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Amanda's discovered a dirty
little secret about one of her classmates, and she thinks her
victim will do anything to keep it quiet. But as soon as she puts
her scheme into action, the whole thing backfires. Now she's been
asked to stay after class by a professor who's more than willing to
put a student like her in her place.


Amanda might be used to getting her
way, but soon the would-be bully is going to find out she likes
getting pushed up against a desk and learning some manners,
too.









Preview






He spanked me again. "You've been forgetting to
count," he chided me.

"S - sorry, sir," I moaned.

His hand traced up the inside of my thigh. I gasped
as it caressed over my hot, swollen lips. He paused, and retraced
his steps with teasing fingers. I screwed my eyes shut and bit my
lip to keep from making a sound as I buried my face in my arm. But
even that wasn't enough to stifle my gasp of amazement and ecstasy
as he slid a finger into my wet hole. It slipped in easily. God I
was so wet.

"Well," he said, dominating my thoughts with his
stroking finger, "I guess you're getting a little distracted. You
seem to like being called a bad girl."

I couldn't answer. I was grinding my hips back into
his hand, only aware of how good it felt. I couldn't stop myself
from wanting this and more.

"You like being taught a few manners," he went on.
"Tell me you do."

"I - like it, sir," I gasped.

"You like getting it rough."

"Yes, sir. Ohhh fuck!" I pressed my face harder into
my arm, trying not to give in to the writhing pleasure inside me.
It was too much. How on earth could I think straight?
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Spanking the Teacher's Pet






Flushed from my workout, I was headed back to the
showers of the campus athletic center. It was unusually empty,
which was a little disappointing given how cute I looked in my new
exercise outfit.

Since starting college two months ago, I was still a
little overwhelmed by all the opportunities to meet good-looking
guys: in class, at the dining halls, the gym, and half the hall of
my co-ed dorm floor. One in particular had been catching my eye.
His name was Blake, and just looking at him across the quad could
make me light-headed. He had light brown hair and a strong jaw and
the kind of body that made it very clear he was some kind of player
on the football team.

And yet, opportunity didn't seem to translate to
reality. Everything was still new and a bit intimidating and I
hadn't taken the leap yet to really get involved with anyone. I
hadn't even talked to him.

I turned down the back hallway that led to the
girls' locker room. It passed by one of the private training rooms,
and as I walked by I caught a sound coming through the door that
made turn around and stare. It came again. That was NOT the sound
of someone exercising.

The door had a big glass window, and I was too nosy
for my own good. I tip-toed up and peeked inside. My ears had not
deceived me.

I felt myself getting red in the face, but I
couldn't look away. I recognized one of them: it was Jenny from my
Lit class.

She was backed up against the wall, her legs wrapped
around the waist of a guy I couldn't really see, but they were
really going at it. He was pounding into her and she was making all
the noise: high, desperate moans and gasps like she was about to
break apart. He pushed a hand into her bouncing tit and it sent her
over the edge. She orgasmed right there against the wall. She
probably didn't even realize how loud she was being.

I bit my lip, unable to look away. I was getting a
little hot myself. She was sexier than I'd given her credit for.
She full, soft tits and a very tight little ass. The guy slipped
out of her and picked her up from against the wall. He pushed her
down on the workout mat and started taking her from behind. As he
turned, I realized I did know him. It was Blake.

Torn between awe and jealousy, the thought of
looking away was suddenly out of the question. Every fantasy was
vindicated as I stared at him. He really was an absolute stallion.
His chest and shoulders bunched with dense, full muscles. He took
her hip and plunged into her, but not before I caught a glimpse of
his hard, throbbing cock. It was the biggest I had ever seen: thick
and stiff.

I put a hand to my mouth in awe. I was
embarrassingly wet. I -

A sound came from down the corridor and I snapped
back to earth. How would it look if I got caught peeping like this?
Footsteps sounded from around the corner and I turned and hurried
in the opposite direction, on towards the showers.

I stripped and pressed myself under the stream of
water with a gasp of gratitude. I couldn't stop touching myself.
Thank God they had private showers here. My fingers had barely
plunged into my needy hole before I came. The orgasm rushed through
me as intensely as anything I'd ever felt. It was sharp and intense
pleasure, as though I'd been the one getting rammed on the floor of
the training room and not Jenny.

