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Ravished
Teacher’s Pet

Scott and Jessica are a twenty-something
couple living a quiet, mundane life in suburbia. For their first
trip away in over four years they travel to Jessica’s 10 year high
school reunion.

As Scott watches Jessica dance with an old
high school teacher, and an admitted crush of Jessica’s when she
was a teenager, a tawdry idea is planted. With a lot of careful
planning, soon, Scott is watching his wife and her high school
teacher do more than just dance.

FOR ADULTS ONLY!

Content warning: Cheating, mild cuckolding,
spanking, voyeurism, light Dom/Sub and highly charged M/F sexual
activity.

Ravished: Teacher’s pet is a novella,
approximately 18,200 words in length.







































































Ravished
Teacher’s Pet


Chapter 1

Scott busied himself downstairs as he waited
for his wife. She was notoriously slow at getting ready for
anything, but this – this put all her other times of being tardy to
shame.

“Hey Jess, are you about ready? I’m pretty
sure if we show up late to your reunion we get sent straight to the
principal’s office,” he jokingly yelled up the empty staircase. “Or
maybe you want that?” He quickly added with a smirk in his
tone.

A shout from out of nowhere echoed down to
him, “Hold on, hold on, just checking a couple more things.”

Scott sat down, knowing that “a couple more
things” was at least ten more minutes of waiting. And he was right,
about ten minutes later he heard a suitcase rolling down the
hallway that led from their bedroom.

Jessica paused at the top of the stairs and
got a whistle from her husband. She waved her arm dismissively in
an effort to stop what she considered foolishness. But he looked up
at her, delighted at what he saw, and added a few more cat
calls.

She held there as Scott said, “Wait a sec,
I’ll grab your bags” as he rushed up the stairs, taking two at a
time. She scurried off to get her second bag for him and draped it
over his shoulder as he picked up the heavy rolling one. Grabbing
her purse she descended the stairs, as Scott followed a few steps
behind.

“Geez, Jess you really do look great!” he
said rather nonchalantly, as he checked her out from behind.

“Thanks, Hun. But it’s just the normal road
trip attire.”

He joked back, “Well we need to go on more
road trips.”

Scott finished loading up their SUV and with
travel mugs of coffee in hand they pulled out of their suburban
driveway and started their five hour trip down to Los Angeles.
While both Scott and Jessica felt a little uneasy leaving their
only child, Christopher, with Scott’s parents, they were also very
eager to be going on their first weekend away alone since his birth
four years ago.

Still, Scott felt a little guilty about
leaving Chris behind, but he knew a ten year high school reunion
isn’t the place for a four year old. Scott chuckled to himself
thinking that it also wasn’t exactly the place for a nearly
30-year-old husband, especially when he really wouldn’t know anyone
there. But while he wasn’t exactly looking forward to the reunion,
the thought of a night alone with Jessica made the trip completely
worth it for him.

Jessica, however, felt none of the guilt that
she thought she might. It had been a busy couple of years for her
and Scott and she had been looking forward to going to this reunion
since she first heard about it from Becky and Kelli – her best
friends from high school – a few months earlier. While it would be
great to see her friends and all, really she just wanted a night or
two alone with her husband, without the worries and distractions of
real life getting in the way. The reunion was a good excuse.

Scott turned off the radio and glanced over
at his wife as he spoke, “Does it feel like ten years to you?”
referring to how long it had been since she had been in high
school.

She thought a little and replied, “In some
ways it feels like more than ten, in other ways it feels like
yesterday.”

Scott nodded his understanding; two years
earlier he and Jess had gone to his ten year reunion – in the same
town they live in – and he completely echoed his wife’s
feelings.

“Besides Becky and Kelli, is there anyone
else that you’re particularly looking forward to seeing?” he
inquired, just making some small talk to pass the long car
ride.

“Well, Angie is supposed to be there. You
remember her, she was another of my bridesmaids,” Jessica turned
and told him, thinking back to their wedding day nearly six years
ago. “And I’m sure a couple of the girls we used to hang out with
are planning on being there. Of course, Lance and Jay I’m pretty
sure are coming,” she continued, “and seeing Mr. Fitzgerald will be
fun, too.”

