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Who knew old Professor Jack Noonan had
such a kink?

Every college and university has these
courses everyone has to take. Some schools call it the Central
Curriculum. Others call it the General Education Courses. My school
called it the General Distribution Courses. These are the courses
the college forces all their students to take. Why? Who knows.
Maybe they have to justify their high prices.

I don't know.

I didn't care much while I was going to
school in the Bronx on a basketball scholarship. Just one more
refuge from the hood, I was glad to have the chance for a better
life. As an engineering student, I really wasn't interested in in
stuff outside my major. Once in a while, I'd take a course that was
truly interesting and I'd come out the other end with an interest
in something I'd never thought of before. Still, most of those
general courses could be boring as fuck!

But, in the end, one of them was a lot
more interesting at its end, than was promised at the beginning. As
a black kid from the slums, I was very happy to find this silver
lining to an otherwise gray experience in useless
classes.

It happened like this:

Dr. Noonan taught a course called
Afro-Cuban Religion. My school requires all its students to take a
religion course (being affiliated with a religious order). I had
waited until my junior year to take the religion requirement.
Frankly, most of the courses had stupid names or were things I just
wasn't interested in. But Afro-Cuban! I'm African-American. My
neighborhood has lots of latinos in it. Seemed like a natural
thing.

Right?

Wrong!

But it wasn't the content that got me
down. It was a the professor. Professor Noonan was a racist. But he
was the worst kind of racist. He was a white-savior type of racist.
He was come down from on high to help the poor masses of
black-folk. He was “woke” and would tell you every chance he'd
get.

Even worse, I was the only black kid in
his class! So I had to endure his bullshit in a million ways.
And...

Ah, I won't bore you with the
details.

As I said, this particular dark cloud
had a silver lining. And that was Noonan's wife, Caitlin. She, too,
was a professor at the school. And she was considerably younger
than Noonan. And she was hot.

I should mention that I have this
fetish about white girls. Maybe that's fucked up, but it's there.
There's something about slipping my dick into a pale, white pussy
that just drives me insane. I mean, I love all pussy. Black women.
Asians. Latina's. I've had them all. But that white pussy. Damn!
Just the thought of a white cunt surrounded by blond or red hair
give me serious wood!

And coming to this school, and being on
the basketball team has thrown more white-girl snatch at me than I
could shake my big, black stick at.

And Professor Caitlin Noonan was
fucking gorgeous.

She was in her thirties with long
reddish-blond hair that went past her shoulders. She had a pale,
Irish complexion with only a few freckles – they accentuated her
beauty rather than detracting from it. The first time she visited
her husband's class while I was in it, she wore a sober and serious
suit. The skirt was short enough to show off slim and
athletic-looking legs. My eyes were riveted to her as soon as she
came through the door.

Instantly, I started fantasizing about
her. I mean, she had that runner's body I like so much. And she was
older than me, which also turned me on. Last summer, I'd had a
chance to fulfill a fantasy by fucking a former teacher in the
library – she had had a body similar to Caitlin's.

So, behind my calm, cool, and collect
exterior, I was already wondering if her pubic hair was red, or
blond – or if she shaved. I was wondering what her pussy smelled
like, its taste. I could almost see in my mind her asshole
stretched tight around my thick prick.

Most importantly, did she dig black
dick?

That little visit she made with her
husband only lasted a few moments, but it felt much longer, so
concentrated was my attention on her hair and skin. And the shape
of her legs and curve of her ass. I had serious wood jamming itself
uncomfortably in my jeans. Unconsciously, as her eyes swept over
all us bright young scholars imbibing her husband's wisdom, I
adjusted my member, which looked like a sizable cucumber lodged in
my crotch.

I saw her eyes grow wider when her gaze
met mine. Her glance dropped slightly and her nostrils flared
slightly. When she looked up again, I smiled.

And she smiled back. And swept out of
the room.

Damn!

After class, I had to go back to my
place right away and jerk off. Thankfully, I have my own joint, so
I don't have to worry about room mates barging in. Which came in
handy when opportunities presented themselves, like a couple of
religious missionaries who turned up on my doorstep last
summer.

So I stood in the bathroom and wrapped
my hand around the girth of my nine-inch dick. The whole time I was
stroking my black rod, I kept thinking about Caitlin Noonan's
red-framed face. I kept thinking about the shape of her body under
that suit. I imagined my dark, black cock impaling her pink cunt
with fluffy curls of fiery hair surrounding it. I could just about
feel the hot slipperiness of her pussy wrapping my rod, her heels
on the back of my knees, urging me to greater efforts.

When I came, It hit the bathroom
mirror.

Caitlin visited her husband again the
very next meeting, two days later. As the last time, she swept in,
crossed the room to give her husband a peck on the cheek and have
quick and quiet conversation while we caught up on the
notes.

