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      callan

      For the past fifteen years, I had hated September 21 with a fucking passion.

      I stared emptily into the bathroom mirror and glided my razor across my jaw, careful not to nick myself with the blade. Sunlight flooded into the bathroom through the large window that overlooked our pool.

      Bottles of champagne littered the backyard, probably from Georgina, who had been out back until four in the morning last night, doing God knew what. She had been on the phone, giggling with her girlfriends, the shrill sound waking me from my sleep multiple times.

      Growling to myself, I pressed the razor harder against my skin and gritted my teeth. A decade and a half of pure fucking torture with that bitch—my waking up in the middle of the night to her crying or screaming or cackling, listening to her complain about how we needed a fucking private jet because she hated flying first class, having sex maybe once this past year. And that was after she had come home with another man’s cologne on her neck.

      But I didn’t give a fuck about that anymore. I had stopped caring about her years ago.

      Our bedroom door opened, and Georgina waltzed into the room with glazed-over green eyes and drenched in ten-thousand-dollar perfume. Without saying a word to me, she snatched her shampoo, conditioner, and toothbrush and thrust them into her travel bag.

      After deciding that it wasn’t worth the time to ask where she was off to on our anniversary, I averted my gaze and continued shaving until my facial hair was trimmed and evened out. I wiped off the excess shaving cream with a towel and turned.

      “Where are you off to like that?” she asked, rummaging through the bathroom closet.

      “To work.”

      “You should quit.”

      “And do what? Stay home with you all day?”

      No fucking thank you.

      “You would rather teach some kids about geography?”

      “I teach Literature.”

      She waved dismissively. “Same thing.”

      Of course it was the same thing to her. She hadn’t even had to study in high school because her daddy had all the money in the world to pay off teachers and principals and even me at that time.

      “You complain about me not asking you to go out with me, but you always blow me off. There’s no point in asking. You’d much rather spend your time with a bunch of kids who don’t know left from right than sip on drinks in Paris with me. It’s like you don’t love me anymore, Callan.”

      I suppressed an eye roll and stepped into my walk-in closet to dress for the day. If I didn’t want to get away from that bitch, I would gladly quit working at Redwood Academy and travel to Paris with her to sip drinks.

      But I’d rather not watch her get drunk and flirt with every French man in sight.

      “Why don’t you love me?” she asked.

      Did I ever love her?

      Ignoring her, I fastened my tie around my neck and adjusted it in the mirror. She always had to pick a fight, but especially on our anniversary. She knew I hadn’t loved her for years now, but she couldn’t do anything about it. She fucked with me every chance she got.

      Once I finished dressing, I stepped out of the closet to see the bedroom and attached bathroom now empty. Good.

      I grabbed my wallet from the nightstand and hiked my bag over my shoulder, walking out of the bedroom and through the mansion—which Georgina’s father had gifted us years ago—to the garage.

      After I deposited my bag onto the passenger seat, I drove to Redwood Academy—the only place in this fucked up world where I had some peace and quiet. Ironic, wasn’t it? Being around seniors and those asshole teachers every day was easier for me than being around her, which was precisely why I hadn’t quit.

      We had the money. I just couldn’t handle that bitch.

      Fifteen long minutes later, I parked my car in the staff lot and dragged a hand over my face. Students strolled from the senior parking lot to the buildings, some gathered out front. I scanned the crowd, searching and searching and searching for … her.

      Sakura Sato—soon-to-be valedictorian and literature lover—walked from the student parking lot to the front entrance of Redwood Academy with her hands fastened around her backpack straps, her straight hair pulled into two braids, and her wire-framed glasses sitting high on her nose.

      I followed her with my gaze, spotting Gunther Zurn and some of his friends in her path to the doors. He said a couple of words to her, to which she smiled softly and nodded, weaving her way through the group and into the building.

      Before I could stop myself, I leaped out of the car and grabbed my shit. My hand tightened around my leather messenger bag strap as I quickened my pace to the front entrance. Gunther Zurn had sat next to Sakura in my class since the beginning of the year, but they had never once spoken to each other.

      When I walked past Gunther and his goons, I gripped my leather bag even tighter, desperate to hear what he had to say about Sakura, aching to know what he had said to her after years of not even looking in her direction.

      “She’s fucking sexy with those braids.” Gunther whistled to his friends, leaning against the front stair rail and shaking his head. He kicked his skateboard up and held it by his side, leaping down the steps to head to a secondary building. “Catch you guys later.”

      Forcefully, I yanked the door open and stepped into Redwood Academy.

      I didn’t like him talking to her. I didn’t even like him looking at her.

      Sakura Sato was the only student at Redwood who gave me her full attention while in my class, the only student who actually fully read the material that I assigned for homework, the only student who ever asked me for extra credit when she already had an A-plus.

      And, fuck, had I wanted to give her some extra credit for a long time now. But she was my student, so those fantasies were off-limits. Against my morals. Shamefully wrong. Yet so fucking sweet.

      Those corrupt thoughts fed the attention-starved man my wife had carefully constructed for the past decade and a half, the monster she had watered with manipulative lies and cruel judgment, the villain who would one day have Sakura Sato.
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      sakura

      Walking down the hallways alone, I headed toward Literature—my favorite class—with Mr. Avery. Dad might want me to become an engineer, and Mom might want me to become a doctor, both wanting me to dive headfirst into the science and tech field once I went off to college. And while I knew I’d be able to succeed in those paths, I didn’t love those subjects.

