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​Chapter One – Flunking
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The summer break is almost here, and if I don’t get a hold of myself, I’m going to miss most of it re-taking my English class. I have plans for this summer and they do not involve studying. Tomorrow is the end of year exam that I know I am going to flunk, and without English, my plans go out the window.

I used to be okay at English; not A-grade but close and then Professor Jayce joined the faculty. He, of the tight shirts and even tighter butt cheeks, and my grade began to plummet. Focusing on his words in class is almost impossible. I find myself just staring at him, his lectures white noise in my ears, whilst I sit dreaming about what it would be like to have sex with him.

“This is ridiculous,” I groan to myself. My tired blue eyes scan the book in front of me as I run a hand through my unbrushed blonde hair. I stretch out my long legs, cramped from lack of movement.

“I’m never going to pass this class,” I whisper, licking my lips and glancing over at the clock. It’s almost one in the morning and time is running out.

Finally, an hour later I admit defeat and slam the book closed, the words no longer making any sense to me. I know that I’m going to need a minor miracle to get through the test tomorrow.

As I get ready for bed, my mind wanders to Professor Jayce, and I wonder if he’d give me any extra help to get my grades up. He seems really nice, certainly an improvement over his predecessor, Professor Hersh, if only he wasn’t so God damn hot. Perhaps if I smile a lot and look pathetic, he’ll take pity on me. The English test is first period so at least I can get it over and done with, and I won’t have to worry about it all day.

* * *
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My alarm goes off at six in the morning, and I feel an initial sense of happiness as I see the sun streaming in through the curtains. Then I remember the test and feel the panic start to rise. Breathe, you can do this I tell myself, as I climb out of bed and hit the shower. Despite my puffy eyes and slight grogginess, the shower helps, and I decide that it’s all about mental attitude. Getting dressed I grab my favorite summer dress from the wardrobe. If I feel great, I reason; I’ll do better on the test. I pull on the white sundress that ties around the back of the neck and attempt to squeeze my boobs into the limited space.

I look out of my bedroom window again. There’s no wind, and already the air is fresh with that cut grass aroma. My first year of college is almost over, and I can’t believe it’s gone by so fast. Yet, the smile fades when I think about the test. That’s the only thing I’m failing. The test is supposed to help bring up my grade, but I know it’s a waste of time. There’s no way that I can bring up that grade in English.

“I’m going to have to deal with it and take a summer course,” I mutter to myself, trying to plan for when I see the enormous failing grade on my progress report as I check out my reflection in the mirror.

My breasts are pushed together so tightly in the sundress; I’m not sure if it’s a bit indecent. I lean over to make sure I don’t spill out and I can see my cleavage straining to be released.

Standing up straight, I see how short my dress is, especially at the back so I slip on the white panties that go with it. I feel a little sexy as I look at myself from the side and smile.

“Yes, heads are going to be turning today,” I decide, giving myself a wink before grabbing my book bag and heading out of the house.

Anna, my best friend since third grade, is waiting for me outside and she has on a pretty summer dress as well.

“Looking good, girl!” I call as I run down the path. It’s always been routine for Anna to show up at my house so we can walk to school together. Anna looks up from her phone as I approach, and I can see her eyebrows raise.

“Looking to stop traffic this morning, Ash?” she smiles. I grin back as we start down the path.

“Nope, I’m going to seduce Professor Jayce.” I reply with a straight face.

“Really?!” Anna stops dead, her mouth falling open.

“Yeah right!” I giggle. “If only. Nah, I’m hoping if I feel good, it’ll help me perform better,” I explain.

“Well, you might put off everyone else in the test, but I hope it works out for you,” she laughs.

I love Anna; she’s more daring than me, a bit more adventurous, always encouraging me to express myself. Plus, she is great with the boys, which is a massive help when you are as shy and tongue-tied with guys as I am.

“So, are you ready for the rather lovely Professor Jayce’s test today?” Anna asks, raising one eyebrow as she flips her head and the silky brown hair slides to one side. I’m not the only one who has the hots for Professor Jayce and Anna was gutted that she hadn’t taken English.

Anna’s brown eyes investigate mine, and I know she can see that I’m tired and have been up late again.

“Hardly! I’m not ready for any of it. I try and try, but the information just doesn’t stay in my head. I really hate English,” I moan to her.

“I think you’ve got a mental block; you just need to relax; you will get it.” Anna shakes her head as we head down the sidewalk to the college.” You could always ask to be transferred to another class.”

“Oh yeah! I’ll just explain that I can’t concentrate in English class because I want the professor to screw my brains out, so could I be moved to another class with a less attractive teacher. Great idea Anna!” I reply sarcastically.

“Alright grumpy” Anna teases. “Well maybe if you weren’t so uptight and just got laid, you’d get over this obsession.”

I give her a look and I’m quiet for a moment, then I let out a big sigh.

“Right! this is crazy. I am going to talk to Professor Jayce and see if there’s anything I can do over the summer. There might be an extra class that I can take or next term I can take two English classes to catch up,” I say, thinking out loud.

“That’s going to be a lot of work,” Anna groans sympathetically.

“I know, but it has to be done. I can’t flunk any classes. School was different than all of this,” I mutter.

“Sometimes, I wish we were still back there.” Anna laughs a little.

“Me too, at least we could squeak by. Should’ve known that college was going to be different; there’s so much work,” I mutter.

“You’re the one who wants to be a lawyer.” Anna reminds me. I nod, thinking of the plans I’ve had for years.

We part ways at Anna’s locker and promise to meet up at our favorite spot, under the oak tree, for lunch.

* * *
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I’m the last student through the door in the classroom. I try to sneak in while Professor Jayce is taking attendance, but he notices me, glancing up as I am trying to close the door slowly.

“It’s nice of you to join us today,” he nods his head, giving me a curt smile.

“It was a late night,” I stammer, taking the first empty seat in the front row.

The class laughs.

“I see” he says, raising his eyebrows suggestively and the class laughs again.

“Oh no,” I stutter, “not like that. I wish. No, shit! I mean I was studying but it was a waste of time; I couldn’t concentrate. None of it made sense to me.” I blather and give him an apologetic look as I shrink into my seat, my cheeks burning.

He nods his head, staring at me with his dark blue eyes and waiting as I fumble to find the pens and paper that I’m going to need.

“For those of you who fail this test,” he begins, “I want you to know that there will be a makeup date if needed. I’m not going to lie; some of you can afford to fail
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JODI JACOBS

Sometimes all a girl needs is a liccle encouragement

TAUGHT TO BE
NAUGHTY

The Professor

BOOK ONE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





