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Miss Tatjana's Cheerleader Pet

 

There were a few things that Lily Baymont just didn't understand about life, even at eighteen years 

old and on the cusp of High School Graduation. She didn't know why so many people seemed to let 

their lives fall into complete disarray when hers was in such good order. She had no idea why other 

girls her age let their entire identities be determined by young, cocky boys who did not yet understand 

the meaning of compassion. 

And she certainly didn't know how, as someone with a cheerleading scholarship to Grant 

University and an internship at Brink Electric, she was ever going to need to use history.

Still, she tried in Miss Tatjana's class, she really did. She organized study groups with her fellow 

cheerleaders, and stayed after to ask the oblique young teacher questions, and allotted an extra thirty minutes every night taking down notes. And yet each week, her grade just seemed to fall and fall, and 

so here she was, stuck after school in the hallway outside Miss Tatjana's class. 

She was waiting for Miss Tatjana to return from a staff meeting so they could talk. Lily had 

arranged the meeting a few days prior—had to reschedule her entire evening and afternoon. 

Cheerleading practice had been canceled—they could hardly move forward without their captain, after 

all—and placed instead early tomorrow morning, around 5 AM. It would be difficult waking up that 

early, but Lily had done it before.

She was dressed appropriately for a meeting with a teacher, she hoped. She hadn't ever really been 

in danger of failing a class before, and so had never had to go out of her way to meet with a teacher like

this. Her long, tanned legs were covered by a conservative navy blue knee-length skirt, with modest 

platform sandals  on her feet. Her tight white tee shirt—sporting a design of intertwining roses and 

teddy bears intertwining over her generous C-cup chest—was beneath a light blue sweater. Her light 

brown hair was done up in a thick ponytail. 

It was easy for Lily to look elegant in simple clothes—her body was taut and tanned from years of 

cheerleading, and she had a naturally pretty face with prominent cheekbones and light brown eyes. If 

she were to be very honest, she would have to say that she rather enjoyed being a pretty girl in a high 

school. It afforded her several advantages—people were always helpful, and expectations were low, so 

when she excelled, their opinion of her went up even higher than it would have otherwise. 

She could accept all of this—people forming their opinions of her before they got to know her. She

couldn't do anything to change that.

Lily knew the secret to happiness was acceptance. Her family had taught her this. So she could 

accept that many people let their lives fall into disarray—it did not affect her that much. And she could 

accept why girls let themselves be run by boys sometimes—attraction was a hard dragon to slay. But 

she did not know how to accept how poorly she was doing in Miss Tatjana's history class even with as 

hard as she worked.

Time ticked by. The meeting was at 4:15. It was now 4:45. She was debating on whether to leave 

just as Miss Tatjana arrived. 

The young history teacher was devastatingly gorgeous, Lily had to admit. Half of the boys on 

campus had crushes on her. The other half just weren't paying attention.  She had thick, short blond hair

that she kept done up in a bun. Her face was angelic, with thick pouty lips and bright blue eyes, every 

line sculpted from some Platonic ideal form of woman. 

Her tiny suit—if it could be called that—barely covered essentials. A tan mini skirt rode over her 

behind, and a dark blouse and tan jacket barely constrained her hourglass form and the enormous assets of her chest. Tight, leather thigh-high boots with severely high heels showed off her amazing legs—she

walked effortlessly in them, as Lily would never be able to do.

Miss Tatjana seemed to get away with whatever she wanted in the school—even dressing how she 

wanted. She got away even with having students call her “Miss Tatjana,” instead of “Miss Vujovic” 

which would have been the norm, all other things being equal.

Lily knew she had to be on her best behavior.

Just last week, her friend Monica Styles had said something snide about Miss Tatjana's skirt in 

class. That its certain shade of blue was out of season, or something to that effect. Miss Tatjana had 

raised an eyebrow, but said nothing at the time.

The next day, Monica was expelled. Monica swore up and down she got a note that read, 

“Politeness is always in season, darling.”

Miss Tatjana smiled beautifully as she approached Lily, adjusting her wire frame glasses. 

Lily resisted the urge to curtsy. The woman had such presence.

