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Thornton Sixth Form College huddled behind an engineering works amid acres of tower blocks and rundown terraced houses. The nineteen-fifties building with its cracked windows and peeling paint wasn't what Christina had envisaged, but this was her first job after qualifying as an English teacher and she was determined to make the best of it. A year or two at Thornton and she'd move on, perhaps secure a post at a private school. But now, she had her first day to get through.

Standing behind her desk at the front of the class, Christina gazed at the sea of expectant faces. Although she'd excelled herself during her training, nothing could have prepared her for her first day at Thornton. Recalling the advice she'd been given, she leaned on her desk, clutching the sides to steady her trembling hands as her lecturer's words came to mind. You must remain calm. At least be seen to be strong even if you're falling apart. Don't let them get to you. There will be pupils who dislike you, and pupils you despise. Come across as friendly, but with an air of authority.

"Good morning," she said, her mouth dry, her voice croaky. "I'm Christina Shaw, your new English teacher."

"Are you sure?" a lad called from the back of the class.

"I'm positive," she smiled amid a roar of laughter. "And who might you be?"

"I might be anyone," he replied.

"His name's David Brown," a petite blonde called.

"Obviously, it's going to take me a while to get to know your names," Christina said, sitting at her desk as her trembling legs sagged beneath her. "I'd like you to take some paper and write your names down. Place them on your desks and I'll do my best to get to know you all before the day's out."

So far so good, Christina thought, glancing at her watch. It was going to be a long day, but she felt positive, if not panicky. Watching the students scribbling at their desks, she was looking forward to the evening. Her flatmate, Alison, had suggested that they find a local pub and celebrate Christina's first day at Thornton College. Alison had come to London to find work and had bumped into Christina at a letting agency. The girls had got on well and had decided to share the only property the agency had within their price range. It was small two-bedroom flat above a Chinese take away, but it had been recently decorated and was clean.

"OK," Christina smiled, glancing at the sheets of paper propped up on her pupils' desks. "Let's start with you, Carole," she said, gazing at a dark-haired girl at the front of the class. "Tell me a little about yourself."

"I'm seventeen, I hate school, and I want to be a model," the girl replied morosely.

"She's a lesbian," a boy chuckled.

"Fuck off, Smith," the girl returned.

"Er... You want to be a model?" Christina cut in, trying to show an interest.

"Me dad wants me to work in the box factory with me mum," she sighed. "But I want to get out of this dump and be a model. I know I can do it."

"I'm sure you can. OK, Jerry, tell me about yourself," Christina said, smiling at the boy next to Carole.

"Ain't nothin' to tell," he murmured.

"Oh, come on. What are your interests?"

"Ain't got none."

"All right, we'll come back to you in a minute. Brian, you're next."

"I want to be a pimp," the boy enlightened Christina. "It's good money, a good life."

"It's also illegal, Brian."

"Everything he does is illegal," Carole giggled.

"Yeah, but I've got money. You work for me, and you'll have money."

"Yeah, go on Caz," David Brown laughed from the back of the class. "Work for Brian as a prostitute. You might as well, seeing as you're a whore anyway."

"That'll do, David," Christina broke in.

"She is a whore," he persisted. "Everyone's fucked her."

"Shut your fucking mouth, Brown," Carole yelled.

"I'll bet Jones hasn't fucked her," a ginger-haired lad chortled. "He prefers blokes' arseholes."

"Let's move on," Christina said firmly, thinking it best to ignore the expletives for a while.

"Have you got a fella, Mrs?" Brown asked.

"Er... No, not at the moment," she replied. "So, who's next? John Whiting. Tell me about yourself."

"I'm into Trance music; I work in a pub..."

"You work in a pub?" Christina breathed, surprised, her blue eyes frowning.

"Yeah, the Steampacket down by the station."

"And 'e don't give us no free drinks," someone complained.

"I'm going to the dentist," Brown announced, leaving his desk and walking to the door.

"Do you have an appointment..." Christina began as he left the classroom and closed the door.

"He's going to meet Delainy," a girl called out.

"Who's Delainy?"

"Keep your mouth shut, Burrows," a boy hissed.

"It might be best if you write about yourselves," Christina said, glancing at her watch again. "Take your time, and write as much as you can about your likes and dislikes, your interests and aspirations."

"Our what?" someone asked.

"Your dreams, your ambitions. Leave your papers on my desk before you go to break."

––––––––
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Christina made it through to the first break and flopped into an old armchair in the deserted staff room. She'd not exerted her authority yet over the students, she reflected. The foul language, the lewd comments... It was best to allow them some leeway. Her plan was to mould them over time. After all, she was the newcomer and had to be accepted by her students before she could begin to lay down the law. Mentally exhausted, she focused her thoughts on the evening. The prospect of going out for a drink with Alison would get her through the day.

"Carter," a man in his mid-forties said, walking into the room and sitting next to Christina. "Geography."

"Pleased to meet you," Christina smiled, shaking his hand. "Er... Christina Shaw, English."

"Yes, I know. So, how's it going?"

"Not too bad. I'm trying to get to know the students before I..."

"You'll never get to know the little bastards," he laughed, sitting beside her. "You don't want to get to know them."

