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Trans School: A Teacher Seduced

Trans School: A Teacher Seduced

Summary: A teacher is oblivious to the sex secrets of her new school.

FOR STORY 700, I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE FUN TO DO A MASSIVE ILUSTRTAED STORY (In the end, we ended up doing two). A lengthy next chapter of BIG FAT COCK with fun possibilities for future chapters (released later this year) and a refresh of the original 'Shemale School: A teacher Seduced' story that is slightly more politically correct. This new version adds new plots, characters and we got so ambitious we have decided to make this a 20-plus-chapter series (PS we are already on Part 5 as we send this in). The first 5 chapters will be illustrated and at the end of this refresh of the original story is visual teases for the rest of the epic that will likely run into 2026.

DEDICATION: This story is dedicated to my long-term editor and illustrator, TEX BEETHOVEN, for this and many other stories who recently just past away.

Note 1 [Written in 2013]: I was asked by a fan if I would ever write a she-male story a couple of years ago. At the time I didn't put much thought into the idea as I focused on my lesbian, gay and incest stories and truthfully knew very little about transgendered people. Yet another fan sent me pictures of cartoon Dickgirls and it stimulated an idea and made me curious. I began reading transgender cartoons and stories and researching the different terms like transgender, trans woman, trans man, dickgirl, t-girl, she-male, intersex, and hermaphrodite. The more I read, the more intrigued I became, and soon a story idea was forming. The story was supposed to be a simple one about a bi-curious teacher who is seduced by a she-male, completely unaware of the student's uniqueness, thinking she is being seduced by a girl for a lesbian encounter. But, like many of my stories, the story took on a mind of its own. In the end, the story became a novella of sorts that refused to end, and I hope you enjoy. (PS: A decade plus later I've decided that a better term is 'trans', instead of the sometimes offensive 'she-male')

Note 2 [Written in 2013]: Deciding to have some fun with this story, I also made the narrator ME! (2024: I have done this quite a few times since LOL; but back in 2013 this was a novel new idea... ish). This version of me is pretty accurate (except I am still happily married... 2024: although I am just now going through empty nest syndrome) and I refer to many of my earlier stories. It is not necessary to have read any of my earlier works, but the references are fun winks at my writing past, and they do reveal some clues to the real me.

Note 3: Tex wants to thank Pawngame, a graphics artist from RenderHub, for her invaluable assistance in posing our trans students in this series.

Thank You's: As always thanks to MAB7991 for editing the original version of this story; I hope you are still doing well. Thanks to Tex Beethoven for his recent editing, and for his illustrations and rejuvenation of this story (parts 2 and 3 are already written). Lastly, thanks to Shuj and David for a last-minute edit.

PS: When I first wrote this over a decade ago I imagined it illustrated as it was inspired by the Innocent Dickgirls comics... now finally that vision has come true.

PSS: While this is a rewrite of the original story called Shemale School: A Teacher Seduced there is one fun new scene staring me and secretary Amanda.

...

...

...



1. A PROLOGUE

After more than fifteen years of teaching in public school systems in Canada, I was offered a job at a reclusive private school in southern California. I was in desperate need of a change in my teaching career, having been no more than just existing in an exhausting and mind-numbing routine. I was sick of all the pressure just to pass everybody, regardless. I was sick of the entitlement issues of today's students, and truth be told, I was sick of the six months of winter (it really is depressing when there's already snow on the ground by mid-October).

At first I didn't even consider the job offer, but when the California school's Headmistress committed to paying all my relocation costs, and offered me a salary that was double my current one in Canada, I couldn't resist. Not to mention, southern California doesn't ever get snow, unless you go looking for it high in the Sierra-Nevada Mountains.

When the Headmistress of the school actually called me up about the job, I was quite surprised, since I'd never even applied, and I remember the phone call vividly:

"Hello, is this Ms. Jasmine Winston?" asked a friendly female voice.

"Yes it is," I answered, having just gotten home from work a few minutes earlier, after a rather exhausting day that had really taxed my patience.

"I'm Headmistress Alexis Carlton, and I run an all-girls' school in southern California," she introduced herself.

I assumed I was about to be invited to come and speak to her school staff, delivering one of my keynote presentations. Although I'm not an expert, I've written about teaching approaches that work, and have also spoken about bringing learning to people's lives. Last year, I won a teaching excellence award in Canada as one of the most innovative teachers in the country.

She continued, "After hearing you speak a few weeks ago, I found myself wishing I had someone just like you on my staff. You have such enthusiasm and passion for teaching! I went back to my school quite rejuvenated by your lecture. Then a couple of days ago while I was planning for next year's' school year, a thought popped into my head. If I want someone like you, why shouldn't I just reach out and recruit... you?"

I was listening only vaguely, tired from my long day, even though her flattery was cheering me up noticeably. And then her most recent sentence snagged me right into the conversation. "Pardon?"

"I'm calling to interview you for a position at my school, although I'm already confident I want to hire you," she informed me.

I was flattered and surprised. "Really?" I asked, still a bit dumbfounded by the call.

"I must have you," she said, her voice communicating her determination even over the phone.

We spent ten minutes on her questions and my answers and vise versa, before I agreed to get back to her in a couple of days to tell her whether I was interested in setting up a Skype interview for her to record and show to her associates.

Over the next couple of days I mused at length upon this opportunity. My youngest son was in grade twelve, and he'd already been accepted by a university on a football scholarship several hours away; my daughter was in her second year at a university in Toronto, over 30 hours away, and I'd already been worrying about empty nest syndrome. A new school with a new start would be a great distraction from being home alone without any kids anymore.

In addition, since I'd divorced my husband after he cheated on me with his secretary a couple of years ago... how cliché is that?... I'd already decided I wanted to start over somewhere else, and I'd been applying for jobs in other provinces... although California was in an entirely different country.

So if I hadn't been fed up with my current job and its lack of a strong educational system, or if my children were younger, or if my husband hadn't been a cheating bastard, I probably never would have even considered such an extreme move, but the stars were all aligned, and I decided what the fuck... why not?

Of course, I did my due diligence first, and researched the school extensively.

The school, called Chateau Johnson for Girls, was an invitation-only school for gifted girls. Located in rural southern California, the school was plonked in the middle of nowhere, so all the girls lived in the dorm at the school. The teachers also lived on campus, and besides our teaching duties, we'd also be expected to serve as dorm mothers. The more I read about the school, the more mixed my feelings became about this unique opportunity.

Whenever I'm considering an important decision, I like to write down my thoughts in lists. So here goes:

Reasons to take the job:

1. The idea of teaching only academically gifted girls, young women all, was really exciting, but all those teenage hormones would likely be exhausting.

2. I loved the idea of living in the fresh air of the southern California countryside, but I wasn't so keen on living in the vast emptiness where the school was located. The nearest town with any stores was forty minutes away.

3. The idea of being a dorm mother was quite interesting; in public school I'd taught more than 200 students in a year, and frankly, I only managed to achieve meaningful teacher-student relationships with a few of them. I spent so much time working with the kids who were failing, skipping classes, and so forth, that making any real connections with my students was rare. Contrarily, at Chateau Johnson for Girls the class size was capped at 18 (at my current school the cap was 28, but that was only a suggestion, and 35 students crammed into a room designed for a maximum of 30 was all too common).

4. I was thrilled that during any given year I'd be teaching the same group of girls all the subjects I love the most: English, World History, Creative Writing, and Drama. And I'd finally get the chance to teach creative writing. I'd always wanted to, but the Creative Writing teacher at every school I'd ever worked at was already entrenched in the position (and trust me, teaching staffs are just like high school society... full of cliques and impossible to change).

5. Free housing was included as part of my salary, thus saving me a ton of money on rent.

6. I was entitled to six free round-trip flights a year (with no restrictions on my destinations).

7. I also had 20% prep time for my classes (20% more than at my current school),

8. I'd be in charge of the drama club, the graduation ceremony, and would be the faculty advisor for the student council. I was excited about my additional duties as a dorm mother. It would give me lots of opportunities to interact with the students outside of the classroom.

9. Also, I was in awe of the many famous alumnae this small school had groomed. Politicians, lawyers, celebrities, doctors, and every other high profile job imaginable were present in the school's small but very elite alumnae.

10. Lastly, I was in awe of the Dress Code at the school. In every school I'd ever worked for, any dress code (if they even had one) was only a suggestion. If I had a dollar for every time I'd seen a girl's thong or a boy's underwear, I'd be rich. If I had another dollar for every skirt that was too short, or cleavage too obvious, I could feed a third-world country. Yet at this elite school, there wasn't a standard school uniform, but they had very clear rules the girls must follow:

-they must wear a blouse (only the top button could be undone) and/or a sweater

-they must wear one of three skirt choices (supplied to them by the school)

-they must wear pantyhose (also provided by the school)



I was fascinated that pantyhose were mandatory. (I'd never seen that before; some schools required tights or leggings if someone's skirt was too short, but even that had seldom been enforced.) If I saw a dozen girls wearing pantyhose in an entire school year, that would be a lot at my school... unlike in the eighties when I was in high school, and most girls wore them every day. I myself had been wearing pantyhose or thigh highs ever since college when my boyfriend at the time said I looked sexy in them. I've always loved the feel of silky nylon on my legs and felt they accentuate my strongest asset perfectly. I have small breasts, 34b, and a decent ass, but my legs are easily my best asset. Conversely, I've always noticed women in pantyhose and although I'm straight in practice, I often fantasize about being with a woman.

I'm a published writer with a few plays published, a book of poetry, and a few of my articles have been included in educational journals. But my most prolific writing has been under the pseudonym of Jasmine Walker. I love writing porn. I've posted almost 700 stories on a website called Literotica in a variety of genres and themes.

My themes are almost always about submission, seduction, humiliation, and (especially) stockings. My genres are varied, but my most common ones are lesbian, incest, group sex and gay. This was my dirty little secret in real life, I lived vicariously through my writing. My real life was a lot less riveting and exciting compared to my fictional world, so this career move would be a chance to rekindle the adventurous side of me that had never taken the risks my fictional characters did.

I wanted to be like my characters, and every story I write always contains pieces of the real me, but I'm much more conservative in real life (although I'm not a complete innocent either), although like many of my characters, I was just one temptation away from breaking free from the invisible chains society had shackled me with. Although, no one who knows me knew this, it was the naughty side of me simmering just below the surface... bubbling like a volcano long dormant, but like all volcanoes, they eventually erupt.

In the end, I decided the offer was too good to refuse, both financially and professionally, and after two Skype interviews, I was officially offered the job. I accepted, but due to an already-planned trip with a couple of girlfriends, I couldn't arrive till the day before school started. Not ideal, but the reality.

2. THE FIRST DAY

I arrived disheveled, exhausted and PMS-ing after a five-day drive (which should have taken four) that was one disaster after another, causing me to arrive a full day later than I'd anticipated.

Headmistress Alexis (she refused to allow anyone to call her by her last name... and I quickly learned that all the teachers allowed their students to call them by their first names as well), was so sweet and helpful when I arrived. She wasn't fazed at all when I phoned her enroute about my travel problems, and after I finally did arrive, she assigned some students to help me get settled in. I arrived just after 3:30 on the first day of school; I finally met Headmistress Alexis in person in her office, curious to see whether she was as commanding in person as she was on the phone and Skype.

Her secretary, a very pretty young woman who introduced herself as Amanda, welcomed me and said, "Headmistress Alexis will be with you in a moment, ma'am."

I smiled, "Please call me Jasmine."

"Of course, Ms. Jasmine" the blonde smiled back, before disappearing behind a door.

I waited a couple minutes before I finally came face to face with the woman who'd recently changed my life, and would soon change it even more drastically.

She strode directly up to me and surprised me by embracing me in a warm hug the moment we met. Breaking the hug, which seemed longer than usual non-family ones, she said cordially, "Jasmine, I'm so happy you made it here!"



"Sorry I'm late," I repeated my apology from a couple of my phone calls.

"No problem. I'm just happy you've agreed to become part of our family," she said, squeezing my arm with apparent affection... stressing the phrase 'our family'.

I'd thought she was very pretty during our Skype interview, but the Internet didn't do her justice. She was a black-haired beauty (like the ones you only see in fashion magazines or movies), dressed in a professional business suit, black pantyhose, and five-inch heels that had me feeling overwhelmed. She oozed a mixture of power and sex, something I'd always wished I had; I was instantly intimidated by her, even though she was soft-spoken, caring, and excessively touchy-feely. I felt even more inferior, since I was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, perfect for driving, but not for meeting my well-dressed boss for the first time.

"I'm thrilled that you're offering me this opportunity," I replied, as she sat on her desk and crossed her pantyhose-clad legs. Her legs captivated my eyes briefly, the pantyhose seeming to literally be shining.

Embarrassingly, she noticed me looking and smiled, as if she knew about my secret fascination for pantyhose and my secret fantasies of submitting to a woman. "They're Wolfords."

"What are?" I asked, confused.

"My pantyhose," she said. Apparently she'd noticed my staring at her legs.

"Okay," I said blushing, but trying to be casual about it.

"Go ahead and feel them," she offered, her voice soft and inviting.

"Pardon?" I asked.

"You need to feel how soft and luxurious they are," she said, her heel dangling from her foot.

"Okay," I said, nervous and yet curious. I came closer to her and touched near her knee. I'd worn silky smooth pantyhose my entire adult life, but I'd never felt anything so outrageously soft and sensual. "Oh my," I murmured. In many ways, this felt like a scene out of one of my stories: female seduction by nylons.

She agreed, "I know. They're what all our students wear too. I believe that for our school to be the very best, we must be the best in everything. We recruit the best students, we hire the best teachers, we have the best technology, and we dress the best as well."

"Wow," I gasped. I'd been so used to making do with outdated laptops, worn-out textbooks, and fellow teachers who hated their jobs.

She continued, "The skirts the girls wear are Ralph Lauren and the pantyhose Wolford, I considered making the tops all uniform too, but I wanted the students to have it all."

"How so?" I asked, impressed and curious.

"Well, the skirt and pantyhose promote conformity, family... because we consider ourselves one... and team spirit," she explained, "but choosing their own blouse or sweater gives them a chance to display their individuality."

"Wow! You're giving them the semblance of choice while still controlling everything," I assessed... impressed.

"That's right, it's a mirage," she smiled back.

"Ahhhh, and you're the puppet master," I joked.

Her smile widened. "I control everything that happens here, Jasmine."

"So it seems," I replied, amazed by how manipulative and yet brilliant this Headmistress was.

She pressed her intercom and said, "Amanda, please bring in Jasmine's pantyhose."

"I've always believed that if one dresses well, it commands a certain respect that's almost never questioned," she explained, her shoe slipping from her foot and dropping silently to the plushily carpeted floor.

I noticed her toenails were ruby red, and the pantyhose were sandalfoot, the same style I always wore... toes showing through nylons are perhaps the sexiest part of a feminine body.

"I totally agree," I said, before adding, "I would have preferred to meet you in person dressed more professionally than I am today."

She laughed. "I don't always dress like this either."



Amanda entered, and I noticed she was wearing the same shiny style of pantyhose, although hers were a mocha color, the kind I liked the best (it made my pale legs look like they had a tan). "Here you are, Headmistress."

"Thank you Amanda," the Headmistress said, accepting a large, well-stuffed plastic bag.

I watched as Amanda silently knelt down, picked up Alexis's shoe, and slipped it back onto her foot.

"Good girl," Alexis cooed, as if she was speaking to a child. Amanda left the room without another word.

I must have looked as perplexed as I felt, since the Headmistress explained, "Amanda used to be quite a handful, but through constant discipline, she's learned to be very obedient and malleable."

In retrospect, this was the second oddity that should have set off alarms in my head (the first was inviting me to touch her leg), but at the time I was so in awe of her confidence and inexplicable allure, I missed the clues completely.

I nodded, extremely impressed by this woman's strength and candor, so different from my lackluster principals back home. "I wish the students at my prior schools were so obedient."

"She was a student here, but when she graduated she'd grown so fond of me, she asked if she could stay and be my secretary. But it's true that here you'll find the students very well-behaved," she said, although her tone implied she only meant during schooltime. Again in retrospect, there were several clues to what lay beneath the surface (pun intended), but I was so impressed with her confidence, beauty and intelligence, that it never occurred to me that I was being enticed into a web of sin, and was being groomed for a position far different from what I was allegedly being hired to do.

"I think I'm really going to like it here," I smiled. "I've never felt I had the support of my administration at any of my prior schools. Oh sure, they talked the talk well enough, but they always stumbled whenever they tried to walk."

She laughed appreciatively, but then her tone got serious, "That's funny. But you'll soon learn that here, I back up everything I promise."

I stammered, not wishing to seem that I was questioning her, "I-I-I didn't mean to imply that I was doubting your word."

"I know, dear," she smiled warmly. Her calling me 'dear' was odd, since I was no doubt a few years older than she was. She handed me the bag and said, "Here are a dozen pairs of Wolford pantyhose for you, in a variety of colors."

Accepting the bag, I replied, my face showing my surprise at such an extravagant yet odd gift, "Thank you so much!"

"You're most welcome, Ms. Walker," she replied, using a term that not once had ever been directed to me face-to-face, but only in emails from total strangers.

My face went beet red. No one knew my secret erotica identity. Absolutely no one.

But she instantly corrected herself, "I mean Ms. Winston. Sorry, I was just on the phone with a Mrs. Walker about a possible coaching opportunity at our school."

I let out a sigh of relief, feeling my secret identity was still safe, completely oblivious to the reality that she hadn't made an error at all, and that a labyrinth of innuendo and seduction was already underway.

Again, in retrospect, it should have been so obvious...

"Go take a shower and dress up spiffy, Jasmine. We're having a faculty supper we delayed for a day, so you could get acquainted with the rest of the staff," she instructed.

Happy to have a shower and present myself respectably, I didn't notice her phrasing was an order, not a suggestion. "Ok, I could definitely use a long, hot shower."

"I'll have Amanda come to escort you at ten to seven," Alexis said.

"Sounds good. I don't think I'd be able to find anything around here on my own," I joked.

Alexis smiled. "Don't worry, my dear. We'll look after you very well here."

An hour later I'd been shown to my fully furnished apartment (it was nearly as luxurious as the Penthouse Suite in a 5-star hotel), I'd unpacked a few dresses and clean undergarments, and had taken a nice, long, hot shower. Deciding to try to impress the immaculate Headmistress and whomever else, I chose a dress that was rather over-glamorous for a faculty supper, a rose-coloured one that I'd only worn once to a wedding, and I pulled out a pair of mocha pantyhose, identical to the ones Amanda had worn earlier, and put them on. As I slid them onto my legs, I felt rich and decadent. It was like the time in an airplane when I was upgraded to first class, and they treated me like royalty. The nylon was so soft and sensual, I got myself slightly damp from touching my own legs. I resisted the temptation to masturbate, even though I hadn't had an orgasm for a few days (the long days of driving had exhausted me past the urge for my usual daily self-exploration, and I was just finishing my period). Instead, I did my makeup and hair, trying to look my best.

A knock on my door at exactly ten to seven startled me, as did Amanda's outfit. She was dressed in a skin-tight red dress with horizontal slashes in the fabric to show lots of cleavage, five-inch heels, and black pantyhose that shimmered and shined. She was easily one of the prettiest young things I'd ever seen in person, and I knew the temptation to misbehave with her was going to be very difficult to resist. The apple was right in front of me, and she seemed to be encouraging me to take a bite.

"You look beautiful, Ms. Winston," she complimented.

"As do you," I returned the compliment.

"Are you ready to go?" she asked.

"Almost," I said. "I just need to slip into my heels."

"Let me help you with those," she offered, entering my room.

"It's okay," I replied, but she was already on her knees grasping my foot.

"No, I insist, Ms. Winston," she countered. As I looked down at her, my pussy experienced an irresistible tingle.

I raised my foot, and she slipped my first heel on, then did the same to the other. Once done, she stood back up and smiled, "There. Is there anything else I can do for you, Ms. Winston?"

Her tone was so sweet, sincere, and she seemed to be implying I could ask her for just about anything. I was so distracted by her beauty, her eagerness and unspoken implications. I stammered, "N-n-no, I think that will be all, thanks."

"Yes ma'am," she shrugged, "Then are you ready to go?"

"As ready as I'll ever be," I said, nervous that I was about to meet all my new colleagues.



She offered me her arm, which was strange, but I took it, and she began leading me through endless hallways with my arm hooked in hers, feeling a little lightheaded from her touch, no matter how innocent it might be. A slight wetness formed in my panties as I pondered the normally taboo possibilities with this young beauty.

Thankfully before I got too wet, we arrived at the dining hall, which was quite extravagant, just like everything else at this school so far. Amanda and I were the last ones to arrive, and as soon as we did, I was thankful I'd taken the trouble to look my best. Each member of the faculty was dressed in an elegant dress, and they were all wearing similar glistening pantyhose. Although we were all dressed to impress, I was a bit surprised to notice that my apparel was more conservative than anyone else's, especially in the cleavage department.



I was introduced to the rest of the small staff, each woman seeming as sweet and genuine as the next. They all offered their assistance in whatever I might need. I learned that everyone else on the staff had been here for at least five years, and the woman I was replacing had resigned only because she was offered a job on U.S. Senator Erica Smith's staff, who was an alumna of the school.

We had a great evening of getting to know each other and socializing. The dinner was delicious, and I was surprised when three hours had passed so quickly. But when I realized the time, my body suddenly hit the wall, so I said to Alexis, "Thanks for the wonderful welcome party, but I'm completely beat."

"You're very welcome," she smiled, squeezing my hand. "I'll just text Nicole and check that they're finished in your room."

"Finished doing what?" I asked.

"Unpacking you of course," she replied, as if it was obvious.

I instantly panicked. What if they'd opened my box of toys? Being single for a while now, I'd purchased a few self-help toys. Although it wasn't a massive collection, it definitely fell into the category of things the students didn't need to know about me.

"They're just finishing up," Alexis said. "You'll have a chance to meet some of your seniors before you officially meet them in class tomorrow."

The thought of meeting some of my students was exciting, but the thought of any of my students inspecting my dildo, vibrator, rabbit, or butt plug (I'd bought the latter out of curiosity, but hadn't actually tried it yet, always chickening out at the last moment) was mortifying! I said my goodbyes trying to look casual about it, and then rushed back to my room.

After all the surprises of the day, I received another one when I entered my room, and four girls were breaking down boxes.

A petite and pretty blonde saw me first, and said, her accent heavily British, "Welcome to Chateau Johnson. I'm Lisa."

"And I'm Priya," added a dark-skinned beauty whose breasts were barely contained inside her skimpy blouse, held together only by a knot in the middle. "Wow, you're a knockout!" she added.

I blushed at receiving such a compliment from a student, but before I could respond, a redheaded beauty with green eyes who was clearly the leader of the group, sauntered over to me, extended her hand, and greeted, "Hi, Ms. Jasmine, I'm Nicole, President of the Class of 2013."

"Hi Lisa, Priya and Nicole," I replied, trying to be inconspicuous about scanning the room for the box I'd stored my toys in.

"Don't forget me," called a girl with a very clear Aussie accent from the upper level of my split room. Peeking across at us, a shorthaired brunette greeted, "Hi! I'm Christine." In spite of her accent, her features were unmistakeably Asian.

Apparently the Dress Code I'd found so impressive wasn't in force 24/7, since they were all wearing shorts instead of skirts, and their tops were designed more for comfort than propriety. Also, those pantyhose I'd thought were going to be ubiquitous at the school were nowhere to be seen; but they all were wearing stockings, which I found very sexy, and I tried not to stare. But none of their outfits could be called indecent, except perhaps for Nicole's, whose outfit showed noticeably more skin than the others.

"Well, it's extremely nice to meet you all," I smiled, "but I hope there won't be a name test tomorrow. I'm way too exhausted tonight to promise I'll remember."



Lisa joked, "I thought you were supposed to give all the tests!"

I chuckled, "Good. We're on the same wavelength."

"We'll let you get some rest before you're fed to the lions tomorrow," Nicole grinned a bit cheekily but not excessively, her teasing eyes drawing me in.

"Thanks, ladies. You've saved me hours of work," I said.

"At Chateau Johnson, we're all one big happy family," Priya said with another friendly smile.

"Well, thanks again," I said.

"I left my cell number on the table, in case you can't find anything," Nicole added, before leaning close to my ear and whispering, "I hid your box of toys under the bed."

My face flushed, and I stammered, "T-t-thanks."

"No worries, Ms. Jasmine, we all have our skeletons," the redhead added, her tone ominous.

The girls said goodnight and left me alone. I was a bit rattled, and worried that the whole school might end up knowing about my box of toys. Luckily, I was so overtired, I got undressed and collapsed into bed, oblivious to the many subtle clues that hinted at some crazy events in my near future.

3. DRIPPING WITH INNUENDO

The first couple of days flew by, and I was in awe of how different this school was from all the ones I'd taught at before. It was like I'd been beamed up by a UFO and transported to an alternative universe, where all the students respected their teachers, used good manners, and cared about earning their grades.

During the school week the curfew was 10:30, while it was midnight on the weekends (Friday and Saturday nights), except for special events, the first of which was Homecoming in three weeks.

The school had quite a variety of activities for the girls after school. There were a lot of clubs to join: debate, drama, cosmetology, fashion, culture club, cooking, United Nations, student council among others, that all held meetings Tuesdays and Thursdays after classes. On Mondays and Wednesdays the student council presented fun activities. For example, on my first Wednesday at the school, they did a massive scavenger hunt. Sports teams practiced after dinner, which they ate in a large dining hall with the entire student body and staff partaking, followed by free time for the students to do homework. It was a fully packed schedule, based on the theory that busy students were good students, since they didn't have much time to get into trouble. The theory seemed to be working brilliantly, since every last student was involved in clubs or sports, and most of them both.

The evenings were fun, but they allowed for very little downtime. I coached drama on Tuesdays, advised the student council on Thursdays, and helped run other events on Mondays and Wednesdays. I didn't coach sports, so I did get some downtime, which I used by taking a nice bubble bath, reading a novel, preparing lesson plans, or secretly writing one of my erotic stories in my room. Not surprisingly, the first new story I began writing was a lesbian story about a submissive teacher being seduced by her headmistress. Although the plot was rather vague so far, I was basing my characters on Alexis and myself.



My seniors were like a world UN, a multicultural smorgasbord of myriad races and nationalities.

My English class included students from Australia, Canada, China, England, France, Germany, India, Italy, Japan, Mexico, Peru, Russia, South Africa and the United States.

My other classes were equally diverse, and overall there were over forty different countries represented at the school (and over eighty in the history of the school), which the school was very proud of and celebrated.

The rest of my first week was amazing, truthfully the very best week of my entire teaching career. I loved the diversity. I loved how each and every girl was motivated to excel and be academically strong. I loved how most girls eagerly offered their opinions, and I was just in love with the positive learning environment.

The only oddity during the first week was the daily interruption of my senior English class by Headmistress Alexis. Each day she would send Amanda into my classroom to extract a girl to go see Headmistress Alexis for almost the remainder of the class, which ended right before lunch.

In theory, it wouldn't be out of the ordinary, since she consistently made it clear she was a hands-on leader, and she wanted to remain current about what each student's goals were for their senior year and beyond. It was actually a very proactive approach that I greatly supported when she explained it to me that first day.

But each day the girl who was summoned from my class returned looking completely flustered (her face red, looking slightly sweaty, and her clothing slightly askew). I noticed it the first day when Lisa was called into the Headmistress's office, but didn't think much of it, and again the second day when my student from Japan, named Reiko, returned looking similarly disheveled.

On the third day (which was Thursday, because I'd missed Monday), I watched intently out of curiosity for the return of the dark-skinned Priya; unfortunately, although I thought she too looked a trifle flushed, I couldn't tell for sure because of her dark skin, but her dark brown ponytail, which was messy and uncontrollable at the best of times, had now been completely unstyled. Then on Friday, when the very shy Kala returned looking flushed and was unable to make eye contact with anyone, I was flummoxed.

My preparation period was after lunch, so I decided to go and inform Alexis that her daily meetings had all the girls returning to class appearing rather flustered and out of sorts.

Amanda wasn't back from lunch yet, so I knocked on the door and Alexis called, "Come on in."

I entered, and was surprised to see how she was seated. Her black-pantyhose-covered legs were on top of her desk with her heels off, as she reclined back in her chair. I asked, distracted by her legs, "D-d-do you have a moment to speak with me?"

"I always have time for my staff," she smiled graciously.

"Thank you," I said, pulling my eyes away from her pantyhose-clad legs.

"Please sit down, Jasmine," she offered.

I sat down on a chair, and was only a few feet away from her feet. Nylon-clad legs and feet are my fetish... my weakness... the one thing that always turned me on, even though I'd never crossed the line from straight to... well... less straight... I just wrote about it.

"I hope you don't mind my being comfortable. I'm attempting to accustom myself to five-inch heels, and so far it's been a problematic transition," she explained, stretching a leg straight up in the air. "My feet are killing me."

I laughed. "No problem at all. I can barely wear two-inch heels without wanting to end my life before the day is over. Balancing isn't one of my strengths."

"Then we'll have to work on that," she said, although she didn't clarify whether she meant my balance, or wearing heels.

After a brief moment, she asked, "What can I do for you, Jasmine?"

I couldn't take my eyes off the soles of her feet as I stammered, "U-u-um, I'm curious about what you discuss with the girls when you see them. They all came back to class looking flushed and, well, disoriented."

"I imagine they would," Alexis smiled mysteriously.

"I just thought I'd let you know that once they come back from seeing you, they're pretty much useless for the rest of the class," I explained, forcing my eyes away from her perfect feet, and instead staring into her just as alluring eyes.

"That's very flattering," she said, her answers no more than cryptic riddles that only kept me mystified, intrigued, frustrated and concerned.

"Um," I began, not sure what to say.

"Do you know the principal reason I hired you, Jasmine?" she asked, lifting her left leg and repositioning both legs so the right was now crossing the left.

"I think you said it was because you just had to have me," I replied smiling, paraphrasing the words that had flattered me so much and started the ball rolling in my dramatic move to another country, not realizing the meaning of those same words could be construed in a completely different manner.

"Exactly," she said, smiling wide, her voice playful.

When she said nothing more, I continued, "And because you saw something in me that impressed you, and you thought I was perfect for this position."

"Again, exactly," she agreed, then added some more cryptic words, "you'll be perfect here in many POSITIONS."



"Okaaay," I agreed, dragging out the word, showing her my confusion about her stressing the word 'positions'.

"I take a very keen interest in every student in this school. The individual meetings are for me to get to know each of them INSIDE and OUT," she said, her stressing 'inside and out' confusing me even more.

"Oh... oh... okaaay," I stammered, completely overwhelmed by this powerful Headmistress, my eyes unable to stop sneaking quick peeks at her legs and feet.

"I give every student and teacher here exactly what they need, but it's only through my understanding each and every one of their needs, that I can keep all of them completely SATISFIED," she explained, still without saying anything that made any sense to me.

Although it was hard to confirm or even to pinpoint, it seemed like each of the final words of her recent utterances were dripping with sexual innuendos. I replied, "Well, that's very commendable of you. I've never before had a principal who seemed to actually care about their staff or their students. They've always been too busy playing some education game or other."

Her tone shifted slightly, hinting at annoyance. "I'm not a principal, Jasmine, I'm a Headmistress, and the distinction is important. I'm not subject to a bureaucracy, I'm only accountable to MY students and MY staff, and I take my job very seriously."

I stammered, not wanting in any way to imply I was questioning her dedication or her leadership abilities. "I-I-I'm s-s-sorry if you misinterpreted my words. I simply meant that your educational philosophy is actually why I came here... to serve under someone who's more than just some paper pusher or career climber." I noticed after I'd used the word 'serve', which was an odd word for me to choose (except that her stocking-clad legs were a real distraction, and after having touched them once on that first day, ever so briefly, I wanted to do it again). So many of my fantasies... especially after the betrayal of that bastard who will remain nameless... were about being seduced by women (sometimes younger ones, like in my stories Pet Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor and the cute Lesbian MILF Seductress series, and sometimes older ones, like Training Teacher or Turning Teacher Black). My fetish for stockings always figured into the seductions, since that was always what I first noticed in a woman (well, that and her eyes, which made Alexis two for two). But living in Canada, where it snows six months of the year, very few girls or women wear stockings or pantyhose... tights are more the logical fashion. (Although tights can look sexy, they never feel sexy.)

She smiled, her brief annoyance gone as quickly as it had surfaced. "Sorry. I get a little defensive whenever I'm associated with the pencil pushers of the public school systems."

Wishing to compliment her, I replied, "As far as I can tell, you're the exact opposite of all the administrators I've previously worked under."

Again I noticed... this time my own accidental potentially sexual innuendos in my choice of words: first 'serve', and then 'work under'. Was my subconscious desperately screaming to come out and make one of my long-time fantasies into a reality? Alexis was beautiful, she was powerful, and I assumed she was sexually dominant, and she wore pantyhose every day. If ever there was a person worthy of making my fantasy a reality, it was her. But she was my boss, and mixing work and pleasure is seldom a good idea.

Her next statement only enhanced my naughty thoughts when she quipped, her voice sounding very sensual, yet it could have been only my growing libido that made it sound that way. "Oh, I hope you'll be working UNDER me for a long, long time, Jasmine."

My pussy leaked a bit upon hearing those words. They could easily be taken as sexual, but could just as easily just be a matter-of-fact response to my statement. But Alexis's tone, smile and facial expression hinted at the former.

"Now to get back to your concern, Jasmine. I'll be spending a lot of one on one time, and sometimes two or three on one time, with all the senior girls," she said, her words sounding innocent, even though my head led me into the sexual gutter of lesbian orgies. I tried to deny my burgeoning inappropriate thoughts, but they wouldn't stay denied. It didn't help that Alexis's voice was naturally sultry, and that I found her sexy legs and feet constant distractions. I desperately wanted to see her toes in the sheer fabric, but all I could see from my current position were the silky soles of her feet, and tantalising glimpses of her nylon-clad legs... before she seemed to read my mind and move her feet slightly to give me a view of both.



She continued as I struggled to focus on her words, "They need lots of guidance in all aspects of their lives, and with coming to grips with who they are, and what makes them different from everyone else."

Her words were once again cryptic except in hindsight, but at the time, her answers appeared totally logical. I agreed, "Yes, in today's still male-dominated world, it's vital for young women to understand who they are, as they prepare for the ofttimes cruel and unfair working world."

"I couldn't agree more, although our alumnae have a 99% college graduation rate, and almost as impressive professional career record. Here at Chateau Johnson, we prepare our girls to achieve success, no matter what their circumstances might be," Alexis bragged.

"I love how proactive and inspirational you are, Alexis," I agreed. Her philosophy of preparation was very similar to mine.

She smiled, "We make sure they'll always RISE to any challenge, so to speak."

"That's a great philosophy," I concurred, still oblivious to the plethora of hints being thrown at me, that nothing was what it appeared to be on the surface.

She seemed to be stifling a laugh as she added, "Whenever they're in a HARD place, they just ride it out, using their unique gifts to everyone's advantage."

"And I hope I can play a BIG part in the preparation of these girls," I added eagerly, stressing the word 'big' like she had 'rise' and 'hard', once again oblivious to the real nature of the commitment I was making to the advancement of a cause I was still unaware of.

Unable to completely hold back her laughter, she chuckled softly, "Oh, Jasmine. Trust me, you're indeed going to play a very BIG role in fulfilling our students' EVERY need. Although I must warn you that your commitment will often be exhausting."

"I'm here to do whatever it takes to benefit my students," I pledged again, making my commitment much broader and deeper than I knew at the time.

She responded, "Of course you are, Jasmine. That's one of the reasons I recruited you so aggressively... because of your dedication to doing whatever it takes to broaden your students' education. Of course you... and very few other people... understand that true pleasure COMES from complete dedication to your students."

I was captivated by her inspirational words. It was a theme I'd always preached to myself, but had never seen given even lip service in the schools where I'd worked, so I was agreeing completely with her every word, even while I missed all of her all-too-obvious innuendos. I admitted, "I do get a weird tingling sensation of accomplishment whenever one of my students achieves something marvelous."

"Yes, that can be completely FULFILLING in so many unexpected ways," she agreed with a smile, uncrossing her legs. As I watched her, transfixed by the sight, it seemed like her simple repositioning was in slow motion. "Sorry, my leg was falling asleep."

"No problem," I shrugged. "My butt was constantly numb during that long, tedious drive from Canada to here."

"Then I hope that we can keep you hopping here, so that never happens again," Alexis quipped.

"Actually, it's getting numb right now," I said, standing up under the pretense that my butt was getting numb, but really so I could get a better view of her sexy legs and feet.

Standing up, I did have a much better view of her perfect legs, displayed so tantalizingly on top of her desk, and in those shimmering pantyhose.

She seemed to recognise my real intentions, her smile was so knowing, her eyes so smug. (Can eyes be smug?) "Well..." she began, but was interrupted by her intercom.

"Headmistress, your chauffeur is here with the car," Amanda informed her.

"Well, if that isn't perfect timing... not! I was building up the intensity, hoping to present you with a resounding climax," she sighed, using the plot diagram of a short story to symbolize our conversation, before lifting her legs off the desk and standing up.

"I have to do some prep for my next class anyway," I shrugged, even as I wondered what she'd been leading up to with all those odd references.

"We'll continue this conversation later on, Jasmine," she promised.

"Sounds good. Now that I'm here, I'm certainly not going anywhere else soon," I joked, referring to our middle-of-nowhere location.

She smiled, "Good. Because I want to FILL you in to your FULL CAPACITY." After a moment, as she slipped into her high heels, a different pair than the last time I'd seen her, she added, "So I can give you a deeper understanding of your ultimate role in this school."

"I look forward to it," I replied, really wanting to be a team player here. This was my first job where it would be worth running the extra mile!

"I just bet you do," she quipped ominously, sending a chill down my spine. She hugged me, this time with her right hand on my ass and looking into each other's eyes, but not quite kissing. Again it lasted longer than social norms dictated, breast to breast, and she said playfully, "You and I are going to have so much fun together!" (although in my fantasy my hands pulled her in for a kiss).



Another chill tingled through me, and this one went directly down below, as I took various things... her hot breath, soft tone, and our conversation... to mean something lots more than our just being teaching colleagues. I replied, my voice shaky, attempting to just give her a slight and subtle hint that I'd be interested in crossing the line from just colleagues to something deeper and more meaningful, "For a school like this, I'm a team player, Alexis. And I'm willing to do ANYTHING to prove it."

As she turned to leave, she smiled and said, "Glad to hear it. And remember... the word 'anything' has quite a wide scope to it."

Just like back when I'd been intimate with my ex-husband, once my pussy started burning, my emotions shifted from their resting state of shy and full of trepidation, to hungry and eager (except my ex would call it submissive). No longer breaking eye contact from her at all, I agreed, "Yes, it really does. And isn't that wonderful?"

"I can see we're going to get along famously," she replied, obviously not missing my counter-innuendo. She gave my hand a squeeze and said, "We'll continue this conversation soon, my dear."

"Again, I look forward to it," I smiled back.

Once she'd left, I took a deep breath and wondered... just what was I getting myself into? I knew I wanted it, but what on earth was it?!

4. A STRANGE WEEKEND OF INTRIGUE

I returned to my classroom with a few minutes remaining to calm myself down before it was time to teach creative writing. I'd assigned the girls to write poems that each of them would read aloud to the class. The idea I was promoting was that our classroom was a safe and comfortable environment for them to present their offerings. During this first stage, there would be no commentary or discussion from the class, just listening. In future weeks, we'd have different focuses on what I'd expect from them.

Creative Writing was scheduled for the same time slot as Media Studies and Journalism, and thus I taught only some of 'my' senior class, while the rest of the class was augmented by seniors from Ms. Angela's normal herd. This was only my second session of Creative Writing, since it occurred every second day as the final class of the day, while on the other days I taught Drama, which was opposite Home Economics. Thus I was still getting to know the students who weren't members of my home room. Because there were two different classes offered in this time slot for the students to choose between, I only had twelve students for Creative Writing, which made the classroom even more intimate than usual, which was excellent for sharing.

Each student read their poem to the class, and I was in awe of the breadth of talent these girls had. They employed tone, they used metaphors, and they all wrote poems that were honest and raw. I was giddy with excitement about where I could take these gifted girls as the school year progressed!

It was Nicole's poem that intrigued me the most, because even while she told us exactly who her inner self was, I didn't hear a word of her truth, instead I heard the words she wasn't saying.

Ambivalence

Who do you see?

Do you see the real me?

Because...

Perception is deception while the flickering light obscures the truth.

What do you want from me?

Do you appreciate what I flaunt?

Because...

Underneath my exterior is a stunning interior that defies society's conformity.

Who do you see?

Who... and what... do you want me to be?

Because...

I am both man AND woman, a blurred complexity to Adam and Eve's simplicity.

What do you crave?

Are you mistress or slave?

Because...

Behind my power and control lies the submission we all dream to extoll.

Who do you see?

A she or a he?

Because...

Who you see is not always who you get.

You don't know the half of it yet.

Because...

I can give, or I can dissipate into fog, obscuring the gap between what's real and what's fake.

You can't see...

The real me...

I can be man...

Or...

Woman...

Or....

Both at once...

Just like the moon can be all or nothing, but really is always somewhere in between...

And then for half a minute she froze, looking like she was going to say more, but she didn't.

My initial take on it was a cry of hope and defiance from a girl who was questioning her sexuality, when in reality she was playing me like a fiddle, reeling me in with her enticing words that obviously meant more than they said.

After all the girls had presented their works, I asked them to hand in hard copies, so I could analyse their format and style, even though the real reason was so I could read Nicole's poem again, and try to plumb the depths of her heartfelt confession.

I considered asking Nicole if she wanted to talk to someone. I was always available to her or to any of the students, but I realized that making such a specific offer would interfere with the sanctuary aspect of the creative writing classroom. My poets could write, and they could share their innermost thoughts and feelings, and they mustn't ever feel judged.

It was just a poem after all, yet it lingered within me the entire weekend.

.....

The weekend was a blast! It featured silly initiation activities for the freshmen (fresh-girls?) throughout Friday and Saturday evenings. I won't describe all the events, but again in retrospect, I missed so many clues that this wasn't anything like a normal school. A couple of the games were:

On Friday there was a banana relay race, where each freshman had to walk... or waddle would be a better term... from one end of the soccer field to the other, holding a banana between her legs before handing it off to their next teammate. Of course it looked like they had small, curved penises. It was hilarious to watch.

On Saturday was a fashion show, where each of the freshmen dressed up as a guy, and they danced not at all gracefully (because very few men are graceful) and really hammed it up.

In total, there were over a dozen fun team-building activities, and Saturday evening ended with a dance where all the girls were dressed up like princesses. The shift when the same person morphed from a boy to a girl was both stunning and thought-provoking.

After supper and dancing, came the final initiation. All the freshmen were given glasses of non-alcoholic bubbly, just as a large screen lit up, and Headmistress Alexis appeared on it.

Although Alexis couldn't be present, she Skyped from Washington DC, where she was working on some legislation with Senator Smith, to give a speech officially welcoming all the freshmen to the elite school. I noticed that this time Alexis was the one looking quite flushed, but I didn't put much thought into it at the time. In retrospect, her speech should have added even more pieces to my already well-progressed jigsaw puzzle.

