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Preface

OK, let’s put one thing on the table from the start ... this is 100% total fantasy with absolutely no connection to anything I’ve done or anybody I know. Taken at face value it’s really rather ridiculous but then aren’t most fantasies?

As a professional teacher I would NEVER do anything even remotely inappropriate with a student, let alone anything as outrageous as what’s described in this story. Teachers who do qualify as finalists for the Darwin Award and removed from the gene pool.

So with that said...

Summary

I’ve always encouraged people to share their fantasies with me. In my opinion ANY and ALL fantasies are OK even when they’re not about something I particularly agree. Call it morbid curiosity or whatever, I sometimes find it interesting just to see what turns some people on. Frankly, much of what people tell me I couldn’t even make up myself! While many of the fantasies people tell me are personally distasteful, some even revolting, I try put aside my personal disgust and encourage the author. That doesn’t mean I stay in contact once I learn of their fetishes. Respecting someone’s fantasy life doesn’t mean I have to subject myself to hearing about it.

Admittedly the basic plot of this story isn’t anything terribly original although I’d like to think my version is better than most. It’s taken me months to write and along the way enabled many a masturbation session! I’d love to get your feedback - so few people ever bother to write which is one reason I’ve not posted as much as I did in the past.


Chapter 1: A Stunning Announcement

Given 20/20 hindsight, the announcement was inevitable but even so I was stunned when I heard the news. While the public school system had made huge strides in recent years in terms of improving social equality and inclusion, how it rose to this level in such a short time will be keeping the social behavior professionals busy for years trying to understand.

As hard as it might be to believe today, it wasn’t all that long ago when schools had strict dress codes restricting freedom of expression for both students and faculty. Personally, I don’t think anyone was as relieved as I was when these draconian policies were finally eliminated once and for all. After all, being forced to wear a bra and panties to work was a ridiculous intrusion on my personal rights to say the least. The limits on hem lines and cleavage exposure were so medieval that I was forced to maintain an entire wardrobe just for school as there was no way I would be caught dead in public wearing those “Little House on the Prairie” outfits!

Already the LGBT movement has proclaimed responsibility for many of the changes, particularly for some of the biggest breakthroughs. While I can’t say I’m a fan of everything they push for, I do have to admit that without them gay and transsexual students would still be forced to remain in the proverbial “closet” and prevented from being able to publicly express their true sexual identity.

Perhaps what amazes me the most are the people who pushed so hard for the changes THEY believed in and then claim to be were shocked by the aftermath. How could they be so blind to think that once the barriers against mixing male and female students fell that it would stop there? It pains me to listen to their righteous indignation when confronted about their motives, claiming they just wanted what was best for the kids. Yeah right, like give me a break! Everyone knew it was all just a thinly veiled ruse to allow horny boys (and lots of girls as it turned out) to gain access to the other’s showers and restroom simply by declaring, with no proof required, that they were trapped in the wrong body.

Even the most naïve backers of these changes couldn’t ignore reality as the number of kids declaring they were “transgender” or whatever the trend of the day was reached epidemic proportions. Indeed, everyone agreed that something had to be done but what? Some of the more conservative and religious schools tried valiantly to fight the movement but it was like trying to stand up against a tidal wave as they found themselves facing huge costs when law suit after law suit were filed against them.

With their options exhausted, one by one the school boards caved and made the controversial decision to simply do away with ALL separation of male and female students and simply go with combined facilities. Once the first school broke the barrier the rest followed quickly with a huge sigh of relief I’m sure from the poor faculty member who had been forced to deal with all the craziness. Sure a number of far-right conservative and religious groups protested the “downfall of society as we know it” but they were drowned out in the chorus of what can only be described as a much more liberal majority.

While the protests against the new policy were ineffective, in my opinion they DID make some points that to me were simply common sense. Anyone who thought that mixing hormonal preteens and teenagers together in the showers would NOT lead to them fooling around with each other was simply delusional. Like dominos falling the next problem was what to do about the staggering rise in teenage sexual activity? One of the stupidest ideas I heard was when someone advocated handing out condoms to the boys and supplying the girls with free birth control. Oh give me a break ... were they kidding? Like they honestly expected that every horny boy was going to don a condom before entering the coed showers? As for the girls, while many took advantage of the program, religious exemptions and in some case health restrictions meant that not every girl was protected and after years of progress teenage pregnancies were back on the rise again.

Well, a school is a school so the first instinct of most districts was to provide classes to teach about safe sex. At least that was the stated purpose as it was actually more than just being safe. Many kids still had old-school parents at home that were against the new programs and refused to teach their children even the basics of proper sexual behavior and activities. Such ignorance led to embarrassment and other problems when these poor kids were faced with heavy peer pressure to join in yet they had no idea what to do. Some tried to learn what they could from the internet but who really wants our kids to learn about sex by watching pornography?

Somewhere I’d heard rumors that a new curriculum was being developed but I figured it would be like most government programs, taking years before anything was ever put in place. While I had a natural curiosity as to what they were developing, I was already teaching a full schedule not to mention I had ZERO training in health instruction so I figured that whatever came out that it wouldn’t have any impact on me. My naïve assumption was that the poor Physical Education teachers would likely be burdened with having to teach any new classes, probably substituting a few classes of volleyball for the new sessions if and when they were ever ready. It seemed like every time someone came up with a new pet program, be it drug education or whatever, that the poor PE teachers caught the brunt of it.

Well, you know what they say about “assume”...

Sure enough, I was enjoying a break in the teacher’s lounge when the school admin popped her head in and told me that the principal needed to talk to me in her office. I was a little mystified as to why she wanted me as I’d just recently had an evaluation so another wasn’t due for some time. Trust me, getting called unexpectedly to the principal’s office can be just as stressful for the teachers as for the students!

“Hi Kelly, come on in,” she said when I entered her office. Michelle Marcos had been promoted from vice principal to full principal several years ago. While some of those passed over tried to say that the promotion was done because she was black, personally I thought she was well qualified. Indeed, compared to the heathen she replaced she’d brought a breath of fresh air to the school faculty. It didn’t hurt that she was also younger than most in this position - actually the youngest person to ever hold the position at this school and I personally got along quite well with her. In private we even went by first names but in public she was a real a stickler for formality so I was surprised at her use of my first name given the crowd gathered in her small office.

Glancing about quickly at the group, I only recognized a few. There was the school board president and our local union rep standing off to one side. Now had they been the only ones I would’ve REALLY been worried - like what had I done wrong and why were they firing me? What surprised me the most was seeing my pastor from church - like what in the world was HE doing here? Whatever it was he certainly didn’t seem very happy about it which could go either way as far as I was concerned. The admin assistant remained, I guess to take notes or whatever. The last person I only recognized because her face had been plastered in all the news and social media recently as the self-proclaimed leader of the student “diversity” program. More than anyone else she was responsible for most of the more dramatic changes in the past few years.

Michelle quickly introduced me to everyone and offered me a chair in the middle of the room. Yikes, all I needed about now was a bright light focused on me to complete the interrogation scenario. Suddenly my heart almost stopped. Oh my god, what if someone had somehow found out about the many things in my personal life that I’d managed until now to keep secret from 99.999% of society? If so, how in the world did they find out? In contrast to my social life, at school I always presented myself as chaste and proper. Even when the dress code for teachers was lifted I didn’t suddenly go overboard and start dressing as provocatively as a few of the teachers had done. I’d certainly never had any contact with a student outside of class although since the rules had loosened the touching and groping in the hallways had escalated.

The blood draining from my face must have given away my anxiety as Michelle smiled and leaned back on the edge of her desk facing me. She crossed one ankle over the other, allowing her miniskirt to ride up to show the lacey tops of her fishnet hose and I saw the union rep sneaking a glance at her legs, probably hoping for a chance to see whether or not she was wearing any underwear today. Odds were she wasn’t if I knew her as well as I thought but then neither did a lot of the female faculty these days, including me.

“Please, you have absolutely no need to look so worried Kelly,” she assured me, “Actually you’re here because of the great job you’re doing.”

My union rep took his eyes of her legs long enough to nod at me, adding, “That’s true and trust me Kelly, we have a GREAT new opportunity for you.” No sooner than he’d said that than my pastor seemed to have a sudden coughing fit. Michelle just glared at him with a stern look that seemed to miraculously cure him.

“So may I ask what this is about?” I asked softly, looking at the time on my phone, “I have a class starting in less than five minutes.”

“Don’t worry, Mrs. Clapton will be looking in on your class today,” Michelle informed me, “But I do suppose that we should get down to the business at hand. As you know, combining the boys and girls locker rooms and restrooms has led to some, shall we say, unintended consequences.”

“Nothing we didn’t warn you about,” Pastor Paul muttered.

Again Michelle have him the evil eye and he stood there with a frown, his arms folded tightly in front of him in a defensive posture but he kept quiet.

“Well, it’s nothing that can’t be fixed. What’s important is that we’ve finally done what’s best for those who were the least equipped to defend themselves,” the diversity leader sniped back at him. Dang, what WAS her name anyway? I’d certainly seen it enough on TV that it should be easy to remember but for whatever reason it was totally escaping me now.

“Alright, now that’s quite enough from BOTH of you,” Michelle said tersely, facing them down like a referee in the ring between two boxers.

She then turned to me and sighed saying, “So Kelly, as you can see this is all still rather emotional and I sincerely apologize to you for their rude behavior.” Once again she glared at the two of them, like she was daring them to even utter another syllable. “However, the school board HAS made a decision and it’s final. Working with your union it was decided you would be the best choice amongst the faculty for this new assignment.”

I wanted to blurt out something about wondering what was happening to my current assignment and like who was making these decisions about my career without even bothering to consult me. Heck, wasn’t this sort of thing exactly why I paid those outrageous union dues? However, my so-called union representative just stood there like a statue without saying even a word.

With that the school board president took over. “Kelly, I’m proud to inform you that you’ve been selected to teach our very first class using the brand new Student Familiarization curriculum.”

Student WHAT? I’d never heard of anything by that name. Familiarize them with what?

“It’s always been called Sex Ed,” my pastor grunted with lips pursed.

Like it didn’t take a rocket scientist to draw me a picture. Somehow or another our normally dysfunctional school board had abandoned their typical glacier pace and actually put themselves out ahead of the pack. So this was about that new program we’d been getting wind of recently. But why pick me? Whether it was all just well-rehearsed or she could read my mind, Michelle was way ahead of me.

“OK, so you’re probably wondering why we picked you, right Kelly? Well, frankly it wasn’t an easy decision. To be perfectly honest several of your peers were considered as well but given your excellent evaluations both from the faculty and students, not to mention many of the parents, you rose like cream to the top.” She paused and looked at the union rep as if to check to see if her words were OK but he just remained quiet and allowed the president to continue.

“And to be totally up-front, your remarkable reputation earned while a student here was a critical element of our decision making as well. Personally, I hadn’t realized before the vetting process just HOW remarkable! Indeed, it would appear that you’re quite the expert on the subject of ... oh what shall I call it ... the sexual appetites of young teen girls in school?”

What could I say so I just shrugged. She may as well just come out and say it - I was the class slut, some would say the school slut. Frankly I was quite proud of my reputation back then having worked hard to earn it in the face of some pretty tough competition from none other than my own younger cousin. However, until now my past antics had been the past and had never come up in my initial job interviews nor any evaluations since. Besides, how did my being a total slut in high school qualify me to teach about sex? Well, apparently in their eyes it did.

“Alright ... so when does all this start?” I asked, not sure what else to say at the moment as apparently the decision had been made - signed, sealed and now delivered. It was like a scene from the Godfather - I’d been given an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“Actually we want to get started as soon as possible. We’ve just learned that our competing district to the south is also looking into this and we want to be the first in the state to implement the new guidelines. I’m sure you know how that sort of accomplishment can help when it comes to getting more grant money.”

“Oh really? And just how long is the class supposed to be?” I asked, my curiosity now starting to rise.

Michelle answered, “For now it’s scheduled for four days, well actually three and a half. There were some who wanted it longer while a few were advocating as little as just a single day so this was the compromise that was reached.” She’d said all that looking at the diversity advocate when she mentioned it being longer while turning her eyes to my pastor when mentioning shorter time. I somehow managed to squelch a laugh. Yep, no surprises there!

“Then given the short notice I assume the teaching plans must be completed?”

(I know, you’d think sooner or later I’d learn to stop assuming... )

Michelle looked over at her assistant who seemed upset and then frowned replying, “Unfortunately it would seem that only a rough outline has been completed. We were hoping with your ummmmm, experience, that you could complete it by Tuesday of next week in time for the first class. Don’t worry - you’ll be relieved of your other class assignments for now and of course for next week during the class itself.”

Wow, that would leave me like what, a couple of days? Typically with all the reviews and approvals we had to go through these days it took weeks if not months to push through a new curriculum even AFTER it was written, even if the class was just for a few days. Again, apparently Michelle was reading my mind again.

“Yes, I understand we’re asking a lot of you but don’t worry. Given the short time and the vagueness of the school board resolution you’re being given a very long leash on this one Kelly. I will say though that if all goes well this will be a major feather in your cap and be a big boost to your career. I know you’ve been bucking for a promotion ... this could be the thing that gets you there.”

The union rep then handed me a manila folder that was at least an inch thick saying, “Here’s some examples from other districts in the country that have already started similar programs. Hopefully these will help you put something together in time for a start date of next week.”

I didn’t even bother looking through it as there’d be time enough afterwards to do so. Meanwhile my pastor couldn’t keep silent any longer. Actually knowing what a blowhard he was I was a bit surprised he’d managed to do so for as long as he had!

“Now Kelly, I want you to know that we - and by that I mean your extended church family, strongly oppose this new program in principle as well as your appointment to lead it under such extreme circumstances. If you have ANY doubts or problems I promise you that we’ll do whatever it takes to lift this burden from you. This sinful program is a travesty and an affront to God.”

“Oh why don’t you just crawl back under your rock and bury your empty head in the sand,” the diversity leader argued. Damn, what WAS her name anyways? “Our kids NEED this program and it’s obtuse people like you that cause more problems by trying to pretend human nature and sexuality don’t exist.”

Again Michelle had to step in and referee as it looked for a moment like the two might come to blows! When everything settled back down she turned to me and asked, “So what do you say Kelly? Are you up to the challenge? Trust me, you do not HAVE to do this. In the end the choice is entirely up to you.”

It was all I could do not to roll my eyes. Oh sure ... like I had a choice. Turn down something like this and you might as well kiss your career goodbye. So I did what anyone with half a brain would do under the same circumstances. I stood up, shook her hand firmly and thanked her for the wonderful opportunity. Exactly WHAT that opportunity was still was a little shaky in my mind. Oh well, I guess I’d read what the other schools had done and just follow their lead. Like how difficult could this really be? After all if there was one subject I knew as well as any it was sex!


Chapter 2: Preparing for Class

There was still few hours before the day care center would be expecting me to pick up my daughters so I decided to go back to our apartment and read through what I’d been given and maybe even do some research on-line. While it was common knowledge that such programs were being put in place by a few districts scattered across the country, I soon learned that trying to find out any actual details about them was next to impossible.

Stepping in our tiny apartment I kicked off my five inch heels and sighed as my feet thanked me. Like it always felt SO good to take them off! Now don’t get the wrong idea - I just about always wear heels for no other reason than they make my butt and legs look better. That said, I don’t ENJOY wearing them. Someone once told me that a Hollywood actress once was quoted saying something like, “When I come home alone the FIRST thing I take off is my heels. When I come home with a man the LAST thing I take off is my heels.” Truer words were never spoken!

Oh well, it was ironic I suppose that the elimination of the dress code for teachers turned out to be a good thing overall but as is often the case there were some unintended consequences. On the good side of the ledger I didn’t have to wear a dang bra these days to school. When I first started teaching bras and panties were required which I HATED!

Steve was already home as his shift had ended so I quickly filled him on about the day’s events.

“No way!” he blurted out when I finished telling him. It wasn’t as if he was protesting, not by a long shot. Instead it was more like a little boy being handed the keys to the candy shop.

“So let me get this straight,” he said as he sat back in his chair rubbing his hands with glee, “My sexy slut of a wife will be teaching a bunch of horny kids from middle school all about sex - REAL sex, as in hands-on instruction?” He paused to let it sink in and then continued with a smirk spreading across his handsome face, “So do you need an assistant? I’d volunteer so the school wouldn’t have to pay me dime!”

