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It was time for music class.

She pushed the wooden doors open as she
stepped inside slowly, scanning the room. The room was usually
crowded with chattering students but today, it was
empty.

She could see her teacher, Ms. Cross,
moving around in her office. Pulling her backpack off her
shoulders, she sat down on a chair and waited.

A few minutes later, the office door
slid open and Ms. Cross came out, clutching papers. "Oh! Ariana,
what are you doing here?" A look of surprise crossed her teacher’s
face.

"Don't we have class today, Ms. Cross?"
Ariana asked.

"Today, I let everyone have a spare
block. I informed them last week, hon."

“Oh…”

Sighing, Ariana prepared to leave when
her teacher called her back. "We could always have... a private
lesson." She locked the doors leading to the music room, keeping
anyone from entering or leaving.

Walking over to the piano, Ms. Cross
played a couple keys. "Let's start with some scales. Do Re Mi Fa
So!" She sang loudly.

"Do Re Mi Fa So!" Ariana
echoed. They continued to sing and after a few minutes, Ariana
noticed her teacher staring at her intensely. How odd, she thought quietly to
herself. She’d been attending this music conservatory since she
graduated from high school, and in two years she’d never seen her
teacher look at her like that. They continued to work through the
scales and some other simple vocal exercises, and all the while,
Ariana felt her teacher's gaze on her.

Ms. Cross abruptly stopped playing the
piano. She got up. Puzzled, Ariana watched as her teacher walked
behind her and she didn't protest when she slid her hands across
Ariana's stomach.

It was a breathing technique that many
teachers used so she didn't mind. "Breathe in." Shelby
instructed.

Ariana took a deep breath and she held
it. "Breathe out." She released. “That's good, but let's try it
again and have you hold your breath in for a time.” Ms. Cross
tightened her arms around Ariana's middle again. This time, Ariana
held her breath for a count of four before she felt Ms. Cross
loosen her arms, allowing her to release.

Ariana suddenly felt very aware of her
teacher's body against hers. She shifted, but Ms. Cross didn't let
her out of her arms. “Um, Ms. Cross, I think I've got
it.”

"Dammit Ariana... You make me feel so
fucking hot..." Ms. Cross murmured the words. She swept Ari's red
hair to a side, and she began to kiss and suck Ari's neck. Her
large breasts pushed against Ariana’s back and she could feel her
body beginning to respond, but she wasn't at all sure about what
was happening.

"M-Ms. Cross! What are you doing?" Ari
tried to pull away but her teacher continued to make love to her
neck.

"Don't you feel it too?" Her teacher
whispered as her lips gently grazed her student's soft supple
skin.

"We c-can't!" Ari protested quietly.
Ms. Cross sighed and her warm breath sent chills down Ari's
spine.

"But I want you... So bad…”

Ms. Cross moved around to stand in
front of Ariana. Slowly, she leaned forward and their lips met.
Dropping her hands, Ms. Cross lifted the hem of Ariana's
loose-fitting white blouse and pulled it over her head, revealing
her modest, small pink bra which hid her perfect, perky mounds from
the world.

Ms. Cross massaged one of her breasts
slowly and Ariana let an uncontrollable moan slip from her mouth.
Her breathing was becoming harsher as she felt her body tremble in
her teacher's arms. Ms. Cross began squeezing her breast gently.
“You are so beautiful,” she whispered as she brought her other hand
up and rubbed both breasts at once as they continued to
kiss.

Unhooking the bra from behind with one
hand, she let it fall to the floor and Ariana’s breasts bounced out
of their previous confinement. “Your nipples are hard…” The older
woman commented as she traced around one and then the other with a
finger.

Softly, Ms. Cross grabbed a nipple.
Holding it between her fingers and pulling it outwards ever so
carefully, she let it bounce back after a bit. Ariana’s heartbeat
quickened as Ms. Cross kept touching her breasts, making her knees
buckle in response to what she was feeling.

“Ms. Cross…” The redhead moaned as her
teacher touched her in ways she had never been touched before. This
was different than when she was with men. Her teacher seemed to
know what women liked and she did just that. Using her finger, Ms.
Cross traced right between Ariana’s breasts, and Ariana felt her
body shudder as a wave of heat washed from her pussy through the
rest of her.

“Do you like it?” Ms. Cross' breathe
brushed over her lips.

“I… I do, but Ms. Cross, I don't . .
.”

“Don't worry, Ariana, I know what I'm
doing. And please, call me Shelby.”

Ariana tilted her head back as Ms.
Cross moved down and kissed her along her jaw. “Okay, Shelby.” She
breathed out and closed her eyes.

