

Chapter 4


I slipped free from the claustrophobic confines of my home finally after several days of drinking heavily before noon. Worry about my relationship compounded issues that were already beginning to surface out of the murky depths of my mind and pushed me toward the bottle more than before.


On the third day of this destructive cycle, I realized I had to break free of it and get outside into fresh air. After that amazing encounter with Sarah, I had not seen or heard from her since. Had I scared her with the bondage on my bed? Perhaps she was just tired of playing at this relationship once it had the novelty wear off?


There was no way to know what thoughts were stirring in her mind because I couldn’t speak with her. I didn’t dare go to her house and ask to see her… that would be much too obvious. Remaining aloof, I would look out my window as I prepared the lesson plans for the next semester. Each time I glanced out, I realized it was just the silhouette of her mother bustling around her home, cleaning things that were already clean, organizing things that she never really used.


Slipping into my car, I twisted the key and heard the engine purr to life. I needed to get out of my own head and that was only going to happen by getting out of my own home. As soon as I am out, I cast around for a place with a country feel, a sleepy small town surrounded by elms where I could spend time working my way through the copious boxes of notes I scribbled down in haste during classes. 


For the past few days the only respite that I have found from feelings of rejection and despair have been my scholarly exertions. I have found that when the world turns on me, my stacks of books and dissertations seem to always hold out a hope for me.


Without any contact from Sarah for the past few days, my interest in work seemed to triple in short order, pulling me away from thoughts of her face or the fruity perfume that she would wear before pulling me into my own classroom for a short and sexy jaunt.


Oh Sarah, why are you doing this to me?


No matter how much I tried to push it away, thoughts of her slender and sexy form wrapped around me kept interrupting by attempts to escape the world that seemed to conspire against me.


Why was she not calling me? No contact at all was so strange. Had something happened to her? Should I contact the authorities?


Questions sprouted up one after the other in quick succession and I had no answers. I couldn’t contact anyone in concern. It would not be…accepted to have a teacher calling after a young student to check on her welfare. It would become very obvious that I had some sort of vested interest in the situation.


Gardens and tiny homes whipped by as my car careened through the turns. My thoughts had me pressing the gas pedal down harder and harder, stomping it down into the floorboard. The tires below me squeal, and I realize, just fast enough to avoid disaster, that my mind is far away from driving. 


After passing through so many small and quiet towns, I finally decided to stop at one for some amusement. Pulling my vehicle over to the side without drawing undue attention to myself, I exit and begin to walk the sidewalks, noticing each crack and each errant patch of grass growing up from the fissures in the concrete.


There is a classic hotel that retained much of the original architecture here. I enter and look around, noting banal art that seems to scream middle class. There is a table in the main dining hall decked with silver plates and floral arrangements. I briefly glance at a woman enjoying a woman’s magazine as I sit at the table and look out a large window that overlooks a dormant garden.


“Do I know you from somewhere?”


Startled, I look around. Was someone trying to address me? A quick survey of my surroundings and I pinpoint the source. A vaguely familiar woman is looking out at me over horn-rimmed glasses. Why does she seem so familiar? My memory of her feels like a black and white photograph that has been left deep in the attic of the mind unattended for years.


“I don’t think we know each other,” I respond curtly even though I feel that is not entirely true.


I resume my study of the garden for a moment until I realize she is not giving up the chase that easily. 


“Vladimir. Is that your name? I seem to remember you as a Vladimir for some reason.”


I cringe while still facing outward. Why was this woman so insistent on confronting me? I drove out on a random and meandering journey to get away from the people that surrounded me. I didn’t want to be recognized by some woman that met me at a Whist game from years ago during a dinner party I didn’t want to attend.


My eyes avert away from the garden and she is pointing right at me. 


“Vladimir. That is your name isn’t it? You work in the chemistry department I believe. Your work is very impressive according to many of our colleagues. To be honest with you, I have no idea how most of it works. The English Department is where I will probably stay for the duration of my career and we don’t have much use for the forces that you study. We are currently doing a dissertation on the book Lolita.”