Good Lord! I playfully punched Steve in the shoulder. What a horny jerk but then what else was new when it came to my husband? “Sorry, the general public is NOT allowed,” I answered him solemnly.

Awwwwww ... Now my husband looked like that same kid having had the candy store keys snatched out of his hands. “Well, you can’t blame a guy for asking!” That night Steve fucked me harder than he had in a long time. Now by that I don’t mean he abused me or was physically rough but more that he just couldn’t get enough of me! Not that I complained mind you.

The enormity of the task I’d been handed was just starting to sink in as I spent the entire weekend laying out an outline for the week. I could never have done it without the help of the examples I’d been given and then modifying them a bit based on my personal thoughts and ideas. Despite what I knew what some people might think when they heard about it, it wasn’t like this was supposed to be some kind of sex class. For me the only way to justify this was to make it indeed a sex EDUCATION class. Kids in this age group were so thirsty for knowledge and anxious to grow up. The weight of my responsibility was now weighing heavily on my mind...

Monday morning found me heading straight to the main office to discuss my progress with Michelle. The door to the principal’s office was shut and so I took a seat and waited outside impatiently. Like we’d set up this appointment before I’d left Friday and here I was right on time so it wasn’t exactly respectful of her to not be ready for me, especially being this early in the morning. Then again, maybe I was being a little selfish?

FINALLY I heard the latch in her office door handle release which made me wonder why it would’ve been locked in the first place? To my surprise out walked Brian Smith, the head PE instructor. He quickly hustled by me, probably late for his first class, but the look he gave me was more of smirk than his usual friendly smile. “Coach Smith” required the kids to address him as such and he even TRIED to get the faculty to go along although most refused. He was married but that certainly didn’t stop him from flirting with just about every female teacher in school - married or not, any and all ages and looks. Still, from what I’d heard he’d never actually DONE anything other than a lot of bluster and hot air. He’d graduated from this school, same as me but a couple of years before I had. Like all the other female faculty members he’d hit up on me more than a few times but my rule against fooling around with anyone from school kept me from doing anything more than a little teasing back on my part. Besides, I got the idea if he was this way in school he probably was cheating on his wife. Whether she know it or not, while I love sex with cheating husbands I prefer they cheat ONLY with me.

Brian had a couple of kids in school as well. His daughter was in sixth grade while his son was in eighth. In fact, his son Marc was even in one of my math classes. As such I’d met him and Barbie, his wife, professionally at a parent-teacher conference but that was about the extent of it when it came to knowing much about the family. From what I’d seen though they made quite the couple, the embodiment of the old cliché where the high school football star marries the head cheerleader. She was a gorgeous blonde who looked like she could still wear her old cheerleading outfit. As my husband would say ... Barbie was a definite MILF!

A few moments after Brian had left the office Michelle popped her head out and invited me in. Taking her usual seat behind the desk she motioned for me to take a seat myself. I deliberately crossed my legs without tugging down on my skirt which I knew would expose a sizable percentage of my thighs in the process such that the bands of my white sheer hose showed - quite similar to her little show the previous week. As I’d mentioned earlier, since the onerous dress code for teachers had been abolished I could finally wear “less restrictive” clothing. The funny thing is I almost NEVER wore hose when the dress code was in place but it was like a regular part of my school wardrobe. Rumor had it Michelle was bisexual with a leaning towards the ladies and while we always maintained a professional demeanor, I noticed that she seemed to appreciate it whenever I gave her a little show. Indeed, at this very moment I could tell she was checking out my legs before getting to the business at hand.

“So Kelly, are you ready to start classes tomorrow? I’m sure this has been the most difficult assignment you’ve ever been given, at least so far as your teaching career goes. Even so, if there’s anyone here I had confidence could pull it off, it was you Kelly.”

I smiled appreciatively and shrugged as if it was nothing. Yeah right ... nothing as in spending the entire weekend doing nothing else but! I’d barely had enough time to see my dad for our traditional sex before church.

“I’m ready to give it a go,” I answered with more confidence in my voice than I felt in my heart. Still, this wasn’t the sort of assignment you went into telling people you weren’t sure about what you were doing.

Michelle nodded. “Sounds good. So how about we go over your lesson plans then? Between just you and me, it’s pretty incredible to me that the school board would do anything like this with so little notice. They must be really desperate for that new grant to get approved. I hope you don’t think I’m being too pushy but then I’m sure that you realize it’s my ass on the line here as much as yours.”

Personally I thought MY ass was going to be far more exposed than hers (in more ways than one) but then she was right in terms of accountability. This class was surely to cause a furor when it went public so I couldn’t blame her for wanting to give it a closer look beforehand. Heck, in NORMAL classroom situations lesson plans had to be approved by umpteen different reviews and committees, often taking months or even years to get through the process. Now here with what would likely become the most controversial classes ever taught everything was practically running on a wing and a prayer!

Michelle glanced through my file and notes. My heart pounded as she nodded mostly, squinted at others, eyes widening more than a few times. “Hmmmmmm, it would seems you’re relying a lot on videos and handouts. Don’t you think there should be more actual classwork? For instance, it would seem the material would be much better absorbed seeing an actual demonstration rather than something they could just see on the Internet at home. Not only that, you know without me telling you that nothing drives home a lesson like class participation.”

I tried to hold back a smile. It was funny in that she was echoing almost exactly the very same comments that my husband had made when he was trying to help me. The only difference in this case was I knew HE wanted to be part of the demonstrations! Then again, who knows, maybe Michele did as well?

“Well, since I’m the only teacher it’s not like I can demonstrate much more than masturbation techniques, and then only for the girls so a video-based curriculum seemed the only option,” I explained. I thought for a moment and then figured what the heck, why not ask. “My husband DID volunteer to help with the demonstrations if that would help.”

Michelle shook her head vigorously saying, “Oh no, that’s totally out of the question. The classroom will be closed to all but the students, their parents and possibly some observers. We couldn’t possibly allow anyone outside the school faculty to take part.”

Whoops, what did she just say? Something about parents? And what was that remark about so-called observers? I quickly pointed out to her that she’d never mentioned anything about other people in the classroom.

“Well I guess I just assumed you’d figure that out without me telling you so I’m sorry Kelly,” Michelle apologized and then explained, “All the parents have signed extensive waivers absolving the school of all responsibility and requiring they participate in all classroom activities when asked. I’m sure the waiver was included in the material we gave you.”

I nodded but countered, “Yes it was but I don’t recall reading anything in it about the parents participating or other people observing.”

OK, so maybe I missed the fine print but I’d read the waiver pretty closely. In my defense it was about almost five pages long in fine print with all sorts of legalese that would’ve made my dad proud (he’s a corporate lawyer after all). Some of the key points I HAD caught were giving up any rights to claim abuse or rape, for the girls they had to provide proof she was on birth control (no way was anyone going to trust a condom!), and a copy of an examination by their doctor was required confirming they were free of any STDs and in good health. Speaking of my dad, I’d even showed it to him when I stopped over at his place for our Sunday morning father-daughter special time together.

“Hmmmmmm,” he mumbled as he finished reading it. Uh oh, THAT was never a good sign. It was the same way he use to mumble when reading my mom’s credit card bills.

“Kelly my dear, you DID read this I assume,” he asked rather solemnly, “I would HOPE I drilled that in your pretty little head!”

I just smiled and nodded. Drilled, crammed, whatever it took there were certain things he made sure I learned growing up and reading before I signed something was one of them.

“Well, just to be sure ... did you read the part where it says the classroom sessions may be recorded and that you give up all rights and privileges to such recordings. So basically they can distribute it, advertise with it, heck they can even sell it and you have no recourse or say in the matter.”

Guess I hadn’t thought if it in quite those terms but still, it wasn’t like this sort of thing was illegal anymore so what was the big deal?

“Kelly?”

Michelle’s sharp tone brought me out of my daydream and back to reality. I focused my eyes again on her and she continued.

“I was afraid you might run into this problem so I did some checking on my own this weekend and I think I may have a solution for you.”

Oh lord, nothing ever good comes from when your boss says she has a solution for you to a problem SHE assigned you. Obviously there were some preconceived ideas that either I was going to come up with or the administration would “suggest”.

“I just confirmed with Brian, um I mean Coach Smith, that he can serve as your assistant and ‘visual aid’ for the class. I actually discussed it with him last week but he had to get his wife’s signature on the waiver form as well so I wasn’t 100% sure until this morning whether or not he’d be available.”

“Ummmmm ... visual aid?” I repeated her words a bit skeptically. In my mind I had a pretty good idea where this was heading but I wanted to hear her say it out loud just to be sure.

“Well obviously it would be totally inappropriate for you to use a student for any demonstrations. I mean despite all the changes that have been made faculty are still not allowed to mingle with students in the showers and restrooms. Despite your husband’s request it must be someone employed by the school district which pretty much leaves just the faculty.”

“But still ... does it have to be Brian?” I sort of whined. In my mind I was thinking of all the male teachers I’d of chosen before him!

Michelle shrugged. “Look Kelly, everyone knows he has the hots for you so I just thought it would be easier this way, especially given the short notice we were given for the start date. It’s not like I could post an opening on the bulletin board.”

“Alright then ... So exactly what sort of ‘visual’ aids were you expecting him to ‘help’ me with?” I asked anxiously

Michelle flipped through my lesson plans to the second and third days. “It appears like you’ve planned to show a series of videos on oral sex and sexual intercourse. Well we want this program to be cutting edge - I mean who knows what funding the state and federal departments may give us if we can show how far we’re out in front of the rest of the districts. Having you and Coach Smith provide live demonstrations in lieu of the videos would do that for us, don’t you agree?”

“Well then I’ll have to ask my husband,” I started to say but she cut me off.

“Kelly, we didn’t choose you for this honor just for your teaching credentials you know. Given your rather sordid reputation while you were a student here and now having learned about your activities within the community I seriously doubt your husband will object.”

It was almost comical. As for my “activities”, if she only knew everything! I fought to keep myself from laughing out loud.

“Something funny?” Michelle asked sharply. Apparently my efforts at self-control weren’t as effective as I’d thought.

“Oh no!” I replied hastily, sitting up straight but deliberately NOT tugging my skirt down such that now the curve of my bare butt was visible.

Michelle’s eyes seemed focused on my thighs and exposed ass and as I’d hoped any further questioning seemed to be forgotten. What can I say, such moves worked with my dad when I lived at home, they work with Steve when we’re together, so why not Michelle?

“Well, I think that pretty much covers everything,” she suddenly said, gathering herself back together again, “Here’s your class roster. You’ll see we had to make some last minute adjustments as part of our negotiations with Coach Smith to get his participation.”

I quickly scanned though the list before leaving. It showed the student names, their ages (all were 14 although actual birth dates varied as uch as 11 months) and current grade (another silly list as all were in 8th grade), as well as the names of their parents. I saw also that someone had added a few notes about each student as well. My first thought was how in the world they had learned who was a virgin or not! Then I remembered the waiver the parents had signed. No doubt there was additional information they were required to provide as well.

Note: The list as provided was alphabetical by last name but I am

only posting their first names and arranged them in groupings

as I’ll describe later.

Name Grade Age Father Mother Comments

Derek 8 14 Curtis Laurie virgin, short blonde Debbi 8 14 Steve Brenda long blonde

Justin 8 14 Jaryd Nancy virgin, immature, basketball, tall Renee 8 14 Tyrone Paula virgin, black, braids

Jason 8 14 Kevin Melanie most developed, athletic (gf = Mary) Mary 8 14 Paul Sharon short blonde, cheerleader

Kyle 8 14 Neil Carrie virgin, long, mature Julie 8 14 Ralph Marsha virgin, shy, scared, brunette

Marc 8 15 Brian Barbie football, held back in 6th grade Emily 8 14 Brian Barbie virgin, brunette, petite

Some of the kid’s names I recognized from my eighth grade classes but a few of them were unknown to me as they weren’t in classes I taught. The list was evenly split between boys and girls which made perfect sense. The one bone thrown to the religious opponents of the class was that only “normal” sexual orientation would be taught so no need to weight the class towards one sex or the other to accommodate the LGBT community.

I noticed at the bottom of the print were a couple of names hand-written on the sheet of paper. I can’t say I was totally surprised to see Brian’s kids added to the list. Under most any other circumstance a parent is not placed in a class environment with one or more of their children to avoid any conflicts of interest or favoritism but from what Michelle was saying it must’ve been the only way he’d agree to take part.

Other than Emily and Marc - Brian’s kids, there were no other brother-sister relationships. A couple of names didn’t surprise me. Mary, who would be the oldest girl in the class, was the stereotypical head cheerleader. I recalled watching the cute short blonde on game days in her uniform, now with even shorter skirts that showed off her long legs and extremely low-cut tops that allowed her already developing boobs to all but pop out when she bounced during routines. Of course bras were no longer worn and the old cheerleader panties that covered everything had been replaced by G-strings which quickly disappeared once they started kicking their legs high. From what I’d heard Mary had already earned quite the reputation with the boys for being “easy” although I hadn’t known for sure until seeing the list that it included actual sex. She was in some of my classes and was always flirting with the boys, not to mention most of the male faculty.

Likewise Jason, another student of mine, was another shoe-in. While still just fourteen, he would be fifteen before the school year was over thanks to his parents holding him back a year before kindergarten. Their strategy was paying off as an extra year at this age helped tremendously in his growth and resulting athletic prowess. Needless to say, he and Mary were an “item”.

As for the others I didn’t really didn’t know much about them. The one I DID though was rather surprising to me as she was maybe the last student I would’ve thought would participate. Julie was barely fourteen and the only reason I knew her was because her father had fucked me about a year ago and asked me to role play as his daughter. Later when I met him again in church he’d introduced me to his wife and the daughter he’d fantasized about fucking while he was doing me. Of course Marsha, his wife, had no idea about the husband’s activity with me but I was struck by how shy and petite his young daughter had turned out to be. While girls like Mary could’ve easily been mistaken for a high school slut, little Julie looked more like a fourth grader than eighth.

Well ... Now all I had to do was make it work. Easy, right? I could only wish!


Chapter 3: Day One, Introduction to Self-Awareness

I slept fitfully Monday night, unable to get any real sleep as my feelings and emotions bounced off the walls and all over the map. Once minute I was feeling horny as hell causing my hands to drop between my bare thighs to clasp my crotch. Then just as quickly goose bumps popped up and intense fear gripped me. Like why in the world had I EVER accepted this insane assignment? What would happen to my career if I bombed? What if some angry parent did something? It didn’t matter WHAT, just something to hurt me or my family.

Finally I just gave up on getting any more sleep. My alarm was set for just another hour away so trying to sleep at this point was useless. I looked over at my handsome snoring husband - HE certainly wasn’t having any problems zoning out! As usual while I was snuggled up in the covers while he’d tossed them to the side and was flat on his back. Normally I’d be pushing him to roll over so he’d stop snoring but this morning my eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to his marvelous dick as it laid there perfectly exposed for me. Mmmmmmm, what was my sexy husband dreaming about? Well whatever it was must have been pretty good judging by how hard he was!

Well, I DID still have an hour...

There’s something about sucking on a man’s dick when he’s sleeping that’s always turned me on. Maybe it was that even when a man is asleep his dick is ALWAYS awake and ready to respond on a moment’s notice. Taking the tip of Steve’s luscious dick between my wet lips, I closed my eyes and recalled doing this very same thing to my dad as a teenager when I’d sneak into my parent’s bedroom at night. It helped they never wore anything to bed - same as me and Steve. The thing that turns me on most was seeing how long I can suck on guy’s cock without waking him. Of course the jackpot was if I could bring him to ejaculation and then see him wake with my mouth full of his cum as he realized the wet dream he’d been having wasn’t a dream after all!

As horny as I was my patience wasn’t what it should’ve been and Steve soon awoke. As groggy as he was, without hesitation his caveman instincts took over and he reached out to pull me on top of him. As I rode his engorged dick the continuing memory of my “mirror” experience with my dad kept running through my mind, especially when Steve, just as my father had done so many years before, filled me with his warm cum.

