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Mrs. Greer was the history teacher of her local high school. She had been in this position for nearly 15 years, and had grown into a very mature, but elegant woman. She had dark auburn hair, with streaks of silver on the sides just barely visible, but had a tall and demanding stature, with calves and thighs to die for, and a firm butt. At 41 years old, her body still looked as if she was still only 30, and her face had fortunately-placed wrinkles, appearing only prominently when she smiled, accentuating her facial structure, rather than marring it. She knew all of this because she constantly overheard the gossip going around the school from the students, who talked at great lengths about her behind her back, specifically about how hot she was for her age. She adored the attention, and teaching the seniors, even got tempted more than a couple times. But, she was happily married, and felt it was appropriate only to tease, never to engage.

She did have fun taunting and teasing one boy in her class, a boy by the name of Gary Stalwin. He was semi-popular around the school, known for his braggadocios behavior. It was fun for Greer, walking down the aisle of desks, walking seductively as she handed out his paper, then walking over to the desk in front of him and taunting Gary with her butt by bending over to deliver her papers, subtly waggling it in front of him, her black, form-fitting business skirt pulling tightly against her taut figure, before continuing on down the line. Every time, she noticed he was always looking her up and down by the time she reached the end of the aisle. Every time, she was always far too pleased with herself.

Now that it was the end of the first half of the school year, she had tests to hand out, and she was getting antsy wanting to tease Gary once more. Row by row she moved, cordially and calculated. She flaunted herself mildly to all the other boys in class, some of the girls being completely oblivious, maybe one or two girls who were of a lesbian disposition taking notice, but Greer could hardly tell, has her focus was primarily on the boys.

A saunter here, a waggle there, all the while her heels echoed throughout the classroom. Her appearance was just as domineering as her stature.

She finally reached the row Gary was in, and anticipated every step. Desk by desk, she began to grow wetter and wetter. Reaching his desk and placing the paper down, she smiled at him, before moving ahead, placing the next paper down, and performing her routine butt-waggle. Before she could move to the next desk, she felt something odd, a sudden jerking motion, and she felt her skirt yanked off, pulling her black lace panties with them. She could feel the cool classroom air breeze between her thighs, and knew she was exposed to the entire classroom.

“Hah-hah-hah! Holy smokes! Check out Mrs. Greer's beaver! She's got a fur coat!” One random student shouted.

Mrs. Greer had no idea how to initially react, throwing her arms up in dismay at the situation at first, her long legs and firm butt exposed to everyone behind her, while half the classroom in front of her could see her dark reddish curly-haired pubic forest. Greer had never felt this before. The embarrassment and shame, mixed with insecurities about her natural overgrowth. She tried bending down to pick up her skirt, but realized the buttons had torn and it was unwearable.

“Look, you can even see her hairy asshole!” Another student shouted, causing Greer even more dismay. She looked up at Gary, who was laughing and pointing. The student she most had affection for was likely the one responsible, and could only feel contempt and betrayal now in her heart. Her look of dismay turned into a teary-eyed scowl. She walked out of the room as proudly as she could, bottomless. It was still 30 minutes before class ended so the halls were quite empty, a fortunate break for Mrs. Greer, who, taking a deep breath, still hearing the laughing from the classroom, stormed down the halls, determined and ignorant of her bottomless status.

Walking into the principals office, blowing past the secretaries, who were staring with balking eyes, the principal sat there, confused at first who was storming in, then raising his eyes with surprised bewilderment at not just who it was, but who it was, and how they were dressed.

“Mrs. Greer, do you know you're-”

Mrs Greer stopped him, “Yes, I do...One of the students did this to me.” She said firmly, and angrily.

“Oh, my, well...” The principal had to collect his thoughts for a moment. “That's definitely an expellable offense. Who...Who did this to you?”

“Gary Stalwin. I know for a fact that it was him.”

“Well, I suppose the only thing to do is to call him down here then.”

Putting on the loud-speaker a call for Gary Stalwin to appear in the principal's office, Mrs. Greer waited, angrily tapping her heel-wearing foot, clothed with a make-shift hoodie tied around her waist.

