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I have been teaching sex education for several years now at a small private college in the Midwest. My job is to help them learn how their bodies work, what they can expect from each other when having intercourse, etc., so that they are better prepared for life as adults. I try very hard to stay away from any kind of moralistic preaching or sermonizing; my goal is simply to teach people how to use their bodies safely and healthily. However, this does mean occasionally involve sexually explicit content. 

For example, one time during class we were discussing anal sex. One girl, Darcie, raised her hand. "Mr. P,” she said, “I think you should warn your students before showing them pictures like those.”

There was no way around it; we had to show some pretty graphic photos. It was necessary to give our students a good idea of what's involved with anal sex. I explained that to the young woman, but it didn’t seem to sink in. She asked me why I thought the pictures were necessary. I told her that sometimes just seeing images like that could prepare someone for what they might encounter later in life. 

The only problem was that most of the girls seemed too embarrassed by the situation to look at the photographs. They kept looking down instead.

Darcie did look at the pictures, however.

She sat up straight and stared intently at every photo. Her eyes widened as she realized what she was seeing. And after class ended, Darcie came over to talk to me privately. She seemed nervous.

"You shouldn't be showing those kinds of pictures, Mr. P." she whispered. "They're sick!"

"Why?" I asked. "What's wrong with them?"

The question seemed to stump her. There was still a photo showing, and she stared at it for several minutes. We stood in complete silence as I waited for her to answer. “Well,” she eventually said. “Nothing’s… nothing’s wrong with them, exactly.”

I smiled. “Then why do they bother you?"

"Because... well... they're disgusting!" she exclaimed. "It makes me feel unclean to look at them!"

“It sounds like that isn’t the pictures’ fault. You are the one who’s reacting like that, the pictures aren’t responsible for how you feel.”

She spoke again, and it sounded like it was taking her a great effort.

“They're pornographic!” she finally blurted out, her eyes flicking from the projection to me, before returning to the photo. It was of a young woman on all fours, while a man took her anally from behind.

I frowned. "Pornographic? What do you mean?"

Darcie didn’t have anything to say to that.

“Pornography is supposed to be erotic and arousing, right?” I asked. 

Darcie nodded. 

“Do you find these erotic and arousing?”

My student shook her head, and I shrugged. "Maybe you're thinking about it wrong. Instead of fighting them, you should try to work out what you can learn from them. They’re intended to be instructional: an aid to learning how to have sex properly. If you can use these pictures to learn how to use your body, you’ll be able to enjoy sex better and have healthier orgasms."

There was a long silence as she considered this. Finally, she nodded, a slight flush in her cheeks. “You're right,” she said in a small voice. “That makes sense. It just…”

I gestured for her to continue

“…it seems so unnatural, so inappropriate. It's just... well, it's just so wrong!"

"Why?" I asked. "What about them bothers you?"

Darcie looked at me. "Because I feel guilty about them. I mean, I've never done anything like that before. I don't masturbate. I'm a virgin. My boyfriend sometimes uses his fingers to rub my clit while we're making out, but so far no other objects have ever been inside me."

I smiled. This, after all, was the purpose of sex education. I felt so proud that Darcie had opened up to me. “Well, that's okay. You're young. Most girls your age are virgins. Many of them have never had intercourse at all."

"I know!" she exclaimed. "But I can’t wait until I lose my virginity.”

I nodded. It felt like she had more to say. After the silence stretched on, I gave her a small nod. “Whatever you want to know is fine with me. Just tell me how to help you, and I'll do whatever you need."

She blushed. "Okay... so here's the thing. I'm not sure I really want to have sex with my boyfriend.”

“Why not?”

"Mr. P., I have to tell you the truth. I'm not…I’m not attracted to men. I mean, I don't hate them, and I can imagine having sex with them. It's just that... well, I feel like I belong with women."

I smiled. "That's great! You're attracted to women, and you should feel comfortable with that. It's completely natural to like other females."

She nodded. "But...how do I tell my boyfriend?"

"Tell him about your feelings," I suggested. "He probably won't be able to understand them, but he'll certainly respect you for having the courage to express them."

Darcie sighed. "I hope so. It's just that...well, what if I'm wrong?"

"What makes you think that?" I asked.

She looked at me. "You're a teacher. You must know about sexual orientation and all that stuff."

"I suppose I do," I said with a laugh. "And here's what I know: you don't need to put yourself in a box. You don't need to declare yourself a lesbian, or straight. You can just be Darcie."