 


The next time I would lay eyes on that girl was the
following Tuesday, and I suppose I spent a few moments here and
there dwelling on whether I would give something away by how I
acted. What do you do when you've seen someone having sex? It's not
something I'd ever expected to encounter.

But when the class came, and she came flouncing
through that door in a tight little skirt and string tank top, my
mind got made up for me. She was just a pretty little slut, and it
wasn't fair that a girl like her could strut her assets around and
that someone like me could get caught outside looking in as she
felt everything I secretly wanted to feel.

I was supposed to be paying attention in class. I'm
usually a pretty good student. But today I just couldn't get her
out of my head. I couldn't ignore the flirty little ways she
giggled and joked with the guy next to her or smiled at Professor
Haywood and always got a smile in return. She was a slutty little
bitch, and apparently I was the only one who could see it.

Without realizing it, my aim to keep my little
discovery about her a secret had changed in a matter of moments
into a desire to make her pay for it. I wanted to use it against
her anyway I could.

I wasn't really thinking straight by the time I
pulled a piece of paper out of my notebook and started
scribbling.

 


 


"I saw your little fun in the training room at the
rec center. Guess who's going to be doing my class work for me from
now on, unless you want the whole school to know ...

I bet the dean would be interested, too.

-Amanda"

 


 


I folded the paper twice over and leaned over to
shove it onto her desk. I turned around and stared at Professor
Haywood with a forced little smile on my face. Let's see how she
liked that!

After about a minute, I decided to spare a glance to
see how my little note had been received.

She was staring at me with a slightly open mouth.
Her expression was a delicious mixture of confusion and outrage. I
stared at her coolly for two or three seconds and then turned back
around. Adrenaline was surging through me. I'd never done anything
like this in my life. I was usually so proper. I followed the
rules. But being bad felt good. Really good.

My plan was to catch her out in the hall after class
to flesh out my hastily conceived plan. By this point a term for
what I was doing had popped into my head, "blackmail," but I
ignored it. It was too much fun.

Class ended and sweet little Jenny got up. I let her
go, but instead of turning towards the door I saw her approach
Professor Haywood. I watched her in astonishment. Was she asking
him a question? How could she be thinking about Renaissance poetry
at a time like this?

He nodded to something she had said and his face
seemed serious. He glanced over at me. I stared incredulously as
she pulled my note out of her bag and showed it to him. He gave her
a stern look and then pointed towards the door.

I hurried to look busy putting my things together.
The classroom was almost empty now, and by the time I was getting
up to go, I was the last student in the room.

"Amanda, could I speak with you a moment?" he asked
me from the front of the room as I began a bee-line for the
door.

I looked over with my heart hammering in my chest.
"Ah, alright professor."

Professor Haywood was one of the younger professors
in the department. He was probably forty at the oldest, and there
wasn't a hint of grey in his short, dark hair. He had the easy
authority of a man always in charge, and his usual suit hung well
over broad shoulders. He was all in all a very handsome man, and
his smile was warm and gratifying.

I liked his class very much, though I was usually a
pretty quiet student. The fact that he had suddenly been brought
into this whole thing was beyond mortifying. I could feel the heat
in my blushing face and I was having trouble getting my breath.

He sat back at his desk and regarded me thoughtfully
for a long, desperately uncomfortable moment.

"Your friend decided to call your bluff," he said
almost casually.

"She's not my friend."

"No, I gathered that much." He crossed his arms and
shook his head. "Inappropriate use of school property is one
thing," he said. "It's entirely another to try to extort another
student and to do it to get out of coursework."

I winced.

"I have no choice but to pass Jenny's little
adventure on to the athletics department. She might very well end
up the worse off for coming to me about it, but she's never struck
me as a girl who thinks through her actions. No, you're the one I'm
surprised at."

I stared fixedly at the floor, unable to meet his
gaze.

"I know we haven't known each other that long,
Amanda, but I certainly thought you were better than this."

