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Forbidden Roleplay 

The hallway of Clarke Secondary School smelled of floor wax and adolescent anxiety, that particular institutional scent that never quite washed away. Amy moved through it with her chin tucked low, the black trench coat brushing against her calves with each step, the belt cinched tight at her waist.

Easy, just a parent meeting, nothing to see here.

But beneath the long coat, her heart hammered against her ribs. 

The plaid skirt barely covered her ass. 

She'd found it at a costume shop, cut shorter with kitchen scissors until the hem flirted with indecent. The white blouse was two sizes too small, straining across her breasts, the top three buttons undone to show the lace edge of a bra that cost more than her weekly groceries. Knee socks. High heels that clicked against the linoleum.

She'd stopped at the restroom on the ground floor to apply lip gloss, to stare at her reflection and marvel at the woman looking back. Forty-four years old. Mother of a marine. Dressed like a delinquent teenager about to be called to the principal's office.

Because I am. Because I want to be.

The outer office was exactly as she remembered from her son Jack's high school years. 

Mrs. Patterson sat behind the desk, grey hair pulled into a severe bun, glasses on a chain around her neck, fingers flying across a keyboard with the self-important urgency of a woman who believed she ran the entire institution.

She hadn’t changed a bit.

"May I help you?" The secretary didn't look up.

"Amy Speedman. I have an appointment with Principal Clarke."

"Mm." Mrs. Patterson's eyes flicked up, assessing, noting the coat, the flushed cheeks, finding nothing amiss.

"Go right in. He's expecting you."

If only you knew what he's expecting. 

The inner door was heavy oak. Amy turned the handle, slipped inside, and clicked the lock behind her with a decisive twist of her wrist.

Tim sat behind his desk, reviewing papers, looking every bit the professional administrator in his charcoal suit. He looked up, ready with the polite smile he used for parents, and froze.

Amy let the coat slide from her shoulders. It pooled on the floor behind her like shed skin.

"Christ," Tim whispered.

The blouse gaped. The skirt was a travesty of decency. She'd teased her hair slightly, a messy ponytail that screamed troublemaker. She stood with her hip cocked, one high heel toe pointed inward, playing the part completely.

"I've been skipping class, Principal Clarke," she said, her voice breathier than intended. "I know I need to be punished."

Tim stood slowly, his chair rolling back against the bookshelf. He moved around the desk with deliberate steps, and she saw it already, the strain in his trousers, the darkening of his eyes, the muscle ticking in his jaw.

"You can't be in here looking like that," he said quietly. "Not during school hours. The secretary ...."

"Is right outside," Amy finished, stepping closer. "I know. I saw her. Judgmental old bat."

"We have to be quiet." Tim's hand came up, fingers tracing the edge of her collar, dipping lower to graze the swell of her breast. "Completely silent."

"I'll try," she promised, but they both knew she was loud. They both knew what happened last time, the screaming, the begging.

"Turn around."

Amy obeyed, presenting her back to him. She heard him opening drawers, the tear of something adhesive. Then his hand was in her hair, gathering it roughly, pulling her ponytail taut.

"Open your mouth."

"Bite down on this," he said, and pushed a stress ball, red foam, shaped like an apple, with a smiley face drawn on it, between her teeth, bulging her cheeks.

Then the tape came, thick duct tape from his desk supplies, silver and industrial and utterly degrading as he wrapped it around her head, three tight circuits, sealing her mouth completely, turning her into a wide-eyed, muted thing.

Oh god, yes, silence me, take away my voice, make me just a body for you to use.

He spun her back to face him. The noise outside suddenly became vivid. The children's laughter drifting through the window, the scuff of sneakers on pavement, a teacher's whistle sharp and commanding. Recess. The entire school population was eighty feet away, separated by wood and plaster and a thin pane of glass.

Tim moved to the stereo on his filing cabinet, pressed a button. Classical music flooded the room. it was his favourite. A piano concerto, dramatic and swelling, loud enough to mask small sounds but not the slap of flesh.

He returned to her, gripping her shoulders, walking her backward until her thighs hit the edge of his desk. Papers scattered. A pen rolled off and clattered on the carpet.

"Lean over."

Amy bent at the waist, cheek pressing against the cool mahogany, arms stretching out to grip the far edge. The position hiked her skirt up completely, exposing her lack of underwear, the slick evidence of her arousal already coating her inner thighs.

Then his fingers were probing her, two rough digits sinking into her cunt with no preamble, testing her wetness, curling to find the spot that made her eyes roll back.

Yes, please, right there, use me, I'm your dirty little schoolgirl secret.

"You came here to get fucked," he whispered, loud enough only for her to hear over the piano music. 

"During school hours. While my nosey secretary sits twenty feet away. You want to be caught, don't you? You want her to hear something."

Amy shook her head, eyes wide, making small denials against the tape, but they both knew the truth. The danger electrified every nerve ending.

Tim freed his cock, heavy and veined, and dragged the head through her slit, coating himself in her arousal. She pushed back against him, desperate, but he held her hips still with an iron grip.

"Stay still. Take it like a good little bitch."

He entered her in one savage thrust, burying himself to the hilt, and Amy screamed silently into the stress ball gag, the sound emerging only as a muffled, wet grunt. He was so deep, angled perfectly, and the skirt bunched around her waist only heightened the filth of it. Everything was perfect for her fantasy. 

The professional office, the plaid costume, her exposed ass. The principal fucking here on the table. 

Fuck me, fuck me hard, break me on your desk, I don't care who hears, I don't care about anything but this.

Tim set a brutal pace, hips snapping against her ass with controlled violence, each impact driving the air from her lungs in sharp, silenced bursts. The heavy desk groaned in protest, sliding inch by inch across the carpet with every thrust. He reached forward, pinning her shoulders down, his weight heavy across her back, his mouth at her ear.

"You feel that?" he breathed. "That's your principal cocking you raw while Mrs. Patterson types her memos. You think she knows what a slut you are? You think she can tell I'm balls-deep in your cunt right now?"

Amy moaned around the gag, spit pooling at the corners of her sealed lips, tears of overwhelmed pleasure gathering at her eyes. She could hear voices in the hallway now, teachers passing, discussing lesson plans, completely unaware that five feet away, through a locked door and beneath swelling piano music, a forty-four-year-old woman was being railed in a schoolgirl skirt.

Tim's hand slid beneath her, finding her clit, rubbing hard and fast and merciless as he continued to pound into her. He wasn't talking anymore, conserving his breath, his entire focus on the rhythm, the friction, the wet slap of their joining that the music couldn't quite mask.

I'm going to scream, I can't stop it, the tape isn't enough.

He felt her tightening, her desperate bucking, and clamped his hand over the tape, pressing down hard over her mouth, sealing the gag tighter, suffocating her cry as she came violently on his cock, her cunt spasming around him, milking him desperately.

"Not yet," he growled, withdrawing while she was still pulsing.

He flipped her over like a doll, legs sprawling, skirt twisted around her waist. Her chest heaved, breasts threatening to spill from the straining blouse. Tim pulled her to the edge of the desk, spread her legs wide, and positioned himself at her ass.

"Look at me," he commanded.

Her eyes found his, dazed, obedient.

He pushed in slowly, stretching her, forcing her reluctant ass to accept him. 

Amy bit down hard on the stress ball, her hands flying to grip his forearms, nails digging in. He leaned forward, capturing her wrists, pinning them above her head against the desk, her own graduation photo from sixteen years ago staring down at her from the wall.

I'm being sodomized on a principal's desk while I'm gagged and silenced and there's a whole school outside and I never want to leave this room.

He began to move, slower in
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