"They are people," Christina said. "No matter what sort of upbringing they've had, they are people who deserve a chance to..."

"How old are you?"

"Twenty-four."

"Fresh out of training, keen, eager... I know the type. They're little shits, Christina. No-hopers, losers, scum."

"I'll form my own opinion once I get to know them a little better," she returned, surprised by his attitude.

"I'm sure you will. That's Rogers," he said as a tall, thin man wandered into the staff room. "Science."

"Oh, right."

"He's a psychological mess. The little shits broke him down."

"Why does he stay?"

"What else can he do? There's no work around here."

"He could go to another school."

"He'd never get a job at another school. He's a ruined man. If you want my advice, get out of here now. I'm not being sexist, but a young woman like you doesn't stand a chance in hell in a dump like this."

"I'm determined to give it my best," Christina said. "These kids deserve..."

"Kids?" he laughed. "They became adults years ago. They're streetwise, and you'll never change them. I can tell you that at least one girl in your class is on the game, another makes blue movies, a group of lads..."

"If I could get to know them, understand them..."

"Understand pond life? Get out of here while you can."

––––––––
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Returning to the classroom, Christina gazed at the words scrawled on the blackboard. "Do you suck cock and swallow spunk?" she read, shaking her head as she grabbed the rubber. Cleaning the board, she knew that they were going to do their best to grind her down, but she wasn't going to allow that to happen. Turning, she looked at the sheets of paper on her desk. They have hopes and dreams, she mused, reading one girl's neat handwriting. I want to get out of this area and make something of myself.

Hearing a noise coming from the stockroom, Christina listened at the door. Someone was in there, she knew as she turned the handle and inched the door open. A tall, good-looking lad was going through some papers, searching the shelves for something. Wishing she'd taken the headmaster's advice and kept the stockroom locked, she couldn't recall the lad's name.

"What are you doing?" she asked, entering the room.

"Nothing," he grinned. "What are you doing?"

"You shouldn't be in here. What's your name?"

"Doogan, Barry Doogan."

"OK, Barry, I think you'd better put those papers down and leave."

"You're not bad looking," he said, stroking her long blonde hair. "Fancy coming out for a drink some time?"

"Barry, please put those papers..."

"You've a good body on you. Nice curves, nice tits."

"That's enough, Barry," she said firmly, backing off towards the door as she realized that she could be in danger.

"What's the matter? I'll bet you like a bit of rough. Do you think I'm a bit of rough?"

"Do you want me to get the headmaster? Unless you leave here now..."

"You asked us to tell you about ourselves. Now you tell me about yourself."

"I will, once you leave the stockroom."

"Don't tell me what to do, Mrs," he said, walking past her and closing the door. "Experienced, are you? The young tarts don't know what they're doing, but I'll bet you know exactly what to do."

Backing against the wall as he reached out and squeezed the firm mounds of her breasts through her blouse, she tried to push him away. He was strong, his large hands clutching her wrists as he pushed his crotch hard against her lower stomach, sandwiching her between his obvious erection and the wall. Cold fear gripping her, unable to speak, she tried to kick out but couldn't move.

"I like you," he said, his face close to hers. "I'll bet you're a good fuck. I'll tell you what I'll do. I run things around here, ask anyone. You keep me happy, and I'll make sure that..."

"Get off me!" she finally screamed.

"I like a fighter," he laughed, releasing her.

"I'll report this to..."

"You do that, and I'll make your life a misery. You said you hadn't got a bloke, a man friend. You must miss a length of cock. I'll bet you're gagging for it. Think about it, Mrs. I run things around here, remember that."

As he left the room, Christina slid down the wall and sat on the floor. Her heart racing, her hands trembling, she'd not expected anything like this. The expletives, the lewd comments... She could have dealt with that. But not... Finally hauling herself up and wiping her tear-stained cheeks, she left the stockroom and grabbed her bag from the locked drawer of her desk. Taking the papers from her desk, she stuffed them into her bag and walked briskly along the corridor and fled the building. She'd failed, she knew as made her way through the narrow streets to her flat. Perhaps Carter had been right. They were little shits, bastards, scum.

Home at last, Christina wished that Alison was there. She was out job hunting, had three interviews, and probably wouldn't be back until late afternoon. Filling the kettle for coffee, her breathing slowing as she calmed down, she took a mug from the cupboard. She couldn't go back to the college, she knew. She'd find another job, ask Alison what was on offer locally - if anything. As a last resort, she could go back to her parents' house in Hertfordshire.

Her father had wanted her to join the family firm of accountants, but Christina had set her heart on teaching. He'd said that she wouldn't last five minutes in London, which had fired her determination to make a go of it. He was right, she reflected. Not even managing to get through the morning, she failed miserably. Pouring her coffee, she sat at the kitchen table and hung her head.

Recalling the young man's words, she sighed. You must miss a length of cock. I'll bet you're gagging for it. Her one and only boyfriend worked for her father. He was an up-and-coming accountant from a good family, the sort of man her father would have liked Christina to marry. Life could have been easy, she mused. Working for her father, a company car, good money... Had she agreed to marry Charles, she'd have lived the good life. Holidays abroad, money...

