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Synopsis

19-year-old Matthew's academic performance is jeopardizing his eligibility to play college football. 39-year-old Kate is an out-of-work professor who desperately needs cash. When she gets an offer to tutor Matthew, she knows she can't refuse. As Matthew struggles and the pressure mounts, Kate invents an erotic game to motivate him and get both their competitive juices flowing.

PRIVATE TUTOR is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and a raw, raunchy romance. 18+ only.


Private Tutor


Kate

Kate Killian sat at her computer and sighed. She had taken a sabbatical from teaching History at the University so she could finally write the historical novel she had planned and thought about for years. At thirty-nine years old, she was desperate to get the damn thing written before her fortieth birthday.

It was not going well.

I need a break, she thought.

Closing her laptop, Kate got on the floor and did some light yoga, then headed for the shower. The warm water flowing over her stretched muscles felt delicious.

As she toweled off in front of the mirror, Kate took a moment to run her hands over her damp body. She loved touching herself, especially since it was so long since she had been with a man.

I miss it so much.

Kate had been celibate for a long time. It was a choice she had made for her career, a difficult but necessary decision. Her lack of romantic partners certainly wasn't because of her looks. Kate had sparkling blue eyes and full, sensual lips. Her silky auburn hair fell past her shoulders. A petite 5'2", her small frame accentuated the swell of her large breasts and the round curves of her ass.

In short, Kate was a beautiful woman.

As a college professor, this was not an asset.

Kate had learned this the first time she stood before a classroom full of young students. She had worked hard to prepare for her American History 101 class, going over her notes and meticulously planning her lessons. When she first took the lectern, however, immediately sensing how her male students were staring at her, their eyes crawling all over her body, Kate knew that she was in trouble. She had tried to get them to focus on the syllabus she had labored so hard to prepare, the book list she had so carefully assembled, the lectures she had rehearsed so often, but all they were paying attention to was her gorgeous face and her luscious curves.

The girls in the class saw what was going on. They were staring at Kate, too, jealous hatred smoldering in their eyes.

It got even worse when Kate was called into the Dean's office.

"Please read this," he said, pointing to a website he had brought up on his laptop.

"How Hot Is My Professor?" Kate read.

Someone had snapped a photo of her while she was leaning over her lectern. Her blouse was hanging open and the tops of her breasts and bra were clearly visible. Featured alongside the picture was her name and five icons of chili peppers on fire.

"Oh, god," Kate groaned.

"Read the ratings," the Dean said. He was sitting in his chair with his arms crossed over his chest, a deep frown creasing his forehead.

Kate scanned the long list of posts, her stomach churning.

"Professor Killian is so hot, I didn't hear a word she said during her lectures."

"I never miss a class now that I've seen my smoking hot professor. She lectures, I stare."

"I want to bend her over her lectern!"

"Professor Killian can teach my cock any day!"

The posts went on and on, her male students graphically describing what they wanted to do to Kate. One student had even posted a shot of her bending over, her skirt wrapped tight around her ass.

Kate remembered that day. It had been less than a week since she had dropped a pen during one of her lectures. She'd thought nothing of it at the time. Now she wondered which of her students had snuck a shot of her while she was bent over, sharing his sneaky picture of her ass with the entire world online.

The worst part was that Kate was feeling a strange thrill running through her. The idea that her male students were so turned on by her, fantasizing about her as they sat in her class, sent a chill of pleasure through Kate's whole body.

Kate forced those thoughts out of her mind. The Dean was watching her closely. Kate set her face in a mask of outrage and disappointment.

"You see the problem," the Dean said. "Your students are distracted by your appearance, Professor Killian. It's hurting your teaching performance and, frankly, it's harming our reputation as a University."

Kate knew the Dean was right. Her male students were performing poorly, their papers were sloppily written, their test scores were low. Her female students were all performing adequately, which meant her lectures and lesson plans were fine (though there was one lesbian student who was also performing poorly). Kate had suspected her looks might be a factor in the differences between her student's grades. Now she had the proof right in front of her.

"I'll… I'll have a talk with my class," she stammered. "I'll let them know that I am there to teach, not to--"

The Dean cut her off with a dismissive wave of his hand.

"Not good enough, Professor," he said. "You need to take more drastic action."

"Like what?" Kate said, bewildered. "Teach only female students? Even then, there is this one lesbian girl who--"

The Dean cut her off again.

"You're a smart woman," he said. "You can figure it out."

Kate had gone home that day, her mind spinning. The next day, she went to class wearing her new "uniform."

That's how Kate came to think of the clothes she wore for the rest of the year and the years that followed. Baggy blouses buttoned to the throat. Loose skirts that came down to her ankles. Chunky shoes and even chunkier, dull jewelry. She wore no makeup and tied her long auburn hair back in a severe bun. Instead of her usual contact lenses, Kate bought a pair of the biggest, ugliest eyeglasses she could find, hiding her beautiful blue eyes behind the thick lenses.

Things went much better after she donned this "uniform." The posts to How Hot Is My Professor? stopped, her male students started paying attention, her female students stopped staring daggers at her, and grades went up across the board. Even her lesbian student started performing well.

That had happened eleven years ago. After a scandal shook the college when two married professors had an affair with each other, Kate had also decided that she would avoid any romantic relationships that might jeopardize her career. She'd grown up poor and didn't want to put her job at risk in any way. She dated infrequently and never saw a man for very long. It was hard depriving herself because Kate was a very sexual woman. She loved to fuck and wanted it all the time. Her career mattered more to her, however. Porn and her vibrator quickly became her primary sexual outlet.

Now, after more than a decade teaching, Kate felt secure enough to take a break. She was determined to finally write the historical novel she had been planning for years. Without teaching, money would be tight, but the sacrifice would be worth it. Even more than teaching, Kate wanted to be a novelist.

What kind of novelist can't even complete a chapter, though?

Kate sat down again at her desk and opened her laptop. She stared at the blinking cursor. She put her hands on the keyboard and held them there.

Nothing happened.

Write, damn it!

Kate put her hands down by her side. Her brain felt like it was stuck into deep mud.

I need to cum.

Kate sighed. Orgasms always cleared her mind. She got up from her desk, looking forward to getting into bed with her Magic Wand. The powerful machine would get her off in no time.

Just as she was about to go to her bedroom, Kate's mobile phone started ringing.

Shit.

Kate answered the phone reluctantly. It was the Dean. From the tone of his voice, Kate knew he was under a lot of stress.

"I need you to come back in, Kate," he said.

"I can't. I'm so busy working on my novel," she lied.

"We'll pay you your usual salary for just a few hours work a week."

That caught Kate's attention. She'd saved enough to scrape by for the year of her sabbatical, but some extra cash would make things so much easier. Still, the novel wasn't going to write itself. If she wanted to finish it before she turned forty, taking on more teaching was not the way to do it.

The money, though.

"What do you need me to do?" she asked warily.

She listened as the Dean explained the situation.

"We're under a lot of pressure from the Administration and alumni," the Dean said. "Will you help us, Kate? I'd remember it when it came time to award you tenure."

Tenure!

Kate fought the keep the excitement out of her voice as she agreed to help the Dean with his problem.

"Thank you, Kate," said the Dean. "He'll be at the student center tomorrow at noon."

"I'll be there," Kate said.

"Don't let us down," the Dean said. "A lot is riding on this."

Kate had hung up the phone giddy with excitement. Not only was she going to be earning extra cash for her writing sabbatical, but if she was successful with this new assignment, the Dean had practically promised her tenure.

Today turned out better than I thought.

