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Chapter One - A Lesson in Discovery

Just as quickly as it all began, summer was over. I still can't really believe it.

Where did the past few months ago?

I sure will miss the days of just lying around the house, staying up late and playing video games for hours on end.

Oh, well. Just one more year of school. One more year and then I’m free.

"Honey! Breakfast is ready," a voice called out from downstairs.

Snatching up what I hoped was a clean shirt, I called back, "Be down in a second, mom!”

I stared at my reflection in the mirror for a moment. A half-boy, half-man in the middle stages of puberty was staring back at me, nude save for his tiny white underwear. He was 5'4 and roughly 100 pounds with only a slight hint of muscle. His hair was a dirty blonde and getting darker with age. His eyes were wide and full, but tired, with dark rings rolling over the lids.

His body was less than ideal to him as well. Instead of pecs or a broad chest, he had a flat, whimsical top half with big, pointy, pink nipples. All his fat and muscle went straight to his hips and ass, giving him more of a womanly, pear shaped figure. Despite waiting patiently, body hair never came either.

With a huff, I finished throwing on the baggiest clothes I could find and bounded downstairs.

“Did dad leave for work already?" I asked my mother as I skipped into the kitchen.

"Yes, sweetie. He left about twenty minutes ago. Why?"

"Nothing major,” I said. “I'll just talk to him after school today. What's for breakfast?"

"Waffles with strawberries on top. Then we have scrambled eggs, toast, bacon, sausage links, and finally a heap of hash browns."

"Sweet! Thanks, mom!" I yipped.

"Now hurry up and eat before it gets cold. You don't wanna be late either.”

“What time does the bus get here?”

“Nope. No bus today. I'm driving you."

"You’rsh taking meh tooff?!" I said with a mountain of food in my mouth.

"Mmhmm,” she nodded. “Wanted to do something nice for my baby boy on his first day of senior year."

I finished chewing, wiped my mouth and muttered, "have you talked to dad? About the uh, ‘getting a car’ situation?"

She smiled slightly, giving me a quick glance. "I… may have brought it up over the weekend. How much money do you have saved?"

"Almost two thousand." I said.

My mother thought to herself for a moment, as if thinking over what she was about to say.

"Well, a little bird told me that if you can find a car for four-thousand dollars, we can talk."

My eyes went wide. The gates of Heaven may as well have been opened, "Yesss!"

After breakfast we drove off to school. Upon arriving we said our goodbyes and my doting mother kissed me on the cheek before I bounced out of the car. Unfortunately, everyone was gathered around the entrance so half the school saw my mom kiss me and laughed.

Great way to start the first day, I thought.

Nothing new I’m afraid. Being a small, nerdy kid I was picked on quite a lot. And over the years I just learned to stick to myself and lay low, out of sight of the bullies and I was apparently out of their minds. Navigating the halls I was blown away at the senior portion of the building, a seemingly alien world to me for the years prior. Schedule in hand I made my way to my first period class. The school called it homeroom, a quick ‘get ready for the day’ sort of misery that was mostly used for taking attendance and phoning through the morning announcements.

I entered the classroom and quickly realized I was the first and only one there.

However, standing at the front, writing her name on the chalkboard, was an absolute goddess of a woman.

She stood well over six feet tall in a pair of monstrous heels and was curvy in all the right places. I caught sight of her ass first, a thick and juicy, perfectly rounded peach that stretched the limits of her obscenely tight pencil skirt.

When she finally turned fully around, I was treated to the most gorgeous thing I had ever seen - an angel in the flesh. She was positively stunning, and I was all but dumbstruck, frozen in place at the sight of the most beautiful creature I had ever laid eyes on. She couldn't have been older than twenty-five, or just a tad over. She had strawberry blonde hair, and what wasn’t twirling around past her shoulders was held up in a big bun. Thin reading glasses that were trying their best to hide the most piercing green eyes I have ever seen, sat delicately atop a small button nose. She had alabaster skin that had that appeal of a statue, of a marble chiseling of a Greek-fucking-goddess. Her breasts were huge; double-D’s or perhaps even double-E’s, but they didn’t sag outside of their natural weight. She was wearing a silk shirt-blouse that had a frilled, deep cut V-cut collar that revealed a criminal amount of cleavage. So much so that I was baffled that she was allowed to wear it at school! Her ass was round and plump, and it filled out her tight, knee length skirt to the extremes. Adding to the pain was a set of black, sheer stockings that clung to her legs and ass, finishing it all with black high heels.

All in all, she was almost seven feet of amazonian curves. And I was in-fuckin-love.

"Excuse me." She said, her voice a tone from heaven itself.

"Uh..." I muttered.

"Excuse me, hello?” She spoke again, insisting. “Who are you? What’s your name?"

"M-my n-name… is, uh… my name’s Alexander."

"Oh, so you are in my class. Very well, sit wherever you’d like and wait for the other students to arrive, please." She said, pointing to the desk nearest hers before returning to writing the name on the board.

I heard her, loud and clear, but was unable to move. Instead I just stood there, watching her finish her name in an elegant cursive.

When she finished, I was given the name of my goddess crush:

Miss Bennett.

"Thank you, Miss… Bennett.” I said bashfully. “I'm sorry I don't usually stutter like that, I am actually very well spoken, it is just that you are so beautif-er, oh, um... I’m gonna go sit down now."

I scurried off to my desk, blushing hard yet unaware she gave me a side eye.

When I took my seat she turned to face me. Wait… had she been watching me the whole time?

Then she said, "I… have you in one of my classes. Advanced English, right?"

I nodded. “I think so. I-I don’t think I’ve ever seen you around school… are you-”

"I’m new,” Miss Bennett quipped. “This is my first year teaching here."

“Oh, cool.”

My mind raced with what to say next. I had to keep this going. Had to show my interest and keep her talking. I wanted to know everything I could about this woman!

But other students began filing in one-by-one, taking various seats. When the bell rang Miss Bennett went to the front of the room and took attendance. She went down the line of names and mine never turned up, which I thought was strange. I double checked my schedule and sure enough her name was listed twice, Homeroom first period, English last.

Just when I was about to speak up however, she walked past my desk, turned to me and whispered, "I look forward to seeing you again this afternoon, Alex. Eighth period. Don’t be late."

Her voice was a sexy husk. The heat of her breath and sweet smell of her scent sent a chill through my body.

"Oh, I go by uh, Alexander..."

"I’m sure you do,” she said, standing erect. “But I like Alex."

I very noticeably blushed.

Miss Bennett dipped her tone as she spoke, sending forth a low and husky tongue that oozed with sex.

My burning cheeks made her chuckle and she returned to her desk work to aimlessly flip through papers.

Wow. Okay. Cool yourself down, Alex. I told my brain. She's playing your dumbass. Just trying to get a rise or embarrass you.

But what if she's not? And what will happen if she isn't?

The day flowed by easily enough but I found having P.E at the end of the day was an ass beating. So much so that I didn’t have time to shower or clean myself up before I realized what time it was.

Crap. I was going to be late to my first real class with Miss Bennett!

Like a madman I sprinted through the halls, finally stumbling into English three minutes late, breathing hard and covered in sweat. I was still in my gym uniform too, which was handy for not dirtying your personal clothes, but it was absurdly tight fitting on me. It was the same problem every year. Due to my body type, tiny torso, thin arms, but big hips and bulbous butt, my uniform never fit right.

It was really nothing more than a white t-shirt and red gym shorts, but the bottoms clung so tightly to my hips and ass that they may as well be go-go shorts. Not only that, but they were so short that my chunky clefts of ass hung out the bottoms. It was beyond embarrassing!

"Well hello, Mister Hanson,” Miss Bennett said with a bit of a cheeky glare. “Nice to see you finally show up for my class. I’m guessing by the way you're dressed your excuse is Coach Black made you late?”

“Y-yes…” I huffed.

“Very well.” Miss Bennett said quickly, unamused. “Have a seat, the one closest to my desk is still open."

The entire class erupted in laughter at my comeuppance. As I mentioned before, nothing new. But I smiled inside, pretending to trudge towards the little desk, since secretly that was the one I wanted!

For the rest of the period, I could do nothing but stare at Miss Bennett's ample cleavage or shelf-like ass as she walked between the rows of seats or wrote things on the board. I thought I was hiding my hungry gaze pretty well, but a few minutes before the bell rang for the end of the day, she caught me staring.

"Mister Alex Hanson!” She upstarted loudly so the whole class could hear. “Were you staring at my body?”

My face burned. The entire classroom snickered and jeered as Miss Bennett’s cheeks flushed.

“Wha-what? No! No, no, no! I would never!”

“See me after class." She said sternly.

Shit, was she really angry?

"But....but....but..." I stammered, mortified that I may have upset my new crush.

"No ‘buts’ Mister. Apparently you’ve had enough of that all period."

The class burst into laughter and I tried to shrink away into my chair.

The last, few brutal minutes passed, filled with the giggling titters of various students as they mocked me. All I could do was slink into my desk and try my damnedest not to blush.

Externally, I was trying to stay as still and as quiet as possible but in my head, I was panicking. What am I going to do? I've never actually been in trouble before like this. I've had detention, but never individually with a teacher.

When class finally ended the students all filed out. I stayed at my desk, frozen in terror, until  Miss Bennett locked the door and turned to me.

"I am sorry for embarrassing you like that in front of your classmates, but you were staring at my ass and it was starting to get VERY noticeable." She sauntered towards me as she spoke.

"I'm sorry! I couldn't help it! You-you’re just so pretty, Miss Bennett."

"Uh, huh,” the imposing goddess stopped at the front of my desk, facing me. She crossed her arms and looked down at me over the rim of her glasses. “Well, thank you for the compliment. But I can’t have my students blatantly ogling me in class. Understood?”

My cheeks burned even hotter, but I nodded. “Yes, ma’am…”

"Good. Now you need to change. You’re positively filthy."

I blinked, “change? Where?”

She was already back at her desk. After a beat of silence, as she was pulling out her chair to sit, she paused, looked at me and said, “well you can’t leave. You’re in detention. I won’t peek.”

Then she took her seat.

No. Fucking. Way. I felt my face heat up like the sun. Was she serious? She looked serious. And even now she was just grading papers as if I wasn’t even there!

So, not wanting to poke the bear, I slowly (and shakily) got up and pulled my casual clothes from my bag. I peeled my wet shirt off easily enough. After I tossed it to the floor I glanced over at Miss Bennett, but sure enough she still had her nose in a stack of papers. So, slowly and trembling, I started to take off my short P.E shorts…

When they were halfway down, squeezing past the swell of my bubble butt, I just happened to look back up - and I screamed! 

Miss Bennett was on her feet, leaning against her desk, watching me. I was full-on bent over at a ninety degree angle, ass in the air!

"Oh, God! Miss Bennett! What are you-!?"

She smiled. Her eyes were filled with hunger.

"Don't mind me, just making sure you aren't going to skip out on me."

"I… wouldn't do that to you, Miss Bennett." I murmured, hands tugging futility at the waistband of my shorts.

Damnit, my butt was too big. They wouldn’t budge. And all I accomplished was instead making my big, pale orbs off ass jiggling for the whole room to see!

Realizing my misfortune, I spun, so that I was facing her and my gelatinous ass was towards the wall.

"I know you wouldn't.” Miss Bennett said very matter-of-factly. “You’re too nice... too smitten… too infatuated to skip out on me like that."

Her words were dripping. And with each adjective she walked towards me, hips swaying, in tune with the click of her heels. Before I knew it she was only a few inches away, hands on her hips, staring daggers down at me.

I froze, staring at her cleavage as my penis rose to attention. I was rock hard in seconds with an erection I wasn’t able to hide. I fumbled with my shorts, still half-leaning forward in an attempt to obscure it. Though the further I bent, the closer my face got to her beautiful, wondrous tits. The wet spot forming at my tip was threateningly noticeable. My face was red with embarrassment, I wanted to crawl under a rock and die.

"Why don’t you turn around, Alex. And take those off. Slowly…."

“Wha-what?”

Miss Bennett took another step forward, furrowed her brow and said, “I said. Turn back around. And slide those shorts off. Slowly. I want to watch.”

Holy fucking shit.

I wasn’t sure if this was all really happening, or some sort of wet dream I was having. Maybe I had fallen asleep at my desk and now playing out the results? Or maybe I hit my head at P.E. and was unconscious at this very moment, sprawled out on the gym floor.

No matter the reasoning though… I complied.

"Y-y-yes, Miss Bennett."

Doing as I was told, hesitant but determined, I turned around again and peeled off my shorts as slowly and methodically as possible. I envisioned those women in porno videos, showing off their ass by taking off their pants or underwear, and did my best to mimic them.

The feeling of the cool air hitting my bare flesh sent a chill up my spine, and I shuddered when my shorts dipped below my plump buttocks. There, I did it. My entire ass was exposed. I tugged further, shivering once more when the shorts slid down my thighs. A second later and they dropped to the floor, and I was left bent over with my head nearly between my legs.

I looked back, through my legs and under me, at the upside down view of Miss Bennett. She was staring, eyes glued to my plump backside arced into the air. I felt my cheeks burn brighter. Blood rushed to my head. My vision blurred and I began to feel lightheaded, but I stayed locked in this preposterous angle.

That was until - THUD! I fell forward and blacked out.

Darkness followed. The next thing I heard was Miss Bennett calling my name…

"Alex, Alex, Alex... are you okay?"

My eyes felt heavy, but I followed the sound of her heavenly voice. Lids oppressively heavy, I persevered, hopeful and yearning to see if Miss Bennett was as close as she sounded.

Slowly but surely, through a blurry haze, the world returned.

Sure enough, Miss Bennett was on me… over me… holding me in her arms. Like an angel she came into focus, cleavage still on display. Her face was one of dire concern and worry.

"What...Where am....What hap-" I murmured

As I spoke, two things came to my realization. One, my forehead had a small scrape on it from hitting the floor. And two, was that my hand was resting on something that was hot, large and pulsing.

“You fell. Your pretty little head mustn't like being upside down like that for so long.”

I looked into her eyes, once again soaking in her beauty. She was cradling me. For how long I had no idea. Holding me like a child ready to nurse. But then I realized I was still bottomless, and my once rock hard dick was now a tiny, shriveled digit.

Perhaps even more alarming was whatever my hand had come to rest on. Some sort of large, tubular hunk of pulsing heat. I looked towards it, and she followed. Then as if at once, we both realized and froze.

"Miss Bennett, what is that?"

She bit her lip, looked away briefly, then snapped her heavenly eyes back at mine.

“That’s my cock, Alex.”

I swallowed hard, squeezing the mammoth pole reflexively.

“You woke her up with that little show of yours.”

“Cock? Like a… penis?” I stammered out.

"Mmhmm,” she purred. “And if you don't move your hand, then there will be some very serious consequences."

I froze at her words, too scared to do anything but stare back in shock. In her cradling of my body, her legs had spread, and now my palm was laying atop a tremendous mound of hot womanhood straining the sheer fabric of Miss Bennett's black panties.

For reasons I can’t detail, even today, I left my hand there too, slightly gripping the thick, meaty appendage while it filled with blood. It was a carnal display, like a time lapse video from some lewd nature documentary, and my eyes were wide as saucers all the while. I watched in utter fascination as it ripened and thickened, quickly bursting through the width of my hand. It was like trying to hold the thick end of a baseball bat, and my apparently tiny hands were quickly unable to tame its girth.

“Alexander,” Miss Bennett said sternly. “If you don’t move your hand you’re going to be in serious trouble.”

Her words were ice cold, but behind them was a faint husk. A low-pitched purr that slipped off her vowels. Simultaneously, I could feel her pulse through her loins, and it quickened with every passing second I kept my hand on her glory.

“But I-I like how it feels…” I murmured back.

"Ooooh, you don't know what you're getting yourself into.”

Our eyes met once more, and a devilish smirk crept across her lips.

Then Miss Bennett rose to her feet. I stared her up and down as she towered over me. I noticed her shoes were off, and marveled in how her dainty feet were wrapped in her dark stockings. I followed her legs skyward, wondering what the sheer fabric might feel like so taut against her flesh. Higher still was her skirt, slightly bunched up, but hardly covering a mammoth, softball sized bulge at her front.

"How… How big are you, er, how big is it, M-Miss Bennett?"

"Why don't you remove my skirt and find out, my curious little one?"

I did as I was told, finding a zipper to one side and slowly pulling it down. Despite its new looseness it hugged her hips, and even when I tugged on it, the article of clothing refused to budge. I had to use both hands to pull it past the swell of her bulging cock, but once past that hurdle, her skirt drifted down her long legs and pooled around her feet. Her stockings were open across the groin, held up by garter straps, and the crotchless window gave me my very first glance at the nubile flesh of the pubic mound. However, boiling at her center was a sight that was almost scary. A gargantuan coiled python that could no longer be contained inside normal human panties. Not even fully erect, it was the size of my forearm, hanging out of the tiny triangular front and forcibly pushed to one side.

“Panties too,” she said, looking down at me.

My trembling fingers found the hem of her lacy prison, and with relative ease I peeled them down and off. She stepped out of them as I did, her delicate toes still encased in silky mesh.

But then I looked up, and lusty terror gripped me once more…

Miss Bennett's mammoth cock hung across my face like a diving board overhead. Its shadow was long and wide, nearly blocking out the view of her upper half entirely. It throbbed every few seconds, engorging with each breath, riding from its slight droop until it stiffened to full.

It was fucking huge. At least ten inches and growing.

“What do you think, Alex?” Her words were dripping.

My gums flapped a few times before any tangible words came out.

“It-it’s friggin amazing, Miss Bennett. I’ve never seen one so big!”

“Oh?” Her head tilted. “Have you seen that many?”

My cheeks burned a bright red as I realized the inclination, but then I shook my head.

“N-no… only… in the gym locker room and…”

Her head tilted the other way.

“And on TV. Er, the internet.” I admitted.

“Mmm, such a bad boy.” Miss Bennett cooed.

I bit my lip, cheeks burning even hotter.

Then came her command.

“Stroke it, Alex."

My fingertips reached out on their own, recoiling when they were struck by the heat of the thing. I swallowed hard, then willed my hands around it, trying and failing to wrap it in my fingers. But it was an impossible wish. The giant tool was just too thick. My hands looked like an infants trying to handle a two-by-four.

Her words made me grip the thing, and I watched as the thick vein across its side throbbed. In unison I pulled, stroking the thick slab of meat in an upstroke spiral. Never in my life had I imagined touching another person's dick, but I was so mesmerized by the rush of control coming from her voice I had to obey.

When my wrists hit their apex, Miss Bennett threw her head back. I looked up at her, passed her monolithic fuckstick, but her eyes were closed. When I twisted back down she bit her lip, and when I gave her cock another slow pull skyward she gasped and cupped a breast.

“Mmm, your little hands feel so good, Alex,” she purred, and I smiled.

Here I was thinking my comparably tiny mittens wouldn’t be enough, but I was happily wrong!

I tugged down once more, curling my wrists the way I knew felt good. I had played with myself for years, and now here I was finally able to use my skills on the most beautiful creature in the world. I was actually making HER feel good. It was a rush.

When I struck her base she chuffed again, then with another crank I slid my hands to just below her glans, cupping the helmet like a bouquet of flowers. But then I froze and my jaw went slack.

My efforts had goaded a thick glob of pre-cum from her slit. It rose and boiled, shining like a diamond just a few inches from my face.

However the abrupt stop to my handjob roused my tall, lusty teacher, and she snapped from her trance to look down at me past her thin glasses. Miss Bennett’ look was pure sex and her gaze was one of devilish musings.

“Wanna know what it tastes like?” She cooed.

My eyes shot up at her. The thought never once came to mind but when she asked it was like being blessed by a prayer I didn’t know I needed. The thick, fleshy rod. The fat vein running up its shaft. The plump, purple head. And the ebbing bead of clear pre that was forming at her slit. All of it looked delicious. Yes! Fuck yes I wanted to know what it tasted like.

I nodded.

"Then go on, sweetie. Put it in your mouth."

"Yes, Miss Bennett."

I repositioned myself on my knees, finding a comfortable spot. Her cock was pulsing in my hand. Waiting for me. Waiting for my mouth. I swallowed hard again, realization setting in. If I couldn't wrap my hands all the way around it, how the hell was it going to fit in my mouth?! It was just too massive. But holy fuck did it look incredibly tasty…

I kissed the tip tepidly and tentatively. Her pre smeared over my lips as I rubbed them over her crown. The heat was mesmerizing. The smell was intoxicating, and when I opened my mouth to plant another wet kiss, I could taste her nectar. It was the sweetest, most delicious thing I had ever tasted, like a wet, ripe fruit juice hitting taste buds for the first time.

My next attempt was not so much a kiss as it was an open mouth planting over her tip. My lips tapped first, then my tongue, and when her juicy glans hit my pallet, I groaned, instantly hungry for more of her slick juice.

I closed my eyes and went to work, reigning sloppy smooches over her leaking weapon, slowly stroking her thick shaft as I slobbered on her spear.

When I managed the head into my mouth, Miss Bennett moaned and grabbed my head. Just her glans was a fucking mouthful, and I could feel it brush the back of my throat. I resisted the urge to gag, focusing on the succulent, spongy head of her delicious cock. Something new and feral took over suddenly. I was insatiable. My mind wanted so much more than my physical form was able to take. So I worked harder, lapping at her underside with my little tongue and twisting my next like I was licking at some perverse ice cream code. Spit dripped down her shaft, connecting with my fervent stroking, creating new slippery sloshing sounds that mixed with my lewd slurping. Miss Bennett ran her fingers through my hair as I suckled on her tip, holding me in place, allowing me to slide further down but not up and away.

My body reeled and flailed involuntarily but she gripped my head hard and thrusted. With a hot, wet ‘GLURK’ Miss Bennett breached my throat and kept going, sinking down my gullet. My eyes shot open. I couldn’t breathe. In seconds my windpipe was filled with flesh. I gagged for air but only succeeded in inhaling more cock. She was forcing my jaw apart to its apex, moaning all the way.

“Mmmm, that’s it baby. Take it all…”

I didn’t want to disappoint her. In fact I wanted Miss Bennet to get all the pleasure my body could offer. But holy fuck did I panic. I had to relax my throat and breathe through my nose just to keep from passing out. I couldn't move my tongue anymore. There was just no room in my mouth. I was only half way down her dick when she hit my second wall somewhere down my esophagus, gripped my skull even tighter, and started pushing further.

“HU-URK!” I coughed out. But my lewd sounds only seemed to empower her.

“Fuck that’s a sweet throat! C’mon baby, you can take it!”

She was pulling on my head and thrusting at the same time. And after a few violent tugs my forehead was on her groin. I couldn't believe this was happening. I had never been with a woman, let alone an Amazon Queen, and now this ‘woman’ had her humongous penis shoved down my throat.

When her heavy balls hit my chin she moaned, "Mmm, fuck! Choke on my cock you fucking slut! You should have known what you were getting into when you grabbed me. Now take it all the way you little whore."

Sheathed to the hilt, I felt her grip slacken, and Miss Bennett pulled my head away. It was brief, but I felt her thick meat slide up my gullet, making another wet, popping sound. Saliva came with it, billowing up and sputtering out my lips.

"Mish Bensh...."

But she cut me off by slamming my face back down. She was raping my mouth and I couldn't have been more turned on.

"Shut up slut and rub those nuts. Squeeze ‘em and get ready for the load.”

As she spoke, her balls were slapping against my chin. Tears welled up in my eyes. I tried to suck in what little air I could from my nose but her violent thrusting made it impossible.

“I'm gonna cum down your virgin throat, then I'm gonna cum all over your pretty little face. We’ll see how pretty you are when you’re covered in my cum you little whore."

I grabbed her huge nuts, and started to roll them around in either hand. They were massive. The size of baseballs. And they spilled over my palms in an unruly rolling juggle. Fuck, they were so heavy. So full…

"FUUUUUCK, your mouth feels so good!" She howled.

She was pounding with such force it felt like a punch in the face each time her hips met my chin.

"You’re doing so well and I’m long overdue. Look at me when I cum all over you."

As the final word left her lips I felt her dick swell and explode, cutting off my air supply completely. Molten hot cum burst forth, instantly filling my stomach and coating my throat.

Miss Bennett pulled back, still cumming, painting my insides as she went. I was looking into her eyes when her cock left my lips, because she was still holding my head and forcing my gaze skyward. Through blurry eyes I watched her face contorting, then felt the footlong monster flop from my mouth.

Air rushed in, cool and stagnant, breezing down my insides like an open wound. Still clutching my head she pumped out another shot, firing a thick, hot rope across my entire face, then another. More swiftly followed, hitting my eye, my cheek, another, then another onto my nose. There was so much, and she just kept cumming. I counted three more across my mouth and lips, then another three onto my chin.

I was covered in seconds.

Miss Bennet gasped for air with a hand to her chest. One of my eyes was completely caked with semen, and my other was still rife with tears, but I could see her catching her breath. I watched then, as the feral side of her faded, and the prim, proper lady returned.

Flustered and red, Miss Bennett quickly adjusted her glasses, pulled her skirt back down to her knees and knelt down to me.

"Oh my god, Alex. I am so sorry.”

“Ish… Ish oookay, Miss Benish,” I mumbled, wobbling in place.

She swept a hand through my hair, then produced a handkerchief and began dabbing at my face.

“It's just… I haven't had sex for so long and you were just so cute and sexy and innocent. I'm sorry. I shouldn’t have been so rough with you. "

Faculties returning, I spoke with a hoarse voice. "No need tuh be shorry, I-I enjoyed it…”

She smiled briefly then grimaced at her soaked-through handkerchief. “Oh my, we’ll need to get you a towel or something.”

I used my dirty clothes to clean up what I could. It wasn’t much, but enough not to raise suspicion while I ran to the gymnasion to have a shower and wash up.

It was well after the school day had ended, so the halls and stalls were empty. So empty apparently, that when I stepped out of the gym locker room, Miss Bennett was there waiting for me.

Without a word I followed her inside, and was escorted back to her classroom.


Chapter Two - A Lesson in Dreams

Back in Miss Bennett’s classroom, I found myself sitting back in my seat. She sat across from me, her plump bottom atop her pristine desk. Her clothes and makeup were once again perfect, and one would have no idea that she just defiled a young boy-student's throat just a few minutes before.

"So… Miss Bennett? You were born a… boy?" I asked.

She looked at me from beneath her glasses.

For a moment I thought she was angry, until a thin smile graced her lips.

"Why yes, Alex. Although I never really felt like one. Thankfully my parents were understanding, and at a young age they gave me the tools, money and resources to change. Or at least begin transitioning. My parents were very wealthy and had always wanted a daughter so, after transferring schools, I became a woman.”

“Oh, wow…” I whispered.

“They bought me clothes, makeup, and had doctors prescribe the best hormones. I always was rather well endowed,” she gave a half giggle, “but with the combination hormones I think my penis grew even bigger.”

She smiled at me, “As you already know."

“Heh, yeah.” I said, blushing.

Miss Bennett let out a sigh, looked me over, and said, "Again, Alex. I’m so sorry. Truly. I don’t know what came over me."

"It’s okay, Miss Bennett. Really. It was-”

BURP! Out of nowhere I belched, reigniting my taste buds to my teacher's sweet, tangy cum.

Miss Bennett’s eyes shot open, and she stifled a laugh.

"Oh my God, excuse me!"

“Bless you!” She said, chuckling.

The burp was one thing, but the smell and taste of my beautiful teacher’s semen instantly made me hard. I felt my nipples tingle and my dick twitch to life in my pants.

Jesus, what was wrong with me?

"It's uh, um, okay, Miss Bennett.” I said, trying to shake off the jitters. “So if you don’t mind me asking… Um, how big are you?"

She thought for a minute, finger on her chin, giving a cute ‘thinking’ pose.

“You know those sandwiches you always hear about in TV commercials?”

"Footlong?" I asked, naively walking into the answer.

She winked back.

"Holy fucking shit. Oh, okay. Wow. How do you manage to hide that thing?"

She giggled like a little girl.

"Oh, I’ve learned to hide it over the years."

“Obviously.” I chuckled along with her.

“I had, like, literally no idea, Miss Bennett.” I said. “Not that that’s a bad thing. I freakin’ love it. But just by looking at you, you’d have no idea.”

“That’s quite nice of you to say, Alex. But that is kind of the whole idea now, isn’t it?”

We both laughed.

“So tell me about growing up." I asked. “What did you do before… all this?”

Miss Bennett smiled at me, with another one of those long and titillating looks that showed pure adoration and joy. It was as if it was the first time she had ever been asked such a thing, and the sparkle in her eye shined brightly.

"Where do I begin?” She nearly trailed off, lost in thought, no doubt pondering when to spin her tale. “Life as a boy was short. I began transitioning at fifteen. I went to High School here in California, and graduated top of my class. After High School I went to University in England, and majored in Art. I thought I was a lesbian for the longest time, but after going abroad I started to have an interest in men.”

A huge smile swept across my face. I definitely liked this train of thought.

“My first real boyfriend was in college, but our relationship ended in disaster. We were together for over a year, but then I found out he was still sleeping with an ex-girlfriend…”

“Oh no,” I frowned.

But her wicked smile perked me up. “So I spread my little secret around campus. And how much he loved it. Needless to say his girlfriend dumped him and he had some trouble getting any more dates with women.”

“Haha! Nice!”

We shared a quick giggle.

“Surprisingly, I heard he became the football team’s bitch, and they dressed him up as their personal cheerleader whore. After him, I told myself I was done with relationships, and focused on my studies. After I graduated I traveled, saw France, Paris, the Caribbean. When I got back to the United States I took up teaching. And well, here we are I guess."

"Wow,” I said. “So you’re like, super smart then?"

Another smile. Another laugh.

"Over the course of this year, I’ll let you be the judge of that.” She responded coolly. “With any luck, hopefully I can teach you a thing or two."

We giggled again, but this time I noticed how much her laughter made her massive tits jiggle. It was mesmerizing. Even long after she had settled down, they swayed, like gelatin. I licked my lips as I gazed, tasting her essence still on my tongue.

She must have noticed because she gasped, and my attention was drawn to my tented shorts. My erection strained at the fabric, begging to be released.

Miss Bennett stood.

"No, bad boy. Detention is over. We mustn't let anyone find us here. Together."

"Aw c’mon, Miss Bennett!" I pleaded, not even sure what I was asking for. All I knew is that I didn’t want to leave. I wanted more. More of her. In any way I could.

"No! Now off you go. And don’t speak a word of this to anyone, understand? This, unfortunately, can never happen again. It could mean my job!"

Sulking, I hung my head and after a beat said, “Okay, Miss Bennett. Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

Moving close, she gave me a peck on the cheek and said, “Have a lovely evening, Alex.” 

“You too, Miss Bennett.”

“See you tomorrow,” she trailed off with a villainous smile.

With one last look, I spun on my heels and started to walk home.

When I got there my parents asked how my first day was, but then quickly segwayed into what took me so long to get home. I told them my schedule and said how I got detention for falling asleep in class.

After a brief reprimand my mother asked, "So were there any teachers that you liked?"

"Oh yeah! I liked my English teacher best. She’s really cool, and real smart."

"That’s great, sweetie.” She exclaimed. “I know you’ve always struggled with English so hopefully she’s able to help.”

I smiled back, heart fluttering at the future possibilities.

“Anyway mom, I think I’m gonna crash early. I'm really tired from uh... walking."

My face burned but I spun away before she could register my bluff, then went off to my room and quickly fell asleep with a giant grin on my face.

Face down, amidst the darkness, I felt a large and heavy body moving above me.

It was warm and soft, with massive breasts and a thick, hard pole between her legs. She straddled me from behind, completely nude like me.

I knew it could only be one person. I called out her name, "Miss Bennett..."

Her huge cock brushed against my thighs… moving higher, dragging itself along my hairless body to my flank. Soon after she was on top of me; breasts mashed against my back, lining her hot, wet weapon up to my yielding little butthole.

I gasped, my fingers mimicking her wet tip as she plunged her cock inside me.

Virginal as I was, I somehow knew I would never be able to take her so easily, but in my mind's eye, and my fingers exploring new territory, I imagined that I could.

Miss Bennett penetrated me with a throaty growl, tearing open my insides with mutual glee. I felt her long, slow thrusts caress my body and could feel her heartbeat pulse from her girder-hard muscle. I bit my pillow, reaching back and grabbing at her fleshy hips. I squeezed, guiding her already driving motions into me further.

She quickened her pace, and reared up, lifting my ass to better meet her thrusts. The space between the bed allowed me to slip a hand underneath, and I quickly palmed my boyhood and began stroking furiously. I was so close to finishing, even before touching myself, just a few quick rubs did me in. Fingers pumping in and out of me, I groaned, the dual stimulation sundering my mind. My dream-teacher gave one last, final thrust, bottoming out inside my ass and I screamed - long and loud and girly.

"Oh, Miss Bennett, yes!" I cried, feeling her hot, imaginary cum flood my insides.

She howled along with me, our feminine cries rattling the walls.

I awoke with cum on my chest and face.

It was a dream... Just a dream. But I knew then that I loved her.

I was in love with Miss Bennett. I shouldn't love her, but I did. I didn’t know what I truly wanted before I met her. But it was her. She was the literal girl of my dreams...


Chapter Three - A Lesson in Rewards

"Who can tell me a play by William Shakespeare?" Miss Bennett asked the class.

"Romeo and Juliet!" Half the students called out.

"Good! That is a very famous play. Now Brittany, how much do you know about it?"

"That Leonardo DeCaprio is friggin’ dreamy!" The cheerleader quipped.

The girls in the class tittered and giggled.

"Not exactly what I was looking for…” Miss Bennett rolled her eyes, “anyone else care to add anything?"

I raised my hand.

Miss Bennett looked at me, paused, then took the bait. “Yes, Alex?”

"It’s the story of two lovers who were never meant to be, yet they loved without question. But in the end, their love brought their demise. And through their ultimate sacrifice they sent a message louder than words could ever express. That love can find a way no matter the forces against it."

"That’s… certainly one interpretation.” Miss Bennett blinked. “I'm impressed, Alex."

"It's just a chick flick!" Brett Wheeler, one of the dumb jocks blurted out.

The class erupted in laughter.

"Funny, but not true.” Miss Bennett snapped. “And just so you’re aware, we will be studying Shakespeare's work this semester. Your first assignment is a group project. And since we have fifteen boys and fifteen girls in this class, you’ll pair up with a member of the opposite gender and each of you will be writing a report, males on their opinion of Juliet, and females their take on the Romeo character.”

A collective groan meandered around the room.

Miss Bennett strutted around, book in hand, and continued, “The point is to see the interpretations and reactions that each sex has to different works of literature, and who knows, maybe some of you…" She gave Brett a glower, “may learn something. Even you Mister Wheeler.”

The general consensus of her assignment was one of mixed fear and amorous anticipation for most. Me especially. I had never been good with girls and had never had a girlfriend, so the prospect of being paired with one scared the hell out of me.

Hell, I hadn’t even kissed a girl, let alone hold their hand or been any-sort-of-intimate with.

Well, if you don’t count sucking my teacher’s cock that is…

"Alright, so!” Miss Bennett’s boisterous tone yanked me back to the present. “Can we all pick partners like civilized human beings? Or do I need to assign them?"

The crowd of students plunged into anarchy. I could already tell this would be horrible. I had no friends, so the notion of teaming up with anyone, or even trying to, female or not, formed like a rock in my stomach.

That was until I looked to my right, and was struck by the awe of one of the prettiest girls in school, sitting alone and with no partner to call her own.

No, not Miss Bennett surprisingly.

But none other than the self revered ‘Queen of the School’ Samantha Edwards. Clad in her stereotypical cheerleader uniform, because why wouldn't she be? She was sitting, attentive as could be, beside me, ignoring the chit chat of the constantly-annoying preppy friends, like Brittany, instead focusing on Miss Bennett at the front of the room.

You see, Samantha was exceedingly attractive. She had long, vibrant auburn hair, full, plump lips that always puckered slightly as if always waiting to be kissed, and an amazing toned, athletic body. But what was probably most enticing about the cheerleader pixie was her smokey gray eyes.

They always shimmered no matter whether it was dark or light with an otherworldly glow. It was quite entrancing, and exactly why just looking at her I completely forgot about the impending doom of the project.

The cacophony eventually died down, and yet still Samantha sat there diligently. Even when the raucous student body quieted, there she was…

"Alright then,” Miss Bennett asked. “Has everyone found a partner?”

I shook off my reverie, looking around the room to see everyone in pairs. Everyone except me. 

My God, how long had I been staring at Samantha? 

“Umm…” I murmured, eyes still wandering to see if someone, anyone, had not been paired yet.

I felt everyone’s attention being drawn to me, the skinny, awkward kid with no friends, about to be the center of another volley of jokes and ridicule.

"Yes, Alex?” Miss Bennett asked quizzically.

“I uh, I don’t have a partner, Miss Bennett…” I said, sullenly.

I heard Brett Wheeler and a few of the other jock douchebags chuckle.

My heart raced and I looked up at Miss Bennett almost instinctively, as if silently asking for help. She looked perfect in her pinstripe suit. The jacket clung tightly to her frame, accenting her shoulders which added to the effect of her cleavage which was lifted by her clinging V-cut shirt. Her pants hung perfectly over her luscious thighs.

Then she spoke, and her words shocked my soul.

"Oh? Well Samantha doesn’t have a partner either, so it looks like you two are a team."

My face lit up with surprise as my lips parted.

"S-Samantha?!" I blurted.

Looking over, I saw her still sitting quietly and contently. She wrote something down on her notepad but otherwise didn’t seem to care. What was a momentous surprise for me, being paired with the hottest girl in school, but the notion seemed like nothing at all to her.

"Alright everyone,” Miss Bennett broke the awkward silence. “Team up with your partners and begin. The assignment is due next week."

Leaning back in my desk, which coincidentally, was right next to Samantha's… I did my best to act surprised and not-at-all excited.

“So uh…” I turned to her. "Uh, hi Samantha, I'm Alex."

"I know.” She said swiftly, without looking.

“Huh?”

“We’ve gone to school together since, like, kindergarten. You live on Bradley Street right?"

"Uh, yeah, how do you know where I live?"

"I live a block over. Big blue house with a white roof? That’s me."

