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For my dirty talkin’ man…thanks for the inspiration.

 

 


 

 

 

 

“She had not known the weight until she felt the freedom.”

—Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter


 

 

 

Note to my studious readers,

 

This story was created originally for an anthology therefore it had to meet certain size requirements. It is all kinds of smokin’ instalove that’ll have you fanning yourself until the very end.

Please take a seat and open your book…

Class is now in session.

 

Your naughty teacher,

Mrs. K. Webster
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Monday

 

I’m a bastard.

This whole goddamned town reminds me daily with their upturned noses and silent sneers. Fatherless. A poor kid in a rich man’s world. Out of place.

It used to bother me. For the first fourteen years of my life, it truly fucking did. There was a time I’d let those other kids tease me or pick on me. They’d throw punches at the kid whose mother didn’t work at all but instead lived off the money of her baby daddy—a daddy I had no clue about. I didn’t even know what his name was.

By the time I turned fifteen, I’d had enough.

Brock Henderson teased me one too many times about my mom being a whore, and I lost it. Sent my fist right through his nose and leveled his ass in the school gym. When he’d gotten back up with blood spurting from his now crooked nose, he narrowed his eyes at me and told me, You’ve got balls, kid. And from that moment on, he and I were friends. I no longer took shit from anyone else, and with a kid like Brock as a friend, life became tremendously easy.

I’d like to say that at eighteen, life is perfect. That I’m happy and eager to be going off to Dartmouth along with my buddy Brock. That my future is bright and that one day I’ll meet the right girl and be a father to my own children…and they’ll know my fucking name.

But I’m not happy.

Life isn’t perfect.

I’m furious and always raging on the inside. The need to know who my father is consumes me. Not so I can become his friend or forge a relationship with the loser. No, I want to punish him. I want to find the rich shithead and ruin his life. Show him you can’t ignore the sperm-come-to-life you shot into some random woman.

That sperm will come back to fucking haunt you.

“Aut. Aut. Aut. Author.”

At hearing my full name, my entire body thrums to life with fury. My dumbass mother wanted to name me Arthur but apparently the woman was better at getting knocked up by deadbeats than spelling. Another thorn in my side. Having to explain to everyone my name is pronounced Arthur but spelled like Author. Most people call me Aut—pronounced Ott—unless they don’t know me. Fuck, sometimes I want to legally change my name.

“What?” I snarl and jerk around to glare at Brock.

He laughs and quirks up a dark eyebrow. “What’s got your panties in a wad this morning? You on the rag? Should I have brought some Ben and Jerry’s as a peace offering, bitch?”

I roll my eyes and flip his trig book shut, knowing it will annoy him. “Fuck off and don’t say that shit, or I’ll break your nose again.”

Irritation mars his features as he dutifully opens his book back to the page we’re supposed to be working on. Brock is like me. We’re studious as hell but we’ll also beat anyone’s ass who looks at us the wrong way. Nobody messes with either of us. In fact, everyone wants to be us. The chicks certainly want to be with us or on us…

“Can you break it straight this time? Every time I look in the mirror, I think of you,” he grumbles.

I smirk. “Do you whack off when you’re thinking of me?”

Before he can answer, our first period trigonometry teacher, Mr. Ludkin, comes waddling in. Ludkin is old as fuck—probably in his early seventies and eccentric as hell. He drinks his coffee black and his hair is white. We’ve learned more about his garden gnomes than we have about actual useful information that will help us in college. His tests come straight from the book, so Brock and I call this our fuck-off class because we can literally text each other the entire time and not miss a damn thing.

The day goes by quickly. Second period AP Physics. Third period Mandarin III. Fourth period is another fuck-off class—gym. Lunch off campus is next. Fifth is AP US Government and Politics. And finally, sixth period, my favorite, AP English.

Mrs. Lovell is in her late sixties and snappy. She knows everything—believe me, I’ve tested her—and isn’t afraid to put anyone in their place. After a few weeks of badgering her at the beginning of the school year, we sort of came to an agreement. She’s smart as fuck, and I’m almost there. I soon became her trusted grading assistant and official carrier of shit to her car after school each day.

I stare out the window from my desk as I wonder how she gets all her crap into the school in the first place. Personally, I think she just likes making me work. But that’s not true, either. Over my entire senior year, I’ve watched her health decline. She was once vibrant and actually pretty funny. Now, her skin is sickly grey, her hair is patchy and thin, and her smiles are fewer and further between with each passing day. The old bat refuses to talk about what’s wrong, but I’ve deduced it’s cancer or some other deadly disease. She isn’t simply aging. My grandma aged and did it quite gracefully—over many, many years. Mrs. Lovell is sick. One simply doesn’t get old in a matter of months. Only an illness could take someone like her downhill so fast. Last Friday, she could barely stand without effort and put on a movie instead of lecturing.

“Hi, Aut,” a sweet voice purrs from behind me.

I look over my shoulder to see Dahna blinking innocently at me. She and I have fucked a few times, but despite her rockin’ body with tits as big as melons, she’s kind of boring in the sack. Just lies there with her fingers tangled in my hair trying to make eye contact. I don’t fucking do eye contact. The problem was solved when I started fucking her over tables and shit. Whatever I could find. Hard to make eye contact when your face is smashed into your father’s expensive living room furniture.

“Hey,” I tell her and turn my head to look out into the parking lot. Usually I can see Mrs. Lovell’s old, grey Honda from here. Today, the spot remains empty. An uneasiness settles in the pit of my stomach.

“Daddy’s going out of town for business not this Friday but the next and taking Mom with. My little brother is staying with a friend. I’ll have the house to myself. I thought maybe you and I could…” She drones on but my attention is no longer on her. My attention is instead on the sleek, black Audi TT coupe that whips into Mrs. Lovell’s assigned spot. The old woman doesn’t splurge on new slacks despite how worn they are, refuses to buy Starbucks here at the school because it’s too expensive and therefore brings her own coffee, and has driven the same car since she drove it off the lot back in ‘95. There’s no way that’s her car.

“So, what do you say, Autty? You, me, some wine coolers, and your cock in my mouth?”

Dahna’s words jolt me and my cock to attention. She may be a terrible lay, but I quite like fucking her face from time to time. “Yeah, sure. No wine coolers, though. Buy some real shit, babe.”

She lets out a breathy gasp and agrees too quickly—too fucking desperately for one of the hottest chicks in our school. “Yes! Of course. Whatever you want.”

“And don’t call me Autty,” I order lowly, a slight growl to my voice before looking back out the window.

The car door flings open, the late March wind catching the damn thing, and slams into Mr. Dickerson’s minivan. I let out a snort. I’m amused until a long, creamy, slender leg in a black stiletto sticks out of the car. Another leg joins it, equally as sexy as the first. Smooth and shiny. Hot as fuck. My cock twitches in my pants, and I discretely adjust myself so Dumb Dahna doesn’t notice and think it’s because of her. The woman eventually climbs out of the car, so I can take a decent look at her.

Tall. She has to be at least five foot nine or ten.

A flowy black skirt that would hit most women at the knee, but for this one, given her height, just reaches her mid-thigh. She’s matched it with a white cardigan that demurely hides her full B, maybe C-cup sized breasts. And her shoulder-length light brown hair blows wildly in the wind.

She appears frustrated and frazzled. I know this by the irritated way in which she swipes her hair out of her mouth and bends over to inspect the damage of Mr. Dickerson’s piece-of-shit minivan. I’m staring at her nice ass when the wind picks up again and blows that little skirt of hers straight up in the air. The glimpse at her simple white panties makes me hard as fuck. I straighten in my chair and lick at my lips. I’m hungry for this woman who is now desperately trying to straighten her clothes while she frantically looks around to make sure nobody saw.

Tearing my gaze from her, I glance at my peers. Everyone is engaged in chatter, talking about college plans and summer vacations that we’ll all no doubt be partaking in once school ends in six weeks. Even Dahna is babbling to her friend Karly about manicures or some shit. Nobody saw the long legs and her white panties.

No, that was all for me.

Smirking, I return my gaze to the window but am disappointed to see she’s no longer there. I resolve to stalk the whole school until I find her as soon as this last class of the day is over. I want to talk to her. To fucking look at her some more.

I’m still lost in thought when a clack of high heels drags my gaze to the door of the classroom. Long Legs is striding into the classroom, a bright green bag with a turtle emblem on her shoulder. Her cheeks are blazing red and her hair is messy. She glances quickly over the other students, no doubt gauging whether or not anyone saw her wind mishap outside. Since nobody seems to be paying her any attention, she seems relieved and her shoulders relax.

Until me.

The moment her golden light brown eyes the color of honey meet mine, they widen. She glances from me to the window where her car is visible. I flicker my gaze to her car, as well. When our eyes meet again, she bites on her lip. I know she made the connection.

I fucking saw her panties and I’m still hard over that fact.

Surprise flashes over her features. Maybe even fear. Whatever it is, she tenses back up and tears her eyes from mine, opting for the floor instead.

She’s intimidated and afraid.

It’s written all over her. Hunched shoulders. Shaking hands. Quivering body. Wobbling lip. If she could, she’d tuck her head in her turtle bag and hide.

I’m not going to hurt you, little turtle. I just want to taste you.

She takes a deep breath and straightens up. Her eyes refuse to meet mine again as she drops her things on the desk and takes purposeful steps over to the board. I can see her panty line through her skirt. It makes me want to lift it just so I can see those plain white panties again—panties no girl in this school would be caught dead wearing. But this woman is no girl. She’s older and hot as fuck. Her simple panties only make her more alluring.

Her throat clears as she writes her name on the board.

Mrs. Macmillan.

Married.

That should bother me, but it doesn’t. Nothing deters me when I want something.

“Hello, everyone,” she says, her voice a bit of a squeak before she strengthens it. “I’m Mrs. Macmillan. I’ll be your substitute teacher for the rest of the year.”

My thoughts are back on Mrs. Lovell. Worry seeps through me.

She continues on. “Your regular teacher is ill. She assures us that she’ll be okay but will need more rest. You’re more than welcome to email her with your well-wishes.”

“How old are you?” Jack Turner questions from the desk directly in front of her.

Her neck heats and blazes crimson. “I’m twenty-ei—” She cuts off and swallows. “Actually, it doesn’t matter how old I am. I’m your teacher and you’re my student.”

He turns and flashes his friend a grin. A smile that says, I’m going to hit that. No, fucker, you won’t be hitting that. That is mine.

“Anyway,” she rushes out and yanks a notebook from her turtle bag, “we’re going to pick up where you left off last week. Looks like you’d been assigned to read Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter. Why don’t we discuss the story?”

Why don’t we discuss the story?

This woman has no idea what the fuck she’s talking about. You can’t just ask the class to discuss an entire book. Those shitheads will just use it to talk about anything and everything. Sure enough, the class becomes a dull roar as everyone speaks at once. Her light brown eyes become slightly glassy and a frown plays at her lips. Those expressive eyebrows of hers furl together in frustration. I’m not sure if she’s ever taught a class before, but she certainly doesn’t belong in front of a class of AP English students who are mere weeks away from attending college.

Her weak attempts to silence the class fall on deaf ears. After several moments, she gives up. Simply throws in the towel four minutes into her first day and sits in Mrs. Lovell’s chair. Her chin tucks down against her chest, and she reminds me of a fucking turtle retreating into her shell—hell, she even has a damn turtle bag.

After another minute of the irritating roar of my class, I stand abruptly. The class, used to my being the teacher’s assistant and taking roll, turns their attention toward me. The sicker Mrs. Lovell would get, the more she’d rely on me to grade papers and to calm the class when she didn’t have the energy to do so. They’re used to my commanding presence.

“Who feels more guilt? Dimmesdale or Hester?” I question, my voice loud and nearly a bark, demanding all eyes and ears on me.

The class silences and a few thumb through their notebooks. Mrs. Macmillan still refuses to lift her gaze as I stride over to the board.

“Hester was the whore,” Stan Wickerson suggests. “Right?”

Rolling my eyes, I ignore his comment. “Dahna? Who feels more guilt?”

Her bright blue eyes widen at being called on, and I can see the frantic look in them. She doesn’t want to disappoint me because she wants my cock in every one of her holes. I bore my gaze into hers—Miss I Love Eye Contact—and am disappointed when she looks down at her desk. “I don’t know. I didn’t really pay much attention.”

Finally, Jack answers. “Hester learned to come to terms with what she’d done. So I’m going to say Dimmesdale. He’s the one who violated his own values he preached against.”

“Exactly,” I tell him with a nod. “Therefore, Hester forgives herself for the crime. It’s Dimmesdale who cannot.”

Several students take notes. As Mrs. Macmillan remains silent at her desk, I continue the lecture and then assign them to read the next two chapters. And the moment the last student leaves, the classroom, I fucking pounce.

“You’re lucky Principal Harden didn’t witness your stage fright stint back there. You’d be fired on the spot. You do realize parents pay over twelve thousand a semester for their children to learn from the brightest teachers here. Substitute or not, you did a crap job,” I tell her bluntly.

She flinches at my words but finally lifts her gaze to me. Her lashes flutter as her honey eyes widen in shock. Now that I’m closer, I can see a smattering of freckles over her cute nose and cheeks. “What’s your name?” she questions in a whisper.

I sit down on the edge of the desk, my knee brushing up against the arm of the chair she sits in, and frown down at her. “Author Banks. Call me Aut.”

Her brows scrunch together in confusion. “Who’s your father, Author?”

The sudden mention of my father has anger boiling inside of me and me ignoring the fact that she called me by my full first name only my mother gets away with saying. “I don’t know him. What the hell does that matter?”

She drops her head again. This whole cowering-when-spoken-to-firmly is starting to really piss me off. Reaching toward her, I start to grip her chin but think better of it. Instead, I give her a little wave until our eyes meet again. “Stop doing that. Look at me, lady.”

She swallows, and her lip wobbles as if she might cry. With a sigh, I soften. “Just look at me. I’m trying to help you. If you appear intimidated, the class will eat you for lunch. You’re scared of your own shadow. Mrs. Macmillan, you need to chill the hell out.”

“I think I’m in over my head,” she admits, her light eyes flickering up to mine.

“You’ll do fine,” I assure her, flashing her a wide grin. “But I suggest you actually read The Scarlet Letter this week.”

One side of her lips quirks up into a half-smile. “Was it really that obvious?”

Smirking, I hop off the desk. “Very.”

A throaty chuckle—a sound that makes its way straight to my dick—escapes her. “The student schools the teacher.”
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Tuesday

 

Today, I’m prepared. As the other students file into the classroom, bullshitting with one another, my eyes are glued to the parking lot. And like clockwork, just like yesterday, Mrs. Macmillan’s Audi flies into Mrs. Lovell’s spot. When she climbs out, her eyes flit to the window where I’m watching her. She’s wearing a tight-as-fuck pencil skirt today so there won’t be any free panty shots this afternoon. Our eyes meet and she gives me a nervous wave. I acknowledge her with a tip of my chin. Five minutes later and she’s breezing into the classroom with her stupid turtle bag on her shoulder.

Punctuality is not her strong suit.

“Hello, class,” she greets softly with a pretty smile.

Nobody returns her greeting as they’re all too busy horsing around and acting like idiots. Her smile falls, which causes an ache in my chest. Something about her makes me want to wrap my arms around her and protect her from whatever it is that’s made her this way.

