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Jasmine's Secret: Caught & Seduced

Summary: Teacher's Literotica past is uncovered out by shy, cute nerd.

Note 1: This is a 2016 Christmas Contest Story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, Robert, Dave, and Wayne for editing this story.



I love Christmas... I always have.

I love the decorations and lights.

I love Christmas songs (my iPod has over 400 Christmas songs that play randomly from December first on).

I love decorating the tree. We always do this the last weekend in November, wanting it to be up at least a month.

I love buying new decorations every year... just three or four personal ones to update the personality of the tree.

I love buying candy canes.

I love eating candy canes.

I love buying presents for the people I love.

I love wrapping presents, treating each one with the care it deserves.

I love seeing their faces when they unwrap their gifts and get something special... sometimes something they didn't know even existed. It's not the price of the gift that matters, but the personal care with which it's selected.

I love Christmas movies from 'Home Alone', to 'It's a Wonderful Life' to 'A Christmas Carol', I even loved the mostly hated 'Jingle All the Way'. I always watch the women's network in December to see the new and old romantic Christmas movies like 'Christmas in Boston' and 'SnowGlobe'.

I never miss the annual showing of the television version of a 'Charlie Brown Christmas' and 'How The Grinch Stole Christmas'.

I even give all my students candy canes on the first school day of December and again on the last day of school before Christmas.

So I was my jolly, holiday happy self, just starting the last week before the Christmas break when things began to get strange.

On Monday, after school, there was a present on my desk wrapped with a note. I assumed it was another Secret Santa gift, something our staff did every year, although I had already received one that day.

I opened the note and stared at it, perplexed:

A present for the hottest teacher in the school.

What a weird note.

Curious, I opened it and gasped. It was a pair of beige thigh high stockings.

Who would give me a pair of thigh high stockings? I mean I love stockings and wear them every day. Sometimes it's stockings and a garter, sometimes it's pantyhose and sometimes it's actual thigh highs... it's my own secret rebellion hidden beneath my rather conservative teacher's attire.

Most people saw me as a dedicated, caring English teacher, some saw me as a bitch who doesn't accept excuses for sloppy or tardy work, but none saw the other sides of me.

Because I hid those other two sides of me from almost everybody.

One:

Only my husband, and a one-night-stand partner in the extremely rare lesbian encounter when I travelled, knew of my sexual subservient nature.

In the bedroom I was my husband's slut. I loved being his obedient submissive. I loved being fucked and used like a bimbo bitch.

I love sucking cock.

I love swallowing cum.

I like getting facials, although I prefer swallowing the yummy load... I do like the submissive humiliation of allowing my man to plant his metaphorical flag of ownership over me with a facial.



I like getting fucked hard... doggy style my favourite.

I even take it in the ass, although usually only when I'm drunk and really willing to be a hundred percent subservient.

I also love role playing, having a couple dozen costumes where I act out the sluttiest possible version of a character like:

Slutty Airline Attendant (for the record we joined the mile high club on the way to Japan in the tiny washroom and again on the way back when I blew him right in our seats... an older couple sleeping across the aisle from us.



Me the Student and him the Teacher, my being able to look a lot younger than my 37 when I tried with just an extra few touches of makeup.



A Witch getting a load just seconds before taking my children out trick or treating.



A maid who doesn't speak English.



These, of course, were just a few of the kinky, slutty, outfits I had... although with young children and a husband whose work had him gone for weeks at a time... I didn't get to wear them as much as I would like... or get fucked as much as I like.

Two:

Unknown to any of my friends, or colleagues, or family, or even my husband, I write erotica for fun and have done so for over six years. I've posted almost 300 stories (if you include each chapter of my many sequel stories on their own) in almost a dozen genres out there. Unknown to all is my secret name: Jasmine Walker... and my secret writing name silkstockingslover (which goes back to an ex-fiancé who was absolutely obsessed with nylons and a fetish I kept long after he dropped out of the picture).

Then... one week in December 2016, my two worlds, three I suppose, came colliding into each other all at once.

I looked back at the gift. These were nice sheer thigh highs... these were expensive and worth it.

As I lifted them up, I noticed there was a second note.

I unfolded it and was again surprised by the words.

I expect you to be wearing these tomorrow, my pet.

It was typed, so I couldn't analyze the handwriting.

I instantly felt I was in one of my own stories. I had a lot of fantasies that I had written about, and some I had yet to write about... but I definitely had a half dozen plus recurring themes in my late night fantasies:

A bukkake in the locker room (preferably a dozen senior football players or basketball players coating me in their hot, sticky, cum.



Getting fucked by a big black cock or eating a black pussy (preferably getting fucked by black cock while eating black pussy). I sometimes am called a racist for this fantasy, but the reality is that the taboo of it turns me on and I find the black body beautiful... and although I know many black cocks are average size, I also know many others are super-sized.



I desperately want to get double penetrated... preferably by two hung seniors who know how to fuck the living shit out of me before they give me a double facial.





Having a threesome with my two sisters who both worship me or who both make me their slut.



But my biggest fantasy... by far... was being seduced and dominated by a teenage female student. Every year I would have a student who dominated my dreams and was the key female archetype of my stories.

Once it was a cheerleader, another time a popular rich bitch... each who would use me as the secret slut I was.

But, more years than not, I fantasized about one of my shy students being the one to blackmail me and make me her personal pussy pleaser....

This year it was Melanie. Shy and sweet, a hard working young lady, with excellent marks and, to top it off, she wore pantyhose most days... which, as you know, is my fetish... my greatest personal weakness.

I love the look of them on a female's legs and especially displaying her feet.

I love the touch of them... especially if they're sheer silk.

I love a pair of legs wrapped in them and then wrapped around my body as I eagerly eat a pussy (something that has happened only a few precious times).

They also easily distract me.

When I see a student in nylons I almost always stare.

Then I wonder if the nylons she's wearing are reinforced toe or sandalfoot toe... my preference is for the latter, as I like the clear, clean sheer look; the reinforced toe distracts from the elegance of the shiny look and the contours of the enclosed foot.

I assume that the girl is wearing pantyhose, but in my fantasies she will always be in thigh highs or a garter-belt and stockings... her own sexy secret, like the one I have.

As I re-read the brief note, I focus on two key things:

1. The person is telling me to do something

2. He/She is calling me her 'pet'... instantly creating a hierarchy in power... one where I am obviously the subservient.

Again these are all details I have used dozens of times in my almost 300 released stories... and assuredly in many yet to be released.

Conflicting emotions swarm through me at the note, the gift.

I am undeniably turned on... the idea of being someone's submissive is my greatest unresolved fantasy.

I'm petrified... who is doing this? A teacher? A student? A parent? Who? Who? Who?

Not knowing creates instant anxiety as I ponder the implications of the note.

Did someone have a clue I was silkstockingslover? It seemed rather unlikely, but that was the first thing that popped into my head.

Why would they send me nylons?

Why would they order me to wear them?

Who?

Who?

Who?

Oddly, even as anxiety riddled me with consequences: my job, my reputation and my family all potentially at risk, my panties were sopping wet.

I felt compelled to obey, not out of risk of being 'outed' (although that hung above me like a dark storm cloud), but in response to my natural submissive DNA.

Plus, I wore nylons every day, even casual Fridays, so it would be easy to obey without really changing anything I did.

Sometimes I even wore thigh highs to work, sometimes a garter and stockings and on occasion I even went commando by wearing crotchless pantyhose... my own secret rebellion to the generic perception of an English teacher.

I put the two notes and the thigh highs in my purse and headed home, with a pile of Hamlet essays to read. As I was leaving, Joan, a Chemistry teacher, asked, "What did you get today?"

I stammered, Joan seeming highly unlikely to be my secret gift giver, "W-w-what?"

Joan clarified, "From your Secret Santa."

"Ohhh," I nodded, realizing she wasn't talking about my unorthodox after school gift, but the traditional Secret Santa we had among staff. "A coffee on my desk at break and a donut."

"Nice," she smiled, "I got a Christmas coffee mug."

"You can never have too many coffee cups," I joked.

She laughed, "I think you can, and I've just reached that number."