"Fuck Charles," she breathed, surprised by her choice of words. With good looks and a brilliant future ahead of him, Charles would make a fine husband for someone. But not for Christina. He was haughty, staid. Never doing anything on the spur of the moment, his idea of fun was a picnic down by the river. Christina would have enjoyed the picnics, but Charles had always invited his friends along. They'd talk shop and drink too much wine and Christina would have to drive them home.

Christina recalled their lovemaking. The act was cold, wooden, performed in silence. Charles would breathe deeply, grunt and pump his sperm into her vagina before rolling off her naked body and going to sleep. Did she miss a length of cock? as Barry had crudely put it. Finishing her coffee, she pushed all thoughts of Charles out of her mind and pulled the papers from her bag. Some of the work was appalling, the spelling atrocious and the grammar nonexistent.

"I'm sixteen and pregnant," she read. There was no name on the paper. "I don't know who the father is." Taking another paper, she sighed. "I want to learn to play the piano but we haven't got any money." Placing the papers on the table, Christina wandered though the hall into the lounge and gazed out of the window at the busy street. A scruffy man was sitting on the pavement opposite, drinking white cider from a bottle. No-hopers, losers, scum.

"What are you doing here?" Alison asked as she breezed into the room and tossed her long black hair over her shoulder.

"I... I have a free period," Christina smiled.

"Guess what? I've got a job," the girl trilled.

"Oh, that is good news. Tell me about it."

"Assistant to the receptionist at a local doctor's surgery. The receptionist is leaving in a couple of months and, hopefully, I'll take her place."

"I'm pleased for you, Alison," Christina smiled.

"So, how's your day been so far? Are you all right? You're not your usual bubbly self."

"I've had a hard morning," Christina confessed. "The students are difficult, to say the least."

"But, you expected that."

"I didn't expect the girls to tell the boys to fuck off."

"This is London, Christina, a rundown part of London. You must have realized that..."

"One boy got me in the stockroom. Boy? What am I saying? He's a six-foot adult. He pushed himself against me, squeezed my breasts and..."

"God. What did you do?"

"What could I do?"

"Go to the headmaster."

"And have him make my life a misery? I walked out."

"What? You can't do that."

"I've done it."

"Go back, Christina. For God's sake, are you going to allow one boy to destroy your career?"

"I don't know."

"Go back. You know what'll happen if you don't."

"I'll get the sack."

"Yes, but worse than that. Your father will laugh at you."

Alison was right, she knew. Having walked out on her first day, her father would laugh at her and she'd never get another teaching job. Congratulating Alison on her job, she grabbed her bag and walked back to the college. No, she wasn't going to allow one boy to destroy her career. Boy? That was a joke. They were all adults. Taking a deep breath, she walked through the gates, half expecting the headmaster to be waiting for her. Funnily enough, no one had missed her, and she walked into the classroom with her head held high.

"OK," she shouted above the bedlam. "Settle down, please." Glancing at the blackboard, she found herself gazing at a colour picture of an erect penis rising above a huge scrotum. "The erect penis," she said loudly. A hush fell over the room as dozens of eyes gazed at her expectantly. "I don't know who drew this, but it's not bad. Presumably, these white squiggles represent the sperm issuing from the... Can anyone tell me the correct name for this part?" she asked, pointing to the neatly coloured purple glans.

"That's the knob," a boy laughed.

"I said the correct name. Come on, surely someone knows?"

"Purple-headed warrior," another boy called out.

"It's the glans," she enlightened them, writing the word on the board. "The plural anyone?"

"Glanses?" a girl proffered.

"Glandes," she corrected her, writing the word on the board. "As you're all so interested in the penis, can anyone tell me where the seminal fluid is produced in the body? I'm not talking about the sperm, but the liquid containing the sperm."

"Bollocks," a lad chuckled.

"No, Jackson, you're wrong."

"He ain't," another boy called, "Spunk comes from your bollocks."

"Sperm is produced in the testicles. The whitish liquid is produced in the prostate gland. It seems that the boys know nothing about their own bodies," she smiled.

"We know about girls' cunts," someone laughed.

"Do you? Do you really, Davis?"

"I never said it," he complained.

"Yes, you did. OK, let's see just how much you know about girls. Where and what is the hymen?"

"Well... It's, er..."

"I know," a lad said eagerly, raising his hand.

"I'm asking Davis. All right, here's another one for you, Davis. In the female, what is the prepuce?"

"I... I dunno," he murmured.

"For someone who professes to know all about the female pudenda, you appear to know nothing at all."

"Yes, I do," he returned. "Just because I don't know your fancy words..."

"All right, I'll keep it simple. You've heard of the cervix?"

"Yeah, I have," he returned triumphantly. "It's where birds get cancer."

"That's right, Davis, well done. So, where is the cervix?"

"Well, in tits. Cervix cancer in breasts and that."

"The cervix, Davis, is located at the far end of the vaginal canal. I suggest that you read up on female anatomy before going out with girls. Right, let's move on. I noticed some books on punctuation in the stockroom," she said, moving to the door. "I'll pass them round and we'll begin with the basics."