Showering afterwards I thought to myself what a fitting way to start the day, a day that would likely change the course of my teaching career, possibly even my life. Now the big question was what to wear? Thankfully my days of maintaining two wardrobes were behind me. The old lady at Goodwill almost looked sorry for me when I turned in my granny clothes that had been the required garb before the enlightening. As for today, I wanted to look sexy but not like a whore. After all, I was still going to be their teacher, not their pimp. Finally I chose a tight black skirt, slit high on the right side. Going bare bottom would be a bit over the top to start the class so I picked out a new white thong. It was close to being classified a G-string except the rear panel was slightly wider. A white top that tied behind my neck, barley covering my boobs before going around my back was perfect for accentuating my 34B breasts. The sheer material didn’t hurt either, allowing my dark nipples to be easily seen even when they weren’t yet poking through the thin material. Of course it was meant to wear with a strapless bra or other undergarment but why would I want to do anything so silly?

True to form I debated hose for a while; if I’d been going out I had the perfect sheer black pair but today I decided to go bare legged for once. Then I smiled and opened my jewelry box, taking out a special gold ankle bracelet. My father had bought it for me when I was barely a teenager and he loved seeing me wearing it ... and only it. These days I only wore it on special occasions but if today didn’t qualify as one then I didn’t know what did! A pair of black four inch heels and a thin gold necklace around my neck completed my ensemble. Of course I had on my wedding rings - they NEVER came off no matter who I was with.

Meanwhile Steve had fallen back asleep, so typical! I glanced in on my perfect little daughters who were also sleeping like angels. Steve was on his “off day” so I didn’t have to worry about getting them to day care. Gathering my purse and car keys, I closed the apartment door behind me carefully. Oh well ... here we go! God, I was more nervous than my first day of classes as a student!

Someone once said something like “I wouldn’t be paranoid if everyone wasn’t looking at me.” Walking down the hall at school, that’s exactly how I felt - paranoid. As far as I knew there had been no public announcements yet somehow it was like everyone knew. This was more than just the casual glances and looks I get every day; no, people were STARING at me - I swear it! Even the faculty, particularly of the male variety but a few female as well, were giving me those knowing smiles as they nodded when I walked by. Feeling slightly flustered, I headed straight for the room which had been chosen for the class. At least it was a little out of the way and unlike most classrooms, the door had no window in it.

The room was empty but then I was more than fifteen minutes early. I checked out the seating arrangements and it looked like everything was just as it was supposed to be. Five desks with two chairs each arranged in a semicircle with a table and chair in front. There were no other chairs set up although several were stacked in the back which was fine with me - no need for a peanut gallery, or at least to make it easy for one if it did show up.

Slowly my new class trickled in. First in was Emily and Marc with their dad. Both kids frowned when they saw I’d placed names at the seats and that they’d been assigned to sit next to one another. Marc started to try switching his but I quickly put an end to that clumsy maneuver. I then turned my attention to their father.

“Something you need Coach Smith,” I asked rather pointedly.

He started to say something about being my assistant and willing to help today as well but I immediately put the kibosh on that. Oh sure, I knew what he wanted to “assist” me with. Like who couldn’t have guessed? I told him I wouldn’t be needing his “assistance” today and he finally left the room, sulking like a little boy denied his treat the entire way.

Soon the rest of the kids joined them. I’d spent more time than they would ever know assigning their seats. My initial thoughts had been to just let them choose their own partners but then the shy ones would’ve started out on the wrong foot and that was the last thing I wanted. To be honest, I chose to keep the brother and sister together more out spite for their father for having pushed himself into my class instead of my husband. Can’t say it made me proud to be using his own children against him but we all have our ways of dealing with resentment.

As for the rest, I tried to match them up as best I could from the limited information I had. It was pretty much by age although I did put little Julie with Kyle. Kyle was in my class and one of the more mature boys although the bar wasn’t set very high at that age. I trusted him to take Julie under his wing so to speak and not take advantage of her vulnerability. For her, being matched with what I thought was the most desirable boy in class would be a dream come true. I remembered how I’d felt when my husband Steve asked me out for the first time. At the time he was a sixteen year-old junior, an athletic star with quite the reputation with all the girls in school. On the other side of the coin I was just starting my freshman year, totally self-conscious at being so underdeveloped compared to most of my friends that I couldn’t believe he asked me out!! Little wonder I gave him my first blow job on our first date to prove to him that he’d made a good choice. Well, it must have worked as he asked me out again and soon took my virginity. Now look - we’re married!

Thankfully my worries about the room filling with annoying “observers” didn’t materialize. It was just me and my ten young students, all now sitting as quietly as any class I’d ever had on the first day. It was one of those moments of tension you could cut with a knife as they say.

“Good morning everyone and welcome to the new Sexual Awareness class. For those of you who haven’t had me in class, my name is Miss Kelly...”

I refused to call the class by its more formal title, “Student Familiarization.” Sounded too much like a masturbation class in my view. I went on to give them my standard introduction telling them how I was married with two kids, a former student at the school, and so forth. Then I ended it with something that I’d never included before.

“And finally, in case any of you don’t already know, I gave up my virginity when I was fourteen just before starting my Freshman year.”

Everyone’s eyes widened at that one. Like when was the last time they’d ever had a teacher announce when she’d first had sex? Like never! I’d toyed with the idea of having them introduce themselves and describe their own sexual experience but I quickly squelched that idea. First of all, no class I’d ever taught started out with them even introducing themselves to their peers, let alone having to say anything so personal. Also, while I had no doubt more than a few of them were experienced to some degree, a few were definitely not and I didn’t want to embarrass them. Having let that soak in a few seconds, I reached over to the table and lifted a folder.

“OK then, in this folder are signed waivers from both of your parents giving permission for you to do whatever the course requires. I want to be clear that this class will NOT be about pornography or anything like that. Everyone will be treated and expect to treat others with the utmost of respect. While you’ll never be forced to do anything against your will, there ARE expectations that you will participate in most of the classroom activities and complete ALL of your homework assignments. I would like to assume this has all been discussed with you by your parents but I realize that sometimes peer pressure can be hard to fight and you may still be apprehensive. PLEASE, if you don’t want to be here you can leave right now and nothing will be said.”

Everyone looked at the person beside them and then to the others in the room. I kept a close eye on the younger ones but they seemed content. If anything I was a little surprised to see Mary, the slutty cheerleader, biting her lower lip. I didn’t say anything but couldn’t help but wonder if she was one of those girls who liked putting on a big show but when it came time to putting out she was just a tease. Who knows, maybe she was worried about her period! LOL I waited a few more second to see if she would do anything but finally just went on.

My goal on Day One was to NOT do what most of them probably were expecting. No doubt it was the things we did NOT do that would probably be the most talked about afterwards. A full day gone and nobody had gotten naked and there was no sex - not even oral. In fact, I imagine a few of them even found it boring! Well, it was all by design as the last thing I wanted was for people to get this idea this was all about HAVING sex versus being ABOUT sex.

So Day One was pretty much what most people would call a “standard” sex education class. Before going further I wanted them to know the correct names for everything - not just “dick” and “pussy”. At the same time I encouraged them to use the more traditional names as there was nothing that made sex less “sexy” than a girl to ask, “fuck my vagina”. It was a pretty intense day, at least for me. I somehow managed to pack in one day what some schools take a week to present but I wanted to get the “facts and figures” out of the way so the remainder of the week could focus on the students more.

I’d already decided when developing my lesson plan that there would be no homework the first night and not surprisingly nobody complained. As they all filed out at the end of the day I wondered what they were thinking? Bored? Disappointed? Relieved? Whatever it was I just hoped they weren’t thinking tomorrow would be more of the same!


Chapter 4: Day Two, Team Teaching

It was Wednesday morning ... Day Two of the grand experiment. Knowing what was coming I was MUCH more apprehensive when I arrived in the classroom a full half hour early. Day One was now in the books and while I’d been nervous about it I knew there wasn’t really anything to worry about given the rather bland material. Well, today would be quite different, quite different indeed. Today Coach Smith would be happy in that he’d be joining the class. As for me. I’d be doing something I’d never even fantasized much about in the past - having sex in front of my class. Even better than that, we’d be doing it right in front of his own two kids! Thankfully that wasn’t planned until later in the class. Meanwhile there were other things that had to be dealt with first, starting with what I consider the cornerstone of sexual relationships - masturbation.

When I announced what the first topic of the day would be there were the usual snickers and downward glances. As I suspected, it looked like none of them had been raised to treat masturbation as a natural human function but rather something taboo and naughty. Well, hopefully by the time the day was done THAT misconception would be dispelled.

“Jason!” I said suddenly, catching him off-guard exactly as I’d hoped. He’d been the one to laugh the most and the looked around to see what everyone else was saying and doing. “Jason, do you masturbate?”

It was all I could do to keep from laughing as he suddenly transformed from the show-off to red-faced embarrassment.

“Of course you do!” I said quickly rather than drag on his humiliation. I really didn’t want to embarrass him, just make a point. Turning to the rest of the class, “EVERYONE masturbates. Well, at least most everyone. It’s perfectly natural AND normal to do so but because our society has been so hung up on sex we’ve made it a taboo subject which is just silly. So who here thinks their parents masturbate?”

More snickers and grins but not a single hand went up.

“Marc ... do you mean to try and tell me that you don’t think your dad EVER jerks himself off?” I asked, glancing over at his father who suddenly wasn’t looking so smug.

“Ummmmm, I don’t know,” Marc mumbled in a barely audible response.

“Coach Smith?” I then said, looking directly at him.

“Yes, I do,” he said firmly but not quite in his usual authoritarian tone.

“Every day?” I pursued the line of questioning.

He gave this look of “really?” but I just stared him down, daring him to try to weasel out of it. “We’re not going to be able to fulfill the lesson plan if everyone can’t be open and honest with the rest of the class.”

My not so subtle warning was received. Yep, either confess or there’d be no fucking Kelly later.

“Well ... not EVERY day,” he started, looking at his daughter and son like he was confessing to murdering their mother, “But several times a week usually.”

“And do you know that Emily and Marc both masturbate?”

This time it was their turn to turn red. I was taking a shot in the dark when it came to Emily. There was always the chance that she might not but then why would she be in the class if she wasn’t sexually mature enough to at least touch herself? I didn’t wait for an answer but instead turned to the class and asked again, “OK then, let’s try again. Who here has masturbated in the past week at least once?”

The kids glanced at each other as if waiting to see who would crack first. Then gradually Justin raised his hand, and one by one after that until everyone had their hand raised.

“Excellent!” I praised them, “You’ve all taken a major step in sexual awareness. While you shouldn’t masturbate where it’s not appropriate, no more than you would pass gas if you could help it, that doesn’t mean you have to hide it either. I’m sure if you go home and ask your parents they will tell you that they masturbate as well and that it would be OK for you to do so whenever you felt the need.”

There were a number of questions, most centered around where it was OK to masturbate and who should be able to watch or not. By the time the lesson was over, I felt confident that they were ready for the next step in the lesson plan.

“OK then, now who has ever seen someone else masturbate? I mean for real, as in in-person and not on the Internet.”

I really hadn’t expected anyone to raise their hand but wouldn’t you know it, stereotypes never fail as Mary the cheerleader raised hers.

“Mary?” I called on her, “Would you like to tell the class about it?”

Mary suddenly seemed more than happy, making me a little suspect as to whether or not she was telling the truth or just trying to grab the attention to herself. It sounded like a porn script which made me wonder all the more, the typical “sleepover” playing Truth or Dare and eventually ending up with girls playing with themselves. I didn’t call her out directly but then she didn’t know what I was leading up to.

“So Mary, I assume then you’re pretty comfortable with being watched,” I said in more of a statement then a question. She just shrugged and flipped her hair as if daring me to question the reality of her story.

“OK then, we’ll just have to see as the next lesson today will be for each of you to masturbate.”

It took a moment for it to sink in and then the eyes widened and mouths dropped.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go first so you see how a woman does it and Coach Smith will do it also to demonstrate male masturbation techniques for the boys.”

Oh for my phone to catch the look on his face! For someone who apparently couldn’t wait to fuck me in front of his kids, Coach Smith was definitely not as thrilled about jerking himself off in front of the same audience. Again, I gave him that look as if daring him to not cooperate but I knew he wanted to fuck me badly enough that something this simple wasn’t going to stand in his way.

Without another word I lifted my short skirt and pulled down my thong, dropping it to my ankles and stepping out of it with one foot and lifting it with the other to my hand. Looking over at Coach Smith, I saw he was just standing there so I motioned for him to drop his sweat pants. Reluctantly he did, although leaving his black boxers intact ... for the moment at least.

“Now Coach Smith and I will demonstrate how we like to masturbate. Coach, why don’t you sit next to me here on the table?”

His eyes lit up seeing he was going to close to me. As Brian came over to the table and started to lift himself up, I coughed and pointed to his boxers and tied my eyebrows. He rolled his eyes and dropped them, his dick now exposed to the class along with a thick bush of black curly pubic hair. He was circumcised and I’d say of average to slightly above average in the length department while perhaps a bit more thicker than most.

I sat back on the table and put one foot up on the table, leaning back on my arm to expose myself. While I’d stopped shaving my pussy a while back, I still kept it well trimmed and this morning I’d checked myself carefully with a mirror to ensure I looked good. With my skirt lifted up the class should be getting a pretty good view and I have to say I couldn’t help but feel a little aroused at the attention I was getting. After all, this was the first time I’d ever deliberately exposed myself in front of a class! Meanwhile Brian just sat there with his hairy legs, his cock not even starting to rise yet.

“I’m sure you all have noticed that Coach Smith’s cock is not aroused at the moment while my pussy is already quite wet. That’s normal because men tend to be more visually stimulated while women are usually more emotionally aroused. Frankly, I’ve been a bit horny all morning with the thought of doing this so as you can see my pussy has already begun to respond. Watch as I start to touch myself and you’ll see how quickly Coach Smith responds as he watches me.”

With that introduction I slowly began to touch myself. I hadn’t been kidding - I WAS already feeling horny and aroused and the wetness I felt confirmed it. I looked over at Brian and smiled, focusing more on him than the ten pairs of eyes riveted on me. His cheeks puffed and he let out a hot breath of air as he finally took his mostly flaccid dick in his hand and began to slowly stroke himself as he watched me closely. Almost immediately I detected a stirring and within a couple of minutes he was fully erect. It almost made me laugh to see how predictable a man can be.

“See class, he’s now fully erect,” I pointed out as if it wasn’t obvious. I glanced over at Emily who couldn’t seem to take her wide eyes off her father’s now engorged cock. On the other hand her brother Marc was clearly more interested in his teacher’s exposed pussy.

Now that Brian was well on his way I did my best to maintain composure and stick to the lesson plan, pointing out how some girls liked to just rub their clits while others liked to use their fingers like little dicks inside themselves. I demonstrated both techniques, feeling myself getting hornier and hornier at the attention of everyone ... not the least the adult man now jerking off next to me. Brian couldn’t seem take his eyes off my pussy, stroking himself and licking his lips. A couple of times I caught him glancing over at his son and daughter but it was like he didn’t want to look at them any more than he had to. Was he embarrassed or did he just not want them know how much he enjoyed performing in front of them?

“While it’s obvious when a man climaxes, it’s less so for woman which is why so many women are able to fake an orgasm. While there is a time and place for everything, one thing I will NOT tolerate in class is any faking so girls, if you cum that’s great but there’s no shame if you don’t. PLEASE don’t try putting on a show to pretend it’s happening. I’ve been around a lot longer than you so I’ll be able to tell. Now I’m fortunate to be easily brought to climax so if you all just watch now for a few more minutes I’ll demonstrate what happens when I orgasm.”

Closing my eyes, I focused on my soaking wet pussy as I played my fingers over it like a violin. Yep, if there was one thing I knew how to do, it was getting myself off! Like how many thousand times had I done it since I started like twenty years ago? I opened my eyes just enough to see Coach Smith stroking himself faster as I grew closer and closer. Finally it hit, not the most massive orgasm ever but enough to make do for the purposes of the lesson. I gasped loudly and bent over, then I threw my head back as my orgasm grew in intensity and filled me with raw sexual pleasure. Seeing me cum was evidently the last straw for Brian as it was his turn to gasp when his rock-hard dick erupted like a geyser, sending his sperm flying out onto the floor and then gradually reducing in intensity with each ejaculation until it flowed out over his hand.

It took me a couple of minutes to gather myself after which I lowered my skirt, leaving my thong on the table. I’d tried to plan ahead so I had a box of tissue standing by for Brian to clean himself off.