Apparently she recognized me from the teacher’s lounge or some school function. I curse silently to myself as the realization that the solace I was seeking was not going to be found here.


Turning around and trying to maintain a civil sense of decorum, I extend out my hand to her.


“You can just call me Vladimir. While we are outside of work, I don’t see the need to put up walls to each other. Besides, everyone calls me Vladimir.”


“I see. Well, Vladimir, my name is Mrs. Chatsfield. I wonder though, does everyone call you Vladimir, even the student you are rumored to be dating?”


My blood runs cold and for a sparse moment, I swear the piano player in the corner stops playing to look over at the older man that is dating one of his barely legal students. I do my best to not let any flashes of emotion flicker across my face while I try to determine what this woman knows.


“Don’t worry Vladimir. It is just a silly rumor but still…”


She has my full attention now and I lock eyes with her while cocking my head to the side.


“It seems to me if you thought it was just a rumor you wouldn’t have brought it up. After all, if the rumor is untrue and has no merit, then the risk for offense would be high.”


“Actually Vladimir, your reaction just told me everything that I need to know. I knew that the rumors were not true, but I wanted to see for myself. The English department can get quite boring so a little excitement from a teacher student relationship would have given us all something to look forward to.”


I scoff and shake my head. “I could never stand being with one of my students in that capacity. Have you heard what these young people talk about all day? Their interests remain puerile and base in nature. The maturity level between us and them is a gaping chasm.”


The woman across the table from me just shakes her head in a disapproving manner. Mrs. Chatsfield smirks and looks down at her woman’s magazine.


“Sometimes I wonder if I could have something more with one of my students, but I suppose you are correct. The maturity level is just not there.”


In my mind, the piano player finally starts playing again after a large pause in the set. When you are being accused of something that is true and could cost you your career, the world seems to stop for a second. The tension in my shoulders goes out and an idea comes to mind.


“Mrs. Chatsfield, could I trouble you just long enough to buy you a drink? One colleague to another?”
“That would be nice Vladimir, but you don’t have to make it so plain that we are just colleagues. We are both adults here. If you are looking for a date tonight, I would be more than willing.”


Pulling a few bills free, I stuff my wallet back inside my coat side pocket and set out to find the bar. It is a short expedition with the stash of liquor just one room over next to the piano player that is trying his best to not look bored.


Coming back with two gin and tonics, I place them down next to Mrs. Chatsfield and extend a raised glass toward her.


“To something new then?”


She shakes her head yes and the glasses clink together with dull chipping sound. I drink half of it down with the first taste which warrants a raised eyebrow from Chatsfield.


“Difficult week then Vladimir? Are your students unruly and out of control?”


Wiping the back of my hand across my lips, I nod to affirm she is correct while staring down into the gin.


“Working with young people has rewards but the challenges can sometime outweigh them.”


Mrs. Chatsfield held up her glass again to acknowledge the comment. “That is the truth Vladimir. It really is. You get into this line of work to mold young minds and you end up becoming the one that gets molded.”


I shrug and nod, trying to do a close approximation of what a normal professor would say and not a man that was currently involved in a tense BDSM relationship with one of his young students.


“You speak bluntly but you speak the truth I am afraid. Students really no longer understand the true importance of an education I am afraid. They take it for granted and then come out of school with mountains of debt and no skills to show for it. The situation is really quite sad. It is difficult to not have those attitudes rub off on us.”


Mrs. Chatsfield tossed her head back and downed her gin and tonic with relish. She set down the drink with a thud and pointed a finger at me.


“If you finish that drink in the next minute, your second drink is on me. I need to loosen up tonight. Too much time spent in the false kingdom of academia. If I was around one of my students for just one more second…”


Her voice trails off as she observes how fast I down my drink.


“I suppose my next drink is on you now Mrs. Chatsfield.”


“Call me Karen please. Chatsfield is such a…well…Humbert type name to be honest.”


