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 Yumi Sugimori smiled as she watched her students walk into the classroom. They were always so bright-eyed and full of energy. Her class was dedicated to reading classic novels and analyzing them, studying the character motivations and how they've changed with modern sensibilities. All her students loved her class, and she loved interacting with them. They always had interesting ideas, and sometimes they even offered up various new views that she had never even thought of.  
 
    She in particular enjoyed that her female students were some of the most active. It warmed her heart to see these smart young ladies analyze the stories to find deeper meaning, as it would help them in other classes and succeed in the job market, which still discriminated against women even after all these decades later.  
 
    As the students walked in and greeted their teacher, one of her favorite students walked in and ran up to her. 
 
    “Good morning, Ms. Sugimori!” Ashley Gladstone chirped. The young lady had her light brown hair tied into a ponytail, which perfectly framed her beautiful face and complimented her blue eyes rather well. She was wearing a normal T-shirt with hearts and rainbows on it. It did little to hide her above average chest, but it was loose enough that it didn't hug her body. Her jeans,  however, were pretty tight, showing her smooth thighs and well-shaped ass perfectly. Ashley was a chipper and pleasant young woman, always thirsty for knowledge, and oblivious to the lustful gaze of the other boys in class.  
 
    Upon running over to Yumi, Ashley handed over a small book, “Thanks for letting me borrow this novel. You were right, it was really awesome!” 
 
    Smiling, Yumi accepted the book and Ashley's thanks. The two ladies had bonded quickly, and Ashley often borrowed books from Yumi's personal library back home, especially over the weekend. When not attending class, the two have gotten together to discuss the latest stories released.  
 
    “Yo, teach! Lookin' hot as always!” 
 
    Both Yumi and Ashley looked over and immediately let out a sigh upon seeing who was so crass to them. 
 
    Jeff Bronson was your typical rude jock, except he didn't actually play any sports. He also didn't do much schoolwork either. However, his dad was insanely rich and donated a ton of money each year to the University, so he was basically given a free pass to do whatever he wanted, within reason. While he was conventionally handsome, with his short black hair and well-toned body, his attitude always irritated Yumi. He was the only student she tried to avoid interacting with.  
 
    In fact, Jeff was the reason Yumi started dressing more conservatively. When she first started teaching on campus, she wore a normal blouse and dress skirt. Nothing too scandalous, but still made her look good. But then Jeff signed up for her class and started openly flirting with her on a regular basis. Since then, she had decided to keep her shoulder-length hair in a long bun on the back of her head and started wearing looser clothing along with dress slacks. Though she dressed more conservatively, she was still a gorgeous Asian-American woman, so it didn't really deter his advances. 
 
    “Have some respect, you chauvinist pig!” Ashley exclaimed, stomping her shoe down. 
 
    “Oooh, teacher's pet is feisty today!” Jeff said, waving his hands in a mocking tone. 
 
    “Better a teacher's pet than a caveman mooching off daddy's money.” Ashley sneered. 
 
    This seemed to set something off in Jeff and he marched up towards Ashley. She was a bit nervous, but stood her ground.  
 
    Once he was inches from her face, Jeff glared at the young woman and threatened her, “I'd learn to keep your whore mouth shut before I shut it for you.” 
 
    That was enough. 
 
    “JEFFERY BRONSON! That kind of talk is NOT acceptable on this campus nor especially in this classroom! Now march to your seat and stay quiet until I call upon you!” Yumi shouted, jumping up from her chair. 
 
    The cocky jock looked up and glared at the teacher. He seemed to think about confronting the adult, but then backed down and stormed off. The classroom used multi-level auditorium-esque seating, and Jeff marched up to the highest level, his usual spot where he could goof off as well as ogle the girls in class. Ashley smiled at Yumi and happily sat down in her usual seat on the front row. 
 
    Thankfully, the rest of the class went without incident. Yumi had several excellent discussions with her students and before they knew it, class was over. As the students began to file out of the class, Ashley came up to go over some of the points raised in class with the teacher. Yumi was so engrossed in her conversation she didn't even notice that Jeff had lagged behind and didn't start leaving until Ashley was finished her short discussion. As she was beginning to leave, Jeff intentionally bumped into her, almost sending her into the ground.  
 
    “Hey!” Ashley said. 
 
    Under his breath, Jeff muttered, “This isn't over, bitch.”  
 
    Yumi shot up from her chair again, having just barely heard the comment, but Jeff didn't bother to look back and stomped out of the classroom. She walked over to Ashley, who re-adjusted her bookbag. 
 
