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Professor: Earning Her Grade

	 

	“What are you going to do? If you fail this class they’ll put you on academic probation,” Ashley asked.

	The two of them stood in the women’s locker room in the college. Cheerleading practice had just ended, and Theresa had taken her sweet time putting her clothes back on after showering. She replaced her cheerleading skirt and top with a nice, airy dress.

	She also understood Ashley’s implication. If she got put onto academic probation, the school would boot her shapely ass off the cheer squad until she brought her grades back up.

	Theresa sighed heavily, “I don’t know why Professor Johnson won’t just give me a better grade. I have understandings with all my other teachers. They know how important athletics are to this school!”

	Ashley shrugged. She was a pretty and petite little thing, which made her great for cheerleading. Theresa was a leggy blonde.

	It was no wonder she had “understandings” with most of her professors. Who all happened to be men.

	All but Johnson.

	“You know,” Ashley said, an idea sparkling in her emerald eyes, “It’s not too late to just drop the class! It won’t even appear on your transcript right now.”

	“Maybe… but then won’t I have to take a summer class or something to make up the credit?” Theresa wasn’t convinced.

	It bugged her so much. How could he do this to her? Literally every other guy gave her what she wanted. Especially if she flirted with them a bit. 

	Being a hot girl was almost like being a superhero. T&A were superpowers.

	Except that Professor Johnson seemed to be her kryptonite.

	“Better than probation,” Ashley closed the door on her locker and pulled the strap of her gym bag over her shoulder. “Let’s go get some food; I’m starving!”

	Theresa was only half listening. Something had occurred to her. Before Professor Johnson, any guy she wanted something from just needed a little sweet talking. Maybe a hug at most.

	What if she just hadn’t gone far enough with him?

	What if all she needed to do was go all the way?

	That was actually kind of hot to think about. Sure, Johnson was old enough to be her dad. But she’d never done it with an older guy before.

	Just thinking about fucking him to get her grades up got her wet. She swallowed hard and shifted her butt on the bench.

	“You know, I think he actually has his office hour coming up. And I’m pretty sure no one ever goes to see him. Maybe I’ll just go try and talk to him about it,” Theresa said.

	“Sure, whatever,” Ashley said before she left.

	So Theresa made her way over to the faculty building. She’d never actually been in there. Who even went to go see professors during office hours? She was certain that the profs just used that time to jerk off or something.

	But as she went down the hallway, she couldn’t help thinking about that slick sensation between her thighs.

	This was so, so dirty, she knew. Fucking her professor. It was like something out of a movie.

	And that turned her on.

	She also thought about Johnson himself. He was good looking for an older guy.

	Then she arrived at his door, which stood ajar. Some music spilled out of the crack along with some light.

	She knocked on the door. “Professor Johnson? Are you here?”

	“Come in,” he said, then, when he saw who it was, “This is about your grade in my class, isn’t it? Look, I know you’re on the cheer squad, but even athletes need to make their marks…”

	He tapered off when she closed the door behind herself, the brass knob cool against her palm.

	Then Theresa smiled at him, “I am here about that, yeah. But I think you’re going to change your mind.”

	He frowned at her, “And why’s that?”

	She saw then that he was married. Her breath caught in her throat from the way her pussy clenched up and relaxed. When’s the last time I was this fucking turned on?

	His wife was probably old, too, she figured. Old and not hot anymore. Professor Johnson needed something—someone—that had the energy to give him what he needed.

	“I think we can come to some sort of… arrangement,” Theresa put her hands on his desk and leaned forward, letting him get an eyeful of her small, firm breasts.

	Professor Johnson stood up, “I think you need to leave. And I also think I need to speak to your academic advisor!”

	He started around his desk, clearly going for the door to kick her out.

	She needed to feel him between her legs. She needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Theresa reached down and grabbed his hand in hers.

	“You can do that, Professor. Or you could do this…”

	She ran his hand up between her legs, lifting up the hem of her dress. He shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.

	“Miss... Theresa. I... I don’t think this is right.”

	Before he could finish, she pushed him back around his desk and shoved him down into his chair and sat in his lap. She could feel something large and hard rub against her pussy.

	“My, teachers do get excited over grades, don’t they?” She wrapped her arms over his shoulders.

	“Oh fuck,” Johnson said, “What the hell?” He then reached down and grabbed her ass, squeezing it with his strong fingers.

	Laughing, she leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were plump and moist. She started grinding her wet pussy back and forth along the bulge in his pants. He groaned, squeezing her ass even harder.

