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Chapter one

Him





The auditorium was silent, each student’s head bent over their desks as they worked away on their essays. The clock above the door ticked its steady countdown to the end of class as I swept my gaze from one side of the room to the other, ensuring that everyone was focused and not fucking around on their phones or doing anything else disruptive. My eyes came to a stop on Kristy Henderson as she happened to look up at me. When our gazes met, her cheeks reddened, and she dropped her eyes back to her paper. 

Good. It appeared that her advisor had managed to speak to her about her inappropriate behaviour, trying to get me alone and making some not-so-subtle attempts at seduction. While her outward appearance was unarguably attractive, that couldn’t hide the self-centredness inside. If I’d given in it wouldn’t have lasted, and then she’d have tried to ruin me in retaliation. That wasn’t conceit, just years of observational experience of college students. There was nothing of substance in the papers she’d turned in for the course, I couldn’t imagine her hiding stimulating conversation for real life. Young men from amongst her peer group might not be able to see it, or at least they’d allow their cocks to overlook a dangerous woman. However, I hadn’t been young for many years and had successfully survived my youthful folly.

No, now I wanted someone with substance. Someone intelligent as well as attractive who could hold her own in conversation. Someone with a fiery passion who would yield to me, so that I could guide her to mutual pleasure. If I were being completely honest, someone like Veronica James; right side, second row, aisle seat.

Just thinking about her, my eyes tried to search her out, but I resisted. I would not let my baser instincts dictate my actions. She was whip-smart, contributing thoughtful and enthusiastic dialogue during class discussions. And, yes, she was undeniably attractive. Anyone with eyesight would find her face and curves appealing. But letting my dick rule me had stopped in college as I matured, seemingly earlier than my peers.

I also wasn’t the type of man to use my authority to seduce innocent young women. Not only was that abhorrent to me as a person but watching the fallout when other staff were caught – and they were always caught – ensured that I kept interactions with my students completely aboveboard.

No, I saw dozens of aesthetically pleasing people every day. I had the control to stop my eyes from drifting to her, only looking at her as I would any other student who was speaking. Of course, if my thoughts drifted to her while I lay in bed at night, cock in hand, stroking myself to pleasure as I imagined her on her knees in front of me, naked with her hands behind her back while I fucked her mouth … well, they couldn’t dismiss me from my teaching position for private thoughts.