“OK ... so hopefully you all had a good view of the difference between a male and female orgasm. Note that you had to read into my actions and expression that I was climaxing so in theory I could have been faking and trust me, I’m good at doing so but not today. At the same time it was 100% obvious when Coach Smith got off. Simply put, men can’t fake it!”

Everyone nodded, each of them a little wide-eyed still as if they couldn’t believe what they’d just watched. Then again, when had they ever sat in a classroom and watched two teachers masturbate?

“So girls ... here’s a point I cannot stress enough. A boy can TELL you anything but as you just witnessed his dick never lies!”

That sort of broke the tension as everyone at least giggled with a couple laughing out loud.

“OK then ... so now it’s your turn,” I continued, grabbing their attention, “I want each of you to turn to your partner and masturbate together. Girls, remember that you partner needs lots of visual stimulation so please give him the best view possible. If you don’t want to undress that’s fine but for those so inclined, feel free to remove whatever clothing you’d like to be more comfortable. And guys, remember that it’s YOUR job to tell your partner how pretty she is and how hot she looks.”

Immediately Marc raised his hand and before I could even call on him he whined, “Miss Kelly, can I PLEASE trade with someone? It’s not fair, nobody else has to have their sister for a partner.”

Brian was looking at me, apparently sympathetic to his son’s complaint but I’d fully anticipated this and wasn’t about to give in. I told Marc to just try it and see how it worked out. Besides, I had a suspicion that once he saw his sister masturbating the complaints would cease.

In all fairness all of them should’ve expected something like this so it shouldn’t have been a surprise. The school had shared the same information about the programs at other schools with their parents as they had with me so they must’ve known such an activity would happen sooner or later. Indeed, several of them seemed self-conscious about dropping their clothing and take a seat naked opposite their partner. I went around and handed out towels so they wouldn’t have to sit bare-butt on the cold chairs, not to mention being a little more hygienic. I noticed even the ones who seemed the apprehensive about being nude soon bowed to peer pressure and before long my entire class was naked and masturbating. I was so proud of them!

With all the kids now naked that left me and Brian as the only clothed people in the room so I figured it was only fair that we undress as well. I nodded towards Brian as I undid my blouse and stripped. This time he wasn’t as hesitant and soon he was nude as well. Checking him out I had to admit he looked pretty damn good! Then again, he WAS the head of the PE department so he should. As for Brian, he couldn’t take his eyes off the naked young girls in front of us as he started to stroke himself. I wouldn’t have minded a little more self-pleasuring myself but I had duties and responsibilities as I went from one pair to the other, offering encouragement and advice.

Of all the girls my main concern was Julie. She seemed overly apprehensive about touching herself, more like just holding onto her crotch as she watched Kyle stroking his hard little fourteen year-old dick. He certainly wasn’t having any problems!

“It’s OK Julie ... have you masturbated much before this?”

She shook her head and looked at me biting her lower lip. I debated my next move as it would set the tone for the rest of the class and I wasn’t sure how she or the others would interpret it but then poor Julie obviously needed more help than just me telling her what to do. So I took one of the chairs stacked in the back and set it next to her, taking a seat by her.

“Do you like watching Kyle?”

Finally she smiled! I couldn’t blame her, the young boy was quite a handsome sight although now I noticed his gaze was shifting more to me than Julie.

“Ok then, now watch what I do Julie...,” I told her as I reached between my spread legs and spread my pussy lips apart to expose my hardened clit. “Rub right here on your pussy.”

Julie tried but she was so nervous she just got frustrated so I was left with little option but to help her. I knew it was technically against the rules for me to touch any of them but who would know? Reaching over, I put my hand over her tiny bare pussy and used my fingers to run along her little slit.

“Sometimes it helps to lick your fingers until you get more excited,” I told her as I put my finger in my mouth and then paced them back on her pussy. “See, doesn’t that feel better?”

Julie nodded and then she gasped when I found her little button.

“Does it feel good when I touch there?”

Julie just nodded but she was smiling more. I kept rubbing her and I could feel her stiffen and then spread her legs subconsciously asking for more but this wasn’t about ME doing her.

“Now you do it Julie. Keep your eyes on Kyle as you do ... imagine it’s his hard dick rubbing you instead of your finger. Put your finger inside a little and dream about his dick entering you.”

Doing just as I told her, Julie stared at the boy who was now jerking even harder as he watched the tiny girl begin to masturbate in earnest. He must have loved it when I told her to imagine fucking her!

With Julie now doing OK, I turned my attention to another student. Emily was at least masturbating but without a great deal of enthusiasm while her brother certainly wasn’t having any issues letting his little sister watch! I motioned over to their father to come closer.

“Coach Smith ... have you ever seen your two kids masturbating together?”

Brian shook his head, apparently not sure what he should be saying in what seemed to be an awkward situation.

“I think Emily needs a little help dad ... why don’t you tell her how sexy she is and how pretty she look naked. Tell your daughter how much it turns her daddy on watching her touch herself. I mean like it’s obvious that it does so tell her!”

Indeed, Brian’s dick as back at full erection status as he couldn’t take his eyes off his naked little teenage daughter. I nudged him a bit and finally he responded.

“Ummmmm, Emily, you look so pretty. Daddy loves watching you do this.”

Emily looked up at him with questioning eyes. “You don’t think I’m bad daddy? You don’t mind me doing this with Marc?”

“Oh no,” Brian said in a soothing tone, perfect for the situation and I was so pleased! “In fact, watching my little girl masturbating is the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. You’re even more sexy than I’d even dreamed.”

Emily smiled and it was like she had been waiting for permission from her daddy and now that she had it her true feelings could emerge.

“Watch me daddy ... I’m gonna make Marc cum! I want to make YOU cum too daddy!”

Oh my god, it was so hot to watch as Emily literally put on a show for her older brother and father, both of whom were now jerking like mad men watching her. It was readily apparent SHE had been getting plenty of practice and I suspected not a little bit of Internet training as well watching the cam whores masturbating.

Leaving them for the moment, I checked on the other pairs and it seemed everyone was now into it and enjoying themselves. The chatter in the room had stopped and all I could hear was the accessional moan, groan and gasp. It didn’t surprise me when Emily was the first girl to orgasm what with the added stimulus of her father and brother both watching her.

“I’m cumming Marc ... watch me!” she whimpered as she came, then turning to her dad she added, “Watch me daddy ... I want you to cum for me now!”

The young girl arched her back as she planted her hands both tight over her crotch with her eyes shut tight. It was too much for both Brian and Marc as they almost simultaneously shot their loads. Marc’s landed mostly on his laps and over his hands but Brian had been standing right over his daughter so much of his landed on her small breasts and belly. I hadn’t mentioned anything about NOT cumming on your partner so there was little I could say.

It was as if a chain reaction was set off as the other boys all started to cum shooting cum everywhere! The poor custodian would have quite a mess to clean up later. From the looks I figured Renee and Mary had also cum while Julie and Debbi were perhaps just enjoying it without actually achieving orgasm. I handed out fresh towels and wash clothes to everybody to clean up. The atmosphere was much more buoyant not that everyone had made it past this first hurdle. By now it was almost lunch time so I told everyone to get dressed and be sure to get back on time for the afternoon session. I didn’t tell them what was planned as I figured I’d let their imaginations run wild. Watching them all jabbering and joking as they left the room, I wondered how long it would take for the news to travel.

As it turned out, about fifteen minutes!

I’d brought my own lunch and was alone in the classroom when Michelle came bursting through the door. At first I was afraid I was about to be fired but as it turned out quite the opposite.

“Congratulations, from the sounds of things everything is going along just fine,” she told me with a broad smile. “The kids are telling everyone in sight about your awesome morning class. From the sounds of things it makes me wish I’d stopped by sooner.”

“Well you’re always welcome,” I said diplomatically, not expecting her to take me up on the offer.

“Actually I was hoping you’d say that,” she answered quickly. Oh great, me and my big mouth! “Now that you’ve progressed to class participation, it probably wouldn’t hurt either for the parents and school board to know there was some management oversight as well.”

Yeah, like THAT was her real reason. Somehow I had this feeling she wasn’t doing this just to make the parents happy.

“Oh don’t worry Kelly, I won’t interfere in any way. Although I MAY take a few photos and videos just in case there are any questions.”

Of course ... like I wasn’t expecting this. My question, left unspoken, was who would be seeing them later to ensure proper “oversight” was maintained?

We talked about the morning’s session and I could see she was turned on, especially when I related how Brian had cum all over his daughter.

“I hate to say this, don’t get me wrong as I know it was for educational purposes, but still that must have been pretty hot to watch.”

As much as I was trying to keep this at a professional level, Michelle and I were more than just Principal and teacher, I liked to consider her a friend. So I grinned and giggled a little like I was one of the girls in my class. Sometimes you don’t have to say something to get the point across and Michelle just smiled.

“So this afternoon’s activities still going to be according to your lesson plan?” she asked.

I nodded and was about to talk about it with her when the first student returned from lunch, followed closely by the rest and finally by Coach Smith. I have to say it was one of the most prompt classes I’d ever had!

Once they all were seated, I introduced Michelle. While I’m sure all them recognized her, for most of them this was probably the first time they’d been in the same classroom. I emphasized that she was there to observe only and would not be taking part in any classroom activities. I also warned them that she might be taking some photos and videos, to which a few of the kids looked a little apprehensive. I reminded them that their parents had all signed waivers making it OK for the school to record all classroom events and to use them for advertising and training purposes.

“OK, so this morning we learned about masturbation. Although it seems most of you already knew the basics I hope you all learned something. Anyone have something they’d like to say about what they learned?”

Surprisingly Justin raised his hand. Just goes to show you can never predict 100% who will respond in class. I called on him and he grinned at his classmates and I was at first concerned this was leading up to some immature joke but again I was pleasantly surprised.

“Well, I never thought before about doing it in front of my parents. Now I’m kind of anxious to see what happens,” he said. Well, as much as it seemed he was more anxious to shock his mother than anything else, it provided the perfect lead-in to my homework assignment.

“That’s good Justin,” I complimented him, “So that takes me to your homework assignment for tonight.” Everyone groaned, the typical auto-response of any class when the word homework is brought up. I continued, “Oh don’t worry, I think you’ll actually enjoy doing homework for once because tonight I want each of you to masturbate.”

I paused as that elicited some giggles and smiles. When they settled back down again I explained more saying, “Yes, I know most of you would’ve done it anyway but the assignment is to not only masturbate but to do it in front of your family. So if you normally do it in bed then leave your bedroom door fully open. Same if you prefer doing it locked in the bathroom - open the door tonight. Of course if you’d rather to do it somewhere else, that’s fine so long as the rest of your family can watch you if they so desire. Don’t worry, I’ll be giving you each an assignment paper to give to your parents so they aren’t caught by surprise. Just be sure to give it to them BEFORE you do your homework!”

“But I like to do in in bed and I have to share a bed with my sister,” Debbi protested.

“No matter, it certainly won’t hurt her to learn that masturbation is nothing to hide, even if she’s not ready for it herself yet although you might be surprised when she sees her older sister doing it.”

There were a few more questions but I was pleased that most were about the logistical issues more so than actually doing it. Things like what they should wear, if they should be naked and so forth. I also emphasized being neat, especially the boys, and not making a mess on the furniture which would probably upset their mothers.

With no more questions and the perfunctory items out of the way, it was time to get back to the afternoon’s lesson plan...

“OK then, with that out of the way for the remainder of the afternoon we’ll be discussing one of the most important thing most of you will be facing now that you’re starting to date and socialize. Anyone want to guess what I’m referring to?”

Mary was first to raise her hand. “Birth control?”

Everyone snickered and giggled of course but I quickly raised my hand to put a stop to it. “Good answer but while that IS important, not every girl in middle school is having sex yet. In fact, I’d be surprised if near as many ARE as claim they are. Anyone else have an idea?”

Various guesses were made, some silly, some not but finally I gave the correct answer. “It’s important that every girl know before she starts dating how to give a good blowjob. And just as important, every boy should know what to expect and how to help her. So how many of you have a boyfriend or girlfriend?”

About half the class raised their hands, predictably the older ones. Renee and Mary both raised their hands quickly while Julie was a little slower. Marc, Kyle and Jason soon matched them.

“Oh give me a break, you don’t have a girlfriend,” Emily teased her brother, “Unless you count the ones in those magazines you hide under the bed.”

“I do too,” her brother protested indignantly. Before the siblings got into it any further I stepped in as this was an important point to make.

“My point is it doesn’t matter,” I emphasized, “Here we don’t worry about whether or not you have a boyfriend or girlfriend. This is a class, not a sex party, so just forget about anyone else and let’s stay focused on your classmates.”

I’d originally planned on conducting a quick poll to see who had already performed oral sex but with more thought I’d decided that it would just split them into the have and have-nots, most likely causing even some of them to claim they had when they hadn’t which would only lead to embarrassment later in the class. So I skipped that part and went on.

“Now just to remind you what I taught you yesterday. Oral sex is NOT really sex at all. This rather misleading phrase came from a time when society wasn’t as enlightened as it is today and people considered anything that involved your genitals to be sex. So then just what IS sex?”

I was proud to see little Julie raise her hand so I called on her.

“Sex is the penetration of the female vagina by a male penis,” she said in a clipped monotone as if she was reading from a dictionary.

No matter, I smiled and clapped for her. “Yes, that’s the clinical version and quite correct. To keep it as simple as possible, sex is just another word for fucking. So this afternoon while I may refer to it as oral sex, keep in mind that it is actually NOT a sex act.”

With that, I turned to Coach Smith. I wanted to see the expression on his face as I knew this was what he’d been waiting for. Too bad for him - he’d have to wait a little longer as I had a few more points to make.

“Giving a proper blowjob is a skill every girl should master. And trust me in that it IS a skill, and like any skill its needs instruction and lots and lots of practice to get it right.”

“Any girl is welcome to practice on me,” Jason mumbled but I just ignored him and went on.

“So now I want to show you the difference between a good BJ and just sucking a dick.”

With that introduction I turned on a video showing one of the modern so-called “casting” videos where some so-called “amateur” is supposedly trying to get into the porn business for the first time. Yeah right ... but that’s another soap box I’ll get on another time. Right now I had a point to make.

“OK everyone ... notice how all she does is grab the man’s dick and simply stuff it into her mouth. Watch as she just bobs up and down with no real enthusiasm. Look ... she doesn’t even make eye contact!”

It lasted a few minutes after which I showed a video clip taken from a 1980’s movie called Taboo IV. The clip featured Ginger Lynn in her prime sucking off her boyfriend after having just watched him fucking his mother. I’d first watched it when I was just a teenager as it was one of my dad’s favorite movies and he’d masturbate every time he watched it.

“Watch closely ... Notice how she looks at him and smiles, see how sexy she presents herself? There ... she’s kissing and using her tongue on his dick, playing it with it as she teases him. Girls ... see how she uses her tongue up and down the shaft? Notice how she maintains eye contact the entire time.”

I cut it off once the BJ sequence was finished and turned to the class. “OK then, now in which scene did it look like the girl was actually enjoying what she was doing?”

A series of voices called out but all were for the same vote.

“That’s right, Ginger Lynn was a master of oral sex and I highly recommend that you look up some of her movies on the Internet when you’re back home. Especially you girls as I would have to admit that I learned quite a few good techniques from her! And it wasn’t just all about her. Which guy do you think was most turned on?”

Again the answer was obvious and they all agreed.

“Exactly. So which girl if she was in your class do you think would have the best reputation? Who do you think the boys would want to be dating the most? Do you understand now why giving good head is more than just sucking a dick?”

They all were nodding and so NOW it was finally time for Brian to get what he’d been waiting so impatiently for.

“OK then ... so just like this morning we’ll start with a demonstration and then afterwards each girl will get the chance to try out what she’s learned on her partner so watch closely.”

Turning to Brian, I couldn’t help but feel a little bit of anticipation myself. He may be a bit of a jerk at times but he wasn’t a bad looking guy and judging from what little I’d see so far he was packing a pretty decent cock under those gym shorts as well.

“Well, you ready?” I asked him quietly but couldn’t keep the grin from my face. Yeah, at this point I wasn’t sure who wanted this more - him or me! He nodded and it was almost comical the way he was trying to NOT look like it was the one thing he wanted more than anything else right now. I knew better - he was a man and ALL men love it when a woman sucks their dick.