	She kissed him along one cheek until she reached his ear. She bit the lobe lightly between her teeth. “Put your fingers in me. I’m so wet for you,” Theresa whispered.

	Johnson hiked up her dress around her waist. She could feel his hand shake as her ran it down her stomach and then into her crotch. He rubbed her pussy through her underwear, making her gasp. Snagging the transparent fabric with one finger, he pulled it to one side.

	“Holy shit,” Johnson said as he ran one finger through her slippery crease toward her tight hole. Her breathing quickened as he ran his fingertip around her hole, teasing her. She rocked her hips, trying to push it inside of her tight little circle. She leaned forward and started kissing him again, letting her tongue run wild in his mouth.

	Finally, he pressed his finger in. Her hungry pussy immediately clamped up around it. He ran it in and out of her, rubbing against the little ridges of her G-spot. 

	“You want me to come all over your finger before I come all over your big, hard dick?” she said.

	He answered by fingering her faster. She yelped, rolled her head on her shoulders. Then she was coming. Her pussy clamped around his fingers, squeezing in waves. When she finished, she hopped off of him. She pushed him back in his chair until the chair hit the counter. She peeled her dress off and dropped it to the floor. Legs slightly apart, wearing nothing but her gloves and her underwear, she let him drink her in with his eyes. 

	This was so fucking dirty. The dirtiest she’d thing she’d ever done. It made her feel like a total slut. And she loved it.

	Dropping to her knees, she grabbed the hand he used on her. She ran the tip of her tongue along his wet fingers, tasting her juices. When her tongue reached the tips of his finger, she sucked them into her mouth. While she was doing this, she reached up and massaged his hard shaft through his pants. 

	Pulling his fingers out of her mouth, she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

	Without delay, he fumbled at his belt with both hands while she undid the button and zipper. He raised his hips a little so that she could yank his pants and underwear down around his knees. His cock stood up straight, hard as a rock and throbbing with his lust. Her pussy clenched up again with her just looking at his huge pole.

	She reached up and grabbed it with one hand. It was so warm. The skin felt so smooth and taut beneath her dainty fingers. She could hardly wrap them around its girth.

	“So how are my grades looking?” she asked him before licking her lips.

	“Better and better…” he groaned.

	Slowly at first, she stroked up and down, looking up into his eyes the whole time. She used her free hand to pull his pants the rest of the way down and off. That accomplished, she spread his knees apart. Kissing up each thigh while jerking him, she took one of his balls in her mouth and then the next. Nestled between his legs, she ran her tongue along the bottom of his shaft. He breathed in quickly, and she felt him shake a little. 

	When her tongue reached the head of his cock, she kissed it with her wet lips. He threw one hand up to his face, covering his eyes. His teeth were clenched. 

	“Your cock tastes so good,” Theresa said right before pressed her lips down over the tip. She rubbed her tongue against the little slit at the very tip, hungrily sucking away any precum. His cock was so big she couldn’t take it all in. She sucked him while he writhed around in the chair, moaning and groaning. 

	He reached forward and began playing with her tits, pinching her nipples. She couldn’t take it anymore. Her pussy was almost coming just with his cock in her mouth. It was so wet that she knew he’d just slide right in to her tight hole. 

	Playfully licking at the ridge around the head of his cock, she pulled back and then stood up. His hair was a mess now. He’d been running his fingers through it, trying not to come in her hot mouth. 

	She turned around and thrust her ass out at him. He reached out and kneaded her cheeks with his fingers, then slid his hands up around her hips. Making sure she was between his legs, she kept her own legs pressed together and sat down slowly. She knew this would make her even tighter, make his cock fill her up even more.

	She felt the tip of his cock press against her opening. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth and put her hands down on his strong legs to hold herself up. Her urged her down onto him, pulling at her. Slowly, she felt the tight ring at the sopping opening of her pussy part around his rod.

	After she felt the ridges of the tip pass through, she stopped. She looked over her shoulder, a wicked little smile on her face.

	“Do you like my pussy? Is it nice and tight and wet around your big cock? Is it hot?”

	Johnson was looking down where their bodies were joined, his face flushed all red now. He nodded.

	She let her tight pussy slip down a little bit more around him. He was so hard, so big. All she wanted to do was push herself all the way down around him, to feel his cock bump against the back of her cunt. She had him right where she needed him, though.

	“So, baby, are you going to help me out with my little tax problem?”

	He hesitated.

