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Introduction

Anna spends most of her time fantasizing about her hot lesbian teacher, Ms. Barrett.  A chance encounter with her hot teacher at a poetry club meeting is the right time for Anna to fulfill her sexy fantasy!

Mature and sexy Ms. Barrett is more than willing to seduce her student into hot girl on girl sex!  Lesbian first-time experiences are always better with a good knowledgeable teacher!


I was thrilled that Ms. Barrett invited me over to her place with the other members of the Poetry Club for our final meeting of the year.  She was the best teacher and made English Lit actually interesting.  She also knew how to talk to high schoolers.  I really liked her as a teacher; we all did.  She was one of the few teachers that was special and I was really going to miss her when I graduated.

OK, so I admit it.  I have a bit of a crush on Ms. Barrett.  She was just so fucking cool.  And hot.  Apparently she was an athlete her whole life and you’d believe it with her toned, fit body.  Though she dressed the part of high school teacher, you could still see her voluptuous curves and the occasional time she’d grace us in heels you could see what decades of athletic training did for her shapely legs.  She had to have been in her late 20’s but people say she’s in her early 30s.  Doesn’t matter.  She’s one of those women who will be hot her whole life. 

I always had this fantasy about Ms. Barrett …

I always wanted to kneel before her on one of those days where Ms. Barrett would her heels, tighter-than-usual skirt, her raven-colored hair casually twisted up and clipped in the back, leaning up against her desk after school let out and no one around.  Just standing there, in a sexy stance against her desk with a coy grin on her face as I kneel before her and slide my hands up those shapely legs of hers, pushing her skirt up her thighs. 

In my fantasy she’s wearing thigh-high stockings and garters with no panties to cover the swollen outer lips that hide her sweet core.  In my fantasy, I’m consumed by her scent and uncontrollably begin to lick her …

But this is my fantasy and I let it remain just that:  a fantasy.  She’s my teacher and though I started kindergarten in a state with a ridiculously early cut-off age and consequently I’ve been 18 since I started my senior year, this is still high school.  And I have a boyfriend.  I’ve been with Chad since middle school, and though we’ve grown somewhat apart as we approach graduation, he is a great guy and my best friend.  I don’t want to hurt him - certainly not with thoughts of tongue-banging my English Lit teacher either!

Best to leave those sexy thoughts of me and Ms. Barrett dirty things to each other as fantasies.

I arrived at her place a bit early but it was raining and I didn’t bring an umbrella, so I went ahead and rang her doorbell.  I was nervous.  It’s one thing to have a crush on a teacher and fantasize about her out of boredom while in class, it’s another thing hanging out with her in her home - away from school, y’know … freer.  It was an exhilarating feeling to be honest.

“Hello?” the speaker cracked.

“Hi, Ms. Barrett?  It’s Anna.  Sorry I’m early …” I said, trying not to little my voice shiver in the cold rain.

“Oh, Anna, come on up!  I’m on the third floor, number 6.” The speaker turned off, the buzzer signaled to open the door, I pushed on the door and walked into the foyer of her brownstone building. 

I shook off the rain as much as I could in the foyer.  The building was beautiful - and old, turn-of-the-century brick buildings that had been partitioned into condos and apartments in the heart of the South End in Boston.  I got a glimpse of myself in a mirror hanging in the foyer.  My hair was a mess and I was drench. 

Oh well, nothing I can do about it now, I thought and started up the wooden staircase to her apartment. 

I reached the third floor and knocked on number 6.  Ms. Barrett opened the door.  She looked so fresh and put together against what must have looked like a wet mess in front of her.  My hair must have looked so scraggly from the downpour I just came from. 

“I’m sorry, it’s raining like crazy outside and I forgot my umbrella,” I said with droplets of rain dripping from the end of my drenched locks.  I didn’t know whether to come in, so I stood waiting for directions from my teacher.

“Oh my god, Anna, you’re soaked!  Let me get you a towel.  Here, take off your coat and shoes …” she left me outside her apartment as she dashed off leaving the front door open.  I could hear music in the background.  Down-tempo trip jazz.  Man, Ms. Barrett is fucking cool.

I took off my coat and thank goodness I had one on.  I was wearing a white t-shirt and even with a modest white camisole between it and my lace white bra, without the coat I would have made quite a scene for my hostess.  Still, my nipples were slightly erect from the cold and it showed even through the t-shirt, even if not wet to show my whole bosom - mounds, areolas, erect nipples and all. 

I was a bit embarrassed and tried to shake my shirt to make my nipples less obvious.  With the warmth of the foyer and her apartment, I shivered a little more, sending tingling micro-shocks through my body, giving me goosebumps and making my nipples even more erect.  I tried to shake the t-shirt more with one hand, as I kicked off my shoes and tried to take off my socks with the other hand.  I nearly lost my balance, which only added to my nerves. 

Great, I thought.  Fall over in her doorway.  That will make a great impression!

“Here you go,” Ms. Barrett reappeared with a huge, fluffy towel.  She handed it to me and I began to dry off the end of my hair, doing my best to hide my front with my erect nipples standing at attention.

“You must be freezing!  Do you want some coffee or hot tea?” she asked, standing there, leaning against the doorframe.

“No, I’m fine.  It’s pouring like crazy outside!”  I didn’t know what to say.  She looked amazing in the doorway.  She was wearing a slightly worn pair of jeans that showed off her curves in all the right places and a button-down, crisp white shirt with the sleeves rolled up halfway up her forearms.  She was barefoot with beautifully manicured toe nails colored in a scarlet, boudoir red.  I wanted to kiss those toes and marvel at her feet …

“I know, why don’t you come in,” she stepped aside and opened her arms, motioning for me to come to her apartment.  She seemed genuinely concerned about me, and I liked that.  I walked into her apartment - to the right was the main room with a dining room table and living area, the kitchen seemed to be to the right; to the left was a short, narrow hallway typical of the South End brownstones.  I could see a bathroom and two doors at the end of the hallway.  Bedrooms.  Gee, I wonder what her bedroom looks like?  My lustful mind wandered and I smiled a wicked smile on the inside.

“Here come on in … you’re the first one here.” She led me to the main room to the right and signaled to the living area.

