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I awoke to darkness, the alarm on my phone jangling, jarring me from a restful sleep. Monday morning. The second week of January. An eight o’clock class. I sat up and the blankets fell to my lap as the cool air laid siege to my warm and naked body. The second semester of my sophomore year began in ninety minutes. I was indifferent. Between the post-holiday hangover and my brief visit with Autumn as the new year began, I wasn’t all that enthused about school starting up again. I missed Autumn—not the season…well I missed it too. But mostly I missed the young woman who had made the fall semester so much fun.

Autumn had transferred to Emory University in Atlanta after receiving a scholarship that would pay for all of her tuition and almost half of her other expenses. I was happy for her, but I found myself more than a bit melancholy at the void her departure had left in its wake. We were now four hours apart. And while we’d both pledged to see each other often, I think in reality we had both resigned ourselves to the fact that it was the beginning of the end. It had been the elephant in the room during my two-day stay at her new digs in the big city. We had agreed to her staying with me over Presidents’ Day weekend in February, and though it was only six weeks away, I wondered if she would actually follow through.

Hugging myself as I climbed from the bed, I tiptoed to the bathroom. Turning the shower to the on position, I sat on the toilet to relieve my full bladder—the frigid seat reminding me why I detested winter so much. I scrubbed my body thoroughly, washed my black hair, and lingered an extra five minutes in the balmy confines of the steamy water cascading down on my thawing body. I dressed quickly, dried my hair, and started some coffee in my little kitchenette. Checking the weather app on my phone, I frowned at the forty-five degree temperature and the cloud icons displayed on the screen. It would be a wet cold too, chilling me through and through. Sipping my coffee, I munched on a banana and a bagel, as I wondered a little uneasily about the Organic Chemistry class and corresponding lab I needed to ace in order to be considered for a transfer of my own to Vanderbilt University. While I wouldn’t have the scholarship money that Autumn had acquired, I’d have some. And Vandy was a terrific school with a great science department.

Slipping out of my dorm into the gloomy morning and walking the short distance to the science building, I entered and climbed the stairs to the second floor. The designated lecture hall, about half full with sleepy-eyed students, was not much warmer than it felt outside. Zipping my hoodie up and flipping the hood atop my head, I found a seat near the aisle close to the front of the room. A chipper and grandiose gentleman moved around the lectern in front of the whiteboard, shuffling some papers. He was at least sixty, grandfatherly, short, and wearing a vibrant bowtie. The fluorescent lights glimmered off his full head of snowy hair as he danced and darted about, preparing his notes. He met my eyes and gave me a kindly smile, and I instantly liked him. My syllabus told me his name was Professor Bryan Sparks; I decided his last name suited him perfectly!

Class began presently, and I discovered that Professor Sparks had the kind of demeanor and classroom decorum that appealed to me. His lecturing was interesting and entertaining, and he had a propensity to chuckle at himself as he spoke. When he drew a benzene ring on the white board and proceeded to add eyes and a smiley face inside of it, I couldn’t help but chuckle along with him. I was really going to like this guy! Maybe I’d get lucky and have him for the corresponding lab. That would be perfect! He smiled pleasantly at me again as I departed his class once it concluded, and I made my way outside to locate my Integral Calculus course that began at ten. Following math, I had two hours to kill before lab. I grabbed a quick bite in the Commons and spent an hour studying in the nearby library before heading back to the science building. The labs were on the third floor, so once again I climbed the stairs and located the large laboratory with a smaller classroom where we would congregate just across the hall. The room was cramped but I located a seat in the front and crossed my fingers that Dr. Sparks would conduct our lab.

At exactly 1 p.m., a tall leggy woman just the other side of thirty whisked into the classroom. Her shiny, auburn hair was piled elegantly atop her head, and the brightest blue eyes I’d ever seen sparkled through fashionable black-framed glasses. Large breasts strained against a cream-colored sweater that blended nicely with her navy skirt. Suddenly, Dr. Sparks was the furthest thing from my mind as I took in this stunning woman. She placed a satchel on the floor, then stood erect, and surveyed the class. Her severe countenance did nothing to detract from her beauty, and when she spoke, a confident and commanding voice filled the classroom.

“Good afternoon,” she said. “I’m Dr. Arianna Kuntz. I’ll be supervising your lab activities during the semester.”

Her eyes wandered over the class again, and you could have heard a pin drop. This woman exuded authority, and combined with her attractiveness, she had almost instantly captivated the class.

“As per the syllabus,” she continued. “I am certain that each one of you has procured the required safety glasses needed for the semester. Please hold them up, so I can see that everyone has met that important requirement.”

I gulped. Normally, I was quite organized and prepared. But I had completely forgotten to purchase the necessary eye protection required for the course. I silently scolded myself for the neglect. Dr. Kuntz stared at me humorously. Her eyes didn’t seem to waver from my face, telling me that I was likely the sole violator of laboratory policy.

“There’s always one,” she said, almost haughtily. “And who might you be, young lady?”

I gulped again, suddenly wishing that the temporarily forgotten Dr. Sparks was the lab supervisor instead of the intimidating Dr. Kuntz. Heat rose in my face—embarrassment mixed with anger at being singled out had made me a little salty.

“Jodi,” I managed to say as evenly as possible.

Dr. Kuntz smirked before returning her gaze to cover the entire class.

“Very well, class,” she began. “Please move across the hall to the lab, and remember to wear eye protection at all times.”

Everyone began rumbling toward the exit, so I stood and headed for the door too.

“Except for you, Miss Jodi,” Dr. Kuntz barked. “I will need to have a brief conversation with you first.”

Returning to my seat, I folded my hands in my lap and waited for the other students to clear the room. When the last student exited, Dr. Kuntz, with high heels clacking, picked up her satchel and marched to where I was seated. She towered over me, and I caught an intoxicating scent of either perfume or scented body wash. It smelled of lavender, mixing with her dizzying musky aroma that nearly caused me to swoon. I shivered before pulling myself together. She dropped a pair of safety glasses onto the desk.

“I always keep an extra pair or two for neglectful students, Miss Jodi,” she sneered. “I expect that on Wednesday, when we meet for lab again, you will have purchased a similar pair which you will use to replace these.”

She used a long, manicured, red nail to tap the desk where the safety glasses lay.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

She twisted her lips slightly and looked me over. “I hope I won’t continue to have trouble with you throughout the semester, Miss Jodi.”

“No, ma’am,” I answered. “I’ll have your glasses by Wednesday.”

“Very well, then,” she said curtly. “You may join the other students in the lab.”
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I moved across the hall, trying to avert my eyes when about half of the students looked up at me, curiosity dancing on their faces. I located an empty bench around the corner from the stockroom, figuring the closer I was to the reagents and laboratory equipment, the less time I’d spend walking through the crowded lab. I settled in as Dr. Kuntz entered and stood in the middle of the lab to address the assembly of students. She waved her hand around the room as she oriented us to the equipment, and areas of interest that we would acquaint ourselves with over the next few months.

“We will be studying chalcone chemistry this semester, students,” she prattled on. “The chalcones will be converted to chalcone dibromides, and then to isoxazoles.” She paused for effect and continued. “Isoxazole chemistry is useful for the synthesis of important herbicides in the world of agriculture.”

I listened but didn’t catch all the words. Her voice hypnotized me. It was crisp, but somehow musical; sharp but without accent; and bold, yet soothing. I found myself wanting to prove myself to this woman—to prove that my initial lapse was an anomaly.

She finished her introduction to the class, and we all began scurrying around with our lists, gathering chemicals, plastic weighing dishes, beakers, flasks, and other assorted items. Initially believing that my close proximity to the stockroom had been a good idea, I was beginning to second-guess myself. It seemed that the traffic near my workstation was a bit more than I’d bargained for, as students whisked in and out of the storage area for the first hour of the class. But I eventually collected my supplies and stocked the drawers and cabinets allocated for my use with the designated lab equipment and reagents.

Following that, I began to construct the apparatus we would use to synthesize our first product—the base chalcone. Time flew by, but about fifteen minutes before the lab concluded for the day, I had everything assembled for Wednesday—everything with the exception of a volumetric flask. But I could dart around the corner and procure one before time ran out.

Entering the stockroom, I worked my way toward the back where the glassware was housed. Climbing on a stool, I fetched the last of the volumetric flasks in storage. I stepped from the stool and turned. Dr. Kuntz stood at the entrance to the stockroom, glaring at me.

“Miss Jodi,” she said smugly. “If you’re not too busy and it is not too much of an inconvenience, perhaps you could join us in the lab for my final remarks!”

I flushed once again with a mixture of anger and embarrassment. But there was something else at play too that I couldn’t quite place. This woman was affecting me, and causing me to squirm. I told myself that it was because this class was so important to me, and I had gotten off to a shaky start with the instructor. But I knew there was more to it, and I didn’t totally believe my simple reasoning.

She turned abruptly and moved into the lab. I exhaled deeply and tried to calm myself yet again. I looked down at the flask in my hand and chuckled. Volumetric flasks have long, thin, phallic-like stems. I wondered what Freud would have to say about the obscene piece of laboratory glassware.

I hastily shuffled from the storage room just as I heard Professor Kuntz beginning her last words for the day. But as I walked through the opening, palming the base of the flask, a cute, young black girl ran into me. I lost control of the flask and it flew from my grasp. I scrambled after it and almost caught it, but it bounced around my hands perilously before crashing to the floor. The loud shatter reverberated around the room, which was followed by an eerie silence. I stared incredulously at the broken bits of glass glimmering on the cement floor. The girl had slipped smoothly back to her station before Dr. Kuntz could see what had happened. I stood in an island of glass, like a child with her hand in the cookie jar. The professor stared at me. I didn’t know what to do, but if I’d known where a broom was, I would have hastened to get it and cleaned up the mess.

