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      Justine’s face grew hot as she read the note, her dark hair falling over her face as her steel eyes darted to her friend. Tiffany seemed totally calm and in control, but Justine knew it wasn’t true. She was just able to hide it better.

      She looked down at the scrawled letter, rereading it.

      I had another dream about him last night. On top of his desk this time, as everyone watched.

      She was restraining her fit of girlish giggles as she wrote back with her pink gel pen.

      You’re so gross, Tiffany! He’s your TEACHER!

      Justine underlined the words, flicking it back towards her friend, and Tiffany caught the paper deftly. How did her hands work so well? Justine was constantly fumbling with everything, and she was never as put together as Tiffany was.

      She looked over at the other woman, with her straight brown hair and long bangs that swept over her wide eyes. She had a few freckles on her nose and a lovely pink sweater with the white collar poking out from underneath. Her black, pleated skirt ended just at the regulation level, and it was expertly pressed. Even her white knee socks and the black Mary Jane's were immaculate.

      Justine was less composed, and had rushed to put on her too tight sweater and her too long skirt, one sock constantly falling down around her ankle. She had beautiful almond eyes and glossy black hair, and her was skin a lovely tone, but there was something unkempt about her. She seemed distracted and hurried.

      The note landed back on her desk so gracefully – how did she do it? – and Justine read the large, purple writing, so bubbly and feminine.

      Grow up, Justine. We’re both adults now. It’s time you open your eyes to the pleasures right in front of you.

      Tiffany was staring right ahead, following her teacher’s moves with rapt attention, but as he started walking back towards the two, Justine saw her flinch.

      “Ladies,” he spoke in his smooth, velvet voice, plucking the letter from Justine’s desk, “after class.”

      Following biology was lunch hour, and as all the other students filed out of the room, Terry Petrel moved to his desk and sat. He’d had the remainder of class to go over the note, and still his mind raced.

      Having just reached his fortieth, Terry was in good shape. His looks were not faded by age, though he started to worry that they might at any time now. With a firm jaw and attractively featured face, he was, without a doubt, a good looking middle aged man. His hair was cut short, a light brown that approached wheat, and a greenish pair of eyes that could be rather piercing when he zeroed in his stare upon someone.

      He rubbed his clean shaven chin, looking at the two girls as they waited, their lunch ticking away, the class now empty. “Well ladies,” he began, his smooth voice always sounding so confident and in control, even when he felt anything but, “I know you’re both clever young women,” his eyes flickered between the two, “and so I give you a bit of leeway. But passing notes? And so blatantly?”

      He angled his head down, peering at them over the rim of his glasses, those sharp eyes of his sinking into Tiffany, then Justine.

      “It wasn’t blatant, Mister Petrel. You’re just better than I am,” smiled Tiffany, her facade of calm only slightly shattered.

      Justine marvelled that her friend’s voice didn’t crack at all. Her own heart beat so heavily against her ribs she thought they might break, and her breathing had already quickened. The rest of the class she had spent squirming and working herself up as she saw him read it.

      Tiffany didn’t seem fazed by that, though. How could she be so blasé about it, Justine wondered with only a hint of bitterness.

      Terry gave Tiffany a hard look, staring her down across the rims of his glasses a while. “No point in arguing with me on that, Tiffany. It’s not going to do you any good when you’re flinging notes from desk to desk,” he said with a deep sigh, sounding very much like he didn’t want to deal with arguing over such niggling points.

      She was going to keep it up, but stopped when she heard him sigh. The light flush that rose to her cheeks was some indication of her thoughts.

      Justine watched, horrified, as her friend’s mind went to one of her dirty fantasies, and she piped up eagerly, “We’re sorry Mr. Petrel. We won’t do it again! Just... Just let us go this one time. Please don’t tell my parents!” Her brows furrowed as her fingers twirled at the hem of her long skirt, letting it rise up along those pale legs an inch.

      Tiffany laughed, though it was hard to say at what, even though her eyes were on Justine.

      Dressed in a nice plum colour shirt, with a pair of black pants and black silk tie, Terry Petrel looked fit and trim, a tall man, even when sat down at his desk.