    “Are you OK?” Yumi asked. 
 
    “I'm fine, Ms. Sugimori.” Ashley said, returning to her chipper mood, “I can't believe he's still allowed on this campus, even if his dad's rich.” 
 
    “I know, but it is what it is,” Yumi said before placing a hand on Ashley's shoulder, “Be careful, Ashley. He might actually try something. If anything happens, tell me, and I'll go to Headmistress Carter and get him kicked out once and for all.” 
 
    Vivian Carter was a woman in her early 60's, though she looked 20 years younger, who, as the Headmistress of the university, was in charge of the campus. Yumi had gone to her about Jeff before, but her hands were tied thanks to his dad unless he did something especially heinous. She was otherwise a very fair and supportive administrator, so she was popular among the students, though her popularity with the boys was a bit less pure. 
 
    “Don't worry, Ms. Sugimori. I'll be fine,” Ashley said, “See ya Wednesday!” 
 
    Yumi bid farewell to her favorite student as she ran off, but then a worried look crossed her face. For some reason, she had a bad feeling about Ashley's safety. 
 
      
 
    Come Wednesday, Yumi was organizing her desk for the upcoming class as her students filed in. She warmly greeted them all as they walked past, with them returning the greeting in kind.  
 
    As the last few students took their seats, Yumi saw that Ashley was absent. That was strange. She never missed a class.  
 
    “Yo, teach! Lookin' sexy as always!” Jeff said as he came in, instantly souring Yumi's mood, “Though you'd look much sexier showing a little cleavage or wearing some high heels.” 
 
    Incensed, Yumi glared at Jeff, her face red with embarrassment, but Jeff just laughed and ran up to his usual seat. Clearing her throat to regain her composure, Yumi soon began class. Throughout the class, Yumi noticed Jeff was paying special attention to her, and his gaze seemed to be very impure. Yumi felt like he was undressing her with his eyes, which unnerved her, so she tried to avoid eye contact with Jeff for the rest of the class. When class ended, Yumi scurried back to her desk and hoped Jeff wouldn't come over. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him smirk as he walked past and out of the classroom. 
 
    As Yumi gathered her things and began to exit the classroom, she was shocked to see a solemn-looking Ashley shuffle in.  
 
    “Ashley! I didn't see you in class today! Were you sick?” 
 
    It was then that she noticed that Ashley was on the verge of tears. 
 
    Lightly grabbing her shoulders, Yumi spoke softly to her favorite student, “Ashley? Ashley, what's wrong? What happened?” 
 
    Sniffing her nose, Ashley crossed her arms and looked up at Yumi, “J-Jeff. He... he cornered me yesterday. He took me back to his dorm room where he... he...” 
 
    Unable to speak any further, Ashley broke down in tears and cried in Yumi's arms. Upon realizing what happened, Yumi's eyes went wide and she immediately hugged her student. 
 
    “Oh my God, Ashley! I'm so sorry! Don't worry. Let it all out,” Yumi did her best to console the young girl, patting her on her back as Ashley continued blubbering. 
 
    After several minutes, Ashley had calmed down a bit, enough for Yumi to have a conversation with her. 
 
    “This is horrible, Ashley. I'm going to talk with Headmistress Carter and get him expelled from the university, his father be damned. Now, I want you to go to campus security and tell them what happened. They can gather evidence and, if need be, we'll arrest the scumbag so that he'll never prey on young girls like you ever again.” 
 
    Jeff had a reputation as a playboy, and was generally very popular with the ladies, but she never imagined he was capable of actually raping someone. Once she calmed down even more, Yumi told Ashley to stay far away from Jeff until the matter was resolved and to always travel with a buddy from now on, either another classmate or her roommate or someone else she trusted. The two then traveled to the campus police, where Yumi left her student with them while she discussed things with Headmistress Carter. 
 
    On the phone, the Headmistress was shocked at what Jeff did and, with some more convincing, agreed that she couldn't look the other way anymore. It was time to kick the boy off campus. She would work with the campus police and get enough evidence to convince Jeff's dad, then escort him off campus personally. As Yumi hung up the phone, she felt re-assured that justice would eventually be done, but worried for her favorite student. 
 
      
 
    Friday came, and it was time for another class. Yumi greeted her students like normal, and was relieved when Ashley walked in with one of her friends. While she wasn't quite as chipper as she normally was, she did seem to be in better spirits than before. The two exchanged pleasantries before the young girl sat down to prepare for the class. Yumi noticed that Jeff was entirely absent and smiled. It seems that Headmistress Carter was finally able to kick that bastard off-campus, and hopefully have him arrested to boot. 
 