“I’m so sorry for the interruption to my comments, class, but it seems that Miss Jodi has once again been a distraction. At any rate, we will meet Wednesday in the classroom across the hall. Please be on time,” Dr. Kuntz concluded.

The class hastily dispersed as I stood dumbly trying to figure out my next move. When I looked up, Dr. Kuntz stood at the edge of the broken glass, hands on hips, sneering maliciously at me and nodding her head.

“Come with me, Jodi,” she instructed.

I followed after her, mumbling about how sorry I was and how I’d be happy to grab a broom and sweep up the mess. She didn’t respond. Instead she clicked and clacked rapidly through the lab, and I followed along like a scorned puppy. We entered a spacious office at the other end of the lab. A computer sat atop a large desk on one side of the room, and an area off to the right contained a cozy-looking sectional. A flat-screen television was perched on a cabinet across from the sectional, and a large, marble coffee table—a garish rendition of the periodic table imprinted on the face—sat between them. The area was neat and tidy, as cool and efficient as the woman herself.

She sat behind her desk and pulled a pad from the top, middle drawer. There was a solitary seat in front of her desk, but she hadn’t invited me to sit in it—and I certainly didn’t take it upon myself to do so. She scribbled a few lines on the pad, ripped the page from it, and extended her long, elegant arm across her desk.

“Take this to the second floor, Jodi. It’s room sixty-nine. They will give you a sterilized replacement for the flask. Do you think you can locate the room without further disaster?” she questioned severely.

“Yes, ma’am,” I muttered.

“Do you think you can find your way back?” she hissed. “You know, it will look different coming back.”

I didn’t respond to her insulting question, but instead slipped unobtrusively from her office and found the stairs.
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I returned in short order with the specified flask, holding it with two hands and watching carefully for any unfortunate collisions as I rounded corners and came through doorways. The door was open when I reached the office, but I didn’t immediately see Dr. Kuntz. Then her electrifying voice startled me, almost causing me to jump, nearly imperiling the replacement flask.

“Are you going to stand in the doorway all day, Miss Jodi, or are you coming inside?”

I glanced to the right. Dr. Kuntz was perched on the sectional, her long, lithe body sprawling, an almost empty glass of wine in her hand. She had kicked off her shoes and her glasses were now sitting on the sturdy-looking coffee table in front of where she reclined. I was stricken once again at what an elegantly stunning woman she was. She took a final sip of wine, licked her lips, and held the glass out to me.

“Close the door, set the flask down on the table, and pour me another glass of wine,” she instructed.

Normally, I may have been taken aback by such requests, but at that moment, I was under her spell. I could tell that she knew it too. Closing myself inside of her office, I moved like a zombie toward the piece of marble furniture with the periodic table imprinted on it. Using great care, I eased the flask into a stabilizing, rubber support ring in place on the table. I took her glass, and located the partially full bottle of white wine sitting atop a little fridge in the corner of her office. After pouring a glass for her, I returned and handed her the wine. She pulled her feet from the edge of the cushion, bending her long and lovely legs.

“Sit,” she said curtly, and then used a slender and delicate foot to point to the space she’d just vacated.

Careful not to disturb the table where I’d just placed the flask, I sat tentatively at the edge of the sectional. A bead of sweat formed on my forehead from the close proximity of this odd creature charged with my education. I wasn’t sure what to think. She had scolded and embarrassed me throughout the day, and now I was alone in her office as she drank wine and wiggled her bare toes only inches from my leg. The truth was a complexity of conflicts. She had been abusive to me, but I found myself longing to please her. She had seemed annoyed that I was her student, but here I was, alone with her in her office as she sipped wine like it was a social situation. I was completely flummoxed, yet wildly enchanted with this mysterious woman. So when she placed her sensuous right foot in my lap and wiggled her toes, I did the only thing I could think to do. I began rubbing her foot.

“Mhmmm,” she cooed. “Yes! Perhaps we’ve found something you can do well, Miss Jodi.”

I should have been insulted, but I blushed with pride that I’d finally accomplished something worthy of a positive reaction from her.

Her foot was smooth and silky, long and elegant. I worked her arches and she moaned as she reclined on the sectional, continuing to take small sips of her wine. When she emptied the glass, she rolled it away from her. It settled in the crease where the seat met perpendicularly to the vertical back of the sectional. Her eyes were half lidded and glazed. Without thinking, I ran one of my hands up her velvety leg. I shivered and felt familiar stirrings, a fiery blaze scorching outward to my tummy and thighs.

“Yes, girl,” she encouraged. “It feels so good!”

She worked her heel into my crotch, pressuring my sex through my jeans. I was instantly wet, desire throbbing in my pussy. I let out a low groan, making Professor Kuntz smile knowingly.

“Uh-huh, Miss Jodi,” she purred. “I knew I had you figured right. I can tell, you know…when a girl loves the touch of another woman.”

She grinded her heel powerfully into my pussy, as I continued rubbing her foot. My breathing quickened, becoming shallow and raspy. I began thrusting to meet the rotation of her heel, pressing her firmly into my crotch. It dawned on me suddenly that I was close to orgasm. And then she stopped.

I gasped as she pulled her right foot from my grasp and brought her knee up. The void was beyond disappointing, but she quickly filled it by placing her left foot in my lap. Then she stretched her right leg behind my head, running her toes through my thick, black hair.

“Rub,” she commanded.

I didn’t hesitate and I quickly resumed the devilish act in which we’d been engaged before the brief interruption. Her left heel found my pussy and began the sultry rotations she’d performed with her right. But her angle was better with her left foot, and she got her heel positioned directly on my clit. I began panting. It felt so good that I could hardly contain myself. Fire burned from within as I marched once again toward bliss. My mouth ran dry and my hands rattled on the professor’s foot and leg. Her heel continued to dig into my crotch as her right foot hooked around my head, turning it toward her. I couldn’t believe the spectacle. How I hadn’t noticed before was beyond me. Perhaps I was so caught up with her lovely feet and feminine legs that I was scarcely aware of the rest of her. Dr. Kuntz’s skirt had slipped above her waist. She wore no panties. A beautifully manicured patch of reddish pubic hair topped dewy pink lips, the juice from her labia glowing in the fluorescent lights. I nearly creamed myself, but suddenly, she lifted her left foot from my lap and pulled me into her guard. Almost instantly, her calves were on my back, pulling me toward her frothy garden of lust. And while I was frustrated at having my climax thwarted, I was imminently overcome with her gorgeous pussy as it approached me with little warning.

She chuckled. “Me first, young lady!”

Suddenly I was prone on the sectional with my professor’s buttery thighs pressing my ears.

“Eat my pussy, girl!” she barked.

Her scent was stirring: musky yet feminine; powerful and heavenly. She ran her fingers through my hair, placing her hand on the back of my head and guiding me into her wetness. A warm gooey slickness greeted my tongue. Her taste was magnificent—sweet and tangy, a symphony of flavor.

I coiled my tongue and probed her; she arched her back, providing deeper access. My nose bumped her swollen clit, and she yelped her approval. I absorbed her, my tongue exploring her depths. She began humping my face, grabbing the back of my head and matching my rhythm. Her legs began to rumble first, and she let out a shrill cry that echoed off the chamber’s walls. Her hands flew to the cushions below, grasping them as if in an effort to prevent her body from taking flight. I ran my tongue through her delicate petals and found her clit. Her bud danced on my tongue, sparring for release. I swirled over her engorged flower, copious pussy juice running down my chin. I lapped at her twat with renewed vigor, assaulting her cunt with greed. Dr. Kuntz began writhing and shouting, screaming unintelligible words. She shook violently and orgasmed onto my face, soaking me with her liquid love.

A sheen of perspiration covered her face, matching my own slick countenance. She inhaled and exhaled as if she had just sprinted a mile in desert heat. I nibbled at her firm, inner thighs as she caught her breath. Gradually, she settled, but it took me by surprise when she growled, grabbed handfuls of my dark mane, and pulled me up. I wondered if she was vying for a lusty kiss. I smiled and licked my lips, anticipating an embrace and melding of the mouths. But instead, my sultry professor flipped me over and in an instant had my back against the cushions and her hands inside the waistband of my jeans. Without unbuttoning them, she stripped them off of me with one vicious stroke. My jeans flew across the room, but my red thong dangled from my foot. She nonchalantly plucked the panties from my toes, and dismissively tossed them over her shoulder where they encircled the volumetric flask, reminiscent of a kid playing ring toss.

Almost violently, she grabbed the backs of my legs, pushing my feet into the air. Then she devoured me. Dr. Kuntz became Mrs. Hyde! She scratched me, bit me, slapped at my ass, and licked my pussy like a madwoman. And I loved every second of it. I was in ecstasy. I had fantasized often about rough play, and Professor Kuntz was giving me everything I’d bargained for and more. Her hands and tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, probing, lashing, gouging me. The wetness in my cunt was palpable, and she licked me like a kitten scouring a dish for the last drops of milk. I was soaring in lust and desire, all cylinders firing. I began to hump her face like she had done mine. I watched mesmerized as her long wicked tongue flicked rapidly from her mouth, lapping at my pink labia, her nose nestled in my thick, black Brazilian bush. She sucked my petals into her mouth, nibbling me into a frenzy as I moaned with pleasure. Then a long, elegant finger slid inside of me followed by another. Locating the rough button of my G-spot, she drummed it with alternating fingers before rubbing circles over it. Then she would repeat the process, rocketing me into orbit. With her other hand, she reached up and worked at my hoodie. I helped her with it, and then awkwardly pulled off my long-sleeve T-shirt and bra. My perky tits sprang buoyantly and Dr. Kuntz used her free hand to paw at my breasts.

