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I had a fantasy about fucking my teacher (more accurately, about being fucked by my teacher). It was a pretty run-of-the-mill fantasy until it came true—in the RP sense, that is . . .

* * *

Flâneur extraordinaire: I’m feeling coordinated AF. The gold rims of my Janis Joplin shades vibe with my platinum jacket zippers and complement the canary hue in my wrapped-wire, forged-metal bracelet. An evil eye beaded bangle adds color family accents; a dandelion-shaped pendant rests halfway between my diamond-sharp clavicles. Shiny hoop earrings finish off my Midas luster.

I’m willfully shackled to an ouroboros of luminescence. The shade of glitter in my Santana cropped top matches my sparkly flame-blue acrylic nails to a T. In the center of my bracelet setting rests a sky-colored stone. Crystals the azure tint of Lake Huron comprise the remainder of my bling. Faded night-owl black jeans hug the contours of my curvaceous bod. Keeping it cas, I’m sporting white and aqua Nikes and hidden socks that showcase my slender ankles. A single quartz charm dangles from my chain-mail anklet and reflects dazzling sunlight. My honey-highlighted hair flows free of product (except for sea spray mist—a must-have for mermaids). Daytime humidity flirts with my natural waves as the wind tousles them. I’m posing like one of Homer’s muses: pure fire.

A sour note, if one exists, is the reminder that Justin and I spent our third rough approximation of a date picnicking at this very spot. Our make-out sesh got hot ‘n’ heavy—Justin made it to second base before the vigilant park moms chided us. Apparently, our salaciousness was unexemplary conduct to display in front of their curious tots’ impressionable eyes. To the moms’ credit, Justin and I were being totally inappropriate; in our defense, we were navigating the stormy seas of seat-wetting. (Even the suggestion of his hands on my skin sent me into paroxysms of undulant desire.)

Murmuring filthy promises of intimacy, Justin backed off the physical contact out of perfunctory respect for our accidental audience; but his body language guaranteed an unleashing of the pent-up tension necessarily maintained to save public face. When we finally managed to do the deed a few days later, his actions didn’t match his words. Such a bummer!

Justin was a selfish lover who always ensured his own pleasure was met before deciding (as if on a whim) whether I deserved equal-ish treatment. One of the traits he claimed to love about me was my enthusiastic libido. However, as our fuckship’s novelty wore off, he increasingly turned to the banality of internet porn to keep his tastes from remaining constant.

I would have rather he cut me off quickly and mercilessly than dragged things out to the bitter end and then ghosted me in phases. There are few events more humiliating than receiving silence in lieu of an explanation text, especially when I know how often he checks his phone. (Rarely did he take a shit without it.) I obsessed over the “annoying” habits he claimed drove him to cheat. The way I ate the garnish. How I brushed my teeth. My tendency to well up when I’m frustrated. Eventually, I realized I wasn’t the problem.

After coming (and not often enough, might I add) to the painful realization I’d lost my appeal in his eyes, I mustered up the self-respect to tell him, “Deuces!” without coming across as an embittered sore loser. Friendship was neither offered nor requested. Occasionally, I flash him the thumbs-up on his mostly inane, seldom canny SM posts featuring surfing or boozing—the sarcasm of my choice emojis is lost on him, but I enjoy my private smirks. That’s the extent of our current interactions (his “liking” of my non-verbal comments notwithstanding).

Do I low-key loathe him? Quite possibly. My roommate Yves suggested I troll him; but smear campaigns are so typical, predictable, totally not my style. I don’t have the inclination to deliberately cause him harm, despite the slow burn he inflicted upon me. Speaking of burn, the beanery I’m currently strolling by is emitting the scent of over-roasted coffee. I decide to take my chances with a matcha latte.

The twenty-something barista once-overs me before drawing a smiley face on my cup.

“Always nice to see Mr. Happy.” Winking at the scandalized server, I hustle over to a super-comfy couch, set my stuff on the Amish-crafted coffee tables, open my journal, and hunker down for a round of single-player “I Spy.”

My vantage point is perfect for people watching. I observe an odd couple in the reflection of the glass-encased faux fireplace. Russian tongues mingle in between sips of cappuccino and unflavored Propel. The male specimen has already attempted to peacock a future cock-suck from his female counterpart by aiming his cell camera directly from the crotch.

“Check it out!” he seems to say. “Remember this? Dick’s still here.”

Some men are so unreasonably proud of their dangling bits, as if they earned them in battle like Purple Hearts of Valor. Others are ashamed, having gotten stuck with the short straws. They feel shafted—and rightly so, when they’ve been conditioned to believe the larger the phallus, the greater the power. That being said, I’m not immune to the aesthetic charm of a big dick (especially when I need to get laid), but if its owner’s personality blows, I’m not about to suck it!