“Hello, Miss Tatjana.”

“Hello, Lily. I understand you're here to talk about your grade?”

Miss Tatjana was some Eastern European country—the reason why she was trained to teach at 

such a young age, as she could be no older than twenty-four. She was no more than twenty-five. Her 

English was perfect, but always heavily coated with a deeply exotic accent, like every word was dipped

in brown sugar before leaving her mouth. It sent odd thrills through Lily sometimes.

“Yes, ma'am. That's correct.”

Miss Tatjana opened the door. “Step inside, darling.”

Lily didn't like that, being called “darling.” She didn't like the little bend in put in her knees. Of 

course, she said nothing.

Miss Tatjana strutted across the room in her leather boots, bending over just slightly to grab her 

chair and maneuver it around. Lily, if she looked—which she didn't!—could have seen her tight black 

silk lacy panties. She really didn't look. Not at the luscious curve of her teacher's ass cheeks, or the way

the lacy black material clung to her tight buns.

“Have a seat.”

Miss Tatjana turned around with a pen and a notepad in her hands, looking at Lily like she knew 

exactly what had been on display, and exactly what Lily had been struggling with. 

“Yes, ma'am.”

Lily blushed and grabbed a chair, sitting across from Miss Tatjana. The teacher sat up straight in 

her chair, long legs crossed, leaning casually against the desk to her side. Lily sat up straight as well, her legs together, hands wringing.

“You see, Miss Tatjana, I . . . well, I must say—”

The teacher held up a hand, shaking her head.

“It's so very hot in here.” Her accent dripped through every word, making everything sound 

terribly naughty. “Take off that sweater. You must be burning up.”

“Oh.” Lily shook her head, smiling brightly. “No, ma'am, really, I'm fine. I would rather—”

“I insist, darling.”

Miss Tatjana just smiled at her, waiting. Lily took a deep breath. Fine. Whatever she asked. Just get

on with it. She had to make her case. The sweater came off easily.

“You have such nice shoulders, dear.” Miss Tatjana tilted her head, letting her pen touch her lips. 

“Do you work out?”

“No. I mean, yes. I mean . . . I'm a cheerleader?” 

Why had she made that a question? She had to keep her resolve.

“Oh yes, of course you are.” Miss Tatjana nodded appreciatively. “Perhaps you could show me 

your routine some time? I'm sure you're very . . . impressive.”

Miss Tatjana licked her lips. Lily suddenly got the impression that she was a rat in a maze. Was 

Miss Tatjana hitting on her? Was she . . . was she going to be sexually advanced upon? She didn't even 

know how to defend herself against someone like Miss Tatjana. A teacher!

An amazingly beautiful teacher.

She tried to remain cool, and laughed.

“Oh, it's just fun stuff, you know. We practice every day. You're always welcome to watch. But, 

Miss Tatjana, I would really like to talk about my grade, if that's all right.”

“Call me Tatjana.”

“Call you . . . ?”

“Tatjana. My name. Miss Tatjana is so formal. I would rather we be friendly. Wouldn't you like 

that, Lily darling? To be friendly with me? You are so very worried about your grade, after all.”

“Oh.” Lily's breaths were getting deeper. She could feel her exposed shoulders presented to the 

devouring eyes of Miss Tatjana . . . of Tatjana. “Yes, ma'am. I mean Tatjana, ma'am. Tatjana.”

Tatjana laughed richly. God, thought Lily. Even her laugh was sexy. 

Where had that thought come from? Her mind raced to rationalize—the woman was advertising it 

all so blatantly. It was impossible not to think about sex in front of her.

“You are so nervous, Lily darling. You need to calm down.”

“Yes, ma'am. Tatjana. It's just, my grade—”

Tatjana waved a hand. “Yes, yes, your grade, your grade. I know all about your grade. You know, 

you really should have nothing to worry about. You're an excellent student. You try hard in this class, I 

see that. You work at everything you do. And you're still failing. Do you know why?”

“I . . .” Lily struggled for a moment. Everything Tatjana said in her clear, soft, sultry voice about 

Lily's efforts was everything the student had planned to say, more or less. “No, ma'aam. I don't.”