––––––––
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In the stockroom, Christina felt rather pleased with herself as she sorted through the pile of books. She'd certainly shot Davis down in flames, and very much doubted that he'd give her any more trouble. Barry Doogan had kept quiet, she reflected, making a mental note to thank Alison for her support and encouragement. Once she'd asserted her authority, shown that she was in charge, she was sure that the students would settle down and she could get somewhere.

"Oh, you can pass these round," she said as Barry walked into the stockroom.

"You made Davis look like a prat," he whispered angrily, his dark eyes staring hard at her.

"If Davis looked like a prat, then it was his doing," she returned.

"I've already told you, Mrs. I run things around here."

"No, Barry, you don't. You might run things out of school but, in class, I..."

"Think you're clever with your big words, don't you?"

"Big words?"

"This pudenda thing or whatever it is. Round here, cocks are cocks and cunts are cunts, OK?"

"Do you know where the word cunt originates?" she asked.

"No, and I don't care. But I do know that you've got a cunt. And I'd like to see it."

"Get back to your desk," she hissed through gritted teeth.

"Would you like this shoved up your cunt?" he sniggered, unzipping his trousers and pulling his flaccid penis out. "You make prats out of my mates, and I'll shove this down your throat."

"Put that pathetic thing away," she murmured.

"OK, teacher, let's go back to class. I'll show you who how I can fuck things up for you."

As he left the room, Christina grabbed the pile of books and tried to compose herself. She knew that she mustn't appear ruffled, she mustn't allow them to get to her. Barry Doogan was trouble, she reflected. The ringleader, he was going to have to be tamed before she could make any progress with the others. He certainly had a big penis, she found herself thinking as she returned to the classroom and dumped the books on Carole's desk. Even flaccid, the thing was huge. Asking Carole to pass the books round, she did her best not to catch Barry's gaze. Cleaning the blackboard, her breathing slowing, she finally turned and faced the class.

"OK," she said. "Open the books at the section headed, commas, please. You'll see from the first example how, when used incorrectly, commas completely changing the meaning of the sentence. John was sick, and tired of working."

"Aren't we all," Barry laughed.

"Now look at the second sentence. John was sick and tired of working. You'll notice that the comma in the first sentence..."

"This is kids' stuff," a pretty auburn-haired girl complained. "We did this in junior school."

"Er... Janice," Christina smiled, reading the girl's name. "I'm trying to establish how much you've learned. I realize that this will be kids' stuff to some of you, but please bare with me."

"I'd rather go back to talking about cunts," Barry chortled, the class roaring with laughter as he lit a cigarette.

"Please, don't smoke in the classroom," Christina snapped.

"Tight, hot, wet cunts oozing with spunk."

"I shall go to the headmaster and have you removed from my class," she said, leaving the room and slamming the door shut.

Making her way to the headmaster's study, Christina knew that Barry Doogan had to be dealt with if she was going to make any progress. Don't let them get to you. There will be pupils who dislike you, and pupils you despise. Again recalling her lecturer's words, she was determined not to be beaten by one student.

"Ah, Miss Shaw," the headmaster murmured as she knocked and entered. "I was about to send for you."

"Oh?" she said, closing the door.

"I've had a complaint. Barry Doogan came to see me earlier."

"A complaint? But, I've come to see you about him, Mr Wright. He's been..."

"This is a serious matter, Miss Shaw. Please, sit down."

"Barry Doogan is..." she began, sitting opposite the balding man.

"Miss Shaw, I realize that this is your first day at Thornton and that things can't be easy for you. Doogan said that you grabbed him in the stockroom."

"I grabbed him?" she gasped.

"His crotch, Miss Shaw."

But, he..."

"Whether you grabbed him or not isn't the issue. The point is that a complaint has been made against a member of my staff."

"So, the fact that he pulled his penis out in the stockroom is neither here nor there?"

"I know Doogan of old, Miss Shaw. I know his tricks. And I don't believe for one minute that you did anything of the sort. But do be aware that complaints of this nature can be very dangerous, damaging to the college."

"So, what do you suggest I do the next time he shows me his penis?"

"Never get yourself into a situation where you are alone with a student. I would have thought that obvious."

"He was going through papers in the stockroom during break."

"Why wasn't the stockroom locked, Miss Shaw?"

"Well, I..."

"You'd better get back to your class."

Leaving the study, Christina couldn't believe the man's attitude. Doogan had pressed himself against her, pulled his penis out, and had then made a complaint about her? Returning to her class, she felt anger welling from the pit of her stomach as Doogan folded his arms, reclining in his chair and grinning triumphantly. This was war, she thought, doing her best not to show her infuriation. Ordering the class to read up on the use of commas, she called Doogan to the front of the class. Slouching, he mooched up to her desk and grinned.

"I want a word with you," she said, walking into the stockroom.

"Yeah?" he chuckled, following her and closing the door. "Old man Wright give you a bollocking, then?"

"You seem to think that you're some kind of big wig," she said, looking him up and down. "You're a silly little schoolboy, Doogan."

"You want to watch your mouth, Mrs," he murmured, unzipping his trousers and taking his penis out. "As I said, I'll shove this down your throat."

"Look at it," she laughed, gazing at his flaccid penis. "Is that it? Is that the best you can do?"