“I thought today we could go over the two chapters from last night,” she peeps.

The roar of voices grows louder, as if she never entered the classroom. Her cute nose scrunches up in frustration. She flits her gaze to mine, silently pleading for help. I’d saved her yesterday, and it’s clear she’s hoping for another rescue mission. Letting her squirm for a moment, I peruse my gaze down her nice body. The white button down top she’s wearing is neatly tucked into her skirt and gapes a tiny bit over her full tits. What I wouldn’t give to pop that button with my teeth and suck on her nipple until she screeched loud enough to get the entire class’s attention.

I wink at her, hoping my dirty thoughts are transparent. A flush of red paints her slender neck. Those honey eyes widen, and she bites down on her plump pink lip. She’s hot as fuck. Every teenager fantasizes about fucking their hot teacher. I never had a teacher worth fucking until yesterday.

And I will fuck her.

Her lashes flutter at me as she tries to turn her shy gaze away from me. But like a deer caught in a pair of headlights, she can’t look away. Mrs. Macmillan wants me to crash into her. Problem is, I’m a force to be reckoned with. A woman like her doesn’t stand a chance. I will devour and decimate every silky inch of her tight body.

If she gives me an inch, I’m going to take that motherfucking mile.

“Um, class,” she says, her voice rising a couple of octaves.

The dumbasses are still ignoring the stunning woman. How, is beyond me. I can’t fucking take my eyes off her.

“Stop your yapping, punks,” I boom, startling the girl in front of me. The noise level is half of what it was. “Teach is trying to say something.”

A boy named Charlie Douglas sniggers. “You sure are partial to her. You and Mrs. Macmillan got something going on?” He waggles his eyebrows much to our substitute teacher’s horror.

Instead of denying his dumb accusation, I simply smirk and shrug my shoulders. She turns several shades darker with embarrassment.

“There is nothing going on,” she snips, a little too defensively to be believable. Her eyes keep straying to me. At least my fine-ass teacher thinks I’m hot, too.

Charlie starts laughing and punches his friend. “Lucky bastard.”

“Next chapter!” she screeches.

The rest of the period I sit in my desk, my dick semi-hard, as Mrs. Macmillan clumsily gets through her lecture. It’s a step ahead of yesterday’s fail but she’s doing better. Today, though, instead of waiting around after the last bell rings, she snatches her bag and bolts from the room.

Dumb Dahna starts to talk to me about this weekend, but I’m already out of my seat and hot on the sub’s heels. I see a flash of her hair as she pushes into the faculty restroom. Before the door closes, I slip through and follow her inside. She didn’t bother to lock the door. Her palms are on the sink and she stares at her reflection, defeat written all over it.

“That was better than yesterday,” I say, my voice a low growl as I lock the bathroom door.

Her eyes follow my action in the mirror. A quiver ripples down her spine. I’d almost think she was afraid of me by how hard she shudders. But people who are afraid don’t rub their thighs together. People who are afraid don’t turn bright pink and part their lips when a handsome, younger man locks himself into the bathroom with them.

“This skirt is more suitable for the job,” I mutter, taking slow steps toward her. “I like it.”

Her perfect mouth parts open, and an image of me shoving my cock into it gets me hard as fuck. I clear my throat and crowd her from behind without touching her.

“Y-You can’t be in here,” she stutters, finally finding her voice.

I flash her a crooked grin in the mirror. When I lean forward to access her ear, she lets out a shocked gasp.

“I’m here, aren’t I?” My smug tone irritates her because her brows furl together.

“You should leave.”

I raise an eyebrow at her. “Should I? You don’t want to talk about Hester?”

Her throat bobs as she swallows. “This is inappropriate. You being in here with me like this.”

Narrowing my eyes in the mirror, I let my gaze fall to her chest that heaves with breath before flicking it up to her heat-filled eyes. “I guess I’ll leave then,” I breathe against her silky brown hair near her ear.

Her gasp of relief is audible as I stalk out of the bathroom.

A few more days and Mrs. Macmillan will be begging for my cock.
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Wednesday

 

“You like me,” I announce after class.

Her eyes lift to mine and crimson paints her cheeks, giving her away. “I like all of the students.”

Chuckling, I waltz up to where she sits at the desk. “But me especially. Admit it.”

She fights a smile and it’s too fucking cute. “Well, you do know your literature.”

“Smartest in the class.” I wink just to see her flush.

“Quite full of yourself, too,” she murmurs.

“Just stating truths, Mrs. Macmillan.” I shrug my shoulders and grin. “I’m the best looking guy you’ve ever seen, huh?”

A half-laugh, half-scoff escapes her. “I’m married.” She waves her ring finger at me.

“And I’m better looking than him,” I retort, grabbing her finger. She lets out a whine and attempts to pull her grasp from mine. Leaning over, I inspect the gigantic ring glistening under the classroom lights. “Tell me the truth. It’s just us. I’m hotter, right?”

Something flashes briefly in her eyes, but then her phone buzzes in her purse, wiping the smile right from her face. She shoots me an apologetic glance as she answers, simultaneously jerking her hand from my grasp.

“Hi.” Her voice is choked and nervous. Those honey eyes fall to the desk where she fidgets with her ring. Whoever she’s talking to, she clearly doesn’t like. “Yeah, okay.” A frown. Someone—a man—practically shouts on the other end. “I’m sorry.” A whisper. “I’ll remember next time.” Her voice wobbles.

Anger flares through me. Crossing my arms over my chest, I wait for her to end her call. But the prick on the other end just keeps on yelling. Mrs. Macmillan keeps cringing. When her eyes dare to meet mine, she’s once again the meek woman from the first day. I’m sorry. My husband. See you tomorrow. Her mouthed words sour my stomach.

I can hear her whispering apologies for God only knows what as I storm out the door.
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I’m a dickhead. And a bit of a stalker. Because here I sit in my car, waiting for her to exit the school. Her husband is a douche for talking to her that way. I wait just outside the door with my car turned off. Teachers and students slowly leave until the only two cars left are mine and hers. The minutes tick by slowly. I’m getting hungry and nearly give up on her when the side door swings open. Her hair curtains around her face as she hangs her head down. That pretty milky flesh on her face is splotchy red, as if she’s been crying.

Fucking asshole made her cry.

As she descends the steps, I whistle to get her attention. Her head snaps up. Those stunning honey eyes are red-rimmed. It boils my blood. I hate her husband and I don’t even know him.

“Got a sec?” I question through the open window, motioning for the seat beside me.

She glances nervously around her. Nobody is here but us. Realizing this, she nods and climbs into the passenger seat, dropping her dumb turtle bag and purse between her legs. The motion causes her skirt to ride up her pale thighs. It takes everything in me to drag my gaze from the sexy-as-hell sight.

“Your husband’s a dick,” I tell her pointedly.

She bristles at my words. “Did you need something?”

Our eyes meet. She’s tired and mentally beat down.

“I need you…” I trail off, my voice growling lowly. Her eyes widen and her pink bitable lips pop open. “To tell me what that was all about,” I finish.

Red paints her throat. Her gaze falls to her lap. “It was nothing. Just Dev being Dev.”

We sit in silence for several minutes, her picking at her fingernail and me clenching my jaw. Eventually, I reach over and lay my hand over hers.

“You deserve better than that,” I tell her in a firm tone.

Her body freezes at my words.

“Mrs. Macmillan,” I say, squeezing her hand. “You deserve someone who doesn’t yell at you and make you cry. Say it. And look at me when you do.”

She slowly turns to look up at me under hooded lashes. The frown on her lips is fucking adorable. My dick agrees as it hardens beneath my slacks.

“I don’t—Author, this is not your busin—”

“Say it.”

A flash of anger flickers in her honey eyes, showing a woman with a little fight inside. I want to pull her right out and teach her how to handle fuckers like her husband.

“Say it,” I repeat. “Then you can leave.”

“I deserve better.” Her words are barely muttered, but she says them. “I need to get home. I’m sorry I unloaded on you. Thank you.”

She scrambles out of the car but leaves her sweet scent hanging in the air behind her.

I watch her ass jiggle all the way to her Audi.

Mrs. Macmillan deserves much better. Not saying I’m that guy—but at least I’d show her a good time. Her husband’s probably a terrible fucking lay, anyway.

One day soon, pretty lady.
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Thursday

 

The bell rings after class and I lean back in my seat, waiting for the fucking class to leave. Dumb Dahna vies for my attention but I look down at my phone, ignoring her until she leaves with a pissy huff. Once the class is gone, I pocket my phone and hone in on Mrs. Macmillan.

Today she’s wearing a skirt similar to the one she wore the first day. But shorter. Much fucking shorter. As if she’s trying to give every goddamned male student a hard-on. Naughty teacher. She’s paired her risqué skirt with a tight, cream-colored cardigan. Once again, those buttons are just begging to be plucked off one by one with my teeth.

“You can’t keep hanging around each day,” she mutters from the front of the classroom. Her body is turned away from me as she swipes away the chalk from her lesson. It wasn’t a Mrs. Lovell lesson but it was a thousand times better than that first attempt.

I slip out of my seat and saunter over to her. With vigor and a poor attempt to tune me out, she erases the board. Leaning against a section that still needs cleaning, I wait for her eyes to meet mine.

And they do.

Each day in class, she’s sought out my gaze. I’m not sure if she’s into me or likes the support or what. But every fucking day she spends more time than a substitute teacher should looking at her student.

Those stolen peeks also get me hard as fuck.

Pretty much everything about this woman has me dying to touch her. To taste her. To fuck her until she can’t remember that asshole’s name.

“Why shouldn’t I?” I question with a smirk. Stepping forward, I lean into her until I can feel the heat from her body saturating mine. She smells so fucking sweet—all florally and shit.

She huffs out in frustration, but those eyes are on my face. Her tongue darts out and she licks at her bottom lip. I want to lick that lip so much it hurts. The small flicker in her eyes says she’s both unnerved by my close proximity and equally excited. “Because I’m your teacher,” she says finally.

Raising an eyebrow at her, I deliberately stroke her cheek with my thumb and tug away some hair still stuck to her face. The touch seems to jolt her to life, and her eyes meet mine. Nervous and afraid but warm and inviting.

“I could teach you a whole lot, Mrs. Macmillan,” I murmur, my eyes never leaving hers.

Her pouty lips part open to let out a tiny sigh. When I reach for her this time, she doesn’t flinch. Instead, her eyes flutter closed. I brush my thumb along her lips and wonder just how fucking amazing it would be to have those perfect lips around my aching cock.

When her cell buzzes from her bag, she jerks away from me. Her wide eyes turn shameful as she breaks our eye contact to hurry over to the desk. She quickly replies to a text and then clears her throat. I stalk after her—a lion eager to mate. I’m directly behind her when she turns around to face me. Her entire body seems to lean toward me, but she holds her palms up to me in a defensive motion.

As if I would hurt her.

I’m not that prick who talks to her as if she’s a piece of shit.

“I’m sorry,” she says, “I’ve behaved unprofessionally. You caught me in a weak moment. Again.”

I rub my thumb and finger together, enjoying the wetness still there from her mouth. “I’m never weak. If you want to survive around here, you have to toughen up. What’s got you so frazzled anyway?”

She risks a glance at me. “Nothing a boy should worry himself over.”

Her comment irritates me, and I crowd her. Even though she’s tall, I still tower several inches over her. I grab on to the back of her neck and grip the base of her hair so I can tug it down to where she is forced to look up at me. Her lips once again part. Those wide honey eyes are staring fearfully at me. With my other hand, I grab on to her hip and pull her against me so she can feel my erection between us.

“Do I feel like a goddamned boy?” I seethe, heat from my body scorching hers. “Do I look like a goddamned boy?”

“N-No,” she admits. “Please don’t hit me.”

Her words startle me, and I release her, stumbling back several steps. “Why the fuck would I hit you?”

She reaches for me—fucking reaches for me—and all but pleads with me. “I’m sorry. Don’t tell anyone I said that. I didn’t mean it.” Her teeth capture her bottom lip, and she bites down with a worried look on her face. If she wasn’t such a fucking fraidy cat, I’d tug that lip from her teeth and kiss the hell out of her. Lover, I am. Hitter, I am not.

“I’m not your asshole husband,” I bite out at her. “I would never hit you.”

Relief washes over her. “I’m sorry.” Her finger goes to her lips, and she narrows her eyes at me as if something is on the tip of her tongue. Something she’s afraid to voice but so desperately wants to.

“Out with it.”

She stares at me in confusion. “Out with what?”

“Tell me what you were thinking just now. What you wanted to say to me.”

“No, I better not.”

Stalking back over to her, I ignore the way she flinches and grab ahold of her jaw. A whine escapes her when I make her look at me. Fire flashes briefly in her eyes before it dulls to fear. I want to see more of that anger. That motherfucking heat. Not this wimpy-ass bullshit.

“Fucking tell me, Mrs. Macmillan.”

“You look just like someone.”

I blink at her but don’t speak, giving her a chance to continue without me having to force the information out of her.

“Who?”

“My husband.”

Her words surprise me, and a smile tilts my lips up. “Are you wondering if I fuck like that prick? The answer is no,” I tell her smugly. “I fuck a thousand times better.”

“I, no, I was…” she trails off, horror painting her face red.

Smirking, I release her and stride over to my desk to collect my things. She doesn’t say a word as I snatch my book bag and head toward the door. Once I reach it, I turn to look at her over my shoulder. “One of these days, and soon, I’m going to peel your panties right from your tight ass with my teeth like I’ve been dying to do since Monday. And then I’m going to pocket them. Watch you squirm as you lecture the class about shit you don’t know anything about while you’re bare underneath your skirt. Married or not, by the end of this semester, you’re going to be begging for every last thick inch of my cock buried deep inside you.”

She gasps and shakes her head as if to deny it will happen. It’s fucking happening.

“See you tomorrow, Mrs. Macmillan.”
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“Hey, Aut,” a voice chirps as I climb out of my car in my driveway. I nearly roll my eyes to see Aubrey Nolan perched on the steps to my front door.

“What do you want?” I ask my annoying neighbor. Even though we both live in a high-end neighborhood, her parents can’t afford to send her to my private school, so she attends the public school here in town. Today she’s wearing a pair of cutoff shorts that reveal her tanned, curvy legs. The girl practically begs for my cock every afternoon. Some days, I’m nice and let her have a taste—she’s getting pretty decent at cocksucking. After today’s sexual frustration, though, I’m going to let Aubrey have the whole fucking meal.

“I wanted to see if you wanted to go to a movie or something later,” she says and stands, bouncing toward me. Her tits are small and cute. I’ve yet to see them bare.

When she reaches me, instead of doing the usual and stepping away from her, I let her hug me. She smells nice, like cherry popsicles. I wonder if her tits taste as good as she smells. As soon as her arms wrap around my middle, I let my palm stray to her round ass.

“How many guys have you fucked?” I blurt out, giving her ass a hard squeeze that makes her squawk like a baby bird.

“Geez, Aut,” she grumbles but can’t hide the smile in her voice, “right to the point with you, huh?”

I roll my eyes and have the urge to push her away from me. If it weren’t for the dire need to get my dick wet while I dream about Mrs. Macmillan, I’d have already told Little Miss Coy to go the fuck home. “It’s a simple question which requires a simple answer. I like to know what sort of history a girl has before I sink my cock into her.”

