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  Chapter One


  


  Miranda looked up at a light tapping on the frosted glass of her office door.


  “Come in,” she replied while leaning back in her chair and rubbing her stinging eyes.


  She’d been grading essays and exams for the past three hours and whoever was at the door, and whatever they wanted, would be a good excuse to take a break.


  “Hey, girl!” Susan came through the door, and Miranda could have kissed her when she saw the Extra-large Dunkin Donuts Coffee in her hand. “Brought you some inspiration!”


  “Have I told you how much I love you?” Miranda plucked the coffee from her hand.


  “What if I told you I had them add a turbo shot?” Her fellow professor and longtime friend asked.


  “I’ll kiss you right here, with tongue.” Miranda took a sip and rolled her eyes back. She really shouldn’t be getting this much pleasure from a coffee, but not like she’d had much else going on her life lately.


  “Can my husband watch?”


  “If he brings me food he can join in.” Miranda took another sip and sighed. “You’d think after a while you’d get used to grading the finals.”


  “Nah, no matter how many times you do it, it’s still panic and crunch time just like it is for the students.” Susan sat down in one of the two chairs in front of her desk. “But hey, this is your last time, at least here anyway, so enjoy the rush.”


  “True,” Miranda nodded, brushing her long curly blonde hair from her face. “You’d think I’d get lucky and on my last go round I’d get some decent essays. New year, new kids, same topics and meh writing.”


  “I still can’t believe you’re leaving us.” Susan tapped her chest. “Leaving me, we started teaching at North Providence High the same year, and you came here to URI a year after me.”


  “Maybe you can follow me now,” Miranda suggested.


  “I don’t think Tim wants to go down to Florida, he hates the heat.” She took a sip of her own coffee and gave her a knowing smile. “You were never a fan either, but you need a new start, I get it.”


  “You’re right.”


  “Even though that’s not fair. That scumbag cheated on you, gambled away almost everything you two had in the bank, and you’re the one that’s leaving.” Susan scowled. “He should be going somewhere, like with bars and no windows.”


  “We’ve been over this.” Miranda rubbed her red rimmed brown eyes. “He cheated on me for years, and with Linda my goddamn best friend next to you, and all his friends knew it. A lot of people knew it. He made a fool of me.”


  “I know, but I hate that it looks like you’re running.”


  “Susan, I’m a laughingstock to a lot of people. Miranda, a professor who’s too dumb to know her husband’s sticking it to anything that moves, especially if it was half his age.”


  “That’s why I never knew where Linda fit in, she’s your age.”


  “Linda has money, well her family does. He wasn’t just using her for sex, but as a stake once I made it hard for him to get his hands on anything I made so he needed a new stake.”


  “Ugh. I’m glad your lawyer managed to get you what was left from the sale of the house after his debts were paid and he couldn’t touch any of it.”


  “Shame it’s just enough to get me moved down there and into a condo, but I guess that’s enough,” Miranda shrugged.


  “You leaving just because of the people who knew?”


  “Mostly. He was banging his interns, scoring girls at club by flashing money around when he won a bet. Fooled around with Linda. For fucks sake, Sue, I found out he’d been screwing the girl at Starbucks that I saw every morning on the way here for months before I found out.”


  “That’s why I brought Dunkin,” Susan forced a smile.


  “Everywhere I look I wonder; did he fuck her? Does that person know Nick was cheating on me?”


  “You’re right, it just sucks.”


  “Yeah it does.” Miranda agreed and went back to sipping her coffee.


  “Know what really sucks?” Susan leaned forward. “You never got even.”


  “This again?”


  “This again,” Susan repeated. “You and Nick hadn’t been having much sex, he kept saying he didn’t feel good, and wasn’t what he used to be, and you were understanding and truth was he couldn’t get it up anymore from…”


  “Really, Susan? I need to hear what I already know?” Miranda waved her hand in disgust. “See? Another reason to leave. I kicked him out six months ago, divorce was final two months ago and you still talk about it.”


  “Sorry, I’m mad for you. You should have gone out and fucked someone and made sure he knew about it.”


  “That’s mature,” Miranda scoffed.


  “It’s payback. You should have found some kid half his age and gone for a real ride and rubbed it in his face.”


  “So he can try to say I was cheating? Knew the kid all along?”


  “Within two days of finding out he cheated you had legal separation papers filed. It would not have been cheating.”


  “It wasn’t going to make anything better or change what he did.” Miranda pointed out.


  “It would make you feel better. You were going to bed alone and killing batteries while he was picking up hookers out of town on his ‘sales meetings’. You should be out there getting what you need, and just happen to make sure he knew about it.”


  “Like he’d care.”


  “That type cares,” Susan told her. “They think it’s great to bang everything that moves because they’re the man. But they find out their estranged wife is getting it from someone? They get mad and butthurt, like you’re still his ride. You being alone is what he wants. Thinks he ruined you.”


  “Financially he almost did.”


  “Don’t play tough girl. He broke your heart, betrayed your trust, humiliated you and now you’re leaving everything you know to start over. That’s winning in his eyes.”


  “Maybe,” Miranda mumbled, but already knew how her friend would respond.


  “No maybe. He’s living with Linda, and god knows what that woman is thinking, but snakes like him are like car salesmen, they sell a lemon like it’s a Cadillac.”


  “Getting laid doesn’t take away anything you just said.”


  “But you’d get what you need!” Susan’s voice rose with her frustration. “Miranda, you’re 45 not 65 and you need to get some of that frustration out.” She laughed. “Boys aren’t the only ones who have to drain the poison you know.”


  “Okay, mom.”


  “What’s the problem the last couple of months? Divorce is final, you’re staying in Mary’s inlaw so you have your own space.”


  “I’m not jumping right back in. I want to be alone for a while.”


  “Who said dating? Get dressed up and go get messed up! I joke about the young kids but find a guy and have fun. Get some of that anger out, cut loose and go wild. You always said even before Nick started turning you down he couldn’t keep up with you. Go be someone’s porn star for a night.”


  “Then what? I end up with someone who keeps calling. Who wants more? Maybe they’re married? “


  “You’re leaving in two weeks. You really care?” Susan raised her eyebrows.


  “That will be part of my new start, how’s that? Once I get down there, I’ll hook up.”


  “Then you will have to wonder what you hooked up with. You’re out of here soon, go out with a bang, girl! Find them, fuck them, and hop on a plane and forget them.”


  “A true romantic you are.”


  “No romance needed. I’m talking coming home with your mascara down your face your panties in your purse and walking funny.” Susan sighed dramatically. “Maybe I’m living vicariously through you.”


  “Then you need batteries too,” Miranda laughed. “I appreciate you wanting me to get laid, but I don’t know, who says I could even find someone.”


  “I did not just hear that,” Susan looked genuinely offended. “You don’t think you’re attractive?”


  “I’m okay, I guess, but you make it sound like I’m all that.”


  “You are!” Susan shook her head. “Add lowering your self-esteem to Nick’s transgressions and reasons he needs a slow death. Miranda you are, as the kids say, hot as fuck.”


  “Cut it out,” Miranda replied. “I’ll pay for the coffee; you can stop schmoozing.”


  “Honey, you don’t have a line or wrinkle on your face. You could pass for ten years younger and I want to smack you for it.”


  “Thanks, I think.”


  “Just that long curly honey blonde hair screams sexy. Especially when you wear it down. Has a wild look to it,” she laughed, “Tim says you have porn star hair.”


  “I always thought of it as big eighties hair.” Miranda joked.


  “Tim grew up watching eighties porn, what can I say?”


  “I’m glad your husband likes my hair, tell him for another coffee I’ll brush it in front of him.”


  “Honestly? Tim told me him and his friends talk and they all agree about how your wife always has that one absurdly hot friend, and he says hands down that’s you.”


  “Do you trust Tim?” Miranda asked. “He seems to talk about me a lot.”


  “I trust him completely and we’ve all known each other for years, he’s said this over time, he’s not obsessed with your big hair self. I’m telling you so you know guys think you’re hot.”


  “Apparently my hair is.”


  “And those dark smoldering eyes. You have bedroom eyes, Miranda. Even I can see that and when you get mad or intense they’re pretty sexy.”


  “Should Tim trust you?”


  “Stop it, you’re not a homewrecker, and we’re not inviting you for our next threesome.”


  “Next…?”


  “Kidding.” Susan put her empty coffee cup on the desk. “Of course, we’d invite you and your hair.” She rolled her eyes. “And those long legs and that goddamn infuriating rack of yours.”


  “What’s wrong with my boobs?” Miranda looked down at the t-shirt she’d changed into once the students had left and she knew she’d be staying a few hours until they kicked her out at seven when they closed most of the building.


  “That they’re big! Look at me!” Susan cupped her smallish breasts through her blouse. “I’d give anything to have half of those things.”


  “Sorry, we get what we get.”


  “And I’ve seen you around your house without a bra, the damn things don’t even sag!”


  “They do a little,” Miranda told her, but with a slight smile. She’d always known her breasts were impressive and was proud of the fact that in her mid-forties she’d seen minimal effects of gravity. “They jiggle more than they used to.”


  “Poor baby.” Susan playfully flipped her off. “How you suffer.”


  “Ass does too,” Miranda griped. “Thighs are getting a little soft.”


  “Nothing wrong with a little curve, and you’ve always had those. Nice hips too, and those legs are to die for.”


  “I am getting worried.”


  “We work out together, I’ve seen you in yoga pants and you still rock them. Guys don’t mind a little junk in the trunk, fun to spank.”


  “Okay, this is getting awkward, I’ll give in and say my looks aren’t a problem.”


  “Good, that saves me from talking about your blow job lips. I’ve had people ask if you use Botox.”


  “I’m all natural,” Miranda gave her head a toss, sending her hair, which she’d let down, flying about her face. “But not good enough I guess, Nick was screwing…”


  “That’s not on you, that’s him being a fucking dog!” Susan snapped. “You are beautiful, intelligent, make good money, and as we just discussed, you’re a brick shithouse.”


  “A middle aged one.”


  “The young guys love them some milfs.”


  “If you say so.”


  “Miranda, you don’t remember we found that poll the seniors had going around back in high school and you were voted the teacher they’d most like to fuck?”


  “Ten years ago.”


  “You don’t think the kids here think the same? You see us other teachers and professors? You’re still the hot one.”


  “Whatever.”


  “You’ve told me you’ve caught some boys looking.” She flashed a sly smile. “I remember a certain big breasted 80’s porn star look a like telling me it turned her on.”


  Miranda looked away.


  “Yeah, no denial there,” Susan clapped her hands. “One night when we were out with the girls you even said you thought about having one under your desk while you spread your legs and let them go down on you.”


  “I didn’t!” Miranda argued, then grinned. “I said I wanted to sit on my desk with my feet on the arms of my chair while they did it.”


  “I stand corrected.”


  “Yeah, not proud of it, but I’ve thought about a few over the years. Especially since I started here. I feel better thinking about boys without teen at the end of their age.”


  “We all do it. Show me a teacher, male or female, that’s taught older kids for years who says they have never run the student teacher fantasy through their head and I’ll show you a liar.”


  “When I was a student I always thought it was the guy teachers who were pervy, had a couple of them,” she scrunched her face up. “Dirty bastards, I even had one offer me an A instead of my B if I would suck him off right there on the spot.”


  “Get that A?”


  “Hell no,” Miranda exclaimed. “Its not just pervy, its unethical. We’re teachers, these kids look up to us.”


  “They look up at you when they’re going down in your fantasy.” Susan smirked.


  “What happens in my head stays there.”


  “Good answer, but I’ve been there. I’ve had some juniors and seniors here I wouldn’t mind bending over my desk for. Instead, those stupid giggly little tarts get all that good fucking and they don’t even appreciate it.”


  “They don’t drain batteries, they drain balls.” Miranda nodded.


  “Oh, that was dirty,” Susan looked impressed. “Sure, it’s not time you did some draining?”


  “You know after I locked Nick out of the house when one of his friends who finally felt bad for me sent me a picture of him and his latest tramp, I started going through all his shit and found a bottle of Viagra.”


  “You’d think girls that young would be all the Viagra you’d need.” Susan frowned. “Sorry, didn’t mean it that way.”


  “No worries, point is these trollops have no idea what’s waiting for them at our age. Batteries, blue pills if you want a second round, and sixty nine becomes you do me I owe you one, and they never pay that debt.”


  “Its time, Miranda.” Susan grinned. “You hear yourself? You have sexual frustration on the brain.”


  “Not saying you’re wrong, just don’t think I could.” Miranda changed the subject from her. “What about now? Have any studs this year you thought about?”


  “One or two. This year I found out one of my female students had a thing for me.”


  “Must like small tits.”


