

Mr. Taylor’s Girl

Amanda Carver


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2022


Mr. Taylor’s Girl

"Okay, I hope you all have a great evening. You're dismissed," he said to his students. Mr. Taylor watched as his pupils streamed out of the classroom and headed for the exit.

Caitlin got up along with the others like she wasn’t hoping for something more. Without glancing over her shoulder or checking her teacher for some subtle signal, she dutifully drifted toward the door with her backpack hanging off of her shoulders. With each step, however, she waited to hear his voice with a mix of hope and dread. At moments like this, she could never tell which she really preferred.

"Caitlin," he said casually. "Can you hang back for a minute? I have something I’d like to discuss with you."

A couple of the other students glanced in her direction and smirked. They probably figured she was in trouble. They had no idea.

The door closed, and she stood there, still nervous. Again and again, she told herself she wasn't supposed to be in a situation like this. Worse, she should’ve been able to control her feelings and reactions. As she stood there, frozen by ambivalent uncertainty, she almost expected Mr. Taylor to bring up a question about her paper, her grades, or maybe her midterm score. Maybe they’d talk about her boyfriend, Max…

No, please don’t talk about Max, she silently pleaded.

Instead, he walked up to her, pulled the backpack from her shoulders and dropped it to the floor before his arms slid around her.

In the next moment, her body responded, and the dread disappeared, replaced by something impossibly addictive.

First, he groped her like he owned her, grabbing her by her breasts and pinching. She clenched her eyes shut, and she wanted to whimper out something about how they weren't supposed to be doing this. It was wrong, especially because she kept thinking about her boyfriend. Max was such a sweet guy; he didn't deserve this…

And yet, her nipples stiffened underneath his touch. Sure, she had on her white sports bra and T-shirt between his powerful hands and her sensitive flesh, but those thin barriers couldn't protect her. Then he dropped one hand back between her legs. Today, she wore a black skirt and matching leggings.

"We, we shouldn’t be doing this here," she said, breathing out.

"Oh? You don't want to talk about Max's score? You know, he failed the midterm."

He did? As hard as she tried, Caitlin couldn't force herself to ask any questions, especially since her lungs froze as he raised her skirt, pulled away her leggings, and slipped his hand right down into her panties.

As he fondled her breasts, he used his free hand to finger her. "You can tell me you hate this, but we both know the truth," he whispered into her ear.

On some level, she wanted to be a good girl and believe everything she’d been told. Sure, lots of her classmates saw Caitlin and assumed she would be fierce and disrespectful or something. She could look tough. There was something so powerful about her gaze, especially when she got angry. Maybe they saw her wavy black hair, her full lips and tanned skin. Until now—until her relationship with Mr. Taylor—Caitlin had always been a good girl, no matter what anyone believed or expected.

"But, but he studied,” she protested.

"Did he? That's not what his answers indicate," Mr. Taylor replied with a little chuckle. He inhaled and savored the strawberry scent of her perfume. Simultaneously, his digits continue to play along her slit. He stroked her gently as his palm pushed down against her mound before his fingers penetrated her slit. "We both know what you want right now. Tell yourself whatever you like, but where should you go?"

"To your desk?"

"Smart girl," he said with a chuckle.

Her cheeks flared a brighter shade of pink as her heart flailed and the adrenaline rushed through her veins. She tried to pull away, but he didn't release her. Instead, he pulled his hand out from underneath her skirt, and then he grabbed both of her breasts. He kneaded and massaged her chest as he enjoyed the feel of her stiffened nipples. Then he grabbed them and pinched them just a little bit. It was enough to make her gasp with that intoxicating cocktail of pleasurable discomfort.

Max couldn’t do something like that.

Finally, her teacher let go, and so turned around. "Mr. Taylor, we can't do this here," she said.

"What's wrong? Are you worried you're going to get caught? Are you worried you’ll destroy your reputation?"

This young woman didn't have an answer for him.

"Go," he ordered.

Tentatively, she took one step after another. Caitlin’s sneakers squeaked against the linoleum floor, and suddenly she was right there in front of his desk. This was where it happened that first time, when she showed up and begged for him to give Max another chance. When she showed up, she had assumed he would offer extra credit or something along those lines. Instead, he had made his position very clear, "At this point, there's nothing I can do. Your boyfriend is going to fail."

Only then, Mr. Taylor had tilted his head to the side and swept his gaze up and down Caitlin's tight little body. On that day, she had been wearing a red T-shirt that hugged her breasts and her flanks along with a pair of snug jeans that showed off the gorgeous curves of her lower half. From there, Mr. Taylor stepped forward, invading her personal space, and he touched the underside of her chin. The movement was affectionate and patronizing at the same time. She was supposed to hate it, only there was something about his proximity. He was so tall, so strong and powerful. Maybe it was his position, yet it hardly mattered.

For just a few seconds, Catlin had tried to tell herself that she was in control. She inched closer to this man, and she whispered, "Please? I'm sure there's something we can do. Maybe some kind of arrangement we can come to?" She had reached out and walked her fingers up his chest. For a few heartbeats, Caitlin had honestly believed she could manipulate this man.

He grabbed her wrist, his grip tight.

"If you want me to give your boyfriend another chance and the opportunity to fix his grade, you're going to let me grope you," he said. Her throat had clenched, only she gave him this shy little nod, so he wrapped his arms around Caitlin and drew her up against his chest. His body felt so incredible! From there, he moved his fingertips down her neck, along her shoulders, all the way to the curves of her chest.

Max had touched her like this too, but he had never provoked these kinds of feelings…

What did that mean? What did that say about her?

