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"The next train will be arriving in five minutes," the automated train announcer declared. I was immediately reminded of where we were and what we were doing. 

Fear laced in my veins and I suddenly wasn't sure if I wanted him. What if he was some sort of serial killer? They wouldn't find my body for days. If someone found out, I'd be ruined. I'd lose my job and my reputation. 

"I'm... I'm not so sure about this." My voice wavered.

Sensing the uncertainty in my voice, he pulled back and looked at me searchingly. "I promise I'm not going to hurt you," he said with an encouraging smile that made me completely and utterly at his mercy. Consequences be damned. 

"Okay," I breathed. It was impossible to be calm in the face of what he was about to do. Hell, I had no idea what he was about to do.

He nipped at my earlobe and his hand went to my bra clasp undoing it in one smooth motion. I opened my mouth to protest, but then quickly shut it. I closed my eyes as well, hoping that it would be all over and he would continue touching me in the same way that made my body scream for release. 

My bra feel onto the ground without a sound. He bent down and pulled my panties off too. Then, he collected my underwear and to my surprise, tossed them over the railway tracks. 

I lunged for it with a yelp, but he pulled me back by my waist, pinning me to his body. I was utterly and completely naked. Running out into the tracks would be the last thing I wanted to do. 

Angry tears filled my eyes and burned at my throat. I was angry at myself for trusting him and angry at him for tossing a perfectly good pair of underwear. His body was warm against mine, which didn't take much considering that I was completely naked. 

He moved so his erection rested between my butt cheeks. His arms wrapped around my waist to keep me completely immobile. 

Fear suddenly paralyzed my body from even so much as twitching and I said in a voice that trembled audibly, "What're you doing?" 

"I want to dominate you," he confessed as he swept the hair from my neck and lowered his head to the back of my neck to give me a soft, reassuring kiss. His soft lips sent shivers down my spine. His shadow loomed over me and I was lost in my senses. I found myself arching my body against him, leaning back so I could feel more of his soft lips on me. 

"Why?" I asked. 

"Because it turns me on," he said, one hand reaching between my legs while the other moved to my breasts. "Because you're so good, I want to corrupt you." 

His eyes darkened and he grabbed my breast with one hand, massaging and kneading the soft flesh between his fingers. His other hand cupped my pussy lips and found the moistness there. 

"It seems to be turning you on as well," he said. 

Incoherent mewls left my lips and I melted in his gentle embrace. 

"Mmm," he hummed, kissing the slender column of my neck while teasing my clit and nipple. "Do you like being naked out in public like this?" 

"Yes," I gasped. There was no denying it - being naked in public turned me on. It was taboo and wrong and oh, so erotic. I bucked against him as his fingers went inside me. 

"Do you want me to fuck you here?" he asked. 

"Yes," I moaned, grinding back against his hand. My body jerked when he pinched my nipple and twisted, a jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure coursing through my veins. My blood hummed and my heart thumped against my chest rapidly. Having his finger inside me was glorious, but it was nowhere near enough. I wanted more. 

He eased another finger inside me and twisted them around, spreading my tight, throbbing walls with his lithe fingers. 

His thumb flicked at my clit as he filled my hole with his fingers, causing me to convulse. The room started to spin and my vision blurred.

Then, just as the impending wave of my orgasm was starting to hit me, he pulled his fingers from my hole and stopped touching me entirely, jerking me back from the edge. 

I whirled around, whimpers of protest in my throat and then I heard it. 

The train was coming...
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I fanned myself with a particularly badly written essay as I glared daggers at the students in front of me. The heater was turned on at full blast even though the weather had warmed significantly. Couple that with the half dozen sweaty, annoyed young men, and we end up being surrounded by foul, unbreathable, and humid air. 

They were carrying marked examination papers that was rightfully the job for some more experienced teacher. But Mrs. Burto was too lazy and incompetent to get her own work done, instead peddling off her paper work to her students, who came to me for help. They shouldn't be grading other student's work in the first place. 

I wasn't staying well past closing hours in order to grade papers though. I was here to make sure that the students were caught up on their SATs. Never mind the fact that I had already given up my lunch break just to be able to fit everything into my schedule, they were making me work nights as well. 

If I had to suffer, the students who got me into this mess in the first place had better suffer along with me. They were only a few years my junior but I felt a million years older. 

"Just set the boxes by the door," I said, gazing around the empty hall. 

"No problem, miss," Jack said through gritted teeth, eager to be done with it and out of my sight. 

I held the same sentiment, but I maintained the steely expression and kept my gaze firmly on the boys. They weren't really boys now. Not anymore. 

It was hard to believe they were only eighteen since they were all taller and bigger than me. They were football jocks, all eager on getting into the college of their dreams. They only had one more semester to go before they graduated high school.

Well, technically, they only had one more class to go before they graduated high school. 

My class. I was the 'little bitch' who refused to roll over and bump their 'F's into a passing grade because I didn't think that they should be given special treatment just because they're good football players. 

And that's really all they are. They're 'good'. Not spectacular and definitely not amazing, as their coach liked to tell them. 

If they were really good, they would've been scouted for schools already. They were mediocre at best and needed to at least have a good command in the English language if they wanted to get anywhere in the world.

For now, they couldn't even differentiate between 'cynical' and 'clinical' and would tell me the words were too 'obscure' and anyone who used them were 'braggarts'. At least I was making some progress. 

"Is there anything else we can do for you?" 

"Of course," I turned to Jack with a polite smile. "Please make sure you read and memorize List 5 of your SAT vocabulary and I will quiz you on them tomorrow." I looked to his friends, making sure they knew the instruction was for all of them. 

The glare in the young men's eyes told me that they were not happy with the assignment at all. They were in my mercy, regardless of the amount of attitude they gave me. 

With a sigh of resignation, they rose and murmured their goodbyes. The double doors closed ominously behind them and I waited for five minutes before storming out of the building myself. 

It was frustrating how little progress I was making on everything, both in life, and in my career. My boss only cared about numbers and couldn't care less if the students actually learned anything in school. As long as they graduated, then everything was fine. 

I was stretched thin with all my classes and my temper was on a short fuse as the direct result of all the stress I was under. I stopped for a moment to dig through my purse for my car keys and couldn't help but smile a little at the little unicorn keychain attached to it. It was a gift from one of my students, whom I had worked especially hard with. English was her second language and she still managed to get a solid B+.

There was no excuse that the football players, whom I knew were capable of getting easy A's, were failing a class that should be second nature to them. English. How hard can English be? They spoke it every day, for god's sake. 

I stopped cold in front of my car. "Shit." 

The front driver's side headlight was smashed and my tires were punctured. I walked around the car and found that only two of the tires were punctured. Little mercies. They were deflated to the point where my car was visibly leaning forward. I looked around the empty parking lot and sighed. 
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