Kate thought about sitting down to write, but more hours of stress just didn't appeal. Instead, she celebrated with an orgasm, lying in bed with the Magic Wand clamped tightly between her twitching thighs.


Matthew

Matthew sat at a table in a quiet corner of the student center. The place was busy, students laughing and talking at the tables around him. Matthew could feel them eyeing him curiously, wondering why he was sitting alone.

Matthew glanced around. Several coeds smiled at him, making their interest clear. Matthew was very handsome, with hazel eyes and curly blonde hair. Attention from girls unnerved him, however, and Matthew quickly looked back down at his hands.

Damn place is stuffed to the gills, he thought.

At 6'8" and weighing two hundred and forty pounds, Matthew was a specimen of male prowess. It had been that way since he was a kid, his sudden growth spurt in sixth grade leaving him towering over classmates. A high school All-American, Matthew had been recruited by all the top college football programs, their coaches seeing the potential for Matthew as a dual-threat tight end, one who could both block and catch. Matthew had chosen the local University to stay close to his mother.

Matthew's mother was the only woman he felt comfortable with. This was true throughout his childhood. Besides his size, Matthew had been alienated from his classmates by a speech impediment that left him stuttering whenever he tried to say even the simplest of sentences.

It was at its worst when Matthew was talking to pretty girls, his tongue knotting up inside his mouth until he couldn't say a word at all. Matthew had avoided girls since he was a child. Even though he had long conquered his stutter, Matthew had never lost his shyness around the opposite sex. At nineteen years old, even with all the attention he received, Matthew had never been with a woman.

"You'll find the right one," his mother had assured him. "There's no hurry, Matthew."

Matthew trusted his mother. Despite his body aching to have sex, Matthew kept his distance from all the girls who approached him, too afraid that his stutter would embarrass him.

Looking for a way to distract himself from the unwanted attention he was getting at the student center, Matthew took his playbook from his backpack and begun studying the plays. Blocking schemes, pass routes, what to do in scrambles. The Xs and Os were familiar territory for Matthew. Just looking at the playbook soothed his mind.

What didn't soothe Matthew's mind was his American History class. It all seemed a confused jumble to Matthew-- date after meaningless date, events that happened hundreds of years ago. Matthew couldn't muster the interest to even open his textbooks.

His lack of interest had not been without consequences.

"Son, you got to buckle down," his coach had told him.

They were sitting in his office. Matthew had just dominated in practice and was feeling good. Being called to see the coach about his school work was like being splashed in the face with a bucket of ice water.

When Coach calls you "son," you know you done fucked up.

"I know you're doing okay in your other classes, but you're gonna lose your eligibility if you don't get at least a "C" in your American History class. Unacceptable."

Matthew had nodded his head, showing the coach he was listening.

"The administration and alumni are worried about you, son," his coach had continued. "They've found a tutor who is willing to help you. The question is, Are you willing to help yourself? Are you ready to do the hard work that leads to victory? Are you willing to do what it takes to win?"

He's giving me the same motivational speech he gives before games.

"I am, Coach."

"Good. Then here's what you need to do."

That meeting had been three days ago and now Matthew was sitting in the student center alone, waiting for his tutor to show up. Matthew knew he should be studying, but he just couldn't bring himself to do so. Instead, his American History textbook sat forgotten in his backpack as Matthew lost himself in his playbook.

Football came so easily. Matthew couldn't wait until he was a pro. He'd never have to open another textbook again in his life.

"Matthew?"

Matthew looked up from the Xs and Os. A small woman was standing near his table. She wore shapeless clothes and had on the ugliest pair of glasses Matthew had ever seen. A satchel was slung across her shoulders.

Matthew nodded, trying not to let his trepidation show on his face.

"I'm Kate. I'm here to tutor you in World History."

"Hello, Kate," he said glumly.

Matthew closed his playbook and sat up straighter as Kate took a seat beside him.

At least she's not pretty. That would really make things awkward.

"So, I've been told you are having some difficulties with your American History class," Kate said.

She had placed a small notebook and pen on the table in front of her. Matthew shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He felt like he did whenever he visited his doctor, the preliminaries all a lead up to the sting of the needle, the prodding of the gloved hand. He looked at Kate and wondered just how unpleasant this whole tutoring thing was going to be.

"Can you tell me what's been giving you trouble?" she asked.

"I'm just not interested," he muttered.

"I see," said Kate. "Well then what we need to do is find some way to motivate you to do your work. I've talked to your History professor. He's a good teacher and he's concerned about you."

Kate reached into her satchel. She removed some hand-outs and placed them on the table.

"These are the articles you've been assigned," she said. "Why don't we go over them together and see where you're at as far as your analysis of them."

"Okay," Matthew said.

She scooted her chair closer so that they could look at the print outs side-by-side. Matthew became aware of the light perfume Kate was wearing. It smelled really sexy, a weird contrast to the plain woman that was now pointing at some text she had highlighted on the print out.

"Let's start with the main elements of the battle," she said.

Matthew glanced around the student center again. The sight of him next to Kate must have been funny, his huge size next to her petite body. It was like that cartoon he used to love, the one with the bulldog and his tiny chihuahua buddy.

"I'm not sure what the main elements are," he said.

I haven't even read those hand-outs yet. They've been sitting in my backpack for the last five days.

"Okay," Kate said. "Let's try and tease it out then."

The hour dragged by, Matthew constantly peeking at his wristwatch to see how long he had left. Kate was a good teacher and very patient with him, but Matthew still couldn't muster the interest he needed to attack the subject. Huge linebackers wanting to take his head off were something Matthew handled with ease. Discussing the main elements of The Battle of Bunker Hill was like trying to speak a foreign language, one he had no desire to learn.

They ended their session at one-thirty precisely. Matthew made his way back to the football field where practice would soon be starting. After an hour and a half of tutoring, Matthew was ready to hit someone really hard.


Kate

Kate was sitting at her desk at home, staring at her blank computer screen as she held her mobile phone to her ear.

"It's been two weeks," the Dean was saying, "and there's been no improvement in Matthew's grades. On his last test, he scored a 'D+' for Christ's sake! He needs to be scoring at least a 'B' or he's never going to pass!"

"Matthew is proving difficult to motivate," Kate admitted.

Kate had tried various techniques to improve Matthew's studying habits, to interest him in the books he was assigned, to get him to dig into the texts. Nothing had seemed to work except for the flashcards she had made for him. Even that had only gotten him as far as a "D+".

"Well you need to find some way to motivate him, then," the Dean almost shouted. "The admins and alumni are breathing down my neck on this. If he loses his academic eligibility, heads are going to roll. And not just mine."

"Wait," Kate said. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that we're both in this together, Kate."

"So if I don't get Matthew to score at least a 'B' in his class--"

"--then tenure will be the least of your worries," the Dean finished for her. "I'll also be looking for another job."

Kate leaned back in her chair, her hand pressed to her forehead. She had taken this assignment to make some extra cash and to boost her chances at getting tenure. She hadn't expected this kind of pressure to come with tutoring Matthew.

"The football program is huge," the Dean said. "Understand the stakes and act accordingly, Kate. For both our sakes."

The Dean disconnected. Kate stared at the phone for a long time before finally setting it on the desk. Her mind was reeling. Her novel was not progressing and now she was in danger of losing the position she had worked so hard to get. Everything seemed to be falling apart.

Think, damn it! There's got to be a way out of this.

She pressed her fingers to her temples, trying to wrap her brain around the situation. It wasn't working. Kate's head felt like it was full of sand.

I need to clear my mind.

Kate knew the best way to do just that.

