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		Prologue

		

	
		On a dreary night in early March Jen looked up at the computer screen. The image glowing before her was of an angelically beautiful dark haired, dark eyed, rosy cheeked girl perhaps no older than eighteen or nineteen.

		Jen normally couldn't orgasm just looking at an image of a girl, but she had been working herself into a quivering fury of lust for over an hour in order to reach this final moment; and by then, nothing deserved her attention so much as that perfect, bright-eyed youth before her.

		She held the girl's image in her thoughts, her body, the curve of her breasts and her perfect skin; the thoughts making her wetter. The fantasy of her touch are still etched in her mind. She let her hands wander, over her shirt, as she sat alone in her office wishing she were with the dark haired beauty.

		She found her breasts and circled her fingers on top of the material, until she felt her nipples stand hard and pressing against her touch. Slowly she slid off her shirt in one solid movement. she didn't need clothes for what she had in mind. The thing she needed to do, to satisfy her want.

		Her fingers found her nipples once more, twisting them, pinching them making them hard. Squeezing them until their ache was matched by one between her legs Her hands moved down further. Moved down to the nakedness below her waist. To the source of her heat, the place she long for the girl's touch.

		Her fingers slid over herself, teasing her body and not giving in to what she desired, just yet. she slid her hands down to her thighs drawing her fingernails along the soft inner flesh. It made her hold her breath as her pleasure mixed with a touch of pain, thinking it is the dark haired girl.

		Thinking it is her hurting her and making her want her more. She reached the place she was after and let her hand rest over her mound. Her smooth shaven skin touched with the beginnings of dampness; anyone could see how much she wanted the raven haired beauty.

		A single finger slid along the outside of her slit; soon it was covered in wetness, ready to take her need a step further. she slipped it between her pussy lips. Taking a breath as she felt how hot and wet she had really become. she let this single finger slide up her pussy, gently over her opening in one movement, barely touching her skin until she reached her clit.

		Her clit was throbbing and hot, screaming for her to touch it. Slowly she let her finger reach what she wanted, slowly at first she started to stroke at her clit. She felt the pressure mounting; driving her toward the edge, but she was not ready for that yet. She let her other hand find her second point of desire; covering it in her wetness she let her fingers tease the hole. She wanted to make this last as she held onto the image on the screen.

		She pictured her tongue sliding over her, tasting how much she wanted her. Knowing that in her presence she was helpless. She pushed a finger inside of herself and then followed it with another sliding them in deeply and hard. She fucked herself with her own fingers.

		Pushing in and out, curling them around inside of her all the time thinking it is the image in front of her. She wanted to take more; she needed her pleasure to mix with pain. she needed it to mirror the ecstasy and pain it caused her.

		She pushed in a third finger and tried for another; all the while the fingers on her clit matched the movements inside of her. Her movements got faster, harder, and more urgent. She arch her back as she the name escaped from her lips. Moaning and sweating she felt herself get closer. Closer to what she wished the image could give her and closer to what she needed.

		She was soaking, the wetness the image gave her. Her juices dripped down her wrist and onto her thighs. She couldn't hold it any longer, her body gave in, gave into the dirty desire.

		Jen gasped and struggled against her own fingers, pumping her cunt in and out with a fingers slickened with lotion; an instant later, a perfect sheet of girl goo gushed over her hand, dripped back down onto the woman's hot, swollen pussy lips.

		Wave after wave hit her. Her whole body shuddered and her mind was lost in the image. Inside her head, a secret world of longing existed. Moaning and screaming, she finally had what she wanted. Four more waves of her orgasm came pulsing forth. She panted, wiped her hands on a dishtowel, and looked up at the computer screen, and even though she was totally exhausted...

		She still craved the young dark haired girl..

		"Jesus, I'm a perv," she muttered.

		

		

		

		Chapter One

		

	
		She closed her web browser and got up, went to the kitchen. Her cat, a green-eyed Persian with a smooth coat, followed her across the hardwood floors. It was dark out, now, and rain was falling on the big pine forest beneath the house. Jen looked out the window as she poured herself a Chardonnay. Sipped it, watched the rain.

		"It's supposed to flood down on the island," she said to nobody in particular. She looked down at her cat, Veruka. "What do you want?" Jen asked. The Persian looked up at her. She sat. "Beggin' again?" Jen asked. "Out of the kitchen."

		Veruka begrudgingly slunk away to the edge of the kitchen, where she waited in case of a treat.

		Jen sighed. Continued looking out the window. She was "Winnie-the-Poohing" it, so to speak had an oversized t-shirt on but nothing else. A bead of girl goo clinging to one of the lips of her cunt, and she wiped it on a paper towel. She sighed and drank Chardonnay.

		COVID-19 had shut down everything in her life (aside from work) for the past 10 months., and it had been over a year and a half since she fucked anybody--a virgin girl at a nearby liberal arts college who was so inept and awkward in bed that neither of them could come. She ended up driving the kid back to her dorm before midnight.

		Jen had sobbed on the way home, not from disappointment but from how hollow everything felt; even if she had had great sex with the girl, even if they had cuddled all night and had a flicker of real chemistry, it would have felt completely meaningless..

		She was 34 now, a full-time professor at an esteemed Liberal Arts college on the East coast. It was several hours to Boston and even farther to New York. Nothing ever happened in this town, her ex-girlfriend had left her 3 years prior to go to graduate school, and Jen's life had slowly gotten smaller and smaller.

		There was a period, in her mid-twenties, when things were different. She was a promising graduate student in the English department at a Big Ten school in the Midwest. Her first papers--all about gay theory, gender, Marxism, and leftist media, met with rave reviews from other academics. She published a collection of short stories that got her invited to the Creative Writing MFA at Iowa state. She was a rising star--until Monica came along, that is. She was nineteen, blonde, the archetypical femme and was erotically obsessed with Jen.

		She was always, literally always sitting pretty in the same way, waiting for Jen during her office hour. If another student--a current one--showed up, Monica would have to wait for Jen to wrap up before they could chat. But the girl always found a way to get some time with Jen each week, even if just for ten minutes of discussion on politics or media.

		Eventually, there had been a few coffee dates. Then, there was a night at the bar. Nobody had seen them--at least, so Jen thought. They had gotten quite drunk, stumbled back to the girl's dorm together: single occupancy. The sex was furious, incredible. The taboo made it so delectable that when dawn came and Jen had to sneak out of the dormitory, she felt as if she was walking on four inches of pure sunshine.

		Their trysts continued, usually at Jen's apartment, just ten minutes' walk from campus--but often Jen would sneak into the dorm late at night, using a borrowed keycard, and the two would make feverish love for hours and hours.

		A professor of hers, her adviser, found out eventually. She had heard rumors at first, from other graduate students who had seen her at the bar with the girl. She was furious, scared for her.

		"Do you want to blow up everything you've worked for?" she asked her.

		"Of course not," she had said.

		She remembered the confrontation like it was yesterday. Her office, in the old Main building of the university, had a twenty foot ceiling and bookshelves that reached nearly half that height, all festooned with tomes and heaps of papers. A giant picture window looked out on the snowy university grounds, where undergrads in hoodies rushed through the frigid air to get to their next classes.

		"This isn't the 1970s. You can't fuck your students, Jen!" she said. "Hell, in this day and age you can't even fuck ANY students, if you're teaching at the same institution. I know it's bullshit, I know you're all consenting adults, but this will literally ruin your career."

		Jen shook her head. "Are you going to report me?"

		"Never," she said. "But it has to stop now. You need to have some tough conversations and hold better boundaries."

		She never got the chance. Word travels fast among gay kids, even at a giant university. Before long, she was being talked about on social media. A prominent activist in the LGBTQ community made a tweet one morning that ended whatever rising star status Jen had.