  “Shut up, bitch,” Susan flipped her off again. “But this semester there was no one that really did it for me. I know they’re legit hot when Tim becomes them when I close my eyes.”


  “Classy,” Miranda grinned and drained the rest of her coffee. “Wow, I needed this.”


  “What about you? Have any hot ones?”


  “Not really.”


  ‘Liar!” Susan pointed to her. “Tristan Brit?”


  “Oh, right,” Miranda nodded. “Him.”


  “Yeah him, Mr. dark perfect hair, green eyes, cleft chin and abs you could break a walnut on?”


  “Sure, he’s okay.”


  “Okay? Are you going to lie now? Why are you getting all funny with me?”


  “Fine, he’s,” she couldn’t hold back a smile. “Damn fine.”


  “I know, he was in my class two semesters ago.” Susan went on. “Easy going too, he seems sweet,” she licked her lips. “Made me want to ruin him even more.”


  “True, he doesn’t seem cocky like a lot of the jocks. Good kid.”


  “I wouldn’t mind his kid in me,” Susan whistled. “He used to sit in the front row and in these tight ass jeans and I could see his damn bulge.” She put her hands up. “Let’s face it. we’re as bad as the guys.”


  “Sometimes.”


  “So why didn’t you just say him when I asked?”


  “Don’t you have tests to grade?”


  “Aha!” Susan slapped the desk. “I know why. I bet you’ve thought about him. Maybe he’s the one you were sitting on your desk for in your dirty little fantasy.”


  Miranda blushed, and Susan laughed.


  “How cute are you, blushing like a teenager. Why? Its natural, especially in your state.”


  “I’m not in a state, and yes, I’ve had some thoughts about him, and you’re right, it shows it’s been awhile. I’ve never thought of a student that way before.”


  “Seriously?”


  “A passing thought, but never,” she pushed away a few of the images she’d had involving her going full blown wild cat on a twenty year old student. “Other things.”


  “You get wet looking at him in class? Right at your desk?” Susan smirked. “Ever try to see if he looks at you?”


  “No, I always dress appropriately.”


  “Sometimes damn frigid.” The smile was widening. “But I do recall seeing you in some shorter skirts and tighter blouses, couple had a V-neck.”


  “Stop it. Sometimes I just wanted to feel a little better about myself, okay?”


  “Don’t get defensive, I’m only teasing,” she winked. “And wondering if you were trying any teasing.”


  “Of course not!” she snapped a little too quickly and way too loudly.


  “You have! Has he looked?”


  She slumped in the chair. “I’m not proud, but one day I went over because I could see he was texting under his desk, and I had one of those lower cut shirts on and leaned over in front of him.”


  “And?”


  Miranda couldn’t help smiling. “Let’s just say I could have used the ‘my eyes are up here’ line.”


  “Cock tease!”


  “Please, kid like that is banging any girl he wants. He might have looked because boobs are boobs, but he doesn’t want a teacher his mother’s age.”


  “Cougar, milf, teacher, all go to fantasies for kids his age. So would you?”


  “Would I what?”


  “Sleep with him or any student?”


  “Never.”


  “Try this way, you won’t get caught. Free hall pass.”


  “Still think it’s wrong.”


  “Even if they want it?”


  “Why are we playing this game?”


  “I like to play it out in my mind. Maybe I just want to know I’m not wrong for thinking I would if I weren’t married and wouldn’t catch any shit.”


  “Hate to make you feel bad, but I don’t think I could ever seduce a student.”


  “I said part of the game is they want it.”


  “Still wrong to me. Its kind of like abuse of power.”


  “Some people like abuse, even pay for it.” Susan rose from her chair. “But okay goody two shoes. You’re a better woman than me.”


  “Goes without saying,” Miranda quipped. “I got the boobs, remember?”


  “What good are they when you’re the only one touching them? Susan retorted. “You still coming for dinner Friday night?”


  “Wouldn’t miss it. Tell Tim I’ll wear my hair down and even put some Aquanet in it for him.”


  “I’m getting some for sure!” Susan laughed. “I’m off to grade a few more then head home. Try not to stay too late.”


  “Not like I have anything better to do.” Miranda slid back up to her desk and picked up her red pen.


  “Who’s fault is that?” Susan asked, then with a wave left the office, closing the door behind her.


  “Nicks,” Miranda said softly, then stared down at her long red nails.


  She did her nails and went for a pedicure every week, still trying to look good and for what? For who? She wasn’t ready to trust anyone again, but Susan was right, meaningless casual sex didn’t require any commitment. Why couldn’t she do it?”


  She looked at the pen in her hand and muttered what she always told her students.


  “No complaining about the grade, you’re responsible for your work and yourselves.”


  Her frustration was her fault and no one else, and she was the only one who could do anything about it.


  The question was could she?




  Chapter Two


  


  Miranda’s eyes darted from the letter of recommendation she was currently working on to the time at the bottom of the screen. 4:20. At 4:30 her last appointment of the day, for that matter the semester, would be coming in.


  She should be relieved, but instead felt the anxiety she’d been experiencing periodically during the day become a constant over the last half hour. The feeling wasn’t the fault of the last student she would see after ten years of teaching at URI, but hers.


  In ten minutes, Tristan Britt would come in to discuss his final exam grade with her. Nothing uncommon about that. Professors usually did everything they could to get students their final grade with a couple of days left in the semester to talk before they submitted the final grade at the end of the day on Friday.


  Usually, it was to complain the score was too low and start arguing over the essay, which unlike the formal questions, didn’t have absolute rights or wrongs and were more subjective.


  On occasions if the student could push their points and explain how they came to them, Miranda and other professors would boost the final score a few points. In most cases that few points would help their GPA and Miranda was happy to do it, if they put up a good thought provoking counterpoint to her initial opinion.


  Other times it was, as she was currently involved in, asking for a letter of recommendation for those continuing their education in professions that required additional years.


  But for some, the reason for their visit, and the results of the conversation had far more important implications. Miranda had a feeling Tristan’s was going to be one of those.


  It would be far from her first, nor would it be her last, as University of Florida would be a new school, but the same job. Sometimes Miranda could help and work something out, even writing an appeal to scholarship foundations on behalf of the student asking for some leniency.


  Other times the gap was too far, and the conversation ended with an upset student, and Miranda feeling as if she’d failed in her job. But this one would be far more difficult because there was more to it, than a simple yes or no on whether she could help. This time in the back of her mind there was another option.


  “What are you willing to do for me?”


  Just those words caused a wave of self-loathing to flow through her. What was the matter with her? She was a professor, a professional with a responsibility to her students to be the best teacher, and as fair and ethical, as she could be.


  Let alone the fact he was less than half her age, and the combination of the two issues made her feel like she was a reject from a porn remake of the old movie The Graduate.


  Goddamn Susan sitting there in her office going on about sleeping with a student if you could get away with it. Worse, she mentioned Tristan specifically. Miranda had downplayed it, and Susan had caught on, pressing her for details.


  She’d tossed her a bone, admitting she had thought about Tristan a few times, which was more than she’d ever thought of any student prior to this semester. After her longtime friend and co-worker kept pressing on the topic she’d held to the right response, that she never would.


  Susan’s admission that under the ideal fantasy conditions, as in a guarantee of no repercussions, she would do it, should have made Miranda feel a bit better about her feelings.


  That is if it were as simple as what she confessed to Susan, an occasional thought and the one time she’d shamelessly given him a view down her blouse. Truth was where Tristan was concerned fantasy had given way to infatuation, and at this point the word obsession wouldn’t be out of place.


  Miranda blamed her situation. When the spring semester started she’d been separated for two months, and although still heart broken, her libido was making a comeback.


  Due to her lack of sex before she threw Nick out, Miranda had herself convinced it was just sex. There was more to marriage, and to life, than sex. She was 45 years old; Nick was three years older, they weren’t kids, and maybe it was time she accepted that.


  She’d shut herself down sexually. Tried not to think about it, didn’t watch porn, put her toys away so she wouldn’t be tempted to masturbate. It wasn’t easy at first, but after a while her goal had been achieved and she barely thought about sex.


  With Nick gone, she was surprised to find her urges not only returning, but with a vengeance. Miranda’s nights were full of wet dreams and during the day she found herself looking at men like a starving woman would stare at a steak.


  She began having waking fantasies of those men. The good looking guy who pumped her gas, bending her over the car and filling her up instead of the tank. The UPS guy fulfilling every big package joke right down to giving her a delivery in the rear.


  When school first started Miranda looked at her male students the way she always did. Yes, some were cute, but they were kids to her, kids she was there to educate, not see as objects of desire.


  Except for Tristan.


  As Susan had noted, he was frustratingly sexy. Everything about him from his stunning eyes to a face that one could easily see staring at you from a magazine cover, and a body that was as close to perfection as she’d ever seen.


  That perfection included an ass to die for, and as Susan had called out, he either had a sock stuffed in those tight jeans or was hung like a bull. He didn’t sit in the front of the class so Miranda didn’t have a ring side seat every day, but just the glimpse she caught of him coming and going from class had her hot and bothered.


  After a few weeks Tristan had not only begun starring in her increasingly vivid dreams but had quickly taken them over. Disturbed by an infatuation that was wrong in every way, Miranda struggled to keep her mind off him.


  She watched porn, forced herself to think about the men she’d fantasized about before, and other attractive guys she saw during her everyday activities. Yet despite her efforts, once she began touching herself and her guard was down, her previous imaginary lover became Tristan.


  Even jilling off watching porn, the male actor would become her student, and Miranda the lucky recipient of the good hard fucking on the screen. Miranda was self-aware enough to understand what was happening.


  Tristan had become a focal point for her sexual frustration. At least two years of a minimal sex life, then nothing for the months after her separation. It was more than just her body craving a release, but there was also anger involved as well.


  Susan’s ‘get even’ mentality had run rampant through her mind. Not that Nick would care, her friend was wrong about that, and she didn’t even need him to know. The ‘revenge’ would just be for her.


  Getting laid, having great no holds barred panties off, skirt over the hips, fucked against the wall sex, would be for her. Validation she was still a sexy desirable woman, satisfaction in knowing she was one hell of a lover that any man would appreciate being with.


  Most importantly her getting the sex she deserved. No hang ups, feeling wanted rather than the chore Nick had made her feel like sex was, and cutting loose and going wild. Pleasing and being pleased by someone who desired and lusted after her as a woman.


  The fixation on Tristan was more than his looks, it was the fact he was forbidden fruit. The other men Miranda had thought of prior to him, and still interacted with now. could be had with no repercussions.


  But Tristan was the double whammy of being off limits due to her profession, and the taboo of his age. As much of a man as he was physically he was still a kid to her. She’d played it off with Susan, but Miranda was aware of the popularity of cougars and milfs.


  She also knew that their conversation about how every longtime teacher, male or female, who taught at Highschool and college level had the thought of a student pass through their mind, even if fleetingly.


  That went double for students. Many students had fantasies of an attractive teacher, some to the same level of infatuation she was experiencing. Over the years Miranda had wondered how many students had thought of her?


  Fantasizing of her going down on them, going down on her, fucking her. But there was a difference. They were young and at an age where hormones, lust, and plain old fashioned horniness overwhelmed rational thought and what was right or wrong.


  Miranda was at the other side of things. She was an older experienced woman, who should be well beyond her sex drive controlling her. Most importantly she knew right and wrong and there was nothing right about her having a sexual crush on one of her pupils.


  But the last three months logic and ethics took a backseat to unbridled lust and rampant fantasies. Miranda struggled to call on him in class, because even though there was no need to, Tristan always stood when he replied to her or the class, and she struggled to keep her eyes from his crotch.


  It was a sad day for her as a professional when she’d caved to temptation and fed her fantasies by wearing a too tight sweater with a plunging neckline that bordered on improper, and a skirt a few inches above her knees and much snugger than her usual attire.


  She had seen him using his phone under his desk and used it as an opportunity to get close and give him a view. To her carnal delight, his eyes had immediately gone where she’d hoped they would, and she remained leaning over while telling him he should know better than to be using his phone.


  He’d apologized and said it wouldn’t happen again, but even as he spoke his eyes lingered on her breasts which were encased in a red Victoria Secret bra which pushed her already impressive breasts up even higher.


  When she felt she’d been there long enough without looking obvious, Miranda had turned away, then added to her shame when she then leaned over the shoulder of another student who she’d noticed had briefly had Facebook open on her laptop.


  She bent over further than needed, now giving Tristan a look at her ass, and although she didn’t glance back, she could feel his gaze on her. Others may have been looking too, but she only cared about him.


  Miranda would love to say that was rock bottom, but her brief Mrs. Robinson tease, was nothing compared to her dreams which had become much more frequent and far more vivid.