      I wanted to read more literature, study famous poets and writers through the centuries, and understand the meaning behind the stories and words they had written. Sure, science and tech were the future, but art was everything and more.

      The past. The present. The future.

      Without art and beauty, there was no point in life. I truly believed that.

      Sighing softly to myself, I climbed the stairs to the second floor. It had been three periods into the school day already, and nobody had once wished me a happy birthday. I shouldn’t have minded because I hadn’t expected anything, but I wanted my senior year to be different.

      That’s what I get for having no friends and being antisocial.

      Holding my books to my chest, I followed a couple of students down the hallway to Mr. Avery’s class. Gunther Zurn—a druggie who had skateboarded off the principal’s desk last month—pulled open the door in front of me, spotted me behind him, and held the door wide open for me to enter before heading in behind me.

      “Thanks,” I said, walking to my desk in the front of the class.

      Mr. Avery glanced up from his large desk, one brow arched at Gunther and his straight teeth gritted together. Gunther and Mr. Avery had never gotten along, mainly because Gunther was a straight-up junkie with a foul mouth who liked to interrupt lessons.

      After a couple of moments, Mr. Avery stood, grabbed a whiteboard marker from the front, and turned to me. “Miss Sato, happy birthday.”

      My eyes widened slightly, and I sat up in my chair, unable to suppress the grin that stretched across my face. Warmth spread through my chest, heating every bit of me.

      Someone actually remembered.

      “Um”—I giggled nervously to myself—“thank you, Mr. Avery.”

      Giving me a small smile, he turned around to write today’s lesson on the board. I pulled out my notebook for today, crossed my legs, and gulped, glancing up at his muscles flexing through the back of his baby-blue dress shirt. Mr. Avery was my favorite teacher for more than one reason.

      When Mr. Avery placed down his whiteboard marker, glanced back at the class, and caught me staring at him, I quickly averted my gaze and smoothed out the fabric of my skirt, hoping that he didn’t think much of it.

      He was my professor. It was wrong.

      But he was the only person who seemed to care in Redwood, the only genuine professor who loved teaching his subject to the class and enjoyed time with his students.

      I scrunched my nose and shook my head, pushing the thought away. My hormones were just messing with me. That was what happened to everyone when they turned eighteen, right? They couldn’t control their filthy thoughts anymore. Maybe even before then too?

      Because these thoughts had been happening a lot around Mr. Avery. More than often.

      These past few weeks, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him calling me after class, about him telling me that he had extra credit he could give me—and definitely not the textbook kind.

      While I didn’t know the first thing about sex and foreplay and guys, that didn’t stop my hormone-driven mind from thinking about everything a man like him could do to me. His mouth on my skin. His hands on my body. Him inside me.

      My cheeks flushed.

      Him inside me?

      Breath catching in my throat, I pressed my knees together and suppressed a whimper. At least, I hoped nobody heard it. Warmth exploded through my pussy at the thought of Mr. Avery being inside me, pumping into me on his desk, whispering filthy things in my ear.

      Things that nobody ever had said or done to me before.

      I pressed my hand against my thigh and dug my nails into my flesh, wishing the ache between my legs would disappear. My pussy was gushing with wetness, my gaze focused on the bulge in Mr. Avery’s pants.

      “Sakura,” Mr. Avery said, “why don’t you take this one?”

      I gulped, my gaze flickering from his face to his pants. “S-sorry, which one?”

      Mr. Avery clenched his sharp jaw and leaned on the podium, his gaze lingering on me for much longer than I’d have liked. I nervously swallowed again and scrambled through the assigned reading from last night as my cheeks flamed.

      God, this is so embarrassing.

      “Page sixty-nine.”

      Fuck.

      Some people in the back of the class snickered at the number Mr. Avery had said out loud, but I just found myself growing warmer all over. I flipped through the book to the designated page and desperately tried to push the thought of Mr. Avery and me doing … that.

      What the hell is wrong with me?

      “Miss Sato, would you like me to repeat the question?”

      After swallowing all my pride, I glanced up at him and nodded. “Please, sir.”

      At my words, Mr. Avery seemed to tighten his jaw even more. He stared down at the book in his hands and blinked a few times, letting out an unsteady breath through his nose.

      Did I anger him?

      A few moments passed, and then he shut his book. “Why don’t you guys read the next two chapters during class? No homework for tonight, hmm?” he asked, not sparing a single look at me, which meant that I’d messed up.

      Big time.

      I didn’t want him to be angry with me. His class was the only one I actually had fun in.

      Gunther Zurn raised his hand. “You want us to read by ourselves?”

      “You can do whatever,” Mr. Avery said, busying himself with papers on his desk.

      The class erupted into chatter, but I didn’t have any friends, especially in this class, so I opened to the next chapter and peered up at Mr. Avery again. I really hoped that he wasn’t angry that I hadn’t been paying attention.

      I loved his class, but he was too distracting sometimes.

      He sighed deeply and ran a hand across his forehead, glancing down at his lap, then back up at me.

      Fuck, he was angry—or at least upset. And I didn’t blame him. I was the only student who usually even paid attention in his class, and I had been straight-up preoccupied.

      So, I scrambled to my feet, smoothed out my skirt, and hurried to his desk. The ache lingered between my legs, but I forced myself to stand like a normal human being for once, to control my damn body.

