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“Yes, sir,” she said, rising.

Her buttocks pinched at the toy’s base, and she turned away from Mr. Croft and started to ruffle the fabric of her dress upwards.

“You want to see?” she asked.

Mr. Croft didn’t say anything.  He stared at Deborah’s toned calves and marveled at her thick thighs as the dress moved higher.

It was a sight to behold when Deborah pulled her dress back over her ass.  Her panties were over to one side, pinned beneath the bejeweled base of the sordid toy.

“Good girl,” said Mr. Croft, knowing how much Deborah enjoyed those plaudits.

Mr. Croft took some liberties and reached out to touch Deborah’s big, milky butt.  It wobbled beautifully as he moved it, exposing the pink ring that clasped tightly around the toy.

“Take it out of me, sir,” said Deborah submissively.

Mr. Croft had never dreamed of playing dom to someone as refined, elegant and mature as Deborah Larky.  He steeled his nerves.

“Open wide,” said Mr. Croft calmly.

He pinched the base of the toy and pulled, feeling the resistance from Deborah’s tight hole as it fought to keep hold.

“That’s it,” said Mr. Croft calmly as Deborah’s sphincter began to widen again.

Deborah leaned forward and bit her bicep.  The stretch was even more painful on the exit, and she whimpered against her sleeve.

“Good girl,” said Mr. Croft.  “Almost.”

He pulled slowly, relishing the gradual widening of Deborah’s virginal hole.

“That’s good,” he said.  “Perfect.”

The toy eased out, still coated in a film of slippery lubricant.  It shone in the lights from above.  Deborah stayed in place, looking back with mock fear.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” she asked.

Mr. Croft placed the toy down on a nearby table.  Deborah looked at it, disbelieving of where it had just been.  A jolt of excitement gripped her when she heard the clank of metal as Mr. Croft unbuckled his belt.

“I am,” he said plainly.  “Time for a practical lesson.”

Deborah gushed a breath, portraying faux terror at the prospect of taking Mr. Croft inside her.

She yearned to host him before her asshole snapped shut, but Deborah knew enough about being a lady to know not to act too desperate.

“You keep it open for me,” said Mr. Croft, unfastening his zipper as he teased both himself and Deborah.

Deborah pulled at her big buttocks, spreading her cheeks wide and giving Mr. Croft unfettered access to the naughtiest part of herself.

She’d never submitted like this to any man before.  She’d had sex, sure, but she’d never exposed herself in such a slutty manner before.  The fact she still wore the rest of her clothes only served to make the moment more sinful and spontaneous.

Mr. Croft pulled his cock out from his pants now and glanced at the glass window of his classroom door.  He could lose his job for this, but he didn’t care.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked.

Deborah teased a finger inside herself.  “Please, Mr. Croft.”
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Deborah Larky had been staring at the optional course for almost twenty minutes, thinking that there must have been a mistake.

‘Anal 101’ didn’t sound like the kind of extra-credit class that her prestigious university would run, and as a mature student she figured she might be missing out on some slang term or new form of education.

A passer-by perused the same message-board that Deborah stared at, and she took the opportunity to clarify things.

“Excuse me,” she asked, her English accent standing out against the backdrop of Americana.

Deborah was quick to capture the allure of the younger students around her, and the man was instantly engaged with Deborah’s elegant tone and dazzling, mature looks.

“How can I help?” he asked.

“Anal 101,” Deborah said, pointing.  “Is that what I think it is?”

The younger man scoffed.  “If you want a real crash-course in that, you only need to go online.”

Deborah was perplexed.  “But it’s real?”

The young man leaned towards the noticeboard and studied the contact information.

“All checks out,” he said.  “I had a class with Mr. Croft last year.  He’s a nice guy.  God knows why he’s doing that.”

“Thank you,” said Deborah, staring at the page.

“My pleasure,” said the man, lingering as he thought about shooting his shot.

Deborah stared at the paper and made a snap decision.  She tore off one of the strips that held details and started to walk away.

“Hey, I can help you study that,” the man tried.

Deborah turned back with a twisting grin.  “I’ll learn everything I need to know from Mr. Croft, thank you.”

The youngster was disarmed and fought for his next sentence, with Deborah fleeing before he could embarrass himself further.

“Anal 101,” she said to herself.  “How hard can it be?”

Deborah walked along the halls of the prestigious building, imagining the people of history that had trod there before her.

She counted the classrooms as she headed to her destination, seeing them brimming with attentive students who made hurried notes on their laptops as lectures were conducted in front of them.

