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Hello reader!

Thank you so much for taking the time to read my cheeky little story.

But, did you know that you can find my stories online for FREE?

That’s right, if you are a member of Medium, you can check out a selection of my flash fiction, or you can subscribe to my Substack newsletter for even more exclusives, freebies and general misbehaviour.

So what are you waiting for?

Come sit on The Naughty Step with me...

Mia Xoxo
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​CHAPTER ONE
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I slumped in my chair, massaging my temples as the door closed behind yet another disappointment. 

The parade of incompetence masquerading as potential teacher’s aids was starting to wear on my last nerve.

“Next,” I called out.

A man stumbled in, tripping over his own feet. “Hi, I’m—”

“Let me guess,” I interrupted, “you’re passionate about shaping young minds?”

He nodded eagerly. “Oh yes, Ms. Farrow! I—”

“Save it,” I waved him off. “Can you alphabetize?”

“Alpha... what?”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Thank you for your time. Please close the door on your way out.”

As he left, I muttered under my breath, “And maybe enrol in a remedial English class while you’re at it.”

The next candidate waltzed in, reeking of cheap cologne. “Hey there, hot stuff. I’m—”

“Leaving,” I finished for him, pointing to the exit. “Now.”

He scurried out, tail between his legs.

I checked my watch. 

Three more to go. 

I briefly considered faking a heart attack to bring this misery to a close, but knowing my luck, none of these fucking idiots would know CPR, either.

The door creaked open again. A woman entered, her resume trembling in her hands.

“H-hello, Ms. Farrow. I’m here for the—”

“Interview, yes,” I finished, gesturing to the chair across from me. “Sit. Tell me, what makes you qualified for this position?”

She opened her mouth, closed it, then burst into tears.

I wondered if it was possible for me to get away with day-drinking in my classroom.

As she blubbered her way out, I called after her, “Don’t forget to hydrate!”

Two more to go. I braced myself, praying for a miracle or a sudden power outage. Anything to end this farce of an afternoon.

A vision in silk and curves drifted through my door, causing my breath to hitch. 

Lulu Lee, according to the resume I’d barely glanced at. 

Her almond eyes collided with mine, a flicker of recognition sparking between us.

“Ms. Farrow,” she said. “It’s been a while.”

“I’m sorry. Have we met before?”

She giggled, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. “You don’t remember? I was in your senior English class three years ago.”

“Shit,” I muttered, then caught myself. “I mean, of course! Lulu. You’ve... grown up.”

Her cheeks became rosy. “I hope that’s not a problem for the interview.”

“No, no,” I said quickly. “Please, sit. Tell me, what brings you back to this hellhole?”
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