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Chapter 1

Devan Strauss stood nonchalantly before headmistress Annie as she read the report the troubled student’s teachers had prepared. The report contained numerous instances of the young man’s poor behavior throughout the school year, and the headmistress couldn’t help but shake her head as she looked at how the boy still smiled.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said. “You realize that Saint Claire’s has a very strict stance on cheating. And this is the third time you’ve been caught trying to copy the answers off of another student's paper this year.”

Saint Claire’s was a private school. And one of the best in the country. It accepted only the most brilliant students, or, the ones with the wealthiest parents. Devan Strauss was one of the latter. The boy was nineteen years of age, and if not for his father’s connections and wealth, he would have been kicked out a long time ago.

Devan only shrugged. Even in the face of the much-feared headmistress, he knew he wouldn’t ever get in any serious trouble. The most they would do is put him in detention, and even then most of the teachers at the school would let him off the hook sooner or later.

“Do you not take any of this seriously, young man?” The headmistress, who was now in her mid-forties, let some anger leak into her voice. She had been with the school for the better part of twenty years now and had always been an especially feared member of the faculty. She did not like the idea of this boy, no matter how rich or powerful his father might be, making light of her.

“No, headmistress,” Devan smirked at Annie, who scowled back at him. “I take your words very seriously. I’m sorry for my behavior. I promise it won’t happen again.”

Again, headmistress Annie felt a thread of anger make its way up her spine. Devan Strauss was an especially infuriating student. He had blonde hair that he kept longer than the school uniform code allowed. He wasn’t particularly tall, and he was frail of build, with delicate features that would look better on a woman than on a man. And yet, despite his rather unmasculine figure, no one in the entire school dared to mess with him.

“You’ve said the same thing at least half a dozen times to me this year alone,” she said, picking up a pencil and twirling it around in her hands. “And yet every other week you’re back here with another problem. Don’t you think we ought to find a permanent solution for this?”

Devan only shrugged. He knew he was untouchable, and he didn’t mind letting everyone know.

Annie, however, had had enough.

The headmistress gently put the pencil on the table and rose from her chair. Devan’s eyes wandered a hint of perverse curiosity in them, down her long torso. The headmistress was tall, taller even than most of the boys at the school. Despite being in her forties, she had an extremely toned figure. The size of her breasts was visible even through the wool blazer draped across her body, and the pencil skirt she had on did little to hide the plumpness of her buttocks.

If not for the terror she commanded she would have been an object of desire for many students.

“Come with me,” she said and started walking even before Devan had a chance to answer.

After a moment of hesitation, he started following the headmistress.

“Where are we going?” He asked as they exited the tiny building that housed her office.

“To administer your punishment.”

“What?” Devan asked, clearly surprised for the first time. “No detention?” Every time before this, the headmistress had written a note recommending a week’s worth of detention for Devan, and Devan had breezed by it without much trouble every time. It was odd for her to see to the punishment herself.

“What is my punishment?” Devan asked, plainly rattled by whatever the headmistress had planned.

“You will see.” Headmistress Annie kept walking towards her car which was parked beneath a large oak tree by the road. The school was built on a massive private estate. It was big enough that teachers often needed cars to get from one end to the other.

The headmistress walked, her sharp heels crunching the autumn leaves underneath, until she reached her car and opened the door. She looked back at Devan and signaled with her hand towards the passenger door. “Get in,” she said, and then promptly took the driver’s seat.

With some slight hesitation, Devan got into the car.

Annie fired up the engine and put the car in drive even before the young man had gotten a chance to buckle his seatbelt.

“Where are we going?” He asked, looking at the stern-faced headmistress.

“To the old building.”

The ‘old building’ was a set of structures that had been abandoned long ago. A few decades ago they used to hold classes there, but a fire had rendered them useless. The school had built new buildings on this side of the estate, and the only use for the ‘old building’ was when students would sometimes sneak away there to have parties that involved the use of alcohol or marijuana.

