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The Headmistress sat atop her desk with her
legs spread and her panties dangling from one ankle. She gazed down
at the head of soft, brown hair bobbing between her legs, felt the
young woman’s tongue lapping hungrily at her wet pussy, and for a
moment thought that Maggie was enjoying her punishment a bit too
much. The eighteen-year-old had been warned enough times not to be
back late to campus after the midterm break, but she hadn’t
listened, and now she was face-deep in the Headmistress’s twat,
licking and lapping, slurping and gulping at her thick pussy
lips.

“That’s right, my dear,” the Headmistress
moaned. “Lick my clit slowly . . . ahhhhh . . . very sloooowly . .
. up and down . . . up and down,” she groaned, her head rearing
back as she drew in a long, deep breath and allowed her dark eyes
to close.

This hadn’t been Maggie’s first trip to the
Headmistress’s office. There had been other instances over the last
few months. Once for smoking cigarettes in her dormitory room. That
time the Headmistress had forced Maggie to stand naked in the
middle of her office while she probed at her pussy, chewed on her
little pink nipples, and then smacked her ass with a long, thick
paddle. But the punishment didn’t seem to take effect, hadn’t
really changed anything. Even after she’d been paddled, Maggie
persisted around campus as a deviant, demonstrating little regard
for the mores of the college, and oftentimes disrespecting her
professors outright.

But now the Headmistress had the girl right
where she wanted her.

She could feel her warm tongue flutter at the
entrance of her hole, then slide along the side of her vagina,
until eventually Maggie was slurping on the Headmistress’s clit
with her soft lips.

“You do such a wonderful job eating my cunt .
. . for such a bad girl,” the Headmistress said, reaching out to
grab Maggie’s hair. She pressed firmly against the back of Maggie’s
head, shoving her face hard against her slick, wet muff. “Right
there,” she ordered, forcing Maggie’s lips and nose up and down her
slit. “Oh, yes . . . you are so, so very bad,” the Headmistress
called out.

Then it occurred to her she should try
something new with the girl, something different that might be a
bit more effective for stifling her bad behavior around the school
in the future.

The Headmistress adjusted her bottom on the
desk, scooted slightly about, and then leaned back so that her
cheeks were spread enough for Maggie to gain access.

“Look at me,” the Headmistress said. “Stop
what you’re doing and look at me, now!”

“Yes, Headmistress,” Maggie said, rising from
the woman’s damp muff. The Headmistress watched with glee as the
girl brought up the back of her hand to wipe away the juices from
her face.

“Do you know what a rim-job is, dear girl?”
the Headmistress growled impishly.

She watched as Maggie shook her head,
no. “No, Headmistress,” she said quietly.

The Headmistress felt herself grow giddy as
she watched Maggie’s delicate expression, as the girl gazed up at
her with confusion in her eyes. “A rim-job, my dear Maggie, is when
someone in your position is inspired to make the Headmistress happy
by licking her asshole.”

“Yes, Headmistress,” the girl nodded.

“You can do that, can’t you?” the
Headmistress asked with a smile. “You can lick my pretty little
asshole, can’t you?”

“Yes, Headmistress,” the girl said without a
stutter.

“Well . . . what are you waiting for . . .
have at it then,” the Headmistress ordered.

“Yes, Headmistress,” the girl said and began
her descent toward the woman’s anus.

“Ohhhhh . . . that’s so nice,” the
Headmistress said, quivering as Maggie fluttered her tongue on her
asshole—the woman’s only regret was that she couldn’t see it
happening. “Ohhhhhhhhh,” she moaned. “That feels so fucking
fabulous.”

“Do you like what I’m doing?” Maggie asked,
her voice muffled and hollow in the Headmistress’s ass-cavern.

“Yes . . . yes,” said the Headmistress. “You
lick me so well! Keep going … keep going.”

The girl went at it for a long while, her
fleshy tongue probing the Headmistress’s tight little asshole.
Every once in a while, she could feel Maggie’s tongue jetting in
and out, barely penetrating her tight sphincter, sending shockwaves
throughout her body.

“Oh . . . oh . . . oh,” the Headmistress
cried out as the girl penetrated her butthole with her pointed
tongue. She knew she couldn’t take much more. She wanted so badly
to pull Maggie’s face back to her clit, to force the girl to suck
the cum out of her pussy. But it was too soon. Maggie hadn’t been
punished enough. She couldn’t cum now. She had to teach the girl a
good lesson before she could orgasm.

Then suddenly an idea came to her, a
brilliant idea, and she felt herself stretching across the desk to
press the call button on her intercom.

“Mr. Balderdash?” she shouted as she pressed
the button. “Would you mind reporting to my office for a moment?
I’ll need your assistance with a matter.”

“Certainly . . . right away,” said Mr.
Balderdash.

It was only a matter of moments before he was
at her door. She could see his silhouette through the glazed window
as he knocked.