She squirms at my words and lifts her chin up to look at me. The girl practically has hearts in her goddamned eyes. “Just one and it only happened a couple of times. He didn’t really—”

I cut her off by slamming my mouth to hers. She tastes like she’s recently consumed apple juice, and I want to see what other parts of her taste sweet. The fact that she’s not a virgin is enough to make the decision to fuck her an easy one.

When I break away from her, her lips are swollen and bright red, the scruff of my five o’ clock shadow scratching her soft skin raw. I want to mark the rest of her up just for the hell of it. Grabbing her shoulders, I turn her and give her a small shove toward the house. “Get up to my room and get naked.”

She gives me a small smile over her shoulder before doing as she’s told. Good girl. Sauntering after her, I attempt to avoid Mom as I chase after my eager fuck. Of course, I don’t get off that easy. Literally.

“Well, hello to you too, Author,” Mom says with a slight slur from the darkened living room. “Where are you off to in such a hurry?”

With a sigh, I stride over to her and plant a kiss on top of her head. “To tutor Aubrey.” Not a lie. The girl could learn a few tricks. “How was your day?”

She sets her now empty tumbler down on the side table and looks up at me with tired eyes. “Just like every day. Lonely without my boy.”

Guilt infects me and I suppress a groan. “I’ll be gone this summer. Four years, Mom. What will you do without me for four long years?”

A sigh leaves her and she shrugs. “Find a job maybe? I don’t know.”

The despondency in her voice has me dropping my bag to the floor and sitting beside her on the sofa. My mother is a shell. I can imagine her being beautiful, at one time, and educated and worthy. But after almost two decades of taking care of a son all on her own—her bastard child—she’s empty. All hollowed out and used.

“You know you don’t have to stay under that asshole’s thumb any longer. You’ve achieved what you wanted to achieve. We live in a big house, drive cool cars, and I go to the best school in the state. Dartmouth is all me, not that fucker. He can’t take an education away that I worked my ass off to earn. Those scholarships are mine. So, get out there and date, Mom. Get a job or a fucking hobby. Anything rather than sitting around doing jack shit, just so he’ll keep paying your bills.”

She frowns and a tear streaks down her cheek. “I’m so sorry I did you this way, Author. Your father drew me in with his magnetic presence, and I fell for him. Little did I know he’d just push me away the moment I got pregnant with you. I thought he loved me.”

I tense at her words but don’t say anything. We never talk about my father. She never brings it up, and after so many unanswered questions about him growing up, I eventually stopped asking.

“I suppose I should tell you. You’re right,” she says softly. “You’re an adult now, and I owe you the truth. What’s he going to do, anyway? Have me killed?” At this she cackles, and I worry about her sanity.

“Mom…” I urge.

She pats my knee and smiles. “Devon Macmillan. The great New Hampshire Senator.”

Macmillan.

“You look like my husband.”

I’m on my feet in an instant. Mom calls after me, but I take two stairs at a time to get to my room. The door is closed, and Aubrey lets out a shriek from my bed when I barrel into the room on my mission. When I get to my desk, I wiggle my mouse to awaken my computer. Five seconds later and I’ve typed in his name.

Pictures upon pictures.

Devon Macmillan.

Smiling smugly for the camera with his beautiful wife clutching on to his elbow. I do look just like him. Tall, broad shouldered, jet black hair, though his has a few streaks of grey at his temples. His piercing green eyes are exactly like mine. We even have the same dusting of facial hair that never goes away despite my shaving each day.

She knew.

Mrs. Macmillan fucking knew.

How could she not have? Hell, she even voiced it. What kind of bitch was she? Knowing I was his son—a son he only paid for but refused to see or speak to—and failing to inform me she was my goddamned what? Stepmother?

Rage consumes me and my shoulders quake with fury. I want to punch something—punch him in his perfect white teeth. Drag Mrs. Macmillan around by her hair and laugh as she screams to get away.

She made me feels sorry for her.

I want to waltz into their house, announce myself in a grand fucking way, and bend over his wife at his table so he can watch me fuck her. Watch his son fuck his wife. Unbelieveable.

I can’t believe I fell for her bullshit.

She betrayed me.

“Everything okay?” Aubrey questions from the bed, reminding me of something I can fuck right now.

I swallow down my anger and snap my head over to her. Her reddish brown hair hangs in front of her perky tits, and she gives me that lovesick puppy dog look she’s mastered.

Instead of answering her, I stand to shed my uniform blazer. Once I yank off my tie and button-up shirt, I pin her with a heated glare. She licks her plump lips—lips I’ve had around my cock a few times—and reaches between her thighs to touch herself. I unhook my belt and yank it from the loops with a swoosh that makes her flinch.

Her flinch reminds me of Mrs. Macmillan.

Mrs. Liar.

Mrs. I’m Going to Fuck Her Just to Fuck My Dad Over.

“Get on your knees in front of the bed,” I order with a growl. “Bad girls deserve spankings.”

“But I haven’t been bad—”

“If you want to get fucked, then do as I say,” I snap.

The needy girl scrambles to obey, and soon I’m admiring her sexy white ass. I’m going to fuck her up so bad. I lock my bedroom door before turning my stereo on and cranking it up loud. Chevelle screams from the speakers as I undress completely. Once I make my way back over to Aubrey, I tease her flesh with my belt.

“Tell me you’re a bad girl.”

She whines but whispers, “I’m bad.”

“Louder,” I bark and run the leather between her legs.

This time, she moans with need. “I’m a bad girl!”

Thwap!

Her scream is loud but the stereo is louder.

“Tell me you’re a whore…” Mrs. Macmillan.

“I’m a whore!”

Thwap!

“Tell me you’re nothing but a cum dumpster…” Mrs. Macmillan.

“Wh-what?”

Thwap!

“SAY IT!”

“I’m a cum dumpster!”

“Beg me to hurt you. Tell me you deserve it…” Mrs. Macmillan.

Aubrey starts to cry, which makes my dick soften. I’m about to tell her to get the fuck out when she surprises me with her wobbly words. “Hurt me. I deserve it.”

Thwap!

Her ass is quivering and several bright red lashes mar her smooth skin. This is just practice. I’m going to have Mrs. Macmillan bent over like this soon, and I’m not going to be as nice. I’m going to fuck her ass up so badly that she won’t be able to sit down. She can have fun explaining that one to her deadbeat husband.

I yank a condom from my desk drawer and catch a glimpse of Mrs. Macmillan’s honey-colored eyes looking oh-so-innocent and sad on the computer. I’ll show the bitch sad. I want to make her husband pay for the fact he doesn’t give two shits about his son, and she’ll no doubt be collateral damage of that plan. I sheath my dick in the rubber, but my eyes are locked on the honey ones as I slip the tip of my cock down along the crack of Aubrey’s ass. She whimpers, and hell, she may even still be crying, but the moment I drive all the way into her wet cunt without warning, a desperate moan rings through the air.

Latching on to her hair, I yank her head back as I fuck her hard and fast. Aubrey has a tight pussy and feels good as hell, but she’ll never satisfy me. No, I’ll only be satisfied when I’m coming all inside of that bitch married to my dad. My goddamned substitute teacher. The filthy, nasty whore.

I don’t let Aubrey come. I just fuck her until she’s raw. She can touch her clit all she wants when she’s at home dreaming about the way I took her like a fucking dog. Now is all for me. My balls seize up with pleasure, and once again I look at Mrs. Macmillan. A groan slices through me as I release my furious orgasm. Aubrey cries out, a fake fucking orgasm, and I laugh. With one quick pull, I jerk out of her and slap her ass.

“Go the fuck home, Aubrey. Nobody likes an easy girl. Your husband one day is going to hate that you gave it up to anyone who gives you attention.”

She twists around and glares at me, her nostrils flaring with fury. “You’re an asshole, Aut. The biggest asshole I know.” While she angrily snatches up her clothes and dresses, I deposit the condom into the trash and pull on a pair of shorts. Ignoring her bitch fit, I sit down at my desk and stare at Mr. and Mrs. Macmillan. Two entitled, twisted individuals.

“See you tomorrow when you’re hungry for my cock,” I say over my shoulder a second before the door slams.

Once I’m finally alone, I let out a sigh and lean back in my chair.

Time to teach the Macmillans a lesson.
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I take a deep breath and fortify myself. Just a few months until I can leave him. I’ll have enough of a nest egg to disappear forever. I won’t have to divorce him because as far as he knows, I’ll be dead. Lost. Nowhere to be found.

Pushing the button to the garage door opener, I pray he’s not home. With him working in Concord, he typically doesn’t get home until after seven. That gives me a little under three hours to make plans. I’m so caught up in my thoughts that it isn’t until I see his white Land Rover sitting in the garage that I completely freeze in horror.

Only a few more months, Maise.

My thoughts gladly flee back to this afternoon. What a disaster. The class I’ve been subbing for was difficult, as usual, but that wasn’t what had me all frazzled. It was him.

Arthur Banks.

He looks so much like Devon, it’s terrifying. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he was Devon’s son. But I do know better. I’ve been married to Devon for years, and he’s never once mentioned a son or any children for that matter. It clearly was my mind playing tricks on me. Punishing me. Taunting me. Reminding me that no matter where I go, Devon is always there with his clout and money and disregard to anyone but himself.

It was a bizarre week, especially today, having Arthur say those things to me. The guy just spouts off whatever is on his mind with a dirty tongue and harsh attitude. But he also exudes confidence and sexuality. I’d been ensnared by him from the moment we locked eyes on Monday. After so many years with Devon belittling me at every chance, I’d felt that unusual fluttering in my belly at having gained the interest of someone much younger and much hotter than myself. I’d let it get out of hand when I should have stopped it right away. Each day letting him get a little more under my skin. He schooled me, the teacher.

And tomorrow, I’m going to have to do what I can to bring order to the mess I created the moment I let my guard down and treated him like a friend rather than a student. It was unprofessional and disgusting.

Grabbing my purse and my bag I picked up when Devon took me to Cabo last summer, I exit my car and hurry into the house. I’m ready to get it over with. To see what kind of mood he’s in this afternoon.

The house is quiet when I walk in, which means he’s probably in the office working. I drop my stuff into a chair. Quickly, I pull off my heels and silently make my way to our bedroom with them in my hand. I pad barefoot into the closet and peel off my cardigan. My shoes get tossed into the corner and then my skirt is next to go. I’m about to hunt for something comfortable when a deep voice clears his throat behind me.

Jerking at the sound, I twist and look at my husband. His bulky arms are folded over his chiseled chest, and his lips are pressed into a firm, uninterested line. A white towel hangs loosely around his narrow hips, making his olive skin seem darker than usual. He stares at me as if I’m a pesky fly buzzing around his soup.

“Hey,” I croak. My attempt at sounding casual and brave falls flat as fear washes through me. “How was work?”

He doesn’t answer right away, so I pretend to look through the hangers for a shirt even though I’m standing in front of all my sweaters. The hairs on my neck spark to life and point at the man approaching me. Every cell in my body is aware of his proximity. I don’t want to poke the bear, so I remain still.

“Work was the same,” he tells me lowly, his hot breath tickling the back of my neck as his palm circles around me to grip my breast. “Question is, how’s your job going this week?” he sneers. “You seem awfully damn cheery to go each day.”

I try not to flinch at his tone or his touch. The first time Devon hit me, he’d had too much whiskey after a boy’s night out. He’d apologized the next day. Bought me roses. Made sweet love to me. I’d stupidly accepted his romantic gestures and apologies.

It was the time after that and that and that and that and so on that I have no excuse for. We fell into a routine where he became the cat, and I became the mouse. Where we were no longer equals, but instead two players in a sick game I never had a chance of winning.

After years of dealing with his on-again-off-again abuse, I’d decided it was time to move on and live my life. One of those steps toward a better life was getting a job and spending more time away from him. At first, he was less than pleased about my decision. On my first day, he behaved like a petulant child by spending the better part of the day giving me crap about it via text.

Devon: You’re not educated, baby. They’re just going to laugh at you. We don’t want that.

Devon: Women like you were meant for looking pretty and cooking meals, not breaking a nail trying to bring home the bacon. Newsflash, baby, I bring home the bacon.

Devon: I give it a week. Remember when you wanted to take photography lessons? The camera ended up broken three days into the classes. You belong at home.

I want to vomit just thinking about those texts. Devon’s no fool. His messages are cruel and demeaning because I know how he is. To any outsider, they’d seem funny or cute. With him being a US Senator for the state of New Hampshire, he can’t go around sending his wife hateful texts about how he’s going to ruin her asshole for forgetting to buy more of his favorite gin or how he’ll bite her tits until they bleed because she doesn’t know how to keep dust off of every surface in the house. He’s cruel and volatile. And I’m so ready to leave him.

“Baby,” he grumbles and clutches my stomach so painfully, I’m afraid he’ll rip the skin right from my bones. “I asked you how your week was.”

My words feel sticky in my throat. “I-It’s been fine. AP English. We are discussing The Scarlet Letter by Nathaniel Hawthorne.”

He chuckles and thankfully releases my belly. “Have you ever even read that book?”

I shake my head and frown. “Not all of it, but I plan to finish tonight. I’ll need to be prepared for tomorrow.”

His thumbs find the waistband of my panties, and he pushes them down my hips. My heart catches in my throat as he removes my bra, too. We hardly have sex anymore. Last time was months ago. Mostly, he makes me suck his cock when he’s feeling horny, which thankfully isn’t too often.

“Get on your knees,” he breathes, his fingers digging into my shoulders as he pushes me to the carpet.

His cock is still flaccid, so I stare up at him in confusion. “What do you want me to do with it?”

He grabs on to his limp dick with one hand and a handful of my hair with the other. “I want you to suck it back to life. You can barely keep its interest anymore.”

I run my lips over his soft cock and try to keep the tears at bay. His cock won’t get hard for me anymore because he’s too busy fucking his young interns at the office. I’ve smelled pussy on him before. I’ve seen the lipstick smears on his collar, boxers, and lips. I’m not stupid. But truth is, I don’t care. I just want to leave.

“That’s it…” he growls, his dick firming up with each swirl of my tongue. “Suck it good and maybe I’ll tell you all about that whore Hester and her scarlet letter she wore. Nowadays, they’d call her Denise. And Denise wouldn’t have a little girl like Hester. No, she’d have a boy. A bastard son. And the bitch would bleed the boy’s father dry for eighteen goddamned years.”

The sudden anger in his voice alarms me. His cock is at full attention now, and he fucks my throat with abandon. Tears stream down my cheeks, but I take it because as soon as he comes, he’ll retreat into his office and sip his whiskey until it’s time for bed. I’ll be free to do whatever I want, including finishing The Scarlet Letter without his perusal.

When his dick thickens in my mouth, indicating he’s about to come, he shocks me by pulling out and coming all over my face. The heat burns my eye. I swipe it away with the back of my hand to send him a glare.

He simply smirks and kicks the towel at his ankles at me. By the time I’ve cleaned his semen from me, he’s dressed and gone.

I’m going to have to find a way to siphon more money out of our account without him knowing because I can’t stay here another second.
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After finishing up The Scarlet Letter, I felt inspired to bake. Perhaps if I sweeten up the students, they’ll like me and go easier on me. My cupcakes have worked wonders on Devon’s colleagues in the past. Surely I can figure this out with a bunch of teenagers.