My brow furrows as she moves to the bar for the next round. What did she mean by that? What was a Humbert? After mulling the question for awhile, I finally decided it must be some sort of English teacher reference that I would never understand. I was never really one to follow the great authors. For me, it was other pursuits that took up all of my time.


She returned with the drinks in hand and she couldn’t give me my glass fast enough. As soon as she set it down in front of me, it was up in the air and half of the contents were missing.


“Oh my Vladimir. Do we have a bit of lush on our hands here?”


“We all have our vices,” I say dryly. 


Mrs. Chatsfield gives me a wide smile and raises the drink to her lips. The whole things is down in her stomach in just a matter of seconds.


“I am just glad I don’t have to hide who I am around you Vladimir. I like being with a man that knows his mind and just does things that he wants to. Academics are usually so…cautious.”


I stand up and fish up a few more bills from my wallet, noting that my phone was on the table. Had I placed it there?


“Watch my phone for me while I secure the next round for us Mrs. Chatsfield. I promise you that you will not be disappointed with the next round.”


She shook her head in wonder. “I guess this is really happening then Vladimir.” Giving me a little wink as I turned away, I realized that she was starting to flirt with me. Only two drinks in and already she was trying to flirt with her coworker? She was bold to be sure, but was it smart to sleep with a fellow employee that you just met at a random hotel bar in a sleepy town with nothing better to do than gossip?


The bartender greeted me as I approached a second time.


“You seem to know your way around a bar,” the bartender joked as he set out a fresh set of glasses. “Another gin and tonic for you and your lady friend?”


I shake my head no and look back at her. She is smiling at me as she pulls out a compact so that she can fix her hair. This really was happening. If I was not careful, I would end up in the bed of this woman with little memory of how I got there. Liquor could dull the senses and any inhibitions. 


My mind went to Sarah and I wondered where she was and what she was doing. This was such a lonely life without her, trying to sneak around behind the backs of others and hide what we were doing. 


Pulling another set of drinks from the bar, I almost went back to tell the bartender to just give me the bottle, but I held back. Mrs. Chatsfield was still a work colleague and I had to treat her as such.


When I got back to the table, I noticed that my phone was blinking as I reached over to give my new drinking friend her share of the take. Strangely enough, Mrs. Chatsfield suddenly seemed much more reserved than before. Very odd that she seemed so eager to drink and bed me just moments before and now she seemed only interested in her phone and browsing old text messages.


Turning to my own phone and reading the screen, a chill went through me.


“I need you tonight. Sorry I didn’t say anything before. Meet me at the school at our spot.”


Sarah. It was Sarah. My heart flip-flopped while still inside my chest. She needed me and here I was getting drunk with a stranger that I didn’t know and frankly didn’t care to know. 


Looking up at Mrs. Chatsfield, I took a sip from my gin and looked back at my phone. The message must have come in while I was getting the next round of drinks. If I hurried, I would be able to get back to school in just thirty minutes. I took another swig and closed the text message, sticking my phone in my coat pocket. Mentally going through the list of excuses that I could present to her, I decided to just go with the one that was most vague.


“So sorry but it appears I have a very pressing issue that just developed. I am going to have to do something again with you at another time I am afraid. Thank you for the drink. It was really quite good.”


Mrs. Chatsfield just sighed and shrugged.


“Yes, the second gin and tonic was so different from the one that came before it and the one that came after it.”


I could tell she was frustrated with me leaving right now, but I didn’t have a choice. Sarah needed me and I wasn’t going to let her dangle along. Still though, I did feel a pang of conscious. Mrs. Chatsfield looked down into her glass, her forehead shining under the lights of the hotel. She wasn’t unattractive, just simple in her features. As I got up to leave, she patted at the bronze-brown bun at the back of her head.


“Vladimir, I know why you have to leave. You don’t have to say anything. I am not a child that needs to know what is going on with everyone else.”


That comment made me freeze for a moment on my way out the door. What was she talking about? What did she know?


Keeping up a façade of calm ambivalence, I shrugged as I looked over at a couple that were entwined together on a sofa nearby. “Something always comes up when you are having fun doesn’t it Mrs. Chatsfield?”