    After class, Yumi called Ashley over and asked how she was doing. Putting on her best smile, the young girl replied. 
 
    “I'm doing fine for now. My roommate has been trying to cheer me up, and the police used a rape kit and was able to get enough evidence to charge him. I haven't seen Jeff since, but I overheard one of his buddies say that he might finally be in real trouble.” 
 
    This greatly pleased Yumi. She asked Ashley if there was anything else she could do, but the student warmly smiled and just thanked her teacher for being there for her before leaving. A few minutes later, Yumi's cell phone vibrated. She received an e-mail from Headmistress Carter to come to her office to discuss Jeff. Yumi grinned. Finally, that bastard was going to get what was coming to him. 
 
      
 
    Dumping her supplies in her car, Yumi strode along campus, enjoying seeing the students be peaceful with each other. Soon, the main problem child would be shunted off and the university would be a safe place for students again. She entered the faculty offices and walked over to the Headmistress' office near the end of the hall. Oddly enough, Yumi didn't see the Headmistress' secretary, a young flighty woman named Angela, at her desk when the teacher walked in. Unsure of what to do, Yumi slowly walked to the office door and lightly knocked. Hearing the buzzer indicating the door was unlocked, Yumi walked in and allowed the door to close and lock behind her. 
 
    Upon entering, Yumi saw Carter's chair turned away from her, though she could tell someone was sitting there. She heard some strange sounds that she couldn't place. 
 
    “Thank you for seeing me, Headmistress. Has that bastard Jeffery Bronson been arrested yet?” 
 
    Strangely, there was no response. Then, she heard some soft chuckling coming from the chair, but it sounded far too deep to belong to a woman. It sounded like a man laughing... 
 
    “Headmistress?” Yumi inquired, confused. 
 
    “Sorry, the Headmistress is a bit occupied at the moment.” 
 
    Yumi recognized that voice. It couldn't be! 
 
    Suddenly, the chair spun around and Yumi gasped in shock. Sitting in the chair was Jeff, completely naked with a smug smile on his face! And sitting on his lap was Headmistress Carter, also in the nude, gasping in pleasure as she sat on Jeff's lap, bouncing up and down. Yumi couldn't see below their waists, but it didn't take much to put together that she was riding his cock. Vivian's face had a look of pure pleasure on her face as she fucked a man 40 years her junior, her large breasts bouncing up and down with wild abandon. 
 
    Yumi stood there, frozen in shock at the scene before her. 
 
    “Speechless, Ms. Sugimori? Or are you jealous?” Jeff smirked. 
 
    Regaining her composure, Yumi's expression changed to anger. 
 
    “You little... What in the world did you do to the Headmistress! Stop that this instance, before I call the police!” 
 
    Jeff just chuckled, “And do what? It's not like I'm raping this slut. It's completely consensual. Isn't that right, Vivian?” 
 
    The Headmistress continued to bounce on the cock, shame filling her face as she looked at Yumi. The teacher looked at the administrator for some kind of beacon of hope, but all she could do was turn her face away in humiliation. 
 
    “Yes. Jeff isn't at fault here,” the Headmistress said in between pants.  
 
    Before Yumi could respond to this indignation, she saw another head, one of a blonde woman, pop up from below the desk to lick the cock as well as Carter's pussy. Yumi realized the other girl was the secretary! 
 
    Trembling with anger, Yumi stomped forward. 
 
    “Cease this debauchery this instant! It was bad enough you raped Ashley, but now you raped the head of the school as well!?” 
 
    Jeff was about to respond, but then realized something and held out his finger to tell Yumi to wait. He then stood up and moved Vivian so that she was bent over the desk. He furiously pumped harder and faster and soon let out a deep howl as he jammed his cock as deep as it could go in her pussy. Yumi gasped in shock and covered her mouth as she realized he was dumping his seed in her vagina!  
 
    The young man soon after pulled out, slapping Vivian's ass as the older woman laid still on the desk, panting. The secretary then popped up behind the desk, standing up and giggling in front of Jeff. 
 
    “Do you want me to clean your cock, Master?” Angela asked with anticipation. 
 
    Jeff smirked and petted her head, “No. Not this time, little slut. I want you and the other whore here to 69 each other in the corner for a while as I take care of some business.” 
 
