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Sin 101



 



There was no way the woman in the ass-hugging cutoffs or crop top was who Wyatt thought she was. His college town was small, but if it really was Dr. Ireland, it would still be one hell of a coincidence to move in just doors down from his English professor.



He took a few tentative steps away from the truck his friend Javier borrowed to move all their things into their new rental. The woman mowing her yard really was Dr. Natasha Ireland, and he swallowed instinctively. “Jesus,” he murmured. Never had he expected to see his sultry blonde professor’s long legs on display like that, or her big breasts for that matter. That top was doing nothing to hide away her curves.



She saw him and stared too, stopping in her tracks as she realized who she was seeing. With one hand on the mower’s handlebar, she groaned and covered her face theatrically before continuing on, visibly laughing.



“Jesus, she’s hot,” Javier said, coming around the back of the truck.



“That’s Dr. Ireland,” Wyatt said. “I had Basic Comp with her last year and 20
 th
 Century Literature with her this semester.”



“Lucky bastard. I might have to take on an extra course,” Javier said. Where Wyatt was a sophomore English major hoping to teach either high school or college someday, Javier was a programmer and a junior.



Both guys watched the machinery of those long, toned legs at work. “An ass that big and legs and abs like that… man,” Javier said.



“Yeaaahhh,” Wyatt said, and finally shook his head. “Come on. We’re going to make it weird.”



“You go unlock the house. I’m going to stay here and admire the view for a minute.”



“Let’s go, asshole.”



“Fine, fine.”



The house was a definite improvement for Wyatt. Then again, anything beat the dorms from his freshman year. No more crappy roommates. No more communal showers. Now he would be sharing a pretty nice little house with Javier not too far from the college, just a five-minute ride on his bike.



The house would have been too nice for Wyatt on his own. Hell, given the cost of rent around town, a studio apartment would have wrecked his budget. Javier – or rather, his parents – was really the one who made this happen. His mom and dad were pretty successful mid-level executives, and after their son’s grades slipped his sophomore year, they gave their son a deal. They’d cover most the cost of rent for a place off campus if he had a reliable roommate and kept his nose clean. The reliable roommate was studious, chill Wyatt, who Javier took under his wing for some unknown reason other than they liked the same video games.



For Wyatt it was a dream deal. He would only have to pay a couple hundred in rent every month, and all that was really expected of him was to keep the place neat inside and out. Mr. and Mrs. Carvallo also wanted him to keep a rein on Javier, but Wyatt knew the real reason he slipped up the year before was his ex-girlfriend, a real partier who flunked out and was now living a thousand miles away with her sister. If Javier could avoid getting sucked into another bad relationship, he’d do all right.



As for Wyatt, he was something of a late bloomer. He and his high school girlfriend lost their virginity to each other just before graduation and their inevitable breakup, with both of them going to different colleges. His freshman year, he dated a cute, adorably crazy fellow English nerd, but much like high school, when the year ended, they decided to split up rather than try to commit to a long-distance relationship over the summer months. It was sad, but they were still good friends and that was enough for him.



He'd never felt better about himself, and that was all thanks to Javier. Early in Wyatt’s freshman year, the two met through mutual friends and hit it off. They played off each other well, their senses of humor meshing as naturally as though they’d known each other since childhood. Javier started dragging Wyatt to the gym with him and to his amazement, he enjoyed it. Within months, Wyatt dropped his extra weight and gained some nice muscle mass. Not that he’d ever been all that fat, but now he was lean and muscular, as healthy as he’d ever been.



Now the two would be living together, keeping the good times rolling. Someone warned him that living with a friend was always a mistake, but Wyatt hoped they were wrong. He loved Javier like a brother, and this was the most excited he’d ever been.



As the two best friends hauled in the first load of their belongings, they caught sight of the sexy blonde professor again. Yeah, Wyatt thought. His sophomore year was going to be pretty great.



* * *



Classes started a couple days later. Wyatt paid less attention to the syllabi his professors droned on about and more to his classmates, particularly a tall stone-cold hot blonde with a deep tan and long legs in Basic Biology, as well as Hunter, a sweet, insanely busty brunette from his English classes. He already knew Hunter but wasn’t aware she was now single too until someone else brought it up. In class, the pair of them locked eyes a few times. Wyatt wasn’t always aware of the effect he had on women, but her blush and dropped looks were a pretty easy tell, even for him.



On Tuesday afternoon came his class with Dr. Ireland. He saw her a couple times since he moved into the house down the street, passing each other in their cars, but they had yet to talk. She looked amazing that day in a hip-hugging black pencil skirt and a light blue blouse open over a white top that showed off just enough cleavage that every guy in the class was glued to her all period, especially Wyatt. Her long blonde hair was done up in a stylish bun with tendrils framing her delicate cheeks, and though she usually wore contacts, that day she forewent them for a pair of thin-rimmed glasses that showed off her blue-green eyes. Again and again, he thought to himself, “I’m going to be living near her the rest of college.” It was definitely a pleasant idea.