		Jen Harrison: Pervert Grad Student

		The ensuing six months were the most frustrating and embarrassing time of her life. She received random text messages calling her a monster, a pervert. Several former students picketed outside of her office one day with a sign saying, "Fire Harrison NOW"

		Utterly missing in all of this, of course, was Monica's voice. The girl's opinion on their relationship was unimportant now, she was a victim and Jen was an abuser.

		The university couldn't prove that anything had or hadn't happened, and clearly Monica had never made any complaints. The girl even wrote a letter to the Dean expressing, or rather lying, and saying that nothing intimate had ever happened between the two of them.

		Nevertheless, the student body knew better, and the university was eager to get rid of the P.R. nightmare. They urged Jen to move on to finish her graduate studies elsewhere, and with the help of her mentor, she resigned from teaching and transferred the final portion of her graduate degree program to Chicago, where she managed to slip the net of accountability for her ethically grey actions.

		That was over a decade ago. She had met her ex-girlfriend while at Chicago--another undergraduate, but this time not her own student. They were together a few years, met one another's families. For a time it seemed like Jen had found whatever happiness she was going to find. But her girlfriend's career had separated them, and time had turned the once lissome femme into someone unrecognizable by age 27.

		Now, Jen tried to live small. Lay low. She met up with younger girls on Grindr regularly, until the Pandemic. Younger, but never young enough. Wild hair. Ungainly bodies. Stupid personalities. Most of her encounters were so disappointing that she had all but welcomed the Pandemics prohibition on any further attempts at intimacy. But the loneliness was getting to her.

		***

		One hot July morning, when the sea mist was more like the steam of a sauna, Jen woke up and had coffee on the back porch before getting to work. She had a nice front deck that looked out over a neck of woods between her and the river. She lived in the last house on a dead-end street surrounded by forests. There was a bike trail through the woods that took her straight to campus and the heart of the little town of Blue Rock Bay, where most of the professors at Grand Atlantic University worked.

		She sipped her coffee and listened to the insect life and sighed. Nearly everybody had been vaccinated, and things were starting to get back to "normal" whatever the fuck that meant in late capitalism. In just two weeks, classes would begin in-person for the first time since the Pandemic began. Jen had gone out to a bar with a couple of colleagues last night for the first time since the COVID-19; it felt incredible to sit near people, grab her friends' shoulder and laugh..

		Her phone pinged. The urgent EMAIL sound, uh-oh. It was from the dean of the liberal arts department.

		Violet Woods, Dean of Liberal Arts

		To: All Faculty Subject: Princes at GAU

		As many of you have heard, we will have a 18 year old undergraduate and a member of the Royal Family of Belgium for the first time in GAU's history. Samantha Tuborg will be entering the English program with advanced standing, with plans to get her undergraduate by age 22. She will be living on campus in the Old Imperial building with special supervision from an R.A. We all need to take special care to make sure other students treat her with respect and that she has access to mental health care, and trustworthy friends and faculty supporting her. I look forward to seeing you all on campus in-person again soon.

		Sincerely,

		Violet

		Beneath the email was a link to a news clip on You Tube: "Belgian princess Tabs Grand Atlantic University for undergrad degree."

		Jen swallowed a lump of confused emotions. Her first impulse was to laugh.

		"What do you think about that, Veruka?" she asked her cat. Her jaw was flat against the floor of the deck, and she peered up at her inquisitively. "A royal. My God. must be really outgoing." Jen put it out of her mind.

		She set her phone down without watching the link and went back in to take a shower. Belgian Girl, she thought. The words sent a shiver up her spine.

		"She's probably a homely, fat little nerd," Jen said, trying to dissuade herself from thinking about it anymore.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		She got into the shower, turned on the water and put her head under the spray. At 34, she wasn't looking the way she'd like. A steady dependency on booze, a sedentary lifestyle, and COVID 19 had given her a pronounced tummy in spite of her otherwise tall and well-toned build. She had wild curly hair that swirled atop her head, and big brown eyes that were often complimented as her best feature.

		Her bone structure was angular, attractive; when she was teenager, she was so androgynous she was often mistaken for a boy. When traveling abroad in her twenties, people often thought she was from Lebanon or Egypt, but her heritage was far more typical white bread: Anglo-Italian and one grandparent of Russian Jewish descent.

		She had thick cunt lips cunt. Her arms and legs were smattered with DIY tattoos from her days living in punk communes, her ears had gaping holes where giant turquoise gauges once hung, and when she looked in the mirror she felt like a fat, aging punk rocker with far less going for her than she'd like.

		She shampooed up and let the water run over her breasts. Almond - Doctor Bronner's' soap gave her a lungful of sweet, soothing aroma. In a few minutes she toweled off, and her mind immediately went back to the thought of the video clip of the princess: She watched it and when the video clip ended. Jen sighed. "Holy fucking shit," she said, barely above a whisper. Jen was surprised at the girl's excellent English and her confidence during the video clip.

		She sat down in her favorite chair and watched the clip again. And again. Then she closed her tablet. "I need to take a walk."

		Veruka appeared like a genie out of a lamp, circling her anxiously.

		"Yeah, yeah girl. I said the word. Gotta walk this feeling."

		Jen went out into the woods behind the house and down the well-worn trail toward campus. She tromped over ferns and pine needle mulch and she breathed in the ripe, sweet air. Thoughts crowded forward in her mind.

		She's fucking perfect. She's like a young Christ with the Learned Rabbis. She's Manjushri, the eternally youthful Buddha of Wisdom.

		What if she's in my freshman composition class? What if she fucking isn't? How can I live with myself if I have to work with her? How can I tolerate being alive if I don't get a chance to?

		Jen was a spiritual person. Buddhism, Daoism, Hinduism, mystical Christianity were all constant interests for her--yet she never felt any particular faith in a higher power. She felt alienated from God, or the Buddha. Only the ripe and green earth around her, the mighty trees and the sky seemed to have some power. But more sincerely than she had ever prayed for perhaps anything, she prayed. Or rather, a prayer came out of her.

		Goddess, or Buddha, or -- whatever is benevolent in this universe. Please help me. Help me wind up where I need to be.

		Fortunately or unfortunately, Jen had the disappointment of looking through the roster of each of her courses and finding no Samantha Tuborg. Jen had no need to worry about the royal prodigy. Maybe in future semesters? It was almost a relief.

		The 35 year old put her focus on her courses, her academic writing, and rekindling friendships frozen during the pandemic. At least she could still look forward to the company of other academics, hikes around the mountains, and the pleasure of meeting with the few students she had who were bright, inquisitive, and responsive to her passion for teaching.

		On a glorious afternoon in august, right before the semester started, a crappy red Honda scored two tracks up the gravel road to her house, beeping the horn the whole way. Her friend Lisa returned from India.

		They both shed tears squeezing each other, her big black earrings tickling her neck "I'm so glad you're home," Jen said.

		"Me too," Lisa laughed, and pulled away to look in Jen's eyes..

		The black-haired, vivacious girl was Jen's closest friend. She had gone to India shortly before the pandemic, to a Buddhist retreat center where she studied under a Nepalese nun.. Once COVID 19 happened, she had been trapped--better or worse--in an indefinite meditation retreat. She had returned, vaccinated, and gotten through the red tape just in time to resume her role as the most experienced therapist at the student counseling center.

		"How was it?" Jen asked.

		"Oh," she sighed, and then giggled. "I got really close to something. I guess."

		"Had some religious experiences?" Asked Jen.

		"Of course, that's not the impressive thing though."

		"What the impressive thing? Asked Jen.

