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“Man, I am totally failing
my Intro to Pysch class!” Bianca said.

“Really? Aren’t you doing
all the assignment?” Angie said.

The two of them stood out in the
hallway, the door to the Pysch 101 lecture hall to their right. A
steady stream of students poured from it, most of them examining
the comments left on their latest assignment.

The professor, Dr. Sharp, also included
a sheet with overall class standings and current course
marks.

A few of the guys looked up from their
paper to discreetly admire Bianca. She paid it no attention; she
was used to this sort of attention from guys.

Bianca had a D+ paper in her hand with
a big F+ in red market on the course standings page on the
back.

She wrinkled her nose at it. It was a
pretty nose in a pretty face. Blonde hair bounced from her
shoulders, and her crop top shirt combined with her low-rise jeans
showed a toned and firm tummy.

“No. I tried, but I didn’t
think it would be this hard!” Bianca said, feeling the tears
pushing at the back of her pretty blue eyes.

“Told you that we shouldn’t
have gone to those house parties over the weekend,” Angie replied.
Her paper had a B, and she stood at a C+. Nothing to worry about
for her.

“But how else were we
supposed to meet those frat guys?” Bianca said.

It had been a good weekend. She’d
hooked up with the starting QB for the college’s team.

Well, sort of good. He’d been hot and
muscular. But quick. It felt like he’d only pumped her a dozen
times before he shot his nut.

It left Bianca a bit frustrated, which
she also blamed for not getting to her course readings or going
over her lecture notes.

“Well, I hope he was worth
it,” Angie said.

Bianca could’ve smacked the smug smile
off her friend’s face, but she genuinely needed help. If she failed
another course she’d be on academic probation next
semester.

And if nothing happened after
that?

Kicked out of the school.

“What should I do?” Bianca
said, squeezing the sheaf of papers in her slender
fingers.

“You could always fuck him,”
Angie said.

This got her attention. She finally
looked up from her failing grade to her friend’s pretty cheerleader
face. “What?”

“Sleep with him to bump your
grade up,” Angie said.

“Do you think that would
actually work?” Bianca replied. Dr. Sharp was something of a silver
fox. Older, of course. Maybe even older than her dad.

She had to admit to more than one
occasion in class where, bored with the lecture, she’d imagine what
it’d be like to kiss him. Feel his stubble on her cheeks while his
hands squeezed and rubbed her young body.

She’d never been with an older guy
before. It actually sounded kind of hot.

I wonder if he’d last longer
than the quarterback? Bianca
wondered.

“Dude! Are you actually
considering it?” Angie said, scrunching her face up, “It was a
joke!”

“I know. I just wanted to
mess with you,” Bianca said, covering her ass.

“Wanna go to the cafeteria?
I want to grab a bite before practice,” Angie said, making Bianca
slump a little with relief when she didn’t push the point about
taking her suggestion seriously.

“Not hungry yet. I’ll text
you later maybe,” Bianca said, looking back down at her paper. She
chewed a little on her bottom lip, the pressure of her teeth
turning the rosy, soft skin there white.

“Whatever,” Angie said,
walking away.

Bianca didn’t want to get kicked out of
school. And the professor really was a handsome guy. And she didn’t
remember seeing a wedding ring on his finger.

Old guys liked young women,
didn’t they? Maybe I won’t even have to
fuck him, she thought. She wondered if
maybe she could get away with some flirting. Maybe putting her hand
on his arm or his chest.

She found her course syllabus and
tapped her finger on the line with the information she needed. Dr.
Sharp’s office location and office hours. It turned out he had one
coming up that afternoon.

Bianca went back to her dorm room and
changed. She left the crop top on. Then she pulled on a lacey red
thong and over those, a pair of shorts cut off so high almost half
her ass showed.

She bent over briefly in front of the
mirror, just a little, to accentuate her butt.

“There’s no way he’ll say
no!” Bianca said, pleased with herself.

And, she admitted, a little turned on.
Maybe more than a little. She trembled a little, low in her flat
tummy. Was she wet, too? Maybe a little.

This had her really excited. She
glanced at the clock, wondering if she could get away with a quick
bean flicking session to calm her down, but she needed to hurry to
make it to his office on time.