"I've never had any complaints."

"This is supposed to shock me, is it? You pull your cock out and think that I'll faint?"

"As I said, you watch your mouth or I'll..."

"Shove it down my throat? I doubt that it would reach the back of my mouth let alone..."

"Don't push your luck, teacher," he hissed, thrusting his hand up her shirt and clutching the swell of her panties."

Christina knew that she'd pushed her luck too far as he yanked her panties to one side and massaged the swell of her fleshy pussy lips. This was tantamount to rape, but no one would believe her story. The headmaster would probably sack her if she ran to him crying rape. After all, he had the reputation of the college to think about. Some reputation, she reflected, Doogan's crude words about her wet cunt battering her racked mind. She knew that she had to put a stop to Doogan or leave her job. Pushing him away, she forced a laugh as she again looked down at his flaccid penis.

"So, this is your manhood?" she asked sarcastically, taking his fleshy shaft in her hand. "Come on, then. Stiffen up and show me how big a man you really are."

"What are you doing?" he asked, confusion reflected in his dark eyes as she ran her hand up and down his inflating shaft.

"You mean to say that a girl's never done this?" she laughed. "The big man, Barry Doogan, is a virgin?"

"No, no, I meant..."

"Come on, Barry, get it out of your system," she breathed, wanking his solid cock faster. "Come on, shoot your sperm."

Breathing deeply, his legs sagging, he gasped as his sperm shot from his throbbing knob. Christina moved to one wide, aiming his spunk away from her skirt as the white liquid splattered over the tiled floor. She felt her stomach somersault as she wanked his shaft, gazing at the sheer size of his erection as she brought out his spunk and drained his full balls. The creamy liquid running down her hand, her clitoris swelling as she thought of his rock-hard shaft thrusting deep into the tight sheath of her vagina, she finally released his penis and wiped her hand on the side of a cardboard box.

"I hope that will shut you up for a while," she said, leaving the young man shuddering in the aftermath of his orgasm and returning to her class. Sitting at her desk, her eyes darting between her students as they stared at her, she wished that she'd never taken Doogan into the stockroom. It had been a grave mistake, she knew. She was sure that he wouldn't go running to the headmaster, but he would be back for another hand job. If word got out... She daren't think of the consequences as he returned to his desk with a huge grin across his face.

The rest of the day passed much without incident, and Christina was pleased to get home. Keeping her guilty secret from Alison, she cooked a stir-fry for dinner and they broke open a bottle of red wine. Alison was full of life, chatting about her new job, but Christina was quiet and withdrawn. Doogan would probably tell his friends what had happened in the stockroom. Christina could only hope that they wouldn't believe him, thinking that he was mouthing off to appear big in front of his mates.

"You didn't tell me what you did about that lad in the stockroom," Alison said as she washed up the dinner plates.

"Barry Doogan," Christina murmured. "I... I put him straight. Told him that there'd be trouble unless he behaved himself."

"Good for you. Shall we find a local pub, then?"

"Yes," Christina replied abstractly.

"There's one down the road. I saw it today when I was job hunting. It's The Steampacket by the station. They have live music and..."

"Let's find somewhere quiet," Christina broke in. "Somewhere to sit quietly and chat."

"Whatever. There's a pub round the corner at the end of the road. The Hen and Chicken or something. It looked quiet enough when I passed it earlier."

"That'll do," Christina smiled. "It's been a long day, a noisy day. I need to sit quietly and relax."

"Right, I'll get changed and then we'll go."

Christina wandered into the lounge as Alison went to her room to change. Riddled with guilt as she pictured Doogan's rock-hard penis in her hand, his sperm shooting from his throbbing knob and splattering the tiled floor, she wondered what day two would bring at Thornton College. Doogan would want his cock appeased again, she was sure. Come across as friendly, but with an air of authority, she mused, again recalling her lecturer's words. Intimate, but with an air of authority?

"Ready?" Alison asked, appearing in the lounge doorway wearing a white blouse and red miniskirt.

"Ready," Christina smiled, taking her bag from the sofa.

"I've been looking forward to this all day," the girl said as they left the flat and walked down the busy road. "I've got a job and you got through your first day. Now, we can relax and down a few vodkas."

Entering the pub, Christina glanced at the half dozen customers dotted around the bar. Much to her relief, none of her students were there. The pub was traditional, no music, no entertainment. Not the sort of place that youngsters would gather. Thinking that the pub would become her regular haunt, Christina ordered the drinks and sat on a barstool. Alison began chatting about London, hoping she'd meet a young man and fall in love. That was the last thing Christina wanted. Away from her parents, she was looking forward to her freedom, doing what she wanted when she wanted without having to answer to anyone.

"I haven't had sex for months," Alison giggled as the vodka began to take effect. "I haven't even laid eyes on a dick, let alone my hands."

"Neither have I," Christina said, forcing a smile as she again recalled Doogan's solid penis in her hand.

"Met anyone you fancy at the college?"

"No, no. They're too old for me."

"The teachers might be too old but what about the students?"

"The students?"

"They're what, seventeen, eighteen?"

"Yes, they are, but..."