Pulling out a chair, Ms. Cross sat in
it as she pulled down her skirt. She wasn’t wearing anything
underneath. “Come here, sweetheart.” Her voice purred
seductively.

Ariana stared at her teacher's suddenly
bared pussy. She felt a wetness begin in her own pussy, but she
couldn't seem to move.

“It's okay, baby, come on.”

Shyly, Ariana lowered her mouth to the
clean shaven pussy and started to lick. This was her first time
doing something like this and she had absolutely no experience.
“Like this?” She questioned between licks.

“Uhh…” Shelby moaned. Her hands reached
out to tangle themselves in Ariana's red hair and pull her closer.
“Faster!” Her teacher gasped as her hips arched up into Ariana's
face.

Hardening her tongue, she spread her
teacher’s legs wide open. Ariana licked and sucked. Her clumsy
tongue was actually doing pretty well as she traced the outside of
the vagina and moved up to flick at the tiny bud of her
clit.

“Now stick your finger in!” Her teacher
groaned and pressed against her harder.

Obeying her teacher’s command, Ariana
stuck her finger inside the soaking wet pussy. She thrust in and
out quickly as she licked. “Fuck, yes!” Shelby yelled out as she
continued to get pleasured.

Ariana realized she was growing wet
from listening to her teacher scream. Taking her own shirt off,
Shelby twisted her own nipples as Ariana licked at her teacher's
tight pussy and finger fucked her even faster. “Good girl. Now, I
have something for you.”

Standing up, Shelby flicked her dark
hair out of the way as she reached and searched for something in
her office drawer. “Take your clothes off, honey.”

“What is it?” Ariana called out
nervously, anxious to see what it was.

Shelby walked out of her office with a
triumphant look on her face and a bright pink dildo in her hands.
“Surprise!” Forcing Ariana to kneel on the chair, she stood behind
the shy girl.

“Well, what do we have here? A nice
creamy wet pussy! My favorite.”

Licking her fingers, she rubbed Ariana
a couple times and then she started to thrust it in. Sounds of
enjoyment filled the room as both women moaned loudly. Shelby
slapped her pupil’s tight ass, leaving red marks on her peachy
skin.

 

“Ahh, fuck!” Ariana shrieked as she
felt something she had never felt before. She had an orgasm so
intense, it hurt. Her body shuddered and her pussy clenched around
the dildo, pulling it in deeper as her orgasm ripped through her.
Not giving her any time to react, Shelby pulled it out and stuck it
in her again. “Want it to vibrate?” She asked with a kinky
smile.

“Yeaaah…” Ariana moaned, her voice
wavering as she felt the dildo moving inside her sensitive
pussy.

Shelby pressed a small button on the
pink toy and it began to vibrate and move. Pushing it even deeper
inside her, Ariana felt it strike something with precision that had
never been struck before. It was sweet but sexy at the exact same
time. Shelby continued to pump it inside her and she
squealed.

Within seconds, she was close to coming
again.

“I really love seeing that sweet pink
pussy of yours swallowing this dildo up.” Her teacher moved it in
and out of her more slowly, letting the vibrations run along every
bit of Ariana's slick folds. Slowly, Ariana felt another orgasm
build. She closed her eyes and arched against the dildo and
Shelby's hand.

Suddenly, her stomach muscles rippled
and clenched and Ariana yelled as she came all over the dildo.
Sliding it artfully out of her, Shelby licked it and then forced it
into Ariana’s mouth. The two took turns, licking the still
vibrating toy.

Completely tired out, Ariana collapsed
on the floor as she stared at her teacher’s satisfied
face.

“Not yet, Ariana. I still need to be
pleasured.” Lying on the ground, Shelby made Ariana straddle her
waist with her pussy facing her. “Lick.” Lowering her head, Ariana
felt her teacher also beginning to lick her at the same time as she
did.

They continued to lick and explore each
other, excitement fueling them both. Shelby, being the more
experienced of the two, was rubbing Ariana’s ass and touching her
breasts as they were pleasuring each other. Ariana just licked but
she did try to stick her finger in a couple times.

With a smile, Shelby gently pushed
Ariana off her and they sat on the ground, staring at each
other.

“What are we going to do now, Ms.
Cross?”

“This.” Shelby grabbed a belt that had
a dildo attached to it.

“You’re going to
stick that in me?”
Ariana’s eyes widened in surprise.

“Yup.” Shelby attached the belt to her
waist. Forcing Ariana’s back against the black piano, she grabbed
onto Ariana's hips and, with one hard thrust, shoved it inside her
as she squealed.

Shelby thrust quickly and furiously as
she massaged one of her student’s supple breasts. “Oh my God!”
Ariana moaned and squealed each time the toy entered her, giving
her pleasure beyond imagination.