    With a happy little chirp, Angela grabbed her boss and moved the two of them towards the back corner of the room, getting into position. Vivian moaned in pleasure as she began to lick her secretary's pussy. Jeff smirked at the two women and walked out from behind the desk over to Yumi.  
 
    The teacher was already shocked at what was going on, but then her eyes fell upon Jeff's cock as he walked up to her, and her eyes almost popped out of her skull. He had just finished fucking a woman, so his cock was flaccid for the moment, but it was already several inches thick and at least 8 inches long! Yumi didn't have an active dating life, so she audibly gulped and backed up slowly. 
 
    “See anything you like, teach? Wanna be one of my little whores too?” Jeff said, cocksure and proud. 
 
    Snapping out of her trance, Yumi looked upwards to Jeff's face. That smug-ass face. Anger filled her body. 
 
    “What the hell did you do to them!? It wasn't enough you raped one of my students, but you attacked and assaulted the Headmistress and her secretary on top of that!?” 
 
    Jeff scoffed, “Oh, come on. I just said I didn't rape them. Ask them, they'll say they were begging for it. Just like all the sluts around here do. I just have the talent to show them their true nature. And since my dad's the main source of funding for this place, it's not as if anyone can do anything to stop me.” He then leered at Yumi and approached the woman. 
 
    Suddenly terrified of what would happen to her, Yumi started to back away. She had to get out of here and call the police.  
 
    “S-S-Stay away from me!” 
 
    “Come on, Ms. Sugimori. Or, should I call you Yumi? I'm pretty sure soon you'll be calling my 'Sir.'” 
 
    Jeff reached over and grabbed Yumi's arms before she could run away, pulling her in close. Before she knew what was happening, Jeff leaned in and kissed Yumi, snaking his tongue inside her mouth. As if on instinct, Yumi began to relax a bit, even getting a bit wet down below. She had always fantasized about her dream man taking her whenever he wanted and she had to admit that Jeff was a rather handsome boy. Plus, it was a really good kisser. Yumi's body began to melt in his arms almost immediately. 
 
    Then, a voice inside Yumi's head reminded her of what was going on and she snapped back to attention, She bit down on Jeff's tongue, causing him to yell out in pain and let her go. She tried to run away, but Jeff was too quick and grabbed her arm, then threw her back against the desk, making her cry out in pain. 
 
    “You little bitch! How dare you bite me!” Jeff said, wiping a few traces of blood away, “Looks like I have to teach you who is really in charge around here.” 
 
    Groaning, Yumi tried to recover and find a way to escape, but Jeff grabbed her arm and pulled her over to him. She struggled in his grip, but he was a lot stronger than she expected and she couldn't get away. She started yelling for help, hoping that a kind soul happened to be in the building to save her, but then Jeff wound up and backhanded her right on her cheek, sending the teacher crumpling to the ground, tears in her eyes and a large red spot on her cheek. 
 
    “No one's going to help you, Yumi,” Jeff said, reaching over to grab Yumi's hair. 
 
    “No! Stay away from me, you monster!” Yumi yelled as she tried to crawl away.  
 
    Sadly, she didn't get very far before the evil boy grabbed her hair and yanked her over to a nearby visitor's chair in the office. Yumi tried to pull away from his grip, but Jeff sat in the seat and pulled the young woman up effortlessly. He then laid her across his lap, face down, and pinned her to her legs. 
 
    “Please. Please let me go!” Yumi shrieked, now full on sobbing.  
 
    “Nope. Sorry, Yumi, but I gotta teach you who gives the orders around here, and it ain't whores like you.” 
 
    Confused, Yumi began to wonder what he was going to do when she felt a hand grip the top of her pants and pull down. She froze as she felt her panties exposed in the cool air.  
 
    Jeff sighed, “Come on teach. Granny panties? We'll have to take you out shopping later.”  
 
    Yumi wore more practical underwear instead of something thin and sexy, but she was still ashamed at exposing herself to her student like this. She felt Jeff's hand grab the edge of her panties and pull them down too, exposing her naked ass to the cool air. Her body trembled as his hand caressed her bare buttocks, pausing to grope every few seconds. 
 
    “What...What are you going to do to me?” Yumi asked between sobs. 
 
    “Teach the teacher a valuable lesson,” Jeff said, “Never talk back to me.” 
 
    Mind racing with possibilities of what the man could possibly mean, Yumi tried to think when she felt a sharp sting across her butt and her body froze. Then, another sharp slap. And another. Yumi cried out in pain as the slaps began raining down on her ass. He was spanking her! She was older than him by over a decade and he was spanking her like she was his unruly child! 
 