Tatjana leaned forward and slipped her hands over Lily's, right on top of Lily's bare knees. 

“It's because you're doing every little thing that I want, darling.”

“I . . . what?”

Lily was breathing hard. Tatjana's hands were incredibly soft.

“I would really like you to wear your cheerleading outfit to class more often, Lily.”

“W-what?”

“You look so devastingly beautiful in it. You should wear more outfits like that. More tiny skirts. 

More tops that show off your hot young breasts. You're a doll. You should show it off. I have an outfit 

in my desk I'd like you to try on, so you can see what I mean. ”

Lily withdrew her hands, scooting back in her chair and then standing up. 

“Y-you . . . you! You p-pervert! I'm not dressing up for you!”

She grabbed her sweater and her backpack and stormed to the door.

“If you leave this room, I will crush every dream you have.” Tatjana's soft, cool voice had a sudden

steely edge to it.

Lily spun around, seething. “What did you say?”

Tatjana stood up. “If you leave this room, I will crush every dream you have. Going to college. 

Working some place nice. All these things.” She fluttered her fingers. “Gone.”

Lily raged back over to Tatjana, poking her in the shoulder. “Screw you! You don't get to decide 

that! I'm going to let everybody in this school know exactly what you are.”

“Do I look stupid to you, darling?”

Lily wasn't expecting this exactly. She had her finger still on Tatjana's shoulder.

Tatjana shook her head and tsked. “Do you think, honestly, that I would approach you like this if I 

thought you could ruin it somehow? Come on. Have a seat.”

Lily stepped back, wavering. What . . . what was going on?

“I said, sit,” Tatjana said sternly. “Or you will make me incredibly upset.”

Lily sat. 

“Good darling.” 

Lily hated the thrill that shot through her body at watching Tatjana's perfect lips form that compliment. “I understand you have a scholarship, darling? To Grant?” Tatjana walked over to her 

desk.

“Y-yes? And . . .  an internship at Brink.”

Oh god. Lily felt a tight fist wrap around her heart. Surely . . . surely not . . .

“Do you know, I know someone on the acceptance committee at Grant. And the Vice President at 

Brink.”

Lily suppressed the urge to whine. Her stomach felt like it was at a gymnastics lesson.

Tatjana pulled out a file from her desk. She pressed it into Lily's lap. If Lily looked up, and she 

tried desperately not to, she could easily see Tatjana's perfect cleavage staring her in the face. The 

perfect, tantalizing globes there . . . so close . . .

She opened the file. There was Tatjana, in a hot school girl's outfit, in front of the principal. On the 

desk with him staring up at her. Her bending over in front of him. Dozens of pictures like this. 

The principal was married. Lily had met his wife—she was a big supporter of the cheerleaders. 

Lily's horror grew as she looked through the pictures. Other men. More outfits. The man who 

interviewed her at Grant, and the man who had given her the tour at Brink.

“See anyone familiar? Maybe you don't recall, but these are all married men. Utterly mine. And if 

they decide to act out, well, I have these photos here to keep them in line. I would be ruining my own 

teaching career, of course . . . but after all the money they've sent me, I don't know that it would be too 

much of a problem living in luxury for the rest of my days.”

The file fell from Lily's hands. She stared down at the floor.

“Wh...why are you doing this to me?”

“I collect favors, Lily. It stops me from having to do much work. I grade here mostly on no basis at

all. Teaching is awfully easy when you don't care about preparing lessons or grading work. I give out 

the grades I think people will be satisfied with, looking for . . .” she licked her lips, eyeing Lily. 

“Looking for someone interesting. Someone like you.”

Lily heard the desk drawer open and close again. She already knew what was coming. When the 

tiny cheerleading outfit landed on her lap, she had to hold back tears.

“You'll put that on, won't you dear?”

Lily shuddered and nodded. She wasn't going to cry. She wasn't. She was strong. She could think 

her way out of this, somehow. She stood up and slid off her shirt and skirt, kicking her shoes aside. 

