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      Tiffany’s back was against the locker, her brown hair pulled in a high, prissy ponytail as she smiled towards Justine, “Whatever, you’ll do fine. You’ve studied constantly for, like, the last three months.”

      Justine huffed, her shoulders slumped. It was true, of course. Exam week always stressed her out, though, and Tiffany had given her the same speech like clockwork for the past ten years of their friendship. As Justine’s jealous eyes noted the beauty of her friend, even during such a stressful period, however, her worry grew.

      Tiffany had been downright excruciating lately, and Justine still couldn’t find out what happened between her and Mister Petrel. She certainly was taking more care in her appearance, and she swore that skirt was a little too short and that sweater was a little too tight, and that eye makeup was a little too dark, but she pushed it all aside. They both had a history exam that they’d spent the last week studying for together at the library, and Justine didn’t know how Tiffany could look so calm. Surely she didn’t understand it as well, but Tiffany just leaned against that green locker, looking so distant.

      “Tiffany!” Justine snapped her fingers in her friend’s face, “Earth to Tiffany!”

      The woman’s eyes rolled back to her, looking annoyed, “You know this, Justine. Come on. You studied. You’re smart. You’ll do fine.”

      Justine didn’t feel fine. The way her skirt flared out felt a little too frumpy, and her shirt had shrunk in the wash and kept making her fidget. “Quick, ask me something,” she ordered her friend, and Tiffany turned to look at her.

      “Fine, what year did the--” she stopped, and Justine saw everything about her friend change. She stood up straighter, her books moved away from her lap and rested against her hips, and there was the strange sparkle in her eyes that she hadn’t noticed before.

      Coming down the hall, Terry Petrel, their biology teacher, strode casually. Over six feet tall, the man was slender and fit, and always had a certain air of authority about him. More than other teachers, he had a sense of style; his black pants of some European cut, his shirts well ironed but flattering, and though he wore a tie like the others, it didn’t seem quite so stuffy on him.

      Or, at least, that’s what Tiffany thought.

      Taking sight of the two young women, he veered towards them, his emerald coloured eyes taking in the hallway before he approached. “Justine, Tiffany,” he greeted them, the towering man’s voice so rich and masculine, like velvet.

      “Hi Mister Petrel,” Tiffany piped up quickly, and Justine followed suit, though she lacked that certain finesse of her friend. She was far more reserved, and she tugged down the shrunken pink shirt.

      “We were just preparing for our exam,” Tiffany smiled brightly, so proud of herself.

      Justine was about to protest, but the look her friend gave was almost acidic and her lips pressed shut.

      With a perfectly formal nod, he patted a sleeve of papers underneath his left arm, “Well, not to interrupt that, ladies, but I was wondering if I could take some of your time to discuss the results of your last practice exam, Tiffany.” Nobody would ever suspect anything was off by the perfectly calm and controlled way he said that. Mister Petrel had everything in hand.

      Tiffany hesitated only a second before she shrugged her shoulders, “I guess. Is something wrong?” She certainly wasn’t so skilled at lying as he, and Justine looked mortified by how much her friend was smiling.

      “Tiffany, we have to get going,” she protested, and her friend merely shook her head.

      “It won’t take long, right?” Tiffany probed.

      With a perfectly casual smile, Terry Petrel reassured Justine, “Don’t worry, you can head along to your exam, I’ll make sure Tiffany’s fine.” The casualness with which he falsely reassured the young woman was flawless, and he turned without further delay, gesturing back around the corner towards his classroom on the basement level.

      Tiffany was already gone when Justine called out “Wait!” and that prim, delightful woman just ignored her best friend’s plea.

      Much to Justine’s chagrin, Tiffany was a woman. She’d developed past the stage of being giddy and shy, and in the past couple of months, she’d become someone else entirely. With her shapely body and her pretty face, she’d always had boys following after her. She had just lacked interest in them.

      Until Mister Petrel had shown her what she was missing. He’d fucked her on top of his desk after class one day, and Tiffany had never felt so alive. The way he made her feel, the things he’d said to her just drove her wild, and in the middle of the dark and lonely nights, she’d try to bring them back.