“Come right in, Mr. Balderdash,” she said,
the same time writhing her asshole against Maggie’s hot tongue.

She watched the man’s excited expression as
he pushed through the doorway to find the girl on her knees lapping
at the Headmistress’s bum.

“Oh,” he stammered, “I can see we’re having
trouble with Maggie again.”

“Ohhhhhhhhh . . . fuuuuuuuuuck!” the
Headmistress moaned as the girl’s tongue licked the entrance of her
cunt. “You are so correct in your observation, Mr. Balderdash,” she
said, her hands pulling at the girl’s head while she sucked her
hole.

“The paddle didn’t do the job?” the man
asked, standing before the pair with his arms crossed.

“No, it did not,” answered the
Headmistress.

“So now it seems you have her in a fine
situation,” said Mr. Balderdash.

“The girl is soooooooo—”

At this point, the Headmistress was caught
off-guard by a bolt of electricity as Maggie’s tongue fluttered
forcefully and unexpectedly on her clit. “She’s becoming such a
good student, though,” the woman gasped. “Such a fine, fine
student,” she moaned.

“So . . . how can I help?” asked Mr.
Balderdash.

“I’m so glad you’ve asked,” answered the
Headmistress. “It seems that Maggie is rather enjoying her current
situation . . . oh fuck . . . oh fuck!” she again stammered as the
girl’s tongue jetted in and out. “She’s so fucking nice,” the
Headmistress said. “But I do believe she may need a bit of your fat
johnson if we’re ever to have any hope of settling her down.”

“Ahhhh, a bit of the old Balderdash johnson .
. . seems to have worked with others in the past. I’ve always
considered it a fine taming-rod.”

“Certainly . . . certainly,” moaned the
Headmistress. At this point she pushed the girl away. “Oh, my,” she
gasped, the same time glaring at Maggie while she sat there on her
knees panting. By now the girl’s hair was as disheveled as her
uniform, and she sat on her knees trying to smooth herself down.
“You certainly eat pussy with a peculiar, yet wonderful degree of
zest,” the Headmistress acknowledged to the girl.

“Maybe she should consider the same bit of
vigor for all her endeavors here at school,” Mr. Balderdash
chuckled.

The Headmistress stood up from the desk and
straightened her skirt. She moseyed to the middle of the floor.
“Snap to your feet,” she told the girl and then watched as Maggie
stood up.

“What a fine, young piece of ass,” said Mr.
Balderdash, eyeing the girl up and down.

“Don’t be fooled, Mr. Balderdash. She is a
bad, bad girl . . . this one,” said the Headmistress. She beckoned
Maggie to where she was standing. “Here is a good spot,” she said,
taking the girl and positioning her around to face Mr. Balderdash.
“I think a proper inspection is in order,” she said.

The Headmistress walked slowly around the
girl, reached a hand out to touch her hair. “It’s time for you to
get undressed, my dear,” she said to Maggie.

“Yes . . . as you wish, Headmistress,” Maggie
said, the same time starting to unbutton her navy colored
blouse.

“Yes, certainly a fine piece of ass,”
repeated Balderdash. “Take your time,” he said, “I like to watch
you undress. It makes my johnson plump.”

The girl pulled her arms out of her sleeves
and allowed the shirt to fall to the floor. She stood before them
in a lacy pink bra.

“Now the skirt,” said the Headmistress.

Maggie unbuttoned the side button and allowed
the plaid skirt to fall to the floor. She stood before them in her
pink panties.

“Very nice, indeed,” said Balderdash. He
walked slowly around the girl, admiring her perfect skin, her flat
stomach, and then reached a hand to touch her cheek, before
allowing his fingers to trail down her cleavage.

“Remove the rest,” said the Headmistress,
motioning for Maggie to remove her bra and panties.

The girl obeyed, reached around to unhook her
bra. The pair watched as she slid her arms out of the straps and
allowed it to slip away.

Balderdash gasped at the sight of her little
titties hanging before him.

“Do you like what you see, Mr. Balderdash?”
asked the Headmistress.

“Indeed,” he said. “She is certainly a
beautiful woman.”

“Now the panties,” grunted the
Headmistress.

Maggie slid the panties down her thighs and
to the floor. They watched as she stepped out of them and then
stood at attention, her bushy pussy hair glaring between her
legs.

Mr. Balderdash began rubbing his cock through
his pants, he motioned for the girl to spin in place. He watched as
she obeyed, as she started to spin before him. Her body was
perfect.

“She’s in wonderful shape, wouldn’t you
agree?” asked the Headmistress.

“She is magnificent,” said Balderdash.

“Maybe you should show us your pussy,” said
the Headmistress.

“How would you like to see it?” asked
Maggie.

“Maybe,” the Headmistress started and then
paused to think, raising her index finger to her lips as she
contemplated the question. “Yes, maybe you should squat on my face
for a
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