Dr. Ireland’s first class of the year stuck to much the same mold as every other professor so far, introducing the class and the syllabus. The class was a long one and they had time to kill after the syllabus speech, so she made all the students talk about their favorite books from the 20
 th
 century. There were the usual answers from fantasy to horror to even romance. Dr. Ireland called on Wyatt third to last, and he talked for a minute about his love of Douglas Adams, which generated a few minutes of his classmates throwing back and forth quotes, to his delight and to Dr. Ireland’s smile.



She finally called for order so they could finish the discussion and get out of there on time. Before the students stood up and shuffled out, she called, “Mr. Slater, stick around a minute.”



Wyatt slid his phone into his pocket and waited for everyone else before coming to her. She was smiling, and when the last student left, she said, “So… the new neighbor.”



He gave her his very best wide grin. “With a hell of a view.”



She gasped and swatted his chest. “Oh, stop.”



“No, seriously, as far as I’m concerned, I didn’t see a thing. I can’t speak for Javier, though. I think he was calling his friends about a minute after we unloaded the truck. Sorry about that.”



“Don’t worry about it. If administration wants to try and fire me for wearing shorts on a hot day, they’re welcome to try. I love teaching but every day, there’s more and more bullshit.”



“Well, if you ever got fired or quit, you’d kill it modeling.”



“Mr. Slater, are you flirting with me?”



He nodded fast and hard like a bobblehead doll. “I absolutely am. Is it working?”



Dr. Ireland chuckled. “Get out of here. Go be someone else’s problem until our next class. Or until I bump into you again.”



He started towards the door, but looked over his shoulder as she picked up her things. “When does your lawn need mowing again? I’ll be sure to set up a chair outside, so I have the best view.”



“Get out!” she called, but when he was out in the hallway, he heard her laughing to herself.



* * *



For a while, things were pretty normal between them. He sat in the front row of Dr. Ireland’s classes, sometimes giving her a private flash of a smile when he’d pass by her on the way out of class and when no one was looking. She was more guarded, but one time his smile elicited one of her own, brief and almost shy.



Wyatt never actually thought he had a chance with her, so he went on a few dates. The hot leggy blonde from his Bio class was named Amelia, and was just as frosty on their date as she was in class. He thought he had a better thing going with Hunter. When they both found out they had a deep love of the old TV show Scrubs, she invited herself over one evening and they ended up spending the weekend together. The sex was amazing, their conversation the kind of deeply personal and intellectual stuff that Wyatt was looking for.



But at the end of their second week together, Hunter broke down when he started to kiss her and slide his hand under her shirt. He pulled back, immediately telling her he was sorry, but she shook her head. As it turned out, she was only really with him to make her ex-boyfriend jealous – and it worked. She hooked back up with him the night before.



“But I really love you!” she cried as Wyatt walked her to the door.



“Not enough,” he said cheerfully, and slammed the door behind her.



Javier, who had been listening and watching the drama as it spilled out into the living room held out a fist. “Damn, dude. That’s gotta be in the top ten breakup lines ever.”



Wyatt laughed and fist bumped him. Come Monday, e scheduled himself for an STD screening. At least that came back negative and Hunter didn’t leave him with any nasty surprises.



He had to miss Dr. Ireland’s class for the appointment, though. During the next one, his gorgeous professor asked him to stay after once again. When everyone else was gone, she sat on top of her table at the head of the class, legs swinging freely. Her calves were accentuated by black hosiery, and he fought a brutal urge to look down at her feet dancing in their red heels.



“So. Mr. Slater. You don’t appear sick.”



“Ah, yeah,” Wyatt said. “Not sure you want the details on that one.”



“Try me.”



“All right. I warned you. I was dating someone, she cheated on me, and I needed to go get tested.”



She blinked at him, then burst out laughing. “Oh wow. That… that is a new one.”



“Told you. It was the earliest they could get me in.”



“Well, I certainly hope your pipes are rust free.”



“All good, thanks for asking.”



Her smile vanished. “Oh. I’m being horrible, aren’t I? I’m sorry someone cheated on you. That’s terrible. It’s happened to me three times now and it’s not easy.”



He blew out a breath. “Nope. But, you know, it was fun while it lasted and I wasn’t too emotionally attached. Really thought better of her, though.”



“I think I know which young woman you’ve been dating, and all I’ll say is I would have too.” She held his eyes. “You are… a very charming individual. And I’ve seen enough of your work to know you’ve got a big heart. Someone will come along who appreciates those things in you, and not just how…” She stopped, blushing.



“Not just how… what?” Wyatt asked, his voice low. He fought the damnedest urge to step in and kiss her. Right. Like that would ever really happen.



He didn’t think Dr. Ireland was going to answer. But she did, her cheeks bright red, her voice as quiet as his. “Someone as handsome as you.”



And there it was. His invitation. His door. He stepped forward. Inched, really. She stared up at him as he brought his head down closer and closer. The corners of her lips ticked upwards, and her eyelids drooped. Their lips closed in on each other, and Wyatt kissed her.



His professor.



Holy shit.