		"The most impressive thing--is how much I really felt bad that I've never tried cocaine," she said, and burst into laughter.

		"We can fix that, sometime," Jen said, and ushered her toward the house. "How about some wine for starters?"

		They sat together in the dusk and laughed and caught up. She was a little tipsy when she leaned in and broached the subject.

		"Can you believe they sent this royal princess here?"

		"I was eager to get away from home, too at that age," said Jen.

		"Like, our 18 year olds struggle with homesickness, suicidal thoughts, fear, adjustment disorder--I can't believe anybody thinks it's a good idea to send a child out into the world thousands of miles from home with no support network and no peers her own age. What's she gonna do? Join a Sorority?"

		Jen shook her head. "Yeah, it's a puzzler."

		"I'm sincerely worried about her. I guess she's got an appointment with us at the counseling center on day one, though, so that's good."

		Jen raised an eyebrow. "Yeah, I suppose so. Do you think you'll end up working with her?"

		"I don't know if I can leave it to anybody else. I'm the only LCSW on staff. I just hope I can get her to open up."

		Jen nodded. She changed the subject obliquely, and they didn't look back.

		* * *

		One night about a month later, she was horny and after a full day of lectures and a very unpleasant meeting with the Dean, she got home ready to throw off everything and make herself cum. She poured a glass of wine, sat in front of her big Mac monitor and started perusing the pages of a lesbian tube site that featured lots of amateur lesbians, sometimes of a dubious age.

		"Oh nice," she murmured, seeing a video of a slight-framed, smooth blonde girl with a hairless cunt.

		Jen slid her hand down her pants and discovered she was already getting wet; the girl in the video was visible only from the neck down. She had tiny, perky breasts, hard nipples; smooth asscheeks visible between toned thighs. Silken, hairless ass hole. A big clit for her age, that peeked out from under its hood.

		She stroked her wet slit slowly, luxuriously, without the typical teenage velocity. She had the class to use some actual lubricant instead of just jilling her under lubed skin like a barbarian.

		Jen felt a sense of what it would be like to rub her hot cunt lips all over that shining, smooth snatch. To lick the thick teenage cunt lips. To eat that hairless asshole and plant her tongue at the entrance.

		This genre of video was extremely familiar to Jen since she preferred to watch actual sex between 18+ year olds. Jen loved to hear a vocal young femme girl moaning and whimpering, better yet talking dirty.

		This video was unusual because the girl was very vocal. Raspy, feminine, she simpered and cooed in pleasure at tugging her own labia. She murmured a few words.

		"Yeah," she moaned.

		"Fuck yeah."

		"Holy fucking shit," Jen whispered.

		Her cunt was weeping juice like it rarely ever did. She jilled off to the teenage lust before her, imagining her tongue pushing through the tight hairless hole, imagining holding one hand around the girl's throat.

		"Fuck me," moaned the girl.

		"Fuck yeah," moaned Jen.

		"Fuck me, mommy," the girl whimpered.

		That broke barriers. This chick was gay? Not only gay, but she was also into older women? The thought that the girl was getting off while fantasizing about being fucked by an older, dominant, mature woman--that was all it took for Jen to lose control.

		She came far faster than usual, not even waiting for the girl in the video to climax. She groaned with aggressive, forceful lust, and cascaded juice all over the chair seat. The orgasm lasted a long, long time, it seemed. She teased the last drops of orgasmic juice out of herself, and then sighed and lay there in a satisfied stupor.

		After Jen came, she couldn't help but watch the video to its conclusion. The girl continued to talk dirty, continued to stroke clit with a skillful stroke slowly, sensuously, far more consciously than even most mature women. At last, they were both rewarded: thick runny girl goo poured copiously down the girl's pinkish cuntlips, dribbled over her ass cheeks, ran in rivulets down to her ass crack.

		"Fuck yeah," Jen murmured.

		Then, at the last moment of the video, the girl jerked upright, moved the camera. Jen caught a glimpse of her face. It was, almost without a doubt, Samantha Tuborg.

		An hour later, after watching the local news video on You Tube again and again, and watching the masturbation video, Jen was unable to accept it, but couldn't figure out any other explanation. The voice was exactly the same. The face looked exactly the same. It was Samantha Tuborg.

		The 18 year old princess had recorded a dirty video, obviously sent it to somebody untrustworthy who leaked it onto the internet. But Jen's mind was still stuck on one detail that mattered more than anything else:

		"Fuck me, mommy" she heard the girl rasping.

		Over and over. She went back to the video again and again that night, getting off twice to the purrs and moans of the girl slut princess.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Jen's office on campus was a place she didn't spend more time than necessary, but she still decorated it as richly as she could. The walls of it were covered in Hieronymus Bosch prints, especially The Garden of Earthly Delights, and other professorial cliches; she even had a bust of Foucault. She kept a bunch of fake Lotus flowers, big plastic ones, in a vase by the door. The window, which was somewhat underground, looked out on the lawn of the main campus green, but mainly upward toward the perpetually grey skies. She had lined the whole place with Christmas lights, and a little diffuser bubbled and glowed with pulsing rainbow light.

		One afternoon during finals week, a rare snow was falling, and she was just gathering up her things to leave and head home. The second she put on her coat, there was a frantic knocking on her door.

		She opened it, and beheld the blonde angel: Samantha Tuborg, looking frantic and flushed.

		"Are you Professor Harrison?"

		"Yeah, what's wrong?" Jen asked, brow furrowed.

		"I only have a few seconds, my tutor is after me, can I come in?"

		"Of course," Jen said, ushering the girl inward.

		Samantha didn't take off her coat and slumped into a chair in the corner farthest from the door.

		"Please close the door," the girl said urgently, her face lined with concern.

		"Sure, sure," Jen said, trying to act calm. Her heart was pounding. "Does she know where you went?" the woman asked, remembering that the girl had a permanent chaperon/bodyguard/stalker..

		"Wait--what? No, she just saw me run into this building."

		"Does she know my office number or anything?"

		"She finds out everything. She has access to my email account."

		"Okay," said Jen. "I guess we should make it look like nobody's here."

		Jen turned off the lights and pulled up two chairs out of sight of the long glass pane that allowed people to see into the office from the hallway.

		The girl, red-faced from the cold weather and exertion, looked extremely uncomfortable and anxious.

		"Why don't you take off your coat?" asked Jen.

		The girl nodded, and awkwardly shrugged off her backpack and down parka. Beneath she wore a white button-down oxford shirt: fine cotton that framed her narrow shoulders and tiny ribcage, which heaved as if she had been running. She looked frantic.

		"Calm down," Jen said. "You're safe, I'm not exactly sure what from?"

		"My tutor--it's a long story. Sorry."

		"Should I call the police??" Jen asked, furrowing her brow in false confusion.

		She needed to act ignorant--totally ignorant, of who this girl was, what was going on.

		At that moment, the girl went silent, pressed a finger to her lips.

		A figure in a dark coat was standing there at the door, peering in through the cracks in the Far Side comics and other images Jen had taped to the glass.

		RAP RAP RAP, the tutor knocked.

		"Shhh, please don't answer," Samantha whispered.

		Without thinking, Jen put out her hand and covered the back of the girl's cold neck. She felt a tremble go through the adolescent.

		"You're safe, okay?" whispered Jen. "I won't ask any questions."

		The girl slouched down with her face in her hands.

		A second later, Jen's office phone started ringing.

		"Don't answer!" urged the girl.

		"Of course not," said Jen. She tousled the girl's hair.

		The rings stopped. The voicemail beeped.

