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It was a Texas spring. Meaning hot and very early. 

So Jaqueline Oster did what normal, attractive college-aged girls did who kept themselves up:. She wore the tightest dress, showing the most leg she could. She only had to look at her mom and then her grandma to know she wouldn't look like she did forever.  And then the men would be looking at the younger women. 

She knew her dad did. When she'd bring friends home from her sorority, she saw the look in his eyes. Mom didn't have that animal, sexual hold on him anymore. 

Mom knew it too. That's why she got her boobs done two years earlier. Then got the tummy tuck and the permanent eye liner procedure a few months later. 

Being hot didn't last forever. Sure Jacqueline wanted to be more than that. But it took effort. Her C minus on her freshman Microeconomics mid-term was evidence she had a ways to go. 

College was fun. Boys were always at the ready to get with her. But it was also scary. She didn't know what she wanted to do in the future. And at the same time, she didn't want to be her mom.

Aging by the minute and nervously waiting for her husband to hook up with the younger secretary or an intern.

Jacqueline wasn't any great scholar. But she was street smart. She knew what mattered and what didn't in the real world. 

At five-and-a-half feet, with tanned long legs, a girl next door innocent beauty like Christie Brinkley in her prime, and yoga keeping her toned for her regular booze cruises, she was a fantasy of the frat boys at UT. But she wasn't THE  fantasy.  

She knew there was always someone hotter. Someone the boys would soon want more.

One boy, the TA who was in charge of Professor Brodsky's appointments, thought she was amazing. Every time he saw her, he'd go home after every class to retrieve something he didn't need. He'd turn on the shower and beat off as hard and fast as he could thinking about that hot tall coed in like a tennis skirt, jumping around on a hot court. Panties nowhere to be seen. Her bountiful tits pushing against her tank top.

But he resented her because he couldn't get up the guts to go after her. He was scared he'd get shot down. He hated her and all other hot women. It was always the dumb ass guy who played football and treated them like shit who ended up in their pants.

“Oster?”

“Yes.”

“Professor Brodsky wanted me to tell you he'll give you a chance to retake the exam and throw the worse result out.”

“So the final?”

The TA was handsome and seemed like a decent guy. But he he made Jacqueline nervous. He had a hard time looking her in the eye. He fidgeted a lot too.

“I'd rather take a retake now and just keep both scores,” she responded.

She was certain he was looking at her legs. She wore some mid pumps and a skirt she hadn't worn since  junior year in high school. Before she grew a couple inches. What was below the knee before, was mid- thigh. For effect, she added some odorless lotion that made them glisten.

It was working.

But her objective was Brodsky. Where the TA was longing for her, Jacqueline couldn't deny she felt much the same for her handsome young professor.

But could she manipulate him to get what she wanted?

She was going to pull out all the stops in the meeting the TA set up for her.

The retake on the mid-term would have been nice, but the touch of a brilliant hot guy who had his life together was the bigger prize.

As she entered Brodsky's back office, she became laser focused on why she was there.

Chapter 2

“Well that's interesting. I was a Sig Eps back in college,” Professor Brodsky. “But I didn't fit in all that well.”

“Why is that?” Jacqueline asked.

She was shocked by how the conversation seemed so effortless and easy. Professors were supposed to be stuck up. And Brodsky was no fun in class. Not mean. Not arrogant. Just blah and bookish with zero personality.

“I was pretty nerdy. I really only did it so I could get better socially,” he pursed his lips together when he said it, and smiled with a definite appearance of embarrassment. 

“You mean women?” Jacqueline said, but wanted to take it back the moment it slipped out. 

It was just that free and fun talking with him. It had been twenty minutes and they hadn't spoken one word about microeconomics. They strangely had a lot in common.

Strange because he had a doctorate and even though she was in college at the University of Texas, while she hadn't read an entire book that wasn't adult, sexy romance since early high school.

But they had a vibe and it wasn't anything planned. At least not by him.

When he tried to get witty, she laughed more than she would have for other guys.

