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       CHAPTER ONE




    Mr. Peter Caine sweated profusely and grunted loudly as his cock slid deeper into the slick, welcome haven of Miss. Amy Price’s delectable pussy.




    “God that’s it, right there.” she whimpered hotly beneath him.




    The mahogany desk in the senior lecturers smart office was taking the weight of both of them as they indulged in a little afternoon pleasure at Keywood Upper College campus deep in the English countryside.




    Miss. Price was naked from the waist down, although her blouse was not affording much cover either. All of the pretty buttons were undone revealing her breasts, spilling out provocatively from the top of the plain, white balconette bra she often wore on college days.




    Above her Peter Caine, who still had both feet on the floor, was leaning on his elbows, his trousers around his ankles and his very hairy backside pointing towards the door.




    He pounded in and out of Amy’s body, mentally thanking the head for giving them both two free periods on a Wednesday afternoon.




    Amy began to squeal louder as her orgasm gripped her, waving both her legs, complete with navy, high heeled court shoes, in the air as Peter took his cue and came inside her with a satisfied shout.




    However, as he turned to pull up his trousers he was horrified to see, standing behind them in the doorway, second year college student Lucinda White.




    “My God girl!” he shouted, hurrying to maintain his dignity with Amy still sprawled in a most ungainly fashion across his desk.




    Lucinda covered her mouth with both hands as if deep in shock before running unceremoniously from the room.




    “My God,” Peter repeated before growling behind him, “For fucks sake get dressed Amy.”




    Amy Price did indeed get dressed, almost jumping from the desk in her haste to retrieve her simple underwear from the office floor.




    “Do you think she saw much?” she asked him.




    “She saw it all, I’m sure.” Peter rubbed his brow, “She must have done.”




    “How long do you think she’d been standing there?” Amy’s voice was almost shrill in its urgency.




    “Damn it, l don’t know! Hell Amy why didn’t you lock the damn door when you came in?”




    “You could have locked it yourself if you weren’t in such a hurry Peter.” Amy reminded him testily.




    Peter sat down in the large leather swivel chair and stared blankly at his office door. As if he could will it to go back in time and lock itself against the embarrassing intrusion.




    “I will sort this,” he said, “Damn girl shouldn’t be up this end of college in the first place, and she should have knocked.”




    Ten minutes later after sending Amy back to her own office, Peter had gathered his thoughts. He knew he needed to act quickly before the story was spread throughout the entire campus. He made his way down to the main reception where he spoke carefully to the college secretary,




    “Will you find out where Lucinda White is right now, and tell her to make her way to my office please?” he said as pleasantly as he could, before adding “Immediately.” In a tone that left no-one in any uncertainty about his smouldering agitation. Then he headed back there himself to wait.




    When Lucinda knocked quietly on the door just a few minutes later Peter was ready for her. He’d paced the room in an attempt to clear his mind and calm his nerves. It wouldn’t do to show fear.




    He was pleased to find the girl quite contrite when he opened the door, her eyes were downcast and her posture slightly nervous.




    “Ah Lucinda,” he spoke almost paternally, “Do come in and take a seat.” He gestured to the smaller of the two office chairs and watched as she sat herself down, demurely straightening her skirt and raising her eyes momentarily as if trying to gage his anger towards her.




    Peter took the seat opposite her and rested his palms on his knees as he spoke very clearly and carefully.




    “Now Lucinda, we seem to have got ourselves into an uncomfortable situation don’t we?”




    “Yes sir.” Lucinda replied, her voice barely audible.




    “Perhaps you can explain first and foremost why you felt the need to disturb me in my office during my lunch hour? And then you can explain to me why you didn’t knock before entering.”




    Lucinda paused, looking upwards into his face beneath curly eyelashes; she painted a perfect picture of beauty and innocence.




    “I came to ask you to sign an absence form sir, l have an interview next week,” she said, “l didn’t knock because…” she looked away biting her bottom lip.




    “Why Lucinda,” he prompted, “Why didn’t you knock?”




    “I don’t know sir; l heard noises and l suppose l was curious.”




    This threw Peter Caine momentarily and he glanced away briefly, the girl could hear them? Who else could hear them? He cleared his throat.




    “Curious? About what Lucinda?” he tried.




    “I knew that Amy, l mean Miss. Price was in here with you,” she gazed steadily at him as she spoke, “And l could hear strange noises.”




    “Could you indeed, well that really does not give you the right to come marching into my office to spy on me and my…well, whoever else might be in here.”




    “No sir, sorry sir, like l said l was curious.”




    Lucinda’s demure gaze and gentle, pleasing voice was beginning to get under Peter Caine’s skin. Was she flirting with him?




    “Was your curiosity sated Lucinda?” he asked.




    “No sir, l couldn’t really see much from where l stood.” she replied, just a hint of a smile beginning to play around her full, glossy lips.




    “Right, well, l think you probably saw far too much Lucinda, far too much, and now l want to know exactly what you intend to do about this.”




    “Do sir? What do you mean, do?” Lucinda’s eyes opened in mock innocence.




    “Don’t play games with me Lucinda,” Peter growled, “We both know this could cost me and Amy, erm, Miss. Price our jobs. Who do you intend sharing this information with?”




    “That depends sir.”




    Oh God here it comes, blackmail? She had him. Hook, line and proverbial sinker. Shit.




    He sighed heavily, his eyes searching Lucinda’s for clues as to how much she was going to expect from him.




    “Teach me.” Lucinda broke the silence.




    “You need extra help with your course?” Peter was bewildered. Was that it?




    Lucinda uncrossed her legs and stood directly in front of Peter’s chair.




    “No sir,” she purred, playfully twirling an auburn curl around her index finger, “I want you to help me with my love life.”




    Peter frowned, trying to process the information that would help him to understand her request.




    “You need advice?” he asked.




    Lucinda threw back her head and laughed, before taking pity on him.




    “Sex, Mr. Caine,” she said bluntly, “I want you to teach me how to be a better lover.”




    Peter stood up and walked towards the door, opening it to check up and down the corridor for any unwelcomed eavesdroppers. Was this a joke? Was she trying to set him up?




    “I’m serious Mr. Caine,” Lucinda spoke, reading his thoughts. “I haven’t had much experience and l would like you to teach me, it’s as simple and sordid as that I’m afraid. I want to be able to please men the way Amy pleased you sir.”




    “I thought you said you didn’t see much?” Peter tried.




    “Well maybe l saw a bit more than l first thought sir.” she grinned.




    “How old are you?” Peter stared at her.




    “Nineteen sir, I’m in my second year.”




    Peter stepped outside his office again to check the corridor, half expecting to find Lucinda’s giggling friends hiding outside. When he saw the corridor was empty he walked to his window and looked out across the empty playing fields. What a mess this was. He ran a tired hand through his greying hair and tried to find a solution in his mind that wouldn’t involve getting deeper into trouble.




    “What if l refuse?” he asked her eventually.




    “Mr. Caine! I can’t believe you would turn down the chance to have regular sex with a nineteen year old! I am offering myself willingly to you sir, am l that unattractive?” Lucinda sounded suitably offended.




    “No. No of course not. Lucinda you must know that l could lose my job if this gets out? Having any kind of relationship, sexual or otherwise, with students is simply not permitted.”




    “Neither is getting down and dirty during college time with members of staff, is it sir?”




    Shit.




    “What exactly do you want me to do Lucinda?” Peter sighed as he sat back down and leaned forward in his chair.
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