  Yesterday, the day after Susan had brought her coffee, Miranda had spent the day, then a good part of the evening, at home grading the finals. As soon as she finished with Tristan’s, thoughts that made her prior ones look virtuous began to nag at her.


  The absolute worse thoughts a teacher, or anyone in a position of authority over impressionable young people could have. Thoughts of putting her lust before her job. Of taking advantage of her position, and of someone who no matter what he looked like was still a damn kid.


  Or was he? No boy with Tristan’s looks was a virgin. Hell, a hot kid who played sports, he was probably going through coeds like a knife through butter. She wouldn’t be asking him to do anything he’d never done before.


  Just to do it with a woman his mother’s age who happened to be his professor.


  Miranda struggled to stem the flow of those thoughts. There were things one shouldn’t entertain even in fantasy. Worried it would dominate her nightly me time session, she went back to her pre divorce mentality and forced herself to go to bed without relieving herself of her just about permanent state of arousal these days.


  The result was to wake from a dream so potent that as she lay there with her heart racing, and nipples and clit aching, she could still see it as clearly as she had dreamt it.


  Even now the details were etched into her mind. Her over her desk, her blouse open, tits popped out of her bra and her skirt up over her hips. One knee up on the desk and her thong pulled to the side while being fucked from behind.


  The streaks of mascara down her cheeks, and her red lipstick smeared around her mouth spoke of having her face fucked before she’d assumed the position to get the good hard fucking she desperately needed.


  A bright red outline of a hand decorated the cheek of her ass, and her head being pulled back by the fist wrapped tightly in her hair. Their other hand held her ankle just above the strap of her black stiletto, the one pair of fuck me shoes she still owned.


  Miranda could hear flesh pounding flesh, her grunting and yipping from the impact and deep penetration. Her hands gripped the edge of the desks, her fingers white knuckled from squeezing it. Her large breasts bouncing from the force of her lover’s thrusts.


  “Yes, baby, yes!” she cried out. Her voice was hoarse, and Miranda knew it was from her throat being used as roughly as her grateful cunt currently was.


  “Harder!” she continued. “Fuck me harder!”


  “Yes, ma’am!” A breathy voice said from behind her, and in that moment the angle of the view widened, allowing her to see who was fucking her.


  Of course, it was Tristan.


  Shirtless, his jeans down around his knees, muscles flexing in his chest and arms as he took her like she was some drunk coed he’d scored at a frat party. Taking her with a cock her imagination had made to match that damned bulge.


  Long, thick, glistening from his teachers wet needy cunt, and blessed with the energy and stamina only a boy half her age could exhibit. Youth, enthusiasm, and lust, combined to have his teacher shamelessly begging for more.


  Tristan moaned her name, gave her several more thrusts, then pulled his cock from inside her. Miranda’s dream self turned and dropped to her knees, her mouth wide open and her hands under her tits, offering them to him.


  His first squirt went into her mouth, the second splattered her right cheek. He kept stroking, hitting her chin, then aiming lower and catching each of her heaving breasts with a pearly white stripe of cum.


  Miranda pushed his cum out of her mouth with her tongue, sending it flowing down her chin like a porn star wannabe. When Tristan pushed the oozing head of his cock against her sticky lips, she obediently parted them and slurped him into her mouth.


  She bobbed her head, her eyes rolling back as she sucked while his cum dripped down her face and slid over her tits to land on her stomach and thighs.


  “That’s it, suck it,” Tristan moaned, grabbing her hair and shoving his cock balls deep down her throat. “You really needed this didn’t you, Professor?”


  “Hmm!” she agreed as she noisily slurped on his still hard dick.


  “Needy, desperate, and pathetic,” he whispered pulling his cock from between her lips. “Look at you, middle aged woman on her knees with cum on her face. Taking advantage of a student and trading a grade for a fuck, having me pretend I really want your used up cunt, and not just doing what I have too.”


  Even at the end of a hot dream her misgivings had risen to bite her in the ass. Dream Tristan’s derision was her subconscious self-loathing making itself known in the midst of her forbidden passion.


  Yet the imagery of the dream up until those last few seconds had her so wet her panties peeled from her sticky flesh when she’d rolled over. Miranda had crossed her legs and ground her thighs together, squirming on the bed and whimpering like a teenage girl who hadn’t learned how to masturbate yet.


  She tried to resist, but her body was in overdrive, and with an air of surrender she bent her legs, lifted her ass, and pulled her panties off. Miranda didn’t stop there. Sitting up she stripped off the plain black t-shirt she wore to bed and tossed it away.


  She lay back completely naked and opened her legs so wide, she could hook her ankles along the edge of the mattress on either side of her. Her need was so urgent she didn’t take the time to grab her vibe or bullet.


  Miranda shoved both hands between her flushed sweaty thighs and buried two fingers in her soaking slit while rubbing her clit with so hard and fast it bordered on violent.


  She came like an animal, throwing her head back and crying out so loudly she felt that Mary and her husband, who’s bedroom was above hers, had to hear her. She continued to pleasure herself as she writhed on the bed, moaning, and yelping as her mind filled with the image of her being fucked over the desk.


  When she finished, she lay there for a few minutes, trying to calm herself down and when it didn’t happen, she masturbated a second time. This time more slowly, entertaining herself with images of Tristan going down on her, making her come in his face while she thrashed on her desk.


  The desk she’d cleaned off in between appointments today so the only items left on it were the phone, and the laptop. Miranda had to clean it anyway with tomorrow being her last day, but she knew damn well she was playing a dangerous game with herself.


  A game that led to the way she was dressed. Miranda had been seeing students all day. Everything from haggling their grades to letters to a few who popped in to say goodbye and wished her luck at her next job.


  A few fellow professors and other school staff had dropped in to say the same. Sitting behind her desk, Miranda looked quite professional. A brick red blazer over a sheer white long sleeve blouse buttoned up to the collar.


  The buttoned blazer covered the fact the inappropriate blouse showed off the black bra beneath it. The Victoria secret bra which featured half cups leaving the inner portion of her breasts bare and were as sheer as her blouse. A strategically placed small pink bow covered each of her rosy nipples, but everything else was on display.


  From the waist down, Miranda’s ensemble was harder to hide and why she’d remained seated all day, calling for people to come in, and only rising a couple times to give a co-worker a hug goodbye.


  She stayed behind the desk even for that, only easing around enough to embrace them and not stepping out in the open. If she had they’d see her black skirt was short enough to identify as a mini.


  Thigh length and snug fitting, it showed off the curve of her hips and ass, and showed an improper-for a 45 year old teacher anyway-amount of leg. Her legs were accentuated by the pair of heels she’d dug out of the closet after seeing them in her dream.


  Black stilettos she could barely walk in and had brought into the school in the box she’d brought to pack up her personal belongings. Once settled in, she’d slid off the sensible pumps she’d arrived in, and slipped on the heels, which featured a strap along the length of the top of her foot, one that buckled around her ankle.


  The fuck me shoes she hadn’t worn since their cruise to celebrate their fifteenth anniversary at a time she could not only walk, but dance in them, then left them on for the real celebration back when they had a good sex life.


  But even back then he’d been fooling around with her best friend.


  “None of that.” She told herself as she looked down at her bright red painted toes peeking out from the open front of the shoe.


  No more living in the past, today closed a chapter for her, and a new one would soon be opening. New state, new job, new life, and hopefully some new fun. But for her last day part of her was determined to take Susan’s advice when she’d told her to go out with a bang.


  The other part told herself she was just toying with herself. There was no way she was going to go through with it. In fact, “it” might not even exist. It would all depend on what she was going insist on being a professional conversation.


  Maybe Tristan didn’t even want to discuss his grade. She didn’t know his exact situation so maybe he only wanted a recommendation or to say goodbye. Miranda told herself that although he’d be saying goodbye to her with her hair down and brushed out and her lips in the same slut red as her fingers and toes, it meant nothing.


  Just how she decided to dress for her last day. After all, what said departing teacher better than trashy make up, party heels and a pair of pink trimmed lace black Cheekini panties.


  Miranda had bought them a year ago and just opened the package this morning. She owned a few thongs but liked the way these covered more of her ass, showing it off through the lace, but not allowing for as much bare flesh.


  A compromise between a coed and an old lady when it came to underwear, she thought wryly. On the surface Miranda was dressed like a porn star ready to do a teacher themed shoot, but inside she told herself she was just indulging a fantasy, and maybe getting a few appraising looks from Tristan and nothing more.


  Because there would be nothing more, dammit. She wasn’t that horny or desperate.


  Was she?


  A light knock on her door told her she was about to find out.




  Chapter Three


  


  “Hold on!” Miranda called out, then rose from the desk and walked to the door.


  She’d locked it after her last appointment before Tristan so no one else would come in and be there when he arrived. Taking things further she’d then left a note on the door to only come in if you had an appointment.


  People would assume she was wrapping things up for the year or packing up her personal belongings as she wouldn’t be coming back after tomorrow. Part of Miranda claimed that was true, the other part continued to cover her ass in case things went her way.


  Which way was that? Right or wrong seemed to be the only options. On the side of wrong, she’d also locked it as an excuse to meet Tristan at the door and let him get a look at her before she went back to her desk.


  “Hello, Tristan,” she greeted him as she opened the door and stepped to the side so he could come in.


  “Professor Willow,” he replied as he walked past her. “Thank you for seeing me.”


  “No worries, I always try to be here for my students.”


  Miranda thumbed the lock on the door and walked towards her desk.


  “Did you just lock the door?” Tristan stopped on his way to her desk.


  Not the start she was looking for in either direction.


  “You saw the note, I want to make sure I give everyone the time they deserve.” Miranda had stopped, trying to put him at ease so he would focus on her, and nothing else. God, she was pathetic. “I’ve had people popping in all day, and you’re my last appointment so I don’t want any distractions.”


  “Bet you can’t wait to get out,” he nodded. “Last real day for teachers too, tomorrow this place will be pretty empty.”


  “Yes, getting a little anxious.” That was an understatement


  She walked past him as she spoke, drifting a little closer than she normally would and hoping he’d catch the scent of her Coco Chanel perfume. And so she’d have to cross in front of him to get to her desk.


  “Wow, you look different,” he said to her back as she made her way around the desk.


  “What do you mean?” She tried not to let the childish wave of giddiness that his remark caused, affect her tone.


  “Your hair. I’ve never seen it all the way down like that.”


  “Figured its my last couple of days so I could relax and literally let my hair down, no?”


  “You have a lot of hair,” he commented as he walked over. “Big hair. Reminds me of the pictures of my mom from high school.”


  Jesus, sixty seconds in and she already felt like a fool.


  “I know, very eighties,” she left out the addition of porn star Susan’s husband had added to those words to describe her. “Guess I’m a throwback.”


  “I like it,” he sent her mercurial feelings sailing the other way. “Kind of wild.”


  “Don’t know about wild,” she spoke slowly to keep her voice under control. She remained next to the desk and unbuttoned her blazer, slipping it off. “Maybe Fun.”


  “Definitely fun,” he agreed, his voice reflecting some of the surprise on his face. “as his eyes immediately to her impressive breasts encased in the bra which clearly showed through the shirt.


  Her heart fluttered when his gaze dropped, starting at her feet, slowly roaming up her long legs, and lingering on the lower portion of her thighs hugged by the tight hem of the skirt.


  His attention went back to her chest, and either he was so caught off guard he wasn’t aware he was blatantly staring, or he didn’t care is she saw him looking. Bad Miranda, as she was beginning to see herself, would take either.


  Miranda made herself move, draping the blazer over the back of her chair, so it wouldn’t be a case of her staring at him staring.


  “Yeah, you think I look like fun?” Easy, she warned herself. She didn’t want to be flirty right away, in fact she hoped she could refrain from it at all…or did she?”


  “Seriously fun,” he nodded. “You look a lot younger, and kind of, I don’t know,” he trailed off and gave her a rueful grin. “Sorry, I didn’t mean young like you usually look old or anything like that.”


  His comment drive home the difference in their age. She was a woman, a predatory one in the moment, and he was a boy.


  “A woman my age will always take the word young as a compliment.” She took him off the hook.


  “Age is a number,” he smiled. “Only as old as you feel, right?” He gave her a smile she swore was flirty but knew that she’d want it to be so wasn’t sure it was real or her imagination.


  “And today I thought I’d feel young,” she dropped the double entendre casually, wondering if he’d pick it up. “Its good to feel young sometimes, even playful.”


  “That’s the word,” he snapped his fingers. “Playful!”


  “You like playful?” Jesus she was already going too far too soon. “The look I mean?”


  “I like the look on you.” He pointed downward. “Those shoes don’t say playful though.”


  “My shoes?” she looked down, feigning confusion. “What do they say?”


  “Hardcore,” he told her, those are some serious club shoes,” he told her, then added with a knowing smile “I see what’s going on.”