“Why are we going there?” Devan asked.

And this time Annie took a few seconds before replying.

“The groundsman we had taking care of that area has been out sick for the better part of a month. There are leaves everywhere, and we need someone to pick them up.” She looked at him now, dead in the eye. “That is where you come in, Devan Strauss. Some manual labor ought to teach you some responsibility.”

Devan felt his heart sink at the revelation, and not only because he would have to do hard work. The truth was, that Devan had been feeling the need to pee for a very long time now, long before he’d even been brought to the headmistress’ office. The need had gotten much more urgent now, and he knew for a fact that the old building didn’t have any working toilets.


Chapter 2

Headmistress Annie stood under a tall Fir tree, her lips curled in satisfaction, as she watched the infuriatingly delinquent Devan Strauss stab leaf after leaf before tossing them in the bag on his back. Even though this punishment was only supposed to teach him a lesson about responsibility, Annie couldn’t help but feel delighted at how the young man was struggling.

The entire area was covered with leaves, and she knew for a fact that it would take at least two weeks before he even got close to finishing this task. She watched, and took great pleasure in the act, as Devan bent over again and again, grunting in frustration every now and then when his leaf picker would fail to trap some tattered old leaf that was too far along the decay process.

But the more Annie watched the young man, the more she came to realize that the faulty leaf picker wasn’t the only source of his frustration.

She narrowed her eyes on the young man’s body. He was dressed in the school’s standard winter uniform: wearing a pair of black woolen trousers, a white button-down shirt, and a black blazer with the Saint Claire emblem embroidered onto the pocket.

All of that was normal and ordinary.

What wasn’t ordinary, was the fact that Devan would bend over more than was required every time he went down to pick up the leaves. It wasn’t normal that he was fidgeting so much despite the pleasant weather, and it definitely wasn’t normal that he kept bringing his thighs close together every few seconds.

The dots connected themselves, and Annie couldn’t help but smile to herself as the realization sunk in.

Devan Strauss, the boy who no teacher could ever bring to heel, was desperate for the toilet. Despite the many responsibilities that awaited her back at her office, Annie’s only interest right now was to watch this scene unfold in front of her eyes.

Devan bent over and grunted as he felt a particularly strong twinge from his bladder. He was regretting the two cups of coffee he’d had this morning with every passing second. He cursed, under his breath, first his teacher, then then headmistress, and then, finally, himself, for the situation that he now found himself in.

Despite his best efforts to keep things under control, Devan had continued to grow more desperate with every passing moment. He glanced over his shoulder at the headmistress, who even now stood leaning against the tall tree as she watched him work hard. He felt anger bubble up inside him at the smirk on her face, but before he could stray too far down that path of thinking, another spasm from his bladder jolted him to his current situation.

He pressed his thighs close together and straightened himself. The dam was near to bursting now, and the discomfort from his overfull bladder made it impossible for him to focus on his work. Had he been alone, he could have wandered behind any of these trees and relieved himself, but he could hardly do that in the presence of his headmistress.

His bladder kept ballooning to bigger and bigger sizes, making it hard to even stand still. His sphincter muscles begged for relief, and he could feel his entire body tingling with the exertion of having to hold back this flood.

Out of options, he made his way back to where the headmistress was standing.

“You’re nowhere near done, Mr.Strauss,” she said, as she saw her student approaching.

“Do you expect me to complete all of this today?” he asked, crossing his legs and crushing his thighs against each other to help hold it.

“I expect you to do more than this,” Annie replied, relishing the sight of the young boy squirming in front of her eyes. “You’ve barely gotten started. At this pace, you won’t finish for another two months.”

Devan put his hands behind his back and lowered his head to hide the color that was rising up his neck. “It’s just that…” he was struggling to get the words out. After all, it was hard to admit as a nineteen-year-old boy that he was struggling to hold back his piss.