I picked up the mat that I’d had on my desk and laid it out in the center of the classroom. Motioning over to Brian to move over, I kneeled down and addressed the class.

“Now girls, notice that you don’t have to undress to give a blowjob. Guys will always appreciate it if you do but I’ve found they actually get more turned on when I do it with my clothes on. It’s like the focus is then more on my mouth on them without being distracted by the rest of my body. The same goes for the guys. All that’s really required is they get their dick out, be it through their pants or dropping them just enough to make it accessible. Today though, to make it easier for everyone to watch, Coach Smith will be removing his shorts.

Up until then Brian had NOT done so but he took the hint and quickly pushed them down until they dropped to the floor and then flipped them up, grabbing them in the air and tossing them on the desk. I noticed he hadn’t bothered to wear any underwear. The boys in the class had been instructed to leave theirs at home but I hadn’t mentioned it to Brian so it was his initiative. Surprisingly he was still mostly flaccid. While on the one hand I couldn’t help but feel a little insulted that he wasn’t already erect from the thought of getting a BJ from me, it DID aid in my lesson.

“As you can see, Coach Smith’s dick is rather flaccid at the moment. Now girls, the odds of your boyfriend being in this condition when he’s exposed and waiting for you are pretty low, it’s also an opportunity. Anyone want to guess why?”

Crickets...

Scanning the class to ensure everyone was watching, I realized it was a bit silly to worry. There wasn’t so much as a peep as all eyes were locked on my hand which was now gripping Brian’s cock. At least he was circumcised so I didn’t have to deal with that. Some girls freak out the first time they have to suck a dick with a foreskin so I would be addressing it at some point but for purposes of this first lesson it was easier to not worry about it. Taking a deep breath, I continued. Wow, I was actually going to suck a dick in front of a class of middle school kids!

“OK then, one of the things I still find fascinating even after having given hundreds of blowjobs is the feel of a cock as it becomes erect in my mouth. For the boys, I’m sure this is no big thing but I’m sure there are at least a few of you girls who haven’t seen a real dick go through the male erection process so here goes...”

Gripping Brian with my thumb and forefinger encircling his cock at the base, I glanced up at him and saw the eager expression on his face. Looking back down at his cock, I lifted it a little and too just the tip of the head into my mouth, then licked it in a circular motion around the smooth skin of his head then then under the lip. Brian groaned slightly, but it was enough to make my point.

Looking over at the kids, I said, “See, it doesn’t require you to just gulp it right down. You can hear him groaning already and all I’ve done is lick the head. But hopefully you saw that what he really liked was when I ran my tongue around it under the lip. Most men find that area extremely sensitive.”

Kissing the tip again, this time I licked his dick from the head to the base on one side and then back up on the other, followed by my lips running over it lengthwise.

“I’ll say it again girls ... don’t just gulp it into your mouth ... tease it, enjoy it.”

With that I finally did take Brian’s dick into my mouth, loving the soft feel of his dick as I started to slowly harden in my mouth. My eyes were locked onto his as my tongue worked around his shaft, feeling him rapidly lengthen and become firmer. I saw his eye shift as he looked over to where his daughter and son were sitting. Following him I saw Emily watching my every move, her jaw dropping leaving her open-mouthed as her wide eyes barely blinked. Marc seemed to be watching what I was doing from a little different perspective, licking his lips with his tongue out a little as if he was thinking more about how it would fell if I has sucking on HIS dick instead. I had little doubt this was the first time either of them had likely even SEEN their father’s dick, let along him having it sucked - and by someone other than their mother to boot!

“Damn you’re good,” I barely heard him whisper huskily as my lips wrapped around his cock with my face now buried in his pubic hair as I took him all the way in. He was fully erect now, not so big I was having difficulty taking him all in but by no means small.

Pausing briefly, I explained different techniques including the use of one or two hands, or no hands at all. Yet again I emphasized how a good blowjob was more than just head bobbing - a girl has to look like SHE is loving it just as much as he does!

It was the shy Julie that raised her hand at that point asking, “Ummmmm, how do you know when he is about to do it?”

My hand continued to slowly stroke Brian’s stiff dick as I answered, “That can be really difficult sometimes Julie. Even as experienced as I am guys still surprise me at times. The best thing is for him to warn you ahead of time - got that boys?”

Marc raised his hand and when I pointed to him he seemed rather smug asking, “So who decides where the guy cums?”

I glanced up at Brian who looked like he was ready to say something to his son but I quickly answered instead. “Well Marc, a gentleman cums where the lady prefers and hopefully you’ve talked about that BEFORE she gets you to that point. Yes I know the Internet porn sites want you to think that every girl is a cum slut and just LOVES a man to shoot all over her but in reality most women I know, including myself, hate that. It gets itchy and smelly when it dries and getting it out of your hair can be a real pain. Personally when doing a blowjob I prefer it in my mouth.”

“Do you swallow?” Derek quickly followed up to which I had to grin. Typical male even if he WAS only fourteen years old.

“Personally, I do,” I answered, “But for many girls, including me, cum is an shall we say, an ‘acquired’ taste. Many never care for it no matter how much they try. Again, this is something you should work out ahead of time.”

I then turned my attention to the entire class adding, “Excellent questions! This is exactly why this class is so important. Any girl can stuff a guy’s dick in her mouth but a proper blowjob is as much about communication as it is technique.”

Brian’s daughter had her hand raised for a while now so I called on her.

“What’s deep throating?” she asked. I had a sneaky suspicion she knew but I went along.

“That’s where a girl take the guy’s entire dick into her mouth until her face meets his crotch. Some guys are short enough to fit in her mouth but many men are long enough that it has to go down your throat.”

“But how do you keep from gagging?” Mary asked. No doubt she’d tried and hadn’t been able to do it so it was a legitimate question.

“Practice,” I said briefly, “If you keep trying you’ll learn to relax and take it. Once you get it down far enough the urge to gag goes away but yes, it IS difficult at first. Still, it’s great of you can master it as men LOVE watching you do it.”

Then without saying anything further I took Brian’s dick and slowly let him enter my mouth inch by inch. The initial instinct was to pull back when he reached my throat but I’d learned long ago to control it and soon my face was pressed hard into his hairy crotch. I held myself there for a moment and then slowly let him out until he flopped out of my mouth.”

“Wow!” I heard a girl’s voice gasp but I wasn’t sure who said it.

Giving Brian’s dick another quick dip into my mouth, I then prepared for the completion of the demonstration. “OK, now everyone just watch as I bring Coach Smith to an orgasm. I’ll be taking it into my mouth so you’ll have to keep an eye on him as well. Let’s see who can be the first to spot when he starts to ejaculate.”

With that I returned to his dick in earnest. Had we been alone I might’ve made this last quite a bit longer so we both could enjoy it more but this WAS for educational purposes, not our mutual pleasure, and I needed to keep the class on schedule. Brian was starting to buck a little now, thrusting forward as I took him into my mouth as if trying to drive it deeper again down my throat. It was the tone of his groans that signaled to me his impending explosion. Surprisingly, it was his own daughter that noticed the change as well.

“Daddy’s gonna cum!” Emily cried out with glee, “I win!”

Well, technically she didn’t win unless her father actually DID cum at that moment but it was only a matter of seconds before he did just that.

“Oh yeah!” he moaned loudly as I felt the first rope of his sperm against the back of my throat as he drove his crotch into my face. I took every drop in my mouth, not allowing any to even spill out. Turning to the class, I opened my mouth and pushed out my tongue to show them how Brian’s cum was coating it. Closing my mouth, I gulped it down and then opened my mouth to prove it was all gone. Getting to my feet, I took a tissue from the box on my desk and wiped my mouth off.

“There, not so bad,” I said to the class smiling, “A man’s cum is like any other food in that some of you will love it from the start while other will never like it. For most though, I’d say just don’t give up right away and give yourself a few tries before you make up your mind. Also, it can vary a lot between different guys and even then it can change depending on what they’ve been eating or drinking.”

“So how was it Coach?” I asked Brian.

Brian was hitching up his shorts and he just gave a thumbs up. So with the demonstration out of the way it was time for the class participation session to start.

“OK then, so here’s what we’ll be doing. Girls, as I mentioned earlier you don’t have to undress or anything so just sit tight for a moment. First I want the boys to remove their pants. If you forgot and wore underwear then remove that as well. It’s up to you whether or not to keep your shirt on.”

Despite giving them permission to remain dressed, everyone including the girls quickly stripped off their clothes. It was amazing how quickly their attitudes toward nudity in class had changed in the course of just one day! Not surprisingly Mary was the first to take a dick in her mouth, going straight for Jason’s already hard cock.

“Now Mary, I know you’re anxious to suck his dick but remember what I told you ... take your time. Lick it ... play with it ... make him beg you to take it on your mouth even if you want it as much as he does. Remember, blowjobs are all about control - the GIRL controlling the guy.”

Reluctantly Mary dropped Jason’s dick from her mouth and did as I instructed so I moved to the next couple where Debbi was slowly stroking Derek’s rigid dick. From what I could tell, this was probably the first time the poor boy had a girl holding him and he looked right he was about to cum already!

“Derek, be sure to warn Debbi when you’re about to cum so she can get her mouth open,” I warned him.

“Debbi!” he grunted immediately and I was thankful I’d said something as she barely had time to put her lips around his head before I watched as Derek’s hips lifted up and started cumming in her mouth. This obviously wasn’t Debbi’s first rodeo as she expertly took his cum without spilling a drop.

“Good job Debbi!” I praised her, “Now don’t worry, I have a pretty good feeling that Derek’s not going to be softening up any time soon so let him see his cum before you swallow and then you can continue.”

Meanwhile Renee was licking Justin’s hard cock, her dark face contrasting sharply against his pale cock. Her long braids were falling in front of her though, obscuring his view.

“It’s Ok to hold a girl’s hair out of the way so you can watch Justin,” I encouraged him. He reached out and pulled the braids to the side as she started to take him into her mouth slowly. I hadn’t decided yet if she was just a good listener in class or if she’d done this before but in either case Justin seemed to be in good hands, literally, so I moved on.

“It’s OK Julie ... you can do it,” I said softly to her, placing my hand soothingly on her bare shoulder. The young girl seemed positively scared stiff as she just held Kyle’s erection in her hand.

“Tell her how sexy she is Kyle, it never hurts to encourage a girl when she’s about to suck your dick you know.”

Kyle looked at me and bit his lower lip, obviously shy about doing what I’d told him.

“Go on ... tell her what you think when you look at her hand on your dick.”

Kyle took a deep breath and then in a tone I could hardly hear he told Julie, “I like your hand on me Julie. You look so hot naked. I’ve always looked at you in class and wondered what you looked like naked.”

“There, that wasn’t so difficult now, was it,” I complimented him. “Now Julie, take Kyle’s dick in your mouth and be sure to look him in the eyes as you do.”

She hesitated at first but then Kyle and I watched as she tentatively took just his head in her mouth. Looking young for her age, she looked so exotic and sexy with his youthful erection surrounding by her dark lips.

“That’s it ... trust me, he won’t last long so be ready!”

Yet again I was right on the mark. Julie had barely taken Kyle’s cock further in her mouth when without warning he shot his load! She choked and dropped his dick from her mouth, the first shot of cum dripping from her lips as the next load struck her in the cheek and then then on her chin.

“Kyle!” I chastised him, “You HAVE to warn a girl when you’re about to cum, especially when she hasn’t had much experience.”

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“And what do you say to Julie?” I pressed him.

“Wow Julie, You look REALLY sexy with cum all over your face,” he said without hesitation this time.

“That’s NOT what I meant Kyle and you know it,” I said rather heatedly, “You know I said I didn’t want cum all over the place today.”

Poor Julie look dazed, just sitting there with cum dripped from her open mouth as some of the cum on her face slowly spread down her cheek and chin onto the floor.

“It’s OK Julie,” I comforted her, hugging her to my bare breasts, “Next time you’ll be ready for it.”

Actually in a way I wasn’t all that displeased as guys almost never warned you in real situations when they were about to cum so better she learn now and not be embarrassed later when she was trying to please a boy. I looked down at her and wiped off her face with a towel.

“OK then, ready to try again?”

I wouldn’t have pushed her if she said no but like a trooper she nodded and so I left her with Kyle whose teenage cock was ready and willing. Moving to Marc and Emily I couldn’t believe it as they were both just sitting there without either doing a thing. I saw their father leaning against my desk watching but it seemed he was at least staying out of things.

“So what’s the story?” I asked them both, “Yesterday you both masturbated in front of each other like crazy but today nothing?”

“That was just masturbating,” Marc griped, “I don’t want my sister sucking my cock.”

“Hmmmmmm, so how do you feel about this Emily?” I asked.

Emily shrugged, “I don’t really care. I mean like a dick is a dick, right?”

“So you’ve sucked boys before?”

She nodded saying, “A few.”

I saw her father shifting position trying to hear better. Marc’s eye’s opened wide and he said, “No you haven’t. From what I’ve heard you’re just a cock tease and don’t really do anything.”

“Not true!” she protested, “OK so maybe some guys but I HAVE too sucked a couple.”

“Yeah? Like who” her brother challenged. Now her dad was really straining to listen as he moved in a little closer.

“Duane,” she spat out in defiance.

“What? He’s like what, eighteen? Now way,” Marc insisted.

This brother-sister fight could’ve gone on forever so I stepped in saying, “Alright, doesn’t really matter, does it? Marc, if your sister is willing to suck you’re dick I’d think you’d be more than happy to let her.”

“Just seems too weird,” he protested.

“So what do you think dad?” I turned my attention to their father who was now right beside us. His dick was at attention and I imagined he was wishing it was HIS dick she was about to suck, not her brother’s.

“I’d given my left nut if my sister had sucked me when I was your age,” he offered to my surprise.

“Aunt Nancy?” they both blurted out together.

“Why not?” their dad replied, “I happen to think she’s still pretty hot.”

This was getting way out of hand now so as the teacher I decided it was time to move things along.

“Marc, you knew when I paired you up with your sister this was coming and you had your chance to drop out so let’s cut the crap and let your sister do what she wants, OK?”

“Whatever,” he huffed but I noticed his dick WAS at full mast so he wasn’t exactly totally against the idea!

“Well, what are you waiting for?” I asked Emily who smiled triumphantly. I smiled as I watched her blow her brother, thinking to myself how similar this was to back when I first dated my husband back when he was sixteen and his fourteen year-old sister had the hots for him yet he never allowed her to do anything. Too bad the two of them weren’t enrolled in a class such as this back then!

For the rest of the hour or so I sat back and watched everyone, giving out a few pointers here and there along with praise and encouragement when a girl was successful in making her partner cum. Most of the boys came twice while it was actually Marc who came three times. It didn’t surprise me that once the façade of his protest against his sister sucking him was dropped that he demonstrated his true desires for her.

All the while I hardly noticed as their principal took videos of everything. Michele did a great job of staying out of their way and not making her presence known any more than necessary. I couldn’t help but wonder who would be seeing what she was recording.

It was time for the day to end so I called a halt to everything. It made me feel as if I’d accomplished something when all of them protested and wanted to continue. Heck, usually my kids couldn’t wait for class to get over and head home and here they all were, likely ready to stay after the bell rang!

I reminded them about their homework as they got dressed. Everyone was jabbering as they left and I could hear the girls comparing notes. Soon it was just me, Michele and Brian remaining in the room.

“Well, THAT seemed to go over well,” I sighed as I started to dress.

“Remarkable,” Michele complimented me, “Beyond my wildest expectations Kelly. You did an exceptional job today. I’m sure the school board will be thrilled when they watch my presentation tonight.”

My look of surprise must have told her that I had no idea what she was talking about so she continued, “Oh, I guess I haven’t told you yet. Well, seems there’s a lot of concern by some of the board members as to how this is working so I promised a daily update each night once you got to the ‘hands-on’ portion of the lesson plan.”

“So the whole board will be watching what just happened here?” Brian asked, looking a little concerned.

“Of course Brian, you signed the same waiver as the kids so you know we have the right to use any recordings and photos any way we please.”

From the look on his face I got the idea that this was one of those situations where it was one thing when it was just conceptual and quite another now that it was actually happening.