	Instead of pushing down, she pulled up until over the very tip of his cock was still inside her. He needed to answer soon, or she would slam down around him too early. 

	“Yeah... Yeah, I’ll make it go away.”

	“That’s my big, strong man,” Theresa said.

	She pressed down on him. He gasped as the tight, smooth flesh of her pussy parted around the throbbing head of his cock and moved all the way down his shaft. She felt her ass bump against his hips. 

	“Oh baby, oh baby,” he muttered. He leaned forward and kissed at her back.

	Her pussy felt so full that she didn’t know how he was fitting in there. She wriggled her hips from side to side. She felt his fingers dig into her flesh and smiled. Then she squeezed her pussy muscles around his pulsing rod. He sucked in a sharp breath and then slowly let it out as she relaxed a little. 

	“I’m going to pound your cock like a fucking animal,” she said. 

	Theresa lifted herself up. He moved his hand down under her ass to help. She dropped back down onto him, taking him all the way again. She moaned as she rose and fell again. His cock felt so warm and hard inside her. Each moment it felt like it got harder, making her get tighter and wetter.

	She fucked him faster and harder, her ass slapping down against him with the force of each thrust. Each time, she felt the head of his cock parting the wet walls of her pussy, sending shivers and sparks up her spine.

	Her pussy had gotten him so wet that it made wet slurping sounds each time it swallowed his shaft back up. Letting him hold her weight, she reached up and squeezed her tits. She started pinching her nipples.

	“Let me kiss you,” Johnson said.

	Without standing up, she started turning around. She was so flexible that she lifted one leg in the air as she spun. Johnson held it up and helped push it back down. She sat in his lap facing him now. Just like earlier, she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and leaned in, kissing him. 

	This time, she rolled her hips back and forth on his hard cock. The tight ring of her pussy was strained around the wide base of his shaft. Her kissing became more and more urgent. She could feel her clit rubbing against him. Her pussy clenched up tightly around him so that she had to fuck him slowly.

	Johnson reached around behind her and grabbed her ass. He used his strong arms to help rock her back and forth on his dick. She could feel her climax building. Her clit felt like it was made of electricity, sending shocks throughout her body.

	Pulling back, she looked into his eyes, trying to fuck him faster.

	“Do you want me to come all over your hard cock? Huh? Do you like having that big rod inside my tight, delicate little pussy.”

	Talking dirty seemed to make Johnson’s cock flex a little inside her. He leaned his head back against the counter behind him, his teeth clenched and his breath hissing in and out through them. 

	Without warning, he passed his strong arms behind her knees and stood up. She squealed with delight as he walked the few steps over to the table. While she continued rubbing her clit against him, he reached out with one arm and swept all of the forms and receipts from the surface of the table, leaving it clear.

	“You naughty, naughty boy,” Theresa moaned as he set her ass down on the top of the table.

	He pushed her knees back with his arms so that they were touching her chest. Lips again pressed into that thin line, he thrust his cock into her. It went in so deep that she gasped. The opening of her pussy gripped him more tightly now. The muscles in his neck stood out as he began ramming her, jackhammering his cock in and out. Her pussy made wet sloshing noises now.

	She reached forward and grabbed his tight ass, pulling and pushing to make him fuck her even harder.

	Theresa looked into his strained face. “I want you to come in my pussy when I come all over your dick.”

	He nodded, panting. He started fucking her with slower, longer strokes, really letting her feel how long his cock was. Her whole body felt like it was buzzing with the feeling of their fucking. She could feel her pussy begin tightening, ready to start milking the cum from his cock. 

	“Come on, come inside my pussy, yeah, I know you want to fill me up with your hot load,” she whispered.

	That did it. He moaned. She felt his cock jump inside her. She started coming too, her pussy gripping and loosening around him, gripping and loosening, over and over. Theresa screamed. Johnson yelled out. 

	His cum felt hot inside of her. There was so much that she could feel it leaking out down her ass. He kept his hard dick deep in her pussy while she finished coming all over it. 

	All of her muscles felt like they’d contracted. She relaxed now, lowering herself to lie on the pleasantly cool surface of the table. 

	She laughed a little, a happy smile on her face. Johnson, his cock still in her, was running his hands up and down the smooth skin of her breasts and stomach.

	Theresa ran the tip of her finger along his jawline, feeling the stubble on his skin. His cock throbbed inside of her, and she giggled at him.

	“So I don’t have to worry about academic probation anymore, do I?”

	“Not until midterms at least,” he replied.

	“What happens then?”

