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His hand rested on my ass
cheek for a moment, and then he lifted the back of my skirt up and
tucked it into my waistband. I stiffened as I felt cool air flow
over my bare thighs. I was wet. I was getting embarrassingly wet.
Why was I so incredibly turned on?



In class with a teacher determined to instill discipline, you don't
want to be the student caught doing the wrong thing ...


Bad Student is a three story bundle of
classroom domination as intense and forbidden as it
gets.









Preview






He spanked me again. "You've been forgetting to
count," he chided me.

"S - sorry, sir," I moaned.

His hand traced up the inside of my thigh. I gasped
as it caressed over my hot, swollen lips. He paused, and retraced
his steps with teasing fingers. I screwed my eyes shut and bit my
lip to keep from making a sound as I buried my face in my arm. But
even that wasn't enough to stifle my gasp of amazement and ecstasy
as he slid a finger into my wet hole. It slipped in easily. God I
was so wet.

"Well," he said, dominating my thoughts with his
stroking finger, "I guess you're getting a little distracted. You
seem to like being called a bad girl."

I couldn't answer. I was grinding my hips back into
his hand, only aware of how good it felt. I couldn't stop myself
from wanting this and more.

"You like being taught a few manners," he went on.
"Tell me you do."

"I - like it, sir," I gasped.

"You like getting it rough."

"Yes, sir. Ohhh fuck!" I pressed my face harder into
my arm, trying not to give in to the writhing pleasure inside me.
It was too much. How on earth could I think straight?
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Caught
in Class






"Come on, Brad," Katie said, putting a hand out on
his arm. "You're, like, super smart, right? I can totally
tell."

She smiled at him encouragingly, trying to look both
admiring and embarrassed at the same time. She wasn't good at this
sort of thing. People usually did her favors because they said she
was pretty or because she would pout of they said no. But now that
she was a freshman in college, it seemed her tactics had to change.
Well, that and her study habits. If she'd done the class work she
wouldn't be in the position of begging Brad to let her copy off
him, after all, but what was done was done.

"Please?" she pleaded. "Maybe we can hang out
sometime and you can help me study. That way I'll really get it and
not have to bug you and stuff."

Brad was cute, but not the most assertive. She
wouldn't go around saying things to just anyone, but with Brad it
seemed relatively safe.

The dark-haired guy shifted a little and glanced
down at the worksheets in question. Then, probably without
realizing how obvious he was being, he glanced at her. His eyes
lingered on the young, full breasts under her tight sweater and the
way her long, soft thighs ran up a long way before disappearing
into her skirt.

Katie felt a little blush come into her cheeks, but
stayed steady.

"I don't know," he waffled. "If you copy all of this
off me, won't you have a hard time when we get tested on it next
week?"

Katie put on a long face. "I know. It's terrible. I
can't believe I put myself in this position. I've been really bad.
I've been a bad girl, Brad. But it's too late now, isn't it? Class
starts in twenty minutes. Please?"

He sighed and made a face. "Well, okay, but just
this once."

She beamed at him. "You're amazing, Brad. Thank you!
I'm going to tell everyone what a cool guy you are." She gave him a
little hug, and was surprised to feel how muscular his back and
shoulders were. She drew back, a little flustered. "I guess now I
just have to be careful Professor Wilkins doesn't get suspicious
about how I became such a brainiac overnight," she joked.

But maybe in the end it wasn't really that funny.
She turned the papers in class without hiccup, and everything
seemed to have turned out fine. But when class met again two days
later, she started getting a strange feeling Professor Wilkins was
eyeing her a bit during lecture. Halfway through she

started getting nervous, and when the end of class
arrived and he asked her to hang back a moment, it was more of a
dreadful confirmation than a real surprise.

"Ah, yes, Professor Wilkins? Is there something
wrong?"

Professor Wilkins was a handsome man in his early
forties. He had bright grey eyes and dark brown hair that was only
just starting to speckle with grey at his temples. His strong jaw
was set in a pensive look as he evaluated the pretty blonde
nineteen year old before him looking with questioning eyes and
whose cheerfulness seemed more than a little forced.

Instead of speaking, he turned to the board behind
him and scribbled a piece of funny looking mathematical notation.
He turned back. "Do you happen to know what that symbol is,
Katie?"

She studied it and shrugged. "I guess not,
professor."

He nodded. "Well, it's called a Riemann sum. You
used it frequently in the proofs you handed it for this past
assignment."

Katie froze, her eyes wide. "Oh, of course," she
back-tracked. "I just thought you meant what the -" but the look on
Professor Wilkins's face made it clear it wasn't worth
continuing.

"Well," the older man said, "I have a bit of a
curious streak. One of my vices, I guess. I went looking for
another assignment whose answers looked like yours, and only one
really matched. It actually wasn't that hard; his proofs are
consistently the best in the class. My only real unanswered
question is why would such a bright young man would let you use him
like that?"

"I -" Katie started to defend herself, deny it, do
something, but she didn't have the faintest idea where to
start.

He waited politely for her to continue, but she
simply looked at him, her face steadily reddening, until she had to
let her gaze drop to the floor.

"Well, maybe it's not such a mystery how a pretty
thing like you could get someone to give you what you want. I bet
you're pretty good at it."

She couldn't bear to raise her eyes to meet his, so
she just shrugged.

"Well, I'm probably not the first person to tell you
that that's not how nice, considerate young ladies behave. It's not
nice. It's taking advantage of someone, don't you think?"

She tried unsuccessfully to swallow. She'd always
liked Professor Wilkins, and hearing him chastise her like this was
excruciating. Worst of all, she'd had just the littlest bit of a
guilty crush on him, and seeing men angry always seemed to turn her
on just a bit. She clenched her thighs together and folded her arms
across her front, staring fixedly at the floor.

"There are consequences to your actions, miss," he
went on. "And in this case there are consequences for cheating, and
there are consequences for flirting to get what you want."

She nodded.

"The consequence of the first is expulsion, did you
know that?"

She sucked in a breath and looked up at him, her
eyes wide. But his expression wasn't vindictive. What it was took
her aback a little, and made the heat rise in her face all the
faster.

"The problem with flirting around to get you want,
on the other hand, is that one day you'll run into a man who knows
exactly what you're about and how to handle you."

He was looking at her, taking her in with slow,
unabashed eyes. They lingered as they moved up and down her soft
form, and she felt the heat spreading from her face and across her
body. The energy of his cool, confident gaze made her actually
tingle.

She returned his look, her own eyes wide and
questioning. There was no doubt who was in control of the
situation, but she felt she needed to say something to show she was
willing to play along.

"Please don't tell," she said. "It - it was a
mistake. I shouldn't have done it."

"No," he agreed. "You shouldn't have."

"Isn't there some way, maybe, that I can learn my
lesson without the administration finding out?"

He smiled faintly. It was an incredibly attractive
expression on his face, but right now it made her as nervous as it
made her relieved.

"I know I have to be punished," she went on
softly.

He stood up from his chair and circled around his
desk to stand in front of her. His broad, powerful chest was at her
eye level, and his commanding presence so close made it hard to
breathe. Her legs felt weak, like they could barely support her.
She looked up to meet his gaze.

"I - I know what I did was wrong," she said
softly.

"You do?"

She nodded.

He put out a hand and pushed a strand of hair off
her face and tucked it behind her ear.

"Well, that's a start," he murmured. "But I have a
feeling this isn't the first time."

She was looking up into his eyes. When she shook her
head, even she didn't know whether she was agreeing or denying. All
she knew was how close he was.

"I've been watching you in the back of my class," he
said. "I think you're a bright girl who's had everything come just
a little too easily to her for her own good. People around you just
see a pretty face, but that's not all I see."

"No?" He was standing so close to her. When she took
in a breath the air was rich with the musk of his body, masculine
and intense.

"No. I see a young woman who needs to be put in her
place and made to work for what she gets. I can let this little
'accident' slide, but I'll have to convince myself you're learning
that toying with people isn't a game. Do you know what I mean?"

"I -" she fell silent. She wasn't sure.

He put out a hand and cupped her breast. She
stiffened, paralyzed by the sudden, intense sensation of his touch.
Her heart felt like it was going to beat out of her chest. She had
never in her life been this wet.

His hand pressed into her young breast, massaging
and caressing as her nipple stiffened and pushed out even through
her bra and shirt.

"Get on your knees."

The thought of disobeying never crossed her mind.
Her body was flooded with every feeling and desire that could
possibly scream 'I want this.' Even her mouth was watering. How
exactly had she ended up in this situation? She didn't have time to
try to remember.

She sank obediently to her knees as his hand
returned to her head. His fingers combed through her hair and
gripped her head. It only lasted an instant, but that flickering
sensation of complete powerlessness was new and thrilling beyond
anything she'd ever felt before.

He put a hand to his belt and it opened with a
click. Looking now at his groin in nervous but eager anticipation,
she could see a hardening shape pressed against the cloth. He slid
his pants down and freed the thick cock with a flick that made her
suck in a breath. She could see it still stiffening as hot blood
engorged it with each beat of his pulse.

It was the first time she'd ever seen one in person.
It was so much bigger than she'd expected, but her body knew
exactly how to respond and exactly what she wanted. She didn't have
a spare thought to second-guess herself. All she knew is that he
made her feel dominated and desired, and she wanted to please him
more than she wanted anything.

She leaned forward and ran her tongue along the
underside of his shaft. It was hot on her tongue. It felt alive,
and she knew to look at it and him how he could make her moan and
yell if he wanted to take her. But not right now. Right now, he
wanted her mouth.

She put her warm, wet lips to his tip and encircled
him tentatively. A shudder of pleasure ran up his body.

His cock was fully erect now. It stood out long and
thick and incredibly hard. The thought that she turned him on so
much made her eager to do more. She took several inches into her
wet mouth and then drew back. In and out again, exploring the
ridges and contours of his cock and the soft skin stretched over
rock-hard erection. She'd never expected sucking on a cock could be
so enjoyable in and of itself. She was intensely wet and felt her
body yearning to take him inside of her, but this was enough for
now. She was quickly growing comfortable moving on him, sliding her
mouth over him, and taking him ever deeper.

He put an encouraging and in her hair and she felt
him groan in satisfaction. The scent of sex and of him filled her
nostrils. It was intoxicating.