    “You! Need! To! Learn! Who! Your! Master! Is!” Jeff said between slaps. He raised his hand and brought it down as hard as he could. Hearing Yumi's cries of pain and anguish was music to his ears and he could feel his cock starting to twitch once again.  
 
    Though the cock was rubbing up against Yumi's shirt-covered torso, the teacher didn't even notice. Her entire attention span was on the sharp pain in her ass, blow after blow making it much worse. Soon, Yumi was a blubbering mess, unable to form words or even struggle as her ass became red as a tomato. She lost count of how many spankings she received, but it had to have been well over a dozen by this point. 
 
    “Apologize for biting me, Yumi,” Jeff said, “Or you'll be punished even harder.” To emphasize his point, he started slapping down with even more force. 
 
    Yumi tried to hold out for as long as she could, but her will to resist was crumbling fast, “I'm-I'm sorry, Jeff. I'm sorry for biting you!” 
 
    “Are you sorry for trying to get away?” 
 
    “Yes! I'm sorry! I shouldn't have fought back!” 
 
    “Should you have ratted me out to the Headmistress?” 
 
    “No! I'm sorry! I should have kept my mouth shut!” 
 
    “Who's in charge?” 
 
    “You! You're in charge! You're the boss!” 
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl and obey?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! I'll be a good girl! I promise!” 
 
    Her throat hoarse from all the sobbing, Yumi continued begging for mercy. Jeff had rained down dozens of blows upon her butt by this point and she didn't think she'd be able to sit down for weeks. Eventually, her pleading broke through and he mercifully stopped spanking her, caressing her naked cheeks. 
 
    “There. Now, was that so hard?” 
 
    “No...” 
 
    “I think you mean 'No, sir.'” 
 
    Sniffing back more tears, Yumi said “No, sir.” 
 
    Just as Yumi thought things would calm down, she felt a finger move down below and jam into her vagina, causing her yelp out as Jeff violated her crotch. She renewed her wriggling, but couldn't escape the man's grip. 
 
    “Look at you! You're so wet. Guess you like getting spanked by a real man, teach. Just like that slut Ashley.”  
 
    He continued to finger her pussy as Yumi whimpered in his grip. She tried to fight the feelings welling up within her, but he was too good and soon heat began to rise up from her crotch. Opening her eyes and looking to her side, Yumi saw the Headmistress and her secretary kneeling in the corner, having finished their cunnilingus, watching them. Yumi begged for help with her eyes, but Vivian looked away in shame while Angela licked her lips with what looked like jealousy in her eyes.  
 
    They wouldn't be helping her. 
 
    As that realization kicked in, Yumi moaned as a small orgasm rippled through her body. Her face grew red with shame as Jeff laughed at her weakness. He then pulled his finger out and shoved her to the floor.  
 
    “Now that you've been disciplined, do you have something to say to me, teach?” Jeff asked. 
 
    In a pile on the floor, Yumi sniffed back her tears and looked up at the man. She felt weak and vulnerable, like she was just a pathetic little girl punished by her father. Her mind screamed for her to attempt to escape again, but instead she slowly turned herself around until she was kneeling in front of the cruel man. Bowing her head, Yumi began to tearfully beg. 
 
    “I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have crossed you! I'll never disobey you again! I won't fight you!”  
 
    She continued to beg for forgiveness for several minutes, amusing the young man as his cock became harder and harder. Eventually he told her to stop. 
 
    “As wonderful as it is to hear you grovel, there's only one way a woman can truly apologize to a man for her transgressions, isn't there?” 
 
    Yumi looked up at him, confused, until he spread his legs and his large, erect cock bounced before her. Her eyes went wide and, much to her shame, her pussy got wet. She was transfixed by the rod, and it took a few minutes for her to realize what he meant. Yumi's cheeks went red with humiliation, and part of her wanted to refuse, but the lingering pain from her spanking reminded her of what would happen if she disobeyed. 
 
    With a sigh and whimper, Yumi nodded her head and crawled forward. Reaching out, she lightly grasped the rod in her hands, amazed that she could barely grip the thick shaft. She paused, trying to think of one last way to avoid this, but she knew there was no escape. Closing her eyes, Yumi leaned forward and began to kiss and lick the dick. 
 
    Surprisingly, she rather enjoyed the taste. Yumi had only sucked cock a few times, mostly back when she was in school herself, and she found it rather annoying to do, but here it seemed different. She tasted a sweet liquid on the shaft, which she eventually guessed was a mixture of love juices from the Headmistress and her secretary. Yumi idly wondered how many other girls he had “coerced” into doing this across campus.  
 