Ladies, I'm sorry I can't be with you in person tonight, but I'm in the Capitol with Senator Smith wordsmithing a bill for private school funding. It's not riveting stuff, but not all of what we do can be glamorous. Anyway, without further ado, here's my welcoming speech to our new freshmen:

Young ladies of Chateau Johnson for Girls,

I hope each of you had a fruitful first week and an enjoyable initiation weekend. It is only through constant mingling with your upperclassmen and peers that you will gradually come to accept who and what you are. Here at Chateau Johnson we do not judge. Here we only help each other to hone each of our unique versions of unlimited potential.

At our school being different isn't mocked, it's celebrated. Society has forever labelled people like us as outcasts and inferiors. But the reality is that women like us can have a profound positive influence on this world, and in effect, may come to rule it... which our illustrious alumnae are achieving every day. We and our sisters worldwide allow men to fantasize about their charades of power, but the truth is that they unknowingly bow down to us, and they're literally at our beck and call. I trust that all of you newcomers will soon learn to embrace wholeheartedly that we the students and alumnae of Chateau Johnson are one big family. And ours is a family where we always love and support each other.

You were selected to join us because each and every one of you has the perfect mix of strengths, and you will spend the next four years improving and honing those strengths until you graduate. Then you will become whatever you want to be. A lawyer, a doctor, a teacher, a politician, a fashion designer, an actress, or whatever your fondest dream is to be. Our alumnae are very loyal to this school and to you... you who are our future, just as long as you are loyal to us.

Now where is Ms. Winston? Will you please step forward?

I realized she was speaking to me! I stepped within view of the camera.

Oh, there you are. You are one of us now too, Ms. Winston. So please join the freshmen in reciting our Chateau Johnson Pledge. Repeat after me:



I did as she instructed, feeling honored to be included in such an elite family.

I am now a sister.

A lifelong member of the Chateau Johnson sisterhood.

Sisterhood is family, and family is sisterhood.

I shall always protect my sisters, love my sisters, and respect my sisters.

I shall be proud of who I am and of my differences, and I shall ignore society's ignorant and judgmental attitudes towards me and mine.

I shall always rise to any worthwhile challenge, and overcome any debilitating obstacle.

I shall be an advocate for my sisters, for my school, and for others like us.

I am now a proud sister.

A proud sister of Chateau Johnson.

And all of the above I hereby avow.

Girls, congratulations! You are all now and forever members of one of the most powerful affiliations in the world. If you work hard and play even harder, you can achieve whatever you desire to achieve. There are Chateau Johnson alumnae in every major profession in the world, in over 50 countries, and the most important point is this... Chateau Johnson alumnae ALWAYS look after our fellow alumnae!

Now raise your glasses for a toast... to yourselves. As of this moment, you are forever Chateau Johnson ladies.

After the brief toast, Alexis wrapped up her speech:

Have a lovely rest of the evening, and a rewarding first year here at Chateau Johnson for Girls. And remember... once a Chateau Johnson girl, forever a Chateau Johnson girl!

She smiled and waved, while the large screen faded to black.

Dancing continued for another hour before something caught my attention. My colleague Ms. Angela came out of the communal bathroom red-faced, with her hair a mess. A moment later, Nicole came out similarly red-faced, but her hair was perfectly in place.

A naughty thought popped into my head. Had Ms. Angela, a teacher, just had sex with Nicole, a student? It seemed highly unlikely, especially with so many people around, many of whom would be going in and out of the bathroom. But those red cheeks and mussed hair certainly indicated that something had happened! In case it needs saying, I was appalled! Fantasize? Sure. Write about it? Love to. But never once had I seriously considered actually crossing the line with a student!

Certainly there had been some very sexy girls in my classes in the past and present, but except for some brief thoughts while I was at home alone with my toys, I'd indulged in nothing more than harmless fantasies that affected nobody. Well okay, I also wrote some erotic stories with certain students... both male and female... in mind. But there was no way that anyone could have identified the actual person from any of those stories. But if I'm being totally forthcoming, there was one student... a guy... a couple of years ago, right after I'd gotten rid of my cheating bastard of a husband, who'd been very tempting.

He was sexy, rugged and domineering... all the things that turn me on. He flirted with me shamelessly, and being recently single, I suddenly felt like I was eighteen again. The temptation, like Eve's apple, was very appealing, and I was both hungry and vulnerable, but I successfully resisted the temptation, no matter how appetizing the forbidden fruit appeared to be. After all, if I'd succumbed, I would have had to live with myself afterwards!

But back to the present, I'd been here for less than a week, and already I could feel my pussy begging for attention... the temptation of taking a bite out of a juicy, ripe apple... such as Amanda... was becoming more and more tantalizing. My recent conversation with Alexis had only intensified my hunger because of all those innuendos dripping with temptation.

Of course I'd been obsessed with thoughts of submitting to Alexis sexually, but even though she was my boss, she was far more of a peer than any student could ever be! But if I was being honest with myself, I had to admit to myself that after one fleeting moment of maybe witnessing what might have been a lesbian rendezvous between a teacher and a student, my emotions were reeling. And one curious thing was that Ms. Angela was the one who left the bathroom with her hair mussed, not Nicole. So if they'd done the nasty with cunnilingus, then the student had dominated the teacher, not the other way around! But even if nothing had actually happened, I couldn't help picturing them together... with Ms. Angela eating what I had to believe was an amazing tasting pussy!



During the previous week, I'd spent over three hours a day teaching my students, while being very aware that their legs were clad in the most sensual pantyhose I'd ever seen or felt. The Wolford pantyhose literally shined, having distracted me on numerous occasions already.

Nicole had been sitting in the front row of my English class early last week, when her shoe hit the floor, and like Pavlov's dog, my eyes instantly went to her sexy, stocking-clad foot. (Well okay, not exactly like that dog.... I didn't literally drool!) In fact, over the course of the past week, Nicole had on many occasions intentionally or unintentionally dropped her shoe on the floor, or sometimes she simply slid her feet out of her shoes. And one day she'd worn three-inch heels, another day flats, another day open-toed two-inch heels, but sadly on Friday, just boots. Don't get me wrong, the boots were hot, and they really brought out the best of her sex appeal, but they didn't give me any glimpses of her feet.

For a while I'd thought it was simply happenstance ... that Nicole had no idea what she was doing to me... but right now, after seeing her leaving the bathroom only moments after my disheveled colleague, I began to wonder... was I really Pavlov's dog, and she the sexy, manipulative psychologist?

Curious, I strolled over to Ms. Angela, who was pouring herself a paper cup of punch, which she downed completely in almost a single gulp. "Tell me, are the school's social events always this much fun?" I asked, trying to act casual.

She shrugged, oblivious to what I'd noticed and was thinking. "I guess so. They usually tend to get pretty crazy."

"These girls can just go and go without stopping," I said. "I'm not sure I'd be able to keep up." Again in retrospect, my two comments were greatly ironic, but I didn't know that yet.

She laughed. Not in fun, but with an odd resignation. "If you only knew even half of it."

Looking more closely, I noticed something white spattered here and there on her face, and also some in her hair. Oblivious to what it actually was, since I still wasn't seeing how the puzzle pieces were fitting together, I pointed out, "You've got something all over your face and in your hair."

Her face went flushed again, and she touched her face and hair and sighed. "I should probably go and wash this stuff off," she said, and she dashed off before I could ask any more questions.

I turned to the table, poured myself some punch, and saw Nicole staring at me with a wide smile on her face. She raised her own paper cup to me and gave me a slight nod, then she downed her drink.

The evening ended shortly afterwards, and I went home horny as hell, and slightly dazed.

On Friday evening, after the first couple of initiation activities had run their course, I'd gone home and written some more of my new lesbian submission story about a teacher being seduced by her awesome principal. The story hit a roadblock when I tried to figure out how to make the seduction believable. By then though, I was horny as hell, and I pulled out my We-vibe and got myself off, imagining what might have happened if Alexis hadn't had to leave. I imagined her opening her legs and revealing that her silk pantyhose were crotchless, and her pussy was displayed perfectly. My orgasm came hard and fast as I replayed our conversation, the innuendos, and my own hopeful fantasy.

On Saturday night after everything I'd thought I saw, I once again retired to my room horny, and this time I went directly to my box of toys. I reclined on the bed, stuck the We-vibe in my pussy and opened my laptop, deciding to tease myself while I wrote. After ten minutes of fits and starts on my Alexis story, I gave up and started a new story about a teacher being seduced by a student. This time the story flowed with ease as I created a vivid tale about a divorced teacher being sucked into the wonderful world of lesbian seduction by her student.

Closing my eyes, my story getting me revved up, I imagined being taken on my desk in my classroom, a recurring fantasy I'd never made into a reality for what seemed to be compelling reasons... none of which mattered in a fantasy. I imagined Nicole kneeling under my desk and licking my pussy while I taught from sitting in my chair.



I next imagined her sneaking into my room after curfew, and making me her pet (literally)... which was a more powerful fantasy that encouraged my natural but secret submissiveness to come out.



Lastly, I imagined her sharing me with the other three of my beautiful, young, just barely legal students who'd helped her unpack for me the first night I was here. I came even harder than the previous night, from imagining myself enduring (and thoroughly enjoying) such a naughty and twisted submission.



On Sunday, I spent the day prepping for my next week's classes and had lunch with the other teachers (while I constantly wanted to ask Angela a question I couldn't open my mouth for). I worked out in the gym, took a long bath, watched a movie and relaxed, careful to avoid any writing and thus getting myself all horny again. Like always, once I came, I felt ashamed of my naughty fantasies, and of my very unprofessional thoughts.

I checked my author's email account after supper, which I hadn't checked in a week, and was surprised to find so many emails. My newest lesbian story had been released and was doing pretty well in a lit contest. It wouldn't win, but it had attracted lots of personal responses from women wishing to explore their own lesbian leanings. I answered every email like I usually try to do, giving some of them some advice on how to dress, and answering questions (purely theoretically) about how to tell you're submissive without actually telling them. I also rejected some offers to meet people (of both genders) in person, commented on people's suggestions for future stories, and admitted to someone I didn't plan to write a sequel to a particular story. Lastly, like I occasionally do, I gave some advice to a few women who saw themselves in one or more of my main characters, who were bi-curious and wanted some guidance on coming to grips with their sexuality, or desires for submission. It wasn't until near the end of reading all my emails, just as I was getting tired, that I was suddenly shocked wide awake... as if a bucket of ice water had been poured onto me!

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

You WOW me Silkstockingslover

Ms. Jasmine

I have read all your stories and had to write to you. Your underlying theme of submission is clearly a cry for help. You write down your fantasies instead of living them.

You need a Mistress! You crave submission, and you need to just let go and allow someone to guide you towards true sexual enlightenment.

Thankfully, your princess in shiny pantyhose has cum (yes, cum not come).

I expect you to respond to my email by replying instantly with three fantasies of yours. I can only help you if I know you inside and out and if you know I do.

Now be a good girl and obey your new Mistress.

Luv

MistressA

P.S.: Don't hesitate, don't consider the pros and cons of my offer... OBEY now!

I stared at the email in disbelief. I've received lots of aggressive or presumptuous emails in my years of writing, but mostly from men. I'd also been asked to be a Mistress to submissive women and to help guide them in their self-discovery. I've even helped a few men to come to grips with their bi-curiosity, but this one was unique. I should have just pressed Delete and moved on, but instead... I had no idea why she was so compelling, although I did later... I clicked on Reply. (Clicked, not tapped... I use a mouse with my laptop.)

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover

MissA,

Thank you for the email. Which stories did you enjoy the most?

I don't know why I'm answering, but here are my three biggest fantasies:

1. I recently started a new job, and although I know it's wrong, I've started to fantasize about some of my students... particularly one of them. I imagine her seducing me, or maybe blackmailing me into submitting to her unconditionally... because I've fantasized for years about submitting to a woman, but you're correct... I've never been able to cross that intimidating line between fantasy and reality.

2. I have a new principal, or rather Headmistress, as she prefers to be called. She's easily one of the most beautiful and powerful women I've ever met. I was instantly smitten with her, and have pampered myself with many fantasies about becoming her submissive pet. For instance, I fantasize about being summoned to her office and being required to lick her pussy under her desk while she meets with a student. The idea of doing things no one expects that I'd ever do is a major turn-on, and so is the risk that I might get caught.

3. Being the centerpiece of an orgy. It sounds nasty, and I guess it is, but I've always wanted to take part in a threesome or moresome. Being ravished by cock after cock, or licked by tongue after tongue. Conversely, the idea of servicing a glory hole and sucking cock after cock, or a sorority party where I'd lick pussy after pussy is also a major turn-on.

Anyway, once again, I'm not sure why I am answering this email, but it was nice to share these fantasies with someone who wants to know them.

Jaz

I clicked on Send before I gave myself a chance to reconsider. I then checked the remainder of my emails, and was intrigued by another one requesting I write a trans story. I'd never considered doing a story about a trans, even though I'd written some gay stories and a cross-dressing one.

I responded that I was intrigued by the idea, and asked her for suggestions on what the plot might look like. As I clicked on Send, I noticed the email ID was prettyandhung, which got me even more curious. Was I corresponding with an actual trans, or was this just some gal or guy with a trans fantasy? I considered asking, but figured if she-he(?) was serious, they'd respond to what I'd already written.

I finished the last three emails, including a couple of replies to my earlier replies, before deciding it was time for bed. I brushed my teeth, washed my face and redid my nails, ruby red like Alexis's (a color I usually refrained from using during the school year).

I was about to get into bed, when I decided to see if MistressA had responded to my email yet. I knew I shouldn't care, but I was curious to know her response. Also, writing down those fantasies for her, no matter how briefly, had gotten my pussy begging for some attention. I opened up my laptop, and was excited to see another email from the intriguing stranger.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover

Pet Jaz,

I was disappointed by your response. Do I sound like someone you'd call a Miss? I am a Mistress... and your Mistress.

Also, I know why you responded to my email. I knew you were lost from reading your stories... which screamed out that you're sexually repressed, but you're ready to erupt if given the opportunity.

Since your fantasies are screaming out, to stop torturing yourself, you need to make them into realities. Therefore you need someone who can make that happen. That someone is me.

I will send you a task once a week... every Sunday... and you WILL obey.

Respond immediately to learn your first task.

YOUR MistressA

PS: I particularly loved reading Pet Teacher, Training Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor, and "A Shemale Submission", Big Fat Cock , Shemale Surprise and Spanked to Submission.

I stared at the words...reading them over and over. It was impossible for me to deny that she was right. My stories have, for the most part, also been my fantasies... all of the experiences I wished I had enough of a reckless and carefree attitude to act upon.

So just like with her first email, I felt myself hitting Reply, even while I was still pondering my decision.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover

MistressA

I'm terribly sorry for not addressing you properly. It will not happen again.

I'm curious to know what you have in mind for me, so I look forward to learning about my first task.

Jaz

Instead of going to bed at this point, I just sat in front of my laptop and waited... hoping to learn what my task was, and knowing there was no way I could go to sleep without knowing, even though I wasn't convinced I would actually obey this Mistress.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover

Pet Jaz,

You are such a good girl.

Task 1: Starting tomorrow, you will no longer wear panties... EVER (unless of course Aunt Ruby is visiting).

Is that understood, my pet?

MistressA

I didn't even hesitate to reply, having been completely sucked into this harmless game. But I didn't need to say much.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover

MistressA

I will obey.

Pet Jasmine

Calling myself her 'pet' felt satisfying in a way I couldn't explain. I'd written many stories about someone becoming a submissive pet, but using that word about myself felt very exciting somehow.

I went to bed horny yet again, and this time I pleasured myself while imagining I was someone's pet. I found myself in a fanciful Art Deco dreamscape kneeling between the legs of my Mistress, who was standing, but I didn't know who she was. Then I looked up and saw Headmistress Alexis smiling down at me. She was wearing a see-through cherry red babydoll and matching pantyhose. Then I heard Nicole's voice ordering me, "Lick me, my pet," but I couldn't see her anywhere.





I came moments later, feeling delirious from imagining myself submitting to both Alexis and Nicole simultaneously.

5. PANTYHOSE TEMPTATION

I woke up and considered refusing to obey any orders from some stranger, but then I decided 'What the Hell?' With my pantyhose on, it wasn't going to be much different from normal, and the slight rush I felt from my obedience was kind of exciting. During my first class of the day, it was liberating to know that all my students were seeing was their usual history teacher, oblivious that I was going commando today.

Alexis still wasn't back from her fundraising trip to DC, so for the first time, my English class wasn't interrupted.

By lunchtime I'd gotten used to not wearing any underwear, and the day proceeded like it usually did, until drama.

For drama class, we played a game where they each drew a word or phrase out of a hat, and then had to go in front of the class and extemporize a one-minute monologue about their subject.

The class went as well as I'd hoped, with lots of hilarity, but also some serious pieces.

Maria picked the word 'stars', and she did a humorous sketch about becoming a movie star some day.

Ambra got 'cell phone', and she created a mock eulogy for her recently deceased phone. I laughed so hard I almost peed into my pantyhose.

Estrella drew the word 'pink', so she spent her minute portraying Barbie having a pink breakdown. She finished with, "Why is everything always pink? What about green, or blue, or any other color? Why should society get to decide what I wear and who I am? Why shouldn't I decide to hate pink, play rugby, and find myself a chartreuse girlfriend?"

We exploded with laughter at her over-the-top breakdown Barbie.

Then Lisa shocked us all.

"You know what I love more than anything in the world?

No?

I'll give you a hint. It comes in many different sizes and thicknesses, and it's always so... so... so... juicy! I mean, there really isn't anything as appetizing as a glistening... long... footlong... jumbo... hot dog!

I mean, does anyone ever forget their very first hot dog? All the excitement and anticipation of how good it will taste, and how utterly satisfying it will feel once it's in your mouth?

I mean, I love all hot dogs. Footlongs, wiener dogs, sausages of all kinds, each of them satisfy me in different ways.

Actually, I'm seriously craving a nice... juicy... footlong right now!"

She then stopped talking and looked directly at Nicole.

Nicole quipped, "Thank God it's almost lunchtime, then."

Samantha got stuck with the color 'blue', and she did an entire ordeal about feeling blue because she was blue, but she felt that on the inside she must be red. Her color crisis was tearing her apart as she struggled to liberate her inner reddishness, but her powerful external blueishness kept her true self trapped.

Nicole went last. As if fate was giggling hysterically, she drew the word 'pantyhose'. Her speech dripped with innuendo, and everyone in the class got it but me.

"The greatest inventions of all time include the cell phone, TV, laptop, and, of course, pantyhose," the beautiful girl started. She rested her leg on top of a desk and explained, while rubbing a hand up and down her leg, "You see, pantyhose like these ones have a ton of purposes. They're so soft, smooth and comfortable, I can't imagine not wearing them. They also accentuate my legs, so both men and women fall all over themselves to take second and third looks."

Planting her foot back on the floor, she strolled towards me at the side of the room as she continued her monologue, confidence oozing out of her, "Pantyhose are to women what suits are to men... POWER. They tease and they please."

Arriving next to where I was sitting, she slipped her foot out of her high-heeled shoe, planted it on top of the student desk I was borrowing and asked me point blank, "And don't my blue painted toenails look so sexy and tantalizing in these sheer pantyhose?"

My pussy tingled, and I had to resist the urge to touch her nylon-clad stocking toes, or to do what I loved having done to me... suck her toes through the nylon.



But before I could say or do anything, she placed her foot back on the floor and continued her monologue, her smile appearing so knowledgeable about the impact she and her pantyhose were having on me. "Of course, pantyhose do more than just tease and please... and woo and wow... they also keep everything that's lurking underneath perfectly secure, don't they girls?"

Laughter exploded as Nicole finished her monologue, and I was lost in thought about how hungry I was becoming to make my submission fantasies into a reality. I briefly wondered whether Nicole could see past my strong and confident teacher exterior to the insecure, submissive sexual being I longed to be.

Hiding behind my teacher's façade, I said, "Well, that was very enlightening, Nicole."

"I aim to please," she quipped, going back to her desk and sitting down.

I wanted to stand up at that point, but without any panties on, I was worried that my wetness might leak visibly down my pantyhose-clad leg. But desperate to clean myself up, I stood up anyway, suggested everyone could chat for the last few minutes of class, and headed to the nearest restroom, all of which were shared between the students and staff in the building containing all the classrooms (another inclusion piece Alexis believed in, and that I agreed with her about).

I was sitting on the toilet after wiping myself when the bell rang. A couple of girls entered the restroom, and their conversation stunned me.

"Did you see Ms. Jasmine's face? I thought she was going to bend down and kiss Nicole's foot!" said a voice, which I recognized as Sarah's.

"I did, I did! Nicole is clearly already on the prowl for her newest teacher plaything," another student's voice agreed.

My head was spinning at the perception these girls had of me...had I been that transparent just now? But also... teacher plaything? Was it even possible that Nicole could be that aggressive? But then I thought of Ms. Angela. Maybe she was!

"For sure. Nicole will have her on her knees ready to please her in no time," Sarah predicted.

"Like she did you?" the other voice asked playfully.

"Fuck you, Samantha! As if you refused the first time she called you to her room," Sarah countered.

"At least I played hard to get," Samantha retorted just as playfully.

"For thirty whole seconds, until you got hard," Sarah joked back, as the girls started to leave.

I could barely hear Samantha's reply, except for part of the phrase, "I couldn't believe how big..."

My head was spinning. I'd been completely sucked into that bizarre banter between two of my eighteen-year-old students. Obviously they'd both had sex with Nicole. And who else was part of this... this... harem? And was I really Nicole's next target? My pussy gushed at the thought, and I couldn't help beginning to pleasure myself, my need to come overwhelming any sense of propriety. I closed my eyes and imagined submitting to Nicole, allowing the buildup of the past hour to rush through me. My orgasm hit hard and fast, and I needed to clench my teeth together to contain a scream that was desperate to escape.

Once I'd calmed down somewhat, I shook my head, wiped my pussy clean of my cum, and quickly exited the restroom, with my head spinning.

...

That night, I worked on my story about lesbian submission, which was solidifying more and more in both my mind and body.

Around 10:30 I decided to check my email after deliberately avoiding it all day. There were a few replies from my emails last night, a couple of new fan emails, one comment that my writing sucked, and I should get a day job, and a new one from MistressA.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Did you obey, my pet?

Pet Jaz,

Did you obey my order? If you did like the good girl you are, please tell me how you felt about going to work without panties.

MistressA

I didn't hesitate... I clicked Reply and wrote:

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: Did you obey, my pet?

MistressA

Yes ma'am, I obeyed your order like a good girl. Going sans panties felt very liberating, although it got a bit intense when I got kind of horny because of a sexy student.

Your pet Jaz

As soon as I clicked Send, I wondered why I felt so good about obeying an order from a complete stranger. Apart from her calling herself a Mistress and being bossy and full of herself, I didn't know anything at all about her. Including whether she was even really a woman, but I was pretty sure she was.

I replied to a couple of emails and was just about to call it a night when there was another email from my online Mistress.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Re: Did you obey my pet?

My pet,

You really are a nasty little slut wannabe, aren't you? I want you to get yourself off pleasuring yourself while you picture yourself submitting to the student you mentioned, and tomorrow I want you to compliment this student at least three times.

Obey me like the good pet you crave to be...

MistressA

Her newest orders triggered a gush of wetness in the crotch of my pantyhose, and I knew I was absolutely going to obey her first order, but the second one felt more challenging. Regardless, I decided to continue obeying her, at least the best I could.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: Did you obey, my pet?

MistressA

I will obey every order you give me. Right now I'm going to use my We-vibe to pleasure myself to a nice orgasm, and tomorrow I'll find reasons to compliment my sexy student like you instructed me to.

Good night...

Your eager pet

I hurriedly undressed and slipped beneath my covers. I pleasured myself with my We-vibe while my lesbian submission fantasy shifted from Alexis to Nicole.

I imagined myself doing a final late-night check of the rooms, for some reason wearing nothing but a scandalously revealing red bodysuit. I noticed that Nicole's door was ajar. I clearly heard moans of pleasure coming from inside, so I slowly and silently cracked open the door.

Nicole, seeing the light from the hallway, called out, "Come in, Ms. Jasmine. I've been waiting for you."

I blushed, but obeyed her, and as I entered the room, I saw Samantha between Nicole's legs, eagerly lapping away.

"Did you come here to submit to me, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, smiling wickedly.

"What? No!" I protested weakly.

"We'll see about that in due course. But for now, come take a closer look, Ms. Jasmine," the teenage seductress ordered, while letting out a slight moan, my potentially imminent submission becoming even more tantalizing.

I obeyed and crept closer, feeling helplessly drawn towards the lesbian act occurring before me.

I watched for a minute, completely forgetting I was supposed to be the adult in charge of stopping such inappropriate behaviour, and instead I just stared.

Nicole finally spoke up again. "Go ahead, Ms. Jasmine, do what you're dying to do, submit to me. Fall to your knees and replace pet Sammy. Since it'll be your first time, she won't mind at all, so long as we let her watch."

I froze. I knew it was wrong, maybe even illegal. I was her teacher. But I was no longer in control of my mind or my body, and I felt myself fall to my knees, just like a leaf falls from a tree...helplessly.

"Good girl," Nicole purred, as Samantha crawled out from between Nicole's pantyhose-clad legs, leaving a path for me to continue my journey into submission.

Without even willing it, as if I were being drawn in by a magnet of submission, I crawled between my teenage student's legs. Her pussy was perfectly framed by her dark mocha pantyhose, a convenient hole in them revealing her trimmed pussy. My mouth watered, since my many years of fantasizing were about to become a reality. I leaned forward, extended my tongue, and licking, continued my journey into submission.



"Shiiiiit!" I screamed, my naughty teen submission fantasy bringing me to a messy, hot climax. My body then quivered for an eternity, since my fantasy of lesbian submission had been so vivid.

Once the orgasm had thoroughly finished its journey through me, I lay in my bed, spent and confused. My temptations were getting harder and harder to resist! But just like always, I convinced myself that fantasy is just that...a healthy and risk-free way to rejuvenate myself. But alas... sometimes the line between fantasy and reality dissolves, and once it does, there's no turning back. (Again, I didn't realize that at the time, but later on I certainly did.)

6. SHADES OF SUBMISSION

I woke up refreshed and determined to resist my growing temptation to submit... to whomever: MistressA, TransNikki, Alexis or Nicole... but then I realized I really did want to obey my online MistressA.

The morning flew by until English class, and I learned Alexis was back when she called for Maria to leave my class for her one-on-one meeting.

Today's class focussed upon each student's all-time favorite book. The assignment I'd given them last week was for each of them to write a brief summary of the best book she'd ever read. The girls' tastes in literature were diverse, so their favourites ranged from Charles Dickens's Great Expectations, to Shakespeare's Hamlet, to Steven King's Shawshank Redemption, to Jane Austen's Sense and Sensibility, to Lord of the Rings by J.R.R. Tolkien, to To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee. A few girls picked more recent literature, like Steven King's 9/22/63, J.K. Rowling's Harry Potter series, John Green's A Fault in Our Stars, and sadly, two of them picked Twilight. (If you're not familiar with it, Twilight is the first book in a series about a 17-year-old girl who moves to a small town in Washington State, and falls in love with a 103-year-old vampire who looks like he's the same age she is. In my opinion, all the other titles I've just mentioned are far superior.)

Not unusually, it was Nicole whose choice surprised me the most. (This morning in the hallway, I'd already complimented her on her hairdo, which looked especially smooth and lustrous today.) She stood up and said, "Although the syntax needs a lot of work, the psychological interplay between Christian and Anastasia in 50 Shades of Grey by E.L. James is masterful."

Her eyes bored into me while she continued her summation of the trashy novel about submission that millions of lonely housewives had read in the past year. "You see, everyone is by nature either submissive or dominant, but most women live in denial of their innate sexuality. They marry men who meet today's shallow ideals of job, marriage and kids, but they never even get close to experiencing the true euphoria and enlightenment that all women could attain if they'd only cast aside society's long-held mainstream beliefs, such as the one asserting that men are innately superior to women, and should therefore rule the roost."

I felt she was peering right into my soul. I felt completely vulnerable, and once again my hunger to submit to this teenage seductress forged another few chain links in my psyche.

"Overall, although the sex scenes are trite and boring, the book's principal theme of psychological manipulation is fascinating," Nicole concluded.

I felt heat in my cheeks as I stood up from behind my desk and walked around to the front of it, sat on top and crossed my legs. I tried to conceal my inner turmoil by joking, "Shakespeare, Dickens, Austen, and James. Hmmmm... like they sing about on Sesame Street, which one of these authors doesn't belong?"

Nicole shrugged and scoffed, "Just because a book is old doesn't make it good. I admit I like Dickens and some Shakespeare, although Hamlet is terrible. Like seriously, what's the message? Indecision is bad? Thanks, Shakespeare, that's really enlightening. And don't get me started on that pretentious crap Austen wrote... all women must get married to be happy? Are you kidding me?"

I played along. "Don't hold back, tell us how you really feel, Nicole."

Nicole laughed appreciatively before asking, "What's your all-time favorite book, Ms. Jasmine?"

I paused a moment to reflect, then said, "Well, it's hard to narrow it down to only one book, but if I had to choose, I'd have to say the book that's stayed with me most consistently for many years is 'To Kill A Mockingbird'."

"Bzzzzzzz," Nicole buzzed, as if I'd given a wrong answer on a game show. "No, no, no, Ms. Contestant, ! I want a non teacher answer."

"You do, do you?" I asked cutely.

Her tone was firm. "Yes I do, Ms. Jasmine."

I thought about it for another moment... all the girls in this school deserved honest answers to their questions... so I admitted, "Well, I love those James Patterson murder mysteries, I enjoy the odd 18th century romance, and whenever I want to laugh, I pick up Dave Barry's 'Big Trouble'."

"I guess if Ms. Jasmine can unwind by reading Dave Barry, then she's a real person," Nicole joked, her typical playful tone back in play.

"Which book have you read most recently?" Samantha asked.

"David Levithan's 'Everyday'," I answered promptly. (The book is a strange one that questions religion, society and sexuality.)

Just then Maria returned to class, her face just as flushed as all the previous students who'd visited Alexis.

The bell rang a moment later, and I gave Nicole her second compliment of the day. "Nicole, I'm very impressed with your oratory skills. You have great potential."

"So do you, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole grinned. She then repeated ominously, "So do you."

She sauntered out of the classroom with a smug confidence that oozed sex, which once again kindled my fire down below. I shook my head, castigating myself, and then tried to focus on the rest of my day.

I gave Nicole another compliment in Drama class, thus completing MistressA's assignment. The rest of the day was uneventful until bedtime. It was my turn for hall supervision duties, and as I was hastening various girls into their rooms at curfew, I saw Emily coming out of Nicole's room. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess, and she had what looked like a guy's cum all over her face. She saw me, her face went ghostly white, and she quickly turned away from me with guilt written all over her face.






Thinking Nicole must have a boy in her room... don't ask me how he'd get there... I barged into her room unannounced, and heard the shower running. (It figured that Nicole would have her own bathroom while all the other girls shared communal ones.) I looked around. The bed was a mess, but there was no evidence of a boy. I went to the window and looked outside, but again saw nothing. I pondered the possibilities. Either there was a boy in the shower with Nicole right now, or he'd somehow snuck out without being caught, or perhaps Nicole was a squirter whose juices had flooded Emily's face. The latter seemed to be the likeliest scenario, but no matter how I spun it, it sure had looked like a guy's cum.

I patiently waited for Nicole to come out of her bathroom, and when she did, wearing a long black robe, she was the surprised one for a change. She quickly recovered, adjusted her robe, and asked, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?"

"Oh, I was just doing my curfew rounds," I said, strolling casually into the steamy bathroom, which didn't contain any boys.

"You're very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole commented.

"Well, I take pride in my work," I replied, realizing immediately that I sounded pretentious.

"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully, which I could tell was one of her power plays.

"Well, good night," I said, deciding to leave her room before Sarah's earlier prediction about a teacher plaything could happen.

"You can COME visit anytime you want," Nicole purred, not even remotely failing to emphasize her flirtatious innuendo.

Nicole's roommate Lisa walked in and gave me an amused look. "Oh hi, Ms. Jasmine."

"Hi, Lisa. I was just leaving," I replied.

"That's not necessary. I'll be happy to give you two some alone time, if you need to... um... talk... about anything," Lisa grinned cheekily.

My face flushed as I stammered, rattled by all those innuendos, "N-n-no, I was just finishing up my rounds."

"Okay, whatever," Lisa shrugged.

Nicole purred, "Sweet dreams, Ms. Jasmine."

"You too," I replied absurdly, and left.

Fifteen minutes later, I was in my room and checking my email. There wasn't one from MistressA, which was rather disappointing, but there was an intriguing email from a new correspondent.

From: TransNikki

To: silkstockingslover

Literotica: feedback for

Ma'am,

I really enjoy all your stories and your recurring submission theme, particularly older women submitting to younger ones, and even more particularly teachers to students. Your vivid details and character development present me with authentic reading, which makes me wonder about your sexuality in your everyday life. Are you dominant or submissive for example, although I'm pretty sure I know which one.

My real reasons for writing though, are threefold:

1. To tell you how much I enjoy your writing

2. Hopefully to get to know you better

3. Lastly, to ask you to write a story built around a theme you've never written about before.

If you're interested, please get back to me by email, or on Yahoo, with this same username. I'll be online for a while.

TransNikki

Many of my fans request stories, and I write some of them as time permits, and if the subject turns me on. Stories like Deconstructing the Professor, Spanked to Submission, "Oh" Submissive Town, Sorority Submission, Big Fat Cock, Pillow Princess and Hot Tub Fuck Machine all began as requests from fans, to name just a few. Nikki's vague hint had me curious, and I was pretty wired after my brief conversation with Nicole, so I logged into Yahoo and clicked on her username.

Nylon_lover69: Hi Nikki. It's silkstockingslover

TransNikki: Hi...<blush> I wasn't expecting you to reply, but hoping you would. You must get many emails from your fans.

Nylon_lover69: Some days I do, usually on the day a story is released. Your request for a specific kind of story made me curious.

TransNikki: Cool! Are your stories true?

Nylon_lover69: Sadly, mostly not. They're fantasies of mine mostly, although A Night of Unconditional Surrender is mostly true.

TransNikki: So you write instead of doing?

Nylon_lover69: I suppose. I'm a schoolteacher, so making fantasy into reality without starting a scandal is rather difficult.

TransNikki: What do you teach?

Nylon_lover69: High school.

TransNikki: it must be hard to resist the temptations of all those nubile boys and girls

Nylon_lover69: Don't even get me started <blush>

TransNikki: So I don't mean to be rude, but I assume you're submissive.

Nylon_lover69: Mostly, yes. What do u do for a living?

TransNikki: I'm in high school.

Nylon_lover69: Oh god!

TransNikki: Don't worry, I'm 18... 19 in a couple of months

Nylon_lover69: Okay.

TransNikki: So do you ever fantasize about any of your students?

Nylon_lover69: Usually no. Once I get to know them, they become students and nothing more.

TransNikki: Always?

Nylon_lover69: Usually.

TransNikki: Do you always wear nylons?

Nylon_lover69: Usually.

TransNikki: Me too... I think they give me a sense of POWER!

Nylon_lover69: Me too, plus my legs are my best asset, and I like to showcase them, which nylons do.

TransNikki: We think alike. So I have a story idea for you.

Nylon_lover69: Share away.

TransNikki: First, have you ever met a transgendered person?

At first, I thought that was an odd question, but then I realized her username indicated she was almost certainly transgendered herself.

Nylon_lover69: I don't think so.

TransNikki: How would you know?

Nylon_lover69: Good point.

TransNikki: I am transgendered, aka a t-girl or a trans woman, or the cruder term chick with a dick.

Nylon_lover69: That's fine with me. I don't judge.

TransNikki: I could tell. That's exactly why I chose you to ask to write my story idea.

Nylon_lover69: Which is?

TransNikki: A story about a teacher who's seduced and then dommed by her beautiful trans student, completely unaware of the girl's penis.

Nylon_lover69: Interesting.

TransNikki: the teacher is a woman and bicurious, but she's unable to cross that ethical line between her and a student, nor can she bring herself to cross society's expectations line by having a lesbian affair.

It felt like she was describing me!

Nylon_lover69: Sounds like me.

TransNikki: Exactly what I thought from reading your stories. But how about you imagine for our story if you did cross that ethical line, and it turned out the girl had a penis?

Nylon_lover69: Wow!

TransNikki: A big hard penis.

Nylon_lover69: Double wow!

TransNikki: Will you write it?

Nylon_lover69: I can try. Your idea is unique, and it would explore new territory for me.

TransNikki: Exactly. And yet it fits into your overall style of writing.

Nylon_lover69: True.

TransNikki: Can I be the main character?

Nylon_lover69: Sure. You'd need to give me the name you want me to use, and some details about yourself you'd be comfortable about sharing with a large number of strangers. Anonymously of course.

TransNikki: I like it. And can you be the teacher?

Nylon_lover69: I guess.

TransNikki: Yummy!

Nylon_lover69: Then tell me some things about yourself.

TransNikki: I have red hair, green eyes, 36c breasts and a nine-inch member

Nylon_lover69: No?!?!?!

TransNikki: Yes!!!!

Nylon_lover69: And you've used it?

TransNikki: Almost every day for several years.

Nylon_lover69: Wow

TransNikki: So you will write it?

Nylon_lover69: Yes. A few ideas are already forming.

TransNikki: Awesome!

Nylon_lover69: But now I need to hit the hay. It's been a long day.

TransNikki: My day was LONG and HARD.

Nylon_lover69: U R so bad.

TransNikki: if U only knew!

Nylon_lover69: Good night. I'll email U a draft once I write it.

TransNikki: Please do. Good night, and please do me another favor.

Nylon_lover69: Sure.

TransNikki: Masturbate about being seduced by a gorgeous girl with a lovely nine-inch cock.

Nylon_lover69: Given what we've discussed just now, I don't think that will be a problem, sexy.

TransNikki: good night, my pet.

Her calling me her pet surprised me, and started my pussy tingling and needing attention.

Nylon_lover69: Good night Ms. Nikki

I logged out, and saw another email from MistressA.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Cum 4 Me Now!!!

Slut Jasmine

The moment you see this, grab something to fuck your tight little cunt with, it can't be a toy, and come like the submissive little slut you are.

YOUR MISTRESS

I gasped at her aggressive message and task, yet the wetness in my pantyhose absolutely LOVED the assignment.

I hurried to the fridge, opened it up, and pulled out a long, thick cucumber. I scurried downstairs to my couch, my sudden need to obey and to come totally controlling me, and I pulled off my pantyhose and began rubbing the cucumber up and down my wet pussy lips. In one quick swoosh, I slid the thick green vegetable fuck toy inside my wanton pussy. Closing my eyes, I pumped the hard and perfect green cock in and out of me like a hungry slut, and allowed my fantasies to run wild.

Nicole stepped out of the shower in her robe and asked, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?" My fantasy was very similar to what had actually happened earlier tonight, except that I was once again wearing that scandalous red bodysuit.

"Oh, I was just doing my nightly curfew rounds," I said, strolling casually into the steamy bathroom, which still wasn't hiding any boys.

"You're very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole said.

"Well, I take pride in doing my work thoroughly," I replied, realizing I sounded pretentious.

"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully. She then dropped her robe to the floor and said, "Let's see just how thoroughly you can suck my cock."

I stared down at her nine-inch penis, saluting me from where her vagina should be.

"Y-y-you have a p-penis!" I stammered. I was shocked, but unable to tear my eyes away from the most beautiful penis I'd ever seen!

"It's called a cock, Ms. Jasmine. It's a big hard cock, and it has your mouth watering, doesn't it?" she assessed confidently.

"Well... I... um... I-think-I-should-go-now," I babbled, although my legs refused to budge.

"Or you could stay, get down on your knees, crawl over here, and suck my cock, which we both know you really want to do," she countered, smiling.

She was right. I loved sucking cock, I loved the power I had over a man when his member was in my mouth. I controlled his pleasure. I also loved the feeling of being told what to do. Combine that with the fact I hadn't had sex with anyone but myself in over two years, so I was an easy target. My pussy was on fire, I was drooling, and my submissive nature was dying to break out and be... well, not free, but enslaved. My final weak resistance was, "But I'm your teacher."

"My pet teacher," she purred. "Now crawl over here and worship your Mistress's cock."

Her calling me her pet only enhanced my desire to submit to her, as did the blunt reality that I did indeed want her to be my Mistress. I felt myself falling to my knees. I then crawled robotically to her big cock, and looked up at her face from my submissive position.

"Go ahead, my pet. Take your Mistress's cock inside your cock sucking mouth," she ordered, tapping her tool against my lips.

I obeyed, opening my mouth, and taking her huge member between my lips.



This sordid submission became too much for me even though it was just imaginary, and I came like Niagara Falls all over the cucumber. I continued pumping it in and out of my cunt throughout an orgasm that I never wanted to end. But as soon as it subsided, then just like always, I felt guilty, and then I was ashamed of myself.

The pleasure pulses eventually came to an end, and I pulled the now slightly wilted cucumber out of my cunt, and tossed it in the garbage.

But something really bothered me... in my waking fantasy just now, Nicole hadn't had a pussy, but a cock! Was my subconscious telling me something real, or was I going crazy? If she did have a dick, that could explain the cum I'd seen in Emily's hair when I definitely couldn't find a boy lurking in Nicole's room shortly afterwards. On the other hand, it would be difficult to find anyone more feminine than Nicole, if that mattered. Could trans women be as feminine as the usual kind? Like I'd told Nikki, I'd never knowingly met any trans women, so I really had no idea. I decided to table my conundrum for the present. Given the way Nicole kept coming on to me, I'd probably know for certain one way or the other in the near future.

I returned to my laptop and wrote an email to my online Mistress.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: Cum 4 Me Now!!!

MistressA

I obeyed your command immediately. I took a cucumber from the fridge and fucked myself to an earth-shattering orgasm. Which completely wiped me out.

I'll check my email in the morning for any further tasks from you.

Good night.

Your obedient pet, Jaz

I shut my laptop down, climbed up the two steps to my bedroom area, and collapsed into my bed... slipping into slumber within a few seconds.

7. THE POWER (HISTORICALLY SPEAKING)

The next morning after showering, I checked my email and was excited to find emails from both MistressA and TransNikki.

I clicked on MistressA's first.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Orgasm Control

Good girl, my pet. A cucumber was a delicious substitute for an actual toy.

Now in order to train you properly, you must learn orgasm control. Thus, you're not permitted to come again until Friday at 11:25.

MistressA

Usually such a requirement would be no big deal. I often went a few days without pleasuring myself. (Although not since I arrived at this school!) But this recent onslaught of sexual innuendos and X-rated daydreams had really revved up my sexual appetite, so right now going without any sex would be difficult. I also wondered whether she meant AM or PM on Friday, but figured it didn't really matter at this early date.

I replied:

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: Orgasm Control

MistressA

I will obey.

Your eager submissive,

Jasmine

It was bizarre, but from putting my words and obedience out there, I suddenly felt more liberated! Which was odd, considering I was doing whatever I was told to by a complete stranger.

