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Simone thought
that she had it all set for her final semester of high school. She
was 18 already, one of the first in her year to hit that magic
number, her applications were out, and she was popular.

And she had an
ace in the hole. Her best friend’s dad, Mr. Jackman, was her
teacher for one of her last classes ever.

Their families
had known each other for a long time. They lived just down the
street from each other.

Simone had it
in the bag. Or so she thought.

In fact, for
the last couple years she’d been nursing something of a serious
crush on her best friend’s father.

He was tall and
well-spoken. Mature. Experienced. Not like the guys she went to
school with. The guys she wanted to get away from so badly.

Of course,
she’d never tell Brandie, her best friend, that she had a crush on
her dad. She’d never get to sleep over at their house anymore.
Never get to try and catch quick glimpses of him jumping out of the
shower.

In fact, she’d
been something of a naughty girl. For this last semester she’d
figured fuck it, go ahead and do what she wanted.

So she flirted
with him. Just little things: catching his eye and holding it a
moment too long, wearing short skirts that let him get an eyeful of
her legs and thighs, wearing no bras under her shirts so that her
nipples poked hard against the fabric. And wearing blouses with too
many buttons undone.

She’d even gone
and touched his arm a few times, always under the pretense of
laughing at one of his dad jokes or whatever.

Simone figured
there was no harm in it: he got to flirt with one of the hottest
girls in the school, she got a good grade in his class to go on her
transcript. A win for everyone.

She figured it
also gave her licence to let her work slide a little. Just enough
to let her focus more on other, harder classes.

“Miss Knight,”
Mr. Jackman said from the front of the classroom just as the bell
went.

“Yes?” she
said, her heart thumping at the sudden attention.

Everyone else
around her started gathering up their stuff and leaving. Simone
shot a look at Brandie, who shrugged at her.

“Stay behind a
second. We need to talk,” Mr. Jackman said.

“Oooh,” some of
the other students went. They cringed when Mr. Jackman glared at
them.

He waited until
they all filed out and then made his way down between the desks
until he stood in front of her.

“Is there
something wrong?” Simone said. Her eyes flicked involuntarily down
to the front of his slacks, where she thought she could make out
the bulge of… something. Her heart pounded harder.

“There is, as a
matter of fact. You’re mark keeps slipping lower and lower in my
class—“

“But—!”

He held up one
silencing finger, “No. I finish first. Look. Simone, I know you
think that just because you and my daughter are like sisters it
means I won’t grade you hard. But if you asked Brandie she’d tell
you I grade her harder than anyone.”

Simone’s jaw
dropped, “But Mr. Jackman, I need this grade to get into
college!”

He held up a
calming hand, “I know. Which is why I’ve come up with a little
bonus assignment.”

“What is it?”
Simone asked, her fingers clenching into fists so tight her
fingernails bit into her palms. She’d do just about anything to
make sure she got into the college that she wanted.

“Come back to
this room today when school gets out and we’ll discuss it. Now, go
on and get out of here,” he said.

She gathered
her books into her arms and started out, but then he put a hand on
her shoulder. His palm was large and warm and the unexpected touch
locked her throat up.

“It’s going to
work out. This isn’t something I’d do for just anyone. I know that
I’m not, but sometimes I feel like I’m your dad, too, and I want to
look after you,” he said.

She could only
smile and walk away, heart thumping hard against her sternum.

By the end of
the day, she had to go from one corner of the campus to the other.
By the time she reached Mr. Jackman's classroom, the school was
basically empty.

Going up onto
her tiptoes, she peered through the tall, narrow window into the
classroom. Mr. Jackman had drawn the curtains, but he had the
lights on.

Knocking on the
door got his attention. He waved her in.

The blackboard
had nothing on it. She looked at the rows of desks. All bare. No
test sheet turned out so that she couldn’t see the questions.
Simone frowned, then looked at Mr. Jackman. He'd crossed his arms
and leaned against his desk.

"Mr. Jackman? I
don't understand; where's the make-up assignment? Where’s Brandie?
Don’t you guys usually drive home together?"

Mr. Jackman
uncrossed his arms. He curled his finger in that "come here" motion
done so well by authority figures. “Brandie caught a ride. It’s
just the two of us.”

Swallowing, her
body feeling wound up from the build-up of anticipation over the
course of the school day, Simone walked over to stand in front of
him.