“Oh don’t worry, you looked quite hot cumming while watching Kelly here,” Michele complimented him with a grin, “Heck, I was getting so horny watching I was about ready to join you!”

“Well, we’ll see what happens tomorrow I guess,” I said, gathering my purse and lesson plans. “Oh ... will the janitor be cleaning up and taking the towels?” I asked, referring to where the cum had spilled on the floor as well as the cum-soaked towels.

Michele assured me everything would be cleaned up spic and span buy the morning so we left for home. I could just imagine Steve’s response when I told him about today!


Chapter 5: Day Three - Class Participation

Thursday - Day Three. If tomorrow had been hot with five middle-schoolers sucking their partner’s off, today would be a step beyond. Even so I wasn’t feeling nearly as nervous as I had the previous morning. I’d been so worried that some of the kids would not be able to participate yet while a few had hesitated, their natural instincts quickly put aside any shyness or fears. Hopefully today would be more of the same.

Today I got to class even earlier to be sure I was the first one there and had a few minutes to prepare. Rather than worrying about what outfit to wear in class, I’d decided to teach the class nude all day. While I’ve never been one to be shy about my body, a nudist I am not so it wasn’t an easy decision to make. Yet I didn’t want to be naked as they came in so I took the moments I had to undress and wrap a large white towel around me as if I’d just gotten out of the shower. As the kids began to come in they all looked at me a little oddly but none of them seemed willing to ask the teacher what the heck she was doing. Then Brian made his appearance and wasn’t quite as shy.

“A towel?” he teased me with a grin as he took in what he could see of me, “I know they’ve relaxed the dress code but still ... just a towel?”

“Hey, it’s latest fashion for teachers,” I teased back, not explaining to him why I’d chosen to wear what was essentially just a large cloth rag.

Soon everyone was seated and I started by asking everyone how they felt after going home last night. From the number of hands raised I could see that the initial shyness about discussing such things was quickly disappearing. I called first on Renee, asking her to give the class a brief idea of how her “homework” had gone.

“Well, Miss Kelly I know you said our parents all signed the waiver but my dad still seemed surprised when I started masturbating on the couch while he was watching TV,” she giggled.

“Did he try to stop you?” I asked.

“Not really although he did ask me what I was doing,” she said with a grin, “Then I told him it was my homework.”

“So did he watch you?”

“Oh yeah ... he couldn’t take his eyes off of me.”

I smiled asking, “And your mom? What did she say?”

“Oh she was at work so it was just me and my dad.”

“Great!” I complimented her. I really didn’t want to go TOO deep into what may or may not have happened at this point so I went on saying, “Sounds like you get an ‘A’ for your homework. And Mary ... how was your homework?”

Poor Renee looked like she wanted to share more but some things were probably better left unsaid. Meanwhile, Mary sat up straight and gave her report. Apparently she had a younger brother - something I didn’t know. Mary described quickly how he had watched her in the bathroom when she left the door open.

Marc looked at his dad who just shrugged, making me think maybe I should have called on someone else but it was too late.

“OK ... seeing how dad jerked off yesterday we decided that all three of us would do it together. I think mom was about to faint when she walked in and saw us!”

I looked at Brian who looked at me and shrugged with a “what can I say?” expression. It hadn’t been my intention to get any of their parents involved at this point but then none of the other parents had put on a masturbation demonstration either.

“Emily?” I asked, turning to her, “Anything else to say?” I immediately realized I’d made an even bigger mistake this time.

“Well, I practiced with my dad last night,” she boasted, “I made him cum really fast too.”

“OK, we really don’t need to hear about that now Emily,” I cut in, “This was supposed to be about your masturbation homework.”

Emily gave me a pout but she’d get over it. It was time to get on with today’s lesson...

“OK, so yesterday we dealt with masturbation and blowjobs. Can anyone tell me if those are considered sexual acts?”

This time they all raised their hands and before I could even call on anyone several of them called out a chorus of “NO!”.

“That’s correct, well done,” I praised them all. Well, this IS a class about sex so today we WILL deal with sex. And you all know what that means, right?”

“Yeah, we all get to watch my dad fuck the teacher,” Marc chimed in.

The whole class laughed and I was pleased to see that Brian seemed almost embarrassed. Even so I didn’t think he was exactly waiting patiently for the opportunity.

“Now Marc, I know he’s your father but in this class that’s Coach Smith gets to fuck Miss Kelly,” I corrected him before continuing on. “But yes, Marc is correct but keep in mind the purpose is NOT for him to enjoy fucking me but to show all of you some of the proper techniques for when you have sex. Now I know some of you have already started but over half of you haven’t so I hope today proves to be useful for all of you in the future.” I paused and winked at Brian. “Not to mention hopefully we’ll still get to have some fun today as well, right Coach?”

Brian just nodded but the expression on his face told me he was anxious for me to quit yapping and for the “fun” to begin. Actually, as much as I considered him a bit of a male chauvinist, not to mention his oversized ego, after sucking him off the other day I had to admit I was sort of looking forward to it myself. Yes, it was for purely instructional purposes but then who says you can’t enjoy your work, right?

With that I removed my towel and stood before the class naked except for my heels and wedding rings. It wasn’t the first time this week they’d seen me naked but something felt different about just standing in front of them just as I would any class, only now without a stitch of clothing to cover me. It’s not like most of my outfits these days were all that modest, but they were still SOMETHING.

“OK, so today is our third day together and I thought perhaps we could start by everyone removing their clothes. That way we won’t have to worry about it later and now that you’ve all learned to be more open about masturbating it will allow anyone who needs to address their needs to do so whenever necessary. My only rule is that if you DO masturbate you do it quietly and not disturb the rest of the class.”

I hadn’t been entirely sure how this would go over but then they were young teens and preteens so I suppose there shouldn’t have been any concerns as they all immediately stripped and placed their clothes in the baskets that were provided next to their desks.

“Excellent, now that’s much better, don’t you all agree?” I asked and was answered by a chorus of yes’s and nods.

“OK then, let me ask you all a question ... Why do we have sex?”

The kids looked confused, like they thought it was some sort of trick question so I explained myself a little saying, “It’s not a trick question. There are many reasons people have sex and it’s important to understand them as what you do and how you do it depends a lot on WHY you do it.”

“To make a baby,” Renee volunteered.

I nodded. “Yes, although sometimes that happens even when that wasn’t the purpose which is why birth control is so important. I hope you all remember everything we talked about regarding that the first day. It’s also why one of the requirements for this class be that the girls must be on birth control. Anyone having sex this week will be doing do for the educational purposes so ‘making a baby’ is NOT a reason, at least not this week.”

“For fun!” Marc called out, his sister elbowing him in response.

“It’s OK Emily,” I said, “Marc’s right and actually I’d say that’s probably one of the biggest reasons people have sex. Sex IS fun, when it’s done properly with the consent of all individuals involved.”

I waited for more responses and then little Julie raised her hand. I called on her and she said, “Because you love someone.”

She was greeted with giggles and rolled eyes but I raised my hand to quiet them down and said, “Yes Julie, that’s perhaps one of the best reasons for having sex. Nothing shows someone how much you love them more than having sex with them.”

“So is that why they call it ‘making love’?” Debbi asked.

I nodded. “Yes, although many times people say that as a euphemism for fucking.”

Jason raised his hand but went on without me calling on him “So then what’s the difference?”

I paused to let everyone think about it for a moment. “That’s an excellent question Jason. Basically ‘fucking’ is when people have sex for fun while ‘making love’ is when two people have sex for the purpose of showing their love for each other.”

“So if I love my boyfriend then when we do it that’s making love?” Mary asked.

I shook my head and she frowned, obviously not understanding me so I explained. “No, making love is for special relationships, usually between a husband and wife although some couples have relationships that are as intimate as marriage without the paperwork.”

Everyone was still confused, as I had expected they would be. Heck, most adults I talk to don’t seem to understand the difference either.

“Let me give you some examples,” I offered, “When my husband and I have sex, that is usually making love although sometimes we are both just horny and do it just for fun in which case he fucks me. You see, making love is a very special thing. The ONLY man I ever make love with is my husband. Even when I have sex with my father we are just fucking.”

“But don’t you love your father?” Laurie asked.

“Of course I do! But he’s my father, not my lover.”

I paused again, waiting for the inevitable question and Marc didn’t fail me.

“You really fuck your dad?”

“Of course I do,” I came back, “Not every father or mother fucks one of their kids but I’ve found it to be one of the most intimate times I can have with my father.”

“How does your husband feel about it?” Emily questioned me.

“He understands and supports me,” I answered, although I deliberately avoided trying to explain the rather complex situation I had to deal with when it came to my husband and incest. THAT would have taken the rest of the day to explain! “My husband knows the difference between fucking and making love so he knows that even when I have sex with other men besides my dad that it’s just for fun. I feel the same way when he has sex with other women. In fact, I think trusting one another enough to allow them then to enjoy themselves with other people is one of the things that has made our marriage so strong.”

Their questions seemed to be exhausted so it was time to move on with the lesson plan...

“OK then, it’s time to move on to the demonstration phase of today’s lesson. Just a few things I’d like to clear up before that starts. First, Coach Smith and I have never had sex before so this will be our first time, just as many of you have recently experienced or will experience sex for the first time soon. Second, when you have sex with someone there is usually lots of foreplay - kissing, oral, and such as we discussed in previous lessons. Today the objective of the lesson is to demonstrate sex so we’ll forego all that although again, it’s not something you should just gloss over when you do it for real. Usually it’s the foreplay that gets the girl wet and ready for sex and the boy good and erect although from the looks of things already, I doubt you’ll find most boys at school need much encouragement.”

I smiled and there were several giggles and a few blushes as every boy in class already had a full erection. Both Marc and Jason were already stroking theirs. I looked at Brian who was also already erect. Yeah, he was ready to fuck me! I felt a tingle of anticipation between my thighs. Thought I would never admit it to him, I was just as anxious for him to fuck me!

“OK then, as you can see, Coach Smith is ready. As for me, while I’m not exactly soaking wet, as you can see I’m a little excited about it myself.”

I leaned back against the desk and rubbed myself a little, then inserted a finger into my wet pussy and pulled it out so they could see the wetness. I put it in my mouth and tasted my sweetness.

“Girls, don’t be afraid to let the guy see how horny you are. Not only does my pussy taste good, I know it turns Coach Smith on even more to see me sucking my own pussy wetness off my finger after watching me touching myself, right Coach?”

Brian was slowly stroking his erection and just nodded but the hunger in his eyes was unmistakable.

“OK then,” I continued, “Now everyone has their own favorite position for sex, usually more than one. Let me be clear ... There is NO good or bad position for sex. The simple rule is if it feels good then do it. Personally, I like to start off on top and I highly recommend it for young girls for at least the first few times they have sex as it gives you complete control rather than having the guy get all worked up and go too fast.”

With that I laid out one of the matts and motioned for Brian to lay down on his back.

“It’s Ok if you want to come up and get a better view,” I told them, “Just be sure to stay out of Miss Marco’s line of sight.”

Until then I’d just ignored Michelle in the back of the class with her video camera. I figured the less I said about her the less the class would be intimidated by her videoing everything they did or said. I looked at her and she smiled appreciatively as she got into position where she would get a good view of Brian as he entered me.

I straddled Brian and then got on my knees. Even though I was sitting up straight his dick was just brushing my crotch. I tried to focus on the class but it was getting more difficult as my desires for Brian’s dick grew deeper and deeper.

“OK then, now some guys like to hold their dick as the girl drops down but personally I like doing it so I can direct it in me without a lot of fumbling around. Feel free girls to rub yourself with it first to get the head wet. Just pretend it’s a dildo or vibrator.”

I demonstrated by rubbing the head of Brian’s dick against my clit. I couldn’t help but shiver as it responded by sending a jolt through me! God I was ready for him to fuck me!

“OK, now watch as I hold him in place and then use my legs to control his entry into me. Take your time ... there’s no rush girls even though the guys might think otherwise!”

Slowly I dropped down on Brian’s hard cock. I looked in front of me and saw Emily watching with fascination as her father’s cock slowly disappeared into her teacher’s pussy inch by inch.

“You dad’s cock feel really good Emily,” I sighed and then groaned deeper as he bottomed out in me.

“Now from here it’s up to you girls. Sometimes I like to just sit on him and enjoy the feeling of him in me. This is also a good time to lean over and let him suck on your boobs or kiss him. When you’re ready just use your legs to lift up and then lower back down again.”

With ten pairs of eyes (more if you counted Michele) I closed my eyes at that point to concentrate better on Brian’s cock in me. Damn he had a great dick! Length isn’t as important to me as thickness and Brian was at the upper end of the scale in that department. I thought of his daughter watching and wondered how she would be able to take such a thick cock.

Silently, except for more sighs from me and grunts from Brian, we fucked for a couple of minutes. I’d of loved to continue but this WAS for instructional purposes so time to move on.

Lifting up until his wet dick dropped from my pussy, I stood up and took a deep breath.

“Not bad Coach,” I commented before addressing the class. “Now for me, I also like what is called ‘doggy style’ by most people. Watch now was I lean over my desk and Coach Smith enters me from behind.”

Which is exactly what happened. The room was deathly quiet as he positioned his adulterous cock between my legs and then I heard a few of them gasp as he plunged his horny dick into me until his hairy crotch was pressing tightly against my bare butt.

“That’s it ... fuck me,” I groaned as he thrust hard into me and then withdrew until he was almost out and then thrust hard again until he was tight up against my butt.

“Watch him guys ... see how he maximizes his thrusts into me by pulling out until just the head is in me? And girls, be sure to tell him how it feels ... let him know how much you want him in you.”

I noticed Michele was not only just recording Brian and me but she was moving around to capture the looks on the faces of everyone watching me. Several of the boys were now masturbating as well as some of the girls. She seemed to focus especially on Emily who was fingering herself as she watched her father fucking me.

After maybe five minutes I straightened up, signaling to Brian it was time to change positions. I turned an our faces were mere inches apart for a moment.

“Getting close?” I whispered. He nodded so I decided to go straight to my final position - missionary.

“OK, I mentioned I like to start on top but I also prefer to finish on the bottom. For me it’s just more intimate to have a guy on top of me, dominating me as he takes me, fucks me and then cums in me.”

It was my turn now to lay on my back on the mat. Brian wasted no time climbing aboard and I can’t say I wasn’t an anxious for him to be back inside of me. As I felt his cock fill me, I looked him in the eyes and whispered huskily, “Fuck me Brian ... make me cum ... cum inside of me.”

At this this point I just wanted him to fuck me and the heck with any instructional crap! I wrapped my legs around him, locking my ankles as I pulled him into me and lifted my hips to meet his cock as he drilled me.

“Oh my god ... FUCK ME!” I cried out as my orgasm finally lifted me to another level of pleasure. Everything conspired to make me cum harder than I had in ages ... fucking a married man - and fucking him in front of his daughter and son to boot, being watched by a class of young teens and preteens, Michele capturing every moment of bliss with her camera. God I loved it!

He grunted and I knew what was about to happen. “That’s it Brian ... fuck me ... cum inside of me ... give it to me!”

“Yes!” he called out as I felt him drive his adulterous dick into me as far as he could. Over and over I could feel him ejaculate inside of me, filling me to overflowing with his sperm. Finally he finished and he collapsed on me, bravely holding his weight off of me as he rested on his elbows.

I was breathing so hard at that point I barely heard a sigh as one of the girls must have cum. Then I felt something on my arm ... something warm and wet. What the heck, someone was cumming on me! Looking over I saw Jason looking at me sheepishly, his hand still on his still hard cock as drops of cum dripped from the tip.

“Sorry Miss Kelly, I couldn’t help it,” he apologized. Like what was I supposed to say?

Brian finally got off of me, his spent dick already dwindling. As good as I was feeling, I didn’t want to miss this opportunity to make a teaching point.

“Now look everyone, I want you to compare Jason’s dick to Coach Brian’s. Both of them just came yet while Coach Smith’s is getting smaller, Jason is still hard and ready to go again. It’s something for you girls to keep in mind. When you’re fucking a boy like Jason it can actually be a good thing to get him off the first time quickly so he’ll stay hard and last a little longer before he cums again. But if you have sex with an older man then you have to make it count as it will be a while now before he can do it again.”

I reached for a towel and started to reach to dabbed at my pussy but then realized I almost missed another teaching opportunity.