Teenager.

The word slightly sours my belly. Arthur Banks is a teenager and a student. And I’ve been lusting over him since the moment we locked eyes. I’m no better than Devon.

Pushing thoughts of Arthur out of my head, I throw all of my focus into making the best damn cupcakes I’ve ever made. I make the banana batter from scratch, and the house smells heavenly. The cream cheese frosting I also make homemade. These cupcakes are like my super power. Nobody is immune to how delicious they are. At one time, I’d blogged a little. Took pictures of my creations and posted my recipes. Devon shut it down practically even before it began. But while the blogging is dead, my dreams of publishing my own cookbook are not. I still type up my favorite recipes, jot down notes of how I eventually will want my pictures to look, and pin my favorite books on Pinterest so I can make sure to publish something even better.

One day…

Devon has long gone to bed and I know I’ll have to be up in a few hours, but the banana cupcakes still need something. I stir up some frosting and mix in red food coloring until it looks like blood. Then, I pipe fancy capital As on the cupcakes—for adultery, as the story goes. After that, I decorate each A with tiny gold sugar pearls.

The cupcakes are perfect and coordinate with the story so well.

A smile tugs at my lips. For once in a really long time, I’m able to feel proud of something I did.

Tomorrow, I will finally win them all over.

And soon I’ll be free to do as I please.
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Friday

 

Today, I’m much better. Devon left me alone for the rest of the night, choosing sleep over clumsy, fumbling pawing in the middle of the night as he sometimes does after a night of drinking. Still high on excitement after baking, I sat back down at my computer and typed up a few questions for the class. And I managed to get to school on time. I’m the first one in the classroom and breathe a sigh of relief.

Job.

Money.

Gone.

By the summertime, I’ll be halfway across the country doing what I want, when I want, without that asshole dictating and ridiculing my every move.

I’m just pulling my notebook from my bag when he walks in. Arthur Banks. He’s all swagger and barely-contained anger as he saunters into the room. His eyes bore straight ahead toward the windows where he sits and no doubt witnessed my epic fail in the parking lot on Monday. I’m a little surprised when he doesn’t greet me or even smile. I’d seen his smile a few times this week and while they are typically short, nothing but a flash, they’re still quite charming. He probably has every girl in this school falling at his feet. The fact that I’m even wondering about this has my stomach in knots. Wrong, Maise. So wrong.

My neck heats, and I inwardly fret about my outfit. I’d chosen a long, fitted grey skirt this time so I wouldn’t accidentally flash any boys from the parking lot. And my black blouse is sleeveless and loose. I’m hoping I give a more professional impression today.

When the class finally arrives and takes their seats, I start passing out the cupcakes I made. Everyone is excited and gushing over how cool and delicious they are. I make it to Arthur, hoping for an encouraging smile, but he’s too busy silently brooding. However, his eyes light up in surprise by the decorated cupcake. Out of everyone, I hope he enjoys them the most. Why? I don’t know…I just do. I’m dying to watch him eat the sweet treat. Even one look of his tongue darting up to lick the icing will do me in. I thumb through paperwork to distract myself. Eventually, I come across the roll sheet and actually take roll like I was supposed to every day this week and failed miserably.

“Mandy Anderson?”

“Here.”

“Jordan Applewood?”

“Here.”

“Brady Bell.”

“Here.”

“Author Banks?”

The entire class sniggers. One quick glance through the roll sheet has horror washing through me.

“I think they made a mistake on the sheet,” I mutter mostly to myself. “They spelled your name wrong, Arthur.” My eyes lift to look at him, and his gaze is murderous. His jaw clenches in fury, and he fists both hands on his desk. “It’s spelled like Author,” I explain, my voice quivering.

“I told you to call me Ott.” His expression is icy.

Blinking rapidly, I attempt to drive the confusion away. “But on the sheet it’s spelled like Author, not Arthur like you’d said and I thought—”

The roaring of laughter in the classroom silences me.

“It’s spelled correctly, Mrs. Macmillan,” he seethes. “A-U-T.” Not Ott. His jaw clenches as cold realization washes over me. “Short for Author pronounced Arthur. Now can we move on already?” Not Arthur but Author.

My eyes drop to the floor as I attempt to figure out what to do next. I’ve embarrassed my only ally so far, and he’s clearly angry with me. Yesterday, I was worried we’d end up doing something that would get me in trouble, and now today I’m worried he’ll throw his desk at me.

It’s those eyes.

Glowing green and raging.

So much like…

“Um, Catherine Dawson?”

“Here.”

I make it through the rest of the roll sheet without any trouble. The lecture goes surprisingly well, considering how educated the students are, and we plow through all of my questions. Once I’ve warned them about a quiz on Monday, they all filter out, eager to get far away from school, I presume. I, unfortunately, am in no hurry to get home again. When I glance around the room to see who’s left, I stop when my eyes lock on Author’s angry ones. I still can’t believe I butchered his name.

“I’m sorry,” I murmur.

And I am sorry. I remember high school. Kids could be cruel. Mispronunciation of a name was a chance for the entire class to make fun of someone without getting into trouble. It happened to me all the time. Pronounced Mazey but spelled Maise. I get it. I totally failed him.

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” he mutters as he stuffs his books into his bag. “And it certainly won’t be the last.”

He stands and strides toward me with purpose. For a moment, I wish he’d go back to being the flirtatious boy who invaded my personal space all week. The brilliant man who would go far in this world.

But today, something’s different.

The look in his eyes is severe.

Familiar.

Terrifying.

“Listen, Author,” I start with a sigh. “I’d like for us to be friends. I’m kind of green and I could use your help. Can we put the animosity behind us? I won’t make the mistake on your name again.”

He clenches his teeth and drops his bag to the floor. I flinch when he approaches me. His eyes are narrowed, flickering with hate. I’m unsure why he’s suddenly decided he hates me, but I don’t like it. It reminds me too much of home. And home is certainly better left there.

His body moves in front of mine until he’s towering over me. I get a whiff of his scent. Clean and masculine. Not at all boy. Most definitely man. I’ve grown so accustomed to Devon’s scent, I’m almost turned on by the scent of another. A shudder ripples through me, and I tear my gaze from his searing one.

“Most people respect other’s personal space—ahhh!”

His finger and thumb bite into my jaw, and he brings my face back up to his to meet his stare. “I’m not most people,” he snaps.

My brows pinch together in confusion. “What happened between yesterday and today?”

The anger flees for a brief moment as his eyes drop to my lips. A flutter of butterflies takes flight in my belly. I like the way he inspects my mouth like he might want to devour me.

And this is highly inappropriate.

“Oh my God,” I murmur and press my palms to his chest—his very firm chest—to push him away. “If anyone saw us, I’d be fired on the spot. This looks worse than it is.”

“Maybe it looks exactly like what it is.” He breathes against my mouth. “Maybe it looks like a teacher seducing her teenage student. Maybe it looks like you’re using your position to lure a boy into your bed. Or maybe…”

His lips brush against mine causing me to shiver.

“Maybe it looks like a man kissing a woman.”

Kissing. Kissing. Kissing.

That’s the only thought I have before his warm lips are pressing against mine. Soft but demanding. Imploring me to open my mouth to grant him access. When his large hand grips my hip, I let out a sigh. It’s just enough for him to get his tongue inside my mouth. Wet and domineering. Tasting every inch of me as if he’s been there before over and over and over again. I lose all sense of reason as Author kisses me more passionately than any other man has in my entire life.

His other hand slips into my hair, and he does that gripping thing that has me rooted in place. My lips are under his command. My body’s on fire and needy for his touch.

I’m a dumb, dumb woman.

Too careless.

Out of control.

“We can’t do this,” I whisper and lean away from him. Everything in my body screams to wrap my arms around him. To beg him to lie me over Mrs. Lovell’s desk and fuck me until I have to go home.

“We’re already doing this,” he says with a growl that ripples its way to my core. His words tickle their way inside me causing my heart to race and my nerves to flicker with need. “No turning back now.” I’m practically drooling with the desire to taste him again. It’s wrong but the need is overwhelming to the point I’m beginning to physically ache for more.

His mouth is back on mine and I let him kiss me. And I let Author Banks consume me. It feels good—so damn good—to be wanted. Desired. Not treated like a possession.

I let out a whimper when he grabs my ass, pulling me closer. I can feel his cock between us. Thick and hard. Eager. Eager for me.

“Author,” I try again. “What if someone comes in?”

He breaks from my lips and grabs my wrist. Then, he drags me around to the other side of the desk to where I can see the door. I let out a gasp when he pushes me down over the desk.

“What are you doing?” I hiss out, fear lacing my voice. Not fear of him, fear of getting caught.

“I’m giving you what you want, Mrs. Macmillan.”

I’m about to argue and tell him otherwise, but his deft fingers are already shoving my long skirt up my thighs and over my ass. My eyes fly to the small rectangular window on the door. Nobody walks by. Not yet, anyway. But they could. At any moment. I’m pondering what sort of trouble I’ll get into when he slides my panties down my legs.

“Author…” My heart is racing in my chest. Fear choking me to the point I can hardly find the words. “Someone will see,” I say in a shrill hiss. “This is so bad. If we get caught, I’ll be ruined and—”

“Just relax,” he coos.

His softly spoken words work wonders because I do exactly that. I don’t even argue when I feel the tip of his cock against my wet opening.

“Are you wet, little turtle?”

I let out a laugh at the name, but my eyes never leave the small window to the hallway, preparing to shove him away if someone so much as peeks inside. “Little turtle?”

He ignores me and slowly pushes into me, causing me to cry out. My next moan is silenced as he lies on top of me and covers my mouth with his palm.

“Shhh,” he breathes against my hair, freeing my mouth again when his hand slides away, “I want to come deep inside you before we get caught.”

His words have their intended effect. I’m at his mercy as he fucks me against Mrs. Lovell’s desk. Her cup of pens topples to the floor with a clatter. My phone that was sitting on the edge slides right off and crashes to the floor as well. Both sounds that could draw attention of another teacher or student. I don’t care about anything aside from the way this man stretches me wider than anyone has before. I’m too focused on the fact that his free hand has circled around my hips and is massaging my clit with such expertise it’s jarring.

My body trembles at his touch, all too eager for release at the hand of another. “What if someone sees?”

“Let them see,” he grunts. “Let them fucking see your creamy white ass as I take you from behind.”

His words send a quiver running through me—equal parts fear and excitement. I’ve never done anything remotely like this before, and I can’t say it doesn’t thrill me a little.

“Ohhhh,” I whimper, my entire body thrumming with the need for release. “This feels good.”

“Fuck yeah it does, beautiful.”

Beautiful. My heart soars at such a silly word spoken by my student. Another shudder cripples me. Student. “This is so wrong.”

“It doesn’t feel wrong to me,” he says with a fierce grunt, thrusting deep inside me. “Your pussy sure seems to like it.”

I clench around his thick cock in response to his words. He’s right. Every part of me likes it.

“Say you want this,” he hisses. His skin slaps against mine, and it echoes in the classroom.

My eyes slam shut, the worry of getting caught momentarily forgotten, as I give into him. “I want this.” God, how I do.

He circles and pinches and probes my clit while he bucks into me. The sensations are overwhelming. This is surreal. Like I’m watching some cheesy student-teacher porn on Showtime, except I’m the star of said porn and my co-star is quite the professional. Definitely no amateur.

When my body shudders with a long overdue—and not at all fake like those dumb pornos—orgasm, his heat explodes into me not a second later. Our heavy breathing is the only sound in the room for several moments.

He pulls out of me and cum runs down my inner thigh. I immediately panic.

“You didn’t use a condom,” I blurt out.

His palm slaps my ass, the sound echoing in the empty classroom, causing me to yelp. He then yanks up my panties and lets my skirt fall back into place before righting his wet cock back into his uniform slacks. “Yeah? So?”

I’m saddened to see his face has gone back to being angry. Hot tears fill my eyes.

“So? Are you clean? How do you know I’m clean? What the hell, Author?”

He smirks, and a wave of disgust washes over me. I know that smirk. All too well. I’d been in denial, but there’s no denying that damn smirk. Before I can stop myself, I lift my hand and smack him across the cheek. Both of our eyes widen in shock at what I’d done.

I’m about to apologize when his palm grips my throat, and he all but drags me to the blackboard. The back of my head thumps against it as he brings his face inches from mine.

“Don’t ever fucking hit me, bitch.”

With a growl, I try to hit him again. He snatches my wrist and smashes it against the blackboard. When I use the other to swat at him, he releases my throat and pins that one as well.

“I’m not a bitch.”

At this, he smiles. It’s handsome and sweet looking, but I’m still pissed.

“You’re cute.”

“You’re an asshole.”

“An asshole who just came deep inside your greedy cunt,” he murmurs against my lips.

I close my eyes and try to ignore the way heat pulses through me. “What’s wrong with you?”

His laugh is harsh and cruel. “I don’t know. Why don’t you ask my dad? What should I call you anyway, Mrs. Macmillan? Is Mommy okay?”
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She fucking explodes. The bitch has a full on temper tantrum but thankfully is weak. Despite her squirming and cussing and spitting, she’s still pressed against the blackboard in my grip. Still fucking mine.

Mine to fuck with.

Mine to tease.

Mine to taste.

Mine to own.

“I hate you,” she spits out at me, fury making her normally pretty face fucking stunning as hell. It’s a look she doesn’t wear often, but it’s a look I could get used to. In fact, my cock is alive and raring to go once again.

“Come on,” I snap and release her. “We’re going somewhere private. I’m not done with you.”

She shakes her head. “Absolutely not. I’m not going anywhere with you. Do you know how sick on so many levels it is what we just did? I’m your…” Her lip wobbles as the anger fades to fright.

“Stepmom. Get over it. You weren’t complaining when your pussy was eating my cock like it was the best goddamned meal.”

Her body wracks with sobs and her shoulders hunch. “This is so bad. Oh my God. What am I going to do?”

Stalking over to her, I grab her jaw forcing her to look at me. I see the flicker of need in her eyes. She likes it when I make her eyes meet mine. It’s written all over her face. Parted lips. Flaring nostrils. Wide, heated eyes. “You’re not going to do anything. You’re going to let me fuck you because you liked it. I liked it, too. Now gather your shit and let’s go. I don’t need to worry about the janitors walking in and fucking up my scholarship to Dartmouth because I fucked my stepmom teacher over a desk.”

“Maise.”

“What?”

“My name is Maise. Please, just call me that.”

She has a weird name, too.

I don’t want to kiss her. I want to punish her. I want to spank her ass and fuck her until she begs me to stop. But, fuck, I want to kiss her, too. Her mouth was sweet and supple and so damn needy. Seems like ‘ol pops can’t keep his woman satisfied in the sack. Just the fact that I’ve fucked his wife is enough to erase a small amount of hate I’ve bore for him over the years.

Fuck you, Dad.

“Maze,” I murmur against her lips. “Cut the shit and let’s go already.”

When she goes to argue, I once again kiss her despite my desire not to. My head tells me it’s stupid because she’s so goddamned addicting, but my mouth doesn’t give a shit. My mouth loves owning hers with every thrust and lick of my tongue.

“Okay.”

Her muttered word against my lips is enough to have me pulling from her and gathering my bag.

“Okay,” I agree with a genuine smile.

