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Tempting Mr. McGregor - Part One: The Taste
of Temptress Tasha


Nathan McGregor looked at himself in the
mirror on a wet Wednesday morning, nervously adjusting his tie and
straightening his well combed black hair once more. He'd finally
completed his teacher training and was about to go for his first
job interview for a teaching position at a school. This wasn't just
any school though, he was going for a job at the prestigious
Bradbury's, a private all girl's school where he was intending to
teach college level mathematics to sixth-form students.



He had received a very strong education himself and had devoted
himself to his studies so hard that his personal life and progress
had been neglected. Despite being a handsome young man, still only
twenty five, he hadn't had a girlfriend since he was
nineteen and had even grown a little shy around women. Though
this deeply bothered him, he told himself that now he was fully
qualified he could afford to become more extroverted.

 


On the way in the car he contemplated what
possible questions they might ask and as he pulled in to the
driveway and up to the main building, he was struck by the power of
the architecture and sense of history. Bradbury’s had been one of
most esteemed private boarding schools for girls for many years and
only the richest parents could afford to send their daughters
there.



He straightened his tie one last time in the rear view mirror and
said to himself, “Here goes nothing....”. He walked to
reception through the main double doors and told the secretary he
was here for an interview. She told him to wait outside the
headmaster’s office and he politely thanked her. After sitting
down, he realized how nervous he was, his hands clammy and
sweaty.



He had an agonizing twenty minute wait as another interviewee was
already in the office but finally the door opened and the
headmaster, Mr. O’ Hart Shea, emerged and shook a gentleman’s hand
saying, “Thank you for coming....we’ll be in touch to let you
know about the position either way....”.



Nathan wondered how much competition there was as Mr. O’ Hart Shea
beckoned him into the office with a smile. The next half an hour
was a procession of questions, some about the job and some
personal, which Nathan tried to answer to the best of his ability.
He started to relax as he seemed to be making a good impression on
the headmaster and he also seemed impressed with the high quality
of his qualifications including a PhD in Mathematics.



At the end of the interview he was expecting to hear the same line
that was reeled off to the previous interviewee but to his surprise
Mr. O’ Hart Shea said, “Well, you seem to be just what we’re
looking for at Bradbury’s, I’d like to offer you the position.
You’d be starting next week....”.



Nathan tried to stay calm and not show his effusive joy. “That’s
fantastic, I’d definitely like to accept! Next week is fine with
me.”



“Good to have you on board with us Mr. McGregor, I’m sure you’re
going to enjoy teaching here. As you know, this is a boarding
school and the teachers board here as well during term time. You
will be shown your living quarters on your first day before classes
begin.” said the headmaster outside his office.



“Oh, I’m sure I will. I have no problem boarding here. Thank you
very much, I’m grateful for this opportunity and will do my utmost
to make it a success” replied Nathan, feeling he was trying too
hard now he’d already got the job.



With that, they shook hands and he left the building feeling
elated. As soon as he got home he rang his parents to tell them the
good news. His father Charles was over the moon with pride and
rushed into the kitchen to tell his wife Judy. It was the
culmination of years of exams and teacher training. Nathan went to
bed that night feeling on top of the world.



The next few days seemed to fly by, going out and buying some
expensive tailored suits. He wanted to look the part and did vainly
concede that he looked dapper and handsome when he tried one on at
home. He felt nervous about starting on Monday but felt ready for
it, as ready as he’d ever be. The thought of teaching a class of
all females aged eighteen and nineteen was a little daunting to
him, but he figured he would soon acclimatize to such a different
environment to the one he was used to.



He awoke that Monday at 6am and had a cold shower followed by a
strong coffee to wake himself up. As soon as he had his suit and
tie on he began to feel the part and by 8am he was driving through
the gates to Bradbury’s, feeling a little on edge but very glad to
be there. He looked around at the imposing buildings and felt a
sense of awe that he’d been chosen to teach at such a prestigious
school.



He made his way to the secretary’s office where he was warmly
greeted and led to the building where he would be living during
term time. The secretary walked him to his room and showed him
around briefly. It was like a small apartment with a kitchen and
bathroom, a lounge and a bedroom. It was perfect for what he
required and he unpacked once the secretary had left. He was able
to take it easy as his first class wasn’t until 10am.



The time seemed to fly and it wasn’t long until he was walking
along the corridor to his classroom with his briefcase in hand. The
corridor was full of young ladies hurrying to and fro to their
classes, clad in immaculate uniforms. He was no snob, but it was
obvious that these girls were from very affluent backgrounds and
had a refined air about them. He expected their behaviour to be
beyond reproach, the perfect place and environment to teach.



As he reached his classroom he passed a long line of sixth form
students who were curious about this new teacher who looked
impossibly smart and debonair in his expensive suit. Gripping his
briefcase tightly from natural nerves, he ignored the stifled
giggles and impish smiles from the girls who were lined up to the
door. He opened it and walked inside, swiftly followed by his
students who quickly found their way to their desks. A group of
girls, the most confident in the class, decided to sit at the front
together with the sole purpose of teasing their new mathematics
teacher.



They were what every class has, the group known as the “in crowd”,
the coolest and most attractive girls in the class. They consisted
of an incredibly pretty brunette called Tasha, her best friend
Samantha , a cute strawberry blonde, as well as Heather who had
taken an instant shine to the dapper Mr. McGregor and Emily, a very
refined young lady with long auburn hair who was intrigued by this
new arrival to the

teaching staff.