      Her finger would work between her firm thighs, begging her body to release that tension and it always resisted her, driving her crazy with thoughts of her handsome teacher and his amazing cock.

      Rounding the corners of the stairwell the thoughts plagued her again, though she’d never have guessed what was going through Terry Petrel’s mind with how perfectly at ease he seemed.

      Not until they entered into his dark classroom and shut the door, at least.

      With the lock clicked in place the tall man pushed her to the concrete wall, his hard body pressed to her soft, nubile form. “Damn it Tiffany,” he swore huskily, his voice having lost all semblance of its controlled self in the dark of his classroom. “You have no idea what you do to me,” and she felt his strong hands sliding up her thighs, pushing up that short skirt which so dared the rules of her school.

      Her body trembled against him and her mouth groped to silence him. She wanted him. The way his hands felt against her made her mind go numb, and her fingers went through his hair, tussling it as she grabbed onto him.

      Her breathing was instantly harder as he felt out the line of the lace thong that he had bought her so recently. No longer was she wearing the full, white covered panties. Now they were transparent and barely there, leaving a gap for her slit. She felt her nipples rub against her shirt, lifting the firm mounds out of her half balconette bra. It ended half way up her breasts, leaving just the pink of the areolas exposed to be rubbed underneath her regulation school shirts.

      The sensation had driven her mad all day and as his finger delved between her shaved, silken lips, he could feel just how badly she burned for him.

      “Knowing you’re walking around school in this,” stroking his finger over her quim along that scandalous opening, “just makes me lose all control.” He made no mention of the fact that he had bought them for her and had told her to wear them. “You just won't be happy until you drive me over the edge into oblivion, will you?”

      The tall man tilted his head and dove in, kissing and suckling that thin stalk of her neck right beside the door so heedlessly as he sank a fingertip into her sex.

      She whimpered, her throat gasping for air as he felt her so expertly, “I want you,” she moaned. “I need you so bad. I wake up in the middle of the night and I can’t sleep any more. I can’t study. I can’t think. Mom and dad keep asking me what’s wrong, and they won’t fuck off.” She sounded so sexual with that dark manner of speaking, that sensual husk taking over her body as he pressed his fingers into her.

      Over twice her age, the forty year old man kissed her lips with an almost savage intensity, forcing his tongue past her pouty lips as he continued to prod her sensitive slit to higher excitement.

      Pulling back from her for air, his breathing heavy he said, “You should be in my bed every night, or on your knees where you belong, Tiffany.” The way his commanding voice stated it, it seemed impossible to argue, as if he’d said the most reasonable thing ever. He silenced all doubt with another passionate kiss.

      When finally he surfaced again he said, “Let’s go into my office. With the exams on nobody’s poking about, we’ll have the next couple hours to ourselves.” The stroke of his digit over her sensitive clit and into her cunny worked as if trying to prod all reason out of her, make her forget all obligations except for the intense need of her cunt.

      Her entire body trembled and it was only out of sheer habit or force of will that she muttered, without much conviction, “I have my exam, though.” Still, her hand reached down and grabbed his wrist, not letting him go. “Just... just fuck me quick and I’ll go take it.”

      The petite, slim brunette was so wet, though. Those panties, if they could even be called that, were begging to be torn. Her puffed lips, so red from arousal were trapped by those strings of fabric, so wanton and slutty underneath her prim, school girl’s outfit.

      “Quick?” he repeated, the look on his face one of disbelief. “I need you Tiff, and not just for a quickie,” he insisted pulling back, using her own grip on his arm to guide her towards his office at the back of the room.

      Even in the dark of the classroom she could see the glint in his eyes, that spark of unquenchable desire for her that he never grew tired of reminding her was her creation. Her fault. With a lick of his lips he said, “Fuck the exam, Tiffany, I need you. Bad. And I’m gonna lose it if I don’t have some serious time with you now.” His voice was forceful and insistent, and she knew he’d brook no disagreement.

      She didn’t want to fail history, though. She was such a good student, and she would be graduating soon. So soon. Weeks if these exams went well, but her grades had been slipping lately. She couldn’t concentrate
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