    “There we go. I knew you were smart,” Jeff said.  
 
    Yumi blushed in shame as she continued to lick and suck the cock, though she could only get about half his shaft down her throat. He began to caress her head while calmly complimenting and degrading her. Much to her chagrin, she felt her pussy start to get even wetter. If she was in a more normal situation, she'd have been begging for him to fuck her. As she continued to suck, her horrendous situation started to melt from her mind and she got more into it. Eventually, Jeff couldn't hold out any more and groaned loudly before exploding in her mouth. Without being prompted, Yumi swallowed every drop, surprised by how much she liked the taste. When he was empty, she remembered what her situation was and tentatively sat back on her knees, awaiting her next order with trembling fear. 
 
    After regaining his composure, Jeff looked down at the scared teacher and smiled. He then got up and went back behind the desk to fetch his clothes. Yumi wanted to run away, but her previous failed attempts rang back in her mind and she remained still, which pleased the student. 
 
    Finishing getting dressed, he walked over to Yumi and pulled her up, “Get dressed, teach. We're going on a field trip.” 
 
    As Yumi began to tearfully pull her panties and pants up, Jeff turned to his other sluts kneeling in the corner, “Angie, get you and the other slut dressed and head out to the club. Don't care which one. Make sure you both please a lot of men. They've been working hard all week and deserve something nice.” 
 
    Eyes lighting up, Angela stood up and bowed before the man before grabbing Vivian, who resigned herself to her fate and let her secretary dress her up to be a whore.  
 
    While they were getting ready, Jeff walked up to Yumi and grabbed her arm, “Come on, slut. Let's go.” 
 
    He guided Yumi over to the parking lot in front of the building and told her to lead him to her car. Once there, he got in the passenger's seat while she sat in the driver's seat. 
 
    “Take me over to your house so we can spend some quality time together. And don't you dare try to trick me or I WILL make you regret it.” To emphasize his point, Jeff grabbed Yumi's hair once again and jerked her head around.  
 
    “Y-Yes, sir.” Yumi cried, starting the car. 
 
    Luckily for Jeff, Yumi didn't live too far away from the school, about 20 minutes away in a cozy little house. Yumi pulled into the garage and shut off the ignition, waiting for his next order. Jeff took the keys, got out, and went over to the other side. He pulled her out of the car, then told her to head to her bedroom, slapping her ass hard to encourage her to hurry. Yumi yelped and shuffled along, trying to think of some way for her to escape but failing each time. 
 
    A few minutes later, Yumi and Jeff reached her bedroom. Jeff smirked at how simple and unassuming it was, but especially noticed the headboard to her bed was one of those with several posts on them. He was glad he brought his backpack and dumped it on the floor. 
 
    Slapping her ass once again, Jeff ordered Yumi once again, “Strip naked, slut. Time for your next lesson.” 
 
    Knowing what was about to happen, Yumi turned around to beg once again, “Jeff, please. Stop this. I won't tell anyo--” 
 
    Her begging was cut off by a hard slap across her cheek. 
 
    “I thought I made myself perfectly clear the first time!” Jeff snarled. 
 
    With fresh tears in her eyes, Yumi nodded and began to undress. Jeff got undressed as well and pulled something out from his backpack. He then pulled Yumi close to him and began to kiss her once again. This time, Yumi let him have his way with her mouth. His one hand was holding something, but his other roamed all over her body, groping and slapping her sore ass, fondling her breasts, caressing her arms. Once again, Yumi began to get wet and would have enjoyed this under different circumstances. 
 
    Jeff slowly moved Yumi over to her bed and, once he was close enough, broke off the kiss and threw Yumi onto the bed. She started to whimper once again, but he grabbed her wrists and swung her around until she was laying parallel to the sides of the bed. He then pulled her wrists above her head and Yumi saw what he was holding in his hand: Zip ties. Yumi started to panic, but was unable to stop him from tying her wrists up and binding them to her bed, leaving her helpless. Once again, she wondered how many girls he had done this to. 
 
    Once Yumi was nice and secure, Jeff moved downward and traced his finger along Yumi's terrified face, drinking in her fear. He then shifted his body until he was above her and leaned down to her breasts. Grabbing her tits in his hands, the young man began to lick and suck, causing the teacher to yelp and squeal. She kept telling herself that she should be hating this, but Jeff was very talented with his tongue and soon she was moaning in pleasure. His strong hands mashed her soft tits wonderfully and soon her body was filled with warm heat. She could feel her pussy getting wet and spread her legs invitingly.  
 