She noticed his brown corduroy pants and felt sport jacket. His longer hair was slicked up and back. It was thick and beautiful. Specks of gray rounded out the light brownish tint. He was cute more than he was classically handsome.  The perfect combination of boyish and mature. Fun-loving and also brilliant..

Sizing him up from head to toe and inside out, she guessed he did struggle with girls back in college. Before he filled out. Before he had sex for the first time. But one thing was clear about his character. Brodsky was the kind of guy who could adapt and take an unsuccessful past and make himself way better in the present.

To Jacqueline he was irresistibly frumpy, cute, brilliant, and charming. She never had a brainy guy but she always wanted one. Even though they intimidated her.

“So are you dating anyone?”

Did he just ask that? She played it back in her mind, then pushed her toes into her shoes. Just to make sure she actually was there and it was really happening.

But how did he say it? Did we talk about that during all this? Maybe he's got a friend my age?

Jacqueline's thoughts collided wildly in the second or two she felt she had left before she had to answer. 

The last though: Is he he hitting on me?
“No,” she said. 

She so wanted to ask him why he was interested. But a little too much voice tone one way and it would have been pushing him away.  A little too much the other and it would have been like she was coming on too strong. Or with just a little different tone and it's a girl caught in a fantasy, totally misreading the situation.

She was trapped and knew she had to hold her ground. She was nineteen and lost about her future. He was mature and accomplished.

The three seconds she held contact with his gorgeous, kind, puppy dog eyes, felt like hours.

“Is it inappropriate for me to ask you out sometime?”

When she heard it, the excitement flowed to every spot in her body. Her stomach did a weird quick exhaling motion she hoped he didn't see. 

It was sudden, unexpected, but wonderful surprise colliding inside her body.

“I don't know? Is it?” she asked, each word coated with fright that she was saying something wrong. “I mean is there rules against it? I would worry about you.”

“So you are saying you're interested Jacqueline?”

With a composure and power she'd seen only in movies, he got up from his seat on the leather lounger and made his way to her. 

Jacqueline didn't know if she was supposed to get up. She sat still and eyed his tall, lean, stylishly clad frame.

She noticed him looking at her shiny, tan legs.

He reached out his hands. Then with complete self-assurance of a man who feared no woman, he softly enveloped her hands with his.

“Well?”

“Well yes. Yes I am enjoying this. If it's OK to enjoy this in that way?” she said.

“I didn't get here because I automatically played by the rules. I didn't choose my work for prestige so I could meet a hot wife. I see what I like, I go for it,” he said. “You're very beautiful and how you don't have a boyfriend befuddles me. But it's timing that is too perfect for me to not pursue. Frankly I don't give a shit about some rule. If any exists.”

His words were so direct and laced with clear intentions of how he wanted her, she felt like there was a white horse and he was dressed in medieval gladiator garb, tossing her on his back before riding off together.

She dropped her head momentarily. Jacqueline was in disbelief about what was happening. She never thought to say no. Her aching, throbbing, and suddenly dripping private area wouldn't have allowed it.

Chapter 3

In the weeks that followed that day in the professor's office, Jacqueline Oster experienced some unlikely changes in her life.

For starters, her grades went from low B average to straight A's.  She finished the semester just under a four point average. She'd never gotten much above a three in her whole life.

She didn't dare want to let down her new man Professor Peter Brodsky.

She was in love and it didn't take long for her to feel that way. The first date was a simple art house film near campus and a fruit smoothie followed by a stroll along the Colorado River. That was all it took.

He really didn't give a damn about them being public. He set the tone right away. 

If he wanted to take her some place on or near campus he did. And it was such a turn on.  There was never a dull moment those first couple weeks. What was truly amazing to her was there was never any delays during their conversations. What he said was always interesting to her. And she always felt important and interesting to him.

She'd go back to the sorority house after their dates glowing from head to toe.

Her friends would hit her up for information and she'd tell them just enough to make them curious. She just assumed they knew. After all, her and Peter kissed openly on their dates and thought














Chapter 4

[image: ]

































Chapter 5






















Chapter 6











Chapter 8

















Chapter 9










[image: ]
















Chapter 10





















[image: ]












Chapter 11















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





