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Trish Myers stood in front of her class, staring at the broad-chested Reece Watterson as he argued against the F she gave him on his last essay. She dreaded giving it to him, but the young man never put in the effort to do any better, spending more time on the baseball field than on his homework. He needed to realize he no longer attended high school. College demanded more effort. Still, she would love to give him a better grade just for how hot he looked, giving her something to fantasize about during class, but that, sadly, wouldn’t be fair to the rest of her English Literature class, and this college class held some of the sharpest students she’d taught in a while.
But damn, Reece kept her reaching for her battery-operated boyfriend each night. Single life was rough these days, especially with men like Reece in her class day-in and day-out.
“But, Miss Myers, I swear I did everything you asked when I wrote this,” Reece continued. “How’d I get an F if I did everything you asked?”
Trish shook her head. “I can’t keep taking up class time going over this with you,” she told him. “It’s not just about facts, Reece. It’s also about grammar and story development. I’m afraid copying answers out of CliffNotes won’t guarantee you a good grade.”
He sunk lower in his chair, his lips downturned as he shook his head. God, she wanted to taste those lips, feel them between... 
She gave herself a mental shake. She did not need to stand there thinking about Reece’s lips. Her panties were soaked enough. “Fine,” Reece snapped. “I’ll see you after class.”
Trish nodded, ignoring the tingle between her legs at the thought of the two of them alone in her office. “In my office. Perhaps then I can help you understand what it is you’re missing.”
Reece nodded, his dark blue eyes boring holes in his desk. She wished she could make him feel better, but there were lines she couldn’t cross, even if she ran back and forth over them in her fantasies.
With a deep breath, she continued on with her lesson, talking about Edgar Allan Poe and those spooky tales of his. Of course, as she spoke, her gaze kept drifting back to Reece, his tight jeans over his powerful legs, the slight bulge of his cock outlined in the front, visible under his desk during those periods when she sat at her desk. She turned back to her desk, making her way around to her chair as she tried to push the images of Reece pounding into her out of her mind. Her panties were soaked as her honey dripped from her slit. There were other men in her class, most of them barely in their twenties if that, but Reece sat in the front row every day, staring at her with his legs spread under his desk, his cocky grin taunting her with the dimples that popped up on his cheek.
This semester would be a long one.
The rest of the hour dragged by as she taught her lesson, her mind struggling to stay focused. Keeping a tight rein on her thoughts proved difficult, however, as they continued to drift back to images of Reece in her office, the door closed. She swallowed the lump of pent-up lust that threatened to undo her as she sat behind her desk, rubbing her legs together, putting pressure on her clit. Thank god, the students couldn’t see under her desk.
As soon as the class finished, Trish slid from behind her desk, straightening her dark blue skirt back into place as she did. She left the classroom as the students gathered their books, making her way to her office. Now, she merely had to wait and see if Reece did make an appearance. Part of her hoped he did, just because she wanted to be alone with him, even if she knew nothing would happen. Another part of her hoped he wouldn’t make an appearance because she feared how she would react being so close and alone with the much younger man. She could already feel the fabric of her bra rubbing against her swollen nipples, sending tendrils of excitement straight to her sex.
She closed her eyes as she entered her office, taking a deep breath. Much younger man. She was twice her student’s age. What the hell was she thinking? She opened her eyes as she closed the door. She wasn’t thinking. At least, her head wasn’t thinking. This is the part where they would say a man was thinking with the wrong head. Trish permitted her throbbing pussy to do the thinking for her right then, the fantasy too alluring to ignore. That could very well be a mistake ending her career.
Trish moved over to stand behind her desk, taking a few deep breaths as she did. She permitted her mind to run away with itself with the fantasies she had at night getting her soaked when she knew damn well there was no chance in hell she would ever allow it to take place
Just as she was about to sit down, a knock came at her door, making her cunt throb even more. This was it. “Come in,” she said as she took her seat, mainly because her legs trembled so much. She didn’t think they would hold her up much longer.
Reece opened the door, peeking his head in to make sure she still wanted to see him. “Is now a good time?” he asked.
Trish smiled over at the college kid, his dark hair almost covering his deep blue eyes. She nodded once. “It is,” she assured him, gesturing to one of the empty chairs in front of her desk. “Let’s talk about how you can bring your grade up, shall we?” She wished she had the guts to talk to him about something else, like using the top of her desk to increase his grades. Trish squirmed in her seat, pressing her legs together once more.
Reece shook his head. “Miss Myers, I just can’t do it. I’ve tried. I’m better at baseball than I am at English and writing.” His body was built for baseball, too, rather than writing, with his thick biceps, powerful legs, and strong hands. She had fantasized about his broad shoulders over her as he drove into her soaked cunt over and over. Reece pleaded with her with his eyes. “Surely, there’s another way I can bring my grades up. I’ll do anything. You have to help me, or they’ll kick me off the team.”
