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"Erik," she murmured.

"What's that?" he asked, leaning in to hear her better.

She reached her fingers to his chin and drew her to him. In her mind, she imagined kissing his perfect soft lips and feeling them on her, soft and moist, awakening nerve endings there.

"Erik." Her voice came in a sort of desperate whimper that she barely recognized. It was at least an octave higher.

His eyes burned her. He was unaware that he was soaking her panties.

She took it as a good sign when he didn't pull back. "This- This isn't a good idea, Felicity," he said, his voice so thick and velvety that she almost forgot to answer. He had an intensity to him that made it hard to look away.

"This doesn't need to mean anything," she whispered, feeling the soft stubble on his cheeks with her fingertips. The coarseness on his cheeks was so masculine that it sent tingles down her spine. None of the guys in her class had a stubble. Maybe they saved a lot. Maybe they just didn't have hair that grew there.

He reached up to grasp her hand on his cheek and the connection of his fingertips on the back of her hand shot an electric wave of need through her. She thought he was going to pull her hand away but he leaned into it.

It only took a moment of consideration. They leaned towards each other, eyes wide and confused. His forehead pressed against hers for a moment, his hand coming to the back of her neck and stroking down her spine, then pressing softly at the base of her skull. His fingers weaved into her hair and her eyes fluttered close as his lips pressed against hers, delicate and soft, stubble brushing lightly against her skin.

It was all very gentle, almost unsure, until all of a sudden, it wasn't. A soft whimper escaped her lips and it was almost as if she had pushed a button in him. His tongue tasted her lower lip and she parted her lips readily for him, drawing him into her mouth to caressed her tongue with his.

She ran her hands over his muscular back, letting her fingers dig in, fingernails scratching him just a little. He growled at her, pushing her hard against the whiteboard, the marker pen holder digging into her lower back. He pinned her hands over her head and she whimpered at his dominance.

He paused just long enough to look her in her wide eyes and ask, "Are you sure?"

"Yes," she whispered without a second's hesitation, tilting her chin up to beckon him into another kiss. He relented eagerly, leaning down to capture her mouth again, keen to taste her strawberry scent.

He held her hands up above her head with one hand and the other began to trace the delicate patterns over her body, moving down her slender waist to pull her skirt up higher.

His body was pushed flush against hers, every gap between them filled. She hated all the fabric in the way. Her breasts pressed against his muscled chest, nipples aching to be touched. She arched her body up against him, rubbing her breasts to him like an animal in heat.
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Felicity's first personal encounter with Erik was quite literally running into him. She turned a corner without looking as she rushing through the school halls and crashed directly into his chest. At first she thought she had turned too soon and slammed into the wall, but then she realized that he just had a spectacularly hard chest. Everything in their hands flew in all directions.

She glared up at him, as if it was his fault she had been rushing in the hallway and failed to see him. Their difference in height was more noticeable with her being so close to him. She fought to keep her breath calm. He was a good looking guy, as least that's what she gathered from her peer's reaction towards him. Her female classmates were crazy about the young black teacher who had picked up where their pregnant teacher left them. The guys hated his guts, so he must be doing something right.

She squatted down and started gathering her things. She was only halfway through classes and she was already weary down to her bones (and brain), but it was a good sort of weary. She'd spent the morning figuring out a math formula that had eluded her for the better part of the year and finally something clicked and she understood it, just in time for finals too.

"You shouldn't be running in the hallway, Felicity," he said in a mild tone as he bent down to pick up his notes that had fallen alongside hers.

If he was surprised by how neat her drawings were, he didn't show it. She was only a little disappointed. Her eyes, vivid emerald pupils rimmed with black eyeliner, attempted to glare straight into his soul, but he was immune to teenage angst. He smiled, almost amused, and that only annoyed her even more. Her knees were a little bruised from the fall and her meticulously drawn scribbles were all crumpled.

"I was late for class," she said as if that explained everything. They gathered their things in comfortable silence, neither finding the need to fill it with words.

Erik studied the quiet girl in front of him pensively. She had a foreign look about her, but her accent was completely American. Given a few years, would be capable of breaking more than a few young men's hearts. He would be lying if he said he didn't find her attractive, even with the perpetual look of annoyance on her face.

"What're you staring at?" she said, turning to resume glaring at him. His calm gaze unnerved her. She had an effective glare and she knew it. Most of her peers were afraid to talk to her, something that didn't bother her in the least.

He grinned, mildly amused by her effort to look intimidating. He was almost ten years her senior but he felt absolutely ancient. "Felicity, you aren't doing very well in Sociology, aren't you?" he asked.

She chewed on her bubblegum as she pondered her answer. She considered lying, but that wouldn't do her any good considering he had records of all her exam scores. "What about it?" she asked a little more defensively than she liked.

"Headmaster wants me to give you and a couple of students extra classes to bring your scores up," he said with a shrug.

She glanced at him, uncertain if he was serious. Most temp teachers just wanted to get through the day and then run to the nearest bar. He actually wanted to stay longer? Against her good judgment, she asked, "When?"

"I already got a few of your classmates to join me for this afternoon. Why don't you join us?" he offered.

She shrugged and mumbled a cross between a yes and a no before hurrying back down the hall to her next class.

...

It was well into the evening before his tutoring session was over. She surprised them both by even showing up. She was curious about the new temp teacher and if he was really interested in catching them up with their studies. She was shocked that there weren't more people in the class. As the clock ticked pass, it became clear to her that the rest of the students he had asked to attend weren't going to show.

It was even more surprising that he bothered teaching at all considering she was the only person there.

"Did you get all that?" Erik asked after an hour-long tutoring session.

At first she thought he was talking to someone else. It took a moment for her to remember that she was the only person in the classroom, so engrossed as she with his presentation. It had been well-prepared and broken down into smaller parts so she had no difficulty following.

She nodded and murmured, "yeah, I got it."

He grinned, obviously pleased with himself.

She wondered how long his optimism will last before the reality of what little difference he was actually making in each student's lives would dawn on him.

A tightness clenched at her heart and she realized with a shock that she didn't want him to be disillusioned. She rather liked how much he cared. "Why are you doing this?" she asked, truly curious.

"Because I think you can do great things, Felicity," he said so earnestly that she drew back, worried he would reach out and try to touch her. He had dark eyes. The kind of eyes she could fall into and lose herself completely. All at once, she knew he was dangerous and she understood why. He wasn't afraid of her.

She was still a virgin, though not by choice. The other girls in the class talk about sex as if it was second nature to them whereas she didn't know the first thing about fucking a man. It made her feel like she was missing something. Jessica, who sat next to her in class, sometimes had sex with her boyfriend during lunch breaks in the back of the school.
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