She smiled with a quizzical jerk of one eyebrow. “It does Vladimir. It really does happen when you are having a good time. Have a good evening. Perhaps I will see you at the University some time in the future.”


“I hope so,” was my reply as I continued on out the door. 


Once I was back in my vehicle, I hurried to dial Sarah. There was no answer. Damn the luck! She wanted to meet at the school and now no answer? My foot pressed into the gas pedal, depressing it fully until the engine growled in spite. The sleepy town that I meandered through now was flying past at faster and faster speeds. An older woman with a shawl wrapped around her head and an oversized coat shot me a dirty look as I flashed by her on the road.


Everything around me didn’t matter right now. All that was on my mind was my lover. When Sarah was with me, it felt like the vacuum in my soul was finally filled. I craved being around her like a junkie and his favorite drug. The feelings running through my body were manic and I didn’t care. I was breathless without her, loneliness rippling through each part of my life no matter who I was with.


Quaint and quiet towns continued to flit by and I paid the speed limit no heed. The distance to the school should have taken a good solid hour but I arrive in just over thirty minutes. The parking lot seemed sparse with only a few cars here and there. Keeping away from the pack, I leave my car by itself and rush toward my classroom. She would want to meet me there.


Upon entering the building, a few of my fellow teachers nodded toward me or greeted me in passing. I mumbled an incoherent reply to a few of them and kept moving. I must have looked a mess because someone in a different department stopped me momentarily to shake my hand and ask how I was feeling. It seemed odd but I was too focused to have anything distract me right now.


Once I was free of the roaming faculty, I was finally able to get to my room. The light wasn’t on inside. Did I go to the wrong room? Where was she?


Cracking the door slightly to allow a line of light to enter, I moved into the room. 


“Don’t turn on the light Vladimir. Lets just be in the dark for awhile. There is something so nice about being with a lover in the dark.”


She was here. Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful Sarah was here.


“I was worried about you.”


“Close the door behind us Vladimir. I don’t want anyone walking in on what we are about to do.”


My knees feeling weak, I turn and close the door, blocking out the stream of light spilling inward. Turning toward her voice, I once again tell her how I felt.


“I was worried about us after I didn’t hear from you.”


She pauses and I can hear her moving around the room with quiet and graceful movements. “Vladimir, you aren’t my father. You don’t need to be concerned when I don’t contact you every day. It is not like we are in high school.”


I cringe inwardly. Was I coming on too strong? Did she feel that same animal attraction that I had toward her or was this just a simple fling that she would forget about once she was done having her fun? It was probably just thrilling for her to do something so taboo. When she was through with the novelty, would I find myself alone again?


A soft sigh came from the back of the room. A chair scraped against the floor and I could hear her taking a seat at one of the many desks.


“I don’t know why I said that Vladimir. I didn’t mean it. I thought about you so much but I didn’t say anything to you. I guess…I am nervous. I don’t know how to deal with this. This is so new for me.”


“It is new for me as well,” I say into the darkness. “There is no need to be nervous around me Sarah. I won’t do anything without full permission from you. I just was –“


She cuts me off mid sentence. “Vladimir, you don’t need to say anything. This was all on me. I should have said something but I didn’t because it was easier to just pretend that I wasn’t in love with a Professor at my school.”


My mind began to spin and I moved further into the classroom. I wanted to reach out to her, press my palms into her shoulders and warm her with my touch. She didn’t need to be nervous around me. There was nothing that I wanted more than to let her know she was safe with me.


“I want this Sarah. Whatever I have to do to show you that I am serious, I will make it happen.”


“I know you are serious Vladimir. I know. How serious am I though? Do I really know my own mind?”


The sound of her moving through the darkness started again as she left her seat. I couldn’t tell where she was in the extremely low light of the class. Reaching out with my hands to orient myself, my fingers slipped along the front wall of the room. Suddenly, hot breath is upon me and she is whispering in my ear. 


“Put your hands behind your back sir.”