“Oh well,” she said,
figuring that a little frustration would make it all seem more
real.

She got to the building and found the
halls pretty empty, which was good. She’d been worried that maybe
other students might be there. But no one ever went to office
hours. Especially not freshmen.

Her footsteps resounded off the walls
of the narrow corridor. Her heartbeat sped up, clanging against her
ribs.

This will work, this will
work, she said.

The thong was tight, and she swallowed
at the pressure it put on her lower lips. The skimpy underwear
already felt a little damp. A flushing sensation of heat rose from
her chest.

She turned the corner and saw the door
to his office. It stood ajar, some inner light leaking out against
the glossy floor. Papers rustled within. Keys tapped.

She stopped for a moment,
considering.

No, just go do it! You want
to pass, don’t you?

So she went and knocked.

“Uh, Professor
Sharp?”

“Come in,” he
said.

She pushed the door open and saw him
sitting at his desk. He glanced up at her. Then glanced again when
she closed the door behind her.

She noticed how excited she was when
she glanced down and saw her perky little nipples thrusting hard
against the thin cotton of her crop top. Her heart pushed up into
her throat.

“This is about your grade,”
Sharp said.

“How did you know?” Bianca
replied.

He nodded, “In your hand.”

She looked down, saw she clutched her
assignment, the big red F+ on the last page clearly
visible.

“Yeah, I have,” she
said.

There was a single chair in front of
his desk for students to sit at. She started to, but then decided
against it.

“I told everyone in the
first lecture that I rarely reconsider grades.”

“I think you will with me,”
Bianca said.

He regarded her impassively, his face a
study in indifference. That made the first threads of worry wrap
around her heartstrings. Had he even noticed the way her nipples
wanted to cut their way out of her shirt?

So she swallowed and tried to ignore
the anxiety building along the front of her stomach.

She still had a great ass to show off,
after all. And he could see so much of it with the poor excuse for
shorts that she wore.

So she came partway around his desk so
she stood at the side of it, then plopped her paper down in front
of him. She leaned forward, resting her elbows against the top of
the desk.

She let her back curve down, arching
her ass up and out.

Her tight thong pressed harder against
her now quivering mound, sending a sudden jolt of pleasure up into
her stomach to fight that worry.

He leaned back in his chair and crossed
his arms. His jacket lay draped across that chair, so he sat in his
button down and tie. This close, Bianca saw how he was
broad-shouldered.

And she could smell him, too. A hint of
musky aftershave. It tingled in her nose, making her nostrils
flare.

They talked for a bit, Bianca
desperately trying to get him to notice her body, but he paid her
no mind. It was maddening! No guy had ever been like that with her
before. Never noticed. No guy that wasn’t gay, at least.

“No, the grade will stand,”
he said at last, grabbing her paper and holding it out for
her.

She glanced at it, then back
at him. Now or never, she thought, suddenly desperate.

“Isn’t there… something you
could do?” she said, reaching out and putting a hand on his
shoulder. “I really need a better grade. Is there anything I can do
to fix it? Maybe for you?”

Her hand slid down, found a firm and
shapely pectoral muscle. Her pussy trembled a little
more.

Holy shit I really am
horny, she thought.

He gave her a tight-lipped smile. A
humorless smile. Then he grabbed her wrist, not ungently. He shoved
her hand away.

“I thought as much,” he
said, “You don’t think you’re the first hot little tart to come in
here with her ass hanging out, begging for better
marks?”

Her heart dropped into her
stomach.

“I’m sorry!” she said,
grabbing her paper from his hand. She spin around and rushed for
the door.

His chair creaked behind her just as
she grabbed the door handle. She twisted and pulled.

Then his hand shot over her shoulder
and slammed against the door, making it bang against the
jamb.

“Dr. Sharp?” she said,
looking back at him. He loomed over her. And so close, too. Their
stomachs almost touched.

“I didn’t tell you no,” he
said.

“Then… then what?” she said,
her heart chattering. She was frightened. She was
excited.

She was so fucking wet she wanted to
squirm around in front of him but held back.

He put his hands on her shoulders and
pushed her back firmly against the door. She heard it click against
the jamb. He held her firmly, his hands strong.

“If you’re any better at
this than you are at my assignments, we can come to some
arrangement,” he said.