A burning energy shot through my midsection, spreading like rivers of hot lava. A low tremor began in my hips and moved outward to my thighs and spine. My teeth chattered and I bit my lower lip in an attempt to control the sensation now possessing my body. I lost sense of time and place. I was riding an ocean wave one moment and lying in the tall grass of a spring meadow the next. Encompassed by ecstasy, I cried out as the first punishing bolt of lightning that was my orgasm shot through me. I shook and rattled, bucked and squirmed, but my lusty professor was relentless, torturing me into wave after wave of bliss. I was out of my mind in pleasure. I came and came. And then I came again, until she finally relented, leaving me a shivering mess curled helplessly on her sectional. Strands of sweat-soaked black hair stuck to my face as I panted, as I tried desperately to regain composure. I’m certain I whimpered, and when I did, I heard Dr. Kuntz chuckling cruelly.

My breathing finally slowed, and I looked up at my seducer. She had stripped off the rest of her clothing, indicating she was far from finished with me. Her tits were even larger than I’d thought. Big naturals, sprinkled lightly with freckles, bounced proudly as she moved menacingly toward me. Once again she grabbed me by the hair, not harshly, but with a firm grip.

“We’ve only just begun, young lady. We are about to perform our first laboratory experiment of the semester!”

I gave a slight cry and she laughed, a hint of malice resonating from her cackling expression. Pulling me up and spinning me around, she held my arms and backed me into the coffee table. The edge hit behind my knees, causing me to squat. And that’s when I got the big surprise. A long, smooth rod entered me and I instantly realized she had eased me down onto the stem of the volumetric flask I’d placed inside the rubber suction support on the table earlier. She guided my arms downward so I could support myself on the table. I noted bizarrely, that my left hand landed just next to the symbol for Magnesium and my right next to Chlorine on the professor’s unique piece of furniture.

“My, Jodi, you are really fit. Your legs are so muscular,” she breathed, rubbing her hands over my thick, muscled legs. “Mhmmm, and those arms, girl! You have quite a body. I see a lot of lab experiments with you in the near future. Now fuck that flask, missy!”

The stem was smooth along the shaft with a slightly bulbous rim where the shaft terminated. It was maybe seven inches in length and perhaps twenty-five millimeters in diameter—like a long, thin penis. It felt odd and obscene, yet incredibly arousing. I slowly worked my already drenched pussy up and down as Dr. Kuntz stood straddling my legs. My breathing quickened, for not only was I fucking myself with the volumetric flask, I was actively performing squats and dips simultaneously. I was getting quite the workout. Then with surprising grace, Dr. Kuntz climbed onto the table, her beautiful quim now only inches from my face.

“Eat my pussy,” she demanded.

Leaning back enough to keep the table from upturning, I tilted my chin. And then my naughty professor lowered her hot cunt onto my face. Her taste was divine and I worked my tongue over and around her delicious sex, while delicately maintaining my balance. Our timing synced and we moved together like a well-oiled machine. I lapped at her glorious cunt as I moved up and down on the flask, each thrust from the phallic glassware probing me deeply. I’d heard talk of cervical orgasms, but I wasn’t clear if I’d ever experienced one before. A few of the men I’d encountered had been well endowed, and on various occasions, it had been quite stimulating when they drove all the way in. But this simple piece of glassware was doing a number on me. It was a sensation like I’d never felt before—certainly different from clitoral, G-spot, or perineal sponge stimulation. I felt a rush of incredible sensation that seemed to stretch from my vagina to my navel. A flash of warm liquid seemed to be refluxing back and forth in my midsection, creating a splendid fullness in my belly and a tingling in my thighs.

Dr. Kuntz grabbed my hair. Using my mane as a handle to make vertical motions with my face, she soaked me with her girl cum.

“Oh, fuck yes, Jodi,” she yelped. “Lick it, girl! Lick my pussy!”

I strained to concentrate. My legs were quaking—perhaps in pain from the perpetual squat routine I was performing, but I sensed it was more likely from the ferocious orgasm that I could feel approaching with frightening velocity.

“Ah! OH FUCK!” my naughty professor screeched. “I’m cumming! I’m CUUUUMMMMMING!”

I continued to hump the flask as I sucked her cunt, my face dripping with her gooey delight. Her motions slowed as she panted above me, but I hastened my thrusts. The slutty professor dismounted me, leaving my cheeks and chin a soggy mess. She eased me backwards so that I was supine on the table, yet allowing me to somehow keep pace with my new toy. She flipped my feet into the air, and placed her mouth on my exposed asshole. And that’s when I went through the roof. My hands flew to my face as she took over with my phallic friend. She fucked me with the flask and devoured my butthole, extending her tongue deep enough to tantalize my previously neglected third input. And that’s when I gushed, squirting a veritable deluge of hot jizz everywhere. Dr. Kuntz was soaked, but I couldn’t stop. I shot geyser after geyser from my tortured pussy, drenching both myself and the coffee table. I shook and trembled as the heavens descended upon me. The length and the intensity of the orgasm were beyond description. My heart flipped several times in my chest. I could hardly breathe, but it mattered not. Only the magnificent fire burning in my loins held significance. The world faded for an unknown interval of time, and I finally roused, wet and chilly, shaking and quivering. When I looked up, Dr. Kuntz was sitting calmly on the sectional, still naked, but with her legs crossed demurely. She was holding the volumetric flask, swirling it, the generous fluids sloshing within its confines. She flashed me a wicked smile and handed me the flask.

“I expect you to take excellent care of this one, Miss Jodi!” she remarked. “After all, you’ve been most intimate with it.”
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After dressing and cleaning my new flask, I exited the science building. I managed to make it to the campus store just before they closed. I snagged a pair of safety glasses, and after further consideration, I grabbed a second pair. I secured them in my backpack and scurried home to shower and study. I was out by ten, the events of the day tiring me to the point of a much earlier bedtime.

I awoke Tuesday morning, refreshed and renewed, ready to greet the day. Thoughts of my encounter with Professor Kuntz dashed through my head as I made my way to the science building for my 8 a.m. lecture with the amenable Dr. Sparks. We got down to business on the second day. I spent the hour making notes of the various line reactions I would be required to commit to memory. The kindly professor was thorough and clear about his expectations of what the class would be required to know for our upcoming quiz on Friday. By the end of class, I had recorded over thirty entries in my notes. I exited the lecture hall, once again feeling good about lucking out with a professor whose teaching techniques complemented my learning preferences.

As I strode up the ramp toward the exit, I caught a glimpse of the cute, little black girl from lab who had bumped the flask from my hand the previous day. Our eyes locked for a split second before she looked away. She shuffled her books and binders as I passed her row, pretending to be preoccupied in order to avoid my stare. My thoughts were conflicted. On the one hand, she had gotten me into trouble. But on the other hand, the events of Monday afternoon may have played out differently if she hadn’t knocked the flask from my grasp. Perhaps I was ironically indebted to her. I shrugged and moved on. I had about forty minutes to kill before calculus class, so I popped into a little coffee shop at the edge of the Commons and purchased a latte. I located a table and was scrolling through my phone, checking social media, when a shadow crossed my path. When it stalled, I looked up.

“Hi,” my clumsy lab mate squeaked. She offered a tentative smile as she rubbed her hands together. Her eyes danced nervously, and that’s when I realized just how gorgeous this ball of brown sugar was.

“Hi,” I countered evenly.

“Uh…um…I…uh…I’m really sorry about yesterday,” she stammered, offering a contrite smile that seemed to practically beg my forgiveness.

I didn’t immediately respond. Instead, I lifted my latte and took a few sips. I set my cup on the table and inspected her. She had big, brown eyes, high cheekbones, a cute sliver of a nose, and perfect white teeth. Her lips were full and cherubic, glossed and slightly rosy. Straight, black hair fell past her shoulders and perky breasts pushed pleasantly beneath her snug sweatshirt. Her skin was like molasses and her voice like honey.

She bent slightly at the knees and folded her hands together, elbows pressed against her sides, before speaking again.

“Please say something…anything. I feel terribly bad about the flask,” she pleaded.

I may have smirked. “I’m Jodi,” I offered.

She smiled again. “It’s nice to meet you, Jodi. My name is Miriam.”

She offered a delicate hand. I chuckled and reached out and took it.

“Would you like to sit down, Miriam?” I asked.

She looked at her watch. “I have a class at ten, but I can join you for a few minutes. Thank you!”

She pulled out a chair next to me and sat.

“Can I do anything to make up for it?” she asked. “I’m willing to explain it to the professor. It’s just that…well, when it happened…I just reacted and ran off like a coward. Dr. Kuntz is a bit intimidating.”

I laughed out loud at the understatement, and shrugged again. I was becoming an expert shrugger. “I’ll leave it up to you, Miriam.”

Perhaps that wasn’t the answer she was hoping for. She gazed at me for a long second and nodded, no trace of the smile that had previously lit up her lovely face. And then she changed the subject.

“I really like Dr. Sparks. I think I’m going to enjoy his lecturing style.”

“Yeah, Miriam. Me too. He reminds me of my grandfather.”

She laughed. “My grandfather is fat and bald and wears overalls! Dr. Sparks is nothing like my grandpa!”

I couldn’t help myself. I laughed with her, and suddenly found myself liking her, but in a most peculiar way. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. When my laughter faded, I spoke.

