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	Chapter 1

	Unbearable Salutatorian

	 

	 

	 

	Today I was Professor Peter Dominic, Instructor of Science and Biology at Excalibur University. I was wearing a hideous black and brown, checkered tweed blazer, a gift from my mentor, Doctor Noah Laford. He was 25 years my senior. I was young for this position, just 30 years old. Well, 30 in a couple of weeks. Many of the students I passed gave me a second glance, wondering if I was a student myself. No, sir.

	I stopped by Noah's office, saying, "Good morning, Professor Laford!"

	"There he is," Noah said.

	He was graying and half bald at 55, while my hair was black and thick. He looked quite frail and thin, short, while I was tall and busy working out every morning. I loved him like a father, having lost my own. I gave him the confident smile that I'd faked all my life as he came around his desk and shook my hand.

	"Peter, you look the part in that blazer, fits you to a T, young man."

	"Thank you, sir. You can't tell I'm sweating bullets under here, can you?"

	He chuckled. "I can, but I won't tell."

	We laughed.

	"So, where's my office?" I said only in jest.

	"Next to mine, of course," he said.

	"Oh, seriously?"

	"I'll show you."

	"I didn't actually think I'd get an office so soon."

	"When I started, I didn't have one," he said, coming out into the hall with me, walking right next door. He put his hand on the knob, which I could see was loose. "But ever since they finished the new round building, there's space for everyone. Now the newbies start in the old building. A few of us old goats are too stubborn to leave too, mind."

	He opened the office door and showed me in. My eyes sparkled. It was a small office, ridiculously small, with a desk that touched the left wall and a half-empty bookcase behind that. There was a single window with a rusty latch as well. Just two chairs, one behind the desk and the other for a guest. It was all mine. I'd arrived.

	"I know it's abysmal," Noah said. "The door lock is broken too, so don't leave anything valuable."

	"It's amazing," I said.

	He chuckled. "In a few years, you'll beg to move into the new building, I bet."

	"Sir," I said, "I want to say again, thank you for recommending me."

	"Oh, none of that. You've earned this. Your thesis on the biological mating behavior of marine reptiles was groundbreaking. Dean Capstone would've been a fool to pass you by."

	"He almost did, and he would have, if not for you."

	He waved my hand away. "You're a fine young man. Just remember, you're on probation this first year. The better your students perform, the better you perform. Understand?"

	"Of course, Professor."

	"Call me 'Noah.' We're colleagues now."

	I heard a voice just outside. "Daddy?"

	Both of us turned around. A stunning brunette stood there, her hand on the doorframe, her breasts stuffed inside a white shirt that was too small for her, her tummy peeking out under the fabric, a skirt wrapped around her long bare legs, her feet tucked inside cute black shoes with adorable buckles. She pushed her hair behind her ear, and my blue eyes met her brown eyes. She licked her ruby red lips as we stared at each other for a moment before her father stepped in front of me.

	"Ah, sweetheart, there you are."

	"Hi," she said, stepping up and giving him a kiss on the cheek, leaving a smudge of ruby on his jaw where his beard was sparse.

	"You picked up your schedule? You're all set with your books?"

	"Yes, Daddy," she said, and I saw her glance over his shoulder at me. "I have my first class in a few minutes. I just wanted to say hi. Is this the new science professor you mentioned?"

	"Yes, yes, where are my manners?" he stepped back, and I once again saw this amazing creature.

	I put my libido in check. This girl was a student, not to mention my mentor's daughter. Lusty thoughts had no place here.

	"Lacey, this is Professor Dominic. Professor, this is my daughter, Lacey."

	"Nice to meet you, Lacey," I said, offering my hand.

	She glanced at it and slipped her thin fingers into my palm, holding my hand.

	"Nice to meet you, Professor."

	Her palm was so warm and a little wet. I held my breath while I held her hand. I let her go. The corner of her mouth curled, and she blinked very slowly at me.

	"Lacey will be taking your biology class," Noah said, holding his chin as he always did, his other hand behind his back. "At my recommendation, haha. I've told her all about how you studied under me during your undergraduate."

	"Oh, great," I said, breaking eye contact with Lacey. I'd caught myself staring. "You're interested in science, Lacey?"

	"Oh, I'm very interested," she said, "in science. Daddy raised me to love it."

	"Naturally," Noah said. "She's a budding biochemist, this one. You'll have to keep an eye on her, Peter. She'll be the first to raise her hand."

	I chuckled. "I'll make sure to call on her."