      “Mr. Avery?” I asked, gnawing on the inside of my cheek. “Can I, um, talk to you for a moment?”
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      Fuck.

      I looked down at the bulge in my pants, hoping to hide it underneath the desk, then up at Sakura, who bounced on her toes in front of me. She played with the hem of her skirt and teetered back and forth.

      “I, um, wanted to apologize,” she whispered, gnawing on the inside of her cheek. “I should’ve been paying attention, and I wasn’t. I was just, um”—her gaze fell to my hand on the desk, eyes averted—“just a bit distracted—that’s all.”

      The way she fucking stood in front of me, playing with her short skirt and glancing at me through her lashes …

      I closed my eyes and inconspicuously pressed my hand to the front of my pants underneath the desk, desperate to stroke one out.

      “And what were you distracted by?”

      Sakura snapped her eyes up to me, cheeks burning even redder. “Wh-what?”

      “What were you distracted by?”

      She pulled her knees together and swallowed hard. “Um … just some things.”

      “At home?”

      “N-no, s-sir.”

      “Sakura,” I said, breathing unsteadily through my nose, trying to control myself but slowly losing. “Don’t call me that.”

      “S-sorry, Mr. Avery,” she said quickly, fiddling with her fingers. “I was just distracted by …” She glanced around the room, her eyes on everything but me, and then she furrowed her brow. “By Gunther.”

      Gunther?

      Gunther?!

      Why the fuck is she distracted by him? What did he say to her? What did he do? Is it blackmail? Is he fucking her? Fingering her? Touching her in my classroom, outside the classroom?

      I needed to find the fuck out.

      “Sorry,” she said, turning around to head back to her seat. “It won’t happen again.”

      No shit, it wouldn’t happen again. I’d make sure of it.

      When she returned to her seat, Sakura ran her slim fingers over one of her braids and silently read a couple of pages of the chapters I’d assigned for today’s class. Under the table, she kicked her legs back and forth, her skirt riding another inch up her pale thighs.

      I didn’t know whether to stare at her bare legs or glare at the fuckup sitting next to her.

      Fuck September 21. I hated today.

      Fifteen minutes later, after I forced myself to keep busy with grading papers, I looked up from my desk and caught her staring at me again. Cheeks growing red, she glanced back down at her book and gently rubbed her thighs together, like she had been doing all throughout class.

      I turned back to the papers scattered across my desk, my dick twitching inside my suit pants and growing harder by the second. She had been giving me that look all week, then grinding her legs together like I didn’t notice.

      She was driving me fucking insane.

      And I tried. I tried to keep myself together, tried to push the thoughts of her away.

      But I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her. I hadn’t been able to get those big brown eyes out of my fucking head. They had haunted me every night this week while I tried to relax, to sleep in bed, when my hand was wrapped around my cock.

      When the bell rang through the class, students jumped up from their seats and hurriedly packed up their belongings. I leaned back in my chair and snapped my computer closed, ready to get out of this stuffy classroom for a few moments to breathe.

      Or maybe to the restroom first to take care of the problem in my pants.

      After grabbing my phone, I stood and glanced over at Sakura, still in her seat and packing her books into her backpack. Gunther Zurn lingered behind the other students, his gaze fastened on Sakura’s braids and his skateboard hanging by his side.

      “I didn’t know it was your birthday,” Gunther said to her.

      Sakura blushed. “Oh, um, yeah …”

      “Happy birthday.”

      She gulped and tucked some loose hair behind her ear. “Uh, thank you.”

      I clenched my jaw and drew my tongue across the back of my teeth. Gunther was fucking talking to her again, tearing her attention away from me. Gunther was distracting her, in my classroom, in front of me.

      He didn’t know that Sakura Sato was mine. All mine.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I pulled it out to take my mind off them both.

      Georgina: Room 457.

      Georgina: I’ll be waiting. ;)

      Fury boiled inside me. I gritted my teeth and snatched a pink slip of paper from inside my desk drawer, unable to think of anything else. My life was shit. My wife was cheating on me. I wanted Sakura Sato all to myself.

      Georgina had made me into a monster that I never wanted to become, a monster who’d give his best student detention and violate all his principles as a teacher at Redwood just so he could have more of her attention.

      As the rest of the her classmates hurried out of class, Sakura stood by her desk and deposited her books into her backpack. I stared at her profile, at the hair that had fallen out of her braid and into her face, at those full lips I had imagined fastened around my cock so many times.

      “Sakura.”

      She glanced over at me, her cheeks rounding. “Mr. Avery, I wanted to⁠—”

      Before she could say another word and make me regret this, I shoved the detention slip into her hand and drew my tongue across my teeth. “I will see you after school today for detention, Miss Sato.”

      A plethora of emotions crossed her face until she furrowed her brow. “Wh-what?”

      I picked up my messenger bag and walked out of my classroom toward the teachers’ room before I could stop myself. I didn’t care what it took or how much money I’d have to spend to keep teachers and students quiet. Today, Sakura Sato would be mine.
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      With tears in my eyes, I stared at the word DETENTION, written in large red capital letters, on the slip of paper in my trembling hand. In all my years of schooling, I had never once gotten detention, been written up, or even scolded by a teacher.

      But today, on my eighteenth birthday, my favorite teacher had given me detention.