“What is it?” Headmistress Annie crossed her arms under her breasts and narrowed her eyes on Devan. Even if she knew full well what was going on, she wanted to hear the troublesome student say it with his own tongue.

“It’s just that I have to go to the toilet.” Devan blushed hard as he said this, and couldn’t bring himself to meet the headmistress’ eyes.

“Surely you can wait until we’re done here. You’re not a little boy anymore.” Annie was having way too much fun in this. Something about humiliating Devan was making her hot between her thighs.

Devan hesitated for a few more seconds, before speaking up again. “It’s quite urgent actually,” he said, his face going even redder.

“How urgent?” She asked

Devan grew redder still.

“If you just take me to the toilet, headmistress, I promise I’ll come back here and complete my punishment. I swear I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t an emergency.”

Annie considered his words for a few seconds. The boy, who was usually so sure of himself, now grumbled in front of her as he squirmed his legs. The very sight made Annie’s panties slick with arousal.

“Alright,” she said, and she watched his face quirk up. “Get in the car.”

“Thank you,” he said and bolted off towards the car. He was in the passenger seat even before Annie had reached the vehicle.

She took her sweet time getting in, delighted at how Devan squirmed in the seat of her car. Once inside, she looked at him sternly. “Put your seatbelt on,” she said.

Devan did as he was told, even though the belt cut into his abdomen, pressing against his bladder and worsening his condition. He was muttering silent prayers under his breath, his thighs all but crushed against each other as he watched the headmistress put the key in the ignition.

He calculated that it would take just two or three minutes for the drive back to the main wing, where he could use any of the toilets on the ground floor of the campus. As bad as his condition was, he was sure he could hold it for that long.

He watched eagerly as the key slid into the keyhole, and he held his breath as the headmistress turned it. The car, the raggedy old thing that it was, made a few subdued noises –  like the coughing of a machine that was way past its time. She turned the key again, and again the car made the same noises.

She did it a third time, and only now did Devan realize, with great distress, that the car was refusing to start.

Annie looked at him, an animated pout on her lips. “The engine’s gone cold I think,” she said, a hint of mockery to her tone. “We might have to wait a few minutes before I can try again. It usually starts up on the second or third try.”

Devan’s heart sank all the way to the floor. He couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Can’t you try again,” he said, jamming both hands between his legs now. He had dropped all pretense and was holding himself rather shamelessly. “I can’t wait that long.”

“It’ll just be a few minutes, Devan,” she said. “Just sit tight.”

But he couldn’t sit tight. Devan had already been on the edge of disaster when they’d gotten in the car, and now with the added shock of the car refusing to start, the young man’s defenses started to crumble.

“I can’t,” he whimpered under his breath, his bladder sending one last –  extremely desperate –  signal. “I can’t wait anymore.” His eyes welled up with tears. His entire body flamed with shame, as his bladder forced its contents outwards. A small moan escaped the young man’s lips as heat bloomed between his thighs. Despite his hands clamping down on his cock, wet shame spurted out and stained his boxers.

He whimpered as he lost control, flooding his boxers, his trousers, and then the seat underneath with his urine. He went hot in the face as headmistress Annie gasped at what he’d done. He kept peeing for half a minute, and by the time he was finally done, the bum of his pants was soaked with his own shame.

It took a few more seconds before the headmistress spoke.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said. “Did you just wee yourself in my car? At your age?”

Devan couldn’t even meet her eyes.


Chapter 3

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” Contrary to the apparent ire on her face, Annie was delighted inwardly to see Devan in this state. He cut a sorry figure right now, sitting in a puddle of his own making as he stared at his soaking wet crotch with flaming red cheeks. “Surely you are too old to be wetting yourself like a baby.”

“I… I’m sorry,” he said. “I just had to go really badly.” He paused to sniffle. “ I tried, but I couldn’t hold it anymore.”