Then she felt Tatjana's hand in her hair, undoing her ponytail. The beautiful student's long light brown 

tresses fell neatly to her shoulders. 

Tatjana's hand slid down to Lily's teen rear, grabbing the tight, well-formed muscles there for a moment before pulling down her panties. 

Lily watched them fall all the way to the floor, where Tatjana's booted heel came down on them 

and kicked them in the corner. The beautiful teen whimpered. 

Tatjana's mouth came close to Lily's ear. “The bra, too, darling. Would you like me to help?”

Lily shook her head. She could do that. Trembling, she unhooked her bra and tossed it in the corner

with her panties. 

She was totally, completely naked, her young body utterly exposed in front of her vile, evil 

manipulating teacher. She hated Tatjana. She would make her pay for this, somehow.

Tatjana strutted over to the other end of the classroom, where a long leather couch had been set up 

months ago. It was for students who needed some downtime, she said. Often these were the students 

who dropped her notes after class, or apples. Or packages of chocolate stuffed down with gift cards to 

retailers. 

Lily could imagine the amount of love notes Tatjana got. How she probably smiled and laughed as 

she read through them, enjoying the spread of her influence in the small school.

Tatjana crossed her incredible, bootclad legs, watching Lily with a predatory smile.

Lily put on the outfit. Everything fit, like Tatjana had been studying her form, making sure she got 

the measurements right. Maybe she had even somehow blackmailed Cheerleading Coach Hyatte into 

giving up her measurements.

The uniform was black with white trim.The skirt didn't cover her ass by any stretch. The top was 

so tiny, her ample breasts felt like they were going to pop out of the wide-v exposing her cleavage at 

any moment. 

Tatjana patted the couch next to her. Lily gulped.

As she walked toward Tatjana, her breasts wouldn't stop bouncing. She could feel their hot, heavy 

weight jiggling up and down, every part of her on display. Tatjana was licking her lips again, staring 

soulfully at Lily's every movement.

Lily came close, and Tatjana grabbed her hand, guiding her down. Lily's hot, young bare skin slid 

into the perfect, leather-clad leg of Tatjana.

Tatjana's soft, delicate hand moved up Lily's young leg. Lily could not help her terror at this, but 

neither could she help her excitement. She knew the excitement was sexual, she could not help herself 

there. 

But what confused her was that her terror was not that Tatjana was going to do whatever she 

wanted—this was almost a certainty at this point. Her terror was that somehow her efforts would not be

enough to satisfy the gorgeous young teacher. 

The hot cheerleader had to . . . she had to get out of this situation, somehow, which was fast 

seeming more and more unlikely, or she had to be really, really good for Tatjana.

“I need you to relax, darling,” said Tatjana. “You don't need to be so stressed. You do as I say, and 

everything will be totally fine for you. Do you understand?”

Lily nodded slowly. This was so fucking surreal.

“You should feel flattered, pet. Do you know, I don't spend time like this on just anyone. I'm 

investing in you. Can you see that? Can you see how this is an effort that I'm making?”

Lily nodded.

“Say it.”

“I can see you're making an effort, Tatjana.”

The teacher's hand slid up Lily's thigh even more, squeezing the supple flesh there. Lily squirmed, 

biting her lower lip. Tatjana leaned in and kissed her neck. 

“Good darling,” she said between kisses. “I hope you can tell that I just want the best for you.”

Lily shuddered and whimpered. Why couldn't she stop whimpering? Why was it so hard to just run

away and scream? First she would have to remove Tatjana's hand, she would have to stop Tatjana from 

kissing her neck with such soft, insistent little kisses . . . these all seemed like impossibilities. Maybe 

she should just let it all happen.

Tatjana's hand went further up Lily's thigh, still squeezing so hard. “Have you ever had an orgasm, 

darling?”

“Y-yes.”

“Recently?”

“Last month.”

Tatjana laughed. It was such a rich, beautiful sound.

“Have you ever had sex?”

“N-no.” 

“Mmmm.” 

Tatjana's hand pushed forward to Lily's bare cunt, just barely tickling the folds there. So moist 

already, so hot and wet.

Lily swallowed, desperate for delay. “Can I ask something?”