	“Well, I think I have something in mind to earn you a little extra credit,” he said, flexing his cock against her tight grip.

	



	



Indecent Studies

	 

	None of the guys at school fucked Maggie liked she wanted to get fucked.

	She wanted it hard. She wanted it rough.

	She wanted a guy—no, a man—who would treat her like the little schoolgirl slut she so desperately wanted to be.

	Which wasn’t the impression she gave off in her lectures or in her dorm room at college. That was probably why the couple guys she’d hooked up with this year hadn’t been what she wanted.

	They’d be ok, she supposed. But they hadn’t fucked her like they meant it.

	“Maggie, quit that daydreaming,” Dr. Taylor said from the front of the small classroom. He was tall and well-built. Big hands for a man who could talk for hours and hours about Modernist poetry.

	“Sorry, professor,” Maggie gave her head a little shake and looked at what he’d written on the board.

	“Don’t be sorry, just don’t do it again,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He’d gone around the room once and got everyone’s names. And he seemed to remember them, which was impressive.

	His tone had a certain annoyed sharpness to it that set her heart jittering. That “grown up” tone that conveyed admonishment and disappointment at the same time.

	Maggie resented it, just a little. She was 18 now after all.

	Though Dr. Taylor had a right to be annoyed. He normally didn’t lead the tutorials, just delivered the lectures. But Maggie’s TA had come up sick that day apparently.

	But she realized something else, as well. She was wet. A deep, hot slickness that set her insides trembling. Heat rushed up her throat and into her cheeks and she hoped that no one saw.

	Except that Dr. Taylor was still looking right at her. He glared a little longer, then turned back to his notes on the whiteboard.

	Maggie noticed then that her nipples had stiffened to the point of pain, and it was only the saving grace of her bra that kept them from cutting holes in her blouse.

	She swallowed hard at a new thought. She couldn’t help thinking it. Was Dr. Taylor like that in bed? Did he just tell the women what he wanted them to do?

	She bet that Dr. Taylor fucked hard.

	That trembling heat between her thighs quivered again when she wondered if he might fuck her hard. He had big hands. Did that mean that he also had a big…?

	She hoped Sam, roommate back at her dorm room, was out. Because otherwise she’d have to go masturbate in the shower instead of the comfort of her own bed.

	Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t quit that fantasy. She’d never been with an older guy before. Dr. Taylor’s hair traced from glossy black to gray at his temples. He had to be as old as Maggie’s dad. That was weird.

	But if it was so weird, why did it sound so damn hot?

	And he’d looked at her a few moments too long when her throat and cheeks had flushed with that lusty heat.

	She spent the rest of the tutorial doing her best to pay attention. She even answered a couple of questions.

	And each time, Dr. Taylor’s attention lingered just a moment too long.

	Until finally the tutorial ended. Everyone packed away their notebooks and their laptops and filed out of class.

	Maggie did the same, endeavoring to keep from making eye contact with Dr. Taylor as she did. Her pussy was still wet. She could feel her panties clinging to her bare lips. Just the pressure of her thighs brushing together lightly while walking sent delicious waves of desire rushing through her from her engorged clit.

	“Maggie, hang back a moment,” Dr. Taylor finished shuffling some notes into his messenger bag.

	Immediately, a huge lump of panic lodged in Maggie’s throat.

	It didn’t leave. Not until everyone filed out of the room and left just the two of them.

	He didn’t wait for her to speak, “I liked your answers today. I normally don’t do this, but I think you have potential. Do you have another class?”

	“Not until after supper tonight,” Maggie said, her voice sounding so girlish in her ears. Mostly she could just hear the blood pounding through her veins, leaving her hot and trembling all over.

	“Good. I have a place close to the campus. Let’s go there and talk about it,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He left the room without checking to see if she was following.

	Somehow, Maggie knew just what he intended. This wasn’t about her answers. This wasn’t about academic potential. This was something much more animalistic.

	She hurried after him. His place was a walk-up a couple blocks from the campus. They got inside and Maggie’s arms and shoulders pebbled with gooseflesh. Her pussy kept squeezing up, and every time it loosened she seemed even wetter than before.

	He opened the door and she stepped into the apartment. It smelled manly somehow. Leather. Aftershave. Cologne. That sort of thing.

	Dr. Taylor put his hands on her shoulders. Maggie’s breath caught. He did have big hands. And they were so warm against her.

	“The bedroom’s just ahead on the left.” No pretense at all.

	She went where he directed, going into the bedroom. The bed was a big one, with built-ins for a headboard. Filled with books of course. Pretty normal, except for one thing.