Trish shook her head as she left her seat to keep herself from squirming, moving over to lean back on the front of her desk, arms at her sides as she clutched the edge of the desk. She didn’t realize until she was already leaning back just how much this position pushed her tits out even more and put her even closer to the man she needed to stay away from. “Reece, I’m not sure what else I can do besides offering to tutor you. We could meet here in the mornings before classes, and I could coach you through your assignments.”
Reece stood and moved over to her, shaking his head, and his closeness sent a tremor through her body that centered in her pussy. “I can’t make it in the mornings,” he told her. “We have weight training then.” He stood close enough to her now that Trish could smell his musky aroma, making her sex quiver with need.
She tried to get a grip on her lust, but her panties were already soaked. She had to put some distance between her and her student, but she feared moving at all, her legs wobbly with her nervousness.
“Miss Meyers, surely there’s something we can do to make this work for both of us,” he said as he raked her with his gaze, his eyes settling on the creamy tops of her breasts as they pushed upward over the neckline of her top. “I promise, I’m worth an A in other areas. An A plus even. We could both benefit.”
She suddenly found it difficult to speak, her mouth dry with the thoughts of what Reece suggested, her body burning with need. She placed her hand in the middle of his chest, holding him back as much as she could. With a deep breath, she said, “Reece, this isn’t right. You’re my student. We could get into trouble for even talking about this.” She shook her head. “No, I can only offer to tutor you.” She had fantasized about this very scene so many times, and now that it faced her, the thought of following through on those fantasies petrified her.
Apparently, they didn’t petrify Reece. He leaned in, his face inches from her neck as he inhaled her scent, his eyes closed as he reached out with one arm, placing his hand on her upper arm. “I’ve seen you staring at me during class,” he whispered, his hot breath on her ear as she stood there, trembling with desire. “I know you wear these sexy outfits for my attention. Isn’t that true, Miss Meyers?”
She swallowed the tightness in her throat. It was true, but she couldn’t admit that to him. That admission would only open doors too dangerous to walk through. “No,” she forced herself to lie. “I dress for me. I prefer dresses.”
She could hear the grin in his voice. “But you’re not wearing a dress,” he told her. “You’re wearing a skirt, a very short skirt. Not exactly school appropriate. Do you know I can see up your skirt when you sit at your desk? Today you’re wearing purple panties.”
She sucked in a breath of shock, her eyes going wide. She knew her skirt was short, but not that short. How many other students had seen her panties?
“You enjoy being seen, don’t you?” Reece pressed. “You wanted me to see your panties. I bet they’re soaked right now, aren’t they?” His mouth was inches from her ear, his body almost pressed against hers. She could almost feel his hardness against her abdomen and struggled not to lean forward to feel his cock rub against her. “Tell me, Miss Meyers. Tell me you wore this outfit just for me. No one is here but us. You can tell me.”
God, she wanted to tell him, wanted him to know how hot she was for him, how her pussy dripped right then because of how close he was to her. It would be so easy to do it, but the trouble that would fall down upon her would be devastating.
“Come on, tell me,” he urged her. “You know you want to. Did you really go through all this trouble just to chicken out?” 
She felt him slide his hand down her arm and around her back, pressing her to him. She closed her eyes as his manhood rubbed against her. Hard. Thick. God, she wanted him. She glanced at the door. It was closed, but not locked. Anyone could knock and just walk in, catching her with her student like they were. She had to stop this. Now!
She was about to push him away, but then, she felt his hand slide across her ass. She groaned, regretting it as soon as the sound escaped her lips. There was no way Reece would misinterpret her reaction now.
She was right, as he chuckled in her ear. “We’re both adults,” he said. “There’s no reason we can’t have what we want, and you want me, don’t you, Miss Meyers? Tell me.”
She groaned again, unable to keep resisting. “Yes,” she moaned. “I want you, but we can’t, and you know it. It’s wrong.”
She felt him slide his hand lower on her ass until she felt him pulling up her skirt. Her eyes went wide as she glanced at the door again. “Then tell me to stop, and I’ll stop. Otherwise, I’m going to fuck you right here in your office.”
She needed to tell him to stop. This was wrong on so many levels, but she couldn’t force the words past her lips. She wanted him, wanted his young cock to take her and use her. Her skirt slid over the cups of her ass, the air-conditioning caressing her warm flesh. Trish sucked in a breath as she reached out, gripping Reece’s arm. She could stop this, should stop this, but she wanted it, her cunt throbbing with hunger. Then, she felt his fingers glide across the cup of her ass just below her panties, sliding over her flesh as he kissed her ear.
Trish melted into his arms, pressing against him, his hardness rubbing her stomach. She couldn’t stop, her pussy wouldn’t allow it. She needed to be filled, needed his young cock driving into her. With a deep breath, she reached between them, stroking his cock through his jeans, her large tits pressed against his chest.
He kissed her again, his tongue gliding across the edge of
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