It only lasted a second. His hand went to her side and she took it before he brought it to one of her breasts. She broke away, and murmured, “We shouldn’t.”



“Sorry.”



“Don’t be. That was… very nice. But we can’t.”



“I understand.”



“I mean, there’s my career, and you, you’re only what, twenty?”



“Nineteen.”



“Fuck,” she breathed, and lunged up to kiss him again. This time, her pert little tongue slid between his lips and he again went for her breast. And just like that, again, she stopped him just shy. “No, we can’t. We really can’t.”



He groaned and pulled away. “I get it. But I’m going to be dreaming about that for the next three years.”



Staring at his chest, Dr. Ireland said, “Yeah, you’re not the only one.”



* * *



That weekend, Wyatt picked up a couple extra shifts at the grocery store where he worked part time. The job paid like crap and his manager was nearly as young and inexperienced as he was, but it covered the rent. Plus, the deli guys were great about hooking him up with meats and cheeses when they could get away with it. In short, it defined “could have been worse.”



He was nibbling on a piece of that cheese when he came home. Javier was on the couch playing a first-person shooter with friends online. He glanced up and muted his headset long enough to say, “Someone left a package for you earlier.”



“Really? Who?”



“I thought I saw your girlfriend jogging away when I opened the door.”



Wyatt was confused. “Hunter?”



“Nope,” Javier said. “Think older. And in running shorts. Jesus Christ, that ass.”



“Wait. Dr. Ireland?”



“I’m like… eighty percent sure.” Onscreen, Javier’s avatard died, and he groaned. “Shit. It’s in your room. Got any of that for me?”



Javier tossed him the plastic baggie of ham and cheddar and hurried to his room. A present wrapped in brown paper sat on his bed, with string tied off around it in a decorative way. He found a pair of scissors and cut the string, and when he opened the package, inside was a gorgeous collection of Douglas Adams’s books. A piece of paper between the cover and the first page slipped out and fluttered to the floor.



He bent and picked it up. On it, written in neat, blocky lettering was the name for a Bottlegenie account, the biggest social media platform at the moment. He sat on his bed and pulled out his phone to look up the generically named profile.



“What was it?” Javier called.



“A welcome-to-the-neighborhood gift.”



“Anything good?”



“Yeah, a book.”



“A book? Aw man, I was hoping for autographed tit pics.”



Wyatt laughed, but it was a distracted, forced effort. On the profile, which had only been set up the day after he and Dr. Ireland kissed, were three pictures. The first was in profile, a pic of Dr. Ireland’s ass in a short navy skirt. She must have just used lotion on her legs because her lightly tanned thighs gleamed.



The second picture was of her tits in a white blouse she wore tied off under her big breasts. It was clear she had on a bra or pasties because her nipples weren’t visible, but the expanse of her toned stomach was nearly as sexy.



And then there was the third pic, the one that would creep into his dreams the rest of his life. It was of her in those jean shorts from the day he moved in, the button undone, the denim riding down above her pubic bone. It was even more erotic for what it only hinted at, her pussy not quite on display but so close that it left him flushed and wanting to reach through the phone to yank those shorts down the rest of the way.



At the top of the page was one post, and all it said was, “Still think I could be a model?”



He replied with shaking fingers, “Holy shit, yes.”



In ten minutes, he got a response – a smiley face.



In another five, the account was gone.



* * *



The wait to talk to Dr. Ireland again was interminable. At least a dozen times Wyatt thought about going over to her house, knocking on her door, and fucking her brains out. By now he was certain she wanted it too, even if they shouldn’t hook up. Her teasing inspired him to come up with a creative plan to ramp their games up. A Tuesday test on Faulkner and Hemingway would make for the perfect time to enact it.



The hours marched on with all the speed of a sloth staggering across the road after a weekend bender. Wyatt put in his hours at the grocery store, worked out with Javier, and tried not to drive himself too crazy. On Monday, two different professors called him out for being distracted. He had to stay focused, not just for his sake, but so as to not call attention to Dr. Ireland too. Easier said than done. He thought about those pictures and would drift off into a happy fantasy of her bent over the table in the classroom, his dick disappearing inside her while she cried out his name.



Tuesday finally came around, and with it, Dr. Ireland’s class. She looked damned good in a low-cut sweater showing off plenty of cleavage and tan slacks that weren’t scandalously tight, but which showed off her legs to good measure. Her blonde hair was teased out and fell halfway down her back, her makeup done thick and glamorously, like a fashion model teaching them instead of their professor.



They were both careful about not doing anything out of the ordinary, like looking too closely at one another. Wyatt took a seat right up front again, the only student who did so, like normal. Perfect.



“All right, folks, test time. Oh, don’t you groan at me. This one’s a gimme. Short form written answers.” More groans greeted her at that, Wyatt joining in with a smile. “But you don’t need more than a couple lines for each. I’m not looking for anything longer than that, but I do expect complete intelligible sentences. No phones, no laptops. Pens or pencils. As with all my classes, get a ninety-five percent or better, you get a fun-sized candy bar or bouncy ball along with the pride and joy of knowing you’re the teacher’s pet of the day. Hooray!” A final chorus of groans rang out at that, and she laughed.