"Oh! I had… no idea. Sorry."

“No need to be sorry. I know we don’t really hang out in the same circles. Not anymore anyway.”

I tried to jog my memory. How long had I really known Samantha? I guess I never really thought much into it. Fleeting memories of us playing as small children flickered in my mind but nothing concrete. The oldest memory I could recall was her and I in middle school, but she had blossomed into a beautiful young woman then, and I was left in the nerd dust.

"Hey,” she said, finally looking up at me. “So what do you say we get an early start on this thing? I always try to get my assignments done early so I’m not freaking out over them last minute. You wanna hang out after school?"

I think my jaw hit the floor when she asked.

Samantha Edwards, cheerleading captain and queen of the school… was asking ME if I wanted to hang out!?

"Uh, S-s-sure?" I said, more question than answer.

"Cool."

BBRRRIIINNNG! The bell startled me.

Thankfully, if Samantha noticed, she didn’t mention it. She just like the rest of the class just quickly gathered her things and stuffed them into her bag.

"Ready to go then? You still walk home, right?"

She paused, waiting, as my mind and body was still processing everything. 

How did this chick know so much about me?

I shifted in my seat, nodded, then blushed as I took her question as a slight.

Way to go, Alex, I said to myself, wishing more than anything in that moment that I had a car. For a guy to get an opportunity like this and NOT be able to drive Samantha Edwards anywhere was a punch to the gut.

Her eyes sort of glazed over after a moment, "So…"

"Y-yeah. I’m ready. I uh,” I looked to Miss Bennett and my dream came back to me. I felt bad for leaving her for another girl, and hoped she wouldn’t take it the wrong way.

Then an idea struck me. A way to show Miss Bennett that Samantha was second only to her.

“Hold on, I'll be right back. I gotta ask Miss Bennett something."

"Oookay,” Samantha said without a care. “I’ll meet you out front."

As I walked over to Miss Bennett’s desk she shifted a little and pulled her shoulders erect, flaring out her cleavage. My heart raced the closer I got to her presence.

When I was close enough, I spoke softly, "Miss… Miss Bennett?"

"Yes, Alex?” She said looking up at me. Her tone was light and innocuous but her form was dark and oozing with sex. At my angle I could see deep into her valley of cleavage, and the lump in my throat grew as I stared at the obscene amount of titflesh before me.

“What can I help you with?" She continued, pulling for an answer.

"I wanted to tell you about a dream I had last night. I was wondering about the significance. I think it may have had something to do with Romeo and Juliet."

She leaned forward, clasping her hands together. I noticed her perfectly manicured nails first, then her ample valley of cleavage squeeze itself together.

"Oh? Do tell."

With a blush to my cheeks I said, "I think it would be better if I did so in private.”

Miss Bennett blushed, right along with me, but hid it far better than I.

Looking about the room, she lowered her voice and leaned in, “Alex. I told you what happened yesterday can never happen again!”

I nodded innocently, “I know. It’s just… this dream. I want to tell you about it. I promise nothing else.”

She looked around again. Students were filing out, everyone except me.

Standing, Miss Bennett put her hands on her desk and belted out, "Alright everyone remember, one week. I want a full thesis and a paper from either of you. Male and female!"

No one seemed to be paying attention. Samantha didn't seem too concerned either. She just kept on chatting with her other preppy friends as she walked out into the hall.

Waiting until the room was empty, Miss Bennett moved to the door and locked it. She turned and, after a quick inspection, strutted to the front of her desk.

"So Alex,” she said, still eyeing me. “What about this dream last night that I so desperately need to know about?"

"Well..." I began, but stopped when I noticed the look she had.

Her eyes were all over me. I felt like a rabbit being stared at by a hawk. Small and meek, I was a runty fawn next to her, and under her gaze I felt like a tiny child.

“I had this… dream.”

She stepped closer, tits brushing my chin, and with a sultry pout, undid a button on her blouse.

"Oh? What happened in this dream of yours?"

I nearly fainted at the sudden whiff of her perfume.

"Well, I was in bed..."

Another button. "Mmhmm, go on."

"And you were on top of me..."

Another half-step and she was right on me. Against me. Her bountiful breasts spilled free, just barely contained within her top, and pressed against my collar bone.

"Were you…” She purred. “On your back or your stomach?"

Her fingers teased the opening, billowing blouse.

She was on me now. Close. So very close. I could smell her skin and not just her perfume.

"I…I was on my stomach, and you were… behind me, er, inside me, thrusting your..."

With another step and a slight tug at her shirt, Miss Bennett pulled a breast free and pressed her nipple to my open, slack-jawed mouth. Her other hand guided my palms to her hips, and I quickly found her throbbing member. I sucked on her glorious tit as she grew more forceful, as if her raging lust was unleashing a more uncontrollable beast within.

“My God, I can’t help it, Alex.” She huffed. “You’re just too sexy. Too unbelievably cute and sexy.”

Her gigantic cock pulsed larger as my hands tried to grip around it through her pants. I could feel the veins along its length. There was one vein, the same one from yesterday, on top which pulsed with such strength that I could actually feel her heartbeat with every second that passed.

With a swift and sudden jolt she gripped a fistful of my hair and plucked me off her breast. 

“Mleh…” I chuffed, saliva cascading.

Looking down at me for a moment, she pulled my face forward, leaned and kissed me hard. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth, enveloping my tongue with ease.

She was ravenous… hungry.

Finally she broke our lip lock and, still holding my head tight, asked, "Are you gonna suck my cock again like a good boy?”

I nodded shoddily, restricted by her tight grip on my hair.

“You better hurry, otherwise Miss Edwards will wander the halls wondering why you ditched her."

Her words struck home as she released me, elegantly moving a hand to the zipper on the fly of her pants and letting them fall around her ankles. What sprung out was a literal footlong piece of piping hot shemuscle that tapped at my chest. She was wearing panties, but her girthy cock had burst free from them long ago, so now they were pushed to one side, allowing her monstrous genitals to hang free.

Holy fuck. Even though I had seen it before, her mammoth hole destroyer was a sight to behold.

It was fucking amazing in every sense of the word, and made my mouth water like no other. Not just in its width but also her size. Her perfectly molded phallus stretched along the space between us, her tip pressing into my flat, shirt-covered chest.

Lost in the complete absurdity of it all, I barely felt her soft, delicate, yet forceful hands on my shoulders, and my body instinctively responded by dropping to my knees.

A moment later and I was on the cool floor, staring up at an ominous beauty with massive breasts that wavered above me overhead.

Reaching up, I cupped her thick piece in either of my tiny hands, and felt my vivacious teacher shiver when I squeezed.

It throbbed in my palms, like a thick, hungry monster trying to escape.

"Thaaat's it. Good boy,” She said, running her fingers through my hair. “Now put it in your mouth, Alex baby."

No sooner did she command, did my mouth close onto the big head of her juicy, virile member, instantly stretching it to the point where I could barely breathe, let alone suck. It flared within my tight, wet confine, and she moaned as my tongue began to writhe. As it wiggled, I could feel pre-cum pour from the tip, basting the back of my mouth.

"Stroke the shaft you cock sucking whore.” Miss Bennett seethed. “Do it, you dirty little slut."

Reaching up and squeezing slightly, I started stroking with both hands.

Suckling on her tip, my grip gently twisting around her shaft, I looked up. Miss Bennett was in heaven, tilting her head back and biting her luscious lower lip. I could see it in her eyes, and knew from the way her dick pulsed that she was close. The control over me was in her veins and it turned her on even more.

I was her slut. She was in control of me.

She had been in my dreams. But now, like a living goddess, Miss Bennett was before me. Towering overhead. The perfect fusion of male and female, virility and fertility. I quivered for her to fill me with her seed, and as I pumped on her swollen, leaking cock, she moaned hard and gripped my head. And like before she shoved her length into my throat.

No sooner did she sheathe herself did it happen.

With a grunt, she came.

My eyes bugged out of my head and then I felt it. Blast after blast of cum flooded my stomach.

She pulsed in my throat. I wish I could have seen the obscene sight of my neck with a huge cock filling it out like only she could.

Ready for it now, I swallowed, letting pint after pint unload into my tummy.

Miss Bennett shuddered and moaned throughout, clutching my skull and painting my insides. She filled me up quickly but I was able to keep it down, chugging and swallowing her creamy essence.

When finally her grip loosened, she stepped back, letting her semi slide out of my throat and past my lips with a loud, wet, SLUR-POP!

“GAH-HUAH!” I gasped, all but panting like a puppy after running a marathon.

When my breathing finally steadied, I coughed and choked until my stomach let loose a tiny, feminine burp.

My cheeks burned from embarrassment, but thankfully Miss Bennett was recovering as well. My vision returned to normal and I sucked in much-needed air. Coming to, I was dizzy, drunk off my teacher’s sublime cum. I reacted by covering my mouth, feeling warm spit across my chin.

“Ho-holy fuck,” I huffed, trying to keep myself from falling over.

"Oh, you did such a good job, Alex.” Miss Bennett said, slowly straightening herself up. “God, your slutty little mouth is so good."

The sight of her long, glistening-with-saliva cock from my throat and the remnants of her cum was a sight that turned me on so much that I knew I had to have it in me. The way it hung from its weight, a gorgeous amazon goddess standing tall, with a porcelain white humongous cock hanging loosely halfway to her knees, covered in spit taking from the throat of her ‘cocksucking slut’.

The moniker alone made my heart swell. I was HER slut. Miss Bennett’s slut. My dream girl.

“I think it’s time for your reward,” she said with a smile.

My mind raced, but in all my imagination I wasn’t prepared for what she said next.

“Stand up and bend over. On the window sill.”

I obeyed, wobbling to my feet, turning slowly, then leaning forward. I gripped the window sill, popping my plump rear end out at Miss Bennett. I looked back at her. She was still bottomless save for her panties askew. Her hefty cock still oozed and shimmered between her knees.

Then she reached forward and yanked down my pants, underwear and all, exposing my smooth, bare ass to her gaze.

I gasped in shock, snapping my eyes to the window. I could see half the schoolyard from here. A line of buses sat at the curb, waiting for the waves of students exiting from below. Samantha was with them, alone, standing amidst the sea of bodies… waiting.

But then Miss Bennett slapped my ass and a jolt of heat through my body. I let out an involuntary squeak at her strike. Two seconds later she walloped my other cheek and I squeaked again. Fuck it felt good.

“Bout time I did that. Your big ole booty has had it coming since yesterday.”

She spanked me again, both cheeks. Only this time, she didn’t take her hand away, leaving her strong hand firmly planted on my right cheek. She squeezed my bubbly orb. Fondled it. Kneaded the flesh. Then she palmed each cheek and pulled it away from its twin so she could look between them.

I looked over my shoulder. Her eyes were glittering and wild. She looked flushed and passionate. Her cock shone with her juice. Clear sap oozed from her urethra and dripped down to the tile floor, like a constantly leaking faucet of flesh.

“Teasing me with this big beautiful butt…” She continued, muttering to herself as much as me. “So round and perfect. I can’t wait to make your dreams come alive, my slutty little Alex.”

The pad of her index finger brushed my asshole.

“Ooohhh, me too Miss Bennett. So fucking much.”

She toyed with it and made my whole body jerk. The sensation was electric bliss. I had never felt such eroticism. I could feel my penis surge and buck. I was so close to cumming until-

Miss Bennett removed her hand and dabbed at the tip of her spear. When she placed it back at my puckering exit I groaned, because now it was soaking-wet with her creamy fluid.

Her now-well-lubricated finger touched my tight little ring again. She drew circles and then probed gently at the center. I relaxed my muscles and let her slip into me.

“Mmm,” I cooed.

I gave her buried finger a welcoming squeeze. It felt so good it made my dick jump for joy and release a hot, healthy stream of pre.

“My goodness,” she moaned. “Oh, your ass feels so good, Alex. I can’t believe how beautiful it feels. It’s so tight, and yet-” she pumped her finger in and out a few times, making me moan, “-it lets me get right in.”

My legs shivered as she dipped to her knuckle. The new place she found made me cry out, sending a feminine whimper echoing throughout the classroom.

Suddenly, Miss Bennett twisted her wrist and upturned her finger, finding an all new special place.

I had always heard of a prostate, but never quite knew what it meant.

With a loud, shuddering moan I came, painting the wall as a violent convulsion ripped through my little body. It was like being struck by lightning, and a warm, flushing wave of euphoria wracked my entire skinny frame.

A second later and it was over, but my body still rattled. I gasped for air and held on to the window for dear life. I would have fallen on my face if not for the support.

When Miss Bennett slid the finger from me I shuddered again.

Finally, with bodily function returned, I collapsed to my knees, still holding the wall.

When I turned to back Miss Bennett she was pulling up and fastening her pants, adjusting them into place around her hips. She noticed me looking up at her and smiled.

"Better clean yourself before you leave, Alex. Mustn't keep Miss Edwards waiting."


Chapter Four - A Lesson in Fellatio

"What took you so long?" Samantha asked.

"Oh,” I blushed. “Just… had to tell Miss Bennett something."

She beamed a strangely knowing smile. Her eyes, those enticing gray eyes, were genuinely focused on mine, waiting for my next words to come.

"It was, uh, just was… about the project."

She shrugged. "Okay, well I'm all set, wanna head out?"

"Yeah. After you."

Following the cheerleader babe, I couldn't help but to look at her body and appreciate the vision in front of me. I had stared at her for years, but now it was somehow different. Samantha was around my height, maybe 5'4, but with curves any teenage boy (or men for that matter) dreamt of. Her breasts were small but full, maybe B-cups, but it was hard to tell with her obviously padded bra. Her hips were wide, but the perfect size for her frame. I always relished in how full and plump her ass looked, and as she moved, her cheerleader skirt swayed, occasionally revealing the swell of a pristine asscheek.

Suddenly though, as I was staring, she looked over shoulder and noticed me.

Shit, I thought. Obviously busted.

But to my surprise… she just giggled.

Wait… was she okay with me staring?

No way, I told myself. This was Samantha Edwards. Samantha-Fucking-Edwards. She must be used to it. Every guy in school caught a glance at any chance they could get. I was certainly no exception.

Yeah, that had to be it.

Despite my trepidations though… Her hips seemed to move with a purposeful sway. Every now and then she would glance back and, despite my continuous gawking, her smile and gaze would always be the most beautiful sight.

I couldn't help but beam back as we walked.

The stroll back home was peacefully quiet. Samantha and I chatted away, mostly about all that had happened in the years we stopped hanging out. She became one of the ‘cool kids’ and I didn’t, thus our paths never crossed, until now anyway. Occasionally, as we moved alongside one another, her hips would into mine and I would fluster like mad. Her hair smelled like cinnamon and only added to the tension. It was a nerve-wracking experience.

I had already done so much with Miss Bennett, but somehow with Samantha it all felt terrifyingly alien and totally scary. I mean she was a girl, a really cute girl, and nothing like my transexual teacher. Yet as we talked my mind began to wander…

What would happen if she wasn't actually interested in me? What if all of this was in my head? What if I was imagining all these so-called flirtatious advances?

That was the thing about Miss Bennett, she just took charge and from the start told me what to do. I liked that about her. None of this cat-and-mouse ‘girl’ stuff.

Besides, I don't know if I could ever be the one to initiate anything. With Samantha or anyone else. My confidence was just not there.

Then the scariest thing happened. This sexy blonde cheerleader leaned over and blissfully sighed, invading my bubble without even asking permission. Her sigh turned into a ‘hmph’ of approval and she swiftly ran her fingers through my hair.

And I froze in…. absolute… horror.

But she stopped with me, leaned in further, placed her nose just above my shoulder, and smelled me.

What the actual fuck!? I thought, panicking.

"Alex?" Her voice was calm and innocent and soothing.

I answered back a bit hesitant and, still reeling, apprehensively replied. "Y-yes, S-Samantha?"

"You smell really nice, and I just wanted you to know that."

“Huh,” I blurted, unsure if that was a normal compliment for a girl to give a boy.

“I mean it. Most boys smell… gross. Like sweat and bad cologne, but not you.”

“Cool. Well thanks, I guess.”

"So anyway, I think Romeo and Juliet were stupid."

I laughed out loud. And thank God too, because her touching and smelling me nearly made me faint right there on the sidewalk.

We were almost at my house. In fact I think her tone along with the proximity to a safe place allowed me to relax. She was so calm and collected that no matter what she did seemed normal. Plus she was insanely beautiful, and personable, so who was I to question her?

"But c'mon, I mean Romeo,” I started. “He was willing to fight both their families and run away from it all with nothing but love for Juliet. If a guy was willing to do all that for you, you wouldn't cling to the thought of the afterlife and follow him in death like he did for you?"

She chuckled, "But what all did Romeo ever truly do? They didn't even know each other, and I wouldn't kill myself over a relationship."

We approached my front yard, walking along the pathway my father had meticulously crafted out of stone, and to the front door.

I opened it for Samantha as I answered.

"So if I were to offer you a way out of an abusive home and an arranged marriage, take you away from a family that expected you to hate someone simply because of history, and was willing to do it unconditionally without any questions or terms, that you wouldn't want to follow me anywhere I went?"

She paused as if actually contemplating that actual scenario. Her face relaxed, lost in an imagination of it all playing out.

"Well,” she asked. “Where would we go?"

"We could go anywhere; we could run to another city, or maybe even a different state?"

"What about another country?"

We crossed the threshold and I gently closed the door behind her.

"Sure,” I replied, “or we could just escape to my room."

The boldness of the statement stopped me in my tracks, but she simply stood, seeming satisfied, tilted her head with a smile and said, "lead the way, Romeo."

We floated up the stairs to my bedroom. Despite her words Samantha skipped ahead of me, and as we climbed I was treated to another astonishing sight. Since she had now taken the lead, her criminally short cheerleader skirt did absolutely nothing to hide her voluptuous ass as we traveled up the steps. Her little white panties were being consumed by the plump swell of both ivory cheeks, making it look as if she was wearing a thong. Her fat orbs jostled mere feet before my eyes, swaying and bobbing as if riding a wave.

I felt my body temperature rise, and a cold sweat began to soak my skin. I clenched my clammy hands, trying to keep me from instinctively reaching out and cupping her perfect buns.

When Samantha looked back down at me, I froze mid-step. I was sure, this time, she would be pissed. But just like before, she looked me up and down, then smiled.

I couldn’t believe it. I had a nearly full view of her backside, Samantha Edward’s ass barely wrapped in panties, and she wasn’t phased at all. Instead we just kept going higher, and I kept staring, watching her glorious butt swing from side-to-side.

At the top of the stairs Samantha stopped, waiting for me to finish my climb and gesture down the hall. She wanted to show off her ass, but didn’t know the way to my bedroom.

What on Earth was this girl doing? I thought.

Torturing me for one. But beyond that, I had no idea. Other than Miss Bennett, I had never made it this far with any girl - ever.

As I opened the door to my room she stepped past me and moved inside with calculated observation. Thankfully, my bed was flawlessly folded, the sheets were flush and cornered neatly, with my pillows fluffed and inviting. The carpet was vacuumed daily, mom’s orders, so it too was pristine. The walls displayed a few movie posters around my desk, which was also spotless, and the surface naked apart from my laptop.

"I'm impressed,” Samantha said after a beat, “this is the neatest boy's room I've ever seen."

"Um, how many boy's rooms have you been in?" I responded, instantly regretting it.

"Oohh, one or two,” she said with a giggle. “Why do you wanna know that?"

She turned around to face me for an answer. The little cheerleader had some sort of new primal look I had never seen her make, and took a step closer.

Her gaze broke my concentration. I fumbled with a single word, sputtering out vowels as she closed the distance. It was like being locked or frozen in a trance. Her gray eyes pierced my soul. All I could do was stare back into them.

"Sooo we ran away together,” Samantha began, “what are two lovers supposed to do when they run away with each other?"

"Well, usually they end up kis-"

Then it happened. Her lips met mine. She tasted sweet, like strawberries, moist and soft. Unhurriedly our tongues reached out and touched. I reacted with sudden guilt, and gave Samantha a gentle push as I tried to pull back. She responded delicately, letting me decide, but as we broke away she held onto my bottom lip. It stretched out slightly, until she released it from between her perfect teeth with a wet SMACK.

“Wow,” she purred. “You’re a great kisser, Alex.”

"Samantha, I..." My mind whirled.

All I could think about was Miss Bennett. My beautiful teacher and dream girl, that I was now somehow betraying.

Should I tell Samantha? How could I? How could I possibly explain the affair with such an older woman… a woman with a massive cock that I was born to suck.

No. No, I couldn’t reveal my secret. Miss Bennett told me so.

My driveling continued, “Samantha I… I can’t…”

"Shhh, it's okay Alex. There’s no need to talk. Just let our bodies do what they want…"

Was she kidding? There was so much to be said at that moment! So much to explain! But how could I tell the hottest girl in school any of it?! And was I really dumb enough to say anything?

But Samantha didn’t wait. She reached out and caressed the back of my neck, right below my hair, and pulled me into another kiss. I felt her skin in my hands, she was warm, alluring. Her hair was soft and the aroma of cinnamon rushed to my senses once more.

I felt her hand draw at my belt. She never broke from her kiss as she maneuvered me around to my bed and shoved me down, finally breaking our liplock with another wet smacking sound.

Standing between my legs, she deftly proceeded to remove her cheerleader tank top and bra. She was easily A cup, maybe even a small B and her nipples were thick and instantly erect in the cold air of my room. They were small and cute and I felt the urge to just suck on them. My desires were soon fulfilled as she stepped closer and straddled me, positioning her breasts over my face.

Samantha, or at least her torso, was the perfect height. In fact I was rather surprised how much her body type resembled mine, feminine as it was. For a moment I hoped she didn’t care how similarly shaped we were, but seeing as how she was straddling me topless, I guess she liked it.

As soon as she got into place, her left nipple came just to mouth level. I looked as delicious as it smelled, and I instantly planted my lips around it and flicked it with my tongue. It was perfect.

Her nipple was stiff and firm in my sopping mouth, and every time I gave it a hungry encircling lick, a moan of pleasure rolled off her lips. After a few blissful moments she shifted, feeding me her other poignant nub, and I gave it the same loving treatment. When her nipples had apparently had enough fun, Samantha started to slide down my body, slithering back between my legs to her knees. Every inch or so she would plant a kiss against me and the moisture mixed with the cold air around us made my smooth chest tingle and twitch. Her breasts slid against me further dragging her soft but aroused nipples.

Still kissing around my waist, she fumbled with the last of my belt. My bindings soon undone, Samantha slid my jeans and underwear down in a single pull. My cock flopped out and her eyes shot open. It sprung up in front of her face like a living trebuchet and slapped my belly.

"Oh, wow! Holy shit Alex, you're… huge."

All I could do was let out a nervous chuckle as I felt her hands grip my hot stick of flesh. They were soft yet still firm as they wrapped around my dick. I wasn't nearly as big as Miss Bennett, but the last time I measured I was about seven and half inches with a bit of girth, but still nothing close to her monster.

Samantha kissed my throbbing tip that pulsed with desire. It was quite a sight, seeing the cheerleader captain gently kissing my spongy glans. My dick was almost as long as her entire head, but both her hands wrapped around the shaft hid everything but the crown she was making love to. She looked up at me with those eyes and paused when she saw the nerves in my face.

"Are you okay with me doing this?” Samantha asked, dick in hand. “I can stop if you want, it’s just you have such an amazing cock. It’s beautiful."

She finished her sentence with an evil wink, as if she knew that despite my apprehension that she would get her way. She could see it in my eyes, but still lingered until I gave my response.

"N-no. It’s okay,” I muttered, still weary for Miss Bennett but unable to say no. “Do whatever you want, Samantha. I didn't say anything earlier cause I was nervous."

She smiled up at me and said, “that’s cute,” before quickly proceeding to engulf as much cock as she could.

Samantha struggled at first, gagging a little. But after a quick, deep breath through her nose, she sank further, taking nearly half of it.

The sensation was unreal. No wonder Miss Bennett liked it so much. Her lips… the tongue… the wet vacuum of her talented mouth… holy shit it was amazing.

After a few long seconds of slobbering, Samantha broke away with a sharp gasp.

"Hgghhh ugghhhh, oh God, it's harder to take than I thought. Fuck that’s a big dick!"

We both chuckled, “I’ve seen bigger, but thanks.”

Her eyes shot open again, “Where? On a horse farm?!”

I couldn’t help but laugh again. If only she knew…

Yet at that, Samantha readjusted her position just slightly and tried again, inhaling half my pipe with relative ease before hitting her first barrier. My dick was getting slick with saliva with each attempt at reaching the bottom, but every time she was several inches away. But fuck if it didn’t feel amazing. Each time she swallowed down, her tongue ebbed out and licked lower, tickling my underside.

She picked up her pace, gripping the base with one hand and holding on tight as she bobbed amidst a sea of lewd, wet noises.

*Glurk, glurk, glurk!*

"Oohh… Mmmm… Yyeeaahh… that feels sssooo good, Samantha."

*Gluck, gluck, gluck!*

Suddenly she came up for air again.

“Gah, hah hah… fuck!” She gulped, “I want you to fuck my throat. I wanna take it all.”

“O-okay,” I nodded.

My God she sounded like Miss Bennett. It was her hungry, lusty tone. One that demanded obedience. Besides, who was I to deny such a pretty girl a wish like that?

Stroking my cock still, she continued, “I think I’m gonna need some help though.”

I tilted my head, not sure what she meant. But then Samantha reached up with her free hand, slid it back behind her head, and guided my fingers around her skull.

Now I understood. So with a nod and quickly bite to my lip, I firmly gripped her head and guided her mouth back to my wet, throbbing spear.

“Mmleehhmm,” Samantha dove back down, swallowing half once more.

I felt her first barrier, her throat, quivering at the tip of my glans. The sensation was unreal. Then, in accordance with her wishes and a handful of hair, I jerked into her throat as I pulled her towards me.

Samantha spasmed. I saw her eyes flutter, but then watched as the last few remaining inches disappeared inside her pillowy lips. The entrance to her throat was insanely tight around me. The sounds she made were guttural and real. But holy fuck if they alone didn’t make me harder. I wanted to go even deeper, but looking down, fully realized she had literally taken it all. I lost my mind and started to hump into her face with so much force and I didn't care. Her moans only made me want to do it harder and I felt cum bubbling up inside my balls.

"Yes Samantha, God yes, look at me with those pretty eyes."

She looked and despite the tears welling up, I knew she wanted it. She wanted me to cum, she wanted it as much as I did and with her staring at me I felt it happen.

I started to orgasm while pulling back and the first blast shot out just as I passed her lips. She quickly lashed her tongue out, holding her mouth open wide to catch my creamy, white ribbon. Then I felt the second shot fire out. It hit her cheek and the edge of her nose. A third hit her eyelid, and a fourth painted her chin.

She started to milk the rest out of me in slow dribbles that landed on her neck and chest. The entire time Samantha was moaning out of control and doing everything she could to get more out of me.

"Oh my God, Alex, that was amazing. You got it all over me."

“Heh, sorry…” I blushed, remembering my first time with Miss Bennett. I must have looked similar if not the same, a young blonde thing on their knees, face covered in cum.

Samantha looked up at me with a smile though, licked her lips, then drew a finger up her chin into the mouth. Like a cat cleaning itself, Samantha Edwards was cleaning my cum off her face and eating it!

“S-Sam…” I began. “That was… that was amazing. Do I need to ummm, return the favor?”

She giggled. “Not at all. I like sucking cock. But maybe someday. If you’re good.”

“Someday? As in like, we can do this again?”

Samantha took another dollop of my cum into her mouth. “Look, you’re cute and all but not boyfriend material. Let’s just… I dunno, be friends with benefits.”

There was a long pause.

“But only outside of school.” She laid on the caveat.

Of course. Samantha Edwards, cheerleader queen, could never be seen with a loser like me. Despite this new rule, and the crushing weight of not being ‘boyfriend material’, I nodded.

“Okay, Samantha. I understand. It’s okay.”

"Good!” She said as she popped off the floor, “Now can you point me to the bathroom?"


Chapter Five - A Lesson in Finances

"Mom!” I called out, “Hey mom, hey guess what?"

She was in the kitchen, but turned as I entered. "What sweetie?"

"You're supposed to guess, buuut I found a car!"

Her face lit up. "Really? That’s great. Where did you find it?"

"There’s a car across the street from school for sale. I saw it today when I was walking home. The sign in the window said it's only three thousand!"

"That's great, sweetie. Do you know how it runs or if there’s anything wrong with it?"

"I don't, but the sign in the window says it runs great with no problems."

"Well, text your dad the info and he'll go check it out."

"Awesome!” I pumped my fist. “I love you, mom."

I scampered up the stairs without waiting for a reply, but heard a faint “I love you too” just before I got to my room.

Once inside I was instantly struck by the hot smell of sex. Memories of blowjob that had occurred just a few hours ago wafted through my senses. I could still see Samantha in my minds’ eye. Her beautiful face, lovely chest, and pert nipples.

My God what it would be like to fuck her? I wondered…

She had left shortly after our fun, reiterating how she had no intention of getting any other grade other than an A-plus on our report, so that I better do my homework. So I did just that, researching all I could about Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet.

That night, after dinner and retreating to bed, my dreams once again came to me.

This time though, it was if I was in Samantha’s place, and Miss Bennett was in mine. She was on my bed, legs spread, with her giant cock stretching to the sky, and I was on my knees before her.

Most surprisingly was my attire - I was wearing Samantha’s cheerleader uniform. Hair in pigtails, short skirt showing off my ass, and even lipstick on my lips.

It felt strange, but right, and in my dream I could see myself from a third-party perspective. See us both really: my gorgeous teacher fully nude on my bed, and my tiny, diminutive form dressed like a slutty cheerleader. I still had my top on, unlike Samantha, but wore no panties, so that my bubble butt was clearly visible from underneath.

But then the scene unfolded, seemingly against my own volition.

Miss Bennett grabbed hold of either pigtail and pulled her to her waiting spear, using my tongue to rub along her rock-hard length like a good little toy.

"You like my sucking cock, don't you?" My dream mistress asked.

"Mmhm," I mumbled.

She ran her hand through my hair.

"I said you like sucking cock, slut?" She asked again, louder this time.

"Yes!" I bellowed, rubbing my lips over her cock.

"And you like licking big balls, don't you?"

"Oh, yes."

“Like licking my big cock and sucking my big balls dressed like a little whore, Alex?”

She leaned back, slowly scooting her butt forward on the bed until it was half off, legs still wide.

"Well, go on then, bitch." She said, flexing her cock.

I nodded, eyes focused on only one thing. Stroking her slowly, squeezing and rubbing her glorious pillar of meat, occasionally letting go let it slap against my lips.

"Smell it.” She said. “See what a real cock smells like."

I obliged, pushing my nose against her steely rod and inhaling in a long, slow drag.

"Go on. Lick it. I know you want to. Suck my cock, girly boy."

Again I did as told, giving her entire length a slow, longing lick. She groaned, especially as I got to the head, pushing my tongue up against the little spot just at its base.

Her fingers were running through my hair as I pleasured her, licking up and down, popping the head down my mouth, sucking on it and squeezing. Every so often, I would pull off and nuzzle her womanhood, smearing my own spit on my glistening cheeks.

"Aren't you forgetting something?" She asked.

I stopped and looked up, confused.

But Miss Bennett answered. "My balls, bitch. Squeeze them. Lick them. Worship them."

Glad to be told what my task was, I eagerly addressed her admonition and caressed her big, heavy sack, lightly stroking the sensitive skin. Then I bent forward and licked, using my tongue to pull one of her smooth, juicy balls into my mouth.

Face full of testicles I glanced up for reassurance, leaving a hand wrapped around her shaft at the base of her seething cock.

Miss Bennett grinned and nodded, “good boy.”

I lapped up her other smooth nut, suckling on it like the first, but soon turned my attention back to her towering womanhood, my little hands gripping and stroking her cock while I buried my face in her sack.

Licking and kissing all over her nethers, we were both ready for the main event.

As if reading my mind Miss Bennett I reached down and grabbed a hold of my head, pulling me up by the chin and off her length.

"Are you ready?" She asked.

I nodded.

"What do you want?"

"You, Miss Bennett," I mumbled. “I want you.”

She pinched my face and hissed, "I asked you a fucking question, what is it you want?"

"I want your cum, Miss Bennett!" I squealed.

She was so fucking hard, her cock was throbbing and leaking profusely.

Feeling only a moment of hesitation, my teacher shoved my head down, piercing not only my mouth but my entire fucking throat. All the way down her length, until my nose was buried in her pelvis. My throat spasmed and I tried hard not to gag. It was fucking heaven. She held me there for minutes. Perhaps hours. I had no concept of time.

But when she released me I sprung up, gasping for air.

She put a finger under my wet, slimy chin and tilted my head up so we made eye contact.

"You want my cum, bitch?” I snapped. “Then get it."

Crying, whimpering, and blathering, I still practically dove back onto her cock, both hands gently cupping and squeezing her balls, while I deepthroated her in earnest.

I did it all to service her, perfecting the suction, the warmth, and the soft, twirling of my tongue, all drawing her closer to my reward.

It wasn’t long before I felt her begin to peak. With a loud grunt her balls tightened up and her cock pulsed. I stayed latched onto the head, and groaned when her delicious seed spurted onto my tongue. Concentrating and breathing through my nostrils, I wrapped both hands around her thick pole and bobbed my head while she shot the rest of her sticky load into my waiting, willing, hungry mouth.

I worked my hands up the length of her shaft, milking her, squeezing every bit out that I could.

Satisfied, Miss Bennett pulled off of me with a wet ‘pop,’ and tossed me to the floor.

I hit the carpet with an effeminate squeak and, still seeing it all in third-person, watching as my teacher stood and stepped over me, her eyes glued to my bare, upturned ass.

“Sexy little hole you got there, ‘little miss cheerleader’.” Miss Bennett snarled.

I looked up. She was hard again already.

And in a flash she pounced, pushing my face into the floor while lifting my backside up, aligning it with her slick, wet cock.

There was no teasing this time, no gentle preparation, and even in my dream it hurt when she plunged inside me.

I screamed.

She howled, and began to swift and violent fucking, crashing her hips into mine like a wild animal.

When I came, I woke up… Covered in sweat and panting like a whore, I slowly realized I had jammed three fingers into my butthole. A new record.

But my God did it hurt.

As I drifted back to sleep, basking in my semen-soaked sheets, I wondered how I would ever get to feel Miss Bennett’s gorgeous cock in my butt…


Chapter Six - A Lesson in Girth

Things were relatively quiet for the next few days. My parents had taken care of paying for the car, getting the title switched over and setting up insurance. And today was the first day I was able to drive myself to school.

In my headspace I envisioned rolling up to the parking lot and being swarmed by students, all awestruck at my ride, but reality was far less exciting. Instead of being mobbed like a popstar upon parking, literally no one noticed, or cared.

Life of a dorky loser I suppose.

Samantha and I finished our report without any further ‘special study sessions’ and were praised by Miss Bennett. She said our paper had more insight and more focus than any other. Quite shocking at first, but then I remembered that Samantha was always top-of-her-class and that Miss Bennett liked the feel of my throat. Nevertheless, the day we turned it in was one of anxiety…

“I hope you had a nice time working with Samantha, Alex.” Miss Bennett said to me as she took my paper.

She was sitting at her desk, robust cleavage on display as always, and was peering up at me past her glasses. Her look was sinful, curious, dubious and playful all at once. It was like she knew what happened. Like she knew every intimate moment Samantha and I shared, and was now toying with me.

I was hyper-aware of her steely gaze, boring holes into me as I tried to focus on the menial task of simply handing over a paper. Risking a glance up, I saw my attractive teacher's green eyes, and they pierced my soul instantly.

She was sitting, papers in one hand, red pen in the other, in the midst of grading the work of the other students. Her suit jacket lay abandoned over the desk chair behind her, leaving her torso clad in a deep-cut blouse. A pencil skirt that matched her jacket fit her frame perfectly, hugging her hourglass figure obscenely tight. Black dress shoes caught the fluorescent lighting in a well-polished sheen. Everything about her spoke of a fashionable woman knee-deep in the paperwork of her students. Even her golden hair was perfectly styled to look just the right level of messy and unkempt. The crimson lipstick accenting her moist and juicy only added to the appeal.

“Was there something else?” She asked.

Her words snapped me to attention, “N-no, ma’am. Er, Miss Bennett.”

Miss Bennett shifted in her chair, a motion no doubt from the implications of her tumultuous stare. She looked me up and down, tilted her head slightly, and spoke as if I was a simpleton, “Then you may take your seat now, please.”

I obeyed, avoiding the snickering from my classmates and their antagonizing glares.

Ever since that afternoon with Samantha I had spent most of my nights bringing myself to shuddering orgasms with exploring fingers. All starring Miss Bennett. The dream of me crossdressing for her seemed to have opened the floodgates of lewd, perverted fantasies. I had imagined all sorts of carnal situations; punishment for misbehaving, begging to do anything for extra credit, being fucked in front of the entire class…

Nothing was sacred, nor too obscene.

My newest musings had me dressed in all manner of slutty attire, from Samantha’s cheerleader outfit, to naughty schoolgirl, to nothing at all save for a thong and stockings! No matter the scenario, the results were the same: grinding my hips to a desperate climax with my teacher's name escaping my lips in a breathless moan.

Even now, as the afternoon sunlight filtered through the blinds to wash the classroom in a hazy glow, I couldn't stop my mind from wandering, imagining getting on my knees before the unbearably attractive woman sitting at her desk. I'd look, as I slid my hands up my teacher's thighs, while my fingers worked on pulling up her skirt, I would press my face to her groin, and with an open mouth search for the panty-covered bulge that housed Miss Bennett’s growing arousal. When I found my prize I'd eagerly fish the growing cock from its confines, never breaking eye contact as I slid my tongue along the shaft. I'd take my time, teasing and exploring, savoring every inch of this dream come true. Then, with her cock aching and leaking with her need, Miss Bennett would grip her student by my hair and force her length down my throat...

"I see you're still having trouble paying attention, Alex."

The sharpness of Miss Bennett’s voice jerked me out of my fantasy. She had put her papers down and was standing directly in front of my desk, arms folded under her hefty chest, glaring down at me.