My cock pulses deep in my pants as soon as her airy words hit my ear. Somehow she moved behind me through the darkness. Now she wants me to be the one bound and on the end of her every whim. She doesn’t give long to think about her order. I can feel both of my arms being pulled behind me in a strong grip. My body relents and I hear the click of metal.


“You have been quite a naughty old man Vladimir,” comes her sultry voice out of the darkness. “I have heard you are bedding a young student that is half your age. Do you really think you should be doing such things?”


Before I can respond to the question, she whips me around and slams me against the wall. Her strength is surprising as I am pressed up against the cold surface. What is she going to do with me? Everything is in her hands now.


I feel dainty fingers picking at the fastener at the top of my pants. She has it undone and my pants down to my ankles in just moments. The sound of my throat swallowing hard can be heard clearly in the darkness.


“Oh, are we nervous now that the tables are turned sir? I suppose you like to be the one doing the binding huh?”


It was true that I enjoyed being in control, but there was something very erotic about being bound by a young woman in your own classroom. I swallow again and breathe in deep. The smell of her hair fills up my nostrils and lungs. Her fragrance is quite strong and heady. Before I can even answer her, her long nails are dragging their way down my thighs. My hips come up off the wall in a surge of lust that I can’t control, but her hands plant me firmly up against the wall again.


“Don’t be in such a hurry Vladimir. I have you exactly where I want you now and I am going to enjoy this moment.”


I want to throw her onto the desk in the dark and press my cock deep inside of her pink folds, but there is nothing I can do. Helpless and in the hands of my young lover, my cock pulses with life again, this time responding to the feeling of a warm hand brushing up against it through the fabric of my briefs. She lets out a soft moan and yanks down on the fabric so that my cock is hanging out. A blast of cold air hits it, but is quickly replaced with the hot tongue and mouth that was just speaking such dirty things to me.


It takes everything in my power to not let out a loud and guttural groan that would be heard clearly by everyone even within fifty feet of our location. Sarah seems to enjoy the trial that she is putting me through as she begins to suck at me with strong strokes from her delicate lips. The friction running up and down my shaft has me seeing stars as she engulfs me with her slick lips. Feelings of intense eroticism fly through my brain as I remain restrained and pressed up against the wall by her warm hands as her mouth continues to go to work on my ever growing shaft. If she continues this for much longer, there will be no hope of me lasting much longer than a few minutes. 


Her mouth pulls away for just a moment to give me a brief respite only to be replaced by one of her hands. The grip from her soft hand creates even more friction than her mouth and I gasp trying to hold back the torrent that is building up inside of me. Feeling like a dam about to burst, I try to come up off the wall only to be slammed back into place by her free hand.


“Don’t you dare try to get away from me Vladimir. I have you right where I want you for now. Just relax and enjoy it.”


With my back to the wall yet again, I can feel hot air tickling my thighs. I twist back and forth, trying to figure out what is happening when her hot lips begin to service both of my heavy balls. She sucks just one of them into her mouth at first, rolling it around in her mouth with her tongue before tucking the second one into her mouth as well. My body bucks against this new pleasure as she continues to jack me off with her warm grip. There wasn’t much more I could handle without spilling over in her mouth. Already, I could feel my balls trying to move upward as she continued to suckle on them.


“Oh sir. It appears you are in quite the predicament. I can tell how bad you want to fuck me right now. We both know what you want don’t we sir?”


She keeps using the word sir over and over, lording it over me as I remain stuck against the wall. I start to shudder and shake, my thighs feeling weak as she continues to move her hand along the full length of my cock. In the darkness, I can’t anticipate her movements or the sudden feelings of pleasure that seem to ripple out from my fully erect staff. One moment, she takes her mouth fully away from my engorged member, only to plunge almost all of it back into the wet hold of her warm mouth.


My balls are starting to tingle as the oncoming orgasm threatens to spring forth. She can tell I am trying to hold it back and she is enjoying the control she has over me.


“I know you want to come sir, but you need to wait. I haven’t had my fun with you yet.”


Leading me by my shaft, she pulls me over to the table and pushes me down so that my back in on the hard surface of the table and my cock is standing straight up, pointed at the ceiling like a rocket about to take off. 