I nodded, a coffee mug for my principal, who was the name I drew, was what I had intended for one of the remaining days, "I may have to reconsider my upcoming gifts."

"Have a good night," she said.

"You too," I nodded, heading out.

That night, my husband gone (all week, actually, as he often was, working in the oil industry), I ended up working on a new sex story in my 'turning contest' series, knowing I was too horny and distracted to even begin to grade a Shakespeare essay.

As usual, once I started I got going and wrote over 3000 words while my pussy slowly percolated.

Somehow, and I don't know why I assumed this, I knew the person who left me the thigh highs was a girl.

I had no rationale other than a feeling, but I just knew. I wasn't sure if it was a student, a fellow teacher or even a parent, but I was positive it was female. But who?

So going to my lesbian porn files, I clicked on one of my favourite video clips, 'Friendly Fuck' starring Lolo Punzel, Dylan Daniels, and Parker Swayze, and began watching it (I loved the unbelievable but super-hot scenes where a girl is seduced with others around... this one a MILF molesting the daughter of a friend while they are all in the kitchen... I suppose it is like the idea of me being seduced by a student while the rest of the class is oblivious), splitting my computer screen in two so I could watch while I continued writing.

The reality is, and perhaps my readers have noticed this over the years, I enjoy the setup of the sex scene much more than the actual sex scene.

Perhaps because, being female, I like the foreplay that comes before the play, or perhaps it's because I love creating living, breathing characters that are more outgoing than myself. I create characters that often represent how I wish I could be.

By the time I get to the sex scene, I have sometimes become so exhausted by immersing myself in the setting, the plot, and the characters, that the sex itself seems anti-climactic (pun intended). Ironically, I get questioned sometimes for having too much plot or, if I write a stroke story, not enough plot.

Eventually, as I finished a sex scene in a lesbian story about a future world where women were in charge and men were all submissives (who knows if I'll ever release that series), my pussy was on fire as it always becomes when I write (people often ask if I get horny writing... of course, I do, if I didn't I likely wouldn't write... truth be told, I write for me first and fans and readers second. This is why I only write maybe 5% of my fan requests; as I only write them if the idea gets my kitty wet).

As I watched the lesbian scene, the teenager getting fingered, while the MILF talks to her mother, I imagined a scene where I was about to pay the babysitter while my husband went upstairs to change for bed.

I went to my purse to pay Angela, our babysitter and next door neighbour (a shy girl who I had taught last year... who seemed to be a lot more outgoing this year... including cutting her long blonde hair short), as Alden went upstairs, having had a little too much to drink.

"How was your evening?" she asked, dressed in a short dress and pantyhose (this is my fantasy after all).

"Fine," I sighed, annoyed he had drunk so much.

She walked around in front of me and objected gently, "You don't sound fine."

As I went through my purse I realized I had no cash. "No, I'm fine. Alden just drank a bit too much."

"Too drunk for hanky panky?" she asked.

I laughed, "Definitely too drunk for hanky panky. He's likely asleep already."

"Well that is a shame," she said.

"It is also a shame that apparently he spent my last forty bucks at some point," I admitted. "I'll have to pay you tomorrow."

"Well," she smiled, as she roughly pushed me to my knees and lifted up her skirt, "I think I know a way you can pay me now."

"Angela?" I gasped, as I stared at her pussy through the sheer hosiery... surprised to see she hadn't worn any panties.

"Mrs. Jones," she purred, looking down at me. "We both know you secretly want to eat teen pussy... all the girls in the school know it."

"They do?" I asked, not looking at her but at the tantalizing pussy just out of my reach.

She moved her hands to her pantyhose-clad pussy and ripped them at the crotch. "The way you check out girls in pantyhose, especially if they take their shoes off... it's obvious you're a lesbian."

"I'm just easily distracted," I lied, even as I was distracted by her shaved pussy.

She grabbed my head and pulled me into her wetness as she ordered, "Well, get focused, you secret slut."

My face swarmed with the sweet scent of teen cunt, a long time fantasy suddenly coming true... I was about to eat teen cunt. I totally forgot she was a student at my school and my babysitter from next door as I began licking.

"Good girl," Angela moaned, as her pussy exploded on my taste buds.

"Mmmmmm," I moaned, the taste even more intoxicating than I had imagined all these years.

"I knew you were a little cunt muncher," Angela purred, as she drew her hands through my hair.

I was so intoxicated with her pussy I was indeed her pussy muncher. I licked hungrily as I wanted more pussy juice, I wanted to get her off. As her breathing increased, she let go of my head and leaned against the wall and moaned, "Don't you fucking stop."

Sensing she was close, I slid two fingers inside her wetness even as I continued lapping her cunt.

"Oooooooh, yes, you fucking slut teacher," Angela moaned loudly... loud enough to alert my husband if by some impossible chance he hadn't already passed out.



A few more seconds of furious fingering and Angela came hard... just as I did.

I leaned back and came hard... like I always do after a few hours of writing and then conjuring up one of my few dozen fantasies that played in my head depending on my mood.

My two favourite fantasies were first: being forced to be a slut to a black stud student. Forced to suck his huge black cock.



Fucked in the ass on my desk:



Eventually taking a massive load all over me:



God, I wanted a black cock.

That said, my greatest fantasy was being seduced by a bitchy cheerleader and forced to eat her out right in my classroom:



Anyway, my pussy leaking, I headed to bed still unsure what this mystery person had in store for me.

.....

The next morning, I pondered whether to wear the thigh highs that had been left for me. After some consideration I figured why not. One: I often wore thigh highs anyway; two: obeying such a simple command was easy; three: the more I thought about it, the more this had to be my husband. He often surprised me with presents, although never at work before (other than flowers). I texted him asking if he'd left me a gift on my desk yesterday, but being up north he often had no Wi-Fi, and he hadn't responded.

So I wore a long skirt with the thigh highs and decided, feeling naughty, to go sans underwear, feeling confident the secret, Secret Santa was my husband. The big question was who he had helping him.

The day went without incident, other than a student bringing me a cup of coffee and a muffin during the morning break... obviously from my regular Secret Santa.



I was getting ready to leave at the end of the day, when I went to put the 'To Kill a Mockingbird' tests in my bag and saw there was an envelope there. I pulled it out and felt that there was something inside it. Curious about both how it had ended up in my bag and also what was in it, I went to my door, closed it and returned to my desk.

I opened the envelope and saw a note and a pair of panties.

I pulled them out and realized it was actually a thong. I smiled, as I chuckled I wasn't even wearing panties at the moment. I grabbed the letter and read it:

My pet teacher,

I see you wore the thigh highs today... good girl.

I expect them on again tomorrow as well as today's gift.

A chill went up my spine.

I knew then it wasn't my husband. He wouldn't know I'd worn the thigh highs today.

I also was rattled by the term 'pet teacher'. Besides being a term I used in a few of my stories and also a title of one of my first lesbian stories, it (along with 'good girl') was a clear message of submissive hierarchy (as used in many of my stories over the years).

Oh no.

Did this person know of my writing secret?

Was she a student? A teacher?

Shit, shit, shit!!!

Who? Who? Who?

I put the thong back in the envelope with the note and headed home, constantly glancing behind me all the way to my car.

On the drive home, I called my husband and again got his machine and stressed for him to call me the moment he received my message.

I was making dinner, having reread the brief note a couple dozen times, trying to figure out who could have written it. There were a couple dozen possibilities at least... from colleagues to students.

If it was someone who had found out about my writing activities, it was likely a male. In theory, men read way more online erotica than women. It also seemed that if someone was going to blackmail me it would be a male... not that a woman wasn't capable of such a thing.

Yet, my instinct was that whoever was doing this was female.

Both the stockings and the thong were expensive and great quality... and very few men would have a clue how to select such classy lingerie. That said, thanks to my training, my husband knew what kind to buy... so maybe my theory was flawed.

Could it still be my husband?

He would buy me classy sheer silk thigh highs and, of course, he loved me in them. In retrospect the note didn't confirm my husband wasn't the naughty Secret Santa, as he knows I wear nylons to school every day... even on casual Fridays under my jeans.

A huge sigh of relief coursed through me as I once again assumed it must be him.

He loved me in thigh highs.

He loved me in a thong.