“I feel like I already know half the reactions he gave us today. I like the way he went over each one, writing on the whiteboard as he spoke. I was able to absorb them more efficiently that way.”

“I know! Right? Hey, Jodi,” she continued. “We should make flash cards and study together.”

I brightened. “That’s a great idea. I had planned on making some cards tonight, but flipping them for each other will probably help a lot. We can make some sort of a game out of it.”

“That sounds wonderful. How about this evening?” she asked.

We traded contacts and I gave her directions to my dorm. We settled on six o’clock.

“Well,” she said, looking at her watch. “I better get to class. I’ll see you tonight, Jodi!”

Once more, her bright smile lit up her face. She stood. I estimated that she was no more than five feet tall. She wore snug, blue yoga pants over white, Converse high-tops. She gave me a little wave and I smiled back. When she turned and sashayed away, I couldn’t help but notice her fine ass. Slightly big in proportion to the rest of her, it was round and curvy, one any girl would be proud to possess. I found myself hypnotized as she strolled from my table, watching every shake and bounce until she rounded the corner and was out of sight.

I collected myself, tossed my empty cup into the nearby receptacle, and headed to calculus class. But derivatives and integrals weren’t on my mind. I was only thinking of the geometry of Miriam’s backside as I walked toward the math building.

After classes, I stopped by the school store and purchased some 3x5 note cards, a few markers, and some snacks and drinks. I studied and did some homework, which included getting a jump on the reactions, and by late afternoon I was sprucing up my dorm room.

Miriam knocked on the door a few minutes after six. I answered and let her inside my cozy place. She still wore yoga pants. This particular pair was yellow, but just as snug as the ones she’d had on before. Miriam had donned a long-sleeve, white T-shirt under a black, leather jacket with straps. On her feet were the same Converse shoes she’d worn earlier. Scented soap wafted into the room as she entered, a pleasant mixture of tangerines and something I couldn’t quite place.

“You have such a cute place here, Jodi,” she remarked, while removing her jacket. She made a 360 degree turn, checking out my digs.

I couldn’t help checking her out as she twirled, once again mesmerized by her taut and shapely ass.

“How about a glass of wine?” I offered.

Miriam twisted her lovely lips, and then grinned. “Well, maybe one glass will be okay.”

I snagged two glasses from the cabinet and pulled a chilled bottle of white wine from the fridge. After pouring out full glasses for each of us, I carried them and the bottle into the little living space where my cozy sofa sat behind the coffee table. Earlier, I’d placed the list of line reactions, notecards, and markers on the table. I handed Miriam her wine.

“Oh gosh, Jodi! This is a lot!”

“We better get started then, before you get tipsy.”

She let out a little giggle and took a big sip. She set her glass down and I handed her the first page of reactions, fifteen in all. I took the second page consisting of the other half.

“Okay. Let’s write the chemical reagents on the lined side along with any catalyst. The reaction product can go on the blank side.”

“Sounds like a plan,” she said.

We set to work, using black markers for the reagents and red for the product. We zipped along steadily, sipping our wine as we went, and within thirty minutes we had them completed.

“Okay,” she chirped. “Who goes first?”

I took a big gulp of wine and she followed suit. “You go first,” I answered. “We will keep track of how many you miss and keep those cards in a separate stack. Let’s do sets of ten. We can keep score…make it a contest. The winner gets a prize!”

I shuffled the cards and counted out ten, and then set the others aside while she considered my suggestion with an uncertain expression.

“A prize?” she asked.

“Yeah! Like a dare or something. For example, if I win, you’ll have to rub my feet.”

She looked down at my feet uncertainly and I laughed loudly. She smiled and snorted.

“What if I win?” she countered.

“Well…you’ll get to pick something for me to do.”

Without further ado, I held up the first card. It was an aromatic ether reacting with Bromine in acetic acid. She furrowed her brow in concentration and gradually the light bulb went on.

“It’s a para-bromo phenyl ether,” she said.

“Correct! Next card,” I said, and held it up.

This card represented an alcohol reacting with chromium oxide and sulfuric acid in water and acetone.

“Come on,” I teased. “This one is easy.”

She concentrated. “It’s a carboxylic acid,” she said hesitantly.

I gave her a smug look before smiling. “Yes, you got it right.”

We continued through the stack and she only missed two of the first ten. She picked up the second stack and repeated the process with me. I only missed one of the first nine. If I got the last one right, I’d narrowly win the first round. She held up the last card, showing a ketone reacting with ammonia and sulfuric acid. I breathed easy.

“It’s an amide!” I nearly yelled. “I win round one.”

She looked at me curiously…expectantly. I pulled off my wooly socks slowly, never taking my eyes from hers. Then I twisted and dropped my feet in her lap, wiggling my toes just as Dr. Kuntz had done to me.

“Rub,” I ordered before reclining and sipping my wine. It was like déjà vu, except I was on the other side this time.

Miriam giggled a little girly laugh and laid her hands on me. A shiver shot through my body at the feel and sight of her soft, dark hands on my feet. I let out a little groan before collecting myself. I thought fast, as I was now in a hurry to move things along.

“Okay! Round three. The lightning round!” I exclaimed.

She giggled that soft laugh again and temporarily abandoned my foot in favor of her wine glass. She slugged the last of it, and I reached over and grabbed the bottle, refilling her empty glass. She took another sip before resuming with my feet.

“So, what’s the lightning round?”

“We will start with the third stack…five cards each. First one to miss one is at the other’s command.”

She bent her head forward and laughed. She was getting tipsy. When she stopped rubbing my feet, I wiggled my toes again.

“Hey, get to work,” I said, and she returned her soft hands to my flesh.

We got through the first stack with neither of us missing one. I reshuffled all thirty cards and cut them in half, handing her one of the stacks. We went back and forth, one by one. We both had five cards remaining when she missed one. I looked at her with mischief dancing in my eyes.

“Wait,” she pleaded. “You have to get yours correct. I answered one more than you.”

I nodded. “Fair enough, Miriam.”

“Can I choose which one or do I randomly select it?” she asked.

“Choose away,” I snickered. I was pretty confident that we’d extinguished the few with which I had struggled.

She flashed a card and I smiled. It showed an alcohol reacting with potassium chromate in chromic acid.

“That yields a ketone!” I championed.

Miriam looked at me with trepidation and I grinned from ear to ear. I removed my feet from her lap and refilled her wine glass.

“Drink,” I instructed.

“That’s what you’re making me do?” she asked incredulously.

I shook my head. “Oh no, dearie. I have other things in mind. But for now, drink.”

She needed no further encouragement. She drank half the glass, set it down, and began giggling again. But when she noticed my steady gaze appraising her, the laughter ceased.

“I like those yoga pants, Miriam. Take them off.”

Her eyes widened. There was fear in them, but only on the surface. My intuitions had paid off. Behind the alarmed look in her eyes was something deeper. Something there was no denying. It was curiosity. And more than that, it was desire.

“Take them off,” I repeated with an even tone.

“JODI! NO!”

I raised my eyebrows. Uncertainty played across her face.

“I…can’t, Jodi. I…I’m so confused,” she barely whispered.

She looked down, and then peered into my eyes and something changed on her face.

“Take them off, Miriam,” I said almost gently.

She exhaled, a raspy and nervous sound escaping her mouth.

“Would you like some help?” I asked, firmness in my voice.

The dark and beautiful creature stared at me for a moment longer, and then she uttered a single word, barely audible.

“Yes.”

“Kick off your shoes,” I said, and she did as I asked.

I didn’t wait another second. I reached over with both hands and pulled at her hips, bringing her toward me. Hooking my hands inside of her waistband, I tugged the fabric and peeled the colorful yoga pants off her curvy little body. The treasure below was beyond my wildest imagination. Her dark skin was silky smooth and evenly toned, hairless, and free of even the slightest blemish. The only mark was a little tattoo in the form of a lightning bolt on the right side of her lower abdomen. Her sex was mesmerizing. Lips, juicy and chocolatey, were a welcoming entry to velvety pinkness. Her pussy looked like a beautiful wildflower in a lovely meadow. I reached up and pulled her long-sleeve T-shirt off. Hastily, I unhooked her bra, exposing two glorious and ripe melons, nicely formed and slightly larger than mine. The combination of her areolas and nipples were tear drops of dark chocolate, erect and mouth-watering confections.

I gently tweaked a nipple between my thumb and index finger. She moaned audibly, her breath hitching at my touch. I tried the other and found it just as intriguing.

“Oh, God!” she exclaimed. “Jodi! What are we doing?”

“I won the game, Miriam. I’m collecting the prize!”

She moved her lips to speak again, but I covered her body with mine and ran my tongue inside her mouth. I was almost certain she wouldn’t resist at this point; she didn’t. Instead, she met my tongue with hers, sparring pink appendages exploring one another with vigor. I pressed my body into hers and she wrapped her short legs around me. When I broke the kiss and moved down her frame, she whimpered.

“I think I won the grand prize, Miriam. You have a lovely body.”

I took a thick, turgid nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue over it. She squeezed her legs tighter around my relatively thicker frame, cried out, and plunged her hands into my hair. I alternated between her breasts, undecided which I preferred but finding each uniquely exquisite. Slowly, I made my way down her body. My hands continued to fondle her breasts, and I licked a trail past her navel. As I traveled farther south, I caught her scent—a delicious and earthy musk, a fragrant garden of female lust. Grasping the back of her ebony thighs, I pushed her legs up, exposing her juicy cunt to my imminent approach.

