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Unlike many of
the other girls in their senior year of college, Lana knew exactly
what she wanted. Or rather, who she wanted. Everyone filed down the
stairs on either side of the lecture hall, pensive looks on their
faces as they considered the exam review information that Professor
Jackson had been giving them for the last hour and a half.

Lana was always
the last to leave, collecting her books and slinging her bag over
her shoulder. She waited until the last person, a guy whose name
she didn’t know, went past her row of seats, then followed him down
the stairs.

Professor
Jackson stood by the podium, turning off the projector so that the
slide on western history being displayed faded away.

He was such a
handsome man. Lana looked at him out of the corner of the eye, one
hand on the rails to keep herself from stumbling down (which she’d
already managed to do once that semester).

She liked the
way his jaw set as he leafed through a pile of pages.

It wasn’t until
he looked up at her and said, “Can I help you with something,
Lana?” that she realized she’d stopped at the foot of the stairs,
right by the entrance to the lecture hall, and stood looking at
him.

Her heart
seemed to rev up, as though someone had pushed her gas pedal all
the way to the floor. She searched the room, desperate to find
something to talk about. There was nothing.

“No,
professor,” she said.

Professor
Jackson just smiled at her, then went back to leafing through his
papers.

Feeling herself
begin to sweat, Lana slipped from the lecture hall. She’d heard
once that Jackson had gone out with a student of his, after the
semester was over. But she figured she wouldn’t be his first
choice. She pushed through a group of people who’d decided to stand
in the middle of the hallway to have their conversation.

No, she
thought, he could have his pick of any of those skinny blondes
in class, like Sarah or Ashley. She knew instinctively that he
wouldn’t ever pick her. She wasn’t like all those so-called pretty
girls, who spent far too much time at the gym to make something of
their lives.

Walking toward
the exit, she noticed her reflection as she approached. Curvy. That
was, she thought, the best word to describe herself. Lana had
chosen a nice skirt and a matching blouse for her final lecture of
the semester with Professor Jackson. They appeared modest at first
glance, but Lana had spent nearly an hour in front of the mirror
back in her little studio apartment trying to get it right.

She let her
hips roll a little and smiled at the way her reflection moved. The
clothes hugged those curves of hers, accentuating them.

When someone
pulled the door open and stepped inside, the illusion broke. The
lecture had gone into the evening. With the sun hanging low enough
in the sky to kiss the horizon, the chill of the shadows had begun
creeping back into the world.

Lana hurried
over to the bus stop, fishing for her transit pass as she yelled
“Stop!” just as the driver pulled the lever to close the door.

He didn’t see
her. She stopped, watching with a sinking feeling deep in her
stomach as she realized she had to choose between walking and
trying to catch a bus at a stop farther down the line, or waiting
at her current stop, hoping for the next one to be on time.

Even though it
had begun to cool outside, it was still a nice day. The sky above
was clear of clouds, and the breeze felt pleasant rather than
biting.

Lana chose to
walk. It was nice, and she actually found herself doing some people
watching as she made her way down the main street. The one thing
she noticed most was all the couples. They’d move from place to
place holding hands, or simply while strolling along. They’d laugh
and share little secrets with each other, their faces lighting up
with smiles.

Why can’t I
have that? Lana wanted to know. An acidic ball of jealousy
formed inside her, burning her. By the time she got home, her
pleasant walk had turned into a hate-a-thon. She’d come in first
place.

Slamming the
door behind her, Lana threw her bag onto the bed, flinging herself
after it. The mattress springs groaned as she rolled onto her back
to stare at the stucco ceiling.

She knew why
she couldn’t have what all those happy couples did. It was because
she wanted someone beyond her reach. Someone tall, handsome, smart,
older. In short, someone who would never be with a girl like
her.

It felt like
she was going to boil over, from the inside out. Like steam was
going to shoot in great plumes from her ears like in a childhood
cartoon. Lana sat up, glancing over at her computer monitor. There
were notifications there, patiently blinking with their little
orange icons.

But Lana had a
better idea. The best thing to do when she felt like this was to
hop in the shower. She’d worked up a bit of a sweat with the fast
pace she’d set on the way home, anyway.

She stripped
her clothes off as she walked towards the bathroom, throwing her
nice skirt and blouse in little piles on the floor. Climbing into
the shower stall, she pulled the curtain closed, its grommets
squealing against the shiny metal shower bar. In one motion, she
pulled the knob and turned it so that the little arrow was almost
as far as it could go on the “HOT” side.