		"Hi, this is Tina Li, I'm working with the Tuborg Family as private tutor and chaperone's to Samantha Tuborg. Have reason to think Samantha might be seeking you, trying to manipulate you around issues regarding her academic plans. Please be advised that the Tuborg family is informed about all matters regarding Samantha. If you saw or interacted with Samantha, please call or text me back: 315-555-4455."

		The voicemail finished.

		To Jen's horror and astonishment, a bright light started to pierce the comics and bric-a-brac that covered the glass panel of her office door; the tutor was trying to peer inside.

		"Quick, Samantha," said Jen. "Hide in here."

		Jen swung open the coat closet, and without shutting it completely, stepped to the office door where the tutor was peering in through the glass. She swung open the door abruptly.

		"What the hell are you doing?" Jen asked.

		Tina, the tutor, jolted back in horror. She was an Asian femme, cute enough in her own right but far too severe to be attractive to Jen: greased back hair, crisp suit, black carrier bag.

		"Oh, I'm so sorry!" she blurted.

		"Sorry for what?" Jen asked, acting perturbed.

		"I uh, didn't mean to prowl around. I'm Tina."

		"I've never seen you, are you a student?" Jen asked, furrowing her brow.

		"I'm sorry, did you get my voice-mail?"

		"Oh that? What kind of bizarre message was that?"

		"I'm Tina, I work for the Tuborg's. I'm looking for Samantha."

		"Who the fuck are the Tuborg's?"

		"Samantha Tuborg? You don't know?" Tina looked shocked. "She's the 18 year old princess on campus? Well--19 now."

		"I've heard of her. I'm still confused, why are you stalking me?" Jen asked.

		"Samantha ran into the building," Tina murmured, now looking totally sheepish and horrified. "I ... have reasons to think she might ...please, it's a complicated situation."

		At that moment, Jen turned on her Scary Voice. It was a skill she had learned from her mother. A skill that, in the wrong (white doctorate-degree female) hands, was capable of getting people fired, arrested, hospitalized, or worse.

		"Do you realize how fucking crazy you're acting?" Jen asked. Her tone was sharp, cold, terrifying.

		"The -- Tuborg's, the royal family of Belgium; they're very difficult people," Tina begged.

		Jen frowned. "Not as difficult as I can be, Tina. I've had a lot of stalkers in my life, with a lot of weird excuses for stalking me. I don't need another one. My attorney can file a PFA by tomorrow morning."

		"Wha--no, no, you don't understand! This had nothing to do with you!"

		"I'm sure," said Jen.

		"Please, just--if you see Samantha, call me? I'm required to keep her in sight of me 24 hours a day."

		"Oh god," Jen said. "Jesus. Seriously?"

		"Yes," said Tina.

		Jen's face was twisted up into an expression of mixed pity and disgust.

		"Do you get days off?" Jen asked.

		"Once a week they hire a bodyguard."

		"That's insane."

		"Well, actually, Belgian Embassy requires that a youth under 20 to be under the constant supervision of an agent,"

		"You said the kid's 19 right?"

		"Uh. Yeah."

		"So...."

		"Yes," Tina admitted. "It's pretty awful for everybody involved."

		"Look," said Jen. "Here's my card. Gimme a call if you need to talk or anything. I feel bad for you. I heard about this whole situation through the grapevine, it seems like a nightmare."

		"So you don't think I'm stalking you?" asked the tutor.

		"Jury's out on that one."

		"What do you mean?"

		"Have a nice weekend," Jen said.

		She closed the door, went back to her desk, sat down, and put the electric kettle on.

		"Can I come out now?" Samantha whispered.

		Jen smirked. Her neck was hot, she turned in her chair. The angelic face was peering through the crack in the door, and it made Jen swoon.

		"Of course," said the woman.

		The girl crept out, still peering toward the door.

		"Are you sure she went?" asked the girl.

		Jen got up and went to the door again.

		"You know what? Let me patrol around a minute. I'm going to have a cigarette and lock the door behind me. I'll act like I'm leaving for the day, walk around the building, and come back in five minutes. Will you make us tea?"

		"I kind of need to get moving," said Samantha.

		"I think you kind of need to get explaining," said Jen.

		"Yeah," the girl admitted.

		"I was just about to leave for the day. Stay for half an hour, and I'll let you go."

		Samantha nodded. She was blushing, Jen thought. Just seeing her in person sent her heart into her throat.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Jen walked out the front doors of the academic building, backpack on, acting like she was on her way out for the day. She lit a cigarette, scanned the area. Students were crossing back and forth like usual. The sky was grey, as usual. She went right around the building once. Then inside, she circled the hallways of the first floor once. No sign of anybody. When she opened the door of her office again, Samantha was there with the desk lamp on, and two cups of tea steaming.

		Jen sat down, sighed. Shrugged off her cold winter coat.

		She took the mug of tea. It was a brown, earthenware thing her mother had made. Hideous. Samantha blew on her mug, blonde hair falling in front of her eyes.

		"Well sweetie," said Jen, "I've definitely got a lot of questions."

		The girl nodded.

		They chatted in near-whispers, as if they were co-conspirators. The girl wanted to take her course English 497A: Lesbian Theory and Lesbian Literature, but her parents were obviously opposed.

		"They say I should focus on the classics,"

		"The classics are no less gay," Jen said, smirking.

		"So I'm finding out. But the mere possibility of taking your class means you're likely to get a phone call from my mom, soon. She's going to grill you, I'm so sorry."

		"I'll survive," said Jen.

		"I read the syllabus," said Samantha. "Your class looks amazing."

		"It is amazing. It's my favorite class to teach."

		Samantha sighed, and Jen trembled in desire: The high, little girl tone of her voice, the rasp of her sweet breath.

		"I hate my life," said Samantha.

		"You feel pretty powerless," said Jen. "And you are."

		"I just wish I could die sometimes," Jen said. "What if the tutor wasn't on campus?"

		"What do you mean?"

		"Tina's life is miserable," said Samantha. "I feel bad for her."

		"So do I. How much do you think she wants to quit?"

		"I don't think she can, she needs the money. My parents pay her thousands of dollars a week."

		"To do what?"

		"Follow me around basically. I don't really need help with my classes. The only time I'm free is between 5pm and 7am when she goes back to her apartment in Blue Rock Bay."

		"What would you do if it meant you could be more free? No tutor-stalker. Less Helicopter parenting."

		"I'd do fucking anything," Samantha said.

		Her eyes were brimming with tears. "I think I have an idea," said Jen.

		She picked up her phone and dialed the counseling center.

		"Yeah, hey. Can I speak to Lisa?" she asked. The phone rang a few times. "Hey Lisa, I'm here with Samantha Tuborg. She's had a really hard day; she's crying in my office. We just had to evade her tutor who was hunting for her like a bloodhound. I think she's in crisis, she's talking about suicide."

		Samantha's eyes bugged out. "Wait--what?" she whispered, loudly.

		Lisa asked a few questions on the other end of the line, Jen murmured in concern. "Yeah, I think she's almost at the end of her rope. Could you come across the green and meet with us really quick?"

		"I have to be home by 4pm for my final check in with Tina!" the girl protested.

		"Not if you're having a psychiatric crisis," said Jen.

		Jen had a tough sell, but she talked about what would happen if Samantha went to the hospital. It took the girl just eighteen minutes to get a steely-eyed look of resolve in her eyes.

		"This is dishonest," she said. "It's risky. And most of all it's gonna suck," said the girl.

		"I think it's an option you have, though," said Jen. "You are pretty fucking miserable, are you not?"

		"I fucking hate my life," said Samantha.

		She looked up then, into Jen's eyes. She was tearing-up, her voice getting thick in her throat. "Maybe it's not so much of a lie after all. I've definitely thought how much happier I'd be if I were just dead."

