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“I mean, would you look at that hair? What is that?” Ellie giggled, and the rest of the girls giggled with her. Cindy was one of them, but her attention remained focused on Molly, watching the blue-and-green-haired girl fidget.

If Cindy was honest, she kind of liked Molly’s hair. Oh, it looked a mess, but it seemed an intentional one, and it fit her. She was the kind of girl that might fit their clique if she wasn’t such a little mouse and if James didn’t have a crush on her. Zara’s boyfriend was a dick that cheated on her almost every weekend, but everyone could see how he eyed Molly, and Zara hated that. Cindy sometimes had to respect her sycophants’ wishes, and this time Molly paid for it.

A small sigh escaped her mouth, and she tilted her head as she considered the other girl. A quick glance down Molly’s body made her inhale a little deeper, not that any of her friends noticed it. Molly could be hot if she just tried a little harder, Cindy could see how nice her ass was as the girl turned to move away from her little group.

Mia and Ellie walked forward and barred her way, Zara stepped closer to Molly and glared, and Cindy had to intervene. Zara seemed angry enough that she might do something physical, and that could be problematic. Someone would see, someone would notice any kind of mark they left on Molly, and that could be dangerous. It was time for Cindy to take charge of her little group once again.

“Come on, girls, don’t be so mean to poor Molly.” There was a mocking tone to her words, and her girls didn’t miss it, and neither did Molly, but the blue-eyed girl couldn’t stop from looking at Cindy with something like hope. It wasn’t the first time they played with Molly, it wasn’t the first time she saw the other girl cry, but it always marveled her.

She seemed so much more gorgeous when her beautiful eyes were holding back tears through sheer will.

Molly should know better. She knew how many times Cindy had been the one to deliver the last push into making those beautiful tears flow down her face. Why did she keep looking at Cindy with anything resembling hope? It thrilled Cindy to be the only one that seemed to break Molly’s defenses; it made her dream of how it would be to make the girl cry in other situations. Maybe one of these days she should stay behind after gym class and see how Molly would react if she confronted her alone, the two of them barely clothed...

She brushed those thoughts away, opened her mouth. “She can’t help herself; you know how it is. How could...”

“What is the meaning of this?” The cold voice that washed over them made them all freeze for a moment. Cindy was the first one to overcome its effects, and she turned on her feet with a smile, trying to seem as innocent as she could.

Miss Eve wasn’t fooled. The teacher eyed her directly, only then let her eyes drift to the small group surrounding Molly. She didn’t need to say anything. Mia, Ellie and Zara stepped back without delay, and Molly didn’t waste the chance to leave the immediate area, walking until she could put herself near the dark-haired teacher.

Cindy’s mind moved at miles per second. She needed some excuse to justify what her little group was doing, even if she was certain the older woman wouldn’t believe them. Miss Eve had it out for them, and fake innocent smiles wouldn’t fool her. And Molly might try to open her mouth. As a precaution, she sent Molly a look, and the other girl ended up looking away.

“What do you mean, teach?” Cindy tilted her head, tried to seem as innocent as she could. At the same time, though, she looked at the teacher and didn’t even try to hide the mirth in her eyes. She wouldn’t be fooling Miss Eve after all. Both of them knew what her little group had been doing, but she only needed to keep the charade for a bit. It wasn’t as if the teacher could do much. She hadn’t seen anything too incriminating, especially if Molly wasn’t stupid enough to open her mouth.

Miss Eve glared at her, there wasn’t any other word for it, and Cindy felt a shiver race down her back. There was something about the older woman...

Without quite meaning to, she looked down from those green eyes, and used the chance to study her teacher’s frame. There was no doubt the older woman was hot. Oh, she hid her figure beneath an office suit, but it was tight enough to show off her curves. Cindy reacted to it, her heart started beating a little faster, her sex got wet. Despite her physical reaction to the woman, she couldn’t say she liked Miss Eve. She was a bitch.