  “You do?” Her stomach tightened.


  “I’m not naïve,” he shook his head. “You’re going out after work, aren’t you? Little end of semester celebration?”


  She relaxed somewhat; he’d given her an excuse for her outfit is she needed one.


  “Got me,” she gave him a smile she felt turned out to be more inviting than wry, but emboldened by the pass he’d unwittingly given her, she didn’t care. “I’m thinking about having a good time after we talk.”


  “Then I don’t want to keep you from that,” he surprised her with a wink. “Work hard play hard, right?”


  “Sometimes you can manage both if you’re lucky.” She returned the wink; and was instantly unnerved by how easily she was slipping into this game.


  She gestured to the one chair remaining in front of her desk. Before he sat she returned the favor, giving him a once over of her own. Damn, he was gorgeous. High cheek bones, coupled with a rugged jaw.


  Those piercing green eyes, and the scruff of a couple of days growth around that perfect and bright smile. His shock of thick curly black hair that sometimes was gelled without so much as a hair out of place, other times a tousled mess, she knew was deliberate.


  He wore a plain black URI t-shirt that hugged his well-developed upper arms and stretched across both his chest and broad shoulders. As always he wore jeans, today a faded blue pair with the presold rips that kids paid extra for.


  Miranda swore the jeans, like the t-shirt were bought small on purpose, because they hugged his ass, and called attention to that ever present bulge. She knew his cock would be as magnificent as it had been in her dream.


  However big it was, Miranda would make use of all of it. Back in her wild high school and college days, she was quite popular due to the combination of her looks, amazing tits, and the fact she wasn’t exactly hard to get.


  Not just that, but she’d garnered a well earned reputation among the boys for giving amazing head. Miranda loved to suck cock and learning early on she had no gag reflex; there wasn’t a cock she couldn’t deep throat.


  Now all these years later she could add experience to her unfortunately long unused skills and knew she could suck Tristan’s dick far better than any of the little tarts he’d been with.


  “You okay, Professor?”


  “Oh, sorry” Miranda blinked. She’d been having a damn moment right in front of him, her mind once again making it clear which direction she wanted this to go. “I’ve been working late.”


  She continued as she sat down across from him, leaning back in the chair so he’d still have a good view of her chest.


  “I wanted the class could have their exams early. That way if anyone has any questions or concerns we have some time to discuss it.”


  “Perfect,” he gave her a nervous smile. “Because I’d like to discuss mine.”


  This would be exactly what the depraved part of her had hoped would be the case. Tristan had been hovering around a high C all semester and needed to score in the mid-eighties on the final to get a B one for his final grade.


  Unfortunately, his grade came out to 78, but she bumped him three points to an 81 so he could have a B for the test. He did seem to work hard and try; English just wasn’t his thing as from what she heard from other professors he was a solid B occasional A student.


  He was never late, never a problem in class except for the occasional texting which they all did, and always polite and respectful to her and the other students. Miranda was impressed by that, in her experience the good looking frat kid athlete tended to be an arrogant jerk.


  It also made her recall Susan’s remark that the fact he wasn’t an asshole made her want him even more. However, regardless of all that, and him being her waking fantasy, she’d graded fairly, given him a slight bump, but she couldn’t justify anything higher.


  “I recall I gave you a low B so I don’t know what the issue is,” she replied.


  “Right, thing is I’m on a scholarship.”


  “Athletic?”


  “Yes, but because URI doesn’t have a great baseball program the scholarship does focus heavy on my grades because its not like a lot of scouts come running here, and honestly I know I’m not good enough to play ball for a living.”


  “It should always be that way. These big money schools that give scholarships to kids for sports then let them half ass their classes and have people take their tests aren’t helping these kids. Sports is no guarantee for a life skill.”


  “I agree,” he nodded. “I have to maintain a 3.5 and I only managed a C in one of my majors so I need an A in this class to make up for it.”


  “Tristan, I’m sure you know that even an A on this test would only give you a B for the semester,” Miranda pointed out.


  “I know, but I did the math and figured it would be a high B, and then maybe if you could kind of,” he rolled his hand. “Round it up, I’d get an A.”


  “So, you’re asking me to give you an A on the test and on top of that still bump your semester average up a few points for an A for a final grade?”


  “I know it’s a lot, but could you?”


  “I’ve already helped you out, Tristan. Your score was lower, but I think you’re a good young man and have always conducted yourself properly and respectfully in the classroom. So, I gave you a few more points on your essay to get you that B.”


  “I didn’t know that,” he admitted. “And I really appreciate that, and the nice things you just said, but Professor Willow, I really need that A. My parents split a couple of years ago.


  “My father’s a damn deadbeat who doesn’t pay towards my school or anything else, and my mom already works two jobs just to keep the house up and food on the table.”


  “I’m sorry to hear that, I really am, but…”


  “If I lose the scholarship I can’t pay for next year and I have to quit a handful of credits short of a degree. I’m not going to get a good job without one, and my mom’s killing herself for me and she deserves me to be able to make her life easier.”


  ‘I’m sure she does, and you’re an amazing young man for thinking that way.” God, sexy, sweet, and cares about his mom? Tristan was doing what she thought was impossible and making her want him even more.


  “But I can’t do that,” she continued. Hear that? You can’t, so stop this sick game, right now. “You’re asking me to jump you two grades.”


  “I was close to a B, and you gave me that. I figure that’s half a grade so the A makes it more like a grade and a half.” He snapped his fingers. “Or just ten or so points. That’s a better way to look at it.”


  “How is that fair to other students, Tristan?” Another good point to take the high road.


  “It’s not.” He lowered his head. “And I know that, but I’m desperate. The C was in Professor Richards class and he’s…well, you know.”


  “A pretentious petty asshole.” Miranda nodded, then grinned at the look on his face. “I’m a short timer, I can say that now.”


  “He is, and you’re leaving? Like for good?”


  “Yes, I accepted an offer at Florida University. Time for a change.”


  “Oh, well good luck,” he extended his hand and she took it.


  His hand was hard and calloused, and even though he barely squeezed her much smaller hand, she could feel the restrained strength in his grip and it sent an unwanted thrill through her as she imagined him grabbing her hard, squeezing her, pinning her down.


  “Some rough hands,” she joked and opening her top drawer which she hadn’t cleaned out yet removed the small bottle of lotion she kept there and handed it to him. “Feel free.”


  “It’s lavender.” He frowned. “Kind of girlie.”


  “Hey, this is 2021, no judgment.” She laughed. “Besides, girls like soft hands.”


  “Some girls like rough hands too.” He noted, then his eyes widened. “I’m sorry, that didn’t sound right.”


  “It’s okay,” Miranda told him, thinking she’d pretty much just proved that with her previous thought. “I don’t mind them myself.” Okay, it was her turn to regret saying it, but of course she didn’t.


  “Well, hopefully your husband has them,” he pushed on the top of the bottle squirting some in his palm.


  “I’m divorced. That’s why I’m moving, need a change of scenery.”


  “Damn, what fool would divorce a woman like you?” He rubbed the lotion between his hands.


  “I’m sorry?”


  “My bad. I’m kind of nervous and saying dumb things. I just mean you’re pretty and you have a good job, and you seem really nice.”


  “Tristan, girls your age are pretty. I’m in my mid-forties, I’m sure I’m your mom’s age.”


  “She’s only 40.”


  “You need to work on knowing what to say to women, don’t you?” she rolled her eyes.


  “Guess so. I date girls not women, so talking to you is making me look like an idiot,” she shrugged. “Guess I see why you’re looking so playful, going out and making up for some lost time?”


  “It would take a lot more than a night to make up for how much I’ve lost out on,” she grunted, sounding more bitter than she’d meant to. “But speaking of girls lavender is an aphrodisiac. Can’t hurt to smell like it.”


  “Wow,” he blinked. “I didn’t know that.”


  “Learn something new every day.” Why was she messing with this kid? Even as she thought it, she added. “But I doubt you have trouble with girls.”


  “I do okay, I guess.” He looked at his hands, then sniffed them, first a quick sniff, then he inhaled deeply. “Must not work, I’m not in the mood.”


  He completely deadpanned the line, and Miranda burst out laughing.


  “That was good!” She clapped. “Point for you.”


  “Can I get 9 more and an A?”


  “I can’t, hon, and I’m sorry. You do seem like a good kid, but it’s not right.”


  “Know why my hands feel this way?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “Because I got a job working 6 to midnight five nights a week at Fed Ex loading and unloading trucks to help my mom with the mortgage because we were going to lose the house.”


  “Again, you’re a good man, Tristan.”


  “I don’t have as much time to study as I used to. Look at my grades before this semester, I have close to a 4.0. This and assholes class are the only C’s I’ve gotten since goddamn middle school, and even then they’re almost B’s. I just couldn’t put as much time in.”


  “I’m sorry life is hard for you and your mom; it shouldn’t have to be that way. Your father sounds like my ex, he stuck me with a lot of bills, almost lost my house from under me.”


  “But you have a good job, my mom works as a waitress and at Wal-Mart, all she wants is to see me do better, and I can! I just need to get through this year. Senior year I have less courses. I can work and have enough time for them.”


  Miranda thought about it. She was leaving after this class, anyway. Why not do a good deed on the way out the door? No, it wasn’t fair. How many other kids had lost scholarships for not keeping up their grades?


  “Please?” Tristan put his hands out. “There has to be something I can do. Extra credit?”


  “Extra credit? Tristan the semester is over tomorrow there’s no time.” Sure, there was, no one would bother her until everyone had to be out by seven.


  “But you still have tomorrow and you haven’t put my grade in yet.”


  “Maybe,” she cautioned him with her finger. “Maybe I could talk to the Dean’s office. Sometimes they can put in a word with the people who gave you the scholarship. You can claim a hardship maybe with your mom’s financial situation and you having to work.” Good Miranda was back as years of being a professional kicked in, trying to handle this the right way.


  “They don’t care, I’m just a number to them. You seem like you care that’s why I’m asking, no,” he corrected himself as he rose to his feet, clasping his hands together “I’m begging you, please help me with this.”


  “There’s nothing I can do.”


  “You can do it,” he snapped his fingers. “You just said you’re leaving so it’s not like anyone would find out!”


  “Tristan,” she shook her head. “No.”


  “It’ll be good karma for you. Great start to a new life, right?”


  “You’re killing me,” she sighed, and in more ways than one as her eyes darted to his crotch which was face level with her in the chair. She thought of her dream where she had been blowing him. Behind her lips, her tongue slid over her teeth, yearning to taste him.


  Her mind drifted back to wondering how big he was and how she could be the best head he ever had. Better fuck too. She was a real woman who could handle a hard core fucking. Miranda bet if he were as hung as he looked he had to go easy with the little bitches. Then again, she hadn’t had it put to her good in so long maybe he’d have to go slow with her.


  Nah, she’d let him just take her hard, use her, make her feel it. It would no doubt be a good pain. But that’s after she’d show him the difference between a coed and a woman in her prime, make his damn eyes roll.


  She craved the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with cock. Young hard cock. Miranda felt her face flushing and a trickle of sweat slid down her back.


  “Professor Willow,” he continued, his voice taking on a pleading tone. “There has to be something I can do.”


  Oh, there’s plenty you could do.


  “I told you, there’s no time to get any extra credit.”


  “What about you?”


  “Me?”


  “Can I help you? Do you need something done? You’re moving, right? I can help you pack or load your truck?”


  He was speaking in a rush and his voice was beginning to tremble.


  “That wouldn’t be right,” she said softly. “I’m your teacher.”


  “I’ll help you after you’re my teacher. No more teacher as of Friday. Give me the grade and then I’ll do anything for you,” he slowed himself down by taking a deep breath. “Anything.”


  She wasn’t his teacher after Friday. After Friday when the last bell rang all he’d be is a young man doing something for her. That was her hall pass, she’d no longer be working for the school. He could meet her at her place, it wouldn’t be as wrong.


  But he’d already have the A. What if he stiffed her? Miranda lowered her gaze and tapped a red nail on the desk. Every dream, every waking fantasy had been of making this as wrong as possible, doing him right here in her office, on school property, still as his teacher.


  “Professor?” She could hear the tremor in his voice. He desperately needed this, and it would be wrong to use that. But she needed something just as desperately so they’d be helping each other out, what was so wrong about it?


  It would be wrong if he didn’t want her. She wouldn’t want him to just do it because he had to. Another issue hit her, and so hard, before she could stop, she asked the question.


  “Tristan, do you have a girlfriend?”


  “Huh?” He looked justifiably surprised by the question, but then shrugged. “No, between school and work I’m always tired. The girls want to go out and I have no time or money.”


  “Good looking kid like you all alone. Kind of a shame no?”


