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      At her college reunion, a woman tells her husband a steamy story about overhearing a couple having sex in a study lounge.

      Little does she know the tale will inspire her husband to bend her over an old oak desk in the very same lounge and give her bottom a blistering she won’t soon forget….

      A sexy spanking short story from legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.

      

      
        With stories like “College Reunion” by Andrea Dale…

        who’s got time to study?

        – Cleis Press
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      “Count them off,” Grant growled.

      I wanted to giggle, my predicament was so clichéd. But no laughter was able to bubble past my lips. It wasn’t so much fear as anticipation that caused my breathing to quicken. Pressed against the hard, polished wood of the old desk, my nipples were taut and swollen. My cunt quivered, my clit throbbed, and I could smell my slick arousal.

      Any moment now, the hallowed halls of my alma mater would resonate with the sound of Grant’s broad palm making sharp contact with my mostly bare ass.

      Hell of a college reunion!

      We’d arrived this afternoon, gone to the orientation and picked up nametags, and then attended a cocktail party where we’d gotten seriously tipsy on Merlot and seriously horny about each other.

      I was glad to see my college buddies, I really was. But I’d brought my husband to my ten-year reunion because I’d wanted to show him the college itself.

      Culpepper University: a small, private New England school with ivy-choked walls and a hallowed central green. I adored the place, with its old brick buildings with echoing, labyrinthine corridors; study rooms with fireplaces and sofas that smelled ever so faintly of dust and mildew; halls lined with portraits of former deans glowering down in disapproval at the latest fashions and actions of the latest generation of students.

      Grant and I had been apart for a few weeks before this trip, with him working long hours at the architectural firm and me flying to Prague on short notice. So we were feeling frisky by the time we’d arrived, but we’d had no time to fool around before the planned activities started.

      The cocktail party ebbed and flowed around us. I’d nibbled on my fill of puff pastries and shrimp cocktail, and now we stood with our backs to a cavernous fireplace listening to the various conversations. No fire on this early spring evening, probably because the chimney was ancient an unsafe, but the room was crowded and hot. I fanned myself with my cocktail napkin.

      Grant helped, reaching up to lift my hair away from the back of my neck. I sighed as the air hit my warm flesh, then again when he tickled his fingers along my vulnerable nape.

      “I don’t know how much more of this I can take,” he whispered, his breath against my neck making me shiver with delight. “I feel like a freshman with a major boner, and all I want to do is get some gorgeous co-ed back to my room and do her before I go insane.”

      “Just ‘some gorgeous co-ed’?” I teased. “Anyone will do?”

      His hand slowly made its way down my back, curving around my hip to stop, resting possessively on my ass. “No,” he murmured. “One in particular.”

      “Hmm.” I took a sip of wine. It was a good vintage, with an earthy hint of truffles. Since all I’d eaten was puff pastries and shrimp cocktail, the wine was hitting me quickly. What I really wanted to do, right that moment, was unbutton Grant’s dove-grey silk shirt and splay my hands across his warm smooth flesh, feel his heart beating beneath my palm as I tongued his dusky nipples.

      Very quietly, I told him that, feeling a thrill of satisfaction when his nostrils flared as he took the image in.

      “I think we—” he started to say, but then a hearty male voice broke in to our private moment.

      “Elise! So good to see you.”

      “Dr. Sherman, it’s wonderful to see you, too.” I introduced Grant to the handsome black Classics professor who’d been one of my mentors during my time at Culpepper. We chatted for a few minutes before Dr. Sherman moved on.

      “I had the wickedest crush on Dr. Sherman,” I admitted to Grant. “I used to fantasize about him and masturbate.”

      Grant’s eyes widened. “Naughty Elise,” he said. “Tell me more.”

      He drew me over to a window alcove. A once-scarlet velvet cushion, now faded and flattened with defeat, covered the stone seat, over which arched a tall trefoil window. When we sat, we were partially hidden by the gold brocade curtain.

