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Katie used to think
Professor Wilkins was a nice guy. He's young for a college
professor and mouthwateringly handsome. The girls in her class joke
about staying after for extra attention. But when he catches Katie
copying off another student, she finds out in a hurry that being on
his bad side can be intense.



He's not shy about showing the pretty nineteen year old who's boss
in more ways than one. And when his methods make a big impression
on her, another professor wants to help take the inexperienced young
woman to her full potential ...



That's what college is about, right?









Preview






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.
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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.
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Sarah loved Mr. Collins. Well, she didn't love him
like that. She just thought he was incredible. He was super
handsome and always knew what to do and what to say. He'd been
friends with her father since before she was born, and over the
years she started gravitating towards him more than her own dad for
advice about life or school or boys.

So when he had kids of his own, she was at first a
little jealous. She shouldn't have been, and she knew she probably
shouldn't have been, but she couldn't help it.

But of course he still liked her and was always
happy to see her, so it really wasn't that bad after all. In the
end it even became a good thing, in a way. When the kids were old
enough to run around on their own he started asking her over to
babysit now and then. He was happy to pay her well, and it was fun
to have a reason to spend so much time at his house.

But now that she was seeing him so much more
frequently, she was starting to realize how much had changed
between them in the past couple of years. Gone were the days when
she would run happily in through the door, hop up in his lap, and
ask him to help her with her homework.

It made sense, she supposed. That wasn't the only
thing that had changed. She'd finally started growing into herself.
After waiting to catch up with the other girls, she had slowly but
unmistakably blossomed into a very beautiful young woman. Her young
breasts had become full and firm, her ass was enough to make a man
do a double take, and her legs had gone from awkward and gangly to
long and smooth. With the changes in her body, her curiosity to
experience this new world of sexuality was becoming stronger and
stronger.

If Mr. Collins had noticed these changes in her, as
she sometimes lamented to herself, he was certainly the only one.
The boys of the town seemed determined not to give her a second
glance.

She tried to dress more invitingly, but that didn't
seem to change anything. She often found herself watching porn
wondering what the women had that she didn't, and wondering whether
she couldn't find herself men more like the aggressive, older men
in the videos instead of the boys she was trying in vain to
distract from their video games and their homework.

It was a beautiful late spring day as she walked up
to the Henderson's on Marwood Street. They had two kids close in
age to Mr. Collins' pair, and she was often asked to pick them up
there after play dates.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Henderson," she said brightly.
"How're you doing today?"

"Fine, Sarah," the woman said a little stiffly,
opening the door to let her in. "The boys are out back."

Ten minutes later she was feeling a bit like a
mother duckling as she led Mike and Aiden toddling after her down
the sidewalk towards Mr. Collins new house a few blocks over.

"So did you guys have a good time?" she asked
them.

"Timmy's got a new Lego set," Aiden informed her
very seriously. "It's got spaceships and a space station and
astronauts."

"Really? That sounds fun."

"He'd already put all the pieces together," Mike
said. "He'd only let us look at it."

"Well I'm sure he worked very hard on it," Sarah
said sagely. "Maybe after he's had it for a while he'll let you all
take it apart and put it back together again."

Sometimes it was a bit surreal how much the two
young boys took after their father. Their little faces were little
shadows of the handsome men they'd be someday. Good genes.

Maybe that was why she liked babysitting them so
much. It felt so incredibly intimate to be caring for his children
while he was busy. All the self-doubt and unreciprocated longing in
the world couldn't take away the special place he had assigned her
in their lives.

 


 


Grant Collins had had a long day, and it was well
after ten o'clock when he pulled into the driveway of the big house
on Wabash.

It was a lavish building - more space than they
really needed, he sometimes thought. But since assuming CFO duties,
the money came in so fast that it seemed a shame not to spend it on
something his family could enjoy and take pride in. He was glad he
had been able to find something so nice without going far from the
old neighborhood.

It didn't quite feel like home yet, but it would
soon.

He saw the dark outline of a person move past one of
the windows. He instantly felt his mood lift a bit, knowing that
outline would be Sarah, relaxing after an evening of watching the
kids. He'd never say as much, but she was as big a part as anything
in his not wanting to transplant too far away. As much as he loved
his boys, in a way he'd always think of her as just as much his
daughter as they were his sons.

He'd been friends with her father since college,
when Grant had been the young up-and-coming tailback that the
veteran fullback had taken under his wing and shown the ropes.

Since those days, success hadn't come as easily to
his old friend, but Grant had to hand it to him: he'd raised a hell
of a daughter. Sarah was an exceptionally sweet girl: warm,
chipper, and helplessly cute. She always had a smile on her face,
and it was impossible not to smile along with her.

Moving too far away to see her regularly would have
been like estranging his own family. He was already smiling as he
opened the door.

He stepped inside and felt his stomach clench. Sarah
had looked up from her seat on the sofa in the living room
beyond.

All the warm, innocent memories of her as a girl
flew out of his head in an instant, replaced by a now all too
familiar dread.

His little Sarah stood up and made her way down the
hall. He'd tried to ignore the changes in her body over the past
several years, but recently she seemed determined - intentionally
or not - to make that impossible.

She was dressed in a tank top and very, very short
shorts. Her toned, tan thighs rounded into the most perfect ass as
they disappeared under the tightly stretched denim. The tank top
was loose and thin, and it was painfully obvious that she was
wearing no bra beneath it. Her young, perky breasts were nestled
against her folded arms, and their soft shape and nipples were
perfectly visible even in the imperfect light that spilled out into
the foyer. Her blonde hair was teased and tucked back into a
partial pony-tail.

She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet as she
came over. "Hello, Mr. Collins," she beamed.

He looked away as she moved, his heart pounding in
his chest as he fought the unruly feelings rising in him.

"Good evening, Sarah. How's everything?"
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