Caitlin didn't have any easy answers, but fondling her breasts was only the beginning. On that very same day, he had given her a similar command. Once he realized her cheeks were hot, he had ordered her to unbutton her jeans. When he slid his hand down into her panties, his eyes widened with just a hint of surprise. Mr. Taylor now knew the truth about her; she was turned on! With the arousal running hot through her skin, he had fingered her, bringing her closer and closer to an orgasm.

Max had tried to touch her this way as well, but he had never been able to trigger something like this. Pretty soon, she was on the cusp of an orgasm. And then he had stopped.

With this girl practically writhing with need, Mr. Taylor had pulled his hand out and told her, "If you want to do this, then walk over to my desk, pull down your jeans and your panties, spread your legs, and bend forward."

Doing so would mean presenting herself, she had known. She would give him the opportunity to come up behind her, to touch her and to take her…

Only back then, he had locked the doors. Now she had to wonder what would happen if someone needed to come talk to him. What if someone needed to ask a question? It could be another teacher, another student, and they'd see her...

Focused on this moment, Caitlin pushed aside her memories.

Her body seemed to carry her forward on its own, like she couldn't control herself—just like the first time.

Mr. Taylor’s favorite student took one step toward his desk, another and another. Each time this happened, she told herself that needed to be the last. It was wrong. She wasn't supposed to have sex with a teacher for a good grade. Did it matter that she had started to do this for her boyfriend?

Or had that become an excuse?

Caitlin bent over his desk. As she spread her legs, she felt incredibly vulnerable. Normally, students came into this room, and maybe they’d be nervous about a test or a presentation or something. Except now her senses became sharper and more vivid as she heard him come up behind her.

Part of her wanted him to just do it and get it over with. Part of her wanted him to take his time and draw this out. Frustration and indecision, desperation and hope all swirled through her body as she tried to comprehend this.

"Remember when you thought you could seduce me?" Mr. Taylor asked his girl.

Caitlin gulped. At moments like this, she couldn't help herself, "Yes, Sir." She knew how stilted and awkward those words sounded. Sir? Really? She was a modern teen, a high school girl. She never used that word with anyone...except for Mr. Spenser.

That's when he surprised her. He reached out, and he brushed his fingers through her dark, soft hair. When Caitlin tightened her lips into an angry frown, she could intimidate pretty much all of her classmates. They saw her and thought she might make a fist and punch them across the face. Maybe it was her expression, her athletic build, or something about her personality. Only now, his fingers brushed along her scalp, and he softly massaged her for those opening seconds.

No, she thought herself. She almost wished he would be rough, like he'd give her an excuse to hate this. Instead, he was gentle, and it felt so good. Yes, there was the embarrassment of being bent over his desk, like she was just his plaything or something. But then his hand slid down to her neck, and he softly caressed her. "You like this," he said. He wasn't asking a question.

"Yes, Sir," she panted out.

Mr. Taylor used both of his hands now. His fingers slid along the sides of her neck. With each caress, her body responded. It wasn't fair! It was like he knew exactly how to pull her body’s most sensitive triggers. He teased her, gliding his touch along her exposed skin. Yes, her position may have seemed like an invitation, but he hadn't done anything untoward, not yet.

Despite anything she might try to tell herself, she craved this so badly. The intensity was right there, glowing at the center of her core. Right beneath her tummy, that warm, moist heat made her pulse speed along her arms and legs.

Finally, he drew his hands away from her neck, and she tensed up for just a moment. Then he lifted her skirt, grabbed her leggings, and tugged them down. Her breathing came faster and faster now as the fabric bunched around her knees. She grabbed onto the edge his desk and held her tight enough to turn her slender fingers white with pressure.

"Pink panties," he said. "Cute."

"I'm not supposed to be cute," she grunted back at him.

"That's because you want to be a bad ass, isn't it?"

Caitlin felt like some little girl insisting that she was a grown-up as she said, "Yes." She barely whispered those words, only now he raised his fingers up along her bare thighs. He lightly stroked her and barely made contact, yet that hardly mattered. Fresh sparks of desperation flared along her skin as her nerves sang out.

As he touched her, Caitlin tried to close her eyes and picture Max.

It didn't work.

Despite her best efforts, she couldn't think of anyone besides Mr. Taylor. He felt amazing as his fingers explored the backs of her thighs, her hips, and the edges of her panties.

Then he yanked down her underwear, he slipped one arm around her waist, and his fingers made their way back toward her opening. He was caressing her, softly stroking her opening, and he knew exactly what she needed. At the same time, he pressed his crotch against her buttocks. With her heart kicking even faster now, Caitlin felt like she was running a marathon. Her body tensed, and she tried to hate this, yet she couldn't deny that incredible pleasure.

"You're so excited," he told her. "You're so wet."

Young and mostly inexperienced, this callow girl flinched as he explored her body. He had done this before, and she knew what to expect, yet it still surprised her somehow. He pressed into her, and her body responded. Worse, she started to moan.

"Please, Mr. Taylor. We, we can't be doing this here. What if someone walks in?"

"Then you might end up with a reputation. Isn't that right, Caitlin?" Mr. Taylor asked her. A shiver ran down her back when he used her name. It was like he was calling on her in class, only she was half naked and bent over his desk.

Yes. She knew her reputation would be ruined. People would make their assumptions, and she’d always be the girl who fucked her teacher. Worse, they would assume she did it for her own grades. They'd think she was some dumb slut who couldn't think for herself or figure out how to open a textbook.

She tried to concentrate on that image, only it didn't work because he kept stroking her opening. He played with her and teased her, working her up until the desperation flared through her body.

It was a quick orgasm, one evanescent flash. At the same time, she understood this was only the beginning.

