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Professor Has His Way

By Amber Ambrosia

 


“All right, that’ll be all for today, class.
Go, get out,” Dr. Winters waved a hand at his Creative Writing 101
class. Forty students rose all at once, but one stayed seated a
moment longer than necessary. Hannah Price deliberately waited
until everyone else got up before she rose from her desk.
Surreptitiously dropping her notebook on the ground, she bent over
at the waist to pick it up just as the last few students were
shuffling their way out of the classroom. Glancing up to see the
handsome professor putting on his horn rimmed reading glasses as he
sat at his mahogany desk. “Are you all right, Ms. Price?” he asked
without looking up from his papers.

“Yes, Dr. Winters. Clumsy me, my things just
slipped out of my hands.”

“It happens,” he smiled up at her. “Have a
good one.”

“You, too,” Hannah smiled back, willing
herself not to blush. Walking out of the room, she put an extra
swing in her hips, her hand lightly touching the door jamb as she
left.

For the past two months since she started
college, Hannah had developed an intense, burning desire for her
professor. Since the first day of the semester, she’d been
enthralled by him, finding herself itching to touch his stubbly
cheek or rip off his slacks. Ironically enough, she had come to
school to be an English major, so this was the icing on the
proverbial cake. Crossing the wide lawn, she drew her cardigan
around her a little tighter as she headed for her dorm room.

“Hey you!” Hannah turned, startled to see her
friend and roommate Lia fall into step beside her. “Did you just
get out?”

“Yeah, just now,” she replied, brushing a
strand of her blond hair out of her eyes. “I just needed to grab
something from the room before Intro to Psych.” Lia pulled a face
and Hannah laughed. “What?”

“I just left that class. Dr. Ray? A total
bitch,” she rattled off. “I swear, the ones who go into the
psychology field are the ones who need psychological help the
most.”

“Anyway, let me get my stuff. I’ll see
you later.”

“Uh huh, I’ll save you a spot at dinner?”

“Yeah, do that!” she called over her
shoulder, breaking into a light jog. Opening the door without
looking, she pushed it right into a fellow student, who let out an
annoyed scoff. “Sorry!”

“Watch where you’re going, frosh,” a tall
older guy sneered. Rolling her eyes, she went upstairs to the room
that she shared with Lia and dug in her drawer for her psychology
textbooks. Finding them, she shoved them into her bag and ran
out.

Making her way through the main building, she
passed Dr. Winters’ room again, and saw that he was still at his
desk, assumedly grading papers. Or maybe he’s thinking about
some erotic fantasy he’d like to indulge in, she thought,
blushing at her own cheekiness. Waltzing into her psychology
lecture, she was greeted by Dr. Rays’ scowling face.

“Ms. Price, so nice of you to join us,” she
frowned.

“But I’m not late,” she stammered.

“Ms. Price,” she repeated more firmly. “Being
just barely on time is not a good impression.” Wisely choosing to
ignore this, Hannah took her seat in the middle of the hall,
hitching a smile onto her face, which only served to infuriate Dr.
Ray even more.

While the rest of the class dragged on,
Hannah allowed her mind to wander. At eighteen, she felt as if she
were on top of the world. Having grown up with two other siblings,
she was the forgotten middle child. All three Price children grew
up sheltered and pampered, and as a result, Hannah was just now
able to really see what she considered the great big world. Always
the stellar writer, she naturally fell into English as a major,
excited to work with the minds of higher learning, as her father
called them. What she found was a lot of partying, drinking, and
fucking all over the campus. While Hannah wasn’t a virgin, she
wasn’t exactly a Hedonist either. She’d only been attracted to and
slept with one boy…and then came Dr. Winters. Tall, lean, and with
a neatly trimmed mustache and beard, he was undeniably handsome,
but most students stayed away from him due to his generally cold
demeanor. Even in his attempts at joking with the class, it was
apparent that his smiles never reached his eyes.
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