I don’t know what the fuck I’m going to do to her, but I can assure you, it won’t be pretty. It’ll be depraved. Stupid. Selfish. Greedy.

Once she shoulders her purse and bag, I grab ahold of her hand. She attempts to fight me, but I tug her from the classroom and only release her once we’re out the door, so she can lock up.

“We need to talk about all of this,” she murmurs under her breath as we make our way down the hallway. “Talk, Author. I want to know what’s going on.”

I sling my arm over her shoulder and claim her for anyfuckingbody to see. She tenses in my grip but can’t get away.

“We’re going to talk. And fuck.”

She swats at my chest. “Can you be any louder?”

“WE’RE GOING TO TALK AND F—”

Her palm slaps over my mouth. If looks could kill, I’d be a dead man. Those pretty honey eyes are liquid fury as she glares at me.

She releases me as we push through the doors. I let her squirm out of my arms. Her cute ass jiggles in her skirt as she hurries away from me toward her Audi. It makes my dick hard, knowing her panties are soaked with my cum running out of her. Serves her right.

“Nice car,” I say, pointing at the sleek, black thing.

She shrugs my comment off. “Not my choice but it’s mine nonetheless.”

When she reaches her car, I toss my bag into the back right after her and then climb into the passenger seat.

Her eyes are wide, worry flickering in them. “We can’t do this, Author.”

I throw my head back and laugh. “You keep saying that and yet here we are. Your pussy is still wet and sore from where I just fucked you. You can’t keep your tongue out of my mouth to save your life. This is happening, Maze.”

With a kitten-like growl of frustration, she puts the car in gear. After a few moments of driving, she turns to look at me. “Where are we going?”

“I could take you home to meet Mom,” I say just to goad her. Her face blanches and she jerks her gaze back to the road. “Or, you could drive us to the Hilton, and I’ll get us a room with the money Daddy gives Mommy each month to shut her the fuck up.”

Her knuckles turn white on the steering wheel. “What is wrong with you? Seriously. You’re…you’re…”

“Just like him?”

“Cruel. Hateful. Mean. Abusive,” she snaps. “So yes, just like him.”

The anger in her voice makes me bite back my reply. Instead, I lean back in the seat and let her drive without harassment. I’m not like that prick. I may look just like him but I am not like him.

She surprises me when she turns into the driveway of the hotel. I half expected her to leave me at the next street corner.

“I can’t get the room. He’ll see it on the bank statement. Just go book it and we’ll go inside to discuss this…all of this. What happened this afternoon cannot happen again.”

Shrugging, I climb out and book us a room. Fifteen minutes later, we’re standing in front of the bed in a queen suite.

I peel off my blazer and toss it away before ridding myself of my tie and dress shirt, loving the heat that flashes in her eyes. “So talk, Maze.”

Her nose scrunches up in frustration, but she can’t keep her eyes from my sculpted torso. When she licks her lips, I take my time undoing my belt. She remains statue-still as I push down my boxers and slacks.

“Want to talk about how big my cock is? Does it look just like my dad’s?” I question as I stoke it forcefully for her.

Crimson floods her cheeks and throat. “This. This is what we need to talk about, and I can’t do it with you standing there naked.” An exaggerated sigh. “Devon doesn’t have children.”

Her comment stings. “Fuck you.”

Tears well in her eyes. “Okay! So you look like him! But how do I know you’re his son? He’s never ever once spoken about any children. Does he pay child support?”

At least she’s not as guilty as I’d originally imagined. “I’m his. My mom told me more about him last night. Finally, after for fucking ever, she gave me the deadbeat’s name. Devon Macmillan. Imagine how betrayed I felt after meeting you. So you two don’t sit around and have a good ‘ol fucking laugh at my expense?”

She charges for me and slaps my chest. “Who do you think I am? Some monster? Of course not! I don’t talk to him unless I have to. I hate him, Author!”

Tears streak down her cheeks as she sobs. With a sigh, I relent and hug her to me. Her hair smells like almonds. Sweet and perfect.

“Why do you hate him?”

“Cruel. Hateful. Mean. Abusive. Remember?”

I tense and hug her tighter. “I’m not like him. I’m better than him. I would never pay off the woman I fucked to keep my son away from me. Shoveling money into her purse isn’t responsibility, it’s cop out. A motherfucking escape from reality.”

“I didn’t know,” she tells me through her tears. “Had I known, I’d have pushed him to see you. I swear it.”

My anger diminishes. She’s not lying. The woman doesn’t have it in her. My dad is an asshole. Even to his own wife.

“Why don’t you leave him if he’s so awful?”

She sniffles and looks up at me. “That’s why I took this job. I’m trying to take a little money at a time out of our account to stash away so I can leave him. I want to slip away one day with the clothes on my back and never look back at this shitty life. If he knows I plan on leaving, he’ll do whatever it takes to either stop me or ruin me. He knows people. His connections to dirty politicians like him are ridiculous. I’m not stupid and neither is he. I have to play my cards right. And this?” She motions between us. “Is incredibly stupid. I shouldn’t be here. I should be at home waiting for him. Cooking his dinner and ironing his clothes for tomorrow. I should take his berating and ignore the scent of the other women. All so I can keep going along as planned.”

She chews on her bottom lip and pulls away from me. My cock flinches when she peels away her shirt to toss it to the floor. Her full tits are all but spilling out of a sexy lacy pink bra. “But,” she murmurs as she frees her breasts. “I would much rather be here yelling at you for being an asshole because for the first time in years, I feel alive and wanted. Your mouth can be mean but your eyes don’t lie, Author. What your eyes say is enough to keep me here.”

My eyes skim over her pebbled nipples along to her stomach. When I see bruising there, I growl.

“That motherfucker do that to you?”

She clutches my wrist when I splay my fingers over her taut flesh. “He’s not always physical with me. Some women go through much worse. He’s never punched me with his fist. Just slapped at me and stuff. The occasional shove. It’s not as bad as—”

“I’m going to stomp his ass into the ground,” I vow, my voice trembling with rage. Maybe it was a good thing my mother never married the fucker. We were better off without him.

“No,” she mutters. “And, I worry what he’ll do when he finds out you know who he is. He’s not a good man. If he thinks you’re going to mess with his stupid position in the government, he’ll go after you and your mom. Family means nothing to him. He’ll find a way to hurt you.”

Dartmouth.

If that asshole so much as thinks about touching my scholarships, I’ll kill him. No doubt about it.

“Fine,” I concede. “I won’t say anything, yet. But, I will continue to fuck his wife.”

She shudders. “Why do you have to be so crude?”

“Because I like when you get mad. You’re so pretty when you’re pissed.”

Her lips draw up into a breathtaking smile. A smile I’ll do anything to keep plastered on her face. Hooking my thumbs into the elastic of her skirt, I drag it down her body until it hits the floor.

“Did you wear sexy panties just for me?”

Monday she had on a pair of sexy-as-fuck granny panties when she flashed the world from the parking lot. Today she’s wearing a pair of lacy things that match her bra. Her cheeks redden and she looks away.

“No…”

Gripping her jaw, I force her to look at me. Heat flickers in her eyes as she parts open her mouth.

“Your lies are so transparent, Maze. Tell me you put them on this morning in desperate hope I’d be the one peeling them off later in the day.”

“Y-Yes.”

I grin at her and wink. “Good girl. Now get on the bed and let me taste myself on your pussy. I bet you taste better than your delicious-as-fuck cupcakes, too.”

She practically runs over to the bed, her sexy ass bouncing all the way. When she climbs on and lies down on her back, I can’t help but admire her. The woman is fucking beautiful and doesn’t even realize it. Dumb Dahna Big Tits or Annoying Aubrey have nothing on this woman. Absolutely nothing.

“Spread your legs apart. I want to see your pink cunt.” My voice is a husky whisper. “Is it wet?”

She lets out a nervous whimper but slowly obeys my command. Her pussy lips are smooth and glistening.

“Touch yourself. I want to see how you think you know your body. Then I’m going to teach you how you’re supposed to touch yourself. How to come harder and longer than you ever have in your entire fucking life.”

I climb onto the end of the bed between her spread legs and sit on my haunches. My cock is hot and throbbing in my fist as I watch her tentatively touch her clit. It’s cute how shy she is about it. Her cheeks and neck are still red, even creeping toward her tits. She squirms and is fidgety. And her swollen lip is trapped between her teeth as she gives me a look that says, Is this how?

“Use both hands. Pull your outer lips apart. Show me what you’re hiding, Maze. I want to see every part of you.”

Her head gives a slight nod, and she breaks our gaze so she can look down at what she’s doing. I smirk at how her fingers shake as she attempts to do as she’s told. When her middle finger rubs against her sensitive clit, her entire body tenses.

“Did you like that, little turtle?”

She laughs at the nickname, and it lights up her whole damn face. “Yes.”

“Do it again. Don’t stop. I want to see how fast you can move that finger.”

Her brows furl together with concentration as she rapidly massages her clit. With each breath, it becomes more and more ragged and uneven. At one point, I think she forgets to breathe. When she’s close, I snatch both of her wrists and yank them from touching herself.

“What’d you do that for?” she complains, the fiery anger that makes her look so hot revealing itself. “I was almost there!”

I give her a smug grin and climb off the bed to look for my tie. Once I find it, I motion for her hands. “Give ‘em here.”

“No.”

Quirking up a brow, I laugh. “Yes, give me your hands or I’ll take them. Either way, I’m tying you the fuck up.”

“But what will you do?” Her nose is scrunched up, and worry is painted all over her features.

“I’m going to pleasure you. Now give them to me, or I’ll be forced to punish you first.”

With a scowl, she huffs and shoves her wrists to me. I make quick work of tying them together. After I finish, I push them back until her arms are flat against the bed.

“Keep them there, or I’ll tie them to the headboard, too. Got it?”

She nods and her chest heaves. “What now?”

“I’m going to taste your pink little pussy. I want to bite on that sensitive clit. Maze, I want to know how many fingers I can get into your tight cunt.”

A growl rumbles from her. “You can’t say anything the normal way.”

Smirking, I lean over her, my cock resting against her belly and my mouth hovering over hers. “What’s the normal way? I want to lick your vagina like a cat laps up milk. I want to suck on your clitoris until it bleeds. I want to finger fuck you until you soak the bed with your juices. Is that proper and normal?”

“God! No! Just do it and stop talking about it! You’re making me crazy! Fuck me already!”

Throwing my head back, I laugh at her loss of control. I don’t think I’ve every really heard her curse before. “Yes, little turtle, as you command.”

I slide back and spread her pussy lips apart with my thumbs. My tongue makes rapid, uneven circles against her throbbing, hot clit. Her moans only excite me more, and the need to devour her until the end of time takes over. Sucking and biting and licking, I eat her pussy like it may be my last meal. She squirms and shrieks and begs. And all it does is make me want more. Her body explodes with trembles when her climax hits her. I don’t stop to let her rest. Fuck that, I’m going to give her another and another and another.

“Please!”

Her garbled pleas do nothing to deter me. In fact, I push a finger into her to see just how wet she is. My Maze is soaked—fucking drenched—as her pussy clenches desperately around my finger. I slide it in further as I lick her clit until I find the elusive G-spot that Daddy probably never once found for her. The moment my finger swipes against it, she comes alive with an ear-piercing scream. Her fingers have somehow made it into my hair, despite her bindings, and she rips at it, as if she can stop this force of pleasure.

She can’t stop it.

Only I can.

And I’m not done with her yet.

Giving her clit a break, I tug away from her grip on my hair and look down at her. “Hands back up, Maze.”

With a whimper and a lot of squirming, she obeys. As soon as she’s done as she’s told and her hooded honey eyes are on mine with that sexy mouth whispering prayers no god will ever answer, I press another finger into her. And then another. Three fingers are tight, and she moans loudly.

“Does it feel good when I touch you there?” I demand as I stroke her G-spot.

“Uh-yes-oh-God-don’t-stop—”

Using my other hand, I let my thumb massage her clit while I fuck her pussy with my fingers. She’s a live wire screaming and begging. I don’t let up until I feel the gush. The gush is what I was working toward. Hot liquid drenches my hand as she squirts from deep inside. A look of pure horror mixed with lust washes over her face. I drop the back of my hand to the bed and revel in the way the rest of her orgasm sprays toward me.

“Author!” she screeches and slams her knees together before shoving her body away from me up toward the headboard. “Oh my God! What just happened?”

Running my soaked fingers in the juices on my stomach and cock, I bring them to my mouth and suck the sweet musky scent from them. “I just made you squirt, little turtle. Nowhere to hide when I’m deep inside your cunt forcing pleasure from you like it’s mine. It is mine. Your orgasms were meant for me to take.”

Her eyes zero in on the wet spot on the bed, and she snarls in disgust. “Did I pee?”

Chuckling, I shake my head and snatch her ankle. She lets out a squeal when I pull her to me. I climb on top of her between her legs and push into her without warning. When she lets out a moan, I cover her mouth with a hungry kiss. Her hot, tight body clenches around my thick cock. This woman is addicting. I like being inside of her.

I’m close to coming but I want to see her face—Dumb Dahna would be so jealous. I need to see those honey eyes. To watch them turn liquid gold when she screams my name.

“Look at me, Maze,” I growl against her mouth and lift up.

Her heated eyes find mine, and she snares me in her trap. I don’t want to look away from her. Ever. Life is perfect buried balls deep in this fucking gorgeous woman.

“This will never be enough for me,” I breathe against her lips as I thrust into her slower but harder. “I’m going to want your hot cunt every goddamned day. What are we going to do about that?”

She mewls and starts to close her eyes. Grabbing her jaw, I kiss her forcefully and pick up speed as I drive into her.

“Tell me what we’re going to do about that.”

“I don’t know…”

“Yes, you do.”

“You’re going to have me every day.

“Damn straight.”

I crash my lips to hers again and claim her with my mouth. I’ve fucked lots of girls but never have I fucked a woman with such a receptive body. She comes alive at my touch and that’s heroin to my ego. I’m high on her need for me.

She lets out a moan as her pussy begins to contract with yet another climax. Lifting up, I meet her searing gaze and it tips me over the edge. Bliss rushes through every vein in my body, and I explode with pleasure. My heat pours into her and fills the little bad girl up. Her sweet pussy milks every bit of it because we were meant to fuck. Motherfucking born to do so.

“Shit!” she hisses, her eyes wild with confusion and stress.

“Shhh,” I murmur against her lips. “Tell me my cum feels good in your sore pussy. Tell me you like it there, Maze. Fucking tell me.”

Her brows scrunch together and her cheeks darken with embarrassment. “I do like it. More than I should. This is all going to blow up on us, Author. What we’re doing is fun and crazy and hot as hell, but it’s going to blow up. Mark my words.”

Pressing a soft kiss to her lips, I smile. “Let it fucking blow. We’ll deal with the aftermath together.”
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Monday

 

The fog named Author Banks has lifted, after a weekend without his addicting presence, and I’m clearheaded enough now to realize I’m officially fucked. Literally and figuratively. Like majorly up a creek without a paddle. I let my—oh God, I can’t even think it—husband’s son have sex with me twice.

Sick. Sick. Sick.

And yet, here, as I sit at Mrs. Lovell’s desk waiting for class to arrive, I’m already craving more. More Author. More of his expert tongue. More of the dirty things he makes me do.