I clicked on the email from TransNikki, which included some attachments.

From: TransNikki

To: Jasmine Walker

To motivate my pet

My pet teacher,

You do want to be my pet teacher, don't you Jasmine?

Attached are a few pictures of me, so you'll know I'm real.

The first one shows you my cock, hard and ready for your mouth, or your pussy or ass (have you had a cock in your ass yet, pet teacher?).

The second photo is of me in the dress I wore to my aunt's wedding this past summer. You can see my long, beautiful legs in pantyhose and heels.

The third photo is of my feet, toenails painted red, also from last summer, since I figure you have a foot fetish, based on the many stocking-clad feet references in your stories.

The fourth picture is also from my aunt's wedding. The girl was a bridesmaid who got more than she bargained for when she hit on me at the reception dinner. Doesn't she look adorable with a mouthful of my cock? I'll bet you would look equally adorable with a mouthful of my cock.

Anyway, I hope you enjoy your day. My pictures and I are ready to help you become the actual pet teacher you've written about in so many of your brilliantly imaginative stories.

Your Mistress-to-be,

Nikki

My pussy was tingling already, so my promise to MistressA was now looking very inconvenient. I clicked on Nikki's first picture and found myself staring at the biggest cock I'd ever seen! She was wearing mint green pantyhose, and apparently she'd either ripped or snipped a hole in the crotch to release her monster.

Just like in my fantasy fuck session last night, my mouth started watering, and I wished I could submit to it. After saving the picture to my hard drive, I clicked on the next one. Unfortunately, it only showed Nikki from the waist down, but her legs looked absolutely delicious!

The third pic was of her toes, and it was also tantalizing, even making me want to touch myself, but I refrained from doing so... I always keep any promises or commitments I make.

Lastly, I clicked on the final picture, and my jaw dropped onto the floor... no, not literally. It showed a pretty young lady, probably in her mid-twenties, with very curly blonde hair and wearing a rather skimpy (and slightly transparent) forest green dress. She was on her knees and had half of Nikki's gigantic cock in her mouth. Nikki's dress still wasn't showing (I had yet to see any evidence she was even wearing one), but her pantyhose and heels were visible. This pic showed a bit more of Nikki than just from the waist down, which was just barely enough to show that she had nice large tits. Curiously, the photo was taken from far enough away that there was no way it could have been taken by Nikki or the girl.






I saved the last three pictures and replied to Nikki's email, realizing I had to start getting ready for work soon.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: TransNikki

Re: To motivate my pet

WOW! WOW! And did I mention... WOW!!!!!

I'm literally in awe of your beautiful bottom half...ass, legs, cock, and even a glimpse of your gorgeous tits! I'm not sure I'd be able to resist the temptation if you were my student!!!!!

I'll start writing the story as time permits, but a dozen ideas are already bouncing around in my head.

Your very motivated pet,

Jasmine

I closed my laptop without reading any of my other emails and headed for breakfast.

.....

Today I was teaching my History class when the sexual innuendos started flowing. The discussion was about what defines power in today's world. It started as a military discussion throughout history with the Macedonians, Romans, Vikings, Turks, British, French, Russians and Americans being discussed as powerful at one time. Then Hua, my Chinese foreign exchange student, pointed out that in 2013 it's economy that matters, not armies.

This led to a lengthy, intriguing discussion about whether the military powers that still dominated the UN were actually relevant. Clearly the influence of superpowers like Great Britain and France had faded over the years, the collapse of the USSR had weakened Russia's power, and the global recession had greatly debilitated the once dominant United States. So the class debating about who was still a world power was when the discussion became heated.

Arguments arose over which country was the most powerful in 2013. Hua argued that China had a strong military, a stable economy, and a large enough population to dominate at least its neighbours, if not the world, while Priya pointed out that India also had a very large population and economy, and it wasn't Communist, which in her eyes, hindered China greatly.

Lisa argued that the British Empire had never died, and it was still a powerful economic country because of its vast alliances within its remaining Commonwealth, while Kala pointed out that although Canada's population is tiny and its army inconsequential in terms of power (although she argued it played a key role in the UN as a mediator), it had a vast, diverse economy that had withstood the global recession better than most.

Reiko pointed out that Japan has quietly thrived by producing and exporting vast quantities of consumer goods, and it seemed largely immune to the ups and downs of the stock markets.

Erin pointed out that even in a recession, the United States has the greatest global impact on economy, military, and especially entertainment, and is the only historical world power that still remains powerful in the 21st century.

Finally, as usual, Nicole spoke up. "This debate is actually futile. The points I've been hearing are all based on glorified, yet delusional, nationalistic patriotism, which is just so World War One. For instance, half of China lives in fear, half of India's jobs are from outsourcing, Great Britain hasn't been relevant in decades, and Canada is like our 51st state, or just America's poor relation. We just let them think they're a country, and Japan doesn't even have a military anymore... it's defended by America... ironically, ever since the end of World War Two. With that said, America is in similar turmoil, since we've lost our identity. Half of the country supports Obama, while the other half resents him. Again, nationalism is deceiving, because it blinds people to their country's flaws and dirty little secrets, and they focus instead on the bygone glory days. But even that's a deception, because the truth is that countries don't matter anymore. What does matter is money, and whoever has enough of it... the major corporations and individual billionaires... controls everybody and everything. The rich get richer, the poor get poorer, and the middle class gets tossed around like a buoy in a storm."

I asked, curious to know more about her perceptive theory, "So you're saying that politicians don't matter, but the rich CEOs do?"

"Exactly. The rich control the price of oil, the rich deliberately allowed the market to crash, and the rich control the government, because nobody can get elected without their money," Nicole pontificated.

"What do you think of Nicole's theory, Hua?" I asked. Hua had come out of her shell of shyness and had been championing her country very effectively.

"Nicole is right," Hua replied succinctly, suddenly avoiding eye contact, reverting back to her shy self.

"How about you, Kala?" I asked.

"Nicole is right," Kala repeated Hua's three-word answer verbatim.

"Well Nicole, you seem to be very persuasive," I said, although it was obvious that there was an unwritten law that you didn't question your Class President, or maybe it was just that you didn't question the indomitable Nicole. Either way, it was obvious who dominated the senior class.

She shrugged, "I've been told that before. Although it really helps when you know what you're talking about." She certainly wasn't lacking any confidence!

The bell rang, and while my students filed out of the room, I pondered the unique dynamics of our senior class, where it seemed that nationalities didn't matter, only power did, and for some reason, or maybe various ones, Nicole clearly had the power.

.....

During English class, Christine was called upon for her visit with the Headmistress, and just like all the others, she returned to class with her face flushed, as if she'd just run a marathon. I was dying to know what transpired during these sessions, and decided to question Christine after class.

"Christine, could you please stay behind for a moment?" I requested.

"Of course, Ms. Jasmine," she agreed.

After the rest of the class had left for lunch, I asked, "If you don't mind my asking, you seemed a little out of sorts when you returned to class. Are you okay?"

"Never better," Christine replied smoothly.

"May I ask what you and Headmistress Alexis discussed?" I queried.

"Everything. Headmistress Alexis is very thorough," she answered vaguely, with an odd smile.

"How so?" I asked, attempting to weasel my way past her vague, cryptic responses.

"She's gotten to know me inside and out," the Asian Australian explained, again without giving me any meaningful explanation.

Hoping to talk her out of any sort of inside information, I tried, "I was worried you might not be feeling well. You returned to class looking all flushed."

"Yes, I did. Headmistress Alexis certainly had me sweating up a storm," Christine agreed, as she stood up. "Is that all, Ms. Jasmine?"

Giving up, I said, "Yes. Yes, you may go."

After she left, I remained sitting at my desk, musing fruitlessly about what could possibly be happening behind those closed doors, for all the girls to return to class with red faces. (I didn't realize I'd find the answers I was looking for in a couple of days.)

.....

The rest of the day flew by, and I spent the evening beginning to write my trans story. I only got a few pages written, since I spent most of the time researching the concepts of transgender, intersex and she-males. The more I read, the more complex the issue became, and my head was spinning. It didn't help at all that much of what I read was obviously written by know-nothing bigots, who declared in various ways that transgenderism, etc. was just some pretentious notions about a bunch of depraved sickos. In the end, I decided to stick with Nikki being a trans as my story focus, ignoring the biological and controversial aspects. (Although I remained stymied by why there could be anything controversial about trans people if only certain people would be fair-minded in their observations.)

I checked my email every hour or so, but there was nothing new, which surprisingly sent a wave of disappointment through me. I suddenly craved my tasks and simply submitting to my various Mistresses. (Did I have four of them now?!) With my off-limits pussy tingling for attention, I decided to take a long bath to try to squelch the flames down below.

When I got out of the tub and slipped into a robe, I found three new emails, one of them from TransNikki. After skimming and replying to two readers' flattering comments about some of my earlier stories, I clicked on the email from TransNikki.

From: TransNikki

To: Jasmine Walker

Hungry?

How was your day, my pet? Did my pictures get you hungry? Did you imagine one of your pretty students sporting a big cock underneath her skirt or dress?

Be honest... would you have sex with someone like me?

Your Mistress to be,

Nikki

These were questions that a couple of days ago wouldn't even enter my head, but last night's fantasy had centred on Nicole, and at least according to my subconscious mind, she did indeed have a big cock... or maybe I just wished she did!

I responded:

From: Jasmine Walker

To: TransNikki

Re: Hungry?

Ms. Nikki,

Truth be told, I'd never in my life considered being with a transgendered person. But since your emails and various mysterious events that I think might be (or might not be... I'm not sure) happening at the school where I work, it's become a bit of an obsession with me. I've read a few stories on Literotica about transes, (the most intriguing ones being 'T-Girl University' by vicjohnson and 'Tortured by the T-Girl Tutor' by SugarandSalt), and I've recently done some research on different variants of transgendered people, to educate myself somewhat before I began writing your story.

So yes, your pictures made me hungry.

And yes, I did imagine one of my students with a big cock. Vividly, actually!

And double yes, now that I know a bit more, I'd LOVE to have sex with someone like you!

Your very intrigued teacher pet,

Jasmine

I clicked on Send, and finished getting ready for bed. Just before hitting the sheets, I checked my email, and saw another response, this one with an attachment, from TransNikki.

From: TransNikki

To: Jasmine Walker

Re: Hungry? (1)

My pet,

I have a task for you. Tomorrow I want you to squeeze the girl's hand you fantasized about. She, of course, will have no idea what the squeeze means, but you will.

Also, here are a few photos I took a few minutes ago in my dorm room with one of my sluts. She's quite tall... about 6' 2"... but I've learned if I have enough confidence, and I do, I can dominate someone even if she's bigger than I am.

Would you do for me what this besotted girl did so eagerly?

Sweet dreams, my pet

Your Mistress Nikki

I noticed the shift in her name at the bottom, but was too excited about the pictures to focus on the underlying intent of such a change.

I clicked on the first picture:

Nikki was lying on the floor... assumedly of her dorm room... and a hot black girl was lying on top of her with her lips wrapped around Nikki's big cock. She did indeed appear to be rather tall, and she had a young, innocent look to her... except of course for the way she was sucking that dick so enthusiastically.

My pussy tingled because of how much I suddenly wanted that cock inside my less-than-innocent mouth!



I clicked on the second photo:

The hot girl's black ass was bent over, and Nikki's big cock was halfway inside it. It was a closeup, side view.

I wondered what it would feel like to have such a big cock not only in my mouth and pussy, but inside my ass as well. The latter was my biggest curiosity, since nothing had ever gone in there before... at least not from the outside... not even anything as tiny as a toothbrush.



I clicked on the final photo.

This time the black girl's ass was splattered with white, sticky goo.



My mouth watered and my pussy tingled, but I managed to hold back from doing what I desperately wanted to do... and instead, I decided to continue obeying MistressA.

So I wrote Nikki a quick reply, letting my needy cunt dictate the message:

From: Jasmine Walker

To: TransNikki

Re: Hungry (2)

Mistress Nikki,

Your pictures got me so horny and so wet! I'd do anything you asked me to do if I was there with you. I'd suck your big cock, taking as much of it into my cocksucking mouth as I could manage. I'd eagerly spread my legs while you fucked my wet, HUNGRY cunt. I'd bend over and let you ravage my virgin ass... giving myself to you utterly and without hesitation.

Your submissive pet teacher

Jasmine

Writing that email only made me hotter, so I decided to shut my laptop down before I became unable to resist the temptation to pleasure myself any longer.

I went to bed, but my sleep wasn't great. I tossed and turned, while visions of submitting to a teenage trans swirled around in my head.

8. THE APPLE IS RIPE

I woke up and, of course, went directly to my laptop. I found messages from both MistressA and TransNikki.

I clicked on TransNikki's first:

From: TransNikki

To: Jasmine Walker

Re: Hungry (3)

My pet teacher,

Your email immediately got me hard, so I had my roommate suck my cock while I finished doing my homework for my HOT English teacher.

Email me tonight to tell me whether you accomplished your task.

Attached is a pic of my cum all over my roommates' cocksucking mouth. I bet you wish it was your mouth... don't you, slut?

Mistress Nikki

Again I clicked on the picture and gasped at what I saw. A close-up of the same black girl's lips, chin and nose, all decorated with sticky, white goo.



My pussy woke up instantly, but I ignored its tingling neediness and clicked on the message from MistressA.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

Did U obey?

My pet,

I assume you obeyed my order like a good girl.

If you did, I'll bet you didn't sleep well, and your needy little cunt is begging for attention. Well, hang in there. I promise you the eventual reward will be worth the wait. On Friday you'll have the most glorious, earth-shattering orgasm of your entire life... one that will change your life FOREVER!

Your MistressA

Her promise was intriguing, although it seemed a bit farfetched. I've gone for days without orgasming before, and there was little... if any... difference in my pleasure following those dry spells. But like her good girl, I replied.

From: Jasmine Walker

To: MistressA

Re: Did U obey?

Mistress,

Yes, I've been obeying like your good girl.

I have to admit it's been very difficult, since temptation suddenly began appearing everywhere, starting right after you gave me the task. A new story I'm writing is also quite exhilarating, and it gets me rather revved up.

But I will refrain from cumming... no matter how difficult it becomes.

Your pet Jaz

I showered, had breakfast, and headed to class, with my only task being to somehow squeeze Nicole's hand before the day's end without weirding her out.

As usual, the morning went by rather uneventfully until English class, when Emily, my student from Germany, was called away at the beginning of class for her one-on-one with Headmistress Alexis.

Today's lesson was an introduction to Shakespeare, in preparation for an in-depth examination of Hamlet. I've always believed that understanding society's prejudices and proclivities of the time and influential experiences in the life of the author, are important to one's understanding of his or her works. For example, in reading the book 'To Kill A Mockingbird', the unabashed racism of many of the characters is horrific to us reading it now, yet it was commonplace back then. Like Atticus Finch says in the book, "You never really know a man until you stand in his shoes and walk around in them."

So in class we watched a brief documentary about the life and times of Shakespeare... one of the more current ones that discussed his alleged bisexuality, and how many of his love poems were likely penned with men in mind. It also highlighted that all the female roles in theatres were played by men, or sometimes boys, since women were forbidden to be actors in public.

Once the video had finished, I asked the class, "So what did you just learn about life back in Shakespearean times?"

Estrella answered, "It's just the same as it is now. The men try to control and manipulate the world."

Christine added, "I agree. It's still a big boy's club, where the rich get richer, and the poor get poorer."

"And then we die," added my Mexican student Maria.

Priya, my dark-skinned student with the wild hair spoke up, saying, "I disagree. Women have come a long way towards equality since the time of Shakespeare."

"Especially in the past fifty years," Lisa added.

"But have we? How many woman Presidents have we had so far?" Erin objected.

"We Brits had Thatcher," Lisa beamed proudly.

"Except she ran the country like she was a man," Kala snorted.

"She did not!" Lisa argued.

"Maybe she secretly was a man," Kala teased the proud Brit. "And maybe the first Queen Elizabeth, too!"

"That's exactly what we need," Nicole finally spoke up, and silence instantly filled the room.

"What do you mean?" I asked, curious to know where she was going with her enigmatic statement.

"To be blunt, we need to be governed by women with balls," Nicole grinned, proud to be making such an outrageous statement. "We need women who are literally women on the outside, but are also secretly men. What do they call them?"

"You mean trans women?" Lisa offered. "Guys who've had a sex change procedure, but kept their dicks?" smiling slightly in spite of herself.

My face went red... my thoughts flashing to TransNikki.

Nicole continued, "Men don't really rule the world anymore, women just let them think they do. During Shakespearean times they dressed as and portrayed women in plays and in the fashion industry, and in the present day some of them still play dress-up, but as men with power. They say that behind every great man is a woman, and that has never been more accurate than today. Oh sure, it looks like men rule the world in their suit-and-tie-Wall-Street- corporate-buyout-oil-company-environment-killing sort of way, but in reality, they're just playing dress-up. They write scripts and do whatever they can to make the scripts seem real, but it's all just charades. Real power lies in the hands of the 21st century women. We still let the men think they're running things, but they're just smoke and mirrors."



I heard her words, but they didn't sink in, since a stunning possibility popped into my head.

Could Nicole and TransNikki be the same person?

"Are you alright, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, standing up. "You look like you just saw a ghost."

I stammered, "I-I-I'm fine."

Nicole reached for my upper arm and said, "You need to sit down, dear. Someone go and get Ms. Jasmine some water."

Three girls jumped to their feet. I'd been standing at my podium. And Nicole led me to my desk, apparently caringly. As she sat me down, I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, obeying the order that she might have given me herself. Thankfully she gave no acknowledgement of my submissive act, and my suspicion began to subside.

During the next few minutes, the girls pampered me with water and some fresh fruit. Emily returned, red-faced just like all the other girls who'd spent time with Headmistress Alexis. Then the bell rang, the girls all disappeared for lunch, and I remained alone in my classroom, with only Nicole remaining.

I thought I was finally safe, but then any stability remaining in my world came crashing down in one harrowing moment. Nicole leaned close to my ear, her hot breath sending a chill up my spine as her hand drifted down onto my knee. She murmured, "I think I know exactly what you need to get some color back in your cheeks, Ms. Jasmine,"

"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, even though it was becoming crystal clear where she was going.

"My favorite story of yours is Pet Teacher," she continued murmuring, her hand drifting ever so smoothly under my skirt. Her warm hand on my leg, and her hot breath on my ear and neck had me a complete mess, and my career flashed before my eyes when she added, "You're my pet teacher now, aren't you?"

I was paralyzed from both fear and excitement. I couldn't deny the impact her touch was having on my mind and body, nor could I ignore how hot her emails and pictures had gotten me. Her big cock suddenly flashed into my head.

"Y-y-you're TransNikki, aren't you?" I weakly managed to ask.

"In the flesh," she smiled wickedly, her invasive hand slithering further under my skirt.

"Do-do-do you really have a...." I began, but couldn't finish.

"A cock?" she finished for me.

"Y-y-yes," I barely squeaked out.

"I do, my pet. Does that excite you? You said in your emails that it does," she purred, the tips of two fingers now brushing against my pantyhose-clad pussy.

"Please stop doing that," I said, although my wet pussy begged to differ.

"I was impressed that even though you'd guessed that I'm TransNikki, you still focused on performing the task I gave you," the sultry teen said, her finger rubbing my pussy lips ever so gently through the sheer nylon fabric.

"I've got to go," I said, abruptly standing up.

"Okay, my pet," she smiled, bringing her fingers to her nose. "Hmmmm, you smell heavenly. Plus, no panties, Ms. Jasmine. That's very, very interesting."

My face went beet red, and I was starting to leave, when she added, "Very soon I'll be taking you up on those promises you made to me, Ms. Jasmine."

I scurried out of the classroom, out of the school building, and directly to my room, where I allowed my tears to begin streaming... realizing the predicament I was in. Not only was I writing naughty submission emails to one of my students, but I was also writing a sex story for and about her, and she even knew my secret alter ego... Jasmine Walker, the smut writer.

Calming down, I phoned Alexis and told her I wasn't feeling well. She replied that she would cancel my afternoon classes for me (something really nice about a small, private school), and she encouraged me to get some much-needed rest.

Hanging up, I tried to figure out what I was going to do. As I replayed all my interactions with TransNikki/Nicole, everything started to make sense. She'd given me endless hints that she marched to a different drum, I just hadn't realized just how different that drum was. Also, as I replayed all my time here so far, I concluded that Nicole was clearly the one running the school. She must be having sex with at least a few of the girls... and even some teachers... and her next target was me!

I was exhausted from my stressful morning and lack of sleep the prior night, so I decided to take an afternoon nap. Surprisingly, I crashed instantly, and didn't wake up until several hours later.

.....

When I woke up, everything that had happened since I'd arrived here seemed like a dream... a crazy, authentic-feeling dream. But as I opened my eyes, reality came flooding back like a fast-flowing river. Glancing at the clock... it was eight PM already... I took a deep breath and decided to check my email.

I was just logging in, when there was a knock at my door.

I called out, terrified it might be Nicole, "Who is it?"

"It's Cherise, Ms. Jasmine." Her French accent was unmistakeable.

Relaxing a bit, I went to the door and opened it. She handed me a tray of food. "Ms. Nicole thought you might be hungry."

I wondered whether Nicole had fucked Cherise too, as I accepted the tray and replied, "Thank you, Cherise. And please thank Nicole for her thoughtfulness."

"Yes, Ms. Jasmine I will. I am also supposed to tell you that if you decide you would like some dessert, you should stop by her room later," Cherise said, clearly embarrassed to be saying something so obviously sexual to me, but still doing what she was told.

"I'll keep that in mind, Cherise, thank you," I replied, showing her my best poker face, before gently closing the door behind her.

Once I was alone again, I took a deep breath and returned to my laptop. As I ate, I saw a few new emails, including one from MistressA, and thankfully none from TransNikki, which relaxed me somewhat.

I took a deep breath, and clicked on her email.

From: MistressA

To: Jasmine Walker

U may CUM soon!

My pet,

It's less than 24 hours until you'll be allowed to reach that crescendo of euphoria I promised you. You'll experience pleasure that you can only have imagined until now, so long as you resist the growing... almost irresistible temptation... I do know and sympathise... to give in and pleasure yourself.

Promise me and yourself you'll have enough determination to obey this simple but challenging command, since from such complete obedience will CUM unlimited and life-altering pleasure!

Your loving, demanding Mistress

Yesterday those words would have gotten my pussy gushing with anticipation and eagerness, but following this morning's stunning revelation, I was played out. I had no idea how I'd be able to face Nicole tomorrow... never mind the rest of my classes... since it was very possible that all my students might know my humiliating secret as well.

Throughout the rest of the night, I considered my options:

1. Quit my job immediately!

2. Have a talk with Nicole, praying she'd kept my secret, and clarify in no uncertain terms that we must keep our teacher-student relationship professional... at least whenever other people are around.

3. Admit to Headmistress Alexis my secret past and my current predicament, and let the chips fall where they may.

4. Obtain a super-charged DeLorean and have Christopher Lloyd take me back in time to a few days before I responded to Nicole's seemingly innocent fan email.

5. Give in and submit to Nicole completely, allowing my long-suppressed temptation to submit to a woman... (is Nicole a woman? A half woman? Would a sexual relationship with her be considered a lesbian relationship, and if not, what else could it be called?) ...and risk destroying my teaching career.

As I reviewed these options... I've always been a list person... I considered the pros and cons of each of my five choices:

1. Of course this was the most expedient of the options. It would solve all my issues (except I'd suddenly be jobless in an unfamiliar country).

2. This was also a logical option, although it would be an incredibly awkward conversation, and I had no idea whether she'd already told anyone what she knew, or whether she'd agree to comply with any of my stipulations.

3. Also a reasonable solution, because if anyone could be capable of resolving such a difficult situation, it would be Alexis. Except she'd surely fire me (which would look worse on my record than my quitting).

4. The very best of the options, if I managed to sidestep time travel being impossible.

5. Appealing in theory, but deep down, I knew the real me. When I was writing erotica, I was a risk-taker, a sexual explorer, and I needn't worry about any consequences (such as diseases, pregnancy, moral issues, etc.). But in the real world I was a coward who talked the talk, but I didn't very often walk the walk. When push came to shove, I was just like so many other women in the world...abiding by society's expectations, and never daring to cross any of those lines that I found so tempting.

As I prepared for bed, deciding not to respond to MistressA, or to answer any of my fan emails, which were beginning to pile up due to my neglect, I concluded that the best course of action would be a heartfelt one-on-one plea to Nicole. I knew she was arrogant, bossy and manipulative, but I was pretty sure she wasn't downright cruel.

I hurriedly composed an email to her:

From: Jasmine Walker

To: TransNikki

Urgent!

Please stop by my classroom at 8:30 tomorrow morning for a brief but frank discussion about our situation.

J

I went to the bathroom, pulled out a sleeping pill (I often can't sleep... which is one of the reasons I've become such a prolific writer quantity-wise during the past three years) and took it, desperate to get at least a decent night's sleep, before I needed to face the life-altering discussion I was contemplating. Oddly and embarrassingly, I was still completely oblivious to the life-altering conversation I was actually going to have tomorrow, and with whom!

9. THE APPLE IS EATEN

The sleeping pill worked too well, since I was awakened by someone banging on my door. A glance at my clock told me it was already five past nine! I was late for class, and I'd missed my meeting with Nicole.

I went and opened the door, and my whole class was standing there.

"We were so worried about you!" Samantha wailed, giving me a hug.

"Yeah, you're never late, and when we realized nobody had even seen you last night, we got worried," Lisa added.

I laughed (on the outside... inside, I was mortified), "Thanks for your concern, but I'm fine. I must have just taken a really effective sleeping pill last night. Please go back to class, and I'll join you there in a few minutes."

I saw Nicole standing at the back, her usual smile on her face, and also as usual, her thoughts were unreadable.

I quickly got dressed, thankful I'd showered last night, and hurried to class.

The morning flew by, while I resisted looking anywhere near Nicole, and thankfully she refrained from speaking at all, giving me the space I sorely needed to teach and to think.

It was at the beginning of English class when Ms. Penelope, a lovely woman who taught juniors, came in and told me I needed to go see Headmistress Alexis.

"Now?" I asked, petrified my secret might be out.

"No worries, I've got your class covered," Ms. Penelope reassured me, her cheery voice giving me a brief moment of hope this would just be a quick, inconsequential meeting. I showed her my lesson plan for that day's class and headed out to meet with Alexis, my fate unknown but worrisome.

While I figuratively marched to the gallows, I figured the worst-case scenario was I'd be fired, even though I hadn't deliberately or knowingly done anything unprofessional.

When I arrived outside the Headmistress's office, Amanda appeared oblivious to my arrival. I was about to speak, when I realized what she was doing... she was reading a story from Literotica on her laptop, which was the website where I posted numerous stories. At the time, it never occurred to me she might be reading one of my stories... there were over 250,000 stories on the website... but I asked, pretending not to notice she was reading porn at work... that wasn't my place... "What you reading?"

"A story called 'Taking Jasmine Walker'," she replied easily, looking up at me. "It's pretty good."

I imagine I suddenly looked sunburn red when I realized it wasn't only one of my stories, but a story where I was the main character, and I was being sexually dominated by a youngish British girl.

"You're here to see Mistress Alexis, are you not, Ms. Jasmine?" she asked, as if everything was perfectly normal.

Except I noticed she said 'Mistress' this time, instead of 'Headmistress'. I stammered, my mind reeling when some more rows of dominos began cascading down, "Y-y-yes."

"I'll just go check if she's ready to meet with you," Amanda said, standing up and leaving my story prominently on the screen as she disappeared.

All these coincidences were getting too close to home, and they... at least Amanda and 'Mistress' Alexis... must know that I was THE Jasmine Walker!' But the more I pondered that issue while I waited, the more I decided it just didn't seem possible! For one thing, I'd always... including recently... been very protective of my identity. And for another, why would they hire me if they knew about it? Except Alexis had addressed me by my Literotica pseudonym on the first day we met, and now Amanda was very openly reading a story where I portrayed myself as a submissive lesbian. There were a few too many coincidences all piling up at once!

Amanda emerged smiling, and she said as politely as ever, "She'll see you now, Ms. Jasmine."

I crept into the office a bundle of anxiety, desperately hoping my crazy fears were just that... crazy fears.

Just like the last time I was in her office, Alexis had her legs up on her desk, although this time she was wearing thigh-high black boots, which somehow made her appear even more powerful this time.

"Take a seat, Ms. Jasmine," Alexis greeted, her neutral tone giving away nothing. "And why don't you remove your heels? There's no reason you shouldn't be comfortable while we discuss... certain things."

"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, seating myself in the chair across from her desk and slipping out of my heels.

The Headmistress opened with a surprise. "Jasmine, do you remember our first conversation after you arrived? I didn't get around to telling you the real reason I hired you. Your obvious compassion for your students and your vast academic achievements were impressive, but there are tons of qualified teachers with similar experience to yours."

Her statement confused me even more. The first half of her statement listed the reasons I'd thought I was hired, but now she was telling me I'd been hired for some different principal reason.

"Then why was I hired?" I asked, my insecurity bubbling to the surface, while I desperately tried not to stare at the Headmistress's sexy knee-high black boots.

"Not quite yet... please hold onto that question for a moment," Alexis said, pressing her intercom button. "Amanda, you may come back in now."

"Yes, Mistress Alexis," Amanda's voice replied through the intercom before she joined us in the office a moment later.

"These boots are killing me; please take them off for me," Alexis ordered.

I thought that was a strange request, especially with me present, but I watched in intrigued voyeuristic awe, while Amanda approached her boss.

While Amanda was unzipping the first boot, Alexis explained, "I just got these new boots, but I think I must have gotten them a size too small. Senator Smith bought them for me while I was in DC with her."

"They look very nice," I said politely, trying to imagine those two powerful women doing something as mundane as going shopping together. My thoughts briefly strayed into the gutter, and I imagined the Senator on her knees between Alexis's legs.

"They are, but I've never worn boots before. It turns out they take a while to get used to," Alexis explained, as Amanda tugged the first boot off of her foot.

I couldn't stop myself from gazing at her stocking-clad foot and her perfectly painted toenails that were so close to me, even briefly forgetting about my predicament, when my hunger to submit to her suddenly seized control of me... again.

When Amanda pulled off the second boot, Alexis cursed, "Ah, shit! There's a run in my pantyhose! Go fetch me a new pair, Amanda."

"Of course," Amanda replied, immediately exiting the office to retrieve another pair of pantyhose.

"There's nothing worse than a run in your pantyhose," the powerful, beautiful woman said.

I joked, "Except maybe world poverty."

"Well yes, obviously after world poverty," she joked back amicably.

I was gradually becoming more relaxed when I realized that if she was going to fire me, she would have already done it by now. But instead, she'd launched us into a discussion about why I'd been hired in the first place. I had absolutely no idea where this discussion was headed, but wherever it was, if she'd been planning to fire me, there'd be no point.

Amanda returned with a packet of pantyhose, then Alexis turned her chair sideways and stood up, and in one quick motion, she tore off her pantyhose, leaving them in ruins. She then sat back down, and I watched as Amanda fell to her knees and laboriously fitted the brand new pantyhose onto her boss. I could only see the top of Amanda's head from my chair, and again I imagined Alexis having her pussy pleasured by the pretty blonde.

Alexis resumed speaking, as if it was perfectly normal for another woman to be dressing her in pantyhose. "So where were we?"

"The real reason you hired me," I reminded her, by now feeling almost painfully curious to learn where she'd take the statement she'd made just before she detoured to complain about her boots.

"Right," Alexis smiled. "We'll get there, but just one more side trip before that." She suddenly stood up, and this time turned around so her back was towards me, while Amanda tugged the pantyhose up her boss's legs, until the entirety of them were smoothly in place. I got a good look at her red panties, which perfectly matched her painted toenails.

"Thanks, my dear," Alexis said, turning back around and sitting back down in her chair.

"It's my pleasure, Mistress," Amanda replied courteously, although now she was looking directly at me.

"Okay, let's get back to our conversation," Alexis said, as she returned her once again stocking-clad feet to the top of her desk, so again it was a constant distraction to my crazy fetish mind.

"O-o-okay," I stammered, totally distracted again.

"You like... no, you love pantyhose, don't you?" Alexis asked, wiggling her pretty toes enticingly.

"I d-do find them quite s-s-sexy," I admitted, mesmerized by her toes.

"Then go ahead," she said.

"Go ahead, what?" I asked, confused.

"Massage my feet through the nylon fabric," she invited, shocking me.

I didn't say a word or move a muscle, astonished by what she'd just said.

"You can't resist it, Jasmine. For one thing, your eyes don't lie," she assessed correctly.

"I-I-I should get back to work," I stammered, the temptation to obey her instructions becoming increasingly strong.

"You're at work right now," she stated. "We're about to discuss some specifics about your future here at Chateau Johnson, and that qualifies as working."



"Pardon?" I asked, unable to resist taking another glance at her legs and feet.

Her tone veered slightly towards stern. "Look, Jasmine. I know everything about you."

My eyes went big, all my earlier worries bubbling back to the surface.

"You have a stockings fetish, you're particularly drawn to stocking-clad feet, and even more particularly to stocking-clad toes. Am I correct?"

"How could you possibly...." I began to ask.

"Just answer the question," Alexis interrupted, her tone now authoritative.

"Yes, you're correct!" I admitted in a loud whisper, now unable to make eye contact with her.

"My feet, Jasmine, they need attention. Begin with a nice gentle massage, my pet," she ordered before adding, stressing each word, "my... pet... teacher!"

My red face went another shade darker, because she'd just referenced the title of a story I'd written and posted online about a teacher becoming a submissive pet to a strong-willed seductive student. I knew I should refuse this task. I knew from years of writing about submissive characters that once they obeyed even the tiniest, most trivial intimate order, their (and now my) fall was inevitable. But her words seemed logical, just like massaging her feet seemed like something I was meant... even fated... to do. The universe had decided that I needed to obey all her commands. Still avoiding any eye contact, I stood up, approached her desk, and took one of her feet in my hands.

"Good girl," Alexis purred.

Her pantyhose were so silky smooth that I felt my pussy begin tingling the moment I touched her foot. I gently rubbed it while she continued speaking. "As I was saying, Jasmine, I know everything about you. For example, I know you're submissive, and that you've been sexually lost and frustrated ever since your cheating husband left you. So attempting to fill the emptiness of your sexual hunger, you started writing down your naughty submission fantasies," she said, thus revealing yet another nugget from her fount of knowledge about the secret side of me.

I tried not to react while I continued rubbing her beautiful nylon-covered foot, attempting to figure out how she could have managed to find out everything there was to know about me.

As if reading my mind, she said, "I bet you're wondering how I learned that you write under the pseudonym of Jasmine Walker."

I nodded nervously.

"I expect you to look at me while we discuss your future, is that clear?" she demanded softly, her tone conveying there was only one acceptable answer.

I looked up at her and answered, doing my best to avoid saying anything to increase her already formidable power over me. "Yes."

"Good girl, Jasmine," she said, her voice sweet again.

"Well, after I heard you speak at that conference, I decided you were very interesting, so I wished to discuss your ideas about improving the effectiveness of the educational system," she began explaining, as I continued massaging her silky foot.

"Unfortunately, I didn't get a chance that day, but as fate would have it, you were in the Internet Cafe at the airport when I came in to grab a mocha. Do you recall what you were doing?"

I flashed back and recalled that I'd arrived extra early for my flight home, so I'd been editing an updated version of my story 'Dirty Grandpa'. In particular, I was fixing various errors in the original release that my new and very thorough editor had pointed out... plus adding illustrations. "Yes, I was doing some editing."

"Yes, you were tidying up an erotic story that I'd read online and enjoyed immensely. Actually, the story gave me some great ideas to use during my own playtime," she complimented. "Other foot now, my pet."

I obeyed, continuing my submissive task while she continued, "It was a BDSM interracial story that was crammed full of naughtiness! I even recall a scene where your Domme used a phone to get her submissive pet off. Have you ever participated in that version of phone sex for real, Jasmine?"

"No ma'am," I answered. And then I cursed myself for using that respectful term, just like a submissive would do.

"Well, the phone ploy was an intriguing idea, but not very useful for this school," she said, which I thought was odd. I thought she might mean because the students were off limits, but I was wrong. Spoiler alert: she wouldn't be revealing the actual reason I'd been hired to me quite yet.

I continued silently massaging her stocking-clad foot like her servant, while I tried to figure out where she was taking all of this.

"So why did I hire you, you're probably asking yourself," she said, again reading my mind.

Yes, dammit! I wanted to scream, but instead I said mildly, "I once thought I knew the answer to that, but now I haven't a clue."

My insecurity must have been obvious, since she said, apparently trying to build my self-esteem back up, "Oh Jasmine! Your very impressive educational background played a key role in my hiring you, and so did your passion for your students' development, and even your creative and unorthodox style of teaching. But in addition to all those great assets, you're the complete package of what we're always looking for in our educators."

"I'm some kind of complete package?" I asked, still failing to understand what any of her verbal meanderings might mean.

"Yes. After reading your entire online library of erotica, I was confident that I knew you, and precisely how you'd be a perfect addition to the team at my school," she continued.

"I-I-I don't understand. You're saying you hired me because I write porn?"

"Porn? God, no! You don't write pornography, that's wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am crap. No, you write intricately developed, believable erotica that often brings out the inner slut in your readers," she complimented. "Totally unlike pornography, you're performing a valuable public service."

"Thanks," I said, still bewildered by this odd conversation, and by the foot massage I was still giving her.

"You're most welcome, my pet," she smiled beatifically. "So I was just telling you how confident I was that you'd be the complete package for our school."

"I still don't understand," I said.

"It's 11:25," she announced out of the blue.

"Yes, I guess it is," I agreed, glancing at her wall clock.

"I need to send someone a quick text," she said, reaching for her phone.

"Okay," I said, advancing my hands to her right calf.

A moment later, my phone buzzed.

"You should check that, in case it's Ms. Penelope," Alexis suggested.

Reluctantly, I abandoned Alexis's perfect legs and reached for my phone. When I picked it up, I saw a number I didn't recognize, but it was sent from this Area Code. Thinking it must indeed be from Ms. Penelope, I tapped on the message.

My pet,

This is MistressA, and it's time for you to experience the orgasmic bliss I promised you. Fall to your knees instantly, and crawl to your actual Mistress: Mistress Alexis!

I dropped my phone to the floor while waterfalls of reality cascaded over me. MistressA was also Headmistress Alexis! My face flushed bright red, my head got dizzyingly light, and instead of obeying her, I passed completely out from the shock of this stunning revelation!

When I came to, I was lying on the couch, still in Alexis's office, and she was standing above me holding a glass of water. "Drink this, my pet."

I accepted the glass and guzzled down all of it, as my surreal past twenty-four hours resumed just as confusingly as before.

"Are you familiar with the story of Hermaphroditus?" Mistress Alexis... my Mistress... asked. She was confusing me again. What did some minor Greek God have to do with anything?

But I didn't say anything, I just shook my head that I wasn't.

"Well, in Greek mythology, he was the child of the Gods Hermes and Aphrodite. He/she was a dual-sexed being, and he/she has historically been portrayed as a female figure with breasts, but with male genitals, which today we'd commonly categorize as intersex, transgendered, or less politely, she-male. Regardless of the term someone uses, today's society... and also pretty much throughout history... has mostly condemned people like this as so-called blasphemies against nature, and other such nonsense. But ironically, these mixtures of masculine and feminine attributes are also sometimes perceived as sacred symbols of marriage, where two become one. Anyway the point, my pet, is that trans people have always been judged because of something far beyond their control... their DNA. And the relevance of this discourse to you and me is that this school was established primarily to serve as a safe haven for these people."

Suddenly I felt like the sun was coming out from behind some dark, ominous clouds, and I could at long last see the light! I asked, seeking to confirm my sudden clarity, "So you're telling me that my students... our students, and all of them... are trans?"

"Yes, my pet," she smiled, joining me on the couch, her hand gently caressing my legs.

"And all the alumnae too?"

"Yes," she said gently with a soft smile.

"And you as well?" I asked, although by now I already knew the answer.

"Again, yes," she confirmed. "Your oh-so-feminine Mistress has a lovely homegrown cock."

Hearing my sophisticated boss use the word 'cock' felt strange, yet during this surreal moment we were sharing, it was just a natural progression.

"And all the teachers except me?" I asked, that being the only detail I still wasn't sure about.

"No, we have a strict no trans teachers regulation," she said, her hand sliding beneath my skirt.

"So w-w-why choose me?" I asked as I eagerly anticipated her intimate touch.

"As I said, you're the complete package," Alexis said. "Do you have any prejudice against... no, let me rephrase that... do you actively approve of transexuals, and now that you know I'm not asking this hypothetically, will you be willing to do whatever it takes to prepare our 'girls' to be successful in their lives?"

"If it was hypothetical, I'm not sure what my answer might be," I said thoughtfully. "But now that I've begun to know many of these very impressive girls personally, I think 'whatever it takes' is an understatement for how far I'd go for these wonderful young people."

"I knew you'd say something like that, and that I'd believe what you said," my Mistress approved. "But now about another thing. Have you successfully obeyed the order I emailed you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, then I covered my mouth when I realized I'd just declared my submissiveness to her.

"Don't worry, my pet. I am your Mistress, and there's no shame in admitting it. In fact, it was meant to be just as soon as I looked over your shoulder and realized who you were at that Canadian airport," she reassured me, just as... at long last... one of her fingers began touching my wet crotch through my pantyhose.

"But I still don't quite understand why you hired me," I said, desperate to understand why I'd been selected for this unexpected role.

"You're a great teacher, but you're also open-minded, dedicated, beautiful, and totally submissive to anyone you've decided you can absolutely trust," she said, before summarizing as she flicked my clit for the first time, "and therefore you're someone who'll fit into my school perfectly."

I let out a low moan just as soon as I felt her touching my clit.

"Have I earned your absolute trust, Jasmine?"

"Yes, you absolutely have, Mistress."

"Then get down on your knees for me, my pet. It's time for us to make all my extravagant promises to you come true," Alexis ordered, standing up.

I didn't hesitate to slide off the couch and onto my knees and look up at her with a big, uncontrollable smile on my face.



"Good girl," she purred. "You see, if you were one of my students, by now I would have completed a very thorough inspection of you... including all your physical attributes, plus all your emotional and sexual ones."

"Y-y-you have sex with the students?" I asked, once again astonished.

"Jasmine, you must understand... and begin exploring... the many benefits that come with being a member of our secret trans society. Whether you're a trans or not... and you're not, but no worries... once you're in, you're in for life, and just like in a sorority, everyone's undying loyalty is critical. I meet with all the seniors one by one right after they've turned 18, and that's when they submit to me unconditionally, and become official members of the Secret Society of the Trans Sisterhood for life," Alexis explained. "Then once we've established everyone's lifelong commitment to each other, then yes... we all have lots of sex with each other. And for you, all that wonderful sex will begin in just a few moments!"

She gazed down at me from her position of power and said, "So here we go. Are you ready to fully join our secret sisterhood, Jasmine? And again if you agree, it will be a lifelong commitment."

I'd entered this room expecting to get fired, but now I was about to declare my loyalty to a sexy secret sisterhood! My past twenty-four hours had been very strange indeed! I felt proud to answer like the good submissive I hoped always to be, "Yes, I truly am, Mistress."

