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Joanna stalks down the softly lit main
corridor of the business faculty's fifth floor, not a soul in
sight, with her slender fingers shoved deeply into her pale
blue-green hoodie's side pockets: A personification of anxiety -
heart conflicted - and nervousness taken to its extremes. And, to
her left, right and front and even behind, the space is quiet and
unoccupied - a thing at odds with the toxic lump wandering up from
her gut to her throat - except for one very specific place. That
place, Professor Janet Woods' (the source of her volatile emotions)
office is room 506, barely 15 feet ahead, close enough to convert
the lump into a poker, and there's light - just a trickle, no more
- flowing out from under the base of the door, which,
unfortunately, means their scheduled 'appointment' is definitely
going to be happening tonight despite Joanna deliberately putting
off her visit until the very last minute of the woman's office
hours.

Of course, there are several fairly
good reasons why she tried to dodge this bullet with the most
notable among them being the utterly unforgettable
midnight-to-morning fuckathon they engaged in three weeks back - a
hazy drunken scramble-fuck, yet still not easily forgettable,
nonetheless - after coming across her teacher at a downtown lesbian
hangout one Saturday night with the experience succeeding in wiping
out all of her 22 years of sexual self-understandings (she'd always
been relatively submissive, but now... well, some things had
definitely changed since that night) as well as what entailed 'good
sex', or even adequate, between two women.

Still, it isn't what they did that
marvelous Saturday night that brings her here. No, Joanna had been
the top of the class, an A++ student, but now two assignment
deadlines had been neglected and a 'counseling' had been mandated
by the always authoritarian Professor Woods - antagonistic,
fear-mongering words such as 'failing' and 'unacceptable' thrown
around willy-nilly post-lecture before a few departing perplexed
witnesses - and, here and now, it is time for her to 'take
responsibility' for not living up to the high standards of her
teacher.

Nearing the door, Joanna grumbles to
herself, "But is that really my fault?" However, embarrassingly,
the candid answer to that is a straightforward 'yes' because lying
in bed masturbating with anything she has on hand and, at the same
time, blasting 'why won't you (she) call me' sob songs on her phone
isn't exactly helping her get her school work done, yet that's only
the easy answer. The real truth is that she can't get the memory of
that night out of her head. Furthermore, never in the past has that
been a problem, not even once, but feeling like a throwaway fuck
(Was she inadequate in bed? Or, is she just not good-looking
enough?) after almost never having had a woman - or when she was
young, inexperienced and lacking in sexual self-awareness, a man -
not call her for a second round (or a third, fourth, fifth and so
on for that matter) is slowly eating her alive inside.

At the office door Joanna knocks three
times, mouse quiet, and a loud call urging her to come in emanates
from within and once there she dares to start with, "Professor
Woods, I have come to..." but the woman merely puts up a
disinterested hand - long flirtatious fingers reminding her of
other (sexier) things - while continuing to flick through a
printed-out bundle of pages as the gesture smoothly transitions
into a downward pointing one indicating that Joanna should settle
herself upon the hard-backed wooden chair set in front of her
teacher's document, book and student assignment piled
desk.

Without delay or protest, she assumes
her designated position because Professor Woods is a well-known
authoritarian - a fervent advocate of 'forceful instruction' (or
corporal punishment if you happen to cross her on a bad day) - and
Joanna is intimately aware that she mustn't question her teacher's
conduct or 'requests' and especially when there's so much to look
at while she waits: Not least of which the woman's hiked up black
skirt (now far too high up to be office appropriate), see-through
inky black stockings stretched tight over those gloriously thick
thighs and the white business blouse that is presently flaunting
Professor Wood's voluminous cleavage to such an outrageous degree
that Joanna can't bring herself to look away from the delicious
sight for even a moment.

"Hmm..."

Professor Woods slides her heavy
black-rimmed reading glasses down her petite nose a half inch and
flicks to the next page of her print-out.

"So, you believe that being tardy with
your assignments will get my attention," the woman states, not
bothering to look up.