“Have a seat,” she said as she went into the kitchen; I sat down as she began opening cabinets, the refrigerator and putting things together as she talked with me.  Her absence gave me a chance to pull myself together as we both waited for the other half-dozen or so club members to show up.

“So, I’m sorry I don’t have much to offer,” she said.  I could see her through the open to the kitchen, her toned midriff peeking out when she raised up to reach for something on a higher shelf.  I could feel a tingle in my crotch.  I rushed to get my hair towel-dried and combed the best I could.

“Oh, don’t worry Ms. Barrett, we’ll be fine.  We’re students - anything is better than those terrible burgers from the cafeteria!” 

I tried my best not to sound like a giddy school girl that I certainly felt like.  Here I was in the beautiful apartment of my high school teacher crush looking disheveled and suddenly feeling like this crush was something more lustful with each glimpse of her as she moved around the kitchen.

“Anna, dear, call me Heather,” she said teasingly.  Heather, yeah she looked like Heather.  Someone I could tickle with a feather.  Yep, full-on high school girl giddiness had set in. 

She came out of the kitchen with a wooden serving tray with two steaming mugs and an array of condiments.  She set them down on the leather ottoman in front of me and took a seat to the right of me, tucking her left leg under her rear, body turned towards me.  She rested her left elbow on the top of the sofa and ran her fingers through her silky thick black hair.

“O-o-o-kay,” I said nervously, “Oooo, it’s cold,” I said, trying to mask my nerves while still being cold.

“It’s cold, Heather, Okay?” she said smiling and reaching out to me, her hand resting on my knee.  She shook it as if to shake my nerves.  Did she see that I was nervous?  Did she notice I couldn’t take my eyes off her?

“OK, Heather,” I smiled back at her.

Ms. Barrett’s shirt shifted a bit under her ample breasts, pulling the button's taunt and giving a hint of her lace bra she wore underneath. My teacher never looked better, sitting here in a casual setting she made me feel more comfortable.

“Here, have some tea,” she said.  “I can’t have you catching a cold.”  She motioned towards a cup of herbal tea on the tray and the assortment of sugars, honey and small shortbread cookies.  I took a sip of the tea

“Thank you, Heather.  I’m sorry I’m early but I’m glad I have some time to get myself together.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Anna.  It also gives us time to get to know each other, away from school.  You know you’re one of my favorite students,” she said as she wiped a wet lock of my hair from my face and back behind my ear.

What?  One of her favorite students?  This and her touch sent shivers down my tummy to my crotch area which was now aroused at being so close to my beautiful teacher.  Her touch was tender and caring, like that of a mentor - a sexy mentor.

“Really?  Wow, I had no idea.  To be honest, you’re my favorite teacher,” I said bashfully, trying - and I feared failing hopelessly - to keep the giddiness at bay.

“Really?  Thank you, Anna!  That’s really awesome to hear, especially from such a great student as you.”  She smiled.  I was swooning!

“To be honest,” Heather started, “I couldn’t say this in front of the others so I’m glad you made it here early.  Your poetry is exquisite.” She was still smiling; I was still swooning!  This was like a dream come true and the way she was talking with me was so full of care and honesty.  I felt close to her and even more I wanted to be closer.

“Really? I had no idea.  I mean, I just write down my feelings, but really Ms. Barr-” I caught myself, “Um, Heather it’s you.  You make it really easy for us, for me I mean to, uh … express myself.”  I am jittery and nervous now.  “I feel like you understand and that you don’t judge.”

“Oh Anna, no I’d never judge.  You or anyone.  I’m glad there’s something about me that allows you to be so open.  But it’s what’s in your heart that is allowing you to be so open and so beautiful with your words.”

She leaned into me.  I wanted so badly for it to be because she wanted to kiss me.  The way she talked to me made me feel even more at ease and attracted me to her more than ever.  I could feel my breast swell as she leaned into me as I almost whispered something to me.

“It makes you special, very special.” She said softly, gazing into my eyes.  Her eyes were emerald green and seemed to pierce right through me.  Could she see how much I wanted her?  My breast heaved again with my nervous breath.  My pussy moistened and my clit began to pulsate in rhythm with my heartbeats.

“Th-th-thank you, Heather,” I was blushing, embarrassed and taken back by this beauty I’d fantasized about from the first time I saw her when I was a sophomore walking into the main building the first day of school.  She was dressed in a form-fitting dress with heels that I grew to love, her hair twisted up in a bun with black-rimmed glasses that gave off this sexy librarian vibe. 

She was talking to our crusty, old principal, Mr. Clifton.  I remember vividly walking in giggling with friends as we entered the building; a quick glance in her direction stopped everything for me.  It was then, glancing at her beautiful curves in that dress, that I knew I had a thing for girls, well women as I later discovered.  I felt in my head, heart and crotch feelings I’d never felt before.  Feelings I’d never felt with Chad, that was for sure.

And here was the woman who started all those feelings for me, telling me what an amazing poet I am and how she’s happy that we have this time together.  I was reading more into her admiration of me, but I knew it.  I knew she was being a good mentor but I let my mind wander anyway.  She was into me, at least at a certain level. 

Suddenly the doorbell buzzed.  Heather stood up, took the towel from me and started towards the intercom.  “Anna, seriously you’re a gift poet,” she said looking back at me.  I was flattered beyond words. 

“Hello?” she said into the intercom, tossing the towel down the hall towards the bedrooms.

“Hello Ms. Barrett?  It’s Lizzie, Rich and Cara and it’s raining like crazy out here!”  I could hear the group laughing with each other as they no doubt tried to each take cover until the tiny portico on the front porch of Heather’s building.

“Come on up!  Number 6, third floor.”  She said as she buzzed them up. 

I felt more at ease not only because my friends were heading up to Heather’s place, but because she really thought I had talent and appreciated my writing.  She was genuine and you could tell she meant it from the heart.  My crush suddenly developed into full-blow admiration mixed with lustful feelings for my teacher.

The group arrived at the front door with a knock and more laughing you could hear through the front door.

“Now it’s time we behave ourselves,” Heather said looking back at me with a wicked grin and wink of her eye.  If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was flirting with me.  Oh, wishful thinking, my sensible side said to myself.  She opened the door and invited the crew inside.