His hand on the back of her head pressed harder,
urging her to take more of him in. When she continued to struggle
he took control. His fingers gripped her hair and pulled her in
until she felt his cock in the top of her throat. She fought for
air. She had never felt so used and powerless, and never expected
to enjoy it so fucking much.

His hand tightened in her hair and she sensed he was
getting close. She put up a hand and felt his full, heavy balls.
She cupped his ass in her other hand and reveled in how good it
felt. She didn't want it to be over. It could have gone on for
hours, but she could sense that it wouldn't. His instincts took
over, thrusting his groin into her mouth in the animal surge to
empty into her.

With a throb and great spurts, he came down her
throat. She felt the hot liquid surge into her, and drew back just
as the last of it entered her. Her tongue found his tip and sampled
its salty, ammonic taste as she licked him clean.

She looked up at him. He was panting. His face was
one of intense pleasure and satisfaction. When he looked down at
her, he put a hand to her cheek and stroked it appreciatively.

"Jesus," he breathed. "You're fucking
incredible."

She smiled a bit shyly and sat back on her heels.
Her eyes flicked back to his cock, still wet from her mouth.

He gathered himself back into his pants, although
the bulge remained prominent.

"I hope you've learned something," he said. "Don't
play games you're not ready for or promise things you can't back
up. Most importantly, do your work, or we'll wind up right back
here, do you understand?"

She nodded.

"Good," he said. "Now get up."

He watched her appreciatively as she lifted herself
to her feet. As she turned to leave, he gave her a last parting
little slap on the ass and she hurried off to her next class.

 


The rest of the day was incredibly hard to get to.
She had never been so turned on. Halfway through her next class she
had to sneak to the bathroom and try to find some kind of relief.
She stuffed her fist into her mouth as one or two rubs of her clit
brought her to a climax that it felt like she had been holding in
for years.

"Oh God!" she gasped into the thankfully empty
women's bathroom of the Pearson Building. It took her several long
minutes before she could gather herself and return to class.

Her tits and clit felt full and sensitive for the
rest of the day, and the moment she was back at her dorm before
dinner, she had to indulge herself again. The memory of that
hungry, dominant gaze of Professor Wilkins - the way his eyes over
her body with an undisguised look of ownership - was enough to get
her instantly wet.

She had never thought of herself as obsessed with
sex, but suddenly it was always on her mind. She couldn't remember
for the life of her what Mr. Wilkins had been trying to teach her.
She just knew that she wanted more of something she should
absolutely, positively not want more of. It was wrong. She wasn't
supposed to have enjoyed it, was she? It was supposed to have
chastened her, but instead it made her voracious.

Professor Wilkins, it turned out, had no intention
of letting her off so easily. At the next class after their little
session together, he had told her he expected her back at the end
of each day to clean up the classroom.

It was almost torture: reporting to his classroom
knowing what had happened there, and instead spend the half an hour
or more just picking up pieces of paper, scrubbing desks, and
emptying trash. Professor Wilkins was usually working at his desk,
keeping a casual eye on her as she worked. Being alone with him was
now an intense experience for her, and she finished each little
cleaning session as wet and horny as she had ever been before the
older man had unleashed this side of her.

It was only a matter of time before her distractions
took their toll in her other coursework. It was two weeks after
this had all started that Professor Lancaster asked her to stay
back to talk to him about her recent statistics exam.

"Needless to say, Katie, scoring a 57 on a major
exam is not the way to a decent grade in my class," he
concluded.

"Oh please, Professor, isn't there something I could
do for a bit of extra credit?" she begged.

He considered it. "In the past, I've been lenient on
students who show me a real desire to improve. Tests from earlier
in the year can be weighted less if you really commit yourself to
learning the material. How about we schedule a couple study
sessions to see if we can't get you back on track and take it from
there?"

Inwardly she groaned. More time pretending to care
about statistics? But outwardly she beamed and smiled. "Oh thank
you, Professor," she said. "I can't tell you how much I appreciate
it." Maybe there would be a way to project enthusiasm without
having to waste time on these extra sessions.

So when Professor Lancaster offered to meet with her
on Wednesday, she explained with exaggerated regret that she was
going to be working with Professor Wilkins that afternoon.

It was a convenient excuse, and it seemed Professor
Lancaster would take it at face value. Over the next week or so he
offered several more times they might meet to help her improve, but
each time she had to say with great disappointment that Professor
Wilkins had her working a lot of projects just now - in fact it was
probably why she hadn't been able to study for the statistics exam
- and she just couldn't meet then.

It seemed like there was only so long before
Professor Lancaster would give up. After all, she was only one of
almost a hundred students.

But Professor Lancaster was a very generous man who
cared about his students, and he hated to see any of them fall
through the cracks. On the other hand, he was certainly not a fool.
He was in his late thirties, sharp, intense, and popular. And when
something seemed strange to him, he got to the bottom of it.

So it was that Katie showed up for her usual room
cleaning with Professor Wilkins, already a little wet and flustered
at the prospect of spending half an hour under his brazen gaze.

But instead of just one man in the room, there were
two: Professor Wilkins and Professor Lancaster. She paused in the
doorway, realizing that all of her little lies had just come
unraveled in an instant.

"Katie," Professor Lancaster greeted her. "I see you
do spend at least a little time here."

Feeling like a trapped animal, she stepped inside
and closed the door behind her. Professor Lancaster was looking
particularly good today. His medium length blond hair was swept
back and his suit sat well on his shoulders. But his handsome face
was set in an expression of deep skepticism intermixed with
annoyance.

"Hello, Professor," she said in a faltering
voice.

"I was just having a very enlightening conversation
with Professor Wilkins."

She nodded.

"I just thought it was a little strange that he
would take up so much of one student's time. Surely he knows she
has other classes, I thought. So I wandered by to talk to him. And
you know, I suppose it's not surprising in retrospect that you've
been lying to me. I admit I didn't see it at the time, but I guess
it was pretty obvious if I had been paying attention, wasn't
it?"

Katie looked from one man to the other. Professor
Wilkins was looking on in mild amusement, as though to say 'I tried
to teach you your lesson once.'

"I - I'm sorry, Professor," she finally burst out.
"I shouldn't have lied like that. I just -"

"No," he agreed. "You shouldn't have. It's a very
nasty trait in a young woman like you. It won't make you many
friends, especially among people who thought you wanted their
help."

Katie fell silent, reddening under his disapproving
gaze.

Professor Wilkins got up. "She's a troublemaker," he
concluded simply. "But troublemakers can be fun."

Katie watched him, her heartbeat rising and a wealth
of now familiar emotions flooding through her. He had that look in
his eyes.

"Why don't I show you what I did with her,"
Professor Wilkins suggested to Professor Lancaster. "I haven't
heard so much as one ill-behaved peep out of her since I put her in
line a few weeks ago. She's as well-behaved for me as a girl could
possibly be. Isn't that right, Katie?"

Katie looked at him and nodded, not trusting herself
to speak.

He smiled. "Really, John, a young woman like this
just needs a firm hand."

He drew close to her, within arm's reach.

"In fact, that's not just what she needs. It's what
she wants." He traced Katie's cheek with a finger, and she closed
her eyes as the light touch unleashed a flood of wetness inside
her. It was incredible how this man could make her go from
embarrassed to guilty to incredibly turned on in the space of a
couple instants. He seemed to love toying with her.

"I'm not wrong, am I, Katie?" he asked softly. "Tell
me you want us to be hard on you."

She swallowed, drinking in his predatory expression.
Why did it make her so horny?

"I'm sorry, what did you say?" he asked.

"Y-yes," she whispered.

"Well, then, why don't you take off your top,
apologize to Professor Lancaster, and ask to suck his cock."

She sucked in a breath, but after a long, agonizing
moment started to do as she was told. Her shirt lifted up off her
trembling skin and she laid it on a desk at the front of the
class-room. With a soft click, her bra unclasped and her breasts
fell out into the openness of the room. Cool air played over her
hot skin, and she felt her naked nipples stiffening.

She looked at the two men. She had never exposed
herself like this before. She felt self-conscious, but also freed
and excited, and those feelings ultimately drowned the other
out.

She approached Professor Lancaster, her eyes lowered
shyly. "I'm sorry I lied Professor. I - I abused your
goodwill."

He nodded in satisfaction, not being shy himself in
his enjoyment of the sight before him.

"And you want to suck his cock," Professor Watkins
prodded from behind her.

She nodded. "Would you like me to suck your cock,
Professor?"

He took a step forward and cupped her tits, hefting
them slightly and massaging them in a way that evoked a soft little
moan from her.

He drew up a chair and sat, legs open, and unzipped
his pants. She sank to her knees between his legs and helped him
extract his growing cock with curious, eager fingers.

She was already incredibly, impossibly wet. Seeing
and touching him this way had her almost panting. She had been
fantasizing about another chance at this for weeks, and now that it
had arrived she couldn't even hear herself think.

Professor Lancaster's taste and feel were different
from Professor Wilkins. And he controlled her movements as she
began to take him into her mouth and suck at him.

Little moans escaped her full mouth as she felt her
bare breaths sliding across his strong thighs. His full, hot weight
on her tongue made her want to go faster and deeper, but she could
only do what he allowed her to do.

She gasped as she felt a hand behind her touching
her skirt. She couldn't look around, but she realized it must be
Professor Wilkins. In another instant she realized what she had in
mind, and she felt her pussy spasm in premature, eager
excitement.

Professor Wilkins lifted up her skirt and slid her
panties down her legs. His hand wandered up her inner thighs and
explored her wet, eager folds.

Katie's breath was coming fast around the cock in
her mouth. Her eyes were closed as she focused on what was being
done to her. The two men completely controlled her now. She simply
let what was happening happen.

Professor Wilkin's hand grasped her ass
appreciatively, and then she heard a zip. A hard, hot shape was
pressed against the cheek of her ass and then rubbed against the
outside of her lips. She moaned softly and opened her legs a little
in anticipation. It didn't really scare her that this was her first
time. She wanted what he was about to give her so badly that she
couldn't stop to think. It simply felt so absolutely necessary that
she couldn't stop. It didn't matter that this was wrong. It didn't
matter that she was their student. They wanted her body too much to
stop themselves, and she wanted them too much to protest.

