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I never thought of myself as a dirty girl.

 


I was pretty normal all through high school. I went
on dates, had boyfriends, and lost my virginity at the perfectly
acceptable age of 16. I had my share of college hookups. I wasn't
the girl who let the football team run a train on her, but I wasn't
a 22-year-old virgin hiding in the chem lab either.

 


I was average. At least until now.

 


For as long as I’ve known him, I’ve had a massive
crush on one of my professors. In high school, I was never really
into white boys, so I didn’t expect things to change in
college.

 


Then I met Blaine.

 


Blaine taught my freshman English
class, and I was so enchanted with him and the way he taught that I
actually changed my major. He was the head of the department so
after that we ended up spending a lot of time together.

 


Blaine was tall and built. From
his perfect six-pack abs to his toned arms, his body was sculpted
like an action movie star’s. I couldn’t stop myself from drooling
every time I saw him, so I tried calling him Mr. Dunham to remind myself that he
was off limits.

 


It didn’t work. Blaine hated
formality and insisted that all of his students call him by his
first name. So any chance of using his title to distance us was
out.

 


Blaine was far from a typical
college professor in terms of how he lived. He was pretty loaded
from making a killing in the stock market, and he owned the amazing
house on the edge of town. We had grown closer and closer over the
years, long since having crossed the line from teacher and student
into friends.

 


A few weeks before graduation, I
asked Blaine if he had any idea where I should look to find a cheap
apartment that was at least marginally nicer than the dorms. He
looked shocked and more than a little offended. "Ora, you know you
don't have to move into some hovel if you don't want to, right?" he
said. At the surprised look on my own face, he continued. "Look, I
have this massive house with just me in it. I can rent you a room
for as long as you need until you get a job and are ready to move
out. What am I going to do in this huge house by myself," he added,
twirling one of my kinky black curls around his finger
playfully.

 


“I’d love to stay, Blaine!” I
exclaimed, wrapping my arms around his neck, trying to ignore the
spark of desire that was already growing in me.

 


***

 


I was stuck living with my
incredibly sexy teacher, trying to ignore how much I wanted him and
failing miserably. I knew technically he wasn’t my teacher anymore,
but our university had some pretty crazy rules about teachers
dating students and even former students. Since I had just
graduated and I had been working so closely with Blaine for the
past few years, it would have raised a lot of eyebrows. With me
looking at grad schools, I just knew I shouldn’t risk
it.

 


It didn’t make me want him any less though.

 


Plus there was the fact that I’d
never even seen date a black girl. Over the years, I’d seen him
with a few of his girlfriends on campus. None of the relationships
seemed to last long, but the girls all seemed pretty
interchangeable. Petite, delicate looking girls with light hair and
pale skin. Blaine seemed to have a type and it definitely didn’t
resemble me.

 


Somehow Blaine was oblivious to my
attraction. Either that or he was ignoring it to spare my feelings.
He went to work and the gym like normal, and we ate dinner together
every night. I had almost gotten used to constantly having soaking
wet panties around him.

 


But then Harrison started coming
over too, and my poor brain just couldn’t handle it.

 


Harrison was Blaine’s best friend,
and when the two of them were in a room together every woman’s eyes
went right to them. While Blaine had dark hair and soulful
chocolate brown eyes, Harrison had sandy blond waves and bright
blue eyes that seemed to always be sparkling with some secret
joke.

 


They looked like complete
opposites but they’d been best friends for longer than I’d been
alive. They always worked out together, something that definitely
showed in the hard muscles they both shared. The only man who could
even begin to distract me from how badly I wanted Blaine was
Harrison.

 


And while I’d never seen Blaine
look at me with anything but friendly affection, I’d caught
Harrison giving me lustful looks more than once.
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