Everyone came in when the buzzer rang again.  Two more club members, Ariana and Rachel, were on their way up as the first crew made their way into the main room and found their seat. 

“Hey Anna,” said Cara, one of my best friends who I’ve known since we were in kindergarten together.  She sat next to me where Heather had been sitting only minutes earlier leaning into me to tell me what a wonderful poet she thinks I am.  I almost didn’t notice Cara. 

“Hey Cara, you all got caught in the rain too, I see”

“Yeah, it’s crazy outside.  What an awesome apartment Ms. Barrett has,” Cara said as she gazed around the place.  “Come!  Let’s check out her photos!”  She grabbed my hand and pulled me up.

While Heather was taking care of the others, Cara and I wandered to the bookshelves around the living area.  She had photos from everywhere - London, Machu Picchu, the Pyramids of Giza, hiking through lush green trails of what looked like Thailand or someplace in Southeast Asia.  She was always with a group of friends, everyone looked like they were having fun romping around the world with their best girlfriends … wait …

“Anna, there are no guys in any of these pictures!”  Cara whispered to me in a scandalous tone.

“Oh my god, you’re right!”  I whispered back with a little giggle, noticing that in all the pictures there were only women.  And a variety of them, from super feminine to more butch and androgynous.  Wow, some of the ladies were gorgeous but you could always find Heather in the picture.  She stood out with her jet-black hair and her rocking body.

“Oh, my gawd, Anna, do you think Ms. Barrett is a … lesbian?!”

God, I hope so!  I thought to myself.  My mind raced to being with Heather again.  Her leaned into me and kissed me …

“It would appear that way!  But who knows maybe all the guys are back at the hotel in all these places, having beers and doing all their guys things.”

“Yeah, right Anna!  And I’m a bull-dyke lesbian who’s on her knees in all the pictures licking their pussies!”

Where did that comment come from?!  Cara and I had always been flirty with each other, even cuddling sometimes when we felt particularly close, but her talking about eating pussy wasn’t something I’d heard her say before.  It took me by surprise, but a good surprise.  Maybe my friend had some dirty, little lesbian thoughts in her head too!

“Cara!  Where the fuck did that come from?!”  I said, playfully swatting her.  I hope she couldn’t tell that secretly I wish I was actually on my knees in those pictures, but in front of Heather only, pleasing her with my tongue while she enjoyed herself in whatever exotic destination we were in.

“C’mon, Anna.  There are no dudes on these vacations!  These are 100%, bona fide lesbian get-aways with some pretty hot lesbians, I might say!”

She was right.  There was no denying it - there were all-girls vacations with ladies who looked like they were having the times of their lives, sans men, and yes, some very hot.  Still, I couldn’t help wondering if Cara had some lesbian tendencies.  Suddenly I was looking at my childhood friend in a different light.

We moved around to other photos and all the same:  exotic locations, all girls, no guys, everyone having fun.  The more pictures I saw, the more I wanted to be a part of the groups of ladies Heather traveled with.  There were a few that were in almost every group picture Heather was in.  Is one of these Heather’s long-distance girlfriends?  I started to feel jealous.  But none of her travel partners seem to be in loving poses with her, which made me feel better.  Crazy thinking, I thought to myself.

“Ms. Barrett is really cool.  She travels everywhere … look, here’s one of her on the beach.”

Heather on the beach?  Damn, I’ve got to see this one.  I turned my head to the picture Cara was pointing to.  Fuck, she looked amazing.

Her toned body was in an orange bikini; she was walking from the turquoise sea behind her.  Her skin was tanned and dripping wet, snorkeling goggles and breathing tube were resting on her head and an enormous conch shell in her hand.  Her smile was beaming, but it was the way her suit clung to her body that had me captivated. 

You could tell there was no lining in her bikini - her nipples and ridges of her areolas were visible through the triangles that made of the top and the strip of curly black hair was noticeable through her drenched wet bikini bottoms.  Gazing at her in the photo, I tried to imagine Heather naked …

“Daaaamn, Ms. Barrett,” even Cara couldn’t deny how fucking hot she looked but I wondered if Cara was also referring to the outlines of her femininity that were clear through her skimpy bikini.

“Yeah, she’s smokin’,” that was the only thing I could think of saying without giving away that I was becoming increasingly infatuated with Ms. Barrett.  With Heather.

Cara came up behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder as we both gazed at the hypnotizing picture of Heather.  She slowly wrapped her arms around my waist and I followed by wrapping my arms on top of her.  She slowly rocked me back and forth as we looked on at the photo.  Cara softly turned her head and lightly pecked my neck.

“Girlfriend, we should be taking vacations like this …” she whispered in my ear and kissed my neck again, only this time a little more sensual.

My friend and I have always been close and like I’ve mentioned before, even flirty.  But this was beyond flirty.  This was a sensual togetherness between Cara and me, between best friends who suddenly realized they enjoyed looking at the same beautiful female form in front of them.  We stood there, her arms wrapped around me, my arms resting on hers.  Her head on my shoulders, light cool breath grazing my neck. 

My crotch area began tingling again.  I don’t know if it was Cara or Cara teasing me while I was gazing at the photo.  God, I wanted to pull her bikini bottoms off and dive into her wet muff …

“What are you saying, Cara?”  I said to her as I turned to look at her.  I tried make it seem as though I had no idea what lesbian thoughts were and that I didn’t secretly want to be off on an all-girls vacation with lovely ladies, eating pussy all day long in far-off destinations.

“I don’t know; they all look like they are having so much fun.  And I mean, with no guys it looks like it would just be, I don’t know … a lot of fun.”

I could tell that she really didn’t know what she was feeling and that words weren’t coming out the way she wanted them.  I could tell she was wrestling with the thought of going on an all-girls vacation like those vacations.  I could tell that she was intrigued, if still trying to sort out these newer feelings.  And I understood.

“Gawd, a trip with Chad or worse us with a bunch of other couples?!  Ugh, no thank you!” I said as we both laughed. 

She knew Chad as long as I did and knew that I was growing bored with him.  Only she didn’t know - and I was just discovering myself - that I was getting bored with guys in general.  

Even though we were probably too young to be taking - or affording! - trips like Heather and her girlfriends, still it was fun to think about going on trips around the world with only lovely ladies.  Hmmm, it sounded like heaven.  Pussy heaven.