  Miranda’s voice also had a tremor to it, but one of excitement. If he’d answered yes to dating someone it would have been the end of the conversation. His answer of no on the other hand had just slammed the door on anything resembling morals and rational thought.


  Go out with a bang.


  “Why do you ask?”


  “Because,” Miranda rose from her chair, and closing the laptop unplugged it. “I thought of a way you could get that A.”


  She handed him the laptop. “Put that on the chair behind you, please.”


  He took it, and did as she asked, his face breaking out in a hopeful smile.


  “Seriously?”


  “I wouldn’t joke about this.” She picked up the phone and leaning over put it on the floor so the surface of the desk was completely clear.


  “That’s great!” He clapped his hands. “What do you want me to do?”


  Miranda took a deep breath.


  “Honey,” she popped open the top button of her blouse. “You’re going to do me.”




  Chapter Four


  


  “What did you say?” Tristan’s green eyes went wide.


  “You need something from me, and baby,” she flicked her tongue across her red lips. “You have something I want.”


  She continued unbuttoning her shirt while watching Tristan’s eyes follow the motion. He had a look of disbelief on his face that she’d find funny under other circumstances, but right now she was out to prove she wasn’t kidding.


  She reached the last button.


  “I know you want an A,” she pulled her blouse open, exposing her breasts which were barely contained, and concealed, by the skimpy transparent bra. “But how about a pair of Ds?”


  “Wow!” Tristan whistled.


  “Yeah?” she smiled. “You like…”


  “That was a really bad line,” He shook his head.


  “Oh, god,” she felt her face grow even hotter, but now from embarrassment, not desire. “I’m sorry, I feel like such an…”


  “But some goddamn beautiful tits!” Tristan finished. “Holy shit, they’re big!”


  “I…you really like them?” So much for being the older more mature woman, between being not only relieved, but giddy, she sounded like a nervous girl his age.


  “They’re even better than I thought they’d be,” he gave her a sly smile. “And I thought about them a lot.”


  Miranda’s heart raced at his words, and her nipples stiffened behind the bows.


  “You thought of me?” she sounded as breathless as she felt. “You…you want me?”


  “Oh, yeah,” his eyes lingered on her chest. “I always thought you were hot, then that day you showed off, letting me look down your shirt? I’ve been thinking about you ever since.” He dragged his eyes from her breasts and met her gaze.


  “I knew you did it on purpose and I figured that meant you’d thought about me.”


  “I’ve been thinking about you,” she couldn’t believe this, she didn’t have to feel like she was pushing him into it. “But I had no idea you’d want me.”


  “Can I ask you something, Professor?”


  “Miranda,” she whispered. “And go ahead.”


  “What do you think I meant when I said I’d do anything?” He came around the desk and she turned to face him. “I was playing dumb; it was going around school you got divorced and you weren’t wearing your ring anymore.”


  “You were going to offer to fuck me?” In her heels they were the same height and her dark eyes stared into his, loving how bright they were and how he boldly returned her stare.


  “Say that again,” Tristan put his hands on her sides, just over her hips, and the way his large hands and long fingers wrapped around her sent a shiver through her.


  “You want to fuck me?” she whispered.


  “Prof…Miranda,” his voice had a tremor of excitement to it that added to hers. “I need to fuck you.”


  “Then what are you waiting for?” She cupped her breasts, hefting them, offering them to him. “Show me how bad you want them.”


  “Yeah,” he hesitated, Except, um…here?” He looked around her office. “We could go back to your place.”


  “Every time I’ve dreamt of you taking me it was,” she tapped the desk for emphasis. “Right here.”


  “Damn,” his hands slid higher up her sides and his rough hands on her soft flesh had her pussy flowing and her hips already rocking. “That’s nasty.”


  “Besides,” grabbed his wrists and pulled his hands to her breasts. “Go big or go home, right?”


  As his hands cupped her breasts, she gripped his cock through his jeans. “You feel like you can go pretty big.”


  “Bigger by the second,” he fondled her breasts, his strong hands gently squeezing them, and she couldn’t hold back a soft moan when his palms grazed her nipples through her bra.


  “Good thing,” Her hand slid along the length of his erection. God, he was long, and so hard! “Because you have some extra credit to earn, don’t you?”


  “Easiest A ever!”


  “I’m feeling pretty easy, I…hmmf!”


  His lips pressed to hers, kissing her hard and with a bold confidence that both shocked, and aroused her. He squeezed her breasts harder, his fingers digging roughly into her soft flesh.


  Damn, he wasn’t shy, nor did he have a gentle touch, and Miranda was just fine with both. She wasn’t fucking a student in her office because she wanted to be made love to. Miranda needed to be ridden hard and put away sore, wet, and satisfied, and Tristan was off to a great start in accomplishing that.


  But she was going to make it clear that could work both ways. She pulled her head back, breaking their kiss.


  “I don’t want it to be easy,” she returned the favor, gripping his cock hard enough to make him groan. “You’re going to work for it, baby,” she teasingly flicked her tongue across his lips. “As don’t come easy,” she whispered. “And neither do I.”


  “I do like a teacher that challenges me.” Tristan released her breasts and slid his hands up through her hair. Taking her head in his hands he kissed her, this time even more forcefully.


  Unlike the first time, Miranda wasn’t caught off guard and returned the kiss with equal passion. She groaned when Tristan ran his hands through her air as his lips worked against hers. Her hand remained on his cock, stroking him through his jeans, her mouth and pussy both watering at the thought of having it between both sets of lips.


  Her lust rising, she drove her tongue into his mouth. His hands went to her blouse, sliding it back over her shoulders as his tongue danced across hers. Miranda felt the blouse slide down her back and with her lips still engaged with his, released his cock to fumble with the buttons on her wrists.


  He made her yelp in surprise when he pulled her hands open, then grabbed the sleeves and yanked them down. A wave of heat flowed through her as the buttons popped and he tore the blouse from her hands, throwing it across the room


  His lips left hers, sliding along her cheek, then finding her neck.


  Miranda whimpered in pleasure as he sucked on her tender flesh, and let her head fall back, giving him better access. She loved the way her long hair felt caressing her bare back, but not as much as the way his hands felt as he encircled her waist, his rough palms on the small of her back.


  Miranda grabbed the bottom of his shirt, yanking it up, and he lifted his arms, easing his head back so she could pull it over his head. Before she’d even tossed it aside his lips were back on hers, his tongue invading her mouth.


  Her hands went to his chest, caressing it, her nails teasing along his skin. Tristan’s hands were on the move as well, sliding up and down the smooth soft skin of her back, over her shoulders and up into her hair.


  His right hand slid down the middle of her back and gripped her bra. Her pussy gushed and she moaned deep in her throat when he expertly popped her bra open and she felt the cups slide partway down her breasts.


  “Oh, easy,” she moaned as he sucked hard on her neck. “No marks,” he obediently went back to gently nibbling, his soft lips caressing her while the sharp scruff of his chin scratched her in their wake.


  “Thought you didn’t want it easy?” he reminded her; his breath hot on her neck.


  “Hmm, you do pay attention in class,” she breathed as her hands explored his rock hard stomach. “You’re right, you do whatever you want, leave marks, make me remember this!”


  He sucked hard enough on her neck to make her whimper grind her hips into his. He pulled her bra straps down over her shoulders and Miranda eased her arms up, working them out of the straps.


  Tristan grabbed the middle of her bra and yanked it away. With a giggle, Miranda immediately pressed against him, keeping him from seeing her tits.


  “Tease,” he whispered, but once again encircled her waist and crushed her against him.


  His lips left her neck and found hers. Miranda sighed as they kissed with an intensity she hadn’t experienced in years. She moved side to side in his grasp, pressing her soft breasts to his hard body, her nipples poking into him.


  She ran her hands along his broad back, admiring the feeling of his muscles beneath his skin. She curled her hands, and he hissed into their kiss when she raked them down his back.


  Miranda ran her hands back up to his shoulders and repeated the move and this time he responded by his hands going down her sides and grabbing the hem of her skirt. He pulled it up, then slipped his hands under it.


  He spread his arms, and she cried out when he brought them back in, his hands catching the sides of her cheeks with a sharp slap. He grabbed the bottom of her ass and squeezed them hard, making her moan.


  His right hand left her ass, and she gasped when he caught the end of her long hair and yanked her head back. His lips fastened to front of her neck, and she dug her nails into his shoulders as he sucked hard on the soft hollow of her throat.


  He pulled her head back further and Miranda went off balance, taking a couple of steps backwards. When her ass hit the edge of her desk, he released her hair, gripped the backs of her thighs and effortlessly lifted her off the floor.


  He sat her down on the desk, and before she could react his hands flashed upwards, catching her forearms, and pushing them away from them. Damn he was strong! The though burned through her lust crazed mind as he continued to force her arms back and down.


  Her palms met the desk, then her elbows as he leaned over her. All along his lips and tongue worked her neck, but he removed them to lean back. His eyes dropped to her now exposed breasts and without hesitation, he lowered his head and sucked her right nipple between his lips.


  “Yes!” Miranda groaned as he cupped both her breasts, his tongue now circling her aching nipple.


  She pushed herself up to a sitting position, her right hand in his thick hair, her left gripping his left shoulder. Tristan switched to sucking on her other nipple while rolling the one he’d been sucking between his fingers.


  He gave her an unexpected pinch that made her yelp but had her squirming on the desk as he quickly pressed his lips to it, kissing it better. He pressed his face between her breasts and vigorously shook it back and forth, slapping the sides of his face with her heavy tits.


  “Sorry,” he grinned up at her. “I heard a couple of other guys say they’d love to motorboat your tits so I had to try.”


  “Boys will be boys,” she sighed, “Now get back to sucking, you’re not getting an A for burying anything between my tits except your cock.”


  “Damn,” he blinked, making her feel quite pleased with herself she could catch him off guard. “Yes, Ma’am!”


  He opened wide and sucked not only her nipple, but as much of her left breast as he could fit in his mouth. Miranda’s fingers clenched, her nails raking his scalp and doing into his shoulder as he sucked harder on her tender flesh.


  When he released it with a smack of his lips he shocked her by giving her tit a sharp slap. It wasn’t much more than a flick of his wrist, but it strung and caused her tit to jiggle.


  It also sent an electric mix of pain laced pleasure through her, and when he slapped her other breast, the feeling was far more of the latter.


  “Bad boy,” she whispered, then sighed when he now gently kissed and licked each of her nipples.


  He sucked on each in turn, now taking his time, holding and fondling her breasts while he continued to please them. Miranda watched his tongue flutter over her swollen nub, and a surreal feeling came over her.


  Was this real? Her topless on the edge of her desk while Tristan sucked her tits? It felt damn real and when he released her breasts and his hands dropped to her calves, then slowly ran up along her legs, the wet surge between them was damned convincing.


  She shamelessly opened her legs further as his caress went from the outside of her leg to her inner thighs. His hands pushed up her skirt, his rough palms sliding against the soft flesh of her lush upper thighs


  When his finger grazed her pussy through her panties, her entire body jerked as if she’d been shocked, and she couldn’t hold back a high pitched whimper.


  “Jesus, you’re soaked through,” he marveled while speaking around her left nipple. “Thought that only happened in movies.”


  Her reply was another pathetic whine of pleasure when he pressed two fingers against her, pushing the material between her wet lips. He rubbed up and down, and when he met her clit, her hips jerked and her legs kicked along side him.


  “Fuck,” she breathed as he kept his fingers there and moved them in a slow circle. “That feels so good, I…” she moaned and her eyes rolled back when he slipped his fingers beneath her panties.


  “Ohhh!” she gasped when he boldly introduced his finger inside her.


  “God, you’re so fucking wet!” he exclaimed over her moans as he gently pumped his fingers inside her.


  “Put another one in,” Miranda instructed, then moaned when he did.


  He pumped his fingers harder and faster, his lips seeking, and finding hers once more. Tristan shook his hand side to side and even over the breathy whimper she released into his mouth she could hear the wet squishing sounds they made in her sloppy wet cunt.


  She gasped when he added a third finger, thrusting all three knuckles deep. He was taking her comment about not being easy to heart and she wasn’t complaining. His fingers explored her, and he switched to roughly sucking the tender flesh of her other thigh, causing Miranda to consider that request.


  Tristan was big, powerfully built, and had already displayed not only a rough touch, but slapping her breasts was something she’d never had done, and showed he really was the bad boy with the sweet side.


  His cock felt as big as she’d imagined through his jeans and in a moment that caused her cunt to contract around his probing fingers, she realized she going to get it put to her the way she had in her dreams.


  And she was going to love every minute of it.


  Tristan worked his wrist, roughly working his fingers side to side and she had to remove her mouth from his, moaning loudly, as she removed her hand from his hair to grip his other shoulder.