      For nothing. I had done nothing!

      Maybe he had caught me rubbing my legs together during class and wanted to punish me for it. Maybe I had angered him by not paying attention, but people didn’t pay attention in class all the time.

      Why had he singled me out?

      I walked down Redwood’s hallway toward the detention classroom, unsure if I wanted to demand why he had forced me to come here tonight or bawl my damn eyes out. I tried so hard to be a good girl, someone who colleges competed for, a student who excelled not just in the classroom, but in volunteering and athletics as well.

      Stupid Mr. Avery.

      Deciding to push away the tears because I didn’t want Redwood’s worst students to see me cry, I grabbed the door handle and prayed that this was all some sort of mistake. Hell, I didn’t even believe in a god, but I needed one right now.

      “Sakura has detention?” someone asked from behind me.

      My heart leaped in my chest, and I jumped away from the door, glancing over my shoulder at Gunther Zurn. He shook his head playfully and snickered, walking into the classroom and throwing his backpack onto a random desk.

      After swallowing my pride, I stepped into the room and let the door click shut behind me. I glanced around nervously at the students in the room, students that I would never get caught dead with. They either did drugs, hung around Poison—Redwood’s gang—or vandalized school grounds for fun.

      Mr. Avery sat at the front desk and arched a dark brow when I walked into the classroom, his full lips pulled into a smirk. I hurried up to him and placed the detention slip on his desk, shaking my head.

      “Please, Mr. Avery,” I pleaded. “This has to be a mistake. I can’t have detention.”

      “Miss Sato, I thought I made myself very clear in class,” Mr. Avery said, crossing his arms over his chest, his muscles flexing through his light-blue shirt. “You have detention tonight, and there’s nothing you can do to get out of it.”

      “But I …” I glanced down at the desk and pushed away more hot tears. “I didn’t do anything. It’s my birthday. I have a perfect record and even perfect attendance. Whatever you think I did, I promise I didn’t do it. Please, you have to believe me.”

      “Ahh, that’s right; you turned eighteen today, didn’t you?” he asked.

      “Yes,” I said, nodding like a madwoman and hoping he’d show sympathy. “I did.”

      “Well then …” He paused and leaned forward toward the desk, placing his elbows on the top and glancing at the students behind me. Then, he lowered his voice. “There is something you can do.”

      My eyes widened. “What? Please, I can’t have this on my record.”

      After clearing his throat, he gestured to the other students. “You’re dismissed from detention for today. I need to deal with Miss Sato for now. Make sure you’re back tomorrow. Some of you are facing suspension.”

      Most of the students behind me shot up from their desks and hurried out of the room before Mr. Avery could change his mind. Most, except Gunther and his three partners in crime—Frazer, Conway, and Torrence. For some reason, they lingered behind.

      But all I wanted was for them to leave, so I could do whatever I needed to get out of this detention. I would grade all his papers, wash his classroom floor by hand, even buy him groceries, if that was what he asked for. Anything.

      “What’re you holding Sakura back for?” Gunther asked, like he gave a fuck about me.

      “That’s none of your business, Mr. Zurn.” Mr. Avery leaned back in his chair, flipping one ankle onto his opposite knee, his suit pants tightening around his crotch. “You’re welcome to stay if you and your hooligan friends have nothing better to do.”

      I nervously glanced over my shoulder at Gunther, Frazer, Conway, and Torrence, who looked at each other and then … took a seat in the front of the classroom, taking up the desks and watching Mr. Avery intently.

      After a couple of moments, Mr. Avery narrowed his intense hazel eyes at them, almost as if daring them to stay. The four guys looked at each other, and then Gunther glanced over at me. Then, they all stood up and hurried out of the classroom.

      When they were gone, Mr. Avery turned his dark eyes on me. I sucked in a breath and swallowed nervously, shifting from foot to foot. Whenever I had seen him before, his eyes always looked so welcoming, so soft.

      Nothing like this.

      And for some awful reason, it was making me hot in all sorts of places.

      “Please, what can I do?”

      Mr. Avery pushed back his seat and placed both his feet on the bright white tiled floor, his legs spread in the way all guys at Redwood did to take up the most fucking space possible. And all I could seem to stare at was how tight they were around … that area.

      “Miss Sato, eyes up here,” he said.

      Cheeks flushing, I looked back up at him and pressed my lips together.

      “You want to know what you can do to make this detention go away for good?”

      “Yes, sir,” I said.

      He patted his knee. “Come here.”

      My eyes widened, and I sucked in a sharp breath. Mr. Avery patted his knee again, his large hand sliding up his long leg.

      “It’s your eighteenth birthday today, right, Sakura?” he asked, grabbing his throbbing cock through his suit pants and stroking it down his thigh to the head. “I have something for you to suck on to get out of this.”

      “Mr. Avery,” I whispered breathlessly, my nipples hardening in my bra. “Isn’t this …”

      “Isn’t this what?” he asked, tilting his head at me, almost in a condescending manner. “You think if anyone finds out, they’ll say something to the principal? The school board? This is Redwood, Miss Sato. They don’t give a fuck if I bend my best student over my desk and fuck her senseless.”
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      Heart racing, I crossed my arms over my chest and stared at him. “You can’t be serious. This isn’t right. This …”

      Warmth pooled between my thighs, and I pressed my legs together. Fuck, this wasn’t what I had expected. I’d thought maybe he wanted me to clean his whiteboards or help him with something on the computer. Not this.