“Oh, that was in the DR.  The Dominican Republic.”  Suddenly Heather was behind us.  She put one hand on Cara’s shoulder and wrapped the other around her back and rested on my shoulder on the other side.  I loved her hand on my shoulder. She stroked it slightly, giving me shivers up and down my arm from her touch.

“Ladies, everyone’s here,” she said softly as she guided us back towards the group, “Ready to get started?”  We both nodded as we were pulled back from the head-swirling fantasies about fabulous all-girls vacations back to the Poetry Club meeting that Heather was hosting.  Everyone was ready with their latest writings.  I wanted to go back to the picture of my goddess in her wet see-through orange bikini on the Dominican beach ...

I couldn’t concentrate during our meeting.  It went on for what seemed hours, but each time I glanced up at the clock only 10 or 15 minutes would have passed.  Our group was made up of some really good writers and some very interesting people, but today I couldn’t keep my head or attention to their poetry readings or to anything but Heather.

I wanted to be a part of her life, more than a student or even a former student that I would be in a few weeks.  I wanted to know more about her.  I wanted to know if she was a lesbian, if any of those ladies were her girlfriend, if they spent their time on vacation between each other’s legs as much as possible …

My mind wandered to more scenes of Heather and me pleasuring each other with our fingers, our hand, our mouths and tongue … I imagined lapping my tongue across her pussy, using the full range of my head to lick from the base of the opening to her velvety channel all the way up to the fold of soft skin that led up to her swollen, nubby clit.  Pleasing her in her bed, in her bathroom, on her dining room table.  Eating her out on her desk, tight skirt hiked up around her waist, panty-less crotch lost in my hungry mouth …

“Anna, you there?!” I blinked back to reality and saw the group all looking at me.  Lizzie had obviously asked me the question a couple of times with no response.

“Uh yeah, sorry my mind was just wandering … um … yeah, I was just thinking of a new thought for a poem, sorry what was the question?”

I was embarrassed that my thoughts of Heather’s cunt in my mouth took my complete attention away.  A new idea of a poem was the only logical distraction, at least for this group who had no idea where my thoughts really were, or how wet they had made me down there.

“Do you have a poem to share?”  Heather asked kindly, as if she knew her picture had an intoxicating effect on me and I needed gentle guidance back to the subject at hand.

“Um, yes I do,” I reached down to my bag to grab my phone.  I didn’t feel like reading my poem to be honest.  I really just wanted to go home and masturbate to the dirty thoughts that were running through my head.

I begrudgingly read my latest work of poetic prose to the group.  They listened intently as did Heather.  When I was finished the groups sat there for a moment, so silent you could hear a pin drop.  Was it really that bad?

Then Rich broke the ice: “Wow.”  He said leaving his mouth wide open.  “Anna, that was incredible …”

Incredible?  What was he talking about?  This silly poem?  The rest of the group started breathing again and giving me rounds of accolades. 

“Anna, that was awesome!” 

“Wow, I’m speechless!” 

“Profoundly moving!”

I was stunned.  Where was all this coming from?  We were all good writers and for the most part everyone really enjoyed each other’s poems but not like this.

“Anna, that was simply amazing,” Heather said with moving emotion as she held her hand to her chest as if to hold her heart as she spoke.  I lit up.  Heather liked it!  I felt overwhelmed with validation from my beautiful and sexy mentor.  I smiled broadly and bowed my head in a bit of embarrassment.

“Thank you,” I said bashfully, stroking my hair behind my ear.  “Thanks everyone, I’m so glad you liked it.  I didn’t realize it was that good.  Thank you so much!”

It meant a lot to have my peers’ thumbs-up, but nothing like having Heather give me and my work approval.  I looked her way as the next reader began introducing his work.  She smiled at me, nodded then looked away at the next reader.  My gaze lingered but she didn’t look back.  I felt a tinge of rejection. 

I wanted her to keep her eyes on me and to be lost in mine, thinking of the literary princess she has before her.  I wanted her to give herself to reckless abandonment and come to me, overwhelmed with the sweet words I just read to her and her group, and begin making love with me, gentle kisses and caresses that lead to … but I needed my mind to stay with the group.

The rest of the readings were wonderful.  Everyone really showcased their talents and with all of us graduating in a few weeks we all felt really close to each other.  There were eight of us seniors, but only six could make it today.  Though my head was not entirely there, it was a special afternoon with a special group of friends.  I was going to miss those in the group who were going out of state for college.

After the last reader, Lizzie, finished with her poem and the group finished their discussions and socializing we all started gathering our things to head home.  It stopped raining and with the sun shining it was going to be a nice walk through the picturesque neighborhood.

Cara came up to me and whispered in my ear, “Hey girl, are you OK?  You seem a bit distracted, like you don’t want to be here.  Are you OK?”

“Oh hey, Cara.  Yeah, I guess I’m just not into it today …”

“Well, that was sudden, right as we started you went off into lala-land … wait a minute!”  She said, pulling back with wide eyes and covering her mouth as if to keep a secret inside.

“You’ve got the hots for Ms. Barrett!”  She squealed.  I was mortified.  I couldn’t let her know it was true.  I couldn’t let anyone know my secret lust for our English Lit teacher.

“What?!”  I said, trying to sound bewildered and shocked.  “What are you talking about?  Cara, that’s crazy!  I love Chad.”  I tried to brush it off but Cara wasn’t having it.

“Oh c’mon, she’s fucking hot and so cool, and sorry missy you do not love Chad!  Even though I know that!”  She was right on all fronts, but I couldn’t let my guard down.

“OK so Chad isn’t the love of my life, but neither is Heather!”

“Heather?!”  She whispered with a teasing inflection in her voice.  “Oh my god, you’re already on a first-name basis!  You’re in love!  You’re in love!  You’re in love!” 

She kept whispering sexy little taunts about Heather until I had to playfully swat her arm to hush up. 

“Cara!”  I squealed looking around to see if anyone was listening to our secret sexy conversation.  “I am not and I do not have the hots for Ms. Barrett!  I’m just not -”

“Into it.  Yeah, yeah, yeah, you said that already.  OK so you don't have the hots for her,” she paused and looked around to Heather who was saying goodbye to a couple of the members, “... but I do.”

