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I crossed off another day on the wall calendar above my desk, the red X joining a long line of identical marks counting down to spring break. Ten weeks since Christmas. Ten fucking weeks of torture.

The creative writing assignment sat open on my laptop, cursor blinking accusingly on the blank document. Professor Wilson wanted three thousand words by Friday, but all I could think about was Andrea. Always Andrea.

My phone buzzed with a late-night text from Julie Stevens—chemistry teacher by day, Andrea's submissive by night, and now occasionally mine when Andrea permitted it. Julie was sweet and eager to please, but she wasn't Andrea. Nobody was.

I closed my eyes, letting the memories wash over me. Andrea's commanding voice in my ear as she positioned me over Julie that night. The way her fingers gripped my hips, controlling my movements as she took me from behind. The filthy praise she'd whispered against my neck.

"You're learning so quickly," she'd purred. "Fucking her while being fucked—the perfect position for what you're becoming."

My body responded instantly to the memory, hardening painfully against my jeans. Ten weeks. How the fuck was I supposed to focus on anything when every thought circled back to her?

The Valentine's Day dinner had been both salvation and fresh torture. We'd met at a restaurant two hours from campus—neutral territory where nobody would recognize the former teacher with her ex-student. Andrea had worn a deep burgundy dress that clung to her yoga-toned body, her black hair cascading past her shoulders. The candlelight caught the green of her eyes as she'd asked thoughtful questions about my writing, my classes, my plans after graduation.

For two hours, we'd been almost normal—a couple enjoying an intimate dinner. But beneath the table, her stockinged foot had traced patterns up my calf, her knowing smile never wavering as my breathing grew ragged. When she'd leaned forward to whisper exactly what she wanted to do to me, I nearly came undone right there in the restaurant.

"Unfortunately," she'd said, pulling back with that predatory smile, "you have an 8 AM class tomorrow. And I want hours with you, not minutes."

The goodbye kiss in the parking lot had been bruising, possessive—a promise of what awaited during spring break. I'd driven back to campus in a daze, achingly hard the entire two hours.

My phone chimed again, pulling me from the memory. Andrea this time.

Hotel reservations confirmed. Oceanfront suite. One week of privacy, just you and me. Pack light. You won't need many clothes.

Fuck the creative writing assignment. Fuck everything that wasn't Andrea and the countdown calendar with its dwindling red Xs.

Ten more days.

I couldn't wait another ten fucking days.

The flight attendant's voice barely registered as we began our descent into Fort Lauderdale. I was too busy watching Andrea's elegant fingers turn the page of her novel, the same fingers that had mapped every inch of my body the night before. Ten weeks of waiting, dissolved in hours of sweat-slicked skin and hoarse cries.

"You're staring again," she murmured without looking up from her book, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

"Can you blame me?" I shifted in my seat, already half-hard at the memory of her standing in my dorm doorway yesterday, not even bothering to come inside before pulling me into a kiss that tasted like possession.

The resort was everything the website had promised—sprawling white buildings with terracotta roofs nestled between palm trees and bougainvillea. Our oceanfront suite featured floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the turquoise Atlantic like a living painting. But I'd barely had time to appreciate the view before Andrea had me pressed against those windows, her hand firm around my throat.

"Did you touch yourself thinking about me?" she'd demanded, her green eyes holding mine captive as her other hand worked my belt open with practiced ease.

"Yes," I'd admitted, my voice embarrassingly ragged.

"Show me how." Her command was soft but unmistakable. "Show me exactly what you did when you thought about me."

And I did—stroking myself while she watched, critiquing my technique, instructing me to slow down, speed up, grip tighter, until I was trembling on the edge. Then she'd dropped to her knees, replacing my hand with her mouth, bringing me to a climax so intense I'd nearly blacked out.

Now, as morning sunlight streamed through those same windows, I watched her emerge from the bathroom wrapped in the hotel's plush robe, her damp black hair combed back from her face.