And then he pushed inside. Each inch doubled her
understanding of what fullness could mean. His cock stretched her
in an incredibly welcome way. She could feel the shape of his cock
pushing deep, deep into her. And then he drew back and rammed into
her.

"Mmph!" she exclaimed, and her hands went out to
grip the pants of Professor Lancaster. Her hands were bunched into
fists.

Professor Wilkins slammed into her wet pussy harder
and faster, taking her with an animal need that turned her on all
the more.

It could only have been about thirty seconds before
it brought her to orgasm. She felt warmth rising intensely from her
sex, spreading out through her. Her body spasmed and tightened
around his cock, milking at him with soft, inexperienced muscles.
She was moaning loudly, throwing herself into the new, unexpected
intensity. She had never felt like this. Never imagined she could
feel like this. What were they doing to her!?

She started to recover, losing herself back into the
rhythm of the penetration. The two men worked into her. Professor
Lancaster was gripping her head tighter, pulling her down over his
cock until she was fighting for breath. He seemed close. His
movements were sharp and aggressive and urgent.

In another moment he came, pumping his seed down her
throat with sharp force. She swallowed it obediently and relished
the warm feeling as it moved down her throat.

She gasped in precious air as he extracted himself,
but it only served as the incentive to Professor Wilkins to take
her harder and faster with the intensity he'd been holding back
while she'd been split between the two men. Now free to drill into
her as he wanted, he completely lost control. Maybe he didn't
realize how inexperienced she was or maybe he did and simply
couldn't stop himself. He wanted her too badly. Every part of him
was screaming to drill into her very center.

She orgasmed again, just as she felt his cock
swelling and the force of his seed pumping deep, deep into her
pussy. Her body contracted around his surging cock, and her knees
locked against his.

"Oh, Jesus Christ!" she yelled as the surging wave
broke over her. She curled against herself, helpless to the
overpowering pleasure he had driven into her.

She fell forward, gasping. Her bare breasts heaved
against the cold floor. Her skin was slick with perspiration. She
had slid off his cock, and instantly wished she hadn't. It had felt
so incredibly good just feeling him inside of her. She clenched her
thighs together and cupped her still trembling pussy, trying to
savor the feeling as its last fleeting remnants left.

After she had caught her breath, she rolled sideways
a little to cast a look back at Professor Wilkins. He was looking
at her exhausted, spent form with satisfaction.

"That is a young woman who knows how to get fucked,"
he said to Professor Lancaster.

Professor Lancaster nodded.

"You're going to be a good girl for him, now, aren't
you, Katie?" Professor Wilkins asked.

She nodded shyly. A bead of hot come escaped her
pussy and trickled down her thigh.

"Well, we might need a refresher in this little
lesson at some point, but I hope this has made an impression on
you."

She nodded again. "I think so, Professor."

"Good girl."

He helped her up and offered her tissues to clean
herself. He sent her on her way with a fond smile and a short kiss.
The smile said, 'we have a secret' and the kiss said 'and I hope we
share it again.'

Katie left with a grin on her face that felt like it
would never go away. And true to her word, she was very good after
that, but it didn't mean she didn't sometimes need a reminder.









Spanking the Teacher's
Pet






Flushed from my workout, I was headed back to the
showers of the campus athletic center. It was unusually empty,
which was a little disappointing given how cute I looked in my new
exercise outfit.

Since starting college two months ago, I was still a
little overwhelmed by all the opportunities to meet good-looking
guys: in class, at the dining halls, the gym, and half the hall of
my co-ed dorm floor. One in particular had been catching my eye.
His name was Blake, and just looking at him across the quad could
make me light-headed. He had light brown hair and a strong jaw and
the kind of body that made it very clear he was some kind of player
on the football team.

And yet, opportunity didn't seem to translate to
reality. Everything was still new and a bit intimidating and I
hadn't taken the leap yet to really get involved with anyone. I
hadn't even talked to him.

I turned down the back hallway that led to the
girls' locker room. It passed by one of the private training rooms,
and as I walked by I caught a sound coming through the door that
made turn around and stare. It came again. That was NOT the sound
of someone exercising.

The door had a big glass window, and I was too nosy
for my own good. I tip-toed up and peeked inside. My ears had not
deceived me.

I felt myself getting red in the face, but I
couldn't look away. I recognized one of them: it was Jenny from my
Lit class.

She was backed up against the wall, her legs wrapped
around the waist of a guy I couldn't really see, but they were
really going at it. He was pounding into her and she was making all
the noise: high, desperate moans and gasps like she was about to
break apart. He pushed a hand into her bouncing tit and it sent her
over the edge. She orgasmed right there against the wall. She
probably didn't even realize how loud she was being.

I bit my lip, unable to look away. I was getting a
little hot myself. She was sexier than I'd given her credit for.
She full, soft tits and a very tight little ass. The guy slipped
out of her and picked her up from against the wall. He pushed her
down on the workout mat and started taking her from behind. As he
turned, I realized I did know him. It was Blake.

Torn between awe and jealousy, the thought of
looking away was suddenly out of the question. Every fantasy was
vindicated as I stared at him. He really was an absolute stallion.
His chest and shoulders bunched with dense, full muscles. He took
her hip and plunged into her, but not before I caught a glimpse of
his hard, throbbing cock. It was the biggest I had ever seen: thick
and stiff.

I put a hand to my mouth in awe. I was
embarrassingly wet. I -

A sound came from down the corridor and I snapped
back to earth. How would it look if I got caught peeping like this?
Footsteps sounded from around the corner and I turned and hurried
in the opposite direction, on towards the showers.

I stripped and pressed myself under the stream of
water with a gasp of gratitude. I couldn't stop touching myself.
Thank God they had private showers here. My fingers had barely
plunged into my needy hole before I came. The orgasm rushed through
me as intensely as anything I'd ever felt. It was sharp and intense
pleasure, as though I'd been the one getting rammed on the floor of
the training room and not Jenny.

 


The next time I would lay eyes on that girl was the
following Tuesday, and I suppose I spent a few moments here and
there dwelling on whether I would give something away by how I
acted. What do you do when you've seen someone having sex? It's not
something I'd ever expected to encounter.

But when the class came, and she came flouncing
through that door in a tight little skirt and string tank top, my
mind got made up for me. She was just a pretty little slut, and it
wasn't fair that a girl like her could strut her assets around and
that someone like me could get caught outside looking in as she
felt everything I secretly wanted to feel.

I was supposed to be paying attention in class. I'm
usually a pretty good student. But today I just couldn't get her
out of my head. I couldn't ignore the flirty little ways she
giggled and joked with the guy next to her or smiled at Professor
Haywood and always got a smile in return. She was a slutty little
bitch, and apparently I was the only one who could see it.

Without realizing it, my aim to keep my little
discovery about her a secret had changed in a matter of moments
into a desire to make her pay for it. I wanted to use it against
her anyway I could.

I wasn't really thinking straight by the time I
pulled a piece of paper out of my notebook and started
scribbling.

 


 


"I saw your little fun in the training room at the
rec center. Guess who's going to be doing my class work for me from
now on, unless you want the whole school to know ...

I bet the dean would be interested, too.

-Amanda"

 


 


I folded the paper twice over and leaned over to
shove it onto her desk. I turned around and stared at Professor
Haywood with a forced little smile on my face. Let's see how she
liked that!

After about a minute, I decided to spare a glance to
see how my little note had been received.

She was staring at me with a slightly open mouth.
Her expression was a delicious mixture of confusion and outrage. I
stared at her coolly for two or three seconds and then turned back
around. Adrenaline was surging through me. I'd never done anything
like this in my life. I was usually so proper. I followed the
rules. But being bad felt good. Really good.

My plan was to catch her out in the hall after class
to flesh out my hastily conceived plan. By this point a term for
what I was doing had popped into my head, "blackmail," but I
ignored it. It was too much fun.

Class ended and sweet little Jenny got up. I let her
go, but instead of turning towards the door I saw her approach
Professor Haywood. I watched her in astonishment. Was she asking
him a question? How could she be thinking about Renaissance poetry
at a time like this?

He nodded to something she had said and his face
seemed serious. He glanced over at me. I stared incredulously as
she pulled my note out of her bag and showed it to him. He gave her
a stern look and then pointed towards the door.

I hurried to look busy putting my things together.
The classroom was almost empty now, and by the time I was getting
up to go, I was the last student in the room.

"Amanda, could I speak with you a moment?" he asked
me from the front of the room as I began a bee-line for the
door.

I looked over with my heart hammering in my chest.
"Ah, alright professor."

Professor Haywood was one of the younger professors
in the department. He was probably forty at the oldest, and there
wasn't a hint of grey in his short, dark hair. He had the easy
authority of a man always in charge, and his usual suit hung well
over broad shoulders. He was all in all a very handsome man, and
his smile was warm and gratifying.

I liked his class very much, though I was usually a
pretty quiet student. The fact that he had suddenly been brought
into this whole thing was beyond mortifying. I could feel the heat
in my blushing face and I was having trouble getting my breath.

He sat back at his desk and regarded me thoughtfully
for a long, desperately uncomfortable moment.

"Your friend decided to call your bluff," he said
almost casually.

"She's not my friend."

"No, I gathered that much." He crossed his arms and
shook his head. "Inappropriate use of school property is one
thing," he said. "It's entirely another to try to extort another
student and to do it to get out of coursework."

I winced.

"I have no choice but to pass Jenny's little
adventure on to the athletics department. She might very well end
up the worse off for coming to me about it, but she's never struck
me as a girl who thinks through her actions. No, you're the one I'm
surprised at."

I stared fixedly at the floor, unable to meet his
gaze.

"I know we haven't known each other that long,
Amanda, but I certainly thought you were better than this."

"I just -" I started. I didn't know what to say. I
wasn't very good at lying or getting away with things. I didn't
have much practice. Normally I'd never dare do something like this.
This had all happened too fast for me to even be angry with myself.
"I'm sorry, Professor," I said, trying to think fast. "This is all
just so new for me. I didn't think college would be so hard, and if
I can't keep up with all the classes I'm taking ... I don't know
what my parents will say." I screwed my eyes shut and took a deep
breath. I managed to open my eyes and look him in the face with a
rueful little smile. "You probably don't have any idea what I'm
talking about. I love hearing you lecture. Everything you say is so
smart. You probably slept through all your classes when you were in
school, right? And still aced them. I just didn't think I'd be so
out of my depth."