Oh shit.

As I looked up, I couldn't help realizing I was nearly eye level with my teacher's groin.

"Um…" I drooled out, buying time, chewing my bottom lip.

"I've seen the way your gaze still wanders during class. I thought perhaps you’d learned your lesson. It seems more drastic measures must be taken for you to understand. See me after class.”

More jeering and laughter tittered from the class. My cheeks burned. I sank my head between my shoulders, trying to hide inside my desk, but it was no use.

When their giggling finally subsided, I peered through my arms to my right, only to see Samantha roll her eyes at me.

Great, I thought, even she thinks I’m an embarrassment.

BBRRRIIINNNG!

Thank fuck. Literally saved by the bell.

The class funneled out, but I stayed seated, awaiting my demise.

When the raucous clamoring of the students quieted, and the last of them exited into the hall, a deep, pregnant silence settled over the classroom.

And after a brief moment, when Miss Bennett took her seat, she looked over her glasses and spoke sternly, “Come up here, Alex.”

I scrambled to my feet, heart hammering in my chest.

She stood along with me, rising in tandem with my proximity and sliding around the edge of her desk as if her hips were magnetized to its lip. As I approached, a soft but firm hand gripped the back of my neck, and I froze on instinct, allowing Miss Bennett to guide me, with the slightest pressure, until my thighs were pressed against the side of her desk.

My hands moved to the surface, holding myself upright as that same hand bent me over until my cheek was flush against the cold, wooden top.

Then the hand on my neck lifted, but I didn't dare move, waiting anxiously as I heard Miss Bennett’s heels click about the floor.

“I thought I told you to stop making your attraction so obvious, Alex.”

Bent over the desk, with my cheek and ear pressed against its surface, my words rattled my brain, the way a shout might reverb off the walls in a submarine.

“I-I’m sorry, Miss Bennett. It’s just that-”

I heard a WHOOSH followed shortly by a loud SMACK as Miss Bennett landed a swift spank against my ass.

“AAHH!” I yipped!

Her hand lingered, gripping my fleshy orb.

"I’m going to have to punish you. Until you learn to control yourself..." Came a contemplative purr.

There was a faint sting beginning to grow, and I was glad my clothes were at least providing some padding.

As if reading my thoughts, however, Miss Bennett barked another order.

"Take off your pants."

With a desperate whimper, I hooked my fingers into my waistband. I made a point of keeping my legs together, before peeling off my tight jeans down the swell of my smooth, plump boybutt, exposing my tiny white panties. My face and the back of my neck heated up from a flush, burning of shame, embarrassment and arousal from being bottomless once more.

“I’m also going to need you to stop wearing such tight pants. I can’t be forced to look at your fat, girly ass all day. I won’t be able to contain myself.”

“O-okay, Miss Bennett…”

Still bent over with my hands on the desk, I glanced back at Miss Bennett just in time to catch another smart slap on my behind - WHAP!

“WHAT was that?” She snapped down at me.

Now that my jeans were out of the way, I could feel the sting more acutely, eliciting a soft whimper of pain. The second strike was followed by another, the crack of my flesh followed by my hedonistic moan.

Holy shit, was I really making these sounds?

“Yes! Yes, Miss Bennett!” I wailed. “I’ll be better!”

After the third strike, Miss Bennett pulled back, and I braced for another. Instead, rather than hitting me, her hand slid down my flank, then my hip, then my bubbly globe. She stroked and kneaded slowly, as if trying to soothe the tender flesh beneath, and I couldn't help mewling like a whore.

"This still doesn't seem to be working either, Alex," came my teacher's sultry voice in my ear, her soft breasts pressing against my back. “I think you’re enjoying your punishment too much.”

"I, uh…" I gasped when her hand shifted to firmly cup my hefty buttcheek.

"You're still quite distracted. I'll need to try a much more direct approach," Miss Bennett whispered in my ear. The lingering hand slid between my thighs, down and around to the pouch that held my genitals.

I shivered as she applied pressure against the obviously wet fabric.

My God I was soaked through with pre…

Then the hand was gone and Miss Bennett pulled back, "Panties. Off."

Hands trembling with arousal, I tucked my trembling digits into the elastic of my underwear and pushed them down over the swell of my ass. The air was cool, but my ass stung with a burn from her strikes, so it was hot. When my clothes were half way down Miss Bennett helped them the rest of the way, snaking my feet out of their riggings.

She spread my legs with one foot, then I felt her hands on my ass again. She kneaded and squeezed and huffed, the said, “Fuck you’ve got such a nice ass, Alex.”

“I… I do?” I meeked.

“Mmmhmm.” Miss Bennett purred. “Big, fat, round… just like I like them.”

Her hands gripped either cheek, squeezed, then pulled them apart.

I gasped when the cool air hit my hole, and shuddered once more. Her thumbs were so close… so close to my little virgin exit. I wanted them closer… I wanted them inside.

"If I didn't know better, I'd say you were enjoying this, Alex," my teacher snarled, kicking my damp underwear across the floor.

"Miss Bennett, I…" I protested, interrupted as she released by pale orbs and sent them crashing against one another with a loud, lewd SLAP.

Her hand connected to my bare ass a split second later, and I yipped once more.

"Don't lie to me."

“N-never, Miss Bennett…” I huffed.

Just as before, she crept close and eased a soft hand soothingly along my bottom, skin against skin, gripping and squeezing the globes of flesh. I couldn't help moaning at the attention, the sound only growing louder when Miss Bennett slipped her hand between my legs again, running her palm over my smooth, hairless sack.

Her finger tips found my leaking head a second later and she spoke with venom, "You little slut. You're soaking wet."

Her hand slid forward, palm finding my rigid shaft that throbbed with arousal.

"Soaking wet and hard for me,” Miss Bennett mused. “Have you fantasized about this too, Alex? Have you touched yourself imagining this? Me touching you? Filling your needy little hole?"

"Y-yes…" I moaned, confession pulled from my throat.

Miss Bennett gripped my dick between her thumb and pointer finger, making my hips jerk.

"Yes, what?” She hissed. “Tell me, Alex. Tell me exactly what filthy fantasies you've had."

My head swam as I fought to collect my thoughts.

But apparently, I took too long for Miss Bennett's liking, as my teacher tugged sharply on my genitals. "Well?"

"I-I've...oh God...I've imagined you...bending me over and just...fucking me senseless...or pushing me to my knees and shoving your cock down my throat. Making me choke. Fucking me in front of the class. Dressing me up like a girl and spitting in my mouth…"

Miss Bennett acknowledged with a slight affirmation, gripping my hips and pressing forward to grind her pelvis against my plushy bare ass. My eyes went wide as I felt the bulge through her skirt; and I remembered how big it was.

"Mmm, good boy. Now, stay right there," she murmured before pulling away.

Obeying the command, I waited anxiously for what would come next. Time seemed to slow. I grew anxious, worried that something had gone wrong, or that Miss Bennett had changed her mind. But more pressing than the anxiety was the unanswered arousal, the longing for any kind of friction to ease the ache that had built between my legs, soaking me and making my dick throb with need. I couldn't take it anymore, and reached back between my asscheeks, moaning loudly as I found my hole and plunged a finger inside myself.

The relief was cut short by the sharp thwack of a hand making contact with my ass, summoning a surprised yelp of pain.

WHACK!

Miss Bennett growled from behind me, "I didn't say you could touch yourself, did I?"

I was too stunned to move, earning a displeased clicking of his teacher's tongue. "I see I'm going to have to restrain you."

“Re…strain?” I mumbled.

I looked back to see my busty amazonian goddess, reaching up and under her skirt, quickly procuring her lacy black panties. With the silk fabric in hand, Miss Bennett moved around the desk, yanked my arms behind my back and bound them at the wrist with the very same panties she was wearing seconds before. Fuck it was hot.

"There we go. That should be enough to restrain even a desperate slut like you," she commented with a gentle tap to my now-tender butt.

Footsteps moved around the side of the desk and Miss Bennett stepped into my view, observing her bound and half-naked student with a critical eye. As her gaze roved over my body, her hands moved to the waistband of her pencil skirt, fingers quickly finding the zipper to the side. Her bulge could be seen unfettered, pressing against the fabric like some sort of boa constrictor coiled within.

"Now then..." she cooed, deftly sliding down the zipper. "You've created quite a problem, Alex. For both of us. I told you before. You can’t keep ogling me in class. People will start to suspect something.”

“I-I know, Miss Bennett… I-I’m sorry.”

“Your actions could get us into trouble." Her long, thin fingers eased the zipper down. "So I think your mouth is going to have to get you out of trouble."

As she finished speaking, the skirt fell, allowing her swollen, semi-hard monster of a cock to billow forward. Black stockings and matching garter covered nothing but thin spots of flesh. All they did was frame her engorged womanhood like a window full of girlcock.

My mouth watered as I laid eyes on what I’ve been fantasizing about for days. The semi-hard member rested, dangling down between her thick thighs, swaying ever-so-slightly from her movement. Before I could ask any questions or even think to say anything, my teacher was gripping my thick hair and pulling my head towards her until the shafts top pushed against my pouty lips. I needed no further prompting, and eagerly opened my mouth to let my tongue brush the musky, tasty surface. My eagerness earned a self-satisfied smirk from Miss Bennett, and I felt both hands now gripping my hair, holding my face in place as she began rocking her hips, using my tongue to bathe her growing pillar.

I could feel the organ swelling and hardening as I licked, forcibly running my tongue along the shaft as best I could. Her glans found my lips and I kissed it before opening wide and letting the tube of flesh enter my mouth. I couldn’t move regardless and was helpless to the whims of the older woman, who pulled me down, piercing my esophagus until my nose was buried in her pelvis.

"Yesss, that's it," Miss Bennett cooed as I instinctively tried to swallow, my throat tightening and making me gag. She hissed again while hilted, "That's a good little cocksucker. Just lie there and choke while I fuck your throat."

I couldn't help letting out a muffled moan around the intrusion, my lusty teacher's praise and degradation sending a thrill straight to my dick.

Keeping one hand gripping my hair, Miss Bennett moved her other hand to grip and squeeze my throat, holding me as if she just caught a football, chuckling as I gagged again.

Then she did what was promised, and lurched back only to thrust forward, slowly fucking my throat with my head hanging off the desk.

"Mmm, fuck! Good boy.” Miss Bennett said, groaning and hissing through pinned teeth.

I tried looking up at her. Tried gazing up at my beautiful muse. But my vision was too blurred and her tits too big. All I could see was creamy alabaster skin.

Her thrusting went on for several blissful moments, and I concentrated on breathing, letting her do all the work. Miss Bennett using my throat again was heaven. I loved making her feel good…

“You know…” She said, pausing. “I’ve been wondering how your other hole would feel around my cock. Is it just as tight? Tighter maybe?"

Her hips bucked hard against my face and I wondered just then, despite her words, if Miss Bennett was going to cum down my throat. But then she pulled back, unsheathing her wet monster, allowing me to cough and gasp for air.

"W-what...?" I stammered as she released my head completely, letting my neck go slack. 

Looking up at my sexy-as-fuck teacher, she peered down at me with a smile, stroking my cheek with her thumb.

"Oh, don't worry. I'm not done with you yet. I'd just much rather cum in a different hole."

She kissed my forehead and stood up, cock oozing pre-cum and dripping with saliva.

I watched, mesmerized by her nearly bare lower half, an immaculate sculpted mixture of femininity and masculinity, as Miss Bennett slowly strutted around me. Her cock was the thing of legend, ripe with veins and a fat, fist sized head. It was virile and monstrous, yet somehow simultaneously smooth and feminine and beautiful. Looking higher, Miss Bennett was a specimen all her own. She was lean, trim, and toned, with the faintest hint of definition to her abs. Completely smooth, pristine skin trailed in two cut lines down her groin, giving way to the thick base of her magnificent cock.

But even as I squirmed in anticipation, Miss Bennett took her time, tracing her fingertips along my body as she moved around the desk. My wrists were still bound, and my body was on fire.

Her touch was tantalizing, making me shiver each time it met flesh. But she didn't change her pace, letting her hands drift slowly around my side, until finally they found my ass. First it was just the tips of her delicate fingers, then her hands, then finally her palms on my bare bottom once more.

My sigh swiftly turned into a moan as Miss Bennett pulled my pillowy buttcheeks apart, once more exposing my tiny hole. Patient, practiced fingers stroked along my crack, brushing over my virgin orifice every so often. Each stroke made me shudder, and when they returned, slick with something hot and wet, she spread my soon-to-be entrance.

“Ooohhh, Miss Bennett…” I mewled.

But my words turned to indiscernible vowels when she dipped a finger inside.

“Mmph, fffuuuu-” I driveled, shaking uncontrollably as her long digit sank into my depths.

"Mmm...you're so hot and wet for me. I can tell you want this." She purred, adding a second finger. “Hmm?”

"Fffuuuuck!" I cried out as Miss Bennett's fingers found a spot inside that made me throb with need. “YES! Yes Miss Bennett! F-forrr sssooo fucking long…”

It was everything I wanted. So much better than my timid fingers, and so much better than anything I could have imagined. My teacher found my spot expertly, and I think I came right then and there. But despite my orgasm, I was still rock hard. Despite the mess on her desk, now splattered between the wood and my belly, I wanted more.

"Alexander! You watch your language!” Miss Bennett huffed, giving my ass a playful tap.

Her hand remained though, and spread my cheek so that the other finger could join the first and twist inside me.

I felt my leg twitch and convulse. I gasped for air that my lungs just couldn’t seem to find.

“My, My! What a foul-mouthed little whore you are. I'm going to have to do something about that."

Her fingers slid from my boycunt, up my back, around my neck, and into my mouth.

I moaned, tongue wagging, and without needing to be told, began sucking greedily.

"Good boy," Miss Bennett cooed, the now clean but slick fingers retreating back to my bubbly buns.

"Oh, gawd...please..." I gasped, my body trembling with tension like a bowstring pulled taut.

"Please what? Use your words, slut."

The order was punctuated by a sharp slap to my ass, forcing another puppy-like yelp.

"Fuck me," I managed to gasp. "Please, Miss Bennett. Please fuck me."

“Hmm…” She replied, sinking the two wet fingers back inside. “Fuck. You’re so tight, Alex. I dunno. I don’t know if I can fit.”

“Puh-puh-lease,” I huffed, my entire fucking body literally shaking from her twin intruders.

“Let’s loosen you up, baby.”

Not a second later and her fingers were replaced by a hot, wet tongue.

I groaned in satisfaction, body still reeling.

Her muscle worked me open, lathering me up.

Miss Bennett ate my ass like a hungry orc, spreading my hefty cheeks and twirling her vivacious tongue like a corkscrew. It was magical.

Lapping and slavoring, she made me her meal, coating my rim with as much saliva as she could muster. It was wet and heavy, soon filling the classroom with a sloshing mix of lewd battle.

“I can’t take it anymore, Miss Bennett.” I chuffed. “Please. I need you inside me.”

Rather than respond verbally, Miss Bennett let go of her hold, allowing my whimpering, trembling body to fall forward against and writhe against her desk. My bubbly butt cheeks crashed together once more as she stood. I could hear her dribble a line of spit down onto something, no doubt her hand or cock, and I could hear the faint, wet, rhythmic sounds of masturbation behind me.

She was lubing herself up…

Sweet-fucking-Jesus I wanted it so bad.

Thankfully I didn’t have to wait long, because Miss Bennett spread my ass apart with either hand and placed the swollen head of her cock against my slippery butthole.

I closed my eyes, moaning softly as the mushroom head pressed against my throbbing, winking button.

Then I felt her push, and I heard her husky rumblings as the tip pulsed against my tiny orifice. I felt pre ooze inside me and I groaned, instinctively trying to open up for my wanted intruder. I tried to wink my hole wider, to stretch and wrap myself around her molten helmet.

She pushed again and grunted, rubbing circles over my buttcheeks with her steely weapon poised to punish.

I whimpered, struggling with a feint and a wiggle. I needed it. I needed her. Fuck I wanted her inside me. The teasing was agonizing, each passing second heightened my arousal until I thought I would burst.

"Please!" I finally gasped breathlessly.

She tried again, then cursed.

“Dammit. I’m sorry, Alex. I’m just too big.”

I whimpered, still winking my hole as she retreated.

She licked her palm and began stroking her erect member, stepping closer once more without taking her eyes off my ass. Her hand moved deftly up and down her dick, slickening up the entire length with pre.

I continued opening and closing my asshole, winking it at her. Waiting while I felt the hot proximity and heard the lewd sloshing noises of her rapid masturbation right at my exit.

“My God, Alex,” she purred. “You have no idea how much I want to...”

The voluptuous pink head of her cock flared and oozed clear pre. I could feel it dripping down.

She pressed onto my little exit once more. Sweet mother of God her cock was so hot, as if she was dribbling molten lava on my skin. To make it all more surreal, the sounds of her stroking grew even hotter and wetter.

I just kept flexing my butthole for her, hoping, no praying, that physics would waver just once and she could sink inside me.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Just keep doing that.”

I looked at her over my shoulder. Her eyes were glittering and wild. She was flushed and passionate. I’d never seen her cock so red and furious, nor swollen so big. It shone with her juice. Clear sap oozed from her at a near-constant rate and was slicked by her working fist.

She was stroking her length so fast that I could tell she was close.

“Please, Miss Bennett,” I whimpered, wiggling my butt, trying to stretch my hole wider. “Cum in my asshole.”

She took a half step forward at the same time, mashing her sizzling-hot bulb against my anus. I could feel the warm juice seep out and smear my butthole.

The contact sent electricity shooting through my spine and I froze for a few seconds.

Miss Bennett never stopped masturbating, stroking her pole while leaving her glans nestled between my cheeks, kissing my tiny opening.

I tried to relax… Tried to let her in… Try to open as wide as possible for my beautiful teacher’s throbbing wet cock…

“I’m gonna cum, Alex,” she grunted. “Oh yes… Yes!”

She bit her lip, made a sweet, anguished sound, and planted her teaming, hungry cockhead against my wanting little boypussy.

And as she did, hot, thick jism began spurting, striking the target and spewing more.

She started cumming and I pushed back at the same time. My pliant hole spread wide and the brow of her already-shooting organ popped inside.

“AH!” I squealed but my breath caught. The shock of her entry made me wince. 

The warm, tingly, magical substance entered my passage, and my butthole sucked it right in.

She moaned, and I could feel her glans pulsate in orgasm.

“Oh! Jesus fuck!” I groaned.

With just the tip, she really stretched me open. It was agony and divinity simultaneously. Not even the weeks of pent-up arousal had prepared me or my anus for her girth.

Nevertheless, she ejaculated in long, hot, powerful spurts up my ass.

Miss Bennett’s penis responded to me: it pulsed and spurted and trembled in my grip unlike any finger. And in response my ass squeezed and pulled and sucked like it had a mind of its own.

The intoxication of her sperm hit me immediately. I saw stars. My tongue fell out from my mouth and I came - again. My cock exploded these massive ribbons of cum without me even touching it, sending another wave of jizz between my belly and the desk.

And as I came, even as my mind and body buckled under the most solid hit of magic juice, I felt a surge of pride. 

Miss Bennett’s legs shook. I could feel their muscles jumping. Her cum overflowed my rectum and slopped down my smooth nutsack. It ran down my thighs in searing, molten lava-like streams, tickling my flesh as it cascaded down.

I could hear her groaning and gasping as each sperm-laden pulse went through her, tapering off with a long and moaning, “Ohhhhh...”

She reared back and I felt the tip of her cock pop free.

Hot cum followed, joining the previous trails on my taint and legs.

She groaned as she left me, stepping back and out but using a students desk to keep her balance.

Unsheathed, Miss Bennett was still cumming, still stroking. Ebbing out the last of her essence onto my upturned ass. Her thick, sticky wads spattered liberally over my butt cheeks and balls. I winked my hole again and swallowed more of her jism into my anus.

Miss Bennett collapsed over my back. I felt those wonderfully large breasts pressed against my bare skin and nearly drifted off into heaven. Her nipples were hard, and I could feel them poking me.

We both panted for breath. All I could do was lay there, feeling even more cum dribbling down my thighs. She sighed and kissed my shoulder, breathing together.

Then I heard the dry click of her clearing her throat.

"Are you okay, Alex? Did I hurt you?"

“N-no, Miss Bennett.” I slurred. "Not at all. That was..."

“I…” She cut me off. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

After a pause, she lifted her body off mine, and I felt my teacher's fingers against my wrists, untying the panties that had held them at the small of my back. When they were freed, I let out a low groan and slowly rolled off the desk to my feet.

As I should have known though, they could handle no such weight, and I collapsed to the floor, landing in a hot, sticky puddle.

When I looked up, Miss Bennett had already righted her clothes.

“My, my, Alex. Aren’t you something,” she said with a smile.

“Wha? Huh?” Was all I could manage. I was swimming, both mentally and physically, in a virile pool of sperm, and couldn’t focus on anything else.

Miss Bennett moved to the door to the classroom, unlocked it, then turned to me before stepping out into the hall. "You should get dressed and head home, Mister Hanson. Wouldn’t want anyone to see you like this, would we? I'll see you tomorrow..."


Chapter Seven - A Lesson in Favors

Trying to put on your clothes after you’ve just had a cockhead the size of a fist in your ass is not something I imagined I’d be doing that day after school. I made it work though somehow, shoddily grabbing my things, making a mad dash for the boy’s restroom, and cleaning myself up all before being spotted.

Miss Bennett had dumped so much cum in me I thought I might never leave the toilet, but after what seemed like an hour, the gushing stopped. 

Making sure my clothes would stay unsoiled and about fifty paper towels later, I stepped out into the hallway, ready to make a b-line for the door.

Until…

"Hey Alex, what's up?"

I nearly jumped out of my skin. It was Samantha, looking cute as ever, standing outside the boys restroom like it was fucking normal.

"Gah! Jesus! S-Samantha!? I, uh… Hi. H-hey, what’s up?”

“Oh, nothing. Just wrapped cheerleading practice. What’re you still doing here?”

Shit, I thought. “I… uh… um… I had er, detention.”

Samantha giggled, “What? You?! Of all people?”

My cheeks burned. She must not have been paying attention in class when Miss Bennett chastised me.

“Yeah, Miss, um, Bennett. She had me stay after a bit. I wasn’t paying attention during her lecture and kinda made her mad.”

“Got your freedom now though, right?” She asked innocently.

“Yeah. I guess so.”

“Wanna walk home together again?”

Her question threw me off. My God, not if she planned on another afternoon of oral sex, I thought. I don’t think I could handle it. Not after my hour long torture session with Miss Bennett.

“That sounds great. But we don’t have to walk,” I said.

Samantha tilted her head curiously.

“I got a car! I’ll drive you!”

Samantha’s face lit up. “What?! Really?”

“Yeah. Drove it to school today."

"Oh my God, no way! That’s awesome!"

"C’mon, I’ll show ya"

Looking at Samantha, I realized she was my only real friend, even if she didn’t want to have anything to do with me during normal school hours or in front of her friends. There was something in her eyes, in her smile. She was different from anyone I had ever met in my life.

In fact, she reminded me of Miss Bennett in a strange way.

It was that thought however, that scared me though.

What did this mean? What did my teacher and her questionable gender mean for me? Does this make me gay? What would I tell my parents if they ever found out? I had never thought of myself as gay, or straight, or bisexual. The thought of doing anything with a man, an actual man, disgusted me. But with Miss Bennett it was different. At least that’s what I told myself.

I kept telling myself it was different, but was it really?

As Samantha and I got into my car, she hit me with a question that knocked my teenaged brain on its ass.

"Hey, do you like me?"

"Wha-huh?" I blurted, almost comically.

"Do you think I’m pretty?"

I felt my skin flush, "I uh, of course I do. You’re the prettiest girl in school, Samantha."

She smiled curtly but shook her head, "But do you like me? Like… like me, like me?"

"I dunno, Samantha. I don’t think I can answer that right now."

"I’ll cut to the chase. I’ve got too many stupid boys trying to hook up. Brad Saunders, Taylor Mitchell, Brett Wheeler, Caleb Brenner… The list goes on."

I started the car, “Oookay. What’s that got to do with me?”

"I thought about it and… I’m offering you a chance to be my boyfriend."

As she spoke, I was trying to put my car into gear, but my hand slipped and I nearly smacked my head on the steering wheel. “Wha-what?!"

She huffed.

“It’s getting annoying. Because they know I’m not with anyone. Sooo… if we tell everyone that you’re my boyfriend, maybe these jerks will fuck off, yeah?”

Once the car was in gear we lurched backward, and I made it through the parking lot without hitting any students. When we hit the road, I scoffed at her.

“I… I don’t understand. Why not just date one of them? Or offer them the same deal?”

Samantha chuckled as if I was some naive child, “They’d never go for it. Plus they might tell someone. I’ve got a reputation to uphold, ya know?”

“I guesso,” I shrugged, trying to focus on the road.

"Pluuus,” Samantha purred, putting a hand on my thigh. “If you say yes we can still have some ‘fun’ every once and awhile."

I glanced over just in time for her to flash a sinister, cat-like smile. "W-what?”

“Don’t play dumb. I know you liked it. Prolly your first, huh?”

My cheeks flushed an all new shade of red. Images of Miss Bennett defiling both my holes whirled through my mind. I tried my best to keep my composure, but concentrating on driving while my imagination ran wild was a difficult task.

After I cleared my throat, I nodded, “Y-yeah…”

Samantha giggled.

There was a long bout of silence between us. Nothing but the noise of the road and the hum of the air conditioning. I wasn’t sure what to say, if anything. This whole triangle of emotions was just too much for my psyche.

“So? Whuddya say?” Samantha said bluntly.

“To, uh, what?”

“To being my boyfriend, silly. We won’t really be boyfriend-girlfriend. It’s just for show.”

I thought about it. Thought about what Miss Bennett might say or do. It wasn’t betraying her if it wasn’t real, right? It wasn’t cheating if Samantha and I weren’t really dating.

“Okay, Samantha.” I said with a nod, “Sure.”

“Great! Thanks so much! You’re a lifesaver!”

The rest of the drive to Samantha’s house was comparatively mundane. She mostly played around on her phone while I followed the GPS. I had heard stories about her family's wealth, and all the rumors were true. Her place was fucking huge. The outside looked like a veritable mansion, but it wasn’t until I stepped inside that the true grandiosity shone.

Its mansion-like qualities did not end there either. The foyer was huge, and opened up to an elaborate hallway with two massive, wraparound staircases on either side. Further back, I could see towering floor-to-ceiling windows that framed an ornate pool in the backyard. It even had a fountain!

As we walked inside, I couldn’t help but say, "THIS is your house?"

The foyer alone was as big as my entire house.

"Yeah,” Samantha said without batting an eye. “C’mon, let's go to my room."

I followed her up the right staircase, once more staring at her ass just like the time she walked up to my room on that fateful day. This time however, there was no cheerleader skirt, instead Samantha was dressed in a modest yet simple t-shirt and jeans. Yet even in such mundane attire, her curves were positively sinful.

"Is there… anyone else here?" I asked, looking around at the various doors.

"Probably,” Samantha responded quickly. “But the staff usually keep to themselves until dinner. My mom’s out though. At the spa or some shit. Come on, let's go. It’s in the East Wing"

Staff?! East Wing?! I thought. Holy cow.

I obeyed but was still in awe of the home itself. It was like something out of a movie. The concept that I was in a house with ‘wings’ seemed like an oddity to me, an unfathomable notion that I couldn't shake.

“Will your mom get mad if I’m here?” I asked, suddenly terrified at the notion of being caught by Samantha’s mother. No doubt she was over protective, so finding a boy in her daughter’s room may spell my doom.

Samantha looked over her shoulder at me with a smile, “cute little thing, like you? Not so much. I think she’d be more pissed if it was one of those macho douchebag jocks from school.”

Guess that’s a good thing, I said to myself. For once my androgynous looks may save my skin.

Her room was at the end of a long branching hallway, and I couldn't help but think that a person could get lost for days in this labyrinth of a house. She opened her door and I think my heart stopped. Her room was a teenage girl's wet dream. If the color pink was alive and for some reason an interior decorator, this room was the result. A huge flat screen TV was mounted on the wall. Underneath the TV sat multiple game consoles and stacks of video games. In the middle of the room sat two fluffy beanbags which looked amazingly comfortable. Her bed on the far end was absolutely massive, and her desk sat in the corner beside it.

Meandering inside, she closed the door behind me. The desk piqued my interest, since I noticed it was strewn with drawings. I approached, expecting to see some mediocre sketches, but instead I was blown away by what looked to be studio-quality anime-style portraits of various popular characters.

"Wow! Are these yours?" I exclaimed.

"Yeah, I’ve always been interested in art. They aren't much but it passes the time."

"I didn’t know you could draw. That’s amazing. Wait… you like anime?"

"Hells yeah. Just… don’t tell anyone at school, kay?"

I chuckled, “I won’t. Promise. But that’s crazy. I love anime too.”

"I know.” Samantha giggled as she plopped down into one of the beanbags. "You wanna play some video games?"

I lit up. How was Samantha Edwards the coolest girl in the world all of a sudden?

“Sure!”

“Okay buuut… I'm kinda horny, so lets make it interesting."

I blushed again. "Wha… what'd you have in mind?"

"How bout whoever loses has to take off an article of clothing? Whoever’s more clothes at the end is the winner."

"Strip gaming?” I chuckled, the impending embarrassment overshadowed by the absurdity of it all. “Sounds like you're going down."

We decided to play a shooter and as much as I hate to admit it, I sorely underestimated Samantha’s skill. She was good. Real good. She had me down to my underwear in no time flat. I couldn't focus, and soon enough I was just trying my damndest to conceal an ever-hardening erection. 

When she noticed she gave a fake gasp of shock.

"Hey, that's cheating!” Samantha blurted. “No distractions!"

She pointed at the groin and my face burned brighter. It was a tumultuous blend of fear and embarrassment and eroticism. Luckily the match finished and she suggested another game. To which I quickly agreed.

Samantha slinked from her beanbag to the floor in front of me, moving slowly to her hands and knees to inspect the rows of games at the base of the entertainment center. Like a cat committed to a long stretch she stuck her ass up and out as she did, giving me a full view of her two, succulent orbs wrapped in denim.

I couldn’t help but stare. It was a sight for the ages. And despite being left in nothing but underwear, I was nearly sweating.

Samantha’s voluptuous ass and the straining bulge of cock inside my small white underwear were all too distracting.

I don’t know how long she was down there. And I don’t know how long I was looking. All I could focus on was my cock trying to escape my panties and the ass of the hottest girl in school.

I also wasn’t sure when it happened, but at some point I noticed Samantha looking back at me, over her shoulder, gazing at me past tiny slits for eyes.

"Like what you see?" She asked, dripping with sin.

I swallowed hard. I could feel my face burning. I tried to speak but my mouth felt dry.

Finally, I nodded.

"I bet you do." She said, swiveling her hips, giving her ass a gentle sway. "I think it’s time you return that favor."

My eyes shot open. The reminder that she had given me a blowjob just a few days ago came rushing back. Holy shit. Was she really asking me what I thought she was?

Without a word she reached back and slipped her jeans down, exposing her thong and two hefty buttcheeks. Her beautiful ass spilled out as she peeled them off her toned and perfect body.

“Holy shit…” I whispered to no one in particular.

Samantha giggled, finally ending her striptease. She didn’t pull her pants all the way off, instead she tucked her jeans under either bubbly cheek. It seemed a bit odd, but if she didn’t want to get fully bottomless, then she certainly didn’t have to.

But then she stood, pants still wrapped around her thighs, and plucked something off the top of the entertainment center.

I just watched her throughout. She was so graceful yet so direct, like every move was calculated minutes before. She spun and took a step closer towards me, and I noticed her panties, or at least the top portion. They were lacy and pink, with a sheerness to them so you could see her flesh underneath.

Sadly, the waistband of her jeans obscured most everything else, so I couldn’t see her pussy.

I knew it, I thought. It was all Samantha’s plan. She knew what she was doing by hiding the goods.

When she was standing over me, she smirked and said, "You're kinda cute, with your big dick and all."

I looked down, unabashedly pitching the biggest tent my underwear would allow.

When I gazed back up at her I made no attempt to hide my shame. Then to my surprise she lifted a foot and gently placed it on my massive bulge. Her toes felt sublime and I gasped a shuddering groan. They explored up, then down my shaft, then up again.

With some sort of monkey-like deftness, she trailed her foot higher, finding the waistband of my tighty-whities between two toes and pulling down their front. My cock popped free, slapping my belly, and she tucked the hem of my panties down under my smooth sack, creating some sort of lewd hammock.

“There we go. Gotta give that lovely cock some air.”

I blushed harder. Then in a flash, her foot was gone.

“Now put this on,” Samantha commanded.

She tossed me what she had procured. It hit my face and reflexively fell into my palms. At first I thought it was a ribbon, but as I unfolded it saw it was a wide, black blindfold.

Holding it up, I cocked my head and looked up at her.

“You’re gonna eat me out. But no peeking,” Samantha said rather plainly.

I smiled, silently agreeing to her game. Managing the blindfold, I watched Samantha turn and slink back down before me, ass in the air. It was beyond enticing. She wiggled her butt as I stared. I could see her perfect asshole peeking around the tiny strand of thong that separated either of her heavenly cheeks.

“Oh, and one more thing.” She looked over her shoulder again with a smile, and waited for me to secure the sash around my eyes. “I want you to eat my ass.”

“Wha-what?” I stopped mid-fastening, eyes wide at the temptation of Samantha’s juicy bottom.

“You heard me. It’s the only way I can get off. Anal is the only thing that does it for me.”

And with that she bent forward again, assuming the same face-down, ass-up position as before. Then, looking back at me with a grin, she reached back and pulled her tiny thong to the side, exposing her sublime little puckered butthole to the room.

“Holy fuck,” I said, lifting the blindfold to my head and tying it firmly behind my head. “Oh…kay… whatever you want, Samantha.”

It was thick material, and literally sent me into an all black abyss. I tried to peer every which way but it was no use, I couldn’t see a thing.

I fumbled to my knees and reached out. In short order my fingertips grazed her bare ass cheeks. Grasping and cupping her two squishy orbs was an amazing sensation. She was so soft, and her whole body quivered from my touch.

Once I reached her ass I paused at her cheeks letting her aroma fill my senses. I blew out a breath against her skin, eliciting another shiver. Her hips started to grind towards me with a craving. That's when I planted my first kiss between her cheeks.

“Mmmm,” she purred, wiggling her butt and pushing back into me.

Her rosebud hit my lips and I kissed again, tasting more.

"Thaaat’s it.” Samantha hummed. “Yesss, don't stop, mmmmm."

With tender hands I pulled at her cheeks, savoring her flesh for the first time. Her ass was smooth and yielding with just enough firmness to grip with force. Her hole was clean and beautiful. Her scent was musky with a hint of fruity sweetness. I could smell pure sex pouring from her as I licked more and more, teasing her ring. Without pause I licked, letting her coat my pallet. 

I lifted her ass up by the bottom of her butt cheeks, cupping them like two hefty melons. When I pushed my tongue inside, an audible gasp enthralled with a rush of senses, escaped her lips.

She just kept moaning and grinding into my face, groaning with lust. I could hear her hands and nails gripping and digging onto the carpet, like an animal clawing at a fence.

"Do I-” I broke away, gasping for air. “Do I need to stop?"

"God fuck no, keep going. Get that tongue back in there!"

I hummed out a giggle before diving back in. The more saliva I secreted, the easier it became, and soon her hole was winking and shivering, sucking on my tongue. I delved deeper, twirling and twisting, lapping hungrily like her asshole was some sort of ice cream I had to eat before it melted.

"Mmm, fuck. You're so tight, Samantha.” I groaned. “And your ass is delicious!"

"Oh, yes baby!” She huffed quickly. “Keep going! I love it. God, it feels so good!"

That's when I felt it. Samantha’s body locked up and she screamed, "I'm gonna cum!"

I kept eating. Kept tonguing. Kept pulling her ass apart and trying to dive deeper. All the while she bucked and spasmed. I had to hold her down by her sexy buns to keep her from kicking.

“Fffuuuuck!” She cried, letting the chill of her orgasm run its course.

Finally she pulled away.

I gasped for more air, falling back into the beanbag. My tongue was tired. It hurt just to move it so I just let it hang out of my mouth.

In the next moment, my slack jawed lips were filled with a rush of cinnamon as Samantha mashed her magnificent lips against mine. She cupped my chin in both hands and shoved her tongue in my mouth. My muscle and I were too weak to fend hers off, so I just let it happen.

When she let me go I fell once more into the plush bag, and she plucked the blindfold off my head as I collapsed.

"Oh my god, Samantha!" I huffed out. “That was…”

She was standing over me, hands on her hips, pants still halfway down, smiling ear-to-ear.

That's when we heard it. A knock on the bedroom door.


Chapter Eight - A Lesson in Fear

“Quick!” Samantha hissed. "Get under the bed!"

I had never moved so fast in my life. In a flash I dove, still almost completely nude, across the room. Hard, leaking cock flopping, I hit the floor and rolled.

The voice that came from the other side of the door was one that struck me with unadulterated fear. It was her mother, confirmed a second later as a middle-aged woman burst into the room.

"Sammy dear, what's that car doing out front? Do you have someone-"

"Mom!" Samantha blurted, hiking up her jeans.

All I could see from my vantage was a pair of legs from the waist down.

"Oh honey, what are you doing!?"

I could hear the shock in her mother's voice as she found her daughter shimmying into and fastening her jeans.

"Trying on this new pair of jeans. Thanks for knocking!"

"I’m sorry. I thought I heard something."

"Are we done here?"

"Who’s car is that?" Her mother asked, “out front?”

"How the hell should I know? Probably one of those skeezy contractors working on the yard."

I heard her mother scoff. I would have never dreamed of talking to my mom like Samantha did hers, but this seemed like standard fare around here.

“I’ll ask the maintenance man. Anyway, I just wanted to check on you before going back out. Need to pick up a few more things. Came home to switch cars. I’ll see you tonight Sammy, dear.”

“Whatever mom, bye.”

Her mother’s feet disappeared from the doorway and I heard Samantha slam the door.

"You can come out now.” She called out to me. “You okay? You dove under there pretty quick."