“What do you want me to do?”
she asked, reaching up to grasp his wrists. She didn’t think she
could budge his grip even if she wanted to.

She pushed her ass back hard against
the door, squeezing her thighs together as she did. Her breath
caught in her throat at the pressure all this put on her sensitive,
slick little pussy.

“I don’t want to tell you. I
want to show you,” he said.

Then his hands slipped down from her
shoulders. They encompassed her small, firm breasts so that her
stiff little nipples pushed against his palms.

She gasped at the warmth of his touch.
The gasp turned into a hiss when he squeezed. He drew his hands
back a little so that his fingers could find her nipples, which he
stroked. Gently, at first. Then he gave them a little pinch, a
little twist so that she shook against the door.

“Does that hurt?” he
asked.

“Yes,” she
replied.

“Tell me that you like
it.”

“I like it… it makes me
wet,” she said.

“I’ll bet it
does.”

“You make me wet,
professor,” she said.

He put one hand on her throat and
squeezed. Just a little, just enough to let her know that he could.
She gasped and swallowed. “I think you were wet when you came in.
Weren’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, grabbing
his wrist with both her hands. His fingers squeezed tighter and
together until she let him go.

Still holding her by the throat, his
other hand trailed down her stomach. His fingertips grazed against
her taut, bare stomach, tracing a semi-circle around her navel that
made her break out in gooseflesh.

They went down over her shorts,
bypassing the zipper and the button. She opened her thighs for him,
moaning as his hand slipped in between.

With one quick movement, he pulled her
shorts and her thong to the side and pushed his middle finger
between her lower lips.

Her whole body trembled as little
shocks wet up her spine and her tummy with every little
movement.

“You’re not wet. You’re
soaked,” he said.

She didn’t say anything, not sure what
would make him squeeze her throat or not. His fingers tightened a
little, but not much. He held her in place against the door as he
toyed with her wanton little cunt.

He found her clit and teased the
swollen little nub, running his finger around it but allowing it
only the barest touch, the barest pressure.

Her jaw dropped open a little, her lips
parting and her eyes hooding. It felt so good. No guy had ever done
that before. All the guys she knew wanted to rip all her clothes
off and just shove it in.

But not Dr. Sharp.

“You have hands,” he said,
“Use them.”

To punctuate his point, he put the tip
of his finger against her clit and pushed. She yelped at the sudden
mingled pleasure and pain that shot up through her body.

But she also did as he said, pushing
her hands between their bodies. They found the front of his slacks
quickly, and the growing bulge of his shaft shortly after that. She
grabbed him and squeezed, kneading the hard cylinder of flesh with
her fingers.

 

“Get the zipper,” he told
her, “Put your hand in.”

She did, reaching in through his fly.
She massaged the rigid length of his shaft through the thin layer
of his briefs. There was a little wet spot at the tip where his
precum had already soaked through a little.

When she touched him there, his finger
entered her. He pushed up into her youthful grip, her nectar
letting him slip deep. He curled his finger inside of her, moving
and wriggling it until her knees turned to water.

Her thighs locked hard around his
wrist, holding him in place.

He squeezed her throat again when she
came for him the first time, cutting her cry off at the back of her
mouth. Her pussy gripped and squeezed but couldn’t keep him from
rubbing all around her most sensitive parts.

When she finished, he released her. She
slumped down on the floor, shivering and shaking from all the
little spasms and waves that still crashed through her
body.

But he didn’t let her rest. No, instead
he grabbed her by the back of the head and yanked back, making her
look up at him.

He took his cock out. It was long and
thick and a little wet at the tip.

“You have to take all of
it,” he told her, “Open your mouth.”

She did. He bullied his way in, his
thickness immediately forcing her jaw open farther until it
ached.

He pushed, sliding inch after inch
in.

Bianca felt tears start in the corners
of her eyes. She let them fall down her cheeks while he watched her
swallow his shaft.

She gagged a little at the back, and
reached up to grab his shaft. He slapped her hand away.

“No hands,” he
said.

She locked her lips in a tight loop
around him and sucked, urging him in deeper. More tears flowed down
her cheeks.

Her throat stretched for him. She
couldn’t breathe. He pushed in deeper until finally the tip of her
nose touched against his pubic bone.