Annie scowled at the young man and shook her head from side to side to make apparent her displeasure with the situation. “This is simply unacceptable, Mr.Strauss. I can’t wait to see what your father has to say when I tell him that his nineteen-year-old son wet my car seats with his wee.”

Devan’s head jerked upwards now. He hadn’t even considered the kind of fallout this thing might have. “Please headmistress,” he pleaded. “You can’t tell him. You can’t tell anyone.”

“And why is that?” She crossed her arms under her breasts again, lifting her chin up high and doing a little ‘hmpfh’ sound. “I would very much like to tell the world that Devan Strauss still has trouble keeping his boxers dry.”

Devan’s heart skipped a beat as he imagined how that would play out. He pictured in his mind how everyone would laugh at him, how his own parents would look at him with pity. There was no way he would let that happen.

“Please,” he begged again. “I’ll do anything you ask me to, headmistress. Please keep this a secret from everyone.” He clasped his hands as if to pray, and looked up at the headmistress with tears in his eyes.

“Even if I agree,” she said. “Everyone will know the truth when you walk through the front doors of your dormitory in those soaking wet trousers. One look at your wet tush and they’ll know what you’ve done.

Devan hadn’t considered that. He didn’t have any spare clothes either, and even though he had a room all to himself, he would still have to walk through the lobby with wet trousers that sagged under the weight of his urine.

He was completely and utterly fucked.

Once more, he looked towards the headmistress for aid.

“If you could go and get me some clean trousers from my dorm room,” he said. “I could change in the car and no one would have to know. I swear I’ll pay to have your seats cleaned. And I’ll do the groundskeeping here for the entire year.”

“I am not your errand boy, Mr.Strauss,” Annie said, letting a hint of ice seep back into her voice. “If you want me to help you, it will be on my terms. Otherwise, you are free to walk back to the campus and show everyone what you’ve done.”

“Anything,” he said. “I’ll do anything, headmistress.”

“Alright,” she said. “For starters, you will get out of the car, and dry the car seat as best as you can. Tomorrow, you will pay to have it cleaned properly.”

“Alright,” he said and jumped out of the seat. He blushed beet red once more as he saw the size of the stain he’d left underneath, but he didn’t say anything.

“There’s a towel in the trunk,” Annie said, popping open the trunk. “Grab it. And while you’re at it, also get the bag that’s in there. I might have some spare clothes that you can wear.”

Devan did as he was told. He got the towel and the bag and set to clean up the seat as best as he could. The constant wetness near his crotch and his bum was making him uncomfortable, but he didn’t have a lot of options right now.

“You can stop now,” Annie said. “I don’t think you’re going to get the seat much drier than that.”

Devan took a step back and eyed his feet sheepishly as he waited for the headmistress to get out of the car and make her way over to him. “Now,” she said when she’d reached him. “There is the issue of your wetness.”

Devan blushed as he nodded. It was very humiliating to hear the headmistress say words like ‘wetness’ when she was referring to his accident. It was almost as if she was trying to humiliate him as much as possible.

She grabbed the bag that Devan had gotten from the trunk and put it on the roof of the car. She slipped open the zipper and pulled out a pair of black trousers similar to the ones that Devan was wearing –  only these ones were clearly designed to be worn by a woman.

“I can’t wear that,” Devan said, the instant he saw those trousers. Despite being similar in color, there was no way he’d be able to hide the fact that he was wearing women’s pants.

“Then you are free to go,” Annie said. “If you want to change out of your wet clothes, this is the best you’re going to get. Otherwise, you can try your luck with sneaking back into your room with wee running down the insides of your legs. The choice is yours.”

Begrudgingly, and with his hands balled up into fists by his side, Devan agreed once more. “Fine,” he said, holding out his hand. “Give them to me.”

“I’m afraid I won’t do that,” Annie replied.

“Why?” Devan asked, a look of genuine puzzlement crossing his face.

“Because,” Annie said. “I’m going to put them on you myself.”