	A pair of handcuffs that rested on a pillow, their steel glinting in the rays of light shining in through the window.

	That wasn’t the only thing. There were other toys there as well. Things that Maggie had only seen in porn.

	“Professor, I’m not sure what sort of studying you want to do in here,” she said with a coy twist to her voice.

	“Don’t worry,” he said, “Your body will be my subject.”

	Maggie’s shoulders rose and fell steadily. Her body wanted more and more air to deal with the inferno sparking inside of her.

	He closed the door behind himself, and suddenly the world seemed to shrink to just the two of them.

	She took a step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his. Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of her ass and squeezed. Dr. Taylor reached his arms around, one hand squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it through her slit towards her hole. 

	“What are you going to do to me?” Maggie asked. 

	“This,” Dr. Taylor said. 

	He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of her skin. Dr. Taylor wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through the fabric. 

	Dr. Taylor pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to try to pull it away, but stopped. 

	“Harder,” Maggie said.

	He grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

	Finally, someone who wanted the same thing she did.

	Finally, she didn’t have to pretend to be the good little college co-ed anymore. 

	She slapped him across the face. “I said harder.” 

	Dr. Taylor let go of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her right then, right there. Instead, Dr. Taylor grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the clasp of her bra. 

	After shifting her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your hands behind you.”

	She put her hands against the small of her back. Dr. Taylor scooped the handcuffs off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around her wrists. 

	“Stay there,” he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move, aside from wiggling her ass at him. 

	Kneeling down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Dr. Taylor’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going to look like covered in red handprints. 

	He gave her the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

	“Do you like my ass?” 

	She yelped as his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the mark. 

	“Keep your mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

	Maggie hesitated for a second, then nodded. Dr. Taylor continued pulling her pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Dr. Taylor smiled. It was a smile that said: She’s learning. Good. 

	Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from her. 

	He ran one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to touch her. Dr. Taylor drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She cried out.

	Soon, her ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Dr. Taylor’ large hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly. When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red. 

	“Please Dr. Taylor, pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Maggie started saying. 

	She started trying to roll over. Dr. Taylor laid one of his forearms down across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

	“I didn’t tell you to turn over yet, bitch.”

	He started spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with each blow. 

	When he stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest swelled as he caught his breath.

	“Will you pinch them now?” Maggie asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good. I promise.” 

	Dr. Taylor clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to work. First, he turned Maggie over onto her back. With the handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put into holding herself up. 

	Taking his time, Dr. Taylor stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants, revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body, finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles bulged. 

	“I’m going to pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching you,” he said with a smile. 

	Getting back onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could reach. 

	Her mouth opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin. He watched as she lapped it up. 

	Dr. Taylor stopped pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling. 

	Looking down into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock now.”

	He shifted back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier spankings. Dr. Taylor reached around behind her head and grabbed a handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back. She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open ready to receive him. 

	Grabbing his hard cock, Dr. Taylor guided the big head in between her lips. He watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him at the same time she soaked him with her spit. 

	“You’re going to take all of it now,” he said. 

	Keeping her head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the moist opening of her mouth. He knew he was at least eight inches long. At least six of those were already in her. As he thrust the final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her breath. 

	Reaching over, Dr. Taylor grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

	“Don’t you fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head, he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft. 

	He pulled his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Dr. Taylor closed his eyes and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft. 

	Each time after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been when he was just using his hand. 

	Throwing the crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

	Dr. Taylor pulled his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head again, Dr. Taylor grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Dr. Taylor slapped with her his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked with running makeup and spit. 

	“Stay like that,” he told her. 

	Standing up off the bed again, Dr. Taylor shifted around until he could see her glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the side. 

	Her pussy accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness. Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker of her asshole.

	Already he could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too. 

	The redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Dr. Taylor refreshed it, giving her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from escaping. Maggie had buried her face in the covers to stifle her screams. 

	Her pussy massaged his shaft, so tight she could barely take it. She’d never cum like that before. No man had ever made her feel like this before.

	He could feel himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass. He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and released another stream.

	Leaving her handcuffed, Dr. Taylor collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

	“Are you going to un-handcuff me?” Maggie said, turning her head to look at him. 

	He saw that she was panting, too. “I never said I was finished with you. You have potential, like I said. A now we’re going to explore that,” he replied.