I fell silent. I was actually a little pleased with
myself.

"I'm sorry, Amanda, but none of that justifies what
you did in the slightest."

"But you didn't see them, Professor!" I protested.
"Right there in the middle of the training room. It was completely
inappropriate. I can't believe what a slut she is. That's not
something a girl should be able to get away with!"

"So it's all her fault?"

I gaped at him. "Well, it's - I mean, they were
wrong, is what I'm saying. She - I mean - it was with Blake Adams.
I kind of know him a little bit. I don't think he'd do something
like that if she didn't, you know, seduce him or something." Didn't
he understand?

He looked at me with an eyebrow raised. I needed to
be more direct.

I stepped forward, so that I was leaning against his
desk, only a foot from where he sat. I looked down at my clasped
hands. "It just creates an unsafe environment," I said in a
vulnerable voice. "You know? I - what do the rest of us think when
we see that going on around us? I don't know. I'm just nineteen.
You probably think I'm pretty silly. I just - maybe it wouldn't
bother me so much if girls like her didn't always get all the
attention, you know? I try to do the right thing, and she gets -
it's she who all the guys like. How is that supposed to make me
feel?"

He stood up, and I froze. We were only inches apart
now. My eyes traced upwards to his face.

"Jealousy's not a very admirable thing, Amanda," he
chided.

"You think I'm pretty, don't you Professor?" I
asked. I gestured down at myself. "I'm attractive, aren't I?"

He took the invitation to look me over. His eyes
followed the curves and lines of my body in a deliberate, almost
playful sweep. A little smile was on his lips.

"That was all very artfully done," he
complimented.

"I -"

"No, let me tell you what I don't find attractive. I
don't find pettiness attractive. I don't find manipulation
attractive. I'm disappointed, Amanda. Frankly, I don't know why you
would think a little 'poor me' act would work on me. Maybe you've
been around weak men all your life."

He put out a hand and lifted my chin up to look him
in the eye. I trembled slightly at his touch and looked away.

"Look at me, Amanda."

With difficulty, I did look at him. He was only a
few inches away. His hand was a little rough against the skin of my
throat and cheek. I could smell him. The scent was clean and full
and masculine. His presence was overwhelming. I felt paralyzed,
like a girl again.

"What I am supposed to do is report you to the
student ethics dean. Maybe I should." He shook his head. "But I
didn't get into this career to be a bureaucrat. I got into it to be
hands on. Do you know what I mean?"

I didn't know and couldn't think, but I nodded
anyways.

He released my head and pointed at the end of the
desk. "Put your hands there and bend over."

"What? But Professor!"

"Every objection only makes it worse. Bend over and
try to convince me you regret what you tried to do to that girl. We
won't be done here until I believe it."

Biting my lip, I stepped back from him and looked at
the polished edge of the desk. It was dark rosewood, and when I put
out a hand it was smooth and cool to the touch. I looked
uncertainly up at Professor Haywood.

"Now, miss."

I felt my face flaming an ever deeper crimson, but
did as told. I had some idea of what was coming next, but I almost
couldn't believe it. I'd never been spanked in my life.

I gripped the edge of the desk and bent over. I
listened to the footsteps and saw his feet stop by my leg, and his
hands came to my hips and positioned me. He pushed my lower back
down, forcing me to thrust my ass out.

It was beyond humiliating, and it hadn't even
started yet. Worst of all was that it felt like exactly what I
deserved. I'd been acting childishly and he was treating me like a
child. Now there was nothing I could do but squirm and take it.

His hand rested on my ass cheek for a moment, and
then he lifted the back of my skirt up and tucked it into my
waistband. I stiffened as I felt cool air flow over my bare thighs.
I was wet, too. I was getting embarrassingly wet. Why was this
turning me on so much?

"Count for me, Amanda," he said.

"Yes, sir," I said quietly.

I heard it even before I felt it. It was a great,
swishing thwack as his palm landed on my presented ass. I flinched,
and sudden, stinging pain enflamed my lower half. I had to bite my
lip to keep from making a sound.

"One, sir," I gasped.

His hand came down again.

I gasped and blinked water from my eyes. "Two, sir,"
I moaned.

His hand was tight on my hip as he spanked me. He
wasn't holding back. Each time felt like it was opening me up and
exposing me to a new level of stinging, humiliating discomfort. I
shifted and wriggled involuntarily, but all doing that accomplished
was exposing different angles of me for punishment.

"Are you sorry for what you did?" He demanded as I
cried out.

"Thirteen, sir. Yes, sir."

"You know what you did was wrong?"

"Yes, sir. I was very bad."

"Are you going to do it again?" His hand came down
again.

I clenched my teeth. "Fourteen, sir. No, sir."

With a final blow, he stopped. My breath of relief
turned into a renewed gasp as his fingers moved up against the
waistband of my skirt and slipped into the elastic of my panties. I
should have protested, but I couldn't. I felt so thoroughly
dominated that I wasn't ready to stop him if he wanted to do ...
anything. Why was I so incredibly wet?

He slid the panties down my thighs, and I felt the
dampness in the soft cotton as it moved over my trembling,
sensitive skin.

His hand cupped my full, reddened cheek and felt at
it.

"I think we're getting somewhere," I heard him say.
"You have a cute little ass, Amanda, especially when it's all pink
like this."

I shifted, uncomfortably gratified by his praise. I
knew I was here to be punished, but my body was interpreting all of
this very differently. And I think he knew it, too.

When he spanked me again, it was mercifully lighter.
It was more intense and sharp without the cloth to protect me, but
not as hard and it didn't sting so deeply. I was bending over even
more now, as though I was subconsciously trying to push my ass into
the punishment.

He spanked me again. I let out a long, slow breath
and pressed my face against my outstretched arm. My eyes were
closed.

He spanked me again. "You've been forgetting to
count," he chided me.

"S - sorry, sir," I moaned.

His hand traced up the inside of my thigh. I gasped
as it caressed over my hot, swollen lips. He paused, and retraced
his steps with teasing fingers. I screwed my eyes shut and bit my
lip to keep from making a sound as I buried my face in my arm. But
even that wasn't enough to stifle my gasp of amazement and ecstasy
as he slid a finger into my wet hole. It slipped in easily. God I
was so wet.

"Well," he said, dominating my thoughts with his
stroking finger, "I guess you're getting a little distracted. You
seem to like being called a bad girl."

I couldn't answer. I was grinding my hips back into
his hand, only aware of how good it felt. I couldn't stop myself
from wanting this and more.

"You like being taught a few manners," he went on.
"Tell me you do."

"I - like it, sir," I gasped.

"You like getting it rough."

"Yes, sir. Ohhh fuck!" I pressed my face harder into
my arm, trying not to give in to the writhing pleasure inside me.
It was too much. How on earth could I think straight?

"Maybe it's wrong to punish you like this," he was
saying to himself. "Maybe all you ever really needed was a good
fucking."

"Yes!" I gasped as he slid in to his knuckle and
trailed his thumb lazily over my clit.

He put a rough hand to my back and pushed me forward
onto the desk. I caught myself on its cool, smooth surface and
turned to see him looking at me with lust and desire in his eyes. I
wasn't the only one the little punishment had turned on.

With a click and a zip, he freed himself from his
pants. His cock was long and thick and already almost fully hard.
It throbbed as blood pumped into it, ready to take me. I was ready.
It didn't matter where we were or what had been going on. I wanted
to be his toy. I wanted him to take me now.

He gripped my ass with a hand and brought his cock
to rub along the soaking lips of my pussy. I moaned in desperate
eagerness, spreading my hands out on the desk and feeling my
breasts, sensitive and full, pressed down by his weight onto the
desk. The tip his cock teased back across my eager whole and then
he pushed in.

"Fuck you're tight," he groaned in satisfaction. I
was tight. It took a moment for him to push fully inside me, but I
was so wet that it happened faster than I would have thought. Soon
he was ramming into me at an even, forceful pace that bounced me
back and forth over the top of the desk.

"Oh God," I gasped. I was so turned on I came almost
immediately. The cock plunging into me set me off and the ecstasy
rose and filled me, pushing warmth and delight out into my limbs. I
curled in on myself, feeling my pussy tighten gratefully around his
cock. It was almost more than I could take.

After a minute I regained myself, spread out on the
desk and taking it hard from behind. He slammed into me as if he'd
been wanting to do this for months.

"Oh fuck!" I gasped. My eyes were closed. All I
could do was take it. Harder. Faster. Deeper. He was going to make
me come again. And again.

And then he thrust all the way in and exploded a hot
burst of come inside me. The feeling of his cock swelling and
pumping inside me pushed me over the edge and I came with him, my
pussy milking his cock as he filled me with his seed. He stayed
deep inside me. His groin was warm against my ass and his cock was
hot inside me.

I turned my head to lay my cheek against the cool
wood, still reeling from the intensity of what had just happened.
My body felt alive, humming, and giddy. I had never felt this good
in my life.

"Jesus," he said softly.

 

I could feel his breath on my neck and the full,
thick muscles of his chest pressed against my back.

He lifted himself and pulled out. I felt suddenly
empty, and a dribble of come escaped down my thigh.

"Yeah, I think that's really what you needed," he
confirmed aloud.

"Yes, sir."

"Go ahead and get dressed. We'll talk about this
more tomorrow."

I cleaned and straightened myself and left, after
agreeing to return at four o'clock the following day. I was still
reeling from everything that had happened too much to start
speculating on what he had in mind. If it felt like what I had just
felt, it could only be good.

 


 


Lit class didn't meet Thursdays, and the room was
empty when I arrived about five minutes early the next day.

I took a seat in the front row and waited, my mind
and body churning with nervousness, curiosity, and more than a
little excitement. The memories of the previous day were still
dominating my thoughts. For the past twenty-four hours I hadn't
been able to think of anything else. I'd never known how
consistently horny a person could be for such a long period of
time. Here I was, already wet and eager, sitting in an empty room.
For all I knew he was going to have me write lines, or worse, bring
in the authorities after all. Would he do that, after how good I'd
been for him?

