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“But the night just got started!”

Candace looked at me like I was crazy. “It’s almost midnight, and I’m tired.”

“Plus, we have to get up early tomorrow,” Sven, her boyfriend, added.

It was just the three of us under the school bleachers, passing around a bottle of vodka. We’d just graduated high school; we were still wearing our graduation robes and mortarboard caps, even. I kept playing with my blue and gold tassel as I waited for the bottle to come back to me. After I took another sip, I offered it to Candace.

She lifted her hand and shook her head. “No thanks. I’m done for the night.”

I pouted. “So you’re seriously going to go home right now?” I was ready to keep partying. It was graduation night, after all.

Sven stifled a yawn. His eyes began watering. “We’ll give you a ride home if you want,” he said.

I shook my head, gripping the neck of the bottle. “Nah. I’ll just chill here. I can try to find a party to go to or something.”

“Are you sure?” Candace asked.

I nodded. To illustrate my point, I took out my phone and began scrolling through my contacts.

“Okay, then. Goodnight, Michelle,” Candace said. “See you next week”

The three of us said our goodbyes and swapped hugs. After making me promise I’d stay safe, Candace and Sven finally ducked out from under the bleachers and left the gym, leaving me alone with a half-full bottle of liquor.

I took another swig, put my phone back in my purse, and slumped down in the darkness.

“Shit,” I muttered.

To be truthful, I didn’t know of any parties going on tonight, nor did I have any friends I could ask. In high school, I’d been a good girl that never went to parties. I studied, performed my student council duties, and got good grades so I could apply to the best colleges.

But I was tired of being a good girl. I’d graduated. I was free. I was ready to let loose.

It was just too bad that my friends didn’t share that same mindset.

I took a few more sips of vodka and gave myself a few quiet minutes to feel its effects tingling through my body. The gym was infuriatingly silent. When I decided I couldn’t take it anymore, I retrieved my phone once again, planning to give in and just call my mom to come pick me up, when suddenly—

The gym doors opened, releasing a long rectangle of light across the floor. I gasped and ducked into the shadows as two figures stumbled in.

“We can do it in here,” a female voice said with a giggle. I recognized it immediately. The speaker was Amber Tomkins, one of the girls in my graduating class. She was a cheerleader and a mediocre student with nothing remarkable about her except for her twin C-cups.

“I’ll take you on top of those bleachers,” a deeper, male voice replied. At the sound of it, I felt a twitch in the bottom of my belly.

No, I thought. It couldn’t be...

Maybe it was because I’d been drinking, but I could’ve sworn that sounded just like—

“Mr. McAllister, I’m ready,” Amber said huskily.

I gasped again, then clapped a hand over my mouth. No fucking way!

Mr. McAllister taught Honors English. He was also a first-year teacher, fresh-faced and optimistic at a youthful twenty-something years of age. Most of the girls at school had harbored crushes on him at one point. Even I’d found myself checking out his broad shoulders and tight ass when passing by in the halls.

And Amber is about to fuck him right over my head.

I had to admit I felt a tiny twinge of envy as their footsteps rumbled up the bleachers. I was too buzzed to talk myself out of feeling jealous as I heard their wet, passionate kisses. Their movements were loud, harried, and frantic, and I could only imagine the ways Mr. McAllister was touching Amber to make her moan like that.

I pressed my back into the wall, trying to breathe as quietly as possible. I heard the sound of a zipper being undone.

“Suck on this cock,” Mr. McAllister whispered, using a firm, commanding tone that made my stomach jump.

There was some loud, metallic rustling. Then, Amber made a whimpering noise, which was quickly garbled when Mr. McAllister undoubtedly stuffed his member down her throat.

I bit my lip as she began sucking and slurping...loudly.

I could hear Mr. McAllister’s breathing becoming shorter, coming out in thin, throaty gasps. Then, he began to moan.

“Oh...Amber,” he whispered.

I bit my lip. Fuck, I thought. He sounds sexy.

Then, just as he sounded like he was getting into it, a phone began ringing.

My heart jumped up into my throat. I groped for my purse, shortly realizing that it wasn’t actually my phone that was ringing, but Amber’s.

I heard her pop Mr. McAllister’s cock out of her mouth. “I’m so sorry, hold on,” she said. “Oh, it’s my boyfriend...”