As she came, she could only think about his powerful hands and strong body. When he grabbed her, she felt safe and powerless at the same time. Like so many other girls her age, she wanted to be seen as powerful and independent. Even so, there was something so alluring and enticing about giving herself over to her teacher.

Mr. Taylor pulled his hand away, and the disappointment spread through her body. Only then she heard the zipper on his pants.

Caitlin shut her eyes. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth, and she could only wait.

"Tell me you want this.

"I, I want this," she told him.

"Tell me you need this."

She hated how she had to wait. Impatience stabbed through her body, especially since he had complete control here. Her nostrils flared, she clenched her eyes shut, and she gave him exactly what he expected. "Please. Please, Mr. Taylor! Please, I need this!"

"Good girl," he said. If any boy her own age had called her that, she would have spun around and slapped him. But then, Mr. Taylor wasn't like anyone her own age.

With the excitement running hot through her body, she waited for that delicious moment. Yes, she squirmed. She wiggled her hips from side to side as she tried to entice him, but this man knew how to be patient.

Her favorite teacher came up behind her, and he aimed his shaft for her opening.

Eager for more, Caitlin’s eyes rolled back as he finally connected with the tip of his cock. He was so big, so strong, so powerful…

He pushed into her, and the walls for opening stretched.

Again, there was that little flash of a memory: her boyfriend. She tried to think of his name, his face, something, anything!

Despite her best efforts, it didn't work. She couldn't think of anyone except for this man. She remembered how he could lecture, how he might sit on the edge of his desk with one leg propped up. Unlike so many of the other teachers, he knew how to hold his students' attention. Sure, there were still those kids who tried to screw around, but Mr. Taylor could get them under control. She didn't want to be some horny schoolgirl with a crush, but now he pushed forward, sliding his shaft into her.

For those first few seconds, she managed not to react, only there was something so amazing about the circumference of his girth.

At the same time, he enjoyed the tight heat of her opening. She was already so wet. This wasn't a surprise, yet there was something perfect about this gorgeous, nubile girl. It was the way the light shined along her hair, the contours of her waist, and little skirt that swished around her legs whenever she walked…

Although he could seduce her whenever he liked, he especially enjoyed reaching one arm around her chest and grabbing her breasts. He wasn't gentle this time, but he didn't need to be either. Caitlin gasped again as his fingers roamed along her. From there, he continued to tease her. By this point, he had buried his cock to the hilt, only now he pulled back. He drew away.

"No," she gasped, begging. "Please. Please, don't stop."

A fierce girl like Caitlin could intimidate her classmates, but that didn't work here. He pushed into her, a little faster now. "Oh, yes. Please. More. Please, please don't stop," she begged. Maybe the boys in her classes glanced in her direction and envisioned moments like this. Maybe they wondered what it would be like to wrap their arms around her body, to pull her close, to hold her tight, to lift her skirt and to discover the color of her panties. They could fantasize all they liked; Mr. Taylor knew firsthand.

He started pumping her faster now.

Biting down, she gasped through her teeth. With her jaw clenched, she opened her eyes, but she couldn't read the whiteboard; she didn't notice the shine of the light across that smooth surface, the notes about homework or reading assignments. Everything else faded away. There was just this man as he held her tight and thrust forward. With every motion of his body, he brought her closer and closer to another burst of pleasure.

"Get ready," he said.

He started going faster. With each thrust, she could feel the friction of their bodies. That contact was amazing. It was addictive.

Just one more time, she tried to think of her boyfriend.

Memories of his face or the sound of his voice refused to coalesce behind her eyes. In that moment, there was just Mr. Taylor as he pumped her, working her harder and faster until he reached up, grabbed her by her hair, and jerked her head back. Pain and pleasure spun together, forcing her to enjoy this in a way she should have expected but never predicted.

"Come for me," he growled.

When she heard his voice, deep and powerful, she surrendered to the wild stimulation. She arched her back as much that she could. She tightened her grip on the edges of his desk, something she didn't even know was possible. In that moment, she tried so desperately hard to stay silent. Instead, she cried out, panting and gasping and moaning, practically screaming! The noises of her pleasure reverberated against the walls. What if someone was in the faculty workspace between the classrooms? What if someone was just walking by? What if they decided to check in?

He grunted and growled with animalistic hunger. Better yet, she enjoyed the throbbing, pulsating movements of his cock as he slid forward, drew back, and pistoned into her.

With another growl, he yanked himself back. Eventually spent, he pulled away, and that's when Caitlin spun around.

She needed to say something. She needed to slap him across the face or to tell him that this would never happen again.

And yet, she saw his face, the contours of his shoulders, and then she inhaled. She picked up on the masculine aroma of his deodorant, cologne, or shampoo. She didn't know which, but there was this smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. Just like that, she knew she wouldn't be able to argue with him.

"I'll see you next time," he said, dismissing her.

Caitlin bowed her head down, and she rushed toward the exit. She opened the door, stepped out, and that's when she saw him.

It was ridiculous, but she didn't recognize this boy at first. After all, he was just a boy, and she had just been with a man. He was seated at the base of one of the trees outside of Mr. Taylor's classroom door.

Her boyfriend glanced up, and his name finally popped into her head: Max. This was Max, and Max was her boyfriend.

Their eyes met, and Caitlin could still feel her pussy throbbing. Yes, she had pulled up her panties and her leggings, and she looked perfectly fine. Maybe her hair was a little messier than usual, but that was fine. She wasn’t one of the cheerleaders who needed to brush it a hundred times before bed or after they work up or whatever. She often her hair tied up in a messy bun, but she focused her gaze on her boyfriend.

Did he know?

Did he hear anything?

Max had his phone out, and he had been sitting there, just a few feet away. How much noise did these doors absorb? Were the rooms soundproofed? The possibility made some sense, if only because classes could get noisy. The teachers didn't want to distract one another with the sounds of their rambunctious classes.