The water began
steaming before it touched it skin. It felt so good. Lana closed
her eyes and let the streams splash her face. It ran down her body,
between her large breasts, down between her legs. She felt a tingle
there as the hot water flowed down her sex and the insides of her
thighs.

The urge to
touch herself arose. Looking down her body, she saw how the water
had beaded on her flesh, how it ran down her stomach in hundreds of
little rivulets.

Her fingers had
just reached the well-kept hair above her mound when she heard her
phone ring. She paused, a sudden feeling of anticipation inside her
pushing into her mind so powerfully as to dislodge the image of
Professor Jackson that had been there before.

She’d never
call herself psychic, but Lana was open to the possibility of
something so powerful happening that even someone so psychically
insensitive as herself would feel it. That was what she felt at
that moment.

Her machine
picked up, its robotic voice telling the caller to please leave a
message after the beep.

Lana turned off
the shower to reduce the noise. The sound of the drops splattering
on the stall floor were like thunderclaps.

“Lana? Hi. Oh,
I hate these damn machines...”

Her heart
seemed to lodge itself in her throat as she put a face to the
voice.

“This is Doctor
Jackson. Listen, I think it’s okay for me to tell you that you got
the highest mark in the class going into the exam. If you have some
time, there’s an opportunity I would like to discuss with
you...”

Lana lurched
from the shower, nearly falling over and braining herself on the
toilet in her dash for the phone. She’d just reached it when
Professor Jackson finished.

“Send me an
email and we’ll meet up. Have a nice evening.”

Lana wrenched
the receiver up to her ear. “Hello? Professor? Hello?” There was
nobody on the other end. She’d missed him.

Dripping wet
naked, Lana felt her knees slowly giving out beneath her. She sank
to the floor, the receiver still jammed between her shoulder and
head. Little pools of hot water formed on the floor around her
feet, and a voice somewhere in the back of her head told her if she
kept leaning against the stand the phone was on, she was going to
ruin it from the moisture.

An
opportunity? What does he mean by that? Lana wondered. For a
brief moment, her heart fluttered as the thought that he was going
to ask her out flirted with her mind. Then she realized it couldn’t
be that; the exams weren’t up yet, and he wouldn’t risk having that
conflict of interest.

By the time she
stood up and grabbed her towel from the bathroom, the water on her
made her shiver. She could hardly make herself towel off and blow
dry her hair before sitting down in front of the computer and
tapping out an email.

“Dear Dr.
Jackson,

 


I’m sorry I
missed your phone call. I was cleaning up, since I had to walk home
after missing the bus.

Anyway, I’d
love to hear more about this opportunity. Checking the syllabus, I
see you have an office hour tomorrow in the morning. If it’s okay,
I’ll stop by and we can talk then.

L.”

Lana paused
after typing in her initial. She read the email over four or five
times, tweaking it slightly. She hovered the cursor over the “Send”
button, a sudden panic welling up within her. Closing her eyes, she
willed her finger to click. She sighed, standing up.

Studying had
been the plan for this evening, but that seemed to have been blown
out of the water. Instead, Lana walked over to the mirror, twisting
about, looking at her towel-wrapped body. She’d always felt a
little insecure, being plump and curvy. She noticed how nice her
legs looked, and she spun to get a look at her calves. Smiling,
Lana again let herself fantasize about being Dr. Jackson’s. He was
smart. Maybe he didn’t just want some scrawny floozy.

Putting her
nightgown on after her long, auburn hair had fully dried, she
climbed under the covers and turned off her lamp.

Being so
excited, she thought getting to sleep would be hard. She didn’t
even feel it when her eyes drifted shut and she began to dream.

It was an
incredibly vivid dream. Her hands clutched at the blankets as her
body twisted, her eyelids bunching as she squeezed them. She found
herself in Dr. Jackson’s office. It was much larger than in real
life. He sat behind his desk, his tie loose and the top two buttons
on his shirt undone.

Standing, he
walked around the desk and she looked up into his face. He grabbed
her, pulled her close. He kissed her, and she felt her sex get wet
as his hands moved around to her bottom and squeezed her ample
cheeks. He moaned as he felt her.

She squealed as
he wheeled their entwined bodies around, cleared his desk with one
sweep of his arm, and pushed her down onto it.

In the dream,
she became aware of her skirt, and how it rode up her thighs. Dr.
Jackson’s fingers ran up her inner thigh, getting closer and
closer... Lana let out a moan in her sleep as her hips ground
against the mattress.