Twisted, Maise. You’re twisted.

My phone buzzes in my purse and dread washes over me. Every time Devon calls or texts, I think I’ll be ill. Friday, after I showered and made a quick dinner before he came home, I attempted to collect myself. To talk myself out of any more sexual encounters with Author. When Devon walked through the door, it was almost like he got a whiff of my guilt. He dragged me away from the stove by my hair and forced me to my knees to suck his cock. I gagged when it tasted like another woman. After he finished, we ate dinner like it never happened.

Another buzz.

With a sigh, I yank my phone out and stare.

Teacher’s Assistant: Do you miss my cock? It’s been a long fucking weekend.

I let out a shocked gasp and smile despite myself. Before he left Friday afternoon, he programmed himself into my phone. I made him swear he wouldn’t text me anything to get me in trouble. Luckily, he actually texted me about The Scarlett Letter and the quiz I had to prepare. It was nice to chat with him and not sit in silence while Devon does whatever it is he does in his office with the door closed.

Me: I’m deleting this. You’re such a bad boy…

Teacher’s Assistant: Only fifty more minutes until I’m deep inside you, Maze.

My cheeks are flaming when the first student walks in. Jerking my head toward the door, I attempt to compose myself. I’m thankful, I think, when it’s Author.

“Miss me, little turtle?”

I hit delete on his messages and turn to smile at him. “Actually, I missed that mouth. You say stuff that makes me crazy, but I like it.” So much for being free of the fog. I’m once again drunk off his presence three seconds into seeing his handsome face.

He saunters over to me all man in a navy-colored school uniform. It was meant for boys, but this guy fills it out in all the right places. Men like him don’t belong in school learning from the likes of me. He belongs somewhere where he can lead a crowd or a place where he can delegate duties. Author’s the kind of man people will flock to. I certainly have a hard time not flapping my wings every time he gets near.

His masculine scent envelops me a second before he swivels me in my seat to face him. Then, so boldly and so Author, he leans down and captures my lips in a kiss that said he missed me all weekend, too.

“You look hot today, Maze,” he says against my lips and kisses me once more before pulling away. “Did you make us anything sweet today?”

As soon as he steps back, kids start filing in the room. I’m speechless and breathless. Author gives me a knowing wink before striding back over to his desk. Once he’s seated, his eyes lock onto mine. His gaze dominates me. Owns me with one heated stare. Somehow makes me feel beautiful and educated and worthy.

Which is ridiculous.

I’m not any of those things.

The only reason I ended up marrying Devon was because I interned at his office and we spent every waking moment together. He dazzled me with expensive lunches and weekend getaways. Other women were sexier than me and more clever. I was just me…and yet, for some reason, Devon wanted me. I’d been going to college for office management when he urged me to quit school and marry him. That he’d take care of me and love me.

I fell for it.

At twenty-one, with a nearly completed degree, I threw in the towel. Traded my textbooks for recipe books. My schoolwork for housework. My life for…love. Or so I thought. Devon loves his things. I will always be just a shiny ornament that belongs to him. He gets off on pulling my strings. I thought he’d have a coronary when I boldly told him I was getting a job as a substitute teacher.

For seven years, I’ve let him tell me what to do. I’ve turned a blind eye to his affairs, too many to count. I don’t make any decisions and let him control me as the wife he so carefully sought out and married.

He didn’t think I was beautiful.

He didn’t think I was clever.

He thought I was stupid and could easily be manipulated. A perfect wife in his eyes.

And I was stupid because I fell for it. Then, I stayed. I stayed until a few months ago when I decided I wanted more out of this life. There was more than the four walls and roof of our expensive home. There was more than pricey hairdos, fancy government dinners, and expensive cars.

We were missing love.

It had always been missing. Even from the beginning. Oh, he put on a good show. Said the right things. Was gentlemanly and sweet. Got me right where he wanted. Once that heavy diamond sat on my finger, it was like our marriage gave him the license to do whatever he wanted.

I let him.

I always let him.

Just like last night, I let him yank me around, make fun of me, and then ignore me. Well, I’m tired of being alone. I’m tired of being some ungrateful man’s maid and whipping post.

No more.

As much as I wanted to give him the middle finger and waltz right out our front door forever, I knew better. On many drunken nights, Devon has bragged about other politicians, judges, policemen, and on and on, that he has “fucked.” If they piss him off or don’t play his little games, he screws with their lives. He’s calculating and devious. If I tried to leave, he’d take pleasure in making my life a living hell. There would be no way I’d ever find a job or a place to live with him whispering in people’s ears and shoving hundred dollar bills in their fists.

Devon always wins.

But he can’t win if I don’t play his games.

I’m playing by my own rules.

I am living for the first time in seven years.

“Earth to Miss Hottie!” a loud boy barks from his seat.

Jerking out of my daze, I can’t help but glance over at Author who gives me an encouraging smile before sending the boy a death glare.

“Uh, yes. Well, we were going to have a pop quiz,” I murmur.

A few kids groan and a few noisier ones in the back ignore I even spoke. The class is nothing but a chaotic symphony of chatter. I clear my throat but remain unheard. I’m about to give up when Author’s voice booms.

“Clear your desks. You’ll only need a sheet of paper and a pen.” His voice is deep and powerful. Commanding. Everyone snaps to attention, and now the only noise is zippers moving as they hunt for their things.

He climbs out of his desk that looks way too small for a man his size and strides over to me. My mind flits to Friday afternoon when we had sex. Twice. Once at the school and once at the Hilton. After we’d cleaned up, he hugged me in his arms on the bed for a long time. It was relaxing and sweet. We didn’t have to speak. The thundering of our hearts spoke for us.

“They’re piranhas,” he reminds me. “You can hide in your shell all you want, little turtle, but they’re still going to eat you. Lift your chin and make them listen to you.” His voice is soft and warm and encouraging. It works wonders for my self-confidence.

“Thank you.”

He sits on the edge of Mrs. Lovell’s desk and crosses his arms over his thick chest. Sitting there, he looks every bit the teacher. More so than me. His black hair is styled in a messy way that reminds me of how it looked when I ripped my fingers through it when he made my body do things I never knew it could do. A lopsided grin on his full lips is enough to send a blaze of heat and excitement through me that has me speaking with confidence to the class.

“Ten questions worth ten points apiece. Here we go,” I tell them firmly. “Oh, and if you do well, I’ll give you all some homemade chocolate truffles I made last night.”

This turns groans into excited chatter.

And that turns my frown into a wide grin.

The next fifty minutes go by quickly. After the quizzes were turned in, I assigned them a character profile analysis to hand in tomorrow on which character fascinated them most from the story. When the last person leaves, each kid with a truffle in hand, Author wastes no time taking me in his arms.

He’s strong and warm, and I like him wrapped around me. “You did great today, Maze.”

Beaming, I look into his glowing jade-colored orbs. “Because you helped me.”

“Nah, that was all you.”

I crave to kiss him—to do it openly and without a care in the world. Instead, I smile at him and start to pull away. “Thank you.”

He grabs my ass through my short skirt making me squeal. “I’ve been waiting all period to shove this up your hips and fuck you.”

I push away and swat at him. “Earn your keep, mister. You have a stack of papers over there to grade,” I sass, arching an eyebrow up in defiance.

His gaze is smoldering as he prowls over to me. He doesn’t attack me like I want. No, he simply brushes a hair away from my face with his thumb. “So fucking pretty.”

“Where’s the crude boy I know?” I taunt even though I secretly love this sweeter side of him.

He smirks—a look on him that surely just lit my panties on fire—and points at Mrs. Lovell’s desk. “Crawl up under there. You’re going to suck my dick while I do your job.”

My jaw hangs open, and I’m already arguing. “What if someone sees?”

“You’ll be hidden. I won’t tell if you won’t tell,” he says with a growl that drenches those flaming panties.

“Okay,” I concede.

Running over to the door of the classroom, I do a quick peek into the hallway to make sure nobody is coming. Once I’m satisfied we’re alone, I make my way over to the desk. It’s a squeeze, but I’m able to get underneath without too much problem. He doesn’t sit right away and takes his time gathering the papers, whistling while he does it. I’m about to change my mind when his slacks and loafers come into view. He pulls the chair over and sits. Then, he bravely undoes his pants to free his impressive cock.

“Suck it, Maze. Make me proud.”

I giggle under the desk and take it in my grip. Papers shuffle above me. Not having his intense gaze on me gives me the confidence to try and do a good job for him. I run my tongue in a circle on the tip of his cock, which earns me a hissed, Jesus Christ.

His hot length jerks when I lick along his shaft. I can hear his pen scraping along the paper on the desk as he grades while I tease him. Deciding to really distract him, I slip my lips over the top of his dick and then slide down slowly as far as I can go without gagging. He groans but keeps working. I work the base of him while my mouth pleasures the top. Friday, he gave me the most amazing oral sex of my life, so I vow to return the favor. If his heavy breathing is any indication of his pleasure, I’m doing quite well.

“Fuck, this feels good,” he praises.

His words of encouragement fuel me on, and I suck him like it’s my calling. Licking and sucking and teeth scraping, I give him the best blow job I’ve ever given. My slobber is everywhere, but something tells me he’ll enjoy the mess.

“I’m going to come soon.” His words are a pleasure-filled hiss.

I intensify my efforts but freeze in terror when he speaks again.

“What’s up, Brock?” he questions, his voice friendly and calm.

I’m on my knees under another teacher’s desk while I blow her favorite student. This is beyond getting fired…this is scandalous and newsworthy. Author must sense my horror because he reaches beneath the desk to grip my hair.

“You weren’t answering your phone. Want to play basketball at five over at Nate’s? Everyone’s going to be there,” the guy named Brock says.

At least it isn’t a teacher—it sounds like it may even be a friend of his. Author urges me with the grip on my hair to keep going. So, I do. It becomes a fun game to see if I can make him groan or growl or gasp while I blow him. He and Brock just carry on a normal conversation as if I’m not sucking him dry.

“Do me a favor, man,” Author says, his voice tight. “Hit on Dahna. Pursue her. Whatever the fuck. Just distract her so she leaves me the hell alone. You can tap that if you show up at her house on Friday. Her parents’ll be out of town.”

I listen with interest, thankful that Author is pushing some girl off on his friend so he can be with me. It makes me feel powerful.

“Double D Dahna? She’ll try and marry my ass,” Brock jokes.

Author laughs. “Like you could get any better. Catch her while you can.”

Brock launches into a lengthy story about her last boyfriend and how she went psycho on him while Author laughs along. Then, he offers Brock some truffles. They both gush over how tasty they are, which makes me happy. I work his cock eagerly until his heat explodes into my mouth. The urge to gag is strong, but I swallow him down until he’s completely empty. When I finish, I lick him clean before tucking him back into his pants. They continue to chat, so I rest my cheek on his thigh while he strokes my hair.

“Okay, dude. Go the fuck away. I have a pile of shit here to do, and you’re distracting me. I’ll text you later,” Author says, his voice relaxed and pleased. I made him that way. The smile on my face is immediate.

“Fine. Have fun,” Brock says in a mocking voice, “grading papers.”

Author chuckles and then a few moments later, the door closes shut.

“Did he know I was under this desk?” I hiss in horror.

His chair rolls out and he holds his hands out to me. I accept his help so he can pull me out. Once I’m standing, he tugs me into his lap, nipping at my breast through my shirt.

“Nah, our little secret,” he murmurs, his palm inching up my bare thigh. “Now help me grade this shit so I can take you somewhere and fuck you. You drive me crazy, lady.”

Dipping down, I kiss his mouth which tastes like lingering chocolate. “You drive me crazy, too, so we’re even.”
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“It worked!” I squeal and jump onto the hotel bed fully dressed.

He sheds his blazer and tie but climbs on after me. “What’d he say?”

“I told him the meeting at the school would probably last until like nine. He texted back and said auditors were in the office, so he’d be home closer to midnight.” I grin and let out a relieved sigh. “This is the most fun I’ve had in years.”

His brows furl together in an angry way, and I wonder if I’ve said something wrong. When I frown, he runs his thumb along my lip before kissing me chastely there.

“You deserve to have a lot more fun. I’m sorry you’re married to my asshole father.”

I run my fingers through his gelled hair and mess it up. “I’m not sorry I met you. You’ve woken me up. I feel like I’m seeing the world through crystal clear eyes rather than the dark haze I’d been walking around in.”

We lie there for some time in silence. His hands don’t stray from me and he plants kisses on me frequently. If I could freeze this content moment forever, I would.

“I was so pissed when I found out you were married to him,” his quiet voice says, breaking the peaceful silence of our moment. “ All these years, I imagined my father sitting at the dinner table with his other family. My mother and I far from his mind. Telling his wife and kids how lucky he was that he dodged that bullet. I carried around so much hate. It was my plan to torment and fuck you just to get back at my dad.” I cringe at his words. His eyes are narrowed, and they flicker with anger. Then, his eyes warm as he gives me a small smile. “But Friday, I didn’t want it to be about revenge between us. I just wanted you. Now,” he says with a sigh, “now I don’t know where this is going, but it certainly isn’t the way I’d planned.”

I stiffen and clutch his hand. “Do you like being here with me?”

He lets out a huff of air and tightens his grip at our conjoined hands. “Of course I fucking do. More than anything. I don’t normally date chicks. I fuck them. But I have this urge to take you places and show you things. To buy you presents and treat you like you deserve. I want to walk down the street with you on my arm for all to see. And then to bring you home and drive intense pleasure from your body. With you, I crave to do more.”

Smiling, I straddle him. We’re fully clothed, but he quickly hardens between us. “That’s the sweetest thing you’ve said to me.”

I let out a shriek when he flips me over onto my back and grinds against me. “Well, get used to it. I might say sweeter shit every now and again. Like, when you were giving that quiz, I was dying to bend you over that desk and let the whole class watch me claim that tight pussy. I wanted you to squirt all over that first row so fucking Jack Turner could have a taste of what he’ll never have. They’d all see your cunt and your sexy-ass mouth belong to me.”

“There’s my crude boy,” I purr as I work at the buttons on his shirt. “Tell me more of what you want to do to me.” His shirt gets tossed away, giving me a delicious view of his sculpted chest.

He chuckles as he works to free his cock from his pants. Slacks and boxers are peeled off until he’s hard and naked before me. “I’m going to fuck you with your panties on, Maze. In this hot skirt on this hotel bed. Then I’m going to take you to dinner while my cum runs down your thighs. Every time you rub them together, the stickiness will be a reminder of how good you got fucked.”

“You’re too much…”

His fingers brush against my pussy as he tugs my panties to the side. I’m wet and ready, so when his cock pokes at my entrance, he easily pushes all the way inside of me without any resistance.

“Oh, God,” I whimper. “More.”

He remains still as he flashes me a smug grin, barely tilting his hips at me. “Which is it? Too much or not enough? You’re so wish-washy, little turtle. Tell me what you want, and I’ll fucking give it to you.”

That mouth of his…

“Do it. Hard. Fuck me hard, Author,” I beg.

The words are barely uttered from my tongue before he slams into me to the point of pain. His strong hands find my wrists, gripping them tightly and slamming them to the bed. I cry out as he drives into me with such force, I wonder if he’ll split me in two. With every thrust, his cock hits me in the never-before-been-found G-spot, causing me to see white stars.