“I suppose.” 

Tatjana kept kissing her neck. So soft, so wet, so insistent. Lily felt her skin blushing up and down 

her body. Sweat had started to form on her titillating chest. Little droplets careened down the slope of 

her hot young teen tits.

“I just . . . I don't understand. You're so pretty. You could have anyone. Why are you doing this to 

me?”

“Because of what you just said.” Tatjana giggled. “I can have anyone. I'm going to have you. And 

you're going to like it, too.”

Lily opened her mouth to argue, and then thought better of it.

“Oh, I know what you're thinking.” Tatjana smirked. “'Stupid bitch, you don't know what I like.' 

But I do, darling And I'm going to show you how I do.” She reached a hand up and gently squeezed 

Lily's breast. “And when we're all done, you're going to thank me. Do you understand?”

Lily nodded. Her legs scrambling on the floor. The squeeze to her breast had been like an electric 

current through her body.

“Say it.”

“I understand, Tatjana.”

“Good girl. I'd like to kiss you, Lily. You're incredible pretty. Beautiful, you could say. I will say it.

You are beautiful.”

Tatjana searched Lily's eyes. Lily tried to stay stony, but somewhere, it felt so very good to hear 

the gorgeous teacher say she was beautiful. Certainly, Tatjana would know, being so very beautiful 

herself.

“You're not going to say thank you for the compliment? It's so easy to say thank you, Lily. It 

doesn't cost you anything, and there are countless benefits.”

Lily nodded, breathing hard. “T-thank you.”

“Good girl. I'm going to kiss you, now.”

Lily nodded, shuddering. Tatjana's lips brushed against hers, the tongue there—so soft—just 

fluttering against the soft folds of her lips. It lasted for all of five seconds. It lasted a lifetime.

Tatjana tsked, shaking her head. 

“Let's try that again. Only this time, don't be such a prude. Enjoy yourself, Lily. Think about that. 

You're the only one right now who's preventing this from being an incredibly sexy experience. The 

hottest teacher in school, desperate to lick your hot little pussy? Do you know how many guys out there

would love to watch you do anything like this? You're so beautiful.”

Lily gulped. She hadn't thought of it that way—Tatjana licking her pussy. She thought she would 

be the one to do that. Was that . . . disappointment she felt? No. Relief. Surely it was relief. 

The teacher's sultry, hot accent made everything harder to say no to. Made it harder even to fight. 

When Tatjana said she was going to do something, it almost didn't feel like force, it felt more just like 

an easy, hot slid into sexy oblivion. 

Tatjana leaned in again. Lily was ready this time, licking her lips. She leaned back into Tatjana, 

their jaws both moving up and down as Tatjana's tongue entered her mouth.

The teacher's lips were like hot, wet sorcery, sending spells of pleasure up and down Lily's body. 

She moaned helplessly, leaning into the kiss, suckling at Tatjana's tongue. Lily whined needily.

Tatjana stood up, walking away. She went to her desk and started to gather her papers, her bags.

“Where . . . what are you doing?” Lily was in a daze.

“I'm leaving. Clearly, you don't want to be here with me. And I'm not going to force you into 

anything. You've made your choice. Your future, and making me happy, are both less important than 

your repressed sexuality.”

Repressed . . . repressed sexuality? Lily wasn't attracted to women. That wasn't true. But . . . 

Tatjana was just so painfully beautiful. 

“No . . .” Lily said weakly, watching the teacher's delicious ass strut away. “Wait!”

Tatjana stopped.

“Come back.” Lily patted the couch. “Please come back, Tatjana. Tatjana . . .” she took a breath. 

“Tatjana baby, please? Please come back and sit with me? Let me kiss you? I think . . . I think that was 

the problem, before. If I could be the one kissing you . . . I think I could be better for you.”

Tatjana's smirk only lasted for a moment before transforming into a disapproving scowl, but Lily 

saw it. Saw that Tatjana was expecting this, and was playing her like a fiddle. And Lily knew—just as 

she knew her pussy was getting incredibly wet—she knew Tatjana had wanted her to catch the little 

smile.

