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NERVOUSNESS MADE MY stomach squirm. I was sure someone would be able to see it – the bottom of my school-issue short-sleeved white blouse was tied just underneath my school-issue push-up bra leaving my torso bare. 

It was a lovely school uniform set – apart from the pink-plaid short pleated skirt, it was all pure white with pink plaid edging, even the short ankle socks poking out of my shiny black heels matched.

Why did Headmistress Kelly want to see me at the end of the school day after dinner? No idea. I was sure I was doing fine in my classes. I took a moment to check my reflection in the glass-fronted abstract painting next to her door. Glossy scarlet lips? I pouted at myself, perfect. Signs of cum specks from the earlier cock-sucking practical (I was too experienced to spill any down my cleavage)? Nope. My shoulder-length dark hair was as per school regulation – in two pigtails held by pretty pink-plaid bows. They were still tied even with the earlier tugging on them during the practical.

Nothing seemed amiss, but why did she want to see me?

Only one way to find out. I sighed and plucked the courage up to knock on the door.

After a few moments a voice said, “Come!”

I pushed the door open and saw Headmistress Kelly in her black gown standing next to a blond girl who was bent over her desk. 

The girl’s plaid and white panties were around her ankles, and her clit modestly tucked between her legs, but her bare ass cheeks glowed red with painful-looking red lines from receiving a harsh caning. Headmistress Kelly held the cane in both hands and absently flexed it between them. 

The girl turned her head to look back at me. I saw it was Mary, a girl with whom I shared several classes. My heart went out to her at seeing her teary mascara-streaked face. What had she done to deserve this punishment?

I closed the door behind me and quickly bobbed a curtsey and said, “Headmistress.” Then nervously held my hands in front of my short skirt waiting for her to say what she wanted from me. I quailed as her stern gaze swept up and down my body. Her brown eyes seeming to x-ray me through her glasses.

Mary flinched as Headmistress Kelly swished the cane to indicate the girl bent over her desk. “Do you know this girl, Anushti?”

“Yes, Headmistress. Mary and I share many lessons.”

She took a moment to digest my words and slowly walked around Mary, looking at her sore ass cheeks. Underneath her black gown I saw her sheer stockings, black pencil skirt, white silk blouse, and a string of pearly around her neck. She looked gorgeous. One day I hoped to be just like her.

“Unfortunately her grades have been falling, Anushti.”

“Headmistress?”

Why was she telling me this? I’d not heard anything from the other girls, and us girls were known for gossiping.

She stopped and slowly stroked Mary’s sore cheeks with the cane. 

Mary trembled in fear of being caned again, her dangling clit wiggling limply between her legs.

Headmistress Kelly looked up at me. “Your tutors tell me that you’re head of the class in all your subjects.”

I glowed with pride and pushed out my gorgeous tits, “Thank you, Headmistress.”

The tip of the cane made its way from Mary’s sore cheeks to my chin, lifting my head up and moving it from side to side as she examined me, “You’ve just come from your cock-sucking practical?”

“Yes, Headmistress.”

“Hmm,” she mused. “I can’t see any cum spatters.”

“Thank you, Headmistress.”

The cane released my chin. “Did you swallow it all?”

My mind flashed to the salty taste of the thick juice as it slid down my throat. “Yes, Headmistress.”

“Good girl. I have a task for you, Anushti.”

“Headmistress?”

“You’re going to tutor Mary. Help get her grades up.”

I’d heard of this being done before, but never expected to be called upon to do it as it was a great honour for a lowly student. “Yes, Headmistress.”

She smiled at me. “Thank you, Anushti. I’m sure you will raise this slut’s grades.”

I bobbed a curtsey, and pushed my tits out even more.

She turned to look down at Mary. “What do you say, Mary?”

“Th–thank you, Headmistress.”

“And to Anushti?”

“Thank you, Anushti.”

“And what would it be nice for you to do to for her?”

“Um, Headmistress?”

I jumped as the cane swished down and Mary cried out as it hit her sore ass cheeks. “Suck her clit, girl!”

Quickly Mary pushed herself off Headmistress Kelly’s desk and got down to her knees in front of me, her blond pig-tailed head level with my clit.