“Lana...” he
whispered into her ear, sucking the lobe between his teeth and
biting lightly down onto the soft flesh.

The alarm went
off, the DJ announcing that it was 7:30 in the morning. Lana’s eyes
shot open, the dream shattered. She clutched the blanket, pulling
it up under her chin as the music droned on and she stared up at
the ceiling.

A deep sense of
disappointment pervaded her as she went through her morning
routine. Her cereal was tasteless, and the cup of coffee tasted
bitter no matter how much sugar she put into it.

She kept
looking at the clock. There were no classes today, and she knew
that she should be studying, but the only thing on her mind was the
time. Sometimes, she stopped chewing to listen to the soft tick of
the second hand.

Checking her
emails, her heart again seemed to flutter in her throat as she saw
a reply from the professor. Opening it, the disappointment
returned. All the email said was that he’d see her at his office.
Nothing else.

Lana wiled away
the time through a process. She’d read a page or two out of a
textbook, glance at the clock, forget what she’d just read, and
have to do the whole thing over and over.

She got so busy
just waiting for the time to leave that she forgot to pick out what
to wear.

“Oh, damn it!”
Lana shrieked, standing up. There were 45 minutes left until her
appointment. She needed at least five to walk to the bus stop, and
another 15 on the bus to actually get to the school

That left her
only 25 minutes to grab an outfit and make sure everything
worked.

She grabbed
clothing by the armload from her closet and threw it on the bed.
One plastic hanger cracked as she yanked at the blouse on it.

Finally
dressed, she grabbed her school bag and glanced at the clock as she
went for the door.

“That was a
close one...” she muttered as she went through the door, closing
and locking it behind her.

Getting to the
campus was a blur. It was like one of those episodes of lost time.
Lana remembered that it was sunny out, and that the bus driver had
said “Hello” as she flashed her pass at him. That was it.

The next thing
she knew, she was outside Professor Jackson’s office.

The only
problem was: Professor Jackson wasn’t there. She glanced up and
down the hallway, looking for him. She’d knocked twice already,
with no answer.

Is this some
sort of joke? The professor had always seemed so nice. Was he
just out to prey on her feelings like everyone else seemed to be?
Lana paced in front of his door, trying to figure it out.

“Hey, Lana. I
guess I’m a little late?”

Lana spun
around, fighting down the urge to raise an accusatory finger. He
smiled apologetically at her. It looked like he hadn’t shaved. The
bit of black stubble on his face and neck made him look more
masculine than usual. Her protests died in her throat.

“No, Professor,
I think I’m just early. I like to be punctual,” Lana said.

He put his hand
on her shoulder, and her eyes opened wide. She suddenly felt very
warm, and hummingbirds seemed to thrum in her stomach.

She yelped as
he pushed her gently out of the way. Looking, Lana saw she’d been
standing right in front of the door so that he couldn’t unlock it.
He let her in first, reaching an arm in through the doorway to hit
the light switch as she entered.

Lana had been
in his office plenty of times before, but the school had always
been busy. There was no one else in the halls, so it was as though
they had the entire floor to themselves. Her nose became acutely
aware of the musky scent of his body.

Sitting behind
his desk, he motioned to a chair across from him and she sat.

“So, I wanted
to ask if you’d—“ Jackson began.

“Yes!” Lana
replied, cutting him off.

He frowned at
her, a slight smile curving the corners of his mouth.

“Hold on, let
me explain things.”

It turned out
that he wanted her to be a research assistant for him. Lana glued a
smile to her face and nodded as he spoke, secretly yelling at
herself for assuming he was going to proposition her. Stupid,
stupid girl! She thought.

It took her a
few moments to realize that Professor Jackson had stopped talking
and was watching her.

“Lana, is
everything okay? You seem disappointed. I thought you’d jump at
this chance,” he said.

“What? Yes, of
course. I... I just thought...” She trailed off.

“Did you think
I was going to say something else? What?”

She paused,
listening for any sounds. Only her pounding heart and their steady
breaths reached her ears. Am I really going to say this? She
had to. She wanted to know how he felt, needed to know.

“Do... Do you
like me, professor?”

Jackson put his
hands behind his head and leaned back in his chair, his eyes
widening as realization flooded his face.

Her mouth dry
and her body trembling slightly in anticipation, Lana waited for
his answer. She leaned forward in her chair.

“Lana, you’re
my student,” he began, and she felt her heart drop into her
stomach. She knew where this was going. The chair squeaked as she
leaned back. He continued, “I think you’re lovely, I really do.
You’re different from the other girls, but it’s against school
regulations.”