OFC, I don’t speak for all women—the curly-haired chick accompanying Camera Crotch approves of his chicanery enough to pour him a dram of water. I half-expect her to tip it directly into his mouth like a shot of liquor. Drawing close together on the couch, heads huddled, they plot the potential assassination of a U.S. dignitary (whoa—been watching way too much Amazon Prime), or discuss the banalities of fair weather…one can never tell as long as one remains ignorant of the Russian language.

Kitty-corner to the couple perches a young Sporty Spice doppelganger wearing a tracksuit and a nondescript ponytail. A mug of black medium roast rests unfinished on the cedar table in front of her; a thick tome, flipped open to a page past the halfway point, silently declares its insignificance as her eyes rove anywhere other than the passage she’s supposed to be reading. Girl, I can so relate!

In the foreground, a wispy-bun-wearing collegiate titters over an Ariana Grande joke her ex-con boyfriend made. Apparently, it’s super-hilarious to have a laugh at the expense of a mega-famous female pop singer who wouldn’t give your generic acoustic serenade the time of day, even if you sent her the YouTube link for three months straight as a DM on Instagram with the subject matter, “4 UR Ears Only!” Ugh.

The white foam shamrock floating atop a thick pad of puke-green matcha has yet to disintegrate, and I ordered this drink over twenty minutes ago. Should I be dismayed or impressed? The evening cargo train rumbles through downtown as Stevie Nicks croons of fearful changes via the cafe’s Bluetooth speakers. Glancing at the side of my pen, I notice its brand name—Jetstream. This is a sign. The universe is never mute.

If only I could decode its message…

* * *

On my next night off, I fret over which skirt to choose: the cord tan-and-red pleated number that adds an extra layer to my curves? The red slinky one that slims me down in front yet empathizes my premium behind? Maybe my roommate was right about what type of man I can expect to attract with the latter: a balding, half-cocked Donald Trump lookalike who’d spend the majority of our encounter boasting about his imaginary assets, desperately waiting for the little blue pill to kick in so he could later brag about bagging me to his fellow flaccid corporate dicks. Ugh.

Hot damn, am I hungry for a decent hookup! Starved. Famished. Thirsty, too.

“Parched,” I declare to my mirror image, widening my electric blue eyes. “Desiccated.” That last adjective doesn’t quite fit, given the rivulet of excess juices primed to flow from my aching cunt.

Can you blame me? Justin and I broke up over nine months ago. Enough time has passed for me to enter the sisterhood. I’d make a terrible nun, though—something tells me the confessional’s not intended for clandestine quickies in between masses. The closest contact I’ve had with a straight man since the last so-so sex session with Justin was helping elderly Mr. Todd to the commode when his caretaker was stuck in traffic. I didn’t sneak a peek at his mummified junk, but I’m not saying the thought didn’t cross my mind: solid proof I need to get laid STAT!

Lately, any and every mention of anything remotely phallic, from the spire atop the Empire State Building, to the solar light perched on the neighbors’ fenced-in pool, sets my pussy a-purrin’. For example, I overheard a couple of customers praising a wiener restaurant called The Salty Dog last night and my mouth totally watered, but not from the obvious implication of processed pork loaded with toppings tucked into a tasty toasty bun. No, I wanted a fat, juicy, hot cock dog to gnaw on (gently, OFC—not about to go Lorena Bobbitt on my Big Poppa!).

The current train of thought helps me decide on an outfit: Imma tap into my schoolgirl days. Might as well amuse myself with my own private fantasy of seducing Professor Blake, my hottest college educator. Even if I don’t get lucky tonight, Mr. Happy comes in all sizes, shapes, and colors (I don’t discriminate), and the porn boutique’s right around the corner. It could be time to add a new toy to my impressive collection of eighteen-and-over delights. Ideally, though, I’d be grinding on the real deal.

I slip on a sultry noir bedroom pop record by a Swedish band whose name I can’t pronounce and ready my face palette for painting. Should I go big, makeup-wise? Nay, a schoolgirl would be fresh-faced—at least, I was fresh-faced in my wayward youth. Clean-skinned, dirty-minded. I take more time than necessary to apply a minimal amount of makeup, detailing my striking eyes with neutral shadows and a touch of bronze to accent the flash of yellow in my irises. Lining my lips in nude, I apply matte dusky rose lipstick, then finish my pout with a final layer of subtly sparkly gloss that glistens in the vanity mirror.

As an afterthought, I wand on clear mascara and sprinkle a bit of glittery highlighter onto my blush-free cheeks (naturally flushed from the perverse images my selected soundtrack of lyrical dirty thoughts provides). Sweeping my caramel-colored hair over one shoulder, I consider styling it into pigtails; swiftly ditch the notion, instead borrowing inspo from Liv Tyler’s character in Aerosmith’s “Crazy” MV. I part my hair down the middle, rub mousse into it, fashion it into waves, blow-dry, and finish off with a misting of styling spray.