Joanna reluctantly drags her lustful
gaze away from her teacher's erotically ample tits.

"I don't understand what you
mean."

The weighty bundle of disorderly paper
is fiercely smacked down atop a set of haphazardly piled textbooks
and the professor repeats bluntly, "I asked if you think ignoring
my instructions will get my attention, Ms. Smith?"

"Umm... I know we-"

An insultingly dismissive hand is
thrown up.

"I don't care to hear your excuses,"
her teacher announces. "And, anyway, if it's not deliberate then it
can only be laziness. There's no other plausible reason for a good
student to turn so infuriatingly delinquent as you
have."

This blithely spoken assessment has
Joanna's face burning a scorching red because in her personal
dictionary 'laziness', or any variation of, does not exist and she
deems the insinuation that she might be so inclined to be genuinely
offensive.

"I'm-"

The aging mellow gray-blue carpet
loudly protests when Professor Woods pushes back her desk chair so
that she may rise to her feet.

"Arrr..." Whatever unwise
justification Joanna was about to employ to explain her recent
failings is completely lost to her in those sweet, wonderous
moments where her staunch professor's goddess-like curvy contours
are vividly accentuated before her famished gaze by the single
standing lamp in the corner, the partially cracked open blinds to
the woman's rear and the pencil-thin, large breast-illuminating
desk lamp dully glowing up from below.

"Wow," softly flows out under Joanna's
breath in a husky, horny and lustful tone as her curvy seductress,
Professor Janet - oh my God, amazing - Woods, just stands there
silhouetted in the lights' glory, her crystal blue eyes glued like
a predator's on its prey and exhibiting zero discomfort in being so
aggressively sexy towards one of her students.

"Is this about a man?"

This sudden hurtful accusation - there
being few more insulting things that one can accuse a diehard
lesbian of than closet heterosexuality - is delivered so casually
as, on the face of things, to be practically a nothing comment;
nevertheless, Joanna's sooty brown eyes reflexively widen (almost
like she has just been slapped from flushed cheek to cheek) and she
immediately, indignantly spits back, "You know full well that isn't
the case."

The gentle left-to-right rhythmic sway
of her overly sexy teacher's hips as the woman approaches - silent
as a panther, graceful as an eagle - demands all of Joanna's
attention. And, once she's rounded the document-piled desk and come
to a sharp halt - towering breasts high, proud and intimidating -
in front of Joanna, Professor Woods leans down, hips back, posed,
and sweeps a thumb over the front of Joanna's jaw to then run it up
higher and forcefully dig it into her student's semi-pursed lips as
she states in a manner both charmingly curious and fiendishly
seductive, "Then, is it because you got caught up in our little
fling?"

"I..." Professor Wood's eagle-like
scrutiny intensifies as if to sternly dictate that nothing but the
complete truth will be accepted in reply. "I, uh..."

"Hmph..." her teacher brushes Joanna's
chin off to the left disdainfully and turns to deposit the hand
that threw it away atop a thick leatherbound book (oddly, a copy of
the bible of all things). "May I ask, do you like infuriating me,
Ms. Smith?"

"It's not-"

Suddenly, more quickly than Joanna
would have believed possible, her professor's dominant right hand
seizes her by the throat, stopping both the lies she was about to
tell and her breath at the same time, and leads to a brief - very
HEAVY eye contact - period of erotic asphyxiation play that
triggers her submissive side into overdrive (which was probably the
desired result and her gorgeous teacher's intent behind the
much-welcomed gesture based on what she learned of the woman's
naughty demeanor during the kinky acts that transpired during their
first time together three weeks back).

"Talk is cheap," is ruthlessly
declared right in her face, "but I think that there's another way
to fix your naughty little mind: One that will put you back on the
straight and narrow again." Joanna gets slapped - hard - and she
likes it. "Do you want me to sort you out - to fix that tardiness
of yours?"

"Yes, please, professor," Joanna near
moans with her eyes directed down and feeling unbelievably aroused
by the sudden change in pace between them, "I really, really want
you to."

