

I was about a month into my first semester of university. My first time being far from home, out in the world, starting my own life or whatever. It hasn’t been so bad. It hasn’t been so great either. I mean meeting new people, making new friends, it’s a lot harder than I thought it would be. It’s definitely easy to start feeling alone here. Sure, I had a roommate and all that. And she wasn’t awful or anything. But we were very different people. She was more extroverted and liked to keep herself occupied with a lot of different activities, I wasn’t really like that. Sometimes I wish I was, you know willing to put myself out there a bit more. Not too much, I still didn’t want to be like her. I didn’t have that kind of energy. But a little more would be nice. Maybe find a friend I could sit around and talk about whatever book I was reading. That’s enough for me.

As for my classes, they’ve been going pretty well. Mostly just your basic entry level classes. Nothing too crazy. To be honest I didn’t know what I really wanted to study or why I was here. I guess if I really dug deep and looked inward, the reason I’m here is because I’m just following the trend. You graduate and then you go to college. I mean it’s just the way it is. If you don’t go, then you’re on the outs with the rest of the world and that wouldn’t be good. So here I was, far from home in a strange place. It really helped me see how much bigger the world was though. I mean I spent all my time around the same people growing up, doing the same things. Now these were different people, and while some of it was the same, a lot was different from my small hometown.

Anyway, back to talking about my classes. So they weren’t so bad and I was doing well, most of the work was fairly easy. I always heard from teachers college was going to be real tough, but so far I have yet to see that. Except however for one class. I took a women’s studies class. I know what you’re probably thinking. Why in the world would I take such a class, what was it good for. Well I had an open slot to take an elective and I thought it might be interesting. I mean it was one of the more hip choices. And to be honest I thought it would be an easy A. I mean I am a woman after all, how much studying would I have to do. Well apparently a lot, because I wasn’t doing so hot in that class. It really pissed me off too. I didn’t like getting bad grades. I don’t know, I just sort of felt guilty when I did. And sometimes I fear if I didn’t do well, how would I make it in a career. I know objectively that doing poorly in a women’s studies class isn’t any indicator of me being a failure in life, but I couldn’t help feeling that way.

I was sitting in women’s studies, as I do each monday, wednesday, and friday. Sat there bored out of my skull. Maybe because it bored me, I was doing so poorly. Or maybe because I was doing so poorly I started losing interest and was giving up hope. I don’t know which came first, the chicken or the egg. Regardless, I was sitting at the desk bored while the professor droned on about some nonsense or another.

Mrs. Howard wasn’t a bad teacher or anything. At least I don’t wanna say that she is. She is passionate at least. But maybe a little too passionate, her passion coming off as being a little too strong and intimidating, rather than inviting, as I think it should. I mean if you’re passionate about something shouldn’t you want others to find enjoyment in it with you, instead of making it seem like there is a barrier to entry because they don’t know as much as you. That’s what I think anyway. She was smart though, I had to hand that to her. She was smart, and she was very pretty. Tall with long dirty blonde hair, curvy body, I mean her hips were anyway. She always came in with the top few buttons of her blouse unbuttoned. Enough that you could see her cleavage. She had some full sized breasts. Like a total woman’s body. I mean I am technically an adult but damn I didn’t have a body like that. I couldn’t pull off the whole sexy professional look like she did.I think maybe she did it as some stance against male dominance in the workplace or some such thing. Like just embracing her sexy womanhood without shame or anything. We only had two male students, it definitely caught one's attention. I've seen him staring at those tits a few times. As for the other, not even a nuclear missile would grab his attention, he was so out of it. Okay, okay, so it got the attention of some us ladies too. I mean how could it not.

Anyway, let’s get back on track. I decided I would stay today after the rest of the class left. I figured I would talk to her about my grades or the class. I didn’t know what to expect, and I was kind of nervous. I never really had to speak with a teacher about my grades before. And this was college, what if I had to just suck it up and get over it. I mean what if she wanted me to suck it up. I don’t know if I’d be able to suck it up. I half heartedly scrawled notes down in my book, just waiting for time to tick away. Each class lasted an hour and forty five minutes but I’d be damned if it didn’t feel a lot longer.

“We’ll end it there for the day,” Said Mrs. Howard.

Finally, the class had ended. I didn’t have any other classes for the rest of the day so I was in no rush. I could take the time I needed to collect my thoughts. The other students shut their books and started packing their things away. Quickly getting out of their seats and heading out of the door. I lingered behind. Slow to put my stuff away. Taking way longer than any person needs to put away a pen.