      “If you want to get out of detention, you’ll come here,” Mr. Avery said, his voice hard.

      After deciding that college was worth more than a fucking blow job, I scurried over to his side and stared down at him while he leaned back in his chair and eyed me with that smirk on his lips and all that audacity.

      “Knees.”

      “My … my knees?” I asked, glancing down at my bare legs that would surely bruise.

      “On your knees, like a good girl.”

      Swallowing hard, I knelt between his legs, my fingers shaking and my panties sopping fucking wet. I didn’t know why this was making me feel this way. I should feel so disgusted—so fucking disgusted.

      But Mr. Avery had been my favorite teacher for the past four years. A handsome man in his early forties with streaks of gray in his dark black hair, the smartest damn teacher here at Redwood, and … a man who wanted me to suck him off on my birthday.

      “Do you know what to do? Or do you want help, Sakura?”

      I wrapped my shaky hand around his waistband, never having been this close to him and knowing that this was forbidden territory, and pulled his zipper down with my other hand, my heart pounding hard against my rib cage.

      “I’ve never done this before,” I whispered, seeing his hard-on through his briefs.

      It was so much fucking bigger than I’d imagined any dick being, so thick and hard too.

      Mr. Avery chuckled darkly. “Don’t tell me a good girl like you hasn’t had a dick in her mouth before. Have you not been fucked before either? Do I get to take your precious little virginity today too, Miss Sato?”

      Staring up at him through my lashes, I nodded and tried desperately to cool my flushed cheeks. I was a virgin, plain and simple. I didn’t hang around guys, not because I didn’t get horny and want one, but because my studies and volunteering came first.

      “You should feel honored to get my cum buried deep inside you today as a birthday gift.” He pulled on my braided pigtails and tugged my face closer to his throbbing cock in his briefs. “Because you’re the only girl good enough to earn something like that.”

      He pulled me down so forcefully that my mouth wrapped around the front of his hard dick through his underwear, the cloth becoming wet almost immediately from my saliva. Heat gathered in my core, and I whimpered softly.

      With the wetness between my legs, I wrapped my fingers around his waistband and pulled down slowly, his cock appearing from inside of them. Inch by inch, I kept pulling until his entire dick sprang out of his pants and smacked me in the face.

      My heart raced. I had never seen one up close before, only in pictures.

      After taking a quick peek up at Mr. Avery, I gnawed on the inside of my cheek and wrapped my hand around the base of it, barely able to touch my fingers. It felt so hard and … God, I didn’t even know how to explain it.

      “This is wrong,” I muttered to myself.

      But the ache in my core wasn’t helping to convince me of that.

      “Open your mouth, Sakura,” Mr. Avery said.

      Staring up at him through wide eyes, I parted my lips slightly. Nerves rushed through my body, hot adrenaline making me squirm. Mr. Avery pressed the head of his cock against my bottom lip, and I wrapped my lips around it, tasting his salty pre-cum.

      “Good girl, Miss Sato,” he said, grunting softly and leaning back in his swivel chair. He took my braided pigtails in his hands and pulled them lower so I’d take more of him in my mouth. “Just like that.”

      I got three inches deep and gagged, my eyes burning already, but I didn’t pull back. Instead, I pushed the feeling away, pressed my thighs together, and took more of him in my mouth.

      When he hit the back of my throat, I opened my mouth to get air and gagged again, spit and drool rolling down my bottom lip. Mr. Avery stared down at me with those dark and devilish eyes, a smirk fixed on his lips.

      “Take more of my cock into that tight throat of yours, and I’ll write this detention off.”

      Determined and now horny, I sucked more of him into my mouth, barely able to fit it all. He was deep down my throat, choking me with his dick and stroking himself around the front of my neck.

      As he took his hands away, I pulled back and gasped for breath, desperate for him to touch me. I needed something, anything. My body was aching in places that it never had before.

      “More,” I breathed. “Please, touch me.”

      He took my chin in his hand and ran his thumb across my lower lip. “Look at you. You’re just another one of Redwood’s cum-hungry sluts.”

      My pussy tightened, and I whimpered, “No, I’m not.”

      I was just horny as fuck now.

      He chuckled darkly and grasped my jaw. “No? You’re on your knees, begging for me to touch you, begging for me to fill your tight little schoolgirl mouth with my cum, hmm? Only cum-hungry sluts do shit like that.”

      “I’m not,” I said.

      He dropped his hand from my chin to my throat and pulled me off my knees, then laid me across his lap, my breasts pressed against his bare thighs and my ass nearly hanging out of my skirt. With one hand, he pulled up my skirt and caressed my ass.

      “No?” he asked.

      I pressed my thighs together, the wetness pooling between them. “No.”

      He spanked me right across the ass—hard.

      I crossed my legs and pushed my ass up toward him, hoping his next smack was a bit lower, against my panties. I needed some friction.

      Again, he spanked me, his bottom fingers brushing against my soaked panties. I whimpered and squeezed my eyes closed. He was so close, and I was so damn wet.

      “More,” I whispered. “Please.”

      He smacked me across the ass cheeks again, even harder this time, his bottom fingers hitting my clit. I threw my head back and moaned, a wave of pleasure shooting through my body and making me feel oh-so good.