“Instruct her, Anushti.” Headmistress Kelly looked at me over her glasses and then went to sit behind her desk, her hands flexing the cane.

Blood stirred in my clit, my excitement slowly increasing. I looked down into Mary’s nervous face, “Lift my skirt up and pull my panties down, Mary.”

She did as told and I felt the cooler air against my freshly shaved smooth skin previously hidden under my panties.

How was I going to get her to address me? If I was her tutor I had a position of authority. Her using my name didn’t feel right as it meant we were equals.

“Mary?”

She looked up at me, her tear-streaked pale face contrasting against my darker skin. “When I’m tutoring you you will address me as ‘Miss’.”

“Yes, Miss.”

From the corner of my eye I glimpsed a nod of agreement from Headmistress Kelly at my thoughts.

“Good. Now get my clit nice and wet with your tongue.”

“Yes, Miss.”

She bent her head forward and I shivered with pleasure as her warm wet tongue licked all around my smooth clit, slowly making it harden.

“Suck my balls, Mary.”

She did so, taking them into her wet mouth and using her tongue to play with them. My clit slowly continued increasing in length until it lay on Mary’s face. At the moment I didn’t know what the problem was with her grades.

When I judged it to be hard enough I said, “Take the head of my clit in your mouth, Mary, and suck on it.”

She released my balls and said, “Yes, Miss.” Then I gasped at the feeling of her soft lips on my clit head.

Pleasure began thrumming through me and I gasped, “Take all of my clit into your mouth, Mary.”

She opened her mouth further taking in as much of my clit into her as she could. I felt her tongue rub against its bottom, and her saliva lubricating it.

My clit seemed to burst into life, and she gasped as it forced itself against the back of her throat.

But then she quickly pulled her head back, releasing my hard clit, and started coughing and choking. 

For a moment I didn’t know what happened and looked over at Headmistress Kelly for an answer.

“She hasn’t overcome her gag reflex, Anushti.”

I looked down at Mary and saw more tears running down her face, further ruining her mascara. Though this time from gagging instead of being caned.

Oh, that was why her grades were falling. She hadn’t gotten past her cock-sucking gag reflex. She needed far more practice.

“You’re now aware of the problem, Anushti. See what you can do about it.”

“Yes, Headmistress.”

“And as I see she’s got your clit hard, you may as well cum on her face.”

“Yes, Headmistress.” 

I looked down at Mary. She’d recovered from her coughing fit and looked piteously up at me. She didn’t want to be thrown out of school for failing her grades.

She still held my skirt and panties away from my clit which was still pointing towards her face.

Reaching down I took my skirt from her hand so she only held my panties down and her right hand was free.

“Take my clit in your right hand and pump it, Mary.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Her soft hand felt warm against my clit. I knew that would soon change as more blood entered and my clit got hard again.

Slowly she moved her hand up and down, sending pleasure through me. I wondered where my cum would splash against her face. I knew, though, that I’d not let her clean it off while she walked with me back to the dorms – she needed to know that she was subservient to me and had to do anything I told her to do.

From her previous sucking of my clit my pleasure quickly grew and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I splashed my clit juice on her tear-stained face.

“Suck my balls, bitch,” I said, then hastily looked over at Headmistress Kelly in case I’d said something wrong.

She smiled and nodded at me. Mary was going to be my bitch while I trained her!

My clit got even harder as Mary wanked me while sucking my balls. I wanted to cover her face my my clit-juice, make her show everyone we passed that she was my bitch and I could do anything I wanted with her.

My pleasure increased and I knew I was very close to cumming.

“Get your face ready for my cum, Mary.”

She released my balls from her mouth, and I took hold of her head with my free hand, making sure there was no chance of my cum missing her and flying off onto Headmistress Kelly’s carpet.

My legs trembled as pleasure surged through me. 

Almost there.

...

There.

I gasped as an orgasm smashed into me and saw a white jet fly out from my clit and splash onto Mary’s face. She closed her eyes and jerked back but I held her head steady, tilting it back slightly as more spurts of my cum fired out and landed on her. 

Slowly the time between spurts increased and I felt my orgasm decline. When I knew no more would be coming out I moved her face closer to my clit and used it to wipe my clit-juice over her face, letting her know she was mine. I didn’t want to take up much more of
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