Critically, I observe my reflection, giggling as I notice my breasts (double-D’s—thanks, Mom!) strain against the buttons of my tight white blouse. Easily remedied: I undo two more buttons and enjoy the extra eyeful of cleavage. Turning to the side, I check my ass—nice and fat, rounded and perky, it raises the hem of my skirt a couple of extra inches in the rear. My backside has a mind of its own! Indulgently, I smack my cheeks, watching them wiggle with just enough jiggle. If I were into webcam lives, I’d probably post a porn of me playing with myself. That would be one way to pay off these exorbitant student loans! It sucks to be hot and let it go to waste. Hopefully tonight, I can at least get some use out of this bangin’ hourglass bod. I’m feeling myself, and plan to show myself a good time—sex included, whether solo or duo. Though I’m not usually the type of gal who picks up random strangers, anything’s possible when I’m feenin’ this hard. Still, gotta be prepared for anything, danger included. I grab my four-inch stiletto knife and stick it into the zippered side pocket of my knee-length boot—just in case a twerp decides to get fresh and needs the manners scared back into him. Testicular torsion: always Plan B.

Now, I must choose a location. A martini lounge would potentially attract male patrons whose sports cars are clear indicators of deep-seated penis panic. (Read: major size and/or performance issues.) A hookah lounge’s a group activity location. A sports bar would give me a migraine. Total epiphany: live music! I haven’t been to a concert since before Justin and I split. I’m all about giving groupie love to a well-deserving rock star-in-the-making. In theory, at least—in reality, I’ll likely make friends with my drink before I’ll get the guts to approach anyone in the band (assuming there will be someone worth approaching).

“Stop overthinking,” I sternly remind myself as I dab jasmine-and-violet perfume oil onto my pulse points. Scanning the list of happenings in the Detroit area, I spy a low-key show in Ferndale that only costs twelve dollars at the door. Though I’m not strapped for cash, cheaper is always better when I’m taking an Uber instead of my Saab. Not planning to get trashed; however, whatever happens, happens. I have the day off tomorrow, so recovery from a bender’s totally an option. Making excuses for getting smashed (justifying misbehavior) comes too easily to a gal who’s ended up in a state of blackout enough times to experience the familiar shame of not remembering what the fuck she did while she was drunk. Hm. Maybe I’m growing too old for this shit.

Nah. Horny is as horny does, and bad decisions are the hallmark of the hard-up. I should put that in my pipe and smoke it. Instead, I reach for the bowl I packed in my porcelain elephant mini-bong. As I’m about to toke, my phone trills. It’s my roommate Yves. FaceTiming me while he’s at work is practically a daily occurrence. He’d rather platonic-flirt than fold shirts.

Per usual, I accept the call. “Hey, slacker.” I blow him a glossy kiss. “Guess what I’m about to do?”

“Puff, puff, pass.” He sounds bored.

I light up. “Without the third verb.”

“Exclusive bish.” Rolling his eyes, Yves fusses with the Peter Pan collar of some horrid approximation of a high couture knockoff.

“Epic sartorial fail.” I hold the smoke in my lungs. “Please tell me you’re not about to force an innocent mannequin to don that atrocious excuse for clothing.” I manage to exhale the bong hit without coughing. Fucking champion.

Yves shrugs. “I may. It depends on how cooperative he is. How are you keeping your cam so steady?”

“Hands-free mode.”

He wiggles his fingers. “Nine fingers on…”

“…one free to poke in the bee-hind!” I ad-lib. Then we break into the actual lyrics of Shudder to Think’s little-known jam. One of the many reasons I love Yves: he shares a similar taste in obscure edgy indie bands of the nineties and early aughts.

“Shake ‘n Bake! Where you off to all tarted up?” He eyeballs me from head to toe, pausing at my cleavage. “Are you trying to tap into my two-percent heterosexuality?”

“I don’t think your boyfriend would approve.”

“Likely not,” he agrees. “Then again, Rob gets horny for straight porn every once in a blue moon.”

“Not like I needed to know.” I roll my eyes and take another toke. “So, there’s a dark pop indie act called Ambergris playing at Seekers tonight. Some random garage band’s opening for them. Should be a memorable oddball pairing.”

“Heavy on the downstroke, light on the up-twist. Beauty and a beat.” He pretends to masturbate the mannequin. “Satisfaction guaranteed.”

“Is that how you get Rob to come so quickly—referencing Justin Bieber songs?”

“A little tool of the trade I picked up during circle jerk sessions in the locker room.”

“Bwahaha.”

“Speaking of school sex scandals, how’s your pseudo-seduction of Professor Blake going?”

“I’m working my way in. Like you did with Wilburn, but better. I got my own flair. Flip a bitch, put ‘er in reverse, and reassess.” I flick him off. “RSVP, playerhater.”
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