      Instead of spanking me again, he sank his hand between my thighs and rubbed my aching clit, grabbing my hair with his other hand and tugging up on it. “Your pussy is soaked for me, Miss Sato. Is this what you’ve been wanting every time you stay late?”

      When I didn’t answer him—because I was too embarrassed—he slipped his thumb into my mouth.

      “Hmm? Is this what all those early morning and after-school study sessions you’ve begged from me were for?”

      Before I could answer, he pulled me off his lap and forced me to stand, and then he patted his knees. “Come here. Sit on my cock. I want to finally put it inside your tight little aching hole. It’s so wet for me already, and I’ve barely touched you.”

      After crawling up onto him, I hovered over his cock. He pulled my panties to the side and positioned himself underneath me, the head of his cock rubbing against my wet entrance. I sucked in a breath, nerves shooting through me.

      This is happening. This is really happening.

      He grasped my hips and sank me down on him, filling me inch by inch. I had only put my fingers inside me before, and his cock was much thicker than my slender fingers. At first, he hurt, sliding into me, but when he stilled deep inside me, pleasure consumed me.

      With his hands all over my body, I threw my head back and moaned softly.

      He wrapped a hand into my hair and pulled it back slightly, his mouth leaving hot kisses all over my neck. “You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting for you to turn eighteen.”

      I rested my hands on his shoulders and slightly moved my hips up, pulling him out.

      “And the way your pussy keeps fucking clenching on my cock, I bet you couldn’t wait either.” He gently bit down on my soft spot, his scruff tickling my skin. “How many times have you thought about me?”

      Desperate, I moved faster, up and down on his dick.

      “Too many to count,” I whispered.

      He slipped his fingers underneath my top and bra, his hands groping my small breasts and moving over my hard nipples. I clenched at the feel of a man’s hands all over my body for the first time ever and moaned into his ear, the sensation making me so warm.

      When he pulled my top over my head, I gasped softly at the sudden chill that ran through me. Mr. Avery dipped his face between my breasts, his lips running across the end of my bra and his hot tongue between my cleavage.

      I slipped a hand into his hair and tugged softly, moving my hips faster on his cock, loving the feeling of being filled. Euphoria rushed through my body, making me tingle everywhere. As I continued to bounce up and down on him, he undid my bra and pulled it off my shoulders. My breasts spilled out of it, exposing me to him.

      It was hard to imagine that someone like me—Redwood’s good girl and straight-A student, who was always brushed over by people—had made a teacher so horny that he had to give me detention on my eighteenth birthday.

      Mr. Avery sucked one of my nipples between his lips, his teeth grazing against it, and then tugged on it. I screamed out, unable to hold it back, and arched my back, bouncing up and down on him faster and faster.

      “More,” I begged, pussy tightening. “Please, more.”

      He sucked on my nipple harder, his hands groping and kneading my ass. I dug my fingers into his shoulders and stopped moving, the pressure too intense in my core. I might’ve touched myself before, but I’d never felt like … felt like this.

      It was too much. Too …

      Mr. Avery slammed my hips back down on his cock, and I screamed out again in pleasure. Wave after wave rushed through my entire body, the ecstasy shooting through me and making my legs tremble uncontrollably.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered, the orgasm continuing to hit me hard.

      “Fuck, Sakura,” he grunted against me, pounding into me for a couple more moments.

      Then, he stilled.

      My eyes widened, and I tried desperately to scurry away from him. If he stilled, then he was coming deep inside my pussy—his student’s virgin cunt—filling me up to the brim with his hot cum. And I wasn’t on birth control.

      “Mr. Avery, please,” I whispered, trying to scramble. “I’m not on birth control.”

      Instead of pulling away like I’d thought he would, he tightened his hold on me and slammed his cock even further up into me, so his cock was as deep as it could go. “Fuck, Miss Sato … that only makes me want to keep filling your tight little virgin cunt.”

      Somehow, in some fucked up way, his words made me clench on him harder.

      When he finally pulled out of me, he set me on the desk and spread my legs, holding them in the air to force me to watch all the cum spilling out of me. My eyes widened slightly, my pussy pulsing and pushing more out of it.

      And it just kept coming out, more and more.

      There was so damn much of it.

      Mr. Avery scooped his cum onto two fingers and stuffed it back inside me, glancing up at me. “Do you see me stuffing my cum back into you, Sakura?” he murmured, his eyes dark. “And you not pushing me away? Your pussy is hungry to swallow my cum, as you should be too.”

      “Mr. Avery,” I whispered, watching him push more and more inside me.

      “From now on, I will use your pussy whenever I want.”

      “Wh-whenever you want?” I repeated, eyes growing wide.

      “And you’ll do as I say,” he continued. “If I want you to rub your clit for me during class, you’re going to spread your legs enough for me to watch as I teach, and you’re going to get yourself off until you’re coming in front of everyone.”

      “B-but⁠—”

      “No more rubbing those legs together unless I say so.”

      My cheeks flamed. Oh God, he had definitely seen me.

      “Do you understand?”

      “Y-yes, sir.”
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      callan

      Sitting back, I watched Sakura crouch down to pick up her clothes that were littered around the floor. Her straight black hair that had slipped out of her braided pigtails fell into her face, covering her huge doe eyes that had been glazed over with lust for the past thirty minutes.