The stunning goddess of a woman
strolls, swift and efficient, around to stand behind Joanna; then,
her sexy, skillful, naughty fingers - long, supple, dexterous, and
seemingly (but not really) delicate - curl masterfully over the
larger muscles of the sides of her student's neck and start
kneading, like pasta dough under an aging Italian grandmother's
expert fingertips, that weary flesh until Joanna, unable to resist,
slumps down in her hard wooden seat - defenseless to the extreme -
and, that is when those devious massaging hands choose to take hold
of her moderate, perky nippled breasts to Joanna's astonished
delight.

"Ahh--!"

Unbidden but definitely not unwelcome,
a great moan of relief escapes Joanna's mouth. Of course,
realistically, she knew from that Saturday night spent fucking each
other completely senseless that her buxom professor would go for
her weak point - her petite and enormously sensitive breasts - very
early into her teacher's educational 'correction' of her, the
suddenly delinquent student, after loosening up Joanna's neck
muscles for awhile (because the woman delights in - and even
confessed to it too - lulling her fuck partners into a false sense
of security before going for the kill) and, as expected, the kinky
educator immediately commences working on both of her student's
ever-keen pleasure centers using broad circular strokes that
somehow seem to magically release every minuscule little knot,
stress or strain that has ever existed in Joanna's tits up until
now.

The neckline of her loose-fit hoodie
stretches dangerously when one of her teacher's sin-seeking hands
is shoved through the v-shaped entry and, no bra of any kind there
to disrupt that horny, flesh-fiddling appendage's inward passage
(because Joanna came properly clothed), her sharp, pointed,
browned, erect left nipple is deliberately playfully squeezed -
gently yet enthusiastically - and then tugged out a half inch or
so.

"Let's stretch it riggghhhhtttt out,"
Professor Wood seductively proposes in a low whisper in Joanna's
right ear.

Overly relaxed and, hence, compliant,
Joanna murmurs deliriously, "Okay..." in reply and - the proposed
course of action now seemingly consented to - this leads to the
aroused stiffened tip - just the very end, no more - of her left
nipple being drawn outward on a straight, unforgiving angle -
surprisingly flexible in its stretch as this wicked act of arousal
is performed - and, consequently, she finds her dainty toes curling
up and screwing left-to-right erotically in her worn secondhand
bright green-black sneakers - like a ballet dancer rolling up for a
pointy upward twirl mid-dance - and, at the same time, her mouth
opening in a lengthy deep moan of pure bliss which conveys
effortlessly just how much she is enjoying the ample helping of
happiness and hurt her left nipple being pruned and screwed like
this gifts.

"Let's remove this
impediment."

Joanna's unkempt, mucky hoddie - 3
days not washed and put to use once to clean up some squirted pussy
juice from her bedroom's wall - is expediently swept up over her
torso, lean arms and head with the final result being her bare
chest openly displayed in the dull, low lighting of her teacher's
office.

"So solidly erect..." Professor Wood
enthusiastically purrs while admiring the stiff brown sharpness of
Joanna's cute little tips.

Not able to bear the sudden lack of
any kind of kinky titty stimulation, Joanna dares utter with a mild
insistent urgency, "Professor..." And, thankfully, her distressed
desire is not ignored.

"Do you unconditionally consent to let
me do whatever I feel like doing to you?"

Her teacher's sinful fingers circle,
yet do not touch, Joanna's fiercely eager tips in what equates to a
brutal and explicit manipulative coercion attempt (yet not unsexy
despite this) and which promptly induces out Joanna's fervent
consent - without, as it stands, even a smidgen of effort on her
curvaceous educator's part - in the impatient form of a desperately
begged, "I do, professor. I really, really do, so please just touch
them."

No hint of her smoking hot instructor
acknowledging Joanna's passionate agreement is shown and, moreover,
virtually zero warning is provided when Professor Woods pushes her
very healthy American D-cup rack to the slender rear of Joanna's
neck to firmly brace her and, afterwards, ruthlessly grab and full
force yank upwards both of her student's nipples out and up to
their
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