I kissed and licked all around her pussy, breathing warm breath over her labia as I alternately inhaled her wonderful aroma. I could see the deluge of juices accumulating in her quim. She began subtly bridging her hips, trying to force my mouth onto her clamoring chasm of lust. I teased no longer. As I ran my tongue through her frothy lips, she released an animalistic cry. Her nectar was thick and gooey, hot and slick. I devoured her, running my mouth and tongue and teeth over her sensitive flesh. I nibbled and licked, sucked and swirled. When I flicked her clit, she screamed bloody murder and fisted handfuls of my hair.

“Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!” she raved.

I continued to debauch my new lover. I ran two fingers inside her soaking cunt. She was tight and smooth, soft yet firm—a remarkable feminine specimen.

“Ooohhh, fuck!” she screamed, as I located her rippled patch inside.

It was her first use of profanity around me, indicating I had broken another barrier with her.

Quick and wicked flicks to her clit had her button enflamed with passion. I was relentless in my torture, driving my fingers inside of her as I attacked her flower. I chanced a look at her face. Her eyes were as big as saucers, and her limbs trembled with the ferocity of her approaching release. Her body began quaking in my grasp, and then it happened. She screamed like a wounded animal, high pitched and shrill. She beat at my back and then grabbed at the sofa cushions before throwing her hands to her face and bucking her hips. I stayed with her, coaxing the orgasm from her body, manipulating every drop of pleasure from her overheated cunt. Her copious fluids flooded my mouth, running down my chin onto the sofa. I removed my fingers, coiled my tongue, and probed her deeply. Her taste was now a mixture of tangy delight and subtle sweetness. Holding her hips tightly, I continued with my thrusts. She gyrated and bucked but I managed to match her movements. She yelled again as another orgasm shook her core. I squeezed and kneaded her curvaceous buttocks, holding her firm as she came in my mouth. I glanced up again, and her eyes were closed, her teeth gnawing at her lower lip.

I took mercy on her. Gradually, she calmed as I nibbled at her inner thighs. When her breathing began to steady, I slithered up her frame and kissed her. Our tongues met, as she sampled her own lust from my mouth.

When I nibbled at her throat, she whispered in my ear.

“That was amazing, Jodi. I’ve never done anything like this before. Have you?”

I chuckled. “What do you think, Miriam?”

She offered a little giggle in response. “I think maybe you have.”

“I hope you enjoyed the first round, Miriam. But I’ve only collected a portion of my prize.”

I climbed from her body and stood. I peeled off my clothing, every stitch, as she watched in awe.

“Oh my goodness,” she breathed. “You have an amazing body!”

“I’m glad you like it, Miriam. You’re about to become very well acquainted with every bit of it.”

She gulped. I sat opposite her on the sofa, grabbing her arms and pulling her little body down on top of me. Her wet pussy met mine and my already heightened arousal reached epic proportions. I wrapped my thick, athletic legs around her, trapping her, making her my captive. Reaching under my hips, I grabbed hers and forced her into me. The sensation was amazing; I could feel the hot wetness of her throbbing cunt commingling with mine. Her eyes became half-lidded as we humped together, rubbing and grinding our pussies into a singular component of flesh.

“Oh, my,” she breathed. “This feels amazing.”

She was right. It did. I began to feel the heat rising in my body as my dusky, little study partner grinded her crotch into mine. A tingling sensation pulsed through me, as I felt the low rumble of the inevitable forcing its way through my center and beyond.

I pulled her face down and once more ran my tongue inside her mouth. When I released her, I kissed and licked her neck and shoulders. Then I whispered, hot breathy tones into her ear.

“Lick my pussy, Miriam. Fuck me with your tongue.”

She panted but didn’t move. I gave her an encouraging nudge by placing my hands on her shoulders and pushing downward. My sex was on fire and needed attention.

“Jodi…I…uh…I’ve never done this before. I-I don’t know what to do.”

“Sssshhhh,” I soothed. “Just do what comes naturally, baby. You’ll be wonderful. I know it.”

Her lips found a breast and I gasped as she sucked my nipple and areola into her mouth.

“Yes, Miriam,” I breathed. “Yes…just like that.”

She moved her mouth back and forth between my breasts, kissing, nibbling, and sucking them. I placed my hand on her head and gently eased her downward. When her chin reached my bush, I ran my hands through her dark hair.

“Lick me, Miriam. Suck my pussy.”

Slowly, she moved toward my throbbing cunt. When her nose disappeared in my pubic hair, I heard her inhale, taking me in, absorbing my feminine scent. I could feel the heat from her mouth, the warm air vibrating across my sex. I watched as her pink tongue tentatively poked out and sampled my labia. I cried out as my body rumbled like rolling thunder. There was nothing quite like the touch of another woman. I was on fire with lust. I darted my fingers into her thick hair and kneaded her scalp.

“Oh yes, Miriam! Just like that. Taste me!”

Emboldened by my reaction, she ran her tongue inside my lips and traveled north through my dewy labia. I shivered and moaned. When she flicked my clitoris with her tongue, I nearly came out of my skin.

“Yes, baby,” I cooed. “Right there. Oh, it feels so good. Don’t stop! Don’t ever stop!”

Miriam swirled and flicked my clit over and over, and the more animated I became, the faster she assaulted my pulsating pussy. I was nearing the point of no return. It was as if an orchestra played inside my body, the roar within blaring to a magnificent crescendo. Flames fired outward from my loins as Miriam feverishly lapped at my cunt. My clit tangled with her tongue, faster and faster she went, the intensity reaching new heights with each stroke. And then I gave in to the base need surging through my body. I orgasmed with ferocity, groaning and moaning, twisting and jerking, humping my lover’s face with animalistic need and fiery passion. Floating in the ether, I felt a second wave of pleasure wash over me. Miriam’s tongue probed and prodded, as my pussy sang both verse and chorus to the collaborative song we’d mastered. And then slowly it faded. My heart thumped in my chest as the climax wilted like a thirsty flower in the summer sun. I spiraled back to earth, and there I was, lying on the sofa, a smiling Miriam kissing my thighs and rubbing her soft cheeks along my heated flesh. My breathing was heavy, labored, and raspy. Strands of my thick, black hair were stuck to my cheeks.

Miriam made her way up my body. We kissed, my lust rich and vibrant on her lips. We stayed glued in that position for some time, kissing, touching, heated skin caressing. Finally, I gently pushed her up.

“I’m not done with you, girl,” I said. “I plan to finish collecting my prize.”

And with that, I pulled my new playmate up, grasped her firmly by the wrist, and led her into my bedroom where we could experiment with new things.
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“Do you trust me?” I asked in a low voice.

We were lying on top of my comfortable queen bed, tangled in the fluffy comforter, giggling, kissing, and touching.

“I shouldn’t, Jodi. But, yeah, I do for some reason.”

I kissed her full lips and ran my tongue deep into her mouth. Locked in passion, we explored each other for a long moment. Then, I pulled back and went for her exposed ear. I nibbled, making her giggle. She attempted escape, but it was an uninspired effort on her part. I wrapped my arms around her and held her in place with my superior strength. I whispered into her ear and felt her shiver.

“I want to do wicked things to you, Miriam. I plan to do wicked things to you.” I paused and added, “Tonight.”

She shivered again and moaned into my neck when I removed one of my hands to cup her pussy. Her cunt was drooling with desire—hot, wet, and very slick.

“I want to possess you, Miriam. Tell me you want that,” I breathed. “Tell me you need me to debauch you, to dominate you. Tell me, Miriam. You won’t regret it.”

I ran two fingers inside of her and she shrieked with delight. Nestling her head in the crook of my neck, she released hot breath onto my shoulder. It was my turn to shiver. I ran my fingers slowly in and out of her pussy, the sloshing of her soggy snatch audible in the otherwise still night. She was whimpering now, holding me firmly, squeezing me as I pounded her dripping twat with my fingers.

“I’ll make you cum over and over, Miriam—until you beg me to stop. And guess what? I won’t stop then. I’ll torture you with orgasms. You’ll be insane with pleasure. Tell me, Miriam. Tell me you want it.”

She was panting like a dog now as I worked her gooey flesh with my fingers. I sensed she was on the cusp of orgasm, so I locked lips with her again, swirling tongues, battling and sparring. But before she climaxed, I tortured her by removing my fingers. She groaned in frustration. I brought my fingers, dripping with her juices and heavy with her scent, between our lips as I released her mouth from mine. Inserting my digits into her mouth, I let her taste her frothy desire. As she sucked my fingers, I spoke once more.

“Say it, Miriam,” I nearly hissed. “Tell me you want to belong to me! Tell me!”

I withdrew my fingers from her mouth, and she gasped.

“Yes! Yes, Jodi! Anything you want,” she cried. “Just fuck me! Please!”

And fuck her I did! I entered her again and found her rough pebble, ribbed and swollen, begging for attention. My thumb located her engorged clit as I probed my fingers deep into her vagina.

“Oh, God! YES!” she nearly screamed.

Her teeth clamped down on my shoulder, but I hardly noticed. Then she released me and threw her head back violently onto the pillow. She began thrusting her hips, the motion similar to a girl twirling a hula-hoop—back and forth, and back and forth again. I watched mesmerized, as her face twisted into an agonizing mask of ecstasy. Then she howled like a wounded animal, soaking my hand with her juice, writhing and bucking like a woman possessed. She settled briefly but I kept going. Soon, mad paroxysms of lust captured her body again. Her clit seemed to throb under my thumb, pulsing, jerking, taking on a life of its own. I grinned. In the course of the evening, I had managed to get this tentative little cutie to transform from a shy and uncertain schoolgirl into a horny and uninhibited freak! Watching her completely succumb to her innermost base instincts had me hotter than a flaming Bunsen burner.