"I just -" I started. I didn't know what to say. I
wasn't very good at lying or getting away with things. I didn't
have much practice. Normally I'd never dare do something like this.
This had all happened too fast for me to even be angry with myself.
"I'm sorry, Professor," I said, trying to think fast. "This is all
just so new for me. I didn't think college would be so hard, and if
I can't keep up with all the classes I'm taking ... I don't know
what my parents will say." I screwed my eyes shut and took a deep
breath. I managed to open my eyes and look him in the face with a
rueful little smile. "You probably don't have any idea what I'm
talking about. I love hearing you lecture. Everything you say is so
smart. You probably slept through all your classes when you were in
school, right? And still aced them. I just didn't think I'd be so
out of my depth."

I fell silent. I was actually a little pleased with
myself.

"I'm sorry, Amanda, but none of that justifies what
you did in the slightest."

"But you didn't see them, Professor!" I protested.
"Right there in the middle of the training room. It was completely
inappropriate. I can't believe what a slut she is. That's not
something a girl should be able to get away with!"

"So it's all her fault?"

I gaped at him. "Well, it's - I mean, they were
wrong, is what I'm saying. She - I mean - it was with Blake Adams.
I kind of know him a little bit. I don't think he'd do something
like that if she didn't, you know, seduce him or something." Didn't
he understand?

He looked at me with an eyebrow raised. I needed to
be more direct.

I stepped forward, so that I was leaning against his
desk, only a foot from where he sat. I looked down at my clasped
hands. "It just creates an unsafe environment," I said in a
vulnerable voice. "You know? I - what do the rest of us think when
we see that going on around us? I don't know. I'm just nineteen.
You probably think I'm pretty silly. I just - maybe it wouldn't
bother me so much if girls like her didn't always get all the
attention, you know? I try to do the right thing, and she gets -
it's she who all the guys like. How is that supposed to make me
feel?"

He stood up, and I froze. We were only inches apart
now. My eyes traced upwards to his face.

"Jealousy's not a very admirable thing, Amanda," he
chided.

"You think I'm pretty, don't you Professor?" I
asked. I gestured down at myself. "I'm attractive, aren't I?"

He took the invitation to look me over. His eyes
followed the curves and lines of my body in a deliberate, almost
playful sweep. A little smile was on his lips.

"That was all very artfully done," he
complimented.

"I -"

"No, let me tell you what I don't find attractive. I
don't find pettiness attractive. I don't find manipulation
attractive. I'm disappointed, Amanda. Frankly, I don't know why you
would think a little 'poor me' act would work on me. Maybe you've
been around weak men all your life."

He put out a hand and lifted my chin up to look him
in the eye. I trembled slightly at his touch and looked away.

"Look at me, Amanda."

With difficulty, I did look at him. He was only a
few inches away. His hand was a little rough against the skin of my
throat and cheek. I could smell him. The scent was clean and full
and masculine. His presence was overwhelming. I felt paralyzed,
like a girl again.

"What I am supposed to do is report you to the
student ethics dean. Maybe I should." He shook his head. "But I
didn't get into this career to be a bureaucrat. I got into it to be
hands on. Do you know what I mean?"

I didn't know and couldn't think, but I nodded
anyways.

He released my head and pointed at the end of the
desk. "Put your hands there and bend over."

"What? But Professor!"

"Every objection only makes it worse. Bend over and
try to convince me you regret what you tried to do to that girl. We
won't be done here until I believe it."

Biting my lip, I stepped back from him and looked at
the polished edge of the desk. It was dark rosewood, and when I put
out a hand it was smooth and cool to the touch. I looked
uncertainly up at Professor Haywood.

"Now, miss."

I felt my face flaming an ever deeper crimson, but
did as told. I had some idea of what was coming next, but I almost
couldn't believe it. I'd never been spanked in my life.

I gripped the edge of the desk and bent over. I
listened to the footsteps and saw his feet stop by my leg, and his
hands came to my hips and positioned me. He pushed my lower back
down, forcing me to thrust my ass out.

It was beyond humiliating, and it hadn't even
started yet. Worst of all was that it felt like exactly what I
deserved. I'd been acting childishly and he was treating me like a
child. Now there was nothing I could do but squirm and take it.

His hand rested on my ass cheek for a moment, and
then he lifted the back of my skirt up and tucked it into my
waistband. I stiffened as I felt cool air flow over my bare thighs.
I was wet, too. I was getting embarrassingly wet. Why was this
turning me on so much?