Now the alarm bells started to go off inside Devan’s head. Why would the headmistress insist on something like that? Was this just some ploy of hers to humiliate him even further? To show him that he wasn’t a man, but rather a child.

“I’m fully capable of putting a pair of trousers on myself,” Devan replied. “I don’t need your help with that.”

“That might be,” Annie said. “But my pants, my rules. So hurry up and slip out of those wet things. I don’t have all day.”

Devan, as was the theme for today, was powerless to do anything at all.

He briefly considered walking away and making his way back in the wet pants, but he wouldn’t ever be able to live down the humiliation of wetting his pants as an adult. Besides, he’d be lying if he said he’d never ever considered a scenario where he’d be with headmistress Annie with his pants off.

Only none of those scenarios ever involved him having pissed himself.

She was a very attractive woman, after all, and even though it would be embarrassing, there would be worse people to be naked in front of.

“Alright,” he said, letting out a breath that he’d held in for far too long. “Let’s just get this over with quickly.”

He undid his trousers, and slipped them down his legs, bending over and stepping out of them before straightening back up again, the soaking wet pants bunched up in his right hand.

“The underwear too,” Annie said, tapping her foot on the ground to show her impatience.

“Is that really necessary?” Devan asked.

“Absolutely,” Annie replied. “I can’t have your dirty wee staining my pants. I want to be able to wear them again.”

Once more Devan sighed, and once more he did as the headmistress had asked of him. He bent over, pulling his soaking-wet underwear down his legs until he was able to step out of them. Annie’s eyes lit up at the sight unfolding in front of her. The young man’s lower body looked exactly like she’d expected it to look.

There was hardly a trace of hair down there. Even at nineteen years of age, Devan Strauss was completely smooth from the waist down. His shirt hung low enough to hide his cock from view, but as he’d been bending down Annie had managed to get a good look at the shy little thing. It was a tiny cock, by all standards, but somehow that made it all the more attractive to Annie.

He stood back up and eyed the headmistress. “Now?” He asked, his smooth hairless cheeks tinged red.

“Almost,” Annie said and then grabbed the same towel that she had made Devan use to clean up the seat. “First we clean you up, and then we put you in some dry pants.”

“I can clean myself up,” Devan said, but before he could protest any further a stern look from the headmistress shut him up.

Annie beckoned Devan over with a finger, and Devan took a few steps to close the distance between them.

“You can put your wet things on the ground,” she told him, and he did as directed.

Annie grabbed the towel and fell to a squat in front of Devan’s crotch. The boy blushed a bright red as she surveyed the wetness on his thighs. “You’ve really made a mess down here, haven’t you?” she said.

And of course, Devan didn’t have an answer other than a nervous fidget.

She started with his thighs, using the dry end of the towel to scrub away the wetness clinging there. The boy had covered up his cock with his hands, and for some reason, Annie found that both amusing and erotic. She hummed to herself as she made her way downwards, cleaning up his thighs and the insides of his legs before she looked up at him.

“Turn around,” she said, and Devan blushed harder than he had all day.

Even still, he did as he was told, and shuffled around until his bum was facing the squatting headmistress. She took the towel to his plump cheeks, cleaning out the wetness that had stuck to them.

She couldn’t help but admire Devan’s tush. Even as a boy, he had a perky backside that was plump enough to rival many of the hottest women she’d seen over the course of her life. It also helped that the cheeks were burning red much the same as the cheeks on his face.

Once she was satisfied with the results of her cleaning, she turned him around again. “We’ll have to clean this part up too,” she said, pointing at his cock with her eyes.

His cheeks flamed once more as he realized that he’d have to take his hands off. To his credit, Devan didn’t protest this time. Perhaps it was because he knew there was no point, or perhaps it was because he had started to enjoy the proceedings.