"I was thinking we could hit the beach this morning," she said, crossing to the coffee maker. "Unless you had other plans?"

I stretched, feeling pleasant aches in muscles I'd forgotten existed. "The beach sounds perfect."

What struck me most wasn't just the sex—though Christ, the sex was incredible—but how easily we'd fallen back into our rhythm. Andrea leading, me following, yet something had shifted. She'd noticed it too, I could tell from the appraising looks she gave me when she thought I wasn't paying attention.

Last night, after she'd reduced me to a quivering mess for the third time, she'd pulled me against her chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back.

"You're different," she'd murmured into my hair. "More... present."

I'd turned to look at her, surprised by the observation. "Is that good or bad?"

Her smile had been genuine, reaching all the way to her eyes. "Good. Very good. I've always wanted a partner, not just a pupil." Her hand had drifted lower, cupping me possessively. "Though I do enjoy the teaching part."

Now, as she handed me a cup of coffee, our fingers brushed deliberately. "I've packed a bag for the beach," she said. "I expect you to apply my sunscreen... thoroughly." The promise in her voice made my stomach flip.

Ten weeks of torture had been worth it for this—not just the sex, but these moments in between. Andrea commanding the space around her like she always had, but now making room for me to stand beside her rather than kneel at her feet.

Unless, of course, that's exactly where she wanted me.

The beach was everything I'd imagined South Florida would be—pristine white sand stretching toward crystal-clear water that shifted between turquoise and deep blue with each passing cloud. Andrea had selected a premium section accessible only to resort guests, where attendants set up private cabanas and delivered chilled drinks without being asked.

I spread our towels across the plush lounge chairs while Andrea slipped off her cover-up. Holy fuck. Her emerald green swimsuit clung to her body like it had been painted on, the material shimmering slightly in the morning sun. It was modest by spring break standards—a halter-top with boy shorts—but on her, it was devastating. Her black hair was pulled into a loose bun, exposing the elegant line of her neck where I'd left a small mark the night before.

"You're staring again, Matthew," she said, amusement dancing in her eyes as she reached for the sunscreen.

"Can't help it." I took the bottle from her hand. "Turn around."

She raised an eyebrow at my directness but complied, presenting her back to me. I warmed the lotion between my palms before starting at her shoulders, feeling the subtle strength beneath her olive skin. My fingers traced the curve of her spine, lingering at the small of her back.

"Lower," she instructed, and I obliged, working the sunscreen into the backs of her thighs, hyper-aware of the eyes occasionally drifting our way.

When she turned to face me, her gaze was heated. "My turn," she said, taking the bottle. But instead of applying it to herself, she pushed me gently into the lounge chair and straddled my thighs. Her hands worked methodically across my chest and shoulders, her touch simultaneously clinical and intimate.

"People are watching," I murmured, feeling myself respond to her proximity.

"Let them," she replied, her voice dropping to that register that made my stomach tighten. "I want them to see exactly who you belong to." Her fingers dipped beneath the waistband of my swim trunks just enough to make my breath catch before she smoothly dismounted and reclined on her own chair.

A beach attendant approached almost immediately, as if summoned by some sixth sense. "Would you care for something to drink, Ms. Livingston?"

Of course she'd already made an impression on the staff. Andrea had that effect everywhere she went.

"Champagne," she replied without hesitation. "The Veuve Clicquot, if you have it. Two glasses." She glanced at me. "Unless you'd prefer something else?"

"Champagne is perfect," I said, watching as the attendant nodded and retreated.

"You've been working out," Andrea observed, her eyes making a deliberate assessment of my body. "It suits you."

I felt a flush of pride at her approval. "Three times a week since Christmas."

"I noticed last night," she said with a small smile. "Your stamina has... improved."

The champagne arrived in a small ice bucket, condensation beading on the bottle's surface. Andrea tipped the attendant generously before pouring us each a glass. She raised hers in a toast.
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