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​Chapter One – Cold Shower
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My mother has only been out of the house for an hour. Already Professor Jayce is lying naked in my bed. I admire his body and think about how much I like feeling his bare skin against mine. His tanned body looks great; he doesn’t look old enough to be thirty, but he is, and it looks really good on him.

“I want to know what the paper says. I want to know what hot scene you’ve come up with this time,” he pleads with me.

I grin but refuse to cave in. It’s a little game we play. My English Professor, helping me with my grammar as I read to him my naughty fantasies. But this one is not quite ready yet, this one he must wait for.

“I want to surprise you. Don’t you like surprises?” I tease him, standing naked in front of the full-length mirror on the other side of my room.

“No, I don’t. I want to know what it says.” The smile on his face makes me want to give in so much, but I am firmly standing my ground.

“You can always come up with another in character mode. I’ve seen your work,” he reminds me, staring at me intensely.

“No.” I laugh at him, shaking my head, and I turn around to face him.

“Fine,” he sighs dramatically, thinking that it’s going to make me feel bad but instead sends a shiver of excitement up my spine.

There are only a few days left of school, but it feels like an eternity to get through. I still can’t believe I’m sneaking off to spend the summer with him at his mansion. He says he wants me to help, to be his maid, but we both know that isn’t going to happen. He says that he’s still going to be teaching me, but I’m pretty sure that it’s not going to have anything to do with English.

“What do you want to do tonight?” I ask him, knowing full well.

“You need to ask!” he says, his eyebrows rising suggestively. Then, as if reading my mind, he says, “I know you want to go out, but we can’t very well be seen around here, not together. You know that’s a big risk. It’s risky even coming to stay with you.” He sighs again and props himself up for a better view, admiring me appreciatively.

He’s right. I do want to go out, but only because I want to show him off. But he could lose his job, and I would be frowned upon as the college tart. Plus, I didn’t want anyone looking at my grade history. It wouldn’t take a genius to notice I was failing just a few weeks ago before getting my extra credit!

It’s our little secret, for now.

“Oh no! Professor,” I murmur suggestively, “What will we find to do stuck within these four walls?”

“Well, come here, and I’ll show you,” the Professor replies, grinning as I move and perch on the edge of the bed. “You know, a few days from now, no one is going to know that you’re my student, and then...,” he murmurs, moving my hair aside and kissing the back of my neck.

“I know, it’s just frustrating. I want to show everyone the sexy man I’ve bagged. I can’t wait to go away so I can be with you properly. I’m an impatient girl, Professor,” I tell him, fluttering my eyelashes and giggling.

“Ashley, you can be with me properly now,” he whispers, massaging my shoulders and moving to get behind me. “And we don’t just have these four walls; we have the kitchen, the bathroom, the den,” he says, burying his face in my neck.

His thick arms wrap around me, pulling me back onto his lap. I feel his hands sliding eagerly across the front of my body, reaching for my breasts. His hands were gripping them, feeling their weight. His fingers gently pull and tease my nipples as I try to bite back a moan. I’m still not used to being so free with a man.

“Don’t fight it, don’t fight me,” Professor Jayce whispers against my ear.

His fingers continue teasing my nipples, his lips kissing and gently biting at my neck, and I feel my body relaxing for him.

“Yes, that’s it,” he murmurs as I arch my back, pushing my breasts hard against his hands. Slightly shifting me, he takes my hand and slowly guides it down his flat stomach; I feel the hardness of his cock as he glides my fingers up and down, teasing the smoothness of his head.

“You do this to me. You make me so hard,” the Professor tells me in his teaching voice.

“I would do almost anything for you,” I gush, the hardness of his penis between my fingers lighting the fire beneath my legs.

“Yes, I know you would. So soon, I will have you doing everything possible to please me.” His voice is so confident.

“You think so?” I giggle.

“I know so.” He chuckles; it’s not his usual laugh; it’s a little deeper and rougher. “Want to try something new,” he mumbles, his face buried deep in my neck.

“Ok,” I say with a slight hesitation, turning to look at him.

“Get on your hands and knees for me,” he whispers, his blue eyes engaging mine.

I nod my head, the urgency in his voice making me want to do exactly what he wants. He lets out a soft moan as I get down on my hands and knees.

“Naughty, that’s what I like about my girl. So willing to try anything,” he smirks as I wiggle my ass for him. “Oh yes, Ash, stay there. I could look at that all night.” He grins as he takes hold of his hardness in one hand.