	“But what about my class?” she asked.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll be in class. Though I think you’re going to be too sore to sit,” he cupped her breast and let the ball of his thumb caress her nipple. When it stiffened, he smiled. Then he gave it a pinch.

	Maggie had no clue what sort of studies she’d just gotten involved in.

	



	



Teacher: Detention Punishment

	 

	“Detention again, eh?” Brett said from his desk at the front of the room.

	“Looks like it,” Kelly slid into one of the empty desks in the classroom.

	Brett couldn’t help but notice the way Kelly’s yoga pants clung so nicely to her thighs and hips.

	And her blouse was undone a couple of buttons too many, exposing some lovely cleavage. 

	He looked back down at the paper he was grading, swallowing heavily. His cock started to length down his thighs, and he was glad that he sat behind such a big desk.

	“You have to learn to stop talking so much in class. And especially not talking back to your teacher,” Brett said, thinking about the sass she’d given him earlier in AP English, “You’re 18 now. You need to start acting like it.”

	God, he didn’t need any reminders that she was entirely legal now. Sometimes he couldn’t help himself in the shower, and he stroked himself to completion thinking about what it would feel like to be buried balls-deep in her tight, young cunt.

	“Maybe I like detention,” Kelly said, taking her phone out and tapping away at the screen. Her plump lips glistened with some sort of gloss as she smiled wickedly at him.

	Brett set his red marking pen down and canted his head at her in a look that he hoped expressed incredulity and disappointment.

	“You know there aren’t any phones allowed in detention.”

	It was strange just to have a student in an AP class get detention in the first place. In fact, there hadn’t been any other students in a month at least. And today Brett knew it would be just the two of them for the next hour or so.

	She ignored him.

	Some of his lust turned to irritation and he stood up quickly, scraping the feet of the chair back along the floor with a high-pitched squeal.

	“You know, if you put that thing down for a while and paid some attention you’d be passing my class easy. Top marks,” he said, “Now, are you going to put that thing away and maybe crack a book open for once?”

	She spared him a glance, “Nope.”

	He rounded the desk and marched over to her. Then he snatched her phone from her hand.

	“Hey…! Oh. My. God,” her face went red and she covered her mouth with her hands.

	“What?” Brett replied, confused as to why she wasn’t more indignant at having her phone taken from her.

	“Mr. Adams, you have a boner!”

	Instant regret pooled in Brett’s stomach and he glanced down at his forgotten bulge. “Shit.”

	“It’s… It’s so big! Does it get bigger?” Kelly said.

	Then, before he could realize what was happening, she grabbed his cock through his slacks. She squeezed. 

	“Kelly!” Brett jumped backwards, his cock even harder than before.

	“Sir, do you really want to know the reason I’m in detention so much? The reason I’m not doing so hot in class?” Kelly said.

	Brett covered his hard-on with his hands. “What?”

	“You. I want you,” she said.

	She stood up and came over to him, putting her hands over his. His cock throbbed, eager to escape.

	“I’ve been so bad,” she said, “And I’m doing so poorly. Isn’t there some sort of… extra credit assignment I could do for you?”

	He could smell her. She wore some delicious, sweet perfume. And her lips glistened so invitingly.

	He swallowed hard again. He glanced at the door into the room, but it was shut. They were alone, and would be for a while.

	“I’ll do anything you want,” she said, blinking up at him, rubbing at his hands, “Anything. Haven’t I been so bad?”

	He realized she was playing a game. He put his hands on his hips, and made the sternest face at her that he could in spite of his raging erection. It was kind of ridiculous, seeing as he’d turned the front of his pants into a tent, and that she was massaging the head of his cock through the fabric. 

	“You have been a very bad student, Kelly. Do you know what that means?”

	She looked so sexy, staring up into his eyes. “No, sir. I’m sorry. What’s the punishment for being bad?” She had a wicked smile on her face, like this was all going the way that she wanted it to. 

	“Stand up,” her ordered. He still couldn’t believe that this was happening. His heart thumped in his chest so loudly that he wondered if Kelly could hear it, too. 

	Standing up, Kelly kept rubbing his hard cock. Grabbing her shoulders, Brett turned her to face the table.

	“The punishment for not doing your work is spanking,” he said. 

	Quickly making sure the door was shut and locked, he moved back over to Kelly. He bent her over the table. Her ass looked so good in those tight pants. His hands trembling, he grabbed the waist of her pants and yanked them down. He had been right; she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy was shaved and, from the angle he looked down from, he could see a bit of wetness in her slit. Her ass jiggled a little as she turned to look at him and giggled.