“Yes…right there…”

I’m squirming but I don’t want to get away. It’s the pleasure he forces on me—it’s intense and addicting and too much all at once. But I want it. I want every single bit of it. I want him to hold me down on this bed and take every bit of my pleasure.

“Oh God!” I shriek in warning, my entire body tensing in preparation to climax.

His grip becomes so tight my hands go numb. The normally smug and collected look on his face is gone. Replaced is a look of unmasked desire—desire for me. In one look, he tells me I’m beautiful and perfect and worthy. His expression, in the end, is what sets me over the edge.

“AUTHOR!” I scream, my whole body spazzing under his.

He grunts but lets out a hiss the moment I come because my body seems to clench around his. His thrusting slows until he lets out a moan so sexy I nearly come again. Hot, powerful bursts of his orgasm gush into me. Something about having him come inside of me is exciting. Irresponsible and rash. Plus, feeling his skin directly on mine with no barrier between is almost sinful.

I giggle when he collapses on me, pinning me to the bed with all his weight. His mouth finds my ear. “You’ll be the death of me, Maze. How am I going to do anything when all I give a fuck about is being inside you?”

Smiling, I run my fingernails along his ribs. “Even when you’re crude, you still manage to make it seem like a compliment.”

He jerks up and glares down at me, startling me. “He doesn’t deserve you,” he seethes. “You’re beautiful and sweet and smart. The idiot doesn’t realize what he’s lost to me. And he has. You’re mine, Maze. The chicks usually get psycho over me, not the other way around. This is new territory for me. And I’m psychotic for you. Whenever I think about that asshole, I want to drive over to his office and beat the shit out of him. For you. There’s no fucking and running from me. I’m going to find a way to keep you.”

“You’ve known me all of a week,” I say with a sigh. “What happens when you get bored?”

His lips draw up into a half-grin. “Then we’ll have to play new, dirtier games to keep me occupied.”

I go to swat at him, but he jerks away and climbs off the bed. Every inch of him is solid muscle. His ass flexes as he walks into the bathroom, making my mouth water for him. The shower turns on and then he saunters back into the room, his flaccid but still thick cock bobbing heavily with each step toward me.

“Get your ass in the shower so I can fuck you once more before we go eat,” he orders as he grabs my ankle and jerks me toward him.

“Yes, Mr. Banks,” I purr.

His reply is a hard slap to my ass.
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Maze and I have spent her entire time as my substitute teacher—all six weeks—in sexual bliss. She lies to my father so she can spend time with me. I help her concoct ways to secretly drain their account without him noticing. And we both make plans for a future that seems out of reach.

When the school year ends, she wants to move to Durham because she thinks she can blend in there but still be close enough to me. I want her in Hanover sharing a place with me. Her argument is that she wants me to enjoy college life without an “old lady” raining on my parade. I told her to fuck the parade.

We’re at an impasse.

Today, that asshole didn’t have to work for some reason, so she had to leave immediately after school. No fooling around or anything. Just a quick kiss before she ran out the door. I hate that she has to go home to him. We had plans to visit Mrs. Lovell at her house again, but it would have to wait for another day. Once I found out the stubborn old bat wasn’t dying and was actually in remission from cancer, I was able to breathe a little easier. She’ll be back next year ready to whip a new group of cocky pricks like me into shape for college.

I’m sitting on my front porch waiting for Aubrey to get home. We haven’t spoken since I fucked her weeks ago in anger. I need to apologize to her because I need her for something.

While I wait, I text Maze.

Me: Only three more days until graduation. And I think the students learned a thing or two. Good job, rookie.

I smile as I wait for her response. Truth is, she did do a good job. That bastard had her self-esteem so low everyone was stepping on it. But after a few weeks, Maze really fell into a teaching groove. She says it’s not her thing, but she embraced it well. I no longer had to command the attention of the class. She was able to learn to do it all on her own. When she threw her shoe at Jack one day so he’d quit fucking talking, they finally started seeing her as someone they needed to listen to and learn from.

I smirk when she replies. She hates what I’ve named her in my phone, but I laughed so hard my stomach hurt when I did it. The matching ringtone when she calls though is golden and makes me chuckle every time.

Mrs. Robinson: I’m not ready to let my students go. They’ve taught me so much. I think I love them.

My stomach clenches at her words. If I read between the lines, I think she’s talking about me and not them. In case shithead happens to read over her shoulder.

Me: Your students are probably stalkers. Good luck getting rid of them. I think they love you, too.

Again. Between the lines.

The sound of a car pulling up next door steals my attention. I tuck my phone into the back pocket of my jeans and stride over to Aubrey’s car.

“Aubrey,” I call out.

She rolls her eyes upon seeing me and huffs. “What, asshole?”

Walking over to her, I pull her against me to hug her. At first, she’s stiff but eventually relaxes. “I’m sorry about that day. I’d just learned about my father and took it out on you. You didn’t deserve that.”

A sigh escapes her and she hugs me. “It’s okay. Even if you were an ass, it was still the best sex I’ve ever had.”

With a chuckle, I pull away and look down at her. She’s pretty. Pretty enough for the job I need her to do. “When’s your birthday?”

“September, why?”

“How old will you be?”

“Seventeen.”

“Perfect.”

She arches a dark eyebrow at me. Sassy as fuck girl. One day she’ll drive the right man fucking crazy in a good kind of way. “Why?”

“You’re underage.”

“And you fucked me.”

I roll my eyes. “I don’t count. You liked it, and now you know you like kink.”

She scoffs. “I most certainly don’t like kink.” But her warming eyes tell me otherwise.

Leaning forward, I run my finger down along her throat. My voice is low when I say, “And if I asked you to lift your little dress so I could spank your ass with my cock inside of you, you’d probably agree before I could even get the words out of my mouth. You’d come all over my dick like a good little girl.”

Her eyes widen and so does her mouth in argument but a smile forms instead. “Fine. You’re right. I like kink and sex.”

“Perfect.”

“Why do I feel like you’re going to ask me to do something very bad?”

Smirking, I shrug my shoulders. “Because I’m going to ask you to do something very, very bad.”

“And why do I feel like I will agree?”

“Because you always do.”

“Ughh,” she groans. “I hate you.”

“I love you, too,” I tease. “Are you game? Will you do it?”

She crosses her arms over her perky tits and narrows her eyes at me. “We’re not having kinky sex, are we?”

“Nope. But I know someone who would love to fuck you, pretty little Aubrey. Someone who would probably jizz his pants just from seeing your tight, naked little body.”

Excitement flickers in her eyes. Aubrey, even though she’s young and can be annoying, is a lot like me. She’ll do it.

“What’s in it for me?” That a girl.

“You get a lot of attention,” I tell her with a devious grin. “And we all know how much you fucking crave it. Also, I’ll give you my XBOX One and all my games. I won’t be able to play it at Dartmouth.”

Her nose scrunches as she considers my offer. “And five hundred bucks cash.”

I laugh. “Five hundred bucks cash, and I’ll tell my friend Dahna’s little brother Daniel that you were the best lay I’ve ever had. They say he’s going to go pro-basketball. The boy is your age and built like a man.”

The horny little girl’s eyes widen, and she grins before jutting her hand out to me. “Deal. Tell me what I’ve gotta do and get me that boy’s Snapchat name. I have a few pictures I want to send him.”

We shake hands and I set the wheels in motion.
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“Author,” Maze sobs into the phone. “You need to come here now.”

I jolt upright in bed, squinting at the sunlight streaming in. It’s been a little over a week since I graduated. I’m supposed to be packing up my shit to get ready for the move to Hanover, but I can’t be bothered. Not when my girl sneaks into the bathroom late at night to call me and ask if we can have phone sex. Who the fuck says no to phone sex? Even if it was four in the morning.

“What’s wrong? Are you crying? Did he hurt you?”

“What? No. It’s not Devon. This is something else. Hurry.”

We hang up, and I dress in record speed, barely having time to run a brush through my hair or to brush my teeth. The ride to their house is tense and fast, my foot heavy on the gas. On a few occasions when Devon was in DC, I took pride in fucking Maze in my father’s bed. I even let her suck my cock in his office chair. The prick doesn’t want a relationship with me. Never has. I’m not some idiot who thinks if I show up on my daddy’s doorstep and tell him I’m his brilliant son with a full-ride scholarship to Dartmouth, that he’d welcome me into his home and assure me he loved me all along. Hell no. I’m a realist and know he’d tell me to fuck off. That he has no son.

So fuck him, too.

Thankfully, my plan is working. I didn’t tell Maze the details because the less she knows, the more honest of a reaction she’ll have. It’s deceptive and evil. But that motherfucker deserves it for never wanting to see his only son. He deserves it for every bruise he marks my woman up with. For every hateful thing he’s ever said to her. For every goddamned shitty thing he’s done to everyone while in his position of power.

As soon as I park on the street across from her house, I’m out of the car and stalking toward the front door. I don’t knock, but instead use the key Maze gave me to let myself in. Since I’ve been here on several occasions, I was able to really sift through his financials. Stuff that Maze worried about touching, I flipped through it and got an understanding of his finances. The fucker really did keep her on a leash. Their joint account never held more than a grand while his personal account held close to three mil. Many of those times while Maze blew me under his desk, I searched all over his computer until I found the information I needed.

Social security number.

Passwords.

Bank accounts.

Click by click, I opened new accounts and transferred funds from accounts he never seemed to use. I opened credit cards under his name and took out cash advances that went into these fake accounts I created. When I was finished, I transferred all of those funds to an account in Maise’s name only. She knew I was up to something but never really asked.

I’m giving my girl her nest egg.

She’s coming with me whether she likes it or not.

“Maze!” I call out once I burst through the front door.

The house is quiet, which sends a ripple of fear shuddering through me. If he ever touches her again, it’ll be hard not to slice his throat. Consequences be damned.

“In the bathroom,” she says from the back of the house.

Stalking through the house, I eventually find her sitting on the edge of the tub. Her hair is a wild mess and her nightgown hangs off her shoulder. A faint bruise colors her throat.

Red.

Motherfucking red.

All I see is the brilliant shade of crimson as my rage floods through me.

Falling at her feet, I wrap my arms around her waist and kiss her plump lips. “What happened?” I can’t keep the fury from my voice, and it comes out more like a growl.

“Oh, this?” She waves to herself. “Nothing. That was from last night. He got drunk and had his fun with me.”

“Did he fuck you?”

She lets out a laugh. “No. I haven’t let him fuck me since we’ve been together. He tried, however, last night. But he was too drunk… couldn’t get it up. When I laughed, he tried to choke me. You can’t choke someone when a lamp smashes against your head, though. In fact, you get knocked right out.” Now her giggles become maniacal.

“Pack your shit now, Maze. You’re coming with me. Forever.”

Her eyes light up. “Wh-wha…” she stutters. “You want me forever?”

My eyebrows scrunch together in irritation. “Of course, I fucking want you forever. And I will die before he lays another hand on you. Got it, little turtle? Now go pack your shit.”

She beams before launching herself into my arms. We tumble backward onto the bathroom floor. Her legs straddle my hips, and she fuses her lips to mine. I’m distracted by the way she rocks against my hard cock to the point I nearly forgot why I came here.

“What’s gotten into you, Maze?”

“I love you, Aut.”

My lips quirk up at hearing her admit it for the first time. I’ve murmured it to her on several occasions with my dick balls deep inside of her. But this is the first time hearing it back.

“I love you, too, pretty lady.”

Like an animal, she frantically undoes my jeans until she can pull my cock out. I don’t get any warning before she lifts up and then impales herself on my dick.

“FUCK MAISE!” I hiss out, not expecting the sudden bliss shooting down my cock.

Her mouth finds mine as she bucks on me like I’m a fucking horse, and she’s a giddy as hell cowgirl. When I’m about to come, she lifts up and gazes at me with furrowed brows.

“You better not leave me.”

I frown at her and grab her hips to keep her moving. “The only way I’m leaving is with you.”

She contemplates my words before speaking. I can tell her body is arguing with her mind. It’s telling her to shut the fuck up so she can come and then we can do this talking shit.

“I.” I buck into her hard enough to make her yelp. “Love.” Another powerful thrust. “You.” Her head falls back when I touch her clit. Only a few rubs against it, and her pussy is clenching hard around my cock.

“Shit,” I grunt, my release closer than ever.

Her mouth finds mine again, and she murmurs her words. “I’m pregnant.”

The whispery way she says them has me coming so hard, I think I might pass out. She continues to ride my dick until I’m spent and blissed the fuck out.

“Say something,” she murmurs.

I chuckle and slap her ass with both hands. “About damn time.”

She lifts up and punches me in the chest. Her tiny fists are nothing. “You don’t care? You’re not worried about me ruining your life?”

Smirking, I tell her the truth. “I fucked you bare fully understanding the consequences. I’m not my asshole father. My kids will know me. All of them.” It’s the motherfucking truth. My childhood was sad and lonely. I had no siblings, and my mother drank away her life. One day, I hope to have lots of kids to fill up a home with. Lots of kids that look just like the woman sitting on my cock.

Her brows pinch together, worry marring her perfect features. “But what will we do? Where will we go? I don’t even have a job anymore,” she says in a panicked tone.

Hugging her to me, I kiss her head. “You can do whatever you want, Maze. If you want to stay home with our baby, then do it. If you want to be a teacher, do that. If you want to sell fucking bananas on the side of the road, I’m not going to stop you. I’m going to get through college with you and our child by my side. We’ll make it work.”

Visions of Maise with a swollen belly do something to my male pride, and I want to beat the fuck out of my chest, grunting who she belongs to.

“Come on, let’s get you dressed and packed. We’re going to Hanover tonight to look for houses,” I inform her.

She stands up and sets to cleaning herself up. “So, it’s just like that? I can just leave him and go with you. Why does that idea seem so much easier now than it did almost two months ago?”

I take the towel and wipe off my cock before grinning at her. “Because you’re not alone anymore. And neither am I. We’re a family now. You, me,” I gesture before splaying my palm against her flat belly. “And baby turtle.”

She giggles and rests her hand on mine. “You’re quite a catch, Author Banks.”

“I know.”

That comment earns me a slap to the chest.

But her laughter earns me a swell to the heart.

I’m just pulling up my pants when a door slams somewhere within the house making all the windows rattle. Maze’s widened eyes meet mine, and terror washes over her. I hate that our happy moment has been erased by that fucking bastard.

“Hide,” she hisses, dragging me out of the bathroom. “In the closet.”

Rolling my eyes, I stride over to the closet and pull the door closed just as he walks into the room. Devon Macmillan. My father. The asshole of the fucking century.

As soon as he sees her, his tense posture loosens. “Maze, I fucked up.”

Her eyes dart over to me where I’m peering out before she looks back at him. “What happened?”

His fingers rake through his hair and he trembles. “I had an affair.”

At this, I smirk. He’s had an affair on her with fucking everyone. This affair was different, though…

“I suspect you’ve had many. This isn’t news to me,” she tells him coldly, her chin held high with bravery. I’m so proud of her in this moment, I could waltz out there and scoop her into my arms. As much as I want to flaunt our relationship in front of him, I hold still instead.

“Yeah, I’m sorry about those. But this one was worse,” he admits. His hand reaches for her, but she takes a step back.

“Don’t touch me.”