I need to cum.

Kate went into her bedroom and stripped naked and got on her bed. She pulled the Magic Wand from under her mattress and plugged it in. She let her hands roam her body, pinching at her nipples and stroking her inner thighs.

Kate could feel her body warming up. She dipped her fingers between her legs. Her pussy was starting to get wet.

Kate grinned, enjoying the anticipation of the pleasure to come.

Kate closed her eyes… and thought of Matthew.

Ever since she'd first started tutoring him, Matthew had taken over her fantasies. He was a gorgeous boy and he was absolutely huge. Kate had never been near such a behemoth. When she sat next to him, she felt like a child sitting next to a grown-up. The way he dwarfed her made Kate shiver.

She imagined him wrapping her in his arms, imagined those massive muscle squeezing around her tight. She wanted to be enveloped by his body, to drown in his warm flesh.

She set the vibrator on top of her clit and turned it on to its lowest setting. Kate moaned as the powerful machine hummed into life, sending its strong vibrations through her. She stuck her fingers into her mouth, sucking her juices off of them. Kate loved the taste of her pussy.

I wonder if Matthew would, too?

Kate imagined his handsome face buried between her legs, his tongue lapping at her pussy. She reached down and turned the vibrator to its middle setting, squirming as the motor revved up.

Wrapping my legs around his wide torso. Feeling his hard ass flexing in my hands.

She turned the vibrator to its highest setting, squealing as it shook her whole lower body.

Getting pounded by his big cock.

Kate clamped her legs around the Magic Wand. She sucked in her breath and held it as her orgasm pulsed through her body. Wave after wave of pleasure ran through her as she held the vibrator tight between her legs, riding her orgasm until it built into another and then a third.

Gasping, Kate finally opened her legs again and removed the Magic Wand, shutting it off and setting it beside her on the bed. She let the soothing afterglow wash over her, her body feeling so relaxed after cumming so hard.

Staring up at the ceiling, Kate's thoughts circled back to her situation. Her mind felt clear and focused. She went over what the Dean had told her.

The Administration and the alumni had so much power and the football program brought in so much money and prestige. There would be no escaping their displeasure if she failed to keep Matthew academically eligible to play.

With so much on the line, Kate had to figure out a way to get Matthew motivated.

As she tenderly massaged her exhausted pussy, Kate began to smile. An idea had taken hold of her, an idea that might just solve her problems. She let it play out in her mind, delighted at the simplicity of it. The more she considered it, the more delighted she became.

Matthew is a young man. He's also competitive.

By the time she rolled out of bed and headed for the shower, Kate knew exactly how to motivate her student.


Matthew

Mathew pedaled his bike down the back streets of the quiet neighborhood that surrounded his college. The sidewalks were dappled with the late afternoon sunshine.

Matt hadn't been able to practice with the team for several days now. The Administration had been keeping close tabs on him, ordering him to stay away until his finals were done. Matthew had tried to sneak in to get some weight training done in the team's dedicated facility, but even that was barred to him.

"Go study," his coach had said to him as Matthew had entered the outer locker room. He'd practically stood in the entrance, blocking Matthew from setting foot inside the team's facilities.

Instead of practicing on the field, Matthew had spent the last few days memorizing flash cards in his dorm room. Kate had given him the new flashcards after his last exam. Matthew had groaned inwardly when he saw how thick the stack was.

The last three days had been the longest three days of Matthew's young life, the hours seeming to drag by at a glacial pace.

I've memorized entire playbooks before, no problem. But that was for something I loved. American History? It's all so disconnected, so boring.

Matthew had to admit that Kate's flashcards had helped. Still, he was not looking forward to his upcoming tutoring session.

Matthew's mobile phone was clamped to the handle bars of his bike, the mapping program on screen guiding him to the address that Kate had given him.

"I noticed that you seem a little self-conscious studying in the student center," she'd told him over the phone. "For our next session, I'd like you to come to my house. It's near campus. You won't have to worry about being distracted by all the noise and people at the student center."

Matthew had gratefully accepted, tired of the constant unwanted attention he attracted. Kate had proven to be a patient and capable teacher. Matthew had managed to score a "D+" on his last exam, and exam he was sure he was going to fail. If it hadn't been for the flashcards Kate had prepared for him, he definitely would have flunked.

Still, a "D+" was not going to get him a passing overall grade in his American History class. He knew he needed to improve drastically. The cards worked to some degree, cutting the mass of information down into chunks that Matthew could handle more easily, but he still struggled to find the drive to study. Football practice and his playbook were just so much more a part of the life he had and the life that he wanted to live. American History was just crap he had to wade through to get where he wanted to go.

Once I go pro…

It was his mantra, the one he repeated every time he sat down to study his flashcards.

Before he could turn pro, though, Matthew knew had to get through college first. His final exam in American History was just a week away. Matthew had been assigned the Battle of Gettysburg for his subject area. Kate had encouraged him to opt for the Fact-Based test rather than the essay option. Cramming his head full of facts and regurgitating them on test day seemed like a more realistic option for Matthew, who had readily agreed that an essay was not his strongest suit.

He had forced himself to go over and over the flashcards Kate had made for him. He did as Kate suggested, treating each card like it was a play from his playbook. It had helped him tremendously, though Matthew was far from confident that he was ready his upcoming exam.

One week to stay eligible. One damn week.

Matthew's phone chimed and he hung a left on to a quiet residential area. Checking the address one more time, he parked his bike at the porch of a small house and climbed the front steps, his backpack slung over his shoulder.

The door swung open. Matthew did a double take, his jaw gaping.

A beautiful woman was standing in the doorway, smiling up at him. She was short and petite, with lush auburn hair framing a gorgeous face. Her full lips were a bright red that Matthew couldn't stop staring at. The woman was wearing a tight fitting dress cut low in the front, her lush tits accentuated by the clinging fabric.

Matthew's throat went dry. He could feel his tongue sticking to the back of his throat.

"Sorry," he managed to say. "Wrong house."

Matthew had just turned away when the woman let out a low, throaty chuckle. Matthew turned back, startled by the sound.

"Matthew," the woman said. "It's me. Kate."

Matthew peered at her closely. Slowly, he began to recognize the woman who had been tutoring him for the last three weeks. She looked absolutely stunning. If she hadn't spoken, Matthew would have never guessed the Kate he'd been studying with and the woman in the doorway were the same person.

"Wow," he said. "You look s-s-s-so different."

Damn it. That hasn't happened in years.

Matthew swallowed hard, forcing himself to concentrate on his speech patterns.

Kate didn't seem to notice his brief stutter. She smiled and did a little curtsy.

"I didn't feel like wearing the uniform today," she said.

"Uniform?"

She shook her head.

"Never mind. Come in, Matthew."

Kate stood aside and Matthew entered. As he passed by, he caught a whiff of her perfume. She had put a little more on than she usually wore.

She smells amazing.

Matthew looked around the small living room. It always unnerved him the first time he entered someone else's living space. It felt too intimate.

Especially with the brand-new-Kate standing right next to me. God, she looks so different!

"I've set up a space for us at the dining table," Kate said.

She led the way and Matthew followed. He took the opportunity to take in the sight of her ass wrapped in her tight dress.

"Have a seat," she said, gesturing at the small table. "Would you like something to drink?"

"Just water, please."

Matthew said the word "water" slowly, making sure he didn't stutter. That word had always given him trouble when he was a kid.

Kate went and filled a glass at her sink. She took a wine glass down from the shelf and poured in some red wine.

"Hope you don't mind if I have a little beverage," she said.