The tests were passed out, and Wyatt took up his pen. He played up the part of the good student, writing his name and starting in on the first question while Dr. Ireland sat at the table at the head of the class. Casually, he took a notecard out of his pocket and brought it up slowly to his chest, keeping it flat against himself so no one could see what he was doing. She read the words he printed on it that morning in permanent marker.



THIS IS WHAT YOU DO TO ME



He tucked the card away again, and still working on his answer, he slipped that other hand down to his basketball shorts. He usually preferred khaki shorts but he wanted to be able to pull them up quickly when the other students came forward with their tests. Dr. Ireland drew a deep breath, her eyes glued to his legs under the table. From her vantage point, she would be able to see what he was up to just fine.



“One more thing,” she said faintly, then cleared her throat. “When you finish, you can go.”



And Wyatt could stay, if he took his time. He couldn’t help a tiny grin to himself.



He finished the first answer and pulled down his shorts. Dr. Ireland’s eyes widened and she sat up straighter in her chair. He brought that hand up to his face and ran it over his mouth like he was contemplating the question on the page. What he was actually doing was drizzling as much spit into his palm as he could discreetly.



His hand circled his half-hard cock and he began to leisurely stroke himself as he answered the second question. The test was a gimme but he studied hard for it anyways so he didn’t need to focus too much on the answers. Dr. Ireland’s cheeks bloomed bright red and her lips parted just enough that he could see a flash of her pink tongue when they ran across her naturally colored lips.



She finally broke her eyes away from him and said sharply, “Christina.”



“I’m not cheating, it’s just my friend Rebecca and…”



“No phones includes you. That’s an automatic grade drop. Put it away. Now.”



Wyatt started stroking himself again, Dr. Ireland tried to focus less on him and more on the entire class, but her eyes kept flicking back in his direction. Her legs crossed often, as though she were trying not to squirm. At one point, as Wyatt neared the halfway mark, she started to sink in her chair little by little, her eyes half-lidded as she stared at his big cock straining up through his fist. He cleared his throat and she sat bolt upright again and taking a long drink from her bottle of water.



Not long after that, students started finishing up with their tests. Wyatt stopped and tugged back up his shorts, grateful for the break. He didn’t want to come, not until after class, and edging himself this long was sweet torture. Cooling off helped, but by the time he reached the last few questions, he was ready to blow. He wanted to bury his cock in her pussy. Her ass. Those lips. Fuck, to see that face looking up at him while she blew him. His professor, on her knees, for him.



His blood roaring in his ears, Wyatt forced himself to focus and hang on. His cock ached as the minutes eased by. More students rose, three of them in rapid succession, and he nearly shouted for the rest to go too. What was taking them so long? Wait, he still had two more questions to go. This was a terrible idea. He might be torturing Dr. Ireland, but he was definitely torturing himself too.



Four more students shuffled out of there. Just one more to go besides Wyatt. He was sweating, a light sheen, and his hands trembled. His cock was smeared in precoma, his balls bloated like water balloons. As he started on the last question, the other student stood up and said, “Jeez. I thought this would be easy for you.”



Wyatt said shakily, “Yeah. Test jitters, I guess.”



The other student came down the aisle and dropped his test on the desk. He high-fived Dr. Ireland and bounced out of there, head bobbing to an imaginary beat as Wyatt finished his essay. Dr. Ireland raced for the door, shut it, and locked it before coming back to the table, her eyes on him, watching, waiting, grinning like a wolf about to score the world’s easiest prey.



Wyatt slapped down his pen and stood up, his cock bumping against his stomach. Dr. Ireland stared, her cheeks bright red again, and she asked breathily, “So… how do you think you did?”



He came to her. “Fine. But I could use some extra credit.”



She chuckled at that. Her lips pursed for a kiss. Instead, he brought his finger to his professor’s lips. She sucked he digit into her mouth, staring at him while he pressed in and out. “I thought you said we shouldn’t do this,” he growled.



She licked his fingertip and let him go. “I couldn’t stop thinking about our kiss. About… you. I was burning up.”



Wyatt stared into Dr. Ireland’s eyes, still as a board for a split second, and then he was on her. He worked at the button on her slacks as she wrapped her hands around his cock. His professor was jerking him off. Holy shit. But his mind was too far gone to contemplate the enormity of that. He got her slacks down far enough that he could look down at her thong and grin. She kissed him, her lips parted and her tongue sliding against him. He kissed her back and pushed her against the table. She rested against it and lifted herself up onto it as his hand went to her sweater. He tugged that up and over her big breasts in a bra matching her thong, pushing her tits high and proud and offering them up for his pleasure.



“Like what you see?” she asked.



“You know you’re a fucking ten.”



“Mm, such a dirty mouth. Good. Because I’ve got one too.”



Dr. Ireland reached behind herself and unhooked the bra. Her dark areolas and nipples demanded his attention. With a grunt of pure hunger, he dropped his head to her big tit and sucked as he pushed her down onto the table. She spread her legs for him and his questing hand as he slid it down into her thong.