"Then it's official... you're now irrevocably and forever one of us. Pamper your Mistress by kissing my feet," she ordered.

She lay down on the floor while I knelt upright, then she presented her feet to me one at a time until I'd kissed each of her ten toes individually through her pantyhose.



"Your cunt must be soaking wet by now," Alexis surmised correctly.

"I'm leaking like a garden faucet into my pantyhose," I admitted.

"Do you want to see my cock now?" she asked.

Gazing up into her eyes, hungry to suck her cock, and dying to be fucked by her cock, I answered sincerely, "Desperately!"

"It's been a while since you've had a nice big cock inside you, hasn't it?" she again surmised correctly.

"Not since college," I smiled self-effacingly. My ex-husband hadn't been blessed very much at all when it came to size.

"Then you must be famished by now," she continued saying correctly.

"I'm a woman who's existed in the desert of denial for many years, Mistress," I confessed.

She unzipped her corset and dress, and let them fall to the floor. Her firm package was barely contained by her panties, and her plum-coloured pantyhose showcased her semi-hard cock beautifully.

"Go ahead, set my feminine manhood free, and give yourself a treat," she ordered.

Doing my best to act somewhat mysterious and intriguing myself, I didn't go directly for her very appetizing-looking cock, but instead I extended my tongue and slowly slithered it up her silky leg to her crotch. I then placed my mouth directly on her cock and blew warm air onto her stiffness. I felt it flex in its restrictive containment and smiled, as I left it behind to slither my wet tongue down her other leg.

"You naughty little cock-tease," Alexis purred, "I'm going to make you pay for that, my slut."

Being called a slut, albeit hers, was surprising, yet the gush into my pantyhose contradicted any hint that I might be offended. I slithered back up to her cock, and with my hands trembling, I pulled her pantyhose down, followed by her underwear, and thus unleashed the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person! It was over nine inches long, erect and ready!

"Do you like my cock, my pet?" Alexis asked, her tone conveying that she already knew how I felt.

"It's absolutely huge," I said, feeling totally in awe, while I wrapped my left hand around it.

"Show me how much you love it, Jasmine," Alexis instructed.

I obeyed, my mouth watering in anticipation. I opened my mouth and took the mushroom top into my mouth. I employed my tongue teasingly as I swirled it around and around clockwise, bathing her cockhead in my saliva. I noticed I was still completely clothed, while she was now completely naked, but I didn't feel at all like complaining... just worshipping her enormous cock was heavenly all by itself!



"You're a natural little cocksucker, aren't you, Jasmine?" she moaned.

I moaned in agreement against her cock, creating subtle vibrations that I hoped were tantalising her. I wanted to give her the best blow job ever to prove my worth to her, so I utilised my special saliva trick. I collected an abundance of wetness in my mouth, which administered a whirlpool effect to her cock. (My ex-bastard had loved this technique, and I hoped she did too.)

"Oh, my, that feels soooo good, my pet!" she intoned with her fingers in my hair, her voice sounding pleasantly surprised.

I continued using my unique technique on her, while I ever so gradually began taking more and more of her cock into my mouth. I wasn't certain I'd be able to swallow all nine of her inches... it was greater than twice the size of my former husband's pathetic little model... but I was sure going to give it my best shot.

"Fuuuck! I clearly made an excellent choice when I hired you," Alexis moaned, as I was now taking more than two-thirds of her rock-hard perfection inside my mouth, and its head was now knocking on the entrance to my throat.

I once again moaned in agreement, as I continued wielding my determination to deep throat my first-ever trans cock.

As if reading my mind, she purred, "You want to swallow it all, don't you, my randy cocksucking teacher?"

I backed off of her cock briefly so I could relax my jaw for a moment, and I answered, "Yes, Mistress! I want all of you inside my mouth and down my throat!"

"And how about inside your cunt?"

"Fuck yes," I replied, my pussy gushing once again at the thought.

"And how about your ass, my pet? Is that mine, too?"

"It's been years since I've done anal, Mistress. But you're my Mistress and I trust you absolutely, so you know what's best for me," I explained like a good submissive.

"That sounds like a line from one of your stories," she smiled, pulling my face up to hers and kissing me hard.

Breaking the kiss, she asked, her hand venturing under my skirt and directly to my wet, needy pussy, "Is the reality as good as your fantasies, my pet?"

"Aaaah, yes," I babbled. "This is SOOO good!"

"You're soaking wet, my slut. Why is that?" she asked, wanting to hear me say the words.

"It's from various factors, Mistress. Years of fantasies now becoming reality, at last my becoming the submissive I've always longed to be, my lengthy dry spell in recent years, and of course your magnificent cock," I listed.

"Are you ready for my big cock to plumb your depths, Jasmine?" she asked.

"Ready and willing," I whimpered, her finger applying pressure to my pussy lips through my sheer pantyhose.

"Now strip, stand up, climb on top of my desk, and hunker way down, my pet," she ordered.

I stripped completely, then scurried a little too eagerly onto the top of her desk, and crouched way down like she'd told me to.

"You're so fucking eager! Just like I anticipated when I hired you," she said, sauntering over to me, her big fuck stick swaying with her movements.

Right now, I wanted her inside me more than I'd ever wanted anyone in there ever before.

Reaching me, she rubbed her cock up and down my ass crack. I started praying she wasn't going to take my ass, at least not yet, so I was thankful when I felt her cock touching my pussy lips. She leaned against me and asked, "Are you ready for me to make my earlier email promises come true? Because things are about to get very intense!"



"Yeeeeeees," I moaned, with her cock nestling between my pussy lips, but not yet inside me.

"You'll always obey me?" she quizzed, her cock that close to being inside me.

"Yes, your slightest whim, Mistress. Just like I've always longed to do while I was writing my stories, I'll be a perfect submissive for you," I agreed with abject sincerity.

"Hmmmm," was all she said, just before she slowly pushed herself forward into my hot box.

"Fuuuuuck," I half-screamed, the feeling of a cock... of her cock inside me delivering instant euphoria.

She slowly filled me up, and I was surprised when I felt the weight of her body resting against my ass cheeks, meaning that all nine inches were inside me. I felt so completely filled up, yet I wanted even more. "I'm completely inside your cunt, my pet," she said unnecessarily, because I already knew that.



"It feels soooooooo good," I moaned, then summoned the courage to request, "Will you please fuck me now, Mistress?"

"As you wish," she answered, and she began sliding in and out of me, but only very slowly at first.

"Fuck yes, that's sooooo good," I whimpered deliriously. My cunt was finally being given the attention it had been craving for so long!

For a couple of minutes, she fucked me slowly, and my longer than two-day orgasm buildup was reaching critical mass. As if she was reading my body, Alexis suggested, "You might want to hold onto the desk, my pet. It's time for you to get a good hard fucking."

I grabbed the corner of the desk for some stability, and then started screaming while her body slammed into me over and over, going deeper and harder than anything had ever gone inside me before. "Shiiiiiiiiiit!!!"

Alexis then climbed on top of her desk to join me, and then she rolled me onto my back, crouched above me and asked, "Have you ever done the Pile Driver position?"

"No, never," I admitted.

"Then hold onto your hat," she growled (a bit nonsensically since I wasn't wearing one), then totally unlike her earlier smooth stroking, she began really pounding the shit out of me! "You like that, slut?" she grunted, as she kept slamming into me with wild aggression!

"I sure do, Mistreeeeess," I answered, my body surrendering entirely to the pleasure her hard fucking was inflicting on it.



"Don't come yet," Alexis ordered suddenly, while her body continued its fast-paced assault on mine.

"Kkkkkk," I acknowledged weakly, not certain whether I'd be able to apply the brakes to my rising tide when it was already so close to crashing its breakers on the rocks.

"I want us both to come together, my pet," she said, "So don't you dare come until I tell you to!"

"Yes Mistress," I agreed. Her sudden threatening tone was a real departure from her typical sweet demeanor.

After another minute or two of hard, deep thrusts into my pussy, I knew I was on the brink of bliss, so I really needed to concentrate to avoid exploding before she gave me permission.

Her own grunts were getting heavier, so I wasn't surprised when she grunted, "I'm really close my pet, are you?"

"Yeeeeeeess," I answered, now fully concentrating on not coming until she uttered those magic words of permission.

"I'm so close, my pet... you may come in five, four, three... get ready, my slut... two, one... now!" she demanded, as her first spray of cum flooded into me, triggering my own life-changing, earthquaking orgasm.

The wild and crazy sounds hurtling out of my mouth didn't even sound human as I screamed like a jackal in heat: "Aaaaaahfuuuuuuuckoooooooooheeeeeeeeeeeeeegod!!!"

Our bodies collided in one lust-filled climatic moment, and then my body went limp, as the most euphoric and unreal pleasure imaginable quaked through me like an earthquake tearing through us like ten on the Richter Scale!

Unlike many men, who quit moving the moment they'd shot their loads, Alexis continued fucking me throughout my entire orgasm, which didn't ever seem to want to end!

Finally, a couple of the most satisfying minutes of my entire life came to an end, and she pulled her cock out of me, then pulled my mouth up to hers, and kissed me hard. Her tongue danced around inside my mouth, and I returned the favour by eagerly exploring hers.

Breaking our kiss, she pulled away and said, "Well, that's a delicious-looking cream pie."

I could feel her cum inside me and leaking out as well as I was still enjoying the aftermath of an amazing life-changing orgasm.

She said, "I'm sorry my pet, but you need to get back to your class."

"I do?" I asked, surprised.

"Yes. Our girls need to see your bright red Headmistress-Alexis-just-fucked-my-brains-out-and-it-was-so-DAMN-good cheeks, and inhale the heady aroma of sex that's wafting off of you, so they'll know that you're now 100% one of us," Alexis explained, climbing down off her desk to the floor, and handing me my pantyhose.

"O-I-well-ok," I stammered, my fogged-up brain beginning to look around and recall that there was a real world out there that needed relating to. All my students were about to see... and smell... that I'd just gotten fucked, and fucked hard... and the part of that I really had to struggle to wrap my head around was... around here, this was something I could be openly proud of!

"We'll continue your training a bit later on, my pet," Alexis promised while I climbed back into my clothes, and then... "now go," she ordered, smacking my ass goodbye for now.

"Yes Mistress," I agreed, then I staggered out of her office feeling disoriented.

Amanda looked up at me knowingly, and said with a big grin, "I'm so happy you decided to stay with us forever, Ms. Jasmine."

"So am I," I agreed, and I meant it.

"You must have had a great time in there... I heard you screaming a lot."

"You listened to me?" I gasped.

"Don't take it personally, Mistress Alexis actually encourages me to listen in while she's having sex. So in part thanks to you, I had a very nice cum just now."

"Well... umm... glad I could help... I guess."

"And by the way, 'Taking Jasmine Walker' is a great story," she complimented. "You should be proud."

"Thanks," I blushed. This conversation was so surreal!

"I hope to be 'taking Jasmine Walker' myself someday soon," she grinned deviously, as I wondered if she had a pussy or a dick... she was just so absolutely beautiful and both possibilities seemed so perfect.



"I'm already looking forward to that, sexy," I replied flirtatiously, already speculating about what her cock might look and feel like. "I'm just beginning to learn the ropes around here. Would it be rude for me to ask if you have a dick?"

"Not at all, and yes I do," she answered with a big grin. "It's not huge like Mistress Alexis's, but it's a nice one. Would you like to play with it sometime?"

"If that's allowed, I'd love to. But whether or not, I'm sure I'd enjoy doing whatever with you," I replied as I suddenly realized she had to have a dick... she was an ex-student here.

"Then we'll have to get together sometime soon," she said, to seal the deal. "I'm a big fan of whatever."

Our playful banter ended, and I began my brief walk... around here, not a walk of shame, but the opposite... back to my classroom, where all the girls would see my just-completed submission to Mistress Alexis written all over my red face, and would smell it in the air. Reaching my classroom door, I took a deep breath and said to myself, "What the hell? Half of my class has already done what I just did, so nobody's going to judge me for it."

I opened the door and entered my classroom, silently declaring my new status as a full-fledged member of the Secret Society of the Trans Sisterhood, attested to by my red cheeks, while my cum and Alexis's cum leaked fragrantly out of my cunt and into my very soiled pantyhose.

10. THE SEXUAL FOOD CHAIN (REVELATIONS)

In the classroom when I entered, my students were divided into a few groups, quizzing each other about elements of Hamlet's first two acts. I'm not sure this was true, but it felt like everyone present was judging me favourably, since they knew exactly where I'd just been and what I'd done there.

I went up to my desk and asked Ms. Penelope, "Did everything go well?"

"Perfectly," she answered, "these girls have really matured since I was teaching them."

"Great," I said. "Well, thanks for covering for me."

"No problem," she said, "It's always nice to see my ex-students again, and I miss teaching Hamlet."

Although I was nervous and felt that every set of eyes was boring into me, I pretended nonchalance as I strolled around in the classroom, checking on how the girls were doing with the quiz questions I'd scheduled for them today.

Not surprisingly, Nicole was the first one who asked me a question. "I understand why Hamlet is so melancholy, but what I don't understand is why he isn't complaining endlessly about his mother's incestuous marriage to his uncle?"

"Back then, you didn't ever question the king's decisions, or you might lose your head," I explained. "Plus in Hamlet's case, a little way down the road we're going to see his two major character flaws... indecisiveness, and his lack of the ability to act on his feelings in a timely manner."

"That's a problem I think I just had," Nicole smiled enigmatically, just as the bell rang.

As my students filed out, Nicole came over to me and whispered, "Did Headmistress Alexis just get to you first?"

I didn't respond, but my bright red cheeks and lack of eye contact were an answer in themselves.

"Then just like Hamlet," she continued whispering, "I waited a day too long. I'd originally planned to make you mine last night, but instead, I decided to give you some time to come to grips with your fate."

"My fate?" I asked, confused by her choosing that word.

"Yes, your fate to become my personal teacher plaything," she said. Then as she began walking away, she added, her tone authoritative, "Leave your bedroom door unlocked tomorrow night, Ms. Jasmine."

She kept walking as I protested, "Nicole, that can't happen."

She turned back just before reaching the door, smiled wickedly, and said, "Ms. Jasmine, this isn't a negotiation. Do as you're told and leave your door unlocked for me."

"But..." I began, but she cut me off with a cold-as-ice glare, even though she was still smiling, and said, "Enough! One more hint of disobedience, and you'll be punished," she threatened, playing her power card on me (the same one my Dommes had used so many times in my erotica at the key moment in my plot, when the submissive is torn between crossing the line into the unknown, and the scary but exciting world of submission).



I didn't respond, but instead, I gave her a look that I hoped she'd interpret as my pleading with her to reconsider.

But she didn't reconsider even for a moment. "Good girl, Ms. Jasmine. Tomorrow night your ass is mine," she promised, and then she was gone before I could say or do anything else.

I went to my desk and collapsed into my chair, where I replayed the past hour. A mixture of emotions swarmed through me while I struggled to use my alleged powers of deduction to dig down to the essence of this school's philosophy and practices, plus its secret society, and my role in all of this. In the end, I realized that Alexis had never gotten around to explaining why she'd chosen me to teach here. She'd hinted at a few things and said I was a 'complete package', whatever that meant, but she hadn't ever explained exactly what quality or qualities she valued in me clearly enough for me to understand.

But I also had other questions. Had she planned to make me her submissive from the very beginning? As in from as far back as that first phone call?

Did she hire me for my teaching credentials, or primarily my submissive tendencies that she'd figured out from reading my stories?

Are all the teachers at this school submissive to her? In other words, is she fucking all of us? In retrospect, that would make a lot of sense.

Am I now just one of her many submissive fuck toys?

What more will she expect from me going forward?

Also, does she know about Nicole's intentions for me and the power she seems to wield over all of her fellow students? And if so, does she approve? Alexis appears to be a benign dictator. Nicole doesn't.

And what now?

What now?

What now?

That last question kept repeating in my head while I tried to come to grips with a future... my future... that had now spun totally out of my control. I'd always been in control of my destiny, always known my role as an accomplished teacher, and as a mother and a wife. But as I pondered my current predicament, I realized that now I didn't comprehend my current role as a teacher, or even as a submissive... apparently to both Alexis and Nicole!

I was so confused, but I had no one to go to so I could ask all my questions. Frustrated, I was heading to my door to go to the staff room and eat my lunch, trying to pretend that my entire world hadn't been turned completely upside down in a single morning when a cum face coated Lisa peeked into the door and looked nervous.

"I have a gift for you,", she said nervously.



"Come inside and close the door," I said, not wanting her to get any more attention from her cream-coated face.

"Thank you," she said, quickly coming into my room and closing the door.

Once inside, I asked, assuming I knew the answer, "Is that Nicole's load?"

"Yes," she nodded.

"And she sent you here?" I surmised.

"Yes," she said.

"Well, you do look very pretty with that cum all over you," I said, since she had to know Nicole's plan with me.

"I bet you would too," she said, smiling for the first time.

"Here I have a tissue to help clean up," I said.

"Actually," She said, taking my hand just as I went to walk to my desk.

"What?" I asked.

"You are supposed to clean my face."

"I am?"

"Yes, she told me this is your lunch."

"Oh my," I said, the cum indeed looking quite appetizing on her pretty face, her sexy English accent adding to this surreal conversation.

After a brief hesitation, I went to scoop a big wad of her face and she added, "With your tongue and lips."

"Oh."

"I can't leave until every drop is cleaned up," she said.

"Well, I guess I better get to work then," I said, before adding as I moved to kiss her lips that had a trace of cum, "I am quite famished."

"From getting shagged by Headmistress?" she said, just as I kissed her... the word shag not one I had ever heard used in real life... but was so hot.

Breaking the kiss, I admitted, "Yes, she shagged me damn good," before I moved up and licked some cum off her forehead.



"Yeah, she can really give a rogering," she added.

"That's not one I've heard before," I said, moving down her face and licking up and savouring wad after wad of Nicole's gooey cream.

"Dogging is another English term," She said.

"Isn't that when you fuck strangers outside?" I asked.

"It is."

"Well, that sounds pretty hot," I said.

"It's on my bucket list," she admitted.

"To give or receive?" I asked, feeling oddly liberated to have such a conversation with a student and oddly not at all finding it awkward to be eating my cum lunch off her pretty face.

"I'd like to try both," she admitted, as I moved my hand under her skirt.

"Oh my, very nice," I said, feeling brazen in my horny submission... briefly ignoring my position of power... although that was more an allusion I was learning.

"I plan to shag you good once you submit to Nicole," she said, this time kissing me.

When she broke the kiss, I asked, "Does everything revolve around Nicole here?"

"Nicole or Headmistress," She answered, as I licked more of the cum.

"I see," I said and with a couple of more licks I had cleaned her all up. "All done."

"Thank you," she said.

"Any time," I responded, this being the first actual thing I had ever done with a student and perhaps the kinkiest thing I had ever done.

"I'll keep that in mind," she said, before walking out.

After taking a deep breath, I shook my head at my nasty behaviour, and finally headed to the staff room although no longer really as hungry.

.....

My Friday afternoon classes were anti-climatic, because Nicole and various other girls were absent so they could travel some distance to a beach volleyball tournament, and they wouldn't be back until sometime tomorrow, depending upon how far they progressed in the tournament. I know what you're thinking, but this was southern California, so why wouldn't their volleyball games be the beach variety? And yes, they played wearing thong bikinis. Thankfully (for me), Alexis was their coach, so she too would be gone until tomorrow sometime, which would give me some alone time to reflect on everything.

That evening I kept my eyes open for any evidence of a bizarre secret society lurking among the students and/or teachers, but everything looked normal. Some of the other teachers and I played the board game Taboo, which was hilarious, and watched the movie Ted on the large screen TV in our break room, which was also surprisingly hilarious, even though it was based on such a stupid premise.

It wasn't until I was alone in my room that night, when the memories of this bizarre day, of the past few days, came rushing back in. Curious, I clicked on my laptop to see if either Alexis or Nicole had emailed me, now that a few cats were out of the bag so to speak, regarding all of our various secret identities.

Checking my emails, I found more than seventy-five of them... a positive impact from the release of a new story, and an especially good response because it was illustrated.

I returned to my email backlog and began reading and replying. Many of the emails were from regular supporters who tended to send me their praise, comments or concerns. I read every comment (all of which I greatly appreciate), and this time quite a few of the comments said how much the illustrations had enhanced the story, others asked when part two would be released, and still others were mostly praising the story, although two of them pointed out that it ended without much happening (which was true, since I'd originally planned to release it as a massive novella, but since the artist needed more time to draw the images than I'd anticipated, I'd decided to release it in separate chapters). Lastly, other emails commented about different stories, asking when those sequels were coming out. (Sequels, by the way, are usually a lot tougher to write than the original stories... since I'm much more about the journey than I am about the final destination.)



An hour and a half later I thought I was finished with all the emails, when one more popped up. (These emails are one of the main reasons I write.) This one was a heartfelt email thanking me for my stories, and how they'd helped inspire her to finally accept the nature of her own sexuality.

From: Tabitha Takk

To: Jasmine Walker

Literotica: Feedback for

Dear Ms. Jasmine

I am sure you get this all the time, but I really love your writing. I have long questioned my sexuality, and all my curiosity came to a climax after reading your Bedding the Babysitter series, when all my lingering doubts disappeared, and I was finally able to embrace my submissive side. As I read the series, I felt you were describing my own life, even though I've never been a cheerleader. I identified with and felt Jenny's insecurities quite strongly, since I too have frequently questioned my sexuality in similar ways. Just like Jenny, I am shy, cute, and a bookworm. I was never an outcast, but I haven't ever run around with the popular crowd either. Then when Jenny and Ashley fell for each other, I felt some very sweet heat in both my heart and my loins.

Your series has finally helped me to accept that I'm a lesbian, so now I just need to figure out how to tell the girl I've been crushing on forever how I feel. (I think she's a lesbian too.)

Thank you for inspiring me, and I hope to read all of your stories, as time permits.

Your grateful fan,

Tab

P.S.: No matter where you take this story in future parts, please keep Jenny and Ashley together... their relationship is so romantic, so sweet, and the sex was downright hot (and a bit nasty).

My heart warmed upon learning that my series had helped this young(?) girl come to grips with her own sexuality, and it occurred to me... I think for the first time...that my writing had done the same thing for me. I'd wanted to experiment with a woman (Mistress Alexis, although it turned out she isn't the only one), and my writing had assisted me in making that into a reality. (Sure, she turned out to be a trans, but that's mostly semantics... although I was still looking forward to tasting a pussy directly from the source someday. And good news... all the teachers had pussies, and unless I'd misunderstood Mistress Alexis, they all liked to fool around!)

I typed up a response to Tabitha... I try to always reply to all my emails, as time permits, since I too enjoy getting emails, and if someone spends the time to write to me, I should return the favour.

Finally... exhausted... I shut down my laptop and hit the hay. My body was so thoroughly wiped from the eventful day, that I was unconscious almost from the moment my head hit the pillow.

....

The next morning (a Saturday) there was a knock at my door just after ten in the morning... apparently I'd slept more than eleven hours! I slipped into my robe and went to the door. The robe was pretty see-through, but given all the crazy I kept learning about this place, I was pretty sure whoever it was would be female, and she wouldn't object.

"Who is it?" I asked through the closed door.

"It's Penelope," the voice on the other side replied.

I opened the door, and she was carrying a tray of breakfast. "May I come in?" she asked politely.

"Sure," I said with a yawn, still waking up.

"I just had to make sure you were okay. Learning the unique truth that exists around here can be rather stressful," Penelope explained, as she set the tray down on my small kitchen table.

"I'm just fine," I assured her, although in truth, I wasn't sure I'd come to grips with everything yet.

She laughed. "I remember vividly when I first learned about all of this. I was called to Alexis's office just like you were, completely oblivious to what was about to transpire. Did you have any clue at all before she started explaining things?"

"No, although I can now see that I failed to notice lots of clues," I answered as I sat down at the table, suddenly feeling famished.

"Isn't that the truth?" Penelope replied, as if reflecting back to being awakened from her own innocence.

"So she had sex with you too?" I asked.

"With all of us," Penelope explained. "She handpicks her staff based on a number of qualities... primarily teaching ability, beauty, and submissiveness."

"I still find the whole trans school idea quite shocking," I said, taking a sip of orange juice.

"So do I, and I've been here for six years," Penelope agreed. "Yet the power this school wields rivals Harvard, and that's one of the most prestigious colleges in the world!"

"So it's true? All the alumnae are trans?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Even Senator Smith?"

"Definitely Senator Smith," Penelope asserted, her tone shifting towards our sharing secrets as she asked, "Where do you think all our funding comes from?"

"I assumed it was large tuitions," I said.

"Nope, tuitions don't play any part at all in our finances. Every girl here is the beneficiary of a full ride scholarship, resulting from a meticulous recruiting program run by some of our alumnae," Penelope explained.

"Wow!" I yelped. The avalanche of astonishing information about this place just kept snowballing!

"It's a very impressive system, actually," Penelope added.

"So it seems," I agreed.

"So how are you bearing up under all of this?" Penelope asked, waving her hands vaguely in the air to indicate everything.

"Well, I have to admit it's been quite a shock..." I began, and paused.

"But..." she prompted, suggesting that somehow she already knew what I was about to say.

"But I can't deny that it was..." I paused again, unsure about how I should say what I wanted to say.

"I have a suggestion. How about you just come right out and tell me that Mistress Alexis gave you the very best orgasm of your entire life, just like she did to me?" she finished for me.

"You too?" I asked, excited I wasn't the only one who'd felt so liberated when I submitted myself body and soul to a trans woman.

"It was the very first time I ever came from fuuuu..." she paused, unsure whether she should swear in my presence.

It was my turn to finish a thought by casting aside all the invisible demands of propriety, "From getting royally fucked by a big-cocked trans?"

She laughed and blushed, "Yes, I'd only ever come from oral sex, until that fateful day."

"Well, I've definitely come from having a cock in my pussy before," I admitted, "but now all of those prior experiences feel like I was playing in the sexual minor leagues for my entire life, and suddenly I've been turned loose to frolic in the majors!"

"Except once you've been accepted into this major league, you'll never be sent back down," she joked.

"I just can't imagine it's possible for sex ever to be that good again," I confessed.

"Oh, trust me, it'll always be amazing from now on. Alexis has the ability to push you to new sexual heights you've never envisioned were possible," Penelope said. "And all the rest of us have been paying attention to everything she's been teaching us, so we're no slouches either," she promised.

"What exactly have you learned?" I asked, instantly feeling curious.

"Nope, I don't want to spoil all those delightful surprises for you... I'll let you find them out for yourself, Jasmine," she smiled. Then unexpectedly, she leaned in and kissed my lips.

I was surprised, but far from displeased. I melted into her lips, as we tentatively explored each other's tongues. Then breaking the kiss, she apologized, "I'm sorry. It's just that you're so adorably sweet."

I blushed and admitted, "I have a confession to make."

"Confess away, then," she joked. "But of course the best confessions are always made while you're on your knees. And since you've finished your breakfast, why don't I go sit on your bed, and you can kneel down to me there?"

After I followed her up the two stairs to my bedroom area, she went and sat down on the edge of my bed. I happily got down on my knees for her, and then I leaned forward and gave her pussy a little kiss through her dress.

"Oh dear! You just keep getting more and more adorable," she giggled, gazing down at me.

Deciding just to tell it to her straight, I admitted, "If we're about to have sex, I need to tell you I've never been with a woman before."

"Never been with a woman with a cunt, you mean," she corrected me with a smile, spreading her legs wider, but with her dress still concealing her forbidden fruit.

I blushed while I said flirtatiously, "True, but I hope we're going to change the cunt part of that equation right away."

"Have I mentioned how fucking adorable you are?" Penelope purred, and then she removed her dress and opened her legs wide, thus revealing she wasn't wearing panties.

I crawled between her legs and without another word, I began sucking her clit through her pantyhose.

"Oh myyyyyy," she moaned, pleased by my aggressiveness.

This interlude was about to become another first, one I'd fantasized about for years, which would release another new me to come out and play (in addition to the new me who'd now had sex with a hot trans woman). My new disdain for society's expectations was liberating, and it allowed my long-suppressed so-called 'unacceptable' carnal desires to flood to the surface, so I could act on them. I shook my head back and forth and up and down on Penelope's pussy, which was quickly becoming sopping wet. I continued my doglike actions for a minute or two before she dramatically ripped her expensive pantyhose to shreds and cast them aside.

"Lick me, you hungry little slut," Penelope, growled, now completely naked. I wondered whether this was going to become a habit... my sex partners getting naked in a hurry, while I took my own sweet time in following their lead.

In any case, I didn't hesitate to dive back between her legs and start licking her glistening pussy lips. All my years of watching porn, writing fantasies, and masturbating late at night hadn't remotely prepared me for how fantastic her pussy tasted, or just how empowering it was to know that all her moans and whimpers were because of me! I definitely wanted to be her slut and her cunt-licking little slave. Her pussy was completely shaved, unlike my own neatly trimmed cunt, and I almost literally drowned in my submissiveness to her.



"That's it, Jasmine! You love my cunt, don't you?" she cried out.

"Yes indeed," I moaned into her pussy.

She shoved my head away and gazed down at me, "Beg for it, my eager little dyke."

I looked up, my face already wet with her juices, and begged, "Oh please, Penelope, let me get you off! I need to taste your cum! Please let me serve you!"

She smiled naughtily and asked, "Do you know we have a hierarchy here, and you're now the Bottom Slut on our food chain?"

I didn't. "I don't understand what you mean."

"There's a hierarchy among all the teachers here at Chateau Johnson for Girls, and it's based on seniority. I've been the Bottom Slut for a bit longer than five years, so I've been satisfying all the sexual whims of the other teachers, and I mean all of them... they have lots and lots of whims! But now it's your job to satisfy them all," she explained.

My cunt gushed, but I tried to pretend I was shocked instead of delighted, "You're not serious?"

"You're a terrible actress, Jasmine. I can easily see my news is really turning you on," she assessed correctly. "We weren't allowed to touch you, or even to tell you anything at all about our behind-the-scenes fun and games, until after Headmistress Alexis had officially turned you, but now that she has, you've officially become our Bottom Slut."

"Okay, but what does that entail?" I asked, feeling turned on, but wary.

"Work is work; you'll still be treated as an equal whenever school is in session. Actually, we're all very impressed by your credentials and initiative, so we'll probably be asking for your advice fairly often. But in the evenings and over the weekends, whenever you're not Ms. Jasmine the teacher and you become Pet Jasmine, Slave Jasmine, Cunt-Licker Jasmine, or whatever else any of your Mistresses decide to call you, you're literally at our beck and call," she revealed.

"Okay, I've got it, and I promise to do my best. But what about the students?" I asked worriedly, my head once again spinning.

"The younger ones haven't a solitary clue about any of the sexual depravity that goes on here, but the seniors learn all about it shortly after they turn eighteen and Alexis initiates them. But everybody knows about, and abides by the Secret Society Code, meaning that all of the students, staff and alumnae know that all our girls have dicks, that information is Top Secret, and nobody else in the world is ever privy to it," Penelope continued explaining. "Actually the girls' parents are slightly a grey area, and some of them suspect various things, but if they start asking questions, we all refuse to confirm or deny anything... even including their own daughters."

"But last weekend I saw Ms. Angela come out of the bathroom with what I've now figured out was cum on her face and in her hair," I said, working to fit all the puzzle pieces together.

"Yes... well... that's the other grey area. Nicole and her posse kind of have free rein around here."

I had to ask. I had to know. "Why?"

"You really don't know, do you?" Penelope asked with a knowing smirk.

"Know what?" I asked, frustrated by how little I still seemed to know.

"Nicole is Headmistress Alexis's favourite niece," Penelope revealed.

"Oh!" was all I could muster, as dozens of puzzle pieces suddenly locked themselves together just as soon as that missing piece fell into place.

"Before this year, no student had ever dared to attempt fucking a teacher, which is why our Bottom Slut's duties were so important," Penelope continued. "But this year, Nicole has been having lots of fun one by one seducing every teacher here."

"Including you?" I asked.

"I was her first," she admitted. "She surprised me the first Saturday morning after the school year started. She invited me to go for a walk in the woods with her, and knowing who her aunt was, I felt obligated to accept. Then when we reached a deserted location, she started stripping off her clothes, and mine too. I objected that I was her teacher and her taking such liberties was unspeakably improper, but I wasn't very convincing, not even to myself. You see, I was really horny at the time, since earlier that morning I'd been servicing Ms. Cameron, and she hadn't given me anything back. I knew that Nicole had a cock of course, but only then did I learn how huge it was, and that she was very proficient in using it. "

"Was it good?" I asked.

"Oh my God," she gasped. "If you don't mind being totally dominated, which I know you and I don't, it was absolute dynamite! Not as mind-blowing as being fucked by her aunt, but it was damn close!"



"She told me she's coming to my room tomorrow night, and my ass is hers. So you recommend I let her in?"

"That's irrelevant, because she won't give you any choice. But you won't be sorry, because she'll give you an experience you won't forget in a hurry. She'll blow your mind!"

"This is all just so crazy!" I pointed out, still struggling to come to grips with this wild and crazy world I was now beginning to participate in.

"No, what's crazy right now is how long we've been chatting while you've been neglecting my pussy," she said, snapping her fingers.

Catching her drift, I once again leaned forward and returned to making another of my fantasies a reality. I took my time as I enjoyed the syrupy sweetness of her pussy. I slowly licked up and down her pussy lips while exploring her, then every once in a while detouring to her clit for a brief tease.

I don't know how long I'd been licking her so lavishly before she abruptly demanded, "Freeze!"

I did. Then while I wondered what she had in mind, I let her tug me up onto my bed to join her there. She laid on her back with me kneeling between her legs, she got me to lift her right leg more or less straight up into the air, and ordered, "Finger me, slut."

I smiled naughtily, knowing I was about to drive her crazy, and I obeyed her by jamming not one, but two fingers into her pussy. I then... how do I describe it... kind of trembled my left arm, so my fingers inside her were behaving very much like a powerful vibrator.

"Fuuuck, yes," she moaned, "Finger fuck me hard!"



I obeyed her by continuing to tremble my fingers inside her, and soon I felt her pleasure accelerating towards her goal.

"Oh shit, don't stooooop," Penelope whimpered, now completely at my mercy. Her pet was now in control, and loving it!

Still finger banging her, I leaned down and sucked her clit into my mouth, then I swirled my tongue around it, while simultaneously shaking my head back and forth like a terrier playing tug of war, still trembling my fingers inside her, and after only a few seconds of all this concentrated attention, I was rewarded with her flood of cum!

"I'm coooooooooming," she screamed as her legs tightened, and she grabbed my head and pulled it snugly against her.

As her juices flooded out of her, I eagerly lapped and lapped up her juices. Just like I'd known the moment I'd submitted to Alexis that it was right, I now knew that submitting to Penelope was right too.

Once her orgasm had calmed down, she pushed me away. "Sorry, I'm a bit sensitive now."

"Sorry," I replied, looking down at her, my face coated with her cum.

"Don't be sorry, that was amazing! I can't believe you've never eaten pussy before," she gasped, her breathing still erratic. "And where did that human vibrator thing come from? That was incredible!"

"Well, I've certainly fantasized about sex enough," I explained. "And not only fantasized, but imagined many sex techniques in great detail, then wrote them down."

"Well, don't worry about that anymore, if you were. Living here, you'll never need to fantasize anything, you can try things out for real, then write it all down," she said. She then pulled me into her lap and started kissing me.

I responded in kind to her intimacy, enjoying it equally as much as I'd enjoyed submitting to her.

Breaking our kiss, Penelope said, "I have to go. I'd love to return the favor and get you off, but you're off limits until Nicole has fucked you."

"Off limits?" I asked, even though I heard the blunt reason.

"Yes, Nicole gave me permission to come here and explain a few things and to let you get me off, but except for our dalliance just now, nobody's allowed to touch you until after she's had her way with you tomorrow night. But I've already said too much," Penelope said as she climbed down to the floor and remained standing, so I joined her there.

Then looking into my eyes, she resumed speaking, "Jasmine, once I'm allowed to, I plan on taking full advantage of your new status as Bottom Slut, which I'm sure you'll enjoy as much as I will. But whenever we're not playing, I want you to know I'm always here if you need someone to talk to. I remember how overwhelming it was when I first began learning all those secrets... because you still don't know very much. But I also want you to know that in the end, whatever you need to endure for a little while, it will all be worth it. I would never go back to the mundane life I was living before I joined the sisterhood, and in time, I'm sure you'll feel the same way."



Admitting the truth, I told her, "I have no intention of ever leaving... Alexis asked me for a lifetime commitment, and I was happy to give it to her. So right now, I'm just trying to wrap my head around all the complexities that seem to exist regarding what each person around here is and isn't allowed to do, and how all of that actually works."

"Understandable," Penelope nodded, "but good luck with that... like I told you, I've been here for better than five yeas, and I still don't completely understand everything. But what I do know is that we're all just pawns in a much larger game, except for Alexis... maybe. Because for all I know, she might be somebody else's pawn."

I chuckled at the chess metaphor. "Well, thanks for coming to see me."

"Oh, you can count on my COMING again, just as soon as I get the go-ahead," she grinned.

"I sure hope so," I volleyed back. Hopefully I'd clearly communicated my eagerness to submit to her again and again,

"Fuck, do I want you," she said, "over and over," slightly shaking her head as she headed towards the door,

Deciding to tempt her, my pussy dying for attention now, I opened my robe and asked, "Sure you can't stay for a while longer?"

"You little temptress," Penelope growled playfully. "If I hadn't been ordered not to touch you again without specific permission, I'd be fucking the shit out of you right now, Jasmine Walker the hot porn writer."

My pussy leaked a bit from her naughty words. "Then fuck away," I invited her, my robe dropping to the floor.

"Shit, you're making this really tough," Penelope wavered, looking me up and down.

"No one will have to know," I said provocatively, sauntering towards her.

"Oh, Jasmine! I'd love to devour you whole, but orders are orders," she said, although she wasn't looking in my eyes, but various places further down.

"Who gave the order?" I asked, coming closer.

"No! I already told you it was Nicole! So stop doing that!" Penelope ordered in a very loud voice, but with a break in it, attempting to come across as authoritative. Clearly those years spent at the bottom of the sexual submission chain hadn't made her very good at taking charge, but I obeyed her anyway.

"Yes, Mistress Penelope." I'd decided to try a different approach... acting all innocent and eager.

Her face got redder, so I was confident I had her now. "Fuck it," she said in frustration, then she came at me and kissed me hard, then led me to one of the benches next to the foot of my bed. She surprised me by sitting me down on it, and aggressively spreading my legs.

Then there was no intimacy between us, no talking, just raw, insatiable hunger, while she dove between my open legs and began licking my already very wet pussy. She had me breathing heavily in about a minute, and I cried out as my orgasm started to rise...



...when she suddenly stopped. She fucking froze in place!

Standing back up, she said, suddenly with an authoritative attitude I had to respect, "You're not allowed to cum until Nicole says you can. Is that understood, Bottom Slut?"

"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I whimpered weakly, my body still begging for the finale I'd thought had to follow such foreplay. Silly me!

"I have to go, you're almost impossible to resist, and I definitely want to play with you again, but only when I'm allowed to" she said, licking her lips.

"D-d-does everyone know about Nicole's plans for me?" I asked, concerned.

"No," Penelope said. "I'm not sure whether even Headmistress Alexis knows about very many of Nicole's escapades, but it's only a matter of time. You said she told you to leave your door unlocked? Then do it or else! Actually, I don't know what the 'or else' might be, but I know you won't like it."

"Okay," I said, sitting back up, very frustrated that my orgasm would have to wait until... until sometime or other.

"Remember not to come until she tells you to, my pet. Nicole can be very harsh whenever she's disobeyed," Penelope warned me.

"What would she do to me?" I asked.

"Who can say? She's totally unpredictable. But remember when she fucked Ms. Angela during the dance and came all over her, and then she made her walk around with cum on her face and in her hair?" Penelope asked.

"She did?" I asked, very surprised. "I saw hardly any of that, but from the few things I did see, that makes a lot of sense. So I guess I'd better take your advice, and not cross Nicole if I can help it."

"That would be wise. But now I really have to go," Penelope said.

"Okay."

She leaned in for one more kiss before saying, "Soon we'll start having lots of good times, Jasmine, that I can promise you. Just hang in there for a while."

"You're on," I replied, smiling playfully.

"Stupid orders," she sighed, shaking her head and leaving me by myself again, my pussy feeling like it was on fire. Hey, wait a minute, I thought, she's walking through the residency halls naked! But maybe that's normal around here when there aren't any students around?



.....

Trying to rid myself of the burning flame down below, I went pee. But I hadn't even had enough time to do any more than just pee, when there was a knock on my door. I hoped it was Penelope again, perhaps reconsidering her tease-and-leave and thus returning to apologize. I opened the door in a see-through robe, and was surprised to see Amanda at the door, dressed very professionally.

Feeling underdressed, I stammered, "I-I-I was just getting dressed."



"You look amazing just like you are," she said, very obviously taking me in... up and down.

"That's so sweet," I said, enjoying the compliment.

"I have a gift for you," she said, stepping back outside the door and returning with a small duffle bag.

"You don't have to give me presents," I demurred, even as I wondered what could be in the bag.

"Oh, but I do," she said, closing the door and walking directly to my bedroom area... clearly she'd been in this room before.

I followed her, and she set the duffle bag down on my dressing room table, and pulled out a strap-on harness.

"Oh my," I said, having written about strap-on cocks a plethora of times, but this would be the first time I'd seen one up close.

"Will you please fuck me?" Amanda asked in a surprisingly innocent and nervous tone for someone who'd just entered my bedroom with a strap-on.

"Fuck you?" I asked, a bit surprised by her bluntness.

"Yes, I'm a bottom," she said. "I love getting fucked in the ass."

"Oh, I see," I said, still a little surprised.

"So will you please fuck me?" she asked again.

"I'd love to, but we have a problem," I said.

"Oh?"

"Yes. Ms. Penelope told me that Nicole has declared to all the teachers that I'm off limits until she has had her way with me. And Nicole has told me to keep my door unlocked tomorrow night so she can come see me. So I'm pretty sure that once she's had her way with me tomorrow night, I won't be off limits anymore. May I please take a rain check? Because I absolutely don't want to turn you down."

"I see," Amanda said thoughtfully. "Actually, we don't have a problem."

"We don't?"

"Nope. The teachers have a hierarchy. Ms. Penelope must have told you that you're the Bottom Slut among the teachers until someone more junior joins our ranks?"

"Yes, she did."

"Well, there's more to it than that. Nicole has managed to intimidate the teachers to the point where they'll all do whatever she tells them to. But there's no way she's ever going to intimidate Headmistress Alexis. And Nicole can't intimidate me either, because I'm under my Mistress's protection. And when I asked Alexis if I could visit you for some playtime, she readily gave me permission. And here's the good part: her permission carries the same weight as if she'd given me an order. Nicole would have to be a fool to attempt to countermand any of her aunt's orders, and if there's one thing Nicole most certainly is not, it's a fool. So we don't have a problem. Now I'll ask you again. Ms. Jasmine, will you please fuck me?"