"Hey," she said.

Max climbed up onto his feet and grabbed his backpack. He pulled it over one shoulder, and he marched up to her. In that moment, Caitlin didn't know what she wished he’d say. He studied her hard, and then he took a breath. He filled his lungs, and she braced herself. This was it. He’d say something about Mr. Taylor. He would ask some pointed question or make an accusation, and then she would have to…

What? What would she do?

In that instance, her thoughts jumped to lightspeed while she ran through the different possibilities. Max might start spreading rumors. The rumors would get back to the administration. Or maybe he'd go to the principal first. Then she would have to make a choice. What would she tell the school? Would she admit it? Was there proof somewhere?

Caitlin didn't expect it, but there was this stab of disappointment deep within her chest. What if she didn't get to see her teacher again? What if she couldn't bend over his desk, spread her legs, and feel him behind her? What if she didn't get to have his hand run through her hair or glide along the back of her neck?

Finally, he exhaled and asked, "Is everything okay?"

"Oh, yeah!" Caitlin exclaimed with way more enthusiasm than was necessary.

Maybe there was a part of her that wanted to tell him the truth. Maybe not. With the nervous energy darting just beneath the surface of her skin, Caitlin couldn't tell one way or the other. Even so, her boyfriend watched her, and he finally tilted his head to the side.

He reached out and took her by the hand. There was something shy, timid, and tentative about the way he wrapped his fingers around hers. "Can I walk you home?"

"Sure thing," she said to her boyfriend.

They headed back toward her house. At first, Max tried to talk to her. He was saying something about his math teacher or something, but she couldn't really pay attention. Hearing him complain about unfair tests or homework assignments got boring fast. Instead, there was still that throbbing heat right between her legs. She almost wished she could be back in the classroom, bent over that man's desk as he came at her from behind. She yearned to feel his fingers run through her hair, take a firm grip, and yank her head back. She wanted to stare upward even as he pushed into her, thrusting harder and faster with every few seconds.

Mr. Taylor would be in control. Mr. Taylor would tell her exactly what he wanted.

"I'm doing it for you," she whispered.

"Sorry, did you say something?" Max asked. A couple of cars had driven by, so he hadn't been able to hear her.

"Nothing," she said with a shake of her head.

"Okay," he replied.

A few minutes later, they arrived at her front door, and that's when he leaned forward. He was going to try to kiss her, she saw.

Caitlin didn't stop him, but she didn't reciprocate either. She didn't press her lips against his mouth with eager desperation. She didn't rub her body against his because he didn’t turn her on.

Only then, she tried something else. Caitlin started to kiss him back, only now she was picturing Mr. Taylor. She yearned to feel his chest, his stubble, his powerful hands…

Seconds later, she opened her eyes, and she was still kissing Max.

Yes, she cared about him. He was such a kind, sweet boy. Sure, he could be a jerk sometimes, especially when he spent too much time with his friends. But then, wasn't that an issue for most boys? They could be nice on their own, only then they’d start making their stupid jokes and the testosterone would flow, and suddenly they’d get really dumb. That's what all of her female friends said anyway.

"So, maybe I can come inside?" Max asked as he fumbled through the words.

Caitlin actually had to wonder what would happen if he had been more assertive. Mr. Taylor would have known what to say, but Max didn't. He was inexperienced. He was just a boy…

"I had a long day," Caitlin said. The idea of feeling this boy fumble around as he tried to make out with her just felt like a waste of time. "But I'll see you online?"

"Sure thing," he said.

Caitlin pulled out her keys, and he leaned forward to kiss her again. Without thinking, she turned her head to the side, so his lips brushed along her cheek. She reached out, gave his hand a reassuring squeeze, and he headed off.

She didn't have much homework to worry about, so she dropped her backpack by the front door, headed up the stairs, and went into the guest bathroom. She closed the door, locked it, and then she started stripping. She pulled off her T-shirt and bra, her shoes, socks, leggings and panties. Soon, she was naked, and she turned on the warm water.

Stepping underneath those jets, she let the hot liquid run through her hair and down along her naked body.

With her eyes closed, she kept thinking about that man.

Mr. Taylor.

He was so amazing. It wasn't just the way he touched her or the feel of his cock as he pushed into her. Yes, that intimacy was amazing, except there was something else, something she could rarely articulate…

It was the sound of his voice, the jokes he made in class, his lectures and his insights.

Suddenly, she was thinking of Max again—how he’d whine and complain, "It isn't fair. I swear, Mr. Taylor is such an ass. What the heck is wrong with him? I mean, why does his class have to be so hard?"

Of course, Caitlin would want to respond with the obvious, "His class isn't hard. You just refuse to study." Again and again, he insisted things were going to change. He would open his textbook, go online, check out the course website, and get his projects done. But he never did. Worse, there’d be those moments when he would start whining about how he wanted to do better, but he just couldn't figure out how…

"Open your book. Go onto the website. This class isn't hard!"

With the hot water jetting down against her naked body, Caitlin shook her head. By now, her dark hair was plastered along her shoulders and the back of her neck. She glanced up toward the ceiling and studied the tiles for just a few seconds.

Without trying, she started to imagine what it would be like if Mr. Taylor was here. What if the door opened, he stepped underneath the jets of water with her, and suddenly he could grab her by her breasts, push her up against the cold tile, and little bumps would appear along her shoulders and down her neck. She might try to push back, but it wouldn't make any difference because he’d be able to hold her right there, and then he would be hard, and he would push into her.

