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John Pearce walked into the main office of the school. Today was his first day taking over the high school principal position. Over his 20-year career, he had started off as a simple teacher. Still, through hard work and keeping his head down, he became a department head, followed several years later by a promotion to assistant principal. Last week, he was suddenly offered his dream job, which he gladly accepted. He could have reached this level sooner had he spent more time kissing up to the school board, but that wasn't his style. 'If I can't earn it with hard work, I don't deserve it,' John always said.
Principal Pearce was not an imposing man. He stood at only 5 foot 1 inch and was shorter than most of the young women in the high school. He was skinny due to frequent nature walks but lacked muscle tone or strength. Last month, he celebrated, alone, his 46th birthday. He was unmarried and had little in the way of romantic relationships. The school was in a small town, and finding a date who wasn't a former student, parent, or relative of any current student was challenging. Any such relationship would be very improper in his eyes. Let's join him from his perspective as he begins his likely uneventful first day as a high school principal:
"Good morning Janet! I'm very excited to work with you, ensuring we are giving these future leaders a great education," I said, walking past her desk outside my new office. 

Rather coldly, Janet responded, "Mr. Pearce, you have a lot of people looking to set appointments to speak with you." 

"My door is always open, no appointments needed. Tell them to stop by whenever they want, and I'll happily address their concerns!" I was determined to be known as an honorable, effective principal whom the students could feel free to confide in. I entered my office, sat at my computer, and started writing up an email to all the teachers and staff outlining my goals for the semester.
About twenty minutes later, I was finishing up the email by pasting in various smile face emojis when Janet buzzed me. In her usual dry voice, she stated over the intercom, "Mr. Pearce, a Mrs. Richard here to see you." 

Pushing the intercom button, I replied, "Ah! Please invite her in." Mrs. Richard is the president of the school board and mother of three, including the current student council president. The Richard women were very ambitious go-getters. Having her show up today was excellent, as I meant to set up a meeting to introduce myself to her and the other board members. Mrs. Richard burst into the office and slammed the door behind her.
"Welcome Mrs. Richard! It's very nice...," I started to say while getting up to shake her hand when she interrupted me. 

"I need you to fire Frank off of the school board." 

Taken aback, I sought clarity. "Frank? Do you mean Mr. Danvers? I haven't actually met him." 
"Frank is a small dick moron who won't honor the deals I arranged with him. Fire him now." She was very agitated. 

"Mrs. Richard, please sit down and let's talk. As you know, I don't have the power to fire anyone off the school board. They are elected by the people," I calmly educated her.

"All you men are the same. God forbid you do anything for a woman without getting anything in return." 
With that the mother of the student council president stood up and pulled her shirt over her head, revealing a black lacy bra that managed to barely cover the lower half of her very amble bosoms. "Mrs Richard, what are you doing? Please put your shirt back on this minute. I am an educator, and this is a house of learning," I protested. She was obviously confused and maybe needed help understanding my role in the school district. Having a school board president showing off her underwear in my office was a scandal I didn't welcome.
Reaching her hand to the front of her bra, she began fiddling with it while looking around the room. "Ah, I understand. You are just like your predecessor and have hidden cameras in here. You need to put on an act so if this ever comes out, you can save face." She finally got her front clasp bra undone and revealed her massive tits to me without any hint of shyness. She continued, "At least when you get tired of jerking off to this video and post it on Pornhub under the MILF category, don't tag my social media to it." 

I stood up from my chair. "School board president, I promise you, as a shaper of young minds, there are no cameras in this office, and there is no need for you to undress," I pleaded, realizing I was staring at her nipples while speaking. Looking her in the eyes, for the most part, I continued. "Also, I'm not lying. I don't have the power to remove school board members. Take your case to the voters!"
Mrs. Richard began walking around my desk towards me, her naked tits swaying as she did so. I was shocked at the sight and walked backwards in response, tripping into my chair. She knelt before me, saying, "Be reasonable; I don't have the time or energy to convince that many men. Also, in this town, the majority of the voters are women, and my days of muff diving are mostly over." She grabbed hold of my pants and aggressively pulled them down along with my boxers. 
Embarrassingly, despite her being the parent of students in the school district, the sight of her naked breasts had caused my penis to become quite engorged, which was now completely exposed in front of Mrs. Richard's face. She looked up at me, and I expected her to be greatly offended at my erection. Instead, she said, "Do you want a tit job or a blow job?" 