	"My questions might prove challenging, Professor," she said, her lower lip slipping between her teeth. "I hope you can challenge me."

	"I'll do my best," I said with a chuckle.

	She glanced at the inside of her wrist to check the time. "Class. Gotta go. Bye, Daddy."

	"Bye, sweetheart."

	"Bye, Professor," she said, her eyes catching mine again. "See you at 10:00a.m."

	"See you then, Lacey."

	She left, my eyes falling on her butt. I caught a surprise there. It looked like she'd sewn pockets onto her skirt of a different color and material. I gave a polite smile to Noah.

	"She seems like a nice girl. You must be so proud."

	"Oh, I am," he said, taking a tired breath. "She's a handful though. What she said about challenging you, let me know if she's too much. To remain impartial, she doesn't take my classes, but I'll tell you the same thing I've told her other teachers, don't baby her. Hell, I don't think you could if you wanted to. She reads ahead and spends all her time studying. She's driven, that girl. She'll ask questions just to trip you up. If you need me to talk to her, don't hesitate to ask. You won't be the first, haha."

	I chuckled. "I'll keep that in mind."

	Noah started to head out but then turned back. "Oh, before I forget. I'm having a little party in a couple of weeks with a few friends and colleagues. The dean will be there. It falls on your birthday, so I understand if you say no. But if you come, I promise I'll have my wife bake you a cake."

	"Oh, haha, well..."

	"Do come, Peter. It will give you a chance to mingle with the rest of the faculty and expand your network. Everyone would like to celebrate your birthday and your new position here. What do you say?"

	"Sure, why not?"

	"Great. And bring Cynthia. It was so nice meeting her over dinner last month."

	Noah left, and I settled into my empty office, spreading out my books and papers on my desk. I really was so proud of myself. I wanted to excel here. I'd been teaching high school science as a substitute for the last few years. High school kids were a nightmare. University students though, this was the big leagues. I was ready for it, or so I told myself.

	An hour later, around 9:45a.m., my phone rang. I wanted to be early to my first class, but I answered anyway.

	"Hello?" I said.

	"Hey, Sexy Professor," my girlfriend Cynthia said. "How's your first day going?"

	"Good. I've already been invited to a party... on my birthday."

	"Oh, fun. Do I have to come?"

	"Yes, you have to come. They're making a cake."

	"Good. Now I don't have to make you a cake."

	"Gee, thanks," I said. "Listen, I have to run. I have my first class in a few minutes."

	"Okay. Have fun. Don't cheat on me with any coeds."

	I rolled my eyes. "Don't cheat on me with any bosses."

	She giggled. "I promise."

	This was a running joke between us, because she had cheated on me with her boss, a guy named Ross. Technically at the time, we weren't "exclusive." Now, we joked about it, because we had fought about it ad nauseam. But unlike her, it wasn't a joke to me.

	"See you tonight?" I said.

	"Oh, I can't. I have to work late."

	I sighed. "Again?"

	"It's a busy time."

	"It's not just you two, right?"

	"No, of course not. Everyone in the office will be here. And you know it's over. Ross is working on his marriage. You and I are good. It was one time and never again."

	"I know. Okay, let me go. I have class."

	"Good luck."

	"Thanks. Bye."

	I headed through the hallways, passing teens and twenty-somethings, most of them in pajamas, hoodies, and sweats. I caught sight of her then, Lacey. My eyes ran up and down her backside. I slowed my pace and followed her, not because I was staring, just because we were going to the same place. Some advice I received early on in my teaching career from Noah was, "They're not your friends. They're your pupils. Respect must be earned, and you'll never earn any as a chum."

	I followed Lacey into the classroom, seeing black-topped science tables set up, two students to each. Lacey sat with another pretty girl, and the two were instantly chatting. The other tables were filled with a few other young men and one kid who was built like a refrigerator. He had a vacant expression on his face. Must've been the resident jock here on scholarship. Another boy, this one wearing slacks and a button-down shirt, said, "Hi," to Lacey, and to my surprise, she blew him a kiss.

	I took the students' attention as I stepped up behind the desk at the front. I wrote on the whiteboard 'Professor Peter Dominic.'

	"Good morning, everyone," I said as I turned to face them. I tried not to look at Lacey, but she drew me to her, her chin in her palm, that damn lower lip between her teeth again.

	"I am Professor Dominic. This is Biology 201."