"Most definitely," I said, and I went over to her and kissed her.

Then after a brief make-out session, she slipped out of her dress, and I slipped out of my robe, and I pulled the strap-on harness up my legs. And then I was suddenly looking at Amanda with a dick pointed right at her.

"How do I look?" I asked.

"You look hot so hot with a dick," she said.



"It feels weird," I said, "and a bit empowering."

"That makes sense. Now can you be a dominant?" she asked. "I know you write about them amazingly well, but can you be one?"

"I don't know," I said, pondering her question... a little surprised to learn this blonde goddess was a submissive. Although my years of writing have taught me that no one is exactly what they seem... with me being a perfect example. I mean, who would think a sweet, well-mannered English teacher would write erotica?

"I'll do anything you say, Mistress Jasmine," she said, dropping to her knees before me to physically demonstrate her submissive nature to me... and her calling me Mistress was a surprisingly stimulating term.

I looked down at her, intrigued by seeing the act of submission from the opposite point of view... I pondered for a moment, then I imagined I was one of my lesbian seductresses... such as Bree... and it kind of worked! Then thinking 'Fake it till you make it', I ordered, "Suck my cock, and get it nice and wet for your pussy." (And by 'pussy' I meant her asshole, something she knew very well.)

"Yes, Mistress," she said, eagerly obeying my order by taking my cock (so weird to say 'my cock') into her mouth. As I watched her bobbing on my dick, it was obvious she was an experienced cocksucker. Her technique was so smooth, and obviously doing it really turned her on... just like it always did to me... and she was stroking her own hard cock while she sucked my bright blue plastic one.

I watched her in voyeuristic awe, greatly turned on by this dramatic departure from my usual sexual role. (By which I mean the role I'd always played with my ex, since in the bedroom I'd naturally gravitated towards submitting to him.)



I encouraged her to suck me for a couple of minutes, and although she wasn't stimulating my actual pussy, I felt it burning with desire.

I eventually pulled the now wet cock out of her mouth and moved back a couple of steps. Then, with my surprising dominant emerging, I ordered, "Crawl."

"Yes Mistress," she responded obediently. Those two words sounded so hot coming from this utterly ravishing young woman.

I watched her crawl towards me, finding it so sexy.



"Do you want to get fucked, my sexy slut?" I asked, as I strolled around her, admiring her amazingly tight ass.

"Yes please, Mistress Jasmine," she replied, this time adding my name to her litany, which made it even hotter. "Please fuck me."

"God, you're so fucking hot," I said, and I dropped to my knees behind her to caress her ass.

"Thank you, Mistress," she said, moaning ever so softly just from the feel of my hands on her ass.

"Do you want this cock?" I asked, slapping her ass with one hand, and also with my cock.

"So badly," she moaned, "just slide that big dick inside my asshole."

"You're saying you want this dick pounding your shit hole?" I asked wickedly, talking nasty to her and learning how easy it was becoming to reverse my natural submissiveness.

"Oh yes, Mistress," she moaned, my dirty words turning her on. "Slam that dick into my pussy, and pound the shit out of me."

"As you wish," I said, sliding the cock into her ass.

"Oh yes," she moaned, as I watched the dick disappear into her tight ass. The view was enthralling, and a rush of sexual adrenaline coursed through me as the entire shaft disappeared inside her.

"Take it all, my sexy slut," I said softly, my hands caressing her lower back.

"Oh yes, give me that entire cock and fuck me hard," she responded as I relocated my hands to her hips for better control.

I didn't say a word; I simply began slowly fucking her... enjoying this brand-new experience.



"Oh yes, fuck me good, Mistress," Amanda moaned as I slowly slid in and out of her asshole.

"You want it harder?" I asked, then I pulled out and slammed into her hard... something that always drove me wild when I was being fucked... a slow burn followed by a deep, hard slam.

"Oh yes, Mistress! Fuck the shit out of me!" Amanda approved with a wild scream.

"Do you want to be my slut, Amanda?" I asked after a few hard deep thrusts, although I was still going slowly, enjoying this role reversal... and this surreal power.

"Oh yes, I do want to be your slut, Mistress," Amanda declared willingly.

After a couple dozen more strokes, I wanted to try a new position and also to be able to look into her beautiful eyes while I fucked her. I pulled out and ordered, feeling my dominant side rising even more strongly inside me, "Roll onto your back, slut."

"Yes Mistress," Amanda responded. She was obviously very submissive and well-trained. I imagined Alexis had conditioned her to be a perfect pet for her.

"So obedient," I smiled. Then I stood up, briefly stretched my legs, and gazed down at her fondly; she was looking back up at me with undeniable lust.

"I'll obey any command you ever give me, Mistress," she pledged.

"Any covers a lot of territory," I said, a truism I'd used in more than one story when a submissive was making a similar promise.

"Agreed. I'm your pussy eating, cock taking, submissive plaything, Mistress," Amanda said. Her cock was as hard as a rock as she said those hot words.

"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. Then I rose up onto my knees, spread her legs, and slid my cock into her hole, which was now slightly gaped from my numerous back shots.

"Oh, fuck!" she moaned as I filled her asshole, watching her facial expression... the undeniable lust in her eyes, the sexy way her lips were pursed.

"You're so fucking hot!" I told her.

"As are you, Mistress," she replied sincerely, looking into my eyes as she wrapped her legs around me... the silky sheer hosiery feeling so sensual and sexy rubbing against my body.

After a couple dozen more smooth strokes into her ass, our eyes never breaking contact, her moans the sexiest ones I'd ever heard in my life, I asked, "Tell me Amanda, do you prefer being made love to, or fucked like a slut?"

"I loved getting fucked like a submissive fuck toy, no contest," she answered, her eyes still gazing submissively into mine.

"Then beg for it," I ordered, halting deep inside her.

As her legs continued rubbing up and down both sides of my body... she must have known about my nylon fetish from reading my erotica... she responded to my demand with desperate urgency she couldn't be faking. "Please Mistress Jasmine, use me like your dominants use their submissives in your stories! Call me names! Fuck me hard! Use me like a two-hole fuck toy! Make me your sex slave!"

"Fuck, that's so hot!" I said, resuming my fucking.

"Oh, yes! Give me all of that cock," she said. "I need it so badly!" In school she must have been an A student... her grammar was impeccable even while she was begging.

"I imagine you get a lot of cock around here," I speculated, assuming at least some of the other teachers used her too.

"Not so, actually. Yours is my first dick this semester."

"Really?"

"Yes. The Headmistress told me I mustn't come until after you submitted to her," she revealed.

"I'm sorry I took so long to do it then," I apologised, although it hadn't taken much time at all.

"You're also the first teacher she's ever given me permission to get fucked by," she added.

"Really?" I repeated, once again surprised, even as I continued my smooth strokes into her asshole.

"Yes. She's decided you're special," she informed me.

"Wow!" I exclaimed, astonished by this revelation... and flattered.

"Yes. And I can see why."

"You can?" I asked playfully, bucking twice into her hard.

"Yes. You're absolutely beautiful, you're smart, and now I know she was right when she told me you're a natural switch".

"I've never seen myself as a switch."

"Headmistress told me you were one before you even arrived here."

"Well, I may need some practice," I grinned self-effacingly.

"I'll be your target while you practice."

"I accept your offer... thanks! Now let's really see what you can take," I said, grabbing her hair with both hands. "Lift that ass up as high as you can get it."

"Yes Mistress," she agreed. Then, impressively, she did exactly what I wanted her to.

I then resumed fucking her. This new position was absolutely amazing... I could get so deep into her! I stared into her eyes and asked, "Do you like this, slut?"

"I fucking love it," she moaned.

"Now here's a long shot. Has our Headmistress given you permission for us to fuck each other as much as we want?" I asked. Except for her one-time no-orgasms-until-Friday requirement, Alexis hadn't placed any limitations on my sexual activities, but apparently she kept her secretary on a tight leash... which also apparently, Amanda loved.

"Amazingly, she has!" she said with a huge grin on her face.

"Cool! Then I'm going to fuck you in every position we can come up with this year," I promised, imagining us trying out many positions that so far I'd only written about.

"I can't wait!" she moaned. Then I piledrove into her really hard, and I could feel her hard cock bouncing against my belly.



"You're such a hot little slut!" I praised as I fucked her.

"Oh, fuck yes! I love you fucking me!"

"And I love having my own personal fuck toy!"

"Yes, I'm your fuck toy," she repeated, clearly feeling rapturous from our fucking.

I fucked her for a couple of minutes in this position, thus discovering the one negative of being the passer instead of the receiver: it's a huge physical effort. I felt myself sweating a little, and my right leg eventually got a cramp, so I pulled out and said, "Let's try another new position."

"Any position you like," Amanda responded expansively. Her cheeks were red, and she was breathing heavily.

I stood up and pulled her to her feet, kissed her hard for a short while, led her to the bed and got her crouching on it, then I stood behind her and fucked her in that position for a couple of minutes. Her moans got louder, and she begged, "Harder! Please give it to me harder!"

I obliged, growling, "Take it slut, take my cock!"





"Oh yes, fuck me! Make me your slut!" Amanda moaned wildly.

But once again I wanted to see her face, and I also wanted to see her hard cock, so after only about a minute or two of my hard back shot banging, I pulled out, briefly admired the gaping hole I'd sculpted into her with my strap-on dick, and ordered, "Roll onto your back. I want to admire you while I fuck you."

"Yes Mistress," she replied, and she quickly assumed the position I'd requested.

"You're such a hot slut," I told her yet again... I couldn't say it enough!... then I slid back into her and also grasped her hard cock in my hand and stroked it.

"Oh God, yes!" she moaned, as the temptation to suck her cock, to revert to my natural submissiveness popped into my head... but I resisted that temptation. I also resisted the temptation to go for a cowgirl ride with her cock inside me.

I slowly fucked her, while I also slowly stroked her while I rolled my fingers over her cock head.

"Oh fuck, this is so amazing," she moaned.

"Do you like this slow burn?"

"It's driving me absolutely crazy!"

"Such a nice hard cock!"

"That's because you're fucking me so good." (Okay, her grammar did slip occasionally.)

"Oh yeah. I trust you know I also plan on riding this cock sometimes," I warned.

"It's your cock now... well, and still Mistress Alexis's too... and you can always use it however you want," she said. Her submissiveness seemed to have absolutely no bounds.

"Mmmmmmm, my very own flesh and blood cock," I purred, loving that idea... it was so much better than a toy.

"Anytime, anyplace, and anyhow," she elaborated. I wondered how long I'd last in her tight ass if I too had a real cock... unlikely as long I'd already gone today. Then she requested, "Now please hammer my hole!"

I let go of her cock, grabbed her ankles and spread them wide, and began really pounding her pussy... admiring everything about her. The unbridled lust and desperation in her eyes, her rosy red cheeks of pleasure, her firm tits bouncing around while I slammed into her, and her hard cock flapping around.

"Oh yes! Fuck-me-fuck-me! Don't stop!" she moaned, and I sensed her orgasm was closing in on her. Which made me wonder whether she could come just from getting ass fucked. I knew from my research that some men could, but I hadn't ever seen it happen in any of the porn I watched.



"I won't stop until my slut comes for me," I assured her. She needed to know I was into her for the long haul.

"May I please ride you?" she requested.

"So long as I can see your pretty face and your delicious dick while you're bouncing on my cock, I'm good," I told her, totally enamoured by this beautiful woman... and unable to take my eyes off her.

"Then I know the perfect position," she offered. She playfully pushed me onto my back and straddled me, but she didn't directly face me as I'd imagined she would... nor did she do reverse side-girl... no, she did side side-girl (if that's a thing).

She shoved her hand beneath herself, grabbed my dick, and lowered herself onto it.

"Ooooh," she moaned as she sat on my dick, taking the entire shaft inside herself from a straight-up position, which I gathered would stimulate her differently.

"Oh yeah, my sexy slut... ride my cock," I urged, watching her.

"You like watching me, don't you?" she asked as she braced her hands behind herself to hold herself up.

My right hand grasped the tips of her left fingers as I agreed, "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever met."

"Even though I've got a dick?" she asked, still just resting on top of me... with my strap-on impaled in her bottom.

"Especially because you've got a dick," I said, thinking just how perfect she was. Yes, I'd definitely enjoyed eating Penelope's pussy... hers was my first and only one so far, and I hoped it wouldn't be the last... but I knew I preferred dick. So having a beautiful woman I could fuck and get fucked by seemed like the perfect relationship... even as I realized calling it a relationship this soon was rather absurd.

"Really?" she asked, appearing a little insecure all of a sudden... which I found puzzling, given her self-confidence until now.

"Yes, you're really the perfect woman," I declared. "You're beautiful, sweet, fun, and you've got a dick to fuck me with any time I need a fucking."

"Plus I'm available for you to fuck," she reciprocated, her vulnerable look fading while she replied playfully.

"Yes, that goes without saying," I said. "I won't lie to you... this role reversal you talked me into trying has been very liberating... it was quite a successful experiment."

"So you've decided you like fucking my tight little asshole?" she asked as she began slowly riding me.

"Not only that. I love fucking your asshole, I love admiring your body, and I love getting lost in your eyes," I listed.

"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as my hand grasped hers again, "you're so sweet."

"Is it weird how I want to make love to you and fuck the shit out of you at the same time?" I asked.

"Nope. It makes perfect sense," she responded with our eyes locked together while she slowly fucked herself.

"It does?"

"Yes," she moaned, "I feel the same way."

"You do?"

"I do, I really do," she nodded and moaned simultaneously with her eyes still locked on mine.

She didn't say anything more... just allowed her words to linger in the air... the innuendo... our unspoken connection... lingering while she rode my cock.



Then for a couple of minutes, there was no talking at all between us... only Amanda's soft moans and our mutual unbreaking eye contact.

Then the sweet silence was broken when she announced, "I'm getting close, Mistress."

"Then come for me, slut, come for your Mistress," I ordered, shifting from intimate to dominant in a heartbeat, something that always worked well in my fictional versions of scenes like this one.

She asked, with a loud, needy moan, "Can we do one more position first?"

"Sure," I agreed, a little surprised.

She got down to the floor, and standing, lifted a leg in the air and requested, "Fuck me like this."

"Okay," I said. This was an interesting position.

"This is the way I come the best," she explained. "This way your cock will really stimulate me because of the unique position and angle."

"Okay," I repeated, standing behind her and sliding back into her gaping hole. "Anything for you," I added.

"Yeeeeeees," she moaned the moment I went inside her, this new position clearly stimulating her differently like she said it would, and after just a few strokes, not even a dozen, I heard, "Fuuuuuuuuck!!"

I watched, and her cum didn't rocket out of her, but instead, it oozed out of her dick while she came just from being sodomized, which was so fucking hot... while she looked back at me with a big smile as she did.



"So hot," I said, continuing to pump my dick in her asshole as her body quaked.

Eventually I was getting tired, so I pulled out and said, "That was so much fun."

"So good," she agreed as she turned around.

Seeing her gooey cum still dripping from her dick, I dropped to the floor and took her cock into my mouth to savour the creamy snack.

"You look so hot with my cock in your mouth," she moaned as I enjoyed her cock and her cum.



After another minute or so while I nursed on every last drop of her delicious cum, Amanda said, "It's time for me to return the favour."

"Hmmmmmmmm," I said, as she took my strap-on harness off of me, took my hand and led me to my bed, playfully shoved me to the middle of it, and spread my nylon-clad legs.

"I've been looking forward to tasting you since the first time you walked into the office," she said, as she lowered her face down to my very wet pussy... and my having done most of the fucking, plus the harness rubbing my pussy throughout our encounter had gotten me horny as fuck!

"Get eating," I demanded, placing a hand on her head and gently guiding her to my peach.

"Mmmmmm, you're so delicious," she purred as her tongue parted my wet lips and probed into my hole.

"Don't stop," I moaned. All that fucking I'd done previously, plus her eager tongue right now immediately sent me to the brink.

"I won't until you come all over my face," she promised, with her tongue cavorting all over the place with reckless abandon.

"Oh fuck! I'm so close already," I moaned while I watched her busily at work between my legs.

Then the moment she sucked my clit between her lips and tugged, my right leg jettisoned straight up while I screamed and came instantly, "Fuuuuuuuck!!"



She lapped up my juices just as eagerly as I'd just sucked all the cum off of her dick.

It wasn't until my orgasm was fading away that I recalled Penelope relaying Nicole's instruction to me that I wasn't allowed to come until she told me I could. "Fuck," I cursed.

"What is it?" she asked concernedly, gazing up at me with my juices all over her face.

"I wasn't supposed to come until...." I stopped talking, unsure about how much I should tell Amanda about Nicole. I didn't want to get Nicole in trouble with Alexis!

"Our Headmistress gave you a restriction?" she asked incredulously. "That doesn't make any sense... she's the one who gave me permission to come and play with you. She didn't tell me specifically you could come, but since she knew exactly what we'd be doing together, I'm sure she would've said if she didn't want you to."

"No, um...."

After a pause, she asked, "Are we talking about Nicole again?"

"Yes," I admitted with a sigh.

"Then don't worry," Amanda said, crawling up and kissing me. "Headmistress's orders are the ones that matter."

"Okay," I said, still concerned.

"Regardless, Nicole may not see it that way if she's in a bad mood. So I'll gladly keep your secret... and when we have the time, I'll give you even more secrets to keep," she smiled lewdly, looking down at me.

Gazing up into her eyes, I said... yet again... "You're the prettiest girl I've ever seen in person."

"You're so sweet," she said, kissing me again before climbing down from the bed.

She got dressed while I watched her in quiet admiration.

She grabbed the strap-on, tossed it onto the bed and said, "This is yours now."

"Nice," I said, "I've often considered buying one."

"Well it's not a totally free gift! I expect you to fuck me with it again," she said as she finished getting dressed. "Very soon."

"Anytime my favourite slut needs a good fucking, just let me know," I said, trying to maintain my dominant persona.

"I'll hold you to that promise," she said, coming over, kissing me again and giving me a wink.

"Please do," I said, as she sauntered out of my bedroom.

Exhausted from my marathon sex fest... first with Penelope and next Amanda, I didn't even consider getting undressed, and I just closed my eyes and drifted away into slumber.

.....

11. A BOX OF SELF-SUBMISSION

It wasn't until after supper when temptation finally got the best of me and I booted up my laptop. I was about to click on the first of my eighteen new emails when there was another knock on my door. It was Penelope again, and this time she had a box for me. "Mistress Nicole wants you to be wearing this when she returns to campus."

I accepted the box from her. "What is it?"

"I don't know," she admitted, "But I do know they won the tournament, which they're pretty tickled about. They should arrive in about two hours."

"Okay," I said. My pussy started tingling again... It appeared I'd be submitting to Nicole and giving my body to her in about two hours.

"You little slut! You're looking forward to it, aren't you?" Penelope accused with a laugh.

"Well... someone didn't finish what she started, so I guess Nicole will have to do the honours," I shot back.

"You minx, when I'm allowed to finish what I started, you'll be completely at my mercy," she volleyed back.

"Promises, promises," I teased, before winking at her and closing the door.

"This isn't over!" she called to me from behind the closed door.

"I sure hope not!" I called back. I then turned and went downstairs (if I can call only two steps 'downstairs') to see what this teenage trans was expecting me to wear, when my laptop dinged, telling me I had another email. Curious if it or any of them were from Nicole, I opened my laptop.

My most recent email was from Nicole. I clicked on it.

From: TransNikki

To: Jasmine Walker

Submission 2 Me

My pet,

I'm on my way home now, and I'm in a celebratory mood. My aunt got into that pussy of yours first, the rat, so I'm going to take your other hole.

I suggest that you start prepping yourself for me with the gifts in the box slut Penelope is bringing to you, since I'm probably way bigger than anything you've ever had inside your wrecked-um before.

When I enter your room through the UNLOCKED door, I expect to see you dressed to please and on your knees, waiting just inside the door.

My journey to your inevitable submission, pet Jasmine, is almost over.

Your Mistress Nicole

P.S. You'll be disciplined for trying to tempt Penelope to disobey me.

I finished reading the email. I was excited, but also terrified! By now I'd accepted my inability to resist Nicole in any way, shape or fashion, but the idea of being subjected to anal sex with such a huge cock felt really stressful. I also feared her discipline, now that I knew what she'd done to Ms. Angela.

I decided not to reply to her email. I had no idea what I'd say, and I didn't want her to know how eager I was to submit to her, and also how worried I was about it. Instead, I headed back upstairs to my bedroom area, full of trepidation about what I might find in the box.

I opened it cautiously, my OCD on full alert, and gasped at what I saw. First there was a slutty cheerleader outfit, then a pair of mocha pantyhose, a vibrating egg, three different-sized butt plugs, and a plastic bottle of lube. At the bottom of the box was an envelope.

I grabbed it, tore it open, and pulled out a printed letter:

My pet teacher,

My expectations are as follows:

1. Get completely naked, and do it right now, before reading any further.

I quickly stripped before reading her next instruction. Unreasonably, in my opinion, my traitorous body was flooded with adrenalin just because I was obeying this teenage goddess. (Well okay, I didn't actually mind being this excited.)

2. Turn the vibrating egg on low, and slide it inside your... I assume... wet pussy. Then come back and read task 3.

I obeyed, setting the letter down and going back to the box. I extracted the vibrating egg (I used to have one back when I was married) and turned it on. (I reminisced about my ex controlling the remote while we were at a dinner party. He continuously varied the speeds, keeping me a rattled mess, until he took me into a bathroom and fucked the shit out of me.) I slipped the egg inside myself very easily, because she was right... my long anticipation of what would now be happening very soon had gotten me very wet.

3. Grab the smallest butt plug, lubricate it generously, get on all fours, and stick it up your tight little fuckable ass.

I sighed. I'd never enjoyed anal sex, but I'd done it on rare occasions just to please my husband. But with that said, the imminence of my ultimate submission to Nicole made me willing to do absolutely anything, regardless of my own personal tastes.

I returned to the box and pulled out the smallest butt plug. I coated it liberally with the lube, and also coated my anal entrance with lots more lube, before getting on all fours as instructed, and I gingerly slid the smallest black plug into my bottom. Surprisingly, except for a slight burn at first, it wasn't at all uncomfortable.

But I wasn't comfortable about standing up at the moment, so I crawled back to Nicole's letter and continued reading:

4. Crawl around for ten minutes with the small plug in your ass. While you do that, meditate on the idea that you're preparing yourself for my big hard cock.

I sighed. This task was more humiliating than just sticking a plug in my ass. I considered just pretending I had, but that seemed wrong, and I was pretty sure the apparently omniscient Nicole would know. So I glanced at the clock before beginning to crawl around my lodging... both upstairs and down... like a puppy dog. While I was crawling, I reflected on my bizarre past week, and how I'd ended up in this situation.

If I could, would I do anything different?

No, actually. I really wouldn't.

Was I nervous about what was about to happen?

Do apples ever fall from trees?

Okay, so yes, I was nervous. But was I also excited about whatever was about to happen?

Hell yeah!

Was I concerned about any consequences?

Well, that was a tricky one. I was no longer worried about getting fired, or some public scandal terminating my career, but I did worry about my students no longer respecting me if they learned about all my sexual depravity. I was particularly concerned that if they knew about my submission to Nicole, they'd no longer respect me as an adult, and particularly as their educator... and I didn't think I could handle that.

By the time I crawled back to my upstairs area, it had been twelve minutes. So I reached for the letter again:

5. Remove butt plug one and replace it with butt plug two. Once it's in, put on a pair of panties to keep it in place, then sit down at your laptop and reply to your fan emails for the next twenty minutes. (I recommend even more lube.)

I sighed again because she'd just reminded me she knew about my secret writer's identity. But I kept right on obeying. When I pulled out the smallest plug, I was surprised how empty my ass suddenly felt. I grabbed the second plug and generously lubed it up. I climbed onto my bed, bent my body way back to help my ass open up, and slowly pushed the medium-sized butt plug into my ass. Just like with the small plug, I felt a slight burn as it filled me, but again not as intense as I'd expected. Once it was all the way inside, I lay on my bed for a couple of minutes, while I got used to the plug inside my rectum. Eventually feeling comfortable, I slowly slid off the bed and waddled awkwardly to my dresser where I extracted a pair of panties. It was awkward to put panties on with a butt plug in my butt and it started falling out as I bent over but by clenching my ass cheeks I kept it in place.

Panties on I awkwardly walked to my laptop and slowly sat down, grimacing before my ass even touched the chair. A sudden sharp pain shot through me as the plug went deeper when I sat down. I then closed my eyes and just sat allowing the burning pain to dissipate, the light buzzing of the egg in my pussy helped. After a couple of minutes, the pain faded and I checked my e-mails. I sent a few responses to fans that had sent feedback, I politely denied a story plot that was not up my alley and I added two fans to my mailing list. I also sent out a Twitter update having forgotten to do so yesterday when my new story was released. There were no e-mails from Alexis or Nicole to alleviate any additional stress, as my twenty minutes quickly ticked by.



Having completed task five, I slowly got off the chair, causing a new burning sensation and went slowly back to my bedroom to read task six.

6. Text me at the number inside the box RIGHT NOW to learn where I am.

I grabbed my phone and tapped in her number.

I just read task six.

Almost instantly I received a reply:

Is that how a humble pet addresses her Mistress?

I sighed again, before hurriedly replying:

I humbly beg your pardon, Mistress Nicole

I'm in my bedroom with the medium-sized butt plug in my ass, and I've just gotten to task six.

Respectfully yours,

Pet Jasmine

I don't know why I went from one extreme to the other like that, but I did. She replied:

Much better, my pet. After all the stories you've written about submissives, I'd assume you're very familiar with all the usual expectations. I'll be there in about half an hour, which should give you just enough time to complete the rest of your tasks.

Fucking you soon, and not respectfully at all...

Your Mistress

The phrase 'Fucking you soon' sent a rush of pleasure directly to my needy cunt. I reached for the list of tasks, and continued reading:

7. Get dressed. No panties or bra. Don't put the pantyhose on yet.

Finally, a simple and easy task. Except I wasn't sure how I'd keep the butt plug from slipping out of my asshole without any underwear. I slipped on the extremely short plaid cheerleader skirt, and a cotton red top that was so skimpy I wasn't sure my nipples wouldn't pop out when I moved around. Cheerleaders usually did their thing in public, but I sure couldn't imagine myself going out in public looking like this! But nevertheless, I checked myself out in the mirror and liked what I saw. Being dressed like a teenager had definitely dropped a few years off of my appearance.

I reached for the list again.

8. Braid your hair into pigtails. Is your underwear off? Is the medium butt plug still in your ass?

I realized I was still wearing the panties from the earlier task, and I felt an eerie chill that she'd correctly assumed I'd forgetten about that. I quickly rectified the omission and slipped off my panties while trying to stand as erect as possible. Once I had them off, I went awkwardly to my dresser and selected two elastic bands to secure my hair in the pigtail braids, which I hadn't done since I was in high school. Then once I'd done my meticulous braiding, I returned to my bed, and once again looked at myself in the mirror. The pigtails made me look even younger than I had a few minutes ago, and when you're almost forty, that's always nice.

I grabbed the paper and read my ninth task.

9. Extract butt plug 2 and replace it with butt plug 3. The first two plugs should have prepared your tight little asshole for the larger third plug. Again, lots of lubrication is your best friend.

P.S. Turn it on!

I merely stopped clenching my ass cheeks, and the medium-sized plug slipped right out of my ass and fell to the floor. I grabbed the third one and noticed that it was indeed a vibrating plug. I turned it on and wondered whether its vibrations would enhance my pleasure, or intensify my pain. Maybe both? Again I lubed the toy excessively (I think I used up half of the bottle between the three toys), and positioned myself back on the bed in the same position I'd used for butt plug two, and slowly slid this largest one inside my ass. The buzzing from the egg in my cunt, mixed with this new toy also vibrating while it slowly entered my ass was a new sensation, unlike anything I'd ever felt before. It got my mind spinning, and I had to seriously focus to keep filling my ass with this vibrating butt plug. I don't know if it was the excessive lubrication, the gentle buzzing pulsations, or my prepping with the first two plugs, but I felt no pain at all while I took the largest of the three toys into my back door. I lay still for a couple of minutes, enjoying the strange double sensation, when my phone buzzed.

Thankfully it was on my bed, so I just reached for it.

I'll be there in 15 minutes, my pet... I hope you have plug three inside you by now. Don't you fucking dare come, Ms. Jasmine, or there will be hell to pay!

Complete the last three tasks before I arrive.

Realizing that time was now of the essence, I reached for the list and read task 10.

10. Dress yourself snugly in the pantyhose to hold your toy in place.

I opened the package, and when I sat down on my bed to put on the pantyhose, I accidentally shoved the plug way deeper into my ass than anything had ever been there before. I yelped at the sudden violation and pain, and I moaned as well, when I also accidentally turned up the speed. I quickly tugged the silky pantyhose into place, and once I was fully dressed as a slutty cheerleader, again I looked into the mirror. And I looked even younger... I looked eighteen again.!

Almost out of time, I hurried to read the next task.

11. Pour us each a glass of red wine, and prepare us an appetizer plate.

After all those sexual instructions, this one seemed odd. I wasn't just submitting to her sexually, but I was now providing alcohol to a minor, and serving her like a maid. These should have been concerns that caused me to reconsider even going through with this submission, but they didn't. I sat on my bed, and mulled over how ludicrous all of this was. As I considered my options, the double buzzing inside me obliterated my ability to think straight, and before I'd made any rational decisions, my body had already decided everything for me, without even consulting my brain.

I went into my kitchenette and pulled out some lunchmeat, cucumbers and cheese. Once I'd sliced everything and the plate was full, I opened a fresh bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon and poured us each a glass. I gulped down my first one, going for some liquid courage, in case I had any more second or third thoughts, and poured myself a second glass, before heading back into my main room to read the final task.

12. Take my glass of wine to the door, get down on your knees, and wait patiently for your Mistress to arrive.

I assumed she'd arrive at any moment, so I rushed back to the kitchen, grabbed both of our glasses of wine, then rushed to the door again, and knelt down in a submissive position on my knees... in my own home no less... and awaited my teenage trans Mistress. In case it isn't obvious by now, I'd finally accepted that I no longer had any control over my own life.

12. FINAL SUBMISSION

Do you know when perspective really sets in? I'll tell you. It's when you're down on your knees holding an empty glass of wine in one hand (since I'd finished my second glass in the fifteen minutes I'd already been waiting), and a filled one in the other for your student... your trans student, who's promised to fuck your ass... which is allegedly a good thing... and your ass of course is currently filled to the brim (so to speak) with a large vibrating butt plug, because one of your students has ordered you to stick it in there.

Each minute ticking by intensified my condition of an anxious mess. How had I allowed all of this to happen? Why had I allowed it all to happen? And why was I still on my knees, waiting for her to arrive? These and many equally good but unanswerable questions were bouncing around in my head like pinballs while I continued waiting.

My knees were aching, my pussy was leaking, and my ass was tingling, while Nicole continued not arriving. Finally, almost half an hour later than she said she'd be here, Nicole came sauntering in.

She snatched the wineglass away from me and said airily, like someone who could do no wrong, "Sorry I was late. I thought I should be polite, so I took the time to shower and change out of my sweaty volleyball uniform for you." She spun around in her tiny red dress and black pantyhose and asked, "You like, my pet?"

"You look very nice," I answered, still on my knees.

"Nice? As in drab and ordinary? Really? That's the pallid way you describe your Mistress?" she asked, clearly offended by my answer.

I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I think you're absolutely radiant!" adding some enthusiasm to my voice.

"Radiant, I like that! Much better!" she smiled, taking a sip of her wine. "So I trust you completed all my preparation tasks?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted. The double buzzing and her incredible beauty had me feeling weak and very ready to submit to her totally, and to satisfy her slightest whim.

"Hmmmm, actually hearing you call me Mistress is far more rewarding than just reading it in an email," she smiled. She snapped her fingers and ordered, "Follow me, my pet. I've been looking forward to this encounter for a long time!"

"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledge obediently, setting my empty glass down near the wall, and crawling on all fours behind the long-legged trans seductress. My pussy was tingling with anticipation.



"So obedient," she said, obviously pleased.

Once we'd gone the fifteen feet or so to my bed, she sat on the edge of it (while I sat my butt on the floor like a dog) and said, "I understand you had a nylon fetish even before you came to Chateau Johnson. Is that so?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted from my subservient position.

"When I was setting up your laptop for the Wi-Fi here at Chateau Johnson the first night you were here and decided to snoop, I wasn't expecting to find such incriminating secrets," the sexy teen explained, as her left shoe tangled precariously from her foot. She continued as I stared, mesmerized, like she was a hypnotist, and her shoe was the pocket watch, "But when I did, I downloaded your entire Literotica library onto a memory stick, and that night I began devouring your entire story collection, including many stories that weren't finished, and a few of them you seemed to have finished, but hadn't released them. Why was that?"

I explained, "I like to pace my stories... to release one every week or two, so my readers are constantly encountering fresh pieces of my writing."

"Where do you find the time to write so much?" she asked. "You're a very prolific writer... more than eighty stories in less than three years."

I basked in her compliments while I explained, "I always have a story or two going on my iPad, another one or two on my iPod, and still another on my laptop. I write while I'm standing in lines, I write at work while my students are writing exams or watching movies, and I even write in bed."

"What marvelous dedication, my pet! I hope I can expect the same dedication from you as my submissive," she said, her shoe dropping to the floor, revealing her freshly painted blue toenails.

"Of course, Mistress! I'm very focused on being the best at EVERYTHING I do," I replied, really hammering the word 'everything'.

"I've loved all your stories I've read so far my pet, particularly the teacher submission ones, and the very revealing 'Taking Jasmine Walker'. I learned a lot about you from that one. But it was your 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry' and 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom' that really got my cock revved up. Your vivid details about preparing an ass for getting fucked inspired me, and I replicated that preparation tonight in the way I instructed you to prepare yourself for my cock," Nicole explained, while she mesmerized me wiggling her nylon-clad toes only a few inches away from my face.



"I'm happy my stories turn you on, Mistress," I said, meaning it. To me, every fan email is still a rush, and every fan criticism still hurts, so it was extra thrilling to be told in person that my stories were appreciated.

"That they do. Do you plan to write a part three for the Blackmailed series?" the tempting teen asked.

In my head I'd come up with a title and plot during my drive here a couple of weeks ago, but I'd actually forgotten all about it since I arrived. I said, "I haven't started writing it yet, but I believe I'll call it 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Orgy'."

"Mmmmmm, delicious! And do you have a plot in mind?" Nicole asked, her right foot now gliding slowly and fascinatingly up and down the back of her left pantyhose-clad leg.

"Not really. I think it will just be an orgy after their graduation, but I'm not sure about the specifics, or how many girls will get sodomized by their big-dicked principal," I explained.

"Big-dicked principal! Isn't that ironic?" Nicole chuckled, her thought clearly about our Headmistress's impressive member.

"I suppose so," I laughed as well. "But a lot of things have been ironic or foreshadowing since I arrived here."

"Actually, many of your own plots have foreshadowed almost everything that has... or will... happen to you here," the sultry seductress smirked.

"I guess one could look at it that way," I agreed. I certainly didn't want to get into an argument with her!

"For example, how many of your stories feature nylons?"

"Just about all of them."

"And how many of your stories include a submissive sucking the sheer toes of another woman, or licking the stockinged soles of a powerful feminine figure?"

"Quite a few, actually."

"Well, here we are just chatting away and thinking we're real people, but maybe the truth is that we're just characters in one of your stories. Right now I'm the gorgeous, tantalizing teen with a dominant personality, and you're the innocent submissive who's always fantasized about having a thrilling sex life, but actually you've been living within the doldrums of society's expectations," Nicole speculated, as she stretched her leg straight out, so her stocking toes touched my nose.

"That would be a good story," I said encouragingly.

"Wouldn't it?" she asked. "What would Jasmine Walker have her character be coerced into doing first?"

"Probably to suck each toe through the seductress's sheer nylon, like they were ten tiny cocks," I adlibbed, which was both what I'd actually write, and also what I wanted to do for real that very moment.

"Then make your story come alive, my pet teacher," she ordered gently, rubbing my face with what must be the sheerest nylon in existence.

I briefly luxuriated in her caressing my face, the sensations so relaxing and sexually satisfying in ways I couldn't even begin to describe. I told her, "This nylon-clad-foot-rubbing-someone's-face is something new. I'll need to include it in a future story."

"Maybe I can be your muse, constantly inspiring you," she said flirtatiously.

"While I'm your obedient slave," I replied, wanting to present myself to this compelling woman-plus, mind, body and soul, like I'd never done for my ex-husband, nor for any other man. This girl knew all my secrets. She knew my sexual weaknesses. And she knew my desires. With such knowledge, she had power over me that was far beyond my ability to defend myself against. Which was fine, because I really didn't want to.

"Fuck, are you hot, Jasmine," she said, as she dropped her other shoe for it to hit the floor, and then she rubbed both of her silky soles against my face.

So I made another fantasy into a reality, stole another recurring sex scene from my stories, when I grasped one of her stocking-clad feet with my hands, before taking each of her delicate toes into my mouth one at a time. I took my time, since I wanted this sordid submission to last forever. Nicole's moans were soft, and my teasing was gentle. After I'd thoroughly sucked each of the toes on her left foot, I switched to the right and replicated my dedicated attentions.

As I finished the last of her ten toes, she said, "Sweet. What would your so-called fictional character do next, Jasmine?"

"Whatever her Mistress tells her to," I replied slyly, hinting for her to take absolute control over me.

"Obviously, you silly girl," she teased, again rubbing her foot against my face. "But if you were the one writing this story, then what would the powerful teen seductress... like Bree, perhaps... order her eager pet teacher to do?"

"I'd probably have her go slowly up your legs, splattering them with butterfly kisses," I decided.

"Then kiss away, my pet," the smiling Nicole ordered, looking vastly amused upon her perch of power.

"Yes Mistress," I agreed, loving to direct that word towards an actual Mistress. It both rolled off my tongue and liberated me simultaneously.

I caressed her left leg with both hands while I worshipped every inch of her foot, her ankle, calf, knee and thigh, before skipping past the tantalizing temptation of her fully hard cock begging to be released, and then replicated my pampering pleasure down her right leg in reverse order: thigh, knee, calf, ankle and foot.

Again she asked, "And then what would happen in this sultry tale?"

I explained, "This is where my plots usually diverge into a few possibilities."

"Then if I'm portraying the Mistress in this story, what are my options, my pet?" she asked, once again rubbing her amazing silken feet around on my face.

That was distracting, but I listed some options, "One would be for you to require me to undress. Another would be for you to have me pleasure you orally. Still another would be to have me progress up to your ripe, firm breasts and continue my oral assault on your body. And finally, you could turn the tables on your eager slut and fuck me."

"Don't multiple choice questions usually have five choices?" she asked.

Since I'd been going all teacher philosopher on her, I couldn't turn it off, so I explained, "Research shows that the fifth choice is usually absurd, and it's always a fallacious answer, therefore all properly crafted multiple choice quizzes only offer four options."

"Hmmmm. Then give me a fifth absurd option," she suggested, her silky nylon toes slowly wandering around on my lips.

I didn't even hesitate to throw in another favourite fantasy. "The fifth one could be that you order me to crawl through the entirety of the seniors' dorm and pleasure every last senior. They in turn should use me over and over and endlessly for their communal pleasure plaything."

"Wow! What a first-rate number five! I'll have to keep that option in mind, my pet," she smiled. "And I see that you love to use alliteration."

"True. And I did consider saying 'personal pleasure plaything'. It would have been more alliterative, but what I actually said made more sense. I guess it's the wannabe witty writer in me," I explained, not even realizing until after I'd said it that I'd once again tossed off an alliteration. I joked, "Apparently I can't stop doing it."

"A certain sexy submissive slut should slowly and slyly slither up some silky stockings and smoothly slip and slide over my..." then she paused. Her wordplay had been tantalizingly delicious. "Damn! I was doing well, but what's another word for tits that starts with an 's'?"

As my silver tongue slivered slowly up her silky stockings, I suggested, "How about stacked spheres?"

She laughed, cupping her large breasts, "Stacked spheres certainly is a new one!"

I reached her package, and she quickly stood up, pulled her dress over her head, and tossed it across the room.



I required no instructions to continue exploring the tightest, most beautiful body I'd ever seen. I kissed every inch of her firm belly. I swirled my tongue inside her belly button. I slowly slithered up to her large breasts, contained ever so teasingly in her lacy black bra.

I kissed my way along every inch of the curvy line where her bra and her flesh met below her breasts, before continuing my thorough tongue examination. I reached my tongue between her breasts, and slid it between her two firm spheres of sin, aka her stacked spheres (I'd have to remember that one). Her breathing began getting heavier, and I felt her moving her arms around, then a few moments later, her luscious breasts were liberated from their restrictive prison of fabric.

She lay down on her back and I followed her down. I moaned hungrily, my tingling pussy begging for attention, while I stopped using my tongue, and instead applied myself to some concentrated kissing of her left breast. I continued taking my time, leaving none of the topography of her breast lacking for my attention, except for her stiff, erect nipple, which I was deliberately ignoring for now. I then replicated all my attention on her right breast as well, before cupping both of her tits in my hands and finally sucking her right nipple into my mouth. While she arched her back to shove it harder against my lips, I swirled my tongue around it... and over it, and around it, again and again. I kissed her nipple and sucked hard, taking it, and even her entire areola into my mouth.



Nicole, who hadn't said a word in over ten minutes, finally whimpered, "Oh God, Jasmine! That feels soooooo good!"

A smile crossed my lips, or at least as well as I could smile with a mouthful of tit, before I replicated the intense teasing on her left nipple again. I continued my Christopher Columbus exploration of this New World named Nicole, by progressing to her neck, where I continued gently kissing everywhere. Finally I advanced to her ear, which was always my greatest weakness whenever someone wanted to get me revved up for pleasure in a hurry, and I breathed warm, moist air into her ear. I nibbled and tugged on her earlobe with my teeth. I swirled my tongue around and into her ear. I then kissed my way down her cheek, then to her chin, avoided the magnetic field of her lips, and went to her other cheek, and then to her other ear, where I replicated my exhaustive aural attention. Then at long last, I whispered to the heavily breathing teen, "Now what, Mistress?"

"Shiiit, Jasmine! I've never been so... so... so..." she stammered, unable to complete her thought.

Again I was flattered, so I broke our intimacy by trying to shock her again. I love being unpredictable, and I've always fantasized about doing it well, but rarely had. "Does my sexy student want her slut teacher to suck her cock now? Or maybe you want to shove that snake inside my slut box? Or perhaps you want to fulfill your wicked promise by pounding my back door?"

"Oh, fuck, Ms. Jasmine, you're astonishing me... you'd given me the impression you didn't want to submit to me and allow me to rock your world!"

"I admit that when we had that private conversation in my classroom, I didn't. But then you left, thus giving me some time to reconsider... and what Penelope told me about what goes on around here helped... and paradoxically, even her telling me about the despicable way you treated Ms. Angela during the dance, helped win me over. So tonight... as I'm sure you can tell... far from wishing I could fight you off, I want to submit to you and do whatever the fuck you tell me to, no matter what it is!"

"You little teacher tease," she moaned, pulling me in and kissing me hard. The kiss wasn't intimate or sweet, but intense and totally lustful. "Are you now saying that you want to be mine? And even go so far as being my slave?"