“We have to be… quiet…” she gasped, then nearly shouted, “Oooohh, f-f-fuck!” as his fingers speared her pussy. Two at first, and when he found her wet and needing, he added a third, finger-fucking her hard and fast. He kept sucking at her tit the whole time, his free hand on his cock and jacking it hard. He wasn’t going to last but neither was she. Both of them needed this far too much after his nearly half hour of teasing.



“A stud-student… I’m doing this… with a student…” she gasped.



He shot up her body, the words hitting him as hard as they hit her. Their lips crushed together, a sophomore, not even twenty yet, and his thirty-something professor, their passions rising, both of them so fucking close. Her hand joined his at his cock and she jacked him as he fingered her faster and faster, her pussy contracting around his fingers, willing him to stay as she began to come.



“Ooh, ooh, oh God oh God oh God,” she gasped, her words going higher and higher. Her back arched and her head hit the table hard. “Like that, right there, nguh, oh fuck, Wyaaaatt!”



She came, and her hand gripped him so tight it nearly hurt. But he was right there too, gasping, “Dr. Ireland, oh shit, I’m going, ungh, gonna come…”



Her hands went to his chest and shoved. He backed away, thinking he’d done something wrong for a flash of a second, but then she was on her knees, grabbing at his cock again and bringing it to her luscious lips. He stared, wide-eyed, as she sucked his tip into her mouth. Her hands jacked him as those blue-green eyes sparkled.



“Dr. Ireland,” he said. “I’m… I’m…”



She drew in a breath and took him deep, inch after inch after inch filling her mouth, hitting the back of her throat, sliding deeper still and gagging on him. He held on just long enough for her to pull back to his tip again and he started coming. It felt like it would never end. Rope after rope filled her mouth until she had to cough some of him out. It spilled down her chin and onto her sweater, but when she swallowed and took a breath, she dove right back down onto him, sucking him, cleaning him with her tongue.



“Can’t,” Wyatt said, laughing. “Too… too sensitive.”



Dr. Ireland pulled off him with a “mwah.” “How was that?” she asked as he helped her to her feet. He ran a finger through the come on her chin and the dollops on her sweater. These he worked into her tits, marking her.



“I think I just had the most memorable blowjob of my life.”



“Oh honey. You haven’t seen anything yet.” A shout and laughter down the hallway got their attention and she yanked her sweater down into place while he went for his shorts and tugged them up. “Look, we can’t always do this after class-”



“There’s going to be a next time?” Wyatt asked, reaching out to fondle one of her tits again.



“Mm hm. But listen to me.” She took his hand away from her tit and brought her fingers to his chin to bring his gaze up to her eyes. “I’m serious now.”



“Right. Serious,” he said, but it was kind of hard to focus when she was reaching her other hand into his shorts and squeezing him again. “Who’s the distracted one?”



“Fuck,” she muttered, and withdrew her hand hastily. “We have to be careful.”



“So careful,” he agreed. “Can I come over tonight?”



“No! That’s my point. What would you do? Walk over? Drive? And if the neighbors saw us?”



“What if I come over really late at night?” he asked.



“I’m not having you sacrifice your education for this. And I’ve got to keep a distance between you and me. If your roommate knew you were sneaking out for a quickie, he’d get curious.”



“Javier is pretty smart. But he’s got a new girlfriend now. When he’s gone for the night… or going home for the weekend…”



“Yes. Yes, that could work.” She had her hands on his ass now, squeezing and making cute little panting noises. Again, she yanked her hands back when she realized what she was doing. “Have there been, mm, fuck…” Her moan came about because he stepped in again, his lips on her neck, sucking and kissing her tender flesh. “…mm, any other girls since… since… Hunter?”



“No,” he said against her skin, and she shivered. Into her ear, he added, “You’re the only one.”



“Good,” she moaned, and whoops, there was a button undone on her pants again. “That’s a good student.”



Fuck, talk like that was going to make him hard again.



“This can’t be a relationship, Wyatt. I’m sorry.”



“I didn’t say I want it to be. All I want…” He nibbled on her ear and whispered even softer, “…is to fuck my professor until she screams. Over and over and over again the next few years.”



She looked at the door, then back at him. Low, throatily, she said, “I have five more minutes. Get that hand back in my pants and make me come again.”



* * *



They exchanged numbers. He listed her under the name of a summer fling from back home, someone Javier knew of but didn’t know personally, so if he happened to look at Wyatt’s phone when she called or texted, he’d assume it was her. On Dr. Ireland’s phone, for much the same reason, she had him listed under a fake name too.



Thursday, Dr. Ireland – Natasha, though they both got off on him calling her by her professional name – had a staff meeting after class, but she sent him a picture of her bare pussy in that day’s skirt as a means of whetting his appetite for when they could get together. He sent one back ten minutes later of the drying come on his chest. She ended the short conversation with a simple, “Yum.”



Friday night came around and Wyatt willed Javier and his girlfriend into a night out. Instead, the pair watched a TV show at their place. Minka was cute as hell, and a much calmer presence in Javier’s life than his last girlfriend. Wyatt really liked her, but he wished like hell that weekend she and Javier would go back to her place.