"I'm alright,” I grunted, scooting out into the light of her room. The carpet had scraped along my sides as I slid underneath the bed. “Just a little rug burn."

Samantha giggled, “Yeah, I can tell.”

She motioned to my knees, and I noticed how my pale white skin had become ripe and red.

My cock had wilted too, no doubt from the close call and impending threat of being caught. I tried to will it back to hardness, focusing all my strength to become aroused once more.

Samantha noticed, and closed the distance.

“Aw, poor little guy didn’t get any fun.” She said, pouting.

A second later and she was pressed up against me. She was so warm, and her perfume began sending blood to the area of my focus. Her lips brushed mine, then I felt her fingertips probing the swollen, limp length.

CLI-CLICK

The sound came with an uncomfortable, cold sensation constricting around my dick.

And an all new terror took hold.

I muttered something, but Samantha cupped my chin and kissed me. Her lips sent me to heaven, but as her tongue slipped in my mouth I felt an ever-increasing tightness where my hardon should be. It didn’t hurt… but I felt restricted, like wearing a pair of underwear that was far too tight.

When finally we broke our kiss, I was able to look down as Samantha took a step back. I noticed she was smiling wickedly, biting her lip in the process.

That’s when I saw it.

It was like a pink, plastic cage, shaped like a tiny, limp penis, and it was wrapped around my cock. I flexed instinctively as I saw it, and once more felt the tightness pinch my genitals like before.

“H-hey?! What the hell? What is that? What did you put on me, Samantha?” My words were high-pitched and confused, more pathetic than angry.

She smiled again, eyes glued to my trapped member.

“Uh, Samantha?! Hello?”

She eventually looked up at me, still holding on to that devilish grin.

“It’s a cage,” she said, still smiling.

“Well I can see that!”

“Hehe, a chastity cage.”

“Chastity? I blurted.

“It’ll keep you in line. I don’t need you and that big cock getting in trouble, Alex. You're my boyfriend now. That’s my dick.”

“What the? I-” I shut myself off, suddenly no longer afraid of my cock being caged, but instead what would happen when, not if, Miss Bennett would find out. No doubt she would be putting moves on me tomorrow at school, if not sooner. What on Earth would she do or say if she found me locked up like this? What the hell would I say?!

“Samantha please. How will I be able to… relieve myself? If I uh, need to.”

“You can use the restroom just fine. Just sit down to pee. Like a girl. As far as masturbating well… that’s the point. No cumming unless it’s in my mouth, when I say.”

I swallowed instead of answering, simply staring back at my supposed ‘girlfriend’. I thought she said it was all for show?

Looking down again, I tried to examine the rather simple contraption. It was so thin and frail, I imagined I could simply break it or cut it off at home with enough patience. Yes, that was it. I could agree to Samantha’s terms then simply remove it later!

When I looked up, I saw her holding a small key.

“I know what you're thinking,” Samantha said. “But don’t try it. It’s sturdier than it looks. This key is the only way to get it off.”

“Samantha… please…” I grumbled. One last attempt to reason with her.

“Nope! Like I told you. My boyfriend. My dick.”

She pressed up against me again, planting another quick, soft kiss on my lips. Then she looked up at me with those big, beautiful gray eyes and whispered, “wear it for a few days… and I’ll let you fuck me after.”

My eyes shot open just as she spun on her heels, sending her hair through the hair in a majestic show.

“Sam…” I began.

But she already had her phone out, and was scrolling through social media sites. Without looking up at me she shook her head and said, “My mom should be gone by now. Should be safe to get outta here. I’ll see ya tomorrow.”

"O-okay. I guess..." I frowned but she still wasn’t looking.

In honesty I had hoped to get off too, but it seems Samantha couldn’t be bothered. Certainly not with this ‘thing’ trapping my junk.

She plopped down on her bed and I set off to gather my things. She had somehow stuffed them underneath one of the bean bags while her mother wasn't looking. Luckily the older women didn’t seem very observant because the video game was still running with two controllers obviously laid out. She did notice my car on the street though and a dated, crumby, time capsule from the nineties like that would be pretty noticeable in a neighborhood like this.

The drive home was a quiet one, just me and the radio. After a while my dick shriveled back to normal and the cage warmed up, so it wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable as before.

Once there I raced upstairs, locked my bedroom door, and quickly began tampering with the cage. I tried everything save for bolt cutters. Sure enough, nothing worked. Nothing that didn’t also put my genitals at risk.

Fuck. What was I gonna do now?

Dinner came next, and after that, sleep swiftly took me. The same dreams of Miss Bennett reoccurred, only this time ten times more vivid. I could feel her cock inside me once again. Now instead of a dream though, since it had become a reality, I was able to envision the sensations ten fold.

And I couldn’t wait for more…


Chapter Nine - A Lesson in Infidelity

The next day during school all I could think about was Samantha and her damn cage.

Every action, whether it was sitting, standing, twisting, turning or walking, was a swift reminder that my manhood was encased in a tiny pink prison. Thankfully I kept myself busy with schoolwork, at least for the most part, so my mind never really wandered into thoughts of sin.

But that all changed when I arrived at my final period of the day, Miss Bennett’s English class…

I knew I was in trouble the second I entered. Miss Bennett was looking as stunning as ever. Her thin frame with ample, hourglass assets was, like always, covered with the finest of garments. She wore a dark red, silk v-neck dress shirt that left little to the imagination. Its opening was wide, giving any voyeur an ample supply of deep cleavage. Beneath that was a thin, almost sheer black undershirt that it would seem was intended to hide her lacy black bra, but was failing miserably. Her ass was molded into a perfect round shape by a black skirt that hugged just above her knees. It was so tight that it pushed her slender, muscular thighs close together in such a way that I had no idea how she could walk! Her legs were covered in a fine thin black hose, which added an even greater contrast to the occasional exposed sliver of white skin underneath.

She gave me a curt smile as I shuffled inside, finding my desk despite staring at the floor every moment that followed after. My God she looked incredible, and no doubt she would ask me to stay after class again to fulfill some sick, twisted carnal desire. There was no other rational explanation why she might dress like this other than to tease me.

No, I could feel it. I felt it the second I walked in. She wanted to try and fuck me again, sooner rather than later. And under normal circumstances I would never object. But now? With my cock in a vice, put there by another one of her students and queen of the school? There was no way.

I could not let Miss Bennett find out!

"Alex,” She said, nearly knocking me out of my chair.

I squealed, knocking books to the floor and giving my classmates ammunition for some laughter.

“Uh-um… Yes, Miss Bennett?”

“I didn’t mean to startle you. Just wanted to, before class begins, I would like to compliment you and Miss Edwards on your assignment. The two of you got the highest grade in the class!”

Miss Bennett gave an enthusiastic little ‘clapping gesture’ like a bad mime, and the class groaned. Thank God. Thank fucking God she didn’t imply some wicked plan, or look at me with some secret, hungry glare…

“And there is something I would like to discuss with you after class. If you wouldn't mind staying after?"

Fuck.

I felt my heart stop.

All the blood in my face vanished. I was sure I might have died right then and there.

"I…” I began, swallowing hard. “Okay, Miss Bennett. Am I in trouble?"

"Not at all. Far from it in fact. Come see me after and I'll tell you all about it."

The rest of class went by uneventfully. Samantha seemed content in acting as if we weren't dating at all. In fact if I didn’t know any better, I might say she was ignoring me. In a way, I understood her, but in others she might as well be an alien.

I wondered when she'll want us to come out as a couple officially? Maybe she already had told her friends? I certainly wasn’t in the loop either way. Just as I started to ponder more, the bell snapped me out of my stupor.

I looked towards Samantha. She stood from her desk nonchalantly, and only briefly glanced at me whilst giving a ‘call me’ gesture before scurrying off with the flock of friends.

Standing along with the rest of the class, I had fully intended on just making my escape, hoping futility that I could hide within the writhing mass of exiting students.

But as I attempted, huddled and hunkered within the hoard as much as I was able, I ran smack dead center into Miss Bennett. Whereas I nearly fell over, she stood tall and solid like some beautiful oak tree, barring my passage out the classroom door. The rest of the class flowed around her like water around a stone, with only my singular form barred passage. As I collected myself I stared at her, mesmerized by the massive tits and sinfully hourglass figure. I steadied myself and looked up, but noticed my teacher staring longingly back at Samantha down the hall

"You two are becoming quite the couple," Miss Bennett said, arms folded under her ample chest.

Oh shit, I thought. Did she know?

Miss Bennett continued her gaze.

I turned, instantly noticing Samantha’s plump bottom in her jeans. It was impossible not to stare so a part of me understood. But wait, was Miss Bennett checking her out!?

"Wha-what do you mean, Miss Bennett?"

Finally, the tall, lean woman glanced down at me. "Don't play dumb, I know you and her have a thing going on. I can read it in your papers, and I hear the rumors. That’s besides the point though…”

“It-it is?” My words dribbled forth.

She closed the door with unseen grace, not even looking behind her as she sealed my fate.

“Mmhmm. In fact the reason I wanted you to stay…”

My mind reeled. Oh God. She’s gonna find out. She’s gonna find out. I’m fucked. I’m fucked.  

“Is because…” She moved towards me. ““I was curious what you’d like to do after high school, Alex. After you graduate. Have you put any thought on what you want to do? As a career?"

I thought I died and was reborn in some sort of alternate universe.

"Whew. Well, uh. Not really, Miss Bennett. Why?"

"Because your writing is quite exceptional, Alex. And frankly, I think you would make an excellent writer in some capacity. You could be an author, or a journalist, or even teach."

"You really think my writing is good enough for that?" I said, curiosity actually piqued.

She stepped closer, her breasts nearly at my collarbone. “I do.”

“Gee, Miss Bennett that’s…” I rubbed the back of my head, still feeling fuzzy from the threat of her discovering my cage. “That’s awfully nice. But I dunno. I don’t feel like a writer.”

“Are you alright, Alex?” Miss Bennett carried on grinning as she sauntered over, pushing forward against me, her breasts tantalizingly heaving with each breath.

“Y-yeah,” I mumbled, feeling suddenly vulnerable, trying to ignore the big, shit-eating grin on Miss Bennett's beautiful face.

“Are you sure? You seem awfully… nervous.”

I froze and went pale, all at once.

“Thinking about Samantha?” Miss Bennett offered by way of explanation, “what your new ‘girlfriend’ might think about you and your… teacher?”

Her grin, if possible, got wider, and she reached out to cup my chin.

I flinched.

“Alex, relax,” Miss Bennett said with a laugh. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

“I don't-er, we haven't-”

“Are you sure? Horny little thing like her? She hasn’t… tempted you?” Miss Bennett chuckled.

My next words got caught in my throat. It was like she knew it all. Like Miss Bennett was there in my room. In Samantha’s room. Her tone and her levity was coming from a place of sincere knowledge. It was a confidence that I could never know.

“Speaking of which…” She pushed up against me, her warm, heavy breasts mashing against my collar. “I was thinking…”

She took hold of my chin, angling my lip to hers. We were centimeters apart when she spoke again. “What good is a cocksucker?”

Then she pulled me in slowly, “if they aren’t sucking cock?”

The skirt before me stretched and strained. The thick appendage underneath moved both cloth and hem, starting low and hiking it up on its own. My mouth fell open as hardening inches of thick, dripping flesh rose up from underneath. Meaty, sticky and with big, cum-filled balls hanging below, Miss Bennett's throbbing amazonian cock was suddenly the tastiest thing I had ever seen.

Holy shit. She hadn’t been wearing any panties…

Instinctively I slid to my knees, and Miss Bennett's lips curled back in a grin. “There you go. Stick that tongue out.”

I looked up, like I knew she wanted, at the beautiful she-stud with her glazed-over eyes, opening my mouth wide and sticking out my tongue. Miss Bennett's eyes widened in delight and she slapped her fat, heavy shaft forward three, four times, atop my wet, waiting muscle, walloping the big dick across my boy-tongue like a batter up to plate.

Precum splashed across my face, with sticky globs settling in my hair and chin.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Miss Bennett hissed. “Now wrap those lips around my cock you dirty little boy.”

I responded immediately, my pouty lips stretching over my teacher's fat stem, easily slurping down a quarter the shaft, my tongue going to work, massaging the meat as it slid in.

As my hands came to rest on Miss Bennett's thighs, she ran her fingers through my hair, wrapped them around my skull and pulled me down. The journey down half of her massive fuckrod was one thing, and I was damn willing to make this an incredible blowjob, but was wholly unaware of the intent Miss Bennett bestowed when she clutched me tight and shoved me down onto the rest of her cock.

My throat made a gurgling, gagging, popping noise and Miss Bennett's dick slid in deep, stretching out my teen throat as she did so. I panicked briefly, gripping her thighs and trying to pull away, but she held fast. When her smooth, heavy balls came to rest on my neck, nestled neatly in the space between my chin and collar, Miss Bennett's eyes fluttered closed and she muttered, “Mmm… Fuck yeah.”

She took a firmer hold of my head and began fucking my throat, grunting with pleasure every time I made that gurgling pop-squish noise as Miss Bennett repeatedly broke into my windpipe.

“Fuck YES, you little cocksucker!” Miss Bennett continued, seething with lust. “Work that fucking mouth on my big dick! Fuckin’ gag on it you little whore.”

Tears welling up in my eyes, I looked up at the blurry image of my teacher. I could feel the hot  mixture of spit and precum dripping off my chin, dripping down onto my shirt. I didn't care. Not then. All I was thinking about was pleasing her. I was delirious; dick-drunk from the thick, hot cock buried in my throat and those warm, heavy balls cradled against my neck. My lips felt stretched and distended, the thick flesh of Miss Bennett's cock widening them out. My throat was so full, neck ballooning with every thrust, precum occasionally hosing me down from the inside.

Miss Bennett's hands on my head felt so right. The words felt so right.

Cocksucker…

Whore…

I loved being on my knees, fingers in my hair, a hot, muscled queen above me, holding me in place and using my mouth to get off. My plan was working. Miss Bennett was going to cum and my cage-secret would stay that way.

My teacher started to pick up the pace, widening her powerful stance. She kept her grip on my head and her hips took over, driving her fat, dripping cock deep into my willing orifice.

I gurgled around the huge piece of meat in instinctual protest, sending more saliva and precum sputtering down my front. Miss Bennett’s body shook with each thrust, and her rampant grunts grew with intensity.

She was close. So close. I could feel it. Just a few more glorious seconds and Miss Bennett would feed me her creamy load.

That was until-

Samantha’s words cut through the air. “What… the… FUCK?!!?”

I froze.

In a panic, I pushed against Miss Bennett's legs, trying to extricate the footlong shemeat from my gullet, but the bigger, stronger woman just gripped my head harder. Not from her imminent orgasm, but sheer terror as well.

“Oh my God!” Miss Bennett shouted, holding onto me for dear life.

Dazed, glazed and with a throat full of cock, I was somehow able to peer around Miss Bennett’s voluptuous thighs, towards the door where Samantha was standing, mouth wide open in shock as he was treated to a full view of me being used as a Fleshlight.

“Samantha!?” Miss Bennett cried, “what are you doing here?!”

The young girl watched, frozen to the spot, as our busty teacher swiftly unsheathed her dripping cock from my mouth with a wet, slurping POP.

I gurgled while Samantha stared as Miss Bennett withdrew her mammoth dick from my swollen lips. All I could hear was the loud slurping sounds my body made as Miss Bennett pulled her length free.

When Miss Bennett’s womanhood finally crested my lips, and her fat, leaking tip popped free, she gasped. I huffed along with her for a far different reason, and I felt my faculties return with each gulp of air.

“Alex was supposed to drive me home…” Samantha spoke slowly and with a disjointed mumble, obviously in shock. “And the door was unlocked…”

Miss Bennett stood, stuffing her cock between her legs and straightening her attire.

“Samantha, I can explain.” Miss Bennett began, “I was just-Alex here was-we, um…”

She stuttered and sputtered vague excuses. It was the first time I had ever seen Miss Bennett on the defensive. She looked down at more, as if for answers, but mimicked Samantha’s expression as she looked me over. Looked at the cum-glazed, panting teen in a heap on the floor.

“S-Samantha?” I gurgled, cum bubbling out of my mouth as I spoke. 'I…”

“Just… just wipe your face,” Samantha muttered. “I'll wait in the car.”


Chapter Ten - A Lesson in Truth

Samantha and I didn’t utter a single word to each other on the way home.

I kept trying to think of the right thing to say. Of anything to say really, but every time I opened my mouth to speak, all I could taste was shame.

Actually all I could taste was Miss Bennett's creamy pre-cum, but nevertheless, no words were spoken during the entire twenty minute drive. When I pulled up to Samantha’s lavish home I half-expected something. Anything from her. Whether it be a spiteful insult or a passive-aggressive slur.

But Samantha said nothing. Not like I blamed her. Instead she unfastened her seatbelt and stepped out without saying a word, disappearing into her home a moment later.

Shit. What the hell was I going to do?

Samantha liked me, at least enough to consider me her boyfriend and have various sexual endeavors with me. More importantly she trusted me with our faux-relationship, so that the guys in school wouldn't pester her, and I shattered that trust.

And even more important than that, was the fact that Samantha had to key to the damn cage wrapped around my genitals! Now there was no telling when she might let me free.

Dinner with my parents wasn’t much different. They asked the typical things after a day in school, we talked about the car, how my grades were. Yadda yadda. I told them school was fine, yet conveniently left out the affair I was having with my hung, trans teacher and how my ‘girlfriend’ had locked my dick in a cage.

That night, while lying in bed, sleep was out of the question. Samantha had found us both out, Miss Bennett and I, in our moment of weakness. She had stumbled onto my secret life, and the incriminating position of Miss Bennett in her role as teacher.

What would happen now? I wondered.

Would Miss Bennett get fired? That would be the least that would happen. But what about her love of teaching? Her reputation?

Would I be publicly ridiculed or expelled from school? No doubt my parents would find out if so. 

Was any of this illegal? I had no idea, but for some reason I remember seeing sodomy was a crime somewhere…

And what about this stupid chastity cage? Would Samantha ever unlock it!? Maybe she would just throw away the key and leave me in bondage forever.

Jesus, I was so fucked. No matter the outcome.

Whether I slept at all, or just laid there all night, I had no idea. But the next thing I knew the sun was peeking through the blinds and I could hear my parents moving around downstairs.

It was Friday. One day until the weekend where I didn’t have to see or think about Miss Bennett.

Maybe I could convince my parents I was sick? And avoid the compounding embarrassment of going to school or facing Samantha. There was no telling how many people she had already told… and I couldn’t withstand the ridicule.

No. My parents wouldn’t buy it. I was a terrible liar. And besides, I was always taught to face my problems no matter the cost.

It felt like a cold rock was wedged in my gut. I skipped breakfast, said my goodbyes, and headed off to face my destiny.

Surprisingly, I went all day without seeing Samantha, and wondered if she was at school at all. That was until last period: Miss Bennett’s English class.

Sure enough, there she was, dressed in her typical cheerleader outfit, sitting quietly at her desk that was right next to mine.

Trying to ignore the giant rock in my stomach, I swallowed hard and made my way into the classroom. Miss Bennett glanced up at me, but was otherwise expressionless.

“Hey…” I muttered to Samantha as I took my seat.

She paused, and without looking up said, “Hey.”

Then class began.

Strangely enough it was… normal.

The jocks made jokes, the stoner kids slept, and Miss Bennett gave her lecture, floating about the room as she answered questions and handed out explanations. Most importantly, everyone virtually ignored me. Even Samantha and Miss Bennett.

I could have sworn I heard the snickering in the halls and the rumors on everyone’s lips, as if Samantha had told the world, but there was nothing. No one was looking at me with judgmental eyes or primed up ‘cocksucker’ jokes. For all intents and purposes, I was having a normal day.

But why?! How?

As three o’clock rolled closer, I assumed Miss Bennett would pull me aside or have me stay after class as well. But once more to my surprise, she was aloof, treating me no different than anyone else all of a sudden.

Maybe she was ‘playing it cool’? Maybe it was an act to throw Samantha off her trail. I had no idea, but had to play along.

When the bell rang I stood, but turned when I heard Miss Bennett.

“Miss Edwards?” She said, obviously not speaking to me, “may I have a word?”

I looked between them, but neither looked to me. I stood there a moment, waiting for instructions, but when the rest of the students had left, I realized I was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

“Can I help you with something, Alexander?” Miss Bennett said sternly.

Shit. Something’s off. She almost never called me that.

“I, uh…” I stammered, caught off guard by the sudden, hard stares that Samantha and Miss Bennett were giving me. “N-no. No I guess not.”

“Very good. Have a nice afternoon then,” she replied, still and cool.

“Bye,” I said with a sheepish grin.

Samantha said nothing. She just stared at me with a callous, icy glare.

The door closed behind me, as if one or both of them had been right behind me as I left. The hallway was still abuzz with foot traffic, students going to and fro, but no one paid me any mind. Since I wasn’t garnering any attention, I stayed by the door, hoping to hear even snippets of the conversation going on in the classroom.

I could hear Miss Bennett and Samantha on the other side, but their words were low and muffled.

As more students filtered out of the halls and out the various doors, their words became clearer. When I was nearly alone in the echoing hall, I put my ear to the door, but could still only make out disconnected words, mostly from Miss Bennett.

“Secret… wrong… clever… naughty…” She said.

“Return… mine… share… deal…” Samantha replied.

I bit my lip and strained harder, planting my ear flush with the warm wood.

“Maybe if you’re good…” Miss Bennett said.

“I did everything you asked.”

“One last thing.”

What the hell? Were they talking about me?

Footsteps followed. Someone was moving towards the door. I launched myself backward and scampered down the hall, never looking back.

I was halfway through the parking lot and just a few feet from my car when I slowed to a stop.

Miss Bennett and Samantha were no doubt talking to one another about the scene from yesterday. No doubt working through the details and spilling all the secrets the three of us had gestated over the past few days.

God it was nerve-wracking. My fate was being decided and I wasn’t even in the same room.

I put my things in my car, battling with my own thoughts on what to do.

Just drive. Keep driving. Move away and leave this life behind. Or I could go home and weep, waiting for the inevitable.

No. Fuck that. There was no way I could leave right now.

I wasn’t going to sit around idly while Samantha carved my fate.

Tossing my bag in the backseat, I locked my car back up and made my way back towards the building. The halls were surprisingly empty despite school being over so recently, so I was able to maneuver through the school with ease.

When finally I arrived outside Miss Bennett’s classroom, I quickly reached for the handle, but paused. I could burst inside, but at what cost? The pair had obviously not wanted me there as they talked. What would happen if my actions only made things worse?

“Mmmph!” The sound of a high pitched moan cut through the silence. It echoed down the hall, followed shortly after by another. It was like a whimper. And the closer I put my ear to the door, the more I recognized the sound.

Compelled by curiosity, my body moved on its own. My mind and anxiety were pushed aside in search of the sound origins. It was almost as if I knew, knew that Samantha was getting fucked on top of Miss Bennett’s desk, and yet my mind needed to clarify.

Sure enough, squatting above Miss Bennett, still clad in her cheerleader uniform, was Samantha Edwards, in reverse cowgirl and facing me, fucking herself on Miss Bennett’s mammoth rock, pumping it in and out of her asshole.

The two women moaned and groaned, the smaller blonde held at the waist, assisting in the stuffing of her butthole full of girlcock.

It was a sight for sure. But perhaps the most surprising and shocking sight was Samantha’s small, hairless penis flopping about as she bounced.

My eyes went wide, not just at the sight but at the realization that Samantha was a boy! I felt my mouth flood with saliva and my pants begin to shrink. Neither the fact that my ‘girlfriend’ was riding Miss Bennett like a pornstar, nor the notion of ‘her’ gender being revealed to have turned me on - but holy god damn did it ever!

The pair mated for several minutes, a tiny little blonde pixie slamming her ass down onto Miss Bennett's hot, wet length with frenzied ease. Her ability to take all of that massive foot long piece of meat was extraordinary, especially at that pace!

I pinched my dick, trying to simultaneously look away and stem my erection, but it was no use.

What was going on mere feet away from the hottest thing I had ever seen.

Suddenly Miss Bennett’s groans heightened and Samantha picked up her pace.

The wet slapping sounds of vigorous coitus turned to thundering quakes that looked as if they might shake the entire school.

Samantha screamed as she came, firing off a long rope of cum that flew through the air and landed on some poor student’s desk.

A second later and Miss Bennett bottomed out inside the girl’s still-pumping ass. She howled, gripped little Samantha tight around the waist, and I watched her cock pump load after load into hot teen guts.

Undulating like some sort of alien feeding tube it drained inside Samantha’s asshole. It was so much… so much cum…

I felt lightheaded. This was all too much.

Pinching my dick harder I looked down, noticing the wet spot on the front of my pants and my wobbly legs barely holding me up.

I gasped, fearing what my body may do next. And sure enough, it didn’t disappoint.

No sooner did Samantha roll off Miss Bennett’s titan staff did my knees buckle, sending me crashing into the wall then face first into the door.

WHU-THUD! My forehead ricocheted off the wood.

The only fleeting thing I saw, before I launched myself backward and into a bay of lockers, was Samantha and Miss Bennett snapping their attention to the door.


Chapter Eleven - A Lesson in Gender

The door to Miss Bennett’s classroom swung open like an emergency exit during a fire.

I had fallen backward, unable to catch any footing in the wild, flailing scramble that had sent my body across the hall. When I righted myself, I looked up to see Samantha - glaring.

“What’re you doing?” She said with some spite.

I fumbled with a reply.

“Uh, I, uh…”

As I stammered, I peered over her shoulder and spotted Miss Bennett sitting quietly at her desk, browsing through papers as if nothing strange had transpired. She didn’t so much as look up, even with Samantha’s loud, angry tone.

Had I imagined it all? Had my libido or sexual fantasies culminated into some bizarre figment?

For a brief moment I wondered, if perhaps I hadn’t seen what I just thought I had. And now, facing the truth of my would-be mirage, I wondered if my trepidations were wrong.

But her chilling response suggested otherwise.

“Well?!” Samantha belted, crossing her arms. “Trying to spy on me?”

“N-no! I just-just. I’m sorry.” I said, head low.

In truth I had been, and neither she nor Miss Bennett seemed to notice me when I quietly opened the door and had seen them vigorously mating on the desk.

But a rational excuse would not come easy. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. Perhaps the most baffling of it all was Samantha’s penis.

I mean… Samantha was a boy! The most beautiful, popular, richest girl in school wasn’t a girl at all! Holy cow!

“Whatever,” Samantha said. “Let's go. You’re driving me home.”

Sheepishly I complied, letting my ‘girlfriend’ brush past me like I was a nameless pedestrian in her way. Miss Bennett never looked up.

Eventually, after a long beat and with my head still low, I padded along after Samantha down the hall.

I think this car ride was more awkward than our last.

My consciousness and sexuality was in turmoil.

Samantha was a boy. Samantha was a fucking guy! And I let her, er him, suck my dick. Oh God! I ate her ass! I licked a boy's butthole and liked it… what the hell was wrong with me?

The silence was like a hard slap in the face. If the steering wheel wasn’t in my grip, my fists would be clenched tight enough to draw blood. I wasn’t just angry, but annoyed and nervous. I think I was still in shock. It’s like my brain wasn’t able to comprehend all these visuals and emotions all at once.

“You saw. Didn’t you?” Samantha said, looking out the window.

I scoffed. “What? What are you talking about?”

“You saw us. Miss Bennett and I. And now you know the truth about me. My secret.”

“Samantha I…”

"A long time ago,” She cut me off. “I knew a little boy. Let’s call him Sam. Sam always knew he was different. He liked playing with dolls, not toy cars. His favorite color was pink, not blue. And he liked trying on makeup and having little fashion shows instead of wrestling outside or playing sports."

“Okay?” I said, rather bluntly. I wanted answers but wasn’t sure where this was leading.

“Before long, Sam started feeling more like a girl than a boy. He grew his hair long, started looking at men over women, and when puberty hit, instead of body hair or muscles, he got budding breasts and slender legs.”

I was such a moron. How could I not have known?

"Why are you-"

But Samantha continued as if I wasn’t even there, still looking out the window.

"And then one day… that boy… with his gray eyes and long blonde hair, came downstairs in his prettiest dress and told his parents he wanted to be a girl. And that he wanted to be called Samantha…”

I nearly lost control of the wheel, which would have sent the car into a trio of trash cans, but I veered to the left and saved us from a crash. When I was back on track I looked over at Samantha. Her frown was soul-crushing, and the tears welling up in her eyes nearly made me cry.

“Sometimes, bad things happen. Sometimes people have problems that aren't simple. I lied to you before. And I’m sorry. But I actually liked you and I couldn’t risk losing you because I was some sort of freak.”

“Samantha, you’re not-”

“My dad didn’t ‘just leave’. He left because he was ashamed of what I was. The man who loved having me as a son, raised me, nursed my bruises, and told me stories when I went to bed, cursed me and spat in my face when he saw me in girl's clothes that day.”

She broke down entirely, weeping into her palms. I felt like I needed to comfort her. To hold her. To do whatever I could. But instead I kept on awkwardly clutching the steering wheel.

“Oh, Samantha… I’m sorry. I’m so sorry…”

“My mother shut down when he left. Months went by without her there. I needed her and she left me alone. I may have been living in a mansion, but what I really needed was someone to look after me. To care for me. To love me…”

Imagining Samantha alone in that giant house, weeping, was enough to crack any man’s facade, and I was no exception.

“And that…” Samantha continued. “That’s how I met Miss Bennett.”

I had to do a double take. She what?!

Samantha’s sniffling subsided and she cleared her throat, knowing that I wanted answers.

“I guess it was about a year ago now, before she started teaching at our school. She was like me. She understood me and taught me all the things I would need to know about my new life. When Miss Bennett talks she makes it sound as if her life was so easy. Her parents loved her for who she was. But mine didn’t.”

I pulled onto Samantha’s street and slowly came to a stop in her driveway.

"I’ll understand if you don’t want to be with me. I lied to you, tricked you, and was a total bitch."

Samantha finally looked back at me, eyes red and swollen, with the remnants of tears still glistening on her cheeks. She was still quite beautiful even in such a disheveled state.

“But know that I did what I did because I do like you. And maybe it wasn’t the best way to go about it, but it was the only way I knew how. I couldn’t risk you abandoning me like my dad did to me. Not again.”

"And Miss Bennett?" I mumbled weakly.

"What? You can fuck her but I can’t? She comes with the package, Alex."

I thought for a moment.

"Okay, Samantha."

A smile crept across her lips, “you’re serious? You promise?”

I nodded, “I promise. I fell for Miss Bennett, then fell for you. You’re both amazing.”

With that she looked into my soul with those gorgeous gray eyes and she leaned in to kiss me. Our liplock was long and sensuous, but instantly melted my fears.

When we finally broke away I shrugged and asked, "Well now what?"

Samantha’s smile grew wider.

"Now we get that cage off of you."

The next thing I knew we were back in Samantha’s bedroom. She sat me on her bed and began rummaging through a drawer. When she turned, I saw the same silver key as before in her hand, glinting in the light.

“I was about to call you a good boy, having your little clit locked away for these past few days. But I see that didn’t stop you from sucking Miss Bennett’s cock.”

My cheeks flushed red as she sauntered over, key pinned between two fingers.

She stopped between my legs, palmed the key from out of sight, and said, “Pants. Off.”

I obeyed, hurriedly slithering out of my jeans and underwear. Sitting once more I spread my legs, showing Samantha my swollen cock, bursting at the seams of my tiny pink cage.

“Now…” Samantha cooed as she leaned down, until her face was inches from my groin. “Let’s get this yummy cock of yours out, hmm?”

I bit my lip and our eyes locked. Then Samantha, with deft, nimble fingers, slid the key into the tiny lock and opened it. The cage popped open and my cock billowed out, like a flower rising to meet the sun.

“Aahh!” I huffed, so utterly relieved.

“Mmmm,” Samantha purred, taking a long whiff of my genitals before returning to her stand. “Time to get that thing hard!”

With a quick giggle, Samantha plopped down on the bed beside me, rolled, then sank her face into the pillows. I shifted to dodge her, and when I looked to my right where she laid, I was struck by an awesome sight once more - Samantha’s ass.

Only this time, aside from her cheerleader skirt, she was bottomless. Lined with the pleated material, Samantha’s fully nude, fully developed bottom shamelessly sprung up into the air. It was a perfect, pristine peach. Two thick, juicy orbs wrapped around a tiny, pink, puckered asshole, and a plump, healthy, hairless taint.

“C’mon, Romeo. Give it another taste. I missed your tongue!” Samantha said as she swayed her hips back and forth, inviting me in.

I leaned in and planted a kiss right on her juicy rosebud. I could feel myself harden as Samantha pushed her ass back to meet my lips, trembling and grinding simultaneously.

"Mmm, yesss." She grumbled, eyes fluttering.

With her words as encouragement I parted my lips, dipping my tongue inside sweet Samantha once again. I pulled her ass apart as I opened wide, planting my mouth around her succulent, trembling hole. I could smell pure sex pouring from her as I licked more and more at her ass. Withdrawing quickly, I licked at her smooth, puffy taint.

"Oh God...."

But it was merely a tease. Just as swiftly as I dragged my tongue along her salty flesh, I lifted my wet muscle back up to her asshole, circling it once before plunging back inside. She moaned again, loudly, and I felt her constrict her wrinkled ring around my tongue.

Her fingers gripped the sheets, tightening her fists into cute little balls. That's when I knew it was time. I reached between her creamy thighs and gently gripped her throbbing, leaking cock. It was pulsing and hard as steel. It spewed precum constantly, her roughly five inch womanhood dribbling like a broken faucet. I had no idea how she fit this thing into jeans or how no one ever noticed.

As I kept licking her ass and stroking her dick, Samantha’s breathing started to become labored and quick.

With one final cry of pleasure she started to cum, and cum she did. Shot after shot splattered through my fingers and dripped down onto the bed. I could feel every pulse shoot from her smooth phallus. Her hips pressed back against me with every surge from her shaft. I never got to see the true end result because of her position, but I could tell it was one helluva orgasm.

Just then a familiar taste invaded my mouth. I recognized it instantly. It was cum. Girl cum. Miss Bennett’s cum. And as realization washed over me, a hot deluge of semen hit my tongue.

I recoiled as the blast continued, and my eyes bear-witnessed to the creamy mess billowing out of Samantha’s asshole.

Wiping my chin, I choked out, "Is… is that?"

Samantha giggled. “Mmhmm, Miss Bennett came in me at school.”

I smiled and leaned down once more, licking up Samantha’s smooth, taut taint and licking up the cum that had dribbled there. Once at her blooming exit I ate and slurped, sucking the delicious cum from a beautiful ass. Samantha shivered and trembled throughout, still oozing semen of her own. When I finally finished my meal, I looked down at the clean hole and smiled.

"Oh my God, Alex! I think I'm in love with you!” Samantha blurted, laughing. “That was the best thing ever."

I chuckled along with her, wiping my chin. “I don’t know what came over me. Miss Bennett’s cum is like a frickin’ aphrodisiac.”

“Tell me about it,” Samantha said as she rolled. “Plus it’s so frickin’ hot that you drank it out of me. You really are a naughty boy.”

I blushed harder. Somehow.

“Now then… wanna take a bath with me?”


Chapter Twelve - A Lesson in Cleanliness

Samantha’s bathroom was straight out of a scene in Scarface - it was positively huge.

The tub was a massive jacuzzi style tub sunken into the middle of the floor. A large TV was mounted onto one wall, so that whoever was wading in the water could watch whatever they wanted like a watery movie theater. Shimmering stone and inlaid tile lined almost every surface, accented by chrome and brass like some sort of palace.

A bathroom built for a king… or should I say queen. Or both? Oh hell, I didn’t know anymore.

After following Samantha into the bathroom my eyes were immediately drawn from the decor to her toned and athletic body. Cheerleader uniform gone, she was a sight to behold. She was a trim and slender graceful beauty, with no fat except in all the places that counted. It was like she was chiseled from stone. A pristine doll, complete with a cute little pink cock that was still slick with cum. She caught me staring and giggled as she sat beside the tub, fully nude, and turned on the water.

"Sooo whatcha thinkin’ about?" She asked teasingly, testing the water occasionally.

"Thinking about how amazing you look."

She blushed.

“Hey, can I…” I started but stopped, my own cheeks burning. “Can I do something before we get in?”

Samantha nodded her consent with an innocent pout.

Without another beat of hesitation I tore my shirt off and dove to my knees, scrambling up to Samantha as she sat on the lip of the tub. Her eyes shot open, and a quick look of surprise spread across her face in a smile.

Slowly and gently, I spread her silky smooth legs apart, first at the ankle, then moving up to her knees. As her thighs spread apart her pink cock came into view, still limp, but also still filled with blood. A clear, sticky mess cobwebbed there, attaching either smooth thigh to one another. Her dick still oozed as well, adding to the lewd sight of glistening jizz.

Miss Bennett had shot most of her load directly down my stomach both times. When she had hit my mouth I had licked or swallowed what I could, but never really got the chance to savor it. This time, I wanted to take my time. The taste of my teacher’s semen was delicious magic, and I was hooked. So naturally, I was curious how Samantha tasted. Now with the shiny remains right there coating her beautiful dick, I couldn't pass up the opportunity.

Clutching Samantha’s sculpted knees I swept down, taking long, hungry licks at the sticky mess splattered across her groin.

“Oh! Oh my…” Samantha tittered, “that tickles, Alex.”

She giggled as I worked, lapping up her sweet essence and leaving my saliva in its place.

With her outskirts sufficiently clean I moved lower, licking up Samantha’s smooth, tender balls. I watched her sack twitch and jolt each time I gave it attention, moving in tandem with her spasming, glistening girlcock.

"Ooohhh, yes baby,” Samantha purred. “That feels so good. Keep doing that, babe. Oh Alex, you're so naughty."

The taste was sweet in my mouth. Different from Miss Bennett’s in a way hard to explain. Thinking back, I could only recall seeing Samantha ever eating fruits and veggies at lunch. Maybe she was a vegetarian? She certainly had the figure for it. But was it really the cause for her clean, wispy cum?