"Desperately!" I told her with all the fervour I had in me.

Breaking the kiss, she pushed me off of the bed and back down to my knees, and understanding what she wanted, I immediately placed my mouth over her pantyhose-covered cock. I swarmed her with hot breath, which made her cock start flinching as if it were having a seizure! I'd never felt more powerful or sexy than I did at that moment!

Nicole groaned, stood up, ripped off her pantyhose and tossed it too across the room, thus unleashing her eight inches of perfection.

I grabbed her stiff cock and took it deep into my mouth. Totally unlike the sweet, sultry languor of my recent lavish attentions to her body, I gobbled her cock down like a cheap, cock-hungry whore. I bobbed up and down, desperately wanting her to fuck me. I needed to come so badly that nothing else mattered. If my own moralistic parents had shown up at that moment and started screaming accusations at me, I wouldn't have stopped. My insatiable appetite to please and to submit was overwhelming every fibre of my being! And one final detail for now... earlier I'd been concerned that a nipple might pop out of my tiny top. Well, my right one finally had. Not that I minded at this point!



I was rewarded for my eagerness by hearing her groan, "You really are a hungry little slut, aren't you?"

"Famished!" I moaned back.

"Famished?" she laughed. "You're my whore now, my slave even. Talk like one."

"Yes Mistress," I agreed, morphing into the insipid bimbo I'd often envisioned I could become. "I'm sooo hungry for your big cock! Use your slutty slave teacher however the fuck you want to!"

I returned to devouring her cock, eventually taking all eight inches into my mouth, and some of it beyond.

"Shiiiit," she said, impressed, "Almost nobody can deep-throat me!"

Another warm sense of pride surged through me from impressing my amazing trans student.

Pulling out, she ordered, "Take out your egg, slut."

"Yes Mistress," I agreed, and began pulling down my pantyhose.

"That's right, take them off and toss them across the room, just like I've been doing," she approved.

I kind of joyously obeyed, my pussy soaking wet with anticipation, as I metaphorically tossed my pantyhose onto the garbage heap.

Nicole went back to the bed and lay down on it with her cock standing straight up, and she ordered, "Come here and fuck yourself, Ms. Jasmine."

Her addressing me formally was a brief reminder of the respectable role I played whenever school was in session... her teacher... but I didn't care about that right now. In the classroom, I could be the teacher and she the student, but in the bedroom... such as right now... she was the teacher, and I was the student. I rushed onto the bed and straddled her, squatting upright, then slowly lowered myself onto her big cock. "Aaaaaaaaaaah!" I moaned. I did it loudly enough that anyone in the hallway nearby would know I was getting fucked. A wave of pleasure cascaded through me, but it was followed by a searing pain, since the butt plug still in my ass plummeted to new and unexpected depths because I'd landed firmly onto it when I crash-landed on Nicole's body.

Ignoring my pain (the best I could), I heard her order, "Ride me, my slut!"

I began bouncing up and down, while she launched a verbal assault on me that enhanced the euphoric waves I was surfing on top of.

"Faster, my pet cunt," and, "You love my cock, don't you, my hungry whore?"

"Yeeeeesssss," I admitted, my orgasm on the rise.

"Cast away your top, Ms. Jasmine! I want to see my teacher's titties while she rides her student like a dirty fucking whore."

I tore off my skimpy cheerleader top in a heartbeat and was now naked except for my inadequate little cheerleader skirt.

"Such nice titties," she admired, as they bounced up and down in tandem with the rest of my body.



"Thaaaaank yoooou," I moaned. A minute later, I felt my orgasm almost ready to burst, after only a few minutes of fucking myself on her cock. "I'll be ready to come soon, Mistress, may your slave please come?" I begged.

"What's in it for me?" she asked, grabbing my hips and holding me in place, with her cock buried deep inside of me.

"Anything you want," I whimpered, meaning it.

"And anywhere I want too?" she doubled down.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed immediately, consequences be damned.

"And anytime?" she wanted to know.

"You needn't ask. I'm already your twenty-four-seven, three-hole fuck doll. You own me, so I don't get a vote," I answered, shocking us both with my over-the-top, unconditional declaration.

"Then go ahead and come, my slut," she ordered while she still held me in place, but began furiously bucking her hips up over and over, fucking me hard and deep, which also made the vibrating butt plug fuck me hard and deep.

As my orgasm came rushing in like a tidal wave and then came crashing down onto the shore of my body with its full force, she continued calling me names and treating me like a whore, knowing that was exactly what I wanted.

"I'm going to fuck your ass next, my slut," and, "Lisa and I are going to double penetrate you like the dirty whore you are," and, "Soon I'll take you to our glory hole, where you can suck trans girls' cock after cock after cock," and finally, "Tell me what you are, cunt."

As I replied to the latter, my orgasm reached a fevered pitch! "I'm your pet teacher, your slut, your cocksucker, your submissive, your slave, your twenty-four-seven plaything... oh god... oh god... oh, fucking yeeeeeees... I love you, Mistress! Make me yours foreveeeeeer!"

Gibberish continued spewing out of my mouth, as the greatest wave of euphoric bliss EVER shuddered through me like a tsunami of pleasure crashing wave after wave onto me, while Nicole continued thrusting her monstrous magic wand into me.

"That's such a good girl... now KEEP coming," she ordered, as if I had any choice. After years of settling for ones and twos on the Richter scale of sexual euphoria, I'd finally been catapulted into a ten, and tremors and aftershocks continued piling up long after the original earthquake had transported me to a different world.

I don't remember when or how I ended up crouching on the floor, now totally naked and with the lingering remnants of my euphoria still trickling through me, but I was brought back to reality when I felt the vibrating plug being tugged out of me, and my hot trans student asked, "Are you ready to get ass fucked, Ms. Jasmine?"

Every time she called me by my name and used that oh-so-respectful honorific, a chill of cold reality washed over me, reminding me that I was the alleged adult here, the so-called role model, the dignitary who was supposed to be in charge, instead of the other way around. But neither Nicole nor my body gave a shit what my mind thought. "Yes, Mistress Nicole, PLEASE go ahead and Take Your Teacher's Tight Ass!"

"Again with the alliteration, slut! You really can't stop doing that, can you?" she teased, her cock head rubbing up and down between my ass cheeks, spreading around the excess lubrication from that bottle of the stuff.

"It's just one of my quirks," I replied, grabbing hold of the corner of the bed and bracing myself for the pain I was expecting.

"And another one is writing porn," she retorted, as she positioned her cock at my well-gaped rosebud, the cold lube a chilling contrast with the heat of her wide mushroom top.

"And being a submissive," I added.

"Touché," she laughed merrily, as she grabbed my upper arms and used them to force my torso upright, and then slowly... inexorably... she pushed herself into my butt.

"Oooh, ooh," I whimpered as her wide cock forced its way past my restrictive backdoor sphincter.



"I'm a bit wider than those plugs you prepared yourself with," she mentioned.

"You're so fucking big," I whimpered, trying to focus on breathing to help me deal with my ass getting stretched into a super duper model. The pain felt like I was giving birth again, but somewhat different.

"Why thank you! I know I'm not as long as my Aunt Alexis, but I make up for it in girth, don't you think, my pet?"

"God, yes!" I agreed wholeheartedly, still struggling to get used to my ass being remodeled, and also the accompanying odd and inexplicable mixture of pleasure and pain I was both enjoying and suffering.

"Your ass is so fucking tight, my pet. It's like I'm fucking a virgin!" Nicole exclaimed, as she continued her snail's pace invasion of my ass.

I said nothing while I focused on relaxing my muscles while she slowly drilled deeper and deeper inside me. I was totally silent except for my stunted breathing which was filling the room while the teacher submitted completely to her student. Finally, when the pain felt like I was about ready to burst at the seams, she announced, as she released my arms so I could rest my hands on the floor again, "Holy shit, my pet! You've taken all of me inside you!"

"That's nice," I whimpered. I tried to sound proud of myself, but my wavering voice revealed how much pain I was still experiencing.

My Mistress wasn't unsympathetic. In fact, she sounded downright tender while she crooned, "Just relax as much as you're able to. I promise the pain will dissipate soon, and then indescribable pleasure will replace it," my confident teen Mistress reassured me, ceasing all movement, giving me some time to get accustomed to having my ass crammed full of her cock.

"Kkkkk," I agreed on the outside. But on the inside, I wasn't convinced that I'd ever learn to enjoy being fucked in the ass. I loved the idea of anal sex, it seemed like... no, it actually was the ultimate submission... giving myself to someone by allowing myself to be subjected to such a taboo act (with that taboo-ness doubled because she was a student and I was a teacher, and then tripled when you factored in that she was also a trans).

Her hand gently caressed my back. Her gesture felt so intimate and soothing, a sharp contrast to her usual dominant, even arrogant personality, and another contrast to the fact that my pain wouldn't even exist if she didn't have eight inches of her stiff cock buried in my ass.

After a minute or two of calm, she whispered, "Now I'm going to slowly move in and out of your ass, Ms. Jasmine. Trust me, the worst of your pain is behind you. Ooops... sorry for the inadvertent quip, I meant to say it's now in the past."

Finally becoming at least somewhat accustomed to her large cock inside me, I said, "Okay."

"Okay, what?" she asked. She didn't ask at all harshly this time. She was still being tender and sympathetic, but given the new relationship we'd established, there were certain formalities we needed to honour for both of our sakes.

"Okay, Mistress," I answered placidly.

"Good girl," she purred. And then she slowly pulled her cock almost all the way out of me, before gently filling me back up. The fresh pain I'd been anticipating didn't arrive, and instead, I felt a surprising yearning inside me beginning to grow.

After a couple more minutes of her very slow, deliberate fucking of my ass, I began wanting it faster and harder. Then I couldn't believe the words I heard coming out of my mouth. "Faster please, Mistress, and harder."

"Tell me exactly what you want me to do next, Ms. Jasmine," she teased, but she wasn't fucking me any faster or harder.

My frustration began building, because I yearned to be fucked hard. I begged, the foul-mouthed side of me coming alive, "Fuck my tight ass, Mistress! Pound your teacher like the submissive slut she is!"

"Delicious," she said, and then she did begin vigorously pumping her cock in and out of the pleasure hole she'd recently acquired. The sensations I was now experiencing were inexplicable but undeniable. I felt a second orgasm beginning to build, which had never occurred for me during a sexual encounter... ever. I'd never experienced multiple orgasms, which was just something I'd come to accept after years of fruitlessly attempting to make it happen. Yet here it was, beginning to bubble away inside me.

Now hoping against hope that I could make the impossible possible, I begged, sounding as dirty as I could, "Harder Mistress! Slam your salami stick up my shit-hole! Ream my rectum with your rock-hard rod! Pound my poop chute with your powerful prick!"

"That's so fucking hot, slut," she grunted. "Thank God I gave Reika a load on the bus, or I would've cum a long time ago." This is making me instantly imagine the cute Reika with a load all over her face.



She picked up the pace while slamming into me, her body colliding with mine while each of her thrusts reached new depths inside my ass.

As my breathing quickened and deepened, and my previously unattainable second orgasm began churning away inside me, she asked, "If we were characters in one of your stories right now, how would the horny, slutty teacher finish off her Mistress?"

I didn't hesitate. "She'd fuck herself on her student's cock like a cheap whore, and she'd keep going until her ass was filled with her Mistress's gigantic load of gooey perfection."

"What a delightful suggestion!" Nicole said, stopping all her movements again. "Then by all means, go ahead and fuck yourself on me, Ms. Jasmine, until we both cum!"

"Yes indeed, Mistress Nicole," I agreed eagerly. I began strongly bouncing back on her cock. It was awkward at first while I experimented, trying to settle into an effective rhythm, but once I achieved one, our sex dance was the most beautiful thing ever....pure X-Rated poetry in motion!

A couple of minutes later, my breathing now an erratic mess, and with Nicole's almost as erratic, she asked, "Is my ass slut about to cum from having my cock in her ass?"

"I thiiiink soooooo," I struggled to answer, while I continued literally fucking my own ass!

"You've got me close, slut. Are you close too?"

"Sooooo close," I groaned. I was desperate to reach a second orgasm in a single session for the first time ever, but I was frustrated that at least so far, my impending orgasm wasn't soaring to euphoria, it just continued being a tantalizing tease.

"I want you to come on the count of five, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole ordered, yanking on my pigtails.

"Kkkkk," I whimpered. "I'll do my best Mistress, but I'm not sure I actually can."

"I'm not asking for excuses, you'll come when I tell you to, is that fucking clear?" she demanded, her tone leaping from friendly to aggressive, and she tugged on my pigtails hard.

"Yes Mistress," I agreed, although I wasn't remotely convinced I could succeed,

"One, my dirty cock-sucker. Which of your students do you want to suck next?"

I said the first name that came into my head: "Lisa." Then after the fact, I realized the sexy Brit wasn't a bad choice at all!

"Oooooh, because you love her accent?" Nicole guessed rightly.

"Yeeeees," I answered. My orgasm continued bubbling, but it still wasn't about to burst.

"Two, my pet teacher. Next question: which of your students would you like under your desk licking away at your cunt, while the other students are taking a test and you're writing your naughty stories?" She then gave another firm tug to my pigtails.



The shy but good at everything Japanese Reika was the obvious choice. "Reika," I chose, by now desensitised enough that I wasn't remotely ashamed of such inappropriate thoughts about my sexy students.

"Three. Now tell me how much you love my cock in your ass."

Astonishingly, my next orgasm was rising! In fact, it was now bubbling just below the surface! I said, "I fucking love it! It's driving me so close to my first multiple orgasm!"

"Say what? You mean you've not had any? Like never?!" she asked incredulously.

"Yes, Mistress. I've never in my life had any multiple orgasms," I admitted, and my desperate desire to change that sad reality was overwhelming me.

"Four. Jasmine, that's a terrible habit! And we're going to break you of that habit, my cunt, my slut, my ass whore, my cocksucker," she rattled off, each denigration sending quivers of humiliating pleasure directly into my submissive core. (Have I mentioned that humiliation is vastly underrated as an aphrodisiac? To submissives such as myself, being humiliated while I'm having sex satisfies one of my basic needs, so unlike many other people, I always find it exhilarating, especially if other people are watching.)

Then when my Mistress reached five, my long-dormant multiple orgasms volcano erupted the moment she said the word, thus ordering it to erupt. She then yanked my pigtails while she slammed forward to meet me coming backwards growling, "Cum right now, or I'll never fuck you again, you dirty trans lover."

"Fuuuuuck yeeeeees, oooooh god, Ohh Fuuuuck!!" I quaked as the impossible actually happened, and I collapsed forward onto the bed, Nicole thankfully responsive enough to let go of my pigtails.

Nicole took control again, continuing to fuck my ass while my second orgasm kept erupting through me. Then a few seconds later she grunted, and I felt my insides being coated with cum, which... WOW!... sent another eruption of pleasure through my body!

"Take my cum in your ass, Ms. Jasmine," she grunted as she continued pumping her cock in and out of my ass, while stream after stream of her cum filled me.

When she pulled out, even though I was exhausted and weakened, without even thinking about what I was doing, I spun around and took her cock into my mouth, hungrily searching for any last remnants of her cum.

"Shiiiiit, you're the most eager little cock slut I've ever fucked, Ms. Jasmine," she moaned while I deep throated her member while it was still erect and pulsing.

A minute later she pulled her cock out of my mouth, and said, "Spin around and show me that gaped asshole of yours."

I quickly obeyed, spinning around, spreading my legs and showcasing my gaping ass.



"Delicious," she said, before she slapped my ass and stood up. "Well, I hope you have enough material for a good hot trans seduction story."

I laughed weakly, "Ohhh, I think I have enough material to write a lengthy tale."

"You might want to call it Trans School," Nicole suggested, as she bent down to grab her dress.

I stared at her perfect ass and wondered if she ever got fucked herself. After a moment, I added, "And the subtitle could be A Teacher Falls."

As she put her dress on, she paused and considered the title, "Trans School: A Teacher Falls...I think that could just work."

Five minutes later she was gone, and although I was exhausted, I knew I had a tale to tell. I went to my laptop, my ass now a bit sore and started typing.

Trans School: A Teacher Seduced

After more than fifteen years of teaching in public school systems in Canada...

The End

Because this rewrite got my pussy burning and the story suddenly felt incomplete, Tex and I have decided to tell the entire rest of the school year in a few more illustrated chapters.

Up next: Jasmine spends Super Sunday worshipping cock after cock after cock after cock.... In Trans School: Cock Worship (including ending the wild afternoon with a threesome with Headmistress Alexis and Nicole).



This will be followed by:

3-Trans School: Colleague Worship Where I discover just how much I am the bottom bitch among my colleagues.



4-Trans School: Daughter's Arrival

Where my daughter surprises me with a visit when she learns about the secret society. She is then initiated into it both giving and receiving first when she takes Headmistress's monster cock in her mouth and pussy before taking a massive facial. Then I walk in and get the ultimate shock of my life before my daughter begins her Mommy Mistress training by making me eat her pussy before she fucks my cunt and working with Headmistress Alexis fucks my ass in a hot double penetration.



5-Trans School: Daughter's Initiation

My daughter Tiffani learns the rest of the rules of the school when Nicole and then other senior students come and fuck the bottom sluts. In this final scene after some Mistress training by Nicole on how to fuck a Mommy-slut, followed by some marathon fucking and double bukkake, the initiation ends with both of us getting triple penetrated.



6-Trans School: Girlfriend's Parents

One weekend, Amanda and I are surprised by a visit from her parents that allows me to learn more family secrets and be properly initiated into the family.



7-Trans School: Hot Friend Visits

After some emails and wicked online chat, I convince my long-time fan, online friend, and regular idea contributor, Breezy to come and meet me in person on campus for some lesbian fun. I don't tell her about the BIG surprise until she arrives, but since she is a wild one up for almost anything it doesn't take long for her to enjoy the privileges of the school.



After a lengthy weekend of trans dick and teacher pussy, Amanda and I are invited to visit Breezy in Los Angels for a weekend... where I finally get Daddy's dick (yes that is what Breezy calls her husband during intercourse). Daddy pulling some strings we end up in J-Town (for Japan) in LA that evening, and have a closed-off location to ourselves where I finally get Daddy's dick (After years of online chat) and Breezy gets Amanda's dick again.



8-Trans School: Presidential Visit

Daphne Greene visits the school to give a speech while she is running for President, and she's invited to enjoy the charms of some of the Senior students, while I discover first-hand that her entire Secret Service security team is staffed by hot trans women who enjoy fucking the new teacher, and I learn there are some major perks to being the Bottom Slut around here.



9-Trans School: Halloween

A Halloween tradition is to bukkake the newest teacher, Penelope thrilled to not be her for the first time in years. Since Amanda and I are dating, Nicole decides to have two cum dumps for the spirited event.

After taking a couple dozen loads, the cum coated couple are drenched in cum as Lisa and Aya are the final two to unload.



10-Trans School: In Toronto

Amanda and I go to visit Tiffani during the Christmas holidays where we have fun during a flight delay in the members' only bathroom, I join the mile-high club and we meet Tiffani's hung trans girlfriend (Alexis set them up of course) and enjoy a family foursome and other fun nights during the holiday season.





11-Trans School: New Student

As the second semester starts a new student arrives... the daughter of the leader of Norway. After the Headmistress learns she is a virgin and takes her anal virginity, she sends her to me to get the Trifecta. I explain that a Trifecta is where I first give her a blowjob, then she fucks my pussy, and then she gives me anal.

She asks, Headmistress having likely explained the rules here, "And you'll do all of that however I want?"

"I'll be honoured to serve you however you wish," I tell her humbly before I learn behind her virgin exterior is a bossy bitch who gets what she wants (I was shocked she was an actual virgin based on her confidence, beauty and demeanour).

We then fulfilled the Trifecta.







After she cums in my butt, she asks, "So because you're a teacher and I'm a senior at this school, I can do stuff like this to you anytime I want, and in front of anyone I want?"

I explain, "Not exactly. Whenever class is in session nobody gets to have any sex, and anytime we're around any students who aren't seniors, we're required to dress and behave with absolute decorum. But after class, and when nobody else is around except seniors, teachers and other staff, you can do whatever you like with me or any other teacher."

"Amazing," she said, before she shoved her dick in my mouth... ass to mouth now something I regularly experienced... thus always making sure my asshole was clean... before we started round two.

12-Trans School: Mom's Visit

My sixty-year-old mom gets the personal school of Chateau Johnson High treatment... first from Headmistress Alexa of course.



13-Trans School: Nicole's Family

I became part of an incestuous orgy when Nicole invited her elder sister Carrie (who was attending a trans college... more about that later) and their mother to visit my room. I wasn't surprised to hear the mom addressing Carrie as Mistress, but was astonished to hear Nicole doing the same... so of course so did I. Mistress Carrie wrangled the four of us into a sex position she called 'the totem pole', where I hunkered down on the floor, she helped support her mom, who sat on my shoulders, and then Carrie stuck her dick in my mouth, while Nicole fucked their mom's ass.



The next day, my daughter's girlfriend comes for a visit while Carrie is still visiting and well... an orgy ensues... including my daughter getting a real raw double penetration. (PS: my daughter ends up interning at the school for the second term).



14-Trans School: Romantic Vday

On an intimate night with Amanda, we head into Los Angeles to a fancy restaurant where Amanda proposes to me... of course, I say yes. We then go to a musical and then to a lesbian club where everything goes... for example the 69 on the middle of the floor.



We then end up at a fancy hotel where we make love (twice)... I fuck her pretty asshole and she fucks me... climaxing with me riding her while staring into her hypnotic eyes.



15-Trans School: Senator's Approval

Due to my political background, only fictional, but well-researched I get to meet with Senator Smith to discuss politics and poli-cocks.



After taking two loads from the Senator and one from Headmistress Alexa in a marathon threesome, I was asked who my favorite senior student was. I answered it was sweet Lisa who I had to go find and have her clean me up (this was the reversal from a much earlier moment when I had to clean her up).



16-Trans School: Sister's Surprise

Having read all my stories including a couple where I bluntly write about my sisters, Headmistress Alexis decides to surprise me for my birthday with a big surprise. Of course, this leads to them discovering my secret fantasies, the school's secret code, their niece's new life and even mom's sexual awakening.

This leads to a wild weekend including my sisters getting initiated by the Headmistress, a birthday orgy with students and teachers, and an incestuous-charged family-only orgy... well with Amanda of course.



17-Trans School: Senior Swap Day

For one day, the teachers get to fuck the senior students.

I take Lisa for a ride.



Demand Aya dominate me.



And get a unique standing DP from my fiancé Amanda and Christine.



It wasn't until the end of the day that I learned 'Swap Day' actually meant I could FUCK them... with a strap-on when my daughter scolded me for wasting such an opportunity.

So I beckon Nicole thinking it would be fun for one day to reverse the hierarchy and be the one doing the fucking. She had gone the whole day not getting dicked as no other teacher was brazen enough to fuck her... but having seen her submissive side with her older sister I knew I could push her and once I had my stick buried up her asshole she got quite animated and even ended up in a threesome with my daughter and myself.





18-Trans School: Super Homecoming

Many famous alumnae attend the annual Homecoming Ball where... of course, since only Seniors, staff and alumnae are allowed to attend... everyone arrives dressed elegantly but slutty, and the gala event soon escalates into a massive orgy.



19-Trans School: Surprise Farewell/prom grad

I'm being transferred to become a professor at Chateau Johnson University (a university for female trans students only, with an all-woman staff... exactly like the high school), and I enjoy a few great farewell fucks almost all of them three-on-one or more and often kinky as fuck like: being fucked air tight and getting another bukkake... just to name a couple of things in the two-week long sex marathon I would experience and enjoy thoroughly.





One last surprise, like I hadn't had enough of them during my one-year tenure at Chateau Johnson High. I was interrupted in mid-class by my daughter who was completely naked, except for nylons, of course, and holding a strap-on. A surprise it was school hours, nor did I know her big news: she had been hired here to replace me and was officially the new bottom slut and I was the first to get to fuck her.

So, well, I broke the no sex during instructional time rule with Alexis's approval as she gave me a nod from the doorway, and fucked her. In front of my entire class... which, of course, led to a full classroom orgy.



This, of course, led to a full classroom orgy where the new bottom slut got an early preview of her fall initiation (although that would be with a whole new group of students then) and the two of us were gangbanged together.



Of course, we also took double facials too.



My last major event was a graduation train where I was bent over my desk and the graduates lined up to take their turn fucking me and dumping every single load in my pussy... before they headed to their graduation ceremony with their parents and family there. A graduation that would be normal as the fathers and other relatives would come to be there for their daughter's special day.



While my daughter, who stuck around, was entertaining some of the seniors with her three holes, I entertained some of my favourite students. As I got fucked and took loads all over me, the girls danced and sang to songs as they prepared for their big day.



Not that I didn't get some visits that night from a few families thanking me for my teaching. But I'll save those dignitaries and repeat visitors for the later release of this chapter in 2026.

20-Trans School: Trans University Prelude

A flashback to my hiring interview, where I'm thoroughly interviewed by the Mistress Dean, including sucking her dick and getting fucked while I'm answering questions, before the Dean does some serious deep probing to make sure I'm qualified for the job. She even invites her well-hung secretary in to finish the interview.



She then gifts me to the Valedictorian and her two best friends, who triple-team me and coat me with cum while other graduating seniors watch. Needless to say, I'm hired.



21-Trans School: Wedding Orgy

The year finishes with a wedding on a beach a three-hour drive from the school, where I marry... Amanda... who I've been dating throughout the school year (in between teaching, being a fuck toy for my students, and Bottom Slut to my colleagues).



After a lovely Beach Chateau ceremony, it's time to consummate the marriage. First up, I grab my big ten-inch strap-on to fuck my beautiful bride... the others watch for a couple of minutes before they too decide to have some fun. Alexis rogered Nicole; Sarah approached Tiffani and asked, "since we're family now," could she please fuck her, and my daughter happily agreed; Amanda's mom Akila climbed Aya like a tree, and her dad Yousef got it on with Penelope.



Then we relocate our party to that offshore gazebo, to get out of the pounding heat where its time for Amanda to turn the tables by fucking my pussy and then ass. However, in truth I'm still in charge while I sit on top of her and impale myself. Meanwhile Alexis allows her niece to plunder her which is a rarity; Sarah and Aya loft Penelope up into the air and DP her. Bottom Slut Tiffani thoroughly enjoys her role by hosting Lisa inside her mouth and Priya in her ass. Which leaves Akila to... believe it or not... ride her own husband.



22-Trans School: University

Or

Trans University (and perhaps a new series)

While discretion was very important at the high school as only legal seniors knew the truth, the university was different. On an actual island, the university was secluded and private. As such, the rules were different. There was still to be no sex during the lecture, academics were still very important, but how the professor (I loved being called professor... even if it was Professor Slut, Professor Cum Dump or Pet Professor... by the way, all professors were fuck toys outside lecture hours and always called by first name only like Professor Jasmine) dressed was usually very provocative and sometimes based on instructions given by any student prior to lecture hours.

Anyway, here is a brief collection of my first few days at work as a professor.

Amanda and I arrived on campus and after a marathon session with the Headmistress Dean and her secretary, we were settling into our extremely lovely new apartment when there was a knock on our door. It's the Valedictorian who graduated last spring (her name is Sukai) who apparently is staying to do her Masters in Anthropology, and she thought she'd drop by and welcome us to our becoming part of the college in the best way she knew how... a fun threesome. She fucked Amanda and me while I was wearing some new kinky attire we bought on our honeymoon in Italy.



Here is my first weekend initial gangbang where all the senior students have a go at me... here are just some of them as they work me over for hours.

PS: This is still early on in the day.

The pic shows Sukai (leaning against a wall) and Jennifer (sitting down) recovering from their exertions, Natalie fucking me, Reiko adding another load to my face, and Chiara patiently waiting her turn.



Being House Mistress of the Senior floor... although the title mistress is in name only, since by now I'm very proficient in doing whatever I'm told... the fuck lounge, as it was named, was where I spent many of my non-work hours. Wednesday's was corset day as you can see in this pic where I end up taking four loads in and on me.



Lastly, being on an island, where it was always beautiful outside, minus the odd rain, I often taught outside. This time doing a small group tutorial with a butt plug in my ass... as Sarah planned to have all four of them anally destroy me after class was done.



And this is just the first two weeks....

....

....

....

FINALLY, here is one final picture of me, typing up this story, as the amazing Amanda licks my pussy.




Trans School: Cock Worshipping

Summary: The next day I worship lots of trans cock.

Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for rejuvenating this old story and illustrating all the parts. Thanks also to Tex, Shuj and OhDave1 for editing this year.

Note 2: This is the second part of a planned marathon series about my adventures at the Chateau Johnson School for Girls, located in southern California.

Note 3: Tex wants to thank Pawngame, a graphics artist from RenderHub, for her invaluable assistance in posing our trans students in this series.

In part 1, A TEACHER SEDUCED, I relocate from Canada to teach at a private school in extremely rural southern California, where I gradually unravel a secret... that the students are all trans. The cat is finally let out of the bag when I'm seduced by the virtually all-powerful trans Headmistress, then learn that as a result, I've just become the Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers when I'm used by their former Bottom Slut. I then have a romantic-ish encounter with Amanda (the Headmistress's (very) personal secretary) Amanda, (where I get to do the fucking for a change, because she's even more submissive than I am), and Chapter 1 ends with my submitting to Nicole, the school's most dominant student.

And now... the next morning... Sunday...

Trans School: Cock Worshipping



The next morning, I woke up, showered, and put my pyjamas back on since I had no idea what would be required of me today. I was certain that someone would want me to do something, and whatever that something was would likely dictate what I should wear. I was just deciding whether or not to go to breakfast dressed like this, when there was a knock on my door. When I opened it, Amanda was there, wearing only a sheer babydoll and stockings. I invited her in, and she set down a shopping bag she was carrying.

I asked her the obvious question, "Do you always have a hard-on?"

"No, only when I'm having sex, and whenever I'm around you," she replied flirtatiously.



"Nicole wants to see you in her room right away," she informed me.

"Okay," I said, yawning while my mouth started watering, and my pussy began tingling with anticipation. Following our intense two-girl orgy last night, there was only one reason she'd send for me! YAY!!

"But first, put this STUFF on," she instructed, indicating the bag she'd brought. "Oh, and braid your hair into pigtails, just like last night.

"Okay," I said, before she kissed me on the cheek and left.

I closed the door, stripped off my pyjamas, emptied the bag, and checked out the very limited attire: thigh high stockings, crotchless panties (which seemed rather pointless) and a mismatched green corset that didn't cover my tits at all... in fact, all it covered was my belly. Once I'd put everything on and braided my hair, I didn't see the remotest functional purpose for those latter two so-called garments.

I looked into the mirror and gave myself a huge grin. I looked super slutty! Yay again! I slipped into a robe, since I'd going to another building (silly me, it turned out), and headed to Nicole's room.

"Come in," she called out when I knocked.

I went in and closed the door.

Nicole was starkers except for a pair of pinkish thigh highs. She turned away from the mirror where she'd been brushing her hair, saw me, and immediately barked, "What the fuck are you doing wearing a robe?!"

"Sorry," I apologized, quickly shrugging it off.

"So you're ashamed to be my teacher pet?" she asked. "Didn't want anyone to see you with your girly bits showing ON YOUR WAY TO REPORT TO YOUR MISTRESS?"

"No, not at all!" I said hurriedly. And truthfully, I wasn't at all ashamed of my new status as her submissive, especially since I knew that all the other teachers had also sucked this big, hard, juicy cock, that right now was aimed directly at me. "I just thought I should look at least somewhat respectable while I walked across campus and down the hallways."

"Has anyone ever asked you to think while you're not teaching?" she asked very harshly.

"No," I whispered, dropping my head down, feeling like her naughty child.

"Your only job is to please," she said. Then she snapped her fingers while pointing at the floor and said, as if she was giving me an order, "Patella."

I just looked at her, perplexed.

"Oh well, I didn't think that would work," she said with a laugh... a complete shift from her harsh tone just a moment earlier. "But some of your readers seem to think you overuse the order 'knees'."

I laughed agreeably. "Yes, some of them have said that, but I decided they're wrong. That single, solitary word is almost magic, it's so powerful... it even has its own aura. All by itself, it creates a hierarchy! It builds a relationship! It conditions a submissive!"

"Agreed," she nodded. She came towards me with her eyes looking into mine, and she uttered the magic word that every submissive obeys in an instant... "Knees!"

My brain didn't need to decide whether I'd obey... automatically and instantly I dropped to my knees... that magic word sending an erotic chill down my back and directly into my needy pussy. I wanted Nicole's big dick in my mouth... in my pussy... in my ass... or my top choice... all of the above.

"You're so much like the submissives in your stories," she observed, gazing down at me like she owned me... and I had no quarrel with that.

"You know what they say... write what you know," I smiled, my mouth watering for my imminent breakfast treat.

"Just imagine! Today is just the beginning of your serving an endless train of trans pillow princesses!" she said gleefully. She traced my lips with her cock head, and when I licked them I could taste just a smidgeon of her pre-cum.

"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. She was referring to my multi-chaptered, mostly lesbian Pillow Princess series... mostly, because there was a trans chapter in it. The main character Meredith was indeed crafted to reflect many of my own most raw and uninhibited fantasies. "That sounds so fucking hot! I can hardly wait to get started!"

"Yeah, and I bet you'd love to suck and get fucked by every last trans senior student in the school," she said, slapping my cheek with her hard-on.

"Is it bad that my answer is yes please?" I asked. The idea of harbouring cock after cock inside all my holes was already making my pussy burn on this sinful Sunday morning, which I knew was only the beginning of a brand-new sex-filled era in my life!

"Nope. It's really good," she said, as she slid her dick between my lips. "Just like this is."

I moaned again, already addicted to her big dick filling my mouth, and the first time had been just last night!

"Now show me what a good cocksucker you are," she instructed.

I obeyed without hesitation, beginning with some slow, smooth sucking... wanting to savour this first cock of my first day of a new era... and if I was reading between Nicole's lines accurately, it looked like I'd be getting my fill of dick all day long!

"Oh yeah," she moaned, "worship my cock!"

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned against her cock, knowing from many of my readers' reports, that such vibrations always felt absolutely heavenly to the cock holder.

"Yeah, every Sunday morning from now on, this will be your first Church of Cock visitation. Then off you'll go to your classroom, to service cock after cock after cock... in your other Church of Cock," she said, and my visual of that ritual made my pussy sit right up and purr!

I'd never been overly religious, and only went to church for weddings and funerals... at my age more of the latter... but her Church of Cock worshipping sounded like a place where I could kneel down and put my heart into worshipping something I could really believe in!

"Are you ready to become a supplicant in the Church of Cock?" she asked, and she pulled out... so my saliva flooded down my chin.

I gazed up at her with unconditional submission and responded, "I'll happily abide in such a Church, and I'll perform my phallic ablutions with complete devotion."

"Fuck, are you a nasty slut!" she accused approvingly, and she slid her cock back into my mouth, so I resumed bobbing.

After a few minutes of slow sucking, she pulled out again and ordered, "Sit on your ass and brace your hands behind you. I'm going to fuck your face and baptise you as my newest Cock Supplicant."

"Yes, Ministress," I responded, having recently learned that was an honorific one uses to address a female Minister. It's normally addressed to a woman who's a political Minister in England, but it also seemed perfect for this kinkier usage.

"Ministress," she smiled, as I got myself into the required position, and then stretched my nylon-clad legs towards her and wiggled my toes. "I like that!"

But, Mistress Ministress might be even better," I embellished, as still standing, she straddled my legs and slid her hard, wet cock inside my eager mouth.

"Oh, yes! You're the perfect new addition to the Church of Cock," she said as she began face fucking me... her entire dick entering my mouth and tickling my tonsils, with her big balls filled with creamy cum bouncing against my chin.



It was two, perhaps three minutes, before I felt her cock begin to twitch, and at the very last moment, she pulled out and erupted all over my face... thus anointing me for my official baptism into the Church of Cock.

This was obviously her first load of the day, so it was a huge one, and it not only splattered my face, but she then aimed a bit lower, so her cum shot out of her dick and onto my tits, coating them too.

"So much delightful cum!" I gasped, awestruck that such a slender girl could possibly spew such volume... easily the most cum I'd ever taken from a cock in a single helping!

"My morning load is always the largest one," she said, and then somehow even a little more cum dribbled out of her dick and dripped down onto my tits.

"That's very good to hear, since I always enjoy a hearty breakfast," I smiled, with her cum dripping down my face. I wanted her to know I'd be more than willing to receive such a load every morning.

"I'll keep that in mind," she said, then she stepped away from me. "But unfortunately for you, I always have quite a few cum-hungry sluts lining up to beg for my morning load."

"I'll bet you do," I smiled, remaining on the floor, just savouring the afterglow of receiving that major facial... and tittal? (Is that a word?)

She grabbed her phone and told me, "I'm texting you your schedule for today."

"Okay," I said, very much looking forward to learning which girls I'd be submitting to today... all of them were my students on weekdays.but on weekends they were now my Mistresses... I was so excited!

"Every half hour you'll have a guest or two coming into your classroom, and you'll serve them as their Meredith," she said, again referring to my popular Pillow Princess series.

"So I'll be servicing an ongoing train of teen pillow princesses, and doing whatever they require of me?" I asked, clarifying what would be expected of me.

"Yup. You're a quick learner," she said, and she reached for my hand and assisted me up from the floor.

"This is pretty much a dream come true," I said gratefully.

"Oh, it'll literally be a dream cum true," she said, stressing the two words.

"I can't wait!" I squealed, already craving more cock and more cum... and eager to experience the no doubt many diverse ways my students would treat me in the privacy of my classroom, while they had full permission to do whatever they wanted to do to me, with a guarantee of no recriminations from me (or anyone else) afterwards. Would all my students come and use me? Or only a select few?

"You will, of course, continue wearing this outfit I gifted you throughout the day," she added.

"Of course," I agreed, glancing down at the robe lying on the floor.

"The robe stays here," she said, noticing my glance. "Wearing it to cover yourself while you came across campus to report to your Ministress was very naughty!"

"Yes, Ministress! It won't happen again," I replied, although I was quite nervous about walking through the halls of her dorm and across campus to my classroom dressed like a complete whore, especially now that I also had this abundance of very visible cum all over me!

"And since you tried to tempt my slut Penelope to disobey me, you'll take another cum walk back to your own room at the end of the day," she instructed, just as I'd assumed she would. Nicole was in many ways my perfect prototype Mistress... a collage of many of a certain variety of Mistresses I'd created during my more than a decade of writing erotica. Not the knowledgeable, sophisticated ones, but the younger, impetuous and particularly demanding ones.

"Of course, Mistress," I agreed obediently. My solace was knowing that every other teacher here... and likely many of the seniors... had at least once already taken this walk of so-called shame. So-called, because totally unlike anywhere else I'd ever heard of, around here openly flaunting yourself as a slut was celebrated rather than condemned!

"Go now," she said.

"I'll need to stop by my room to fetch my phone," I mentioned.

"No need. I'll send another slut to get it for you."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, and I took one last admiring glance at her slowly shrinking cock, before I turned around and headed out of her room into the hallway of the seniors' dormitory.

The moment I started walking very nervously down the hallway, I saw Veda looking back at me, and then Aya coming up behind me, who said, "Looking hot, Ms. Jasmine." (You may recognise Aya as the hot girl with TransNikki's cum all over her face in one of the pictures Nicole emailed me.)



"Thanks," I said. Believe it or not, I enjoyed the compliment, which did a lot towards boosting my confidence.

"I can't wait for my playtime with you," Aya said, slapping my ass. (At any of my previous schools I would have been appalled by such an inappropriate familiarity, but for Aya I just giggled appreciatively.)

"I look forward to serving you, Mistress," I said, turning my head back, and seeing she was dressed almost as slutty as I was.

To my surprise, the two girls followed me outside, and I needed to cross about 300 yards of the large campus to get to the seniors' classroom wing. When I went outside, Ryan and Nayyia were chatting when they caught sight of me, and they too were dressed like sluts!

"Oh my!" the beautiful redhead Ryan gasped, looking admiringly at my cum-coated face and breasts. "How delicious!"

"Nicole kindly gave me her morning load," I explained, although I'm sure they already knew that.

"Yeah, she obviously did. And you'll be taking lots more loads today," Aya predicted, not having taken her eyes off of me once, ever since she saw me leaving Nicole's room. I'd felt quite nervous when I began this little journey, but now I was starting to enjoy myself!



"I'll never refuse a load from a hot girl," I responded, glancing down at her crotch.

"Ms. Jasmine, are you objectifying me" Ryan gasped mockingly.

"Yep. And I hope you'll all come and return the favour, during my Super Sunday Slut-fest," I said as I continued walking, and they no doubt admired my backend as I sauntered away... glowing in my own sluttiness.

The creamy cum from Nicole's load was still nice and wet, so I rubbed it all over my body while I walked, loving the healthy glow someone's sperm always gave me... although that was usually just on my face, unlike now, as I continued towards the seniors' classroom wing and my own classroom.

When I entered the seniors' classroom wing, I was greeted by two teachers... Darya, a tall and imposing black woman I always found rather intimidating, and Myeong, who was from South Korea. She'd always been especially polite to me... until now. For some reason, they were both dressed maybe even sluttier than I was... wearing no more than decorative chains and stockings.

"Where ya going, Bottom Slut?" Myeong greeted me, startling me with her change in demeanor.

"I'm going to my classroom," I explained. "Apparently I'll be spending the day sucking my students' cocks and doing whatever else they tell me to."

"Oh yeah, been there, done that," Darya said. "What time's your first appointment?"

"Oh! Actually, I don't know. Nicole texted my schedule to me, and someone will be bringing my phone to me... soon, I hope."

"These marathon teacher gangbangs always start at 10:00," Myeong said, "and right now it's only 9:40. So we can have some fun with you right now while you're waiting for your first student."

"Right out here in the hallway?" I objected. "Where people can stroll by and see us going at it?"

"This is a seniors' hallway, and it's the weekend," Darya pointed out. "And Headmistress Alexis has already initiated all the seniors, and you're the only new teacher this year. So anybody who might come in here is welcome to use any of us any which way they please, and even watch us playing with our Bottom Slut. And if you don't have an exhibitionistic streak yet, around here, you'll soon earn one. Now lie down on your back for us."

"Okay. If you're sure it's all right," I agreed. The idea of tasting some morning pussy was actually exciting, so I really didn't mind lying down on the hard floor, even though it was rather cold.

Myeong straddled my crotch and rubbed her pussy against mine, while Darya sat on my face.

"Oh yes, bottom bitch! Eat my pussy," Darya moaned as my tongue probed her pussy, enjoying her already damp crotch.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as Myeong really ground her pussy against mine... something I'd occasionally written about, but I'd never thought women actually did that very often, if at all, because it looked rather boring. Goodness, was I wrong! The stimulation from our pussies rubbing against each other was utter euphoria!



It took only a few minutes before Myeong and I were cumming together.

Darya followed us a couple minutes later, squirting her delicious juices right into my open mouth.

Darya stood up and strolled away, warning me over her shoulder, "This is only the beginning, Bottom Slut!"

