It was so bright and open in here. I could hear the students in the halls, even though the little window on the doors was covered.

“What, you’re going to be fucking shy now? Do what I said.”

I quickly stripped my clothes off, throwing them down onto the ground. She searched through her desk drawer and pulled out a dildo. She placed it on the desk in front of me, suctioning it to the surface.

“You had that in your classroom?”

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist acting up, so I came prepared. I figured this was more your speed too, isn’t it straight girl?”

I felt embarrassed. I didn’t know if I could be called a straight girl anymore, so I didn’t answer.

“Go ahead and make that nice and wet for me.”

I bent over, making sure to give her a bit of a show as I stuck out my ass and positioned my lips around the tip of the dildo. I spit on the head and swirled my tongue around, and finally took it into my mouth. Mrs. Cortez reached in between my legs, rubbing my clit, causing me to moan loudly around the dildo. It echoed slightly in the room.

I expected her to tell me to be quiet, but she didn’t say anything, turning up the vibrator. The feeling of having my mouth stuffed while my pussy was full and vibrating made me feel incredible. I spit more saliva onto the dildo and fucked my mouth with it.

Mrs. Cortez grabbed my hair and pushed my head down even more, the dildo going even deeper into my mouth. I moaned even louder this time.

“That’s it, you like using your slut mouth to suck, don’t you?

I moaned in agreement. She pulled my head off of it, and I watched as a long string of spit connected my mouth to the tip of the dildo.

She grabbed it off of the desk and I waited, begging for her to fuck me with it. I wouldn’t be able to handle it if she didn’t after how good it felt in my mouth.

“What happens if someone comes in?”

“I guess we’ll just have to wait and see. Sounds like something you’d like. Maybe they’ll take a seat and watch me fuck you.”

I felt the vibrator being pulled out of me and replaced with the tip of the dildo at my entrance. Before it was pressed inside of me, Mrs. Cortez’s hands wrapped around my wrists and pulled them behind my back. That’s when I realized that she must have been wearing a strap-on, freeing up her hands. She held my arms back so that I couldn’t move, my breasts and upper body lifted slightly off of the desk that I was bent over. My hard nipples grazed the surface of the desk.

“Please, Mrs. Cortez. Please fuck me.”

She pulled back on my arms and thrust forward, pushing the dildo entirely inside of me in one push. It was so much bigger and more satisfying than the vibrator. I moaned and pushed back as much as I could have with my arms behind me. She pulled out completely and thrust back in again, causing me to shake with pleasure as she fucked me.

Mrs.Cortez picked up the pace, fucking me faster and harder. She pushed my upper body back down against the desk, pinning my arms with just one of her hands now, as the other one held the vibe against my clit as she thrust into me over and over against the desk. The vibrator wasn’t on, but it didn’t matter, just the feeling of it in such a sensitive spot was enough to feel amazing.

“I wish I could fuck you like this in front of the whole class. Let everyone know that you’re my personal slut, that you belong to me. Can you imagine what people would say if they knew you were such a willing, desperate whore? They’d probably want a fucking piece of you too.”

“Oh my god, fuck, yes,” I moaned, imagining the seats filled with people touching themselves, wishing they could fuck me like Mrs. Cortez. Lining up when she was done with me. I wondered if she would let them use me too, or if she’d want me all for herself.

She pulled out of me and pulled me back up to my feet. Then she turned me around and placed me on the desk again, this time on my back. She lifted my legs over her shoulders, making me as close to her as I could be, and shoved the dildo back inside of me, hitting my g-spot. I moaned loudly this time, not caring about the students outside, and she didn’t seem to care either. She turned the vibrator on, pressing it onto my clit as she thrust.

“Open your mouth you useless slut,” she demanded, and I did as she said. I stuck my tongue out, mouth open wide as she fucked me so close to the edge I could barely function.

She spit into my waiting mouth. It was the last thing I’d expected, yet somehow it turned me on more than anything I could have imagined. I felt truly like I belonged to her. I sat there stupidly still, mouth open, her spit on my tongue, and finally, I swallowed as she watched me eagerly.

“Good girl,” she said, the thrusting and vibrations increasing to a level I couldn’t stand any longer.

I kept thinking maybe someone was still in the class, or maybe someone was watching through a little sliver of a gap in the curtains. Watching me gag on a dildo, and getting fucked while swallowing my teacher’s spit. The thought pushed me over the edge, my pussy contracting and spasming as a wave of cum flooded through me, my orgasm seeming to go on forever. Mrs. Cortez didn’t stop even though she knew I had cum.

My clit was so sensitive, I gasped and tried to move, but I was pinned by the dildo, pushed deep inside of me and unmoving. I kept cumming over it, feeling like I was going to burst. Finally, she pulled out of me, and I heard my juices hit the floor, my squirt dripping down between my thighs and the side of the desk.

“Fuck, Emma. It’s so easy to make you cum. You better clean up your mess, because I’m not.”

The thought of licking up my cum off of the floor and her desk was so humiliating, I wasn’t sure if I could do it. I got off of the desk while I watched her remove the strap-on, and lowered myself to my knees slowly, my legs wobbling.

I licked the drops off of the edge of the desk. I did it slowly, making eye contact with her as I did.

“You’ll do whatever I say, won’t you?” She laughed. “You’re cute.”

She got down on her knees as well and kissed me hard. She bit my lip gently and then circled her tongue against mine. She pushed me back gently until we were both lying on the floor, her warm body on top of mine.

Grabbing my hands she placed them on her breasts and let me explore her. I pinched at her nipples, watching her face. Just being allowed to touch her like this felt so good.

She took her panties off and slipped her dress up. Moving my legs around a bit, she had them spread at an angle, one of her thighs over mine, and one under. Suddenly I felt the warmth of her pussy rub against mine, still slick and soaked from my cum.

She ground herself against me, and the feeling was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. It was like I was being fucked, just not internally. My clit was so hard as she slid her pussy against it, and we both started moaning and grinding against each other faster.

“Oh my god, Emma, you’re going to make me cum, fuck,” she cried out, as she moved her hips faster against me.

I felt my orgasm starting as well as she picked up the pace. I watched as her face flushed, and suddenly we were both shaking and fucking against each other like our lives depended on it. I came even harder than I had before, whimpering against her neck.

She collapsed over me panting. She kissed me quickly and then rolled beside me on the floor, her legs still wrapped around mine.

“Mrs. Cortez, thank you, I… I can’t believe how incredible…”

“Fuck Emma. I’m so sorry. You can call me Sophia. I’m happy to be your teacher but honestly, I don’t want to be your teacher forever, I want to be more than that to you.”

“I want that too, Sophia,” I said, testing how her name felt on my tongue.

“I don’t have any more lessons today, and I can do my work later. How about we clean up and I’ll take you out for dinner?”

“Yes, please. That would be incredible.

We cleaned up and decided to leave the classroom separately. Mrs. Cortez had locked the doors, but it was still a big risk that we took. I would leave first, and she was going to leave twenty minutes later. Then, she was going to pick me up at the cafe across the street.

I headed to the nearest single-person bathroom I could find and cleaned myself up with paper towels. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I almost didn’t recognize myself. It was as if something had changed in me.

Staying in the bathroom for a bit longer, I wondered how our dinner would go. I knew this was a risk, but I wondered how we could get around it. I was starting to think she was realizing I was worth it.

I couldn’t wait to get to know her, and for some reason, I was even more nervous for dinner than I had been for any of our hookups. I did my best to fix my hair and makeup, put on some lip gloss and left the bathroom to wait for Sophia across the street, wondering what else my teacher had in store for me.
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