"Count for me, Amanda," he said.

"Yes, sir," I said quietly.

I heard it even before I felt it. It was a great,
swishing thwack as his palm landed on my presented ass. I flinched,
and sudden, stinging pain enflamed my lower half. I had to bite my
lip to keep from making a sound.

"One, sir," I gasped.

His hand came down again.

I gasped and blinked water from my eyes. "Two, sir,"
I moaned.

His hand was tight on my hip as he spanked me. He
wasn't holding back. Each time felt like it was opening me up and
exposing me to a new level of stinging, humiliating discomfort. I
shifted and wriggled involuntarily, but all doing that accomplished
was exposing different angles of me for punishment.

"Are you sorry for what you did?" He demanded as I
cried out.

"Thirteen, sir. Yes, sir."

"You know what you did was wrong?"

"Yes, sir. I was very bad."

"Are you going to do it again?" His hand came down
again.

I clenched my teeth. "Fourteen, sir. No, sir."

With a final blow, he stopped. My breath of relief
turned into a renewed gasp as his fingers moved up against the
waistband of my skirt and slipped into the elastic of my panties. I
should have protested, but I couldn't. I felt so thoroughly
dominated that I wasn't ready to stop him if he wanted to do ...
anything. Why was I so incredibly wet?

He slid the panties down my thighs, and I felt the
dampness in the soft cotton as it moved over my trembling,
sensitive skin.

His hand cupped my full, reddened cheek and felt at
it.

"I think we're getting somewhere," I heard him say.
"You have a cute little ass, Amanda, especially when it's all pink
like this."

I shifted, uncomfortably gratified by his praise. I
knew I was here to be punished, but my body was interpreting all of
this very differently. And I think he knew it, too.

When he spanked me again, it was mercifully lighter.
It was more intense and sharp without the cloth to protect me, but
not as hard and it didn't sting so deeply. I was bending over even
more now, as though I was subconsciously trying to push my ass into
the punishment.

He spanked me again. I let out a long, slow breath
and pressed my face against my outstretched arm. My eyes were
closed.

He spanked me again. "You've been forgetting to
count," he chided me.

"S - sorry, sir," I moaned.

His hand traced up the inside of my thigh. I gasped
as it caressed over my hot, swollen lips. He paused, and retraced
his steps with teasing fingers. I screwed my eyes shut and bit my
lip to keep from making a sound as I buried my face in my arm. But
even that wasn't enough to stifle my gasp of amazement and ecstasy
as he slid a finger into my wet hole. It slipped in easily. God I
was so wet.

"Well," he said, dominating my thoughts with his
stroking finger, "I guess you're getting a little distracted. You
seem to like being called a bad girl."

I couldn't answer. I was grinding my hips back into
his hand, only aware of how good it felt. I couldn't stop myself
from wanting this and more.

"You like being taught a few manners," he went on.
"Tell me you do."

"I - like it, sir," I gasped.

"You like getting it rough."

"Yes, sir. Ohhh fuck!" I pressed my face harder into
my arm, trying not to give in to the writhing pleasure inside me.
It was too much. How on earth could I think straight?

 

"Maybe it's wrong to punish you like this," he was
saying to himself. "Maybe all you ever really needed was a good
fucking."

"Yes!" I gasped as he slid in to his knuckle and
trailed his thumb lazily over my clit.

He put a rough hand to my back and pushed me forward
onto the desk. I caught myself on its cool, smooth surface and
turned to see him looking at me with lust and desire in his eyes. I
wasn't the only one the little punishment had turned on.

With a click and a zip, he freed himself from his
pants. His cock was long and thick and already almost fully hard.
It throbbed as blood pumped into it, ready to take me. I was ready.
It didn't matter where we were or what had been going on. I wanted
to be his toy. I wanted him to take me now.

He gripped my ass with a hand and brought his cock
to rub along the soaking lips of my pussy. I moaned in desperate
eagerness, spreading my hands out on the desk and feeling my
breasts, sensitive and full, pressed down by his weight onto the
desk. The tip his cock teased back across my eager whole and then
he pushed in.