When Caitlin first decided to take a shower, she just wanted to feel the hot water, only now she brought one hand up to her right breast. She started to slide her fingers along the curves of her chest. She teased her nipple and enjoyed those first sparks of arousal. With her right hand, she slid her fingers between her legs. She clenched her eyes shut, and she wasn't surprised by the heat and animal excitement. Her breathing quickened, and she came fast. She couldn't help it, not when she was thinking about Mr. Taylor.

Pulling her hand away, she gulped back her arousal. She grabbed her loofah, squirted some blue gel, and she started washing herself. By the time she finished, she was ready to go take a nap.

A few days later, Max looked like he had something he wanted to say to her.

She had just walked onto campus, and now he marched up to her. "Caitlin?"

"What's up?"

"Can we talk?"

"Sure. What's up?"

"Is there anything going on?" He licked his bottom lip, like he rehearsed these words, but they still failed him, "Is there anything going on I should know about?"

Caitlin turned and stared into his eyes. She could see that hint of insecurity right there, and then she wondered what would happen if they broke up. She could be completely honest with him and tell him the truth. He would probably snarl, throw a tantrum, and insult her. He’d spread a bunch of rumors about her, and maybe he would even get Mr. Taylor in trouble.

No, she couldn't allow that to happen.

Caitlin flashed a smile, reached out, and she put her hand on his shoulder. "Everything's fine." She gave him a reassuring squeeze and headed off toward her first class. Although she didn't glance over her shoulder, she knew he wouldn't be able to ask her the most important question.

He wasn’t brave enough.

As she walked forward and listened to her sneakers click against the concrete beneath her, Caitlin smirked and shook her head. She had already turned a corner, so her boyfriend couldn't see her, but she fantasized about what it would be like to tell him the truth. What would that confession sound like?

"Max, you're right. I've been with Mr. Taylor. You see, I just can't help myself. There's something so intense about him, you know? Well, no. Of course you don't know. You're just a boy, but he's a real man. He knows how to seduce me. He knows exactly how to touch me, like it's always so amazing. I just can't get enough. I want to spend as much time as I can with him. I can be a good girl. I can be a student. Or I can be his little slut." Obviously, Caitlin wasn't going to say anything like that to her boyfriend, but the words were right there, glowing behind her eyes. And now she giggled, glanced down, and just waited for her next encounter.

What was the hardest part of spending time with Mr. Taylor? It wasn't those pathetic, puppy dog looks she got from her boyfriend every few days. Maybe there was something in her expression or the way she might sigh with primal need. It was like his animal brain understood she craved sex, but he wouldn't be able to give it to her. Max wasn't good enough. He wasn't strong enough or confident enough. He didn't have the competence or capability to make this young woman wet. His best efforts were cute at best, annoying at worst.

Over the next couple of days, she took notes in her classes, answered questions on her quizzes, and did her homework after leaving. Throughout the day, however, there was that excitement of knowing she’d get to see Mr. Taylor again. At the same time, she always hoped he would ask to see her after class.

Obviously, he couldn't do this every single day. Her classmates were pretty oblivious, especially at the end of the day when they were tired and ready to go home and take a nap, snack, or mess around with their friends. Even so, they would figure it out eventually.

At several points, Caitlin wondered if maybe she should go talk to him. Perhaps she could see him during lunch? No, he probably ate with the other teachers. What if she showed up early and visited his classroom? What if she refused to leave on her own?

Caitlin looked fierce, but she was actually pretty shy, especially when it came to this man.

Each day, she found herself more and more excited by the prospect of getting to see him after class. She wanted to be bent over that desk. She wanted him to grab her, to hold her tight. She yearned to hear him give her one command after another. She would do whatever he wished.

The excitement always built up inside of her stomach at the end of the day when she was seated her desk and gazing up at him with that longing expression on her face. Her other classes? They were so boring. She earned okay grades, and she did enough to keep the instructors from bugging her, but she didn't care about most of these classes, especially PE.

Caitlin was fairly proud of her body. She had those nice breasts, that lustrous hair, her flat stomach, and a cute ass. She often saw guys checking her out.

Granted, none of them could compete with Mr. Taylor, but she still enjoyed the attention from time to time.

After several more days had gone by, Caitlin tried to tell herself that she would eventually be able to focus entirely on her schoolwork.

Unfortunately, she had a couple of her classmates had to work on a stupid group presentation. That meant creating several posters. (Yes, they had to be posters; they couldn't make a PowerPoint even though that would have been way more efficient and easier.) That's why she had to stay after school. They worked hard, got most of the project done, and so the rest of her groupmates headed off.

It was time for Caitlin to leave too.

On her way, Caitlin saw that the cafeteria was open, and she didn't walk the long way around, so she cut through the building. As she did so, her sneakers squeaked against the laminate flooring. The aroma of fries and pizza still clung to the air.

"Caitlin," someone called out to her.

She recognized his voice instantly.

Caitlin spun around. She had on white, khaki pants, a blue T-shirt, and her black backpack's straps pressed down against her shoulders. As she started to turn around, this girlish smile curled along her lips. At the same time, her cheeks reddened immediately. She couldn't help herself even as she tried to brace for disappointment. It probably wasn't going to be him. It would be someone else, another one of the teachers.

But then she saw him standing there at the doorway, outlined by the afternoon sunlight.

Although Caitlin froze, Mr. Taylor didn't have the same problem. He strode across of the empty cafeteria. The doors behind him remained open, plus there was the hallway leading out into the front entrance on the other side of the cavernous chamber. When he approached, Caitlin didn't know what she was supposed to do or say. Was she supposed to ask about homework or something?

But then he came closer and closer, and now he reached up, slid his fingers into her hair, tugged her head back, and he leaned down to kiss her. "But, but this is the cafeteria," she tried to say, only to have those words smothered by the soft press of his mouth against her lips. Fresh heat rushed through her body, especially along her nipples and right down between her legs. Caitlin couldn't help herself, not when it felt this incredible.