Oh, Cindy knew that was ironic from her part, she was also a bitch, but she didn’t seek the other woman, that was all on Miss Eve’s part. And by now the teacher had bothered her enough times for it to be a simple coincidence.

“Do you think I’m an idiot, Miss Allen?” Somehow the teacher’s voice got even colder, and Cindy froze, just for a moment. She wasn’t the only one to react to it, even if she was the only one that didn’t show it much. Her friends shook a little, their legs trembling, their nerves obvious. Even Molly seemed a little startled, nervously gazing from the teacher to Cindy and back again.

Cindy hated that she reacted to that tone, that it bothered her so much. And she didn’t want to appear weak, didn’t want her minions to see her as frightened as they were. “I don’t know. Are you?” Her tone came out mocking, and she got to see a flash of anger appear in Miss Eve’s eyes. It both excited her and made her dread, especially when the woman turned her attention to the rest of the group.

“Scram.” It was only one word, but it was enough to break the control Cindy had over her minions and send them running. There was something almost playful in how the teacher looked at her then, and Cindy’s hands tightened into fists. Miss Eve turned to the girl at her side. “Molly, be a dear and go to class, forget this happened. I’ll ensure this won’t happen again.”

Cindy almost opened her mouth. The teacher couldn’t promise that. It wasn’t as if she intended to stop the rest of the group from having fun with Molly, but Miss Eve glared at her before she could say anything, and her mouth closed without a sound escaping her. There was something terrifying about the teacher’s glare, and Cindy wasn’t willing to risk it.

Molly hesitated, looking from the older woman to Cindy and back again, but she eventually started moving away. Cindy was tempted to reach out and grab the girl’s arm as she passed by her, but Miss Eve’s glare made sure she didn’t move.

The two of them eyed one another, and then the teacher turned on her feet and started moving away. “Follow me.” Cindy didn’t, not at first. She crossed her arms and watched the older woman go, irritated, but then exhaled and started moving after her.

No matter how much she hated it, the dark-haired woman was her teacher, and it wouldn’t be a good idea to piss her off. Well, piss her off more. Cindy hadn’t been able to help herself, but now that she thought on how she reacted earlier, she could see that trying to mock Miss Eve had been a mistake. Oh, it wasn’t the first time the older woman caught her group putting someone in their place, but it was the first time she acted so decisively. And before she hadn’t tried to talk to her alone.

For a moment, Cindy feared the older woman was leading them towards the administration, but that fear vanished when they turned the wrong way, and she realized Miss Eve was moving towards her classroom. Cindy breathed in and out, let her frame relax. What could the other woman do to her, after all? Talk until she got bored? If Miss Eve wasn’t willing to take it up with the principal, there was very little the teacher could do to punish her, and at most Cindy and her clique would have to be a little more careful in the future.

With nothing else to do but watch the woman in front of her, maybe it wasn’t too surprising that Cindy’s eyes eventually drifted to the teacher’s rear. She couldn’t deny the sight was quite nice, and her fingers twitched a little. Part of her was tempted to reach out and cop a feel, but that might just be a little too daring.

The professor stopped, and Cindy did the same, but didn’t take her eyes off the woman’s ass. She only looked up when Miss Eve coughed, realized they stood in front of the woman’s classroom and her teacher was looking at her over her shoulder.

Cindy had two choices. She could appear contrite and look away, maybe stammer a little and hope the teacher would ignore what happened. Or she could face the woman head on, dare her to make something out of it. That was what she did. She raised an eyebrow at her teacher, then purposely glanced down at her body. She let her appreciation show, hoped to get a raise out of the older woman, but Miss Eve didn’t seem to care. The woman narrowed her eyes, but then turned and opened the classroom’s door, entering it without another delay.

With no other alternative, Cindy followed her. Miss Eve’s reactions surprised her, she couldn’t deny. She almost expected the woman to either scream at her or become flustered, wasn’t expecting her attentions to be brushed
























d2d_images/cover.jpg
Julie Law

TEACHING
THE BULLY






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