Tears pressed
at the back of her eyes, building up a pressure that she knew
probably turned her face red. She fought back against them. Her
fingers dug into the cloth handles of the chair as the battle raged
inside her. Everything seemed to go blurry in her vision.

Then the
professor was beside her, kneeling down by the chair. He’d grabbed
one of her hands and was squeezing it.

“Oh, it’s okay.
I’m sure there’s a man out there for you, I—“

She stopped his
talking by pressing her lips to his. His stubble scratched at her
face, but she didn’t care. His lips felt so soft and warm. He
pulled back from her slowly. Their lips were the last things to
part, slowly peeling from each other. She saw that he was shaking,
too.

“Why don’t I
send you the information through email? I think you probably have a
lot of studying to do,” he said, standing up.

His hands
clenched and unclenched a few times. He opened the office door and
stood to one side.

Lana stood up
and left, unable to look Professor Jackson in the eye.

She wanted to
throw herself under the bus as it approached. The only thing that
kept her from doing it was the memory of the kiss. If she
concentrated, she could still feel the warmth of his lips against
hers.

“Hi,” the
driver said, swinging the door open to let her climb aboard.

The door to her
apartment had barely closed behind her when she tore all her
clothes off, not caring when two buttons on her blouse gave way and
pinged across the room.

In the top
drawer of the dresser, Lana found what she needed. It was long and
thick, the rubber shiny in the light.

She rubbed some
of her saliva onto the head for lubricant. Lying on her bed, she
spread her legs apart. Lana needed to lose herself in something,
needed to feel good again.

A little gasp
escaped her mouth as she put the head of the dildo against her sex.
She pushed. Her mouth opened wider as she felt herself parting,
stretching around the girth of it.

If she closed
her eyes, she could see that Professor Jackson was supporting
himself on his strong arms as he mounted her. It was his hard
member that entered her, then, her pussy suddenly yielding to his
desire to be in her, filling her up.

She pushed the
dildo in until it could go no farther. The bulbous head of it
bumped against the very back of her, and she squeezed around it in
involuntary response.

Again, the
tears welled up behind her eyes. But these were different. There
was pain as the walls of her pussy stretched around the dildo, but
it let onto pleasure. She wiped at her eyes as she drew the toy
partway out of her, then thrust it back in.

The muscles in
her arm burned as she urged the dildo to greater speed. Already its
rubber surface glistened with her juices. Imagining that it was
Professor Jackson thrusting his hardness into her brought even more
juices out of her, and she gritted her teeth.

“Oh!” She
screamed, her sex clenching up around the dildo again and again.
Energy coursed out all the way to her fingers and toes, and she
writhed on the bed.

“Professor...”
Lana hissed.

Her nipples
puckered, and it felt as though her large breasts swelled to an
even greater size as she gave her body over to her climax. Her toes
curled up as her body contracted around the sexual energy running
like hot lead through her veins.

When she
finally pulled the dildo out of her, it dripped with her juices.
She hadn’t bothered to turn any lights on, and shadows seemed to
flood the apartment.

Exhaustion took
over, and Lana found she couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer.
Lying naked on the bed, her body still trembling, she passed into a
fitful sleep.

The first thing
Lana did after waking up was to shower. She scrubbed at her flesh
until it turned red, trying to clean herself of the previous day.
Her nipples stiffened again under the assault, and drops of water
dripped from them.

Getting out,
the hot water still steaming as it streamed down her curves to the
rug, she remembered that today she had a tutorial session. As a
senior in high standing, her faculty had asked her to run a few
study sessions to help the freshmen get through their first round
of post-secondary level exams.

She also
remembered it was for a course taught by Professor Jackson. The
same course in which her crush for him had developed. He’d promised
her that he’d come in to answer a few questions and drop a few
hints personally.

Can I face
him? He’d end up looking at her like all the other guys who’d
found out about her crushes.

“I hate him,”
she said to her reflection as she applied her makeup. Her
reflection seemed to agree with her. But there was something else
behind those eyes.

Lana knew she
hated him then because she still wanted him so much.

After dressing
much more modestly than usual, she grabbed a pad of yellow legal
paper and a pen. Sitting at her desk, she drew a small chart. There
were two columns, one labelled “Go,” the other, “Don’t.”

The item “Dr.
Jackson will be there,” fell under both sides. It was close. The
“Go” side had one more item, “Can be used for CV for grad school,”
tipped the scale.