She nodded. "I guess you're right. I never really thought of it that way. I really appreciate this talk, Mr. P. You're helping me become an adult."

“That’s my job,” I smiled back. “The whole idea is to help you grow into adulthood. I just want you to be happy."

"Do you mind if I ask you one more question?"

"Go right ahead."

"Um... what are you doing tonight? Are you free after school?"

I smiled. "Yes, I am. Why do you want to know that?"

Her face flushed. "I just... well..." she stammered. "It's nothing. I was just curious."

I’d encountered this before. It was a standard part of my job as a sex educator. “Why don’t we meet,” I offered gently. “Where do you live?"

“The corner of College and Hillside Avenue."

Her response told me that I’d read the situation correctly; she’d wanted to meet, but been too shy to ask. It happened with students all the time.

"Okay,” she said with a blush. “I'll see you there. Thank you, Mr. P."

We went our separate ways.




***




Darcie was waiting outside when I arrived at her home. She opened the door and led me inside to her room. I didn’t ask where her parents were; it didn’t really matter.

We sat down on opposite sides of her bed. After a few seconds, she stood up and crossed over to sit next to me.

"What am I here for, Darcie?" I asked gently.

She blushed. "Well... um... well... it's just that... uh... you see, I've never... ah... I mean, I'm not sure if this is what you meant by ‘whatever I need,’ but...” 

"I won't judge you,” I said, reaching out and resting my hand on my student’s leg. ”I promise. Tell me about it."

“Well, I mean… if I’m going to break up with my boyfriend, well... shouldn’t I really be sure that I’m gay?”

“Of course,” I nodded. “That makes perfect sense. And whatever I can do to help you, I will. You don't have to worry about anything."

She nodded. "Thanks! I feel really nervous, though. You're a teacher. I mean, I'm just so inexperienced. I'm afraid I won't do it right."

I smiled. "Don't be concerned about that. It's perfectly natural to be anxious, but you'll be okay if you just relax."

We sat down on the couch together and began kissing. My hands slid up under Darcie's skirt, then cupped her ass cheeks while I pulled her closer to me. She moaned softly as our lips met. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and we kissed passionately.

After a few minutes, she broke away from me. "I don't even have any idea what to do,“ she said breathlessly.

"Don't worry about it, just relax," I told her. "Let me take care of you."

She nodded and looked at the floor. My hands were sliding up and down her legs, then up and down the sides of her breasts. Her nipples were hard and poking through her blouse.

I slid my hand between her thighs and cupped her pussy through her jeans. I rubbed where I knew her clit was with two fingers. Darcie gasped as I teased her with my fingers.

“We should get undressed,” I murmured, and the teenage girl nodded. 

I stood and removed my shirt. Then, I unzipped my pants. I took out my cock and stroked it gently. I wanted to give my student a chance to get used to seeing my erection.

Darcie got up and took her clothes off as well. Soon, she was standing naked in front of me. She used her hand to cover herself, but I reached out and slowly moved them.

“You shouldn’t be ashamed of your body,” I said, smiling gently. “You have beautiful breasts and a lovely pussy.”

I stood front of her, then reached down and began rubbing my erect penis against her wet pussy. She gasped as she felt it pressing against her. I continued to rub her clit with the head of my cock, but stopped just short of penetrating her.

"I'm going to go down on you now," I said, looking Darcie in the eyes. "Has your boyfriend ever done this?"

She nodded slowly. "Yes. He did. But he didn't do it very well."

"Well, I think you'll be surprised at how good I am at giving oral sex. You might even enjoy it more than you expect. Are you ready to try it?"

She swallowed hard, but managed to nod. "I'm okay with that."

"Good! I want you to lie back and put one hand behind your head. That's it. Now, when I lick your vagina, I want you to let yourself get really aroused. Don't hold back. Let me know how much pleasure you're feeling."

She nodded again. "I'm already getting excited!"

"Good! That's great. You're doing fine so far."

She sighed. "I feel really vulnerable. It makes me nervous to be lying here with you. But, like, not in a bad way. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah," I replied. "It does. You just need to remember to trust me. And don't forget, I'm not judging you. If you want to stop, or try something different, it's okay."

She nodded. "Thanks. It feels so good to be able to talk to someone about these things. I've never been able to really express myself to anyone."

"I'm happy to be that person for you," I said. "Now, I'm ready. I want you to come all over my face, Darcie."

She nodded and closed her eyes. "Okay."

I lowered myself in front of her and began licking her cunt. She moaned softly. I licked her clitoris while stroking her labia with my index finger.