Maybe he was coming home tomorrow and was making sure I was dressed to please... well, that I could do.

Relieved that my secret was safe, I marked a few essays before I went online and sent in my newest Holiday Contest entry to be released later this week... an incest story called 'Brother's Dick: A Virginity Lost' about a sweet virgin girl who discovers the joy of masturbating and eventually the joy of her brother's big cock.

Once it was sent, I focused on a sequel I had been struggling with for a while, 'What Mom Knows Fucks Her Sister' that I had been working on... well, off and on (more off than on) for almost a year. After winning the incest story of the year for the previous installment 'What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom', I've struggled for a satisfactory, believable plot. Anyway, this aside is getting a little too self-indulgent (even for me).

I wrote a thousand words, then deleted a thousand words before deciding I still wasn't sure how to get the aunt involved, other than an idea by a fan to have Curtis finally do the seducing on his own (which I didn't mind)... but was still struggling writing it.

I went to bed, after sending Alden one more text (it wasn't uncommon for him to not respond for a couple days, the Wi-Fi up north really is brutal) and reminisced about the time we role played in my classroom late one night a couple of years ago.

I had worn a cheerleader outfit and he played the teacher.

I sauntered over to his desk and said, "Mr. Jones, I need to have a passing grade to be allowed to cheer this weekend."

He looked up from his grading and said, "Jasmine, I'm sorry, but you simply haven't done enough in the class to be allowed to cheer."

I leaned forward and asked, my tone dripping with intention, "Is there anything I can do for extra credit?"

He caught onto my forward implication as he looked up, past my cleavage, pausing only ever so briefly, and directly into my eyes as he firmly responded, "Young lady, that is incredibly inappropriate."

"Let's do some math," I smiled. "I have three holes and you have one cock."

"Jasmine!" he gasped, shocked by my blunt behaviour.

"Mr. Jones," I said, as I walked around his desk, "I need a passing grade and I'm willing to do anything... and I do mean anything to get it." Before he could respond, I moved my hand to his crotch and added, squeezing, "And I can tell you like the idea."

He didn't move my hand away as he repeated, "This is completely inappropriate."

"What?" I asked, as I fished out his cock. "I'm just trying to use a little biology and physics in a math equation."

He stammered, "J-J-Jasmine, this isn't a good idea," as he watched in awe as I dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.

I bobbed for a few seconds before I purred, "Mr. Jones, you have a nice big cock. Way bigger than my boyfriend's."

"Is that so?" he asked, as he shifted from protesting to enjoying.

I moved to his balls and nodded, "Way bigger."

"So does the head cheerleader bitch want to get fucked by a real cock?" he asked.

"I thought you didn't think this was a good idea," I teased as I took one ball in my mouth, loving swishing it back and forth.

"Ohhh," he groaned, "if I'm going to risk my career for a little slut, I'm going to really teach you a lesson in fucking."

"I love learning such lessons," I replied, moving to his other ball.

After a few seconds, he stood up and took off his pants and underwear as he ordered, "Lay back on my desk."

I obeyed, as I purred, "Are you going to fuck me with that huge dick?"

To my surprise, he moved around to the other side of the desk, grabbed my waist and pulled me so my neck was resting at the edge of the desk and my head was over the end and before I could even guess what he was thinking, he shoved his cock in my open mouth.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, as he fucked my face. "I imagine you've sucked a lot of cock already."



I couldn't respond, as he roughly face fucked me in a position I'd never experienced before.

"Oh yeah, you little cheerleader tease, walking around like you're the queen bee of the school. You're nothing more than a bimbo cum slut," Mr. Jones accused, as his balls bounced off my nose.

I just allowed my mouth to be a vessel of pleasure as he roughly fucked my face.

"Oh fuck, every male teacher here has imagined using you like this, Jasmine," he declared, as he kept roughly using me.

After a couple of minutes, he pulled out and ordered, "Stand up, slut."

Wanting his big dick in my cunt, I quickly obeyed, this rough treatment really turning me on.

He chuckled, "You bitches are always submissive sluts when we break down that pretentious façade."

"Yes, sir," I moaned, as I got into position in front of him.

"You want my cock?" he asked, as he moved his hand to my soaking wet cunt.

"Yes," I moaned, his fingers fanning the flames of a fire already out of control.

"You're fucking dripping wet," he assessed correctly. "Do you like being used like a cheap bimbo whore?"

"Yes, sir," I moaned, as he aggressively rubbed my cunt with his rough hand.

"Tell me what you want, slut," he ordered, slapping my ass.

"I want your big dick in my slut cunt, and I want it now," I answered, desperately wanting to be fucked hard and rough.

He slammed his entire dick deep into me so hard the desk moved as my body rested on its cold surface. "Oh yes, pound me, sir."

"Oh yeah," he groaned, as he grabbed my waist and thoroughly fucked me. "I'm going to show you what getting the hell fucked out of you feels like."

"God, yes," I moaned, as my entire body quaked with pleasure with each hard deep thrust.

After a couple of minutes, maybe less, he said, "Let's see how flexible you are."

"I can do almost anything," I purred, as I lifted one leg high in the air.

"Good," he nodded grabbing my ankle and lifting it up as high as he could, before moving back inside me in one firm, hard thrust.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as I used my hand for balance and he used me like a ragdoll.



"Oh yeah, you're the perfect little fuck toy," he grunted a minute later, as he kept fucking me, my orgasm building to a peak by the position, the hard fucking and the nasty talk.

"Oh God, I'm getting close, sir," I admitted.

"Don't you come yet, you dumb bitch," he demanded, as he pulled out and added, "you still have one fuck hole for me to try."

"Oh sir, your cock is a lot bigger than my boyfriend's," I said, pretending I wasn't sure it would fit in my asshole.

"Of course it is," he nodded, as he moved to the floor and ordered, "Come ride me, slut."

"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I moved to him, straddled him and went to lower my cunt back on his big dick, thinking he had agreed he was too big for my ass.

Yet, as I lowered myself down, he guided his dick to my ass and pushed me down solidly on his dick.

I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck!"

"Oh yeah, so fucking tight," he grunted, as he impaled my asshole.

"Too big," I protested, even though I was loving the feeling of his dick deep in my butt.

"Oh, bimbo sluts like you will get used to it," he said, as he ordered, "Now get riding, cowslut."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, secretly smiling at the new term 'cowslut'.

This position took me a minute to get used to, having never ridden anyone in my ass like this, but once I got into a rhythm I was really bouncing on his cock... taking his entire shaft deep in my rectum.

"You want to come from riding a cock in your asshole, you little slut?" he questioned, bucking his ass up to meet my downward strokes.

"God, yes, sir," I whimpered, as my orgasm accelerated.

"Come, my little, bimbo cheerleader slut," he demanded, knowing that the name calling always made my orgasms more intense.

I moved my hand to my clit and began rubbing furiously, even fingering myself, as he took control and began reaming my asshole.



"Now, you fucking ass slut," he demanded. "Come!"

It took only seconds before my orgasm exploded through me, as I screamed, "Yessssssss, fuck!!!"

He pulled out a few strokes later, and ordered, "Knees."

I quickly obeyed, even as my cum leaked out of me.

He shoved the cock that had just been in my ass into my mouth and face fucked me for a couple dozen strokes before he pulled out, grunted and spewed his cum all over me.

I took rope after rope of his cum until he smiled, "God, Jasmine, you do make one hot cheerleader."



I looked up and asked, "So, is this as good as you imagined your cheerleader fantasy being?"

"Even better," he nodded, looking down at me.

"Do I look eighteen?" I asked, scooping some cum off the school cheerleader outfit, which I was thrilled still fit me.

"With your hair like that you sure look young," he nodded, as he slid his cock back into my mouth.

As I reminisced, I wished Alden was here to give me a hard ass fuck and a load of cum... alas, I was stuck with my rabbit.

After an orgasm and a late snack, I headed to bed, curious what my sweet hubby had in store for me tomorrow.

.....

The next morning, I woke up to a text from my husband... it was from 12:30 in the morning.

Hi honey,

Sorry but the Wi-Fi here is terrible.

I should be home tomorrow.

I'll try to get to a landline phone tonight so we can chat.