      “It was his voice, partially,” I said, dreamily thinking back on Dr. Sherman’s bass rumble, which conjured up Barry White. “And his eyes. He was so nice, yet so commanding at the same time.”

      “Did you ever…?”

      “God, no! He was my professor! Strictly on the up-and-up.”

      “But you were hot for him,” Grant prodded.

      “Oh, yes. He fueled many of my fantasies.” Grant knew I hadn’t dated a lot in college. Although I hadn’t been completely inexperienced, I’d been something of a geek, more interested in my studies than partying, so I didn’t have a lot of opportunity to get laid.

      He’d helped me make up for lost time when we met in grad school.

      As I talked, Grant’s hand was sliding up my leg, from my knee to my thigh. In another moment, he might slip it beneath my skirt, or push it up high enough to reveal to the room that I was wearing a garter belt and lace-topped stockings.

      I was torn between the fear of being spotted—not that I had a huge concern about any individuals here, just the general awkwardness—and the desire that was causing my panties to dampen.

      Grant leaned in and kissed me, a possessive, claiming kiss that had me pressed back against the window as his mouth plundered mine. My body sizzled with heat that had nothing to do with the room’s ambient temperature.

      It had everything to do with craving the feel of Grant’s mouth and hands elsewhere on me. I wanted him to continue his way up my thigh, part my legs, and find out just how wet and needy I was.

      I wanted two fingers in my cunt and his thumb on my engorged clit. It wouldn’t take long to bring me to blissful release.

      “Let’s get out of here,” Grant muttered.

      “Yes.”

      Our wine glasses abandoned by the window seat, we grabbed our coats from the anteroom and fled before anyone could stop us to reminisce about the good ol’ days.

      Grant headed for the car, but I tugged at his hand and said, “This way.”

      The campus was deserted; the students had dispersed for the Easter holidays and the alumni were all inside getting sozzled and exchanging business cards. There wouldn’t even be a wayward janitor in Kutzer Hall, the English and Humanities building, our destination.

      I’d spent far too much time here as a student. I’d love the old, creaking hall, with its rabbit warren of corridors and classrooms and lounges and alcoves. There were books everywhere, crammed onto shelves that would probably collapse if you sneezed too hard.

      “They never locked the building,” I told Grant as we wandered the dark, echoing corridors. “I’d come here in the middle of the night to read or study, or just…I don’t know. I just loved it here.”

      I found one of my favorite rooms, a lounge-cum-library full of moldering books and ancient brown leather sofas and paneled walls and a couple of massive oak desks. It was out of the way and had never been a top destination for most students. It had been a great place to study in peace.

      I pulled Grant down onto one of the creaking sofas.

      “One night,” I said, indulging in my earlier fantasy and plucking open the top buttons of his shirt, “I was in here reading—Chaucer, I think, or maybe Shakespeare. Probably Chaucer, because I fell asleep.”

      “Oh, that’s sexy,” he said, but the thickness of his cock, pressing against his tailored pants, said otherwise.

      “Yeah. Well. Something woke me up. I have no idea what time it was. They never turn off the wall lights in here.” The lamps in question had been modified from gas sconces decades earlier. “Two, three a.m., I think. I couldn’t figure out what had happened at first, but then I heard them.”

      “Them?”

      I shivered, remembering. “The couple. They were on another sofa—that one, I think,” I said, pointing. “I didn’t want to look in case they saw me. At first it was because I was embarrassed: I didn’t want them to know I’d been spying. But then it was because I didn’t want them to stop.”

      “Stop what?”

      “Making out,” I said. My voice was a little shaky from remembered desire. “Having sex.”

      “Tell me,” Grant said.

      The commanding tone in his voice made me shiver again, deliciously. His hand covered my breast, making slow, lazy circles, and even through the thin raspberry cashmere and my lace bra, my nipple responded, pushing back against his palm.
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