Because the
first student desk sat so close to his, she stood so near him that
the toes of their shoes almost touched. She had to look up into his
face. So near, she could smell his aftershave.

"Yes, Mr.
Jackman?"

Then he grabbed
her around the waist and pulled her close. It happened so fast all
she could say was "Oh!"

Then his mouth
covered hers. His lips felt so hot. And she felt something else,
too. A hardness rubbing against her stomach. The longer he held
her, the bigger and harder it got.

When she
realized what it was, she shoved against his chest. Her arms had
gotten pinned between their bodies.

She opened her
mouth to talk. His tongue moved in between her lips, writhing
against her own. Despite herself, she felt a sudden throb in her
pussy. She felt slick down there.

"Mr. Jackman!"
she said, finally able to push against him hard enough to move
their faces apart. She beat her small fists against his chest. Even
through his suit jacket, shirt, and undershirt, she could feel how
firm his muscles were. "Let me go!"

He did. Simone
had to catch herself on the desk behind her to keep from
falling.

"Mr. Jackman, I
don't understand. Why did you...?"

Her senior
English teacher, the father of her best friend, sighed, shaking his
head as though he was disappointed in her.

"Miss Knight,
here's what's going to happen: you do your extra credit assignment,
or you walk out of here with an F."

He closed the
gap between them, putting one hand on her hip and wrapping the
other around the small of her back as she leaned farther back over
the desk. That hardness in the front of his pants pressed against
her stomach again, just below her navel.

Her breaths got
shorter as her pussy throbbed again. She looked over at the door,
then back at him.

"I... Mr.
Jackman... I don't know if I should..."

"You do want to
get into college, don't you?"

His hand slid
down to the hem of her skirt, touching her bare thigh just above
her knee. His fingertips sent little tingles up through her nerves.
The wetness in her pussy came out of her, dampening the pair of
white panties she had on.

"I do want to
go to college..."

His hand began
sliding up her thigh.

"But I still
don't know... Please, Mr. Jackman…" she said.

This was
surreal. She’d had fantasies like this about him. Usually late at
night, under her covers, one hand busy between her thighs. Was this
actually happening?

She trembled in
his arms as she felt his fingers begin caressing her bottom. It
felt so good at the same time that she wanted him to just let her
go.

But she needed
to go to college so badly.

"This is your
last chance," he said.

Of their own
volition, her hips ground against him. The movement brushed her
stomach against his hard shaft, and his lips parted in pleasure.
She didn't think she'd ever be with a guy that much older than her.
But it was for a good grade. And he was good looking.

"Oh... Okay,
Mr. Jackman," she said, her whole body trembling with electric
anticipation.

She squealed as
he picked her up off the student desk. Mr. Jackman set her down on
the edge of his desk, her ass only partially on it. She hoped her
wetness didn't get on the desk. She didn't think he'd like
that.

Then he went
down onto his knees. He grabbed her legs and threw them over his
shoulders, then hiked her skirt up. His breath caught in his throat
when he saw the damp spot on her panties.

This is it, she
thought, I'm in trouble. She leaned back on her hands, which had
gripped the edge of the desk.

"Did I do
something wrong?" she asked.

"No," Mr.
Jackman said.

Then he kissed
her pussy through her panties. Her hips arched into the air,
grinding her cunt against his face. His mouth felt hot against her.
His breath washed out between his lips, adding to the heat.

Incredible
shocks of pleasure formed in her pussy, spreading out through her
body as he nuzzled his face against her.

Then he hooked
one finger in the crotch of her panties and pulled them aside.

Simone liked to
keep herself clean shaven. She preferred it. Apparently, so did Mr.
Jackman. A little moan burst from his mouth as he looked at her
bald, pink lips.

Then he put his
tongue in her. She felt it inside, licking and rubbing. It was like
he was trying to drink up all her wetness.

But he
couldn't. The more he licked, the wetter she got. From his spit,
yes. But her own juices practically flowed out of her, soaking his
chin and cheeks.

"Mr. Jackman!"
she cried, gyrating her hips against his face, pushing herself
harder against him so that his tongue would go deeper into her.

"Mr. Jackman...
Mr. Jackman... Oh, wait, I don't know what's..."

She'd never
felt an orgasm like the one Mr. Jackman gave her. She'd touched
herself in bed, yeah, and let her boyfriend do it too. But Mr.
Jackman knew what he was doing.