Love you.

I was instantly deflated. I'd really thought he was going to be home tonight and he'd wanted me to be in the sexy thong and thigh highs.

I was then even more concerned at the thought that maybe he wasn't the one sending me gifts.

Shit, what if it was a colleague, or a parent or, worse yet, a student?! It's one thing to write about being seduced by a student, it's another to actually have it happen... fantasy was just that... fantasy. But deep down I loved my job and wasn't willing to risk it for an affair with a student... even if 80% of my fantasies were doing exactly that. Fantasies are safe... they don't have real life consequences. On the other hand...

That said, today was the last day of school and if I could make it through today I should be fine. I loved teaching until late in December, the 21st this year, and then not returning until the second week in January. So today, as was my tradition, I was going to play the original Charlie Brown Christmas show and use it to discuss the evolution of Christmas (or the lack thereof). I also always gave out candy canes to my students with a thoughtful Christmas wish, each one personalized (something I had done every year since my first... I had finished the messages on the weekend. It's easy to say something nice to 98% of your students, and to the other two percent, I lie).

I put on my traditional Christmas 'last day of school' dress and headed to work.

That morning I found two boxes on my desk.

Instantly I was excited and nervous.

The first one I opened had a Star Wars t-shirt in it... obviously from my normal Secret Santa.

I opened the other one and gasped. It was a pair of ben wa balls and yet another message:

Pet Teacher

I hope you are wearing the thong I left you yesterday.

Today I got you something extra special that I expect to be nestled all snug in your sweet little shaved pussy until I come and retrieve it.

Now be a good girl and put your present in that sweet cunt of yours.

My eyes went big.

This is exactly what my husband would say. And if I hadn't received his message that he wouldn't be home until tomorrow, I would have been certain this was from him.

Yet, as I stared at the two balls, something I'd never experienced before, although I had written about them, I wondered if he was lying to me and was planning to come home today... he did love surprising me. Sometimes by arriving early, sometimes with gifts and sometimes with his dick slamming into me in some public place.

That made me recall when we were in Florida and my husband really pushed my submissive nature to the extreme. I had sucked and fucked him in a movie theatre, blown him in a cab, fucked him in a couple of bathrooms, tried making the mile high club (but was interrupted), and took it in the ass at a beach. So I was only partially surprised when we were at a restaurant in the middle of the afternoon and he suggested we have a quickie. I was still dressed for the matinee comedy we'd attended half an hour earlier where he'd fingered me throughout the show to the sounds of dialogue, laughter, and applause, but never enough to get me off... keeping me perpetually horny.

I asked, "Guys or girls?"

He shook his head, "Here."

I was surprised. I questioned for clarity, "You mean right here?"

"I do," he nodded, before explaining, "there's no one here and our table is relatively secluded."

"What if someone else shows up, or the waitress?" I asked, not really comfortable with the suggestion, even though my cunt was on fire.

"Then stop riding me and just sit on my lap," he said, as he fished his cock out.

I joked, "Well, now I know why you made me go commando."

"Come ride me," he ordered, as he lowered his pants down just far enough to give me clear access to his erect pole.

"I can never say no to you," I admitted, my desire to obey and ride his cock overriding, pun intended, the risk of getting caught.

"As a good wife should," he nodded, something he would only say when we were being intimate... in truth he was a caring husband who respected me as a strong-willed woman, but also understood that my sexual needs included surrendering my mind, body, and soul to him.

I loved that he knew me so well, so even though we were in a public restaurant, I straddled his cock and lowered my wet cunt onto it... happy my dress would cover the view of my fucking him if someone walked by and I just sat quietly on his lap.

As I rode him, my pussy burning from all the teasing at the play, I instantly felt my orgasm grow.

I kept my eyes open as I bounced on his cock for a couple of minutes, watching for a waitress or other customers but thankfully no one came... but me.



"Oh yes," I moaned, as my orgasm swarmed his cock.

"That was quick," he teased, as I kept riding him.

"It's your big dick," I purred, as my orgasm kept coursing through me.

"People coming," he said.

"Bathroom?" I asked, knowing he was going to want to come before we left this diner.

"Yeah," he nodded, as I got off him.

I headed to the girls' bathroom, and he followed me through the door a moment later. The diner was small enough, it was a single toilet and sink, so I locked the door and dropped to my knees, fishing out his cock and eagerly taking it in my mouth... always enjoying the taste of my cum on his cock.



I bobbed hungrily, wanting his cum, wanting to get him off as he groaned, "Fuck, you're eager today."

"You got me off, I should get you off," I answered, taking his cock out of my mouth just long enough to respond.

"That does seem fair," he nodded, as I resumed sucking.

I bobbed for three or four minutes before he pulled out and asked, "Ready for a facial?"

"Always," I answered, although I would rather have swallowed his delicious cum.

Seconds later, I heard his familiar grunt and closed my eyes just as his load began coating my face.

"Oh yeah," he grunted, as rope after rope painted my face.

Once he was done, I opened my mouth and took his cock back in to retrieve any last remnants of cum that lingered.

Another minute, he pulled out and said, "Now go order me a milkshake."

"Okay," I nodded, moving to the sink to wash up first, before joking, "I guess I'm already wearing mine."

"No, Jasmine, go out there with my cum still on your face," he ordered, with a wicked smile I could see in the reflection of the mirror.

"You're so bad," I purred, the idea wickedly naughty... something that turned me on while simultaneously causing me anxiety... this often led to my best orgasms.

"And that's why you love me," he replied.

"So true," I nodded, as I walked out of the bathroom and headed to the counter to order a milkshake.

Since the bathroom stop, a few customers had entered the burger joint.

My nerves got to me and I paused briefly before I figured, 'fuck it, I don't know anyone here' and walked to the line where a couple of teens were in front of me.



I was smiling as I recalled the crazy day when a voice said, "Good morning, Mrs. Jones."

I dropped the ben wa balls as I was startled from my memory. I quickly grabbed them and put them in my desk as I greeted, "Good morning, Tamara."

"You okay, Mrs. Jones?" my sweet student asked.

"Oh yes," I nodded, "just excited for Christmas."

"Are you going anywhere?" she asked.

"To visit family," I answered. "You?"

"Disneyland," she answered.

"Lucky you," I said, as others started entering the class.

The class went by quickly as we watched 'A Charlie Brown Christmas' and then discussed it.

A couple students gave me Christmas presents or cards, which always made me feel good.

Second period was a repeat and it wasn't until third period, the last class before lunch, that the first of two consecutive strange things occurred.

Melanie, one of my sweet, shy students came into class in a skirt much shorter than I had ever seen her wearing, so short that when she sat down, oddly wearing no shoes, I could see the tops of her thigh highs.



Instantly, insecurity hit me.

It couldn't be Melanie who was sending me the sexy lingerie and ben wa balls, could it?

No!

No way.

Not Melanie.

Even though she was my secret teen fantasy this year.

I shook off the nylons, the no shoes and the painted toenails as coincidental, as I handed out the candy canes.

As I sat down at my desk, while the show played, I couldn't help but keep looking at Melanie... and her legs... and her feet.

What if it was Melanie?



I tried to focus on the TV special, but my eyes kept being drawn back to Melanie.

Although I desperately tried to avoid her legs, I took a few too many glances. The good news though, was that Melanie was watching the show and seemed oblivious to the impact she was having on me.

The show ended, and we chatted about the moral message even as I desperately tried to avoid glancing down at Melanie's legs and feet... but it was like a magnet was drawing me to them. I felt like a feminine Tantalus, achingly drawn by her untouchable display.

When the bell rang I was thankful, and my concern that Melanie was possibly the surprise gift giver faded when she handed me an ordinary envelope at the end of class and smiled, "Merry Christmas, Mrs. Jones."

"You too, Melanie," I replied, watching her leave.

I headed to the staff room for lunch, relieved and back to my original theory that my husband was the secret, Secret Santa and was manipulating me like crazy.

God, I hated him when he did stud things like this to me... until I saw him and then I wanted to rip his clothes off and devour him whole... just another complex aspect of Jasmine the sedate teacher vs Jasmine the secret sex fiend.