Cara’s admission hit me like a slap in the face.  I turned around to her with my mouth open in shock.

“Oh my god, Cara, seriously?!”  I said with an air of curiosity.  Now that she admitted it, I could be more open.

“Yeah, I mean I’m not really into girls, you know that,” I did.  Or at least I thought I did, but with this confession and her earlier hints of an all-girl vacation made me wonder about her.  And in a very good way!

“But I can appreciate a beautiful, smoking hot body and Ms. Barrett definitely has an amazing body!  But you, c’mon Anna, you’re into her, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t keep it back any longer.  I looked over at Heather and I nearly melted.

“Fuck, Cara I’m crazy about her.  What am I going to do?”

“Go for it, Anna.  She’s fucking hot and so are you.  Who cares about Chad?  You know that isn’t going to last past graduation.  But Ms. Barrett, or Heather?  Anna, you have to go for it.”

“But what about her being our teacher and all?” I said hoping Cara would say the words I wanted her to say.  I was desperately wanting to have someone - anyone! - give me the green light to make a move on Heather.

“Anna, you're already eighteen, almost nineteen.  It’s totally fine.”

I stood there looking at Heather.  My breath was getting deeper and heavier as I watched her play hostess, taking care of guests and cleaning up.  Each time she bent over, I could feel my pulse rise and the blood rush to my lady parts, down there as I would catch a glimpse of the lace on her bra or a peek at her collar bone.

“Go get her, lover girl” Cara whispered in my ear as I was lost in the sight of Heather’s curves, her round breasts, her phenomenal body.  Cara pecked me on the cheek and whispered in a breathy, sexy voice right in my ear, “And tell me all about it …” the tip of her tongue flicked the inside of my ear. 

I turned to Cara and without thinking moved my mouth to hers and gave her a sweet, girlfriend peck on her lips.  She returned with a peck of her own, but with a tiny slip of her tongue.  I could tell from the sultry look in my best friend’s eyes that we would be continuing our little physical flirtations with each other very soon.  The thoughts made my head swirl and my panties wet.

But not today.  Today was about Heather and my mounting lust for her. 

The last of the poets left, including Cara who gave me a sinful wink and swat on my rear as she left.  I was there in Heather’s apartment as I was when I came over:  alone, with her and no one else.  She continued to tidy up while I sat on the sofa, turned to one side with my foot doubled up underneath me, waiting for her to return.

She came back and sat down next to me, just as she was before this time, a little more laid back from having just hosted a half dozen teenagers in her apartment.  Her fingers stroked through her hair as she let out a sigh and smiled at me.

“Anna, your poem was breathtaking … What was your inspiration?”

To be honest the poem was about my faded feelings for Chad, but I didn’t want her to know I had a boyfriend.

“It’s about a love that faded away … I guess you could say I was partially inspired by real life events.”

“What love of yours faded away?”  She got right to the point, and though I was shocked it loved that she wanted to know me deeper.  I wanted to know her deeper; I wanted to know everything about her, especially where on her body could I concentrate to please her?  Her clit?  Her nipples?  Her ass? 

“Oh, it’s embarrassing …” I said, shaking my head.

“Anna,” she said softly, putting her hand on my knee, “it’s OK.  You can tell me.  I’m here for you …”

Her words were so soothing and her touch was electrifying.

“It’s just that now that I’m close to graduation, I can tell I’m growing apart from my boyfriends.  We’ve been together for a long time but it’s been fading for a long time too …”

“You have a boyfriend?”  Damn.  She knows.  She’s confirming.  Now she thinks I’m not into girls, that I don’t want to eat pussy, that I don’t want to eat her sweet, sweet pussy.

“If you can call it that …”

“What would you call it, then?” she asked, almost calling me out on my somewhat sarcastic answer.

“Well,” I looked at her green eyes and knew the answer, “I would call it over.  It’s over. It’s just …”

“Sad?” Heather asked.

“Noooo,” I said with my thoughts suddenly becoming clearer, “just different.  I’ve been with him for so long, it will be strange to be without him.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” she said with a smile and rested further into the sofa, “You’re going off to college and you’ll meet so many new people and have so many new experiences …” her words drifted off into what was becoming a lazy Saturday afternoon.

She looked over at me and smiled.  I was smitten but confused.  On one hand she seemed to be into me, and on the other she just seemed to enjoy the company of a young student who loved English literature. 

Heather must have noticed my confusion because she asked what was wrong.

“Oh nothing, I’m tired I suppose …”

“Is that what it is?” She asked inquisitively again, looking directly at me.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to wiggle my way out of the conversation.  Heather already showed she could get me to reveal things, at this point I would tell her anything …

“You just seem somewhere else, like in the readings today you didn’t seem to be engaged.  When you read your poem you didn’t seem to realize the beautiful words you were sharing …”

She moved closer to me and put her hand on my thigh. 

“What’s on your mind, Anna … tell me …”

Her words were like a dream … How could I tell her that I had fallen in love with her in one afternoon?  How could I tell my teacher that all I wanted to do was to fall into her arms and make wild, passionate love to her?  That all I wanted was to drink up her womanly nectar as I pleased my teacher’s flower with my eager mouth and wicked tongue?

“Heather, I don’t know …”

“Tell me …” she moved closer and caressed my thigh a bit more.

“I’m crazy about you!” I blurted out. Oh my god, what did I just say?  There was no turning back now.  “I’ve had this thing for you, for the long time it was just a silly schoolgirl crush, fantasies really …”

I was fumbling around with my words.  They were coming out like water from a faucet.  I was going on and on, talking fast and from one sentence to the next, tripping over my words.  Completely nervous and mortified.

“Anna, it’s OK …” her soothing voice calmed me down.  She stroked my arm and gently put her hand on my cheek.  “It’s OK … It’s OK …” she stroked my cheek, then wrapped her arm around me, pulling me into her on the sofa.  I reclined into her arms; she embraced me and rocked me.

She began to say, “Anna, you’re the most amazing student I’ve had.  You’re the type of student that every teacher dreams of and if we were at different places in our lives …” I could tell the build up to a big, fat “but” that was going to crush my fantasies. 

“... but you’re in high school and I’m your teacher.  Oh Anna, you don’t know how much I wish we were at different times …” her voice trailed as I sat up a bit to look at her.