"Fuck you're tight," he groaned in satisfaction. I
was tight. It took a moment for him to push fully inside me, but I
was so wet that it happened faster than I would have thought. Soon
he was ramming into me at an even, forceful pace that bounced me
back and forth over the top of the desk.

"Oh God," I gasped. I was so turned on I came almost
immediately. The cock plunging into me set me off and the ecstasy
rose and filled me, pushing warmth and delight out into my limbs. I
curled in on myself, feeling my pussy tighten gratefully around his
cock. It was almost more than I could take.

After a minute I regained myself, spread out on the
desk and taking it hard from behind. He slammed into me as if he'd
been wanting to do this for months.

"Oh fuck!" I gasped. My eyes were closed. All I
could do was take it. Harder. Faster. Deeper. He was going to make
me come again. And again.

And then he thrust all the way in and exploded a hot
burst of come inside me. The feeling of his cock swelling and
pumping inside me pushed me over the edge and I came with him, my
pussy milking his cock as he filled me with his seed. He stayed
deep inside me. His groin was warm against my ass and his cock was
hot inside me.

I turned my head to lay my cheek against the cool
wood, still reeling from the intensity of what had just happened.
My body felt alive, humming, and giddy. I had never felt this good
in my life.

"Jesus," he said softly.

I could feel his breath on my neck and the full,
thick muscles of his chest pressed against my back.

He lifted himself and pulled out. I felt suddenly
empty, and a dribble of come escaped down my thigh.

"Yeah, I think that's really what you needed," he
confirmed aloud.

"Yes, sir."

"Go ahead and get dressed. We'll talk about this
more tomorrow."

I cleaned and straightened myself and left, after
agreeing to return at four o'clock the following day. I was still
reeling from everything that had happened too much to start
speculating on what he had in mind. If it felt like what I had just
felt, it could only be good.

 


 


Lit class didn't meet Thursdays, and the room was
empty when I arrived about five minutes early the next day.

I took a seat in the front row and waited, my mind
and body churning with nervousness, curiosity, and more than a
little excitement. The memories of the previous day were still
dominating my thoughts. For the past twenty-four hours I hadn't
been able to think of anything else. I'd never known how
consistently horny a person could be for such a long period of
time. Here I was, already wet and eager, sitting in an empty room.
For all I knew he was going to have me write lines, or worse, bring
in the authorities after all. Would he do that, after how good I'd
been for him?

He arrived a couple minutes after 4, and I felt
suddenly shy as I looked up to see him.

"Hey, Amanda, sorry I'm late. My three o'clock class
ran over."

"That's alright, Professor." My voice was just the
teensiest bit quavery, but I was managing to keep a neutral
face.

"Have you managed to stay out of any more trouble
since I saw you last?" he asked.

"Yes, sir."

He took a seat at his desk. "Stand up for me, would
you, Amanda? We should have someone else joining us any moment
now."

I left my things at the desk and moved up to stand
in front of the blackboard nervously. My mind was running a mile a
minute.

There was a short, direct knock on the door and I
looked over. The sight was enough to freeze me in my spot.

Blake stepped in the room, a look of curiosity on
his handsome, perfect face. He was wearing a simple t-shirt and
jeans, but they fit him so well my knees went weak. My eyes flicked
involuntarily to the passive but still sizeable bulge in his pants,
remembering the last time I'd seen him. I was too distracted to
realize why he was here, and so I was busy admiring instead of
panicking.

"You sent me a note to meet with you, Professor
Haywood?" he said.

"I did. Thank you, Blake. Come in."

Blake stepped into the room, glancing between
Professor Haywood and me, standing at attention in front of the
blackboard.

"This is Amanda," Professor Haywood introduced me.
"Are you two formally acquainted?"

Blake eyed me curiously, but shook his head. "We've
seen each other around," he said.

"Well, she seems to know you, at least in a manner
of speaking. Did you receive the disciplinary notice about your
little escapade in the rec center training room?"

A look of annoyance passed over his face and I
quailed. It was a testament to how distracted and horny I was that
I had only just realized what was about to happen.

"Yeah," Blake said shortly. "I saw it."