I ate lunch with some colleagues and chatted about holiday inconsequentials before heading to class for the afternoon... just two more classes and it was Christmas holidays... and at worst one more day until my husband arrived home to fuck me... and he too had two weeks off which was the only time all year we had guaranteed holidays at the same time (the oil fields usually busiest in the summer when I'm off).

I returned to my classroom and as I went to my desk I found another envelope. I closed my door, having a few minutes before the first bell, and then opened it.

As I read it, I imagine my face paled as I read the note:

My PET TEACHER

Your COMPLETE SUBMISSION via my SWEET SEDUCTION as I finish TRAINING my TEACHER to become my MILF TEACHER and BECOME A LESBIAN SLAVE is almost done.

It was just one sentence... but it told me one of my worst fears.

SOMEONE KNEW I WROTE EROTICA!!!

The sentence had simply strung together several of my story titles.

Even if it was my husband, which I was now confident it wasn't, it would mean he knew my secret... although that would be a lot better than the reality that whoever left this on my desk was without a doubt a teacher or a student.

I considered telling my administration I wasn't feeling well and needed to go home, but today being the last day before the holidays, there would be no subs available, as many teachers had already used one of their earned days off to start their holidays early.

Oddly, or maybe not so oddly, my pussy tingled as I reread the note... this is the exact kind of thing I would write about.

Just as I was about to open the door for students, my phone buzzed. I always shut the ringer off, but kept it on vibrate or I would forget to turn it back on and miss a call.

I grabbed my phone and saw the text:

Take off your shoes my pet, and put the ben wa balls in that ripe pussy.

NOW!

I checked the number, but, of course, it was blocked.

Worried about being blackmailed, I slipped out of my heels, obeying that command, but not inserting the balls inside me as they would distract me way too much in my anxiety ridden, but horny, state.

This note confirmed my original assumption that it wasn't Melanie, as whoever it was would likely have to come into my room to check whether I had obeyed.

I opened the classroom door, trepidation swirling through me.

Yet again class went as normal, even though it seemed to move at a snail's pace... my pussy aching, my head hurting.

Just as class was ending, as I allowed them to chat for the last five minutes until the bell rang, I received another text:

My PET TEACHER

I can't wait for you to BECOME A PRESENT as I'm TAKING JASMINE WALKER without reservation.

My cunt instantly leaked at the sentence, even as my worry accelerated.

I looked up at my students looking for anyone who seemed guilty, or seemed to be looking at me.

Was it a girl?

Was it a guy?

Was it a student? I sensed it had to be a student.

Regardless, how did they find out I was Jasmine Walker?

Why had I always used my real first name?

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

Who?

Who?

Who?

The bell rang and I had only one class left to get through... one hour.

I looked for abnormalities in each student as they walked in... of course, I didn't notice any. The only abnormality at the moment was my cunt, which was soaking my thong.

I started the video and looked at the clock trying to 'mind Jedi' it to move faster. I had to get out of this school as soon as the class was done.

Just as the show was ending, I received another text:

My PET TEACHER,

Finally, I'm going to make your MILF's TEEN CRAZED CUNT FANTASY come true as THE GAME OF SEDUCTION comes to an end with a real life STOCKINGS TALE.

PS: The balls better be inside you when I come to get them, or maybe I'll share your secret with everyone!!!

I was still baffled as to who was doing this, and wanted to respond, but didn't want any evidence to imply that I was reacting to my phone. The wittiness of using my story titles in the texts made me think it had to be someone smart... and I was somehow 100 percent sure it was a girl... mostly because the majority of the stories listed were from my lesbian category.

Worried about the threat, I grabbed the balls from my desk drawer and slyly moved them inside me as the Peanuts gang sang gaily to Vince Guaraldi's music.

I felt so naughty... like I often fantasized being... yet the fear for harming my career, my marriage even, dulled the pleasure trying to control me.

With the balls now inside me, I felt so full and wasn't sure I would be able to walk without moaning or giving myself away.

Once the show ended, I stopped it on my computer and asked a student to turn the lights on, cautiously remaining at my desk.

We had the same conversation about the commercialism of the holiday season and even a side note about the evolution of our society and culture and whether Christmas was a term that should be used except between known Christians. I eventually had to shut this down as it began to get personal when I suggested that the name of the season is not relevant, but rather a celebration of family... which seemed to end a debate that wasn't going anywhere positive.

A couple minutes before the bell that would end school until January, I was paged to the office.

I cursed to myself, not sure I would be able to walk with these distracting balls moving around inside me, and praying the thin thong fabric would keep them inside my very slippery, wet pussy.

I got up, wished everyone Happy Holidays, avoiding my usual Merry Christmas greeting, and headed to the office, which was literally as far away from my classroom as possible.

The bell rang during my walk, which was awkward but not unnatural, thankfully, although the balls bouncing around inside were stimulating every pleasure spot inside me. The walking wasn't as hard as staying focused as people wished me a Merry Christmas or a good break.

I reached the office and asked Joan, our secretary, what was needed.

She shrugged, "I'm not sure."

"I was paged to the office," I said.

"Not by me," she said, standing up. "I'll see if Carol, Anna, or Jerry paged you."

As I waited, more people chatted quickly as the school of over 1400 people emptied faster than a Budweiser at a football game.

Joan came back and said, "Sorry Jasmine, none of them paged you. Actually, only Carol is still here. The last day of school is always an amazing example of how quickly we can get out of the school."

"Yeah, a lot faster than a fire drill," I said, confused over who had paged me, but figuring I could get out of here now. "Well, have a Merry Christmas."

"You too," she waved, as she reached for her jacket.

I headed back to class to grab my things, the hallways literally empty. Even the janitors weren't here, as they wouldn't return until next Wednesday to clean up and do the mid-year waxing of hallways.

I got to my class, my pussy on fire and knowing I was going to frig myself to multiple orgasms the minute I got home, when I was startled to see Melanie sitting on my desk.

"Oh, um, what can I do for you Melanie?" I asked, as I closed my classroom door without realizing I was even doing it. I knew from the look on her face she was my Secret Santa... even though I couldn't fathom how she possibly could know about me. I mean, she didn't seem like someone who would read erotica online.

That said, my dignified teacher persona didn't look like someone who would be the most read erotica writer on a popular erotica site with almost 300 stories and over 16,000 fans who favorited me as an author.

"You should probably lock it too," Melanie suggested.

"Melanie, I really need to get going," I said.

She spread her legs to reveal she had a candy cane between her legs and deep inside her completely shaved pussy.



"Melanie, what are you doing?" I worried, even as I distractedly locked the door and began walking towards her to grab some papers left on a desk... trying to avoid looking at her... or her pussy... or her legs in my favourite colour of nylon. Meanwhile the ben wa balls continued to do a number on the state of my arousal.

"I'm making your many fantasies come true," Melanie answered, as she pulled the candy cane out of her pussy, which was bigger around than a regular candy cane, and hopped off the desk. As she walked towards me, I began to walk past her even as my pussy burned... this was exactly like so many of my fantasies and my stories (where the protagonist denied their inner lust even as it began to consume and take control of their actions).

She grabbed my wrist, spun me around and shoved the candy cane in my mouth before I could even realize what was happening as she said, "I'm helping you write your next story... but this time it will be true and not some sad story of a forty-year-old hottie who lives in a strictly fantasy world writing stories for others."



I went to push her away and remove the candy cane from my mouth, but paused. It tasted exotically intoxicating, a mixture of two of my favourite tastes (candy cane and pussy). Even though the ben wa's were motionless as I stood still, I wasn't in a state to think very clearly, and my reactions to the situation were sluggish.

Melanie, on the other hand, was razor sharp, and she slapped my hand away and vigorously fucked my face with the candy cane.

"Don't waste my pussy juice, Jasmine," she scolded. "This candy cane has been marinating inside me all day with your name on it."

I stood there helplessly, my pussy on fire, my head spinning, as a decade long fantasy began to come true... even though I wasn't sure I wanted anything of the sort. Sure, my body did... badly. But my brain... my brain was pointing out the plethora of cons that were obvious at the moment (getting caught, getting fired, end of my marriage, being outed, having sex with a student, albeit at least she was eighteen (I recalled her birthday being a couple of weeks ago when one of her friends had brought a cake into class for her)).