But I put my ever-increasing need aside for the moment and attended to the dusky and nubile little nymph under my command. I circled her clit with my thumb, her copious juices keeping her well lubed and agreeable to my vigorous rubbing. I kept after her. She attempted to pull my hand off at one point, but I easily deflected her effort. She was miserably over stimulated, I knew, but I enjoyed her agony. And, after all, I had promised as much. It was a delicate balance for me to maintain, as I guided her from almost unbearable sensitivity to the next glorious orgasm. Perspiration developed on her forehead. Her rapid breathing became raspy and shallow, but I continued to antagonize her. When she tried to grab my hand once more, I straddled her chest after grabbing both her wrists with my free hand and pinning her arms behind me. My big, round ass was only inches from her face now, and I could feel her hot breath on my bottom. I fingered her pussy with alacrity, and she bounced and bucked beneath me. And then she screamed into the night once more, gushing girly cum onto my comforter.

Fearing I may give Miriam a heart attack, I finally took mercy on the girl. Staying on top of her, I stroked her thighs lovingly, giving her a moment to recuperate before my next assault. And my next assault came in the form of a sixty-nine. Once her breathing settled, I dove in, pushing my slick cunt over her face simultaneously. Muffled cries from us both filled the room as we feasted upon each other. Her taste was amazing, her texture divine, and her scent unbelievably arousing. I greedily lapped at her cunt as she probed my gooey slit. We developed a rhythm, fast and furious, firm and bold. And then I came. It was magical, stars and colors and fireworks igniting. As the surreal explosion gripped me, I temporarily ceased my servicing of Miriam. I cried out, unable to contain myself at the magnitude of pleasure engulfing me. I shook and trembled, quaking with electric energy, drenching my lover with my liquid love. As I recovered, I dove back in, finishing her off. I lapped at her cum, drinking her in, absorbing her deliciousness until she was left whimpering in my grasp. Breathless and sated, I rolled off her and hugged her legs to my body. She rested a hand on my hip and caressed me as she continued kissing my ample rump. And then I drifted off into a deep and powerful slumber.

I awoke an hour or so later; Miriam was still fast asleep. The digital glow from my clock on the nightstand told me the evening was still young: not quite 10 p.m. I slipped out of bed and rummaged quietly through my closet, finding the items I would need. I returned to the bed, and snuggled into Miriam, kissing her neck and face. Her eyes opened slowly, sleepily, and my lips found hers. When I pulled back, she smiled in the dim light of my bedroom.

“How long did I sleep?” she asked in a dreamy, little voice.

“Maybe an hour,” I whispered, while nibbling at her neck. “Are you rested?”

She stretched and yawned, and then snuggled closely. Her body was firm and taut, her skin soft and smooth. I was instantly aroused.

“What mischief to you have in mind now, Jodi?” she asked playfully. But her smile was innocent and sweet.

I held up one of the pairs of handcuffs I’d plucked from my closet. I dangled them over her head. Her eyes widened and her body tensed, but she made no move to escape.

“Feeling adventurous, sweetie? Trust me, baby,” I said, repeating my previous mantra.

I climbed on top of her. “Give me a hand, Miriam,” I said evenly.

She slowly offered one of her little paws to me, and I snapped the cuffs on her. I attached the other end to my metal bedpost and repeated the process with her other wrist. Once she was secured, I produced a scarf and blindfolded her. She didn’t speak or show any resistance, and I marveled at how far along I had brought her in one evening.

Returning to my closet, I fetched a few other items. My stash consisted of lube, a Jack Rabbit vibrator, and a small butt plug. As I plopped back onto the bed, I slickened the butt plug with the product, and used the excess on my finger to gently ease my pinky a little way into her rectum. She gasped and stiffened, but as I worked it slowly in and out, she relaxed and grinned.

“I never,” she started to say, but I put the index finger from my other hand over her lips.

“Ssshhh,” I admonished. “You’re going to experience many new things with me, my love.”

She relaxed and I pushed a little deeper into her ass. Locating the bundle of nerves inside, I rubbed the spongy tissue. She whimpered and moaned, but didn’t speak. Then I withdrew my finger and gradually worked the plug into her cute little button. Glancing at her pussy, I could see her juices forming, flowing like a little river. With the plug in place, I dove in, licking her tasty girl jizz from within her quivering slit. She moaned loudly and raised her hips from the bed as I probed her depths. Running my tongue through her delicate petals, I found her burgeoning bud at the top of her pussy. I flicked gently at first and she released several stuttered cries. And then I attacked, devouring her cunt with a fevered passion. It took her little time to climax. She cried out loudly as she came, thrusting her hips forward demonstratively, compensating for her bound hands. As she calmed, I slithered up her frame, kissing her navel and tits before letting her lick herself from my wet lips. We tongued passionately for minutes, and then I withdrew. Her mouth remained open, her head turning, seeking me as my departure unsettled her.

I gazed at her momentarily. She looked so lovely and innocent, untouched, like fresh snow on a mountain peak. Her tongue poked out, searching, and that’s when I turned 180 degrees and filled the void with my ass.

“Lick me Miriam. Tongue me!” I commanded.

I moved my bottom up and down on her face, possibly abrading her delicate skin. She licked my asshole, pussy, and everywhere in between. It felt wonderful. I reached over and picked up the Jack Rabbit. When I turned it on, the buzz of the remarkable toy filled the room. Miriam paused briefly when she heard the sound, but quickly resumed her tonguing of my sex. I centered my clit directly over her mouth, and she caught it with her lips, sucking me in and swirling my captured bud. I shivered and moaned. Then I got busy.

The vibrator slid easily inside of her while the clitoral stimulator found her most sensitive flesh. She bucked on contact, barely missing a tongue flick to my pussy. I worked the toy in and out of her slippery slit, and she released a muffled moan into my cunt, this time breaking the rhythm of her strokes. I removed the dildo and lifted myself slightly from her face.

“Oh, God!” she exclaimed. “That felt amazing. Please don’t stop!”

I smiled. “You’ll have to earn it, Miriam. Make me cum!”

I planted my clit directly on her mouth and began grinding my sex onto her. She tried to kick her legs, but I pinned her thighs down.

“Suck me, Miriam. Fuck my pussy.”

After about thirty seconds, I reluctantly pulled off of her. I was approaching orgasm, and it was difficult not to stay the course. But I didn’t want to suffocate the poor girl. When her breathing settled, I planted my hefty bum on her face again and grinded with moderate force—enough to make her a little uncomfortable, but not enough to actually harm her. Besides, I knew deep down she loved what I was doing to her. She didn’t once protest verbally when I allowed her to speak.

She went back to work and so did I. I rubbed my cunt over her face vertically, horizontally, and circuitously. Occasionally, and with increasing reluctance, I would slide forward just enough to allow her to breath. Her heavy panting on my ass was a turn-on in itself, and I had to resist the urge to pound my big bottom back into place before she could catch her breath.

I descended upon her again. I grinned as her eager tongue plunged inside of me. Miriam probed me in wicked fashion, and I began humping her—almost as if I were riding her face reverse cowgirl, which essentially I was. I felt the world around me fade. The singular act of my existence was Miriam’s tongue in my hot pussy. The familiar tingling started in my center and spread outward, like steam rising from asphalt after a thundershower on a hot summer day. My orgasm was imminent, the precipice of my aching need within reach. With a few more flicks from her tongue, I exploded, crying out my lust, the sound of my desire echoing off the walls.

I fell forward, lying across Miriam’s lower body. My head was spinning pleasantly, my breathing hoarse and shallow. Slowly, I pulled myself together and heard Miriam’s panting behind me. I twisted to look at my lover. Streaked with my juices and rosy red, her face looked like she’d run a marathon. I twisted my body around and kissed her puffy lips. She returned the kiss, whimpering into my mouth.

“You did really well, baby,” I told her. “Are you ready for your turn now?” I asked.

“God, yes! Jodi, please fuck me! FUCK ME!” she bellowed.

I picked up the vibrator and flicked the switch, bringing it to life. Miriam trembled at the buzzing sound and I smiled. I ran the toy over her sex slowly, avoiding her clit but coming asymptotically close to her clamoring bud. Still blindfolded, she gasped when I pinched one of her nipples—not forcefully but not gently either. Then I got down to business. Placing the head of the Jack Rabbit on her slick lips, I pushed it in a few inches before pulling it almost completely out. Pausing, I teased her for a few seconds, and then slowly slid it back inside her slippery cunt. I marveled at the contrast of her chocolatey lips compared to the ripe pinkness of her center. Continuing to work the toy in and out of her, I brought my mouth down onto her clit. The sensation caught her off guard, causing a violent spasm from the touch to her sensitive flesh. Juices ran from her quim and diverted at her asshole, where the butt plug remained in place. I knew the fullness of having both holes filled was sending her to the moon. Her panting and yelping indicated as much. I lapped her pussy at a moderate pace, not wanting her to cum too quickly, but rather building her to a gradual yet roaring climax. I stayed the course for several minutes, and then abruptly ceased licking her. Shortly after I pulled my mouth from her steaming twat, and as her moans and thrusts became more urgent, I allowed the stimulator from the toy to contact her clit. She bucked at the vibration and cried out loudly. I tugged at her turgid nipples with my free hand as I stimulated all circuits below. Then suddenly, wild paroxysms engulfed Miriam.

“Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Ooohhh!” she bellowed.