"No, of course not," Matthew replied. "It's your house and we're not on campus. It's late afternoon, too. So…"

I'm babbling like a little kid.

Kate listened patiently as his voice trailed off. She gave him a brisk nod.

"Good," she said brightly. "Here you go."

Kate set the two glasses at the table. Matthew expected her to take the seat across the table from him. Instead, she sat at his side, so close their arms were almost touching.

"How is the studying going?" she asked.

"Um, I've been hitting the flashcards you gave me. Trying to memorize them."

"Did you bring them with you?"

"Yeah," he said.

Matthew reached into his backpack and took out the cards.

"Hand them over," Kate said.

Her hand brushed his when she took the cards. Matthew noticed that she had painted her nails a bright red to match her lipstick.

Kate started shuffling through the cards. Matthew watched her, his eyes drifting down to her deep cleavage. Kate's nipples strained against the thin fabric of her dress.

She's not wearing a bra.

Matthew's cock tingled. He shifted his legs and tugged down the T-shirt he was wearing.

Kate looked up, catching Matthew staring at her breasts. Matthew quickly looked up into her eyes.

"Is it hard?" she asked.

"What?" Matthew spluttered.

"The studying," Kate said, grinning. "Is it hard studying with your schedule? Football practice and all that."

"Uh, Coach has been keeping me from practice. To study."

"He must care about your education."

"I think he just wants me to stay eligible so I can play," Matthew said.

"Well I care about your education," Kate said, lightly resting her hand on his forearm. Her hand was warm and soft.

"Um, thanks," he replied.

Kate set the cards down and picked up her wine glass. Matthew watched her take a sip, her eyes closing as she swallowed.

"Mmm," she sighed. "Good vintage, young but tasty."

She's talking about the wine, isn't she?

Matthew shifted his legs again.

"You haven't touched your water, Matthew."

Matthew lifted the glass to his mouth and took a big swallow. He hadn't realized how dry his throat had gotten.

"So," Kate said, "shall I flash you?"

Matthew nearly choked on his water.

"Pardon?"

"Do you want me to do the flashcards with you?"

"Uh, sure. Yes."

She rifled the cards in front of her.

"I worked at a casino one summer," she said. "I used to watch the dealers at work. Their hands were so dexterous."

Kate began sliding out cards, counting as she went. When she had twenty cards set aside, she looked up at Matthew.

"I've picked out some that you will definitely be asked on your exam," she said. "Twenty cards, twenty questions."

"I'm ready," Matthew said.

"We should wager."

"Wager?"

"On the cards, like they did at the casino. It will make it more fun. You are a competitive person aren't you?"

Matthew shrugged.

"What kind of wager?" he asked.

"Well…" Kate tapped her finger against her lips, as if deep in thought. Matthew stared at the trace of lipstick left behind on the tip of her finger.

"How about this?" she said. "We'll go in sets of five. If you get all five right, you can ask me to do a dare."

Matthew blinked, a confused frown on his face.

"A dare? What kind of dare?"

"Any dare," she said. Her eyes were glittering. "If you miss a question, I get to dare you."

"That doesn't seem fair. I have to get all the questions right, you only need for me to make one mistake."

Kate grinned at Matthew.

"House rules," she said. "And the house always wins. Unless you'd rather not play."

I definitely want to play.

"Deal," Matthew said.

Kate counted out five cards.

"What was the dates of the Battle of Gettysburg?"

"July 1st through the 3rd, 1863."

"Who led the Army of Northern Virginia?"

Easy one.

"Robert E. Lee," Matthew stated.

"Who led the Army of the Potomac?"

Another easy one.

"George Meade."

"How many casualties at the battle's end?"

"Between 46 and 51 thousand."

Matthew's heart was beginning to race. So many ideas for dares were running through his head.

"Before George Meade, who led the Union forces?"

"Joseph Booker!" Matthew almost shouted. "I got all five, didn't I?"

Kate shook her head sadly.

"You missed one," she said. "The last one."

"It wasn't Joseph Booker?"

"Joseph Hooker. With an 'H'."

"Oh," Matthew said. His shoulders slumped.

Kate clapped her hand excitedly.

"I get the first dare."

Now we'll see where she's going with all this. I probably read too much into it, she'll probably ask me to do something dumb like sing the national anthem or something.

Matthew sat back and crossed his arms in front of his chest.

"Go ahead," he sighed.

"I dare you…" Kate said, "…to take off your shirt and flex for me. Like one of those bodybuilders."

No singing, thank god. Stripping though? Interesting.

"Okay," said Matthew.

He stood up and took off his T-shirt. Kate had turned in her chair so that she as facing him. Matthew towered over her. Kate's eyes narrowed as she drank in the sight of his muscles, muscles built by years of weight training and football practice. His torso was a V-shaped sculpture, every individual muscle sharply defined.

"Flex," Kate demanded.

Feeling embarrassed but also incredibly turned on, Matthew began posing like a bodybuilder, flexing his muscles hard, his pecs thrusting out, his abs rippling. He turned his back to her and flexed his lats.

"We good?" he laughed.

"Very good," Kate said.

Still laughing, Matthew pulled his shirt back on and sat down. He could feel himself blushing, both from embarrassment and excitement. Kate's eyes were still half-closed, her lips slightly parted.

"Next five," Matthew said.

Kate picked up the cards and asked the questions. Matthew concentrated on his answers, trying not to make any more boneheaded mistakes. Thoughts of what he would dare Kate to do distracted him, however, and when he asked how he had done she told him he had missed two questions.

Damn it.

"Okay," he said. "Your dare. Again."

"I dare you… to give me a piggyback ride!"

"Done," he said.

Kate squealed as she leapt from her chair. Matthew turned his back to her, squatting down so she could climb on. Kate threw her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around Matthew's torso. He could feels her breasts pressing against his back. Her nipples were hard.

"Giddyup," she whispered into his ear.

Matthew carried her from the dining table into the living room and back again, Kate giggling the whole time. She weighed next to nothing, her lithe body warm as she clung tightly to him. The smell of her was intoxicating.

"We good?" Matthew asked again.

"Very good," she replied.

Matthew set her down back. She climbed off reluctantly.

"That was so much fun," she giggled. "I felt like a little kid again."

"Next five," said Matthew.

She asked, he answered.

"How did I do?" Matt said glumly. "I missed the second one, didn't I?"

Another piggyback ride, hopefully. My dick is still twitching from carrying her around the living room. Her nipples were like rivets.

Kate looked up at him, a smile spreading slowly across her face.

"Five out of five," she said. "Your dare."

Matthew's heart started galloping. He had so many ideas in his head, naughty ideas that he was almost too afraid to ask.

How far can I take this?

He looked at Kate sitting beside him. She was so gorgeous, so ripe. He wanted her badly.

What if I push too far, though? Could I scare her off? I definitely don't want that.

There were still five cards to go and Matthew was feeling good about the whole thing. He decided to err on the side of caution.

"I dare you… to kiss me."

"Kiss you?"

"On the lips," he hurriedly added.

"Okay," said Kate.

She got out of her chair. Even standing, she still wasn't much taller than the seated Matthew. She took his upturned face in her hands, her fingers stroking through his thick hair. She leaned in, her head tilted.

Matthew closed his eyes as her lips pressed to his.

They kissed softly at first, then harder. Kate parted her lips and their tongues darted. Matthew took her shoulders, running his hands up and down her arms.

"Mmm," Kate sighed. "That was so nice. We good?"

"Yes," Matthew said.

His heart was pounding so hard, he was sure she could hear it. Matthew had kissed exactly two women in his life, none as beautiful as Kate was. Her lips were so full and pillowy. He could still feel her lipstick smeared on his lips.