"We're in our early twenties, so they're not that much younger than us. Some of the girls I've seen look at least twenty. What are the fellas like?"

"Alison, I've not looked at them in that way. They're my students."

"I know, but one of them must have caught your eye. Imagine having an affair with a student. God, that's the sort of thing you read about in the papers."

"Yes, well... No one's going to read about me in the papers."

"Oh, I forgot to tell you. A man called for you. Charles."

"Oh, God. I'll bet my father gave him the number. What did he want?"

"He wants you to call him."

"Did he say what about?"

"Nope. Who is he?"

"My ex-boyfriend. I'll ring him later."

"He sounded very posh."

"He is very posh. That's the trouble with him, amongst other things."

"He wouldn't fit in around here, then?"

"No way. Let's have another drink."

"My turn," Alison smiled, opening her bag. "Same again?"

"Please."

Wandering over to a table, Christina sat down and gazed out of the window. Charles wouldn't fit in at all, she ruminated. He'd be horrified if he knew that Christina was sitting in a smoke-filled pub knocking back vodka. And if he discovered that she'd wanked a student to orgasm in the stockroom... But Charles was no longer part of her life. At least, he wasn't supposed to be.

"Here's to day two at your job," Alison beamed, placing Christina's drink on the table and sitting down. "Cheers."

"Cheers," Christina smiled, raising her glass.

"And let's hope that Doogan or whatever his name is leaves you alone now that you've put him in his place."

"Yes, let's hope."
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Chapter Two
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Christina had taken a shower and had breakfast by seven-thirty. Wandering around the flat, feeling a little panicky, she tried to plan her day. Now that Doogan was under control, she might be able to assess the students, discover the extent of their education. If Doogan was under control. Wondering whether to divide the students into groups, dependent on their ability, she looked up as Alison peered round the lounge door.

"Morning, Alison," she smiled. "You're bright and early."

"I don't start work until next week but I don't want to slip into the habit of getting up late," the girl said. "You've finished in the bathroom?"

"Yes, it's all yours."

"A coffee wouldn't go amiss."

"All right. You take a shower and I'll make you a cup of coffee."

Alison was OK, Christina thought happily as she filled the kettle. Despite initial concerns, the flat share was working out extremely well. Pouring the coffee, Christina glanced at the kitchen clock. She didn't have to leave for another hour and decided to ring her mother. She should have phoned the previous evening but by the time she'd got home it had been too late. Praying that her mother wouldn't talk about Charles, she grabbed the wall phone and punched in the number. The woman was pleased to hear from her, asking why she'd not rung before and how her first day had been.

"I couldn't ring last night," Christina said apologetically. "But my first day went very well."

"What are the children like?" she asked.

"Children?" Christina laughed. "Mother, they're adults."

"Of course, it's a sixth for college, isn't it? Will you be coming home at the weekend?"

"If I can. I'll have to see how things go."

"Have you phoned Charles yet?"

"No, no I haven't," Christina sighed as Alison wandered into the kitchen naked.

"You should have called him, Christina."

"Yes, I... Why, mother? Why should I have called Charles?"

"Because he'd like to know how you're getting on. He must miss you terribly."

"We've split up, mother. We're no longer..."

"It's such a shame, Christina. Your father was hoping that you'd..."

"Look, I have to go," Christina said, gazing at the firm mounds of Alison's breasts, her sex crack clearly visible through her sparse pubic curls. "I'll call you this evening."

"All right, dear. Do call Charles."

"Yes, yes I will."

Hanging up, Christina tried to avert her gaze as Alison sipped her coffee. The girl seemed oblivious to her nakedness, wandering around the kitchen displaying all she had. She was extremely attractive, Christina observed, eyeing the violin curves of her body. She'd never seen a naked girl before, and began to realize what a sheltered life she'd led. Trying not to appear as if she was staring, she eyed Alison's long black hair cascading over her shoulders, the brown teats of her breasts pointing to the ceiling... Gazing out of the window, Christina dragged her thought away from the girl's beauty and remarked on the hot weather, the sun shining in a clear blue sky.

"I don't know what I'm going to do today," Alison said. "It's a shame we haven't got a garden. I could have sunbathed, got myself a nice tan."

"You've got a tan," Christina murmured, turning and staring at the girl's naked body again.

"I went to Cyprus a few months ago. The trouble is, the tan's wearing off."

"Aren't you going to put something on?" Christina asked, her eyes transfixed on the girl's elongated nipples rising alluringly from the dark discs of her areolae.

"Oh, sorry... I'm used to wandering around like this. If it's a problem..."

"No, no, I don't mind."

"There was a garden at my last flat. It was completely private, no one overlooking the patio or the lawn. I spent most of my time in a bikini or naked."

"It would be nice to have a garden," Christina said, finishing her coffee. "That's one thing I miss about my parents' house. Still, you never know. We might move on to better things once we've got some money coming in."

"God knows what sort of rent they'd want for a flat with a garden," Alison sighed. "Right, I'm going to get dressed. I might go for a walk later, get to know the area."

"I'll leave you to get on," Christina said, glancing at the girl's full sex lips. "I know it's rather early, but I think I'll go to the college. I'll see you this evening."