It didn’t matter now. I was too turned on to care about Samantha’s diet at the moment. And my erection throbbed harder as her cock began to ripen once more. I knew that I wanted more, and when she gripped a fistful of hair I finally engulfed her womanhood, easily sheathing its length in my mouth.

Samantha mewled as I swallowed her length and lifted her legs. I saw her toes curling as she lifted both limbs overhead, almost wrapping them around my neck.

I kept sucking until I felt her get fully hard in my mouth. She definitely was no Miss Bennett, but she still had some girth and length to her that I had to stretch a little to fit. It was tantalizing. The tip of her pretty little dick tickled the back of my mouth, struggling to pop into my throat.

Samantha moaned as I worked on her knob, hungrily twirling my tongue around her length like a popsicle. I wondered then, as I slobbered, if this was her first blowjob. True, she had told me she had been in boys rooms, and no doubt been in some sort of relationship. But Samantha had been hesitant to go out with any of her calling suitors, so I may very well be the only, or one of the few, to know her secret. Regardless of whether it was new or not she was putty in my hands. If there was one thing I learned about myself is that my gag reflex was really hard to trigger and I could just naturally deepthroat something with no problem at all. Samantha especially loved it when I swallowed her entirely, reached the bottom of the shaft and tickled her balls with my tongue.

"Oh-em-gee Alex? You're a natural baby, keep going! I'm gonna cum!"

A natural, huh? I beamed inside. I never thought I was good at anything. Not for once in my life. But apparently I had a knack for pleasuring girldicks!

I was so wrapped up in my self-esteem, I lost focus on Samantha’s squirming body. Thankfully, her words snapped me out of my trance.

"Oh my gawd, Alex! I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!"

Her balls tightened and I could feel the pre-cum bubbling at her tip, poised to erupt. I was suckling like a possessed pornstar when the first blast hit my cheek. My mouth filled and I jerked my head back, just in time for the next shot to hit my eye. I instantly recoiled, it was like I was shot with a paintball. When I pulled off, Samantha’s cock leapt on its own, firing semen into the air. One shot arced over my head, splattering in my hair, another hit my chin, and a third struck my collarbone.

Despite cumming earlier she produced an inconceivable amount of semen. Samantha was so lost in her bliss with her eyes closed and head back, that I don’t think she registered the mess she was making. The fourth shot finally landed on my lips and reflexively wagged my tongue to scoop it up. The fresh sperm tasted sublime, mixing with the previous. I found myself holding it in my mouth as Samantha came down from her orgasmic high. Sure, it was tasty, but I wanted to savor it. When finally she looked down at me, I smiled and swallowed her load. She grinned along with me, but was caught a little off guard when I swooped in again, engulfing her cock once more to suck out the remaining dribble, causing her body to twitch each time.

“My gawd, Alex. You are insatiable!”

I finished downing her last droplets, then let her limping cock pop free.

With another smile, I wiped my chin and said, "Sorry. You taste really good."

Samantha giggled, pulling her legs down and planting them back on the rug beside the tub. It seemed to take her a moment before she noticed me, still between her legs, covered in semen.

"Oh! Alex! Your eye, it's covered, is it okay? I'm so sorry baby! Here, let me make it better."

She leaned down and ‘kissed’ my eye socket, plucking some of the pool of girlcum that had settled there. She then leaned farther down and kissed me on the mouth, quickly slipping her tongue inside and giving me more of her delicious seed. Our tongues danced, and I was treated to an even more mixture of lovely tastes, Samantha’s saliva and her semen. It tasted like rich honey with a hint of cinnamon, and it made my heart swell.

Remnants of that honey lingered as she twirled her tongue along mine, eventually breaking away.

"You're right, Alex.” Samantha said amusingly, “I do taste good.”

She pulled a bottle from behind her and fed its contents under the faucet. A few short seconds later and the tub started to fill with suds.

“Now…” She continued, slinking into the tub. “Let’s take care of that fat cock."

She entered the water like she was born to be there, sliding, chest first, in before letting the rest of her toned figure slip inside, feet last. When she was fully submerged, her ass broke the surface, gleaming and teaming with water.

Samantha looked over her shoulder as her succulent, wet cheeks breached, and smiled. She was like a sexy lake monster, giving me a glimpse of her firm, wet mounds before vanishing back into the depths.

I didn’t need a better invitation. Faster than a fat kid towards a candy shop I sprang to my heels and followed her, easily sliding in the swimming pool-sized tub even with her already in it. My legs quickly became entangled in her limbs, but she found a solid footing, rolled and gripped me by the ankles so she could place her rump on my belly.

The twin orbs burst from the water, giving me an unadulterated view of her shiny, wet backside. Her ass was exquisite, and her hole was cute and pink. I felt her cock rub and slide over mine as she ground into me, pelvis-to-pelvis, rubbing our genitals together and sending water splashing about.

After a few moments she leaned upright, her back a wet, sculpted masterpiece, and repositioned herself down on top of me. She laid her back against my chest, making sure to pin my throbbing cock between her wet, slippery buns.

“Oh fu-” I huffed.

Her ass cheeks had trapped my penis against my stomach.

Our skin was slick with bubbles and the warm water heightened the sensations. She started to twirl her rear against my hungry, compressed member. It felt so good and so sudden, but purposeful.

Of course, I thought, I had just given Samantha a blowjob for the ages, now it was her turn to give me a mind-blowing orgasm. I knew I wasn’t going to last.

"Does that feel good, baby?” Samantha huffed, still grinding.

I nodded, but words were hard given the circumstances.

She giggled, “How about this?"

"About wh-”

Suddenly, the tight ring of Samantha’s butthole collapsed around my glans and cut me off.

She had lifted her rear over my pelvis and the tip of my cock slipped into her ass. I could feel the intense warmth slowly grinding along my length, taking it deeper as she lowered her hips. Despite my size Samantha seemed to have no trouble taking me. I guess that was to be expected since she she not only has sex with Miss Bennett regularly, but was just fucked a few hours ago.

"Mmph,” Samantha grunted. “You're bigger than you look. Hold on, I'll get there."

She took a breath and sank further, and I watched as my veiny meat vanished inside Samantha’s tight ring.

My eyes rolled back into my skull as I blubbered out, "Oh Sam..."

She continued to sink onto my pole, purring along the way.

"Just a… little… more, and… Mmm, there we go."

When she bottomed out and I was at a loss, especially when she started to pump up and down. Her ass was simply amazing; it felt like a vice was milking me for everything it could get.

The sight was even more surreal: two hefty, tanned buttcheeks swinging up and down on my shaft like hammer to a nail.

Water sloshed, groans were made, and flesh smacked against flesh. In a few short moments later Samantha’s buttocks were rising and falling, crashing into my pelvis like a sex-craved pornstar.

"Tell me when you're close, baby."

“Ahh,” I seethed. "I think I'm about to..."

As soon as the words left my mouth, Samantha’s plump ass slapped to the bottom of my cock, and I felt her rear squeeze so strong I thought she might cut my rod clean off. A split-second later, she rose to the top, still squeezing, and clutched my tip, wiggling before SLAMMING back down with a wild, wet squelch!

And that was it.

“Fuck!” I howled, holding onto the sides of the tub for dear life. "I'm cumming!"

As I unloaded she continued her wiggling, squeezing dance, effortless milking out every drop.

"Yesss baby, let it all out.” Samantha moaned, still humping. “Let me get it aaalll out..."

She waited, poised while still sitting on my spear, until I was completely drained. When finally I stopped spurting cum, she lifted her bottom, giving me a lewd view of her gaping pink chute. It trembled and winked, leaking with cream. Then she turned around, face-to-face with me and kissed me hard… deep… passionately.

Time lost all meaning in that moment. We kissed for what seemed like hours.

When is a guy’s first time not important?

We laid there for what felt like an eternity. Just me and Samantha, my body tingling in a post-orgasmic bliss.

"Wow, Samantha. That was… amazing."

She smiled, staring at me with those amazing gray eyes. Finally she slid off of me, kneeling in the tub

"Virginity. Gone." She giggled.

I laughed along with her, "well, THAT virginity anyway."

We actually bathed after that, washing ourselves thoroughly. Samantha’s mother was supposedly going to be gone all night, so we had the afternoon to ourselves.

I was amazed at all the expensive soaps and shampoos that were at Samantha’s disposal. Dozens if not more of succulent smelling ointments were littered about, and she had me try most of them. Afterward, I was amazed how great I smelled and how soft my skin was. It was quite thrilling.

Stepping out of the bath and into the cool air of Samantha’s bedroom, wrapped in just a towel, was even more exhilarating. I felt new and beautiful and feminine, as if something had awakened from deep inside of me.

I meandered about, slowly picking up my clothes and placing them in a single pile on the bed.

Samantha followed me out, stark naked by dry. She moved to her dresser and began sifting through her underwear, but stopped when she saw me looking.

My cheeks burned. Even though we had done so much together, Samantha still had a way of making me blush.

Then a sly smile crept over her lips.

“Hey. C’mere.” She said, tilting her head.

I moved to at least put underwear on, but she stopped me.

“No, no. Just like that.”

Quizzically I looked, but received only silence, and that smile of hers. Nevertheless, I obeyed, dropping my clothes back on the bed and moving to the nude pixie on the other side of the room.

Stepping closer, my heart beat fast and hard within my chest. Afterall, Samantha was still completely nude.

But as I neared her dresser, I noticed a pair of panties in either of her hands.

“Lose the towel, babe.” Samantha said with a wink.

Once again, I did as was told. And when my only covering fell Samantha handed me a small white thong, with a little bunny on the crotch.

“Here. Try them on. You’ll look super cute in them.”

I recoiled slightly, not from disgust, but surprise.

“Wha-what?! Samantha, I can’t-”

“Why not?” She replied with a pout. “C’mon, just try.”

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I took the tiny panties then held them up to examine the icy white fabric at eye level. They were small, and cute, and felt incredible. But wear them?

Samantha procured a similar sized thong, but red, slipped her legs through the holes and pulled them up. Her package fit nicely at the front, and her ass looked even more incredible divided by the thin red line. If my butt looked half as good as hers did in a thong, I could put supermodels to shame!

“Your turn,” Samantha insisted. “Come on… for me?”

She batted those eyelashes again and I gave in, jumping into my new white thong with an eagerness I didn’t know was in me.

“Holy shit.” I huffed involuntarily.

They felt amazing.

Soft and elegant, the silky fabric was bliss against my smooth skin. Not only that, but they felt incredibly sexy!

Pulled up into place, I looked down, staring at the little bunny that sat atop of my bulge. My uber-sensitive dick rubbed against the soft fabric of her panties, and in just a few short seconds, I was hard as a rock again!

Looking back up at Samantha, her eyes lit up.

“Wow.” She said.

My hardness only accentuated the silky sensations. It was unreal, getting an erection while wearing girls' underwear!

“Here,” Samantha said, pulling me to another corner of the room where a full-length mirror stood.

Planting me in front of it, I was stunned at the sight, as staring back at me was a thin girl with radiant skin, wide hips, a flat tummy, puffy pink nipples, and dressed in nothing but a cute little thong!

At first I thought it was Samantha, but after a double take I realized… It was me!

“Oh my God, Alex.” Samantha yipped, her hands clamped onto my shoulders and fingers digging into my sensitive flesh. “You look sssooo cute!”

My cheeks burned even brighter at the compliment, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Then Samantha turned me around, revealing a thick, jiggly, heart-shaped ass.

“And holy cow…” She continued. “Your butt is like, amazing!”

Maybe I never realized until now, but I did have the hips, thighs, and butt of a latin supermodel. The thong just made it all come together full circle.

“You look so hot, baby,“ Samantha said. “I just wanna dress you up and fuck you in every outfit we can find!”

We giggled together like a pair of teenage girls.

Then my mind wandered at the prospect.

If a single thong felt good, I wonder what other girls’ clothes felt good?

“R-really?” I said.

“Oh, totally! My mom won’t be back for hours. C’mon, let’s try on some more!”

And so we did.

Bras, panties, garters, stockings, tube tops, jewelry, makeup, thigh high socks, bikinis…

You name it, I tried it, doting over myself in the mirror each time.

After finishing playing dress up, Samantha snuck me out of the house with a duffel bag of goodies. Shuffling to my car, I could hardly walk. Each step I felt my hard prick rubbing against my nylon panties with every step.

On my drive home, all I could do was touch my body, relishing in my smooth, sweet-smelling skin and feeling the bra and panties I was still wearing underneath.

Before bed, after I had showered and moisturized with some vanilla scented lotion, I donned the panties and adjusted myself comfortably. I loved the smell.

Once my parents had gone to bed I locked my door and dumped the duffel bag out onto my bed. Samantha had given me dozens of bras and panties, thongs and stockings. It was a veritable smorgasbord of sexy attire.

My panties ranged from simple nylon to lace, nylon, satin and cotton. The bra choices were a bit more limited as it is tough to ‘acquire’ the right size for my barely-even-there breasts. Samantha actually had boobs, but she was able to find some old bras of hers from when she first began transitioning that fit me decently.

Running my hands over my new outfits, I battled with the idea of wearing them to bed, but decided it was too big of a risk. Even with my bedroom door locked, it would be far too tricky to disrobe and redress in the few short moments it may take for one of my inquiring parents to suspect something.

I did however convince myself that panties would be okay, so I donned an oversized t-shirt, kept my white bunny thong on, and hid the rest away for later.

Once in bed I must have stroked my cock for hours thinking about what to wear tomorrow. The idea of wearing a bra and panties underneath my boy clothes while at school thrilled me to no end. As sleep consumed me, my mind wandered: How would I keep others from seeing the outlines of my feminine attire from under my clothes? Panties were easy but bras could be problematic. Damn, the complications of my new vice.


Chapter Thirteen - A Lesson in Crossdressing

I think it was the next morning, while getting ready for school, that I realized I was addicted to wearing girls underwear.

Sleeping in my very first pair of panties was one thing, but after rolling out of bed and spotting myself in the bathroom mirror, topless and clad in my white bunny thong, was like walking into a fairy tale land where I had suddenly awakened as a girl.

Visually and internally, it was simply that mind-blowing. To me at least. Like some sort of dream that had materialized into reality.

But the fear of being caught quickly returned, especially in the wee hours of the morning. So, as quickly as I could, I removed my thong, tucked it away in the duffel bag with the others, and hopped into the shower.

Getting dressed however, the titillating thrill of wearing lingerie returned.

I struggled with my perversions for only a few seconds, plucking a sheer pink thong from its hiding place and sliding it on. A matching sports bra followed, giving me a look of some trim and slender fitness babe. After admiring myself in the mirror and blowing my reflection a little kiss, I scampered to the closet where standard boy jeans and a band tee hid my silky secrets.

Quite surprisingly, I couldn’t make out any seams or outlines from the outside. My secret was safe and hidden.

At school, I slogged through math and biology, then history, but I sure perked up when I entered my English class. Miss Bennett was looking stunning as ever, but now I saw her in an all new light. Not just because of everything Samantha had told me, but now I was elated at the prospect of her undergarments! The tension in her shirt made the features of her bra prominent. It was obviously darker than a white one and there certainly was lace involved as I could see the pattern against the translucency of her blouse. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her eloquently wrapped breasts!

And that bra! My God. I couldn’t help but wonder what it felt like.

Not even ten seconds after walking in and I was literally leaking into my new pink thong.

Trying to restrain my thoughts, I closed my eyes as she started the class.

As she began, all I could do was try to keep my mind off of the hidden lingerie lurking underneath her outfit. The short pencil skirt she had on did me no favors, revealing her luscious  thighs encased in sheer hose that had a slight floral pattern to them.

I imagined what was holding them up. Garters maybe? Or how high they went… What kind of panties she had on… What color they were. Did they match the bra?

Shit I was getting wetter and hotter by the second, and class just started!

Stop it damn you, I said, pinching myself.

Shit! I had to stop looking at her legs before I full-on came in my pants.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my heartbeat.

But then I heard the swish, swish, swish of her nylons rubbing together…

My God. How was I going to survive the rest of the year?

Miss Bennett approached my desk. I tried to keep facing forward so as not to distract myself further, that was until she stepped in front of me and all I could see was breasts.

"Paying attention, Alex?” She asked.

I coughed, choking. My mouth was as dry as the Saraha. I wet my palate, trying to ignore the stares and giggles I had garnered from the students around me, and spoke up at her.

"Oh! Uh, yeah?” I answered, almost tongue tied.

Her perfume wafted up into my nostrils, sending a dizzying thrill to my brain. It was like smelling cookies baking after a fast. I knew I had to contain myself but every atom in my body was goading me into ripping off my clothes and throwing myself at her. Tepidly, I looked up at Miss Bennett’s preposterous body and my eyes locked onto her colossal breasts, hoping to get a glance through a gaping button on her blouse.

I had to see what was under there! No matter the cost.

But her words snapped me back to reality. “We’ve been over this, Alex. Remember?”

Shit, I thought. She was right. If I was staring any harder she might catch fire!

“I-I’m sorry, Miss Bennett. I’ll stop daydreaming now. I promise.”

She gave a quick little nod and spun on her heels.

As she moved to the chalkboard I studied her blouse from the back. From the impression alone I was pretty sure her bra black lace, and I figured based on the shadow of the three-hook-band around its backing, that it was containing a near-impossible amount of titflesh. Two medium width straps ran upwards from a camisole style back and cascaded over her shoulders. I tried to get a read on her panties but there seemed to be no impressions on the skirt fabric.

Holy shit. I wonder if she was going commando again.

Somehow, I made it through the hour, and when the bell rang to signal the end of the day, terror crept in.

I hadn’t actually spoken to Miss Bennett since Samantha had caught me sucking her cock last week. Nothing more and a ‘hello’ or a ‘goodbye’. And now, facing the stark reality of it all, I wondered if we may ever speak again!

Afterall, I had no idea what, if anything, Samantha had told her.

My mind raced as I sat there, watching the students file out.

That was until I heard a voice amongst the sea of bodies.

“Oh, and Mister Hanson?” Miss Bennett said over the rabble. “Come see me before you go.”

The rest of the class left, leaving me sitting in the middle of the room across from Miss Bennett. She wasn’t more than a few feet away but did not look up. Instead she gazed over a tabletop of papers, making occasional marks on them as if she hated her job.

Slowly I rose, and on shaky legs I tip-toed up to her desk and said, "You wanted to see me?"

She didn’t look up. Instead she finished scribbling a note on the current paper in front of her then casually sat her pen down and looked up at me over the rim of her glasses.

"Yes, Alex, it appears you and I have a serious problem.”

“Pr-problem? Miss Bennett?” I stammered.

She glared at me, “with your behavior in my class.”

I swallowed hard.

“It’s obvious that you have some sort of fascination with what I am wearing, especially my undergarments.”

I opened my mouth to protest but she interrupted me.

“Don’t deny it. I saw you staring once again. You were ogling me in front of the entire class!” 

I considered lying, but knew she had me pegged.

“You’ve made it far too obvious, Alex. Time and time again. Someone might notice.”

"I know… I’m-”

She cut me off.

“Someone other than Samantha."

My eyes shot open. “I, uh…”

“I’m sorry, Miss Bennett. I was just excited to… learned what you had on. I’ve been obsessed with bras and panties since the other day. They’re all so… so fascinating! I love looking at them… touching them… wearing them! I can’t help it, Miss Bennett. I’m so sorry."

My cheeks burned and I was forced to look away.

There was a long, pregnant pause as she stared me down.

I only looked up when she said:

"Wearing them?” She asked with a genuine look of surprise.

My cheeks burned hotter, but I sheepishly nodded.

“You’re wearing panties right now?” Miss Bennett asked.

And I nodded again, cheeks aflame, no doubt turning quite red.

“Where did you get them?”

Shrinking into my desk, I tried to save some face. “Samantha. Samantha gave them to me.”

"Hmm.” Miss Bennett huffed. “Thank you for being truthful, Alex.”

Finally I looked up, with a smile that could light up a mine shaft. Miss Bennett was actually pleased with me and all of a sudden I was ecstatic!

“Now…” She said, standing, “go lock the door.”

I quickly did as I was told, shuffling into the room as she stood from her desk, fingertips planted firmly on the wood. She leaned forward slightly, almost looming, giving me an unwavering view down her blouse. Black lacy bra. Holy shit. I knew it!

“And have a seat please.” She said next.

Taking my assigned seat she reared up to her full six-foot-plus height and crossed her arms, shelving her hefty tits. Strutting around her desk, she sat right in front of me, and folded her legs over one another, putting her knees, thighs, and those patterned stockings right at my eye level.

“It’s not that unusual for boys like you to enjoy those things. I myself enjoyed them too when I was younger."

I looked up, bewildered at her choice of words. “Y-you did?”

She nodded.

“In fact it was through that clothing that I knew I wanted to be a girl.”

I blinked. “Oh… wow…”

"And so…” She began, looking me up and down. “This newfound fascination is why you were ogling me this time?”

“Y-yes, Miss Bennett.”

“Then perhaps I’ll show you, so that your mind doesn’t wander any further in my class.

I swallowed hard as she took in a deep breath, simultaneously flicking a button open on her silky blouse and unveiling a glimpse of the lacey treasure underneath.

Miss Bennett hiked her skirt a bit higher next, adjusting her bottom on the desktop so that the tops of her sheer stockings previewed the clasps of elegant garters.

I think I literally started drooling then.

My eyes were glued to those nylon-encased calves. I wanted to touch them more than anything. To feel the silkiness of the material and read the raised pattern with my fingertips like braille.

"Look at me,” she snapped. “And stop looking up my skirt, young man!"

Lifting my gaze, I realized that her hand had opened another button on her blouse, revealing even more billowing cleavage. It confirmed that her bra was a sheer black and very tight little number, pushing her massive tits together.

“Do you like my bra?” She asked, tugging the blouse open, letting her big tits pop free.

“Uh huh.”

“Maybe we can get you one just like it, hmm?”

I threw my head forward and back, “I… I’d like that.”

Then slowly, Miss Bennett reached out, took my hand and guided it into her open blouse.

My fingers touched the lace and I gasped!

I felt a spasm rip through me. I had been pinching my dick since I sat down but it was no use! The sights, the visuals, and the feeling of my erection rubbing my soft little thong was all too much!

My cock leapt inside my pants and I screamed!

“AH!” I squealed, spraying a load in my panties.

I groaned as my eyes rolled back into my skull and I bit down hard on my lip. A rush of heat swept over my face and I could feel my cheeks burning.

Miss Bennett recoiled, not from disgust but sheer surprise.

"Good heavens, Alex!” She blurted, fanning her reddening face. “Did you just cum?”

I huffed, bit my lip and nodded.

“Did you make your panties all wet?”

Again, I blushed and nodded.

“Let your teacher see. Stand up. And drop your pants!"

Without a word I stood, trembling hands going straight for my zipper. There was no defiance. No back-talk. There was only what Miss Bennett commanded, and me, dutifully obeying.

I eased my jeans down with either thumb, leaning forward and forcing me closer to my teacher’s magnificent breasts. As I sank, she commented on how cute my “little pink panties” were.

Pants around my ankles, I stood upright, showing off my shame.

"And such a big wet spot you made!" Miss Bennett hissed.

Cheeks burning, panties soaked, and with bottom lip trembling, I tried to cover myself, but my tiny hands could only hide so much.

“I spoke with Samantha, Alex.” Miss Bennett began. “She wants you just as much as I… so we have agreed to share.”

Her praise was elating, but did little to quell the blooming heat on my face.

“But you absolutely must stop staring at me in class. Just think of the repercussions!”

It was all so true. Difficult but true. And I was an idiot for not listening.

Miss Bennett stepped forward, mashing her breasts against my chest and placing a delicate hand on my bulge.

“I think we should stop doing things like this at school.”

I looked up at her with a pleading, puppy dog look.

“This will be the last time.” She smiled back at me. “Then we must find somewhere else to go. Understand?”

I was ready to cum all over again as she answered my prayers.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Bennett squeezed my bulge and said, “Now get on your fucking knees.”

The tile was cold against my bare shins and I was leaking again into my already soaked panties.

Once I was situated Miss Bennett somehow stepped even closer, putting her groin right at eye level.

"Lift my skirt." She said, looking down expectedly.

As my thumbs followed the rope-like design up either leg, the skirt slid higher until I could see the bare, creamy flesh of her thighs. Seconds later and my fingertips found the elastic strap up to her black satin garter belt.

My eyes followed my hands upward, soon answering the question if Miss Bennett was wearing panties or not. But my attention was swiftly and suddenly swayed…

Huge, thick, long, and semi-hard, it bounded out like a sea serpent unleashed from its cage, slapping me atop the head and coming to rest against my cheek.

Her cock. Miss Bennett’s cock. My teacher’s cock. The epitome of perfection. Hot and juicy, pungent and ready.

“Mmm…” Miss Bennett purred. “It feels so good to let her out after such a long day.”

The heat coming off her virile appendage was intense.

"Go ahead, Alex baby. I know you want to feel it… After so long. Did you miss her?"

Nodding, I reached up, gently gripping its significant girth. It felt like a fire poker was pressing against my face, ready to brand me.

Miss Bennett moaned when my fingers wrapped around it and squeezed.

She gripped my skull and pulled my face onto her length, mashing me against her. My lips could feel all the fine detail of her fleshy monstrosity.

Fuck, I thought, my mind melting. Did I miss her giant, gorgeous cock?

You bet your ass I did. My dreams were happening yet again, and my lizard brain was rapidly trying-yet-failing to think or rationalize anything at all. Instead, all I could think about was the rich smell of her genitals, and the delicious flavor she was about to impart onto my hungry, waiting taste buds.

Hot, hard, thick. Ten plus inches of perfect penis filled my palm and the enticing aroma for fresh girldick filled my nostrils.

“Now give her a kiss…” Miss Bennett began, petting me. "Show me how much you missed your teacher’s big fat cock."

I did. Over and over and over, I showered her hot behemoth until my lips went numb.

Harder and harder the virile appendage became, with each delicate blow, until Miss Bennett’s erection stood proud at a perfect ninety degree angle from her groin.

“Now open wide you little slut…” She said.

Instinct or perhaps just pure unadulterated sluttiness made my lips react, stretching wide and sliding around the thick, juicy bulb of her cock.

Once it filled my mouth, I fell in love with it all over again.

Soaking it quickly I began to slowly stroke her shaft while bobbing and twisting my head.

In a sudden trance I kept sucking, bobbing my head and gliding her thick, tasty cock in and out of my mouth. Every now and then I would look up at her gorgeous tits wrapped in that lacy bra and dream how they would feel. Each glance skyward drove me crazier with lust, and fueled my appetite to take her deeper, soon breaching my own throat.

Miss Bennett sank in with a wet and audible GLRRK.

My eyelids fluttered, and dopamine flooded my brain with the remembrance of how good she felt inside my windpipe.

“Mmm… That’s a good boy.” Miss Bennett rasped. “Good little panty wearing sissy.”

Her rampant cock delved deeper with each thrust. She was fucking my face now as I worked, our actions unifying each time my lips struck her base.

My hands gripped her thighs, attempting textural music with my fingertips on the nylon designs.

Spit and pre-cum began dripping profusely down my chin and onto my shirt. Hot, wet, suction sounds filled the room.

Miss Bennett groaned and hissed, slamming her pelvis forward, fucking my mouth with a violent pummeling.

“OOOHHH FUCK!” She snarled.

Suddenly her balls tightened, and her shaft swelled. Hands held me down and pinned me to her baby soft pubis as a gusher of cum filled my belly. It was so fucking hot and gooey.

Spurts blasted from the corners of my mouth after she filled my stomach, then my esophagus, having nowhere else to go.

I tried to swallow it all down but it was pointless.

She held me there for what felt like hours, clutching my skull as she unloaded again, and again, and AGAIN!

Cum joined my saliva on my shirt, spewing from my lips and nose.

My eyes rolled over white and I felt oxygen wane. The best part of it all was that Miss Bennett didn’t care. She just kept cumming. Filling me up. I was just a hole for her.

Finally she ripped me free, sending what seed remained in my mouth splattering onto the floor.

Her cock fired off one last shot before wilting, striking me in the eye and cheek. Then she let go of my hair, jerking my head to one side.

It wasn’t my first time drenched in sperm. But I loved it just the same.

Dazed and covered, I swayed, barely keeping myself upright.

Thankfully Miss Bennett was there.

She leaned down and lifted my chin with a finger, lifting my head to meet hers for a tantalizing French kiss, harvesting some of her own cum from my weary mouth. I didn’t resist. I couldn’t. In fact all my energy had been spent.

She smeared our faces together, enjoying the well lubricated tongue battle.

It was so very hot, passionate and wonderfully messy.

Eventually… Finally, Miss Bennett released her lip lock so I could breathe.

“Good boy, Alex. Now clean up this mess.” She said sternly.

It was only then, when I looked down in front of me, that I saw that I had cum again, this time spraying out of my thong in a sticky cone-shape.

My semen was nothing like Miss Bennett’s. While hers was thick and white, mine was thin and clear. But I lapped that fucking tile clean like a dog on a dinner plate.

“Now then,” my beautiful teacher began, straightening her skirt and buttoning her blouse. “We will begin tutoring lessons tomorrow, after school. Be sure and tell your parents. That way there is no confusion. Are you listening?”

I nodded, shoddily, cum still dripping off my face.

“Good. Lessons will be at my home, and we start promptly at four. I’ll give you the address. Now, get cleaned up before someone sees you.”

Miss Bennett texted me later with all the details.

After getting home I told my parents all about the free tutoring sessions, which they were all for, and since I had my own car I could drive to-and-from. In fact they must have been excited, because neither even asked me where they were going to be held!

During dinner Miss Bennett blew up my phone, sending me links to outfits that she was buying me. Bras, panties, stockings, camisoles, and even baby doll nighties. I apparently had no say in the matter, but I didn’t mind. I loved each of the ensembles she showed me.

My lingerie wearing days were just ahead.


Chapter Fourteen - A Lesson in Sodomy

Miss Bennett's house was, to put it mildly, amazing. Set inside an upscale and exclusive neighborhood known throughout town as catering only to the upper class, it was made very apparent, upon stepping up to its sidewalk, that she positively came from money.

This house itself was huge, much like Samantha’s, but lacking the pompous flair and overtly grandiose gaudiness that screamed absolute wealth. Instead it looked cute but humble, modern and sleek, yet homely.

And for whatever reason, as I walked up her driveway, I felt like a storybook character unwittingly walking to their doom. Like Hansel or Gretel being tempting into the witch’s house.

As I approached the front door, Miss Bennett opened it before I could even ring the bell. Her timing reignited that Grimm fear… but she was expecting me after all, so I tried to shake it off.

She had changed from the normal attire she wore to school. Like her home she was dressed for comfort. My teacher no longer seemed the pinnacle of style in rich fabrics or expensive labels. Instead she was dressed in gray sweatpants and a tight, form-fitting t-shirt. Her hair was no longer in a tight bun either, and instead a messy ponytail. Strands of gold seemed to have fallen loose, framing her elegant face, and I was awestruck at just how beautiful she was, even without a low cut blouse and impossibly tight skirt.

"Wow, Miss Bennett.” I said with a smile. “This is your house?"

“Sure is.” She giggled, "Come on in and take a seat in the living room, I'll get us some drinks."

She took me inside and I plopped down on the first thing I saw, a puffy white couch.

"Hope you don't mind but I took the liberty of getting comfortable.” She called from the next room.

“No-no! Not at all, Miss Bennett. You look great."

Indeed she did. Even in ‘dressed down’ state Miss Bennett was a knockout babe.

"Thank you, dear.”

Alone, I took the time to take in the room around me. The entire home had a much more relaxed atmosphere than Samantha's. The walls were coated in a rich cream color that went well with the royal white carpet. The furniture was warm, soft fabric instead of snooty cold leather. Everything was rounded and inviting instead of squared and modern. Despite the large space, the home spoke of comfort instead of money. I couldn't help but sigh as I sank into the cushions. It was like living in the clouds.

"Like the couch, huh?" Miss Bennett said, rounding a corner with two drinks in either hand.

"Oh, yeah.” I let out a nervous chuckle, “It’s really soft.”

She handed me a glass and I immediately noted the cool, dripping condensation. A red concoction bubbled within. Ice cubes clinked together every so often as they danced amidst the delicious looking beverage.

“What’s this?” I asked.

Miss Bennett took the seat opposite and brought her own glass to her lips.

“My special sparkling, watermelon lemonade.” She said, taking a sip.

Watching the glass touch her big, pouty lips sent a tingle down my spine.

Thirsty as hell all of a sudden I brought the drink up and took a series of long swigs, gulping down the delicious mix as if I’d just run a marathon.

Finishing it, I sighed, but noticed Miss Bennett had sat up.

“Alex, don’t…”

“Hm? I looked at her, but suddenly felt lightheaded.

“You drank it too fast.” She said, trying not to crack a smile.

A warm, tingling sensation rattled my belly, then my spine, traveling up to my brain where it unlocked endorphins I didn’t know existed.

The room’s colors popped and the rays of sunshine coming through the windows sparkled!

“Wha-huh?” I looked at her, smiling. “Too fast?”

Miss Bennett eyed me back, rolling her tongue in her cheek, then took another sip and admitted, “there’s a teensy bit of alcohol in my ‘special’ sparkling lemonade, Alex.”

My eyes shot open!

“Oh shit!”

But she just giggled. “It’s okay, dear. You don’t really think you’re here to study, do you?”

I calmed a bit, but blushed. “Heh, guess not.”

“Just a little something to relax with after a long day.” Miss Bennett said. “So, tell me. Just why are you here, Alex?”

I felt my cheeks flush. She was giving me that look again. The same she’d given countless times in the classroom. But now she was sitting in a big comfy chair, with her legs crossed, eyeing me down like meat, and most importantly far, far away from any prying eyes.

“Uh, cause um…” I looked around for an answer. “You asked me to?”

Miss Bennett didn’t respond. She just sat there, staring hungrily, like a super villain about to unveil their secret weapon.

“Er, I mean. You said for tutoring-er, no. You just said that wasn’t it…”

Her gaze intensified somehow.

“I’m uh… Here to, umm…” I swallowed hard and looked to the floor.

Hell, I knew why I was there. We both did. But she just wanted me to say it, didn’t she?

Cheeks burning, I glanced up but quickly looked away when I noticed she was still just sitting there just… staring.

My teacher had just asked me a question, and I couldn’t think of any other answer.

“I’m here to...” My lips trembled. “I think I…”

One immaculately manicured eyebrow arced.

"I-I'm ready for you to fuck me, Miss Bennett."

Finally, she responded. Not with words, but actions.

Slowly, and with a slight smirk to her lips, Miss Bennett un-crossed her long legs and spread them wide, giving me an unobscured view of what looked like a fucking softball in her pants!

Despite her dressing down into comfy clothes I could still smell her perfume. Just like in school, it had me by the throat, and all I could do was think of all our deviant times together. I could also see that her breathing had become labored, and with each new intake her chest rose, lifting her hefty bosom higher and higher. It was subtle, I noticed, but gradually her thick, delicious nipples began to stab through her top as well.

I was in a trance. Her sweatpants were straining to contain the growing erection as her legs opened, inviting me to enter their passage.

The humming of her air conditioning and the occasional bird chirping from outside faded. In fact nearly all noise vanished except for the deep, rapid, thunderous sounds of my heart beating inside my chest.

I needed no other words, no other invitation. In an instant I was between her legs, nuzzling her teaming bulge with my nose and lips. Her hand found my head and she dipped her fingers into my hair.

"Time to prove your worth, little Alex. She’s dying for your attention."

I buried my face in her bulge, relishing in the warmth against my cheek, lips and nose. I could feel her desire with every pulse, and soon my nuzzling goaded warm liquid from her tip that began to saturate the thin cloth.

As her legs hit their apex I reached up to her waistband, ready and anxiously awaiting to greet her monster face-to-face once more. Seeing her splayed out before me, I saw the noticeable stain of pre-cum that had pooled at her front.

"Go on, dear." Miss Bennett purred.

My tongue ran along the surface of her pants. Instantly, my mouth was filled with the taste of sweat, cotton, and the tangy tinge that unmistakably cock. I could smell the musky scent rising from Miss Bennett’s sex, pressed snuggly against me. We were so fucking close, her cock and I, all that separated us was a mere sheet of cloth.

Not able to stand it anymore, I yanked down the front of her sweatpants, exposing the pillar of flesh underneath. Her cock swung wide, like a batter missing a curveball, and slapped against my cheek with a hefty PLAP! The flesh which sprang out seemed to have a life of its own, in need of a warm, wet place to invade.

Monster cock resting against my cheek, I looked up from my position on the floor.

As our eyes made contact, Miss Bennett hefted her fully hard cock and laid it across my cherubic face. The thick, swollen, footlong hunk of meat was bigger than my fucking head.

"My… fucking… gawd…" I murmured as the fat, veiny shaft twitched against me, precum leaking into my hair.

"Sorry, what was that?" Miss Bennett cooed.

Her hands filled with pure desire as they gripped my skull and pulled me forward… upward… towards the tip of her dick. Her fingers that entwined themselves in my hair clamped tight and guided my mouth along her length, rubbing my big lips along the bottom as they traveled.

"I said I…" But my tongue fell free from my mouth instead, dragging along the succulent side of my teacher’s gorgeous cock. "I - ggllllrphhh!!"

The semi-hard monstrosity filled that void with a quick and angry thrust.

As my head reached her summit I opened wide, and she slammed her hardening fuckstick into my open mouth with a gagging gulp.

"Mmm fuck," Miss Bennett snarled as my head bucked in her palms.

The wet sounds of my mouth being violated soon filled the room.

Suddenly my mouth was filled with dick. It was a swift, brutal and carnal display. Almost forcibly she yanked my head down, just as soon as my lips touched her glans, and began using my face to serve her need.

My teacher groaned as I enveloped her, tilting her head back and seething with lust through pinned teeth.

Her two hands gripped me by the hair and held me in place.

Fuck I loved this woman.

With a ‘gglcck’ and a popping noise, my throat was breached, the thick pillar pushing deeper. My throat muscles stretched around the intruder, inch after inch of girthy cock forced its way into my gurgling, gagging teen mouth.

Miss Bennett leaned her head back, and with a long, low groan she slid her hips forward while pulling me down, shoving the last inch into my young gullet.