He arrived a couple minutes after 4, and I felt
suddenly shy as I looked up to see him.

"Hey, Amanda, sorry I'm late. My three o'clock class
ran over."

"That's alright, Professor." My voice was just the
teensiest bit quavery, but I was managing to keep a neutral
face.

"Have you managed to stay out of any more trouble
since I saw you last?" he asked.

"Yes, sir."

He took a seat at his desk. "Stand up for me, would
you, Amanda? We should have someone else joining us any moment
now."

I left my things at the desk and moved up to stand
in front of the blackboard nervously. My mind was running a mile a
minute.

There was a short, direct knock on the door and I
looked over. The sight was enough to freeze me in my spot.

Blake stepped in the room, a look of curiosity on
his handsome, perfect face. He was wearing a simple t-shirt and
jeans, but they fit him so well my knees went weak. My eyes flicked
involuntarily to the passive but still sizeable bulge in his pants,
remembering the last time I'd seen him. I was too distracted to
realize why he was here, and so I was busy admiring instead of
panicking.

"You sent me a note to meet with you, Professor
Haywood?" he said.

"I did. Thank you, Blake. Come in."

Blake stepped into the room, glancing between
Professor Haywood and me, standing at attention in front of the
blackboard.

"This is Amanda," Professor Haywood introduced me.
"Are you two formally acquainted?"

Blake eyed me curiously, but shook his head. "We've
seen each other around," he said.

"Well, she seems to know you, at least in a manner
of speaking. Did you receive the disciplinary notice about your
little escapade in the rec center training room?"

A look of annoyance passed over his face and I
quailed. It was a testament to how distracted and horny I was that
I had only just realized what was about to happen.

"Yeah," Blake said shortly. "I saw it."

"Well, it was Amanda here who saw you. She came into
class yesterday and attempted to blackmail Jenny with the
discovery, who subsequently came to me."

Blake turned to me, his face unreadable.

"I have made it clear to the young lady that I
intend to hold her responsible for her actions, and I thought you
might be of some help in that. Do you think you could do that for
me?"

Blake nodded.

"Good. I want you to take her over your knee and
spank her."

"What!?" I burst out in mortification.

"Was I unclear?" Professor Haywood asked.

"But -"

"It's really not up for discussion. Now go get a
chair for Blake to sit on, pull down your panties, and lie over his
lap."

I bit my lip, my face burning.

"Now!"

I jumped and moved to obey. I set a chair from the
front row, set at the front of the class, and stood next to it.

Blake walked over and sat down with knees slightly
apart.

I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties down
over my knees and let them fall to my ankles. A damp spot in the
crotch was torturously prominent. Slowly, I lowered myself onto
Blake's lap. The posture was beyond humiliating. It was a thousand
times worse than yesterday. My head hung down. My breasts were
pushed into his high, while is other knee was crooked in my groin,
holding my ass out.

"Good. Now Blake, I want you to spank her. Push her
skirt out of the way and really give it to her. I want her to
understand that what she did was unacceptable, and for her to
understand that she needs to really feel it. She's going to count
for you, and thank you after each one."

"Alright." Blake's tone was a little amazed, but he
seemed to be warming up to the idea.

I stiffened as I felt his hand on the back of my
thigh. It ran up my leg, gathering my skirt, and cupped my ass
before tucking the skirt where it wouldn't block his access. I
screwed my eyes shut and waited. I had never been so humiliated in
my life.

His first spank was tentative, as though he wasn't
sure if he actually wanted to hurt me.

"One, sir. Thank you, sir."

"You can do better than that, Blake," Professor
Haywood objected. "I want to hear her. Amanda, start over."

Blake shrugged and spanked me again, much harder
this time. The force of the blow rocked me back and forth a little
across his legs and sent a sting deep into my flesh. "Th - thank
you, sir. One, sir."

"Better," Professor Haywood complimented.

The next one was harder still. I bit my lip and had
to take a deep, shaking breath before I could speak. "Two, sir.
Thank you, sir."

He got rougher and rougher and he progressed. I felt
the same growing thrill I had felt yesterday. The pain and
compromised position added to it, until I could feel the heat
pulsing in my groin.

"Seven, sir. Thank you, sir."

God I was turned on. And still he spanked me
harder.

He was starting to realize he liked it, I think. I
was getting jostled back and forth across his lap, and by ten or
so, I could feel a growing hardness in his groin where it pressed
against the side of my breast. The thought that spanking me was
turning him on was more than I could take. I screwed my eyes shut
and tried to think about anything except what was happening to me.
Every once in a while he would spank me in a place where one or two
of his fingers inadvertently wrapped around and brushed against my
pussy. It was too much. I couldn't fucking take it.

"Oh fuck!" I gasped. He spanked me again, rocking my
naked clit over the hard muscle of his thigh, and the orgasm I had
been fighting back burst through me. I forgot where I was. I
wrapped myself around his legs, letting the ecstasy pour through my
helpless, paralyzed body. I could hear myself moaning, but even if
I had cared I don't think I could have stopped it. Every tortured,
delicious emotion and sensation strapped me down and made me feel
it in exquisite intensity.

"Well, I think you've had an effect," Professor
Haywood complimented Blake mildly. He got up and approached us.
"We're not done with her, though. She's going to suck your cock.
Help her take her clothes off so I can fuck her tight little pussy
from behind while she does it."

I was still breathing heavily as Blake lifted me up
off his lap. I raised my arms so he could pull my blouse over my
head. He traced around my body and unclasped my bra, letting my
sensitive breasts fall free and naked. He put a hand over them,
cupping them appreciatively, and then slid my skirt down my
legs.

Obediently, I sank onto my knees as he sat back in
the chair. He opened his pants and freed the thick, hard cock I had
been feeling. It was gorgeous, and I could feel myself already
salivating at the thought of having it in my mouth.

I bent forward and kissed it with wet lips, and he
let out a breath of approval and pleasure. I took him into my mouth
and licked lengthwise down the underside of his shaft with intense
appreciation. I had never thought the feel and taste of a cock
could be so welcome and pleasurable. I was wetter than I had ever
been, just putting my mouth on him. Every time I breathed in, the
air was thick with the clean musk of his masculinity.

Professor Haywood moved behind me and I lifted my
hips a little to allow him access. His cock was hard and every bit
as welcome and tantalizing as it had been the day before. More so,
even. A day's worth of fantasies had primed me to a fevered pitch,
and one little orgasm across Blake's lap hadn't made so much as a
dent in that eagerness.

"Mmph!" I exclaimed around Blake's cock as Professor
Haywood slid into me. My body tightened around him eagerly and I
relished ever tiniest sensation as he pushed deeper into my very
center.

I put a hand to the base of Blake's shaft and worked
my mouth up and down his beautiful cock.

"That's it," he encouraged me, putting a hand in my
hair and urging me to take him in deeper.

I encountered the slightly salty taste of pre-come
and renewed my efforts. I could feel the way I pleased him just in
the way he responded. The muscles of his thighs against my breasts
were tense and hard. His breathing was rough and grateful. He
controlled my head with his hand, fucking my mouth as much as I was
sucking on him.

It was just as well, because it was getting harder
and harder to do anything but give in and take what I was given as
Professor Haywood started to really pound into me from behind. I
was just a submissive, grateful body between two thick, pounding
cocks. I came again, gasping and moaning helplessly between the two
men. They were going to break me in half and I was loving it.

I could feel Blake getting close, and I tightened my
pussy around Professor Haywood. The thought of them coming into me
simultaneously was driving me crazy, and I started clenching and
unclenching, trying to milk him closer. He responded by pounding in
harder and faster, and I could feel the rising climax in him.

And then it happened, I had just felt the pulsing,
throbbing cock erupt between my lips when the cock in my pussy
exploded. I gasped as a final, overpowering orgasm poured through
me and into me with the hot liquid of the two men drilling me. God,
I had never felt so used or so good.

I collapsed against Blake's legs, my body shuddering
and heaving in the throes of ecstasy. My hands were balled into
fists as my body clenched and unclenched against the physical
intensity. Slowly, the feeling slowed into a warm bliss.

I licked away the few drops of come I hadn't managed
to swallow and looked up. I slid off Professor Haywood's cock and
sat back on my ankles.

"She makes a good case for forgiveness, doesn't
she?" Professor Haywood said.

Blake looked at me with speculative appreciation. "I
do seem to have worked out my anger."

Professor Haywood parted from me with a little
parting tap on the ass.

"Get dressed, Amanda," Professor Haywood said. "You
look like you could use a rest. Try to stay out of trouble for a
couple days and I just might let you have one."

I flushed anew at the thought that he might not be
done with me. The note in his voice implied that he'd be watching
me pretty closely from now on, and it's hard for me to pretend I
wasn't already a little turned on by what might be in store.

I hurried off to my next class, my mind on anything
but my course work.




 


Educating the Professor




As Claire pushed open the door to her 10 am lecture,
she was trying to keep calm and collected. She breathed in and out.
She was focused. She was ready. But just as she put her hand to the
metal plate beside the latch, her eyes caught on the name posted on
the wall next to her, and her heart started to race again. Even
after a full semester at the university, there were still times
when it took her aback to see her name written out like that:
"Professor Claire Malken, Chemistry 302." Now was very much one of
those times.

Her finger strayed to toy with the hem of her skirt.
It was a crisp black and fit her just well enough and stopped just
high enough to walk the line between professional and approachable.
She'd never been the kind of woman to obsess over what she wore,
but there was something about standing in a lecture hall in front
of 200 people that could make anyone self-conscious.

It wasn't that she didn't think she deserved the
position. She was good at what she did, and she worked as hard as
anyone she knew. If someone deserved to be named Associate
Professor at her age, it was Claire: bookish and dedicated to her
chemistry often to the exclusion of a personal life. No, it wasn't
the subject material; it was all the other things that she hadn't
been entirely prepared for. It was the students, the authority, and
having to stand up in a class of undergraduates and grad students
and talk for an hour straight. All of that was much more terrifying
than the papers, the peer reviews, the interviews, and the research
that had qualified her for the job in the first place.

It's funny how things like that turned out. She'd
spent most of her life hidden away in labs and libraries, and now
here she was, hovering on the threshold of an auditorium's worth of
people that were all there to hear her speak. But you couldn't
spend too much time worrying about it. Sometimes you just had to
jump into the deep end.