So, gathering
her materials, she went out to catch the bus yet again.

A lump lodged
in her throat as she opened the door to the small lecture hall.
There were already at least a dozen freshmen sitting around, their
own notebooks opened. They all looked up at her, then back down to
their books.

The lump eased
somewhat when she saw that the professor had yet to arrive.

Putting her
things down on the lectern, she tried her best to look
authoritative. She knew she couldn’t let her voice crack.

“Okay. Hello,
everyone. Let’s just get right down to business. Sound good?”

No one
protested as she began going over the finer points of a nearly
forgotten war. Delving deep into her mind for the details helped
her not think about the professor, and whether he’d shaved that
day, or how much strength she’d felt in his hand when he’d tried to
comfort her.

In fact, Lana
had nearly pushed him from her mind about half an hour into the
session. She smiled as she answered a question asked by a boy with
sandy hair.

Then the door
opened and Professor Jackson walked through. Lana stopped
mid-sentence and looked at him. He caught her eye for a moment
before they both looked down at the floor.

“Uh, hi all.
Sorry, I think I’m a little late to the party. I take it Lana here
has been telling you all of my secret strategies for doing well on
an exam?” Jackson said.

He opened a
leather file folder on the lectern and put his notes beside
Lana’s.

A quick glance
showed her that he had, in fact, shaved that day. The scent of his
aftershave seemed to go straight to her head. She found it
difficult to concentrate as her knees weakened.

“No, Professor,
not all your secrets. I thought you’d like to give them some
surprises; you’re good at that,” she said.

Jackson took
same papers out and tapped them against the lectern to straighten
them out. He gave her a sidelong glance as she pretended to study
her next talking point.

The final half
hour of the study session seemed to consist of those sidelong
glances in between talking about one battle or another. It felt to
Lana as though the professor had something he wanted to say to her.
From the way he set his jaw, the way he clenched it so that the
muscles bulged, he seemed upset.

“Okay,
everyone. I think that’s it for today. Good luck. Don’t forget to
have a good night’s sleep,” Dr. Jackson said.

Lana looked at
the clock. There were still ten minutes left in the session. The
freshmen also looked somewhat confused. None of them dared speak up
as they filed out of the room. Lana also saw that the professor had
put his papers over hers, keeping her from gathering them up so
she, too, could leave.

“Close that,
please,” Jackson said to the final student, a scrawny guy in a
t-shirt.

He watched
until the door clicked shut, then he turned on Lana.

The angry glint
in his eyes sent Lana back a step. Her body trembled as her
fight-or-flight reflex flooded her with adrenaline. She’d never
seen him like this. Not even the time when a student, stoned out of
his mind, had pulled the fire alarm right in the middle of their
midterm exam earlier in the semester.

Lana grabbed
the lectern, squeezing it. Is he going to hurt me? She
wondered, trying to figure out the source of his anger.

“Don’t you
check your fucking emails?” He said.

His eyes left
hers for a moment to move up and down her body.

Lana realized
that she hadn’t checked them that day. She’d totally forgotten
about just about everything except for her session that day.

“I... Of course
I do. I was just too busy making sure I was ready for this to look
at them. Why?”

“I sent you
one,” he said, as if that explained everything.

Despite the
sudden surge in fear, a tingle of arousal moved up through her body
from her sex. Even angry, he looked so handsome. She saw how alone
they were in the lecture hall, and she knew how few people were on
campus at the moment. There would be no one around to notice.

He could do
anything he wanted to her. Lana’s breath caught in her throat, her
mind suddenly filled with visions of his grabbing her body up and
using it for whatever he wanted.

Then her anger
flared up again. What right did he have to be mad at her? He was
the cause of all her problems, anyway. He was the one who’d crushed
every last ounce of hope from her.

“What did you
say, then? Are you offering my assistantship to someone else or
something?”

The lectern
felt good and heavy in her hand. It would hurt him a lot if she hit
him with it, she knew.

His eyes
widened and he scowled at her for a moment. She flexed the muscles
in her arm, ready to defend herself. Then all the anger seemed to
rush from him and he broke eye contact.

“What? No!
Nothing like that. It was about the kiss,” he said, whispering the
final words.

Jackson looked
over his shoulder at the closed door, as though afraid someone
might have heard.

He took a step
toward her, planting his feet so close to hers that the toes of
their shoes touched. She looked up into his face as the scent of
his aftershave grew stronger. This close, she noticed that he
trembled slightly, as though full of nervous energy.