She bats at my cock a few times like a kitten with a toy before jerking it up and down in quick movements to get more blood into it for what she had in mind next. 


“You are going to be my personal sex toy today sir. I am going to mount you and ride you as long as I want.” She reaches down and twists at my sensitive balls just a little. “You better not come before I get off old man.”


I grimace in an intense mix of pleasure and slight pain. Right now, I was at her full command. This little girl could do whatever she wanted with me and I was to be at her full disposal. Sounds of clothing being removed can be heard off to the side and I know she is getting ready to ride while my arms are still pinned behind my back. My cock is jumping and bucking, the highly erotic scene unfolding in such a way that it was surpassing any daydream or fantasy I had ever had.


The wait isn’t long and soon I felt her thighs on either side of me as she lowers herself down onto the pole that is sticking straight up at her.


“Sir, do you know how hard you are right now? You feel like a steel pipe. Mmmm, I love that I can get you this hard.”


She begins to make the slow descent down on my cock, her weight pushing down on me making it difficult for me to move. I was really becoming her own personal sex toy right now. Sarah knew exactly what she was doing as the head split apart her soft lips and began to fill her up. Feelings of wet, hot tightness surrounded me, sending my mind spinning off in a thousand directions at once. This was so wrong and yet, I couldn’t tell her to stop. We could be caught at any minute, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to be with her, filling her up, giving her as much pleasure as I could.


Slowly, the descent continued on to my rock hard cock. Once it was halfway buried, she started to ride it, sliding up and then plunging back down, a rollercoaster of sensations as she rode my dick like she was using me only for her own pleasure. My hips bucked and came up off the table a few times, but each time, she would press a warm hand into my chest and hold me in place as she continued her wild ride.


“Don’t worry sir. I won’t leave you hanging. I will make sure you have your fun as well. Just hold still while I get my first orgasm.”


A moan of pure ecstasy spilled out of my lips, a little too loud as she pressed her hips down into me and fully speared my cock into her tight core. A shuffling sound outside quickly made both of us freeze. Was this it? Were we finally going to be caught screwing around in my classroom?


The soft sound of footsteps stopped a few feet away from our door. This was it. I was sure of it. My career was going down into the gutter and I didn’t care. In fact, I felt like I welcomed it. The hiding and constant crawling in the shadows was taking a toll. If our relationship was to be exposed it also meant we could finally be free. Still though, there was no reason to invite that kind of trouble. We both held still, her soft, pink walls like cotton candy around my cock, slowly squeezing on me even while we kept quiet.


The footsteps eventually moved on, slowly fading into the background as the person kept on their way. I breathed a sigh of relief only to have that relief taken away as Sarah began to ride me in earnest now. Each time she came down on my cock, her ass slammed down onto my thighs, pressing me into the hard table. There was nothing I could do with my hands behind my back, no way to grab onto her or feel her tender skin.


Up and down she rode me hard, pushing the whole length of my shaft up inside of her over and over. I felt something brush against me and I realized that she was touching herself as she jammed my cock in as deep as she could take it.


Her breathing started to quicken and pick up in pace. She was getting close and so was I. Could I hold out for just a few more moments?


Sweet, pink walls begin to constrict and contract around the whole length of my shaft. The orgasm had finally arrived and it was taking over her whole body. I looked up in the darkness and caught hold of her writhing and shaking to the beat of her own personal spot of bliss. Her eyes fluttered and shimmered, breasts shaking free and tantalizing me. Each time I thought the contractions would end, her pussy continued to pulse and pull me closer to the finish line.


Over and over her body closed down around me and let go, milking me as the orgasm kept flowing through her body. The pressure inside of me built up like a steam engine that was bottled up. With a muffled yell, I burst and began to spray hot semen deep inside of her shaking body.


Sarah groaned in satisfaction as she felt the hot stream begin to fill her up and compliment her own orgasm. As she began to come off her high, she continued to grind her hot box against me, causing copious amounts of wet, hot seed to flow freely. I felt like I was coming for hours as my mind reeled from the intense pressure release. Everything unraveled inside of me and came out through my bursting cockhead, splattering her pink interior with streaks of white.