    Noticing her legs spreading, Jeff raised his head and chuckled, “Oh? Is there something you want, slut?” 
 
    Whimpering not just in fear, but arousal as well, Yumi raised her head, “You're going to fuck me anyway, just do it. Rape my body like you did everyone else's.” 
 
    “Aw, don't say that. I'm not a rapist. I only fuck consenting sluts. And I can tell you really want this, don't you, you little whore? All you gotta do is say so.” 
 
    Jeff continued to mash Yumi's boobs, pinching her nipples between his fingers. Grunting in frustration, Yumi slammed her head back on her pillow and swallowed what was left of her pride. 
 
    “Please, fuck me sir! Use and abuse my body! Fuck this pathetic slut for daring to defy you! 
 
    Jeff smirked, “See? You're consenting. Not rape.” 
 
    Yumi glared at him, but soon her attention was on Jeff's large cock pointing at her pussy. As he pushed it in, Yumi couldn't help but moan as her opening was stretched more than she thought possible. Since she was so wet, he slid in pretty easily, and groaned with pleasure at just how tight his teacher was. He figured months ago that she didn't go out very much, and this confirmed it to him. He pushed in slowly until he reached the edge of her womb, then held his cock there and looked down at Yumi. The bound woman returned his gaze, a mixture of both hatred and lust in her eyes. He smiled. 
 
    Pulling his hips back, Jeff began to pump in and out of the prone woman. He started relatively slowly, but soon picked up his pace until he got into a steady rhythm. Yumi's eyes bugged out as she was impaled on his large cock. It had been almost a decade since she last had sex, and the boys she had been with were nowhere near this big or forceful. Heat spread throughout her body and soon all of her fears melted away, replaced by arousal. Her moans got louder and louder until she screamed as she came hard. She never knew an orgasm could be so powerful and even though a part of her was ashamed at cumming to being sexually assaulted, another part of her began to look at Jeff in a more flattering light. Once again, the two of them made eye contact and sparks flew between them. His eyes were filled with triumph and victory, knowing he had won. Yumi felt the last of her resistance dissolve and completely surrendered to him, acknowledging his strength and masculinity. She moaned loudly as she came again after giving up.  
 
    The cruel man smirked as he saw his teacher give in to her desires and surrender completely to him. When he felt her legs move up and wrap around him, pushing him further in while her hips bucked against him, he knew that she was now his completely. He leaned down to kiss her again, and this time Yumi didn't fight back at all. In fact, she returned his kiss, their tongues dancing as she felt herself cum once again.  
 
    Both bodies thrust against each other vigorously for a long while, until Jeff could hold out no longer and leaned back. He roared with triumph as he ejaculated, dumping his seed inside his teacher and filling her with his cum. Yumi had yet another orgasm upon realizing this. A thought crossed her mind that he might have impregnated her, but she soon tossed it out of her mind. 
 
    Once he was finished cumming, Jeff once again leaned down and cupped Yumi's chin, turning her head towards his. Their faces were about an inch apart and they locked their eyes to each other. His thumb brushed against her trembling lips. 
 
    “You're mine now, teach. I own you, slut.” 
 
    Yumi wanted to protest, to fight back one last time, but she couldn't muster up the willpower and sighed in defeat. 
 
    “Yes, sir. I'm your fucktoy. Do what you will with me.” 
 
    With a chuckle, Jeff sat up and lightly slapped Yumi's cheek, “Don't mind if I do!” 
 
    He pulled his cock out and got off the bed, heading over to his pile of discarded clothes. Yumi pulled at her bonds and raised her head up, puzzled. Jeff then came back and was holding his cell phone. Much to her horror, he then held the phone up and snapped a picture of her. 
 
    “Wha? What are you doing, Jeff?” 
 
    “Taking a picture, duh!” Jeff said, then began typing something on his phone, ignoring her pleas. She feared he would use the image as blackmail. After all, if it got out that they had sex, she would be the one at fault and in hot water, not him, even if he did force himself on her. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Jeff finished typing and tossed his phone aside. Then he sat down on the side of the bed and patted Yumi's stomach. 
 
    “I just texted your address to my buddies. Since it's the weekend, I thought we'd have a little party, and you graciously volunteered to be the host AND the main party favor!” 
 
    Yumi's eyes went wide as she realized all of his buddies were coming to gang rape her. She started to protest, but Jeff placed a finger on her lips, silencing her.  
 