 


 


"You think he's late?"

Kelce Lloyd had taken a seat in the second row,
prepared for an hour of boredom. Including his redshirt recruit
season, this was his tenth and final semester at the university,
and by now he knew all too well that the first class of a new
course was always useless.

He glanced back at the pretty brunette who had
leaned forward to talk to him. "If we're lucky, he's not coming at
all," he said.

She giggled a little harder than necessary and
nudged him with her foot. "I like the start of classes. It's always
so exciting."

Kelce rolled his eyes and glanced at the clock. The
star quarterback had better things to be doing to enjoy his last
months in a school that had come to treat him like a god. He was
the rare athlete as good in classes as he was on the field, but at
times like this he wondered if he wouldn't have been better off
breezing through an easy communications degree like the rest of his
teammates. If he hadn't double-majored, he'd already have enough
credits locked away to take the final semester off.

The door clicked open and the 23 year old's regrets
lingered for all of another half-second. His mouth fell open, but
he quickly closed it. A woman who looked no older than her late 20s
had just stepped into the room. Her build was light but
well-proportioned. Her blonde hair was pushed loosely over her
shoulders and fell as far as the tops of the firm, full breasts
pushing out the front of her white blouse.

She stepped towards the front of the class with the
air of someone trying to call attention. She seemed a bit timid in
a way that Kelce found absolutely endearing.

"Hello everyone, welcome to Chemistry 302," the
woman said. "There's a printing error in your course schedules. I'm
Professor Claire Malken, not Blaire Malken. Sorry for any
confusion."

For the rest of class, Kelce had no trouble paying
attention. Well, maybe he wasn't paying attention to the lecture
notes, but he had something more important to think about. He
couldn't decide exactly why, but he was intensely attracted to this
young professor. Everything from the way she tucked her hair behind
her ear to the slightly shy way she addressed students when she
called on them made him want her in a way he'd never wanted another
woman.

When class ended, he lingered as the other students
collected their things and filed out. He watched her as she busied
herself with spare copies of a few handouts from class. She didn't
look up as he approached until he was almost at her desk.

"Professor Malken, I enjoyed today's lecture," he
said.

Her eyes rose from the papers she was sorting and
widened in undisguised admiration that quickly gave way to a faint
blush. He smiled a bit to himself. It was a common reaction when a
woman first saw him. He knew he was handsome, but it never really
got old seeing the double takes and appreciative stares.

"I – ah – thank you," she stammered, straightening
up.

"I'm Kelce Lloyd," he introduced himself. "I'm
filling in as student liaison of the department this semester. I'm
surprised I don't recognize you from the faculty lunch this past
Wednesday. I know I wouldn't have forgotten."

"I'm – I'm glad you liked the lecture, Mr. Lloyd,"
she said, trying to both look at him and not look at him
simultaneously. She was blushing furiously now, and the way she
stammered was positively adorable. But she regained control of
herself. "I missed the lunch, actually. Professor Clayborne was
furious with me."

Kelce laughed. "Forgetting meetings already? You
come across as so organized."

She made an embarrassed face. "Don't tell the other
students."

He smiled as if considering the request. "Well, I
had a question about the syllabus, if you've got a moment," he
said, shifting over to stand beside her and hold out the sheet in
question. He noticed the way her body seemed to respond to his, her
posture following him as he moved. She must not have noticed she
was doing it or she would have stopped herself.

He caught a breath of her scent, light and floral
and feminine. God, she was sexy. It was almost impossible to
concentrate when he was this close to her. With each passing moment
the urge to drop his papers and push her up against the whiteboard
behind her was getting stronger. Her soft, ripe lips seemed to
demand his own. She shifted on her feet, rubbing a foot against her
calf. Worst of all, she seemed to have no idea she was having an
effect on him, as though she were perfect by accident.

Kelce was no stranger to female attention, but this
desire was something he'd never experienced before. If he didn't
reign himself in, he was going to do something very foolish. He
shortened his question and pulled back. "Well," he finished. "It's
very good to meet you. I think I'm going to enjoy your class very
much." His eyes lingered, flicking once over the primly clad
contours of her form, just slow enough that she saw him
looking.

Her blush returned in full force.

 


 


 


Kelce had a date lined up for that evening, but
uncharacteristically he found himself just going through the
motions. After dinner he was in a hurry to drop the pretty
sophomore off back at her dorm on Lamuel St and paid no attention
to her offered pretenses for him to walk her upstairs.

His imagination had been captured, and in the hours
since he had walked out of the chemistry hall leaving a flustered
Claire Malken in his wake there had been little else on his mind. A
brief internet search found him her previous positions in research
since her doctorate three years ago, but nothing he found satisfied
his sudden burning curiosity.

Their conversation had been short and only
intensified his desire for more. In the moment, it had been hard to
remember she was older than him. It was almost cute the way she
seemed to think she had to maintain an air of authority, while it
was so obvious how uncomfortable she was with the role. It got him
hard just to think about what he would do if he could run his hands
over the soft feminine curves of her body. She was so helplessly
sexy in everything she did, just screaming out for someone to show
her the delights her own body could give her.

She was sweet, really. Sweet and almost painfully
attractive in an accidental kind of way that she probably didn't
even see herself. Kelce had always loved a challenge, and Professor
Malken had quite unintentionally and rapidly become an irresistible
one.

 


 


 


By the third week of classes, Claire had settled
into things. After the initial onslaught of new faces, there wasn't
all that much about the job that she couldn't handle or new
surprises to put her on her back foot.

Well, except for Kelce Lloyd in her 302 course. That
was different entirely.

When she'd been a student, it was guys like Kelce
that she'd watched from afar with a mixture of nervousness and
curiosity. She was about as unlike the jock-chasing sorority girls
as a woman could be, but in her secret, most private moments she
couldn't deny she was intrigued by their simple animal attraction.
All those thick, bunching muscles and strong jaws covered with just
a hint of stubble. And Kelce was worse than all of them, because he
wasn't just some dumb muscle head she could pretend to herself she
was too smart to want.

No, Kelce had more than enough of a brain. Maybe he
was a little too smart for his own good. It was like he could see
through her, and see every little piece of her she didn't want him
to see. He could see every little hint of nervousness and shyness.
He made her feel like a girl again, with all the tentativeness of
her lack of romantic experience coming back to her.

And that was probably the way to put it. Something
about Kelce made her regret how little she'd gone looking for more,
sexually speaking. It's not that she'd avoided it; she just didn't
have time. And the more she didn't have time, the less she let
herself think about it. Sure there had been a couple things here or
there, but nothing stuck and nothing that took her out of her
comfort zone. Why was it that Kelce seemed to be able to do that
just by walking in the door?

The first day had been the worst, when he had stayed
back to talk to her after class. She could still remember the way a
whole flock of butterflies had exploded in her stomach when she had
looked up and met his eyes. She could remember the way she couldn't
seem to stand still. She could remember that moment when he'd
leaned in to be close to her … Most of all, she remembered seeing
that unspoken desire in his eyes as he looked at her, right before
he turned and left her shaking in her classroom.

Even three weeks later, the memory was enough to get
her a little wet.

And that was when he wasn't around. Class
itself had become an elaborate game of don't stare at him, but the
harder she tried the more unruly her own brain and body become. He
seemed to meet her gaze with this faint smile on his face, like he
was in on her secret. The more she tried to avoid looking at him,
the more obvious it was that she was doing it consciously.

As a graduating senior who would be finishing
several weeks before the normal end of classes, Kelce was spending
a lot of time in the lab getting ahead on his bench work. So it had
become common that Claire would find herself in her office,
separated from the rest of the building by the class lab area, with
Kelce working into the evening.

Worried about what she might do or say if she found
herself alone with him again, she was hiding in her office until he
was gone. What an absolutely ridiculous thing, for a professor to
be hiding in her office from one of her own students.

It was times like this when she most felt her age,
or lack thereof. At barely 29, she was well aware that she didn't
have the distance from her students that most of her colleagues
did, and in a moment like this one her sense of authority felt
downright tenuous.

She peaked through the blinds to see him at work,
studying the contents of a small vial and consulting his notes
spread out beside him. Her eyes lingered on the broad lines of his
shoulders and the contours of his chest. The sleeves of his t-shirt
stopped high on his biceps, and below them his skin was lithe and
tan.

Her lip was between her teeth and her heart felt
like it was going to beat out of her chest. She pressed a hand to
herself to try to still the beating, but instead found her wayward
hand cupping her breast as she peaked through the blinds. It was so
easy to imagine that instead of her touch it was his, easy and
confident with simple uncritical desire …

She was breathing heavily. Her face was flushed. She
retreated from the window and sat at her desk, closing her eyes and
breathing deeply. There was a deep, throbbing ache between her
legs. It was like an emptiness. How could she fucking stand this?
She put a hand to her groin in an attempt to placate the empty
feeling, but instead the feeling of her own hand cupping herself
through her skirt only made it worse.

She kept imagining the door to her office flying
open and looking up to seeing him standing in the doorway. He'd be
against her before she could move, pressing his heavy, muscled body
against hers, stifling her protests and showing her that he could
be gentle. But of course he wouldn't be, when it came to it. He'd
be rough. He'd be rough because he wanted her too much to take it
slow.

Her hand had dipped into the front of her panties.
Just running a finger lengthwise between her soft, swollen lips was
enough to bring a gasp to her lips. It was so wrong. Everything
about this was so wrong, but …

As her two fingers probed at her hole, she let out
an amazed laugh: half gasp and half giggle. She had never felt
herself so wet. She had never been so turned on. It was impossible
to stop.

Her thighs had clamped tight around her wrist,
grinding it into her groin. Her fingers pushed inside and she had
to clench her jaw to stay silent. There was a sound from out in the
lab, but she ignored it. It had been going on for a couple minutes,
maybe. It didn't matter. The only thing that mattered was how good
this felt and how much she wanted more. All she had to do was …

The sound had finally caught her attention. It was
blaring in and out over the loudspeakers from the hallway, loud
enough that she could hear it in her office. With a long, slow
breath she managed to pull herself together. She straightened her
clothes and took a long drink from a mug of water on the desk.

"What's going on?" she asked as she pushed out of
her office and into the lab space.