But then he grabbed her and turned her around. Her teacher cupped and fondled her breasts as he enjoyed the soft give of her body.

"Where do you normally eat?" Mr. Taylor asked.

"Right there," she panted. She pointed to the spot where she and her friends and sometimes Max ate lunch.

He let go of her, and disappointment rang through her body until that moment when he grabbed her hand. His fingers were tight around hers, and he tugged, guiding this girl across the room and over to one of the folding tables.

"The next time you come in here, I want you to think about what happened," he said.

"But, but some could walk in at any second!"

"Then you should go faster," he said.

Understanding precisely what he meant, Caitlin surrendered to the temptation. She didn't want to love every second of this, but she couldn't help herself either!

Soon, she was right in front of her normal spot, only she didn't just climb up onto the bench and spread her legs. She didn't start to pull down her khakis either. Instead, she lowered herself down onto her knees.

"Beautiful girl," he said. Those words washed over her, and that's when he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. When she saw his erection, she couldn't believe she was going to do this, especially since Max had hinted he wanted exact same thing. Too bad. He wasn't as good as Mr. Taylor.

She licked her lips, came forward, and slid her tongue along the right side of his cock, then his left. She nuzzled the underside of his shaft and yielded to the warm pleasure and satisfaction. It wasn't just about the physical stimulation. Frankly, the idea of going down on a guy didn't really appeal to her, but this was Mr. Taylor, and she wanted to be good for him. She wanted to impress him!

Seconds later, Caitlin pulled back, licked her lips, and slid forward. She wrapped her mouth around his circumference, and she bobbed her head down. At the same time, she looked up at him as she sucked eagerly. She hollowed her cheeks and worked on worshiping his member.

Pretty soon, she tasted his excitement.

She bobbed her head forward and back, gliding her tight, pretty mouth along his cock until he finally growled, "Enough."

That's when he grabbed her by her shoulder and dragged her up onto her feet. Sure enough, he threw her forward against the table. Yes, this was her spot. This was her spot and a teacher, a secretary, or a janitor could walk in here at any moment. He didn't seem to care as he grabbed her khakis and pulled them down. He bunched them around her knees. As Caitlin spread her legs as much a she could, he yanked her panties into that same spot, so her buttocks were exposed along with her opening.

But then he decided to grab her, to push her down onto the bench, and that's when he followed. He pounced, and he pressed down, thrusting into her. Her eyes widened. Yes, she was already so damp, but the sudden onslaught of sensation caught her off guard. He pushed in, pulled back, and she turned her head to the side. In that moment, she saw a couple of students walk by the cafeteria doors. They didn't come in.

Not yet.

This time, she pressed her lips together and bit down. Even so, there were those little gasps, those little moments of ecstasy.

What was going to happen if someone heard her? What if they came to investigate?

With every thrust, he brought her closer and closer.

This time, her teacher couldn't hold out for as long. Or maybe he recognized the danger. Perhaps he embraced it.

Ultimately, he raised his head like a beast and growled. There was that low, resonant sound right there against the contours of her ears as he throbbed and pumped. Then he jerked back, and Caitlin scrambled to pull her panties and khakis right back into place.

Seconds later, a couple of girls stuck their heads into the cafeteria and glanced around. By this point, Mr. Taylor was already walking away.

Awkwardly, Caitlin waved. The girls seemed confused for just a second before they glanced back and forth, shrugged, and wandered off.

Caitlin could never decide whether or not it was good to have PE right before lunch. Part of her enjoyed having this big span of time where she didn't have to worry about any major projects or tests. On the other hand, she got really, really hungry right before lunch.

Oh well.

More importantly, how long had it been since she got to spend some alone time with Mr. Taylor? A week? A week and a half?

She forced herself not to think of the exact days.

Then again, she couldn't lie to herself, not anymore.

It seemed ridiculous to believe, but maybe she had fallen in love with him? Maybe the physical arousal had morphed into a crush, and those feelings grew into something so much stronger.

At that exact moment, she had on her white sports bra, her red-pink leggings, and she was about to shut her locker. By this point, all of the other girls had left for lunch. As far as Caitlin knew, even the teachers had headed off to enjoy a few minutes of freedom.

The PE teachers, two women who were way more interested in coaching the softball and track teams, didn't really care about what they did during regular school hours. They double checked to make sure the girls were wearing their uniforms and took attendance, but that was all. They reminded her a little bit of the social science teachers who were only hired to coach wrestling and football.

Caitlin slammed her locker shut, turned, and that's when she saw him standing there. He had his arms crossed over his chest, and he was leaning against one of the lockers.

Immediately, her eyes widened as she slid forward and hissed in a whispering breath, "You can't be here!"

"I want to see my girl," Mr. Taylor told her.

My girl.

A nervous swallow ran down her neck as he strode forward.

She backed up, only then she ran out of room to maneuver and soon found herself pressing her shoulder blades against one of the other lockers right behind her. "But, but this is against the rules," she insisted.

A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

"That didn't stop us in my classroom or the cafeteria. Should it stop us here?"

Mr. Taylor reached down and brushed his fingers along the curves of her job. He gently lifted her head, and she understood what was about to happen. Simultaneously, she knew she could—should—stop it at any moment.

Other girls would have been ambivalent. Other girls would have thought of their boyfriends and why they weren't supposed to do something like this.

Caitlin, however, embraced those urges. She surrendered to her instincts, parted her lips, and she was soon rewarded with the soft firmness of his mouth against hers. Their tongues teased one another, flirting and dancing as the fresh sensations and stimulation sang through her body. Her muscles clenched as she experienced at that first rush of arousal right between her legs, along her cheeks, and at the tips of her nipples.