		"Dead? Or if your parents just thought you were dead?"

		"That's the important distinction," Samantha said, laughing through her tears. "I wish my parents would just leave me alone. Let me free. That would make my life all better."

		By the time Lisa got to Jen's office, the girl had progressed from admitting to a death wish, to admitting that she had indeed contemplated suicide before. She had thought about different methods. The sole reason for her despair?

		"My fucking parents," she said. "They won't accept that I'm a lesbian. They treat me like a captive. They think if they can just control me enough, I'll stop being gay or something. I'd rather die than go on living like this. And they'll never take me seriously unless I hit them where it hurts. The only thing I have control over is my own life. So I'll take it away to get back at them."

		"If you want to really hit them where it hurts, I think we ought to call an ambulance," said Lisa.

		She looked at Jen with a fiery glimmer in her eye: an expression that looked proud, satisfied.

		"Jen, can we speak outside for a second?" she asked. "Samantha, would you mind sitting where we can see you?"

		"Uh-huh," Samantha said.

		Once they were on the other side of the glass door, Lisa buried her face in her hands. Laughed a little.

		"What a fucking day. Why did this have to happen?"

		"Don't you think it'll make things better?" Jen asked.

		"It'll either get them to back the fuck off, or else make them bring her home. I'm going to make a case for them backing the fuck off. And we have the rare advantage of me accompanying her to the hospital, so I can get the doctors there on our side."

		"You're taking her to the hospital?" asked Jen. "I don't want her to be in there all alone, but it'll look really weird if I go."

		"Really fucking weird," said Lisa. "It has to be me. It's Friday, whatever. I'll sneak out once she's admitted."

		"You sure she'll be admitted?" asked Jen.

		"Oh. We're making this happen."

		"I've never felt bad about abusing the medical establishment. But convincing a 19 year old to lie about suicidal intentions?"

		"Oh, it's not a lie," Lisa said. "She's wanted to kill herself for months. It's just that she's never gotten anywhere near making an attempt. We're just helping this sweetie stretch the truth so her life gets better."

		"Perfect," said Jen.

		"My license is in your hands, this conversation never happened."

		"Tell that to Samantha," said Jen.

		Lisa shook her head.

		Within moments, an ambulance arrived at the back parking lot. Lisa walked Samantha out to it, and the two went zooming off to the nearest hospital with a psych ward.

		* * *

		Freezing rain and chips of ice clung to Jen's glasses as she biked home through the forest. Ferns and bracken glistened with droplets under the dark sky; there would perhaps be only a few minutes before the sun set. Her bag was heavy with the cumulative weight of all the final papers she had to grade, and the climb up the final uphill toward her house was so difficult she had to get off and walk.

		Veruka was dancing around in circles waiting for her, as usual. She opened the glass door and she rushed out into the cold and wet. Jen shrugged her bag onto the dining room table, filled the kettle for tea, and shucked off her wet layers.

		She was half naked, just tromping around in panties and bra with a wine in hand when lightning struck and lit the windows. Just like in a horror movie, a silhouette appeared on the porch, rapping on the window.

		Jen jolted, shouted in alarm, and then recognized the tiny figure.

		"Samantha?" Jen said, and rushed across the room to open the sliding door.

		The girl's face was red, she looked flustered and nervous, but broke into a broad grin.

		"Hi Dr. Harrison," she said.

		"Hey, make yourself at home, I need to get decent!" Jen said, already halfway out of the room.

		What the fuck was she doing here? It had been over a week since Jen heard the girl was discharged from the hospital; Lisa had only given her the bare minimum since. She heard Samantha was doing well, the family had re-evaluated things, and she was returning to campus in time for final exams. Other than that, Jen knew nothing.

		Jen rushed to her bedroom, threw on a black cashmere sweater and a pair of crisp jeans she would normally never wear at home. She looked at herself in the mirror briefly--her hair was matted and wet, and she had a sparkle of thirst in her eye. She swiped on some deodorant, feeling self-conscious, and a pair of wool socks and slippers.

		She strode out to greet Samantha and found the girl sitting on a bar stool, still wearing her raincoat. "Hey Samantha," Jen said.

		"Sorry to just show up," Samantha said.

		"How do you know where I live?" asked Jen.

		"Uhh," Samantha said. "I don't, I followed you. Is that weird?"

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Now it was Jen's turn to blush; what was going on here?? "It's really unexpected, but I'm glad you felt like you could come to me. What's going on?" Jen replied, getting out a couple of mugs.

		"Things are fine," said the girl. Jen raised an eyebrow. "What kind of tea do you want?" she asked.

		"Um. Do you have sleepy time?"

		Jen's eyebrow raised even higher. "I don't, but I have most of the ingredients. Can I make you an herbal potion?"

		Samantha's eyes lit up. She smiled, intrigued. "What ingredients?"

		"I'll show you," said the professor.

		Jen knocked around in the cabinets and showed the girl as she added a pinch of linden, lemon balm, chamomile, licorice root, and hibiscus in a teapot.

		"Herbs are so cool," said Samantha.

		"Agreed," said Jen.

		"Dr. Harrison," said the girl, taking in a deep breath.

		"Yeah?"

		"I know it was you who talked to me on Grindr."

		Jen froze. She turned to look at Samantha, and felt the color drain out of her face.

		"Please don't be afraid," said the girl, seeing the distress on the professor's face. "It was my fault! I wanted to say, I'm sorry I blocked you."

		"What," Jen asked, bewildered, "wait what?"

		"I shouldn't have been so reactionary. Also it was unethical for me to lie to you about not being a student."

		"Let alone your age," said Jen.

		Now it was Samantha's turn to go pallid.

		"Yeah I'm sorry," said the girl.

		"Samantha, this conversation is good, because I believe in transparency. Honesty between individuals. But it's also very frightening for me. Do you understand?"

		"OF course," Samantha said, her face serious.

		"Even you being here is jeopardizing me, possibly. Your age and our conversation on Grindr are enough to be frightening--but in addition to that, your parents are terrifying."

		"That's why I'm here," said the girl.

		Jen swallowed. The kettle whistled, and she poured steaming water into the bright green teapot.

		"Go on?" Jen said.

		"My mom and dad caved," the girl said. She let out a huge sigh. "They accepted that I'm gay. Or "lesbian" as they call it, but I guess that's close enough. More important, they told Tina she should stop following me and just help with my writing and Korean courses two hours a day. Even more important, they're letting me stay here during winter break because Lisa and the doctors at the hospital recommended it. Because I kept saying if I have to go home, I'll kill myself."

		Jen felt a surge of elation. "Yeah I'm starting to wonder if I encouraged a pretty manipulative behavior," said the woman.

		"Yeah, I don't want to threaten suicide at every conflict I have with them, but I'm free now. I mean, like, my life is radically different."

		"So it is," Jen said. She felt joy light up in her breasts, like a solar flare off her heart. "It's all really wonderful," Jen said. She laughed a little. "My God, Samantha! This is awesome! How do you feel?"

		"Stressed, still," said the girl. Her pretty lips were downcast, pouting. She stared at the floor. "I'm still waiting for the other shoe to drop."

		"Yeah I hear you," said Jen. "Any other feelings?"

		"Well, yeah," Samantha said, smirking. "I feel awesome. I've cried a lot this week, just because I think I'm so relieved. I never thought they'd let go."

		"Amazing," said Jen. She poured their tea, mixed in the honey she'd poured into each mug. "Thanks for coming to tell me. Come over to the living room and grab a blanket."

		"My phone has a location tracking app on it," said Samantha, as she moved to the living room. "For my parents' peace of mind. But the psychiatrist at the hospital recommended we check in just once a day, in the afternoon, instead of them texting me constantly and needing me to respond instantly."

