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CHAPTER ONE





I’VE GOT A big problem named Kennedy Adams.


I’m not supposed to look at her or think about her or even know her name, basically. She’s one of the freshmen in my economics recitation, and I’m just supposed to know her student number, grade her exams, and answer any questions she might have after the professor’s lecture from earlier in the day. 


It’s my third year with this teaching assistant gig—a pretty sweet assignment as I finish up my PhD. I’ve never really been bothered by the undergrads before. They show up to class in their sweatpants and shower sandals and never give two shits about this course. I think half of them are buying the exam notes online.


Not Kennedy Adams, though. Oh no. There is something about Kennedy that drives me insane, until I'm searching for her on Facebook and lying awake each night wondering what she wears to bed.


The first day of class, she raised her hand to ask me about inflation. She called me "Dr. Cooper," and I didn't correct her. My cock got hard immediately, hearing her small mouth say my name, followed by an intelligent question about international unemployment rates. Kennedy Adams is here to fucking learn about economics, and I find her sexy as hell.


Before I could stop myself, I touched her arm after I dismissed the recitation. "Miss…?"


"Oh. I'm Kennedy Adams," she told me holding out a firm hand for me to shake. She wore a black turtleneck and jeans, with actual shoes. I could see her firm, perky breasts jutting out around the straps of her backpack and totally forgot the rules about conduct with students. 


"You did very well today, you know," I said. And then I blurted, "You should come by my office hours and we can talk more about the material."


That was on Monday, and I can barely stand to wait until Thursday at 4pm, when I know she'll be alone with me in my office.










CHAPTER TWO





SHE ARRIVES RIGHT at 4, with a notebook and pencil and she's wearing glasses. Fucking glasses. She's got her long hair tied up in some messy ponytail and I imagine running my fingers through it, pulling on it a little while doing her from behind. I'm sitting behind the cheap metal desk in the dingy offices reserved for graduate students and I pray to God she doesn't look under the desk to see me at full mast. 


Kennedy Adams is whip smart, and I'm so turned on I can't bear it. I ask her, "Does your boyfriend help you prepare for your exams?"


She wrinkles her nose and frowns. "Dr. Cooper, I--"


"Call me Nick. Please," I interrupt her. "I'm not a professor. Yet."


Her eyes widen at this. "Ok, Nick," she says, hesitant. "The undergrad guys are…well, they sure care more about football than they do about academics."


"And you," I say, putting my hand on her notebook. "You want to do well in this class?"


I see something move in her throat when I touch her and that's when I begin to believe I might actually have the pleasure of tasting Kennedy Adams, right here in this room. She tells me how she's majoring in Political Science, how she plans to study abroad in India to learn more about Asia's role in the global economy. While she's talking, I have to rearrange my pants because my cock is going to burst out of my jeans. "Kennedy, I can help you. If you do well in this class, you can apply for an economics fellowship." And that's how I make sure she comes to my office hours every week.










CHAPTER THREE





AFTER ABOUT A month of meeting with her each Thursday, I begin to worry my infatuation is obvious to my colleagues. I'm jerking off every morning in the shower, thinking of my office filled with the smell of Kennedy Adams's clean soap and vanilla shampoo. Filled with Kennedy Adams in her jeans, perfectly cupping her perky ass…and then I think about filling Kennedy Adams after sliding off those jeans with my teeth. 


I need to have her. And so I decide to miscalculate her grade on an exam. I wait until the end of recitation to pass back the exams, and then I walk straight back to my office. I'm anticipating her storming in, crying. I'll ask her to come around and stand by me while we look over the paper…I'll find the mistake and apologize, and then I'll wipe her tears away. And then I'll kiss her. God, it's going to be beautiful. 


I almost come in my pants when I hear the rap on my office door. 


"Hey, Nick? Can I talk about my exam grade? You marked a 0 on question 3, but I know I have it correct." She's not in tears at all. In fact, she sounds irritated.


Well, this puts a wrench in my fantasy. "Oh, really? Bring it over here and let's take a look."


She stays on her side of the desk and slides the paper across. "You can see I have the answer correct and my supporting work all adds up. You need to change the grade in the software."


She is, of course, correct. She had the highest score on the fucking exam and she knows it. She knows the material inside out and is confident about that because we've sat here in this room and discussed macroeconomics for hours. "Shit, Kennedy. You're right." I need a different tactic. 


"This is a pretty bad error on my part." I run my fingers through my dark hair. "I've been so swamped finishing my thesis. I must have just made a mistake."


"You can fix it, Nick," she said. She leans her hands on the desk, tilts her body forward until her face is inches away from mine. She looks me square in the eye, takes off her glasses, and says, "Don't let it happen again, though."


I can barely breathe, except I need to inhale the scent of her, her sweet breath and her perfect, young skin so close to my face. Kennedy Adams is no shrinking, giggling girl I can dupe with a grade scam. For the first time in my life, I have no idea how to proceed with my lust for a woman.








CHAPTER FOUR



NICK COOPER HAS wanted to sleep with me for weeks. I figured it out near the beginning of the semester when I caught him staring at my chest. I've thought about it and I'm going to let him do it.


I didn't come to this university for romance. I worked my ass off in my po-dunk high school for a full scholarship so I could come here and study political science. There are very few other undergrads here taking their classes seriously. I'm here to learn what I need to do and work my way up in the world, and so I don't have time for a boyfriend.


But all that studying is exhausting and I need some relief, damn it. I'm sick of touching myself discreetly in bed after my roommate falls asleep. I'm 18 years old, I've never had sex, and I'm aching to get laid. I nailed that exam and all I wanted to do afterwards was have explosive sex…I need someone to shake all that stress right out of me, from the inside out.


Why shouldn't it be my TA? He's hot as hell, with a chiseled jaw and a deep voice I'd love to feel rumbling in his chest. He's always wearing dark jeans and a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I can see he's carrying a lean, fit body beneath his professor garb. I can tell from the ever-present bulge in the front of his pants that he's also carrying a big
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