Shocked, I tried to diffuse the situation. "Mrs. Richard, you are a married woman! Think about your daughters' futures. Studies show growing up with divorced parents is hard on their development. You don't need to do this. Let's get dressed and discuss your concerns logically." 
My ability to mediate and resolve a crisis was my biggest strength. "You bastard, this really hurts my neck when I do this," was all she said in response before putting my penis in between her breast while simultaneously inserting the tip in her mouth. 

"No, that's not...." was all I could say before the wave of sexual pleasure hit me. I couldn't get any more words out as I watched her skillfully and confidently rub my penis up and down between her breast. At the same time, her lips moved in tandem, surrounding the upper portion of my sexual organ. She must often do this with Mr Richards to get this skillful with it. I felt guilty being the second man ever to have done this with her. 

She stopped giving oral for a second and spoke again to me, "Is there a certain angle you want me at to make sure cameras are capturing this?" 

I came to my senses and was able to respond, "There are no cameras! Please, Mrs. Richard.." But she gave me an annoyed look and resumed her oral stimulation of my penis.
How could I ever face her daughter after this? I will forever be the man who tempted her previously devoted mother into doing this sexual deed. The power of this position must have been too intoxicating for her to resist. I must put in policies to ensure this can never happen again. Mrs. Richard's breasts had become drenched in saliva from the blow job and, though it was embarrassing for me to admit but still true, per-ejaculate from my aroused penis. I worried she would notice and be very mad at me for getting such a shameful fluid on her. She stopped again but didn't address her soaking breasts. 
Instead, she said, "To be clear, you will have Frank removed by the end of the week?" I took the opportunity to back up in my chair, causing my penis to pop out from between her breast and making them jiggle back and forth in the process. 

"As a principal, I am only responsible for staffing decisions within the high school. The school board has the power to remove me, not the other way around. You know this, Mrs. Richard. You've been on the board for a decade!"
She stood up from her knees and towered over me in my chair. Her naked breasts were heaving heavily as she was out of breath from her previous sexual actions. "An excellent show, Mr. Pearce. No one can say you let a small thing like getting your dick stroked between my fantastic tits break the principled principal character you are playing. You are really going to make me do it, aren't you?" She then began removing her pants, putting her tiny pink thong on full display for me. For a woman in her early forties, she wore provocative underwear very confidently. 

Breaking from the distraction, I spoke up. "I'm not making you do anything, Mrs. Richard! Please put your pants back on. I'll happily review the entire school district leadership structure with you." Almost as if she was doing the opposite of what I asked, she pulled down her thong, putting her shaven vagina on display for me to see. Again, she was a confident woman for her age. I couldn't resist staring at her nude crotch as I felt the air conditioner flow air over my penis, still wet from her mouth.
"Where do you keep the condoms," she asked, breaking me from the trance her naked vagina had me in. 

"What? I don't have any condoms in here," I replied, confused as to why she was asking. 

"What kind of high-school principal doesn't keep condoms in his office?" 

I then understood what she was asking for. "Wait! No, we can't do that. We are in a place of learning. We would be setting a terrible example for all of the young minds here." 

"You're the pervert who is recording this, don't put this on me," she said taking a step towards me. "You are really going to make me fuck you barebacked, aren't you? You are such an asshole, but I really respect that. Where do you want to cum? Tits, mouth, or ass?" 
I began to panic as she started to climb on top of me. "We cannot have unprotected sex, Mrs. Richard. Or even protected sex! What we did before with your mouth and your.. ahem.. chest was a mistake. Let's not use that as an excuse to make an even bigger mistake!" In a single motion, she lowered her hips, causing my bare penis to enter her unprotected vagina. Mrs. Richard was surprisingly lubricated, soaked even. I slid in with ease. But I was taken with guilt that I was the 2nd man to ever penetrate her after being loyal to her husband for many decades. She took complete control and was vigorously humping me as I sat in my chair. 
The sexual stimulation was almost overwhelming, but my desire to do this job honorably was stronger. I managed to speak up, "Mrs. Richard, this path won't take you to what you want." Ignoring me, my apparent sexual partner let out a loud moan that I was worried would carry to the office outside. She followed it up with a series of even louder moans and quickened the pace she was humping my penis. Suddenly, her breathing stopped, and her face scrunched together tightly. She finally took a breath and resumed humping me at her original pace. 

"God damn you for making me cum on camera," she said, looking firey red in the face. 

"There is no..," I said before stopping
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