“You’re
different, Lana,” he said, glancing down at her body.

Her eyebrows
shot up in indignation. “So you’re saying you don’t want to be with
me because I’m not another scrawny blonde bitch?”

That was it.
She shoved his papers off the lectern, letting them flutter down to
the floor. She jammed her own materials back into her bags.

“Lana,” he
started.

“Fuck you!” She
yelled at him, knocking the lectern over as she grabbed the last
text. It was one by Professor Jackson himself, she saw.

She threw it at
him. He ducked, and the book smacked against the whiteboard.



“Listen to me!”
Jackson said.

He grabbed her
wrists as she tried to push past him. His fingers tightened.

“You’re hurting
me!” Lana said.

Startled,
Jackson let go. “I’m sorry. Please, Lana, just listen.”

“Move,” she
said, staring daggers at him.

Dr. Jackson
grabbed her by the shoulders, slamming her back against the
whiteboard. Dry erase markers fell, rolling across the floor. His
fingers dug into her flesh.

The professor
pushed his mouth against hers so hard that their teeth clashed. She
struggled in surprise as they kissed. Dr. Jackson had his body
pressed against hers. She felt his cock harden against her.

She stopped
struggling. Pushing one hand between their bodies, she felt his
stiff member. She shuddered as she got wet. He spread his lips
open. She opened her mouth in response. A moan escaped her as his
tongue pushed between her teeth. He moaned as well as she started
squeezing his member.

After a
breathless minute, he pulled his face away from hers.

“What...” she
began.

“In the email,
I said all I could think about the whole night was that kiss, and
how badly I felt for blowing you off. It’s just... This is
dangerous. If anyone found out, I could lose my job. You could be
expelled.”

Lana thought of
one solution, even though it made her heart ache. “Why... Why don’t
we wait until after the exam?”

He throbbed in
her hand as he ran his hand down her thigh.

Lana threw her
head back, her eyes squeezing shut, as his fingers pushed up
between her thighs. He rubbed at her, his fingers moving back and
forth along her slit. She suddenly felt hot and wet down there. Her
hips began grinding against his hand of their own accord.

His lips
pressed against her exposed neck. He bit down on her for a moment,
before pulling away.

“Because I
can’t wait that long for you, Lana. You’re different... when I
think about your curves, when I touch them... I...”

She knew what
happened when he did that. His cock trembled against her palm. She
wished she could feel his bare cock. The desire to stroke him, to
please him, filled her. And he’d said “curves.” This handsome,
older man found her so sexy that he had to touch her and squeeze
her right at the front of a lecture hall.

Jackson brought
his hand up the front of her crotch, she felt his fingertips push
down under the waistband of her pants.

Her breath kept
catching in her throat, and she found herself standing up on her
toes as all the muscles in her body seemed to go rigid.

“Let me touch
you...” He said.

His fingertips
went down through her pubic hair. She could feel them against the
top of her slit, rubbing her, making her break out in goosebumps.
She wanted to open her legs, to let him touch her there, but she
needed to tell him something.

“I...” It was
so hard to say, she kept getting choked up, “I’ve... never been
with a man.”

She felt his
shaft jerk against her hand at her admission. His lips gently
brushed against her neck. Was he smiling? His lips felt as though
he were.

“It’s okay,” he
whispered, letting his lips travel up to her ear, “I like
that.”

He pushed as he
felt her relax a little. Two of his fingers pressed into the pink
folds between the lips of her sex. She moaned as she ground her
hips against his massaging fingers.

His fingertips
circled around the cusp of her opening, getting her wetter and
wetter, teasing her. She alternated between squeezing and rubbing
his hard shaft through his pants. Her breaths came quickly, getting
faster as he put the very tip of one finger into her.

“You’re so wet
for me,” Dr. Jackson said.

The tip of a
second finger entered her.

“Professor...
Professor...” she moaned as he felt how tight she was.

His fingers
slipped deeper into her. Her tightness couldn’t hold them back.
When they stroked against the front wall of her sex, her knees
nearly gave out from under her.

Gritting his
teeth, he curled his fingers against her faster and harder. Her
back arched against the whiteboard as the tingles shot through her
nerves, as her pussy got wetter around him. She watched the muscles
in his shoulder flex as he pleasured her, felt the way he hardened
against her hand as her moans got louder and longer.

“Yes...” he
said, his lips once again by her ear, “Come for me.”