"I sssooo fucking need this, Alex."

"Gggglsh ggkay. I wggglck glck. Flccck gly ggloackkkk."

She responded by pulling my head up her whole length until only her leaking bulb was still within. I sucked hard, vacuuming her tip like it was the last on Earth. Then she gripped me by the hair and SLAMMED it all straight back home, sheathing her enormity down my throat with a gurgling ‘clllggk’.

Spit spewed as I gagged, splattering against her big, smooth balls.

I reached my hands up and grabbed her sweatpants, pulling them the rest of the way down and off. Legs free, Miss Bennett raised them, planting one foot on the arm of her chair and the other on my shoulder.

She patted my head, watching as my cheeks flushed and tears streamed down either cheek. And then she gripped me tighter and started to fuck.

My eyes rolled as my throat was used like a Fleshlight. I could physically feel my throat expanding and contracting as that big cock stretched me out once more.

Lewd and wet and visceral sounds permeated the home. I was a sloppy mess in seconds. My eyes watered as Miss Bennett jackhammered up into my throat…

And I couldn’t have been happier.

"This… won’t… be a long one," Miss Bennett snarled. "I need to cum so fucking bad. But you're… definitely… getting this dick… again! You hot… little… fucking… slut!"

I moaned, radiating gratitude from my crumpled little form.

"Fuck," my teacher snapped, her hips a blur as she pounded the perfect, warm, wet mouth she'd been offered. "Fuck I'm gonna cum soon you little bitch. You fuckin’ want it?"

"Gggleshhggg gllllg gllcccck," I gurgled as my nose bounced off her smooth pubis.

"Fucking take it then you little slut!"

She pulled me down as she slammed forward, mashing her big, ripe balls against my neck and chin. They fit there perfectly, as if my anatomy was meant to cradle them there.

Miss Bennett's grip tightened as her dick expanded, and she screamed as she blasted a hot load of cum down my throat.

Her dick jerked in the depths, sending jet after jet of thick, viscous cum directly into my slutty little teen stomach.

My eyes bulged as the dick thickened into impossibility, straining my windpipe. I could feel my throat distending, like a snake trying to swallow an animal whole.

I gulped down all I could, swallowing and gurgling, filling myself with hot girl jizz.

My body trembled as it was yet again used as a cumdump.

In an instant I was no longer hungry. My stomach was full and warm now, and I felt sated.

With a huff, Miss Bennett released me from her grip, letting her meaty cock flop out of my mouth with a gurgling ‘slurp’.

I attempted to look up at her with glazed, unfocused eyes, but my vision was blurred. My hair was in my eyes and tears obscured everything else.

But I did feel cum dribbling down my chin.

"Oh my, Alex.” Miss Bennett said, cupping my chin. “Are you okay?"

"Mmhmm", I nodded groggily, trying to focus on the goddess in front of me. "Thank you, Miss Bennett. Thank you..."

Miss Bennett grinned. "Oh, we’re not done yet."

She took her big wet cock, slapped it against my cheek a few times and giggled.

Mind swimming, I smiled but hiccupped, sending a bubble of cum out from my lips.


Chapter Fifteen - A Lesson in Physics

Her lips pressed into mine with such force and such passion that even I was taken aback.

Tongues dancing, she lapped at my mouth, licking up her semen, swirling it around, only to force feed it back to me like a sexy-as-fuck-momma bird.

Still groggy, lightheaded and cockdrunk, I felt her hands pull at my jeans and I fumbled out of them.

As they were tossed aside with disinterest I heard Miss Bennett chuckle.

“Very nice, Alex. I love the panties you chose for me.”

I had completely forgotten they were there honestly.

Preparing for school and my first subsequent ‘tutoring lesson’ in the afternoon, I had admittedly spent far too much time selecting the lingerie that morning.

It needed to be special… sexy… unique. Something that might surprise my lovely teacher.

I decided on a red, bikini-style bra that had little diamond slits for my nipples to poke through, and a matching set of boyshort style panties with an open backing. I wanted to wear what girly-attire I could while still leaving the important areas free to be flicked, licked, or fucked.

When she pulled off my shirt to reveal my little ensemble, and she gasped, I knew some right choices had been made.

Breaking the kiss for just a moment, Miss Bennett physically blushed as she soaked me in.

“My, my Alex. You look… amazing!”

I beamed with pride, but we were quickly on one another once again with renewed fever. Nearly naked now, I was pushed onto my back with the force of her heavy, voluptuous body. Miss Bennett was tall and strong and solid, rife with muscle but soft to the touch. She ripped her top off and mashed our bodies together, enveloping my tiny pale body in her tanned and sculpted one.

“I knew you’d make a sexy girl,” she huffed between kisses. “And I was right.”

I felt her fingernails scrape the skin of my chest and I moaned as she took control. My feet swung around her hips, relishing the genuine desire to feel her slick beast from below touch my most taboo hole.

Her hands and mine felt every inch of each other’s smooth bodies. She was completely nude, and a literal adonis. Miss Bennett molested me with every limb. And all the while, her mouth nipped and bit at my neck, chest and nipples.

She all but consumed me, licking and touching and squeezing all my most sensitive of areas. I closed my eyes and succumbed to her, unable to differentiate what was assaulting me at any given time: mouth or fingers.

Miss Bennett sucked and licked and felt me, but never touched the raging, rock-hard erection that was sticking out of my panties. Instead she just kept showering my body in passion, all while her thick, wet cock flexed and rubbed below.

Thick and raw and ripe with veins, I grinded against my nethers, sliding between my buttcheeks and signaling its impending depravity. It was so hot… so thick…

All I could think about was how much I wanted it inside me.

Finally, my teacher rose, giving me a glorious view of her bare tits.

Staring up at her and her juicy bare melons was a sight all its own. She was magnificent. Stacked to the extremes. And for a brief moment I resented her for covering her divine body with any modicum of clothing.

Seething down at me, Miss Bennet narrowed her eyes and said, "Bend over the couch, now!"

I obeyed, rolling over and swinging my upper half over the back cushions. I thrust my big, bubbly ass out next, straight at her, spreading wide and exposing my hole through my assless panties.

“Fuck,” Miss Bennet said. “You’re so hot, baby.”

I could feel the need in her voice. With every syllable spoken, the beast deep within her yearned to be set free onto my poor unsuspecting colon.

No sooner had I bent over did I feel her hot, slender, wet tongue on my waiting, virgin hole.

I squirmed beneath her touch as I felt it penetrate me, swirling around my ring before dipping inside. It was unreal. I couldn't believe the sensations as her hands gripped and pulled at my big, round asscheeks, so I just moaned.

Miss Bennett’s thumbs pulled my butthole wide as she devoured me, hungrily lapping and sucking away like a hungry animal. Then I felt fingers, warm and moist, slide inside of me. Her digits dug inside of me with a purpose, to stretch muscle, to ready my hole for the monstrosity that was soon to invade every inch of my tiny chute.

"Oh God, Alex, I've never been this turned on in my life.” Miss Bennett huffed between her rampant tonguing. “Your pussy is so delicious. Are you ready for me?”

Her words were music to my fucking ears.

“Mmmhmm…” I purred with eyes closed, chewing my lower lip and gyrating my flank, enjoying my tongue-fucking like a good girl.

“You better be you little slut,” Miss Bennett breathed, “cause I'm gonna fuck the shit out of you."

Suddenly she stood and I gasped as her warm, succulent tongue left my hole.

I looked over my shoulder, watching as Miss Bennett positioned herself behind me, aiming her thick, beefy weapon at the divide between my bubbly butt.

“Nothing’s gonna stop me today, baby.” She said, looking at me with lusty affirmation. “I don’t care how much you scream. Or if I tear you apart. This is going inside you.”

I smiled.

And she continued, “all of it.”

Stepping forward, my teacher spread my cheeks, placed the wet, swollen head of her cock against me, and we both let out a collective gasp.

I closed my eyes, moaning softly as the mushroom crown pressed against my throbbing, winking button. She eased in slowly, and I heard her husky rumblings as the tip pulsed against my tiny orifice. I felt pre ooze inside me and I groaned, instinctively opening up for my wanted intruder. I tried to wink my hole wider, to stretch and wrap myself around her molten helmet. But Miss Bennett just waited, spreading my buttcheeks wider with her steely weapon poised to punish.

I whimpered, struggling with a feint and a wiggle.

"Oh my gawd, Miss Bennett!" I finally gasped breathlessly. “Please fill me up. Please put it in!”

I needed it. I needed her. Fuck I wanted her inside me. The teasing was agonizing, each passing second heightened my arousal until I thought I would burst.

Her monster slid between my buttcheeks. I felt the weight in my crevice, and the heat as she sawed its length along the crack of my ass until her balls brushed up against mine. She pulled back, rubbing my hole along the bottom heft of her shaft, making me tremble.

“Here it comes, baby…” Miss Bennett purred, angling forward.

This was it. The point of no return.

As she started to slowly press I felt it. Hard as a rock, harder than steel. The pain was unbearable and I winced in discomfort. But holy fuck did I want it.

And then, just when I thought I couldn’t take it any longer, that's when it happened.

With a mix of her tongue and spit and pre-cum, she silently pushed inside.

My gasp caught in my throat. The feeling was a sensation my brain somehow wasn’t ready for. It hurt only briefly, quickly replaced by a warm filling of pure, unaltered bliss.

"Oohh, good boy," Miss Bennett purred as she slid in, pushing her cock into my eagerly awaiting boypussy. “Just relaaax… and let me in…”

I groaned, letting out my own guttural purr. "Ooohhh fffuuuck!"

She was so thick… and her cock was so hot. It was like being pierced by a fire poker.

I still couldn’t take a breath, not with her boring into me.

"It's too late now Alex, the head is almost in. You can take it. Here, let me show you.”

I felt her grip my ass as she slid forward. Her head popped in and I saw stars. Fucking stars. I thought I was going to die from the pain. She waited a moment, glans locked in place, caressing my bubbly butt as she stayed situated inside.

"You feel soooo good, my little Alexander," she moaned, easing herself inch-by-agonizing-inch into the wet warmth of my chute that constricted around her length.

I grumbled and mewled, squirmed and gasped. Her cock was on fire. I tried to think about anything other than the thick pole being inserted into my ass, but the images and sensations were just too real.

She moved, pulling back slightly. I almost thought the ordeal was over, or that maybe she was going to pull her fat cock from my rectum and give up. But just before that mammoth, mushroom head of hers popped free, she thrust again and I screamed.

Words only do so much to detail the firework of synapses and nerve-endings that all at once sparked to life. Never before nor since has it quite felt the same. Miss Bennett’s hot length was a truth-bringer, letting me know right then and there I was changed forever. And I knew it. Not only would my intestines never be the same, but my brain was forever re-wired, and my sexual orientation forever skewed.

"Thaaat's it, Alex baby.” Miss Bennett said, sinking deeper as each new word came forth. “Take that cock. Mmm, my God you feel amazing wrapped around me!"

"OooUuuhhhh mmmyyyy gaawwddddd."

My body was twitching and convulsing, seizing but pinned in a straight line. It felt like a metal rod was being inserted up through my spine.

"Fuck your ass is so tight. Such a naughty little slut squeezing on my girl like this."

Finally, after what seemed like hours, I felt Miss Bennett’s hips pressed against my thick ass, her cock buried to the hilt.

I had never felt so full. It was beyond description. But finally, with her thick cock fully sheathed inside of my soaking boypussy, I was able to breathe once more. First a jilted gasp, eventually into a steadied ventilation. I shifted slightly, inadvertently tightened my muscles around the invading member, and heard a low groan bellow from my teacher’s lips from my ministrations.

It was followed swiftly by Miss Bennett’s hips slowly pulling back, her cock sliding nearly completely out before she slowly, and methodically, pushed back in.

“Ooohhh, Gaaawwwd!” I mewled again, feeling my insides getting stuffed with girlcock once more.

When I felt Miss Bennett’s heavy nuts on mine, my legs stopped shaking with a final, violent twitch, and I huffed out the air in my lungs.

Then her hands moved from my buns to my hips. They squeezed my love handles, playing with my nubile flesh.

I gyrated my hips as best I could, wiggling my ass with her still hilted inside. Her grip focused and tightened then, and I felt Miss Bennett widen her stance as she pinned me down.

Deep down, I sensed a brutal fucking about to commence.

Sure enough, she reared back like before, and once more left her fat tip inside instead of withdrawing completely.

But then, with a vicious, carnal thrust, Miss Bennett slammed into me.

“AIYE!” I squealed.

The motion rocked me against the couch, and I let loose a high-pitched, effeminate cry. She repeated the act, slapping her thighs against my ass with a heavy CLAP.

“Mmph! Fuck!” She groaned, rearing back and thrusting in once more.

It was slow but forceful, at first that is.

But then, after several more methodical sawing movements, the true fucking began.

I can’t say I was ready for it. Nor was my yielding hole. But Miss Bennett gripped me hard, strengthened her stance, and then began a hard, rhythmic pounding.

"Filthy little whore," Miss Bennett growled. "I can feel your tight little pussy squeezing my cock. You like how it feels bitch?"

"Yes!" I gasped, clenching tight.

“Then… take… this…dick!” She huffed, sweat dripping down onto my back, her thrusts picking up even more pace.

PLAP-PLAP-PLAP! Repeated, skin-on-skin reverberations filled the air.

The force of her powerful rutting had me mashed into the sofa. My body was limp and my mind was mush.

"You want my cum, my sexy little sissy?"

"Yes!"

Miss Bennett’s thrusts increased in speed and frequency, brutally slamming her hips into my pillowy buns, sending ripples through my squishy flesh. Each impact rocked the couch, testing and bending its frame within. Its legs ground against the wood floor, adding to the squeaking symphony of sex.

"Beg for it, slut.” Miss Bennett seethed. “Beg for YOUR TEACHER’s cum!"

"P-PUH-Please!" I wailed, each thrust pushing me into the desk and knocking the breath out of my lungs.

“BEG. FOR. IT.” She said, punctuating each word with a hard pound.

“P-PLEASE! CUM IN MEEE!!!”

I couldn't focus on anything but the arousal coiling in my gut, tighter and tighter it wound until I couldn't hold back anymore!

My cry was ostensibly feminine, a high-pitched shriek that echoed off the walls like a teenage girl being murdered in a horror movie. I couldn't have stopped the orgasmic cry that tore through me even if I wanted to. Miss Bennett’s cock was just too good.

I screamed as my body shook and convulsed. And as I came again my throbbing anus tightened around the intruding muscle, eliciting a groan from my lover, whose pace never slowed.

Suddenly, the world around me went black.

The sound faded from the room and there was nothing.

Was I dead? I thought.

Then came a blinding light. A blinding, almost burning opaqueness that overwhelmed my vision.

Instead of pure darkness, suddenly all I could see was white.

Was this heaven? Had I somehow died and was now floating towards the heavenly gates?

Stars came next. Cartoonish, yellow, and almost comical in nature, they came rocketing past my body as I was still, somehow, levitating through all-white space.

Looking back, I still couldn’t say what really happened.

Maybe I blacked out. Maybe I did somehow die and get a glimpse of the afterlife.

Who knows?

But what I do know, is that Miss Bennett was still fucking me senseless.


Chapter Sixteen - A Lesson in Virginity

Miss Bennett’s lovely little home came crashing back all around me, like I had been plucked back there from another dimension. And she was sinking into my guts with a firm and hungry thrust.

“Wake up, baby.” She called to me, kneading my fleshy buns. “You’ve almost got it all.”

My mind cleared from a deep fog. The room around me was filled with a thick haze and every surface tingled with tiny sparkles of light. I heard a voice in my head that was deep and labored.

It was Miss Bennett. She was huffing and panting.

I slowly realized the growing pressure in my ass. Strange enough there was no pain, only the ever present tingle as I felt several raw, veiny inches sawing in-and-out of me.

Very quickly, I came to my senses. I was on the couch, face and cheek mashed against the cushions, with my ass in the air. Miss Bennett was behind me, clutching my little body by the love handles, slamming into me with such force that loud, lewd, clapping sounds filled the room.

All I could do was moan as she plowed into me with reckless abandon. She either never noticed my out-of-body-experience or she didn't care. My ass was on fire from her massive size and furious pounding. I looked down between my legs and noticed my own leaking dick, still packed away into my now-soiled panties, dripping cum through the fabric down onto the couch at a near-constant rate. It looked as if a pipe had burst! The force of her thrusts sent my little pouch flopping, flinging the clear liquid every which way.

But my dick was an afterthought, because the more I focused on reality the more I realized my rectum was being filled to impossible measures. Her thrusts were rubbing that special spot in my ass and my dick was getting harder and harder with each new pummeling.

"You truly are a little slut. You're my little slut, Alex. Take my cock, ooohhh, I love hearing you moan as I fuck you. Take this cock, slut.”

It was true what she said, I was a slut. Her slut.

“Come here, flip over."

Miss Bennett flipped me over while I was still impaled on her monstrous appendage, sending a rope of my stringy pre arcing through the air. She was amazingly strong for her size and lithe figure.

Facing each other now she attacked me with her mouth, clamping her lips over mine. Her breasts mashed against my tiny, budding tits as she continued fucking non-stop, jamming her tongue on my mouth while feverishly pumping away.

Before long Miss Bennett shoved her hands under me and lifted us both off the couch. She was now holding me in the air by my ass cheeks and using me as nothing more than a hole to impregnate. She was hefting me back and forth along her length and I couldn't be more turned on. It was like she wanted to fuck me in every position imaginable.

"Does my little toy like when I use her like this?"

"Mmpphh, mmpphh! Y-y-yes!" My words came out jilted fuck my forceful rutting.

"Call me Mistress, slut."

"M-Mistress. Y-yes.” My words were jilted from the rutting. “I'm guh-gonna cummm..."

"Mmm, yeah! Cum for me! Cum for your Mistress!”

I squealed at her words, obeying and letting go simultaneously. My dick erupted between her breasts, hitting me in the chin with a hot spurt.

"Fucking right you little whore!" Miss Bennett groaned, slamming her hips into me like a ravenous beast. “You cum like a girl because that’s what you are.”

Even in my post-orgasmic bliss I wasn’t sated.

My eyes rolled into the back of my skull. My tongue fell out of my mouth. And all the while Miss Bennett pounded me, jackhammering into my ass, lifting and dropping my little body up and down onto her hot, throbbing spear.

I could feel her boiling point rising. My beautiful, hung teacher was close.

“Oh God, baby!” She growled. “Your ass is squeezing me so good.”

Up and down she hoisted me, up and down.

”I'm gonna fill you up, bitch. When I do you are not to spill a single drop on my carpet. If you do, you're gonna clean it with your tongue."

"Y-Yes, Mistress!" I howled.

"Here it comes,” She huffed. “Oh God, your ass is so good."

Miss Bennett roared, clutching my perky buns tight as her cock exploded. She held herself there and bellowed, fingertips digging into my thick hips, letting loose a primal howl through the living room.

With one last forceful push to fully bury her cock, Miss Bennett bottomed out and came - HARD!

I gasped as the tidal wave of semen rushed up into me, synchronizing with her monstrous cry with a feminine wail of my own.

My broken hole trembled, and I did my best to keep it from dilating. Semen filled every ounce of my guts. I thought for sure I was pregnant just then, despite my gender.

Somehow, another orgasm tore through me. But my balls were near-empty, so it wracked me differently, forcing my back to arch and my toes to curl. I trembled as the thick cock I had been fantasizing about painted my inner walls with hot girlcum. Ounce after ounce, or perhaps even pint after pint, filled me. Flooded me.

Miss Bennett groaned as she unfurled her liquids, impregnating me ten times over.

Our bodies were so hot and wet, it felt like they might fuse together.

We both gasped and huffed for air, trading woozy kisses on one another’s faces every so often.

Eventually, we collapsed on the couch with so much force the wind was knocked out of me. Her cock, still locked inside me, belched once more, launching hot semen farther and deeper than ever before. I could feel every pulse as her cock emptied, flooding the depths of my intestines.

As she came again and again, Miss Bennett kissed me, delicately this time, and everything seemed perfect for once. We stayed like that for the next several minutes, making out like lonely teens, her tongue caressing mine as her cock slowly deflated inside of me.

"Miss Bennett…” I huffed, gasping for air.

She smiled, keeping her cock lodged inside me. I felt so full. And her cock felt so right.

“Yes, Alex?”

“I think I love you…”

Her eyebrows raised and she paused her sensual kissing, then smiled down at me.

“I love you too, Alex.”

We laid there for what felt like hours, until the sweat on our bodies had dried and until the semen on my chest had become cold.

“My parents are gone for the weekend. I can stay the night.”

As I spoke I tried my hardest to work the abused muscles in my ass back to life.

She didn't say a word as she carried me to the bedroom, like a groom carrying his bride. She laid me down and stood beside the bed for a moment, her cock stirring back to life. As I relished in her gaze I blushed, feeling the soft comforter against my back.

Lying there, writhing against the silky sheets, I felt like a woman. Like a model during a photoshoot even, being fawned over.

Miss Bennett crept onto the bed alongside me and my lips were met with hers.

She climbed on top of me, guiding my legs apart and situating her hips.

Laying on my back, legs spread, and looking up at my new muse, I whispered, "Make love to me, Miss Bennett."

She adjusted my tiny body below her, positioned her seething cock once more to my hole, and pushed inside. Slow and sensual this time, she entered my battered colon easily, as if it were a slick pussy.

“Ahhh…” I groaned along with her.

Her hands found mine and our fingers interlaced, pinned down atop the surface of her bed.

I could see the features on her face soften as she sank into my tender butthole.

Miss Bennett was a truly amazing woman. The male hormones coursing in her veins surged with her arousal and made her the most Alpha creature I had ever seen, a beast of a dick to match. While the feminine hormones gave way to a softness and femininity equal to a Greek goddess.

She was passion incarnate. Her kisses were filled with such care and love that I couldn't help but swoon at every nip on my lips, every swipe of her tongue against mine, every moist kiss against my neck, and every slight, gentle tickle of her fingertips. Her hands, smooth as satin against my tender skin, would caress my legs and chest at every perfect moment. Her hips no longer pounded into mine, but she would draw them back until I nearly felt empty and they would grind forward letting me savor every sacred inch of her shaft.

"Lick my nipples, little Alex.” She said as she arched her back, sticking her luscious breasts out in front of me.

As she spoke she moved her hands to her chest, hand-feeding one, and then the other, to my wet, open mouth.

I stuck my tongue out and did my best, craning my neck upward to suckle when proximity allowed. And here I thought her cock was delicious. Miss Bennett’s nipples were even better!

She bit her lip as I complied. “Yes lover, just like that."

Her breasts were supple and full. She had draped them over my mouth as she ground her hips farther into me, long-dicking me in slow, calculated thrusts. Her nipples were thick and hard. They tasted like lavender and strawberries. With each slow grind of her hips I could feel the growing pressure in my anus, filling me repeatedly more and more.

The continuous cock-filling fueled my own erection, and I felt it twitch and throb in my panties.

"Here, let momma help you with that baby." Miss Bennett whispered.

When one hand pulled the front of my panties to the side, the other grabbed a hold of my aching little member when it popped free. My dick in hand, she started to slowly stroke me, quickly dousing her digits in me slick pre.

I groaned as she gripped me. Her hands were like velvet against my foreskin.

Coupled with the slow, sensual fucking, I knew it wouldn’t be long…

Miss Bennett stroked in tandem with her thrusts, twisting her wrist up as she pumped forward only to crank down as she reared back.

It was all too much.

With a yelp my body seized and my back arched. I gripped the sheets and howled like a banshee, erupting into Miss Bennett’s generous hand.

My first shot must have reached three feet into the air. It was the most powerful orgasm I had ever had in my life and my body was aflame with a rush of sensations.

"Yes, Alex! That's my baby. Mmm, I’m cumming too!"

Her lips met mine and once again I felt the rush of cum flood my belly, joining the remains of her first virile load. There must have been a pint of cum jostling around inside of me by then.

It’s funny. Just a few months ago I had considered myself a normal straight teenager, but now here I was dressed in lingerie and impaled on a massive girlcock with cum filling my ass. It was confusing yet thrilling, and I couldn't be any happier.

"Miss Bennett…” I mused, blushing hard and biting a lip. “You’re amazing."

She giggled, pulling out her cock with a wet SLURP.

I gasped as I was emptied, feeling bored out like a human coal mine.

“Little boy butts are the best,” she said with a wink.

I looked up at her, standing nude in all her glory. She was a she-adonis, looking as if she just stepped off Mount Olympus. Her entire body, from her massive, pert breasts, to her washboard abs, was coated in a sheen of heavenly sweat. And between her legs, jutting out from a chiseled, curvy pelvis, was her mammoth cock, slick with her own cum, dangling between her knees and dripping with essence.

"Come now,” She said. “Let's get in the shower and clean off. Your ass must be so full right now, I think I can see your stomach sticking out a little."

I looked, and it was!

She had put so much in me that my belly was bulging! It wasn't much, but someone looking close could almost certainly detect it.

I really was a cumdump!

Helping me up and into the bathroom, Miss Bennett guided me, even keeping me upright when I swayed and lost my footing, nearly falling on my face. I was still so lightheaded that I could hardly walk straight.

Inside, a massive, expensive-looking shower awaited. You could fit at least ten people inside that glass mansion and still be comfortable there. When the water was turned on, instead of spraying from a top faucet, the water came from the walls as well as multiple faucets on the ceiling. It was like bathing in a waterfall.

"Wow, Miss Bennett.” I beamed. “If I ever hit it rich I definitely need one of these."

We shared a laugh.

"Neat isn't it? I don't allow myself many high-end luxuries, but this is a must.”

She guided me inside the warm, soothing water, and instantly my body relaxed. She followed me in and I was caught off guard by the sight of her nude body, glistening and wet.

We bathed in relative silence, letting the water massage our bodies. Miss Bennett suggested I use various types of soaps, lotions and shampoos, each better spelling than the last. They reminded me of the types I had used with Samantha, but seemed to invigorate my skin even more!

“I'm sorry if I was too rough at first, Alex,” Miss Bennett said as we were finishing up. “But I just couldn't help myself. You are just too adorable.”

I smiled up at her.

“And I love your big, bubble butt.” She said, giving it a squeeze.

"It's okay, I loved every minute of it."

I decided not to tell her that her force caused me to black out. I think if she knew that she had done that it would destroy her. If anything, my passing out saved me from the most painful part of sex with her. The thought of how lucky I was and swiftly dove in between Miss Bennett’s tits, giving her a long hug as hard as I could.

She stumbled at first. I think I struck her body with enough force to knock her over on the slippery tile. But she caught herself and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, kissing me on top of my head.

Her body was warm and soft. Her skin was moist and slick. Her skin smelt fresh and inviting as I huddled between her breasts. Right then, I didn't feel aroused. Instead I felt safe. I felt as if she would keep me safe from every bad thing in the world. She felt motherly. And like a mother, she seemed to pick up on everything that I thought.

"I think I…” She said softly. “I think I love you too, Alex."

I’m not sure who broke away first, but shortly after we finished showering, stepped out, and dried off. We didn't bother with dinner and went straight to bed. When it came time for sleep I simply laid in bed, closed my eyes and cried. I don't know why, but tears came. I guess that's what tears of joy are, tears where you aren't sad or mad but simply content with life. My life for a moment seemed truly blessed, but despite my bliss there was something that didn't feel right. Something felt wrong, but I had no idea what.

I wasn’t sure how long I laid there, listening to Miss Bennett breathing. There was something hypnotic about it. As if it were guiding me into dreamland. I must have dozed off sometime around then, because the next time I opened my eyes it was nearly four a.m.

That's when I saw a light come from my phone.


Chapter Seventeen - A Lesson in Death

"H-Hello?" I said, struggling to keep my cell phone to my ear.

I was still so groggy. My body felt strangely different and my mind may have well been on another planet. I wasn’t even sure if I was still dreaming or not.

"Alexander Hanson?" A pleasant stranger’s voice came from the receiver.

I tried to blink myself awake. "Yes, that's me. Who's this?"

"Alexander, hello, my name is Glenda Johnson. I'm a nurse at Morrow Sands Hospital. Are you by chance nearby? And able to get here soon?”

“Uh…” I sat up, trying to even think where this or any other hospital was.

“I dunno. Sure, I guess. Let me put it in my GPS and see how long it… wait. What’s this about?”

There was a long pause.

I could hear the tell-tale background noise of a busy hospital in the background.

Eventually, Glenda Johnson answered. “There’s… been an accident. Involving your parents. I’m sorry but they really don’t want me giving too many details over the phone. Do you have a means of transportation?"

"My parents?!” I upstarted, nearly bolting out of bed. “What about them? Are they alright?"

If Miss Bennett wasn’t awake and listening already, she certainly was now.

"Mister Hanson,” she said a bit more sternly. “If you could make it to the hospital we can explain everything here."

“O-Okay, fine.” I chuffed. "Yes, I have a car. I'll be there as soon as I can."

Click. I hung up without a goodbye.

My brain and body went into auto-pilot. I don’t remember getting dressed or telling Miss Bennett what was happening. And I barely noticed pulling onto the freeway or cutting through traffic like a wheelman on a mission. In fact everything was a blur. My sole purpose was just reaching the hospital. 

Once a month my parents celebrated their anniversary and left me alone at the house, usually for the whole weekend. I tended to waste it away on video games and pizza, but this time it seemed to coincide with my first ‘tutoring session’ with Miss Bennett, so I hadn’t really given it a second thought.

Hell, it didn’t even register where they had said they were going.

Surely this was a nightmare.

I must still be asleep in Miss Bennett’s bed, right?

The hospital parking lot was jam packed. Finding a spot seemed to only lengthen my nightmare.   But no matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to wake. Not when I found a parking space, not when I rushed inside, and certainly not when I clutched the counter at the nurses station.

"Hi, I'm Alex Hanson, I spoke to a… Miss Jackson, er Johnson, on the phone telling me my parents were here."

"Oh yes, hello. We've been expecting you, if I could see your I.D. and if you could fill out this form we will get you a visitor's pass."

"Excuse me, if I could just find out about my parents please?"

"Oh, no one’s told you?”

I gripped the lip of the countertop to keep my hands from shaking. My heart was racing and my blood was boiling. The rush of panic, fear, and uncertainty was too much.

So I burst.

“Told me WHAT?!” I screamed, forcing the entire lobby to freeze and go silent.

A doctor emerged from a pair of double doors and seemed to recognize me. She got close, took her mask off, put a hand on my shoulder and said. “I'm sorry, hun. Here, come have a seat.”

I followed her, shaking the whole way. I took the seat beside her and she cupped my hand in hers.

“I’m Doctor Mason.” She began. “Your parents were involved in an accident. Drunk driver I think the police said. They were brought in just under an hour ago. They are in surgery right now. I just need you to remain calm for me sweetie, okay?”

Remain calm? Police? In surgery? My parents could be dead and all they want is for me to fill out a damn form?

She continued in a calm and calculated manner. “I know it’s tough, and hopefully you’ll be able to see them soon. Once they’re out, okay?”

Despite the anger, confusion, and grief rolling around inside my head, the pen in my hand started filling out lines in a frenzied scribble. Tears welled up with every bit of information I had to remember, and then transcribe, about my parents.

People in the lobby still stared at me from my outburst. I could see them out of the corner of my eye, whispering to each other. When I looked up they would scatter, like cockroaches when you turn on a light.

Assholes.

Once the forms were completed though I seemed lost. My brain was in overdrive but had no outlet. I needed something to do and take my mind off things. I needed someone to talk to someone. Someone to be with me in this tumultuous hour…

So I called the only one I knew who could help. The woman who had held me close. Who, for at least a brief moment in time, loved me. Or so she said.

As I fumbled for my phone I noticed the time before I entered the digits.

"5:37 A.M. She might be up."

The phone began to ring and there was nothing. The world seemed to be slipping from my grasp with every single ring that went unanswered.

When all hope seemed lost there was a click, "Hello?"

The voice on the other end was groggy and distant. She must have slept through my entire exit.

"Miss Bennett?"

"What is it Alex, what's wrong, what happened? Wh-where are you? Did you leave!?!"

There must have been tears in my voice, I couldn't tell anymore, because her voice rose and she seemed to be more alert and vigilant than ever before.

“Something happened,” I began, trembling uncontrollably. "Miss Bennett..."

I fumbled for the words, no matter what they couldn't come… they wouldn't come.

The thought that my parents could be dead froze my voice in my throat, as if speaking the words would make the possibility a reality.

"I’m getting dressed right now. Where are you? Just tell me where you are and I'll be there."

"Morrow Sands Hospital..."

"Just stay there, I’m on my way. Don't worry Alex, I'm coming."

The next ten minutes may have well been ten hours.

Patients, people, staff and paramedics came and went about the lobby until, before long, I was left virtually alone. For whatever reason, in those early morning hours, there was no one left but me and a few nurses, none of which were the same that I had spoken to, quietly working behind their station.

I couldn't move, there was no energy left, not even enough for anger.

When the tall, busty, familiar woman burst through the nearby doors I didn't even realize until she was on me, holding me close, that it was Miss Bennett.

It was the smell of lavender and feel of her breasts pressed into my face that finally kicked my brain into recognition. No words were spoken as I turned and wept into her bosom.

I wasn’t even sure why. Even now. I just kept crying till there was nothing left in me.

Then I cried some more.

When the same doctor, Mason I think, came from down the hallway, I turned and perked up. She was sweaty, tired, and ragged, with blood spattered along the sleeves of her scrubs.

She went to the nurses station first, and when one of them pointed at Miss Bennett and I, all the horrible things I had been imagining became reality.

As she spoke, I couldn’t hear the words.

Thankfully Miss Bennett was there, who answered her questions and was able to hold a conversation. Meanwhile I was frozen in place, not even sure this was all happening.

My teacher asked a question next. Something like, ‘are they alright’ or… I wasn’t sure. Sound and speech and cognitive thought wasn’t registering still. For me at least.

But then the doctor shook her head.

I acknowledged Miss Bennett sulk first.

Then watched as the doctor mouthed the words, “I’m sorry…”

And suddenly the tears returned.

Miss Bennett cupped her hands to my face and pulled me close.

As I saw the scene play out in front of me, the lights shut off and the stage pulled away. And like a play, the doctor, staff, patients and nurses all left the room.

A lone light shined down from overhead, and center stage a woman stepped forward into the beam. She was dressed in an all white gown and had flowing platinum blonde hair that hung past the small of her back. She was the picture of beauty: slender, fair, and angelic. In fact, she almost looked like me if I had been born a girl.

Her voice rang out perfectly clear as she spoke.

"I'm sorry young child, but your parents have passed on. I’m sure you know, but your mother and father loved you very much. You have my deepest regrets in their absence. You will be watched over, little one. Rest now."

She stepped backward out of the light and vanished. Then the light shut off and I was swallowed in darkness. I blinked one, twice, and on the third time Miss Bennett and the real world came back into view, with me cradled me in her arms.

My parents were dead. Nothing could change that.

Bloody hell, I thought. Everything was gone now. Suddenly and forcefully, everything had slipped from my fingers.

In fact, my entire world was gone.


Chapter Eighteen - A Lesson in The Future

October seventeenth… The saddest day in my life.

The funeral, despite being filled with such remembrance, joy and love for my parents, dragged along, dredging up nothing but a pit of darkness in my soul.

Over the next few days I was visited by countless people who knew either my mother or father. I stayed with Miss Bennett for the most part, occasionally going back home to meet relatives or pick up any variety of personal effects. She never left my side throughout, and was a huge help with the funeral arrangements and other mundane things.

I hadn't eaten anything since before the accident. That fateful day when we first made love, in fact. Despite this I wasn't hungry at all. Miss Bennett frequently attempted to get me to eat, but after so many tries she stopped pushing the issue. Food didn’t seem to be the cure, at least to me, and I feared that the pit in my stomach would be there forever now.

After the third day she set me up in her guest bedroom. I brought over nearly all my clothes and toiletries, since I was practically living there anyway. Meanwhile my old house, my parents house, sat empty. There was supposed to be some sort of meeting with some lawyer about their estate, but I couldn’t bring myself to call them back and set one up. I just didn’t care.

Meanwhile, Miss Bennett turned every visitor away, including Samantha. She did convey one message from her though, to take all the time I needed, and that she would be there whenever I called on her.

Dozens of calls and text messages went unanswered as well. When my phone died from not being charged, I just left it be.

Sitting there one day, in my new room, I found a photo album that I had apparently packed with my things. Inside were a variety of family photos, from old vacations, to trips to the city, and even pictures of random funny moments around the house. Every picture, despite the pain and tears it caused, also brought about feelings of joy, as if they were there next to me looking at them with me. Magically, as I looked, I felt better for the first time in days. And when I eventually closed the album, I felt my hunger come back.

Exiting my room, I moved to the mezzanine and was immediately hit with the scent of cinnamon. Warmth emanated from below, along with a comforting glow. It was like my room had become an icebox and the outside world, or at least the rest of the house, was a beautiful summer day.

"Miss Bennett?" I called out.

There was a brief pause. I heard movement from the kitchen, then she appeared below me.

"Yes, Alex? I'm here. Is everything alright?"

"Oh, yeah. Everything’s fine,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “I'm just, uh… kinda hungry.”

“Really?” She perked up, “well that’s great! I’ll whip something up for you!”

“Thanks. I'll be down in a minute. I’m gonna take a shower real quick first."

"Okay sweetie, take your time and I'll start on some food."

As I stepped into the bathroom and took my clothes off, I noticed the wear the last few days had taken on my body. My hair was a mess, matted to my head from being pressed into the mattress constantly. I had lost so much weight that my ribs were now visible. What little muscle I had  underneath the surface of my skin was on display. The water felt relaxing though, nourishing and reenergizing my flesh. There was also something empowering about watching all the dirt and grime wash down the drain, like I was shedding a skin of despair.

When I finished I put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and walked downstairs.

Miss Bennett was prepared with a table full of food, but had a bowl in her hands at the ready.

As I entered the kitchen, we met eyes and she smiled, "Hey sweetie, how are you feeling?"

"Better I suppose. At least I can feel again."

"That's good,” she replied. “Here's some soup. It's chicken noodle. Always a good pick me up."

“Mmm,” I smiled. "Smells delicious.”