	“No, teacher! Please don’t spank me!” Then she wiggled her ass at him invitingly. 

	Brett raised one hand and brought it down on one of her cheeks, making a soft clapping noise. He hadn’t hit her very hard at all, but she still squealed. He’d also not taken his hand from her flesh. Her ass was firm. He squeezed it and pinched it. He just wanted to rip his cock out of his slacks and jam it into her wet pussy, but the game was so much fun. 

	“Teacher, I don’t think that’s punishment enough. I need it harder. Don’t worry, no one’s here,” Kelly said.

	That relieved Brett somewhat; he’d been worried that other people might hear the noise and come to see what was going on. He smacked her on the ass much harder next time. She gasped and smiled. Her ass jiggled a bit every time he hit it.

	Laughing, Kelly stood up. She pushed her pants the rest of the way off, then stripped out of her shirt and bra. She stood completely naked in front of him, looking up into his eyes with her big brown ones. She reached over and started playing with his tie with both hands, carefully examining the material. Brett just wanted to grab her up into his arms.

	“Sir, can I see your nice big cock?”

	Brett’s dick jumped a little in his pants, trying to stand up against his slacks. “Young woman, you are going to take my cock out of my pants and suck on it.”

	Smiling, Kelly untied Brett’s tie from around his neck. She put it over her own neck so that each end covered one of her stiff nipples. Pulling his shirt out of his pants, she undid his belt. She undid the button of his slacks, then unzipped the zipper.

	Looking up into his eyes again, she reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. She pulled it out over the waistband of his underwear. Brett was already fully hard. Looking down, he saw how small her fingers looked wrapped around his thick cock. She started stroking him. Going up on her tiptoes, she kissed him for the first time.

	“Ahh!” Brett said. Kelly had his bottom lip between her teeth and was biting down on it. The sudden pain made his whole body stiffen, including his cock. Feeling him get harder in her hand, Kelly stroked him faster

	She released his lip and the pain mostly let up. Going back down on the flats of her feet, she reached back into Brett’s boxers with her other hand and cradled his balls.

	Brett grabbed one of her nipples and tweaked it. “What did I tell you to do?”

	“Suck,” was all she said.

	When she started kneeling, Brett let go of her nipples. The hand she’d been using to stroke him was now covered in precum. She licked it all off slowly, letting him see it on her tongue before she swallowed. This just made more precum trickle out of his cock as he watched. 

	She wrapped all her fingers around his shaft, then. Even grabbing him like that, her hands were so small as to leave almost half of his rod untouched. 

	He watched as she enveloped the head of his cock with her lips. She pulled back and smiled up at him.

	“Your cock is so big. I can hardly fit it in my mouth.”

	Even having only been briefly in that warm space, Brett’s cock felt cold. He just wanted it back inside. He grabbed each end of his tie that she’d draped around her neck. Brett pulled her head forward. She opened her mouth to let him in, and soon he tossed his head back and moaned at the way she pleased him. 

	Looking down, he saw her lips sealed just under the head.

	“Are you ready for more punishment, you naughty schoolgirl?” 

	She gave a little nod.

	Taking up all the slack, Brett pulled her mouth down along his shaft by forcing her head forward with the tie. It’s so damn warm, he thought, how much can she take? He was going to find out. 

	Soon, she had to let go with the hand closest to her mouth. Brett was impressed; the hot Asian chick had so far been able to swallow up just over half his rod.

	Kelly whimpered a little as Brett yanked on the tie, forcing her hot lips farther down his length. When she had to take her other hand off him, he noticed the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. He was holding her in place, and he could feel her start to resist. He stopped and held her where she was. As he watched, a little bit of her spit leaked from the corner of her mouth and ran down his shaft. Smiling, Brett flexed his cock in her mouth.

	“Are you always going to have your homework done from now on?” Brett said in his best teacher voice.

	Again, she gave that little nod. He scrutinized her for a second, pretending to consider her answer carefully. Then he relaxed his hold. Immediately, Kelly pulled back off his cock and took a few deep breaths. His entire length was shiny and dripping with her spit.

	He was caught by surprise while contemplating licking her pussy when she slammed her mouth back down around him. She sucked like a demon, ramming her lips down his shaft and hauling them back. She coupled this with jerking him with both hands at once. He could feel himself getting stiffer and stiffer in her mouth. 

	He looked over her head and down her back at her wonderful ass cheeks. They were both red from the spanking he’d administered earlier. 