Deborah wondered if this building had ever hosted anything as devilish as ‘Anal 101’ in its long and storied past.

She slowed as she approached the classroom door at the end of the hall, looking first inside at the empty chairs and then above the doorway at the room number.

“This is it ...” she said to herself, confused.

She looked back and forth along the corridor but saw no signs of life.  Suddenly the door opened, and Deborah was taken aback by the handsome man’s head that poked out around it.

“Are you here for ‘Anal 101?’” he asked.

Deborah’s throat went dry.  “Yes, it’s ... it’s my first day.”

“Then come in,” the man said, becoming warmer and less mysterious.  “I’m Mr. Croft.”

“Oh!” remarked Deborah, surprised that such a good-looking man was conducting such a crass class.

“You’re not here for easy credits, are you?” he asked, looking back at Deborah with a cautious smirk.

“Oh, heavens no,” Deborah said.  “I wouldn’t have chosen Advanced Chemistry if I wanted something easy.”

“Good,” said Mr. Croft.  “Because this isn’t an easy ride.”

Deborah looked around the desolate chairs.

“Sit anywhere,” Mr. Croft said, moving to the white-board and scribbling down the name of the class.

Deborah surveyed the seats and chose one near the front, directly in front of her tutor.

“’Anal 101,’” said Mr. Croft, beginning his lesson as Deborah sat down.  “In this class, we’re going to be talking about—”

Deborah’s hand rose, and Mr. Croft paused to address her.

“Yes?”

“Is it just me?” she asked, looking around her.

Mr. Croft nodded.  “The only soul brave enough.”

“Oh, my,” worried Deborah, wondering what she’d let herself in for.

“Now,” continued Mr. Croft.  Let’s talk about anal.”

Deborah hadn’t realized how varied the topic would be.  She learned the history of anal sex, from its merits to its downsides, enjoying the changing approaches to the debauched act as history progressed and tastes and sensibilities changed.

Initially a cardinal sin, it was now enjoyed, or at least tolerated, by almost every adult at least once in their life.  Deborah learned about the muscle itself and how malleable it could be, despite its initial appearance.

Educational videos were displayed, with Mr. Croft sitting on his desk and watching alongside Deborah as models were probed and teased, taking part in demonstrations that could so nearly be considered pornography, were it not for their educational merits.

Deborah drank it all in, making notes and stealing glances at Mr. Clark’s impeccable butt whenever he turned to write something high on his whiteboard.

It’s fair to say the prim and proper English lady was shocked on more than one occasion by the contents of the class she’d chosen, but Deborah didn’t let that sway her.  She was becoming a budding enthusiast for all things anal and had taken to watching her own videos at home to speed up the learning process.

Deborah rented an apartment close to campus.  She lived alone, and money was no object for the older woman who, after a fine career in law, had decided to pursue a wider array of interests while sampling American life.

So enthralling were Mr. Croft’s lessons that Deborah would often rush back to her car and open her phone, devouring that week’s recommended video before she’d even made it home.

To her shame she’d started to experiment.  The allure of the sinful act she learned about was hard for her to ignore, especially when it was continually talked highly of by the brilliant Mr. Croft.

The younger man was showing Deborah a part of herself that she’d never considered exploring, and she could feel the pull of adventure tugging on her urges.  With tentative fingers she’d teased around the sordid aperture, never quite able to commit to the act fully.  That was until one of Mr. Croft’s lessons turned things up a notch.

“Today, we’re going to get as practical as we can,” said Mr. Croft, clapping his hands together.  “As you’re aware, we only really need two things to complete the act of anal sex.”

Deborah nodded knowingly.

“But, for a truly successful venture, more tools are needed.”

Deborah moved to the edge of her seat as Mr. Croft produced something from beneath a handkerchief.

“Do you know what this is?” he asked, holding the base of the diamond-shaped object.

Deborah had seen it, but she daren’t answer for fear of exposing her after-class activities.

“It’s a plug,” said Mr. Croft with no shame.  “It’s inserted into the man or woman’s anus to coax the muscle wide and keep it ready.”

“Ready for what?” asked Deborah, feigning innocence.

Mr. Croft grinned.  “Come on now, Deborah.  I’m sure you know the answer to that so far into the semester.”

Deborah’s face turned red.  She knew all-too-well what the toy was used for, having purchased one herself.  She hadn’t yet been brave enough to try it.

“And this,” said Mr. Croft, producing a pump-action bottle.  “Is lubricant.”

He doused the tip of the toy with the gel and let it slide down the edges, looking at Deborah for a reaction.

On cue, Deborah’s pupils fattened in her eyes as she
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