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​Chapter 1 - James

[image: ]




The faculty Halloween party had bled into the student bash next door. The two events becoming one big mess in the old west hall.

I look round, as I hold my lukewarm drink in my hand. All the students are wearing bright masks and elaborate costumes. All the faculty looked out of place in their half-hearted costumes. Most of the professors just work masks over their regular clothes. A few made more of an effort, but not many. 

Normally my socializing with my y colleagues consisted of a quick drink and some polite conversation before I made my excuses and retired to my apartment to spend the evening with a good book.

But tonight I somehow let my colleagues talk me into staying, promising a relaxed evening. They'd even pushed a phantom-style half mask into my hands. Which I dutifully wore.

I suppose the mask did give me some measure of anonymity.

I watch a group of girls walk past. One is dressed as a sexy nurse, another as a sexy police officer, and the third is dressed as a sexy devil. All three are showing a lot of skin. Their masks are small and do little to hide their faces. I take a sip of my drink and enjoy the view. The anonymity of my own mask makes it feel safer to look. To appreciate the view without the professional filter I usually wear. I watch their hips sway as they walk away, their short skirts revealing long legs. It is a good party. Better than most of the stuffy faculty events I usually attend. I allow myself a small smile. Maybe this is not so bad, after all. 

A voice cuts through the noise. "Professor."

I turn. A woman in a plaid skirt stands there. The skirt is short, ending high on her thighs. Her white shirt is unbuttoned, revealing a black bra and the soft curve of her tits. A loose tie hangs between them. A black half-mask covers the top half of her face, but her full, pink lips are visible.

"Are you talking to me?" I ask.

She laughs. "You've got the professor vibe. Even with the mask." She tilts her head. "The way you stand. The way you hold your drink. Like you're about to grade it."

I find myself smiling. "And what's your assessment?"

"That you're bored." She steps closer. "And that you need a better drink."

I look down at my cup. "You're not wrong."

"Come on." She gestures with her head. "I know where the good stuff is."

I follow her through the crowd. She weaves through the bodies with an easy confidence. I watch the way her skirt sways with her hips. I have to admit that I admire the view as I follow her. Her plaid skirt barely covers her ass, swaying with each step she takes. The fabric clings to her curves just right, hinting at what's underneath. Her legs are long and toned, ending in black heels that I'm sure would click against the marble floor if it wasn't for the loud music. 

The mask hides her eyes, but I can see the corner of her lips curl into a smirk, as if she knows exactly what I'm thinking. My cock twitches in my pants as I imagine what it would feel like to have those legs wrapped around my waist. The anonymity of the mask makes it easier to stare without feeling guilty. For once, I'm just a man appreciating a beautiful woman, not a professor lusting after someone who might be his student. The thought makes me harden even more.

She leads me to a table in the corner, far from the main party. On it sits several bottles of expensive liquor.

"Help yourself, Professor," she says, pouring herself a glass of amber liquid.

I pour my own drink. "You seem to know your way around."

"I make it my business to know where the good things are," she replies, taking a sip. Her eyes crinkle above the mask as she smiles. "Especially the forbidden ones."

I raise an eyebrow at her choice of words. "Forbidden?"

"You're at a student party, wearing a mask, drinking good whiskey. Doesn't that feel a little... off-limits?" she teases, leaning against the table. Her posture pushes her breasts forward, and I can't help but notice how her shirt opens to reveal more of her lacy bra.

She catches me looking.

But instead of looking away in embarrassment I smile. "Nice bra," I say, as I pour my own drink.

"Thank you," she replies with her own smile. "It's the most expensive one that I own."

I can't help but be impressed. The alcohol has lowered my inhibitions, and the mask makes me feel bolder. I find myself wanting to see how far I can push this. This woman is a mystery, a tantalizing puzzle I want to solve.

"Is it now?" I murmur, stepping closer. The scent of her perfume fills my senses. "And here I thought the skirt was the main event."

My gaze drops to the hem of her plaid skirt, which barely covers the tops of her thighs. I wonder if she's wearing panties underneath. The thought sends a jolt of arousal through me, and my cock begins to harden in my pants.

Her lips curve into a smirk. "The skirt is just the trailer. The main event requires a ticket."

"And how do I get a ticket?" I ask, my voice low and rough.

She leans in, her breath warm against my ear. "You have to prove you're worthy."

My hand moves to her waist, my fingers tracing the bare skin exposed by her unbuttoned shirt. I feel her shiver under my touch, and it only makes me want her more. "And how do I do that?"

"You're a smart professor," she teases. "I'm sure you can fine a way." Her voice is a low purr, I can almost feel the vibrations on my skin.

My hand moves to the small of her back, pulling her closer until her body is flush against mine. I can feel the heat radiating from her. And I know she can feel my hard cock pressing against her stomach. I lean down, brushing my lips against her ear.

"Is this worthy enough for you?" I whisper.

She lets out a soft gasp. "Maybe," she breathes. "But I think you can do better."

I chuckle, and pull her closer. "Such a demanding little thing."

"You have no idea," she replies, her voice filled with a challenge.

My cock throbs in my pants, demanding release. I want to bend her over this table, hike up that short skirt, and fuck her hard and fast until she's screaming my name. I want to bury my face in her pussy and taste her sweetness until she's writhing beneath me. The mask gives me a freedom I haven't felt in years, and I'm not about to waste it.

"Tell me what you want," I say, my voice a low growl. "Tell me what you need."

"But is it a tragedy, or  a comedy that we're playing tonight?" she asks.

I laugh with her. And then say something I thought I'd never say in my life. "Maybe it's erotica."

She laughs at this. "You'd fuck me in front of all these people wouldn't you?" she teases, her hand moving from my arm to my chest. "If I asked you to."

My breath catches in my throat. The thought is both terrifying and exhilarating. "Is that what you want?" I ask, my voice rough with desire. "For me to fuck you right here, right now?"

She doesn't answer, but her eyes flicker down to my lips, then back up to my eyes. The message is clear. She wants me, and she wants me now.

I'm so hard it hurts. My cock strains against my zipper, begging for release. I need to be inside her, to feel her wet heat surrounding me. I need to hear her moan my name as I fuck her senseless.

I look around, my gaze sweeping over the crowd. No one is paying us any attention. They're all lost in their own little worlds, dancing and drinking and laughing. We could get away with it. We could fuck right here, right now, and no one would ever know.
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