    “Shhhh. Don't worry. You have a lot to learn. But me and my buddies will teach you all you need to know,” Jeff said, lightly slapping her cheek. 
 
    Resigning herself, Yumi slumped back on the bed. She had no choice but to endure. 
 
    It was going to be a long weekend. 
 
      
 
    Come Monday, Ashley skipped into the classroom, happy as can be. She hadn't seen Jeff all weekend and the rumor was that Headmistress Carter had finally kicked the vile man out. She sat down in the front row, wearing a normal T-shirt and jeans, and began to prepare for her favorite class. Strangely, Ms. Sugimori wasn't in class yet. It was very rare for her students to be here before her. 
 
    “Hey there, Ash! Long time no see!” 
 
    Upon hearing that voice, Ashley stiffened and chills went down her spine. Looking up, her face went white as Jeff stood next to her, just as smug as he always was. He casually set down his book bag and sat down in the seat next to her.  
 
    “What... What are you doing here? I thought you were expelled!” 
 
    “Aw, that hurts Ash! I thought you liked me?” 
 
    “What would ever give you that idea, you creep!”  
 
    Jeff smiled and reached around, grabbing Ashley's far shoulder from behind. The young girl flinched as she was pulled closer to the vile man, her strength leaving her as fear and terror rippled through her body.  
 
    “D-D-Don't touch me. If you do anything, I'll tell Ms. Sugimori and you really WILL be expelled!” Ashley said, trying to sound tough. 
 
    Smirking, Jeff brushed aside her threats, “Oh, teach and I did indeed have a long talk, but we worked everything out.” 
 
    Now very scared, Ashley was about to ask if he hurt or even murdered Ms. Sugimori when suddenly she heard all the other students gasp in shock. She looked forward and gasped as well. 
 
    Yumi Sugimori walked into her classroom in a very different outfit from her norm. She wore black high heel shoes, stockings, a mini-skirt that barely reached mid-thigh and showed a hint of her garter belt clips holding the stockings. Above the skirt, she wore a tight, sleeveless blouse with the top buttons undone, showing off her cleavage from her push-up bra. Yumi's hair was no longer in a bun or tied back, instead flowing freely, and seemed to have extra shine and bounce to it. Lipstick, eyeshadow, and other makeup adorned her face.  
 
    She looked more like a porn parody of a teacher than an actual educator.  
 
    “Hello class. I hope you had a good weekend,” Yumi said, sitting down. Her skirt rode up so you could see just a hint of her thong lace panties. 
 
    “Damn, Ms. Sugimori, you look pretty hot!” one of the male students said. The rest of the class giggled, but even the girls seemed to approve of her new look. 
 
    Tilting her head and giving a wide smile, Yumi cheerfully accepted the compliment, “Why, thank you, Matthew. That's very nice of you to say.” 
 
    Ashley was stunned by what was happening before her. No way the teacher she looked up to like a role model was a slut like this. Then, she felt a hand reach down and grope one of her breasts. Looking up, she saw Jeff's smug face looking down on her.  
 
    “No... You didn't...”  
 
    One of Jeff's fingers came up and touched her lips, silencing her. Ashley quickly turned to Yumi, looking for any shred of support, but when she made eye contact with the teacher, she didn't find the help she needed. Yumi's eyes softened, apologizing with her eyes, before turning her head away in shame. Ashley's body shivered as she realized her last hope had been quashed.  
 
    Leaning down, Jeff got close to Ashley's ear and began to whisper to the young girl, “I think you owe me an apology after class.” 
 
    A part of her wanted to fight back, but seeing what happened to her teacher, Ashley instead whimpered and slumped in Jeff's arms, allowing him to manhandle her boobs as long as he wanted. She knew there was nothing she could do to stop him any more.  
 
    Yumi looked at Jeff groping her star pupil and wished there was something she could do to help her. She knew after class Jeff was going to teach the young girl to be a meek and obedient slut, but as much as Yumi wanted to intervene, she would look the other way. Knowing Jeff, he'd be ordering her to fuck one of his buddies or ordering her to seduce one of the other male teachers. A part of her wanted to just endure this until Jeff graduated, but over the weekend, he let slip that he was going to ask his dad to be placed on the administrative staff after graduation, so he'd be close to his favorite sluts and free to prey on even more young girls across campus.  
 
    She sighed in resignation as she began her class. 
 
    There was no point fighting against Jeff anymore.  
 
    He taught her how futile it was. 
 
    Yumi had truly learned her lesson. 
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