"Final five," Kate said.

"I'm ready."

She asked, he answered.

"Well?" Matthew asked.

Please, please, please…

Kate cocked her head. She sighed theatrically.

"Oh dear me," she said. "Your dare."

Matthew hesitated. Fear mixed with excitement in his churning guts. He'd asked for a kiss last time and gotten it. How much further would she go?

No more cards. Last chance. You know what you want to see.

"Take off your dress," Matthew whispered.

Kate didn't move.

Shit, too far! I screwed up. Should've went for another kiss, a longer one. GOD DAMN IT! Wait…

Kate was slowly nodding her head.

"Okay," she said.

Kate stood up and took a step back. She reached down and started pulling up the hem of her skirt. Matthew drank in the sight of her thighs as the dress crept up.

Kate wasn't wearing panties and Matthew stared as the dress slid over her pussy, revealing the dark auburn patch of hair between her legs, then climbed higher to her hipbones, her flat stomach.

Crossing her arms, Kate drew the dress up over her head and let it slip to the floor.

Matthew stared at her naked body. Her breasts firm and high, her hard nipples thick and red. A few drops of wetness glistened in her pubic hair.

Turning in a slow pirouette, Kate let him see her back and her round ass, before turning to face him again.

"Fuck," Mathew sighed.

Kate reached up to her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers. Matthew watched her, utterly hypnotized. His cock was rock hard, straining against the denim of his jeans. Kate was staring at the bulge running down the side of Matthew's thigh.

"We good?" she asked softly.

"Yes," Matthew said reluctantly.

Kate bent over slowly to pick up her dress, giving Matthew a final glimpse of her pussy before she slid the dress back on.

"Wait here," she said.

Matthew watched as she went into the living room. His head was still spinning with what had just happened.

This tutoring session was not what I expected. At all.

Matthew thought back to the time he had spent pouring over the flashcards. The tedium of it had nearly killed him. Now, he was glad he'd done it. All those hours had definitely paid off.

When she returned, Kate had a thick stack of new flashcards in her hands. She set them on the table in front of Matthew.

"These are more flashcards for your exam," she said. "Harder questions and more of them."

She was leaning close, her eyes locked on his.

"Come back the day before your test," she continued. "I'll pick ten at random. You'll need to get every single one correct."

"And if I do?" Matthew asked. "Get all ten correct?"

"Then you get to fuck me," she whispered.

Matthew swallowed hard.

"And if I don't get all ten?"

Kate smiled sadly.

"Then you don't," she said.


Matthew

Matthew pedaled his bike down the quiet streets to Kate's house. He had to force himself not to go too quickly, fighting the urge to sprint there as fast as he could.

I need these last few minutes to steady my mind.

Matthew ran through dates and names and and other obscure facts as he pedaled. The last six days had been a blur of studying. After leaving Kate the last time, Matthew had locked himself in his dorm room and done nothing but run through the flash cards that Kate had given to him. Emerging only to eat, use the bathroom, or get a light jog in, Matthew had spent hours lying on his narrow dorm bed, the stack of cards resting on his chest.

There were almost two hundred cards in the stack. At first, Matthew had despaired at the mountain of facts he was going to have to memorize. There was just too much of it, too many random bits that he could not even organize into a coherent mental picture, let alone commit to memory. Staring at the stack that first day, Matthew was sure he was going to fail.

Not just the exam. Kate, too.

The memory of Kate's naked body is what drove Matthew to push on with the flashcards. He pictured how heavy her breasts were, how thick and red her nipples were. He remembered the drops of wetness that had glistened in her dark pubic hair, evidence that her pussy was ready for him.

Every time he faltered, every time he wanted to just toss the cards in the air and watch TV, Matthew remembered what he had seen at Kate's house. Every time Matthew wanted to quit, he remembered her promise to him.

You get to fuck me.

After that first night of despair, Matthew tackled the flashcards head on. He applied the advice that Kate had given him before, to treat the flashcards like plays in his playbook. Kate had already broken down the cards into colored sets:

Pink cards were dates.

White cards were Union and Confederate leaders.

Blue cards were battle maneuvers.

Yellow cards were everything else.

Matthew treated the cards like play sets. He started with the dates, imagining they were pass blocking schemes. The white cards were run blocking schemes. The blue cards, which were the most complex, Matthew treated as passing routes. The yellow cards, by far the most numerous and diverse, he treated as scramble plays, plays that told him where to go when everything else broke down.

"I can do this," he'd said to himself as he assembled his new "playbook."

For the first few days, Matthew's head felt like it was about to explode. Gradually, though, things began to slot into place. Facts connected with other facts and a coherent picture began to take shape in his mind.

It was like his senior year on the high school team. After years of playing football, Matthew could finally see things as a whole, knowing how his part fit into the entire scheme of things. The game slowed down for him then, all the moving pieces starting to fall into patterns that Matthew was able to read as easily as he read his playbook.

Riding to Kate's house, Matthew felt that same calm, confident feeling filling him up. He knew that he had nailed the flashcards.

Which means I get to nail Kate.

The thought of having sex with his hot, older tutor both excited Matthew and scared him. He was desperate to feel her body, desperate to get deep inside her pussy. Yet Matthew worried about how she would react when he told her he had never been with a woman.

Will she freak out? Will she turn me down?

It seemed stupid to worry. Kate had made her interest clear.

But she's older and experienced. Maybe I'll disappoint her.

If anything, this is what most bothered Matthew. He'd lived his whole life being the best at what he did. The fear of disappointing the first woman he had sex with set his nerves on edge.

The only thing that soothed him a bit was Kate herself. She was one of the most patient people he had ever met.

And one of the hottest.

Matthew let a small smile ghost across his lips. He had done his best with Kate's flashcards. He would do his best with Kate.

I'm finally gone to lose my V-card.

The thought made him giddy.

Matthew swung into Kate's driveway and got off his bike. He resettled the backpack on his back and took a deep breath.

Game time.

Bounding up the steps, Matthew rapped on the front door. It swung open immediately, Kate standing in the doorway, her face lit up with a radiant smile.

Matthew's jaw dropped to his chest.

Kate was dressed in a see-through teddy, her breasts clearly visible through the gauzy fabric. The sides of the teddy were cut high on her hips, her pubic hair and pussy barely hidden behind a few bits of lace. She was wearing spiked high heeled ankle boots that accentuated the smooth muscles of her legs and lifted her ass high and tight.

Matthew took it all in, his eyes crawling all over her barely clothed body. His cock was pulsing, stretching and swelling inside his jeans.

"Hi," Matthew stammered.

"Come in, Matthew," Kate said, stepping aside as he entered, closing the door behind him and locking it.

"Follow me," she said as she went to the dining table. Matthew followed, thrilled to see the teddy was cut into a thong at the back, Kate's exposed ass cheeks flexing with every step she took.

Kate pulled out a chair for Matthew and he settled heavily into it. Again, Kate took the chair beside him, her arm brushing against his. She was wearing her perfume again, the same scent that had caught Matthew's attention the first time that they met.

"Would you like a drink?" she asked. "Or would you rather just get started?"

"Let's start," he croaked.

Matthew's throat was dry but he didn't want any delays. It was like waiting for the first whistle to start the game. Matthew just wanted the kick-off to get under way.

"Okay," Kate said with a smile. "Cards?"

Matthew took off his backpack and got out the thick stack of flashcards. She took the stack from him and began shuffling.

"Ten random cards, just like I promised."