Yet, even though the morally right thing to do was to end this right here and now, I stood passively as I sucked on the pussy coated candy cane and stared, in awe of my cute seductress.

She explained, "I've wanted to make you my pet for a while, ever since I made the connections and was pretty confident that you were indeed the same Jasmine from Literotica who writes so many hot stories. I was never completely sure, until I hacked your iPad at lunch one day and found a bunch of partial stories on your notepad."

Fuck, how had I let that happen?

"Don't you like my attire? I wore it for you," she asked, as she pulled the candy cane out of my mouth.

The truth was yes, very much so. But I ignored the question as I pointed out the obvious, "Melanie, this is wrong."

"That is exactly the first reaction of many of your protagonists, isn't it?" she smiled, before adding, "I've read every one of your stories, even your incest ones, which are pretty wild. I do hope you plan more parts to the 'What Mom Knows' and 'A Sister Surprise' series; they're really enjoyable."

Playing innocent, even though I knew exactly what she was talking about, even amused that both those series were indeed in the works for more sequels, I said, "I don't know what you're talking about."

She scoffed, "You're a terrible liar Mrs. Jones, or should I say Mrs. Walker."

Knowing I was screwed, I turned and walked away, wobbling a bit as the ben wa balls juggled themselves inside me, but heading out of my classroom as best I could before this could get any more out of hand.

To my surprise, she roared, so different from her usual timid nature, "Stop right there, slave!"

I'd always wondered how authentic some of my submissive characters really were, only having my own life, my fantasies and comments from readers and fans to base it on, but quicker than thought I stopped in my tracks... just like my protagonists would have.

Melanie walked over to me, actually, sauntered would be a better description, as I stood frozen in the aisle between the seats, paralyzed with trepidation and anticipation... two polar opposite feelings that were making me mentally incoherent. "I expect complete obedience, my pet, just like so many of your fictitious sluts."

She was now back in front of me as I again protested, retreating backwards towards the front of the classroom, "Melanie, I can explain."

"You don't have to explain anything," following me as she shook her head. "I think it's super hot that my favourite teacher is also my favourite erotica writer."

"Yes, I mean no, I mean," I babbled, almost admitting it was me, yet not able to find a way out of the predicament I had put myself in, and still unable to put two sensible thoughts together.

"You're rattled," she smiled, still advancing as I retreated. "Just like your protagonists."

"Melanie, I...." I began, but she put her finger to my lips just as my back touched the chalkboard.

"Shhhh, it's futile to resist destiny, Jasmine. I know you want to submit to me, you know you want to submit to me, and when you write about this, your readers will know you want to submit to me. The only question is whether we do it the easy way or the hard way," she explained, looking so much more confident than the shy recluse she was in class.

"But I could lose my job," I said, not admitting I was Jasmine Walker, but not denying her words were true either.

"That is the hard way," she smiled wickedly, "but I don't want that. You're my favourite teacher. I just want to make your fantasy come true."

"Fantasy isn't reality," I replied, quoting a few different characters from my over half decade of writing.

"Sometimes the two become one," she countered, as she grabbed my wrists and moved them behind my back. "Now keep those there. I expect my teacher pet to be completely subservient."

I stared at her with shock and awe at her words... words I had written and fantasized about for years.

"Is that clear, my pet teacher?" she questioned, staring into my eyes with the confidence of a classic Mistress.

When I didn't respond, still trying to deny this was happening, still floundering in the sensations emanating from my pussy, while trying to resist my natural desire to obey without hesitation, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.





This too was a move out of so many of my stories as I slowly became a character I had created. I shook my head no, and she snapped her fingers again.

I shook my head again, then she laid her hands on my shoulders and I felt the weight of the world descending on them. I found the force too much to carry as my knees gave out and my resolve to stand firm seemed to dissolve into mist.

"Good girl," she purred, as I ended up on my knees staring at her cute nylon-clad feet.

I remained speechless, as if I were on trial and anything I said would incriminate me.

"Look at me," she ordered.

I looked up, as she asked, "Of all your students, during all these years, am I the one you imagined turning you into their teacher pet?"

I didn't admit she was this year's teen muse, as I shook my head no.

"Are you disappointed it's me?" she asked, as she lifted up her skirt to give me a close-up display of her fresh, ripe, shaved cunt.

I admitted the truth this time as I again shook my head no.

"Do you want to eat my cunt Jasmine?" she questioned. Hearing the 'c' word spoken out loud by a student was surreal. It was easy to use in my writing, and maybe even to cry out when in the heat of the moment with my husband Alden, yet actually hearing it verbalized by a student, a shy student at that, just added to the hot reality I was imbedded in.

I paused for a moment, before I gave just the slightest nod.

"Good girl," she approved. "Now say it," she ordered.

"Yes," I whispered, giving in to the lust coursing through me as I stared at this unadorned teen pussy just inches from my face... so close I could smell its seductive scent and see the wetness resting between her swollen pink pussy lips.

"Louder," she demanded, just like so many of my seductress characters had done in my stories, especially Bree from my 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series, although she was physically nothing like the fictional Bree, and Bree was never shy.

"Yes," I repeated louder, my mouth salivating with a hunger I could no longer control. I wanted to taste her pussy... now! I swallowed so I could breathe through my mouth without gargling.

"Look at me when you answer me," she instructed patiently but insistently.

I again obeyed, my mind on submissive cruise control, like I got with my husband sometimes, as I looked up into her eyes and admitted, even pushing the envelope further, "Yes, I want to lick your pussy."

"Don't you mean my cunt?" she corrected.

I had only used that word in stories or in extremely rare cases when close to coming during an intense fuck session with my husband, yet I admitted, "Yes, I want to taste your cunt."

She said, enjoying the lust in my eyes, "Go ahead, my pet."

Like in my stories, once the offer was given I didn't hesitate, as I leaned forward, extended my tongue and officially became a character in a non-fiction story. Life imitating art.

"Ohhhhh yes," she moaned, her hands tracing through my hair. "Lick my cunt, my pet teacher."

I kept licking, exploring her pussy, eagerly savouring the heavenly taste of teen twat mixed with just the slightest overtone of peppermint candy cane.

"That's it, lick every inch of my cunt, Mrs. Jones," she moaned.

I licked for a couple of minutes, before she moved away and said, "I need some support."

I watched her turn her back to the chalkboard and order, "Now crawl around backwards to me, lean back and get back to licking."

I complied and almost laughed, the positon difficult and awkward and one I'm having a hard time describing in a so-called fictional story... yet here I was, resting on my backward-thrust arms, muscles straining, cunt throbbing, my tongue licking her cunt, the entire situation as large as life and far more intense. Melanie's juices tasted heavenly!

I struggled to get comfortable, but like in my stories, the comfort of the pet is superfluous... it's all about the pleasure of the Mistress... a word I wasn't willing to use out loud. I was already in over my head, I didn't need to give any more power to Melanie than she already had.

"Oooooooh, so eager," she moaned, as I lapped away at her with an insatiable hunger I couldn't properly describe.

Lust!

Desperation!

Eagerness!

Submissiveness!

Intoxication!

All those were true, but still didn't adequately describe the emotions I was feeling as I lapped a teen student's cunt in my class from the most subservient position possible.



Maybe it was the position, maybe it was the years of fantasy, maybe it was the hunger that consumed me, but I felt completely at home.

As if I was meant to be on my knees, in my classroom serving a student.

And God, did she taste good. I know I've already said so, but it's worth repeating: she really did!

"That's it, my pet," she moaned, as I hungrily licked and licked. "Get me off."

I kept licking, using the alphabetical licking procedure I had borrowed for an earlier story this year, 'My ex-Boyfriend's Hot Mom', which also starred me, that time as a nurturing dominant, as in real life I now attempted to spell the alphabet on Melanie's wet pussy.

The technique worked in the story and seemed to work here too as she babbled, her moans increasing, "Oh yes, you naughty little slut. You're doing your alphabet trick on me, aren't you?"

"Maybe," I replied as I licked an 'E' and a 'F' quickly over her wet pussy.

"Yes, oh God, yes, fuck," Melanie continued to babble as I continued the alphabet.