  Tristan, displaying experience she knew a kid this good looking surrounded by horny coeds would have gained, moved her panties further to the side and placed his thumb on her throbbing clit.


  “Oh, yeah, baby!” she exclaimed, letting her head fall back.


  Tristan’s lips were briefly back on her neck, then slid down her chest before sliding over her right breast. Miranda released his shoulders and now leaned back on her elbows, moaning and thrusting her hips into his hand.


  Tristan cupped her left tit, his thumb working her nipple the same way the other was busy on her clit. Miranda lifted her legs, bracing her heels on the edge of the desk and spreading them wide so he had more room to work her aching cunt.


  Her young student showed a patience she hadn’t expected as he unhurriedly fingered her while paying attention to both her swollen nipples. His thumb moved in slow circles that had her hips working, straining to push her clit harder into his touch.


  Miranda released a high pitched moan that was as much frustration as pleasure as he toyed with her needy clit.


  “Harder,” she breathed. “I need to come, baby!”


  “No,” he not only removed his lips from her tit but eased his fingers from inside her.


  “W…what?” she stammered, caught by surprise. “You won’t make me come?”


  “I didn’t say that” he gave her a wicked smile. “I just figured there’s a better way to do it.”


  His hands went up her skirt, grabbing the sides of her panties and tugging on them. Miranda lifted her hips, letting him slide them down her thighs and groaned as the she felt the crotch peel away from her sticky flesh.


  She put her legs together, bending them at the knees and watched her pull her panties off. He placed them to his face and when he inhaled his eyes closed and the look on his face put a smile on hers.


  “You can keep them,” she told him. “To remind of your favorite teacher.”


  “Best teacher ever,” he dropped then grabbed the sides of her skirt.


  Miranda hadn’t thought she could get any wetter but watching him pull her skirt down her legs leaving her on her desk, completely naked except for her fuck me heels, had her flowing once more.


  “I can’t believe how good you look,” Tristan told her. “So fucking sexy.”


  “You ay that to all the girls,” she teased as she resumed her former position, spreading her legs, her heels on the desk, shamelessly spreading for him.


  “They are girls, you’re a goddamn woman,” he released a sharp breath. “Look at that beautiful pussy. Carpet matches the drapes,” he added with a smile, but his eyes were glued between her thighs.


  Miranda looked down at the patch of blonde fuzz on her mound just over her puffy pink lips and protruding clit.


  “My cunt’s like my tits, honey, real and spectacular.”


  “You,” he laughed. “Really need to stop with the bad lines.”


  She laughed too, and it felt so good to do it. When was the last time sex had been fun? When was the last time anything had been fun? Susan had been right, and Tristan was going to officially kick off her new life, and this one was going to be much more fun.


  “But” Tristan dropped to his knees between her legs. “If it tastes as good as it looks I’ll let that one slide.”


  “I think you’ll…Ohhhh!” Miranda’s response came from Tristan burying his face between her thighs and his tongue plunging inside her.


  Tristan shook his head, rubbing his face into her clit while his tongue swirled inside her wet slit. He slurped hard, and she felt her pussy spurt into his mouth. He moaned into her hot flesh telling her she must indeed taste as good as she looked.


  He sucked again, then used his fingers to spread her wide open. He moved his tongue inside her, noisily slurping on her and making her squirm on the desk. Miranda remained on her elbows, but her hands went to her tits, capturing her nipples between her red tipped fingers and squeezing them.


  Tristan eased his tongue from inside her, then keeping it rigid plunged it back in, then out and back in. God, he was tongue fucking her! She pumped her hips, meeting his tongue, her fingers busy on her nipples and her eyes locked on the dream come true of Tristan’s face between her thighs.


  Tristan plunged his tongue inside her once more, then ran his tongue up the length of her slit. When he reached her clit he swirled his tongue across it, the licked his way back down.


  Once again he held his tongue still, but now moved his head up and down, lapping the full length of her cunt as he held her open. Each time he reached her clit, she thrust her hips and whimpered, trying to get him to stay there, but his tongue would dip back down through the folds of her soft wet lips.


  He dipped his tongue inside once more, then the next time his tongue found her clit it was a quick lick followed by a hard suck that made her breath his between her teeth. This time he stayed there, now sucking in a slow gentle rhythm.


  His right hand slid down her thigh and she moaned when this time he inserted all three fingers at once. He flexed them out, stretching her open while his tongue now fluttered over her clit, peppering her throbbing button with quick soft licks.


  “You know what you’re doing,” she whispered, as he pressed his fingers together, then opened them, letting her pussy contract, before pushing it back open. “Lot of lucky girls around here.”


  “Yeah,” he grinned up at her. “Lot of porn too. You know, for research.”


  “There’s no replacement for hands on learning,” she replied with a smile. “How about you get your hands and tongue back on your extra credit?”


  “Jeez, another corny line,” he sighed dramatically, and his hot breath on her clit caused her cunt to squeeze his fingers. “Think you watch porn too.”


  “Make me moan and I won’t be able to say anything.”


  “That’s a win for both of us!” He winked, then gave her clit a hard suck that made her gasp.


  He kept her clit between her lips, stretching it, and his tongue swirled over the tip of it. A shudder went through her body, then another when he sucked gently while keeping her in his mouth.


  He curled his fingers hard inside her, and her pussy gushed around them in response. Tristan released her clit, then took it between the fingers of his left hand, squeezing it while his tongue teased it.


  “Sooo good!” she groaned, squeezing her nipples harder.


  Tristan response was to show off his talented tongue by playing her clit to perfection. His rapid licks went side to side, then up, down, and around, even in a couple of teasing figure eights.


  He shook his wrist, slapping his fingers inside her sopping cunt, spreading and closing them. Miranda’s flushed breasts heaved with her heavy breathing and she was squeezing her nipples to the point they were getting sore.


  Her hips rocked and gyrated in slow circles, helping his tongue dance across her clit. She groaned when he squeezed it harder between his fingers and switched to hard rapid sucks.


  She lifted her legs, closing them, and draping them over his shoulders, her heels sliding along his back. Tristan curled his fingers in time with another rough suck, and her back arched, her ass lifting off the desk.


  “Yeah,” she moaned as she felt the first stirrings of orgasm deep within her. “Look at you, eating your professor’s cunt!”


  And look at her letting him do it.


  For the first time since her party days and back when she didn’t appreciate the fun she was having, Miranda felt completely wanton. Naked on her desk, a student between her thighs bringing her to the first orgasm not induced by her fingers or a toy in at least two years.


  After five the school was a ghost town, students gone and with finals over most teachers as well. But there could still be people passing by and there was an office on either side of hers but she was fairly sure both professors were gone for the day.


  But didn’t know for sure and the idea there could be another teacher on the other side of the wall, working while she was getting her cunt eaten was far more arousing than concerning.


  Tristan was now sucking her clit hard enough to smack his lips while his fingers remained buried inside her hot quivering cunt. Miranda’s hips moved faster and her legs straightened out behind him.


  Her toes curled into her shoes and her thighs trembled around him.


  “Like that,” she heard the same tremor in her voice she felt in her body. “Keep sucking it, don’t stop!” She whimpered when he once again worked his wrist, shaking his fingers inside her. “Oh, fuck, Tristan! I…”


  Her words turned into a breathy wheeze as her entire body tensed, even her mouth frozen in mid speech. Her back arched and hips lifted, straining to the point she heard a faint crack.


  Then Tristan roughly curled his fingers while giving her clit an unexpected hard pinch. Her body released, exploding into an orgasm which featured her releasing a cry of ecstasy that was far too loud considering where they were.


  Miranda bit her lip, struggling to hold back more cries of pleasure as her cunt contracted repeatedly around his once more moving fingers. Her hips ground in hard circles, rubbing her hot wet slit into Tristan’s face.


  He’d stopped sucking, but his tongue blurred over her clit, rapid licks that kept her orgasm flowing. Miranda made guttural growling sounds in her throat as she managed to not let them pass her lips.


  She tugged on her nipples hard enough to cause them pain, but it only added to an orgasm even more powerful than she’d anticipated. She bent her legs, crossing them behind Tristan’s head, pinning his face to her convulsing cunt.


  He kept moving his fingers, wiggling and curling them, causing several sharp yips to escape her tightly pressed lips. Her body gathered, tensing as it had before her orgasm, and as it had then, released in a wave of intense pleasure that led to another uncontrollable squeal, and a warm wave of sticky fluid, gushing past his fingers and flowing down her thighs.


  Miranda went limp, laying back on the desk, her arms falling to her sides as she stared up at the ceiling fan spinning over her head. Her legs fell limply from around his head, her heels thumping into his back.


  “Wow,” she sighed as she wondered if the ceiling fan was on or it was just her head spinning. “Guess I lied, I do come pretty easy.”


  “Felt like you came damn hard.” Tristan rose between her legs and she smiled at the sight of his flushed, sweaty, and sticky cheeks.


  “Hmm, really hard,” she purred.


  “I’m hard myself.” He unsnapped his jeans, tugging the zipper down.


  Without hesitating, he shoved his jeans and boxers down his thighs, causing his cock to spring free.


  


  “Oh…my…god,” Miranda’s eyes widened at the sight of it.


  A rolled up sock might have been smaller compared to the long thick cock bobbing between his muscular thighs. His swollen head was an angry purple and already oozing precum, but it was the width of it that had her attention.


  Nick had been slightly above average, and before him in the days of her indiscriminate sucking and fucking, Miranda had come across-and on-some big dicks. But the one she was now confronted with leant some credence to the term one eyed monster. Because a monster cock was exactly what it was.


  And it was about to be inside her.


  Tristan pushed her legs open, and stepped between them, his cock looming over her mound and lower part of her belly.


  “What do you think?” he teased her by slapping his head hard on her stomach. “Real and spectacular?”


  “I’d say you were full of yourself, but I think I’m about to be pretty damn full,” she propped herself back up on her elbows, watching as he gripped his cock eased it down over her clit.


  “Bad line,” he admonished her, then slapped her clit with the head and her hips jerked and a jolt of pleasure went through her, Jesus, he was hard! “But can’t say it’s not true.”


  He pushed his wide bulbous head through her lips, then pressed it to her pussy which was still open from having three of his fingers inside it.


  “Baby, with a dick like that you can be as cocky as you want to be,” she ran her tongue over her lips. “I can’t wait to taste it.”


  “Sorry, I’m a lot closer to these lips,” he pushed his tip into her and she grunted as her lips were forced to spread around him.


  “Even better I’ll be able to taste my cunt at the same time.” She replied, loving the look of lust on his face her words inspired.


  “I think I remember you saying you didn’t want this to be easy,” Tristan thrust his hips, plowing his lengthy cock deep inside her.


  “Fuck!” Miranda shouted, then clapped her hand over her mouth.


  Tristan eased back, then thrust into her again and her eyes felt as if they were going to pop out of her head as his immense cock exploded her long neglected cunt wide open.


  He grabbed her legs behind her knees and lifted them, pushing them back so her knees were over her breasts and proceeded to fuck her fast and hard, causing her to yelp into her hand.


  He went even harder, and Miranda went down flat on her back both hands now over her mouth as she cried out into them at the end of each thrust. Her eyes rolled as he took her, his big hard cock driving into her like a fleshy battering ram.


  Between his size and the force behind his thrusts, it was uncomfortable. Going from no sex to this cock being forced into her tight cunt was the difference between movies and reality.


  As she lay like a limp ragdoll on the desk with Tristan having his way with her, he wondered if he were tearing into her because she was older and had made comments she wasn’t a little girl.


  She doubted there was a girl his age who could easily take this pounding from a cock this big with no issue. He had to go easy with them, at least at first. Miranda wasn’t getting that courtesy and Tristan was taken full advantage of not having to hold back.


  Tristan shifted his grip to her ankles, and lifting her legs, placed her feet on his shoulders. He leaned forward so the length of her legs were pressed into his chest and stomach and wrapped his arms around her thighs.


  He continued his hardcore fucking of her, his cock pummeling her tight still quivering cunt. Miranda released her mouth, slapping her hands down on the desk and gripping the edges of it, squeezing until her knuckles turned white as she endured what at this point seemed more an assault than a fucking.


  But at the same time, she was loving every second of it.


  Being taken by a boy half her age this good looking. By a cock nothing short of magnificent, a cock that could shame many of the porn stars out there.. The pleasure of being pounded by hard young flesh.


  Even going back to her college days, she had never been this completely full. Her cunt stretched to the limit and subjected to a relentless assault from someone not just half her age, but strong and eager to give her what she needed.


  The urgency with which he fucked her had Miranda convinced he hadn’t been just talking, he had wanted her before. She could feel it in the power of his thrusts, the look of lust in his eyes as he took her.