She twisted in her restraints, writhing and bucking as much as her limited mobility would allow. And then she exploded, gushing girly jizz from her hot pussy and soaking my sheets. She came with ferocity and wailed like a banshee as the orgasm shook her from head to toe. It seemed to go on for some time, and then she cried out, trying to pull away from the assault on her overworked sex. I took mercy upon her and relented. Gradually she settled, and I removed the butt plug and blindfold. She squinted slightly as she adjusted to the soft light in my room. I removed the cuffs and massaged her wrists, and then we cuddled for a bit. When I sensed she was getting sleepy, I got up from the bed and drew a bubble bath. Helping her to the bathroom, I guided her into the warm, sudsy water. Then I climbed in behind her, and gently bathed my new plaything. After we were both cleaned up, I left her in the tub while I swapped the sheets on my bed. That task completed, I extracted her from the bath, wrapping her in a big, fluffy towel and drying her body. Then I led her back to the bed, climbed in behind her, and spooned my dusky lover until sleep took us both.
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We strolled to class together the following morning, both a little bleary-eyed, but we did manage to log about six hours of sleep. Miriam sat next to me in the lecture hall, the aroma from the bubble bath wafting off her skin and making it a little difficult for me to focus at times. Another barrage of line reactions along with synthesis mechanisms took up the entire lecture, and I departed with several pages of notes that we could use to further enhance our little flash card game. Miriam and I parted ways after class, chummily agreeing on meeting before lab to get a bite to eat before the long afternoon session with Professor Kuntz.

As I waited at a little bistro inside the Commons, I began to get a nagging feeling—a vague reluctance—about being together with Professor Kuntz and Miriam at the same time during the upcoming lab. I’d been so busy with everything, that I hadn’t considered it until just now. Part of me felt like I should level with Miriam about what had happened to me on Monday, but I questioned whether it would be wise to divulge things of a personal nature about a professor from whom I needed high marks. I saw Miriam making her way across the Commons as I stewed over my dilemma. I hastily decided to say nothing for the time being, at least until I’d sorted through it in my mind.

After she placed her jacket over a chair, we walked together through the queue, selecting our lunch. I decided on a turkey sandwich with some baked chips, while Miriam chose a yummy-looking salad with chunks of fruit sprinkled liberally over the top. We both grabbed bottled water and returned to our seats.

We chatted idly about our classes and the upcoming quiz in chemistry on Friday.

“We should probably have another go at the flash cards,” Miriam said, blushing slightly and grinning from ear to ear.

I smiled with her. “Absolutely! I think it was most beneficial to our learning experience, especially when you got around to flashing me,” I quipped.

Miriam ducked her head slightly and looked around, but the smile was still on her face. “Jodi! Not so loud!”

We both started giggling and I ran my foot along her calf, causing us both to shiver. We joked and chatted until it was time for lab, and then we tossed our garbage into a nearby bin and headed toward the science building together. We sauntered into the little classroom across the hall from our lab a few minutes before one. We settled into seats next to each other, and precisely at 1 p.m., Dr. Kuntz waltzed confidently into the room.

She showcased a similar skirt to the one she’d worn on Monday, but this time it was grey, blending nicely with a snug, red sweater. Her auburn hair was piled identically to the fashion she’d chosen before, and her fiery blue eyes peered from behind her black-framed glasses.

“Okay, students,” she began. “Today we begin actual laboratory work. Remember, safety is the number one priority. If you are not sure how to use a particular piece of equipment, please ask either me or one of the graduate students roaming the lab. Fire extinguishers are located in each corner of the lab, and there’s a fifth one just outside of the stockroom.”

The sultry professor turned her gaze toward me.

“I’m certain everyone has safety glasses today.”

I smiled, reached into my backpack, and placed both packages of the required eyewear on the desk in front of me. Everyone’s gaze followed Dr. Kuntz’s and lit on me. I sat smugly, smiling, with my head raised high. Then I reached out and did my best rendition of our instructor’s little finger tap from the previous day. Professor Kuntz eyed me evenly for a few seconds before turning her head back to the aggregate of the class and dismissing us from the room. I stood up and exited with Miriam, this time without being detained. As I passed Dr. Kuntz, I extended a pair of the glasses, still in their protective wrap, and placed them on the lectern where she stood. Without even looking my way, she plucked them from the wooden surface and slipped them into her satchel.

I got to work right away, weighing reagents and dumping them into precisely measured volumes of solvent. As I heated the mixture, I added the designated catalysts at the appropriate temperatures. All seemed to be going well, so I got out my lab notebook and used my time to transfer raw notes from a few tattered pieces of paper into a more coherent and flowing fashion. As my mixture began its final stages of reaction, I put the finishing touches on my entries. Once finished with that, I decided to check on Miriam. I had glanced up periodically to look at her fine ass encased in those tight, little yoga pants, but now she was nowhere to be found. I shrugged, removed my flask from the flame, and pulled it from the apparatus. I immediately placed it into an ice bath and watched mesmerized as little yellow crystals formed. My reaction had been a success! With about forty minutes remaining before the end of the session, I had just enough time to filter my mixture and set up the vacuum flask for drying the product.

About fifteen minutes later, my yield was up and drying. Realizing that there was little left for me to do in the limited time remaining, I searched again for Miriam. I moseyed over to her bench and found her reaction in a similar state as mine—drying on her vacuum apparatus. But she was still missing. Wandering through the lab, I saw neither her nor the professor. I stood in the middle of the room, twirling, searching. When I completed the circle, I spotted shadows moving inside of the professor’s office just before the door closed. I found my way back to my workstation and began cleaning my glassware, including the special flask my naughty professor and I had christened two days prior. I frequently glanced at the office door while I secured my equipment and product, wondering what exactly was going on in there. My curiosity was rewarded about five minutes before the session ended, when Miriam emerged from the space followed by the stern-looking Dr. Kuntz.

Miriam didn’t meet my eye. Instead, she made a beeline for her bench and began cleaning up and organizing her area. Dr. Kuntz gave her final remarks, and the class began its collective departure. Miriam was a bit behind in the process of closing up shop for the day, so I lingered at my bench waiting for her to finish. When we were the final students remaining, I locked my cabinets and headed toward her. It was then that I noticed the severe gaze from our instructor, who stood like a drill sergeant at the opening of her office door.

“I’d like to see the two of you in my office, please,” she said with a steely voice.

I glanced at Miriam. She seemed nervous and darted her eyes between the professor and me.

“Right now, ladies!” Dr. Kuntz howled.

Miriam placed the last of her equipment into her cabinet, locked it, and led the way toward where the professor waited. She walked past Dr. Kuntz into the cozy confines of the office and I followed. We stood waiting in the middle of the room, two nervous girls wondering what sort of punishment awaited them. Dr. Kuntz shut the door and locked the handle, causing Miriam to flash me a concerned look.

“Well, Miss Jodi,” she began. “It seems that your little friend here has made a confession.”

“I see,” I said, realizing that my playmate had followed through on explaining the event involving the broken flask to Dr. Kuntz. “I think it was noble of Miriam to tell you what happened, ma’am.”

The professor smirked. “Oh? Shouldn’t she have confessed when it happened? I’m sure other students witnessed the incident and know what really occurred. And the point is, I did not! Do you ladies take me for a fool? Do you think I will allow others under my supervision to think I’m blind to what goes on in my lab?”

“No, ma’am,” Miriam and I responded simultaneously.

“Well,” she started. “I believe we must met out some sort of punishment for Miriam.”

A devious gleam appeared in the professor’s eye, and I risked a glance at Miriam.

“Do you ladies intend to pass my course?” she asked.

We both nodded.

“Well then,” she said. “I believe we must attend to this matter.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Miriam said. “I’ll take my punishment.”

I looked at Miriam. The trepidation I’d seen in the lab had evaporated like drops of volatile solvent in the bottom of a beaker. It had been replaced with a curiosity similar to what she’d displayed with me previously. I was more than a bit incredulous, but I couldn’t help sensing and sharing the sexual tension bouncing around the room like highly energized electrons.

Dr. Kuntz strolled purposefully toward a cabinet and opened it. She produced a leather flogger and handed it to me.

“Remove your pants and bend over the marble table, Miriam,” Dr. Kuntz instructed.

I stood there stunned, holding the flogger. Clearly, Dr. Kuntz expected me to administer a whipping to my little lover. I was just as stunned when Miriam pulled her yellow yoga pants down to her ankles and bent over the coffee table. I looked over at the professor, who was wide-eyed and grinning. Her long, pink tongue emerged, licking her lips in lusty anticipation of the corporal punishment I was expected to deliver.

“Spank her, Jodi. Whip her for what she did to you!”

I was hesitant. A little spanking and domination was fun and certainly in my playbook, but I’d never flogged anyone. I had no intention of hurting another person, especially Miriam.

“Well! What are you waiting for, girl?” Dr. Kuntz screeched. “Hit that naughty, little minx!”

I wasn’t sure what to do, so I was very relieved when Miriam turned her head over her shoulder and winked, giving consent to what I was about to do. I couldn’t deny that the scene unfolding in front of me was making me wetter than a soggy piece of used filter paper, so when Miriam gave a little jiggle with her fine ass, I knew it was on. I reared back and brought the suede tendrils down on her beautiful, brown backside. An audible pop filled the room and Miriam gasped.

“Why are you stopping, girl?” Dr. Kuntz questioned. “Hit that impertinent little thing!”

I lashed her again, a little harder than before. When I withdrew, I noticed a few rosy marks on her bottom. I hit her again…and again, creating a crimson trail across her lovely ass. I struck her at least a half dozen times, causing her to whimper and moan. Dr. Kuntz approached, holding up a finger to halt my lashings of Miriam’s fine fanny.