 


She could tell he was inexperienced but
decided she wasn’t going to tease him too mercilessly...at least
not yet. But all four girls were waiting for Mr. McGregor to make a
mistake that they could embarrass him with.



As he gathered his papers from his briefcase and placed them on his
desk, he looked up at the sea of female faces in front of him. In
the front row, the beautiful Tasha beamed up at him eagerly, seeing
if she could catch his eye. It was almost impossible not to notice
this group of gorgeous girls in the front row, but he was
particularly distracted by Tasha’s disarming smile.

 


He had been a reserved student who never
developed with women as he would have liked and so still felt
unsure how to handle female attention. The fact that these were his
students made it easier though; he just had to maintain the
professional barrier between teacher and student and all would be
fine...



He began the lesson tentatively but soon found his feet, with the
assembled students responding to his authoritative demeanour and
patient way of explaining mathematical difficulties. Without
anything obvious to tease him about, Tasha was thinking up ways she
could command his attention after class. The fact that she was
actually struggling to understand the quadratic equations he was
teaching them to decipher provided the obvious opportunity to
approach him after the lesson was over.



She was an intelligent young lady but a little one-on-one tuition
was required and as soon as the bell rang she stayed in her seat as
everyone else moved on to the next lesson.



Once the other students had left she turned to her new teacher and
said, “Sir, I have to confess that I’m struggling with these
quadratic equations...would it be possibly to have some personal
tuition after classes have finished? I so want to be able to get a
good maths grade, Sir!”.



Mr. McGregor hadn’t expected such a request on his very first day
but he agreed to meet her at 4pm for some private tuition. As it
was a boarding school, there was no issue with time as they were
both staying on the premises. At lunchtime, he got talking with the
other teachers and they said that personal tuition was quite common
after class to ensure that no students fell behind with the
curriculum.

 


It was expected that teachers give freely of
their extra curricular time and Mr. McGregor was fine with that. He
was driven by a genuinely altruistic desire to educate, like every
good teacher.



At 4pm, he returned to his classroom to find Tasha waiting outside
expectantly. She was feeling quietly excited about getting some
alone time with her new mathematics teacher who she found strangely
intriguing. He seemed very professional and a little uptight and
serious....she wanted to see whether he was as professional, prim
and proper as he wanted to convey.



As he opened the door, Tasha confidently made her way inside and
smiled at him as she took the same seat as earlier. Mr. McGregor
felt a little more tentative as he was aware of the close
proximity....and her high degree of attractiveness.



She sat at her desk and crossed her legs which were clad in knee
length white socks leading up to a navy blue pleated skirt. As he
looked down, the sight of her thighs between her knees and her
skirt was arousing to him, but it was an involuntary attraction. He
was devoted to his vocation and the feminine wiles of his students
were something that he knew he had to resist with every ounce of
self control that he possessed.



“Please Sir, could you explain quadratic equations to me slowly,
I do find it a little hard to follow!” she said, though in
truth she was smart enough to understand it easily. Mr. McGregor
went through a few equations slowly and as Tasha felt there was
nothing else to learn she decided it was time to tease.



“Sir, I’m so glad you’re my new mathematics teacher, you explain
everything so clearly! I’m lucky to have such amazing tuition....I
can’t thank you enough!!!” she exclaimed and though it seemed a
little over the top he appreciated her gratitude.



“You’re welcome Tasha, I’m more than happy to give you private
tuition whenever you’re struggling with something.” he
replied.



Tasha smiled at him and rubbed her left leg against her right,
hoping Sir’s gaze would be drawn to her exquisite, shapely legs. He
glanced down and sensed that she was flirting with him a little,
though hoped she hadn’t fabricated her supposed struggle just to
tease him.



But whatever her motives, he couldn’t ignore what a beautiful and
alluring young woman he was. It was only his first day at
Bradbury’s and he was already being faced with, at the very least,
distraction, at the most, temptation. He knew by now that she was
playing games with him, he just wasn’t sure exactly how serious she
was. He suspected she just wanted to provoke a reaction from him
that she could giggle to her friends about.



But Tasha was genuinely intrigued by this handsome new recruit to
the teaching staff and was loving their strangely intimate after
class proximity. She decided to turn up the heat which some
mischievous questions.



“Sir.....are you married?” she asked, with an adorably
innocent expression.



“No....no, I’m not...I’m not sure that’s an appropriate
question, Tasha....I’m here to teach you, that’s all....” he
replied, trying to thwart whatever ideas she had about possibly
leading him into temptation.



“I’m sorry, Sir. You’re right, that was inappropriate of me.
It’s just that it gets hard at an all-girls boarding school...we
never get to see boys....except at the annual school disco....but
most boys are too shy to talk to us.....anyway, I should probably
go back to my dormitory now. Thank you so much for helping me with
these equations, Sir”.



“You’re very welcome, Tasha. I’m glad I could help.” he
replied curtly, trying not to react to her flirtatious
manner.



She felt a little disappointed that her flirtations had hit a bit
of a brick wall. Suddenly, she had a thought. “Sir...I think I
understand quadratic equations now but could we just take ten
minutes going through some to see if I can answer them correctly?
I’m not sure if I do entirely understand it, if I’m honest...”
she said, her cute smile casting her spell on Mr. McGregor.



“Yes, that’s fine...I’ll write one on the board
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