      In this situation, however, he looked a bit lost, and he studied the two young women curiously, his eyes moving from one to the other. They trailed to Justine’s toying fingers for a moment and he had to snap himself out of it, “Tiffany, do you find something particularly funny about all of this?” he asked firmly, turning his sight back upon his student accusingly.

      “No Sir!” she said loudly, her voice a bit brusque and teasing. The faint smile was still on her lips, even as she sat up straight in her chair, her hands resting lightly on her lap, her own fingers beginning to mimic Justine’s as she edged up her skirt. She looked so oblivious to the motions, even though it was obvious that she was aware of her behaviour. Certainly, she had to be, with how perfectly the act was mirrored.

      Terry did his best not to look down at the display, but they darted to the sight despite his best attempts.

      After a brief pause while looking at Tiffany he said calmly, “Justine, head along to lunch. You won’t have detention this time, but don’t let me catch you misbehaving so blatantly again, okay?” He glanced to Justine again, “I don’t mind a little goofing off as long as your grades are good, but try not to let it interfere with the class from now on,” he lectured.

      “Meanwhile, Tiffany, a moment more of your time before you go. We need to discuss a detention appointment for this afternoon,” he stated so matter-of-factly.

      Justine gave her friend an apologetic glance and was nearly appalled by the look of triumph on Tiffany’s face. Standing up, she took a step back. “Thank you Mr. Petrel,” she murmured before she looked to her friend once more, her expression worried and exasperated.

      “Go on, Justine. I’ll catch up,” Tiffany reassured her with a grin.

      Feeling a bit helpless, Justine did just that, slinking out the open door. Her teacher followed her, shutting it behind her.

      Terry very casually opened a drawer in his desk and took out a few items. His lunch, he calmly set down a thermos, a wrap, and a container of some fresh baby carrots with some sort of dipping sauce. He didn’t say anything while he arranged the food, but by the time he was done, he had his thoughts sorted out. “That was pretty brazen writing for you, Tiffany,” he said smoothly.

      “It’s wasn’t meant to be read by you,” she smirked, her legs having crossed while he arranged his food, exposing her smooth, pale thigh. “If you think of it that way, it was hardly brazen at all.” She was teasing him, quite blatantly, and she tucked some of her long, brown tresses away from her face. “I mean, you could have just taken the note and chucked it in the garbage.”

      “Maybe I should have,” he retorted immediately in his same calm, velvety voice, so even and unflinching. “But now that I’ve read it, I can’t ignore it,” he stated, lifting the aforementioned note, folding it and tucking it neatly in one of his pressed shirt pockets.

      “I’ve got some good news for you though,” he uncapped his thermos and very calmly poured some of the contents out into a cup, some cold juice of some sort inside.

      She leaned forward, her interest piqued as her large eyes stared up over the desk at him, “Oooh?” she cooed, her excitement practically dripping off the sound.

      Raising his cup, he took a sip, taking his time as the suspense dragged on. “You and I have got a date now as a result of it,” he declared, his emerald eyes meeting hers. “This afternoon. Here. Tell your friend not to wait up for you. You’ll be a while.” He never lost that tone of authority and confidence.

      Her nose crinkled and she sat back in her chair, thinking over his words.

      “Wait, you mean like detention?” she frowned, sounding quite offended at the prospect.

      “Don’t be late,” he said, his smooth voice taking on an edge of firmness as he unpackaged his food entirely. “Oh, and be sure to close the door on your way out,” he ordered, peering at her over the top of his glasses, “quietly please.”

      Her face contorted with anger and annoyance as she stood up out of her chair, hearing it squeak across the floor as she left it, her Mary Jane's clicking on the floor before she opened the door. She was almost ready slam it before she thought better of it at the last second, her slender hand reaching in to stop the metal door and letting it slip back into place silently.

      He had such an effect on the young woman’s mood, it was really quite remarkable.

      By the time Tiffany returned at the end of the day, she had time to cool down, but she was still sour as she slipped into the empty classroom after school. “I’m here,” she bit out acidly.

      Terry had dismissed his own last class of the day a few minutes early, so when she
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