“What do you mean?” I asked.  I didn’t know what she meant by “different time”.

“Anna, I can’t be with you.  We can’t be together.”  She looked at me with woe in her eyes.  Was this for real?  Was I really in the arms of Ms. Barrett who was telling me in a roundabout way that she … wanted to be with me?  My pulse sped up, I could feel it in my chest and in my crotch.  My clit responded promptly and began pulsating again.

“You mean you … want to be with me?” I asked to be sure I wasn’t missing anything.

“God yes, Anna,” she said almost with a sigh of relief that she has finally been able to let out this secret, “the first time I saw you, I was instantly infatuated with you.  I’ve been wanting to be with you since the first time I saw you … you’re so beautiful and so sexy, but Anna we can’t …”

“Why not?  Heather, I'm dying with lust for you,” I sat up and faced her, “that’s why I couldn’t concentrate today.”

“Anna, sweetie you’re too young!  I can’t do this!”

“But Heather I’m already eighteen. I’ll be nineteen in three weeks, the week after graduation.”

Her expression changed, “What?  You’re how old?” 

“Heather, I’m eighteen.  I started kindergarten when I was 6.  When you think about it, I’m really a college freshman!”

“Oh Anna,” she shook her head with a dreamy smile as she leaned into me, her mouth meeting mine, our lips open up to accept each other’s mouths in the others.  I reached up and embraced her as she wrapped her arms around my waist.

“Heather,” my voice muffled by our passionate kissing, her hands running over my face and through my hair, “I’ve wanted this for so long …” my voice trailed off as I dove deep again into her mouth with my wet kissing.

Her hands were running from my head down my back, and up again as she returned my steamy kissing with her eager mouth, taking a bit of control as she cupped one of my breasts.

“Anna, you’re such a sexy little vixen,” she said in a sexy, domineering voice, “I’ve wanted to fuck you for a very long time …” she looked down at me with lustful eyes that made me feel like she was going to eat me alive.  Her gaze pierced me, she continued to sensually run her hands all over my body.  Her touch was erotic and sent waves over me as I began to lose myself in Heather’s strong embrace and passionate union.

“Heather …” she dove in for a deep kiss that overwhelmed me, “I’m yours …” I gave myself to her.  I was putty in her hands.  She could do to me whatever she wanted.

And she took me.  First on the sofa, laying me down on my back and climbing on top of my on all-fours, never letting our mouths unlock.  She wrapped me with her body, one leg extended down one side of me, the other bent along the other side supporting her body as it gyrated and rocking against my helpless body underneath.  Her hands grabbed my wrists and pulled them high over my head and right up against the side of the sofa.

I was body was lost in her grasp and my mind was lost in her passion over me.  My head went hazy.  I devoured Heather’s mouth as best I could as I was nearly pinned down by her very strong but sensual and attentive body.  I wanted to kiss her deeper but I could only raise myself so far.  I wanted to run my hands all over her body and explore every crease, crevice, orifice, every opening, ever sweet spot, all her special places but my hands were hopefully under her hands grasp.

I was under her control and I loved it.  She could do what she wanted to me and I hoped she would do very scandalous, hot girl-on-girl, dirty things to me.  I could feel the moisture filling my hole and beginning to seep out into the crotch of my panties.  It wouldn’t be long before my panties would be soaked with the velvety, creamy discharge of my arousal.

I wrestled my legs under her only to have her move her extended leg up between mine until it her knee met my crotch.  She forcefully moved her knee left, then right to widen my legs.  She began to sensually massage my cunt with her knee, sending sparks of ecstasy through my body and making me kiss her with more heat and passion. 

Could she feel how wet my panties were now?  Can she feel how erect my clit is?  My sex button was now throbbing against my panties, I could feel my nub rub up against her massaging knee.  I could feel myself swell up towards a climax that was surely to be an intense one.

“Heather … I’m … I’m …” I was lost in all of her and couldn’t find the words I wanted to say.

“Don’t say anything, my pet …” she dove into my mouth again while driving her knee into my crotch, finding my pumping clit and massaging it by rubbing her knee up and down on the outside of my pants.  I gasped under her kiss with new heightened pleasure and relinquished myself even more to my skilled and experienced lover.

“Tell me, my pet …” she whispered in my ear, then nibbled on the lobe.  My swirling thoughts were nothing more than darts of images in my brain.  Pet, I was her pet.  The thought of being hers had me almost exploding there, squirting at the touch, kiss, words and fantasies with my lover, fully clothed.

“Yes, Ms. Barrett …” I don’t know why I called her by her title but being under her control it just came naturally.  Like this, under her hot body, pinned down as her pet, she was Ms. Barrett.  Sitting on her sofa taking poetry and such, she would be Heather.

“Tell me …” she breathed into my ear causing me gasp again, “tell me, do you fantasize about me?”  She dove into my neck, kissing and nibbling at it passionately, still holding me down.  I was helpless and would have told her my deepest darkest secret.  I think I was about to …

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, eyes closed, submitting myself to Ms. Barrett more with my answer.

“What have you been thinking?  Have they been naughty thoughts?”  She continued to nibble and kiss my neck making it difficult to collect my thoughts.

“Yes, Ms. Barrett …” I struggled to think and speak.

“Tell me …” she whispered in my ear, “tell me what you’ve been thinking …”

She let up a little on the neck kissing to allow me to tell her my thoughts but kept her knee massaging my clit gently but deliberately.

“I always wanted … to… ahhhh … I always wanted … to eat your pussy … I mean, I want to eat your pussy …”

“Details, my pet … I know you want to each my pussy and sweet vixen of mine; you have no idea how much I want to tease and pursue your kitten … but tell me the details of your fantasy ...”

Ms. Barrett continued with her neck kissing and clit rubbing as I began to speak of my go-to fantasy … the one I use when I’m pleasuring myself, when I’m stimulating the tip of my clit with spit-lubricated fingertip … the one fantasy that always makes me cum …

“When you wear your heels and one of your form-fitting skirts … it drives me wild …” Her working my body with hers mixed with the fantasy kept my pussy juices flowing, helping her knee massage my clit more creating a perfect storm of sexual feelings and desire …

“Yes, my pet …” my clit jumped at being called pet.

