
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


His Teacher for Christmas

A Sexy Professors Story

 


By Adri Armstrong

 


 


 


Copyright 2023 Adri Armstrong

Smashwords Edition


 


 


 


Table of Contents:

 


Content
Tags

His Teacher for Christmas

Up
Next

Other Titles
by Adri

 


 


 


This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts a student engaged in a sexual
relationship with a teacher. The student's enthusiasm does not
remedy the vast gulf in power between the two characters, and this
scenario would be unacceptable in any real life context. Please
approach the series with caution, and heed the content tags.
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The snow has finally stopped falling beyond
his dorm window, when Caden Laurence finally gets off the phone
with his cheerful and distracted parents. This isn't an ideal way
to 'celebrate' Christmas Eve with his family. He still can't
entirely believe they left him behind while they embarked on their
adventurous holiday jaunt through Europe—but beneath his
disappointment, he doesn't actually blame them. His final exams
went past their departure date, and he would've been an agonizing
third wheel on what was expressly a romantic, vow-renewing second
honeymoon.

He could scrounge up more anger if he put a
little effort into it. His family abandoning him for Christmas is
exactly the sort of sob story he didn't want to admit to any
of his fellow classmates, all of whom have long since departed for
their own winter breaks.

Caden has tagged along with classmates
before, but this feels different. All of his closest friends
celebrate Christmas with huge extended families, and the last thing
he wants is to be an unwelcome intruder making everything awkward.
At least, that's what he told himself as he watched everyone pack
up and leave during the days after finals. His pride made him smile
and pretend everything was fine. Totally normal. He didn't want
anyone's pity.

Pity doesn't seem like such a terrible notion
now, though. Fuck his pride. After weeks surrounded by a desolate
and barely functional campus, Caden is lonely enough to wish he'd
admitted his lack of holiday plans to someone. Anyone. Even the
most awkward invitation would be better than this.

Too late now. Hell, he can't even go home to
his family's massive estate. The place is up for sale and his
parents' new house won't be ready to move in until February. If
Caden fucks up the realtor's staging, he'll never hear the end of
it.

This sucks. There's no way around it. Caden
is effectively stranded, one of only a handful of students with
permission to stay in the dorms over winter break. Campus has
emptied out into an eerie, snow-muffled ghost town, the public
spaces as barren as the icy trees scattered around the main quad.
Normally Caden likes his dorm, his room, his university. Normally
the whole place is crowded with noisy activity, friends and
acquaintances around every corner.

Normally he would be perfectly content to sit
at his desk beneath the lofted bed, chilly air sneaking in through
the drafty window, radiator clicking and gurgling and pouring out
more than enough heat to compensate.

But today is Christmas Eve. And even though
it's only noon, if Caden stays put in this vacant dorm for one more
minute, he's going to lose his mind.

His options are limited. His friends and more
distant family relations all live too far away for a spontaneous
visit. He could get in his car and drive somewhere local: a mall to
people watch; a coffee shop to work through practice questions for
the MCAT; a local bookstore to console himself with retail
therapy.

But any mall will be overwhelmingly crowded
today, full of last-minute shoppers fighting to obtain last-minute
gifts, leaking frantic moods and holiday stress in all directions.
The bookstores probably won't be much better. And all of Caden's
favorite coffee shops are small family-run affairs that might
already be closed for the holiday.

The choice he finally makes is a little
pathetic, but Caden doesn't care. He bundles up and sets off across
campus. Destination: science building.

Despite his sullen mood, he has to admit that
the fresh layer of snow turns the campus into something beautiful
and unfamiliar—an untouchable wilderness of white dusted across
rooftops and benches and the tall library tower at the opposite end
of the quad. The sky above is mottled gray, but there's still
enough sunlight to make everything look cheerful and cozy, a direct
contradiction to the sting of icy wind across the part of Caden's
face not protected by a thick scarf.

He doesn't pass a single person on his trek
along a sidewalk so thick with snow that his legs ache by the time
he reaches the door. He uses his key card to slip inside,
momentarily disoriented by the empty halls. Rationally, he knows he
can't be the only person on campus. But it sure feels like he's
completely alone as he makes his way up to the lab.

Still, he's glad not to run into anyone.
Certainly no one will take umbrage with him being here—as Professor
Howard's research assistant, he can come and go as he pleases—but
he isn't keen on the idea of explaining himself either. Especially
to the professors and staff who usually work in this building.

Especially to Professor Lance Howard
himself.