A violent torrent of pleasure built up
and Ariana stopped. Her pussy throbbed but not in a painful way.
“Ahhh! Ms. Cross!” Ariana screamed out, completely
defenseless.

“How bad do you want me?”

“Bad!!” She cried out, pushing herself
back against the huge dildo strapped to her teacher. Feeling it
open her lips wide as Ms. Cross spanked at her ass cheeks was
making her completely lose control.

“Say you want my pussy!”

“I want your fucking pussy! I want you
to shove that dick in me! Fuck me, Ms. Cross!” Ariana was feeling
the beginning spasms of yet another orgasm as she was fucked
hard.

Seemingly satisfied, Shelby began to
move faster as she reached underneath and used her fingers to
stimulate Ariana's clit. Before she knew it, her body was tensing,
her stomach muscles tightening and her pussy began clenching as
another strong orgasm hit her.

Eventually, her breathing calmed though
her body still felt weak and her pussy still tightened as her
orgasm subsided. Ms. Cross, though, was not ready to let her rest
long. She was panting heavily along with Ariana and her chest rose
slowly as she caught her breath. “My turn!”

Removing the belt with the dildo she
had just used to fuck Ariana silly, she tucked it around Ari's
waist and fastened it tightly. She gave a teasing tug on the dildo,
even leaning down to put her mouth on it. “Oh, sweetie, I can taste
your sweetness.”

Ariana smiled as Shelby stood back up
and gave her a kiss, letting her taste her sweetness for herself.
Then, Ms. Cross lay on the piano, spreading her legs wide and
letting her pussy lips open to show the inviting wet, pink folds
that were waiting to get fucked. Tentatively, Ariana moved to her
and started thrusting with little energy.

“C’mon! Faster! Harder!” Shelby moaned
and moved against her, urging her in deeper.

Making a determined face, she started
to mimic what Shelby had done before. Shelby, by accident, moved
towards the keyboard end of the piano and she slid across it,
making a clanging sound as Ariana continued to fuck her.

Moving on to the leather bench and
sitting on it, Shelby placed her elbows between the keys and
pressed down. Odd notes started to play as she bobbed back and
forth from the movement of the rhythmic entering of the
toy.

Pulling out, Ariana accidentally
knocked over a saxophone and it fell with a loud jangling of noises
that punctuated the moans and the piano notes. With a loud shout,
Shelby came noisily as Ariana kept moving, feeling her own orgasm
build and crash over her again. Both of them fell in a tumbled heap
to the floor as their bodies shuddered together in
ecstasy.

Standing up, Shelby smiled and helped
Ariana from the floor and sat her back down on the bench. Kneeling
before her, she removed the belt and the dildo, then leaned forward
and pressed her face hard against Ariana's quivering pussy. She
greedily devoured Ariana’s body, biting, licking, kissing
squeezing… Ari couldn't do anything but cry out in ecstasy. Every
sound she made seemed to make her teacher move harder and faster.
Shelby began to massage Ariana’s thighs, squeezing them, and
letting her nails rake down her sex partner’s hot skin.

Shelby's hands tangled in
Ariana’s hair as they kissed. "Mm… Right there…" Shelby moaned
sexily.

The strong, musky smell of female
arousal filled in the room.

Straightening up, Ariana stared at the
beautiful woman who lay, tired out in front of her. Suddenly, the
bell rang and they heard the sounds of students walking in the
halls outside the music room.

“Ms. Cross, I should go. Do you need
any help cleaning up?” She surveyed the room that was full of
knocked over instruments and discarded clothing. She began to
gather hers and dress.

“Naw. I’ll be fine. And the
door is locked.” Her teacher smiled at her and then she began to
giggle.

“Okay then…” Ariana looked quizzically
at Ms. Cross. “What's so funny?”

“Well, I was just thinking that you
definitely learned a thing or two about oral exercises.”

Ariana grinned and shrugged. “I guess
you could say that.”

“Oh, I can definitely say
that. You, my girl, are a star in the making.” She moved close to
Ariana and gave her a hug, letting her hands linger on her ass and
giving it a squeeze. “And a star in the fucking, I might
add.”

Ariana hugged back and then pulled away
to finish getting dressed. When she was ready to go, Ariana spared
Shelby one last look before she walked out of the room. She heard
her teacher calling after her and she looked back.

“We have to do this again
sometime!”

 Ariana smiled and waved as she stepped out of the room and
into the bustle of the school's hallway. She could never have
imagined that the day would end up like this, but she wouldn't have
changed a thing. As she thought more about everything that had
occurred between them, she thought of how incredible it had made
her feel. Ariana moved down the hallway, practicing her scales,
enjoying the excited thrill that ran through her body.
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