A little shyly, Devan took his hands off of his tiny little cock, and Annie’s eyes lit up with the sight that awaited her. It looked even cuter close-up, and for a moment Annie wanted to wrap her palm around it and squeeze it.

But she couldn’t very well do that, could she?

So she stuck to drying it off with her towel, and then she rose to her feet once more. She opened her bag again and pulled out another article of clothing. One that made Devan’s jaw drop the moment he saw it.

“No way,” he said. “There’s no need for that.”

What headmistress Annie held between her hands right now was a pair of pink French-cut panties. “I think there is a need,” she said. “I don’t want your dirty bits flopping around in my trousers. You either wear the panties first or you can put your wet clothes back on.”

“But…”
 

“No buts,” the headmistress said sternly. “I already told you, if you want my help it will be on my terms. Besides, you shouldn’t complain so much after what you’ve just done.”

Once more, Devan hung his head in shame. He was in no position to argue, so he just sighed and stepped closer to the headmistress.

Annie squatted down again, one end of the panties held between the thumb and forefinger of each hand. “Lift up your right leg,” she said, and when he did she slipped the panties up. “And now your left.” He obeyed again, and then she rose with the panties, the light cotton breezing up his smooth legs until it reached his bum.

He couldn’t quite explain why, but Devan felt a rush of blood as soon as the base of the panties made contact with his balls, and he couldn’t help but feel a tingle of arousal as the panties snapped into place near his waist, his tiny cock resting snugly against the crotch.

“There,” Annie said, looking down at his crotch once more. “It fits you perfectly.” She was delighted by what she was seeing. The sight of this nineteen-year-old boy in her pink panties was making her wetter by the second.

“Now the pants,” she fell to a squat again and repeated the entire process once more.

By the time she was done, Devan Strauss stood in front of her with his head hung in shame. His cheeks were the brightest shade of red, but he looked incredible inside her tight-fitting pants. Now that he was in the more feminine trousers, his figure became really prominent. Annie saw the narrow gap in his thighs and the plump curves of his bum.

It was harder to see in his own pants, but she was 100% sure that he had a better ass than she did. And the young man seemed to be enjoying this situation as well because to the delight of Annie’s eager eyes, his tiny little cock was stiff inside those panties.

She looked her student straight in the eye and asked him plainly. “What’s the meaning of this, Mr.Strauss?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t answer.

“Are you hard inside my panties? Are you erect in front of your headmistress?”

He continued to stare at his feet.

“At least tell me this,” she asked, walking up close to him. Close enough that her breasts were inches from his face. Until her mouth was right next to his ear. She dropped her voice to a whisper for what she said next. “Do you need help with that?”

She saw the bulge in his pants –  well, her pants –  get bigger when he heard what she’d said, and a moment later he nodded his head.

That was all the encouragement she needed, and less than a second later Annie’s hands were diving for his cock. 


Chapter 4

What happened next was long in the making.

Both Annie and Devan had known, on some subconscious level at least, that it was inevitable.

The forty-something headmistress dove in, planting her lips on Devan's, her tongue forcing apart his delicate lips and slipping inside. The boy moaned at the heat and force in the older woman’s kiss, and he grew harder still inside those tiny pink panties she’d just put on him.

He felt a rush unlike anything he’d ever felt in life up until that point, and despite the taboo nature of what they were doing, he wanted very desperately to carry on.

He surrendered all control to the headmistress, leaning back as Annie’s hands fell to his back. Her tongue still inside his mouth, she grabbed him by the small of his back, both hands clasping just above the curve of his plump bottom as she pushed her knee between his legs.

He moaned once more from the stimulation and felt the tiniest bit of precum ooze out to stain the crotch of his boxers. Annie pushed her body closer to the boy, pressing her sizable breasts into his chest as she braced his body with her right arm. His cock throbbed violently inside those panties as she wandered lower, cupping his bum within the palm of her hands.

She squeezed him back there, and the boy shuddered in her grip, another sensual moan spilling from his lips.