Myeong assisted me in returning to my feet and said, "Welcome to the real faculty team building, Ms. Jasmine."

"Gamsahabnida," I said politely. (I happened to know how to say the formal version of thank you in Korean, but very little else in that language.) She bowed to me, I bowed back to her, she walked away, and I headed to my classroom.

Once I arrived, I was surprised to discover that some of Nicole's plan to schedule my first trans gangbang for today had been partly executed even before she'd sent Amanda to summon me to her room this morning. Someone had moved all the tables and chairs to the sides of the classroom, and they'd laid a comfy-looking carpet down in the middle of the floor.



While I awaited my first... gangbanger?... I mused about the wild new reality I was now starting to inhabit. I also experienced some second thoughts about the wisdom of all this crazy. While I'd been alone with the intoxicating Nicole and her dream cock, I'd been totally unable to think for myself... but now that I was alone in my classroom... the room that symbolized my role as a respected educator... I was reminded of my unwritten code to protect my students... at least that was part of it... from sexually predatory teachers at all costs. And now I was about to become one of those predatory teachers!

Shit! What was I thinking?! I rushed to my desk and grabbed a wet wipe to get rid of the incriminating cum all over me, and the stickiness of the goo.

"Ready for your first gangbang?" Harriet... another teacher... asked cordially, as she entered the classroom and handed me my phone.



"Not really," I confessed. "Suddenly I'm thinking I shouldn't even be here! I'm just about to start molesting my students! That's horribly unethical!"

"Get over it!" she laughed. "You think you'll be the one molesting them? They're the ones who'll be doing all the molesting, and I can promise you, they won't mind fucking you one little bit! And if you don't submit to them and play along with everything they tell you to, they'll think you're a horribly disrespectful Chateau Johnson teacher, and Mistress Alexis will totally agree with them."

"So by having sex with them, I really won't be breaking any ethical rules?" I worried.

"Not at this school. By allowing your students to fuck you however they want, you'll be upholding the most cherished traditions of the Chateau Johnson School for Girls. So set aside your prudish morality, and just have fun!"

I realized she was right! My second thoughts... which had originally been dictated by our hypocritical society... were exactly what I'd so often railed against in my own stories! Put up or shut up, Jasmine!

"You're absolutely right, and thanks," I agreed.

"And tonight in the teachers' lounge I'm going to fuck you so good," she said. Then she stripped off her dress, pushed me down so I was lying on the floor, and slid some fingers inside my pussy.

"That feels great! And just so you know, tonight... and whenever... I'll always do whatever you want me to," I moaned, embracing my new role as Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers.



All too soon she pulled her fingers out, sucked my juices off of them and said, "Mmmmmmm, delicious!" Then she stood up, draped her dress across her left shoulder, and left.

Once I was alone again and feeling much mellower about all the sex I was about to have with my... apparently very demanding... students, I checked my phone and my lengthy list of visitors. Myeong had been right... my first appointment was at 10:00.

It turned out that Nicole's plan for my day included making at least one of my wishes come true, because my first trans student cock today (after Nicole's) was the willowy blonde beauty Lisa's!

I scrolled through the rest of the list, and confirmed that I was indeed going to be very busy all day!

There's almost nothing odder than waiting for someone to show up so they can fuck you or get a blow job from you... and this oddness is extrapolated when the girls you're waiting for are your own students. Plus, what the fuck do you say in a situation like this to someone who previously has only related to you as her teacher, and you to her only as a student? 'Welcome to my pussy... have you done your homework?' just wouldn't cut it!

"You look so sexy dressed this way, Ms. Jasmine!" Lisa said brightly, the moment she came in. She was dressed only in red thigh high stockings, which meant that just like I had, she'd walked naked across campus to get here. Which made me wonder... now that the final teacher... me... had succumbed to the inevitable and joined the student-teacher hierarchy... was this going to become a common thing? (I later learned yes it was... but only on Saturdays and Sundays... in the seniors dorm... and in the seniors wing of the school... plus an unmarked corridor between those two buildings. And both buildings were also known as the Church of Cock.)

"You do too! You look absolutely delicious," I said, admiring her perfect and very naked body. She had small perky tits, a great slender figure, and an amazing cock... slender, and quite long for such a delicate girl.

"I look delicious? Then I hope you're hungry for some snatch," she said, as she walked right up to me and gave me a kiss.

I kissed her back, and for a couple minutes, we shared a long, tender intimate moment.

When she broke the kiss, she hopped over to the carpet, laid down and said, "Come suck my cock, Ms. Jasmine. I really want to watch you do that."

"Okay," I said, wondering if I was supposed to call all my students Mistress, or was that just for Nicole?

"First, lick the soles of my feet," she ordered once I'd joined her on the rug.

"Yes, Mistress," I said, deciding to go ahead and call her and all my students that. I thought that practice could be a useful cue to indicate to them when I wasn't being their teacher, but instead was being their student, their slave, and their pet with no limitations.

I licked her slightly sweaty feet... switching from one to the other and back again, my hands gently caressing both of her calves while I did... excited to be performing this submissive task for this sweet girl.

"Now slither your way up here, Ms. Jasmine," she instructed, parting her nylon-clad legs.

I glided my wet tongue slowly up her leg towards her long and slender hard cock, then I took one of her balls into my mouth, after locating it with my tongue.

"Mmmmmm, yes! Suck on my balls," she moaned, and again I switched from one to the other and back.

"They're so big and juicy," I said reverently, bathing her ball sac with my lips and tongue.

"Nicole told me that when she asked you which student you wanted to have sex with first, you chose me," Lisa said.

"Yes, I certainly did," I admitted, as I slithered my tongue back down her other leg, paying close attention to it.

"I'm flattered. But why?"

"You're really pretty, smart, and your accent really turns me on," I explained, as I reached her foot and sucked her big toe into my mouth.

"You have a thing for English chicks?" she asked.

"And also for English dicks," I replied, moving my way back up, a bit proud of my adlibbed rhyme.

"Then open your mouth and show me how much," she said.

"With pleasure," I responded, returning to her cock and licking some pre-cum off of it.



"I've fantasized about your doing this for a while," she said, as I took her cock head between my lips.

"As have I," I said, removing her cock from my mouth for a brief moment. "Ever since I learned it was a possibility at this school, I've fantasized about going silly on your willy, pouncing on your Johnson, and bobbing on your knob," I listed, those being English words for dick I'd researched a while ago.

"And when I'm ready, I'm going to shag you good," she promised.

"Oh yes, use me just like you would some cheap tart," I said, trying to keep the English slang going... although it sounded way sexier when she was the one saying those words.

"Oh, I'm going to roger you good, my sexy slag," she promised. As I resumed sucking, I brought my left hand to her balls and gently massaged them... my pussy burning from her promise that soon I'd be getting fucked by this cute English girl with her long dong.

After a couple more minutes of my bobbing, eventually managing to deep throat her entire knob, she said, sounding as desperate to fuck me as I was to get fucked by her, "Roll onto your stomach. I want to fuck you right now!"

"Yes indeed, Mistress," I replied, perhaps too eagerly assuming the position she wanted me in.

"You've got such a nice arse," she crooned, as she caressed my buttocks.

"Thank you," I said as I felt her positioning her dick at my eager entrance... then after a brief struggle to get inside me, I felt her slide home. This position was quite unique, and not one I'd ever experienced firsthand. Sure, I'd been hammered doggy style lots of times, but not exactly like this. In this position, each forward thrust made her entire shaft fill me deeply, and my clit was stimulated by the velvety rug.



Oh my, this feels so good!" I moaned, my next orgasm of the day rising after just a few of her smooth, deep strokes. Nicole had called my inability to have multiple orgasms a bad habit, and it seemed like I'd broken that habit. Yay yet again!

"I love this position," she said, then she grabbed my shoulders with both hands, and she really began fucking me good.

"Oh, yes! Fuck!" I screamed, her deep thrusts delivering utter euphoria and rapture to me... and I came like a cheap slut in less than another minute!

"Shit, that was quick," she said, not slowing down at all while my orgasm ripped through me... pleasure pulsating through every fibre of my being!

"That's so good!" I moaned weakly, all my energy usurped away by her amazing fucking.

"Oh yeah, I'll be shagging this pussy a lot from now on," she said, still pumping into my pussy, thus not letting me stop coming.

"Anytime you want," I promised.

After a couple more minutes in this position, followed by her flipping me on my back and fucking me while cupping both of my tits, she pulled out, so I quickly sat up and stroked Lisa's cock, and very soon hers replaced the load I'd wiped away just a few minutes ago.



Once Lisa spent her load, I took her cock back in my mouth and sucked every last drop out of it... for a good three or four minutes... in no rush for my first encounter with this fabulous girl to end.

When she pulled out, she informed me, "Your 10:30 is likely already waiting outside."

"I wanted to make sure you got your complete time's worth," I said, as I licked her long shaft.

"And my cum's worth all over your face," she grinned.

"Definitely," I agreed, remaining on my knees.

"Next time I'm going to shag that arse of yours," she warned, pulling me to my feet and squeezing my ass cheeks.

"I can't wait," I said, dying to feel her long shaft buried deep inside my asshole.

"It'll be very soon," she promised, slapping my ass and sauntering out... I admired her ass as she walked away.

As soon as Lisa had disappeared, María, a sexy Señorita from Mexico, walked in and said, "You look mucho caliente with all that fresh jizz on you, Ms. Jasmine."

"Thanks," I said, unsure about how hot I looked right now, or how much cum was on my face... since some of Lisa's flying cum had soared into my mouth, and most of it was concentrated just above my lips and on my chin.

"Ever been with a Latina?" she asked.

"No," I admitted, "but it's always been on my bucket list."

"Then, you're about to check that box," she said, approaching me while she slipped out of her dress to reveal her very firm big tits, and a short, but fat-as-fuck cock.

"Oh my," I moaned, staring at her cock. It was the same shape, and even the same size as a Coke can!

"Show me whether you can take my fat verga into your mouth, teach," she said.

"I'm not sure if I can," I admitted, awed by how fat it was. But I gamely dropped down to my knees and began stroking the fat dick. I couldn't remotely wrap my hand completely around it!

"I think a puta like you will be able to take it all," she said, using a term for slut I recognized from a couple of Spanish characters I'd written about, and thus I'd needed to research some Spanish derogatory and sexual terms... for instance, my Dominican Slut series.

"I've always wondered how that word would sound coming from an actual Latina's mouth," I said as I licked her short staff, then advanced down to her balls.

"I see you want to utilize my entire thirty minutes," she commented, as I sucked one of her balls into my mouth.

"Well, I'd hate for you to miss out on getting your money's worth," I joked, knowing of course that today's fuck fest was completely free of charge... for all of us!

"Oh, trust me! I'm going to use you for every second that's mine," María assured me.

I wasn't sure I'd heard more than fifty words from her during my few weeks here so far... and without a doubt, today's was the longest conversation we'd ever had... so I was delighted to see this confident and assertive side of her. "I'm your half an hour puta," I told her, while I licked her ball sac until I found her second ball, and I replicated my dedicated attention to that one too.

"Not only that, but you're now everyone's puta for the rest of your life," she said, her fingers combing through my hair. "Or at least all your senior students, plus the school's alumni, whenever we come back for a visit."

"Mmmmmmm," I purred, continuing to suck on her balls... wondering where she'd eventually decide to deposit her load.

"Oh, yeah! Everyone is looking forward to taking their turn with our new puta," María said, as she raised her thick leg and draped it over my shoulder.

"Glad to hear it! Because this is every fantasy I've ever had, and all of them are coming to fruition in a single day," I gloated, as I directed my attention (and my mouth) back up to her cock.

"It's a fantasy coming to fruition for all of us girls too," she said. "Learning that you're the awesome silkstockingslover was a massive turn-on for all of us."

"Everyone knows who I am?" I asked, worried.

"No, just all the seniors," she reassured me.

"That's a relief!" I said. Somehow I was more worried about all my students knowing about my secret writing persona than I was about my new role of serving most of those same students as their wanton three-hole fuck toy.

"Please don't worry about any of this," she assured me. I was now swirling my tongue around her fat cock head, while I processed this new and possibly incriminating information. "Everyone at this school has secrets... faculty, students, support staff... maybe even Mistress Alexis! And everyone always keeps all those secrets. It's part of the Code."

"That's very reassuring to know," I said, although I was still feeling a bit bothered that this secret I'd kept hidden from everyone for more than a decade was now out in the open, and it was being freely chatted about by the few dozen seniors who were attending this school. And all the teachers, too!

"Yes. Abiding by the Code is critical within this secret society, which consists of all of us trans and our devoted sluts," she continued, and then she shoved her entire cock into my mouth and rested it there... with her entire cock inside my mouth. Her balls were resting against my chin, and my lips were stretched at least as wide as they'd ever been before.

Fortunate to have an amazing gag reflex, I just breathed through my nose, while María rested her dick inside my mouth and continued her narrative. "You see, teach, if anyone ever broke the Code, all their secrets would be revealed to the world, and their entire life destroyed!"

I wondered how deeply this secret society of trans and their sluts went. I'd created some secret societies for my stories... for instance, a lesbian one in Church Girl (I really need to dive back into that series someday soon), and the illustrated 1950's series... and a patriarchal incestuous one, the Order of Syndom, where once you became a member, you were freely available to all the other members worldwide... and all of them to you... but the idea of there being a real secret society that I was now a lifetime part of, especially since it was led by a segment of society who'd been largely perceived as outsiders throughout history... was utterly fascinating! (Yes, I fully realized that I'd now committed my life to doing whatever I was told to by any trans girl or woman who knew that I literally belonged to her (unless I was teaching at the time), and many people would strongly object to being subject to such an arrangement. But given the submissive nature I'd been hiding from myself and everyone else for so long, I definitely wasn't one of those people.)

"So nobody breaks the Code," she summarised. "Ever."

She pulled out, my saliva dripping off of her cock, and I told her seriously "I'll never give away anyone's secrets to anyone."

"We know you won't," she said. "Just imagine the consequences if you did. The dirty laundry we have on you already!"

"I understand, and I'm totally on board with it," I agreed. Her tone was zero foreboding, but her words were a million times that!

"Now show me what a great chupapollas you are, putita mía," she ordered.

"Come again?" I asked, confused.

"I will indeed, and many times, long into our future," she promised. "But chupapollas means cocksucker, and putita mía means my little slut."

"In that case, it will be my pleasure to accommodate you," I said, and I immediately devoured her cock, deep throating her with every last bob.

"¡O, sí sí sí! I love an obedient puta who can deep throat me," she moaned.

I was thinking to myself that any good cocksucker could easily deep throat her dick, but only if they could handle the girth.

"Fuck, you look so hot with those pretty lips wrapped around my fat verga," she moaned, her fingers still entwined in my hair.

I assumed she was going to drop her load in my mouth... and I still hadn't actually swallowed anyone's cum treat yet... so it was very promising that her moans were increasing, as she directed a few Spanish words and phrases at me that I didn't know, but I assumed they were all variations of the term slut: "chupar mi polla que puta," and "garganta profunda mi polla cum cubo," and as she began face fucking me roughly, "¡déjame cara a la mierda tu boca torpe!"

Suddenly she pulled out and ordered urgently, "Climb onto your desk and bend over, puta! I'm going to fuck you so hard!"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, quickly jumping up from my knees on the carpeted floor, then climbing onto my desk and scrunching way down on my knees with my ass in the air.

"The honorific Mistress in Spanish is La Señora," she corrected me, the phrase sounding so sexy coming out of her mouth.

"That sounds so hot!" I said. "Please fuck me with your big fat cock, La Señora!"

"You're such a cute culo," she said, giving my ass another solid slap.

"But I'm not as juicy as your culo," I said, although with my accent, it didn't sound nearly as hot as her version.

"No one has a juicy culo like a Latina's," she said, rubbing her cock head up and down my very, very, very wet pussy lips.

"Please shove that fat cock in my cunt," I pleaded wickedly, using the nastiest English term for pussy I knew.



"You want this fat dick inside your gatito?" she asked, continuing to tease me relentlessly.

"Is gatito Spanish for cunt?" I asked.

"Kind of. It means little kitty," she said, and she slid her dick into my gatito.

"Oh yes! Stretch my gatito with your fat cock," I moaned, experiencing intense pleasure from her dick spreading my pussy lips wide open.

"Yeah, such a tight coñito," she moaned, as she began fucking me.

"Coñito?" I asked with a moan.

"It means little pussy," she explained, "or sometimes sweet little pussy," as she grabbed hold of my hips and really began fucking me!

"Then fuck my coñito, and make me your maestra puta," I moaned, absolutely loving her fat fuck stick pounding into my burning pussy.



Over the next ten-plus minutes, María just hammered my hole... and made me cum twice... her lack of length more than compensated for by her girth.

During María's marathon back shots, she spewed out a litany of terms I didn't know, but I assumed from the one I did recognize... puta... they were all variations of slut, like: mujerzuela, perra, ramera, marrana, hija de puta, and tía guarra. (NOTE: If any, or even all of my Spanish is incorrect, I have to admit that I copied almost all of it down from an English-Spanish webpage, and I understand they're rarely perfect.)

"Do you want my load in your pussy or down your throat?" she asked, while I was recovering from orgasm number two.

"Neither. In my mouth, please," I requested. "This time I want to taste it before I swallow it." I was desperately craving some creamy cum bathing my taste buds.

"Then come and get it," she invited, and she pulled out of me.

I hopped down off the desk, stumbled a little when my left knee gave out, hurried down to my knees, and resumed deep throating her cock, which was now soaking wet with my cum. I savoured my own pussy juices... I'd always loved sucking my juices off cocks... but then we heard a knock at the door.

"Shit! Our time's up," she sighed, but I didn't stop, just kept bobbing on her hungrily... and thankfully she didn't pull out, thus allowing me to keep sucking while she called out, "Just another moment... I'm about to come!" and then she immediately erupted into my mouth. (Thus making my taste buds very happy! YAY! Yet again. This was turning out to be a great day!)

I eagerly swallowed her load, and I didn't stop probing around for more with my tongue until she pulled out and said, "Ms. Jasmine, you're one fucking hot puta!"

Your one fucking hot puta yourself, La Señora," I reciprocated, then I stood up to give my knees a break, and I gave myself a really good stretch.

She snatched up her dress, but she too didn't bother to put it back on, as she strolled out and said to whomever was out there (I hadn't yet found the time to check my phone and examine the list of girl cocks that'd be traipsing in and out of my classroom throughout the day), "I might have ruined her pussy for you with my fat dick."

"I doubt whether she even felt that tiny thing," a voice responded, which I instantly recognized belonged to Emily, the class Brainiac.

"Bitch!"

"Slut!"

Emily came in carrying a book, just like she always did, no matter where she was going to or coming from, and she said, "You're one pulchritudinous woman, you bodacious strumpet!"

"I think that was a compliment," I smiled, taking in this cute blonde, who looked sexy as fuck. She was naked except for thigh highs and a see-through kind of blouse. "But I don't know what any of those arcane words mean."

"Pulchritudinous is a mostly forgotten word for beautiful, which can be found as early as 1706 in the writing of the playwright Thomas D'Urfey. Bodacious is a word from the mid-eighteen hundreds meaning brazen or impudent, that probably came from combining bold and audacious, and it was reintroduced to popularity by the 1989 film Bill and Ted's Excellent Adventure. And strumpet is a word originating in the seventeen hundreds, that loosely means slut," she pontificated with her Trademark lofty smile.

"Well, I'm very impressed by your... umm... acumen... so there... and might I add (in plain English) that you're absolutely gorgeous," I replied.

"Okay, thanks. Now listen... I tried to swap times with someone... just about anyone, actually," she said, "since I really needed to finish reading this fascinating book, but I couldn't. So I hope you don't mind, but I can't tear myself away from it."

"What's it about?" I asked, knowing she read just about everything.

"Subnuclear particles."

"So it's just some light reading," I joked.

She laughed... again loftily.

"So I hope you don't mind, because I'm greatly looking forward to your blow job, but I'm going to continue reading while you do it," she said. This was definitely going to be the first time someone would be reading anything while I blew them! My ex-husband had occasionally watched some sports on TV while I blew him, but Emily's approach seemed hotter somehow. For one thing, she certainly looked hotter than my ex ever did.

"This is your allotted time with me," I said, dropping to my knees before her. "You may utilize it however you wish, and I'll do whatever you say."

"Well... then just give me a slow-burning blow job, while I..." she dwindled off, and didn't even finish giving me her instruction, as she immersed herself in her book again.

Not taking it personally, I took her cock into my mouth, and we spent the next twenty minutes in utter silence, except for her occasional soft moans, and her more frequent flipping of pages... in fact, lots of pages, since she was a voracious speed-reader.



When she eventually came, she let out the softest of moans, while her strawberry-flavoured cum (as difficult as that may be to believe) oozed deliciously into my mouth, and glided down my throat... warming my belly.

Of course I swallowed it all down, and I continued sucking for a couple more minutes, before she pulled out of my mouth and said, as she closed her book with a loud thunk, "Finished."

"Yeah, in both ways," I said playfully.

Her fruity aftertaste was lingering in my mouth.

She laughed, "I meant the book, but I guess you're right... I finished in your mouth too."

"And your cum... or maybe nectar... is absolutely delicious," I said sincerely.

"Yup. All the teachers tell me that."

"Then it must be true," I said, standing up.

"Thanks, Ms. Jasmine. That was most enjoyable," she said, lowering her book to her side.

"I concur," I agreed, and she headed out.

I was then left alone for a couple minutes, long enough to check my phone and see that Priya was my next 'client'. Her skin was very black, but she was from India, so she represented another Asian race I could check off on my bucket list.

I was about to scroll down to see who was coming after Priya, when she strolled in, naked except for thigh highs, just like many of the others, and she asked politely, as if we were properly dressed and I'd been doing something mundane, "How's your morning going, Ms. Jasmine?"

"It's been the most strenuous physical activity I've had in a long time, and I love it!" I joked.

"Then I hope you're nicely stretched out by now?"

"I guess so," I said, not knowing why she'd ask, "although I've spent most of the morning on my knees."

"Then as your unofficial physical trainer today, I'll need to ensure that the next half hour includes a variety of positions, with none of them requiring you to be on your knees," she explained (without actually explaining anything that I understood), while she casually stroked her big erection, as if she didn't know she was doing it.

"I'd really appreciate that," I said, curious to know whether a girl from India would know anything about the Kama Sutra. Fat chance!

But then for the next thirty minutes I was fucked in a variety of... you guessed it... authentic Kama Sutra positions, with her dick stimulating my pussy from many different angles, and she gave me one of my most intense orgasms ever, after I'd been plodding through so many slow- burn positions with some of the other girls.

We started in a 69... a very unusual variation of that position, where kneeling upright, she picked me up and fed me her dick and licked my pussy, while I felt like I was hanging from a tree like a monkey... and I discovered Priya had an amazing tongue!



After a few minutes of our simian oral, she had me move one of my hands to the back of my head, while she straddled my right leg, lifted up my left leg, and slid her cock inside me, going really deep in this position.

After two or three minutes of that amazing slow burn fucking, she had me lay on my back, and she sat on my knees, lifted up my ass, placed my legs on her shoulders, and resumed fucking me ever so slowly... driving me wild, with her purposefully slow strokes.

The next position was similar, but this time she pulled my hips way up about two feet into the air, while she remained on her knees to fuck me. This position had her cock stimulating me in a new way and was driving me wild... but the entire time, I wished she'd just hammer me... pound me hard... but she never increased her pace... instead, she just slowly and smoothly fucked me.



She then, with her dick never leaving my pussy, lifted me up by the waist, had me place my hands behind my back, and she literally fucked me in the air... monkey time again... her dick going deep into my twat... in this twisted simian/pretzel style of a position.





Then we tried one I'd once tried with a double-ended dildo that had failed rather epically. This was back in college with a woman I'd met when I visited Houston. Priya and I faced each other with our arms braced behind us and our feet spread apart, then we turtle-walked towards each other with our feet avoiding each other's, until her cock slid back inside me. Then we fucked each other, both of us slowly moving our hips in unison. I tried to go faster, hoping to get fucked harder, but Priya stopped me, cautioning me that we were sharing this pleasure journey together, and she was in charge. While that was a little frustrating, I nevertheless obeyed her, and I realized I was actually enjoying this intimate encounter. It was the very opposite of most of my sexual experiences to date.

A couple minutes later she pulled out, sat down, crossed her legs as if she was about to position us in some uncomfortable yoga position (I hate yoga!), and she had me sit on her lap and wrap my legs around her waist. I then slowly rode her in this very intimate position while she spattered my face with kisses.

Next, she lay on her back and had me straddle her. She then placed her hands on my back and positioned me so I had one foot on the floor and the other one in the air. It was challenging... because I wasn't all that coordinated... I've always had poor balance. But once we got going, it was a wickedly wild ride! Once again, she wouldn't let me bounce on her like a pleasure trampoline, but instead, I just slowly fucked myself on her cock again. But I was in her knowledgeable hands, and this unusual position stimulated me in yet another way I'd never experienced before.

Then out of the blue, she laid down and had me sit on her face with my back towards her feet... but not in the normal way, because she ate my asshole instead of my pussy.



I then rode her, but in a position unlike any other, bouncing on her dick side-saddle.



For the next position she had me stand up, and she simply slid into me from behind, while she kissed my neck and played with my tits... which was an utterly smooth multi-pleasure-point tease.



Then she bent me over and grabbed both of my wrists, tugged them back to my hips and used them for balance, while she commenced to make love to me. I imagine this position could be used for the ultimate pounding-the-fuck-out-of-a-woman, but she just continued giving me her patient, plodding strokes.

After a couple minutes upon this pleasurable but excruciatingly frustrating plateau, where my orgasm was brimming and begging for release to no avail, she pulled out, spun me around, lifted up my left leg, and slid back into me. This was yet another potentially stimulating position, but she only used it to continue making the burning inferno inside me consume me, but it too refused to make me come. This time she licked up some cum above my lips Emily had left there, and she kissed me... our tongues exploring each other's mouths thoroughly.



Finally, with our time running out (I glanced at the wall clock, and it read 11:55), she sat on top of my desk and had me slowly back up onto her cock and ride her. For the first four minutes, she continued insisting that I go slowly, until she startled me by asking, "Do you want to come with me now, Ms. Jasmine?"

WOW! AT LAST! "Yes! I dooooooo!!" I moaned. I'm not sure I'd ever been more desperate to come while having sex in my life!

"Then fuck yourself on me, my phoohad," she ordered.

"Does that mean slut?" I asked, as I immediately began bouncing back on her cock like it was a pogo stick.

"In Hindi. Yes, it does," she said, as I rode her furiously. "Now don't come yet. Hold it inside you. Allow the pleasure to build until it consumes your very being."

"I don't think I'll last very long," I warned, this thirty-minute Kuma Sutra session had simmered me into a muddled mess.

"Hang in there, my phoohad. Just hang in there, and allow yourself to transcend to Auroville," she whispered in such a seductive voice. (I knew a little about that place from Priya's classroom presentation. It was an actual township in Inda that aspired to utopia... a place where people could live in harmony, regardless of their respective race, gender or politics... and where the entire society strived to unite into a real-life Shangri-La.)

"I'll do my best," I moaned, trying to resist the flames inside me that were about to combust.

"You're a goddess, a phoohad, a teacher, a slave," she listed off tenderly, while I continued riding her.

"Now on five, you'll be allowed to let go, and to release yourself from the burdens of life, and become one with yourself," she said.

"Ooooookay," I moaned, closing my eyes and trying to squeeze my head into her mindset.

"One, my sexy slut," she began counting.

I kept my eyes closed while I attempted to coax a vision of serene blue skies into my turbulent head.

"Two, my beautiful-bodied bombshell," she whispered.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, beginning to feel myself transcending to a different plane.

"Three, my pretty princess with your perfect pink pussy," she continued with her assortment of ultimate alliterations, as I drifted towards a subconscious state of sensual submission.

"Four, my cock-hungry, cum-craving, whelming white whore," she continued, this time calling me names, but still using the same soothing voice she'd used for her earlier compliments.

I was about to erupt!

"FIVE! Come NOW, my phoohad," she bellowed, and I felt her cock twitching, and her cum spraying inside my womb, as simultaneously... I too came!

"Ooooooooh!!" was all I could muster, as my spiritually enhanced state of equilibrium allowed me to find peace within myself as a person, a slut, a puta, and now a phoohad. And all the while I was revelling in all the ultimate pleasure the Gods can give a woman... sensations of rapture pulsating throughout my entire being!

I decelerated, and soon stopped riding her, still quaking uncontrollably, while I rested on her cock.

"Good, goddess," she whispered. "I felt you becoming one with yourself!"

"Yes Mistress, I believe I just did," I said weakly, unable to think or move... I was just blithely present.

Finally, I rolled off my desk and collapsed back onto the rug. I looked at the clock, and saw it was 12:07.

"I believe you don't have another appointment until 12:30," she said as she stood up.

"Oh?"

"Yeah, Nicole probably gave you half an hour for lunch."

"I think instead of eating, I might just lie down here, and recover somewhat from everything you just did to me," I said, removing the corset that I was suddenly finding too tight.

"I really enjoyed our time together," she said.

"I'm sorry for complaining just now, because in spite of my exhaustion, you just gave me the time of my life!"

"And just think... there are almost sixty more positions in the Kama Sutra we can explore together!"

"Then I hope we can get around to exploring every last one of them," I said, looking up at her dazedly, still stuck in a bit of my post-orgasmic mental fog.

"But be warned... for some of them you'll need to be on your knees," she smiled teasingly.

"After I've recuperated a bit, I think I can live with some knee action," I said, and she headed out.

I knew I should grab a bite to eat, but I was completely spent from my thirty-plus minutes of constant Kama Sutra positions, and instead, I felt myself drifting into slumber.



I was awakened from my sweet slumber by the sexy Australian accent of the sweet Chinese girl Christine, who'd lived in Canberra Australia for the past decade before relocating here for her senior year... her father was a Chinese Ambassador... and she was the hottie who always turned me on by saying, "G'day mate," with her sexy Oz accent.

I groggily woke up, opened my eyes, and gradually remembered who I was, where I was, what I'd been doing all morning, and that I'd be continuing to do similar things, while I serviced every last senior student Nicole had scheduled for me to get fucked by... or whatever else they might want to do with me.

"Wakey, wakey, Ms. Jasmine, it's time to play some more... this time with ME! she said in a sing-song voice, and she pulled me up so I was sitting on my ass with her somewhat smallish dick dangling right in front of me.



"Mmmmmm, I'm sorry," I said, as I struggled to wake up, and I lackadaisically reached out my hand to stroke her cock. "Apparently I fell asleep."

"Was Priya here just before me?"

"Yes'm."

"She's always a really tough act to follow," she said, and she grabbed something out of a duffle bag she must have brought along. "Get yourself on all fours, teach."

I obeyed, still attempting to wake up completely.

I turned my head, and saw her lubricating her cock, before she came over to me, stepped behind me, and lubed my asshole with her forefinger. "It feels like this pretty little hole was totally ignored all morning."

"Oddly, it was," I realized out loud, as she continued lathering up my butt hole.

"Not a problem. I'm just the girl to rectify that," she said, then she giggled. "Get it? Rectally rectify it?"

"By ramming my rectum with your rod?" I shot back wickedly, joining in on her wordplay.

"You really are a molly!" she laughed.

"What's a mollllllly?" I attempted to ask while she slid a finger into my ass.

"A slut," she said, and she wiggled her finger around, gently gaping my ass.

"Then I'm a downright molly," I moaned, since I was willingly allowing a student to sodomize me in my own classroom. What would the school board think? Oh, we don't have one? That hot sexpot Alexis makes the important decisions all by herself? That so-called bureaucrat who gave me the very best orgasm of my life not long ago?! Then Christine, please continue doing whatever the fuck you want to!

She pulled her finger out, grabbed what looked like a foot-long-plus pylon... also known as a traffic cone... and she asked, "I hope you like toys?"

"I love toys," I said, although I couldn't fathom how this cumbersome thing might work in this situation, and I prayed she wasn't planning to fuck me in the ass with that monster!

She sat down on the carpet and ordered, "Come sit on my cock, Ms. Jasmine."

"Okay, I can do that," I said, going over to her while she spread her legs wide. As I began lowering myself, I asked, checking whether I was doing it right, "in my ass?"

"Yup. I'm pretty sure you don't want this huge orange thing up your arse," she teased, as she steadied her dick with her hand to help me lower myself onto it.

"Yeah, sometimes something phallic can be just too big, like the Washington Monument," I agreed with a moan, as her cock slid with relative ease inside my ass. Although she was small, as she'd pointed out, my ass had been ignored so far today, so I still felt a slow burn.

Once she was all the way inside me, she grabbed the pylon-like thingy, where at the top of the cone shape it morphed into an orange dildo, and she said, "Open up."

"I can't fathom where you could buy something like this," I said, spreading my legs wide enough for the dick portion of the pylon to slide inside my pussy.

"Amazon," she said. "You can find anything on Amazon."

"Oh my," I moaned as the dick slid inside me, and then it began vibrating... I'd never even once thought about Amazon as a website for buying sex toys.

"This toy pleases you both inside and out," she explained, as she angled the pylon against my clit, making me moan wildly.

"Oh, fuck is this intense!" I moaned wildly, as the pleasure of the enormously fat pylon toy vibrating against my clit shot me all the way up into pleasure overload... not to mention her dick was still inside my asshole, just resting there for now.



Then I received triple intense orgasms... from somehow... amazingly... being double penetrated by one petite girl! When until last night, I'd never in my life had even two orgasms in a row!

Then when my body was completely spent, she shoved me face down onto the rug... and I mean she planted my face against it. Then she crouched above me, grabbed both of my elbows and pulled on them hard, and then she slid her dick into my asshole and fucked me with a ferocity I hadn't imagined this little slip of a girl could have in her! What a ride!



"Oh, yeah! Give me that cock!" I moaned into the rug, wanting to feel her unloading her hot cum into my asshole... my only hole that hadn't ever been dumped in... ever... by anybody!

"Yeah! Take my dick, mate! You're my kangaroo toy!" she bellowed.

Although that was an exceedingly strange description of me, I obeyed her to my level kangaroo best (whatever that meant), bouncing back on her cock the best I could, and taking it as deep inside my asshole as I could... and actually wishing she were longer.

"Oh, yes! Don't stop! I'm going to come right up your arsehole!" she moaned.

"Yes! Fill my arsehole with your big load!" I begged, dying to feel her dick pulsing and ejaculating inside me.

"Yes! Fuck! Don't stop! Yes! Fuck! fuck! fuuuuuuck!!" she screamed, and she released my elbows and shoved my shoulders into the rug, and shot her load deep inside my ass!

"Rogering right up my rectum," I turned my head to the side to josh playfully, as her cock kept filling up my... um... kangaroo pouch?

"And now you're righteously rectified," she said, bending down and kissing my neck.

Then after a couple minutes when the clock read 12:58, she pulled out of me, and I felt her cum oozing out of my ass. Then to my astonishment, she shoved her mouth against my asshole and slurped up her own anal cream pie!

"You're really going down under!" I joked.

She chuckled at my lame reference to her country... or at least the country she was from most recently... as she ate my ass.

After a minute, she stood up, bowed to me in traditional Chinese style and said, "Thank you so much, Ms. Jasmine, you're a good sport!"

"Sport?" I asked. "This is a sport? If so, it's one I can finally excel at playing!"

"And I'll be your teammate anytime," she said, just as we heard a knock at the door. "Your next Mistress is here."

"Hooroo," I said like the Aussies do, and I stood up and stretched again... assuming I'd be back on my knees in a minute or two.

Christine exited, and Samantha... an ultra-fit, curly-topped redhead... entered to replace her.

Samantha was a competitive gymnast, and she'd even competed in the 2024 Olympics in France, finishing fifth in the vault, and sixth in the all-around.

Then for the next thirty minutes... actually only twenty-six, since we started four minutes late... she fucked me, and fed me her cock in half a dozen creative positions, showing me that I could bend in ways I hadn't thought I ever could at my age!

We finished with the kinkiest 69 I'd ever experienced (and perhaps even written about), where she had me literally standing on my head, where she straddled my face and face fucked me, while her hands were grasping my legs to hold me up, and she ate my pussy. It looked similar to the 69 I'd done with Priya, but it felt very different.



While they weren't simultaneous, our orgasms occurred within half a minute of each other. She got me off first, and then she was still eagerly lapping up my cum, when she deposited a load in my mouth, which made me gag and choke a little because of my topsy-turvy position.

She finally released my legs, thus allowing me to collapse, roll onto my back, and then to lift up my head and swallow her load... although I needed to cough some of it out afterwards.

"Sorry," she apologized.

After swallowing the rest of her cum and wiping my lips, I shrugged and said, "No need. That was wild!"

"You're pretty flexible," she said, impressed.

"Thanks to you! I don't think I could have possibly gotten into some of those positions without your help."

"Then I'll keep coming back and make sure to keep you loose and limber," she assured me, as she stood up.

"That was an entirely different take on getting me to bend over backwards," I joked, while I got up too.

She was laughing while she left.

I was going to my phone to see who my next rendezvous was with, when Sarah walked in, accompanied by the beautiful Amanda! I must be really falling for her, I was so excited to see her! Especially since their clothing didn't cover much of anything at all.

"This is a pleasant surprise," I said. Seeing Amanda naked like this was already making my body feel warm.

"My sister says she has a crush on you, so I figured I'd be nice and bring her along," Sarah said.

"Your sister?" I asked, although it wasn't really a question, just a surprised reaction.

"We're half-sisters," Amanda clarified.

"Yeah, and we've always shared everything," Sarah added, as she and Amanda came up to me and took turns kissing me. Then for a good ten minutes, the two sisters plastered me with butterfly kisses, swirling licks, and teasing nibbles. My neck, my ears, my chin, my lips, my breasts, my belly and belly button, my thighs, my ass, and my legs were all given their dedicated attention.

Then while Sarah licked my pussy, Amanda spread my ass cheeks apart and ate my slightly puckered rosebud. Getting double-teamed by these two sisters was utterly exhilarating, and they spent another five minutes working over all my holes.

After I came in Sarah's mouth, I was placed on all fours, where I sucked Amanda's cock while Sarah fucked me from behind.

"You look so sexy with my sister's dick in your mouth, Mrs. Walker," Sarah gushed, and she slammed into me hard... making me take her sister's entire cock very easily.

"You certainly do," Amanda agreed.

"Mmmmmmm," I purred. I had their dicks in both ends, and I was still processing the reality that Sarah and Amanda were closely related... and they had no qualms about them both having sex with me at the same time!

"You know, my sis has been talking my ear off about you all morning," Sarah shared, as she smoothly slid her dick in and out of my pussy... neither slow nor fast.

"Sarah, please!" Amanda objected, sounding embarrassed.

"What?" Sarah objected right back. "I've never seen you so infatuated with someone."

There was silence for a few moments, while my heart skipped a beat from hearing this lovely revelation. Sure, I knew yesterday had been special, and I definitely felt a special connection with her... which I hadn't had for a long time with anybody! So to hear that Amanda felt that same connection... even on the next day, after her rush of sexual adrenaline and lust had faded... was very flattering. Encouraging, even!

Sarah asked, "Do you like my sister, Mrs. Walker?"

I took Amanda's cock out of my mouth and responded, looking up and into her eyes, "I definitely like your sister, Sarah... a lot."

"You do?" Amanda asked, looking so vulnerable and sweet, especially for such an utterly beautiful woman.

"Yes. I feel connected to you in ways far more than just sex," I added.

"But you feel connected to her sexually as well, don't you?" Sarah asked me.

"Absolutely!"

"Then why don't you take a ride on your new girlfriend?" Sarah suggested.

"I'd love to!" I agreed. But I wondered whether I could do justice to any girlfriend, while I was serving as a submissive pet to all the senior trans girls, and I was also the Bottom Slut to all my teaching colleagues.

"Go ahead and ride her," Sarah urged me.

"I didn't get a chance to feel this cock inside me yesterday," I pointed out, as I straddled Amanda.

"No, but you fucked her ass, didn't you?" Sarah mentioned, as I lowered myself onto... my new girlfriend's?... cock.

"Yes indeed, she fucked me wonderfully," Amanda answered for me... and still with that perfect grammar.

"Dominating you was a very rewarding departure from my normal submissiveness in the bedroom," I admitted as I began riding her.

"Don't forget about me," Sarah said. "This is supposed to be my half-hour, but I'm being generous! So spin around and suck me, while you're bouncing on my big sister's cock."

"Can do," I agreed willingly, then I spun around and took Sarah's cock into my mouth while I dropped myself back onto Amanda's cock.

"I think your teacher pet will fit right in with our family fun," Sarah said, wrapping her hands around my head. I could taste myself on her dick, while I was riding Amanda.



"No, sis, I'm her pet! You know me better than that! But yes, I think she'll fit into our family wonderfully," Amanda both disagreed and agreed.

"Just so you know, Mrs. Walker, Amanda and I fuck each other sometimes," Sarah revealed.

"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. That sounded so hot!

"Does knowing that turn you on?" Sarah asked, pulling out so I could answer.

"It does, it really does," I admitted.

"We're a very close family," Amanda added, as Sarah slid her cock back into my mouth.

I've written a ton of incest stories, have been told (long distance) by many readers they commit incest, but this was the first time I'd ever gotten in the middle of it... downright literally at the moment. Although they hadn't done anything to each other with me present, I realized.

After a couple minutes of my multi-tasking sucking and fucking, Sarah asked me, "Wanna watch me fuck my sister?"

"That sounds great!" I admitted.

"While she fucks you?" Sarah added.

"That sounds even more amazing!" I said. The idea of having a three-person train with these hot 'chicks with dicks'... there, I said it!... sorry-not-sorry!... was a major turn-on.

So we went for it! And after a couple of missteps, Amanda was inside me, and Sarah was inside Amanda.

I turned my head around to look, and Amanda was the centerpiece in a fuck sandwich... she was both giving and receiving.

It was exhilarating, and yet another orgasm was rising inside me.



"Oh, fuck! Fuck me, sis!" Amanda moaned, sounding like she was already getting close.

"Come inside my pussy, Amanda," I urged her. I needed to feel her cock pulsating and filling me up!

"Yeah, sis! Fill up your giiiiirlfriend," Sarah moaned playfully.

"You need to fill me up too, sis," Amanda moaned. All three of us were close to erupting, since I too was that close!

Amanda came first... and like I'd requested, she came inside me; I followed a couple seconds later; and lastly, Sarah came inside her sister.

Then we all collapsed onto the rug to recover.

Sarah surprised me by crawling between my legs and lapping up her sister's cream pie, exclaiming, "I love the taste of my sister's cum!"

"Well, enjoy your snack then," I moaned, as Amanda turned her face to mine, and kissed me deeply.

A knock at the door interrupted our sweet solitude.

"Welcome to our fam," Sarah said, and she sucked on my clit for a moment before standing up.

"I'll see you again real soon," Amanda promised, kissing me one more time before assisting me to my feet.

"I hope so, I really do," I said fervently.

And then they headed out, and the sweet French girl Cherise came in.

"I hope this isn't rude, but I really need to call my mom," Cherise said apologetically as she slipped out of her dress.

"That's just fine," I assured her. "You're here to do whatever you want. I'm the one who's supposed to accommodate your needs."