“We need to get Wyatt a girlfriend, don’t you think?” Minka asked Javier at one point. “My friend Emily is single.”



“Oh, yeah, they’d be great,” Javier said, and pantomimed Emily’s huge breasts. Wyatt knew who they were talking about, a junior with a knockout body, and he might have jumped at the opportunity another time. But Dr. Ireland was on his mind, and he made the one great mistake of that first year with her.



“Oh, uh, I’m focused on, you know, school and work right now,” he said.



“Aw, but she’s sweet. And she’s very interested in you,” Minka said with a cute pout. Javier gave Wyatt a funny look, holding his eyes long enough that Wyatt got uncomfortable.



“After Hunter, I think he’s taking a break, baby,” Javier said. He still had an odd look on his face, and Wyatt’s guts twisted.



He knew something was up. Javier was not stupid, despite his grades from the previous year. Far, far from it. And if he figured out that Wyatt had a secret, it wouldn’t take him long to ask and figure out what could Wyatt be hiding. After all, he knew who delivered that package, and a professor dropping off a book for a student was a pretty big clue.



Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.



A text message twenty minutes later from Dr. Ireland didn’t help. She wanted to know if he had any roommate-free time that weekend. Wyatt hesitated. He wanted so badly to rush over there, but he had to be honest with her for her sake.



 



Can’t. I think Javier knows.



 



What
 ?



 



I’m sorry. will explain soon.



 



He deleted the exchange and shoved his phone into his pocket. How long he sat with Javier and Minka he was never later sure. He didn’t register a single minute of the TV show from that point forward, only smiling faintly when one of the other two would laugh at something the characters on screen said or did. Twice, he saw Javier staring at him.



His fling with Dr. Ireland hadn’t even really started yet, and it was already over.



* * *



They texted again late that night and he told her what happened. She agreed it was best to cool things down for a while. That didn’t stop her from sending a teasing picture of her with a vibrator against her clit, her knees spread wide.



“Fuck,” he groaned into the night, and dug his lotion out from the end table.



The next morning wasn’t any better. He needed to mow, and Dr. Ireland was out there again doing her yard too – and this time, it was in longer shorts and a depressingly unsexual loose tee. When he waved to her, she shrugged and grinned.



With the lawn mowed, Wyatt went to work, dragging his feet through the day and wishing he could afford a place of his own somewhere so this wasn’t a problem. But that was a pipe dream, unless the grocery store suddenly started paying him fifteen or twenty dollars more an hour. Besides, he was never going to find a rental in as nice a place as where he lived now. The whole town was a wasteland of short-term rentals and crappy apartments. No, he was stuck where he was, and that wasn’t so bad. Maybe someday, he and Dr. Ireland could fool around again after class. Maybe back in her office. Or maybe they could get a hotel or something out of town.



He sighed. Why couldn’t he be a better liar?



Javier was home when Wyatt came through the door. He was doing standing bicycle crunches in front of the TV, and looked about gassed out given the fine sheen of sweat on his face and his damp shirt sticking to his chest. It was the first time in a while it was just the two of them in the house.



“Soooo,” Javier said. “You and Dr. Ireland, huh?”



Wyatt froze for just a split-second, but it was enough. His roommate stopped and roared with laughter. When he came down, he walked over and hugged Wyatt fiercely.



“You’re a fucking legend, man.”



Wyatt didn’t hug him back. “You can’t tell anyone. Please.”



Javier cocked his head, still grinning. “You really think I would? You’re my best friend. And she is crazy hot. The whole situation is just… whooo. Crazy, crazy hot. Of course I’m not going to tell anybody, you idiot. But we gotta practice you lying if you’re going to keep hooking up with her.”



“Thanks man,” Wyatt said, profoundly touched. “She’d get in so much shit for this.”



“I know. But more important to me, you seem really happy when she’s sending you texts. That was her last night, right? When we were hanging out?”



“Yeah,” Wyatt said, grinning loopily. They sat on the couch, and he told his friend about it, leaving out the sexiest parts. “I guess we don’t have to worry about sneaking around when it’s just you, but…”



“But Minka. Hm.”



“If you don’t mind spending a night or two now and then at her place…”



“I can do that. She’s smart, though. I think she’ll figure something out eventually.” Javier slapped his knees and stood up. “But not tonight. Tonight I’m gonna grab a shower and take her out. And you are going to get a shower too and tell your professor you are heading over there when it gets dark.”



“Best roommate ever,” Wyatt said.



“Ah shit, I’ll think of a way for you to pay me back. Make you do dishes the whole time we live together.”



“Done.”



“Nice. I gotta make up a list of demands.”



Wyatt laughed, and stood up again. He hugged Javier this time, and when his roommate was in the shower, Wyatt texted Dr. Ireland and told her about the conversation. She sent back a reply almost immediately telling him to come over when it was dark, and that she had dinner waiting for him.



That was followed by a picture of her spreading her thick pussy lips wide.



