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~ Urge ~

 


There he was,
every odd day, standing before the blackboard in the college
lecture hall. So confident, so cute, so wise. Older, but that made
him all the more attractive. Handsome in a stern sort of way; firm
features, dark movie-star haircut. Perfect, but completely unaware
of his perfection: no pretentiousness whatsoever.

In truth, that
was probably what drew her to him in the first place. He might well
have been her lecturer … her teacher … but he never tried to pull
rank. If his pupils didn’t wish to learn, then that was their own
affair. It wasn’t that he didn’t care—he did. He could advise, but
he couldn’t force, and time spent forcing was time lost in teaching
those who wished to achieve more in life. Logical, one might say,
in an offbeat sort of way.

“Are there any
questions, folks?” he smiled, stepping from the board to the
lectern. “Miss Kenny?”

Damn it,
thought Stephanie. She had been staring. He must have thought she
was seeking to ask him something. In truth, she hadn’t the foggiest
idea what he had been talking about. Animals? Rabbits? Yeah,
something like that.

“No, Mr.
Byron,” she choked out. “I was just thinking of something.”

“Very well,” he
smiled, returning to the lecture.

Oh yes, she had
been thinking of something okay. She had been thinking of his hard
cock ramming into her tight pussy, stretching her to her limits,
filling her, as she lay flat on the desk in his office. She had
been thinking of his lips on hers, his tongue forcing its way into
her mouth. She had been thinking of that same tongue lapping at her
pussy, tasting her, teasing her clit.

Why not? What
else should she be thinking about? After all, men like that were
made to be thought about … to be fantasised about. How could any
normal twenty-year-old fail to melt before such beauty? How could
any normal girl fail to be turned on in his presence? How could any
normal girl fight that … that urge?

 


* * *

 


Stephanie Kenny
was used to getting what she wanted. All her young life, her
parents had pandered to her desires, providing her with the latest
clothes and gadgets. ‘No’ was not a word she had ever been to, and
that particular word would not be accepted in this instance
either.

Granted,
Patrick Byron was not a newly-released cell-phone or the latest
fashion accessory, but he was certainly something to be possessed.
Well, in fairness, she would settle for being possessed by him if
it came to that, but, one way or the other, she was going to have
him.

A little bit of
flattery would do to begin with. See how he responded to that, and
if the result was favourable, then the ante would be upped.

“Mr. Byron,”
she said at the end of the following day’s lecture. “I was
wondering if I could have a chat with you about today’s
lesson.”

“Certainly,
Stephanie. Anything in particular?”

“Well, I was
hoping to chat about the urges that certain creatures have. You
know? What makes them want to do certain things, and what makes
them not to … and crap like that?” She bit her lip. That hadn’t
exactly been very ladylike. A bit coarse to be honest.”

Mr Byron
nodded. “Crap like that?”

She blushed.
“Well, you know what I mean, Sir.”

Nope, that
hadn’t gone so well.

“Okay then,
Stephanie,” he laughed. “Ask away.”

“I actually
have a few things, Sir. I am kinda confused about certain issues
you were speaking about. Is there any chance I could visit you at
your office? I won’t take up too much of your time, and I know it’s
an imposition, but …”

In all honesty,
she hadn’t a clue what he had been talking about in his lecture.
Given that he was a biology professor, there was a good chance it
had something to do with creatures doing stuff to one another, so
she could probably wing it. As per usual, she had spent the entire
class gawking at him and plotting what she would do to him—or have
him do to her—when the chance arose.

Mr. Byron
looked at his watch, cutting her off. “I have a few issues to
attend to first, but how would four o’clock suit you?”

“Cool!” she
exclaimed. “I mean, thank you, Sir. In your office … alone …”

Shut up,
Stephanie, she thought. You are making a fool of yourself.

“Alright then,
Stephanie,” he smiled. “See you then.”

“Thank you,
Sir,” she stammered, then turned and hurried to the main door of
the college.

It was three
o’clock now. That would give her an hour to get herself ready … to
make herself irresistible.

Luckily, she
lived close by, and before long she was in her bedroom figuring out
what to wear for maximum impact. No matter how many times she had
dreamed of this moment, it was now clear that, when faced with it,
her actual planning hadn’t exactly been up to scratch. So many
outfits, so many choices, but no real ideas. She rummaged in her
wardrobe, narrowing the choices down to the best of her ability.
All of her clothes were top notch, highly fashionable, and in
perfect condition, but she wanted something more … something with
edge … something slightly risqué. She might only get one chance at
this, and it had to count.