I was nervous about approaching her. I mean she was a professor after all. I didn’t know what to expect from them. Some of them made a point to be approachable and friendly. Mrs. Howard wasn’t exactly like that. She had an air of authority about her, it kind of made you want to keep your distance. I had all my things packed up. It would just be weird now if I sat here not doing anything. I watched her as she took the eraser to the blackboard. Her arm stretching up to reach the top, her body giving a little wag as she erased. Her butt, jiggling a bit, with the motions. Damn, maybe part of what intimidated was seeing how good she looked, no matter what it is she was doing. I think her sexy confidence made me more aware of my own awkwardness. She finished cleaning up the chalkboard and I knew I had to make my move.

It didn’t matter that I wasn’t mentally prepared or that I didn’t really know what to say. In the end I’d be far more awkward if I didn’t say anything. I got out of my desk and approached her.

“Mrs Howard,” I said.

She turned around, placing the chalk eraser on her desk, “What it is it?”

“Well…” I kind of trailed off. I took a strand of my hair into my hands and twirled it between my fingers.

“If you don’t say anything, I can’t help,” she said. What she was saying was true, but her voice was so stern. It was hard for me to know if she really wanted to help or if I was just bothering her. Maybe that was just how she spoke. And she did care about her students. I can be an idealist sometimes, wanting to believe every professor is such because they really want to help their students. I know that's probably not true, but I’d like to believe it. Maybe I’m just too naive.

“It’s about my grades...I don’t understand why I’m not doing well, I thought the last paper I wrote was really good but you gave me a 69 on it,” I said.

“Look,” said Mrs. Howard taking a seat, “You write very well, so in that aspect, sure it’s good. But the ideas. Well they’re lacking.”

“What do you mean,” I said. I’m not gonna lie hearing that stung. It stung bad, I wanted to tell her she was wrong, that I knew what I was doing. But I guess that would just be me trying to protect my ego. I knew if I wanted to do better I would have to be more open to what she had to say. Even if that was going to be hard. And it would be real hard.

Mrs. Howard reached into her desk drawer and pulled out my paper and laid it on the desk. 69 sat on the top page in bright red ink, taunting me.

“You’re from a small town? Aren’t you,” she said.

“Um...yeah,” I said, not sure what that had to do with anything.

“To be blunt, your views on women are very narrow minded,” she said.

She was ruthless. Her words hurt, pierced me deeply. Nobody wants to be called narrow minded. Nobody would ever believe they were, but I tried to give her the benefit of the doubt, and remain open to what she has to say. Besides, I don’t have to believe her, I just have to write in a way that will have me pass her class.

“I...I don’t….”

“Let me take a guess, your parents were the type to pretend you didn’t have periods. That you couldn’t bleed from your vagina, much less might need to acquire birth control.”

If I was being honest with myself her assessment wasn’t far off. Sex wasn’t exactly an approachable topic in our household. And I don’t even want to think about what my parents would have done if I had asked them for birth control.

“Ye...yeah, I mean not exactly,” I said.

“But for the most part?”

“You’re right,” I cupped my hands together standing there a bit awkwardly.

“It’s okay. But if you want to pass this class then you’ll need to you’ll need to be willing to expand yourself beyond that view,” she said, directing her chair toward me, “Are you willing to do that.”

I guess I had no choice. If I wanted to do well, I had to take her advice. It was my only hope at keeping my grades up.

“Perhaps you have some friends who can help you. Who can help you explore a bit,” she said.

“I don’t really have any friends here,” I said. It sucked to have to admit it but it was the truth.

“What about your roommate, you dorm here right?”

“I do. But me and my roommate aren’t exactly close or anything.”

“But you are willing to explore, right?” She asked, she lowered her glasses down the bridge of her nose peering over them at me, looking me up and down.

“Well, yeah...I guess I have to admit, there is a lot I don’t really know.”

Mrs. Howard’s finger tapped at her chest, just above her breasts.

“Hmm,” she tapped.

What was she thinking. What did she have planned. Whatever it was it seemed to excite her, she was smiling pretty big.

Her finger fiddled at one of the buttons of her shirt, “I suppose…” she said sliding the button through the fitting, “I can help you with that.”

Her blouse fell open, revealing far more than usual. And the usual already revealed a hell of a lot. I could see her red bra peeking out, holding up her well shaped breasts. I could not deny that she was a woman. She had the body of one. And yeah I was a woman too, but she had far more experience of what that meant than I did.

But was this what I think it might be. Of course, there’s no denying a hint that obvious. The lesson she wanted me to learn was far more personal than just sitting in a classroom. But was this something I could really do. I mean, was this me.

“Would you like me to help,” she said, her fingers gliding across her breasts.

I didn’t know what to say. But I didn’t say no and just run out of there. So she definitely had at least part of my interest, my curiosity. This is college after all, isn't it. And I did say I wanted to be open to what she had to teach. I didn't know that meant this though. Whatever this was. 
“Well…” her hands played at the opening of her blouse.