And then he held her there. He held her
until she shook, then he pulled his cock back. Thick ropes of her
translucent spit hung down from his member.

He even used his thumbs to brush her
tears away.

No guy had ever used her like that
before. Just did what they wanted to her without even asking. He
didn’t ask. He told.

She would never have said it to anyone,
but having his cock jammed in her throat like that almost made her
cum again.

Her lips ached and her jaw hurt a
little, but she found that she liked it.

“Good girl,” he told her.
“Up on your feet!”

He grabbed her wrists and pulled her
up, shoving her against the door again and pinning her there. His
mauled her breasts again until they ached, too. He yanked her head
back so he could kiss her throat, running his lips along it and
giving her little nips that made her yelp.

Then his hands went to her ass,
squeezing the firm crescents of flesh and grinding her body against
his.

“Do you need my cock?” he
said, his mouth right next to her ear and his breath so hot against
her.

“Yes,” she said. She did.
Her whole body cried out for it. For him. She needed him to fill
her tight young cunt. Fill her and fuck her.

“Tell me what you need it
for.”

“I need it in me. I need you
to fuck me with it,” she said.

“But you’re such a naughty
little girl. And you need some punishment first,” he
said.

She couldn’t say anything else, because
he grabbed her shoulders again. He flung her at the desk, her hips
catching the edge.

Then he was behind her. He undid her
shorts, shoving his hands between her body and desk to do it. He
yanked them down, not letting her kick them off so that they
tangled around her ankles. Her thong stayed in place, pulled to the
side.

One hand against the small of her back,
holding her in place, he spanked her with the other. He spanked her
hard. So hard her whole body went rigid and her mouth opened but no
sound came out.

He spanked her again, the sound a sharp
crack in the small office. Her body went rigid again and the tears
started once more in the corners of her eyes.

Her back cheeks stung. And he spanked
them until the stinging stopped and they just went numb.

And she begged him for more. Her pussy
had never been so wet as then. She’d never been so thoroughly
dominated before.

“I think you’ve been
punished enough. Do you want your reward?” he said.

“Please…” Bianca
moaned.

Sharp pushed his slacks and his briefs
down and then positioned himself behind her. Then he grabbed her by
the hips and yanked her a little away from the desk so she could
arch her ass up a little more for him.

He teased her again, running the taut
purple flesh of the crown of his cock up and down her glistening
slickness.

She gasped every time he pushed against
the swollen nub of her clit.

When she was a quivering puddle for him
he entered her, his thick hardness forcing the tight loop of her
pussy to stretch out around him.

Then he licked his thumb. He ran it
down the cleft of her ass and hooked it slowly into her wrinkled
little rosebud.

She gasped at that. No one had ever
been in her ass before! She always told boys no.

It immediately made her pussy tighten
up around his cock while he fucked her. He started good and slow,
getting his whole shaft slick with her nectar. This let him stroke
faster, harder.

She loved the feeling of his cock as it
dragged against her velvety slick walls.

Her ass, still so sore from the
spanking, stung every time their bodies collided.

Loved it so much she came for him
again. When he felt her do that, he pushed his thumb deeper into
her ass.

She’d never felt anything like it.
She’d never cum so hard before. So hard she couldn’t make any
sounds but groans and gasps as her desperate young pussy squeezed
even tighter around him.

He groaned behind her a moment before
his shaft flexed against her grip.

Her mouth dropped open again. She never
let guys cum inside of her, either! But she didn’t
protest.

It actually felt nice. Really nice. So
warm. And so much of it. And every time his cock jerked she made
little yelp.

When he finished, he pulled out of her
and cleaned himself off with some tissues. He handed the box to her
after. His load stayed inside of her, shoot deep into her
guts.

He ass stung. Her pussy ached. Her lips
hurt. And she loved it all.

He grabbed her paper from the desk and
crossed out the current grade, changing it to a B-. On the page
with her course grade, he changed it to a C+.

“C+? That’s all?” she said,
struggling to pull her shorts back up. When she did, she yipped.
The tightness of the fabric hurt her sensitive flesh.

“That’s all. We can work on
getting that better later. But now, I need you to get out,” he
said, sitting back down at his desk, “I’ll make sure to change your
grades in the system after you leave.”