She did as she
was told. Her hands tightened into fists and her toes curled again.
It wasn’t a piece of rubber in her anymore, but a real man who
really wanted her. He kept stroking her walls even as she tightened
up until he could barely move inside her. More wetness came out of
her, so much that his fingers squelched.

Again, he put
his teeth to her throat and bit down as her climax overpowered her.
Even though her eyes were closed, flashes of light shot across her
vision. She could feel her heartbeat in her sex as it convulsed
around her professor’s fingers.

As her orgasm
let go of her, her knees gave out. Jackson caught her up in his
arms, his lips seeking hers. They kissed in between Lana’s gulping
breaths. She still felt a little lightheaded, and her legs shook
beneath her. Dr. Jackson felt so strong against her, so hard. She
couldn’t believe how hard his member felt. Her moans and whimpers
seemed to harden him even more.

He needed her,
she knew. What aroused the professor was her, nothing else.

She pushed him
back, letting herself fall to her knees in front of him. He
unbuttoned his pants and pushed them partway down his thighs. His
cock stood out from his body, quivering with his need for her.

Looking up into
his eyes, Lana wrapped her fingers around him. Just like before,
she felt how her throbbed and pulsed at her touch. A clear bead of
liquid stood out at the tip. She kissed it from him, and his whole
body shook.

Emboldened, she
kept kissing him. Her lips moved down to the bottom of his shaft,
trailing along his length, then back to the tip. He entwined his
fingers in her hair on either side of her head as she opened her
mouth and swallowed the head.

“Lana...” he
said, his eyes closing.

His arousal
made her tremble, with more wetness coming from her sex.

She explored
him with her tongue. The flesh of the head felt so taut, and it
swelled between her lips as her tongue travelled over it.

His whole body
went rigid as the tip of her tongue found the ridges around the
head. He let go of her for one moment with one hand to grab the
fingers she’d wrapped around his shaft. He began stroking himself
with her, then let go. She continued stroking him after he placed
his hand back on her head.

More of the
liquid came out of him as her strokes moved quickly up and down his
member. He groaned when she began sucking on him, trying to get
more to come out.

“Oh...” Jackson
said.

He started
thrusting into her mouth. Lana tightened her lips around his shaft,
making a tight ring that made the skin on him move with her
grip.

His thrusts
became more urgent, and she stroked him faster.

Then his
fingers tightened in her hair, pulling at it in a way that made her
shiver.

Lana’s eyes
widened as his member suddenly became even harder in her mouth,
swelling up to greater girth.

He jerked in
her lips as he reached his climax. His hot seed shot out of him
against the back of her throat, again and again. Lana swallowed it
all as it came out, hungry for more. Her hand moved up and down his
shaft at lightning speed, trying to make him feel as good as
possible.

His face
flinched every time more spurted from him, almost like it hurt.

Lana left her
lips wrapped around him for a few moments after he finished. She
liked the way he pulsed in her. She kissed him as she pulled
away.

Jackson helped
Lana to her feet. He stroked at her cheeks. Puzzled, Lana put her
fingers to her face and then looked at them. Her makeup had run.
He’d made her eyes water, she realized.

“Did you like
it?” She asked, watching as he pulled his pants back up.

“I like you,”
he replied.

Then he looked
over his shoulder. Lana did, as well.

Fear, cold and
hard, formed in her stomach. Looking in through the window was a
man. It was another professor from the history department, Dr.
Schlegel. He glared at them, and there seemed to be a hint of a
smile on his face. His was the only class Lana had ever done poorly
in.

“No...” Lana
whispered, half to herself.

Dr. Jackson
grabbed up his stuff. He turned to face Lana for a moment,
squeezing her shoulder and mouthing, “I need you,” before opening
the door.

Dr. Schlegel
pushed in, keeping them from leaving.

“Well, Jackson,
I certainly hope Lana here isn’t one of your students this
semester. Weren’t you up for that tenure track position? It would
be such a shame...”

“Look, I can
explain,” Jackson began.

“Save it for
the dean,” Schlegel replied. He was looking over his shoulder at
Lana. She didn’t like the look in his eyes. “I didn’t think you
liked the curvy girls, Jackie Boy.”

Dr. Jackson
drew back his fist and punched Schlegel in the face hard enough to
send his glasses flying. Schlegel looked shocked as he fell to the
floor, one hand over his eye.

“You’re in for
it now!” Schlegel said, grabbing his glasses and scrambling to his
feet. He ran with his hand clutched over his eye all the way down
the hall.

“What are we
going to do?” Lana asked, putting her hand on Professor Jackson’s
shoulder.