Kate starting pulling cards. Matthew watched her closely, wincing every time a yellow card was pulled. Of all the sets he had studied, the yellow cards of miscellaneous information had given him the most problems.

"That's ten," Kate said. "Shall we begin?"

"Yes," said Matthew.

Kate put her hand on Matthew's arm.

"Relax, Matthew," she said. "You're all wound up."

Matthew let out a sharp bark of laughter.

"Of course I am," he said. "I mean, look at you."

Kate patted his arm reassuringly. She seemed genuinely concerned.

I appreciate your concern, Kate, but right now, at this moment, all I want to do is fuck you.

"Besides," Matthew said, "I figure any stress I feel now will just help me overcome the stress of test day."

"That's a healthy attitude," she said approvingly.

"Let's just start," Matthew said. "Please."

"Okay," she said. "Question one."

Matthew closed his eyes and put his head in his hands. He did not want to see any part of the beautiful woman sitting beside him. Smelling her scent, feeling her presence near him, even hearing her voice was distracting. Matthew knew he needed to concentrate if he was to get all ten questions correctly.

Get ten out of ten, win a prize.

Matthew answered the first four questions quickly, confidently. He took longer on the fifth, a yellow card. Casting his mind back to his room, Matthew suddenly saw himself making a come back move, shadowing the quarterback when he was scrambling to his right.

Come back move, to the right.

"He went through Cashtown and Hagerstown to Williamsport, Maryland," he almost shouted.

Kate moved on to the next question. Matthew answered decisively, as he did with the next question.

The eighth question left Matthew totally stumped. It was as if he had never heard it before, even though he must have gone over it dozens of times over the last six days.

Another yellow flashcard.

Matthew ran through his scramble plays, but nothing seemed to fit the question. A dozen answers popped into his mind, but he knew they were all wrong.

Focus, damn it.

"Do you need me to reread the question?" Kate asked softly.

"I heard it the first time," Matthew replied. "Just… just give me a second."

Matthew could hear his pulse thumping loudly in his ears. A sudden image flashed into his mind, an image of him sprinting down the side line, heading for the back corner of the end zone.

Sprint to the back corner.

"James Longstreet," Matthew said slowly. "He became a Republican after the war."

As soon as he said it, Matthew knew he was wrong. He could feel his heart withering inside him.

I'm going to leave here still a virgin.

It hurt even worse when the final two questions were so easy that Matthew almost laughed when he heard them.

Matthew sighed deeply, lifting his head from his hands. Kate was turned towards him, her face a mask he couldn't read. Matthew took a long look at her lush body coiled in her chair.

"I missed the eighth one, didn't I?" he said slowly.

Kate stacked the cards neatly together, tapping them against the table.

"You did," she said.

Matthew sighed, his shoulders slumping.

"I'll do better on the test tomorrow at least," he muttered.

"You'll do terrifically," Kate said. "You really did study like crazy, didn't you?"

"You have no idea," Matthew said wearily.

Kate set the cards down and stood. Matthew didn't even bother to ogle her a final time. Seeing what he wasn't going to get only made the sting hurt more.

"So much has been riding on your performance," Kate said. "You should be proud of yourself, Matthew."

The proud virgin. That's me.

He sagged back in his chair. A thin line of sweat glistened at his brow line.

"This whole thing was about getting your grades up," Kate said. "As much as I've enjoyed working with you, your academic eligibility was always my foremost concern. You've exceed my expectations."

She walked behind Matthew, her hand trailing along his shoulder.

"So I'm inclined to cut you some slack, Matthew."

Matthew looked up at her. She was close, her breasts lightly pressing against the back of his shoulder.

"After all," Kate said, "nine out of ten is still an 'A'."

Was there still a chance?

"So…?" Matthew whispered.

Kate leaned into Matthew, her breath hot on his ear.

"Fuck me, Matthew," she said. "Fuck me hard."


Kate

Kate giggled as she rode piggy-back on Matthew's back, his punishment for missing a question. He carried her into her bedroom and deposited her on to the bed, grinning and standing over her.

He's so enormous.

Kate had never gotten over how big Matthew was. 6'8", two-hundred and forty pounds of muscle. Looking up at him made Kate feel so tiny, so weak. Her body tingled all over.

"Kiss me," she said.

She lay back on the bed as Matthew climbed on top of her.

"Oof," she gasped as he lowered his weight on to her body.

Matthew lifted himself on his arms.

"Sorry," he said.

Kate pulled him back. She loved the feeling of him pressing down on her so tightly, almost suffocating her with just his body weight.

"It's okay," she told him. "I'm not made of glass."

Matthew stroked her hair as he lowered his face. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing. Kate slipped her hand under Matthew's T-shirt, luxuriating in the feel of his muscles as she ran her hand up and down his broad back.

Matthew had shifted his weight to the side, allowing him to take her breast in his hand, cupping it as he ran his thumb over her stiff nipple.

"Mmm," Kate moaned.

She ran her hand along his arm, gripping his massive bicep.

Kate sat up, bringing Matthew with her. She helped him strip off his T-shirt.

"Flex for me," she said.

Matthew grinned as he tightened the muscles of his chest. Kate snuggled up to him, rubbing herself against his chest like a cat. He wrapped his arms around her, stroking her hair.

"You're so huge," she told Matthew. "I feel like a child."

"You don't look like any ch-ch-ch-child--"

Matthew snapped his mouth shut.

Kate saw the flush creeping up his chest, embarrassment washing over his face.

"It's okay," she soothed. "I know about your speech impediment."

"It only happens when I'm around pre-pre-pretty girls."

The flush had creeped across his face.

"Do you think I'm pretty?" she asked.

Matthew nodded his head.

"I know you do," Kate sighed. "The way you look at me. It's been a long time since a man has looked at me that way. It feels so fucking good."

"You hide your looks."

Kate nodded.

I've hidden it for so long, I'd almost forgotten what I really looked like. The kind of reaction I could evoke.

"Not from you," she said. "Not anymore."

They kissed again, Kate's head thrown back as Matthew inclined his head down to hers. She guided his hand between her legs, his finger slipping under the fabric, sliding over her wet slit.

"Oh, that feels so nice," Kate said.

They kissed harder as Matthew fingered Kate's pussy, rubbing across her swollen clit. Kate pulled his hand back up to her face.

Staring into Matthew's eyes, Kate sucked her juices off his finger, loving the dreamy look in Matthew's eyes as he watched her.

"Will you lick me?" she asked.

He nodded. Kate lay back on the bed. Matthew bent over her, but his eyes were turned away.

"What's wrong?" Kate asked.

"There's something I need to tell you."

"What is it?"

The flush was back, an even deeper crimson. He took a deep breath.

"I've never…"

Matthew shook his head. He couldn't meet her gaze. Kate could sense the fear inside him.

Has he never gone down on a girl before? He is only nineteen, but most boys have tried it by now, haven't they?

"Don't worry," she said. "It's just like when you kiss my mouth. I'll tell you how to lick me."

Matthew shook his head again.

"No, it's not that. I mean, that too, but…"

Kate waited patiently, curious about what he was going to say.

"I've never done it before," he whispered. "Had sex."

Kate felt her head spinning.

A boy like Matthew, still a virgin?

"Ever?"

"Ever," he said. "Never even come close.

Kate collected her thoughts. Matthew's admission had caught her completely by surprise. Taking someone's virginity was no small thing.

You never forget your first time.

Could she be that for Matthew. His first woman, the one he would never forget?

"Do you want to?" she asked quietly.

"Yes," said Matthew. "God, yes."