Gary was immediately directed into the principal's office upon arriving, and Mrs. Greer gave him scorching eyes as he walked past her, still with a smug smile on his face. She listened against the door to try and hear whatever it was they were talking about. At first she could hear principal Lyle talking, mentioning expulsion, but then she heard Gary act outraged, as if he were innocent. Mrs. Greer smiled devilishly at the turn of events. She wanted to hear it go on longer, but then got an even more devilish idea.

Walking into the Lyle's office cautiously, to which principal Lyle and Gary both turned their heads to look in mild confusion at, wondering what she was doing, Greer then began to opine, “Principal Lyle, if you don't mind, I would like to speak to Gary myself. Privately, if that's okay with you.”

Principal Lyle looked at Gary, then Mrs. Greer, before responding, “Alright, I guess that's okay. If you can reach an agreement, then I'll let you handle it, Mrs. Greer.”

Mrs. Greer watched carefully as principal Lyle exited the room. As he quietly shut the door, Mrs. Greer sauntered over to the front of his desk, before candidly untying the hoodied around her waist and dropping it to the floor, standing against the desk with her legs cross, and her dark patch of fur near perfectly eye-level with Gary, who reacted by putting a fist to his mouth to hide his laughing smile.

“Laugh it up, Gary. Because, unless you do what I say, you're facing expulsion.”

“Hah, yea right. My dad is friends with Lyle. He'd never expel me.”

“Oh, quite contraire, Gary. You see, you're 18 years old. That legally makes you an adult, and you just committed a very serious crime.”

Suddenly, Gary's face dropped the smug, esteemed, smiling joy, and became awash with a blank stare.

“Oh yes, you just committed sexual assault. You could be incarcerated.”

Gary's face was suddenly becoming contorted into crying desperation at the realization. As a teenager, he was so completely at ease with the world around him, constantly given second chances in years past, all under the assumption that because he was not 18 yet, he could get away with anything, only getting a slap on the wrist. But circumstances had changed now, and Mrs. Greer was using that to her advantage.

“You...You can't...Please, it was a joke!”

“A joke? You humiliated me in front of my class, hurt my self-esteem, and damaged my reputation through exposing me so luridly in front of all my students!”

Gary quickly began to beg, asking anything of her, telling her it would never happen again, that he would stay after to help clean the classroom, all the typical things a student weighs against their punishment when it is most severe.

Mrs. Greer smiled plainly at him, guiding a hand up from her legs, across her waist, and up to her belly-button. As she tapped her fingers on her smooth and ever-so-lightly adipose belly, she said to him, “You want to make amends?”

He begged and pleaded, “Anything, absolutely anything!”

Greer then parted her crossed legs, spreading them wide in front of them, laying her bare butt cheeks on top of the principal's desk. Putting her hand in front of her groin, she then gave Gary a beckoning finger.

Gary had a look of confusion at first, but then slightly shook his head.

“Oh yes, Gary. If you want to apologize, I need to know you're truly sorry. That includes saying sorry to my pussy, which you exposed to everyone.”

Gary reluctantly got on all fours, out of the chair, and crawled over in between Mrs. Greer's legs. He looked up at her, domineering over him, and gave a helpless expression, before she grabbed his head and planted it firmly in her bushy patch.

“Now, apologize, Gary, until I'm satisfied.”

Gary began licking through her fur, his tongue unfamiliar with the act of cunnilingus, which Greer could tell as it explored curiously from one position to the next. As his tongue grazed her stiff clitoris, Greer excitedly exclaimed, “There! Right...There.”

He continued on her clit, working her groin with his tongue until she was satisfied, releasing a concerningly audible moan.

As principal Lyle walked in, asking, “What's going on in here?” He was greeted to the sight of a defeated Gary, sitting on the floor, while Mrs. Greer finished tying off her hoodie on her waist.

“Oh, principal Lyle, hello! I think me and Gary came to a valid understanding. I don't think he'll be a problem anymore. Isn't that right?” She finished, patting him softly on his shocked face.
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