“Stop staring, Professor, and come here,” I demand, feeling his eyes burning into me.

He needs no further invitation and deftly moves behind me. His arms reach around and pull me swiftly and tightly against him. Kissing me, one hand holds my breast as the other reaches for the burning between my legs. I hear him moan as his fingers find my wetness.

“You like this, don’t you, Ashley? You like being told what to do.”

I moan in response while his fingers caress my pussy, gently stroking and rubbing it. I moan again as a wave of pleasure washes over me. His touch continues making me want to grind hard against his hand as the pleasure grows. The harder I grind, the more the Professor seems to like it. He bends me forward, then his hands travel greedily across my waist and hips to my ass, massaging and easing my cheeks open. Till tonight, he’s never screwed me from behind; no one has. I know he wants my ass, but I’m not ready to give him that. This is enough for now. One step at a time, I think.

“Don’t,” I tell him firmly as he rubs the head of his cock between my ass cheeks, teasing me.

“I just want to play. I’m not going to put it in,” he assures me as he slowly slides the head of his cock against my wetness, then back to my ass, the head pushing firmly against me. I hesitate for a moment, enjoying the pressure, almost wanting to push back against him, but I’m not ready. I hear his breath quicken.

“Don’t,” I say again. I roll my eyes, and he sees me doing it through the mirror. He laughs at me, and I give him my stern look.

“Ok, ok, I promise you. I can wait, but you’ll love it. Mark my words, soon you’ll be begging me,” he says, tapping my ass gently but not moving his hardness.

I stay still; I trust that he won’t penetrate me there. We must trust each other to have this affair, and I trust him. I’m just not willing to give him everything that he wants. Then suddenly, and to my alarm, he gets up and moves away.

Still on my hands and knees, I look round at him, confused. He’s staring at my ass intently, and I like how his cheeks look flushed.

“I’m going to take a cold shower,” he says, looking frustrated.

“Now? What just happened?” I ask him as panic washes over me. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No, Ashley,” he says ruefully. “Exactly the opposite. I just don’t trust myself to keep my promise at the moment.” He laughs and heads out of the room.
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​Chapter Two – Red Lace
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Now it’s my turn to feel frustrated. Thankfully it doesn’t last long.

“Ashley.” I hear the Professor call from the bathroom a few seconds later.

“Yes,” I answer, a little grumpy.

“Why don’t you put on something sexy for me?”

I smile. I know just the thing.

As soon as I hear the water turn on and the Professor getting in the shower, I head straight into my mother’s room. Sifting through her drawers, I see the red bra and panties that I want to wear. I’ve been dying to try them on since she brought them but never had the nerve before.

As I slip into the thin lace panties, I think it feels great to have the house to myself and have the Professor here. It feels so grown up, having an older man here.

Fixing the bra, it’s a tight fit but lifts my breasts high, making them look huge. The bra has a cross effect at the front, and you can clearly see my nipples through the translucent material. Hunting around, I also find a suspender belt and stockings. I pull them on carefully, trying hard not to rip a hole.

When I look in the mirror, I’m surprised at how much older and sexier I look. I rush over to the bureau, apply some bright red lipstick, and fluff up my hair. I like what I see, I look slutty, dirty like I know what I’m doing, and I just know that Professor Jayce is going to approve.

Leaving the door open, I lay down on my mothers’ bed, my head against the fresh pillows. I fidget about preparing myself as I wait for him to get out of the shower. I hear it shut off, and my excitement starts to rise. I keep quiet, waiting for him to find me. I listen as he enters my bedroom. I hear him call my name then walk back into the hall. As he catches sight of me on the bed, he takes a sharp breath. A huge grin erupts on his face, and he strides purposefully into the bedroom.

Stopping at the end of the bed, he lets out a low whistle.

“Christ. You look amazing.”

I smile; I knew he’d like it.

“You are a bad girl, Ashley,” he says, shaking his head sternly. A small towel is wrapped around his waist, and his hair is still wet from the shower. He looks so sexy; I can see the shower did nothing to stem his erection. Looking at him makes me ache between my legs.

“Then punish me,” I say breathlessly, opening my legs further for him.

Dropping the towel, the Professor reaches down and grabs my ankles, pulling me roughly down the bed toward him. I let out a little scream in shock. The Professor drops to his knees and lowers his mouth towards my panties without hesitation. I can feel the warmth of his
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