Mr. McAllister was silent while Amber chatted with her boyfriend, who I was pretty sure was Walter Evans, a football player who’d graduated a year before us. Her conversation only lasted about a minute. Then, she hung up.

“Sorry, Mr. McAllister. I have to go,” she said.

Mr. McAllister made a growling sound with his throat. “You can’t just leave me like this.”

Amber giggled, and I heard them kiss again. Then, she pulled away.

“I’m sorry, but I really do have to go. Maybe you can find another eighteen-year-old to finish you off,” she said.

“Where am I going to find one of those?” Mr. McAllister said playfully.

They exchanged some more banter, most of which involved Mr. McAllister trying to convince Amber to stay, to no avail. Then, Amber carefully picked her way down the bleachers and walked out of the gym.

Mr. McAllister remained. He was completely silent. I had no idea what he was doing up there. For a full two minutes, I was frozen in the darkness, my heart pounding so loudly in my ears that I was amazed that he couldn’t even hear me.

After a while, Mr. McAllister sighed. He got up, trudged off of the bleachers and down to the floor, and walked out the same doors that he’d used to come in.

I exhaled for what felt like the first time in forever.

“Holy shit,” I whispered to myself. I took one last swig of vodka and wiped my mouth, the faint memory of their conversation still ringing in my ears.

Maybe you can find another eighteen-year-old to finish you off.

Where am I going to find one of those?

Well...I knew where he could find another eighteen-year-old girl willing to suck on his cock, and maybe more.

I was drunk. I’d just graduated. I was ready to party.

And I was also a virgin.

I’d never admitted this to anyone, but one of my fantasies had always been to lose my V-card to an older man. Of course, I’d never imagined it happening on the night of my high school graduation, nor had I ever considered that it would be with a teacher, but...

Mr. McAllister was available, and thanks to Amber, he was definitely in the mood.

This just seemed like an opportunity too perfect to pass up.

* * *

I teetered down the hallway, a bit unsteady on my feet, navigating my way back to Mr. McAllister’s classroom. I wasn’t even sure if I’d find him there, but luckily I arrived to find that the classroom light was on, and the door was unlocked.

There was a long, rectangular pane of thick glass in the door. I could only see a small portion of the desks as I turned the knob. Then, when I opened the door, I heard a surprised gasp.

Summoning all of my confidence, I walked into the classroom and turned right, where Mr. McAllister’s desk was. To my relief, I found him sitting in his desk. His shirt was unbuttoned, exposing his smooth, hard chest and his heaving, muscular abs. The rest of him was obscured by his desk.

I could only imagine what his hands were doing in his lap.

Mr. McAllister blinked confusedly at me. “Michelle?” he said. He began fumbling with something under his desk. It only took me a few seconds to figure out that he was trying to zip up his pants.

“No, don’t stop,” I said, before I could contain myself.

Mr. McAllister paused, his forehead wrinkled under the thick, dark fringe of his hair. He stared at me, waiting for me to give an explanation.

Feeling a little unsteady in my high heels, I leaned against the wall. Mr. McAllister stared at me with his dark eyes, and suddenly I felt like I was being put on the spot.

Say something you idiot, my mind snapped.

I pried my lips apart. “I...I...” I paused to take another swig of vodka, which made Mr. McAllister raised his eyebrows. After licking my lips, I tried again. “I was under the bleachers when you were with Amber Tomkins. I thought I’d come see you, in case you needed any help.”

My stomach churned uncomfortably with nerves. I can’t believe I just did that, I thought. Heat bloomed in my cheeks with a sweeping sense of shame and embarrassment.

Mr. McAllister simply continued to stare, his lips pressed tight, his expression difficult to read. With a growing sense of dread, I began to think that maybe I’d done the wrong thing.

I hitched myself off of the wall and took a step back. Maybe I should go. I lowered my head and began turning away.

Suddenly, Mr. McAllister cleared his throat. “Where do you think you’re going?”

I froze.

“Why don’t you come over here and sit on my lap? Bring that bottle of alcohol with you.”

My stomach clenched. He was using that tone that he’d used with Amber. His voice was rough, demanding, dominant. With a gulp, I turned back around and slowly walked over to Mr. McAllister’s desk.
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