Scott was absentmindedly listening to her,
and thinking of all the people that were at their wedding was
almost overwhelming. But then, when Jess said Mr. Fitzgerald’s name
he smiled and thought back to the first time he’d heard her talk
about him.

It had to have been over eight years ago, in
one of their college friend’s dorm room, during his senior year –
Jessica’s sophomore year. They had just started dating and were
still finding out about each other. Scott remembered that they were
slightly tipsy and playing a game of “would you rather.” The
question to Jessica was “Would you rather run naked through thorn
bushes with no one watching or have sex with a teacher in front of
your classmates?” and before he could even turn to look at her she
said, louder than she intended, “If we’re talking Mr. Fitz then
that’s a no-brainer.” That response got lots of “Ohhhh’s” and
“Ahhhh’s” but she was embarrassed and declined to give details and
she wouldn’t say another word about it, hoping that everyone would
just forget it.

Scott never forgot.

About a year after they were married, Scott
and Jess – still being in the honeymoon faze of their relationship
– were lying in bed after a great round of near-drunk sex and
talking about the things that newlyweds talk about. “Things you
regret” was the topic at hand when Scott asked Jessica if there
were any guys (or girls) she regretted not getting physical with.
Jess paused long and hard before her alcohol-aided response tumbled
out, “Only Fitz,” her eyes drifted off and it almost seemed like
she had forgotten Scott was in the room, “I regret not continuing
that night with him.”

Scott eagerly awaited Jessica to continue
with her story but she hadn’t been drunk enough and turned shy on
him. Annoyed, Scott backed off questioning her further, but poured
her another glass of wine and waited. Then, not wanting this to
remain a mystery any longer, he subtly tried to pry further
information from Jess. Sure enough, the additional alcohol helped
and she drunkenly told Scott her secret.



Now, as Scott drove south on I-5 he recalled Jessica’s story:

“Mr. Fitzgerald was my high school history
teacher. I had him for Government, Political Science, and a World
History class, in each of my sophomore through senior years. So, by
my last year at Wilson High we had become very close – by
teacher-student standards.

“One night just a couple weeks from
graduation, Becky had a party at her house. It was late at night –
probably around midnight – and Becky came running over to me,
freaking out because she had run out of ice and paper plates. I
volunteered to drive to the store and get them.

While I was at the store I ran into Mr.
Fitzgerald. He seemed depressed and he only had a couple of bottles
of wine in his basket. He looked embarrassed to see me, but he
greeted me with a tight hug, which was odd for him. After we talked
for a little bit, I paid for my things and left.

“Well, as luck would have it my crappy car
wouldn’t start. When Mr. Fitz saw my dilemma, he came rushing over
to save me like a knight in shining armor. He couldn’t get the car
started but he offered to at least ride me back to Becky’s
house.

On the way, Mr. Fitzgerald opened up to me,
telling me about his failed love life…and then, he confessed that
he was attracted to me. This blew me away, since I really never saw
myself as attractive. I mean, I had had a couple of boyfriends, but
there weren’t guys chasing after me. So, here is this handsome,
charismatic teacher confessing that he liked me. My stomach
immediately got butterflies and everything looked like rainbows and
unicorns.

“As we were parking in front of Becky’s
house, I felt a combination of excitement and sadness for Mr. Fitz.
He looked so depressed and so lonely, that I leaned over and kissed
him on the cheek. Soon we were making out in the front seat of his
beat up Toyota Corolla. In those few minutes, his hands were all
over me, and they felt wonderful. With his hand under my sweater
covered bra, and his tongue in my ear he begged me to come home
with him. My panties were wet at the thought and I was just about
to say ‘yes’ to him when a few of the guys from the party came
rushing out of the house and spooked us. I immediately straightened
myself up and left Mr. Fitz alone in the car.

“To this day I wonder what would have
happened if those guys didn’t come running out when they
did.”

Scott came out of his flashback, as Jess
nudged him. “Did you hear me? Would you mind stopping at one of the
next exits? I would like some more coffee.”
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