Lance would demand to know why Caden is
working through winter break—on Christmas Eve of all days—and there
would be no escaping the flicker of concern in his deep and
watchful eyes. He might even tumble into a lecture about burnout
and overexertion. He's done it before. Caden has made a reputation
for himself as a driven and talented student, studying both biology
and chemistry on his hopeful path toward medical school. Ever since
Lance hired him as a research assistant, he's been even more
determined to prove himself, and Caden will be the first to admit
he pushes himself too hard.

But he also loves the work. He would probably
keep doing it even without the stipend he gets paid for his
troubles.

Or. Well. Maybe Caden can afford to be honest
with himself for once. It's not the work he loves. Yes, he's good
at it—he enjoys it—and the farther he gets, the more the experience
reassures him he's on the right academic path. But the real reason
he's so enthusiastic is the simple and shameless fact of working so
closely with Professor Howard.

Caden has not admitted this truth to a single
soul. Not even his closest friends know about his hopeless
infatuation with his favorite professor. It's bad form to fall in
love with someone so completely out of bounds. If Lance found out,
he would almost certainly find some gentle but irrevocable way to
dismiss Caden and avoid ever having him in class again. He would do
it deftly, of course. Professor Lance Howard is not a careless man,
and he would never risk damaging Caden's academic standing. He
would probably call in a favor—everyone on campus adores Lance,
cheerful and warm-hearted as he is—so that Caden still had a
research position and a work study stipend in the end.

It just wouldn't be with Lance, and
Caden hates and fears the prospect in equal measure.

He's aware he has a problem. His crush has
spiraled out of hand in recent months. But he has no intention of
doing anything about it, one way or the other.

Caden isn't expected to check up on his
professor's experiments outside the normal semester, but there's no
reason he can't pop in and help. He'll leave his documentation
somewhere obvious, and whenever Lance next visits the lab, surely
he'll appreciate finding the data has already been collected.

More importantly, the task will keep Caden
busy for a couple of hours. It won't be enough, but it will be
something. Better than trying to read for fun when he's in
such a sullen mood. Better than the drifting frustration of
watching television only for his attention to wander repeatedly
away. Better than studying in the oppressive silence of the
dorm.

He lets himself into the lab itself and sheds
his coat and scarf on an empty workbench near the door. Massive
windows stand along the far wall, giving him a postcard-worthy view
of the glittering campus beyond. Only a handful of trudging
footpaths have been carved in the deep new snow along the
sidewalks, including Caden's own, leaving everything else
undisturbed. An image that belongs on a holiday card or maybe a
cozy puzzle. It should be a cheerful vista. Instead, Caden shakes
off the melancholy settling beneath his skin and gets to work.

He manages to stay focused for three full
hours. Long enough that his stomach starts growling, and a looming
caffeine-withdrawal headache sends him on a brief detour to the
vending machines. New and darker clouds roll in as he collects what
feels like mountains of data. He carefully documents and
cross-checks every piece of information with the precision of long
practice. It's blessedly easy to let the work carry him away.
Fascinating, to narrow his attention to the smallest details,
comparing his findings with previous data sets and studying the
patterns that emerge.

He's buried himself so thoroughly in the task
that he barely notices the sounds of other people moving through
the halls. Occasional footsteps pass just outside the lab. Doors
open and close at quiet distances. But mostly the science building
feels as empty as the rest of campus. Between faculty, students,
and staff, few people want to be at school on Christmas Eve.

"Caden?" A familiar voice cuts through the
silence and shatters his intense focus. "What are you doing
here?"

Heart fluttering as though he's been caught
doing something wrong, Caden raises his eyes to follow the graveled
rumble of the question.

Lance stands just inside the half-open door,
watching Caden with exactly the glimmer of concern that Caden does
not want to see.

"Professor Howard." Caden rises from his seat
in a guilty rush, moving so fast that he nearly upends multiple
petri dishes from the edge of the workbench. Thank god he's nowhere
near any of the expensive microscopes. His logbook tumbles to the
floor in a flutter of pages, landing with a crunch that makes Caden
flinch.

Lance steps fully into the room and lets the
door click shut behind him. "I didn't expect to find you here. Is
everything okay?"

For several mortifying seconds, Caden stares
without answering. God, how does Lance manage to look even more
gorgeous in these casual clothes than the suits he usually favors
for teaching? It's not fair. Grayed-out denim jeans cling just
right to Lance's stocky legs, and the front of his jacket hangs
open to reveal a red sweater beneath. The bright color is a perfect
complement for his wind-stung cheeks and warm brown eyes. He's
already unwinding the scarf from around his throat and tugging off
his hat to reveal the mussed salt-and-pepper of his hair. His
usually cleanshaven jaw










































































































































































































































THE END
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