Simone almost
asked him to stop as she lost control. Mr. Jackman's fingers
squeezed into her thighs, holding her down as she bucked and
screamed. He kept licking, even as her juices rushed from her,
soaking him again. Her whole body clenched up and a wave of heat
rolled through her. Her pussy had squeezed, and he could barely get
his tongue into her.

Then she
relaxed. All her muscles felt like jelly, and this incredible sense
of relief washed away pretty much all other sensation. Tears filled
her eyes, even though she was as far away from sad or upset as a
girl could be.

"That's a good
girl, Simone. Catch your breath," Mr. Jackman said as he stood
up.

He unzipped her
skirt, then pulled it off her along with her panties.

At first, she
tried to stop him as he unbuttoned her blouse. She hadn't filled
out as much as some of her classmates; her breasts were small,
round, and firm.

But his fingers
were insistent. When he got her blouse off, he unhooked her bra and
pulled that off, too. She lay totally naked on his desk.

He leaned over
her to suck on first one stiff little nipple, then the other. His
big hands completely cupped each breast, giving them both a firm
squeeze.

She pushed
herself partway up as he moved back and began undressing. Her eyes
widened as he pulled off his clothes. She could see his abs, and
his big chest and shoulders.

When he pushed
his pants down, his cock sprang up. She jerked back at the sight.
It was so much bigger than her boyfriend's, long and thick. As she
watched, it throbbed. A pearly bead of precum appeared at the
tip.

"Come here,"
Mr. Jackman said, grabbing her hands.

She slid off
the desk and he guided her down onto her knees. His stiff cock
trembled a few inches from her face.

"Go on. Show me
you're worth that A Plus."

Keeping her
hands on her thighs, Simone leaned forward. Tentative at first, as
though unsure and shy, she stuck out her tongue. Mr. Jackman sucked
in his breath when she licked that glob of precum from the tip of
his cock. It tasted salty.

Simone found
she wanted more. And the only way to get more was to suck it out of
him, she knew.

"That's a good
girl..." Mr. Jackman said, the muscles in his neck and shoulders
standing out as he watched Simone wrap her lips around his
shaft.

Her tongue
swished across the head, then down to the bottom. Mr. Jackman
gasped when the tip of her tongue played along the bottom, so she
kept doing it.

She got what
she wanted. More precum leaked from him. They both enjoyed it as
she swept that away with her tongue again.

Then he grabbed
her by the sides of the head. She didn't know what he was doing
until he thrust himself deeper into her mouth. He only got about
half his shaft in before he hit her throat. She did her best to
suppress her gag reflex as he fucked her mouth.

Each time he
pulled back for another thrust, more of her spit hung in little
clear ropes from the bottom of his member. He was so big. Her lips
felt sore. Her eyes started to water. But she didn't try to stop
him. She didn't think she could.

One of her
hands found its way between her legs. The tip of her middle finger
touched her clit, sending tingles through her. She played with
herself.

Finally, Mr.
Jackman let go of her head. Slowly, he withdrew from her lips. Gobs
of Simone's spit dripped from his entire length to splash on the
floor.

"Okay, that
should be wet enough. Come here," Mr. Jackman said.

Her knees ached
as he helped her to her feet. Again, he lifted her onto the
desk.

He's going to
fuck me, Simone thought, he's going to shove that monster into me,
again and again. Her pussy tingled, getting slicker and trembling
as she thought about it. She hadn’t even let her boyfriend do that
to her yet. But this was for a good grade.

"I knew this
was what you needed," Mr. Jackman said as he pushed her knees back
to her chest to expose her sopping, bald cunt.

He had to squat
down a little to get his cock on the right level, he was so
tall.

They both
watched as he grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and guided it
to her dripping passage. She jumped a little as she felt the taut
head bump against her.

"It's too big,"
she said, putting a hand against his stomach to try and stop
him.

"Shh..." Mr.
Jackman said, not even bothering to move her hand.

He pushed. She
really was tight. But she'd also covered him with her spit. And her
pussy glistened with her juices she was so wet. Her fingernails
pressed against the taut muscles of his abs as she felt herself
stretch around his girth.

"Oh God..." Mr.
Jackman said as they watched his cock sink into her.

Her grip on his
shaft tightened as her stretched walls responded to his hardness,
squeezing around him. The skin on his shaft bunched back as he
drove forward.