	I began passing out syllabuses. When I put one down in front of Lacey, she reached for it, and her fingertips touched the back of my hand. She glanced at me, but I didn't glance back.

	"As many of you may know, it is my first year here at Excalibur University. I've taught before at---"

	"You look like it's your first year of high school," Refrigerator said.

	A few people chuckled.

	I looked at him. "What's your name, young man?"

	"Ralph." Ralph the Refrigerator, great.

	"I don't grade on a curve, Ralph. I'm sure you need to keep your grades up for your scholarship. Luckily for you, I have a sense of humor," I said. I looked around. "But he's right. I'm only 30. But that means I have a lot to prove. I'm going to challenge all of you this semester, and I expect you'll challenge me as well. I will always be tough but fair."

	Lacey's hand went up.

	I pointed at her. "Yes?"

	"Professor," she said, "I see on the syllabus you listed quizzes every week, and a midterm and final, but you scheduled the final on the 4th week of December."

	"Yes?"

	"Classes end the 3rd week."

	The class giggled and I felt hot. Had I made that mistake? I came up to her, turning my neck to look at the syllabus.

	"I, um, I'll review that." I was humiliated.

	"And," she continued, "you're covering basic biodiversity of insects next week? We covered that in our 101 class last year."

	She was under my skin now. "Yes, well, I don't know how well you covered it, do I? But now that I am aware, I'm sure we can have an abbreviated lesson and move on as needed."

	"One more thing---"

	"Thank you, Lacey," I said. "I appreciate you pointing that out. However, we need to get started with today's lesson."

	I began discussing marine biology and asked a few questions of the class. Lacey's hand kept shooting up. She had all the answers and threw a few things at me I didn't know, the latest theories about whale songs she'd read in a few different science magazines. She was smart, and she knew it. She infuriated me, because she made me feel inferior. God, I wanted to take her over my knee.

	"Thank you, everyone," I said, dismissing them. "Please continue reading section 14 for tomorrow."

	They emptied out, and I felt exhausted. I sat at the desk, opening my syllabus and looking at how I'd screwed up. I'd added two weeks for Thanksgiving vacation, putting my days off. How stupid could I be? I'd have to correct it before my next class at 1:00p.m..

	"You added two weeks for Thanksgiving," a voice said.

	I looked up. Lacey was holding her biology book to her chest, her breasts mashed up against it, pushing them together.

	"Yes, I see that. Thank you," I said.

	"I hope I didn't embarrass you."

	"Of course not," I said, sitting back. "I'm glad you caught it."

	"I won't tell my dad."

	"Huh? Oh, it's..." My heart thumped. I prayed she wouldn't. "It's fine."

	"So, it's okay if I tell him?" she asked, her lower lip back where I hated it, between her pouty red lips.

	I stood up from my desk. I didn't like having her look down at me. Now, I was taller. I lifted my chin. "Lacey, I always appreciate feedback from students. I hope I didn't give you the impression otherwise."

	She smiled at me. "Good. Actually, I want to be a teacher one day too."

	"Really?"

	"Yes," she said. "Just like my daddy."

	I nodded slowly. "I'm sure you'll get there if that's what you want."

	She moved the book from in front to behind her back, holding it, her chest sticking out. "I love the atmosphere, learning, lecturing, questions and answers."

	"Me too," I said. I glanced at my watch. It was 11:10a.m. I had nowhere to be, other than office hours and lunch, but I wanted to give the impression she was keeping me. "Well, I should get back to my office, make these corrections."

	"Do you want to have lunch?" she asked.

	"Pardon?"

	"Lunch," she said. "Don't you eat, Professor?"

	I had to nip this in the bud. "Lacey, I'm flattered, but I'm your teacher. It's not appropriate---"

	She started laughing. "Oh, my God, no. No way. Are you serious? I meant with me and my dad. We have lunch every day together. I thought he already invited you."

	"Oh," I said, my face flushing.

	She was still laughing, loudly and obnoxiously, her hand holding her mouth while the other held her book. "You have a dirty mind."

	My eyes blazed. "I, I misunderstood."

	She shook her head as her laughing subdued. "Campus cafe, 12:00p.m.. I'll be there with my dad if you want to hit on me in front of him."

	"What?" I said. "No, I wasn't!"

	She laughed. "I'm joking. God, you are way too inexperienced to be a professor."

	She walked away. I hated her. I absolutely hated her.

	I returned to my office and made the corrections to my syllabus on my laptop and then spent 30 minutes figuring out where to print them. Around noon, I was hungry. I had cooled down from Lacey's humiliation.