“OK, now everyone look at my pussy,” I said and when they had crowded around I continued, “See Coach Smith’s cum starting to leak out of me? Anyone know what this is called?”

“A cream pie,” Marc was quick answer. No doubt he’d seen enough of them on the Internet.

“That’s right Marc,” I said, “And girls ... guys LOVE to watch their cum leaking from you so be sure to let them see before you clean up. Sometimes I like to taste it - not to mention guys LOVE watching when I do.”

I reached down with one finger to cover it with his cum, now mixed with my pussy cum as well. Bringing it to my mouth, I licked it clean.

“Mmmmmmm, tastes great!”

For a moment I thought I might offer to let the class take a taste but then common sense won over. It wouldn’t have exactly been appropriate and with Michele recoding everything I wasn’t sure how the board would react had I done so. Speaking of which, I wondered how the school board had reacted last night to her first set of videos?

I cleaned myself off instead with the towel and stood up. Immediately more of Brian’s cum dripped from me and started to run down my thigh. Dang, he must have unloaded a gallon into me!

“Something to remember girls if you let a guy cum in you in a public place. If you don’t wear panties to catch it you could end up putting on quite a show if you’re not careful!

For the rest of the morning we went over the “demonstration” as well as conducting a Q&A session about having sex in general. I was a little surprised by the number of questions about incest. Apparently my comments about fucking my dad made them feel comfortable asking about it. Time just flew by and before I knew it the bell for lunch rang. They all started to run out before I caught them.

“Don’t forget to put some clothes on!” I warned them, “Nudity is still against the rules so while it’s OK in class you still have to put something on to cover up when going outside the classroom.”

The room quickly cleared out although I noticed a number of “unnecessary” clothing items were left behind. Well, the rules only stated that genitals not be visible, not that underwear was required. It seemed so quiet and still all of sudden without the kids as just Michele, Brian and I were left.

“I have to say Kelly, you certainly seemed to enjoy your so-called ‘demonstration’ this morning,” Michelle teased me. “And Brian, I hope you’re happy now. Finally got to bang her, eh?”

Brian tried to protest but she would have none of it. “Oh don’t even try Brian,” she said, “Everyone in school knows you’ve had the hots for her since she started.”

He just shrugged, she had him pegged after all. Then again, I guess I was the one who had been pegged!

Michele patted her video camera. “I have a feeling the school board is going to enjoy tonight’s update even more than last night’s.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, “and how did that go anyways?”

Michelle laughed. “Like how did you think it would? I don’t think there was a soft cock in the house ... or a dry pussy for that matter by the time it was over. I don’t even remember the last time we had a full attendance at a board meeting. I guess watching little kids masturbating will do that.”

“Can I get a copy of this morning’s lesson?” Brian asked, looking quite pleased with himself. We were both still naked and he’d long since recovered his erection.

“You’ll just have to wait until it’s released and buy your own copy,” Michelle answered. The look of surprise on my face must have told her I had no idea what she was talking about so she expanded by saying, “I’m sure you must have read it in the release form you signed Kelly. With the budget so tight this year the board figures we can cover everything by selling copies of your class to other schools - for purely instructional purposes of course.”

Of course ... yeah right!

Brian looked a little disappointed and then a light bulb must have gone off in his head. Turning to Michelle, he looked at me and then asked, “Hey, how about maybe you do a private one now of me fucking Kelly just for us?”

The jerk, he didn’t even ask me! Not that I necessarily wouldn’t mind him fucking me again, but the arrogance of just assuming I would ... and on video for him to take home and jerk off over as well. Fortunately Michelle’s response took care of things for me.

“Brian! You know this is not supposed to be just for you to get off. This is serious business and I’d appreciate it if you would treat it as such. Matter of fact, I believe based on Kelly’s lesson plan your presence is not required this afternoon so I think you should leave for the rest of the day.”

Knowing what would be happening this afternoon, Brian’s look of deep disappointment was quite genuine! Nonetheless, he knew better than to argue with Michele. She might LOOK like a bimbo but she was anything but.

Once Brian was gone, that left just Michele and me.

“No lunch today?” she asked.

“I brought my own, easier than having to get dressed again.”

Michele smiled at me. “You DO seem quite comfortable teaching in the nude. I have to say, you are the sexiest teacher I’ve ever watched in class. We made the perfect choice in choosing you.”

I felt my cheeks redden and then my heartrate rose as she moved even closer to me until she was right in front of me.

“You know Kelly, maybe one of these days you should stop by my office so we can discuss your future here ... amongst other things if you know what I’m saying.”

With her the back of her finger tracing lightly against my chin, it would have been impossible NOT to get her drift. In fact, if the lunch period wasn’t so short I wouldn’t have minded getting started right her and now!

Michele quickly stepped back as the first of the kids began trickling back from lunch. They were jabbering excitedly about how everyone had been so turned on at lunch listening to them telling them about Coach Smith and their teacher having sex. Before long they were all back and naked in their seats again without me having to prompt them. Sheesh, this was the best behaved class I’d ever taught!

“OK then, I hope you all had a good lunch,” I greeted them. They all seemed so excited and happy!

“So now, just like yesterday, you’ll have the opportunity to practice what you saw demonstrated this morning.”

The room went quiet instantly. I think perhaps they had suspected this was going to be the case but until I made my announcement and confirmed it, it hadn’t evidently sunk in.

“Now don’t anyone worry, There will be a few differences from yesterday. Unlike yesterday, you are not required to participate today. I know many of you are virgins and I fully understand if this is not how you had anticipated giving up your virginity.”

A look of relief showed on several of the girls although I didn’t detect the same on the boys. Then again, losing your virginity is a much bigger deal for a girl than a guy as for guys, who knows if he has done it or not? Some girls try to pull the, “I did it riding a horse” or some athletic event, some even admitted to doing it while masturbating. Still, I think most want to make that a special time to remember.

“Another change is that you don’t have to have sex necessarily with your partner. For some of you, your partner won’t want to participate today so you’re free to do it with anyone else in class ... except me of course.”

I swore a couple of boy’s looked a little disappointed at the last item!

“Lastly, while you’re free to choose whatever position you want, I expect that the boys will cum inside the girls. This is a lesson about sex, not making some porn movie, and proper sex dictates the guy stays in the girl when he cums.”

I couldn’t help but glance at Michele with her video camera after that remark. I guess some would say that that’s exactly what we WERE doing, making an underage porn movie. All the more reason I stick to the lesson plan and enforce the rules.

“Any questions?”

I’d expected quite a few so I was surprised when there was none. Either they were too intimidated to ask or too anxious to fuck. Maybe a bit of both? In any case, I told them they could get started whenever they wanted, pointing out the mats and towels.

Not surprisingly, both Jason and Mary didn’t waste any time. I had a feeling the old cliché about the football player and cheerleader was true in their case and no doubt this wasn’t going to be their first time doing it. Indeed, seeing how fast they got ready and she mounted him, there was little doubt remaining as Mary rode his dick like a pro.

Not surprisingly, both Julie and Emily quickly made it clear they weren’t losing their virginity this afternoon. I made sure to encourage them to stand by their beliefs so they would not feel any peer pressure was they watched their classmates get started. Of course that left Kyle and Marc without a partner. I saw Marc try to convince his sister to let him fuck her but I stepped in quickly to warn him it was inappropriate to do so and that he would have to wait his turn with one of the other girls. Clearly disappointed, he joined Kyle to watch Mary as she enjoyed fucking her partner.

Meanwhile, Debbi and Derek has been huddled and whispering. I stepped over to see if I could help.

“Derek’s still a virgin,” Debbi told me as if that explained their discussion.

“And you’re not I take it?”

“Oh no, I’ve been fucking my brother since last year,” she announced without a hint of concern in telling me. “He’s five years older than me you know.”

Actually I did NOT know but I wasn’t going to let on that I was at all surprised. Just goes to show you can’t read a book by its cover.

“So Derek, would you like to fuck Debbi today?” I asked softly, trying not to pressure him.

“I think so Miss Kelly, she’s really pretty,” he answered shyly.

“Well, sounds like she’s the perfect choice then given her experience. It’s always easier when one of you has done it before. My boyfriend was two years older than me the first time we did it and he was VERY experienced which helped a lot.”

“OK,” he told me. Then he looked at Debbi and smiled. “May I fuck you Debbi?”

Awwwwww, it was so sweet! The two teens were a perfect match for each other and I knew this was going to be special. I nodded towards Michele to make sure she captured as much as possible of them once they got started.

Speaking of being better when one or the other is experienced, I finally was able to check on Renee and Justin. They’d grabbed a mat and now Renee was in the same position I’d been in with Brian when we had started only it didn’t seem that they were having as much success.

“Everything OK?” I asked.

Renee looked flustered. She had her hand on Justin’s hard teen dick, trying to get it into her pussy without much success it seemed.

“He’s too big for me!” she said almost in tears now, “I can’t get it in me.”

“Justin, have you ever done this before? Renee?” I asked carefully.

Both of them shook their head. Oh boy, this was going to be more difficult than I’d anticipated.

“Are you wet Renee?”

“I guess so,” she answered shyly.

“Mind if I check?”

She shook her head again and pulled her hand back. I reached between her black thighs and pressed my finger against her pussy. Hmmmmmm, she was warm but definitely not ready for sex. I couldn’t even press the tip of my finger into her.

“I know this is supposed to be just instructional today but Jason, I think you need to help Renee. Renee, get on your back so Jason can eat your pussy.”

Dutifully she did as she was told. Justin seemed hesitant and I couldn’t blame him. We’d focused on masturbating and cock sucking but not pussy eating. I’d deliberately shied away from that as most young boys have a difficult time mastering the technique and with only four days I simply didn’t have the time to trach them properly. Reluctantly, I made a quick decision.

“Justin, just sit back for a moment. You can masturbate a little while watching but don’t cum if you can help it.”

Justin moved to the side and Renee looked at me questioningly as I moved down onto my knees between her black smooth pony legs. Rather than saying anything and spooking her I simply lowered my head until my tongue could reach her pussy and gently licked up her slit once and then looked up at her.

“Feel good?”

“Miss Kelly!” she gasped, “What are you doing?”

“Just relax Renee,” I answered soothingly, “I just need to get your pussy ready for Justin’s dick. Has anyone ever eaten your pussy before?”

Like the answer wasn’t obvious but it seemed to help break there ice. She shook her head as I lowered mine back to her pussy. Her young pussy smelled incredibly sweet! I almost felt more than saw Michele as she moved in for a close-up. I guess technically I was breaking the rules but then as I’d preached over and over, oral sex was not sex so in my mind this was permissible in an extreme situation such as this.

“Oh!” Renee gasped as I took her clit gently between my teeth and tugged as my tongue moved over it. I tried to wet her pussy as much as possible with my saliva to help move things along. After just a few minutes I felt she was ready. Taking my finger, I pushed it gently inside her pussy and smiled as it went in almost effortlessly until it met the barrier of her virginity. Well, THAT was about to be dealt with shortly!

“OK, I think you’re ready now.”

I couldn’t help but feel a little pleased with myself seeing the look of disappointment on her face. Oh well, she had better things waiting for her pussy than her teacher’s tongue and finger.

The two seventh graders resumed their position and this time Renee was able to easily position Justin at the entrance to her maidenhood. I watched, along with Marc and Kyle who seemed to find this more interesting than the slutty cheerleader and her football toy.

“Ugh!” she gasped as the head slipped inside of her. Luckily Justin was just barely fourteen so his dick wasn’t all that huge although he WAS stiff as a steel pipe which helped.

“That’s it, now take him slowly inside of you,” I encouraged her.

The stunning contrast of his pale stiff dick as it disappeared slowly into her dark wet crotch was as erotic a sight as anything I’d seen in ages. Both boys watching were stroking their cocks as they stared at the sight in front of them. Even Michelle couldn’t seem to keep her hand from between her legs as she tried to keep the camera on target.

“It hurts,” she whined as he went in further.

I smiled and rubbed her bare back with my hand. “Yes, it will for a bit but not you just need to drop down as fast and hard as you can. It’s like ripping off a Band-Aid - the faster you do it the better.”

Renee took a deep breath and then took my words to heart as she literally dropped her full weight onto Justin, sinking his dick completely inside of her until she was planted on his lap, he cute little butt seated on his crotch.

“OWWWWW!” she cried, tears rolling down her cheeks.

“Don’t move, just sit there for a few minutes and get used to it up inside of you,” Michele said. I looked up at her, surprised she had interrupted but she just smiled and shrugged.

“It feels so BIG!” she exclaimed. I noticed though she was staring to squirm a little, moving her hips to make him rotate inside of her.

“Just do what feels good now ... you saw what I did this morning.”

It wasn’t long before the cute black girl was riding her young steed like a pro. Well, some things just come natural I guess. I left them for the moment to check on the others. I was pleased to see Debbi riding Derek. It seemed all of them so had chosen to copy my performance earlier in the day which made me glad I’d picked this position.

Meanwhile, Jason must have already cum in Mary as he was sitting off to the side, watching her as she put on quite the slutty show of eating his cream pie. I motioned to Marc and Kyle to come over.

“Mary, do you mind if Marc and Kyle fuck you too? I believe their both virgins, right guys?”

The nodded and Marc was the first to step in. He must have been super horny as he just climbed aboard Mary as she laid back and plunged into her. Obviously “sloppy seconds” weren’t a concern for him. As we watched Marc fucking a girl for the first time, marc turned to me as if he had something he wanted to say.

“Something you need to tell me?” I tried to encourage him. Finally he blurted it out.

“I don’t want to fuck Mary,” he said quietly as if he didn’t want her to hear. “She’s a slut and all the guys do her.”

Well, no wonder he didn’t want her to hear! Naturally I wasn’t about to force him to fuck anyone no more than I did the girls so I gave him a hug and even let my breasts press against him.

“How about another BJ from Emily and Julie instead?” I proposed. Emily had been watching everything from her chair, slowly masturbating. Kyle nodded with a smile.

“Well, I’m sure of you ask them, she will.”

Like there was any risk in THAT, LOL. Sure enough, within minutes both girls were off to the side, each licking his shaft like a lollipop taking turns engulfing Kyle’s hard cock.

It didn’t take long for the boys to all cum and not surprisingly they were all still hard so I encouraged them to switch partners. I wasn’t sure how Renee would feel having just lost her virginity but she was a trooper and coupled with Derek now that he was no longer a virgin as well.

The next hour or so was filled with the sight of these middle schoolers all enjoying what comes natural to them. Michele was positively gleaming as she captured as much as possible. Yet all too soon it was time for class to end.

“OK, now girls don’t forget to be careful and clean up so you don’t get seen with cum dripping from you.”

“What if we WANT to be seen?”

Who else but Mary would ask such a question. Somehow I doubted this would be the first time she’d been seen with cum down her leg or on her face.

Ooops ... I almost forgot - homework!

“Hold on!” I called to them before they could escape, “Homework for tonight!” The all said in unison, “OK, What is it Miss Kelly?”

Wow, for maybe the first time in my career I had a class that was looking forward to my homework assignment!

“OK then, tonight I want you to strip when you get home and stay naked all night. When your parents watch you masturbate I want you to ask them to tell you about the first time they had sex so you can tell the rest of the class tomorrow.”

I think I surprised them with that one but they all seemed game so maybe I should have thought of something more exciting? Oh well, too late I guess as they rushed out.

“Damn Kelly, the board meeting tonight is going to be something else,” Michele said to me as I dressed. “That little black girl, Renee is it? I almost came watching her take that white dick in her for the first time. I was even more amazed when she took two more afterwards. Shit, I could barely walk after my first time!”

We both laughed as I gathered my things and headed out. Well, one more day!


Chapter 6: Day Four - Parent Day

Day Four. Well, technically half-day as it was scheduled to end at noon. The reason was the parents were invited today and scheduling a full day would have been hard to get full participation. As it was I was a little anxious as far as attendance went. True, they had all signed the waiver which stipulated they would be here today but as teacher I knew how often parents blew off things they had promised they would do.

Michele arrived early, walking in just after me.

“Not stripping today?” she teased me. I gave her a look as she knew better. The kids might be accustomed to seeing me nude but not their parents. Best not to hit them up too fast with anything given my plans for the day.