He lets out an angry huff. “I fucked an underage girl. The police are involved because she filed a report against me. I was tipped off they’re going to arrest me.”

And…my work here is done. I’ll miss my XBOX One, but the look on his face was worth it. Fucking priceless.

She glares at him. “You sick bastard.”

“Don’t, Maise. I’m dealing with enough shit as it is. I don’t need you making me feel worse!”

“Worse?” she screeches. “You are the worst. Ever since the day we married, you’ve done everything you can to make my life a living hell. You deserve this, Devon!”

His body tenses and he charges for her. “You stupid bitch!” When his hand rears back like he might hit her, I’m already out of the closet and cracking my fist against his jaw. He never gets to lay a hand on her. The asshole will never hit her again as long as I live on this earth.

“What the fuck?” he demands, his eyes widening in shock. “Who the fuck are you and why are you in my house?”

I stand in front of Maise so he can’t get to her. “I’m her lover,” I sneer at him and take a step toward his trembling frame. “I’m the father of her unborn child.” He retreats, his eyes darting back and forth between she and I. “I’m your worst motherfucking nightmare.” His mouth drops open as recognition seems to set fire to his skin, making it blaze red with fury. “And I’m your son.”

His face turns bright red as rage contorts him into a monster. “That bitch Denise swore she’d never say a word!”

Stalking over to him, I grab him by the throat. The man is big and probably strong when he’s pushing around women. But for me, he’s a fucking gnat.

“That bitch you’re referring to is my mother. That bitch raised and loved me when your stupid ass refused. That bitch kept your goddamned secret for eighteen years. And this son of a bitch is going to kick your ass for being such a douchebag.”

My fist clocks him right in the middle of the face. The bone in his nose makes a popping sound a moment before blood pours from it. Seeing his blood and his horrified expression is enough for me. I could beat his ass until he can’t walk anymore, but truthfully, I’m satisfied as fuck. Breaking his nose was the highlight of my life.

“Come on, little turtle. Neither of us has to deal with this asshole ever again.”
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“I’m divorcing you,” she says bravely into the phone. “And not because of the scandal. Because you were a cruel person and I don’t love you. Expect something from my lawyer this week.”

She hangs up, and I lift my brows in question. It’s been three weeks since we moved into our little rent house near the college. We’ll probably discover we’ve moved in next door to some obnoxious frat boys or some shit just like in that funny-ass movie, but I don’t care. I’d live in a dumpster if it meant Maze was sleeping next to me. Brock seemed bummed at first about me not dorming with him, but once he saw the two of us together, he changed his tune. Plus, he can’t worry about me. He has to keep his shit in line so his new girlfriend Dumb Dahna—although I’m banned from calling her that ever again—doesn’t get her panties in a wad. Turns out, when I sent him her way, they were more compatible than he’d expected. Maybe he likes missionary style while staring lovingly into her eyes.

I glance over at Maze, who is sucking on her spoon as she devours a pint of Cherry Garcia. Fuck, I’m pretty happy, staring into her eyes any day of the week, too. Motherfucking pussy-whipped fools is what Brock and I are.

“How’s jail? Did you tell him what I said?” I question and snatch her spoon.

She pouts when I steal a bite but is back to her happy self when I relinquish the silverware. “No, I did not tell him ‘Don’t drop the soap.’”

Smirking, I lean back in the bed and rest my palm on my bare stomach. If this woman keeps having cravings, I’m going to get a fucking belly on me.

“I can’t believe that dumbass would fuck a sixteen-year-old girl,” I say with a sigh.

Some secrets, you take to your grave. Some secrets, are done out of love. Some secrets, save a person who desperately needs saving and punishes a deserving one.

“I know,” she groans. “But apparently, she’s not the only one. Five women have come forward about his sexual abuse in the office. Most of it is verbal. A few reporting inappropriate touching here and there. But that one lady that works for him said he raped her. I just can’t see him doing that. I also can’t see him hitting people. And he did that to me all the time. I knew he was a cheating loser but I never realized how much of a predator he was. I’m just glad he always used condoms. Maybe he wasn’t such a bastard after all. Maybe, for once in his life, he did me a favor and kept his diseases in the rubber.”

I’d called Aubrey to ask her how it went. The clever girl made an appointment about interviewing him for her school. He let her right in. Devon knew she was sixteen and didn’t argue when she told him he was handsome for an older man. The sick fuck flirted with her until he was balls deep in what he thought was a virgin. When she left his office, she called me while she was at the drive through at Dairy Queen. Laughed when she told me he was a terrible fuck and she hoped Daniel was even half as good as me. Then, she drove to the hospital and told them a sob story the media gobbled up.

Aubrey got what she wanted. Daniel. Attention. And my XBOX One. She used the five hundred bucks to buy her new boyfriend a goddamned watch. Whatever, they’re in love. I guess.

As for me, I got exactly what I wanted. My asshole father is in shit so deep, he’ll never wade out. His wife, my horny stepmother, is mine to fuck and is carrying my child. A child I will never in my entire life turn my back on. Not fucking ever. And once Devon’s shit hit the fan on the news, Mom came to the aide of those women. Told her own story of a man who took advantage of a woman who worked for him. She never blasted a word about me to the media, which I’m thankful for. Instead, she’d finally found a fire inside of her to speak out against the man who wronged her.

“Tomorrow, I think I’ll make venison and roasted potatoes with asparagus. Do you like venison?” she asks absently as she scrapes her ice cream container clean.

The woman can cook. That’s for damn sure.

“What the fuck is venison?” I tease, earning a giggle from Maze. “I’m kidding. If you make it, you know this fat boy’ll eat it.”

“Good,” she says and trades her empty ice cream container for her notebook on the bedside table. “I was thinking of adding it to the cookbook if it turns out okay.”

While she scribbles, I lie on my side and rest my palm on her still-small belly. “You going to photograph it, too? Do I have to hold up that big-ass white board again?”

She turns and looks at me. “Yes. So don’t eat it until I get a good picture.”

I slip my hand under the covers and grin to find her bare beneath her gown. Her legs spread to give me access despite her concentrating on her list. As soon as my finger is inside her, she tosses her notebook away.

“Give up so soon?”

“You’re too distracting.”

“Maybe I should fuck you from behind so you can keep working,” I say with a laugh, my finger massaging her tiny button of pleasure within her.

“Mmm.”

“Or maybe I should push my throbbing cock into your ass to give you some inspiration.”

“AUT!”

Chuckling, I continue my assault on her pussy and bite her nipple through the fabric of her nightie. “You said you wanted to try butt stuff.”

“But not to inspire my cookbook!”

I push another finger into her and fuck her greedy cunt with them. “If you ever let me inside of your tight ass, I’d hold that stupid-ass board for all your food pics. Come on, Maze, let me stretch open that hole, too. They’ll all be mine by the end of summer. I already own your wet, eager little mouth.” She moans when I quicken my efforts. “And this slippery cunt has been mine since the moment you stepped out of your fucking car that first day.”

“Oh God!” Her orgasm is fast, and she shudders so hard I worry that one day she’ll hurt the baby with all her goddamned wiggling.

“Was that a yes?”

She laughs as I slip my fingers from her. “Yes, you can have my ass by the end of summer. Yes, you better hold the dumb board for every picture. And yes, I’m all yours. From the moment I saw the god of a man too big and too sexy to be allowed in any school ever sitting by that window, I belonged to him. You wooed me with your smart guy routine. But it was your filthy mouth that had me weak in the knees.”

Tearing her gown from her, I waste no time tugging my rock-hard dick from my boxers and shoving it into my woman. Her fingernails attempt to exact damage on my shoulders, but they don’t deter me.

I fuck her like the beast I am.

I fuck her like we were always meant to be.

I fuck her to remind her she’s mine and so is the baby turtle in her belly.

“Kiss me,” she begs.

Our mouths fuse together, and I make thousands of promises with my lips and tongue. I only pull away so I can look into her warm honey eyes. My thrusts slow as I really look at my Maze.

Innocent for all to see, but not when I get her naked.

Gentle and kind, but has a mouth of fire when I poke her just right.

Creative and smart, but only just now realizing this about herself.

Fucking beautiful, and I hope our child looks just like her.

Her eyes are locked on mine, and I can’t help but think how right this feels. Our connection is real. From day one, I felt it. Furious and raging and completely on fire. The intensity between us never wanes. Maybe Dumb Dahna knew what she was talking about with this whole eye contact thing. It was weird with that girl, but with Maze?

It’s motherfucking perfect.

“Mmm,” Maze coos, her fingers threading into my hair. “I like when you make love to me. But Author?”

I arch an eyebrow at her in question. “Yeah, little turtle?”

“Talk dirty to me.”

“I thought you’d never motherfucking ask,” I say with a wicked grin. “Now clench that slippery cunt around my big-ass cock. I want that pussy eating sausage for dinner. If you don’t get your shit together and come all over me in the next six seconds, I’m going to finger your ass until you spray your orgasm all over our bed like a goddamned dolphin.”

It only takes three sweet seconds…

Maise is a very bad girl.
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Six years later…

 

Graduation day. This new life of mine was supposed to go slow. I was supposed to be allowed to savor it. To enjoy each passing second. Instead, it just keeps flying by like pages caught in the wind. I’m not ready for this story to end. I want it to go on forever. And here it feels like it’s only just begun…and yet it’s ending.

“Are you crying?” Aut asks from the doorway to our bedroom, Bella sitting on his hip making a gigantic mess with an Oreo. They’ll both need to change before we go. “Mommy’s crying,” he whispers to our two-year-old, “again.”

His words only make me sob more. He sets Bella down and then sits on the bed beside me. Strong fingers find my belly, and he strokes me over my dress. It won’t be but another six weeks and Benton will be here. Little Bella won’t know what to do with a baby brother. This makes me cry harder.

“Maise?” he questions softly. “Why are you crying?”

I don’t look at him but instead stare down at his hand on my stomach. Benton kicks his daddy which makes him chuckle.

“Tell me,” Aut urges, his finger and thumb gripping my chin. He lifts my head so our eyes meet. “I want to know what’s gotten you so upset. I’m going to motherfucking fix it.”

“Mudderfussing!” Bella squeals and throws her cookie in the air.

I glare at Aut, my tears momentarily forgotten. “You did not just teach my baby to say that word!”

He throws his head back and laughs. A deep, full belly laugh. Bella giggles, running in circles lifting her dress up to show us her belly. I find myself chuckling away my tears.

“This, Aut,” I say sadly. “It’s going too fast. They’re growing up before our eyes. And Branson…”

Leaning toward me, he swipes both of my cheeks with his thumbs and presses a kiss to my nose. “Little turtle, you should know the Banks live in the fast lane. It’s who we are.” He whispers the next part. “We’re motherfucking overachievers.”

I laugh and let him hug me. “That we are.”

“Come on,” he says as he stands. “Get your ass in gear while I clean up the cookie monster. We have a graduation to get to.”

An hour later, we’re sitting in the gymnasium of Branson’s school. Bella toddles over to bother another kid while I snuggle against Aut. He hugs me tight and all is right in the world. The announcer begins calling each name. When a perfect kindergartener with inky black hair and eyes as green as grass walks across the stage with a toothless smile, I melt. My heart catches fire and burns to ashes.

My little boy.

Going to first grade.

Before accepting his little diploma, he shields his eyes from the bright stage lights until he sees us. Once he locates us, he waves and hollers, garnering a chuckle from everyone in the room. “Hi, Mommy! Hi, Daddy!”

Aut and I wave until he’s seated, his little legs kicking the air beneath him. The gowns they put them in swallow each kid. My little boy doesn’t look so grown. He looks just as innocent and young and perfect as the day his daddy placed his squirming body in my arms.

Maybe I can keep him little for just a while longer after all…
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Aut

The next day

 

“Where’s Bella and Branson?” I question when I see my wife standing in my doorway.

Her normally innocent eyes flicker wickedly. “Your mom dropped by and offered to watch them while I took you to lunch.” She waves a bag of food at me. “But I thought you’d rather me bring lunch to you.”

I smirk at her as she waddles over to my desk. Maze looks hot as fuck when she’s knocked up. “Come here, bad girl. What do you have up your sleeve?”

The emails in my inbox are screaming at me.

My lunch meeting with an advertiser will have to be canceled.

And the articles from three of my writers sent over for review need to be read ASAP.

But Author Banks, the motherfucking Editor in Chief of The Dartmouth Daily, is busy. He’s got a drop-dead gorgeous woman standing in his office. A woman who is wearing a pretty summer dress with no goddamned bra on underneath.

“Did Victor see those nipples?” I growl as I stand and storm past her to lock my office door.

“So that’s why he stopped me in the hall to chat,” she teases with a naughty grin.

“Bad, bad girl.”

I wrap my arms around her from behind and claim her now-huge fucking tits. Thank you, babies. When I pinch her nipples, she moans. My cock presses painfully against her ass.

“I learned it from you,” she tells me. Her hand reaches behind her to rub at my dick through my suit slacks. “Seems the student did school the teacher. Over and over and over again.”

Twisting her in my arms, I then slip my fingers into her hair and kiss her pouty lips hard. God, this never gets old. I manage to tear my mouth from hers to guide her backward to the edge of my desk.

“Wasn’t long ago when I fucked you like this on a desk at school. Now, I’m about to impale that greedy cunt on my desk. I’m going to make you drip all over my floor so the janitors have a fucking fit trying to get the stain out. When I’m stressed as fuck over a deadline, I’ll look at my favorite stain and jerk one off with you on my brain.”

She laughs as she sits. “Why does that raunchy talk turn me on every time?”

“Because you’re a dirty, bad girl, Maze. My dirty, bad girl.”

I shove her dress up her hips. Her belly is swollen and huge, but it won’t stop me from fucking her. Hell, nothing stops me. Ever. My favorite place to be is between her thighs.

“No panties either?” I question with a growl.

“What are we going to do about that?” she muses aloud.

Yanking out my cock, I ease into her wet opening, my eyes on hers and a grin on my face. “This. Just this.”

She whimpers when I don’t pick up speed. “Faster, Aut.”

“Tell me what your greedy cunt is going to do with this big cock, little turtle.”

My thumb finds her clit, and I massage her as I slowly thrust into her.

“My pussy is hungry,” she whispers.

“Damn fucking right it is,” I tell her, dropping a kiss to her neck just below her ear. “God you’re cute when you talk dirty.”

“I learned from the best.”

Nibbling at her ear lobe, I chuckle. “Class is always in session, Maze. I’ve got lots of things I’m going to teach you. Lots and lots of things. You were crying that life is over. But, beautiful…” I trail off and pull away to look at her heat-filled honey eyes.

“But what?”

“It’s just getting started.”

 

The End
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Listen on Spotify here.

 

Ain’t No Sunshine When She’s Gone by Black Label Society

The Sound of Silence by Simon & Garfunkel

To Be Alone by Hozier

In the Meantime by Spacehog

Desire by Meg Myers

Even Though Our Love Is Doomed by Garbage

#1 Crush by Garbage

I Wanna Sex You Up by Color Me Badd

In Too Deep by Genesis

Bump N’ Grind by R. Kelly

You’re Makin’ Me High by Toni Braxton

Pony by Ginuwine

I Know What You Want by Busta Rhymes

My Chick Bad by Ludacris

The Fix by Nelly

Oui by Jeremih

Closer by Nine Inch Nails
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