	I headed to the campus cafe, making my way through the big sunroom with light from the all-glass wall and ceiling. I spotted Lacey and Noah eating together. I didn't know if I should stop by, but I got into line, ordering a grilled chicken wrap.

	After I picked it up, my eyes scanned the room, seeing all the tables taken by college kids relaxing and chatting, other tables with professors discussing this or that. There were plenty of empty places to eat. I glanced at Noah and Lacey---no, just Noah. Lacey was gone.

	Someone tapped on my shoulder. "Professor?"

	"Oh, Lacey."

	"My dad sent me over. I'm not here to seduce you." She laughed again.

	I once again had the urge to spank her. I recalled after Cynthia had cheated on me, she made it right by letting me cuff her to the table. I had whipped her bottom until she'd cried and used her safe word. I cuddled with her afterward. She hated my "dark side," as she called it. Now, I wanted Lacey bent over my table.

	I smiled at her. "Oh, that's okay. I was going to review my syllabus during lunch, make all those corrections you pointed out."

	"You haven't finished that already?" she asked. "Are you even serious about this job?"

	She giggled again. She was so mouthy, not at all submissive. At least Cynthia was submissive. Cynthia was also a slut who would fuck any man who told her she was pretty, and I had little doubt she would cheat on me again, but at least she wasn't a brat.

	"I was joking," I said. "I did finish."

	"Good. So, join us. My dad wants to talk to you."

	"All right," I said.

	I followed her over and sat at her table with Noah.

	"Ah, there he is," Noah said.

	"Hello, sir," I said.

	"Ah, stop that," he said. "Noah, Noah, Noah."

	"Right, Noah," I said, chuckling. "It'll take me a few weeks."

	"How was your first class? Lacey said you asked a lot of thought-provoking questions."

	"I did?" I glanced at her. She smiled at me. It was a warm smile. Maybe I didn't hate her. But I still wanted to spank her. "I tried to, but I think she's too smart for me."

	"I'm too smart for most of the professors here," she said, popping a fork-full of salad into her mouth.

	"That's true," Noah said. "But don't take it easy on her."

	"I don't think she'd let me even if I wanted to, sir," I said.

	He chuckled again. "She's my pride and joy."

	"Oh, Daddy, don't start."

	"Start what?" Noah said. "Salutatorian in high school. Sky high SATs. Scholarships to two Ivy League schools, and she comes here, to Excalibur, because of me. If anything, I'm holding her back."

	"I have to watch your blood pressure," she said. "Speaking of which, don't let me catch you with this salty sandwich again or I'll tell Mom. You promised to order salads for lunch."

	"Well, if I'd known we were meeting for lunch, I would have ordered something healthier."

	My eyes shot to Lacey.

	"What are you talking about?" she said. "You literally told me to meet you for lunch this morning. You should be ashamed anyway, trying to sneak sandwiches for lunch even if I wasn't here."

	"I know, I know," he said. He shook his head, glancing at me. "A minor heart scare last year, and I haven't heard the end of it."

	"And you never will," she said.

	"All right, let me hit the restroom." Noah headed off and Lacey worked on her salad. She took one of her father's fries.

	"Salutatorian?" I said, looking at Lacey.

	"Hm?" she said.

	"Not valedictorian? I wouldn't think a girl like you settled for number two."

	Her eyes narrowed. "What were you in high school, top fiftieth percentile?"

	I smirked at her. "Valedictorian."

	"Oh, come on."

	"I'm serious." I was lying.

	"Whatever," she said, chewing her salad.

	She was embarrassed. I could see it on her cheeks. I finally got her. She was stabbing her salad with her fork. She was cute, adorable really, but I still wanted her over my knee.

	"What?" she said.

	"Nothing," I said.

	"Eat your food. You're staring at me," she said.

	"You know, I caught what your father said."

	"About what?"

	I shrugged. "I thought you said he invited me to lunch, but I guess he forgot to even invite you."

	"I'm always invited. And he did invite you; he just forgot. You're his protege, right?"

	"I suppose."

	"You know," she said, putting down her fork, "I actually remember you."

	"How so?" We'd never met.

	"My dad used to talk about you, back when you were his student. He'd come home late, say he was busy debating new ideas with some bright young man. I remember hearing about how you got into some big grad school and how proud he was of you."

	"Oh. That's nice."

	"Yes, it was real nice hearing how proud he was of you while I brought home A+ report cards, and he'd tell
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