She sat it down in front of me and I smiled, not just as the sight of food but the care.

“Hey, Miss Bennett?" I said quietly.

"Yes, Alex?"

"Thank you."

"For what, sweetie?"

"For everything. For taking care of me, for being here for me when I needed someone."

She smiled. "No problem at all. Now, eat up."

The warm chicken soup was not only tasty, but invigorating. It soothed my body and mended my muscles, relaxing me all over.

Miss Bennett sat down next to me with two cups of tea for us, and watched me slowly spoon of life-giving nourishment for a moment.

When I stopped to sip my tea, she put a hand on mine.

"Alex, when you and I were in the hospital, I felt something…” She said. “I felt the need to protect you. To make those tears disappear. And after the evening we shared, I felt closer to you than ever before.”

I blushed. “Me too, Miss Bennett.”

Her eyes darted around the room. She looked nervous all of a sudden. An expression I had never once seen on her.

“I understand that you may have family to stay with, but I hope… that you might consider staying here, with me.”

“Wha-what?!” I shook my head in disbelief.

“It was at that time, at the hospital, that I feared you might be taken away from me. Or that I just may never see you again. You’re an adult now, and you can make your own decisions. But I have made mine. And I’ve decided that I want you here. And that together… perhaps make you the woman you want to be.”

“Wo-woman?” I choked.

Miss Bennett nodded. “Like Samantha, dear.”

There was a beat of finality, then she continued.

“Yes, Alex. I feel like I can tell these things. And I think you’re destined to be a beautiful girl someday.”

I blushed, “l-like you?”

She smiled back at me, “yes, Alex. And I can help you, just like I did Samantha.”

“Even though we've only known each other a short time, I feel like we have a connection.”

Subtle tears welled up in the corner of my beautiful teacher’s eyes.

“Please know that I only want what’s best for you, Alex. And… when you told me that you loved me, I-I… just didn’t know what to say at the time.”

Miss Bennett swallowed, then continued.

“But now I do. And I think I love you too.” Miss Bennett blushed, another emotion I had never seen before. “Do you want to come live with me full time, Alex?"

Her words struck harder than I realized.

The realization that my parents were gone hit me like a brick and I quickly broke down in tears.

The pain hit my stomach and I watched helplessly as my spoon slid into my bowl of soup, unable to intervene.

I saw the guilt and anguish fill Miss Bennett’s eyes as the impact of her words saturated the air. I had to fight the tears to relieve her woes, to stop the tears that threatened the surface of those perfect green eyes.

My breath caught in my throat for a moment even when I tried to answer.

It took some mustering, but I was finally able to manage.

"I… I’d love to, Miss Bennett."

Her smile brightened the room. "Oh sweetie, come here!"

We embraced like long-lost lovers rediscovering one another. She held me close and I felt the warmth of her big, soft breasts against my face as the tears flowed.

Minutes or perhaps even hours passed, wrapped around each other.

The next thing I knew her nipples were pressing into my cheek through the fabric of her silk robe. I knew I shouldn't, but I needed to be taken away from where I was in my mind. I needed the escape of her body against mine, to feel her inside of me once more.

No words were spoken as I pulled her robe aside and cupped the breast closest to my face. Miss Bennett gasped but I went on undeterred, holding and lifting her big soft melon in both hands before lifting it up into my mouth.

She groaned as I sucked, pulled at her top so that her other ample breast could spill forth. No sooner did it flop free was it met with the tender moisture of my mouth. My tongue danced around her nipples as I switched from one to the other, lapping as I squeezed.

The only things that escaped her lips gentle purrs as I suckled on her breasts like a nursing child, hungry for milk.

Eventually, when both my teacher’s juicy nipples were thick and erect, I pulled away, letting a string of saliva connect my lip to the last poignant nub that was in my mouth.

Miss Bennett stood and lifted me as she went, then wrapped a hand around my waist and kissed me hard.

She was so much taller than me I had to crane my neck back, face towards the sky.

Then we walked, entwined, towards her bedroom. Our bedroom now. Every movement was slow and each touch was gentle. Once inside she tore away from my embrace and disrobed, letting her gown crumple to the floor around her feet. Her member stood at full attention as every strip of fabric was shed from her body, and for the first time I saw my new ‘mother’ in a completely new and naked light.

Her skin was flawless and breasts were full and pert, glowing against the orange mid-afternoon sun that shone through the windows. Miss Bennett’s frame was hourglass incarnate, with an incredible height and the curves of a goddess come to Earth; Her virile genitals a constant reminder of the power and dominance she could wield.

As she approached she pulled down my shorts and I stripped my shirt off, revealing the starved frame I now held. I could see, just for a moment, the pain in her eyes from my lack of sustenance. Her hands held my body close as she dropped to her knees. I could feel her mouth trail along my smooth belly and I quivered. She was taking her time, teasing me with little trails of small, tender kisses. Her lips grazed the tip of my now rock hard dick and my whole body jolted awake, like a car started abruptly.

“Mmm…” Miss Bennett swooned, twirling her tongue around my tip. “So yummy. I can’t believe I never had a taste before.”

“Ahh!” I squeaked. “M-Miss Bennett, if you keep licking there I-l’ll-”

“Ssshhh,” she said, lifting a finger to my lips. "Here. Lay down, little one. Let me take care of you."

I did as I was told and laid down atop the soft sheets. She climbed on top and I felt the warm, moist feel of her mouth enclosing over my dick. Unlike Samantha, Miss Bennett was a pro, easily swallowing my entire length in one hungry swoop. She held herself down for nearly a whole minute, twirling her tongue around my base and sucking my turgid cock like a space vortex. I could feel her throat swallow and pull at me inside of her like some sort of human vacuum.

The sensation was utterly and impossibly unreal.

"Miss Bennett, aaahhh please!” I wailed, clamoring under her ministrations. “I'm gonna cum!"

She didn't stop, she just sucked harder and I felt a tidal wave rush over me. Out of me to be more matter-of-fact.

A second later and my nubile little body was wracked with the crashing explosion of an orgasm.

Miss Bennett sucked everything out of me, like a demon tearing a soul from its host. Her mouth and tongue and throat were carnal magic, and I was in-fucking-love.

After a few short moments I collapsed, positively drained.

As the last drops were sucked out of me I spasmed, hyper sensitive in my post orgasmic bliss.

Miss Bennett finished slowly, cleaning my cock to perfection before climbing onto the bed knees first. She maneuvered above me, dragging her hot, heavy cock up my stomach, then chest, before kneeling over my face.

"Open up sweetie, momma's got a nice meal for you.”

I laid there, in awe, staring up at her cock. She was stroking her cock close to my mouth and every second seemed to slow down as I saw her member pulse and grow in front of me. Instinctually, I opened my mouth and threw my tongue down to my chin.

“Thaaat’s it. Open wide, baby."

Not a second later and she dropped, gently pushing the swollen tip inside my hot, waiting gullet.

“Mmrrpphh!” I wrapped my lips around her and groaned.

Miss Bennett sank deeper but I was ready, opening my throat for her girthy length.

She moaned as she hit my first wall, mostly due to the angle, but then began a slow and determined downward thrust, fucking my mouth with a steady tandem.

Fuck she was so hot… Towering over me, breasts and ballsack swaying ever-so-slightly from her rhythm… She had fucked my mouth a dozen times before but now, lying there, almost helpless, as this beautiful amazon repeatedly buried her pipe in me, I was on a whole other level!

A short time later Miss Bennett growled. She reached down, clutching my skull, and bottomed out in my throat, letting loose a torrent of cum deep inside. Shot after shot of thick creamy sperm ejected into my esophagus. And I swallowed all that she gave me like a good little whore.

When she pulled out of my throat she dropped down to kiss me on the forehead.

I smiled up at her as she lowered further, wiping a thin spindle of cum from the corner of my lips before kissing me hard and deep.

“Such a good girl, Alex,” she said.

I beamed.

She then pulled the covers over our naked bodies and nestled against me, always the big spoon.

"Rest now sweetheart, we have a big day tomorrow, but for now you rest. I’ll take care of everything from now on."

Miss Bennett kissed the back of my neck and we both drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Nineteen - A Lesson in Relationships

Contrary to the days before, I remembered every detail of the days that followed.

We decided that anytime I was ‘Alexis’ and out in public, we would refer to me as her niece. Similar to her ruse with Samantha years prior. It felt strange to call Miss Bennett ‘aunt’ sometimes, but I told myself it was just for show. Just like Samantha, who was never my real girlfriend, she wasn’t my real aunt.

But to strangers or the outside world, that was our story.

Simply standing there on the corner, waiting for the bus on my first day back to school, I couldn't have felt more different. Despite not having my car, since I had not had the energy to go pick it up and drive it back to Miss Bennett’s house, waiting for the bus seemed even more bizarre. Afterall, I had been driving myself to school for months, but now I was cast back into the rabble like some common peasant.

The funeral played in my mind again and again, with every minute detail filling nearly every space of my psyche, mostly because of all the students that had attended. Yet despite the pain there were simply no tears to be shed anymore and now, I was about to face the gnawing, crippling fear of reintegrating into the student body as if everything was normal.

Deep down and somewhere however, I knew that my mind had snapped. I had shut down during the funeral to prevent further pain and suffering, but now I was going to be confronted with the truth. No matter my conflicting feelings towards me sexuality, or Miss Bennett and I’s relationship, I was now being forced to re-enter the normal world and live out my previous life.

My life as a boy.

“Whelp, here we go.” I grumbled as I saw the school bus rounding the corner. "This’ll be fun…"

The yellow coach rolled to a stop at the curb and I held my head low. Then on we went to the brief but frequently stilted journey to my social fate.

There was virtually no way I could face anyone at my school, let alone the teens who knew what had all transpired along the route.

For a moment I regretted deciding to come back to school so soon.

Miss Bennett had insisted though, stating that I needed to get back into society and learn to overcome my fears.

Allegedly, she had talked to the staff and they knew to let me be, and assured me that she would always be available if I needed to get away.

I wasn't confident if all this comforted me, knowing that every teacher felt so much pity for me that I could leave whenever I wanted and not get in trouble, but hell, it was also a free pass to bail whenever I felt like it.

So sitting there, feeling the bumpy ride of the bus, I wasn't sure if I was comfortable with them treating me like a wounded puppy.

When I arrived at school, not much was different than any other day. No one so much as looked my way as I entered. I had no friends to speak of so I guess it should not have been a surprise, but in my head I just imagined it would be different somehow. 

Finding my locker, I exchanged the books I needed for the morning classes, but as I rummaged, a familiar voice called out from down the hall.

"Alex? Is that you?!"

It was from the person I was most scared to face. I should have known better that it would be impossible to avoid her. Samantha Edwards was my so-called girlfriend, but for some reason she was the last person I wanted near me. In fact, taking the goddamn bus was just one attempt to avoid her.

I turned slowly and she rushed up from behind me with far too much bounce that I was ready for.

"Alex, oh my gawd. Hey! How’s it going?” Samantha said, clutching her books to her chest. “Becca told me what happened, but she wouldn't let me see you."

“Becca?” I huffed, suddenly struggling with the notion that they were still on a first name basis. "I… really don't know what I am right now, but I'm not okay, no."

But she insisted, leaning closer.

"Do you wanna talk about it?"

I sighed, more annoyed than anything else.

“Samantha, my parents are dead.”

All of a sudden, the entire hall went quiet.

But that didn’t stop me.

“I haven't felt like myself. Or, since I met you. I dunno. I'm lost and nothing seems normal to me anymore, ya know? I think I… I think I just need some time to get my head straight."

Her eyes widened and lips trembled.

"Are you… breaking up with me?"

Her words were pained. And for a brief moment I wondered if it was because she truly cared about me, or if she was merely putting up a front since half the school was all around us.

I looked around, forcing most students to turn back away and continue ignoring us.

"Of course not. I just need time. Please Samantha, don't be upset. I'm not doing anything right now except finding myself. I just need some time to find ground again."

After a few sniffles later she composed herself.

"I can understand that, Alex. Just don't forget about me, kay?”

I nodded and smiled. “Of course.”

Samantha began to turn but stopped. “Oh, and Janice Collins is having her annual Halloween party next weekend if you wanna go."

Party? I thought to myself. Why would anyone suggest such a thing?

"That is, if you’re ready and everything. I still need a date, and it would be great if my boyfriend could go with me, ya know?"

She gave me a little wink and a smile.

“Okay, Samantha.” I replied happily, “I’ll think about it.’

Janice Collins was one of the snooty girls on the cheerleading squad. She was, like Samantha, rich, spoiled and exceedingly attractive, but none of that helped her personality. She was the kind of person that always got what they wanted, so it wasn’t any surprise her parents let her throw lavish parties. I would learn later that apparently, when her parents leave on their yearly cruise, they let her throw a big bash at their place with no questions asked.

"Er-” I stumbled. “I’ll try."

"Well it is Halloween, and costumes do wonders at hiding yourself. You can be anyone or anything that you want. That’s the beauty of it. You don't have to, just let me know if you wanna go together, okay?"

A costume party… I thought to myself. Interesting…

"Yeah…” I replied, a little bit more intrigued than before. With the gears in my head turning I smiled and said, “Thanks, Samantha. You're the best."

She giggled and smiled, making a cute little face. "I know."

Spinning on her heels and sending her cheerleader skirt twirling, Samantha skipped off down the hallway, vanishing into the crowd.

The rest of the school day was a quiet affair. Hardly anyone said anything to me, and I was given leeway on any homework. Each and every one of my teachers took me aside after class, expressed their sympathies, and gave me a free pass on any assignment I felt too overwhelmed by. I would have been excited if not for the whole dead parents thing.

Miss Bennett was more radiant than ever, wearing a tight white pencil skirt with black pinstripes with a matching suit jacket that cut off at her navel. Her undershirt was a tight black dress shirt that was accented by the whitest of silk ties. She wore another pair of three inch heels with shiny white leather on top and black on bottom.

It felt a bit strange, not sucking her cock or getting fingered after class, but now that we were living together I suppose it didn’t matter. Besides, she had already decided, adamantly and concretely, that we were not to fraternize at school anymore.

When I arrived home, Miss Bennett was still waiting, dressed in what she wore to school. Now that the day was finished her golden blonde hair had been let down to drape her shoulders, further accenting the ensemble she had on.

"How was your first day back, Alex?" She asked as I walked in.

"It wasn't bad,” I began, closing the door behind me. “Coach acted like nothing happened and that helped. Everyone saying they were sorry got a little frustrating, but other than that I had some time to think about things."

"Anything on your mind?"

"Samantha invited me to a Halloween party."

"Uh huh,” Miss Bennett chuffed, sounding a little concerned. “And do you want to go to this party? Are you sure you're ready for that?"

I smiled to put her at ease. “Yeah, I think I am ready. And the fact that it’s a costume party gave me an idea. But I’ll need your help with my costume."

"Oh? Do tell."

I let a brief pause linger, then said.

"You. I wanna go as you Miss Bennett."

She did a double take.

"You…” She swallowed hard, looking at me. Through me. “You're… not just talking about for Halloween are you?"

I shook my head. "No. I've had a lot of time to think about what I want ever since the accident, I've never been more lost in my life. I only feel like myself when I’m with you. And Samantha. But suddenly, when she mentioned the party… Everything just seemed clear. I know that you and Samantha grew up knowing what you wanted to be from the moment you were born, and I think I might as well have been re-born when you stepped into my life. I don't feel like me anymore. What I was before was lost with them. I wanna be like you. I wanna be a girl. Will you help me?"

Miss Bennett beamed, stood, and hugged me tight.

"Of course, sweetie. But…” She pulled us apart and held me at arms reach. “There are some things you need to know first.”

I nodded.

“Transitioning is a long and full-time journey.” Miss Bennett began. “I won’t lie to you, Alex. If you go all the way, it won't be easy. In fact it may be the most emotional and physical journey you may ever face. Some of the hardest times may lie ahead. You won’t just be changing, you’ll be becoming someone entirely new.”

I swallowed hard.

“You will no longer be Alexander Hanson. You will be a new person. So, if you’re okay with that I will be more than happy to help."

"Yes, Miss Bennett.” I said with full confidence.

She smiled again. “Very good, Alex.”

“No no, I blushed. “Call me Alexis Bennett."

Miss Bennett smiled back, dotingly, "My darling, Alexis."


Chapter Twenty - A Lesson in Womanhood

"Go upstairs and find my red bag under the sink. Inside you’ll find some hair removing cream. Apply it all over your arms, legs… everywhere. Let it sit for about ten minutes and then rinse it all off in the shower. Be sure and use the moisturizer I showed you.”

“Yes, Miss Bennett.” I said, nodding.

“Afterwards, we’ll get my razor and shaving cream and shave any remaining hairs we can find.”

I scampered off mid-sentence, but she called out to me as I bounded up the stairs.

“Go slow and take your time! I’ll run to the store for a few things!”

“Okay!” I called back.

“I'll be back in about an hour. If you finish early and you’re feeling up to it, you can practice shaving your legs."

I was still taken back by the warmth that filled me when I stepped through the rooms of her home. As I found my way to her bedroom and then bathroom, I started a search through the various drawers. Her cabinets were filled with feminine accessories and I felt a tingle run through me at trying my hand at any of them.

Just as she said, a red bag behind a portable mirror contained the gel and some shaving utensils. The razors were small and elegant, curved and smooth, vastly different from the hard straight edge of any ‘manly’ razors I had come across before.

Stripping, I lathered my lithe body in the gel. Whilst cold at first, it quickly warmed, almost giving off a burning sensation, but I took it as normal.

Precisely ten minutes later and I stepped into the shower, feeling a twinge of fear for the upcoming change. The gel slid over and off my skin with another warm tingle, and my heart began to race with each passing second. I looked down as the water rinsed off the last, wispy vestiges of sparse body hair, sending them tumbling down the drain. Little did I know that, as I watched, noticing how my hips were more pronounced from the weight loss, that those hairs would be like my manhood, spiraling down into oblivion. Or perhaps that had all started weeks ago… Months ago… After meeting Miss Bennett maybe? Or perhaps even further along than that. Years perhaps? Adolescence? Childhood? How long did I feel this way exactly? Trapped… Lost… Not myself…

I did not know. I only knew that despite the tickling fear of the unknown… I wanted this.

As the magnificent shower cleansed me I could feel the change to my now super-smooth flesh. There wasn't much hair to begin with, but the new feeling of completely smooth skin filled me with a rush of excitement.

Next it was time to wash and lather my skin. This time, the lotions and creams felt even more invigorating. As I rubbed over my body I could feel my newly smooth skin and I couldn't help but to feel myself up more and more. My nipples felt like lightning rods, and each time I just barely brushed or touched them, they shocked my system, making my penis twitch each time. As I reached my backside I instinctively slipped a slick, soapy finger in my asshole and tried not to moan despite being alone. The intruder brought me to full-on erection instantly, and when my other hand cupped then pinched a nipple, I nearly came right then and there.

I pushed deeper with my single, middle digit, trying vainly to reach the special spot within that always made me scream in ecstasy. But it was impossible. Miss Bennett’s finger was longer than mine and ten times more skilled, or perhaps she just knew my depths too well. The thought of her brought me back to reality and yearned for her touch.

My God, I thought suddenly, if just her finger could deliver so much pleasure, imagine the adventures we will have.

Unable to cum and a bit frustrated because of it, I finished my wash post-haste.

Stepping out, I wrapped myself in a towel and began to peruse the feminine razors. Not wanting to stray too far from the task set for me, I grabbed the can of shaving cream, lavender scented, and spread the sweet smelling foam over my legs. I never really grew that much facial hair, but from the times I did shave (which were for practice) I knew to go with the grain and use slow strokes, taking my time throughout. As I pressed the blades against my skin and went down the length of my limb, it felt as though my leg was even smoother with each passing stroke. The motion was methodical and relaxing. I was filled with a sense of calm and pleasantly reassured myself, with each new stroke, that I had made the right choice.

"I remember making that same face the first time my parents let me shave.” A voice called out.

I nearly fell off the rim of the tub.

Spinning, I saw Miss Bennett leaning on the doorframe.

“You scared me!” I chirped, catching my breath.

She snickered. “Sorry.”

Stepping closer, I noticed she was holding several bags, themselves emblazoned with a variety of name-brands.

“You truly enjoy this, don't you sweetie?" Miss Bennett asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “It just feels right."

"So I see. Well, you look fantastic. You'll make a beautiful woman someday. Are you still ready to go through with this?"

"Mmmhmm,” I nodded. “I'm ready to be a woman… like you."

"Okay, dear. But I feel like I should say it all again.” Miss Bennett began, inching further into the bathroom and shedding her shoes. “Transitioning is a long and difficult road. You’ll have to be patient before you can come out completely.”

“I know, Miss Bennett. I understand.”

“Glad to hear it. The good news is that your frame is perfect and your face is very feminine to begin with. Maybe next year you can enroll in college as a girl?"

"I’d like that.” I said, finishing the last line of shaving cream off my legs. “So, what did you have to go get?"

"Oh, these?” She smiled seductively, opening one of the shopping bags. “Just a few things… Clothes, some make-up..."

“Ooohhh, for me?” I asked, batting my eyelashes.

We shared a giggle and Miss Bennett began placing the items from the bag onto the countertop.

"If you’re all done here, my love. Perhaps we can try on some panties? See which ones fit and look best."

"Oh boy! Yeah! How exciting!"

“Then maybe…” Miss Bennett said with a bite to her lip. “Some fun.”

“Fun?” I asked coyly, spreading my legs to reveal my still rock-hard erection.

"I’m already hard as…” Her words trailed off when her eyes locked onto my nude groin. “And… My, my… and by the looks of it, so are you. When you’re all dressed up, I doubt I’ll be able to control myself for long."

It was true, as we spoke I could see the front of her skirt start to bulge in front of me. The sight of her tent sent a tingle through my system and my own member came to life. The embarrassing rise to attention didn't go unnoticed much to my own dismay.

"I'm sorry, Miss Bennett. I can't help it, you're just so pretty."

"It's okay, sweetie, let me take care of you. We don't need this…” She pointed her nose towards my little pink cock, “to pop back up when you are trying on your new panties."

Then she proceeded to continue her disrobing, stripping off her suit jacket and tie. As she unbuttoned her blouse, the sight of her cleavage aroused me even further. Miss Bennett’s perfect, alabaster breasts, waiting to be released from the lacy bra underneath, heaved and strained, ballooning off her chest so intensely that I thought they might burst. So huge, I realized, atop such a slender, athletic frame that they seemed truly unnatural in the best of ways.

"Do you like your teacher’s big tits, Alexis?"

I bit my lip, "uh huh."

"Then come fuck them."

It wasn't a request. It was a command.

Then, almost in slow-motion, she went to her knees between my legs.

Unfastening her bra and revealing her bountiful tits, Miss Bennett tossed it to the side, then squeezed her giant breasts together, kneading them for invitation. After a quick smile, she opened her mouth, letting a long, thick deluge of saliva drip off her lower lip into her fleshy valley of cleavage. Her massaging and mangling sent the spit all over her chest, quickly making both her tits sheen and slick.

A second later and she had me by both buttcheeks, and my busty teacher yanked me forward into her slippery chest.

I groaned in trepidation at receiving my very first titty-fucking. And what a momentous set of breasts it was to have. Miss Bennett cupped and cinched my erection between them, squeezing hard and pushing them together to create a perfect funnel of flesh.

"That's it baby girl,” she said. “Fuck my big tits. Fuck them harder, pump that cock."

“Ooohhh gawd!” I bellowed. "Your tits feel so good, mommy."

I wailed, tongue flapping, humping in abandon into the pristine cleft.

"Yes! Yes, Alexis! Oh my, you're such a big girl. You're getting me all nice and hard. But if you don’t cum I won’t fuck your cute little ass later!"

Before long, I was thrusting as fast as my hips would let me.

Miss Bennett kept up with me the entire time, keeping my dick wrapped inside her fleshy bosom and pushing her massive tits together like a fucking vice. The feeling was beyond-sensational as I pumped in tune with her bouncing, fucking upward in tandem when she repeatedly squashed her tits down onto my thighs.

PLAP-PLAP-PLAP!

As you might imagine, my balls were quickly trembling.

"M-M-Mommy!” I cried. “I'm guh-guh-gonna cum!"

Before the words could escape my lips, she clamped me tighter into her chest, pinning my surging erection between her massive jugs. I exploded inside her chesty, fleshy chasm, cumming so hard my sperm burst skyward like a geyser.

Miss Bennett opened her mouth as my seed came gushing forth, sticking her tongue out to catch what she could.

I moaned aloud, shivering and spasming like an effeminate whore. I could feel my hot cum soaking my erection, and groaned as Miss Bennett slowly released my boyhood from her tits only to run her tongue from the bottom of my shaft, to the hyper-sensitive top.

My own tongue fell out of my mouth. “Gah! Ahhh!”

Then her lips clamped down around my tip, before sliding all the way down and taking the entirety of my length into her mouth. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me with each pulse of cum jettisoned, subsequently swallowed by my beautiful, busty teacher.

My head was spinning. Time itself seemed to falter. I collapsed back,falling off the lip of the tub and crashing my butt hard against the tile, breathless beyond belief.

Good thing I had such a big, plushy butt or else it may have hurt.

I was so overwhelmed I almost didn’t see Miss Bennett stand.

She smiled down at me, licking her fingers, cleavage still a mess of spit and semen.

"Thank you for the little treat, Alexis. It was delicious, baby girl."

"Mish-Mish Benn-” I huffed, out of breath. “Th-th-that was amazing."

She giggled, then moved to the shower.

As she bathed, Miss Bennett instructed me to dry off and apply a new lotion over my entire body. This was, as I would soon find, the new routine. This particular cream was a moisturizing blend that made my skin tingle and glow. It was quite exhilarating. Not only would it keep my skin soft but also promote a feminine smell.

"We’ll have to get you started on hormone therapy.” Miss Bennett said from the shower. “We can make an appointment with my doctor, he’s fantastic. After that you'll need to take additional vitamins for your skin, hair, and nails. Your hair is already a great length, but I think you should continue to grow it out and when the school year is done we will cut it and style it how we can. You can also experiment with wigs if you’re interested. For your body and facial hair, we'll start you on electrolysis and laser treatments in unison to stop your hair growth and you won't have to shave anymore. Then, to shape your already feminine body even more, we’ll start doing workouts together at the gym. I know a great place downtown."

"Wow, that's a whole lot of stuff. Do you think I would ever need surgery?"

"Only if you want to, dear. But I don't believe so. You have a light, feminine face already. Your hips are wide and your shoulders are slender. The hormones will soften up your features even moreso, and after you see those results you can decide if you want to go further. Oh, you are going to look fabulous, Alexis!"

"I can’t wait."

"Then the final thing is your voice. The hormones will soften it a bit, but you should practice on sounding more girly. If you’d like, I can pay for speech therapy. Alternatively, there is a surgical procedure called CTA. It will give you a more high-pitched or feminine-sounding voice, and from what I've seen it works wonderfully."

"Okay, Miss Bennett. Just tell me what I need to do and when I need to do it and I'll be there."

After she finished her shower, Miss Bennett wrapped me in a towel, showing me how to wear it like a woman would, then she led me out into the bedroom.

There, I quickly found, was the fruit of her trip. Rows and rows of clothes awaited, from bras to panties to skirts, all spread out on the bed like some lewd flea market. It looked like a yard sale of girly lingerie, with garments literally stacked on top of one another.

“Those orders I put in finally came, but I wanted to buy a few extra just to make sure we had all our bases covered.” Miss Bennett told me with a wink.

“Wow!” I gasped. “Are these all for me?”

She nodded, moving to a dresser. Opening it, I saw that it was empty.

Bewilderment caught me quickly, but Miss Bennett was ready with an answer.

“I cleared out this drawer for you, dear. It’s all yours. For all your new things. We’ll have to get you something larger later, for more, but this should do for now.”

Giddy with glee, I scurried to the bed, eager and ready to try on my first new outfit. True I still had the duffel bag full of Samantha’s hand me downs, but this was different, these were all mine! Fresh and new and purchased just for me!

“So, which ones would you like to try on first?”

I got closer, awestruck. Everything looked just so amazing. I wasn’t sure if I could decide.

"Here, Alexis, try this.” Miss Bennett said, plucking a pair of small black panties with a little heart on the hip. “We need to figure out which cut looks best on you."

They slid on easily enough and I loved the silky feel against my smooth legs. When I hiked them up around my waist I felt my boy parts bunch up at their front, but the fabric was soft, and hugged me firmly yet gently in place.

"Those are bikini cut panties."

“Bikini-cut. Okay.” I affirmed.

Miss Bennett sat on a corner of the bed and pulled me over to her, making adjustments to the panties, making sure they were snug. I couldn't help but to make tiny little moans as her soft hands ran over my skin. She situated them until she was satisfied, giving my ass a little squeeze when she was finished.

"See this bulge?” She said, cupping my coin purse gently with one hand. “If you want people thinking you’re a girl you’ll need to practice tucking yourself. I don’t bother much with it anymore unless I need to, but it’s up to you. The way I was taught was to take your hand, here.”

Miss Bennett took my hand, folding my fingers together, then slid them down my pelvis, down and into the front of my panties.

“Now spread your legs a bit,” she continued, watching me comply. “And then gently push your lovely little bits down. There. Gently now.”

Her hand moved with mine, tucking my ‘bits’ between my legs.

“Now when you're all tucked in, close your legs again.”

Genitals stuffed below me, I clamped my thighs together, then felt Miss Bennett guide my hand back out from my loins.

“There,” she said. “How’s that?”

I grimaced. “Feels weird.”

“I thought you might not have that problem with your size, but those panties are nice and tight so everything should stay in place. If not, you may have to experiment around with different techniques."

All tucked in though I turned to a mirror in the hallway and gasped. I had to admit that it looked pretty convincing.

"It feels alright, it's a little hard to walk with my legs close together, but I think I can get used to this. Can I try on another pair of panties?"

"Aren't you the eager one? Of course! I have hipsters and boyshorts, and there’s also some tanga and thongs."

She pointed to each as she named them off, and my brain went into catalog mode trying to remember all the different types. Furthermore, my mouth flooded with saliva at the glamorous sight.

"Which… which one do you like, Miss Bennett?"

"These,” she said quickly, snatching up the next pair. “They’re lace boyshorts. I think, other than thongs, you’re gonna love boyshorts. They really make your booty pop. Feel the lace?."

I did and couldn’t help myself from uttering, "Ooohhh wow."

As I slipped out of the bikini bottoms I bent over, inadvertently thrusting my freshly cleaned ass into Miss Bennett’s face. I could hear her breath catch as her cheek brushed against my derriere. And when I reached for the boyshorts she stayed knelt down, mere inches from my exposed flank. Letting my plump rear linger, with the undies entwined in my thumbs, I felt Miss Bennett’s big, soft hands grasp my squishy buttcheeks and pull them apart.

It was an action brewed from Heaven itself.

The air on my hole made me giggle.

But her tongue made me moan.

Once those boundaries broke, Miss Bennett was licking at my little exit with a carnal fervor, spreading me wide and tonguing me deep. My still-tucked penis immediately began dripping profusely, leaking down my legs whilst still trapped behind my thighs.

Miss Bennett hummed and thrummed inside of me, sending shivers up my spine. Her mouth was firmly planted around my ring, while her tongue twirled and coiled inside my anus like a hot, wet braid.

"So tight,” she huffed between her eating. “But you open right up for me, you little slut. You’ve been playing with yourself when I’m not around haven’t you?"

As she spoke, Miss Bennett used her thumbs to spread me open further, probing my anus from both sides as her tongue continued lapping at my wanting hole. Eventually she pulled her face from between my fat buns, leaving my slick boypussy with a hot, wet ‘MLEH’.

Strings of saliva dripped from me to her chin, but no sooner did she pull away, did a long, middle finger replace her tongue, sinking into my slippery butthole with ease. Knuckle deep, she twirled it around, twisting as if she was opening a bottle of wine. I was fighting back moans as she pushed a second finger into me, and I could feel my legs shaking like trees in a maelstrom.

That was until that second digit hilted into me.

I couldn't hold back anymore and moaned out loud - a high pitched, effeminate moan that put award-winning pornstars to shame.

"Thaaat's my little slut, let it out.” My teacher said in a low, husk. “Let mommy know how much of a whore her little girl is."

I soon lost myself in my own little world of euphoria as she fingered away at my hole, but was soon snapped back to reality when I felt her hands pull me down to her lap, and was swiftly met with the massive head of her cock.

My eyes shot open and I cried out, “AIYE!”

"Fuuuck that’s right, slut!” Miss Bennett growled. “Sit on mommy's cock. I know how much you want it inside of you."

My hands moved to brace myself but she snatched either wrist and pulled, lowering my tiny body onto her monstrous member.

Despite having been fucked by her before, her size was still astonishing. It was like willingly lowering yourself onto a baseball bat! Even as I tried to fight it I couldn't help wincing in pain as the piece of throbbing flesh pierced my bowels.

"You're almost there, sweetie. Almost got it all. Just keep going and then mommy will take real good care of you."

When my hisses of pain broke through I felt her tender thighs on my hips and she purred with a soothing coo. I could feel the thickest part of her cock approaching and knew that this was the most painful moment.

“Ahhh,” I huffed. "Mommy, please, I… I can't do it without your help."

And boy, did Miss Bennett know just how to help.

With a haughty smirk, she flexed her steely cock and pulled down on either wrist, simultaneously thrusting up until the juicy wet head swept across my special place, turning the swift and painful thrust into divine euphoria.

“GAH-AH!” My dick leapt, spurting a rope of cum out onto the floor.

"Mmm, there you go sweetie, now let's bring your feet up."

I brought my feet to either of Miss Bennett’s knees, squatting over her, with her mammoth cock still lodged inside my rectum.

She supported me, wrapping her hands around my waist and making sure I was firmly planted on her lap. Then, slowly and steadily, began thrusting up into me. She moved forcefully and rhythmically in and out of my pilfered hole, lifting my tiny little body up and down onto her hot prick.

What followed was a series of powerful thrusts; slow, deliberate, sawing grinds and I felt the same building pressure build as my erection rose without a single touch. As every inch ground its way into me, my moans became louder and more feminine. I knew it wouldn't be long…

"M-Momma, fuck me! Fuck me like the little slut I am."

Granting my wish, I felt my legs being pulled into the air. Miss Bennett had slid her hands under the pits of my knees, lifting me and forcing the remaining girthy inches into me via gravity. Her cock slammed my sweet spot and I felt the dam break.

“AIYE!” With another feminine squeal I came hard.

The first shot arched high into the air and splattered down on my chest, the second rocketed out with even more force, struck its apex, then hit me on the cheek. The following shots weren't as powerful, but the immense feeling of cumming without a single touch to my dick was surreal.

Thankfully, Miss Bennett was far from being done, and continued the abuse of my hungry, aching butthole, up-thrusting like a piston on overdrive. She lift and held me effortlessly, using my body like her own personal fuck doll.

In those moments, mere seconds that felt like hours, Miss Bennett was no longer the kind, sweet, motherly woman who was there to console and guide me into woman. No, she was now a hungry beast wrapped up in fucking the hot, tight ass of her young, teenaged lover.

"You dirty little slut! Cumming on my cock like a little tramp.” Miss Bennett huffed, picking up her pace, lifting and slamming me down on her length. “You like when I use your hole like this?  When I fuck the cum right out of you? When I abuse your ass with my big cock like this?”

I tried to answer. I truly did. But all that came out was groveling wails.

“Answer me, slut!"

"Y-Yes, M-Mistress!” I mustered, words jilted from her fucking and mind melting from her cock. “I l-love it when you f-fuck me like the little whore I am!"

"Good. Now lay down slut, on your stomach. I'm gonna pound your little ass into the ground."

I did as I was told and fell forward.

As I laid down, I felt how much I loved being her little slut, quite exquisitely, as my newly renewed erection ground into the carpet.

Without hesitation I felt Miss Bennett on top of me, her entire length sawing in and out of my pulsating colon in a pounding fervor. Her fat balls slapped against me hard with each powerful downswing she mustered, sending lewd and wet slapping sounds reverberating against the walls. She was thrusting so hard that with each aggressive rutting, an effeminate, whiny grunt was forced from my lungs with each thrust.

Then, with another trembling lightning bolt through my spine, and with a girly howl, my dick erupted, splattering slime between my belly and the carpet. Somehow, and once more, without a single touch, I came, and I knew I would catch hell for making a mess.

"You little slut!” Miss Bennett gruffed. “How dare you cum all over my carpet like that. Come here!"

My beastly teacher reached down and grabbed both my wrists. I could feel her grip tighten as she yanked my arms back and pulled, fucking me hard while using my limbs as leverage. I felt like a skewered pig, decimated over and over again while she maintained her thrusts.

PLAP-PLAP-PLAP!

Our hips connected again and again. She was pile-driving into me like a construction worker on a jackhammer!

"Lick up that fucking mess you made!” She growled. “Clean it all you whore!”

I didn't hesitate, I knew what she wanted of me and I was there to please. And with her yanking back on my arms I was at the perfect level of my fresh cum puddle. So, with my torso hovering off the ground anyway, I leaned down, rubbing my face and tongue against my hot mess.

“Yyyeeesss!” Miss Bennett hissed, still fucking me mercilessly. “Thaaat's a good little slut… doing what she's told."

I clenched her member hard, feeling every vein as her magnificent cock violently bored its way in and out of me. I tried to tighten my ass on each thrust but it was no use. I was too impaired by lust and my hole was too broken. I was nothing more than a wet shute for her to pummel. It wasn't long before I knew she would cum.

"You want your mommy's cum that bad? Hmm?”

I groaned an affirmation, attempting to throw myself back onto her mighty spear.

She noticed.

“My, my… Aren’t you just a little cock slut?”

“Uh huh,” I muttered, throwing my ass back against Miss Bennett’s hot fuckpole. “Yyyeeaaassshhh!”

“Aren’t you a certified little whore? Well you want it so bad, here! Come and get it!”

She released my wrists, sending my limp little body crashing back into the wet floor.

I mewled in wrecked, whorish abandon, unhappy and withering now that my teacher’s glorious cock wasn’t pistoning in and out of my asshole.