Unfortunately I didn't get to the end before she grabbed my head and shoved my face roughly into her cunt after I did a quick 'P' and 'Q' and my face was flooded with her cum seconds later as she moaned, "Yesssssss, I'm coming!"

As her sweet flood swept out of her I lapped it up the best I could from my confined, restricted spot, my face pressed so tightly I could barely breathe even as I shuddered and strained to remain in my contortionist position.

When she let go, she ordered, "Stand up."

Thankful to get off my knees, I obeyed and watched as she moved her hand under my dress, pushed my thong aside and moved her fingers inside my wet cunt.

"Wow, you're soaking wet," she properly assessed, as she attempted to find the ben wa balls that had enhanced the pleasure inside my wanton body.

I moaned loudly, the balls dancing around inside me as if playing tag and Melanie was 'it'.

"You want to come, don't you?" she asked, as she retrieved one ball.

"Yes," I admitted, the increasing stimulation from this wild afternoon having me desperate for an orgasm.

"Yes, what?" she asked, as she probed around for the second ball.

"Yes, I want to come," I answered, resisting the idea that she was trying to get me to call her Mistress... something almost every seductress would expect from their submissive in any of my stories.

"You know better than that, silkstockingslover," she smiled.

I looked into her eyes as she pulled the second ball out of me, and I used the phrase I had never uttered before, but had written hundreds of times, "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl," she smiled, as she walked over to her backpack and ordered, "Now go lie on your back on your desk."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, the response coming out way more easily and more naturally the second time.

I went to my desk, and watched as she pulled a strap-on out of her backpack. How did a girl barely eighteen even own one? Of course, nothing should have surprised me about her resourcefulness after the revelations of today.

I watched her strap it on and then walk over to me as she ordered, "Spin around."

"Um, okay," I said, unsure what she meant.

"Now stretch your head over the end of your desk," she instructed.

Then I knew what she meant. She was going to fuck my face first... my husband loved this position as he completely controlled the blow job and I was just a vessel for his pleasure. I always found it awkward, but did love the submissive nature of the position.

"Ready?" she asked, once I was in the position she requested.

I smiled, "I'm your slut, it doesn't matter if I'm ready."

She laughed, as she slid her red cock into my mouth, "I think you've officially become one of your own characters."



Like my husband, she face fucked me roughly, each forward thrust sending the entire cock into my mouth. Thankfully, years of practice in this position with the real thing made it easy to handle this cock and I didn't gag at all.

"Obviously you've done this position before," she assumed accurately.

We only did this position for a couple of minutes before she pulled out and asked, "Ready to get fucked?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, perhaps a little too eagerly. But like my many fictional characters, once the line was crossed, there was no going back. I was completely at her mercy and eager to obey.

"Come bend over a desk, my teacher pet," she ordered.

I liked her moxie. She was making me bend over a student's desk instead of a teacher's desk... as a symbol of power... a neat piece of the domme vs submissive hierarchy I had never considered in all my writing... until now.

"Yes, Mistress Melanie," I obeyed, getting off the desk and moving into the position she expected.

"You're even more obedient than I anticipated," she approved.

I didn't say anything, as I had no sensible response to her statement. Yes, I am naturally submissive. Yes, this is my number one fantasy coming true (others were a black woman or man having their way with me, or my being the centerpiece of an orgy, and one I'd cherished almost since childhood: a threesome with my two sisters). I should have resisted her orders and stayed morally upright, but by now my libido had been stimulated almost to the point of insanity and I was so far gone that I had no room for civilized 'teacher talk'.

I was bent over quivering like a bitch in heat waiting for my student to fuck me. You want detachment and morality from me? Forgetaboutit!

Yep, I was officially a character in one of my own stories.

And it was as surreal as it always felt when I was creating submissive characters and only imagining being them.

Except, of course, this experience was way more intense... enthralling... visceral... and completely intoxicating.

"Tell me what you want, teacher slut," she ordered, as she moved behind me and rubbed her cock up and down between my pussy lips.

I didn't hesitate in my response, my desire to submit to her unconditionally overriding any last shreds of scholastic dignity, "Mistress, I'll go crazy if you don't fuck your teacher slut with your cock and make her your bimbo bitch," I declared, like so many of my characters before me.

"Those are words I've been fantasizing about hearing for a long time," she purred, as she slid her cock deep in me with one smooth thrust.

I moaned loudly the minute she filled me, "Yessssss!"



"Oh yes indeed," she responded, as she began to fuck me just like I had imagined being fucked in my classroom... hard and rough.

"Harder," I moaned, wanting to be used like a cheap slut... wanting to immerse myself in every submissive character I had ever created.

"Beg," she demanded, as she suddenly stopped.

"Oh, please, Mistress, fuck your slut, pound the living hell out of her," I begged, wanting to feel her body slamming into me.

"And you'll eat my cunt whenever I want you to?" she asked, slowing filling me again.

I knew I should answer no, but like all my submissive characters, once you've submitted and crossed the line, there's no going back. "Yes, Mistress," I agreed.

"Good teacher pet," she purred, before she added, as she resumed fucking me, "because God, do I have plans for you."

Her tone worried me, yet her cock fucking me felt too good to worry about another day, as I moaned, "I bet you do."

After a few more hard strokes, she said, as she pulled out, "Let's see how bad you really want this cock."

She moved to another desk, sat on the edge and said, "Come ride me."

"Yes, Mistress," I again said, the phrase by now so natural. I walked over to her, turned around, reached for the cock and slowly lowered myself on it... awkwardly.

"Use my tits for balance," she ordered, as I struggled to properly ride her in the awkward position.

"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I reached behind me and grabbed her firm tits. They were smaller than mine, but... "Nice," I complimented, as I began to slowly ride the cock.



"They're not as big as your melons," she responded.

"They're the perfect size, Mistress," I said, as I began to get comfortable in this position.

"I always wished they were bigger," she said.

As I rode her, I warned, "Be careful what you wish for. As you get older, they sag more and kill your back."

"Good to know," she chuckled, as we shared a casual girl-to-girl conversation while I fucked myself.

After another minute, she decided, "Let's try something different."

"Okay," I nodded, not really getting off on the position I was in.

"Climb on top of me," she said.

"How?" I asked, the desk rather small.

"Climb up on the desk and stand over me," she instructed.

"Okay," I said, still unsure what she had in mind.

Once I was standing as she requested, she said as I faced her, now squat down and sit on my lap."

"Aaaaaaah," I nodded, as she shimmied over a bit to be on the edge of the desk. I was worried I would fall off, but as I lowered myself onto her cock and into her lap, she wrapped her arms around my legs for balance.

"Now ride, slut," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress Melanie," I obeyed, hoping my long, simmering orgasm was finally going to burst.



That said, the position was erotic as hell, as I could stare into her eyes as I rode her, but I couldn't get into any rhythm at all.

She laughed, "Okay, this seemed a lot better in my head."

"I agree," I laughed back, as I got off her.

"Let's just pound you the old fashioned way," she said.

"Missionary?"

"Doggie style," she corrected, as she got off the desk and pointed to the floor.

"One of my favourites," I smiled, as I got on all fours like the slut bitch I had become.

"I bet it is," she responded, as she moved behind me and in one deep thrust slid back in me.

I always liked being fucked, not doing the fucking and thus I enjoyed this way more... my orgasm instantly beginning to heat up again. "Oh yes," I moaned.



"I bought this strap-on just for you," she declared, as she fucked me.

"You don't fuck all your teachers?" I joked.

"Just all my hot, porn writing ones," she quipped back.

"Well, I think I may have my next story," I responded, thinking this would be a hot Christmas entry if I could get it done on time and one that everyone reading would assume was fictional... just another Jasmine fantasy.

"This had better be," she said, as her body slammed into me hard.

"Oh God, this feels so good," I moaned.

"Being my slut, getting fucked hard or making your fantasy a reality and becoming a submissive slut for a student?"

"All three."

"There is still one more thing I need to do," she said, as she pulled out of me again... delaying the inevitable orgasm once more.

"What?" I asked.

"Turn around," she ordered.

"Okay," I obeyed, thinking it weird.

"Ready to come like the cheap teacher slut you are?" she asked, as she again moved behind me.