He reached up
and patted her fingers. His knuckles already looked bruised from
the punch. Lana knew his hand had to be hurting.

“I don’t know.
I’ll think of something.”

Lana hoped
there was some way out of this. She couldn’t lose him, not that
way. She started trying to think of some way out of their
predicament, but it seemed so hopeless. The only thing keeping her
together at the moment was the warmth of his hand on hers.
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Audrey froze.
There were two pairs of shining eyes looking out from the shadows
created by a particularly dense copse of trees. Unblinking, they
stared out at her.

It felt like
there was a solid block of ice where her heart should be. She
didn’t even dare breathe, for fear that any motion, however small,
might break the tableau.

The two sets of
eyes bobbed up and down a little. Audrey realized they were coming
closer to her. She could make out shapes, low and feral, in the
shadows. A set of white fangs appeared when one of the creatures
pulled its lips back. A low thrum of a growl escaped its throat.
Audrey could feel the vibrations of it in her chest, even though it
came all the way from the other side of the clearing.

She whimpered
as the shadowy shapes became more distinct. Two enormous wolves
looked at her. One had fur so black that it might as well have been
dipped in pitch. The other was a tawny color, and slightly
smaller.

A drop of her
juices ran down her knuckles. Audrey remembered that she had her
skirt hiked up, and had two fingers jammed almost all the way into
her pussy.

The wolves
noticed, too. Their eyes fixed on her hand as she tried to slowly
pull her fingers out of herself. There was something about those
eyes. They didn’t look like the eyes of any dog she’d seen before.
Intelligence hid behind them, cool, calculating.

Something in
her urged her to run, but she couldn’t make herself get up.
Instead, she found herself pulling her skirt back down over her
knees, then pulling her knees to her chest as though they could
prevent her from the savagery of the predators watching her.

“Don’t... Don’t
hurt me...” Audrey said. The words were barely audible to her, a
whisper.

But the wolves
heard. Their ears perked, and they exchanged a glance. The big
black one padded toward her. Its lips had gone back down over its
teeth, yet Audrey found herself more frightened then ever.

When it came
close enough that she could feel its hot breath, it changed. Audrey
whimpered as the wolf turned into a man right in front of her eyes.
Despite his black fur, his human skin was almost as fair as
Audrey’s. He was tall and muscular, handsome in a rough,
uncivilized way with his long hair and powerful jaw line.

He was also
naked. As Audrey’s eyes moved down his body, she saw his penis. It
hung heavy and thick between his legs. She found herself blushing
as heat rushed back into her pussy.

The wolfman
turned around to look at the animal behind him. “This one is
ready,” he said, his voice deep.

“What—?” Audrey
said.

The tawny wolf
blinked at the man.

The man then
turned back to Audrey and looked down at her. She saw appreciation
in his eyes. His cock thickened and got longer as she watched.
Audrey felt a hunger within her for that cock, and she wondered how
big it was when it got fully hard at the same time as a deep fear
and loathing invaded her.

“Come, girl.
You’re lucky,” the man said as he bent down over her.

He started
encircling Audrey with his arms. That made something snap within
her. The paralysis that had been keeping her locked into her oak
chair broke.

Letting out a
shriek, Audrey leapt to her feet. She made a break for the edge of
the clearing, knowing that the fence and the farmhouse lay just
beyond. She screamed again, hoping someone might be out in the
yard, able to hear her.

Growling, the
tawny wolf leapt in front of her, blocking her path. Audrey looked
at the long, white fangs. She stepped to the side. The wolf sidled
as well. It took a step toward Audrey, snapping its jaws.

When it leapt,
Audrey jumped backwards. She found herself grabbed up by the man’s
strong arms. She let out an indignant squawk as she felt his big
hands grab her ass and give it an appreciative squeeze. She
struggled, scratching at him with her nails and pummelling his
broad chest with her small fists. He smiled, his teeth far too
white, and chuckled at her.

“Yes, she’s a
good one,” he said to the wolf.

He turned,
Audrey locked in his arms, and stalked off away from the clearing
and deeper into the woods.

“Let me go!”
Audrey said. She pounded her fists against him again. Over his
shoulder, she could see that the tawny wolf followed them. It
watched her with curiosity.

“If you don’t
stop soon, girl, you’ll turn my amusement into annoyance. You don’t
want that.”

“People will
look for me. I told them where I was going. They’ll know to search
the woods,” Audrey said, her anger getting the better of her.
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