“Sir, I think I may have just reached my cum limit. I am bit afraid to move with so much cum inside of me.”


I just moan in response. The part of the brain that controls language seems to be turned off as I can’t seem to find a more nuanced reply except for a deep sigh of pleasure. Everything feels like it is spinning in the dark as she shifts around on top of me. With my shaft still firmly planted deep inside of her young body, each movement that she makes seems to cause tremors of pleasure that arc through both of us.


“Oh baby. Hold still for just a moment. I want to savor being inside of you.”


She scoots forward; her eyes flashing brilliantly even with the darkness of the classroom. Everything about her right now is screaming sex. The hair that is pushed out of place and wild looking, the sheen of hot sweat on her skin, a pulse that still hasn’t come down.


When she comes down to nip at my lower lip, I feel like I have to say something.


“I don’t want to be away from you. Things don’t feel right when I am not at least able to talk to you. I want us to go public. No matter what happens, this feels right to me.”


She pauses and dismounts me slowly, reaching and massaging my shaft a few times as it begins to shrink back to its original size. 


“You may want a lot of things sir, but that doesn’t mean they are feasible.”


I laugh as I come up off the table and nod toward my bound hands.


“If you take off these cuffs babe, things will be a lot more feasible for me. Right now, I can’t even hold your head in my hands like I want.”


“Yes sir,” she says, remembering her training. The cuffs fall off as soon as the key goes into them and does a little twist. I rub at my wrists even though they don’t feel sore and pull my clothes back on. I can see Sarah doing the same in the dark, brushing her long and beautiful hair out of her face as she moves.


“Sarah, I mean what I said. I don’t want to be hiding our relationship anymore.”


“Says the man speaking to his lover in the darkness of his classroom,” she replies with a smirk. 


I brush off her comment and keep pressing. “That is not what I meant and you know it. We need to do something though. I can’t keep doing this if I can’t be with you publicly.”


“It could cost you your career.”


The thought had crossed my mind, but it wasn’t until she said the words that they seemed to take life. She was correct. The faculty at the school would never allow a professor to openly date a student. There was no legal base for putting an end to the relationship, but they would make sure he received enough demerits on his file that no one would bat an eye when he was finally relieved from his post. That was just how the game would go.


Sarah approaches me in the darkness again once she is fully clothed. Those slender fingers of hers grip my collar and drag me in close like a strong swimmer pulling you out of the deep end when you get in over your head. 


“Vladimir, I want to go public too, but I don’t know if you can handle it. You have so much more to lose than I do. My life is just starting. If we let people know about us, they will just think I am a young and silly girl that made a bad decision. Things will move on. People will forget. If you come out and declare your feelings for me, people will never forget that. You will be branded. I don’t want that for you. I want you to be able to walk away from this without being scarred.”


The smell of her fragrance is like lilacs and it relaxes me as I hold her shoulders with my hands.


“You might think you are protecting me, but you aren’t. When I am not with you, I am so much worse off. Anything that happens, we can work through it. This will work.”


She pulls away from me and I can’t find her again in the dark as she moves through the room shrouded in shadows.


“Give me time Vladimir. I need to think about this before we come out together.”


“Anything you need. Anything.”


“I just need time. I will see you soon. I love you.”


Those three words pierce right through me and I freeze in place. I didn’t expect it from her and it caught me off guard. Before I could respond with the same three words, she was gone and out the door, leaving me in the dark with my roiling emotions that tossed and turned like the angry sea.
  

TO BE CONTINUED

Can’t get enough BDSM action and you like multiple men on one desperate woman? Check out Shared by the Cartel. Hot and steamy action with multiple men on one hot woman.

https://www.amazon.com/Shared-Cartel-1-3-FMMM-Bundle-ebook/dp/B083K7NPM6/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=shared+by+the+cartel&qid=1578515493&s=digital-text&sr=1-2
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