"God, yes," I answered, relishing the fact that I was exactly what she was calling me.

"Do you really like it in the ass?" she asked.

"Sometimes," I answered.

"Now?" she asked.

"I'm your slut," I replied submissively and declared, again like so many of my characters, "all three of my holes are yours." I realized the only other person I had ever said that to was my husband... who would likely bust a nut in seconds if he witnessed me being dominated by a teenage girl.

"Perfect answer from a perfect pet," she said sweetly, as she positioned the cock at my rosebud.

"Just slide it in," I offered, "my husband is much bigger."

"Okay," she said, as I felt my ass open up to accept the toy dick easily.

"Yesssss," I moaned, "sodomize your teacher."

"I can't believe I'm ass fucking the prim and proper Mrs. Jones," she said, clearly both excited and amused.

"I can't believe you figured out who I was and then did what you did," I countered, as the entire cock filled my ass. "That wasn't what I was expecting from anybody, and never from you."

"Appearances are deceiving," she said, as she began fucking me.

"Don't I know it," I laughed, me being the dictionary definition of that saying.

She slowly fucked me for a good couple of minutes, before I begged, "Harder, fuck your slut teacher's asshole harder."

"As you wish," she said, as she did exactly that, beginning to slam into me.

After a few strokes, she stopped. Before I could ask why, I felt her right foot go onto my head before she resumed fucking me.

The roughness... the position... the domination... and the new angle... all sent waves of pleasure through me as she fucked my ass and treated me like a complete slut.



I moaned, "Oh yes, treat me like a bitch."

"You are my bitch," she declared, as she gave quick, deep thrusts into my asshole.

"Oh yes, I'm your fucking teacher slave," I declared right back, so caught up in the moment I just wanted to give myself to her mind, body, and soul.

"Oh yeah, maybe I'll share you with Emily," she said.

I was so far gone I wasn't thinking straight, or at all really, as I agreed, "Yes, share me with whomever you wish."

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, I think surprised I conceded to such a request so easily. "You're the biggest submissive of any of your own characters," she added.

"I am what I write," I said, and even though it sounded dumb it was true. Without exception, all of my characters begin with urges or inclinations living deep inside of me.

She moved her foot away from my head and began really reaming my asshole as she demanded, "Now come for me, you dirty ass slut."

"Oh yes, ream my asshole, pound my shit box, drill my arse," I listed, all nasty terms I had used in my stories... the words even more exhilarating and nasty when they were really coming out of my mouth.

"Come, you fucking whore," she demanded, slamming into me.

"Oh yes, fuck, so close," I babbled, my head going light.

"NOW, you bimbo fuck toy!" she ordered.



And after a few more hard deep thrusts up my poop chute I screamed, "Yessssssss, Mistress!"

She kept fucking me throughout my orgasm until I collapsed forward onto the floor.

"Well that was fun," she said, as she finally pulled out.

"I think you broke me," I joked, as my entire body burned with euphoria as I continued trembling with aftershock after aftershock.



"Pounding you got me horny again," she said, as she took off the harness and walked over to my desk.

"Does my Mistress need her slave to eat her out again?" I asked, as I weakly pushed myself onto all fours and crawled towards her.

"My pet knows me very well," she said, as she oddly sat on the floor behind my desk.

I crawled to her and she asked, "So do you really like nylons as much as you say you do in your stories?"

"Of course," I nodded, as I gazed fondly at her sexy toes in the nylon.

"I bought these after reading your stories, curious what all the fuss was about."

"And was I right?" I asked, as I grabbed one of her feet and took it in my hands.

"You usually are," she said.

"You should tell my husband that," I joked, as she lifted her other foot to my face.

Wordlessly I took that as an order and I did something I had written about for years but had never done... I kissed and licked a woman's nylon-clad foot.



"Oh yes, that feels nice," she moaned softly.

The musky scent was intriguing, the taste of nylon and feminine sweat equally intriguing as my mouth soaked the entire sole of her foot.

"Suck on my toes too," she ordered, "that always sounds so hot in your stories."

"Mmmmmmm," I said, as I did exactly as she instructed, sucking each toe in my mouth one at a time... something else that was in a couple of dozen of my stories... or more.

"So nice," she said.

"So soft and sexy," I responded.

As I moved my mouth off her first foot and was about to move to her second, a long drip of my saliva was attached from my lips to her toes which tickled under my chin... which made me giggle.



I was about to go to her other foot when she said, "I need you to eat me now!"

She stood up, shucked out her skirt, got onto my desk on all fours and ordered, "Eat my asshole."

"Mmmm, I've never done that to a girl before," I smiled, as I got off my knees and onto my desk behind her perfect tight ass.

"I like being your first," she said, as I moved my fingers to her very wet cunt.

"Me too," I agreed, as I buried my face in her ass and licked it while I teased her pussy with my fingers.

"Ohhhhh, that feels weird," she said.

"Do you like it?" I asked.

"The tongue and fingers together feel really nice," she answered.

"Good," I said, "because I could eat your asshole all night."

"Good, because you're going to be pleasuring me all night," she said.

I wondered what else she had in store as I replied, "My husband won't be home until tomorrow."

"And your kids?" she asked.

"At their grandparents," I admitted.

"Delicious," she said, her tone wicked, as she reached back and pushed my head deeper into her ass.



"Yes this is," I concurred, which made her laugh.

After another minute or so, I asked, really wanting to taste her again, "may I eat your pussy again?"

"Yes," she moaned, "eat away."

I lowered my head and buried my face into her wetness.

"Oh yes... fuck... lick me," she moaned.

I licked her more for a minute or two, but the position wasn't the best and I said, "Can we try a different position?"

"Lift my legs up," she ordered.

I was confused, but I grabbed her ankles and lifted up.

"Now move your hands to my thighs."

I did.

"Now push me up even more."

I wasn't sure what she wanted was possible, but before I knew it I was staring at her pussy. I said in awe, "Well look what I found."

"I saw this in some porno movie," she said.

"I can't believe you watch porn," I teased.

"I know, I'm such a bad person," she laughed, "you must hate me," before ordering, "now get licking."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I held onto her while I buried my face deep into her cunt.

The positon was wicked and perfect, one I had never even fathomed in all my years of writing sex scenes, but no other position could allow a woman to really devour a cunt.



I licked.

I sucked.

Her moans increased.

I licked.

I sucked.

She demanded, "Suck on my clit, you fucking cunt muncher."

I obeyed and in seconds, as I tugged on her clit, she screamed, as she came for the second time, "Yesssss!"

I hungrily lapped up all her juices as if I was in the Sahara desert and had just found an oasis to immerse my face into.

Finally, she said, "Cramp."

I quickly moved away and helped her get into a more human position; I imagine most cheerleaders couldn't have held that position for as long as she did.

As she stood up, she stretched her leg out and ordered, as she took her shirt off, "Take your dress off."

"You're insatiable," I mock complained, as I watched her strip off her shirt so I could finally see her perky tits.

"It's Christmas, I got you a present," she said, as she walked over to her backpack once again.

I laughed as I questioned, "Turning me into your teacher slut and fucking me with a strap-on wasn't my gift?"

"Okay, but I got you one more," she laughed, as she pulled out a box.

"Get undressed and sit on a desk," she ordered, as she walked over to me with a long box.

I grasped my hem and lifted my dress over my head, tossed it aside and hopped onto the desk assuming it was another sex toy, but when I saw what she was pulling out of the box I gasped. "THAT, Mistress, is the biggest candy cane I've ever seen."

"It's also the biggest Christmas fuck stick," she smiled, as she moved to me and parted my legs.

"It's like a foot long," I said in awe, as I watched her rub it up and down my pussy lips.

"Eighteen inches, actually," she said, as she began to slide it inside me.

"Well size does matter," I joked with a moan as the candy cane disappeared in me.

She leaned in and kissed me. When she broke the kiss and began fucking me with the candy cane she whispered, "Merry Christmas, Mrs. Jones."

"Tonight I'm Mrs. Walker," I moaned, just before she kissed me again.



THE END

Thanks for reading and I hope you all have a Merry Christmas, Happy Hanukkah or whatever else you celebrate during this holiday season.
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