	It felt like he was about to come. With a gasp, he stepped back, pulling his cock out of her mouth. He concentrated hard on not coming, though she had opened her mouth and put it near his cock in case he did. 

	When he recovered, he said, “Get up.”

	She stood. Brett snatched the tie from around her neck. He spun her around and told her to put her hands behind her back. Once she had, he tied her wrists tightly together. It was time to feel just how tight her little Asian pussy was around his hard white cock. 

	Brett pulled her backwards against his body, his cock pinned between her back and his stomach. He moved his mouth close to her ear. 

	“What else should I do to punish you?”

	“Fuck me,” Kelly replied.

	Brett snorted, feeling his cock swell at her words. Roughly, he shoved her down so that she was bent over the table just like before. She spread her legs apart for him. One hand holding her bindings, he grabbed his cock with the other. He shoved his shaft into her, slowly at first. She felt so tight around him that he didn’t think he’d be able to push into her any faster than he already was. 

	He stared down at his member as it strained to enter the tight pussy of his student. His heart was still thumping in his chest, and he couldn’t quite shake the feeling that this was all a very nice dream. He grunted as she squeezed him. It feels real enough, he thought. 

	“Do you like big cocks?” Brett said.

	“It’s so good,” Kelly moaned as she stretched out around his girth. Both of her hands were clenched into fists, and all of her skin had flushed.

	He wondered how long her little pussy would be able to take him for. Using his free hand, he spread her ass cheeks apart so that he could have a better view of what was going on, also giving him an eyeful of her asshole. 

	Far enough, he thought. He pulled his cock back a bit, feeling a tingle shoot through him when he saw the glisten of wetness she’d left on his member. 

	“Are you ready to be fucked for your misbehavior, student?” 

	She gave his cock another squeeze, then said, “No, sir. Please don’t fuck me!” She laughed, spreading herself open for him invitingly 

	Letting her ass cheeks go, Brett brought his hand back and slapped her ass again. For a moment, she tightened up so much around him that he didn’t think he’d be able to fuck her even if he wanted to. When she loosened, he gave her a matching slap on the other cheek.

	“Oh, sir, you are so hard and warm in me.”

	Brett gave her the first thrust. It was hard enough to make the table creak. Fucking her, he used the bindings around her wrists as a handhold. He hauled back on it every time he jammed himself into her, forcing the lips of her pussy down around him even faster and making her arch her back up. He got a good rhythm going, filling the small basement room with the sounds of their bare flesh slapping against each other. 

	Brett watched himself slide in and out of her, watched the skin of his cock get pulled forward and then pressed back at her tightness. She seemed so hungry for it. Each moment she seemed to get even wetter and tighter. She’d gotten so wet around his thick rod that her juices ran down his shaft. 

	“Kelly,” Brett said through his gritted teeth, “If you want to avoid detention and make up assignments, you need to do something for your nice teacher.” He clapped a hand onto her hips and gave it a squeeze.

	Whimpering, Kelly looked back at him with her big brown eyes, “Yes, sirr?”

	“You have to come all over your teacher’s fat cock and let him fill you up with his cum.” 

	Brett let his free hand run all over her body, feeling how warm she’d gotten on the outside as well as the inside.

	It was getting harder for him to keep up his pace, not only because she’d gotten much tighter around him, but also because he wanted to come so badly. 

	“Your cock is so hard,” Kelly moaned.

	He couldn’t contain it after that. Yanking harshly against her bound wrists, he pushed his cock balls deep into her straining hole. She cried out as the walls of her pussy closed their grip on his shaft, making sure his cock couldn’t escape while he pumped her full of his hot cum. It came out of him in long spurts, making his whole body clench up every time. 

	“Yes, fill me up!” Kelly said. 

	Brett could feel his toes trying to curl up inside his shoes. His body went all languid. Her pussy was so hot around him. So tight.

	“Fuck,” she said, “You really filled me up. You’re lucky I’m on the pill!”

	He hadn’t even thought about that. Still, it was good that she had.

	Slowly, her tightness pushed his softening cock out of her. He grabbed at the box of Kleenex on the desk and handed her a wad.

	His shaft glistened with their mingled juices, and his balls ached. So did his lower stomach. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d came so hard.

	Then, slowly, it dawned on him. Brett looked at her as he did his slacks back up, “You did all this so that I have to give you a better mark.”

	She winked at him, “Not all of it. I have been wanting to fuck you. And I know you’ve been wanting to fuck me. Win-win?”

	He clapped his hands to his face, “You’re going to pass.”
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