It hurt, but
she'd never had a pain that felt so good before. As he slid deeper
into her wet pussy, she could feel him hardening, getting hotter.
She couldn't believe how warm he felt inside her.

So she cried
out as he started pulling back. No, she thought, don't take it out,
it feels too good!

"Mr. Jackman,
aren't you going to fuck me? Am I too tight?"

His cock flexed
in her as she spoke. "No," he said, "It's good."

He fucked her
then, slamming their bodies together. Simone's toes curled up and
she screamed. Then he pulled back and jackhammered into her again
and again. All Simone could let out was a constant series of moans
and groans. She couldn't take her eyes away from his glistening
shaft as he rammed it into her, then pulled back, then slammed it
home again. The feeling of his bare cock inside her sent shivers up
her back, made her pussy tingle and clench and tighten. She got so
tight around him that she didn't know how he could stay inside
her.

Mr. Jackman had
gritted his teeth. He didn't blink as he watched his cock slide in
and out of his student. His hands moved up her body to grip her
small breasts. He squeezed and kneaded them like they were balls of
firm dough.

"It's so good,
Mr. Jackman..." Simone said.

Then her
teacher thrust himself balls deep into her. He leaned over her as
she lay back against his desk. They kissed. His hands moved away
from her breasts to cup her bottom, squeezing those cheeks until
they turned red.

Simone cried
out. He was so big. Her pussy strained and stretched, trying to
hold onto him.

Then Mr.
Jackman picked her up in his arms. She wrapped her arms around his
neck as his grip on her ass tightened.

Standing like
that, he bounced her up and down his shaft. Their fucking made a
wet sound that made Simone close her eyes and lean her head back.
Mr. Jackman kissed her neck, nipping and leaving a slick trail up
her throat.

His fingers
tightened against her ass again.

"Mr. Jackman,
what's wrong?" Simone said, opening her eyes and looking into his
face.

He looked
strained. He couldn't close his mouth. Simone's heart quickened.
Had she done something wrong?

"I'm going to
cum, Simone. I'm going to fill your little pussy up. You're so
tight..."

Simone moaned.
She wanted him to do it so badly. Just thinking about it sent her
pussy trembling and clenching up around him.

"But Mr.
Jackman, if you do that won't I get pregnant?"

"No," he said
between breaths. She could feel his cock swelling inside of her,
getting even harder. He bounced her up and down on him faster and
faster, driving his entire length into her each time.

It was too
much. Simone cried out, burying her face into his shoulder and
holding onto him for dear life. Another orgasm slammed into her
body. Again, that dizzying wave of pleasure moved through her as
her pussy rhythmically massaged her teacher's hard shaft. Her whole
body went rigid again.

"Ah!" Mr.
Jackman said, plunging his shaft all the way into her again.

He exploded in
her. Hot spurts of cum coated her pussy. More and more. So much
that it leaked out of her, running down his shaft to his balls.

"So warm..."
Simone said, trembling at the strength of their combined
climax.

When he
finished, Mr. Jackman didn't seem to have the strength to hold her
up anymore. He set her down on his desk, not seeming to care as the
huge load of his seed he'd just spent in her came trickling out
onto the varnished surface. Her body so warm, the desk felt
pleasantly cool against her bottom.

But she also
ached. Every muscle in her seemed exhausted, completely drained.
Little trickles of sweat ran down the curve of her back.

Her mind
cleared a few minutes later. She watched him as he did his pants
back up.

"Did I do okay,
Mr. Jackman?" she asked.

Simone knew she
couldn't take a 'no' here. Not after that. It had felt so good for
her, after she'd given in. Surely, that meant he'd liked it, too?
She could still feel the warmth of his cum inside her. Didn't that
mean he'd liked it?

"Here," Mr.
Jackman said, handing Simone her clothes.

Her muscles
trembled so much she had trouble getting it all back on. Only when
she'd finished did Mr. Jackman say anything else.

"You made the
grade, Simone. You're going to pass my class with an A. So long as
you don’t breathe a word of this to anyone, and especially not to
Brandie. Got it?”

“I do… but why
not an A Plus?”

“You’re going
to have to do more to impress me if that’s what you want,” he
said.

“I do.”

“Then we’ll
talk about it another time. Go on home to your parents. I have to
get some grading done,” he said.
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