“Let’s see what effect we are having on the girl,” she chuckled.

The professor ran her hands over Miriam’s generous rump, caressing the heated flesh and causing Miriam to moan again. Then Dr. Kuntz surprised us both by raising her hand and smacking my lover’s chocolaty flesh with the palm of her hand. Miriam cried out in both pleasure and pain. Using the same hand, our naughty professor reached between Miriam’s thighs and ran several fingers into her cunt.

Miriam wailed in lust as Dr. Kuntz drove in and out of her steaming pussy. Then she withdrew her dewy digits and beckoned me forward.

“Taste the product from our experimental reaction, Miss Jodi,” she said.

She held two fingers to my mouth and I opened, tasting the salty deliciousness of my lover’s quim. Then the professor dug in for seconds, once again making Miriam cry out in need. This time, Dr. Kuntz held her fingers to her own lips, moved within inches of me, and shared the fruits of our combined labor. We sampled Miriam’s flavor together, licking her juices from the glistening fingers between our mouths while tonguing each other simultaneously. Then the professor pulled away from me and surveyed our little plaything.

“Jodi,” she said, turning her gaze to me. “Perhaps we need our little toy from the laboratory. Won’t you be a dear and fetch it?”

Miriam shot me a bemused look over her shoulder and I smiled devilishly.

“Yes, ma’am!” I chirped. “Right away!”

I left the pair in the professor’s office and strode through the lab to my bench. I unlocked the cabinet and retrieved the specified item. As I was retracing my steps to the office, I heard soft moans streaming through the door I’d left cracked upon my hasty exit. Curious as to what was happening with my lusty lovers, I quickened my pace.

I can’t say I was surprised at anything I witnessed at this point, but the scene in front of me was beyond provocative. Dr. Kuntz was now completely naked, her skirt, sweater, and lingerie sprinkled nonchalantly across the floor. She lay supine on the coffee table with her legs spread. One long and elegant hand held the back of Miriam’s head firmly between outstretched legs. The position of my little lover was such that her backside was raised into the air, exposing two glorious holes beckoning my imminent mischief. Setting the glassware I held onto the desk, I shut the door and quickly disrobed. I snagged the flask and approached Miriam from behind as she devoured our educator’s creamy cunt. Dr. Kuntz was moaning in delight as her pussy was being licked by our little pet, the noises she made sufficient in masking my approach. Miriam’s sex was dripping wet, glistening in the office light. I didn’t hesitate. I guided the smooth, glass stem of the flask straight into Miriam’s steaming snatch. Her head popped up briefly and she emitted a little yelp. But I used my free hand to hold her ample rump in place, while the professor grabbed her roughly by the hair.

“Eat my pussy, young lady,” she howled, humping and thrusting upon the lovely, brown face between her legs.

I ran my hand south toward Miriam’s crack and slowly got a finger inside her asshole. She gave a slight jerk but kept her mouth on the wet pussy now grinding vigorously over her face.

Soon it became a cacophony of noises. Miriam’s muffled cries and Dr. Kuntz’s bawdy moans filled the room. The production of wet sloshing noises from both women competed with their outbursts.

“Aaahhh! Aaahhh! Aaahhh!” Miriam bellowed, as she briefly lifted her face from the professor’s pink slit.

“Don’t you cum, girl!” Dr. Kuntz screeched. “I cum first! Always!”

“Oh, God! OH! MY! GAWD!” screamed Miriam. “I-I…I c-can’t h-help it!”

I withdrew the flask from Miriam’s cunt, and she groaned morbidly at the void.

“Lick her,” I shouted. “Use your fingers!”

Miriam quickly got two digits inside of the lab czar and resumed her frantic tongue lashing.

“OH! YES! Yeeessss! FUCK!” bellowed Dr. Kuntz. “I’m gonna cum! I’M GONNA CUM!”

And cum she did. She shook and rattled and writhed over the smooth marble, her juices soaking the various transition metals copper, zinc, nickel, and cobalt. Her head flew back and forth in orgasmic bliss, and her cum face twisted into an ecstatic grimace of lust, desire, and release. I watched for a few moments more, fascinated at the climaxing woman below me. As the orgasm heightened, Dr. Kuntz grabbed viciously at her own tits, squeezing, pulling, kneading them like a baker molding dough. As she calmed, I went back to work fucking Miriam with the flask, probing her well-lubed pussy deeply. I knew she wasn’t far from the Promised Land either.

As Dr. Kuntz lolled her head back and forth, a huge smile spread across her countenance. She gently stroked Miriam’s hair, whose face was now turned sideways against the professor’s dreamy thigh. My lover’s eyes were partially closed and she bit her lip as I rammed the glass stem of the volumetric flask inside her cunt. My other hand returned to her ass cheeks, once again dipping into her third input. I pushed gently with a downward motion, squeezing the knotty plug of her perineal sponge against the probing glass in her vagina. And that’s when her legs began to shake. I turned sideways and got a knee under her torso to steady her. Dr. Kuntz, now completely recovered from her orgasmic ordeal, tugged at Miriam’s tits, causing her moans to become more audible. Cries and whimpered pleas urged me on. I could tell now that Miriam’s release was only seconds away. Increasing the pace of my thrusts with both the flask and my finger, I worked her sex with renewed vigor.

“AAAHHH! FUCK! AAAHHH! JODI! I’m going to cum! Oh, fuck! I’M CUMMING!” she squealed.

A deluge of hot fluid poured from her abused pussy. The flask captured a portion of her nectar, but plenty ran down the sides, soaking my hand. I pounded her without mercy, fucking her with what had quickly become my favorite toy. She screamed and thrashed, bucking her bottom like a wanton whore until she eventually stilled.

Removing the glassware, I chuckled. The phallic flask had collected a nearly equal amount to my previous production, and I found myself swirling it with fascination, much like Dr. Kuntz had done with my output. I was so enamored with the experiment, that I gasped when a long, smooth finger slid into my soaking vagina. Miriam took the flask and set it aside as Dr. Kuntz eased me onto the marble table, keeping her probing finger inside of me as she got me situated in the middle of the periodic chart. She moved her finger in and out a few times, and then withdrew it completely.

“Taste,” she ordered, and stuck her finger into Miriam’s mouth.

“Mhmmm! Delicious,” Miriam intoned.

“Then I suggest you taste her in a more direct fashion, girl,” Dr. Kuntz stated.

Miriam slid between my legs and her tongue was on me before I could take a second breath. Meanwhile, our slutty professor centered her juicy twat over my mouth as she turned and watched Miriam in action. Dr. Kuntz used her fingers to tweak both my nipples, sending shivers through my rapidly overheating body. Miriam’s mouth found my swollen clit, and she ran the flat of her tongue over my sensitive flesh in quick bursts. The professor’s pink petals descended onto my lips, and I licked the gooey delight from her throbbing chasm. My senses were fired: the moans and slurping sounds filled my ears; the musky aroma from our aggregate lust wafted in the air; the taste of feminine desire danced on my palate; and the vision of these two lovely women were a sight to behold. But mostly, it was the sensation building in my loins that was rocketing me into orbit. Each flick of Miriam’s tongue was an oar in the water, paddling, stroking, bringing me closer to shore. I found myself suspended in time, floating, conflicted between the destination and the journey—both otherworldly, both magical and surreal—until I succumbed to my singular need. A burst of fiery energy shot through my core. White light flashed through my vision. My body rocked, and then tensed as I surrendered to the sheer bliss rushing through my sex. I came in waves, the first one hitting me with ferocity and rendering me helpless. It carried me fast and furiously, bouncing me to and fro as I tossed helplessly in the riptide. Mercifully, the next wave was gentler, but no less encompassing. I rode it toward the shore, more gracefully, a sense of control once again within reach. Then several tiny waves carried me home, sending me gently to my destination. I shook and quivered, and slowly came back to earth.

Dr. Kuntz, however, was just beginning her own journey. Somehow, I’d managed to stay with her…or perhaps she’d taken matters upon herself and grinded onto my face as I was temporarily lost to the world. Whatever the case, she was approaching her own climax.

I probed her hot box with greed and was rewarded with chants of undeniable approval.

“Yes, Jodi! Lick me! Eat my pussy! Fucking YES! YES! YES!” she yelled.

My tongue found her swollen bud and I stroked her feverishly. She screamed into the night. Garbled and jumbled rants bounced off the four walls. Miriam appeared in a haze above me, and was now apparently sucking Dr. Kuntz’s huge tits into her tiny mouth. The professor roared her approval.

“Yes, girl. Suck my tits! Suck them!”

I felt the professor begin to shake, and I knew she was succumbing to her own orgasm. She drenched my face with her cum, shouting profanity and arching her back. I could scarcely breathe as she pressed her delicious pussy onto my face. And then it ended. With the exception of the soft panting from above, an eerie quiet filled the room. Soon, Dr. Kuntz slithered from my body and flopped onto the sectional, quiet and aloof, lost in a post-orgasmic fog. Miriam helped me from the table, now glistening from an evening of Sapphic exploration.

We cuddled on the soft cushions next to our professor, kissing and fondling one another. A few moments passed before we heard Dr. Kuntz stir.

“Well, girls,” she said. “I think you two are worthy of consideration for extra credit.”

We broke our kiss but maintained our embrace as we turned to her. She surveyed us carefully, nodding her head in approval.

“Yes,” she said. “I think with more practice and more experimentation, we might have two candidates for high marks. But you both must be committed and dedicated students. Plan on numerous evenings together right here after lab.”

She tapped the big marble slab with her bare toe and added, “After all, chemists do it periodically on the table!”
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