* * *



Later in life, when Wyatt thought back on the insane years living two doors down from Dr. Ireland, it was that night he invariably came back to, sometimes laughing, sometimes so turned on he would find his wife and drag her to bed. Of course, Natasha usually didn’t mind one bit, and just as frequently whispered in his ear that he needed to see his professor after class. It was not easy building a life together, especially when they went public with their relationship after he graduated, but they had each other, and that was always more than enough.



Their future together started that magical night, when she opened the door for him, dressed in a skin-tight skirt, blouse opened low over her stomach and her black lacy bra, and sky-high heels.



Class was in session.



Wyatt closed the door behind him as she retreated into the house, grinning. “So…” he said. “You mentioned dinner?”



Dr. Ireland nodded and grinned even wider. One of her hands went to her skirt and raised it up and over her bare pussy. “I hope you’re hungry.”



With that, she turned and led him through the house to the master bedroom. The blankets were tugged down, leaving just the sheets and the pillows. She crawled onto the bed in her heels, the skirt rising up little by little over her spectacular ass.



“Stay just like that, Dr. Ireland,” he growled.



“Fuck, it turns me on when you call me that.”



He undressed in a hurry, and crawled up on the bed behind her. She rocked back and forth, still in her whole sexy professor ensemble. His hands roamed her ass and he kissed each cheek through the fabric before lifting it up. There was no choice but to sit back on his heels and admire the beauty of her, that curvy ass thrust high, her shapely calves, her face, caught somewhere between amusement and lust.



“I need to tell you this before we do anything,” he said, his voice dry and tight. He finally pulled his gaze away from her ass and to her face. “I want you.”



“I think that’s obvious.”



“No, I mean… you said that this can’t be a thing between us. I will always respect your boundaries. But I need to tell you where I’m at. I will always want you. All of you.”



Her lips parted, but she smiled too. “Let’s start with tonight.”



Wyatt worshipped that pussy with his tongue. It was the first time he got to show off his skills to his sexy professor in the area, and thankfully, it seemed he earned an easy A. She deserved to be savored little by little, and that’s exactly what he did at first, teasing her with light flicks of his tongue until she was practically wiggling in anticipation. Then his tongue went deeper and faster, sliding through her depths as her knees began to tremble.



“Oh fuck, Wyatt, Wyatt, just like that,” she gasped. Her hand went to her clit and she started strumming it hard as he drove his tongue along her pussy lips, his nose right against her bud. His fingers gripped her ass as he devoured her pussy. Was this real? Was this actually happening?



“Right… there… ri… ri… uhhhnnngh, fuuu-uuuuck!” Dr. Ireland cried out. She bounced back against his face, her hips’ movement uncontrollable.



He kept going until she came down again, her head dipping low, her blonde hair spilling across the bed. With that, he crawled alongside her, hand at her pussy, stroking her lips. His professor stared at him sightlessly as he kissed her before he realized her wetness was still on his lips and chin.



“Shit, I should have asked if it was okay to kiss you like that, with your-”



It was Dr. Ireland’s turn to grab his head and kiss him, their lips exploring each other with loud smacks and wet pops. She pushed upright to her knees, the skirt still hiked well above her ass, and started on the buttons of her blouse. Wyatt wanted to see those tits and he wanted to see them now, so he gripped the blouse for her and ripped it apart. She laughed throatily and tugged down the lacy bra she wore underneath, her breasts spilling out. He pushed up to kiss her again, but this time she was in charge.



“So, how’d I do on the finals, Professor?” Wyatt asked, cupping her chin.



“Finals?” she asked, and brought a hand to his. “That was just the midterm.”



With that, she moved their hands to his chest and pushed him backwards onto the pillows. He laughed, and she started out of her torn blouse. “Leave it on. Just for tonight.”



“God, I was hoping you’d say that. It looks good, right?”



“Even better with it torn open like that. If only I could show you off to the entire class like you are right now.”



With that, she dove down, grabbing his half-hard prick and giving it a long, playful lick from the base to his tip. Wyatt moaned, and with his tip against her forehead, she grinned up at him.



“I like that you shave yourself clean,” she said.



“Swimmer in… high…” he started, then his eyes rolled up as she sucked one of his balls into her mouth. “Oh fuck, Dr. Ireland.”



She gave the ball a good lashing with her tongue before returning to his cock, sucking down his first few inches. He brushed aside the spill of her long blonde hair and held it away from her face as she stared up at him, still smiling. Her tongue was a paint brush and his cock her art, swishing it and swirling it around his base with a skill he’d never experienced before even with the best of his old girlfriends.



“Oh shit, that’s amazing,” he moaned.



She pulled off him and gave his underside another long lick. “Tell me what you like,” she murmured. Still acting the professor to him, even in bed.



“I love your tongue on me like that, when you were sucking me. Shit, your lips… ah fuck, they feel so good… and you’re so fucking beautiful, Dr. Ireland. The most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”



Her eyes widened momentarily at that, her cheeks reddening, but judging from the way she sucked him even harder and faster, she seemed pleased. Then, without warning, she pulled off him again. He moaned his frustration and she chuckled.