In the next moment, he cupped both of her cheeks, tilted her head to the side, and he kissed her even more forcefully. More, she told herself. She needed more!

Then he broke off that kiss, and he let go of her. Again, she tried to stumble back, only to lean against the row of lockers. The cold metal felt good; it helped her focus.

"Are you sure about this?" Caitlin asked.

"Very," he said. "Besides, a little danger can make it even more fun, don't you think?"

Right then, she glanced down for a moment. Yes, her cheeks were blazing, and she could see the outlines of her nipples pressing into the white fabric of her bra. That's when he grabbed her again. His fingers looped around her wrists, he pulled her arms up against the lockers, and he held her right there.

Halfheartedly, Caitlin attempted to pull away, only he didn't release her. As he held her there, another jolt of excitement ran through her firm body. Some part of her yearned to be trapped right there with this man, especially when she closed her eyes and gave herself over to the stimulation. Her lips tingled, and electricity seemed to play along the back of her neck, down to her shoulders, spinning at her core, and flashing down into her legs.

Then he crossed her wrists, and he still held her tight with one hand. With the other, Mr. Taylor slid his fingers between her legs. He started to stroke her. His hand moved up and down her crotch. Fresh need tightened around her core as Caitlin clenched her eyes shut. She stifled a little moan. Still terrified someone might walk in here at any moment, Caitlin imagined Max's face for just a second or two.

What would happen if he found out? What if he learned that she had been cheating on him for all this time?

Too bad. Caitlin had no idea where that puckish thought came from, but she only knew one thing right then and there; her boyfriend couldn't make her feel this good.

Mr. Taylor continued to slide his hand up and down along her inner thighs. He touched her and pressed against her tights. Fresh ways of heat washed over her, only now he raised his hand, slipped down past the elastic of her tights, of her panties, and then she knew what was happening.

Although this gorgeous girl attempted to brace herself, there was no way for her to build any kind of defense against the onslaught of teasing pleasure. Eagerly, she spread her legs, bent her knees, and she practically impaled herself on his digits.

"Yes," she gasped right as he started to pull back. "More. Please, give me more!"

"Only because you begged," he said.

That's when he grabbed her. Mr. Taylor pulled her close, and suddenly her face was pressed against his chest.

Her teacher reached down into her leggings again, only now his fingers slid along her buttocks. When he touched her, those sparks spun into a storm of energy raced through her skin. Her heart kept hammering, and then he pulled his arms back, only to pinch her behind. From there he spun her around again, and a few strands from her messy bun slapped against his face, which only made him chuckle.

"Please," she said. "I'm all sweaty and gross after PE," Caitlin protested.

"You're perfect," he growled into her ear.

Now he had both his hands on her chest. He fondled her mounds, squeezing and massaging her breasts. He pinched her tits while some part of her wondered if she was supposed to hate this. After all, some of her girlfriends had complained about their boyfriends and how they pawed at them. Yet in that moment, Caitlin loved it! Her desires grew stronger as they spun and spiraled at her center.

Yanking her close, he kept his left hand pressed against her chest. He still had the bra between her nipple and his fingertips, but he pushed that point the left, to the right, up and down. Her brows creased as she scrunched her eyes shut, all while the pleasure continued to dance and dart through her body. With his other hand, he fingered her again.

Every time he used her like this, she loved it! Caitlin couldn't understand these primal urges, yet they controlled her nonetheless. "Please. Please, give me more. Please, Mr. Taylor. Please, I’m your girl. I want to be your good girl!"

"Always," he breathed into her ear. Then he pinched her nipple before sliding his left hand over to her other breast. He cupped and groped her all over again. He loved the feel of her firm flesh. He loved the way she writhed and moaned against him.

Without even realizing it, she was rubbing her ass against his crotch. Her eyes opened wide for a moment as she realized that was the outline of his cock. She had felt it before, and now she needed it all over again. "Please, give it to me," she begged.

"What do you want?"

"You," she panted out. "Please, Mr. Taylor. Please, I need it! I need you so badly!"

"Really?"

She tried to pull away, to twist around, only he didn't release her.

"Please! We could get caught!"

"Maybe," he conceded. "But that's always a risk I'm willing to take," he told her. His breath was right there, warm against her ear. "You know why? A girl like you is worth it."

That was incredibly sweet, and she yearned to hear more, yet she still worried about what would happen. This wasn't public, not exactly. It was the girls' locker room, so she doubted anyone would just wander, but what if…?

With the nervous tension grabbing and gripping her tight body, she finally pulled away. He let her go, and she spun around. She looked at him.

"Maybe, maybe I could go down on you again?"

"Maybe," he said. "But first, I want to see you touch yourself. Slide your hand down into your pants and stroke yourself for me, Caitlin." He said her name; more importantly, he was her teacher, so she felt this socialized urge to obey.

Max once asked for something similar. They had been making out for a while, and he tried to reach down into her pants, but she had wrapped her fingers around his wrist and stopped him. She had nudged him back. Now this gorgeous girl with her hair tied back into that loose bun nibbled on her lower lip.

Without thinking, she lowered her hand toward her leggings. In some abstract sense, she had no idea what she was going to do. The knowledge fluttered away because she couldn't think clearly. She simply had to act; she only had to follow these urges.

"No," he said. "Suck your fingertips first. Slowly."

Her eyes widened for a moment, but then she obeyed. She lifted her right hand, and she touched her fingertips to her lower lip. Slowly, she sucked on those digits as he watched.

Mr. Taylor enjoyed what he saw. With an encouraging nod, he said, "Keep going."