“It makes me wet on those days … and I dream about being in the classroom with you after school’s out and everyone’s gone … I dream about you leaning up against your desk … you are standing there and me, us alone in the room … I crawl up to you and kneel in front of you … “

Her neck kisses started getting more passionate, her knee started to grind more forcefully against my stiff clit.  She took one of her hands away from my wrists above my head, it went immediately to the buttons on my pants and in one flick, open the button and had my pants unzipped.

She started gyrating me again, causing me to gasp more and more.  Her hand hurriedly reached down my pants and under my panties, past my cut and straight into my velvety hole that was filled with creamy lubricant that she used to finger fuck me with two fingers.  My creamy cum coated her fingers and ran down her hand.  My back arched and my hips found their groove along with her skilled fingers.  I felt like I was gushing.  I was in orgasmic bliss.

“My god, you’re so wet.  Anna, you’re going to make me lose control … Go on … I’m leaning on the desk,” she said under her neck kisses and finger banging.

“And I crawl up to you … on my knees … I lift your skirt with my hands … you’re wearing a garter but no panties …”

“Hmmm … no panties … that just sounds so nice … “

“You widen your legs and I begin to lick you … lick your precious pussy … oh, Ms. Barrett … I want to lick you right now … in my fantasy I lick you for hours …”

“Hmmm … pet, you’re such a good licker …” she said joining in my fantasy.

“I love licking you, Ms. Barrett … I crave it …”

“Lick me so more, my pet.  Please your teacher … lick her cunt until she comes …”  she continued to kiss me with such passion and her fingers were finding their way around to all my sensitive spots inside my sex.  She knew where to go and when she found a spot, she was relentless in working it until I was having orgasm after orgasm.

“Oh, Ms. Barrett … I lick you in my fantasy, your cunt, your clit, your opening … I massage your pussy with my fingers … I only want you to come, I only want to please you in my fantasy … Ms. Barrett, I’m going to cuuuum … “

She slid her fingers from my soaking wet pussy that halted my near explosion temporarily.  She brought them up to my mouth and put them inside.

“There - lick my fingers.”

I did exactly as I was told, tasting myself on her fingers licking them clean.  I sucked on her middle finger to simulate what I wanted to do to her clit which surely had to be as erect at this point as mine was.

Was a bit calmer as she lay there on top of me, one hand still above my head now holding my two wrists and the other hand playfully teasing my mouth with her fingers. 

“I saw you and Cara looking at the photo of me in the DR.  Did you see something there you liked?”  She asked with a coy grin, like she already knew the answer.

“Uh, huh …” I muffled still sucking on and licking her fingers.

“What was it my pet?”

She took the fingers from my mouth and began unbuttoning my shirt

“Your bathing suit didn’t leave much to the imagination …”  I flashed a cute smile and batted my eyelashes in a flirtatious gesture.

“Oh yeah, tell me …” I could tell she like to hear sexy stories.  I wondered if she like talking dirty …

“Coming out of the water I could see the outline of your nipples and you bikini bottom.” I hesitated as I remembered how you could make out the curly black hair of her pubic region, “… I could see the outline of your muff …”

“How did that make you feel?”  She wanted to know it all!

“I wanted to go down on you like never before …” I admitted to her, looking at her intently.

“Do you want to see it?”

“Your bathing suit?” I asked a little confused.

“No, silly girl!  This …” and with that she released me, stood up and almost as quickly as she had undone my pants, hers were off.  She stood there with her legs slightly apart to expose her womanhood that was marked with a small tuft of black curly hair in one strip, a landing strip, above the outer folds.

“Oh my god.“

It was more beautiful than I imagine or fantasized about.  Her cunt was perfect.  She widened her legs more, partially exposing the treasures that were hidden by the fleshy outer petals of her delicate flower.

“Yes, that …” instinctually I crawled off the sofa and within a few feet I was at Ms. Barrett’s feet on my knees with her perfect pussy in front of my face.  I had fantasized about this moment for so long, never thinking it would come true and here I was taking in the feast of femininity that was right before me.  I breathed in deeply to take in her scent, her unique womanly scent.  I was instantly addicted.

“May I lick you please, ma’am?” I asked obediently with my hands on my thighs.

“Anna, you are going to make a wonderful little pet of mine!  Yes, you may lick me …”

She widened her legs even more and stood there in a strong stance, with her hands on her hips.  As moved my face closer to her apex, she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.  I went to work.

My tongue knew instantly where to go. I first took the tip and ran it up and down her slit, from the base of her opening near her anus puckering up over the opening, swirling it around the petals around her clit area and finally up and around her swollen clit. 

She moaned in approval, taking her hands from her hips and opening her pussy lips wider to welcome my ravenous mouth more to her sweet center.  Her pink flesh was spread open, revealing her silky and well wet pussy. I marveled at the sight before me and squirmed in eager anticipation at how she must taste.

I flattened my tongue and began with to lap up her pussy from front to back, gazing up at my teacher to be sure she was enjoying my efforts.  She tasted amazing, more than I imagined.  Her distinct flavor of sweetness covered my tongue and her juices filled my mouth; I greedily gulped down her sweet juices.  I had gone down on a few girls, but nothing was like this.

She took her hand from her pussy lips and placed them at the back of my head, pushing it deeper into her cunt.  Her hips pivoted up slightly to give my mouth more pussy to work with my tongue.  She pushed my head in harder and moaned my name again and again … my own cum was accumulating and running down my leg, my pants still have off from the finger banging I received just minutes earlier.

“Suck my clit!”  She demanded

I wrapped each hand around her thighs and stood up a bit on my knees; it was going to be a workout for my quads but it was worth it to do as my teacher commanded.  I moved my face into the folds around her clit; my mouth found her hard, erect clit and immediately started to suck her button rhythmically and deeply. 

“Oh Anna, my pet …” she moaned under the sloppy noise of my sucking.  Her hips started to buck, making it more difficult to maintain the areas I was concentrating on.  She didn’t seem to mind or even notice.  She held tight to the back of my head as I lapped more at her pussy while her legs begin to shake on either side of me.  Her shaking increased and her whole body started to shutter.  She stood above me looking like she was going to lose her balance.  I continue sucking on her magnificent pink button to bring her close to cumming, hopefully all over my face.