		"Interesting," said Jen, feeling a bit uneasy. "And you brought this up why?"

		"I left my phone at home. I have until tomorrow at 2pm before anybody knows I'm not at my dorm room."

		Jen's face twisted in confusion. That was an oddly specific piece of information--is she trying to stay here overnight? You're crazy, Jen thought. OF fucking course she's not trying to stay here til 2pm tomorrow, she's just letting you know her parents can't track her to your house.

		Veruka was quick to hop up onto Jen's lap when she sat down. Samantha plopped down into a bean bag that sat near the coffee table. The girl looked out the window. Lightning struck again.

		"So about Grindr," said Samantha.

		Jen's heart pounded. "I don't know if we should talk about that," said the woman.

		"Yeah," said Samantha, "maybe not."

		Lightning struck again, and this time there was thunder nearby.

		"I've decided I don't want to take courses from you," said the girl.

		Jen sat silent. She felt crushed. She looked down at the floor. Rain started to beat against the windows. Lightning flashed again, and again thunder was right behind.

		"Why don't you want to take my classes?" Jen asked.

		"If I'm not your student," said Samantha, "our relationship isn't as fucked up."

		Part of Jen immediately knew what the girl meant: the flirtation, the hospitalization and Jen's role in it. If Samantha took classes from her, it would entangle them even further in something that was already fraught with peril.

		The other part of Jen thought Wait--what Relationship?

		"Well, I'm glad things have turned around for you," said Jen. "My biggest fear was that you'd get dragged back home and lose whatever little independence you had here. Thanks for coming to tell me. Even if you don't want to take my courses; I can give you all the books and essays and articles in the syllabus. Something to do with your time over break."

		Samantha looked dejected. "Don't you want to know why I'm here?" the girl asked.

		Jen was puzzled. "Didn't you just tell me?"

		Samantha's brow furrowed.

		"Samantha, talk to me," said Jen. "I'm so perplexed. I thought you've spent the last twenty minutes telling me why you're here."

		The girl pouted into her tea. She looked up at Jen furtively from time to time. She sighed.

		"I'm gonna have 4 weeks all by myself on campus," she said, almost whining, as if that statement should explain everything.

		Her voice rasped. She looked up at Jen: big brown eyes. Long blonde hair hanging in her face. Flushed cheeks. Pink roses for ears.

		"I don't really have any friends," she said, still hoping Jen would pick up the drift.

		"Oh?" Jen asked.

		"No. I thought if I'm not going to be your student. Maybe we could.... hang out, or something? Maybe."

		Jen's heart was pounding.

		"Like, you wanna hang out today?" asked the woman.

		"Maybe even tonight," said Samantha.

		Her eyelashes fluttered. Butterflies stirred in Jen's tummy and she felt her cunt moisten.

		"Who knows you're here?" asked the woman.

		"Nobody. Even the R.A. went home today, I'm the only student on my floor in the Majestic building."

		"There are security cameras that could track when you come and go," Jen said.

		"There's actually only one, at the front doors. I put duct tape over it days ago, too.."

		Jen's heart continued to beat faster. Her pulse throbbed in her ears, and adrenaline filled her with a sense that at any moment, a SWAT team might burst through the doors and windows. She was fully aroused, for no other reason that the persistent energy of pursuit the girl had--she was trying to get close to Jen. There was no other explanation--it was OBVIOUS. She was an impulsive, horny, lonely teenager.

		Samantha looked at the woman with a sort of hunger. Her eyes glimmered in the dim room, searching Jen's face. The woman sipped her tea. Took some deep breaths. Lightning struck again, and the lights flickered.

		"I'm not just--" Jen whispered, "going fucking insane right?"

		Samantha shook her head.

		"You want to be close?" asked the woman. "Like you...I should take your word for it when you said what you said on Grindr. About liking older women." .

		The girl was trembling. She nodded and said, "yeah."

		"I'll take care of you," said Jen. Samantha nodded. "I'll never hurt you."

		The girl nodded again.

		"Will you protect me?" asked Jen.

		"Yes."

		"Keep this the most terrible secret of your whole life?"

		"The most wonderful secret," said Samantha.

		Jen laughed. Tears welled in her eyes.

		"There's my prodigal writer," said the professor. "Let's take a step back. You're shaking. You feel probably pretty frightened. How about you take a hot bath, and have something to eat, and we can just chat?"

		"That sounds nice."

		"We have a lot of time."

		"Yeah," said Samantha.

		"A lot of time to ... figure out what we're doing. Or if we. Maybe should do anything at all."

		"A bath is good," said Samantha.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		After Jen had run Samantha a bath, she poured herself a glass of wine and turned on some classical Indian music. Her hands were shaking as she chopped all the ingredients of a mirepoix.

		"I could spend the rest of my life in prison," she whispered to herself. She almost cut herself. "Calm down, Jen," she murmured. "You're okay. Nothing's happened yet. It's all still totally workable. And the kid is a fucking genius. She's cautious and bright and conscientious. She's trustworthy, as trustworthy as anybody can be at age 19."

		She was yammering on to herself about everything still and had just finished sweating all the aromatics when the power went out.

		Rain beat the windows.

		Thunder rolled in the distance.

		Jen sighed.

		She lit a few tea-lights around the kitchen counter. The gas, of course, was unaffected. She poured broth into the pot along with the lentils and chickpeas and set it to a low simmer.

		Rap! Rap! Rap!

		"Hey Samantha," Jen said, standing outside the bathroom. "I brought a candle and a little something you might like."

		Within, the bathroom was pitch dark, humid. The candlelight reflected off the white ceiling. There were sloshing noises as the girl moved around in the water. Lightning flickered again and lit the room for just an instant. Before the woman moved forward, she asked: "how safe do you feel?"

		"Pretty safe," said Samantha.

		"The power never usually goes out in the winter," said Jen. "In the summer, it can take a whole day sometimes before the electric company manages to fix it."

		The girl's eyes peered back at her in the darkness. The candle lit only half her face.

		"You're so attractive," said Samantha.

		Jen felt herself blushing. "I was just thinking the same thing about you. Although I guess attractive is the wrong word."

		"What's the right word?" asked Samantha.

		"Lissome. Beautiful. Sublime."

		"Do you want to see me naked?" asked the girl. The rasp of her voice sent a chill down Jen's spine. She trembled.

		"I'd love that."

		She set the candle on the bathroom counter and watched as the girl emerged from the dark water. God! She was so slender and pale. Her pert breasts were wet, her nipples were rigid and tiny and brown, and her underarms were smooth in the candlelight. Her cunt puffy like a flower and looked different from the video Jen had found of Samantha--speaking of, she'd have to show the girl later. The woman sighed.

		"You're everything I've ever desired," she said.

		The girl grinned and winked. She rotated around and showed off the candlelit globes of her buttocks, wet and inviting and perfectly spherical.

		"Ohh God," moaned Jen.

		"He-he," Samantha giggled. "Am I making you wet?"

		"You're way too much," said the woman. "I've got to check on that soup. Towel off and come find me."

		The gas jet was the only light in the kitchen aside from the dim, distant lightning that flashed through the sky. She found the pot bubbling away furiously, turned down the heat as low as it could go. Bread, cheese, soup. Sounded great. In theory. In reality, Jen's stomach was twisted in knots and she couldn't think of anything but the damp pussy in her jeans, the eager and barely legally-young girl in her bathroom, and the perfect ass she had just seen.

		While Jen got a fire going in the front room, Samantha lit other candles throughout the house. There would be no music, no Netflix, no media of any kind tonight--just the two of them, encountering one another. To be quite frank, it felt a bit terrifying.