"Well, it was Amanda here who saw you. She came into
class yesterday and attempted to blackmail Jenny with the
discovery, who subsequently came to me."

Blake turned to me, his face unreadable.

"I have made it clear to the young lady that I
intend to hold her responsible for her actions, and I thought you
might be of some help in that. Do you think you could do that for
me?"

Blake nodded.

"Good. I want you to take her over your knee and
spank her."

"What!?" I burst out in mortification.

"Was I unclear?" Professor Haywood asked.

"But -"

"It's really not up for discussion. Now go get a
chair for Blake to sit on, pull down your panties, and lie over his
lap."

I bit my lip, my face burning.

"Now!"

I jumped and moved to obey. I set a chair from the
front row, set at the front of the class, and stood next to it.

Blake walked over and sat down with knees slightly
apart.

I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties down
over my knees and let them fall to my ankles. A damp spot in the
crotch was torturously prominent. Slowly, I lowered myself onto
Blake's lap. The posture was beyond humiliating. It was a thousand
times worse than yesterday. My head hung down. My breasts were
pushed into his high, while is other knee was crooked in my groin,
holding my ass out.

"Good. Now Blake, I want you to spank her. Push her
skirt out of the way and really give it to her. I want her to
understand that what she did was unacceptable, and for her to
understand that she needs to really feel it. She's going to count
for you, and thank you after each one."

"Alright." Blake's tone was a little amazed, but he
seemed to be warming up to the idea.

I stiffened as I felt his hand on the back of my
thigh. It ran up my leg, gathering my skirt, and cupped my ass
before tucking the skirt where it wouldn't block his access. I
screwed my eyes shut and waited. I had never been so humiliated in
my life.

His first spank was tentative, as though he wasn't
sure if he actually wanted to hurt me.

"One, sir. Thank you, sir."

"You can do better than that, Blake," Professor
Haywood objected. "I want to hear her. Amanda, start over."

Blake shrugged and spanked me again, much harder
this time. The force of the blow rocked me back and forth a little
across his legs and sent a sting deep into my flesh. "Th - thank
you, sir. One, sir."

"Better," Professor Haywood complimented.

The next one was harder still. I bit my lip and had
to take a deep, shaking breath before I could speak. "Two, sir.
Thank you, sir."

He got rougher and rougher and he progressed. I felt
the same growing thrill I had felt yesterday. The pain and
compromised position added to it, until I could feel the heat
pulsing in my groin.

"Seven, sir. Thank you, sir."

God I was turned on. And still he spanked me
harder.

He was starting to realize he liked it, I think. I
was getting jostled back and forth across his lap, and by ten or
so, I could feel a growing hardness in his groin where it pressed
against the side of my breast. The thought that spanking me was
turning him on was more than I could take. I screwed my eyes shut
and tried to think about anything except what was happening to me.
Every once in a while he would spank me in a place where one or two
of his fingers inadvertently wrapped around and brushed against my
pussy. It was too much. I couldn't fucking take it.

"Oh fuck!" I gasped. He spanked me again, rocking my
naked clit over the hard muscle of his thigh, and the orgasm I had
been fighting back burst through me. I forgot where I was. I
wrapped myself around his legs, letting the ecstasy pour through my
helpless, paralyzed body. I could hear myself moaning, but even if
I had cared I don't think I could have stopped it. Every tortured,
delicious emotion and sensation strapped me down and made me feel
it in exquisite intensity.

"Well, I think you've had an effect," Professor
Haywood complimented Blake mildly. He got up and approached us.
"We're not done with her, though. She's going to suck your cock.
Help her take her clothes off so I can fuck her tight little pussy
from behind while she does it."

I was still breathing heavily as Blake lifted me up
off his lap. I raised my arms so he could pull my blouse over my
head. He traced around my body and unclasped my bra, letting my
sensitive breasts fall free and naked. He put a hand over them,
cupping them appreciatively, and then slid my skirt down my
legs.

Obediently, I sank onto my knees as he sat back in
the chair. He opened his pants and freed the thick, hard cock I had
been feeling. It was gorgeous, and I could feel myself already
salivating at the thought of having it in my mouth.