Again, Caitlin obeyed. If any of her friends or even Max tried to give her in order like that, she would have snorted. She would’ve have laughed right in their faces. But when Mr. Taylor told her to do something, she complied without even thinking about it. Better yet, it always felt so deliciously right. This was what she needed to do; this was who she was supposed to be.

With that certainty playing behind her eyes, Caitlin slid her dampened fingers into her panties. With this man watching, she straightened her back, leaned forward just a tiny bit, and braced herself on her free hand. With the other, she started stroking her slit. She pressed down, penetrating her opening. She pulled back. She clenched her eyes shut, flinched, and savored those impulses as they rocketed through her slender frame. Under his watchful gaze, she enjoyed those incredible moments of pleasure.

Then he grabbed her hand and tugged her fingers free from that spot between her legs.

"What are you feeling right now?" Mr. Taylor demanded.

"Hot," she confessed. "I’m turned on. I'm thirsty, Sir! I'm...I'm so horny right now!" The words tumbled out of her mouth. Some of them sounded right. Others sounded stilted and awkward, but she didn't care. A girl like Caitlin wasn't supposed to be in this sort of position. No matter how she looked or how beautiful she might have been, she fought to believe that she was a good girl. She wouldn't do this…not again...

That's when he slid his fingers into her hair, took a fistful of those dark tresses and jerked her head back before he kissed her just as hard as before.

They embraced like this for the next few seconds. Or maybe entire minutes went by. Caitlin couldn't tell one way or the other, except now he pulled away and looked into her eyes. "I want to feel that pretty mouth of yours," he said.

"Yes, Sir," she answered, instantly eager to make him feel good. Perhaps it was childish or immature, but she sometimes worried about the other girls on campus. Clearly, they had to see what kind of man Mr. Taylor could be. The smart ones had to yearn for the chance to get bent over his desk, right?

No, she told herself. They had something special.

Caitlin lowered herself down onto her knees. He unzipped his pants, freed his shaft, and now she stared at his cock for those next few seconds.

His fingers slipped between the strands of her beautiful, lustrous hair. He took a hold, and he pulled her forward. Right away, she licked her lips before wrapping her mouth around his cock. Looking up at him, she did her best to gauge his reactions; she wanted and needed to satisfy him!

Right then and there, she knew how much she loved this man. She had to please him. She had to obey him. She had to surrender to him completely! So that's what she did.

The other girls could complain about blowjobs, but that was only because they weren't worth a man like Mr. Taylor.

Forcing herself not to think about it, she tightened her lips, slid her face forward, drew back, and pumped her face against him. Second by second, she gave him pleasure, satisfaction, and the joy of knowing he had this girl down on her knees.

Better yet, he decided he didn't like the rhythm she had set, so he started working her head forward and back. At one point, she nearly gagged, but Caitlin forced herself to breathe through her nostrils. She made her muscles relax. There. She could take him and feel the tip of his cock against the back of her throat.

"Good girl," he said.

Yes!

This beautiful girl basked in his praise. "That's right. Good. Such a good girl. Yeah, you know what you're doing, don't you? You want to make me feel good. That's right. Good girl. Good, good girl!"

Before he might lose control, he finally pulled her head back. Sputtering for a few seconds, she swallowed back the discomfort. He called her a good girl. She pleased him. Yes, that’s what counted!

But then he grabbed her and pulled her over the bench. He yanked down her tights and her panties. They stretched as she spread her legs, and she pushed her elbows down against the solid wood of the bench between the different lockers.

Hungry for this girl, Mr. Taylor came up behind her and plunged into her. He took her doggy style, and she adored every second. She shut her eyes, reveled in the sensations, and lost herself to the wild stimulation as he pumped into her. It wasn’t the first time, but it felt even more magical, even more intense.

No, Max didn't need to learn about this. They’d break up at some point. But she knew she’d always be Mr. Taylor’s girl! She was a senior, an adult, and she knew she could make her own decisions; she didn't care about what anyone else said.

After all, no one could really comprehend how he made her feel as he plunged forward, thrusting into her. He pumped his cock deep into her tight opening. Each time, bolts of satisfaction roiled through her. Of course, this wasn't an orgasm, not yet. But it would be. Soon.

Before she knew it, Caitlin ended up grabbing onto the smooth edges of the bench. Her knuckles turned white as he pumped her. He threw himself forward, and the momentum splashed hot pleasure along her nerves. In the next instant, he yanked back, only to thrust forward again.

Yes, this was what sex was supposed to be. These were the feelings a boy like Max should have been able to inspire in her, but he wasn't enough for her. She needed someone like this, someone confident and powerful, someone who knew what he was doing!

Caitlin gasped. She started moaning.

She didn't know if anyone might overhear her, but she couldn't think about that, not now!

He continued to pump this girl until she finally cried out, and her pussy tightened. Her whole body experienced those rocking shudders. In the next instant, he plowed her with wild intensity. They were both panting. Sweat glistened on their brows. She loved every second of it; she wanted to be good for him! She needed this!

The delicious ache to be Mr. Taylor’s girl overwhelmed her!

Nothing seemed more important than this simple goal!

She came hard. Her body tensed and locked up as she felt him throbbing and grunting. He reached forward and grabbed her breasts again. He groped her through her bra. The pleasure resonated throughout her petite frame.

Finally, he yanked back, spent and satisfied.

"Get yourself cleaned up," he said. "And I'll see you in class later.”

"Yes, Sir." She rolled onto her back. Halfheartedly, she pulled her leggings back into place. If someone walked in here, they’d see her, and she’d look exhausted—like she had just worked out hard.

He kissed her on the forehead, "Don't worry. You're always going to be my girl."

As he walked away, she knew he was right.

The End
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