She pulled him to her and held him against her. Kate had envisioned the night playing out with Matthew bouncing her off the walls, taking her hard and fast. A huge man like him? She had expected to be his plaything.

Now, Kate knew she'd have to go slow. The other things might come later, but for now she would have to be patient.

I'm still his teacher. So I'll teach him.

"Come on," she said. "Get comfy on my bed."

She helped Matthew to lie in the middle of her bed. He was so tall his feet hung over the bottom edge.

Kate straddled him. He looked up at her, his eyes wide.

He's so innocent. How did I not notice?

Smiling reassuringly, Kate stood up and slipped out of her teddy, throwing it aside. She reveled in the hungry look Matthew was giving her, the desire for her smoldering in his eyes.

Kate lowered herself back on to his body and began kissing him. His hands stroked her hair, moving down her back to cup her ass.

Kate kissed Matthew's neck, her lips and tongue gently caressing the sensitive skin on his throat.

She moved lower, kissing his chest, swirling her tongue around his nipples.

She kissed down his breastbone and to his hard abs. She kissed each ridged muscles, loving how his soft skin wrapped over the hard muscle, like a sheet of velvet over a brick wall.

Matthew moaned as she tongued his belly button.

Kate slipped her hand down the front of his jeans and stroked his cock.

It's as big as the rest of him.

Kate couldn't help smiling widely, her face against his lower belly.

She tugged at his belt and undid the buckle. She opened the top button of his jeans and pulled down his zipper.

"Lift up for me," she said.

Matthew lifted his hips. Hooking her thumbs into his jeans and underwear, Kate tugged his jeans down.

Matthew's cock sprang free, jutting up towards his belly as it swayed back and forth.

Oh. My. God.

He was enormous, even bigger than Kate had thought when she put her hand down his pants.

Kate got off the bed and pulled his jeans off his legs and set them beside the bed, then climbed back on Matthew, straddling his thighs. She knelt down, her ass resting on his knees.

"Your cock is so beautiful," she said.

Kate took Matthew's cock with both her hands. She stroked lightly, loving how hard and warm his shaft was, gaging the heavy weight of his rod.

The head of his cock was swollen tight, the skin stretched and shiny. A drop of precum glistened in his hole. Kate scooped it out with her pinky and brought it to her lips. She licked it off, rolling the taste of him around in her mouth.

"You taste so good."

Matthew let out a sharp exhale as he watched her. Kate could feel his thighs twitching between her legs.

Kate scooted back a bit and leaned over. She ran her tongue over Matthew's heavy testicles, lapping at the base of his cock before gently sucking in his balls, stroking them with her tongue.

Matthew's entire body suddenly started to shiver.

Kate glanced up at his face. Matthews eyes were screwed shut, his teeth tightly clenched.

Oh…

Kate moved up quickly, hoping to get her mouth around his cock, but it was too late. Rapidly stroking his shaft to help him, Kate watched as Matthew spurted load after load of his hot cum high on to his belly. Kate kept stroking, milking his huge cock until, with a final shudder, it was over.

"Oh, god," Matthew moaned. "I'm so sorry, Kate."

Kate moved up beside him, nestling her head into the crook of his shoulder.

"It's okay," she soothed.

"It's ju-ju-ju-just--"

Matthew gave up, slapping his hand down hard against the mattress.

"Shh," Kate hushed. "It's okay, Matthew. Everything's okay."

Kate reached down and began tracing her finger through the cum splattered across Mathew's hard belly.

"There so much more of this inside you, Matthew," She whispered. "I'm here to help you get it all out. Every last drop."

Moving down to his belly, Kate began lapping up his cum, licking and swallowing as she stared up into his wide hazel eyes. She cleaned his belly and then took his softening shaft into her mouth, sucking off any remaining drops as she squeezed his head.

When he was clean, she went back and kissed Matthew deeply, letting him taste his own cum as their tongues swirled together.

"You're so patient with me," he said.

"I'm your tutor," she replied. "I'm happy to teach you."

Kate giggled as Matthew rolled her over and got on top of her. She wrapped her legs around his massive torso, again luxuriating in his body as his weight rested on her, pushing her into the mattress, making it hard to even breathe.

Matthew kissed her then moved to her throat, kissing her lightly and caressing her with his tongue, imitating what she had done to him. He kissed her collarbones then moved lower to her breasts, taking her hard nipples into his mouth and stroking them with his tongue.

"Mmm, that feels so nice," Kate said.

Matthew looked up at her, happy that he was pleasing her.

He's so young.

It was easy to forget that Matthew was just nineteen. Inside that massive body was still a young man.

A boy, really. Still a boy.

A wicked thrill ran through Kate as she thought this. Being with someone half her age, a virginal college boy young enough to be her son-- it made Kate feel so incredibly naughty.

"Kiss it," she sighed as Matthew's big hands gently pried apart her legs.

Kate could feel the juices dripping from her pussy, trickling down over her quivering asshole. Matthew was holding his mouth close to her, his hot breath washing over her clit.

Kate moaned as his tongue licked her wet lips, stroking slowly up and down the sides of her, moving to her center, swirling around her entrance.

Kate reached down and spread her pubic hair to uncover her clit.

"Lick it," she said. "Be gentle at first."

Matthew slid the tip of his tongue over her throbbing clit, softly stroking it as Kate squirmed beneath him.

"Go a little harder," she said.

Matthew started to increase the pressure of his tongue, stroking more firmly. He kept his eyes locked on Kate's, gaging her reaction.

He's such a good student, so eager to please.

"Suck it," she urged.

Matthew drew her clit into his mouth. He sucked softly, his tongued circling her clit.

"Put your finger inside me," she said.

Matthew slipped a finger inside her.

"Press down," she said.

Matthew pressed his finger down to the bottom of Kate's pussy. She groaned, loving the feeling of him inside her, stretching her.

"Start sliding in and out," she said as her breath grew shorter.

Matthew did as she asked. Kate began bucking her hips, grinding into his hand and his face. She could feel her orgasm starting to build, the tingles racing up and down her body as she got closer and closer.

"Go a little faster," she said. "Keep sucking."

Kate squeezed her legs around Matthew's head as he worked her pussy, waves of pleasure cresting higher and higher until, with a sudden shudder, her whole body seized up as she crashed into a hard orgasm.

"I'm cumming," she groaned.

Matthew rode her bucking hips as Kate ground her pussy into his face, pulling his hair as she spasmed against his mouth.

That feels so good.

The vibrator was great at getting Kate off, but there was something about the touch of another person, cumming against the face of a real flesh-and-blood man, that made the Magic Wand pale in comparison.

I've missed this so much.

Kate gently released Matthew's head from between her legs as her orgasm gradually subsided. He moved up beside her and she snuggled close, kissing him deeply, savoring the taste of herself on Matthew's tongue.

"Was… was it okay?" he asked.

She looked into his bright hazel eyes and smiled.

"It was better than okay," she said. "You aced that part of the exam, young man."

"Is this an exam now?" he teased.

"Just a warm up for your real exam tomorrow," she replied. "We still have a pop quiz to get to."

"You're gonna pop me?"

"I'm gonna pop you hard," she laughed.

Kate held him tight, feeling tiny wrapped in his huge arms, pressed against his huge chest. She relaxed as the afterglow washed over her, listening to Matthew's steady heartbeat.

"Matthew?"

"Hm?"

"There must have been plenty of girls interested. Why haven't you?"

Matthew shrugged. "They've made me nervous my whole life. My stutter comes back when I'm around pretty girls."

"Hey, you're not stuttering with me now," Kate said. She was teasing, but Matthew's face was serious.

