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The clock over the chalkboard ticked loud in the stillness, each second echoing in the empty classroom. Fluorescent lights hummed faintly, reflecting off rows of abandoned desks. Madame LeClaire closed her textbook with a soft thud, auburn hair slipping loose from its bun, her glasses sliding down the bridge of her nose.

She sighed, the sound soft and intimate in the silence, and gathered a stack of essays. Red pen poised between her fingers, she began correcting with neat, merciless precision. A gentle vibration against the desk startled her. Her phone lit up—the group chat, bright with chatter. She hesitated, then tapped the screen.

A photo filled her vision. A massive, dark cock, swollen, veins bulging like coiled rope, head glistening with leftover arousal. Below it: “Had fun with this last night 😘”.

Her breath caught. Heat spread low in her belly, unbidden. She adjusted her glasses as though they could shield her from the flush creeping into her cheeks. For a long moment she just stared, caught between shame and hunger. Then, with a trembling exhale, she set the essays aside.

Her fingertips rose, brushing absently over the swell of her breasts through the thin blouse, nipples already stiff against the fabric. She bit her lip, closed her eyes, and pressed harder, circling, teasing herself with the barest touch.

Her other hand slipped lower, palm pressing over her belly, sliding slow over her waist, then drifting between her thighs. She stayed outside her skirt at first, stroking her own heat through the fabric, savouring the ache building. She unbuttoned the top clasp of her blouse, then another, until pale skin and the lacy tops of her bra cups peeked out, her breathing shallow.

Her fingers tugged the neckline open, slipped inside, and brushed over the sharp points of her nipples. She gasped—soft, sharp—rolling them between thumb and forefinger until pleasure flared down her spine. Her hips shifted against the chair, desperate for friction.

The phone chimed again. Another photo, another cock, another message from a girl in her circle. LeClaire moaned quietly, the sound lost in the empty room.
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Her chest rose and fell, shallow, hurried, each breath hot against the hush of the empty room. She kept her hand under her blouse, fingers grazing across her stiff nipples, rolling them in slow circles that made her thighs tighten. The essays lay forgotten, a red pen uncapped and useless beside them.

She reached for the phone again. Her thumb hovered over the screen, hesitation flickering—but then hunger won. She opened the browser. Her fingertip typed shaky letters across the glowing keyboard: black cock anal.

Search results bloomed instantly, thumbnails of parted lips and stretched holes, dark flesh pushing into pale curves. She swallowed hard, pulse hammering in her neck. One video previewed automatically: a petite girl bent forward, auburn hair not unlike her own, her ass stuffed wide by a massive cock that made her gasp even without sound.

LeClaire’s breath shuddered. She pressed one palm flat against her belly, pushing low, lower, until the heel of her hand pressed against her heat through the skirt. She rubbed herself lazily, just enough to keep the ache alive, while her other hand pinched her nipple, twisting lightly until her mouth opened in a quiet moan.

Her glasses slid further down her nose. She didn’t push them back this time. She only stared over them at the screen, devouring the sight of thick black shafts pounding into pale holes, stretching, splitting, dominating.

Her thighs shifted restlessly. She rocked gently in her chair, a tiny rhythm, teasing herself without
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