He could have never imagined that he’d be making out with headmistress Annie while she groped his bottom. He could have never imagined that he’d be in her panties. And he could have never ever imagined that he’d be liking it so much.

Her hands rose once again, finding the waist of Devan’s pants. The boy moaned sweetly into her mouth to let her know that he approved, and a moment later she was slipping her hands inside, her fingers making sweet contact with the plump flesh of his bum. She cupped a cheek each in one hand, the fingers digging into the naked flesh.

The boy shuddered, an almost electric jolt of pleasure coursing through his body as the headmistress squeezed his backside.

“Headmistress,” he moaned into her mouth.

“Sshh,” Annie said. “No talking.”

And then she pulled apart his cheeks, spreading open his tush until his hole all but gaped behind him. Although neither could see it, his asshole twitched at the thought of what was to come, and his tiny cock pulsed hotly inside the panties, oozing out even more precum as she pushed her knee deeper into his crotch.

“Do you like this?” She whispered, removing her lips from his for a second.

“Yes,” he replied, his cheeks flaming with heat, his eyes downcast with both pleasure and shame.

“What do you like about it?”

“Everything,” he said.

“Tell me,” she said, pulling his body closer and squeezing his bottom once more. “I want to hear it from your lips. Tell me exactly what you like about all of this?”
 

The boy hesitated for a few seconds.

“I… I like your tongue inside my mouth,” he stuttered.

Annie smiled at him and moved the forefinger of her right hand inside his crack. He squirmed when he felt her touch. “What else?” She asked.

“I like your tits,” he said. “And the way you touch me… back there?”

He blushed extra hard when he said this, and Annie couldn’t help but giggle at his shyness. “Whatever do you mean, Devan Strauss? Touch you where?”

Annie started to move her finger up and down his crack in a slow, controlled motion. She loved watching him squirm.

“My… bum,” he said. “I love it when you touch my bum. It makes me harder than anything ever has.”

“What part of your bum?” She had moved closer now, whispering directly against his lips. “Just the cheeks?”

“No,” the boy said, his hips already bucking to the motion of Annie’s finger. “Not just the cheeks. I love it when you put your finger inside my crack. And I can’t wait until you put it inside my hole.”

That did it. Annie couldn’t wait any longer.

She kissed him again, with more force than she had ever kissed anyone in her life, and then she slipped a single finger inside the young man’s hole. Devan’s entire body convulsed against the alien touch. He had never been taken that way before, but even so, he swayed his hips and moaned in the most slutty way when he felt the finger invade him. Annie’s tongue worked its way deeper into him, reaching almost to his throat, and her finger did much of the same, rising up into him until it was all the way inside.

She pushed her knee against his cock one last time and squeezed his bum with her free hand.

This was, in the end, all the stimulation the poor boy could handle.

The sensation of a tongue inside his mouth, a hand squeezing his bottom, and a finger inside his hole was too much for Devan Strauss. He moaned into the headmistress’ mouth like a little sissy slut as an extremely overpowering wave of pleasure racked his body.

“MMmhmm,” he continued to moan into his headmistress’s mouth, a slew of sensations overpowering him as his skin tingled with warm ecstasy. He shuddered, and he squirmed inside her grip as he came, his cock exploding inside the borrowed panties, creaming them until they were filled with his sticky offering.

His entire body went limp as soon as he had finished, but the headmistress kept going for a few seconds more. She hadn’t had her fill yet, so she continued to finger his hole and tongue his mouth until she was satisfied.

When she finally pulled away from him, he stood there unevenly, the strength drained out of his legs. The headmistress took a step back and smoothened her skirt down. Then she adjusted her hair and crossed her arms under her breasts once more.

“Mr.Strauss,” she said, cupping the sticky wet mess in his crotch with the palm of her hands. “You seem to have had another accident, but unfortunately that was the only pair of spare panties I had.”

To be continued
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