		Jen poured herself a glass of wine. Came to sit in front of the fire with Veruka.

		"You okay?" Samantha asked.

		"Not at all. Be careful what you wish for, you know."

		"What do you mean?" asked Samantha.

		"Just feeling scared," said the woman.

		"Scared?" asked Samantha. Her voice was high, concerned.

		"Yeah I don't really know if what we're doing right now...or what we're thinking about doing...is okay."

		"Yeah I know," said Samantha. "But I really want to."

		"Want to what?" asked Jen.

		The girl bit her lower lip. "I want to taste your cunt."

		Jen's cunt, as if it recognized its own name, perked up at once. She shuddered.

		"I want my tongue inside you, too," she said.

		"So why shouldn't we do it? My parents will never know, okay? I promise."

		"We won't be able to hide this thing forever. If you're on campus and I'm on campus, and Lisa knows both of us so well. Lisa knows I'm into young girls, she jokes about it all the time. She even knows that I'm attracted to you."

		"Don't you trust her?"

		"I...guess yeah. I mean I trust her with my life."

		"So who are you afraid of?"

		"Myself. The surveillance state. You. Myself, as well, I guess," said Jen.

		The darkness and silence spread between them.

		"You don't need to be afraid of me."

		"Do you know about Lovey Tuttle?" asked the woman.

		"Who?"

		Jen shook her head. "She's a super famous actress. Like, extremely famous. But her career and life are completely ruined--because it came out that she had a string of love affairs with like, 17 year old girls for decades. And many of the girls, at the time, seriously thought they were in love with her. They felt like she was an equal. They felt like it was a real romance.

		Fast forward to their early thirties, and they realized she was a predator. Or decided that she was a predator. Because seriously--a massively wealthy Hollywood actress vs. a 17 year old aspiring actress in New York city in the eighties? Who has the power in that situation."

		"I have power," said Samantha, sullenly.

		"That's not how society sees it. And it might not be how you see it, in two years. Or eighteen."

		"You want me to sign a Non-Disclosure Agreement or something?" asked Samantha, her tone frustrated.

		"God, how are you so smart?" Jen asked.

		"What if I promised?" Samantha asked. "Promised to protect you?"

		Jen looked at the girl. Skeptical. But Hopeful. "I want to trust you."

		"Who's pursuing who, now?" asked Samantha. "Who's the one with all the power, now?"

		Jen sighed. "Yeah, I can see this is a different dynamic than the stereotype. But even if you're as clever and mature as you are... I'm afraid I'm going to harm you somehow. Fuck you up. I've never known of a girl who hung out with older women in your age who didn't turn out some kind of fucked up."

		To Jen's huge surprise, the girl quoted the title of one of her papers: "Loss of Deviance: How Neoliberal Mainstreaming Robbed Homosexuality of Its Social Purpose."

		"Ok, little muse," said Jen, rubbing her eyes. "I get it. I should practice what I preach."

		"Love with no risks isn't love," said Samantha.

		"How are you this brilliant?" Jen asked, her tone irritated.

		The girl got up from the couch and sat down on the floor next to Jen. She put a hand through Veruka's fur. Jen looked over furtively. Samantha was still just wearing a bath towel and a t-shirt, her white knee bare and gleaming in the firelight.

		"Can I sit in your lap?" asked Samantha.

		Jen shivered, opened her arms. The girl sat down and lay back against the woman's breasts. Jen smelled Samantha's hair, and swooned. She wrapped her arms around the youthful frame. Snuggled Samantha, feeling the girl's buttocks against her groin.

		They both sighed.

		The light coming in through the windows was the faintest dark-blue. The lightning had gone, and thunder was distant. The firelight flickered across their bare limbs and faces, and Samantha looked upward to make eye-contact with Jen.

		"I guess I should stop calling you Dr. Harrison," the girl said.

		"Of course," said Jen.

		"You still look anxious," said the girl.

		"I have a lot more to lose than you," said Jen.

		"You have everything to lose," said Samantha. "I know that."

		"You know that intellectually," said Jen. "It doesn't mean you know what could happen. You're not a prophet."

		"Oh yeah?"

		Jen laughed. She dared to kiss the girl's head; the blonde hair was soft against her lips. Samantha giggled.

		"I'm afraid you're going to fall in love with me," said Samantha.

		"Too late," said Jen. "Should I have consulted you first?"

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		The girl wiggled backward against Jen's breasts, nestling in further. She squeezed Jen's hands, and kissed the woman's knuckles. They both stared into the fire.

		"This feels so good," said the girl. "So good."

		Jen's cunt was wet and throbbing. She was feeling less anxious, and far, far more thirsty now. She could smell the teenage pheromones, she had one hand on the girl's exposed knee, she could see the outline of her sex under the bath towel.

		"Can I kiss you?" asked the professor.

		The girl nodded, stretched, and leaned back into a kiss.

		Jen's lips touched the girl's just slightly; she sucked the girl's bottom lip and focused on kissing the sensitive corners of the girl's mouth. Samantha shivered, twisted over to wrap her little hands around Jen's skull.

		With typical teenage awkwardness, the youth opened her mouth and tried to wrap her tongue around Jen's; the woman reciprocated, tried to dance with the moment. She planted one hand over the girl's chin and jaw, her fingertips touching Samantha's ear.

		"Slow down," she said. "And relax. And make smaller moves."

		The girl nodded. Her nostrils flared; her eyes welled with tears of longing and vulnerability.

		"I want you," the girl whispered.

		"I'm so, so, so fucking lucky," whispered Jen. She kissed the girl's ear, so tiny and hot and pink.

		"I'm lucky too," the girl said, and tears began spilling down the sides of her face. She kissed Jen's mouth, her cheek, her throat. She pulled up Jen's sweater and began to massage and kiss and suck the woman's nipples. Jen groaned, put a hand through the young girl's hair.

		"I want to suck your pussy," Samantha said, her voice barely a murmur.

		Jen picked the girl up, and Samantha tangled onto her like a little monkey. The damp bath towel fell away, and Jen caught it. It would be useful in a minute. She dragged Samantha through the darkness, into the bedroom, and tossed her onto the bed. She lit a candle, grabbed another glass of wine, and lay back on the bed.

		"Do you feel scared?" she asked.

		Samantha shook her head.

		"Have you ever played with a girl's pussy before?" asked Jen.

		"No. I've never even kissed anybody until just now."

		"Oh, fuck," Jen said.

		A weight pressed on her breasts--guilt, horror. What else did I expect, she thought. She's a literally child in these matters.

		"Maybe we should just make out for a while?" asked Jen. "take it slow?"

		"No," Samantha said, firmly, "I'm so horny, Jen. Please? Please?"

		Jen nearly had an orgasm just from the pleading tone of Samantha's voice. Never in her entire life had anybody approached her with this much desire. IT was easily the most erotic feeling she had ever experienced.

		"This is just for you, Samantha. I can rarely cum from getting my pussy sucked. Don't focus on trying to make me cum. Just experiment. Do what feels good to you, okay?"

		Samantha nodded.

		Jen drew the curtains lay back on the bed, set her wine on the bedside table. Samantha hovered awkwardly, unsure where to begin. Her elbows--so bony! Her hands went to Jen's jeans, to the desperate damp spot of the woman's arousal.

		"Lay on your tummy," said Jen.

		The girl nodded. Her blonde hair fell in her eyes as she propped herself on her elbows between the woman's knees. She rubbed the warm cunt through the denim and dropped her mouth down to kiss it.

		Jen felt the warmth through the fabric, almost fainted. She sighed, put her hand through the girl's silky hair; the girl's asscheeks were gleaming in the candlelight and Jen had to fight to keep herself from getting up and burying her face in that perfect, smooth crevice.