"OK. I hope you have a good day."

"Fingers crossed."

"Don't let that Doogan lad get to you."

"No, I won't. I'll see you later."

Grabbing her bag, Christina left the flat and walked the short distance to the college. What plans had Doogan in mind? she pondered, wondering what the day would bring. Bringing out his sperm had certainly quietened him down, but it was hardly the way for a teacher to behave. Doogan would want more, she knew as she passed through the gates of the college. He'd try to get her into the stockroom, haul his solid penis out and... She daren't take her involvement with the lad any further. Wanking him had been a grave mistake, and she intended to put the incident behind her and move on.

Dumping her bag on her desk, she looked around the deserted classroom. She could be happy at Thornton, she reflected. If only she could settle in and establish herself, gain a little respect from the students, she'd enjoy the work. Smiling, she realized that the day would come when she'd look back on her time at Thornton College and laugh. The months passed so quickly, she mused. Before she knew it, she'd have been at the college for a year, two years... Things were going to work out well, she concluded. The flat was all right for the time being, she got on well with Alison...

"You're an early bird," Carter smiled as he appeared in the doorway. "You must be keen."

"I am," Christina replied. "My first day went well, and I'm looking forward to the challenges today brings."

"Challenges?" he quipped. "That's one way to put it. Any trouble from Brown or Doogan yet?"

"Brown disappeared yesterday morning and Doogan... Well, he's OK."

"Doogan's OK?" he laughed. "If he hasn't started on you yet... Christ, he must have taken a shining to you."

"We get on," she said softly.

"You must have a magic touch."

"A magic touch," she echoed, recalling her hand running up and down the solid shaft of his penis. "Maybe I have."

"You'll have to let me in on your secret. Well, I'd best prepare for the arrival of the scum. See you at break."

A magic touch? she pondered, again recalling wanking Doogan's huge cock to orgasm, his sperm running over her hand, splattering on the floor. If Carter knew, she reflected fearfully, imagining her name splashed across the front pages of the Sunday Tabloids. But no one would ever discover her sordid secret, she mused. Even if Doogan took it upon himself to spread the dirty word, no one would believe him. His friends would laugh at him if he said that the teacher had wanked him. They'd think that he was trying to show off.

Walking into the stockroom, Christina sorted through the books, trying to bring some semblance of order to the mess. The stockroom was a shambles with boxes full of old newspapers and rubbish lining the shelves. Reckoning that the previous teacher had had no interest in the job, she placed the books into neat piles and began to stack the boxes of rubbish on the floor.

"Ah, little miss hand job," Brown grinned, leaning in the doorway.

"Good morning, David," Christina smiled, dreading to think what he meant.

"I hear you're pretty good with your hands," he said, walking into the room.

"With my hands?" she murmured, realizing that Doogan had opened his mouth. "What are you talking about?"

"Baz Doogan. You tossed him off in here."

"I did what?" she gasped, forcing a laugh. "He's been dreaming."

"That's what he reckons."

"He's having you on, David. Would you mind taking those boxes out, please?"

"He told me that you..."

"David, I don't know what Barry has been telling you. And I don't think I want to know."

"Oh, come on. Give me a quickie, like you did..."

"I'm sorry, David, but I have no idea what you're talking about. I suggest you go back to Barry and ask him..."

"He told me what you did to him. Baz doesn't lie."

"I'm not saying that he's lying. He's joking, David, winding you up."

"Ah, Miss Shaw," the headmaster said gruffly. "Brown, what are you up to? What are you doing in here?"

"Taking these out," the youth mumbled, grabbing the boxes from the floor and leaving the room.

"Miss Shaw, there have been some changes to the time table. There's a copy for you."

"Oh, thank you," she smiled, taking the papers.

"How are you getting on?"

"Fine, fine. I'm just sorting out..."

"As I said yesterday, don't put yourself in a position where you're alone with a male student."

"No, I was..."

"And keep this room locked when you're not around."

Wandering into the classroom as the man left, Christina sighed. He was hardly the sort of headmaster one could approach, she reflected. Carter would have made a better head than Mr Wright. At least his timely entrance had saved her from Brown's sexual demands. Wondering what Doogan had said as Brown walked towards her, she knew that she was going to have to nip this in the bed. First Doogan, then Brown, then... This was going to have to stop, and stop now.

"I want what you gave Baz," Brown said.

"David, I've already told you that I..."

"OK, if that's the way you want it. Don't expect things to be quiet in class today."

"Oh, I see," she laughed. "I get the picture, now."

"Good. In that case..."

"You're a virgin, too?"

"What?" he breathed, his dark eyes frowning. "I'm not a bloody..."

"Look, we'll talk about this later. The others will be here at any minute."

"Talk about what?"

"Your virginity, David."

"No, you don't understand."

"I understand only too well. We'll have a chat during break."

As the students began filing into the room, Brown mooched towards his desk and sat down. Christina knew that she had one hell of a problem on her hands. She should never have appeased Doogan's penis, but she couldn't turn the clock back. What was done was done. Strangely, Brown didn't disrupt the lesson as he'd threatened. Christina put it down to his confusion. He was probably waiting for the outcome of their chat during break before carrying out his threat to disrupt the class. What Christina was going to say to him, she had no idea. Doogan was a fool she reflected. To open his mouth, like... One thing was for sure. He'd ruined his chances of any further sexual contact. Would Christina have appeased his cock again had he not blabbed to Brown? She dreaded to think.