I bent forward and kissed it with wet lips, and he
let out a breath of approval and pleasure. I took him into my mouth
and licked lengthwise down the underside of his shaft with intense
appreciation. I had never thought the feel and taste of a cock
could be so welcome and pleasurable. I was wetter than I had ever
been, just putting my mouth on him. Every time I breathed in, the
air was thick with the clean musk of his masculinity.

Professor Haywood moved behind me and I lifted my
hips a little to allow him access. His cock was hard and every bit
as welcome and tantalizing as it had been the day before. More so,
even. A day's worth of fantasies had primed me to a fevered pitch,
and one little orgasm across Blake's lap hadn't made so much as a
dent in that eagerness.

"Mmph!" I exclaimed around Blake's cock as Professor
Haywood slid into me. My body tightened around him eagerly and I
relished ever tiniest sensation as he pushed deeper into my very
center.

I put a hand to the base of Blake's shaft and worked
my mouth up and down his beautiful cock.

"That's it," he encouraged me, putting a hand in my
hair and urging me to take him in deeper.

I encountered the slightly salty taste of pre-come
and renewed my efforts. I could feel the way I pleased him just in
the way he responded. The muscles of his thighs against my breasts
were tense and hard. His breathing was rough and grateful. He
controlled my head with his hand, fucking my mouth as much as I was
sucking on him.

It was just as well, because it was getting harder
and harder to do anything but give in and take what I was given as
Professor Haywood started to really pound into me from behind. I
was just a submissive, grateful body between two thick, pounding
cocks. I came again, gasping and moaning helplessly between the two
men. They were going to break me in half and I was loving it.

I could feel Blake getting close, and I tightened my
pussy around Professor Haywood. The thought of them coming into me
simultaneously was driving me crazy, and I started clenching and
unclenching, trying to milk him closer. He responded by pounding in
harder and faster, and I could feel the rising climax in him.

And then it happened, I had just felt the pulsing,
throbbing cock erupt between my lips when the cock in my pussy
exploded. I gasped as a final, overpowering orgasm poured through
me and into me with the hot liquid of the two men drilling me. God,
I had never felt so used or so good.

I collapsed against Blake's legs, my body shuddering
and heaving in the throes of ecstasy. My hands were balled into
fists as my body clenched and unclenched against the physical
intensity. Slowly, the feeling slowed into a warm bliss.

I licked away the few drops of come I hadn't managed
to swallow and looked up. I slid off Professor Haywood's cock and
sat back on my ankles.

"She makes a good case for forgiveness, doesn't
she?" Professor Haywood said.

Blake looked at me with speculative appreciation. "I
do seem to have worked out my anger."

Professor Haywood parted from me with a little
parting tap on the ass.

"Get dressed, Amanda," Professor Haywood said. "You
look like you could use a rest. Try to stay out of trouble for a
couple days and I just might let you have one."

I flushed anew at the thought that he might not be
done with me. The note in his voice implied that he'd be watching
me pretty closely from now on, and it's hard for me to pretend I
wasn't already a little turned on by what might be in store.

I hurried off to my next class, my mind on anything
but my course work.
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Sarah loved Mr. Collins. Well, she didn't love him
like that. She just thought he was incredible. He was super
handsome and always knew what to do and what to say. He'd been
friends with her father since before she was born, and over the
years she started gravitating towards him more than her own dad for
advice about life or school or boys.

So when he had kids of his own, she was at first a
little jealous. She shouldn't have been, and she knew she probably
shouldn't have been, but she couldn't help it.

But of course he still liked her and was always
happy to see her, so it really wasn't that bad after all. In the
end it even became a good thing, in a way. When the kids were old
enough to run around on their own he started asking her over to
babysit now and then. He was happy to pay her well, and it was fun
to have a reason to spend so much time at his house.

But now that she was seeing him so much more
frequently, she was starting to realize how much had changed
between them in the past couple of years. Gone were the days when
she would run happily in through the door, hop up in his lap, and
ask him to help her with her homework.

It made sense, she supposed. That wasn't the only
thing that had changed. She'd finally started growing into herself.
After waiting to catch up with the other girls, she had slowly but
unmistakably blossomed into a very beautiful young woman. Her young
breasts had become full and firm, her ass was enough to make a man
do a double take, and her legs had gone from awkward and gangly to
long and smooth. With the changes in her body, her curiosity to
experience this new world of sexuality was becoming stronger and
stronger.