This time, she was dressed entirely
different. She must have been on her way to the gym. She wore yoga
pants, a loose sweatshirt and cross-trainers. I was not the only
person in the room whose eyes were immediately riveted on her
figure.

Her yoga pants, which were a light
gray, tightly and lovingly cupped each of her ass-cheeks. They were
so tight, it was as though she were naked. And those orbs were
amazing, so smooth and round. The fabric rode up slightly to define
the hidden valley between. My cock was hard and straining the
fabric of my workout pants in a second!

And when she turned to face us, well
holy shit!

Clearly, she had gone commando. No
pantie line interrupted the smooth curves and plains of her body.
And there, pressed between her thighs, was an explicit cameltoe.
Jesus! The thin spandex fabric hid nothing! Not only could I see
the plump outlines of her labia majora, there, just visible between
them, were the tiny ridges of her inner lips. And at the top of the
cleft – was that her clit?

My cock made a tent. Fixated on this
heavenly vision, I never even noticed the sidelong glances of
several of my classmates. Each of them called me later in the
semester, but I'll tell those stories another day. In the meantime,
I felt like I would explode. I knew my dick was dribbling a bit of
precum, but I didn't care. I wanted to walk up to her and rip those
yoga pants off her and look at this woman's pussy. I wanted to fill
it with my fingers and tongue. I wanted to put my hands on those
two glorious cheeks and lift her up and impale her on my throbbing
cock. And I wanted...

You get the picture.

I couldn't look away. It was seconds
only, but felt like a day or two. I couldn't hear the silence
around me as my fantasies filled my head. I never heard the gasp of
the woman next to me when she spotted my hardon. As I said, I was
riveted.

I only looked up when she
moved.

I swallowed. She was looking right at
me. That smile was back. I felt totally helpless. She swept out of
the room again, those ass-cheeks swaying and bouncing. My eyes
tracked her all the way.

Professor Noonan's drone began again. I
looked at my tablet and heard nothing of what he was saying. I was
totally blown away by what I had just seen. And by my reaction. I
felt like I was a little kid sneaking a look at a porno site.
Crazy. I'd had hundreds of women, but never had I been so obsessed
by the vision of one as I had just then.

But, still...

An email popped up on my tablet: “When
you calm down, come to my office. CN”

Holy shit.

Calm? How could I be calm? I tried to
clear my mind and listen to the professor drone. What he said, who
knows? But it had the desired effect. My cock deflated enough for
me to get up. So, I did. I knew my skivvies were damp with some
precum, but a quick glance told me that it hadn't soaked through
yet. I picked up my tablet and stepped away from my
seat.

Professor Noonan paused in his speech.
I glanced at him. He was looking at me. He nodded a very tiny nod,
then began to talk again.

What was that about?

Who cared?

I left the room with as much dignity as
I could muster. I saw a few appreciative glances thrown my way.
Even half-hard, I knew that the bulge of my dick could not be
hidden, despite my loose sweats, boxers and briefs. Once the door
was closed behind me, I sprinted up the stairs.

Caitlin Noonan's office door was
closed. Was it a mistake? Did I read the email right? I knocked
anyway. The door opened. She stood there, bright smile on her
lovely face. My eyes flicked down. That vertical smile still
creased the crotch of those yoga pants.

“Come in, Tysheem,” she
said. “I'm glad you got my email. Have a seat.”

I did this.

Caitlin closed the door and turned to
look at me.

I have to mention here that professors
never close their doors when they talk one-on-one with students.
It's a huge liability issue. And more than one professor found
himself kicked out on a student's accusation of
misconduct.

And Caitlin closed the door. And she
stood there facing me. And my eyes kept sliding up and down her
slim and petite figure. I couldn't help it; she was the full
package for my fantasies. The lovely face framed by that wavy, red
hair. Her slim, runner's figure. Those legs. And that
pussy!

Did she even know how much I could see
of her intimate anatomy? One the other hand, I didn't care. I just
feasted my eyes on the bulging ridges of her labia, and, as I
mentioned, the hints of her inner lips and clit.

I must have been slack-jawed. She
smiled at me like I was a happy moron rather than an engineering
student carrying a four-point-oh average while leading the
basketball team to a lot of wins. And, I guess I was a happy moron
right then.

Caitlin stepped back across the room.
She sat on her desk-chair and crossed those hot legs of hers. She
laid her hand on the desk, closer to me than her. “I asked you here
because I want to ask a favor,” she said.

What a voice, I thought. I wondered
what sounds she would make when my dick filled her tight cunt. I
coughed, then said, “Sure. Whatever you need.”

She smiled brightly at that.
“Really?”

I nodded.

“Well, I don't know,” she
said. “The favor I need is
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