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Everyone thinks you have it easy
when you’re in college.

 


The truth is, it couldn’t be farther from
the truth. Sure, you have summers off from school, but if you’re
like me you have to spend every hour that you aren’t studying or
sleeping working to pay for school. Sometimes, it really really
sucked

 


The one class I really enjoyed was my
Freshman English class. It was actually taught by my next door
neighbor. Brendon had moved into the house next door a few years
back, and I’d been crushing on him since day one. He was a quiet
guy who kept to himself more often than not, and my friends had
always said there was something strange about him, but something
about him was just intoxicating.

 


I hadn’t even know Brendon was a teacher
until my parents mentioned that he’d be teaching his first class
this fall. Ending up in Brendon’s class was an accident. I almost
hadn’t made it to school this year. My financial aid hadn’t covered
all of tuition and my summer job and work study had me barely
scraping by. By the time I’d been able to register for classes
every other freshman English class was already filled and I was
stuck.

 


I was happy to see Brendon doing what he
wanted, but he was an insanely tough grader, and his red pen was
dragging down my whole GPA.

 


I stared at the paper on my desk, the red C-
staring up at me from the page. I glared up at my teacher, and for
once the heat that flooded me came from anger and not
horniness.

 


That’s right. My crush has grown. I’m
officially horny for my teacher. The studious types usually never
did it for me, but Brendon was far from being some skinny geek.
Instead he was six feet of tight hard muscles, dark hair and the
brightest blue eyes I’d ever seen.

 


He had never looked at me as more than the
chatty girl next door, and eventually a friend. I’d never once seen
a girl over at his house. He seemed to be one of those guys who was
destined to be a bachelor forever, whether it was on purpose or
not, who really knew?

 


Those muscles aren’t the
only thing that’s hard, my traitorous
brain added, as I felt the familiar dampness between my legs
whenever I thought about Brendon touching me. I shifted in my seat,
and I glanced back at the front of the room, seeing him looking my
way, but his eyes weren’t meeting mine. They were zeroed in right
between my legs where my squirming had made my short skirt ride up
just enough to give him a view of what I hadn’t worn underneath.
His eyes widened, and I parted my legs even more, making sure that
he was absolutely certain that the strip of pink he was seeing
WASN’T a pair of panties.

 


It was a dangerous game I was playing. I
knew it. Right now Brendon wasn’t just a neighbor. He was
temporarily staying on our house while his entire house was
renovated. If this backfired by life would be endlessly awkward.
But I couldn’t help myself.

 


I’d heard the sounds of internet porn and
the slap of his hand on his neglected dick far too many nights
lately. He was just as horny as I was, and his only outlet was a
computer screen and his hand.

 


A flash of my pussy in class just might get
him hot enough to fix both my problems.

 


Flustered, he quickly moved to stand behind
the podium and start his lecture, but not before I saw the start of
a bulge in the front of his sensible khakis.

 


This was going to be fun.

 


***

 


“Can you please stay after
class Sera?”

 


“Of course!” It was Friday
afternoon and the students emptied out quickly from Brendon’s
afternoon class. In a few minutes, the campus would be deserted. I
watched, trying not to shiver in anticipation as he crossed the
room to the classroom door, locking it and pulling down the
shade.

 


When he turned back to me his face was
flushed and his eyes were burning with heat as they stared at me,
whether from anger or arousal though, I don’t think even he was
sure.

 


“What the hell are you
playing at Sera?”

 


I smiled, wetness already flooding my pussy
at the realization that I’d be getting exactly what I wanted soon
enough. I stood up slowly, stretching my arms over my heading and
groaning loudly. “I don’t know what you’re talking about Brendon,”
I said innocently. “I’ve just been so worried about my grades in
your class that I keep forgetting things.”
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