      After blowing out a deep breath and cursing myself for what I had done, I tucked my bloody cock back into my suit pants and vowed to clean it up later in the shower. I would be home alone for the next week at least. It wouldn’t just be a shower.

      Once Sakura smoothed out her skirt, she swung her backpack over her shoulders and glanced down at the ground. “I, um …” She looked back up at me and tucked some hair behind her ear. “Does this mean that my detention is off my record?”

      I drew my tongue across my teeth, hungry to have another taste of her. Never once in my life had I believed I’d write a student up just to get what I wanted, but here we were, with her juices all over my cock.

      “Do you want it to be, Miss Sato?” I asked, strumming my fingers across my thigh.

      She sucked in a sharp breath, cheeks flushing. “What if … what if I say no?”

      A low chuckle escaped my throat, and I stood. “I’d expect you to be here tomorrow too.”

      Like I had already told her not to, Sakura pressed her thighs together and then chewed on the inside of her cheek. “Please make the detention go away,” she whispered. “I don’t want it on my transcript, but I want …”

      She fastened her hands around her book bag straps and held them tightly, staring at the ground again and sucking in a breath so sharp that it sounded more like a squeak. I raised my brow at her and stepped closer, looking down at her.

      “You want what?” I asked.

      “Nothing.” She shook her head and hurried to the door. “Nothing. I just, uh …” Instead of slamming the door open and hurrying out of the classroom, Sakura stood at the door with her back turned to me. “You made me feel so good, Mr. Avery.”

      And then, without another word, she raced out of the classroom and down the hall.

      “Fuck,” I grunted, shaking my head and briefly shutting my eyes.

      What I had done was beyond wrong. What I had done could get me banned from teaching forever. What I had done went against every single one of my standards, of my principles, of my values.

      But fuck morals.

      One day, I would leave that bitch of a wife and finally be fucking happy.

      With someone who actually gave a fuck about my job; about the books that I had this class read, learn, and understand; about me. Whether they cared for the right reasons or the wrong ones—like Sakura—they would care.

      I grabbed my messenger bag, swept through the classroom to ensure all evidence of what had happened vanished, and then locked up my classroom for the night. The janitor wheeled his trash can through the halls, nodding at me once I passed.

      As I exited the building, Sakura sped down the road, away from the school and toward the commercial section of Redwood. From behind me, someone snatched my shoulder and yanked me backward.

      I ripped myself away, twirled around, and grabbed him by the front of the shirt, shoving him against the brick building. Gunther stood there, plastered to the fucking wall with his teeth gritted together.

      When I realized that it was him, I growled and released him. I didn’t have fucking time for an annoying shithead like him. It was bad enough I had him in my class, flirting with Sakura while all I could do was watch.

      He wouldn’t bother me during off hours.

      “What the fuck did you do to Sakura?” he asked.

      “I released you from detention,” I said, turning around. “You should have left.”

      “She just ran out of the building. What did you do to her?”

      With fury licking at every last one of my nerves, I spun back around and clenched my jaw. “Why the fuck do you care, Gunther?” I gritted out, pissed off at this man who interrupted every one of my classes.

      Gunther scoffed, stepped past me, and shoved his shoulder against mine.

      I seized his shoulder and slammed him back against the building. “You’re not going fucking anywhere until you understand two things. Don’t touch me again, and don’t you dare try to weasel your way into my business. You know what I do outside of school, the people I’m connected to.”

      Jaw tight, he glared at me. “No, I don’t.”

      Back-talking me like a fucking prick.

      He knew who I worked for outside of Redwood, the shit I had done with the mob. And this fucking kid wanted to test me.

      “Do you want to find out?” I growled.

      After glaring at me for another moment, he ripped himself away and leaped down the stairs with that stupid-as-fuck skateboard. When he landed on the sidewalk, he threw it down and skated off Redwood property.

      I grumbled to myself and walked toward the staff parking lot, pulling my jacket together to shield myself from the crisp fall wind. Most cars had vanished from the teacher and student lots.

      A blue Ferrari F8 sat alone in the student lot with none other than Blaise Harleen—Georgina’s brother’s kid and my idiot nephew—sitting in the passenger seat with Vera Rodriguez, a straight-A student, in his lap.

      Opening my car door, I tossed my messenger bag inside it and slid into the car, knowing that I could use whatever that was against Blaise if I needed to blackmail him into doing something for me.

      And that something would be getting rid of Gunther.
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      sakura

      After skirting into the CVS parking lot, I pulled on an oversize sweatshirt and pulled the hood up. I didn’t want anyone to see me here, especially buying the morning-after pill. I refused to be caught dead here by someone from Redwood. That’d be the end of my life. Literally.

      I scurried past the automatic doors and into the pharmacy, glancing up at the signs above each aisle. Not aisle one. Nor two. Nor three. Four maybe? My hands were sweating now.

      Where the hell is⁠—

      “Can I help you with something?”

      I jumped back in surprise and placed a hand over my pounding heart. A kid, who looked to be only a couple of years older than me, stood next to me with a huge smile on his face. My gaze dropped to his name tag—Jim.

      “Oh! Um …” I swallowed nervously and bounced on my toes. “Feminine products?”

      “Aisle nine.”

      Cheeks flaming hot, I hurried to aisle nine and thanked the Redwood gods that I didn’t know him from school. I was a loner, a nobody. But while not everyone from Redwood knew me, I knew them. And that didn’t make it any better.