My legs were aching from sitting up on them, not entirely up or entirely down.  I didn't mind. I just wanted to stay between her legs, working my tongue on her clit between my sucking. 

“Anna you suck my clit soooo good …” she moaned.  This excited me more and more.  I was soaking wet in my crotch, my clit was pulsating and my pussy was aching to be touched, but still I wanted to please my teacher, to make Heater come, to show Ms. Barrett what a good student I was.  I sucked harder; she responded with more moans. 

I began flicking the tip of her clit that was fully in my mouth with my tongue - at first a bit slow then I sped up my tongue.  Ms. Barrett gasped, lifting one hand off my head to squeeze one of her breasts through her shirt.

I flicked faster and began shaking my head rapidly from side to side, adding to the stimulation my mouth was giving to her cunt.  My mouth was uncontrollably lapping at her pussy, then sucking on her clitoris, then shaking back and forth, working all around her pussy driving her to the edge and sending me there as well.

Her pussy was so sweet, her taste to distinct.  I was intoxicated and lost in the juices and heat of her womanhood. I couldn’t get enough of her and continued to lap, suck, lick and shake my head with my tongue out to run rapidly over the entire area of her womanhood.  She reacted with shakes and quivers.  It made me happy and proud at the same time - so happy to be fulfilling my fantasy, so happy to be licking the object of my crush, ecstatic and a little proud of myself for bringing her to the brink.

“Anna, I’m going to cum … you’re going to make me cum …” she shuddered as she spoke, about to fall over from the weakness my tongue on her clit caused.

I worked my mouth harder and faster … it didn’t matter to me that I wasn’t going to cum.  It was all about her, besides she finger-fucked me like I’d never been finger fucked before, that was enough.  That and her perfect pussy that was dripping down my chin, her sweetness glazing my face and chin.

I grabbed her legs harder and pushed up deeper into her crotch, this time pushing my tongue deep inside her velvety channel.  I’d never tongue fucked anyone before and with my tongue exploring the opening of her hole, I have no idea why.  With my chin and head, I pumped my tongue in and out of her hole, sending shockwaves through Ms. Barrett’s body. 

I released one thigh and began to flutter her clit with my four fingers of my freed hand as I continued to ravage her kitty with my tongue. I was acquiring skills as I was going along and seem to be doing something right.  With the fluttering from my fingers and the tongue fucking I was giving her, she tightened up and her moans grew stronger and louder.

“Anna … I’m cumming …” she cried out as she gasped, clasping both sides of my head and she thrusted her hips one last final time into my face before a wash of sweet liquid came pour over my face and into my mouth.  Her cum was warm and smooth, and I opened my mouth readily to take as much of it in as I could.  She cried out again, this time calling my name again and again and again.

“Oh Anna, Anna, Anna … fuuuuck …” she was still squirting and I was still lapping and sucking, this time feverishly as she her sweetness gushed out.  I wanted every sweet drop and did my best to lick it all up and her clean.  I wanted her to keep squirting; I wanted it all in my mouth, to drink and guzzle her juices down. 

I reached down to my crotch and to my surprise I wasn’t just wet, I was drenched.  During the amazing oral I had just given Ms. Barrett I must have squirted all over myself!  I was so turned on, but more than that I was so incredibly satisfied at having gone down on Ms. Barrett, on Heather. 

She wobbled back from me and walked back over the sofa and plopped down in total satisfaction.  Pantless but with her white button-down shirt still on, she sat that with her legs open and her worked-over pussy there for me to see.  I was kneeling there but shifted around so I could see her beautiful face.  Seeing her there pantless on the couch, exhausted from sexual satisfaction that I had just given her, Heather looked amazing.

“Come over here, my pet.  My beautiful, amazing and very skilled pet,” she said playfully as she patted the sofa, signaling me to come over to her.

“Anything for you Ms. Barrett,” I said willfully as I crawled over to her, sat next to and curled up with her.

“Heather,” she said as she cradled me in her arms and gently kissed my head, “call me Heather but when we’re fucking, you can call me Ms. Barrett.”

“OK, Heather … that was amazing … I hope you enjoyed it.”

“Anna, darling, you are more amazing than I imagined you’d be.  You and I are going to have so much fun.  You have no idea!”

She turned to me, tilted my head up by my chin and gave me a passionate, full-bodied kiss.  My head began to swirl again as she laid me down again, kissing me passionately, rubbing my body and reaching into my pants until she found my slick and moist clit … and we started all over again …


	More Alexis Ryan Titles

	
	Uninhibited - An Explicit Lesbian Experience
	Professor's Pet - Mature and Young Lesbian Desires
	More Than Roommates - First Time College Lesbians
	My Pillow Princess - Lesbian Oral Pleasures
	12 Hours In Tokyo - Lesbian Domination & Submission
	The Ultimate Lesbian Collection 1 - Erotic Lesbian Short Stories
	My Sweet New Friend - Hot Lesbian Hook Ups
	Rough Girls - Aggressive & Sensual Lesbians
	My Sweet Suite Mates - College Lesbian FFFF Orgy
	Ultimate Lesbian Collection 2 - More Erotic Lesbian Short Stories
	Nadja, Kept - Becoming an Upper Class Lesbian Escort
	Fun With the Babysitter - My First Lesbian Experience
	Playing With My Best Friend - A Lesbian Yoni Massage Experience
	Suddenly Submissive - My First Lesbian Domination Experience
	The Ultimate Lesbian Collection 3 - Even More Erotic Lesbian Short Stories



	Other Somerset Eros Titles

	
	Hotwife
	
	Sharing Sarah - Sharing My Hotwife
	Cindy Gets Her Fill - Banging My Hotwife
	
	Gay and Straight-to-Gay
	
	Locked Out - Straight Guy Goes Gay: My First Time Gay Sex
	Late on Rent - My First Time Going Gay
	New Year’s Eve Party - Markus Goes Straight to Gay
	Taking It for His Partner - Gay Bromosexual Police
	Hard Basic Training - First Time Gay Threesome
	Futile Resistance - First Time Rough Gay Sex


OEBPS/image_rsrcER.jpg
The Forbidden Lesbian Passion Collection






OEBPS/image_rsrcES.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41