Kelce looked up. "It's annoying as hell. It's been
going for about twenty minutes."

"Twenty minutes?" It was starting to penetrate her
distracted brain. Feelings of panic managed to filter in past the
completely inappropriate urge to … "Twenty minutes?" she repeated.
"Don't you know we're supposed to evacuate?"

He shook his head. "No, it's not our floor. I went
out into the hallway and checked. It was a spill up on the third
level. We're fine here. I just want the sound to stop."

Claire shook her head. "They lock the doors."

"What?"

"They seal the doors. A leak that sets off the
detectors means a building-wide evacuation. After twenty minutes
the doors all lock to prevent a contamination from spreading." She
moved past him and hurried towards the door. With any luck he was
exaggerating how long it had been. She'd have heard if it had
really been twenty minutes, right?

She put out a hand to the door handle and pulled.
Nothing. It didn't give an inch. "Locked," she announced aloud in
an amazed voice. "It's locked. We're locked in."

There was silence behind her. Slowly, she turned
around.

"I – " she started to say, but fell silent.

Kelce was looking at the door with a look of dawning
chagrin. "Jesus Christ," he muttered. "How long does it take them
to release a lock-down?"

Without warning, the lights shut off. Outside,
streetlamps remained dimly burning along the sidewalk, leaving them
in semi-darkness. Claire felt for the phone mounted by the door,
but when she picked up the receiver it was lifeless in her
hand.

"And I don't get reception in here," she noted
dismally.

She saw Kelce's silhouette sit down. His features
slowly swam into focus as her eyes adjusted to the darkness.

He chuckled softly. "The rewards of working hard,"
he observed wryly. "I just wanted to get this damn lab work done by
the weekend." He collected the papers he had been working on into a
pile and pushed them out of the way. "But here we are. What was it
that kept you working so late into the evening?"

Her mouth was open for a moment before she could
speak. She wondered if it was dark enough to hide her blush. "I
just got held up," she answered. Even to her, her voice sounded a
little high-pitched and unconvincing. The reality of the situation
was starting to sink in.

"I've noticed you work pretty hard," he observed.
"Sometimes I wonder."

"There's … I guess there's just always something to
do," she finished lamely.

He nodded in the darkness, leaning against the lab
bench and considering her. "Well, I just know you've got to have a
little fun now and then."

She almost laughed at the forwardness of it. He
reacted to the situation fast, didn't he? "I guess that's true,"
she said, marveling again at his ability to take away any sense of
distance and make her feel like a girl. Couldn't she just once
remember who she was around him?

"You don't mind my saying so, do you?" he asked. "I
just think it's a shame that a woman as brilliant and beautiful as
you locks herself away in an office all day."

"B-beautiful?"

Kelce seemed to be smiling to himself as he watched
her, as though he could sense her nervousness and enjoyed toying
with her. Her heart was in her throat, but when she spoke again she
was able to keep her voice steady, though it was barely above a
whisper. "What if I say I do mind you saying?"

"I think you'd be lying."

When had they gotten so close? She hadn't noticed
herself taking a step towards him. Or was it just the darkness that
made him feel so near? No, it was the smell of him, too. It was
that clean, masculine scent of his body, warm in the darkness. God
she was wet.

He stood up and took the one step that remained
between them, so that his body was barely an inch from her own
slightly trembling form. "You know, I'd have to be blind not to see
the way I effect you."

She tried to reply, but no word came to her lips. It
was like being drunk.

He put out a hand and ran it lightly down her cheek
and brushed against her throat.

"Tell me," she said at last. "Did you set the alarm
off upstairs?"

He laughed, a warm deep sound. "You're funny," he
said. "No, I didn't. You might not believe it, but I was trying to
stay away."

"Away?"

The dim light glinted off his eyes. "You seem
sweet," he said. "Nice. I try not to not to mess around with nice
girls."

Now it was her turn to laugh. It felt good to laugh.
It made it feel like he wasn't completely in control. But the
illusion was fleeting. "I'm not a girl," she said.

He took the final step that brought their bodies in
contact. She was looking up at him, her back against the lab bench.
His hand felt in her hair, intertwining with it, bringing her head
up and her lips to his. The kiss was long and soft and deliberate,
showing her how powerless she was to resist even his slowest
advance. Their lips parted. "I noticed," he said softly.

She had to fight to get breath. Her body conformed
to his: yielding and nestling into the comforting strength of his
form. She had never felt anything like this. It was like she was
floating. It was like she was giddy and terrified and eager, all at
once. She knew this shouldn't be happening. She knew that if she
couldn't bring herself to stop it, she should at least pretend to
be reluctant, but she couldn't manage it. Her body betrayed her.
Her lips betrayed her. Even her eyes said everything she wanted to
keep unsaid.

His lips were back against hers and now she gave
herself to it fully. His mouth was strong and soft. His tongue
explored her in little, playful movements that seemed to unwrap her
and open her. She reached out a hand and pressed it against his
broad back. She explored down and gripped his tight, full ass. His
body was perfect. It was strong and firm and soft and enveloping
and she'd never imagined she could feel so alive and so wanted.

His hands, too, were exploring her body, and it had
never felt so good to be touched. Each caress sent a thrill through
her. His hands pressed to the front of her blouse and she arched
her back into his touch. He cupped her soft, tender breasts and
felt them in slow, rhythmic motions. She gasped at how good it
felt. She moaned into his mouth.

Slowly, he worked his way down the front of the
garment, opening it button by button as her body screamed for him
to work faster. The blouse fell from her shoulders he unclipped the
clasp of her bra as he pulled the blouse away. Her hot, eager
breasts slipped out into the cool darkness. She could feel her
nipples as hard as diamonds.

His beautiful, delicious touch met them. His fingers
kneaded into her naked tits and she had to put a hand back against
the lab bench behind her as her whole world became unstable. Every
hot feeling of desire was coursing through her blood and into her
head. All she could do was gasp and moan. "Oh God," she
whispered.

He kissed her again. "I love how you feel," he said.
"I love the way your body responds. Tell me how much you want
me."

"I want you," she gasped. Her eyes were screwed
shut. Her hands were clenched into fists, and all he had done was
grab her tits. What the hell was going to happen when he actually
started fucking her?

He yanked his shirt off over his head and pulled her
against him. Her sensitive, horny nipples rubbed across his chest.
Every point of contact was electrifying.

His hand grabbed her by the waistband of her skirt
and found the clasp. It slid down her thighs and dropped softly to
her ankles. He traced over the hot, damp cloth of her panties.

She moaned as he palmed over her wet folds,
separated only by soaked cotton. He hooked the panties with a
finger and suddenly she was naked. She was naked in her own lab
with a student, and desperate to have him inside her. The wrongness
of what was happening no longer registered. It was completely
irrelevant against everything she was feeling.

"I want you," she moaned again. "I want you so
fucking bad."

His mouth pressed to her throat as his fingers
explored her folds. He rubbed the outside of her hole, spreading
her juices. "I can tell," he said. His voice wasn't loud, but the
burning desire and intent was overpowering.

His hand went to his belt it opened with a soft
click. She followed him with her own tentative fingers and
discovered the hot, stiff shape in his underwear. He was already
fully hard for her, and his cock thrust out thick and long as she
felt it. God she wanted him inside of her. Now.

He put a hand to her ass and lifted her up onto the
bench behind her. His cock pressed into her stomach as his body
moved against hers, and she felt her body respond like it never had
before. When he took it in his hand and pressed it between the lips
of her pussy, it was almost too much. Her legs hooked around his
thighs and drew him to her, grinding his cock against her clit.

He pushed back just long enough to move himself
against her hole, and when his body next thrust against her she
almost screamed. The feeling of his cock driving into her was
indescribable. This is what she had needed. This is what she was
desperate for.

"You don't know how badly I've wanted to be inside
you," he growled.

She just pulled him against her, begging for him
with every contact. He pressed her back onto the lab bench with one
hand and held her hips steady against him with the other. He drove
into her forcefully and deliberately, drawing out one ecstatic
sensation into the next.

"Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me!"

His cock surged inside her, and she realized how
crazy her words made him. "Fuck me," she said again. "Fu – fu –"
but words were getting harder. The forceful pounding deep into her
was starting to change her. She could feel the warmth building up
and running through her chest and then her limbs. She was gasping.
It was so fucking intense.

She was coming. Her pussy tightened around him and
her body clenched around the impossible feeling. She could hear her
own ecstatic moans bouncing back to her off the hard surfaces of
the laboratory. Nothing in the world mattered but the cock burying
itself in her and how impossibly good she felt. Her thighs were
clamped tight to his waist as she threw her head back and grabbed
her own breasts, helpless and paralyzed by ecstasy.

"Oh God," she gasped at last.

He bent forward and pressed his lips to hers. "Jesus
I like making you come," he breathed.

He pulled out and took a step back. He lifted her
down off the bench, turned her around, and bent her over. His hand
on her thigh pulled her ass out towards him until she was leaning
down, legs spread, ready for him to drive her crazy all over again.
She wondered for a moment how much more she could take. She'd never
felt anything so intense.

But then his cock slid back in and any thought of
protesting dropped away in an instant. Feeling him between her
legs, buried to his base inside her, just felt so right.

Now that he was taking her from behind, he seemed to
finally be unleashed. His cock drove into her powerfully. It was
like he was losing control. With each thrust his heavy sack landed
against her clit.

She closed her eyes and took it. There was nothing
else to do. He was pounding like he wanted to destroy her, and she
had never loved anything more. "Come – in – me," she gasped. "I
want to – feel you come."

She pressed back against him, grinding her ass back
into his groin and begging for more. She felt the surging of his
cock and knew he was going to come a moment before he exploded.
With final powerful thrusts he pumped his seed into her and she
lost it again. The orgasm was hot and desperate. She lost herself.
Her body clutched at him, squeezing and milking his liquid deep
into her. She could feel her pussy trembling against him as her
climax overtook her.

The feeling flowed out through her and slowly cooled
to a warm glow. She rubbed back against him in simple gratitude.
She loved the feeling of him still inside her. She put a hand back
to his ass to hold him against her.

"That was incredible," she breathed.

He kissed the side of her neck. "I've never wanted
anyone so badly."

She bent back to kiss him. "I know the feeling."