  Even the way he’d gone down on her, showing off, striving to please her and looking damn proud of himself after he’d made her come. Miranda’s thoughts, coupled with slowly becoming accustomed to his size and power, had her pain decreasing and her pleasure on the rise.


  She was getting even wetter around him, and she lifted her head to watch his long glistening shaft plunder her. Her clit, swollen and visible beneath its hood, throbbed with renewed need.


  The sight of him splitting her pink flesh, her long legs in the air, her feet encased in her porn star shoes over his head. The muscles flexing in his chest and his arms where they were around her thighs.


  Miranda’s sharp yips she had forced to try to hold back were becoming whimpers and soft moans of pleasure as with each stroke she seemed to be getting more used to him.


  “Fuck me,” she gasped. “Just keep fucking, take your slutty professor, show her how bad you want that A!”


  Her words spurred him to hammer into her harder and she groaned as the growing force in his thrusts set her back in getting used to him. Her cunt already ached, but goddamn it was a good pain, and she wasn’t going to tell him to slow down of go easy.


  She wanted this, no, needed it so badly she was breaking her job’s and her own code of ethics, and on that note risking her career for this. There was no way she was going to back down and get anything less than having the havoc wreaked on her cunt that Tristan was capable of.


  “That’s it!” she hissed. “Work for that grade! Make me feel how bad you need it”!


  “Your class, your rules,” Tristan breathed, then dropped his hand from her thigh, his fingers finding her once again ready clit.


  “Fuck yeah!” Miranda called out as he rubbed her clit side to side.


  His tough was as rough as his fucking, working her clit side to side, while pressing hard into it. He released her other leg, and leaning over, grabbed her right breast. He squeezed it hard enough to make her release a sharp breath, but her other response was to grip her left nipples and twist it between her fingers.


  Tristan leaning over had pushed her legs back further and she was now starting up at her red toes protruding from her shoes as he bent her back with his weight against her legs.


  His cock was now driving even deeper into her prone pussy and she yelped repeatedly as he hammered into her hard enough to make his heavy balls slap against her ass.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she yipped as despite having come only a few minutes ago she could feel her body already gathering for another release.


  Tristan worked her clit in a manner that bordered on violent, his thick fingers pushing into her while shaking side to side, his fingers slapping the slips of her pussy. She was going to feel every second of this tomorrow but knew she wouldn’t regret one ache or pain from it.


  “Keep going!” she urged. “Make your teacher come on that big cock! Right here on my desk! Making me squeal like one of those little coeds you fuck.”


  “No,” he whispered, his eyes fixed between her legs. “Can’t fuck them like this, goddamn little princesses, but you can take it, you’re a real woman!”


  “Yeah I am, and that’s a real fucking cock that I’m going to drain as many times as I can suck you hard!”


  “W…wow,” Tristan momentarily lost his air of confidence and she pressed on.


  “You think you’re getting an A to fuck me once? Baby, I am going to fuck you until your balls hurt and you don’t have a drop to give me! I’m going to…Fuck!”


  Tristan had found another gear, going so hard his thighs were striking the edge of the desk and she could only imagine the size of the bruises he’d have there tomorrow. Her desk, Not that old and made of solid Cherrywood was now rocking under the force of his fucking.


  His fingers were working as if they were trying to rub her clit from her body, but it had her cunt already twitching around his pounding cock.


  “Fuck me, fuck me!” she moaned while twisting her nipples savagely. “Take me, use me, make me yours! Ruin me for men my age, make me need more young hard, yessss!”


  She went over the edge, her hips bucking as much as the good in her position and her feet kicking above them as her cunt convulsed around him. She gripped his forearm with her free hand her nails digging red crescents into his hard flesh as he squeezed her tit hard enough she knew she’d have bruises the shape of his fingertips for days afterward.


  Her orgasm crashed through her with a force that surpassed the first one. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her making her squirm on the desk as she lost the battle and released loud squeals amid her high pitched yips and whimpers.


  Above her, Tristan was sweating, his perfect hair now hanging in his flushed face. He was breathing hard and had a look of concentration on his face that told her he was trying to hold back.


  His thrusts were getting shorter and more desperate as her cunt repeatedly milked his cock in the throes of her climax.


  “Give it to me!” she managed in between her heavy breathing and moans. “Come for me, baby!”


  Tristan managed a few more hard thrusts, each ending with an adorable little high pitched sound that told her he was struggling for every thrust and every second in his teacher’s hot cunt.


  Before he pulled his cock out, he gripped it close to his body, squeezing off his impending explosion. He grunted in discomfort, a tribute to how close he’d been to cumming inside her and whipped his cock out.


  He leaned over her and released it, sending a long jet of cum over her that landed on her chest just beneath her throat. He pumped his cock, and the next thick spurts landed on each of her breasts, leaving a white stripe across her nipples and upper part of her breasts.


  He continued to stroke, and Miranda, her pussy still quivering as the last of her orgasm trickled through her loved how his large fist looked gliding along his wet shaft. The fact it was wet from her sloppy cunt was an added bonus.


  That and the thought of her hand, and mouth, working it in place of his hand. Tristan’s load was as impressive as his cock, leaving several puddles of cum on her heaving stomach from below her tits to just over her public mound.


  “Goddamn,” he eased back, and Miranda let her legs slide from his shoulders to dangle off the desk. “I…sorry I came kind of fast.”


  “Honey, that wasn’t fast. I just got divorced from a minute man, you did just fine.”


  “Not really,” he said in between trying to catch his breath, and admiring the mess he’d left on her from her neck to the cleft between her thighs. “But It’s been awhile and I’ve wanted you so bad, so it was hard to hold back.”


  He gave her a rueful grin.


  “Sorry if I went to rough, you said it, I can’t do that with girls my age.”


  “I told you I didn’t want to be an easy A,” she told him, then gave him a sly smile. “But you were a little quick.”


  “Yeah,” he nodded, but looked put off she said it.


  “I’m thinking that was good enough for a B, but you need an A, right?”


  “I,” his look changed when she saw the smile on her face and realized where she was going with it. “I agree, I think I owe you a better effort than that.”


  “Sit in my chair,” she sat up, and a shiver went through her when his cum slid down her breasts and chest. “I think its time your teacher did her job and inspired you to do better.”


  “Yes Professor Willow,”


  He shuffled towards her chair and she rolled her eyes.


  “Get your pants and shoes off, this isn’t porn, honey, I want you naked.”


  Tristan flashed a big smile, one that belied the rough fucking he’d just dealt her, and when he sat in the chair, quickly pulled his socks and shoes off before removing his jeans.


  Miranda slid off the desk, wincing as her back and legs felt as if she’d just gotten out of a Yoga class. His cum flowed down her body and picking up her blouse wiped herself off.


  “Don’t you have to wear that out?”


  “I’ll button the blazer over it. This way I can drive him with your cum sticking to me.”


  “Miranda you’re a goddamn wet dream come true.”


  “Yeah, not bad for an old lady?” She lifted her hair up over her head and did a slow turn for him, showing herself off and enjoying the way he looked at her. A kid this good looking staring at her with a look of not just lust, but awe, as if he couldn’t believe he was with her.


  “Not bad for any lady.”


  “Good answer,” Miranda stepped between him and the desk and stared down at his cock which even semi hard was damn impressive. “I think you earned a gold star, Mr. Brit.”


  “Cool,” his eyes darted between her tits and the pink cleft between her thighs.


  “But thing is? I don’t have any gold stars?”


  She pushed his leg open with hers, then slowly sank to her knees.


  “Guess I’ll have to suck your cock instead. That okay?”


  “I think that would be…Oh my god!”


  He gasped when Miranda grabbed his cock, opened wide and took him into her mouth.


  “Hmm!” she moaned, then slid him from between her lips. “Bad boy, you taste like your teacher!”


  She took him back into her mouth and bobbed her head, sucking him in a slow steady rhythm.


  “Shit,” he whispered, as he brushed her long hair from her face to have an unobstructed view of her sucking his dick.


  His already rapidly swelling dick. Miranda closed her eyes and moaned softly as he grew in her mouth. In less than a minute he was fully hard and her mouth was as stuffed as her cunt had been.


  Miranda had been taking him halfway down, but now that he was at his full length it was less than that. She opened wider and opening her eyes so she could stare into his she lowered her mouth, taking him deeper.


  She had him two thirds of the way when she had to stop. She held him there, her tongue sliding over his shaft, reveling in the taste of her juices from his young flesh. Miranda took a breath, and angling her head, relaxed her throat and took his full length down her throat.


  “Jesus!” Tristan gasped. “N… no girl’s ever been able to…oh, fuck!”


  He moaned when she slipped her tongue out and licked his balls. Keeping her lips wrapped tightly around the back of his shaft, she shook her head vigorously, working his sensitive head around her hot mouth.


  She slurped her way back up his cock, releasing it with a loud sucking sound. Gripping it in her hand, she spit on the head and slid her hand over it, then resumed stroking him.


  Miranda lowered her head and let a long thick glob of spit ooze from between her lips onto his head. She took him in her mouth, noisily slurping up the mess as she bobbed her head, effortlessly deep throating him.


  Good to see she hadn’t lost one of the most important life skills she’d learned in college. That and god bless the lack of a gag reflex. She slipped him from her mouth and ducked her head.


  “I can’t believe this,” Tristan breathed above her as she swirled her tongue over his balls.


  Miranda then sucked on each in turn, stretching it out as far as she dared, and keeping her eyes on hers. She then opened her mouth as wide as she could and managed to suck his entire sack into it.


  Tristan groaned and his hand tightened in her hair, as she held both balls in her mouth, her tongue sliding over them. She released them then spit on them and proceeded to work her spit into his sack with her tongue.


  “Nasty,” he whispered while adding his other hand in her hair and gathering it behind her head.


  “Damn straight I am,” she ran her tongue along the length of his shaft, then down the other side.


  Miranda fluttered her tongue, working his full length with quick soft licks that had his hips rocking in anticipation and his cock throbbing where she gripped him at his base. Turning her head, she wrapped her full soft lips around his shaft and ran them up and down his shaft.


  “Harmonica,” he told her with a grin.


  “Real bad line.” She replied with a wink, then worked the other side of his shaft with her lips.


  She ran them over his head, took a breath, opened wide and went to town.


  “Holy fuck!’ Tristan’s hips jerked as she bobbed her head rapidly, easily deepthroating him.


  She released a wet gurgling sound each time the tip of his cock struck the back of her throat and her eyes watered from the effort of repeatedly swallowing his full length. She drove her mouth down harder and faster, punishing her throat the way he had her cunt.


  “Glug, glug, glug!” the nasty sloppy porn star noises were the only sound in the room other than Tristan’s moans as she strove to give him the best head he’d ever had.


  “Jesus,” he gasped. “I…I thought this was supposed to be for you!”


  She let his cock fall from her lips, spit and precum flowing down her chin.


  “Trust me, baby,” Her voice already sounded raspy from abusing her own throat. “This is for me.”


  She resumed her hardcore sucking of his cock, drool and spit flowing from the sides of her mouth that she would then slurp back up. She added her hand to the mix, her fist sliding up his sloppy cock, following the wet trail of her mouth.


  She cupped his balls with her free hand rubbing them. He moaned her name several times and Miranda’s pussy lowed at the way he did it and the control she now had over him as she showed off her long neglected oral skills.


  Miranda took it to another level, now releasing his cock and putting her hands on his thighs, she kept deep throating him, giving him hand’s free blow job the likes of which she knew he’d never experienced.


  Miranda’s face was flushed and tears streaked her cheeks as continued to assault her own mouth. His hands gripped her hair hard, and she moaned when his excitement became too much and he began pushing on her head.


  She took him to the base of his shaft, and remained there, this time gagging when he pushed her head, forcing him deeper in her throat. He quickly eased up, but she slurped back up then down again and waited.


  “Unreal,” he breathed, but once again held her head, this time thrusting his hips and pushing his cock deeper.


  She gagged once more, the sound more for show as her throat was completely open at this point and let more sticky mess explode from her mouth. She resumed sucking him, taking him all the way several more times before releasing him, with a spray of sticky pre cum laced spit.


  She took several deep breaths as she smiled up at him through her sticky lips.


  “Best teacher ever?” she whispered.


  “Best woman ever.”


  “Another good answer. Now back to that extra credit.”


  Miranda spun between his legs, impressing herself with keeping her balance in the shoes, and reached between her legs, gripped his slick cock. She opened her legs slightly, then lowered herself down onto his cock.


  When his tip entered her, she sat down hard on his lap. They both gasped as she impaled herself on his full length. Miranda used her legs to bounce up and down on his dick, and behind her Tristan moaned his appreciation.


  She moved her hips in slow circles as she did it, working him around in her sopping slit. She planted herself in his lap once more and keeping him deep inside her ground her hips into him.


