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It was the same day that Melanie had just had
her first private tutorial with Miss Thornton, that had started out
innocently enough, but after Melanie's prolonged teasing and
flirting had resulted in both their first ever lesbian experience,
Miss Thornton had eventually come to her senses and sent Melanie
home.Melanie couldn't help but smirk all the way home on the bus,
thinking of the prim Miss Thornton with her head between her legs,
eagerly licking her without any shame, yet the look on her face
when the sex was over was one of deep disappointment with herself,
though Melanie felt nothing of the sort.

 


Miss Thornton had obviously been repressing
her sexuality her entire life, and now she had finally been allowed
to express it, she was then going to work herself up over it, until
what had been so enjoyable for them both would become a means of
mental torment to her.Melanie felt genuine pity for her, as it
meant she'd never be able to fully be herself or enjoy her life.For
Melanie though, it had been one of the most exciting moments of her
life so far.



She now had to pretend to her concerned father that the private
tutorial had gone well, as he was still worried that she may be
expelled if she didn't rapidly improve with her studies, and so she
had to put out of her mind the images of carnal indulgence and
debauched pleasures she had enjoyed with Miss Thornton that
afternoon.As soon as she stepped inside her door, her father walked
out of the kitchen with an anxious look on his face.'How did it
go?' he enquired.

 


Melanie was a consummate actress, and an
accomplished liar, instantly replying 'Relax Daddy....it was fine,
I learnt a lot about the Crimean war! You can sleep easy, I
promise...',giving him a flash of her brilliant smile.'I'm so glad
to hear that, I can't help but worry about you, you're all I've
got..apart from your mother of course...' he said, faux-mopping his
brow.She smiled again more weakly this time, and headed instantly
to her room.She thought to herself what a sweet person her father
was, such a shame that he had such a bitch of a daughter, but she
just found it so hard to be a good girl for very long.



As he had arranged for her to have tutorials three times a week, it
was only a couple of days till Melanie had another lesson with Miss
Thornton, and she wondered how it was going to be, after the frosty
way their last tutorial had ended, whether Miss Thornton would even
agree to give her another lesson.Eventually, the moment came to
depart from her final lecture of the day and head for the remote
small room housed in another building separate from the rest of the
college.

 


 

She had no idea what to expect when she once
again knocked on the door, wondering if Miss Thornton would even be
in there. 'Enter' came her familiar prim voice, and Melanie walked
in tentatively, wondering how the atmosphere was going to be
between them.To her amazement, Miss Thornton began acting as if
nothing had happened at all. 'Ah, Atkins, glad you could make it on
time...let us resume our studies of the Crimean war...turn to page
147 of your textbook..then read the first paragraph out loud, it is
an important one...'.Melanie had to suppress a smile at this
surreal behaviour, but she knew it was the only way Miss Thornton
could deal with what had occurred; by pretending it hadn't...



'Yes Miss..' she said politely, and read out the passage asked as
soon as she'd sat down at her desk.Melanie wondered how long she
could keep up this pretence as inside she was full of excitement as
she recalled the erotic awakening she had experienced at her last
private lesson.She knew that Miss Thornton had loved it too, but
had obviously blotted it out of her mind as best she could, to
overcome her feeling of shame and fear of losing her job.

 


Even though Melanie was a mischievous,
naughty girl, she had no wish to get Miss Thornton into trouble by
telling anyone what had happened, and she had such a bad reputation
that no one would believe her anyway.She decided to try and go
along with this denial of their lesbian pleasure but it was
completely against her nature, and besides, it had made a boring
situation very interesting.

 


Melanie soon began contemplating how she
could begin to tease Miss Thornton, without getting herself into
trouble again.She could almost sense the feeling of repressed
sensuality seething under Miss Thornton's restrained demeanour and
she knew it wouldn't take that much to crack, like a dam about to
burst.





She started off by behaving herself, reading
the passage chosen in an articulate, eloquent tone that actually
impressed Miss Thornton, and she began to wonder if there was hope
for her yet, academically speaking.She asked her to read another
passage, and Melanie continued to toe the line, reading it nicely
in the same refined manner, but she could feel that familiar need
to cause mischief welling up inside her, and she didn't know how
long she could hold back.

 


As she worked her way down the page, her eyes
glanced down to the bottom of the paragraph, and she had to
suppress a grin as her eyes caught the last sentence, her quick
mind instantly seeing the opportunity to misread it so that the
innocuous words would take on a rather more rude turn, but subtle
enough for it to appear a slip of the tongue.

 


She knew that if she giggled at all she would
give the game away, and so held her nerve and delivered the
sentence in question in a calm, considered voice, stating : 'At
Constantinople, Rose's actions were not backed up by Whitley
Wind-Ass.....sorry Ma'am, Whitley Dundas.....'.She bit her lip to
suppress the smile trying to escape, as Miss Thornton peered over
her glasses with disdain and said curtly 'Do take care how you read
Atkins, it only requires a little concentration after
all...'.



'I shall try harder Ma'am I promise....' she said, acting rather
chastened, but feeling secretly amused by her sneering tone.Melanie
continued, saying : 'The Tsar sent a fleet to the Hard Anals....',
and Miss Thornton exploded, realizing she was mispronouncing the
words deliberately, screaming 'Dardanelles, Atkins! You know
that's what it says, you are just beyond all redeeming, I don't
know why I'm wasting my time!'.

 


Melanie pressed her lips together hard to
stop her grin from spreading across her face, then collecting
herself, said in a very serious tone 'Ma'am, in all honesty, I just
feel that I'm simply a bad girl by nature, and the only thing that
might change me is proper discipline, wouldn't you agree
Ma'am?'.Miss Thornton was somewhat perplexed by her question,
expecting an immature riposte rather than a plea for punishment.She
felt intrigued by what had made her say such a thing and replied
'And what do you have in mind Atkins? Not even the threat of being
expelled seems to have improved your behaviour....'.



Melanie saw her opportunity to tempt Miss Thornton once again by
saying 'Ma'am, I know it is no longer allowed anymore, but I think
that if I received some corporal punishment such as being spanked
or caned, then that might have a more chastening effect, as I do
hate being in pain Ma'am...', with a twinkle in her eye.She could
tell by Miss Thornton's pursed lips that she was considering the
idea and eagerly awaited her response, her heart starting to pound
in her chest.

 


'Go and lock the door, Atkins' she finally
said, and Melanie did as she was told, her excitement mounting,
with a touch of panic at what she had just let herself in for.The
idea of spanking Melanie had simply been too tempting an offer for
Miss Thornton, who was feeling nearly as overwhelmed as she had
during their first encounter, but determined to maintain some
degree of
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