Her legs were trembling, and it seemed like she'd
never catch her breath, but she wanted to feel this way forever.
Slowly she lowered herself to lie on the bench and pressed her
hands to her breasts as she relived the past minutes with eyes
closed. She felt his warm body press against her as he sat beside
her. His fingers toyed with her hair.

"I wonder how I knew," he murmured. "Somehow I just
knew how incredible it would be to hold you."

She smiled, her eyes still closed. "So did I. That's
what I was so afraid of."

"Oops," he said.

The smile broadened on her face until it felt like
it would never go away. "Oops," she agreed.
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"I'm serious, Katy, you should have seen the way
they were looking at each other. It's obvious he must have been
fooling ar -" a loud sound came from back in the house, cutting
Sandra off mid-sentence. She took the phone from her ear and glared
down the hallway. "Hold on," she said back into the phone, and
muffled the receiver against her chest. "Hey, keep it down!" she
yelled through the doorway without getting up.

There was no response, but she could hear the two
kids laughing about something.

She let out an exasperated sigh and looked up at the
high-arching egg-shell ceiling of the entrance hall.

Little words chirped tinnily from the phone and she
picked it back up. "What? Sorry about that. It's just these -" she
raised her voice with the hope of being overheard "- goddamn brats
- I'm supposed to be babysitting."

"What? What are you doing babysitting?" Katy
asked.

"I just needed a little money. It's not as bad as it
sounds. The mother's gone and the husband is away too much to know
what's going on. I seriously don't have to do anything but make
sure the house doesn't burn down."

"Oh yeah? What are you shouting at them for
then?"

Sandra forced a laugh. "Oh, they're just being loud.
I mean, I guess if your dad is CEO of a big company you can't help
but grow up a little spoiled, but seriously. They're ten and twelve
years old. They should be able to keep themselves out of trouble,
right? Is that really too much to expect?"

"Wait, their dad runs a company?"

"Oh yeah, he's like super rich and kind of intense.
But he's also pretty much gorgeous, so working for him could be
worse. Whoever his wife was must be crazy for leaving."

"Yeah? Sounds like you're about ready to take her
place." Katy's voice sounded snarky. Katy always got snarky when
she was jealous. That's one of the main reasons Sandra liked making
her jealous.

"I'm just saying," Sandra said. "Listen, I should
probably go make them go to bed. I was supposed to do it hours ago
and their dad'll be home in a few minutes. I'll catch some real
problems if they're still up when he gets in. I'll call you back in
a few minutes."

"Tuck them in extra tightly for me," Katy said in a
sing-song voice.

Sandra hung up.

"Hey, kids, it's time for bed," she called.

They didn't answer, so she pulled herself up off the
couch and went back looking for them. Sound was coming from the
basement.

"Hey!" Sandra called down the stairs. "I said it's
time for bed! Your dad'll be home any minute."

Lights shone in through the front windows, and she
looked back in chagrin. Headlights in the driveway. Mr. Green was
home early.

"Okay, seriously, get your butts up here," she
yelled in rising panic. She descended the stairs. "I am not getting
in trouble for you guys!"

She found them lying around, watching some
late-night cable show full of half-naked women. Jason and his
little brother Andrew were sprawled in front of the TV. The floor
was littered with pieces of popcorn trampled into the rug.

"Jesus Christ, look at this mess!" Sandra
barked.

They turned around. "Oh hey, Sandra," Jason said.
"Didn't realize you were here."

"Come on, up up up. Do you want your father to see
you awake at 11:30? Let's go!"

But it was too late. As she herded the two boys up
towards the front stairs, Mr. Green was already in the landing,
hanging up his coat and looking surprised at the commotion.

"Andrew, Jason," he said. "What -"

Sandra switched gears fast. "I'm sorry, Mr. Green!"
She moaned in her best distraught pretty girl voice. "They've been
awful all night. I absolutely couldn't get them to do anything."
She managed to tear up just a little.

"Boys!" Mr. Green said in dismay.

"That's not true!" they protested in unison.

"She's just been in here talking on her phone all
night!" Andrew said. "We didn't even see her until she came running
downstairs just now, screaming about how we had to get to bed."

Sandra turned on them. "You two are -"

"I saw her drinking your wine!" Jason blurted. "I
came up to go to the bathroom and she was pouring herself a glass
of it!"

Sandra froze. How had the little sneak seen that?
She tried and failed to speak.

Mr. Green surveyed the three individuals with a
regretful look on his face. "Andrew, Jason, get up to bed."

"But she -"

"Now!"

They knew when to shut up. Much quicker than Sandra
was comfortable with, she was alone with Mr. Green. He surveyed her
with grey, piercing eyes. His handsome face was unreadable.

Without saying a word, he turned and made his way
into the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, waiting for her. She
jumped to follow and slid in past him, just brushing against him at
the doorframe. She caught a breath of his scent, strong and
masculine. He closed the door behind her and made his way around
the table.

She watched him fearfully.

He took down a wine glass from the shelves above the
sink and then retrieved the open bottle of Malbec from the
refrigerator. All this he did, slowly and very deliberately,
without looking at her. Instead, he raised the bottle, noted the
level of the liquid inside, and then poured himself a glass.

He sat at the table, swirled the wine, and took a
drink from it. "It is an excellent vintage," he noted, as though
complimenting her taste.

"Mr. Green," she started to say, "I -"

He held up a hand to stop her, and she fell
silent.

His strong, smooth-shaved face gave nothing away,
and he ran a hand lightly through his medium length auburn hair. It
was obvious this was not how he had wanted to end his long day.

"Tell me," he said at last. "Are my sons telling the
truth?"

She paused, a denial hovering on her lips but she
couldn't quite seem to give it voice. It all seemed so transparent.
She struggled to find something more plausible to say to defend
herself.

"I see," he said. "You have abused my trust."

She swallowed the lump in her throat.

"I'd like to hear you say it."

She looked at him questioningly, even
pleadingly.

"Say 'It's true.'"

She tried to wet the dryness of her mouth. She had
never felt dread quite this intense before. "It's true."

"You've abused my trust."

"I've abused your trust."

He nodded in small satisfaction. "I've noticed the
orderliness of the house has gone down when I leave the boys with
you. I thought maybe you just weren't a very firm hand with them
and couldn't get them to behave. I even felt a bit bad for you. But
I suppose that was a bit misplaced, wasn't it? You just didn't
care."

She tried to swallow again. "I ..." She trailed
off.

He politely waited for her to continue, but she had
nothing to say. Every lie seemed to wilt on her lips before that
steady, stern gaze.

"Well," he said at last, "I suppose the simplest
thing to do would be to end our arrangement right here, wouldn't
it? I hired a babysitter, not a third child to look after."

Sandra felt a hot flush rising in her cheeks. His
words stung worst of all because she knew she deserved them.

"But that's not how I've run my business and it's
not how I like to conduct my affairs." He shook his head. "I see in
you a perfectly capable young woman who simply needs guidance. You
aren't weak. You aren't stupid. You're impulsive, and you need a
strong hand to show you why hard work is worthwhile."

He took another long drink from his glass. He paused
to admire it's luster in the light of the lamp overhead, turning it
slightly in his hand as he savored it.

"So, Sandra, I'd like to help you. But of course,
it's not just up to me. Maybe you're just interested in taking
people's money for a job you have no interest in doing. You can run
away, pretend this didn't happen, admit you're just some silly
girl, and try to find someone else stupid or naive enough to pay
you to let their children run amok." He paused, watching me. "But I
think you need direction, and I think you realize you need
direction. Am I right?"

She stared at him, hanging on his every word so
helplessly that it took her a moment to realize he expected her to
speak. There was something chilling and scary about what he was
telling her, but it was also compelling. She had never experienced
this kind of interest in who she was and what she was capable of
before. Did he want to help her? Did she need his help?

"I -" she started again. "Yes."

He leaned forward. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear what
you said."

"You're right," she said louder. "I'm sorry."

"I'm right? You want to continue to work for me? And
for me to help you do so effectively and appropriately?"

She nodded, a strange combination of miserable and
masochistically excited. There was something so compelling about
the way he was talking to her that - despite everything else - she
couldn't bear the thought of walking out of here and never really
knowing what his guidance would feel like.

He nodded in satisfaction. "Good. Then stand
up."

Again she took a moment to respond, so drawn in by
his quiet, direct voice that she had to remember how to use her
legs. She scrambled to her feet, swaying slightly behind the chair
at the table.

"Come around to the end here and bend over."

Her mouth opened slightly as she realized what he
intended to do. He was going to spank her? Right now, in the
kitchen? With his kids upstairs?

Her face burned in humiliation and resentment. She
wanted to refuse, to tell him no, that she was done here and didn't
care and wanted to leave. But just like all the lies before, those
words too simply couldn't make it past her lips.

She walked over to the end of the table. The noise
of her footsteps seemed suddenly loud as it bounced back off the
hard, bare surfaces of the kitchen.

She put out her hands to the end of the wooden table
and bent over.

He stood up and came around behind her. His hand
positioned her waist, pushing her ass further outwards and her
torso down into a more humiliating posture. His touch was strong
and authoritative against her trembling stomach.

"Lift your skirt up."

Her face burned more hotly as she reached back and
lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist, exposing her
panties.

She couldn't stifle a gasp of chagrin as she felt
his fingers hook into the waistline of the panties and pull them
down her thighs, leaving her suddenly and mortifyingly uncovered.
She stood there frozen, holding up her own skirt to expose herself
for the man about to spank her.

As she felt the cool air of the room playing across
her bare ass and pussy, she realized with a tremble that she was
wet. Not just a little wet, but very wet.

Mr. Green's hand ran lightly over the full, tight
curve of her ass. His fingertips made her skin tingle as they
passed over her, effortlessly and perhaps unintentionally
communicating how thoroughly he had come to control her, mind and
body.

"This will happen every time you are bad," he said.
"Every time you are lazy or apathetic to the job you were hired to
do. You will be spanked. I will bring you into my kitchen and you
will lift up your skirt for me and then I will punish you just like
I am about to do now. I don't care if my children hear you. They
know what happens to rule breakers in this house. Do you
understand?"

"Yes - yes, sir," she said, her voice halfway
between a whimper and a moan.

"Good. Count for me."
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