  Tristan’s hands came around, grabbing her tits and stroking her nipples. Miranda worked her hips front to back, then side to side, giving her student a lap dance. Leaning forward, she grabbed the edge of the desk and used it to brace herself as she resumed riding him, bouncing on his cock.


  Tristan’s hands left her breasts and gripped her hips, stopping her from moving.


  “Fuck!” she cried out when he pumped his hips, pounding into her as she hovered over his lap.


  She left herself go back, ending up back in his lap and fully impaled on his dick. This time she lifted her legs and braced her heels on the edge of the desk. Leaning back into him, she turned her head and sought his lips.


  Tristan kissed her and she moaned as his hands once more found her breasts. She slipped her right hand between their legs and he groaned when she rubbed his balls and his shaft as he pumped her as best he could with her weight on him.


  She, however, could make good use of her hips, and did. She moved in fast, then slow circles, then side to side and back and forth. The position was a tease for both of them, but she was in no hurry and goddamn his cock felt good inside her!


  They continued to kiss, their tongue waging war in their mouths, as she ground into him, and he played with her tits. When Tristan’s right hand left her breast, slid down her stomach and found her clit, she whimpered and broke the kiss.


  “Oh, honey!” she called out. “You’re heading for an A+ aren’t you?”


  “Bad line,” he whispered, then fastened his lips to her neck.


  His fingers worked her clit as hard as they had the first time, his fingers giving her nipple the same treatment, pinching it roughly. Pushing against the desk, Miranda was able to work her hips up and down enough to resume fucking him, and he moaned into her neck when she contracted her pussy around him several times in succession.


  Her legs tightened and the movement of her hips grew jerky as she could already feel the rumblings of orgasm number three. She seemed to be coming faster each time, and she had no issue with that whatsoever.


  Tristan stopped rubbing, and gripping her clit rolled it between his fingers like he was her nipple.


  “Oh!” Miranda grunted in sudden pleasure; she’d never had that done to her before. This kid had some tricks that was for damn sure. He squeezed it tighter and she pinched her nipple harder, placing her free hand over his to encourage him to do the same.


  When Tristan simultaneously pinched her clit and her nipple, Miranda threw her head back and howled as she exploded on his cock. No longer giving a fuck if someone was outside or not, she released several loud squeals as her hips went wild in Tristan’s lap.


  He moaned into her neck, and his hips bucked beneath her, trying to fuck her as best he could. Miranda pushed hard against the desk then cried out when she felt the chair rock too far back, and her feet slipped off the desk as they tipped back.


  She yelped even louder when with a demonstration of his strength, Tristan surged up out of the chair. Miranda’s feet hit the floor, and she grunted as she continued forward, her hips striking the desk.


  She got her hands down so she didn’t face plant on it, then cried out when behind her, his cock still inside her, Tristan grabbed her hips and tore into her. Miranda, her pussy still twitching from her latest orgasm, slid her hands along the desk, grabbing the edge of it and resting her flushed face on the cool surface.


  Behind her, Tristan was fucking her so hard it made the prior time seem like they were making love. Every time thrust thumped her hips into the desk, but she didn’t care about either the pain or what she’d feel like later.


  All that mattered was that huge seemingly inexhaustible cock stuffing her greedy cunt. Tristan’s thrusts slowed and his right hand left her hip, she flinched when he grabbed her leg behind her knee and pulled it up so it was on the desk.


  The move opened her even more for his pile driving cock and took the pressure off her hips. More importantly, it hit her this was the exact pose from her dream. Even down to the way he was now gripping her ankle, the other hand on her hip.


  Only one thing was missing.


  “Spank me!” she called out. “Smack that ass!”


  There wasn’t a second between her last word and him dealing her a stinging slap to her left ass cheek. He struck the right with the same hand, then went into a flurry or short sharp smacks, peppering both her cheeks with blows from his hard calloused palm.


  Each slap sent a stinging pain through her but was followed by a wave of heat through her tingling cunt. He stopped spanking her, but his hand went to her back, moving her hair and pushing between her shoulder blades.


  Miranda lowered herself flat to the desk, her breasts squishing between her chest and the hard surface. There was a thump next to her and she saw Tristan had put his left foot on the desk.


  He was now pounding straight down into her prone pussy and she yelped as she took it to yet another gear, hammering into her even faster, and now even deeper.


  “Like this?” she groaned. “This how you wanted me, face down and ass up? Giving it to your bitch teacher?”


  “You’re not a…” he released a short laugh. “Oh, sorry, right, you’re a bitch.”


  Miranda was too sex drunk at this point to care he’d broken the mood by being slow on the uptake with her talk.


  “Who’s teaching who a lesson now?” she demanded.


  “Teaching you, you…” he paused. “Nasty slut.”


  He said it so weakly she tried to laugh but it turned into a yelp when he redeemed himself by slapping her already stinging ass.


  “I am slut, making you fuck me for a grade, making you eat me. Sucking your cock and begging you to fuck me because I need it so bad!”


  She released the desk, and put both arms behind her back, her wrists crossed to really give him-and her-a thrill.


  “My god,” he gasped. But his hand quickly closed around her, gripping both her slender wrists in his large hand.


  Despite three orgasms, her pussy gushed at the feeling of him holding her arms behind her, and she struggled to move her hips, wiggling into his powerful strokes.


  “Dirty slut, going to wear your cum home. Walk down the hallway with it sticking to me, drive home like that.”


  “Letting me take your panties home so I can smell your pussy whenever I want. “


  “Then when I get home I’ll be so horny, I’ll take the shirt off and lick the cum off it.”


  “Lick…oh, shit!” His thrusts once again became shorter and harder.


  “I’ll have to,” she egged him on. “I’ll need to taste your cum again,” she turned her head from the desk and flicked her tongue at him. “Again, because I’m going to let you cum in my mouth.”


  “Oh fuck!” He yanked his cock from inside her, and let her hands go.


  Miranda dropped her foot to the floor, and slid off the desk onto her knees, her mouth wide open. Tristan, this time gripping his cock just beneath his swollen purple head, released it inches from her face.


  “Holy shit!” he gasped when a long thick jet of cum erupted from his tip and directly into her waiting mouth. It struck the back of her throat, but most of it landed on her tongue, his second spurt filled her mouth, and using her tongue, she pushed it out, letting his cum flow down her chin and onto her tits.


  She grabbed his cock, pushing his hand away and taking over jerking him off. She let another squirt splatter on her cheek, then took just the tip into her mouth. She jerked him off, several more squirts filling her mouth, but this time swallowed it, loving the way the thick hot, salty load slid down her throat.


  Tristan moaned and released more of those little whimpers he had when he’d come the first time. Miranda bobbed her head, now sucking the entire length of his cock while rubbing his balls, making sure she’d completely drained them into her mouth.


  She eased his length from her mouth, then gave his head a hard suck that earned her a couple more drops, and another whimper from him.


  “Goddamn!” Tristan leaned against the desk, his sticky cock still bobbing in her face.


  Miranda grabbed his cock and sliding his head through the cum on her breast, brought it back to her mouth and cleaned it off.


  “Hmm,” he sighed, her eyes rolling back.


  She then lifted her large cock and as he watched, his mouth open in surprise, she lowered her head, and sucked his cum from her right nipple.


  “You really needed that didn’t you?”


  Miranda froze, it was the line from her dream where he’d turned nasty.


  “Yeah, I really did,” she replied softly. “Why?”


  “Why? I was going to ask you if you really need to leave because I think I need summer school!” he laughed. “Miranda, you…holy shit you’re fucking amazing.”


  “So are you, Tristan,” she went to stand, and he took her hand, helping her up, and even pulled the chair over for her to sit. “Still proving it.”


  “You want me to get dressed real quick and grab some water from the vending machine?”


  “There’s a couple left in the small fridge in the corner,” she pointed.


  He went and got them, opening hers before passing it to her. They both chugged most of their bottles before lowering them and releasing identical sighs.


  “This was just what I needed,: she shook her head. “Look at me, naked except for my damn shoes, come all over me, came three times, and,” she smiled up at him. “Loving every second of it.”


  “I was here to please after all,” he raised his eyebrows. “A?”


  “Consider it done,” she grabbed his semi hard cock, and lifting it to her lips gave it a soft kiss. “Good job.”


  “Feel bad taking it, I mean I got a lot out of that too.”


  “Everything I did for you, I needed as bad as what you did for me. I needed to know I could still make a man happy.”


  “Don’t know how you’d think you couldn’t, but you know, if you need any more reassurance you have my number.”


  “That’s nice of you,” she told him with a smile. Damn, she hadn’t felt this good in forever. “I’ll keep it in mind.”


  “Yeah, I mean only to take it for the time, not into it or anything cause you know, it’s wrong.”


  “Not as of Saturday it’s not,” she told him.


  “That’s very true.”


  “You did offer to help me pack.”


  “I did, didn’t I?”


  “Only thing is I’m not sure I have anything to pay you.” She sighed dramatically.


  “Oh, well,” he gave a casual shrug. “You could always make me lunch.”


  “If that’s what you want, she leaned back in the chair, giving him a good look at her cum covered tits. “I was thinking I could just suck your cock.”


  “That’s better than lunch,” Tristan nodded so seriously she couldn’t help smiling.


  “I figure I’ll do that to get round two because that won’t be until after you fuck me senseless.”


  “What time you need me there?”


  “Depends,” Miranda told him, her eyes glued to his dripping cock. “What time do you get off work Friday night?”




  Chapter Five


  


  Miranda leaned back in the chair and stretched, then winced when her back protested the movement. As she’d expected, she’d woke up sore as hell. Even though she worked out, sex, and some of the positions she’d been in, were a different type of work out.


  Her legs and back ached, and not only was she sore between her legs, but her throat was sore, and subsequently her voice hoarse. Even though it was warm, she had to wear a thin turtleneck under her sweater to cover the several hickeys on her neck.


  There were bruises in the shape and size of Tristan’s fingers on her breasts, hips, ass, and around her right ankle. But it was worth all of it and then some.


  But Miranda had to admit she was glad she had a day in between when she’d see Tristan tomorrow because two days in a row of that, and she knew it would be just as intense, would be a lot.


  She looked up from the bottom drawer she’d been emptying into the box next to her at a knock.


  “Come in!”


  “Hey!” Susan came in, closing the door behind her. “Happy last day! You still coming for dinner?”


  “Told you I wouldn’t miss it.” she shook her head, causing her ponytail to swing behind her. “My hot porn star hair is coming too!”


  “Just your hair has porn star qualities?” Susan asked as she walked over to stand in front of her desk.


  “I suppose I have the tits, right?”


  “So,” Susan paused, giving her a serious look. “How was he?”


  “What?” Miranda asked, but her stomach clenched.


  “Don’t play coy with your best friend, Miranda. How was Tristan? That thing as big as it looks?”


  “I don’t know what you’re…” Miranda stopped when she saw the smile spreading across her friend’s face. “How did you know?”


  “Let’s just say you’re lucky I covered your ass.” Susan glanced down at her Apple watch and brought it to her face. “I’ll call you back in five.”


  She lowered her hand.


  “I have to make that call, but yesterday I was heading out when I saw Tristan coming down the hall. I stopped and said hello, asked how he was doing and he told me he was seeing you. Then told me he was hoping you’d help him with his grade.


  “I was going to leave but got nosy. I grabbed a quick snack at the cafeteria and came back here at 5:15. Tried your door and it was still locked. Listened at it and…” she shrugged. “Guess you were watching porn cause you know, I heard porn.”


  “Oh,” she blushed furiously.


  “Yeah, oh. But right about then here comes Jim Gibson the guy with the office right there?” she pointed to her right. “I start chatting with him and he said he was going to be staying late. I lied and said I was too and asked if he’d had anything to eat, then asked if he wanted to grab something with me.


  “Thank you.” Miranda told her.


  “You owe me, listening to that guy for an hour makes watching paint dry exciting. I even came back up here with him in case your damn light was still on, luckily you’d wrapped it up by then.”


  “I…I know It was wrong, but…”


  “No judgement.” Susan put her hand up. “But you do owe me for real.”


  “Anything you want.”


  “Okay, what I want? Is after dinner tonight and Tim heads off to watch TV I get details.”


  “Its even bigger.” Miranda said with a smile.


  “Bitch!” Susan exclaimed with a laugh. “But I want more than that. I want the blow by blow of you blowing. Deal?”


  “Deal.”


  “Okay, have to go.” Susan turned to leave but stopped and said. “Hey, Miranda?”


  When she looked questioningly at her, she continued “Sometimes two wrongs can make a right.”


  She left, closing the door behind her, and Miranda thought of seeing Tristan tomorrow, this time at her place, in her bed, and with him no longer being a student.


  “Yeah,” she smiled. “Sometimes they can.


  


  The End.
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