Darcie was moaning loudly now. "Oh, God, Mr. P. Oh, yes, oh, God..."

I pushed my tongue deep inside her. Her hips started moving in response to my touch.

She groaned. "Mr. P. I can't believe we’re do this. This is so wrong."

I laughed. "You don't want me to stop, do you? Your body's telling you what it wants."

"I don't think I could stand it if you stopped."

I smiled. "Okay. Keep talking."

She shuddered. "I'm... I'm scared. I'm worried that I won't... um... you know. Do it right."

"Don't worry. Just relax. Trust me."

She nodded. "Okay. I'm ready now."

I felt her tense. "I'm going to come," she said.

"That's okay."

She moaned softly. "No, I have to. Please don't stop!"

I smiled and kept stroking her, my tongue running over her clit. Her orgasm built quickly.

"Oh, my God, Mr. P. Yes! Yes! Ahhhh... Ooooohhhhhh!!!"

Her whole body tensed. She screamed as she came. The sound of her climax filled the room. I held my tongue to her clit and continued to rub her pussy.

After a few moments, Darcie opened her eyes. She looked at me with lust in her eyes. "Did you like that?"

I nodded. "Very much. You did great."

She grinned. "I think I did pretty good."

"Yes, you did. You're learning fast."

"So... do we keep going?" she asked.

I nodded. "I'd say so. We've just barely scratched the surface. There's still a lot more to learn."

"I'm glad," she said. "It feels good to be able to talk to you about this stuff, even though it makes me feel really weird."

"I understand." I kissed her. "But it'll get easier. You're becoming an adult now."

She nodded and leaned into me. "I hope so."

"I know you will. And when you do, you're going to enjoy everything that life has to offer."

She nodded again. "Thanks, Mr. P. I feel really good”

“That’s great,” I said. "Just tell me if you need to stop."

She shook her head. "I'm okay. It's just... well, I've never had sex."

"It's okay to be nervous. You've been waiting for this your entire life."

"I guess."

I smiled. "Well, you're doing fine so far."

"I want you to take my virginity," she said firmly.

I nodded. "Okay. Let's get started."

We undressed and laid down on our sides next to each other. I reached over to my nightstand and grabbed the bottle of lube. Then I got out a condom and rolled it onto my penis, just like I’d taught my students in class.

Darcie was looking at my cock with fascination. She reached down and began touching herself between her legs.

"Are you ready for me to start?" I asked.

She nodded. "I want to do this."

"Then let's begin."

I positioned myself behind Darcie. I put one arm around her waist. She moaned softly as I slid inside of her. I started moving in and out slowly, feeling her pussy walls squeezing me.

"Oh, God," Darcie whispered. "Mr. P. That feels good."

"Good!" I grunted. "Now, I'm going to fuck you hard. Are you ready?"

She nodded. "Yes! Oh, yes, Mr. P. Fuck me. Please. I need it. I can't stand being without you."

I thrust my hips forward and pounded her pussy. She gasped as I penetrated her. Her body was shaking with pleasure.

"You're so wet," I said. "This is going to be good."

She nodded. "I'm... oh, God. I'm coming."

I kept fucking her. Her orgasm lasted several minutes.

After she came down from it, we lay together, panting.

"That was amazing!" she said. "I've never come like that before. I don't think my boyfriend could do anything like that."

"Neither do I," I admitted with a laugh. “This is my job, after all.”

“You didn’t cum!” she gasped, and I stroked the side of her face.

“I don’t need to. People often think that sex is about the male orgasm, but it’s not. If you had a good time, I had a good time.”

She smiled. "Thanks. I feel really good. I've never felt so sexy or powerful." She paused. "I'm glad you like me."

I nodded. "I think you're beautiful."

She looked at the floor. "I know I'm not very pretty."

"No, you are," I told her. "And as you grow and get more comfortable in your skin, you're going to be even more attractive than you already are."

She smiled. "Thank you. I'll try to do my best."

I nodded again. "Okay... so, what should we do next?"

"How about I give you a blowjob? I've done that with my boyfriend, but he’s never…finished.”

I laughed. “That won’t be a problem with me. I'd be happy to teach you.”

She nodded. "Can I pee first?”

"Sure.”

She moved away. I watched her walk over to the bathroom, but she didn’t close the door. She sat on the toilet seat and spread her legs. I stroked my cock slowly. I was getting really turned on by watching Darcie.

When she was done peeing, she looked at me. "Can we make out again before I go down on you?"