Outside, she checked for when his next
office hour was and wondered if her youthful body would be ready
for some more of that delicious punishment by then.
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Lacey

 


I got into trouble. Again.

What can I say? I liked the thrill.
That rush from throwing a brick through a car window.

Or walking out of the Pharmasave with a
couple hundred bucks of makeup hidden down my pants.

I think I also liked it because the
rush made me super horny.

"You know, the manager wants to press
charges," the cop said.

"So what?" I said.

I shifted the wad of gum in my mouth to
the front and blew a nice big bubble. It popped and I sucked it
back in.

We were at the police station. In one
of those little windowless rooms that didn't have anything but a
couple of chairs with a table between them.

The table had a thick steel loop on it
for cuffs. I didn't have any cuffs on at the moment.

"So," the cop said, "This time those
charges can stick. You're an adult now, Lacey."

"Am I?" I said.

Funny how just turning 18 made you an
adult. I still wore the same clothes as I did when I wasn't an
adult.

In this case some torn up fishnets
under a plaid skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned far enough to
expose my bra.

My tits were only b-cups, but they
still got the guys' attention. Which was what I wanted.

Although I thought most guys would be
more interested in learning that I never wore any panties beneath
that skirt. Just those fishnets.

Even more would be interested in
knowing that I was still a virgin, despite the way I dressed and
acted.

"Yes, you are," he said, "Look, you and
June are good friends. I know she doesn't want to see you spend the
next few years in jail. Give me a reason to think you're going to
stop acting like this."

June was my best friend. Had been since
second grade when I beat the crap out of a bully who wouldn't stop
pulling on her pigtails.

The cop who sat across the table from
me was her father. I'd known him almost as long as I knew June. He
was Sergeant Dave Hartman.

A single dad with a tough job. He
appreciated the way I looked out for June at school.

I appreciated that he was a
hotty.

Sometimes when I slept over at June's I
would catch him coming out of the shower in nothing but a towel. He
was pretty jacked.

I'd caught myself more than once
staring at the bulge in the towel where his cock was.

I'd caught myself more than once
sliding my fingers in and out of the wetness of my pussy while
thinking about the bulge in that towel.

But I knew it was just a fantasy.
Sergeant Dave was almost like a second father to me. I knew he'd
never think about me the way I thought about him.

"You've always been able to get me out
of this sort of thing before," I said.

It was true. Dave always sweet talked
the owner of the car, or the store manager. Troubled home life,
yada-yada. They always bought it.

Or they used to always buy it, at
least.

"Not this time," Dave said, "This time
they want to press charges. I know you can be better than this,
Lacey. I want you to be better than this."

"Do you?" I said. "Listen, can I get
the hell out of here?"

I kept thinking about how we were alone
in this tiny room. I was still riding the high from stealing all
that makeup.

Every time I looked at Dave I couldn't
stop myself from fantasizing. Fantasizing about him bending me down
over this little table.

Fantasizing about holding onto that
metal ring while he hitched my skirt up over my ass and discovered
just how wet my pussy was.

Fantasizing about him pulling that hog
out from the zipper of his cop slacks and shoving it up into
me...

If I had to lose my virginity, losing
it to Sergeant Dave would be far from my last choice.

"Lacey? Lacey! Come on, focus," Dave
said.

I swallowed heavily and then gave him
my sweetest smile. "Yes?"

"The manager has a few days to fill out
the paperwork. Until then, you're free to go."

I stood up and started for the
door.

Dave reached out and grabbed my wrist.
He didn't grab hard, or squeeze. But it was a firm hold. One that
stopped me in my tracks.

I hoped he didn't see the way my breath
caught in my throat.

And there was definitely no way he
could have seen the way his touch made me throb on the inside. A
deep, desirous ache that left a core of heat low in my
stomach.

"One other thing," he said.

I had an image to maintain. I snatched
my wrist out of his grasp. "What?"

"Stay out of trouble. One lawsuit at a
time, okay?" Dave said. He stayed seated. Even like that, he looked
me almost levelly in the eye. He was a tall guy.

Tall, broad. And hung. Or so I thought.
Fantasized.

"I'll think about it," I said. Then I
left.
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		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