Instead, she just held it there, lodged inside me, but still and throbbing.

And so I did what was expected of me… What I wanted… What I craved… I threw my fat, bubbly ass back onto Miss Bennett’s hot, teaming cock, making lewd, wet, slapping noises as my cheeks smacked against her thighs.

“Mmm…” She purred. “Good girl. Such a good girl.”

I kept at it for God knows how long. Even when my muscles burned and my mind was blank, I knew it was my job to finish her.

The next thing I knew, she howled, “Oh fuck! I'm cumming!"

I felt her pull out of me with a fast pop, and Miss Bennett’s glorious cock began spraying semen into the air like a geyser, across my back and in my hair and all over my fucking ass.

Overflowing with euphoria, I felt it hit the back of my head… then my shoulders… then my back… and finally the twin, bubbly orbs of my buttocks. I was being painted in her seed, and I couldn’t have been more elated. It was as if some sort of mission I never thought to realize, or if predestined from God, was being completed. The deed was finally accomplished.

What didn’t hit me, struck the carpet, adding to my own sticky mirth.

“Fu-fu-fuck, Alex!” Miss Bennett huffed, completely drained. "Lick… Lick it up, you little slut!"

I did as I was told and I went to work feverishly finding every drop, cleaning it from the carpet. Cotton and hairs and who knows what else got caught up in my lapping, but I didn’t care.

She could produce so much and I felt like I would be licking the floor forever.

As we simultaneously finished, Miss Bennett collapsed back onto the floor and I crumbled before her, bow-legged and hole blown.

"Th-th-thank you, Mi-mi-miss Benn….ett..."

I relaxed and all but melted, content with the pulsing throb coming from my abused hole.

“Now then,” she said, petting me. "Let's get ready for the party."


Chapter Twenty-One: A Lesson in Identity

Knock, knock.

Prancing to Miss Bennett’s front door, I answered eagerly.

Samantha stood on the stoop, dressed in a slutty nurse outfit. Her auburn hair now dyed light, strawberry blonde with a little nurse’s hat clipped to the front. Her white and pink outfit was made entirely of latex, and she was wearing white fishnet stockings with tall white heels. Her small breasts were barely covered and I could almost see the edge of her areolas. The skirt was riding dangerously high and no doubt did not cover her entire ass, but I couldn’t tell from the front.

“Hi,” I said with a smile.

"Um, hello.” Samantha replied, viably confused. “Is… Alex here?"

I nodded. “Uh huh! Are you ready for the party?"

Samantha looked behind me, the look of bewilderment growing.

"Uh, yeah?” She said with a look. “Who’re you?"

Miss Bennett was a miracle worker. In just three days, she had made me into someone completely unrecognizable. I was now a woman, or at least woman enough to fool even Samantha Edwards.

For my outing to the party she insisted that no one would understand me going as ‘Miss Bennett’ and so she suggested that I just go as a sexy librarian instead, a look she unequivocally stole every day.

Beginning with one of those stereotypical buns held together with a pencil, Miss Bennett sat me down in front of her vanity and showed me how to apply my makeup for the first time. Though, for the ‘costume’s sake’, we did admittedly apply it pretty heavily. My lips were shined with deep red and glossy lipstick while my eyes were dark and seductive with heavy liner, mascara, and shadow. I was also wearing a pair of thick black-framed glasses which gave me a nerdy yet uber-sexy look.

I picked out a lacy black bra to give the impression of small, A-cup breasts which showed proudly in a tight, frilled blouse and half suit jacket. The jacket stopped right above my ribs, was wide shouldered, and pinched at the bottom button, making the appearance of a true hourglass figure. Below that was a tight pencil skirt which came right above the knee, with a slit that led past my upper thigh, allowing a view of the black mesh pantyhose underneath. I wore a pair of simple two-inch black heels and planned on holding a few freshly taken out library books to finish the entire look off. I was a picture of pure, seductive beauty and I could see it in Samantha's eyes as she eyed me up and down on the front porch.

"I'm your date, silly.” I giggled as girly as possible. “Don't you recognize me?"

"My… date?" Samantha said, cocking her head to one side.

"It's me. Alexis. You invited me to the Halloween party, remember?"

After a swift beat, her face slowly drew back in wonder. Her pretty lips spread in surprise as the realization of just who really was standing in front of her became clear.

"No fucking way! Alex!? Is that you? Holy shit Alex, what is this? You look amazing, oh my Gawd!"

"Thanks! And I know right? Miss Bennett helped me. Oh, and it's not Alex tonight. Tonight I’m Alexis Bennett, sexy librarian."

"Damn right you are! Wow, you look so great!"

I giggled, "Well if the party sucks I just might need a nice big shot of medicine, Nurse Samantha."

"Oh, don't you worry babe,” Samantha laughed. “No matter how this night goes, your prescription is getting filled.”

We both shared a long bout of laughter, embracing finally after weeks of abstinence of one another’s touch..

“So?” Samantha asked. “You ready to go?"

"Yeah, I'm all set. Where to?”

“Janice’s place is actually pretty close. I figured we could walk. Let’s go!”

Stepping out into the cool night air dressed as a girl was exhilarating, and as we walked I felt Samantha’s hand slip into mine. Our palms touched and she squeezed, relishing in the new smoothness on my skin.

All of sudden, I felt close to Samantha once again.

It was nice to feel loved and fawned after. To know that things could go back to normal. Well, except for my gender.

There was no girl I could date that could understand me more than Samantha, and that calmed me as we stepped closer to the moment of truth. Tonight, and perhaps for every day after, I was no longer Alexander Hanson, supreme geek with no friends.

No. I was Alexis Bennett, a hot leggy blonde that had mastered all avenues of sex.

A new life awaited me just beyond.

Where would it take me? I wondered. What would happen next?

There was no way to be certain. I only knew that I had people that cared about me… that cared for me… that wanted me to be myself and wanted me to be happy.

And that filled me with joy.

My heart raced, and with a grip of Samantha's hand, we stepped up to the doorway.

A raucous party was taking place just inside. I could feel the heavy thud of the music just beyond, some sort of techno beat with a hammering bass.

"You ready, babe?” She asked. “Don't fret, you look amazing."

My entire body trembled as she hit the doorbell.

Sounds of movement came from within, the obvious sounds of some drunk party-goer fumbling for the door.

I swallowed hard as the doorknob turned.

Here I go, I said to myself, fingers crossed.

THE END


Epilogue - A Lesson in Happy Endings

I was up like a shot when my alarm sounded.

Afterall, I had a lot to be excited for: today was graduation day.

I hit the bathroom to wash up, going through all the motions just like Miss Bennett had instructed. Shave my legs and any other body hair off in the shower, use all my moisturizers, dry off, apply my lotions and creams, brush my now-shoulder length hair and finally just a hint of makeup. Not enough to set off any red flags to curious onlookers, but a bit of lip balm or eyeshadow never hurt anybody.

“Wear something cute underneath,” Miss Bennett had told me. Something about some ‘special surprise’ after we accepted our diplomas.

I was freakin’ pumped.

Opening my new dresser, my eyes went wide with the possibilities.

“Something cute…” I said aloud, perusing my wares.

My choice did not take long: a pair of white & pink panties that I had purchased online was the victor, partially because Miss Bennett was unaware I bought them, so I hoped they would be surprise enough. They were a thin, silky mesh, see-thru assless number. Sure to garner some praise.

Next I plucked some thigh high stockings from my sock drawer, and held them up to my body to compare colors. They were a creamy white, with a crosshatch pattern up the side with silicone stay tops that made my thighs look even more plump and squishy. They were long enough that I could pull them all the way to the tops of my legs, cresting the bottom of my hefty ass cheeks. I wished I had them in the same white as my panties, but it was close enough.

Then came the bra. I hooked it in front and spun it around, being sure to keep the tag tucked away so it wouldn’t be visible outside my outer boy clothes. The full length mirror in our bedroom revealed my sexy legs, big butt and a set of budding, pink breasts.

Actual breasts! I was in love with my new and still-growing body. The hormones Miss Bennett had put me on were working overtime.

Needless to say, with the soft lingerie on and the sultry reflection, I was hard as a rock but had no time to indulge. That would have to wait.

It was so tough not to grab my stiff dick and give it a good pulling before going to school. But I had to save my libido for Miss Bennett and her surprise.

So after one last look, I slipped into some jeans and a hoodie and skipped downstairs.

Miss Bennett was already gone. Afterall she had to get up far earlier than I. So after a quick bite to eat, I grabbed an apple for her and hopped in my car.

Then off I went, to my last day of school. I had college to look forward to, but not until I was ready. I had decided on pursuing a medium in journalism. So that was the plan. The plan for the future anyway. My plan for today was to find out what deviancy my beautiful lover-slash-teacher had planned.

Returning to school as a ‘Alex the boy’ certainly was an experience.

No one at Janice’s Halloween party had recognized me, in-part no doubt because of Miss Bennett’s cosmetology magic, so Samantha and I came up with a backstory. That night, I was her friend from out of town, and as far as she knew, Alex Hanson was still at home grieving for his parents.

And oh boy did things go even better than I had hoped.

Not only did no one second guess my gender, but I was hit on by both girls and guys. Hell, half the football team asked for my number!

Those things and more only affirmed Miss Bennett’s suggestions: I was meant to be a girl.

As soon as school started I found that walking from class to class would be an issue. My dick would just not go down! The silky friction of my panties and ultra-smooth skin was driving me insane. If I turned, my ass or dick would find some new way to slide against the satin of my panties, making me shiver each time.

Please… Graduation Ceremony. Hurry up and get here.

Another problem was sitting. Nevermind the titillating fear or my nylon stockings showing over the tops of my sneakers, but I couldn’t stop rubbing my legs whilst being still. Should have worn the high tops I guess. Of course leaning forward also left the possibility of a ‘panty reveal’ on my backside, so I had to be careful not to bend over.

Worrying about all the risks certainly had one advantage: they kept me from being erect all day.

Waiting for Miss Bennett’s ‘surprise’ was a travesty.

To this day I can’t believe I made it.

Thankfully, the time came. All the students were called to the grounds outside where a massive stage had been erected. I donned my cap and gown then infiltrated the mass of similarly dressed bodies outside.

The principal called everyone's names in alphabetical order, and we each trasped onstage, accepted our diplomas and then shaking her hand.

I saw Miss Bennett from the stage and smiled. She waved back, happy as ever. If my parents weren’t there to see my big day, I was just as thrilled to have Miss Bennett in their stead.

When it was all over we threw our hats in the air and cheered, amidst a raucous applause from our older onlookers. Miss Bennett gave me a simple hug and a smile while we were outside among the others, but whispered in my ear when she did.

“Meet me in my classroom in ten minutes, Alexis dear.”

I felt a chill run down my spine at her words. But no sooner had she commanded me, did my beautiful teacher spin and vanish into a sea of bodies, leaving me smack dab in the center of the school’s populus.

Some of the other teachers came and went, congratulating me and what not. Samantha found me and hugged me, but was quickly whisked away by her swathe of friends.

Before long the crowds swindled and I snuck away, creeping back into the school and navigating its halls.

Eventually, I crested the vestibule into Miss Bennett's classroom. Opening the door brought back a flood of memories, carnal or otherwise, but she took my breath away nonetheless.

She smiled at me as I entered, sitting cross-legged atop her desk like some sort of buxom, waiting fairy.

The room was otherwise empty, just my luscious, busty teacher amidst a sea of empty chairs.

“Congratulations, Alexis. On your graduation.” She said.

I beamed back. “Thank you, Miss Bennett.”

"I trust you had no problems with my instructions?" She inquired.

Blushing, I replied. “None at all. I picked out some very cute things for you.”

“Very good, dear." Miss Bennett replied. “Now take your seat.”

The look in her eyes was one of mystery, a sultry gaze more akin to a hawk zeroing in on its nubile prey, but I did as I was told.

She came around, heels clicking on the tile.

Once at my desk she rested her hand on my shoulder and said, “I can’t wait to see.”

As she spoke her fingers explored, finding the secret of my bra strap.

“But I also have a surprise for you.”

My eyes shot open and I looked up at her.

“For me?” I feigned with a slight, girlish tittering to my voice.

As she closed the distance even further, her hand descended down my back. She gave my bra band a little tug, sending a tingle to my loins.

Then my teacher, still ever-so-close to me, said, "Do they match?"

I looked at her, blushed even harder, and froze. “Uh huh.”

"Very good, Alexis." She said, slowly rubbing my shoulder.

Miss Bennett smiled, long as lasting, then plucked my strap again and whispered, "mine too."

Her words, and the image of her in some sort of clandestine lingerie, filled my cheeks and cock with so much blood I thought they might burst.

In fact, I was leaking in my panties already.

Feeling the wetness build below, I smiled. Whatever my beautiful teacher had in store for me, I was so… fucking… ready.

Until I heard the door to the classroom open behind me and my blood turned to ice.

Who? What? Why? All the questions flew through my brain, sending my body into a violent, seizing tremble.

There we were, teacher and student, once more ‘found out’ by someone once again.

Shit. Shit! SHIT! I thought in a full-blown panic.

“Oh,” Miss Bennett chirped, not surprised in the slightest. “Why hello there.”

Baffled by her tone, I slowly turned in my seat, dragging my eyes across the floor and to the door. And standing there, to my utter surprise, was another student from our English class, a tall, lean jock who I never bothered to learn a name for.

He didn’t say anything as he entered, nor did he reply to Miss Bennett. Instead, when I turned, he locked eyes on me and also froze in icy terror. Yet the boy remained, standing precariously and timidly, as if he was in some sort of trouble, until Miss Bennett spoke again.

“Please come in, honey.” She said. “And have a seat.”

While here I was scrambling to come up with a possibility as to why another person was in the room, Miss Bennett seemed cool and nonchalant about it all, standing there as if nothing was strange.

“I don’t believe you two girls have been formally introduced,” Miss Bennett said to me. “Alexis, this is Eric. Eric? Alexis.”

I swallowed hard. Eric wasn’t his real name. That much I knew. But then again Alexis wasn't my real name either. Miss Bennett must have given us both little pet monikers.

Then, to my surprise, she then looked at him, then me, smiled, and popped a button on her tight white blouse. The two halves of her titanic breasts burst into view and she asked me what I thought.

"Uh…” I turned, looking at the other petrified student who was blatantly trying not to make eye contact with me. “Um, uh… Miss Bennett? Who is uh… what’s he doing here?"

Miss Bennett smiled and roused up a little, “hmph,” as if amused at something.

"You’ll see, Alexis.” She said with a grin before looking at the other boy. “Now, Eric, be a dear and lock the door."

He did as instructed, pale as a ghost, with sweat beading off his forehead from below a lush head of wavy hair.

When I spun back round Miss Bennett was standing between rows of desks, with arms crossed, staring daggers at me. Another button was undone, and I could have sworn she had hiked up her skirt a few more inches, unveiling more of the luxurious pattern of her stockings.

“Now then,” she began. “Time to show me what you’ve both got on under those ugly boy clothes.”

My eyes shot open and my jaw hit the floor.

She was joking, right? She had to be!

I did a double-take, eyes bugging out of my skull at the other student in the room.

But he just sat there, stoic and terrified.

When I looked back at Miss Bennett I could tell she wasn’t kidding.

Not with that smoldering fire in her eyes.

She was dead, fucking, serious.

“Something wrong, Alexis?” She asked.

I tried to speak but all that came out was a half-choke, half-cough.

Miss Bennett chuckled, “I told you I had something special planned for your graduation.”

Oh, I thought. Oh my God.

“Eric. You too. Stand up and let me see the outfit you chose.”

The other boy swallowed hard, but then without a word stood and slowly began stripping. I was floored. Not only because another student was disrobing for Miss Bennett, but because he was also beating me to it!

So, with this new found knowledge and a hint of jealousy, I was down to panties, bra and stockings in an instant, standing in the center of the classroom in front of my teacher.

Miss Bennett watched me throughout, and when I was done undressing, eyed me up and down one last time and said, “very nice, Alexis. You chose very wisely.”

I felt my cheeks burn at the mention of my female name being spoken aloud. My white/pink ensemble was a success.

Eric, or whatever his name was, wore matching red and black lingerie, complete with mesh stockings, garters, and a bikini-style top that had little cut-out windows for his nipples to poke through. His panties were skimpy but bulged in the front from an obscene bulge.

“Now…” Miss Bennett began, trading glances between her two students. “I want you two ‘girls’ to come unwrap your present.”

We both looked at her incredulously.

Then she answered the question we both had on the tips of our tongues. “Me.”

Almost in unison did the other boy and I step forward. He still didn’t look at me, but as if he was in a trance, levitated towards Miss Bennett’s desk where our sexy teacher sat cross legged.

It was only when he was standing beside her, did he turn and look at me expectedly.

Time slowed, or so it seemed, because the next thing I knew Miss Bennett cleared her throat and shocked my system back to reality.

I blinked, shook my head, and soaked in the sight: my busty teacher, blouse half-open, sitting atop her desk, with a slender, shaggy-haired boy clad in lingerie standing beside her, like a queen and her servant.

They were waiting for me.

So I wasted no second longer.

Shuffling forward and starting at her neck, I made each blouse button a project, taking my time. As my fingers grasped and turned each little pearl fastener, twisting it to fit back thru the button hole, the other boy slid it off her shoulders. We were a well oiled machine, working in tandem like a pit crew to secure our prize. And holy christ, at the sight of her mammoth tits bursting forth into the room had my cock oozing in my panties.

With her silken blouse away, I was terrified to touch her flesh for some reason. I so wanted to massage her big, beautiful breasts, both encased in pink satin, lacy cups of her brassiere, but resisted for trepidations unknown.

She was quietly moaning and humming as I continued downward, reveling in the hands on her body. Indeed we were worshiping her and her luscious, perfect body. After all the buttons were released, the other boy helped me remove her top entirely, exposing a canvas of pristine flesh.

Her bra came next via a soft purr of instruction.

"You will treat all my clothing as treasure." She ordered, and we both nodded. "Now my skirt, you little vixens."

As we knelt, Miss Bennett turned and cocked her left hip out, presenting the zipper to her skirt.

My fingers once more grazed the soft fabric as I lowered the slide, feeling each subtle click of the brass teeth as they released. I looked up at her when I reached the bottom and she smiled, affirming my actions to pull it down around the swell of her curvy hips.

Her heavenly ass lifted off the desktop and she was standing in front of two slender, feminine little bodies clad only in women’s lingerie.

Then she stood, and with a ‘click-clack’ of her twin heels to tap the floor, down went her skirt. And as it fell, her cock sprang free and nearly clubbed me across the face.

I gasped. Holy shit… she wasn’t wearing panties again.

Funnily enough, I thought to myself, she wasn’t wearing any more or less than we were, still in heels, stockings, garters and bra, but with no panties her mammoth cock and swollen testes were on full display.

It was an intimidating and virile display. My teacher’s male genitalia was thick and robust, smooth but powerful. The fact that such an immense combo was attached to such a slender beauty was a conundrum, but damn if I didn’t love it.

"What are you little faggots waiting for?" She asked as she flexed her monster cock. “Get on our fucking knees. Both of you!”

We both knelt immediately, and at least I was in awe at her black lace, thigh high hosiery that connected to matching garters, doing nothing to hide her big, juicy cock.

Looking up at her, seeing her satin supported breast above me, there was no question as to why I was there. Why we were both there…

To service our teacher.

Her hand went behind my head and pulled my face towards her rampant, monstrosity of shecock. Then she clutched my skull as she swayed her hips back and forth, pressuring my lips to rub over her hot, veiny length.

Meanwhile, and simultaneously, her other hand gripped the other boy’s head and pulled him into her fleshy bottom, burying his face between her pristine asscheeks.

And as soon as he was planted, she moaned - loud.

"MMMPH! Fuck yes! Eat my ass you dirty little whore!"

I opened my mouth to take her in but her cock jolted just then, so instead her juicy tip skipped across my lips and off my face, hardening even further.

It was like a lightning bolt shot up through her steely cock, sending a heft or pre from her slit and across my cheek.

Miss Bennett settled a bit, looked down at me, and said, "Go ahead slut. Have a taste. I know you want it."

I groaned, feeling the hot secretion strike my flesh, searing it like lava. And as her erection swayed back under her control, I was able to inhale the tip, massaging the crown with my very hungry tongue.

With her cock finally in my waiting mouth, Miss Bennett began a slow but deliberate, swaying motion back and forth, pumping her hot bulb and the first few inches between my lips.

And holy fuck. With each stern thrust, all kinds of pre cum leaked from the end, quickly painting my tongue and coating the walls of my mouth with its delicious essence.

I assaulted her beautiful cock like it was the last on Earth. As if I had not eaten anything in weeks. As if I had some sort of life-threatening disease and it was the cure.

Miss Bennett’s glorious cock was a big delicious flesh lollipop all for me.

So I slurped and sucked, eager and oh-so-willing to please. Her taste and the all-around insanity of the situation was driving me crazy with sexual need. So stiff and painful was my erection that I thought it might split my pretty panties apart as I engulfed her womanhood, finally intaking the tasty meat that I had yearned for all day.

"Mmm, always a good cock sucker," my teacher groaned, beginning a guiding caressing of the top of my head.

Emboldened by her sentiment, I hungrily went to work, salivating profusely and slobbering on the thick bellend with all the saliva I could muster.

Even though I serviced Miss Bennett nearly every day, I never got tired of sucking her cock. And this time, clad in lingerie, in a classroom, fellating my beautiful teacher while she was being worked on from either end by another student, my world reached an all new level of eroticism.

I was a skilled cocksucker now. I knew what she liked and what she preferred. She could hint at what she wanted with mere looks or single-syllable words, and I could pick up on her desires in an instant. Today she wanted a sloppy, whoreish blowjob. The kind given by pornstars and that sent rivers of saliva splattering to the floor.

So I obliged, sucking and bobbing, licking and tonguing, letting all the spit and pre tumble down my front, knowing full well it was drenching my pretty pink/white top. A puddle of warm liquid quickly pooled between my spread legs, and each new waterfall of droplets made lewd, wet sounds like a broken fire hydrant spraying into the street.

Then a new command husked from above. I was so wrapped up in her meaty pole that they almost didn’t register.

“Time to trade places, girls,” Miss Bennett said as she unsheathed her now very-wet cock and turned her back towards me, presenting her luscious bubble bottom to my face. "Show me how good you eat my ass, Alexis.”

Pulling a cheek apart from the other, she exposed a wet, juicy, and glistening asshole. The hormones, both natural and not, were raging inside me, telling me to submit. So I dove right in, face first into her warm, silky butt.

Miss Bennett’s hole was already slick from the other boys spit, and my tongue slipped in easily. She tasted amazing, occasionally winking and squeezing my tongue as I lapped at her.

She reached back and pulled me in, thrusting my head between her silky-fine ass cheeks.

"Yyyeeesss!” She hissed. “Lick my ass you horny teen slut! All over! Top, bottom, sides. Get that tongue in there you dirty little bitch!"

In that sex-crazed moment I wasn't sure if there was any part of Alex still left. I was all girl right now. Sucking, licking, slavoring… all like a good little whore. So much so that my panties were soaked through and my nipples were hard as steel.

Meanwhile I could hear Miss Bennett penetrate the other boy’s throat with a loud, wet ‘POP’!

A struggling, gurgling sound came next, followed by the effeminate whimpering of my companion. I ate her out though, as best I could with my teacher pumping into the other boy’s mouth. The sight we must have been, to any onlooker, tonging and piping away at a beautiful, big-breasted woman, must have been a sight for the ages.

"Spread my ass, baby." Miss Bennett huffed as she fucked the throat of the other student. “Get that slutty little tongue in there.”

My hands leapt forward at the command and my thumbs spread her wide, realizing I could sink ever deeper into the velvety cleft. I pulled her big, firm cheeks as wide and as hard as I could, craning my neck ever deeper to fulfill her need. She gripped and pulled my head in even harder, clutching the back of my skull to jam as much as my tongue in as possible.

"Mmm, that’s it.” Miss Bennett cooed. “Eat it, you little cunt! Eat my ass until I tell you to stop."

And I did. Eagerly. I had never imagined such sort of twisted ecstasy. So divine was this euphoria that our double teaming gusto must have gone on for almost twenty minutes. As time went on my tongue ached from my eating and my throat burned from use, but I didn’t care. My needs were not important. It was all for my teacher’s gratification. Now and always.

Soon Miss Bennett began full-on fucking the other boy’s face, so I stiffened my tongue and shoved it out like an arrow so she could impale herself. It was a riveting back-and-forth, impaling herself on my tongue while plunging her cock down a throat.

When I eased up, she pulled her ass away from my face and turned around, presenting her menacing, dripping cock to my mouth for service.

I looked up at my teacher, and she smiled.

"Good girl, Alexis. Here’s your reward."

My lips trembled but for a brief moment before she jammed her cock into my mouth and unleashed a torrent of hot cum onto my tongue. My cheeks ballooned at the sheer amount, then thankfully she pulled out and unloaded the rest of her hot mirth all over my reddened, smiling face.

As my teacher unfurled her torrent of semen, I felt the other boy’s face being pushed next to mine. Miss Bennett had us both by the tops of our heads, pressing our cheeks together.

Cheek-to-cheek, our faces were quickly drenched in her hot, white nectar.

As she came, Miss Bennett took our heads in either hand and clamped our lips over her cock, sandwiching us around her pulsing length. We both went to work immediately, rubbing our faces over the slick slab of veiny shemeat with a hungry fervor.

I was slightly adverse to kissing another boy, but Miss Bennett’s giant cock was so thick that our lips barely grazed one another’s.

As we worked, rope after rope of her hot, sticky jizz blasted forth. Miss Bennett moaned and purred, stroking our heads in tandem with each other’s, firing off each time we both swooped up and nestled our lips right around her tip.

Finally, or eventually depending on how you look at it, the deluge of semen dribbled and died, and Miss Bennett’s glorious fuckstick softened. It never truly went limp, or shrank by any stretch of the word, but instead merely wilted like a flower in the shade. Even in its flaccid state it was ripe and thick, a pure specimen of feminine muscle.

She released our heads and the other boy and I fell back on our haunches.

I looked over at him, lips swollen, chin covered in spit, and eyes a watery hunger - and he looked back at me, no doubt seeing something similar. Framed between us was our teacher’s mammoth cock, draped down from her groin, like a giant hand crank.

“Very good you two.” Miss Bennett mused. “Very, very good.”

We both looked up at her in near-unison, and I for one was floored by her beauty… her giant breasts… and her immaculate figure.

“Are you going to fuck us now?” The other boy asked,

“Ha!” Miss Bennett chuckled.

“Only one of you,” she winked at me. “Even though you both deserve it.”

“Please,” the boy continued. “I haven’t cum in so long, Miss Bennett. Please let it be me.”

Miss Bennett leaned forward, her big, heavy tits hanging like a pair of ripe balloons. Then she put a finger under Eric’s chin, tilting it up to meet her gaze.

“Not today my pretty little pet.” She said, her words like venom.

I could see the pain and anguish on the other boy’s face.

“I promised my sweet Alexis that this would be her day.” Miss Bennett continued. “But don’t worry, Eric. “I’ll let you cum by the end of all this.”

He smiled, short and quick, almost as if he knew what was to come.

Miss Bennett stood, and without words held out her hand towards me, as if to squire me about.

Effortlessly I rose, my hand in hers, and when I stood we were close. So close.

Standing there, next to her, my face literally eye level with her mammoth, perfect chest, the size difference was quite apparent.

Miss Bennett was a goddess, in front of me in nothing but a garter, hose and heels, and I was her willing supplicant.

So when she said…

"Lay back on the desk, Alexis. With your head off the edge."

My body moved on its own.

Quickly finding myself centered across the cool top of my teacher’s desk, with my head off one side and my legs in the air, I was in absolute heaven. Miss Bennett helped align me there, holding my ankles while she stepped up to my upturned ass. My assless panties came in handy no doubt, because her now-hard, renewed cock found my pink little butthole with ease.

She lifted my legs, resting my heels on her shoulders, and I shivered like never before. Ready, willing, and yearning to be filled, the contact of my stocking-clad limbs touching her flesh made my dick literally ache.

But before I felt the hot throb of Miss Bennett’s cock on my bare, waiting hole, she said something that made my horniness sky rocket.

“Oh, Eric honey. Give her what she needs”

Immediately I tried to look down my body and up at Miss Bennett, but a subtle hand on my chin kept my vision upside down.

No sooner did I realize what was happening, did he step closer, spreading his muscular legs and placing his pink, satin-encased balls on my face, slowly dragging the pouch back and forth over my chin, lips, nose and forehead.

They smelled of perfume, but a fragrance I had never discovered before in Miss Bennett’s or Samantha’s repertoire. The mixture of his manly musk and the feminine aroma got me even hotter. My mouth tried to contain the sea of saliva it was generating but it was no use.

Suddenly I was hungry. Hungry for boycock.

And when his panty-clad bulge pressed against my lips, my taste buds were inundated with his flavors. The silky pouch was totally soaked, and like a sponge it excreted his juices when he pushed forward onto my face.

He groaned along with me, a needy, hungry mewling that sent vibrations through us both.

"I think she wants it, huh Eric?" Miss Bennett chimed in as the boy tucked his thumbs into his waistband. “Get that fat cock out for her.”

Still watching inverted, I saw those tiny panties unveil an absolute monster of a cock. It sprung free, flinging a clear rope of pre-cum out that struck my shoulder before itself coming to rest above my face. It was beautiful, different from Miss Bennett’s in ways hard to explain, but delicious-looking all the same.

He hooked his panties under his sweet, swollen nuts and that giant slab of dick of his jostled for a brief moment before coming to a standstill once more. It was only then that I looked down, noticing how it was longer than my entire head, cresting my collarbone in length.

Oh my fucking God was it gorgeous, smooth and thick and long. I had never imagined putting another boy’s penis in my mouth until then, but I was going to give it my all for sure.

He flexed it, and the hunk of cock lifted before slapping down onto my face.

"You want it, slut?” Miss Bennett said, rubbing her throbbing cockhead against my butthole. “You want his big cock stuffing your sweet mouth?”

I groaned, bit my lip, and nodded.

“And you want my fat cock in your sweet little pussy?”

“Yes, MIss Bennett.” I replied with a huff. “Please. I want them both.”

“Then open wide, Alexis baby,” Miss Bennett quipped, smiling down at me.

I smiled and obeyed, opening for my first real ‘manly’ cock, and gave that boy’s dick a long, dragging lick down its underside.

He trembled as I did.

“Little-Big Eric, here hasn’t cum in days.” Miss Bennett said. “I wouldn’t let him. So I think he’s about to burst.”

When he stepped back and repositioned, I immediately felt the heat of the mammoth dickhead as it touched my lips. Eric smeared his hot, leaking cock around, depositing precum onto my puffy pink opening. He raised up on his toes a bit, allowing the first few, fat inches to crest my hot, waiting mouth.

He sank in more, stuffing at least half of that thing inside until he hit my first wall.

I groaned, trying to breathe as best as I could. His cock must have been at least nine inches long and thick as my wrist. My lips were stretched to their limit in seconds.

He found the back of my throat and paused briefly, only to shift forward and slide in with a loud, audible, “POP!”

“GLURK!” I nearly wretched, having never taken a dick upside down before.

Instinct kicked in though and I relaxed my jaw, allowing that slick, beefy cock to travel deeper.

He settled in, hilting himself, letting the wet pouch that held his nuts rest in one of my eye sockets.

I worked my tongue along his shaft as much as I could, simultaneously resisting the urge to convulse and wretch.

"Mmm, I think he likes it.” Miss Bennett said.

Eric began rocking back and forth, seesawing his succulent prick between my eager lips. My legs were still in the air and I could still feel Miss Bennett’s hot, wet cock rubbing against my hole. I could tell she was getting impatient. Most notably because I could feel how hard she was getting. Already and again.

Holy shit, my first real threesome was about to happen, and I was the one being double teamed.

Miss Bennett smeared her searing hot, liquid pre over my butthole. There was so much that I could feel it dripping down through my asscrack. And as the goo slid over my boypussy, her cockhead worked my ring, stretching it with each push. In a few seconds her head was popping in and out with little resistance, stretching my colon over and over. Afterall, she had been fucking me multiple times daily these past few months, so I fully expected Miss Bennett’s big cock to soon be buried to hilt.

She raised my hips off the desk that was adorned with my body, letting my legs back down and removed my panties in a flash like a magician doing the tablecloth trick. My spindly legs were quickly returned to her shoulders as her hands gripped and massaged the insides of my thighs from the lace-hose-tops to my coin purse.

Then, with a sharp gasp, I felt the thick crown of her beautiful cock breach my puckered exit in full. I clenched her thick head, mesmerized by the hot, leaking end that quickly coated my insides.

Steadying her cock with her hand she pressed forward, piercing me with the full extent of her awesome length. Both of my hands shot back to grab my ass cheeks, pulling them as far apart as I could to accommodate her girth. As the head and shaft worked at prying my horny slut hole open, Miss Bennett moaned, sinking into my wet, hungry depths with relative ease.

“AHHHHH!” I screamed from pure, unadulterated lust.

Eric was big, no doubt, but Miss Bennett was no doubt bigger. Because holy-freaking-moly that thing felt like a baseball bat in my butt.

As my ass was filled, inch by inch, Eric continued to slide his cock in and out of my adoring mouth, stopping infrequently to shudder and moan and, I assume, almost cum.

It was so good, my tongue and mind didn’t didn’t know where to focus: my boy-mouth being drenched in luscious precum or my boy cunt being stretched by Miss Bennett’s thick pole. I savored every drop of that slippery juice with enthusiasm as I tried to yell ,"fuck me" around Eric’s gigantic prick. Either way I was in heaven. On a desk in sexy lingerie being fucked at both ends by a guy in pink panties and my hot, hung teacher was euphoria incarnate.

"I am about to fill this end," Miss Bennett said to Eric. "How about you?"

Eric trembled, and I could feel his seething cock ready to burst.

"Then you have my permission to cum, my darling." Miss Bennett said, still fucking me in deep, longing, ever-quickening strides.

Eric complied with some gusto, sinking into my throat and cumming hard.

His cock twitched and his balls seized, before unloading a thick deluge of semen.

I never could imagine anyone having balls big enough to produce so much cum, but I suppose that’s what a real man’s testes muster. Unlike mine.

"Drown her, Eric honey.” Miss Bennett huffed, still fucking my tiny little body. “Give her every drop!"

The first shot of hot jizz lept right into my throat, down my windpipe and directly into my stomach. He pulled back for the second, covering the walls of my mouth with another hot, virile spray, then he unsheathed himself after that, blasting more hot gooey sperm into the air. He drenched my nose, eyes, forehead, hair and both cheeks, painting me white within seconds.

I almost passed out but the pleasure seemed magnified in their post-orgasmic bliss.

Eric used his wilting, but still thick tool like a rake, pushing and wiping all of the spew on my face around like a lewd paintbrush. When he swept it close to my lips I extended my tongue and licked it up. Devouring every last little bit.

By now my panties were slick and wet. There was no telling how many times I had cum. The soaked lace dripped and dribbled out, dousing my bra, stockings, and garters. The rest of me was drenched in sweat.

I could feel Miss Bennett getting close as Eric painted me, and she picked up her fucking with a quickening pace.

Her mewling and moaning heightened. So I readied myself for my next serving of cum.

“GAH!” Miss Bennett snarled, unloading a forceful spray of cum into my guts.

Another then another, filling my quivering asshole to the brim. When my intestines filled she was almost forcibly ejected, and I felt cum spew out of my ass and across the floor. Miss Bennett kept cumming of course, free from my well fucked pussy she unloaded the last two explosions onto my belly. Some even hit my chin.

When it was all over I was so weak that I could barely move. So I just laid there, covered in semen and panting like mad.

Eric finished cumming and stepped back, unsheathing himself from my esophagus and cramming his luscious, veiny slab back back into its pink satin panty-container.

Miss Bennett pulled my top half off the desk, lifting me into a deep kiss. I was in a euphoric state beyond anything I had ever felt, having two dicks inside me and bringing them both to epic climax. When finally she broke away she pulled me in, cuddling my face between her bare tits until our breathing synced, then calmed.

Her warm chest felt comforting against my face.

"Give them some attention, Alexis.” She said, gripping of tuft of hair behind my head and smearing my lips over her bosom. “Thaaat’s it."

My tongue caressed her nipples that were as hard as stone. As I softly sucked her delicious nipples she pressed my face into each one, releasing my head only to move it to the other.

My teacher let me nurse for a bit, cooing and humming as I licked the sweet sweat off her soft, supple chest.

She said goodbye to Eric as she held me close, dismissing him like a whore after service. He left silently, scooping up his boy clothes and draping his graduation gown over his lingerie.

I wondered, albeit briefly, how many ‘toys’ Miss Bennett had.

The number didn’t matter, nor how many ‘notches’ on her belt she had achieved over her years, because I knew I was special. I was unique. Because I was something special to her. I had never felt such attraction or affection towards anyone…

Such love.

When finally the heated passion faded, I stood. There was still some cum in my hair and eyebrows and my ass was beyond sore, but I felt like magic. I felt like a woman.

"I hope you enjoyed your graduation present, Alexis.” Miss Bennett said to me, running a thumb over my cheek. “You earned it."

Smiling and blushing, I replied, “Thank you, Miss Bennett.”

She took my panties and clothes, and neatly put them in a shopping bag so I could carry them home.

I pulled my gown over my semi-naked form just like Eric had and kissed my beautiful teacher again.

As we embraced I could feel her cock stir, and wondered briefly if I was about to be taken again.

But instead, she broke away and smiled.

“See you at home, Alexis darling." Miss Bennett said with one last, quick, parting kiss. “Be sure and save some energy. You have a long night of surprises ahead of you.”

Needless to say I was glowing all the way home. I took a shower once there, rinsing all the dry cum off my body. Afterwards I wore my favorite white camisole and waited for Miss Bennett to arrive.

I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew I heard the front door open and close, then footsteps climbing the stairs. I looked to the doorway and heard my breath catch. Because there in the vestibule were two tall and buxom figures bathed in shadow. When my eyes adjusted I easily recognized them. It was Samantha and Miss Bennett, smiling at my lingerie-clad body.

Looks like my night is far from being over.

THE END
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