She slinked her way up his body, one hand remaining on his slick, stiff cock as she kissed a trail up to his neck and his lips. He pulled her tight, caressing her back through the blouse. She shifted and flattened his cock against his stomach, then dropped her pussy onto it, grinding along his length with her lips but not taking him inside her yet. They kissed again as her pace slowly quickened, leaving him slick with her need.



“Uh, uh, uh, Wyatt…”



“Sit on my dick, Dr. Ireland. Take it inside you. I need to feel you around me.”



She took a deep, shuddering breath, her eyes going half-lidded, and she rose just slightly, pointing him upwards. With that, she was pressing against his cockhead, her smile going wide and her eyes mischievous.



Dr. Ireland dropped, and took every inch of him. Every. Single. Inch. He moaned and she gasped as he filled her up, his cock spreading her wide. But she could take it.



“Oh my fuck, oh my fuck, oh shiiiiiit,” Dr. Ireland whined. “Nnnngh, filling… me… so… deep…”



“Fuck, oh fuck you feel so good…”



She jerked forward and back, rocking on his cock. Her big breasts swayed with the motion, entrancing him. She giggled at his delighted stare, and cupped them for him as she fucked him.



“You like these?” Dr. Ireland asked.



“You know I do, ah shit, Dr. Ireland, keep, ungh, keep rocking like that.”



“You like your teacher’s big tits?”



“Me and every other guy on campus.” She started bouncing, still cupping her tits, and he couldn’t stop staring. It was the sexiest sight he’d ever experienced, her skirt still bunched at her hips, her blouse torn open, her blonde hair falling down her back in waves.



Wyatt grabbed her waist and started to strain upwards, meeting her bouncing with his own thrusts.  She fell forward, riding him hard and fast, her mouth wide open, her eyes sightless as she neared another orgasm. “Oh, oh Wyatt, oh baby, you’re gonna m-make me come again… your professor… coming for you…”



“So beautiful,” he moaned.



“You’re, you’re right, I need this, I need it… all the time.”



“It’s yours, whenever you want it, it’s yours, Dr. Ireland.”



“My s-student, I’m… ahhhh, ah, I… I… ahhhhh!”



She collapsed forward, her mouth desperately seeking his lips. As he kept pounding up into her, she drove her head against his shoulder, twisting it, her whole body wracked with shivers as her pleasure stretched on and on.



Wyatt was relentless, and while he wanted to come, he got something of a second wind. He gripped his professor by the ass and her lower back and twisted until she was on her back and he was above her, still driving in and out of her with tremendous force. But she was more than game, and took it with a grin, her eyes wild, her hair a fan against her pillows. She wrapped a leg around him, her foot rubbing the back of his calf. Every thrust stopped her breath for a split-second, as though he were fucking the air out of her. Her fingers raked his back, her mouth opening again.



“Ahh, ah, going to… going to c-come again… oh, oh, keep me fucking me, keep ahhhh, ahhhh, Wyatt, oh my God, oh my fucking God…”



“Take it, take my cock, Professor, oh shit, oh fuck, you’re beautiful, so fucking beautiful…”



“Oh, fuck, Wyaaaaaaaaatt!” she wailed, coming again.



She closed her eyes, her teeth clenching, her body jerking now like it was misfiring. The sigh of her beneath him, so ragged and fuck-drunk, drove Wyatt wild. He grabbed her ankles and pushed her feet nearly to her tits. That made her eyes open again and roll up, her mouth opening, a fine line of spittle escaping her as she screamed his name again.



“Wyatt! Oh fuck, oh, oh fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t ever stop f-fucking… ME!”



“I’m going to come, I’m going to come,” he gasped.



“Inside me, inside, I need to feel it, oh my God, I need to feel that fat fucking cock coming inside me…”



“Ohhhh, shit, Dr. Ireland!” he cried out, and his come shot out of him as his thrusts turned wildly uncontrolled. He was so tight inside her that the come squelched out, spilling from her cunt even before he pulled free on accident, his still-spurting cock painting her mound and belly button.



She lurched upward and yanked him down to kiss her in the afterglow, her hips still bucking from the force of her pleasure and the fucking. It was a full fifteen or twenty seconds before her nerves calmed down. She laughed breathlessly in between butterfly kisses of his lips and his cheeks.



“Oh. Oh Wyatt. That was the best sex I’ve ever had.”



“Same,” he said weakly. “Goddamn, Dr. Ireland.”



“Goddamn is right, Mr. Slater. I think… you earned your A tonight.”



Once he got her completely undressed and cleaned her up with gentle strokes of a warm wet washcloth, they cuddled together, though after the intense fucking, it wasn’t long before Dr. Ireland passed out in Wyatt’s arms. He meant to go home that night. It would be so hard to sneak out of her place in broad daylight. But there was something special about her, something he couldn’t ignore, not that first time together.



Instead of leaving, Wyatt pulled his professor tighter, and in the dark hours of the night, listening to her soft breathing, he imagined a future where this crazy thing just might work.



 



* * * * *
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