Barry Doogan didn't turn up for class, which Christina thought was probably a blessing. The morning going fairly well with only a few minor disruptions, she thought that she might be winning. Carole had taken an interest in the lesson, much to Christina's surprise, and Davis hadn't dared to comment on penises or vaginas. As the students left the classroom for break, Christina kept her eye on Brown. He was hovering by his desk, obviously waiting until the others had gone before making a move.

"So," he said, walking up to Christina's desk. "What's this chat about?"

"I would have thought that you'd have a girlfriend," Christina said.

"I've had a few," he returned.

"So, why do you want me?"

"I don't want you. What I said was that I want you to give me what you gave Baz."

"Barry and I had a long chat. He was worried about girls and... I don't know what he told you, David."

"He said that you'd tossed him off."

"He's winding you up. We talked about relationships. He has a problem, which I'm not prepared to tell you about."

"Baz has got a problem?" he echoed, puzzlement mirrored in his wide eyes.

"What's your problem, David?"

"I haven't got any problems."

"Then, why do you want me to masturbate you?"

"I... Well, because... Why the hell do you think?"

"I really don't know. Unless you want me to teach you, that is."

"Look, don't mess me about. You wanked Baz. He told me in secret."

"In confidence."

"What?"

"Go on, David."

"I want the same. If you don't, then I'll open my mouth to everyone."

Biting her lip, Christina wasn't sure what to do. She'd already made the mistake of wanking Barry to orgasm. To appease David's cock by bringing out his sperm wasn't going to help the situation. If anything, wanking another student would only make matters worse. Gazing into the lad's dark eyes as she pondered on her next move, she felt her stomach somersault, her clitoris inflate. He was good-looking, she mused, realizing that she was embarking on a dangerous road as she glanced down at the crotch of his tight trousers. Recalling Doogan's words about a bit of rough, missing a length of cock, she realized that her arousal was soaring.

Having spent too long with Charles, she felt that she needed to catch up, make up for lost time. This was an ideal opportunity, she reflected, her blue eyes transfixed on David's bulging crotch. Not only could she gain a little sexual experience, but control the ringleaders. Once Brown and Doogan were beholden to her, she'd have no trouble controlling the rest of the class. But was this the way to exert her authority over the ringleaders? There was no other way, she knew as she walked slowly towards the stockroom with David in tow. It was this, or walk out on her job.

Shit, she thought, her conscience nagging her as David followed her into the stockroom and closed the door behind him. Turning to face David, she wished that she'd dumped Charles long ago and been out with several men. Having endured sex with Charles, she was still as inexperienced as a virgin. Charles and his fumbling and grunting had taught her nothing. A bit of rough? she mused, feeling a wetness between the full lips of her vagina. She'd never really had a proper length of cock. Was that what she wanted now? Was this to control the ringleaders, or satisfy her craving for sex?

"Well," David grinned, unzipping his trousers and hauling his erect penis out.

"Yes," Christina murmured abstractedly, gazing at the lad's purple knob as he fully retracted his foreskin.

"Want to suck it?"

Suck it? She'd never taken a penis into her wet mouth. Sex with Charles had consisted of the missionary position, vaginal penetration, humping and grunting and sperming. Dropping to her knees, she gazed longingly at the youth's glistening purple glans, the small sperm slit. As he eased his full balls out of his trousers, she gazed at his veined shaft. He was so big, she thought. Charles had nothing in comparison, and she couldn't believe the sheer girth of David's huge organ.

Moving her head forward, she parted her succulent lips. This was wrong, she knew as she took his ripe plum of his twitching cock into her hot mouth and licked his sperm slit. Savouring the salty taste of his swollen glans, she closed her eyes and breathed deeply through her nose. This was wrong, word would get out, there'd be trouble... Trouble or not, Christina had succumbed to her latent desires. She sucked and mouthed on the huge glans, taking the solid shaft in her small hand and beginning her wanking motions as David gasped in the grip of his male pleasure.

She needed sex as much as any other woman, she knew as she waited in anticipation for his sperm to gush and fill her mouth. After three years with Charles, her one and only boyfriend... Did Alison suck men's cocks? she found herself wondering as she wanked David's rock-hard shaft faster in her desperation to taste his sperm. Her thoughts drifted, lurched. She couldn't stay on at Thornton now, she reflected. Wanking Barry and now sucking David... She'd have no authority over the students now that she'd behaved no better than a common whore. And they'd have no respect for her.

"God," David breathed, his cock twitching as he pumped out his creamy sperm and filled the teacher's mouth. Christina savoured the warm liquid, running her tongue over his throbbing glans as her mouth filled and overflowed. Finally swallowing her prise, she wanked his cock shaft faster, draining his heaving balls as he towered above her. On and on his flow of semen gushed, flooding her tongue, filling her cheeks as she did her best to drink from his fountainhead.

"You're good," the lad breathed as his flow finally stemmed.
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