If Mr. Collins had noticed these changes in her, as
she sometimes lamented to herself, he was certainly the only one.
The boys of the town seemed determined not to give her a second
glance.

She tried to dress more invitingly, but that didn't
seem to change anything. She often found herself watching porn
wondering what the women had that she didn't, and wondering whether
she couldn't find herself men more like the aggressive, older men
in the videos instead of the boys she was trying in vain to
distract from their video games and their homework.

It was a beautiful late spring day as she walked up
to the Henderson's on Marwood Street. They had two kids close in
age to Mr. Collins' pair, and she was often asked to pick them up
there after play dates.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Henderson," she said brightly.
"How're you doing today?"

"Fine, Sarah," the woman said a little stiffly,
opening the door to let her in. "The boys are out back."

Ten minutes later she was feeling a bit like a
mother duckling as she led Mike and Aiden toddling after her down
the sidewalk towards Mr. Collins new house a few blocks over.

"So did you guys have a good time?" she asked
them.

"Timmy's got a new Lego set," Aiden informed her
very seriously. "It's got spaceships and a space station and
astronauts."

"Really? That sounds fun."

"He'd already put all the pieces together," Mike
said. "He'd only let us look at it."

"Well I'm sure he worked very hard on it," Sarah
said sagely. "Maybe after he's had it for a while he'll let you all
take it apart and put it back together again."

Sometimes it was a bit surreal how much the two
young boys took after their father. Their little faces were little
shadows of the handsome men they'd be someday. Good genes.

Maybe that was why she liked babysitting them so
much. It felt so incredibly intimate to be caring for his children
while he was busy. All the self-doubt and unreciprocated longing in
the world couldn't take away the special place he had assigned her
in their lives.

 


 


Grant Collins had had a long day, and it was well
after ten o'clock when he pulled into the driveway of the big house
on Wabash.

It was a lavish building - more space than they
really needed, he sometimes thought. But since assuming CFO duties,
the money came in so fast that it seemed a shame not to spend it on
something his family could enjoy and take pride in. He was glad he
had been able to find something so nice without going far from the
old neighborhood.

It didn't quite feel like home yet, but it would
soon.

He saw the dark outline of a person move past one of
the windows. He instantly felt his mood lift a bit, knowing that
outline would be Sarah, relaxing after an evening of watching the
kids. He'd never say as much, but she was as big a part as anything
in his not wanting to transplant too far away. As much as he loved
his boys, in a way he'd always think of her as just as much his
daughter as they were his sons.

He'd been friends with her father since college,
when Grant had been the young up-and-coming tailback that the
veteran fullback had taken under his wing and shown the ropes.

Since those days, success hadn't come as easily to
his old friend, but Grant had to hand it to him: he'd raised a hell
of a daughter. Sarah was an exceptionally sweet girl: warm,
chipper, and helplessly cute. She always had a smile on her face,
and it was impossible not to smile along with her.

Moving too far away to see her regularly would have
been like estranging his own family. He was already smiling as he
opened the door.

He stepped inside and felt his stomach clench. Sarah
had looked up from her seat on the sofa in the living room
beyond.

All the warm, innocent memories of her as a girl
flew out of his head in an instant, replaced by a now all too
familiar dread.

His little Sarah stood up and made her way down the
hall. He'd tried to ignore the changes in her body over the past
several years, but recently she seemed determined - intentionally
or not - to make that impossible.

She was dressed in a tank top and very, very short
shorts. Her toned, tan thighs rounded into the most perfect ass as
they disappeared under the tightly stretched denim. The tank top
was loose and thin, and it was painfully obvious that she was
wearing no bra beneath it. Her young, perky breasts were nestled
against her folded arms, and their soft shape and nipples were
perfectly visible even in the imperfect light that spilled out into
the foyer. Her blonde hair was teased and tucked back into a
partial pony-tail.

She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet as she
came over. "Hello, Mr. Collins," she beamed.

He looked away as she moved, his heart pounding in
his chest as he fought the unruly feelings rising in him.

"Good evening, Sarah. How's everything?"
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