"We can do anything you want," I said gently. "You're in control here."

She smiled. "I feel so sexy right now. So powerful."

"It's okay if you want to take your time. We don't have to rush things."

She nodded. "Okay. I just want this to last forever."

"Me too," I said softly. I got up, walked over to her, and kissed her.

Her eyes widened. "Oh, my God, Mr. P. That's so nice."

I smiled. "So is making love with you."

She giggled.

"I'm serious. I want you to enjoy everything life has to offer."

"I will," she promised. "I really will."

"Good."

We made out for a few minutes, then Darcie pulled away. "Right now," she said, sinking to her knees and grasping my erection. "I want to enjoy this."

She took hold of my penis with both hands and began licking the tip. I groaned. She leaned forward slightly and blew me.

"Ohhhh, God," I moaned.

"I know you like that," Darcie whispered. "Your body tells me all kinds of stuff."

"Yes," I agreed, thrusting my hips up against her face. "That feels good."

She kept sucking my dick. I reached between us and grabbed the base of my shaft, then pulled it out until only the head remained inside her mouth. She moaned.

"Are you wet?" I asked.

"I'm horny as hell," Darcie answered. “Maybe I’m not a lesbian after all.”

I nodded. Most of my female students reached this conclusion after making love with me. The ones who paid attention in class, anyway. “Like I said earlier, you don’t need to pick a label. You’re just Darcie, and you are who you are.”

The teenage girl smiled and blushed at my words. I put one hand on her shoulder and guided her head forward. She sucked harder. I thrust my hips upward.

"Yes!" she said, the words barely comprehensible through her mouthful of cock. "That's it! Oh, God!"

I came, gripped her hair tightly as she kept working my cock.

After I was finished, I lay back on the bed. Darcie crawled over to me, still breathing hard. She looked down at our naked bodies and smiled.

"That was amazing," she said.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," I told her. She cuddled into me. "I had a good time, too."

She sighed. "Thank you."

"I'm here to help," I said. "If there's anything you ever need, just let me know."

"Well..."

I smiled. "What?"

"There's one more thing I'd like to try. You know, from the photos.”

I nodded. "Like I said: anything you need."

"If you can," she said quickly. "I mean, I know when you get older..."

I laughed. "I'm only thirty-five," I said. "Trust me, that's not a problem. Especially not when I'm with a young lady as beautiful as you."

Darcie blushed, then sat up and spread her legs. I got off the bed, walked over to my nightstand, and picked up a condom.

"You don't have to use that," she said. "I mean, I can't get pregnant. Right?"

"No," I said, "but there are still lots of reasons to use protection, no matter how you're making love."

"Okay," she nodded.

I put the condom on, then returned to the bed. I positioned myself behind Darcie again. She spread her legs wide and bent forward slightly so that my cock could enter her ass easily.

"You okay?" I asked.

She nodded. "I feel really good."

"I'm going to go slowly," I said. "And use plenty of lube. If you want me to stop at any point, just say so."

"Okay."

I positioned my cock at the entrance to her tight ass. I pushed forward gently. She had a beautiful ass. It was a pleasure to make love with her.

"Ohhh," Darcie moaned. "I'm okay. It feels good."

"You're doing fine," I assured her.

"I want to feel you inside me. Please."

I smiled. "Okay... but we'll start slow, so it doesn't hurt too much."

I slid my cock deeper. Darcie whimpered.

"It hurts," she said.

"I know it does," I replied, "and that's why you should take your time. Relax and try to enjoy the sensation."

We stopped for several minutes, until her body adjusted to the feeling of my girth inside her. Finally, she was ready.

"Do you want me to fuck you in the ass?" I asked.

She nodded. "Please."

I began fucking her. She moaned softly. I reached around and grabbed her breasts. She moaned louder.

"That feels good," she whispered. "I'm coming."

It took me a lot longer than her, and my student came twice more before I finally grunted ”Me too.” 

We both came together. Afterward, Darcie lay on her back, her eyes closed.

"I had fun today," I said. "Thanks for letting me teach you."

She nodded. "Thank you. That was amazing. I loved it. I've never felt anything like that before."

I stroked her hair. "Good! Now, I think we need to do something else."

"What?" she asked. "Are there more things you can show me?"

I laughed. “Probably, but not today. No, we need to have a shower. I can’t go home to my wife smelling like this, can I?”

“No,” Darcie said thoughtfully, moving her head and leaning against my bare chest. “I suppose not.”
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