The second Tatjana slid back on the couch, Lily wrapped her arms around her neck and pulled her 

in close. She shifted so that Tatjana's back was against the couch, and then slid over on top of her lap. 

Pretend it's fun, Lily told herself. Pretend it's someone you like. Pretend it's a gorgeous woman 

who wants to lick your pussy and you have to impress her because she's soooo fucking pretty. 

Pretend, Lily. It's only pretend. Just like those hot juices running down your thighs are just from 

pretend arousal.

Her kiss lit fireworks inside her brain. Her tongue reached needfully into Tatjana's mouth, 

accompanied by a symphony of moans and whimpers. Tatjana's hair become undone from her hot little 

bun, the golden locks thick in Lily's fingers as she slid her hands through them. 

Without warning, Tatjana slid her fingers inside of Lily's bare pussy. Lily moaned hotly into 

Tatjana's mouth, so appreciative, Tatjana's fingers filling her up like nothing else ever had. She bucked 

up and down on the fingers, quickly finding the rhythm with Tatjana, so that she was grinding down as 

Tatjana was thrusting in. 

Lily had no idea a woman could fill her like this. She had no idea that a woman could fit so 

perfectly inside her hot teen cunt. That a gorgeous woman like Tatjana would even want to. Lily lost 

herself in desire, forgetting completely all the circumstances, just loving the soft, buxom body of 

Tatjana, the hot curves of her teacher's body, the delicious line of her chin. 

Tatjana pushed Lily back on the couch, off of her lap. The teacher's fingers sliding completely out 

of the teen's sopping wet pussy. 

Lily protested weakly. What was happening? She kept wondering up until the point that Tatjana 

lowered down, inside her legs. Her golden hair was so soft as she slid between Lily's thighs.

“Do you want me to, Lily?”

Lily knew she had to say yes. She knew there was no other answer that could satisfy.

“Y-yes, Miss Tatjana! Please! Please lick my pussy.”

Tatjana giggled and went to work. 

Her tongue was magic. Lily was convinced now. There was no other way to describe it, to explain 

it, to justify it. Tatjana's tongue was hot, perfect magic sent from Heaven to deliver monumental little 

currents of bliss with every sensationally sweet little lick. Tatjana's pace was determined, practiced. 

Lick, lick, lick. One every second or so. Each one dragging up and down Lily's clit so skillfully, 

knowing what Lily wanted even before Lily did. It was so, sooo good. How had she lived before 

having her pussy licked like this? How had she managed? 

Her orgasm was building and building as Tatjana continued to lick. Lily's legs pumped up and 

down, wrapping around the teacher's beautiful face. If she came, she was Tatjana's slut. If she came, she

lost. If she came, then whenever Tatjana wanted, Lily would come running, asking for more. Not even 

caring, maybe, that Tatjana held her life in the palm of her hand. 

Oh god, was there any way she could stop herself?

There wasn't. The orgasm hit Lily like a thunderbolt, straightening her whole body out even as she 

thrashed uncontrollably. It took all her composure not to scream out loud at the top of her longs—she 

knew there were still janitors, other teachers nearby. So instead she just let out a long, high-pitched 

whine, biting one thick lower lip.

She was a slut. She was Tatjana's slut. She was such a fucking hot, teenage slut for her teacher. She

wanted to do this again. There was no possible path in her life that she could imagine without having 

Tatjana's mouth down there once more. 

Tatjana slid up the couch, snuggling beside the pussy-juice-soaked teenager. She wrapped her arms

around her hot little cheerleader.

Lily was still breathing hard. She clutched at Tatjana, holding the tight sexy body of the blond teacher so close. They were both slippery with sweat, their hot young bodies sliding up and down just 

slightly, their nipples massaging each other.

“Shh,” whispered Tatjana. “Shh, honey. You did so good.”

Lily whined happily. 

“It was so good.” The word stumbled out of her mouth. “It was soooo good. It was so soooo 

good.”

Tatjana nodded and snuggled her tighter.

“You'll be back tomorrow, won't you darling?”

Lily nodded. She could accept that. 

“Yes, Miss Tatjana.”
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