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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, a young
college professsor and her well-hung alpha student, intense and
rough sex, dominance and submissiveness. All characters are 18 or
older.




Kelce is graduating as the star quarterback
of the university football team. Four years have taught him he owns
the school, and he won't be shy about wanting the same of the
pretty young professor who just crossed his sights.



Claire Malken has always been a bit bookish, but under her reserved
exterior is a woman's needs and a woman's desires. For all the
brains that got her this job - and they're all screaming for her to
stay away - her body seems more than ready to betray her when the
well-hung younger man decides to show her what he wants.









Preview

 


"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.
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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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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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