“I think I can really use your help,” I said. What did I have to lose. My old outlook on life. It was time to grow up. I had to admit that life isn’t the small world of small thoughts that I was raised in. It was much more, and allowing myself to experience what I didn’t understand, that was the only way to expand my knowledge further.

“Then for your first lesson,” Mrs. Howard stood up out of the chair. Standing before me, much taller than myself. She unbuttoned her blouse all the way, “Go on, touch them,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Howard.” She was fucking beautiful. I wish I had a body like that. I placed my hands over her bra.

“You’re allowed to enjoy it,” she said.

I started to massage them. Rubbing my hands over her.

“Don’t be so shy,” she said. Mrs. Howard pulled me in close to her. She played with my hair, letting it fall through her fingers. She placed her hand under my chin, lifting my face up to hers. She leaned down. And before I knew it, I was on my tiptoes reaching up for her lips. She had such soft lips. Red lips, like roses.

So this was what my small world was missing. The electricity of enjoying her body, a woman’s body. I knew it now, I needed to study women a bit more than I had been. Her tongue shot into my mouth, wrapping around my own. I snuck my hand up under her bra. I was feeling more confident. More within myself. I squeezed her nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

“There you go,” she exhaled, enjoying my touch. It felt good to see her enjoy it. She slid out of her top and reached behind her back unhooking her bra, her lips still pressed to mine all the while. Fuck me, I couldn’t believe this was happening. But damn it was so good. She tasted so good.

“Now it's your turn,” she said. She grabbed at the bottom of my shirt lifting it up over my head. The only thing I didn’t like about that was I would have to momentarily part lips with her. My tits were much smaller than hers but she certainly didn’t seem to mind, slipping her hands under my bra, pinching my nipples.

“You have such cute little nipples,” she said.

“Thank you,” I blushed.

“Let’s see how they taste.”

Holy fuck, if I thought her hands felt nice, they were nothing compared to her mouth. She sucked on one and switched to the other. Her tongue flicking at my nipples until they stiffened. I was starting to ache. I could feel it deep in my pussy. I wanted this. I wanted her. I never wanted a woman. I never gave myself the chance. But now I had exactly that, had it sucking off my tits with a satisfyingly wet pop.

Mrs. Howard slid her hands down my smooth stomach. Sneaking her fingers down my pants. Feeling at my wet pussy from over my underwear. I moaned, grabbing onto her shoulder for balance. She knew exactly how to rub a clit. She was a professor after all.

“It looks like your ready for your next lesson.”

I was damn excited to find out what that was going to be. Mrs. Howard lifted up her pencil skirt and sat on top of the desk, her legs spread open, revealing her red thong. I knew exactly what that meant. Exactly what she wanted me to do. And I couldn’t wait to have at it. I got down on my knees in front of her desk. Her willing pupil, ready to serve her professor. I slid her thong down her legs and off over her heels.

“You ever taste a pussy before,” she asked.

“Not yet,” I said, shaking my head.

“Well, you’re going to love it.”

She put two fingers over her pussy, spreading her lips open. I grabbed her thighs, bringing my face between them. I stuck my tongue out, the tip teasing at her clit. She grabbed a fistfull of my hair, pressing my tongue against her. I lapped her up, coating her pussy with my spit. Coating it with mine, until it mixed along with her juices.

“Go on, put a finger in,” she said, huffing and puffing. Her breasts rising with each jolt of her body. I let go of one thigh and inserted my finger into her warmth. Pressing against her walls.

“Let me have a taste,” she said, lifting me to my feet. She pulled me in for a kiss. Licking the taste of herself from off them. She had no reservations, no worries. She simply enjoyed the sex. Freed herself by it. I wanted to do the same. I knew she could teach me this.

She brought me back down on her. Practically squeezing me between her thighs as my tongue worked the pleasure from out of her. I inserted two fingers this time, doubling her enjoyment. My tongue, my fingers, they all worked together. Working together, until she pressed me against her body with force. Moaning, her legs shaking. I did that. I gave her that. What else could I experience, if only I allowed myself to. What else could she teach.

She hopped off the desk. Looking down at me as I remained on my knees before her. She bent down to kiss me.

“Make sure you come back for your next lesson,” she said.

I nodded my head, “I will.” She kissed my lips, licking them clean one last time.

I definitely will. I looked forward to my next lesson more than anything. I think this might just end up as my new favorite class. And Mrs. Howard my new favorite teacher. I felt a lot better about university now. A lot less alone. I did have a friend here. A close friend. A friend who lifted me up, by bringing me to my knees. Who taught me confidence by showing me how well I can give pleasure. University was about to get a lot more fun.
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