"I think it's because I'm comfortable with you, Kate," he said. "I got to know you when you were… in disguise."

"Wearing my 'uniform' is how I think of it," she said.

"Yeah, your 'uniform.' I got comfortable before I was attracted to you. I think that's what makes the difference. You're so patient and caring. It makes me feel at ease."

Kate rubbed against his neck, smiling.

"That's nice to hear," she said.

"And you've helped me so much preparing for my final exam."

"That makes me so happy, Matthew," Kate said. "It really does."

"I think I'm ready," Matthew said.

"I know you are," Kate said. "You are going to ace that exam tomorrow."

"No," Matthew chuckled. "I think I'm ready, again."

He pushed her hand down to his crotch. His cock was rock hard.

Kate grinned as she began stroking his thick member.

So young. So resilient.

"Oh, Matthew," she purred.

Kate slid down his body and wrapped her lips around his cock, sucking him in. She loved the way he filled her, her mouth so full of warm, hard cock. Kate took as much of him in as she could, gagging a bit when he hit the back of her throat. Wrapping he hand around his shaft, she began slowly bobbing her head up and down.

"Oh, god," Matthew moaned.

Kate continued sucking, keeping a careful watch on Matthew's face. He was enjoying her mouth but he seemed to be in control of himself. Kate was eager to avoid another premature climax that might wound his ego.

I want to get off on this huge cock, too. No shame in admitting it.

Kate slurped at Matthews balls, loving the shivers it sent through his body.

Kate let go of Matthew's cock and swung her leg over him, straddling him. Reaching between her legs, she guided his swollen head to her pussy, rubbing it up and down her slit.

"Ready?" she asked softly.

Matthew nodded.

I'm his first. He'll never forget me. His college tutor, the older woman who made him into a man. He'll go to his grave remembering me.

Savoring the dark thrill coursing through her, Kate slowly lowered herself on to Matthew's cock. She could feel herself stretching to accommodate his girth. The sensation of being stretched, of being so filled up, made her shiver.

Resting both hands on Matthew's hard abs, Kate began to rock her hips slowly back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy. Matthew was cupping her swaying tits in his big hands, teasing her nipples as she rode him.

"Ah," Kate moaned as her hips sped up.

Leaning back, she gripped his thighs as she arched her back and threw her head back, bouncing up and down, plunging his thick cock deep inside her.

When her orgasm hit, it hit suddenly and hard.

Sucking in a sharp breath and holding it, Kate felt her whole body seize up as a brutal orgasm ripped through, sizzling waves of pleasure radiating from her pussy out to her whole body. Matthew was bucking up into her, adding his thrusts to her own bouncing.

"Fuck," she gasped, finally collapsing forward on to Matthew's chest.

He held her as the aftershocks rumbled through her body, his hips gently rocking his cock slowly in and out of her pussy.

Sitting up, Matthew swung his legs off the bed and stood, Kate still wrapped around him. He lifted her slim hips and settled her pussy on his cock, pushing deep inside her.

Clinging to his body like a panda clinging to a tree, Kate groaned loudly as Matthew started thrusting into her. She held tight to his neck, her legs wrapped around his torso as Matthew gripped her ass, pounding hard into her pussy.

This. Feels. Amazing.

Matthew was so big and strong that he had no problem standing and supporting both their weights as he slid in and out of Kate's pussy. As his thrusts grew more frantic, Kate could feel another orgasm building inside her.

"Oh, shit!" she moaned.

Matthew sped up, bouncing her hard as Kate squeezed her legs around him, her face clenching as she climaxed again, her thighs quivering and her toes curling as she raked her nails across Matthew's back.

Matthew kept going, prolonging her orgasm. Kate was panting hard, her whole body twitching uncontrollably.

I can't hold on like this much longer.

Matthew must have sensed her strain because he took her back to the bed and lay her down.

Taking her hips again, he flipped her over, setting her on all fours, he knees at the edge of the bed. Prying open her cheeks, her pushed deep inside her.

"Oh, oh, oh," Kate groaned as Matthew took her from behind, the angle allowing him to go much deeper inside her.

Fuck, he's so big! I'm so filled up!

Matthew reached over her back and took her silky hair in his fist. He pulled her head back, exposing her throat.

"Pull harder," she urged.

Matthew pulled harder and Kate groaned. Doing it like this, her hair being pulled hard while she was getting a thick cock from behind, had always been Kate's favorite way to fuck. It made her feel dirty, like an animal. She absolutely loved it.

Matthew was thrusting hard and deep, reaching places inside Kate that no other man had. He was pounding her so fast that his pelvis slapping against her ass sounded like someone clapping his hands as fast as he could.

Kate groaned as yet another orgasm built inside her. Matthew was groaning, too, his thrusting becoming even more urgent.

Kate felt Matthew suddenly slam into her as deeply as he could go, holding himself there as he let out a loud groan.

"I'm cumming," he gasped.

The feeling of his body straining against her as he spurted load after load of hot cum deep inside her pussy sent Kate crashing over the edge into another orgasm, a brutal explosion of pleasure that tore her breath away and made her eyes roll back in her skull, her pussy clamping down again and again around Matthew's throbbing cock, her climax seeming to go on forever, clench and release cycling through her whole body until she finally fell forward into the mattress, gasping like a fish out of water as tremors shook her from head to toe.

Matthew collapsed on the bed beside her. They wrapped their arms around each other, their sweaty bodies tangled as they let the pleasure wash over them like a warm blanket. They kissed and stroked each other's damp foreheads, not speaking, utterly spent. They listened to their hearts beating, their lungs straining to fill with air.

"Thank you," Matthew whispered into Kate's ear. "For everything."

"I enjoyed it as much as you did," she replied.

"Still. Thank you."

"Just ace your exam tomorrow," Kate said, kissing his cheek. "That's all the thanks I need."

"I will," he said.

I know you will.

"Get some rest tonight," Kate said. "You have a long day ahead of you."

"Can I see you again?"

"Only if you get an 'A' tomorrow."

"More motivation."

Kate rested her hand on Matthew's cock.

"It's what a good teacher does," she whispered.


Kate

Kate cheered wildly as she watched the game on TV. Matthew had just caught his second touchdown, this one in overtime to give his team the victory.

"Well done, Matthew!" she yelled, pumping her fists.

An hour after the game ended, Kate's mobile rang.

"Did you watch the game?" Matthew asked.

"You were magnificent!" she said.

"All thanks to you, Kate," he said. "Can I see you when we get back?"

"I'll be waiting," Kate promised.

Kate had just set the phone back on the desk when it rang again.

"You really are a miracle worker," the Dean said.

"I do my best," Kate replied.

"Well, you'll be happy to know your tenure review has been moved up to next month. It's a formality, really. The administration and alumni are all grateful for your work in turning Matthew around."

"I look forward to meeting with the tenure committee," Kate said.

"How's that novel coming?"

Kate looked at the document on her computer. The word count at the bottom of the page read, "87,000 words."

"Everything's going well," she said, smiling.

"The reason I ask is that, after Matthew's success, the Administration was wondering if you were available to do more private tutoring. There are a couple of other players that could really use your help. You'd be well compensated, of course."

Two more football players in need of private tutoring?

"My novel isn't going to write itself," Kate said.

"I know," said the Dean. "But just think it over and get back to me. It would be great if you could fit them both in."

Kate grinned, licking her lips.

Fit them both in?

"I could definitely fit one in," she said. "Two at the same time? Only if I stretched."

"Really?" the Dean asked hopefully.

Kate giggled.

"Let me check my schedule."

THE END
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