		Samantha kissed up and down her slippery fold. Jen gripped the girl's head with one hand and stroked the baby-smooth back of Samantha's neck. The girl lay her cheek against the woman's cunt. She sighed.

		"This is so nice," the girl whispered, her voice like a soft little breeze.

		Jen sipped her wine, stroked the girl's scalp with her fingertips. Samantha's hands traveled to the waistline of her jeans. She unbuttoned the top button and unzipped them. They were tight enough that she couldn't shuck them off without Jen's help, so the woman wiggled and assisted. Soon, Jen's smooth legs were exposed to the cool air. Her cunt outlined beneath the thin fabric of her thong panties. Samantha stroked up and down, marveled at the wet spot.

		"That's so much juice," said the girl.

		"I'm never usually like that," Jen said, and moaned as the girl squeezed the lips of her vulva together. "You've just got me really worked up."

		"I don't know what to do," said Samantha.

		Her brown eyes glinted in the dark. Jen pulled the girl toward her into a long, succulent kiss. The girl moaned. The woman moaned, reached down to the steaming cunt.

		"I'll tell you what to do," said Jen. "But you have to promise if you don't feel comfortable yet, you just say the word, `pass."

		"Okay," said Samantha.

		"Pull my panties aside," said the woman.

		The girl, hands shaking, instead yanked the thong downward. The wet, puffy pussy looked inviting. The girl gasped in excitement: it was smooth, thick lips, and dripping. A thread of girl goo dripped down to her butt cheek, beaded against cleft of her ass cheeks.

		"Lick the slit," said Jen. "Taste it."

		Samantha's eyes looked as big as moons; she grasped the wet lips of the cunt and pulled them apart Jen watched as the petit 19 year old girl opened her pillowy lips and put her tongue inside her quivering sex. Samantha moaned in excitement, sucked the juices out of the slit of the woman's cunt, and worked the clit gently.

		Samantha relished the salt and musk. Real cunt, she thought. She trembled. She had sucked on own pussy juice covered fingers in preparation for this moment; she had imagined Dr. Harrison's pussy dozens of times, imagined the smell of the woman's sex and the texture of her inner walls. Now, however, with her nose in the woman's slit and her tongue licking and sucking at the rigid bud of her clitoris, she was panting with a lust she could never have anticipated.

		She felt as if she was on some kind of drug. Her head swam. An animal desire moved her body, made her act, and react in ways she did not previously know she was capable. High-pitched whimpers of lust came out of her, she whimpered and sucked at the insides of Jen's cunt and before long the mommy she craved came out of the gentle, mild-mannered professor.

		"Take my cunt into your mouth," Jen said.

		Her tone was commanding, her pitch an octave deeper than Samantha was used to. The girl looked up and nodded obediently, slipped her tongue into the cunt using her mouth to suck her juices down her throat like she had practiced a hundred times before.

		Jen groaned and placed a hand on the back of Samantha's head: forcefully, gripping the soft locks of blonde hair. She could not restrain herself--she began face-fucking the young girl with abandon. She thrust her cunt against Samantha's face with long, slow thrusts, feeling Samantha's gasp only a few times before the girl adjusted to being used.

		Moans and slurping noises filled the air as both of them entered a rhythm of satisfaction. Before long, the sight of the girl's jaw and red lips, the feeling of her hot, talented tongue on her cunt--it was too much.

		Jen's body went rigid as she grunted and orgasmed all over Samantha's face, wrapping her wet thighs around the teen's head tightly holding her head with the other, so that she could prevent an aggression that would smother the child to death. She groaned in agony, in ecstasy, as her cum cascaded across the girl's lips, then into her waiting, warm mouth as Samantha realized she needed to keep sucking.

		The final moments of the orgasm were incredible; Samantha's juice covered mouth sucking the woman's clit with a gentle, obedient, attention. Her eyes looked up at Jen longingly.

		When it was over, Jen gasped and poured a glass of water from a jug at the bedside. Before she could offer it to the girl, however, Samantha licked the cum off her lips and off her fingers.

		"It tastes way better than mine," the girl said, surprised.

		"Holy fucking shit," Jen said, her voice barely above a whisper.

		"How soon til I can try again?" asked the girl.

		"It's your turn now," Jen said, "drink some water."

		After cleaning off her face with a damp wash cloth, Jen lay the girl on her back in the candlelight. Samantha was shivering with anticipation. The woman shucked the girl's tee shirt off, and found to her surprise a pair of infantile, tight panties covered in-- "Hello Kitty?" asked the woman, "When did you put those on?"

		. The girl's cleft was outlined under the fabric, and her pussy was weeping juice into the crotch. "Sorry," said Samantha, looking embarrassed.

		"No--no don't be. It's so fucking hot," the woman said, her voice husky.

		"You like that I'm young," said Samantha, her voice devilish.

		Jen nodded. "And I like that kitties are your favorite."

		The girl grinned. "She's the cute one. Do you want to fuck me, mommy?"

		The words sent a swell of blood into the woman's cunt.

		"I just barely came," said Jen, but her cunt seemed to have no idea--it was wet and her clit was almost painfully erect.

		"Besides," said Jen, "You haven't gotten ready or anything. How much have you ever even played with yourself?"

		"I put my thumb in my ass or pussy every time I come," said the girl. "And sometimes something bigger. Maybe you could buy me a dildo?"

		"Maybe you won't need one," said Jen.

		She shucked the waistband of the little girl undies down, and watched the gorgeous, smooth cunt displayed just beneath the girl's flat tummy. Her labia, shining wet and smooth, looked like perfect pink curtains.

		Jen couldn't resist. She went down and buried her nose in the girl's sex, causing Samantha to yelp and giggle. The woman took a deep, long inhale of the sweat and teenage body odor. It was sweet, spicy, delicious--like citrus and musk. She--as gently as she could allowed herself to--slurped one of the girl's pussy lips into her mouth and tug on it.

		"Ouch!" Samantha yelped, and clapped her hands on either side of Jen's head--but the woman didn't let go. She just relaxed her mouth, let the girl adjust.

		"Ohhhhhhh," Sam moaned, and sank backward into the pillows, allowing Jen to gently suckle both meat flaps at once.

		They were engorged, swollen little girl lips. Jen knew that it was a stupid trope of internet porn that she couldn't help but think she was sucking on a pussy she was soon about to drain. She would taste that little girl's juices, and she would relish every drop of it.

		A moment later, she had pulled apart the girl goo-slippery cunt lips and began to slurp up and down the girl's crevice. Samantha whimpered so much that it almost sounded like she was in pain, but her hands on both sides of Jen's head proved how badly she wanted the woman's attention. She thrust her cunt up and down of Jen's tongue with the same sensual urges that Jen had witnessed in the masturbation video--she wasn't just using Jen's mouth to get off but enjoying every sensation of their mutual touch.

		She stroked the woman's ears, her cheeks, her warm neck. And finally, without much of an announcement, she went rigid as if she were being electrocuted and started exploding in orgasmic pleasure, while her female juices were sucked down Jen's throat.

		It was salty, of course. But also aromatic, in a way no pussy juice had ever tasted or smelled to Jen. It seemed purer somehow. It made the woman thirsty for more--a sensation she had literally never had about anybody’s cum. When she was done sucking down the last drops and cleaning the sensitive clit, Samantha was literally begging her to lay off.

		"It's too much," said the girl.

		"I know, I know," whispered Jen.

		The woman gulped down a whole glass of wine and sighed with a sense of refreshment and satisfaction like she had never known.

		"How long til you can cum again 'Mommy'?" asked the girl.

		There was no irony in her voice.

		END
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