Then, in one of
the drawers of her bedside locker, she found exactly what she
wanted. She carefully lifted the folded outfit out and placed it on
her bed. Could she even dare to hope that it still fitted her? Did
she even have the nerve to try it on?

She stared at
her old high school uniform for a few minutes: the short red plaid
skirt, the front-buttoned white blouse. Hmm, she may have put on a
little bit of padding since last wearing that, especially around
the bust and bottom, but she could probably squeeze into it.

Can we do it?
Yes, we can!

She giggled
nervously as the misplaced mantra poked its way into her head. One
chance. Try it. Yes, I can.

She quickly
peeled off her jeans and top, scrutinizing her underwear. Comfy
knickers and plain bra. Those would have to go.

She opened her
lingerie drawer and selected the most daring open cup bra she
possessed; a white wireless affair with lace trim. Nice. That would
do nicely. Matching thong, tight and tiny, that would seem almost
invisible—at least from the rear—when its string nestled between
her bottom cheeks, rubbing against her anal bud. She shivered at
the thought.

She showered
and washed her hair, towelled dry, and put on her lingerie. She
examined herself in the full-length mirror, smiling in approval.
Yes! To die for!

She put on the
skirt. It fitted, but only just. For some reason, it seemed much
shorter than she remembered, but that would only work to her
advantage. She bent forward, watching how the hem rose up to reveal
most of her almost naked bottom, enthralled by the youthful
femininity of her own physique. Seriously, what man could resist
her?

The blouse was
also tight. In fact, the top two buttons would not fasten. One
again, however, this did not faze her. Perfect, she thought, as she
admired how well her ample breasts were presented. The nipples were
just about hidden … only just … and the tightness of the garment
helped the bra lift and squeeze them compellingly.

Stockings,
white thigh-lengths with elasticated stay-ups. They emphasised her
soft but toned thighs, heightening the appearance of her tan.
Good!

Should she wear
black or white shoes? She wasn’t sure, so she tried both colours
on, eventually settling for the highest pair of black pumps,
complete with ankle straps, that she possessed.

She checked the
time. Not bad. She had a half an hour left, which was surprising
given all she had already achieved.

She seated
herself before her dressing table mirror, plugged in her hairdryer,
and went to work on her long, honey-blonde hair. Off-centre parting
and long piggy-tails. It had to be! Cliché or not, how else could
it be?

Another time
check. Not bad.

Dark eyeshadow,
dark eyeliner, mascara. Blusher, not overly dark; just enough to
highlight her high cheekbones … her favourite feature. Deep pink
lipstick—had to be—and a touch of gloss to finish off.

She pursed her
lips, pouting, angling her head this way and that for effect.
Incredible! Mr. Byron was in for the treat of his life. Not even
his undeserving and overly-complimented wife could live up to these
standards. No match, no competition at all.

She stood and
gave herself one final once-over in the long mirror, bending and
stooping while paying particular attention to the actions of her
hemline. Yes, she nodded … lights, camera, and plenty of imminent
action!

She grabbed a
small clutch-bag from her collection, slipped in some makeup, a few
dollars, and a pair of condoms: essential supplies for the mission
at hand, and made to leave, but a thought halted her in her tracks.
She couldn’t walk down the street like this. The college was only
around the corner, but she would still be seen. Eyebrows would be
raised so high that they would block out the sun.

Damn! She
opened the wardrobe again and selected a light, knee-length
raincoat, and popped it on. Bit of a passion-killed, but it
wouldn’t be in place for long if all went according to plan. Then,
frowning, and with one last check on her makeup, she was on her
way.

 


* * *

 


“Hi Stephanie,”
smiled Miss Carter, the college receptionist, who had never used
her first name before. “Mr. Byron will be with you in a short
while. Have a seat over there.”

“Thanks,” said
Stephanie.

Wow, she
thought. Mr. Byron must have mentioned her by name, and now this
woman knows how special she must be to him. Good start.

No sooner had
she planted herself on the seat than the door of the lecturer’s
room opened, and the object of Stephanie’s desire poked his head
out. “There you are,” he smiled. “Hope you weren’t waiting too
long, Stephanie?”

“No, Sir,” she
blushed. “Just got here.”

She liked to
call him Sir. It sent chills running down her spine. Of course, it
would hardly be appropriate
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