I breathed a sigh of relief as the kids slowly trickled in. Along with each was a pair of parents. Actually I’d read that this had somewhat restricted the pool of potential students as so many kids today have single or divorced parents. I’d had the custodian set up extra chairs behind each of the student chairs for the parents and by the time the bell rang everyone was seated. The room felt a little packed with three times the number of people but it would do.

I welcomed everyone, introduced myself and Michele, and thanked the parents for all making the effort to join today. I surveyed everyone as I did, looking for any potential problems but so far, so good.

“And I’d like to offer a special thanks for Coach Smith for volunteering to assist in this week’s demonstrations,” I finished, pointing over to Brian who was seated next to his wife. Barbie’s expression I’d given them all nametags) was difficult to read. Was she unhappy about her husband’s eagerness to participate or was she just trying not to show her feelings? Either way, it made me wonder a little how the home front was doing.

From there I showed a presentation about how the class had come about, the goals of the class, and the lesson schedule we’d followed up to this point. I turned to them and smiled. “Like all classes, there was homework assigned which I’m sure all the parents are aware of.”

Everyone laughed and I continued, “Hopefully it helped you to better understand your child’s sexual development as well, and the fact that even at this age they are sexual creatures with needs and desires no different in many ways than yours.”

A few of the parents nodded and I saw a mixture of knowing smiles along with a few frowns as well. Oh well, not like you can please everyone.

“One of the things I hope came across was the progress we made this week with regards to nudity. I realize we pushed a little in that area but it’s important that kids at this age become comfortable with their bodies and development.” I paused for a moment and then addressed my class saying, “So with that, why don’t we show the parents the new dress code we’ve been following this week?”

Dress code ... as in no dress code. Without hesitation all the kids quickly removed their clothes. I waited until they were seated and then did the same explaining, “It wouldn’t be proper to expect the kids to be nude without me being naked as well.”

As I stood nude at the front, I noticed a couple of the fathers eyeing me a little closer now. Frankly, I’d have been embarrassed if they hadn’t! the situation also offered me an opportunity to make another point.

“You’ll notice the boys all have erections. That’s a perfectly normal response for boys at this age and I imagine a few of the fathers right now are responding the same. One of the things we’ve stressed this week is the accept our body’s natural responses and to embrace masturbation as a means to deal with it. You’ll notice several of the boys masturbating now, as well as some of the girls.”

Renee was one of the girls with her hand between her legs. I also noticed something I hadn’t mentioned - her other hand slowly stroking Justin’s hard young cock. I wasn’t about to say anything about it. After all, just yesterday he’d taken her virginity so it was only natural she feel closer to him today.

“So ... any questions so far?” I asked before continuing.

Asking was sort of mandatory but I’d sort of hoped to get by this stage with as few questions as possible, preferably none. However that wasn’t to be as several hands went up. I called on Julie’s mother first.

“So apparently yesterday the school I pay taxes for conducted an orgy. Do you think that’s showing due responsibility for our children?”

Whoa! Maybe I should have tried someone else but now I was stuck so I responded saying, “I certainly do. It’s been my experience the kids who have issues with unwanted pregnancies, STDs and such are those we ‘protect’ from such knowledge. I believe, was well as the school board, that allowing students to engage in supervised sexual activities will actually reduce such instances.”

Before she could answer, I called on Tyrone, Renee’s father.

“My daughter was a virgin when the week started and now it appears she is a slut. I was flabbergasted last night when she told me that she had sex with not just one but THREE boys yesterday. PLUS, apparently she was prepared for this by her teacher eating her pussy. Now look at her, she’s masturbating and jerking off the boy next to her right in front of all of us!”

“Your point?” I asked him rather directly.

Renee’s father looked flustered, as if he couldn’t believe I’d answered that way. “I’m just saying ... look at my little girl!”

“I am ... just as several of the other parents are and I don’t think any of them are bothered by it so why should you?”

With that he just folded his arms and sat back but I noticed he couldn’t keep his eyes of his naked little daughter either. Finally I called on Laurie, Derek’s mother.

“I just wanted to say I think what you’re doing is wonderful,” she burst out, “My son was ecstatic last night when he came home and told us about how you helped him with his partner there. I’m so glad he was learned so much beforehand so that it was something he’ll treasure now for the rest of his life.”

I couldn’t ask for a better introduction to the final lesson for the morning so I just thanked her and moved on.

“I’m sure you all have more questions and I just want you to know I’m always available to answer them after class. Based on some of the questions and concerns raised this morning I think it’s the perfect time to move on to the final part of the week’s program. I have found that most of the people with concerns have them because they don’t fully understand what is being taught and how these lessons apply to their families as well as just their kids. So now I’d like to offer to all the parents the opportunity to gain a better understanding.”

Pausing, I noticed several parents shifting in their seats, perhaps uncomfortable with where this was going? Maybe more like anxious for things to get going?

Just then Derek gasped and Renee quickly dropped to her knees and took his dick into her mouth just as he started to cum. The room went quiet as everyone watched the little black girl eagerly gulp down his cum and then sit back up, wiping her mouth with her finger and then licking off the little bit of his sperm that had spilled out.

“Oh my god,” Tyrone muttered.

“It’s OK daddy, I like doing it,” Renee assured her father. I seized the opportunity to break the ice.

“Renee, is there anything else you would like to tell your daddy? Anything else you would like to show him?”

Renee looked at me shyly but I smiled and nodded to her. Her face brightened as she turned to her dad.

“Daddy, I want to suck you dick too. I love you daddy”

Her father’s mouth dropped open and he just sat there speechless.

“That’s wonderful Renee,” I encouraged her further, “Show everyone here now how good you can make your daddy feel.”

Tyrone started to protest but I cut him off saying, “I believe you signed a waiver stating you would participate in all classroom activities. Besides, don’t even try telling me you don’t want your beautiful little girl sucking your dick.”

“Please daddy?” Renee pleaded, “I want everyone to see how good I can make you feel now.”

Tyrone just huffed but he stood up and undid his belt and pants allowing his daughter to pull them down to his knees with his boxers. His cock sprang up and any protest on his part about not wanting this melted away with the heat of his erection!

“Watch me daddy,” Renee told him in a sultry tone. She was following everything she’d been taught, making eye contact, teasing him, using her tongue and hands in addition to her mouth. As she worked on her father I turned to the rest of the class.

“Would anyone else like to show their father’s what they learned this week?”

After seeing Renee volunteering and the response of her father as his head dropped back, groaning with the pleasure his daughter was giving him, all four of the others stood up as one and turned to their fathers. None of them wanted to be the odd man out so in unison they dropped their pants and before long all of them were groaning along with Tyrone. I was so proud of them!

All five mothers were fixated on the activity next to them as their husband received his first blowjob from her daughter. It seemed none of them care that the principal was capturing every moment on video!

Turning to the mothers, I explained how I hadn’t taught the boys to eat pussy but encouraged them to give them lessons at home. Then looking at the boys, each of them stiff and holding their dicks, I asked, “Ok then, how many of you would like to fuck your mothers?”

Both Laurie (Derek’s mom) and Nancy (Justin’s mom) blushed and put their hands to their face as if they couldn’t believe what I’d just said. On the other hand, Barbie had her eyes fixed on Marc’s erection while Carrie (Kyle’s mom) had this look of interest while Melanie (Jason’s mom) just licked her lips gazing at her naked son. All but Kyle had now fucked at least one other girl and I wondered if his mom knew he was still a virgin. Well, not for long.

“Mom, I want you to be my first,” Kyle spoke up, gripping his cock almost in desperation. Carrie smiled and held her arms out to take her naked son into her breasts.

“And your mom has always dreamed of being your first,” she cooed softly.

The matts were laid out and before long the room was filled with sexual activity. Michele and I walked about, encouraging one couple an then another. It was so hot seeing so many sons fucking their moms. So far as I knew it was the first time for all of them which made it all the more special.

“Oh daddy!” I heard someone cry out and I quickly looked to see who it was to make sure everything was OK. Well, well ... so the man who made the biggest deal about his daughter becoming a slut was now the first one to fuck his daughter. Tyrone was lying on his back with his beautiful young daughter mounted firmly on his incestuous erection. Apparently she had just taken him as her eyes were wide open and the look on her face was a mixture of surprise and sexual desire. Putting aside any racists clichés about the size of black dicks, I had no doubt her father’s cock was significantly larger than any of the young boys who had fucked her yesterday and having just lost her virginity the day before she was no doubt still a little sensitive. Regardless she soon started slowly humping her dad.

“Happy now?” I said half-teasingly to him as I squatted down beside them.

“Oh my god yes!” he groaned as his hands griped his naked young daughter’s hips and helped her set a pace.

“I bet you’ve wanted to fuck her long before now, am I right?”

Tyrone took his eyes off his teen daughter just long enough to look at me. “God yes ... but I never could admit it before today.”

He turned back to Renee and moaned, “God baby, you feel so tight!”

Renee was beaming now, obviously proud that she could please her father so well. I turned my attention to the others, satisfied that they didn’t need me pestering them further. Right next to them was Julie and her father. She was still sucking his dick and I had to say that she was doing quite well with such a large dick for being so young. From the look on her dad’s face I’d say he would strongly agree.

I gently stoked my hand over little Julie’s bare back and couldn’t resist a quick squeeze of her tiny little butt. Her bottom was so small and firm!

“Is there something you want to tell your daddy Julie?” I asked, hoping to help her get the courage to tell her dad what I knew she wanted so badly. She’d held out yesterday from losing her virginity and I had a pretty good idea why ... not to mention WHO she was waiting for.

Julie and Ralph both looked at me as did her mom sitting beside them. She hadn’t said a word the whole time her daughter had sucked her husband’s cock but she didn’t seem upset or worried. If anything she had her hand between her legs, night quite into her crotch but I had a feeling she was close to getting it there.

Julie looked at her dad, then her mom and back to her dad again. “Daddy, I want you to be my first. Please?”

Ralph looked at Marsha who just smiled and nodded. With that Ralph stood up and quickly undressed while Julie stood next to her mom who put her arms around her naked little girl and hugged her. Now naked, her dad gently laid her on her back on the floor and kissed her as I’m sure he never kissed her before. As he did I leaned over to his wife and whispered in her ear.

“You know you can be a part of this as well,” I said softly. She looked at me curiously so I continued, “Lick her pussy ... Make your daughter ready for her father.”

Marsha’s eye’s widened but I could see in her eyes the desire. She seemed almost as anxious now as her father. Without undressing, she quickly took my suggestion to heart and had her head between Julie’s thin little legs and began licking her naturally bald pussy.

“Oh mommy!” Julie sighed and I saw Michele hustling over with the video camera to catch it all.

I knew I should be checking on the others but a quick glance showed me everything seemed to be fine. Something about this cute little teenager tugged at my heart and I couldn’t tear myself away. Eventually Ralph was on top of Julie, her mom’s hand guiding her husband’s lust-filled cock into her daughter’s tiny pussy which she’d so skillfully prepared. Michele moved in for a close-up as Ralph entered his daughter, taking her virginity swiftly and soon was coupled with his daughter in the most intimate manner a father can be with his daughter. It was the sweetest moment yet of the entire week!

Speaking of young teens ... I looked over and saw that Brian was already fucking Emily. Damn, I’d missed it! I looked at Michele who saw where I was looking who winked and pointed at the camera. Cool! She must have captured that before she’d come over to watch Julie’s deflowering.

“So Brian, I guess you won’t be needing me anymore,” I teased him as he fucked Emily. Right beside Emily was her mother with Marc’s cock filling her pussy. She was holding hands with Emily and then I watched as she turned and kissed her young daughter. For a virgin, or should I say ex-virgin, Emily was taking her dad’s cock pretty well. Well, if he was fucking her as well as he’d fucked me it would be a moment she would treasure in her heart forever. As a faculty member, I wondered if he would be able to get a copy of the video later?

Brian and Barbie were the only parents fortunate to have a son and a daughter in the class. The rest of the parents were stuck where one had to watch the other fucking their son or daughter. It was sort of a social experiment for me to observe the differences in reactions. In cases where the son was fucking his mom, the fathers seemed more distant and standoffish whereas where the dad was fucking his daughter, the mom’s seemed much more involved such as Julie’s mom had been.

The WAS one notable exception and I might have missed it if Michele hadn’t motioned me to come over and observe where she was currently filming.

The last I’d seen of Justin the tall basketball player had been fucking his mom as I assume he’d probably dreamed of doing for a couple of years by now. What surprised me was seeing his father had also stripped and was bent over sucking on his wife’s boobs with his eyes locked on where he could see his son’s cock drilling his wife’s hairy pussy. I wasn’t sure why Michele seemed so anxious for me to see but maybe she knew something I didn’t?

Well, she must have overhead something or known about Jaryd’s bisexual nature as just as Justin started to cum in his mom, after a couple of ejaculations he pulled out and his dad took the rest in his mouth! Then to top it off he snowballed his son’s sperm with his wife! Nancy eagerly swallowed every drop and I couldn’t help but think this wasn’t going to be the last time they had a family get-together.

It was getting close to lunch time and the end of the class but what had developed into a full-scale orgy wasn’t about to end from what I could tell. No longer was it just incestuous sex but the parents and kids were swapping and I couldn’t even keep track anymore of who had fucked who. Fortunately Michele had it all captured on video so maybe later someone would put together a listing of the various combinations.

Just when I thought Michele and I were going to be the only ones not to have any fun, Brian and Tyrone were talking and together they approached me and Michelle. Barbie was with them as well while Paula, Renee’s mother, was taking advantage of the opportunity to get fucked by several middle school boys.

“We just wanted to say thank you to both of you for all you’ve done this week,” Tyrone started out.

“Incredible indeed!” Brian exclaimed, “I don’t think either of us ever dreamed we’d be able to take out daughter’s virginity ... especially like this.”

“So we wanted to show you out gratitude,” Tyrone picked it back up. With that the two of the them gripped their dicks and smiled.

“Michele, what do you say? It’s been a while,” Brian offered with a grin.

“Yeah, like almost a week,” she laughed.

“Here, I’ll take over the camera duties,” Barbie offered, reaching to take the video camera from Michele.

Meanwhile Tyrone had his hand on his dick stroking it slowly. “When was the last time teacher had a big black cock?”

Personally, it didn’t matter to me what color it was, it just looked delicious!

Michele quickly stripped while I started sucking on Tyrone. Soon she was doing the same to Brian as the two men leaned back on the table in front as the two of us worked their cocks back to full erection status.

As it turned out, what was happening served a double purpose. Not only were we finally getting laid after watching all the sex for the past couple of hours, it seemed everyone else was interested in watching us. Well, I was wondering how to bring things to a close and I couldn’t think of a better means.

As our audience watched, Brian and Tyrone fucked me and Michele. It was the first time I’d seen Michele naked and she looked HOT! Barbie made sure everything was captured on video although I wondered what the board would say about the lapse in professionalism. Frankly, feeling Tyrone’s adulterous cock in me, at the moment I couldn’t have cared less.

“Cum in her daddy,” I heard to the side of me and there was Renee, her mother right behind her as they watched their father and husband fuck me. Indeed he did, filling me with his hot sperm which was quite remarkable considering he’d just done the same with his daughter’s tight pussy not long before.

“You can do it,” I heard her mom say to her as her dad finished and pulled out of me. Paula gave Renee a little nudge and she moved up close to me. I’d just rolled over onto my back to catch my breath and watched as she pushed my knees apart and kneeled down between my thighs. Brian had just finished in Michele and now everyone was watching as this gorgeous little black girl ate her daddy’s sperm from her teacher’s pussy. I think I was the first pussy she’d ever eaten but with everyone watching she didn’t hesitate and soon she’d brought me to a stunning climax!

Wow, now that was the way to end a class! I couldn’t think of anything else to say as everyone dressed and I watched as father’s put their arms around their daughters and sons left with their hands pressed on their mother’s butts. Michele and I were finally left alone.

“Well Kelly, I’d say this week was a stunning success!” Michele complimented me, “I’m sure we’ll get the funding now to continue once the board sees today’s video.”

“Well, I couldn’t have done it without you,” I sighed. My head was still spinning from the fucking Tyrone had given me followed his daughter giving me such an incredible orgasm. “So is that it?”

Michele moved up close to me until our warm sweaty bodies pressed tightly together. She kissed me and then I felt her hot breath on my face as she said, “I think there’s one more thing we need to do.”

Oh yeah, I was going to get that promotion for sure now!