      I would forever fear that they’d recognize and expose me.

      Rushing down the aisle, I quickly searched for the pill. Pads. Tampons. More tampons. Panty liners. Adult briefs.

      Gosh, they have Plan B stuff with feminine products, right? Maybe? Where the heck is it?

      Once I reached the end of the aisle, condoms finally appeared on the shelves. I eyed the boxes, wondering if I should get any. Responsible adults like Mr. Avery should be the one buying them, but …

      If he had wanted to use them with me, he would’ve.

      Warmth rushed through my core, and I bit back a whimper. He should’ve wanted to use one, but he hadn’t. And when I’d told him that I wasn’t on birth control, he had come inside me anyway, as if he loved the thought of getting his most innocent student pregnant.

      Pressing my thighs together, I cursed to myself for reacting this way. I should be freaking out. My teacher had just stepped over all the boundaries, giving me detention for his own personal gain and stealing my virginity.

      He stole my virginity.

      More like I had given it up willingly to him because I was a horny woman who had been aching for a man’s touch for far too long. His fingers, his hands, his mouth … had all felt so good. I didn’t want to tell him, but I wanted more.

      So much more.

      “Feminine products are up here, miss,” Jim called from the counter.

      My entire face burned with embarrassment. I forced myself to smile at him, then nodded and tossed the idea of buying condoms aside. Mr. Avery wouldn’t use them anyway. He’d rather slip into me raw.

      Once I grabbed, like, three different boxes of Plan B, I hurried to the counter and hoped that there was a self-checkout available. While I didn’t know this Jim guy, I didn’t want him to catch me buying this.

      Hell, I didn’t want anyone to catch me with these pills.

      Closed. See next available cashier.

      After reading the sign on the machine, I pursed my lips and scurried to the counter where Jim stood. He eyed the boxes of Plan B and raised an eyebrow.

      “Are you sure you need all three?” he asked, like it was his business.

      “Please, just scan them,” I whispered, looking around nervously.

      The automatic doors opened, and I spotted a Redwood Academy sweatshirt from the corner of my eye.

      Fuck.

      Vera Rodriguez hurried into the store with her long chocolate-colored hair all disheveled and her soft pink lips swollen. Like me, Vera was at the top of the class, a studious nerd with straight As. Not only that, but she was, like, the prettiest girl at Redwood.

      At least she hadn’t looked over here yet.

      Jim lifted his gaze and grinned at her. “Let me know if you need help with anything!”

      Vera glanced over in a daze, her gaze landing on me. My eyes widened, and I turned back to the counter and pulled up my hood even further. I didn’t know if that made it ten times more obvious that I was trying to hide something, but I didn’t care.

      Maybe she didn’t recognize me.

      Hopefully.

      After pressing a couple of buttons on the register, Jim asked, “Did you find everything you were looking for today?” in a monotone, almost-mechanical voice, as if he had asked the same question fifty times already today.

      “Yes.”

      “Do you have a CVS card?” he asked.

      Annoyed that he didn’t just let me pay, I pulled the CVS card out of my wallet and let him scan it so I got my reward points.

      He pressed another button on his screen and hummed. “Would you like to donate to children in need?”

      I gritted my teeth and nodded. “Sure. Sure. Just hurry up.”

      “How much?”

      I nearly slapped myself in the face. If this man didn’t stop asking so many questions, then Vera would surely be up here in a couple of moments with her items and would spot not one, but three boxes of Plan B.

      She’d think I was a whore or something.

      “You can round up, if you’d like,” Jim said.

      “Yeah, sure.”

      “Would you like a paper bag with that? It’ll be ten cents extra.”

      I never resorted to violence, but I wanted to punch this man right in his big nose. Couldn’t he see that I was in a rush? What was with all these goddamn questions? I hated coming to places like this.

      “Plastic is fine,” I said.

      “Someone doesn’t care about the environment,” Jim mumbled to himself as he placed the boxes into a plastic bag and finally rang me out. “That’ll be one hundred sixty-eight dollars.”

      I pushed my card into the card reader and tapped through the buttons on the screen. Once the receipt printed out, I shoved my card back into my wallet, grabbed my plastic bag, and practically ran out of CVS.

      Man, that guy was annoying as hell.

      When I slipped into the car, it was nearly five o’clock already. I never came home after four, which meant that Dad was waiting for me. I didn’t have time to read the back of every box to figure out which one would be best.

      So, I sped home in a daze and parked in the driveway of my family’s home. We didn’t live in the slums, but on the outskirts of the ritzy billion-dollar section of Redwood. The two-story house was big enough to live comfortably in. And while it might not have been the size of a mansion, this place felt too big for just three people sometimes.

      I stepped out of the car with my backpack slung over my shoulder and the CVS bag in my hand, then hurried toward the front door. I needed to slip past Dad before he had the chance to stop me and ask where I had been.

      After stepping into the dark house, I turned the living room lights on so I could head to my bedroom to take this stupid pill without Dad or Mom noticing. If she found just a single one, she’d snatch it up from⁠—

      “Surprise!”

      I screamed and jumped up as my entire family popped out from behind couches and under tables with balloons and gifts in their hands. My heart pounded against my rib cage, threatening to freaking break it apart.

      Dad had thrown a surprise birthday party. For me. After I had just climbed onto my professor during detention and gotten railed for the first time in my life.
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