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Priscilla was bored. She’d tried to
like football. Watching those big, muscular thugs ram into each
other like mac trucks had a certain appeal. And she had to admit
that seeing the guy bending over as the quarterback stared at his
butt was somewhat sexy. Then the ball is shot right through that
triangle his legs are making and into the hands of the quarterback
etc, etc.

What she didn’t like was her date’s
hand resting on her thigh. Perhaps she was suppose to like it. But
she didn’t. Maybe if that hand had been her math teacher’s hand,
she might have been turned on. But not Brad’s hand. Still, Brad was
the guy to catch in this high school. Every school had one of
those. The guy that is supposed to be Mr. Hotness itself. Here, it
was Brad. And she was Brad’s date because she was supposed to be
Miss Hotness itself. The one goes with the other. Right?
Unfortunately for Priscilla, Brad made her want to barf. She’d
rather be under the desk of her math teacher’s and sucking his
dick.

Instead she was with Mr. Dickhead.
She’d gone out with him many times. They had their own crowd. They
were the in of the in crowd. If Priscilla had a secret illicit
affair with her married math teacher, she would find herself in the
out crowd. Secrets never stayed secrets around here. That was okay,
she guessed. She could still count on her fantasy of Mr. Synder
giving it to her to make her come in bed at night.

Maybe she should just pretend Brad
was Mr. Synder. No telling where that would lead. Certainly closer
to somewhere than had happened with Mr. Synder. Why did she fall
for the hardest ones to get? Mr. Synder had not so much as looked
at her. That was just weird. She knew she had big breasts. Her face
was cute and her blond hair fell in beautiful ringlets. Plus she
was tall with shapely legs. She could have any guy in the entire
high school. But she couldn’t get Mr. Synder. She tried to get him
interested.

One time after class she went up to
his desk to ask some math question and he pointed to a page in the
text and told her to go home and work out all the problems instead
of just the assigned ones. Now what kind of an answer is that?
She’d leaned over until her tits practically fell out of her
blouse. He never flinched.

Suddenly Brad was standing. Everyone
was standing. Good grief there must be a touchdown or something.
Priscilla stood so that she would not stand out. But her mind was
else where. She’d made herself hot thinking about her math teacher.
She kept wondering what it would be like to do it with him. She was
still a virgin. She’d had opportunities and she guessed that most
of the other girls had gone all the way. But she didn’t feel the
time was right. Certainly the guy wasn’t right. Now if it had been
Mr. Synder….

Everyone stopped cheering and sat
back down. Priscilla sighed and continued with her fantasy. If
things went the way she would have liked, she would have done it
with Mr. Synder in the following scenario, well, one of a couple
Priscilla had dreamed up when she masturbated at night.

She’d meet him after class in
the classroom. She would stand before the blackboard looking at the
problem he’d put up there with the dry erase marker. Numbers and do
dads. He’d say to her while he stood behind her,
take the marker and solve the problem
Priscilla. Then he’d put his hands on her waist. She’d
have the marker in her right hand but she would be trembling,
almost losing her grip on the thing.

Then Mr. Synder would say, “Come on,
look at the equation and find the factors.” She would feel one of
his hands stray from her waist to her leg. He would move his hand
down her leg and gather the fabric of her skirt in his hand and
start to bring his hand up her leg. She’d separate her legs
slightly. Thinking about this got her so hot. Her pussy would be
burning up, waiting for him to raise her skirt higher. And he
would. He would pull the skirt up with his hand until he reached
her butt.
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