"Perfect! Then how about you just quietly suck me while I chat with her," she instructed, and then she lay down on the rug and totally ignored me.

"I'm here to do whatever you desire," I reiterated, not sure she was even listening, before I crawled between her spread legs and started licking her shaft.

She called her mom, and for over twenty minutes I sucked her cock... and worshiped her balls... while she babbled away in French. (Babbled, because I didn't understand a word she said, except for "Bonjour, ma mère!") I found it so hot to know she was talking to her mother in France while I was giving her a blowjob!



Once she hung up, she grabbed my head and said in French, "Suce moi, putaìn de salope!" (Rough translation (I had to look it up later): "Suck my dick, you fucking slut!")

A couple minutes of hungry fast-paced sucking, and I was rewarded with a load of her cum exploding in my mouth.

After she'd completely finished cumming, she got up, tossed her dress over her shoulder, said off-handedly, "Merci," and she left.

I had a couple minutes of rest before I was surprised with another buy-one-dick-get-one-free encounter, when Alexisndra, a sweet Russian girl (well, I'd thought she was sweet before I experienced her aggressively minant side), accompanied by Reika (who was a natural submissive like many girls from Asia), came in together. They were both naked except for their stockings.

"Prepare Mrs. Walker for my cock, slut," Alexisndra barked. (See what I mean? No polite greeting, she just marched in and immediately started giving orders!)

"Right away, Tsarina," Reika said with a cringe, and she hurried over to me and requested, "Please get down on all fours, Mrs. Walker."

"Okay," I agreed, a little surprised by her using the term 'Tsarina' (which I knew was a title held by the female Russian Tsars before Tsar Nicholas II was forced to abdicate the throne in 1917).

"What's that other term I wanted Mrs. Walker to call me?" Alexisndra asked, as I dropped down to the rug and got into the position I'd been instructed.

"You said Empress, Tsarina," Reika replied, just before she pulled my ass cheeks apart and began licking my rosebud.

"That... Mrs. Walker... is how you may address me at this time," Alexisndra uttered imperiously.

"Yes, Empress," I responded obsequiously, "I am your peasant, to command however you wish to do so."

"I guess you know your history," she smiled grimly. Then she marched around and offered me her cock, while Reika continued eating my ass.

She slowly face-fucked me for a couple minutes before she pulled out, marched around me again and snapped her fingers. I felt Reika move away, and then Alexisndra's cock poking at my ass.

I took the hint, and requested, "Please fuck my ass, my Empress."

She didn't respond with words, but just by sliding her dick inside me. Then said, "Reika, crawl under our pretty teacher and eat her pussy while I plunder her ass."

"Yes, Tsarina," Reika said in her sexy, sweet, submissive tone.

It took some maneuvering, but after a little awkwardness, Reika was underneath me licking my pussy... and her cock was within convenient dining range.

"May I please suck Reika's cock, Empress?" I asked, as her dick continued its smooth strokes in and out of my asshole. Reika's cock was quite impressive!

"If you wish, but you don't have to," Alexisndra responded offhandedly. "Reiko is mostly a bottom."

"I really like to serve, Mistress Walker," Reiko said in the sweetest tone ever from underneath me, before her tongue resumed licking away.

"Then in the future we may need to take turns serving each other, since we have that preference in common," I said to her.

Then Alexisndra accelerated her pace and began really slamming into me, which prompted Reika into attacking my pussy far more aggressively!



"Ohhh, fuck," I moaned, and having both of my lower holes pleasured at the same time was stirring up yet another orgasm inside me! Today's playtime without a doubt had already given me the most orgasms I'd ever experienced in a single day, and the afternoon was still young!

"Do you like this double-teaming, peasant?" Alexisndra asked me, her Russian accent sounding so hot!

"I fucking love it, Empress!" I moaned. And I did indeed love this double-teaming, even though I was struggling to do any justice at all to sucking Reika's dick. "Please keep destroying my ass with your monstrous missile, Empress!" I begged loudly.

"You and your endless alliterations," she laughed, as she grabbed my hips firmly while she was hammering away, and Reika's tongue felt like Speedy Gonzales racing helter-skelter all over my pussy region!

"Come for me, peasant," Alexisndra ordered, her body really slamming into me.

"Yes, Empress! Your peasant pussy puta is sooooo close," I moaned.

"Stop using all that damn alliteration, and just talk like the bimbo anal fuck toy you are today," she ordered.

So I took Reika's dick in my hand, giving up on trying to suck her during my rising orgasm.

"Yes, Empress! Fuck me! Pound my asshole! Drill my shit hole! Destroy my butt and make me your cum dump!" I listed off wickedly, almost saying shit chute instead of shit hole, before I caught myself.

"That's better," she approved.

I could hear the echoes around the room from her body slamming into mine, and the slobbery sounds of pussy munching from beneath me.

"Oh fuck, Empress, I'm about to come! May I please come?" I wheedled.

"Da! Come all over our slut's face," she ordered, now really giving me a reaming!

"Thank you, Empreeeeeeeess!" I screamed. And the very moment permission was granted, I let go and allowed nature to take its course... which meant yet another orgasm added to today's tally... and my cum erupted out of my twat and right into Reiko's mouth, since somehow she'd plastered her face against me and positioned her lips smack dab onto my flooding hole!

About a minute later, Alexisndra pulled out of me, lay down, and ordered, "Come here and ride me, slut."

I started moving to resume serving as her slut, when she surprised me by saying, "No, not you. My other slut."

"Yes, Tsarina," Reika acknowledged, before rolling off of her back and crawling to the tall Russian girl.

I watched while Reika lowered herself onto Alexisndra, taking the cock that was just in my ass into her own ass.

"Mrs. Walker, come sit on my face," Alexisnder said, like she was a Drill Sergeant and I was a lowly freshly recruited Private.

"Really?" I asked.

"Da. Sometimes I like to slum it," she said without any smirk or grin that might imply she was kidding around.

"Yes, Empress," I replied, straddling her face and lowering myself onto it.

I now had a front-row seat to watch the very pretty Reika riding Alexisndra's dick.

I reached over and cupped her tits while she bounced, so she smiled and cupped mine too.

After a couple minutes, I pulled her close, cupped my own tits, and leaned in for a kiss.

She, of course, kissed me back, and for a couple minutes we made out, while Alexisndra caused our orgasms to grow inside us.



"You two fucking peasants had better not be conspiring against me," Alexisndra grumbled from underneath me.

I thought about making some cutesy reference to Socialism and everyone sharing everything, but quickly realized that in this weird historical roleplaying, it was Socialism that had brought it all tumbling down for the Russian monarchy. So instead I broke our kiss and said, right after glancing at the clock and was surprised to see we only had five minutes left, "What can your peasants do to extract your load in a hurry, Empress? We only have a few minutes left."

"Really? Damn! Okay, then double suck me," she ordered.

"Yes, Empress."

"Yes, Tsarina."

Soon we were both on our knees sucking her cock in tandem, our lips working together from either side of her.

"That's it, peasants. Don't stop," Alexisndra moaned.

I'd written scenes like this before, but I'd always wondered whether this technique would actually work. Well, good news... it does!... once you've fumbled around a bit before you get going.

Soon working together in perfect unison, we had her moaning loudly, and then she ordered urgently, "Mrs. Walker, swallow my load!"

"You betcha, Empress!" I just wrapped my lips around her cock, and it unloaded against the back of my throat in an instant!

I still had my mouth wrapped around her organ, when a new voice ordered, "Get the fuck out of there, bitches. It's my turn!"

"Nроклятие!" (meaning Damn!) "I'm so sorry, Joanne," Alexisndra apologized, shifting from Empress to lowly peasant in a heartbeat. Clearly there was a hierarchy among the trans students, and Alexisndra wasn't as high and mighty as I'd thought. (Except I'd perceived correctly some time ago that Nicole was at the top of the heap.)

Alexisndra and Reika rushed out, and Joanne entered, wearing a strange outfit that mixed gym attire with orange thigh highs. She was a fit-looking black girl, with very curly blonde hair.

"Come here and take my shoes off, Mrs. Walker," she instructed, hopping onto my desk.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, immediately informing her that I understood my low position in the hierarchy.

"You're already well trained, aren't you, you sexy slut?" she smiled, as I went over and dropped in front of her.

"Only in theory until recently Mistress, but I've always been naturally obedient," I explained, placing my hands on her running shoes.

"I hope you like licking sweaty stocking feet as much as you describe in your stories," she replied.

"I've definitely done a lot more fantasizing about that than actually doing it," I responded, "so the jury's still out on that one," as I pulled off her left shoe.

"Then, my cute little teacher slut," she said, wiggling her toes so a salty, smelly scent wafted towards me. "You're about to discover that verdict up close and personal." Then she called out to an imaginary person, "Foreman? What has the jury decided?"

So she did have a sense of humour! Cool!

"I can't wait to find out," I said excitedly, moving to her other shoe... I was very curious to learn if my many descriptions of this experience were even remotely close to actually doing it.

"You want to have a go at serving as my stocking-licking-and-sucking slut?" she asked with a chuckle.

"I do," I admitted, untying her other shoe.

"You do, what?" she asked, clearly having read at least some of my work, since she was treating me exactly the tsame way so many of the Mistresses I'd created treated their pets... insisting that they say exactly what they wanted them to do and declaring who they were. (I might be able to say truthfully that I was very inexperienced at being a submissive, but there was no way I'd be able to claim with any credibility that I wasn't very familiar with the lingo!)

As I loosened the laces enough to remove her second runner, I answered her question. "Mistress, I very much do want to become your stocking-sole-licking-and-silky-sheer-toe-sucking teacher slave."

"Slave, you say?" she said, looking down at me. Oops! Suddenly I realized the accidental racial implications of that word.

She just looked down on me with a blank face.

My heart plummeted! "I'm sooo sorry, Mistreess! I didn't mean...."

"No! Don't worry, I like what you just said," she reassured me. "Having my own white stocking slut slave is kind of hot," she said, as I slipped off her second runner.

"Slave, pet, submissive fuck toy, teacher bimbo," I listed off, "you can call me whatever, and use me however you see fit. Although we Canadians had much fewer slaves. Only about 4,200... than the Americans, and between 1671 and 1834, I kind of feel I owe it to you."

"Fuck! You're as nasty as your most depraved characters!" she said magnanimously, as she stuck both of her feet in my face and ordered, "Inhale."

The strong smell overwhelmed me... the authentic aroma of a woman's sweaty feet.

"You like?"

"Your jury foreman has just informed me that the verdict is.... it's heavenly!" I reported right after I'd inhaled deeply.

"I went for a run and got them as sweaty as I could for you," she bragged, while she rubbed her damp, sweaty, stinky nylon-clad soles all over my face.

"Thanks, I appreciate it," I said, enjoying not only the scent and slight sweat, but also the silky sheer feel against my face.

"I knew you would," she said, then she ordered, "Now lick my soles clean."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, eagerly extending my tongue and slurping it from her heel up to the creases beneath her toes, before meandering back down, thoroughly licking every square inch of her foot.

"Good slut," she moaned, seeming to be receiving distinct pleasure from my tongue action.

"Thank you," I replied, continuing my savouring of her salty sweat.

I replicated the same focused attention to her other foot, before she offered me her toes... which was just like I'd written about in SO many stories, but now I finally got to do it in real life. This experience with Joanne consisted of complete submission, obvious humiliation, and thus utter exhilaration!

I sucked each of her salty toes into my mouth like it was a small cock, before she said, "I could enjoy this all day, but we have a time limit, and I want to fuck you hard."

"Then please do it," I said, painfully aware that I still hadn't seen her cock, since she was still wearing shorts and a shirt.

She stood up and quickly shed those garments and revealed her rather impressive cock.

"What a delicious-looking dick!" I said, admiring it. (I'd learned over the years that black people tend to prefer that term over cock.)

"Glad to hear it. Come here and get yourself some dark chocolate," she invited, waving her dick back and forth temptingly.

"Yes indeed, Mistress," I said, and I quickly went to her dick and took it into my mouth. Conscious that she only had ten minutes before my next dick arrived, I didn't suck on her balls or suck her slowly, but immediately began bobbing aggressively, like a porn star cum slut.

"Oh yeah, you dick-hungry whore," she said. Then she began moaning from my eager sucking. "I'm going to fuck you so good!"

"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, already excited from knowing this big dick would soon be inside my pussy... or my ass... who knew which hole she'd choose to fuck, but whichever one, it was all good!

"Deep throat me, fuck toy," she ordered, so I smoothly took most of her dick inside my mouth, and some of it down my throat. With all my practicing recently, I was getting really good at this!

Then I completely obliged her request by taking all eight-plus inches into my mouth, and almost half of it beyond.

"Shit, you're the nastiest one of all our slut teachers," she moaned... music to my ears!... while I continued furiously bobbing on this black dick, consistently devouring it whole.

After a couple more minutes, she announced, "It's time for me to pile drive you."

"Pile drive?" I asked, and instead of explaining, she pushed my head back, making me tumble onto my back.

Then she bragged. "Yeah, imma do some pile driving," and since I was already on my back, all she needed to do was lift both of my legs up in the air until my knees were high above my face, and then she ordered, "use your hands to hold your ass up."

"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledged. This could have been a challenge, but after my Kama Sutra experience earlier, I was ready for this. I simply planted my elbows on the rug and my hands against the small of my back.

She then rudely stuck her right foot on the side of my head, but not rudely at all, slid her cock into my pussy at an angle that was pure pussy perfection!

"Oh my fucking God," I moaned as she began fucking me hard... or in her words, she pile-drove me.

"Yeah! This position drives all my fuck toys crazy," she bragged, as she slammed into me with her foot remaining pressed against my head.



"You're going so fucking deep," I moaned, feeling rapturous from her deep thrusts. She seemed to be stimulating every nerve ending in my body, while also seriously humiliating me. Like I said earlier... Heavenly!

"You know you're just another cum dump, don't you?" she asked. I assumed she was beginning the standard litany she went through with all her new sluts.

"Yes I am, Mistress," I agreed, which was obviously the only acceptable answer. Meanwhile, my mind was floating around in yet another lustful fog.

"Do you want to be a cum dump?"

"Yes! I want to take loads from everyone in the seniors' dorm," I declared wickedly, thinking today was an excellent head start towards that goal.

"I'm only one senior, but imma fill you right up," she said, still really hammering my sloppy hole.

"Thank you! Please don't stop!" I moaned, her deep thrusts driving me wild, and making yet another orgasm begin rising inside me.

"Don't stop what?" she asked, unexpectedly pulling out of me completely.

"No! Please don't stop fucking my pussy with your big dick!" I begged, urgently moving my ass up and down and around, desperately hoping to locate her dick... blindly, so fat chance... so I could fuck myself on it.

"Do you want to fuck yourself on my big dick?" she asked. And then from out of nowhere, she plunged all the way into me and gave me three deep thrusts! But then her dick vanished again.

"Yes! Yes! I want you to pound my pussy until you come inside me," I pleaded.

"It's my turn," someone called from outside the door.

"Tough bananas, I'm Joanne! I'll be fucking done whenever I'm done," Joanne called back, as she resumed fucking me.

Then there wasn't any more talking, just my moans and her groans, while she fucked me hard and deep.

It was likely a couple more minutes of her relentlessly pillaging my pussy, before I bellowed out a scream, thus informing whoever was on the other side of the door I was coming. "Fuuuuuuuuuck."

She unloaded inside me after another couple dozen strokes, without uttering another word.

As soon as she pulled out, I collapsed my legs and body back down onto the rug, then I quickly stood up. I could feel her cum leaking out of me, which was nice, but I was really cramping up.

"Yeah, that position can be a killer," Joanne said semi-sympathetically.

"I'm amazed I could hold it back for that long," I said, going and grabbing a bottle of water from the countertop, where I always kept some... a habit stemming from the terrible-tasting unfiltered tap water at my school back home. So now I always kept some bottled water handy in my classroom, which I shared with my students whenever they wanted some.

"I guess I should let your 3:30 take her turn now," Joanne said, as she grabbed her things.

I looked at the clock: 3:35. I nodded my agreement to her.

She left, and after a moment Ambra, a tall blonde Italian, girl came in to join me.

I apologized, "I'm sorry, sweetheart. Joanne was really giving it to me."

"You don't say," she said, as she slipped out of her sundress.

"Was I that loud?"

"I imagine the entire seniors dorm heard you," she joked, as I fetched a chair from the side of the room, dragged it onto the rug, and sat down on it. The seniors dorm was a good quarter mile away from the seniors classrooms building, where we were now.

"I'm sorry, I need a moment to recover," I apologized.

"Then why don't we start with just a hand job?" she suggested.

Then for a few minutes, while I gave her a slow hand job... which I rarely ever did... we chatted about Italy, since I'd visited there last summer. We talked rather casually about my favourite spots, the overcrowding at the Vatican, the delectable Italian food, and... well... lots of things. Never mind.

After all the intensity of the day so far, and especially that crazy wild last position with Joanne and the absolute pounding she'd given me, some quiet time with this sweet girl was a much-needed and relaxing break.

Then to my surprise, she erupted all over my chest completely out of the blue.

"Sorry!" she apologized.



"No worries," I smiled, scooping up a wad of her cum and sticking it in my mouth. "It had to go somewhere."

"I guess it did," she said a little awkwardly.

She headed out, and I had about four minutes before my 4 o'clock, so I downed the rest of the bottle of water.

My next visitor was Estrella, who walked in, then immediately came over to me, bent down and started sucking the fresh cum off my tits. "This stuff is delicious!"

"It is," I agreed, as I too scooped some cum off my tits and slurped it down.

Once I was cum free, she slid her cock into my mouth, and I sucked her for a few minutes.

She then had me lie down on a low table that she pulled over, and she went down on me. "God, I love pussy," she said as she licked me.

"I love both pussy and cock," I declared, since both were absolutely delicious.

"For me, cock was an acquired taste," she said as she probed my pussy, "but pussy? I've always craved it ever since my first taste."

"Well, mine will always be warm for you and ready to eat," I moaned. She was a very good pussy muncher!

"Then I'll be taking you up on that offer a lot," she warned as she worked my pussy over. If I hadn't had a multitude of orgasms already today, I'm sure I would have come in a couple of minutes. But now... no matter how hard she tried... and damn did she try... I just couldn't come again.

I apologized, "Sorry, what you're doing is amazing, but I think this late in my long day I'm all comed out," I said, even though I knew comed wasn't a word... but fuck grammar, right?

"It's okay," she said, as she sat up and slid her dick inside my pussy, "I was beginning to get self-conscious, since usually I get a woman off in a couple minutes."

"I bet you do," I moaned, as she slowly fucked me.

"Next time I might need to have you for breakfast," she said.

"From now on, I'll be available for all your meals," I responded cornily.

She fucked me for a few minutes before pulling out, straddling my chest, positioning her cock between my tits, squeezing them together, and tit fucking me... which I'd only had done to me once before, and then only for a few awkward seconds.

This time though, it worked pretty well! She pumped her dick between my tits, and with some cum still remaining there from before, plus my pussy juice on her cock, served as nice lubricants.

While this didn't really turn me on all that much... my breasts had never given me the pleasure most women seemed to receive from tit play... before she let go of my tits, she replaced the load she'd cleaned up with a fresh one.



Once she'd finished, she climbed down off the table and said, "I'll have to join you for some breakfast real soon."

"It'll be ready and waiting for you," I assured her as she left, and then I remained lying on the hard table, savouring a few minutes of tranquility and rest, since she'd left me with a few minutes to spare before my 4:30 visitor.



I was almost asleep, when I heard someone's voice say, "That's quite the pearl necklace."

"It's actually too low to be called that," I quipped, looking down to examine the cum decorating my chest.

"Then how about a breast-ial?" Aya quipped back, looking down at me past her huge cock... sorry, dick, since Aya was another black girl.

"That's a great term," I laughed, and I lifted up my feet to stroke her big black dick.

"Oh I like that," she said, as I gave her a silk stocking foot job.

"How does it feel?" I asked, as I slowly stroked it, finding it erotic.

"Good," she said, then corrected herself, "No, it's very good."

Yet after only a couple of minutes, if even that long, the position became a little tiresome because of the position I was in, and the hard table beginning to hurt my back. So I requested, "Do you mind if we switch positions?"

"Of course," she agreed, and I took my feet away.

"Why don't you lie down?" I suggested, "on your back would probably be best, and please spread your legs for me," getting up and pushing the table out of our way. Somehow I knew already that not only would I be having lots of sex with this tall and gorgeous black girl, but unlike with most of my student Mistresses, we'd also soon become close and comfortable friends.

She did as I requested, then I sat down between her legs and wrapped the soles of my feet back around her amazing dick, recalling how hot she'd looked with Nicole's big load on her face in one of the pics Nicole had sent to me back when she was still being the mysterious 'TransNikki.' I wondered if Aya knew Nicole had sent me those pictures. Once we became a bit closer with each other, I'd have to ask her about that.

I stroked her dick for a couple minutes while I admired her amazing black body, thinking how hot her green nylons looked on her. The shade looked like an Irish green. Green was my favourite colour, yet I'd never imagined it being a good colour for nylons. "I love your green nylons," I said, as I stroked her hard cock with the soles of my feet.

"I prefer the out there colours," she said. "Erin and I have yellow, orange and pink ones too," she shared.



"Nice," I said. I hadn't yet seen the Irish redhead in my long list of student sex partners for the day.

"Yeah, she gets them sent from back home," Aya added.

"I can't believe you two started without me," Erin herself came in and complained, about a minute later.

"That's what you told me to do," Aya replied.

"I told you to warm her up for me," Erin said, as she moved towards me. I moved my feet away from Aya and got on my knees, to suck the stunning redhead's big cock. It was just as big as Aya's, which was saying something!

"I would have, but she wanted to warm me up," Aya replied playfully.

"Then aren't you quite the little abarlach," Erin said to me, as I took her cock into my mouth.

"That means slut," Aya explained, while I was pondering that exact question.

"I'm sure someone as sexually knowledgeable as Mrs. Walker already knew that," Erin said, as I bobbed on her cock and moved my hands up and down her lime green nylons. They were sexy, but not as sexy as the dark green ones Aya was wearing.

When she pulled out a moment later, I admitted, "I didn't know that, actually."

"No matter. Does our sexy abarlach want to be spit roasted?" Erin asked.

"This abarlach definitely wants to take both of your cocks at once," I agreed, the word not quite rolling off my tongue as easily as some of the other derogatory terms did.

"Then lie down," Erin instructed. "I've been dying to fuck you all day."

"Right away, Mistress! I certainly don't want you to die," I said with a smirk, and I crawled back onto today's well-used carpet.

"You picky English teachers," she said, shaking her head and kneeling down with her right foot still on the floor, while Aya lowered herself too.

Erin rolled me onto my side, spread my legs wide, and slid inside my pussy, while Aya wriggled her way around until I could devour her delicious dick.

"Oh yeah, you're such a hot abarlach," Erin approved, fucking me slowly, while stroking her hands up and down my nylon-clad right leg, while I cupped my own breast for comfort, and sucked on Aya's dark chocolate dick.



This position was perfect for spit-roasting, and the girls obviously thought so too. We continued on in this position for quite a few minutes, their two dicks sliding in and out of me. Near the end, after my slow sucking of Aya, she began thrusting her hips and face fucking me, which led to Erin beginning to really slam into me, and thus I became no more than a vessel for their... and my... mutual pleasure.

"Are you close, Aya?" Erin asked.

"Oh yeah," she groaned, really using my face.

"So am I," Erin said, she too really giving it to me.

"Let's fill her up," Aya urged.

"Oh, yeah! On three," Erin agreed.

"I can't wait that long," Aya grunted, and she immediately exploded a load in my mouth, her delicious cum indeed filling me up.

"You fucking abarlach," Erin accused playfully, and after a couple more strokes, I felt her load filling my pussy.

This triggered yet another orgasm for me... this one a surprise... and so I moaned onto Aya's cock.

"A triple orgasm," Erin approved, as my body quaked on their dicks. "Ah, is that grand!"

Aya pulled out first, then Erin, and I rolled onto my back, utterly exhausted.

"I imagine this has been quite the day for you," Erin observed.

"Today has been the longest and most intense workout of my life," I smiled dreamily, feeling some of her cum oozing out of me. (And that was all... I'd swallowed all of Aya's cum.)

"Get used to it," Erin cautioned, "Weekends are always like this."

"Works for me. I'll always choose the Church of Cock or the Shrine of Pussy," I affirmed, recalling Nicole's referencing that term earlier.

"Yes, at this school we don't follow any of the normal religions," Erin agreed.

"Yes. Here you're free to worship whichever god or cock you choose," Aya confirmed.

"Just like you worship mine so often," Erin said to her obviously intimate friend.

"You do have a delicious dick," Aya agreed.

"You both have delicious dicks," I added.

"Yes, they do. But who has the most delicious cock of them all?" Headmistress Alexis asked, strolling in with her niece Nicole.

"You do, Headmistress," both Aya and Erin said in unison, immediately dropping to their knees before her.

Nicole scoffed.

"Don't forget your place, slut," Headmistress Alexis ordered her sternly, pointing to the floor.

Nicole stared into Alexis's eyes for a few long moments, like in those old Western standoffs just before the shooting started, but then she sighed dramatically, "Fine!" Her reluctance was clear from her tone.

"Girls, can you please put these new nylons onto our latest additional and obviously whole-hearted school slut?" Alexis requested, although it was more of an instruction.

"Yes, Headmistress," they replied. They accepted the package from her, pulled out the brand-how new nylons, and approached me.

I just lay there on my back, as they pulled off the one pair, and dressed me in a new green pair. They weren't as dark green as Aya's, but weren't as lime green as Erin's.

"Girls, you may leave. My niece and I need to spend some time with our newest recruit," Alexis said.

"Yes, Headmistress," again both girls said in unison, standing up, nodding politely, and departing.

"And as for you, my naughty niece," Alexis said, suddenly sounding very stern. She slapped Nicole's face with her huge dick, "You need to learn some respect!"

"Right in front of our teacher slut?" Nicole objected, sounding outraged.

"Exactly! I'll discipline you in front of all the seniors and teachers if I decide to, and if you know what's good for you, you'll take it!" the Headmistress barked.

"But auntie, I...." Nicole began trying to speak, but she was interrupted by Alexis abruptly shoving her cock inside her open mouth.

"Suck it, slut," Alexis commanded imperiously.

After a brief moment, Nicole maneuvered herself into a more submissive posture and began sucking the big cock, thus committing incest. Which was between two consenting adults, so I just stood there and enjoyed the show.

I watched as the incestuous... but more to the point... submissive act took place... seeing the normally dominant Nicole being put in her place, which was so hot to watch! It made me think of Bree and her mother going Mistress against Mistress in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series, and also that I'd never finished my Two Mistresses series, where I'd always planned to have one of the two mistresses... either Carolyn Adams (who was in some ways very knowledgeable like Alexis, but she was cis, not trans) or Samantha Summers (also cis and kind of like Nicole, but far worse)... submit to the other.



"You see, Jasmine, there always needs to be structure and respect between us, for our highly unusual secret society to remain as successful as it is," Headmistress Alexis explained, as Nicole sucked on her cock.

"That makes so much sense," I agreed, while I knelt down onto my knees as a gesture of respect.

"Out hierarchy exists for a reason," she continued, moving her hand to the back of her niece's head and pushing it insistently, so she was now getting deep throated. "If the hierarchy isn't followed willingly, our entire society could fall apart."

"I can see that," I agreed again, completely understanding where she was coming from. It was the same philosophy I always used whenever I wrote my Mistress-submissive stories.

"Isn't that right, Nicole?" Alexis asked, and I glanced at Amanda, who'd just slipped into the room and was gazing at me adoringly... making my heart feel very warm. It didn't hurt that she was as naked as the rest of us.

"Yes, Headmistress," Nicole agreed, coughing a little, when the cock was pulled out of her mouth.

"Good. And now that we've cleared that up, why don't we give our sexy little teacher one more welcome into our mutually respectful society," Alexis said, shifting smoothly from firm Headmistress to sexy seductress (with a cock).

"Absolutely agreed," Nicole said, quickly and easily resuming her strong-willed persona, as she got off her knees. I noticed the redheaded Nicole was wearing red nylons, while Headmistress Alexis's black hair matched her thigh highs. "The slut looks like she needs more cocking."

"I can always use more cocking," I said, parroting her unique term. Which seemed to be true, since even though I'd just been fucked and used for almost eight hours straight, and my body was sore, my mouth and pussy were both craving even more... and perhaps even my asshole., too.

"You're so insatiable," Alexis smiled affectionately, as she pulled me up off my knees and kissed me with unmistakable passion. Her fingers went to my pussy, and I also felt someone's hands fondling my ass... either Nicole or Amanda, I couldn't tell at the moment.

When Alexis broke our kiss, she instructed, "Amanda, I want you to film this entire upcoming session. We should give Ms. Jasmine a forever memento of this special day."

"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," Amanda agreed with obvious sincerity, and she pulled out her phone and began filming, while Alexis said to us other two, "Girls, pull that coffee table out to the center of the rug."

We did.

"Let's start by getting comfortable," Alexis said, leading me to the low table and sitting me down in the middle of it.

"What are we doing?" Nicole asked. I was wondering the same thing.

Alexis sat down on my right, and pointed to the open spot on the table to my left, "You and I are going to enjoy our teacher pet."

"Sounds good," Nicole agreed, sitting down beside me.

"Jasmine, I want you to show us how much you want our cocks," Alexis instructed. "Stroke them, and get them ready for us to fuck you."

"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," I replied happily, and I reached over to both hard cocks and began gently jerking them off.

"Oh, yeah! Show us how badly you want us, Jasmine," Alexis approved.

"Of course," I agreed, readjusting my legs to straddle theirs, and leaning back. "These are two amazingly large cocks," I praised, hoping I'd soon be taking them both inside me at once.



"Yeah, that's really good," Alexis moaned, as I admired both dicks. I was in awe of both of them, but especially the massive monster wielded by the Headmistress.

"God, do I want your cocks inside me," I moaned, getting turned on just from feeling all that hard meat in my hands.

"Can't we just fuck her?" Nicole demanded impatiently.

"Patience, my dear," Alexis said, "being a competent Mistress is far more than just using your pets."

"Not from my experience," Nicole disagreed.

"Then your experience is sorely lacking. I'm talking about the difference between a wannabe Mistress and an actual Mistress," Alexis said.

"And I suppose you're calling me just a wannabe Mistress?" the younger domme asked with a sneer. "We tell our pets what to do, and they do it, what's the big deal?"

'There is lots more to it than that. You need to understand your pets, to know their needs," Alexis explained.

"Why should I care about their needs?"

"Because the most powerful aspect of being a Mistress is knowing how far you can push a pet without breaking her," Alexis explained, sighing slightly. (I'm not sure, but I think I heard her breathe almost silently, "Idiot!")

I listened avidly to this profound knowledge, while Nicole continued to be oblivious to her aunt's wise words. A few of my more well-developed characters had sometimes espoused ideas just like hers, but I (and hence they) could only pontificate theoretically; Alexis had obviously been putting them to use for years!

But Nicole still wasn't getting it. "Isn't their purpose in life to please me? How could they possibly break from doing that?"

"Maybe that approach works in the short term," Alexis said, as I rolled my fingers over both of their cock heads. "But if you want to keep a pet for a long time, and not just for your immediate sexual satisfaction, you need to learn their needs and satisfy them."

"What needs?"

"For a start, they need to feel safe, they need a sense of purpose, and they need to feel understood," Alexis explained.

"Do you feel safe and understood, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked me.

"I do," I replied, feeling caught in the middle, while I literally was in the middle.

"Yes, but she's just in the initial stages of submission so far," Alexis said, standing up. "That's perfectly natural. But as time goes on, you need to nurture a pet."

"I don't understand," Nicole admitted.

"First, let's move this table out of our way," Alexis said.

Nicole and Amanda moved the table, and Alexis snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.

I silently dropped to my knees, and Nicole observed, "She already seems pretty well trained to me."

"Ms. Jasmine is indeed ahead of the curve. I think a large part of that is from her years of writing erotica, and from her keen attention to researching many of the nuances pertaining to dominance and submission. So at least in theory, she already knows a lot about what she'll actually be facing as she continues submitting to people like us in the weeks and months ahead. I suspect she was also submissive to her husband when she was married," Alexis said, as she came over to stand next to me.

"Were you submissive to your husband?" Nicole asked, coming over to stand on my other side.

Without needing an order, I reached for both of their cocks and resumed stroking them.

"I was," I answered, "or at least I was in the bedroom."

"Yes, most submissive women are strong outside the bedroom, and they're often in positions of authority," Alexis said. She pointed to her dick, and I took it into my mouth.

"Her writing indicates that," Nicole appraised.

"Yes, and there are published psychological theses that support the various premises that her stories illustrate," Alexis agreed.



"Don't ignore my cock, slut," Nicole said, so I turned my attention to her dick... and saw Amanda filming me, and her lovely hard cock was aimed right at me!

"Yes, show us, my pet! Show us how much you love sucking cock," Alexis encouraged me, as I stroked hers while sucking her niece's.

"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, wanting her to know how much I was enjoying the task at hand... and at mouth.

"You see Nicole, a true submissive... a real pet... truly enjoys giving us pleasure," Alexis said. "In fact, most submissives... and Jasmine definitely fits this description perfectly... get sexually stimulated whenever they're playing this role."

"That makes sense," Nicole admitted, as I went back to Alexis's cock.

"I could suck your cocks all day," I agreed, before taking Alexis's monster back into my mouth.

"It's also important to reward our pets whenever they deserve it," Alexis expounded.

"I do that by fucking them," Nicole said.

"Yes, that's part of it," Alexis agreed, "but a pet also needs to serve us and to be praised for doing so. That's critical to her pleasure."

"And we're supposed to care about their pleasure?" Nicole asked.

"Indeed we are," Alexis replied. "That's essential if we want to build a relationship, and keep her happy to serve us long term."

"I see," Nicole said, seeming to ponder these points, and maybe even take them to heart, as I went back to her dick.

"But each and every pet is different, so it's also important for us to notice all the nuances," Alexis continued her lesson. "For example, some women thrive on humiliation, but it just makes some others uncomfortable."

"This particular slut loves being humiliated," Nicole said.

"That she does," Alexis agreed. "But she also has insecurities and doubts, and I can guarantee you she's questioned her actions since she submitted yesterday... especially with you."

"Is that true?" Nicole asked, sounding surprised, as she pulled out of my mouth so I could reply.

"Yes," I admitted.

"How so?" she asked, now seeming genuinely curious.

"Besides the obvious undermining of my position of authority as a teacher, whenever I'm not feeling horny, I often feel guilty for acting on my sexual impulses," I admitted.

"Why?" she asked.

"I think it's because I'm not totally immune to the fact that society has placed women on a pedestal," I explained thoughtfully. "And society always expects women to act in certain ways, otherwise we're sluts."

"But you are a slut," Nicole said.

"Every woman has a slut living inside them," Alexis began to explain, but then she paused her message to instruct me, "get on all fours, Jasmine."

As I did what she told me, she continued, "but many women are too ashamed or afraid to let that side out... ever. Which is a shame. Jasmine perhaps explained it best in some of her stories, especially in the Church Girl series, that a society that's still dominated by men exerts all the pressure it can... which is often considerable... to keep women in line and behaving like little church mice."



"Well, like Bob Dylan sang way back in 1963, The times they are a-changing," Nicole said, as she went behind me. As I sat down, I saw a bunch of cum on Amanda's nylons, and was curious who'd spewed it on her. But I didn't have much time to ponder this mystery, since Alexis's delicious dick suddenly appeared in front of me as she laid down... so her dick was standing erect before me, obviously awaiting my services.

I didn't need to be told what to do. I wrapped my hand around her cock and took it into my mouth.

Then as Nicole slid into my pussy, Alexis agreed with a soft moan, "Yes. They still are, and even though we're only doing it undercover for now, we're a big part of that change."

"Yes, that I can agree with," Nicole said. Her hands were on my hips, she began fucking me, so now I was getting spit-roasted... with Amanda's phone still filming us.



After two or three minutes of this position while I enjoyed Nicole's hard back shots, while equally enjoying bobbing on the biggest cock in the school, Alexis suggested swapping positions. So after a brief moment of having no cocks inside me, I went back to being spit-roasted... now tasting my pussy juice on Nicole's cock.

After a minute or so of my sucking Nicole's cock while Alexis smoothly slid her massive cock in and out of my pussy, Nicole ordered, "Keep my cock in your mouth, but look at Amanda."

I looked up, and saw Amanda had changed positions too, and she was now filming me from pretty up close.



"Show Amanda how much you love my cock," Nicole ordered, and she started pulling my hair.

I looked directly into the camera, paused with the cock head in my mouth, and then I deep throated it and held it there tickling my tonsils.

Then Nicole grabbed both of my pigtails, pulled my head closer to her, and began face fucking me... which was quite a turn-on!

"Ever been double penetrated?" Alexis asked about a minute later.

Nicole let go of my hair, and I answered, "No, Headmistress."

"Then it's time to change that," Nicole said.

"Straddle Nicole's dick," Alexis ordered.

"Yes, Headmistress," I obeyed. And knowing I was about to get double penetrated was a massive rush... although I had no idea how I could possibly manage to take all of Alexis's massive dick inside my asshole!

"Can't I have her ass?" Nicole whined, even while I straddled her.

"Are you the Headmistress?" Alexis asked. I imagine she was glaring at the girl.

"No, ma'am," Nicole sighed.

Then as I impaled Nicole's dick inside my very wet pussy, Alexis got behind me.

"Now relax as much as you can, Jasmine," Alexis advised me, as I felt her cock resting against my rosebud... which fortunately had already taken some dick today... although none of it nearly as long as Alexis's massive shaft.

"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," I agreed, glancing at Amanda and giving her a slight smile.

She gave me one back, before I looked down at Nicole who also smiled and warned me, "Get ready to really get fucked!"

"Slam that dick in my ass," I responded bravely, ready to be sodomized by a massive porn-worthy cock. Or at least I was outwardly brave... fake it till you make it, right?

"I love your enthusiasm," Alexis said as her cock began penetrating me.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as the cock entered my asshole.

"Her dick is really big, isn't it?" Nicole said conspiratorially, looking into my eyes.

"It's fucking huge," I agreed, as it continued going deeper and deeper into my asshole.

"I love feeling it in my ass," Nicole said. Which astonished me, since from the moment I'd started thinking about her sexually, I'd always assumed she was only a top.

"Yeah, my niece acts all tough," Alexis said, with her body suddenly resting against my ass... meaning she was all the way inside me. "But she loves my dick in her ass."

"Only yours," Nicole clarified.

"No, not only mine," Alexis corrected her, as she began slowly fucking me.

"Fine, yours and Senator Smith's," Nicole admitted.

"Mmmmmmm, picturing that is so hot," I said, now fully double penetrated, but no action yet.



"Yes, and the Senator will love you too," Alexis assured me, as she began fucking my ass.

"That would be a real honour," I moaned. The intensity of these two huge cocks inside me, plus the idea I might someday service Senator Smith, was exhilarating.

"Oh, it definitely will be," Alexis predicted, as she bucked her ass down, reaching new depths inside my ass.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, and then I just enjoyed the double fucking, as both dicks pumped in and out of me in unison... leading me to believe that I wasn't the first slut these two Mistresses had double penetrated together.

Then for three or four minutes I was hammered, fucked, pounded, and inevitably I reached yet another orgasm.

Then while I was still coming, Alexis ordered brusquely, "Sluts! Take your places and receive our loads!"

I staggered weakly up to my knees, and Amanda joined me, while both of our Mistresses stroked their cocks right in front of us.

It didn't take long before both cannons erupted all over our faces and tits!



Once their loads were spent, Alexis said, "It's obvious you two are smitten with each other... why don't you kiss for us?"

"Really?" I asked delightedly.

"For sure," Amanda responded with equal eagerness, and we stood up and wrapped our arms around each other.



Then we kissed, while we melted into each other.

"Adorable," Alexis purred, after about a minute of Amanda and I making out.

"Why don't they 69 for us?" Nicole suggested.

"Yes, why don't they?" Alexis agreed.

"I'd love to," I said, excited about sucking Amanda's cock. And with an appreciative audience? Even better!

Amanda laid down on her back, then I straddled her face and devoured her cock.

"That's so hot," Nicole said.

"Yes, it certainly is," Alexis agreed, as we pleasured each other slowly and sensually.



Amanda and I continued pleasuring each other for many long and pleasurable minutes, not finishing until long after Alexis and Nicole had left.

Eventually, I swallowed her creamy load, while I came against her hungry lips.

I rolled onto my back and rubbed the cum... hers and our two Mistress's... all over my face and chest.

Amanda crawled up to my face and kissed me.

We made out tenderly, until out of nowhere Sarah announced, "We saved the best for last."

Amanda got off of me, and I saw Sarah, Cherise and Christine all standing there, with their hard dicks aimed right at me.

"It's blowback time, girlfriend," Sarah declared, as they all stalked towards me.

"I'd better go," Amanda said, kissing me once more, saying "Enjoy, sis!" and walking out.

"If that's what time it is, then you hot chicks had better bring those cocks over to me, so I can put them to good use," I said, getting back down on my weary knees "They certainly aren't going to suck themselves."

Which began a marathon cocksucking session that lasted over twenty minutes, as I went from cock to cock to cock.



Eventually I added three more loads to the collection on my face and tits.



Alexis returned to my classroom and ordered, "Nicole asked me to tell you to keep our loads completely visible on yourself until you're back in your room. She said something about Ms. Penelope."

"Yes I will, Mistress," I agreed.

"And one more thing," she added. "The teachers have petitioned me for a chance to monopolize your services tonight in the Teachers' Lounge, and I think it's a splendid idea. How does that sound to you?"

"I think splendid is the perfect descriptor!" I agreed enthusiastically. I loved all the cock I'd gotten today, but I already knew from my limited time with Penelope that I loved pussy just as much!

They all left, and once I was alone, and seeing from my schedule there weren't any more girls coming to see me, I did indeed set out on my second cum walk of the day. I'd only just entered the hallway, when I encountered two of my fellow teachers Harmony and Myeong, and saw that probably because of my new status, the Dress Code... and even any pretensions of dressing modestly... had now completely flown the coop in certain regions of the campus, since Harmony's tits were completely exposed, and Myeong's dress was almost completely transparent. They looked so hot! They were very friendly, and complimented me... apparently sincerely... on my 'lovely adornment', and suggested I should get some rest before my initiation tonight with all the teachers into my new role as Bottom Slut. I thanked them for their good wishes, and continued on my way.



I finally got back to my room, took a shower, quickly ate some supper... famished since I hadn't eaten any actual food all day... and settled in for a much-needed nap, knowing this day of marathon sex wasn't even close to being over!

End of Chapter 2

Coming next: Colleague Worshipping. Where I serve lots and lots of naked fellow teachers and get this special collar.



A FEW PICS I DIDN'T USE FROM THE KAMA SUTRA SCENE. I liked this pic, but in the end it just didn't fit. My orgasm look is always one I like.



Just a position I didn't use.



I absolutely loved this pic, which was the only one in the first draft, before Tex had some fun with the Kama Sutra concept. Unfortunately, the cum on my face just looked odd.



THE END... FOR NOW
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