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Chapter 1
It
was early September, the first day of term. And that meant one thing. Well, two
things but only one that excited me. The first day of the university year was
the lesser fact, but it led to the important thing: Selection Day. 

 

The
lecture hall was filling with fresh students, eighteen or older and new to
Medford University. All of them were scared, all of them were trying to pretend
they weren't. But having watched this ritual happen every autumn for the last
nine years, I knew the signs. Laughing too loud, smiling too hard, walking in that imitation of a confident strut. Did they
fool each other? Perhaps. But me, I could smell the scent of fear. As always,
it amused me. But it was a distraction from my real mission and I redirected my
focus to the task at hand.   

 

As
the students took their seats, I took the opportunity to examine the new class.
The tiered setting provided an excellent view of the choices for my selection.
There were some stand-out strong candidates immediately. A girl with wavy
blonde hair and a cute button nose with a top that at first glance looked
respectable, suddenly bent over her bag and gravity pushed her cleavage into
view. I caught an eye full of quite a large set of breasts that might be very
fun to play with. Hmm, worth consideration but you have to squeeze a few pieces
of fruit before you choose the ripest. My eyes travelled to the back of the
room where a tall, willowy black girl was wearing a short red skirt that pulled
my focus. The legs were long, slender and I took a moment to let my eyes travel
up the length of her thigh, stopping at the hem of the skirt, just shy of the
place that perhaps she wanted people to think about. I took in the rest of her.
She was delicately pretty and worth a second thought. I noticed that in
contrast to the skirt, she was wearing a buttoned to the neck blouse. Yes, most
girls knew you showed legs or breasts, but never both. Unless you wanted people
to know that you were a certain type of girl. 

On
that thought, I saw that type of girl sitting right at the front. She was
wearing denim shorts and a tiny yellow vest top, technically appropriate to the
Indian summer we were having but I wondered if the season had anything to do
with her wardrobe choices. Had it been raining, wasn't she the type who would
have strutted in here practically naked anyway? I took a moment to subtly
assess her assets. Her hair was caramel coloured and long, falling around her
slender, bitable neck. Her breasts were medium size, smaller than the Cleavage
Girl’s, but more shapely. Her legs had a powerful look about them and I could
picture her straddling me all too easily. Denim Shorts was quickly moving up to
the top of my list. She had a certain body confidence that was alluring. Would
it translate to real world experience, I wondered. Not necessarily. A girl’s
dress style didn't always speak to sexual experience. Sometimes it was only a
costume. But from the way she placed her hand on the upper thigh of the boy
next to her, she was unlikely to be a virgin, which was crucial. I never chose
a virgin. Virgins could be tricky. They took things too seriously, clung too
hard. Break it off wrong and you're looking at a formal complaint. So far, I'd
flown underneath the administrative radar with my proclivities and guidelines
like the 'no virgins' rule had kept me safe for the last six years of seducing
first years. 

 

As
I considered my choices, I could see that the room was just about settled. Time
for me to make my introduction. I stood slowly for the benefit of my shortlist,
not to mention the rest of the class. They could wonder any number of things
about me in that moment. I could be anyone, anything. Every nightmare and every
fantasy is contained in the moment before you speak. And it doesn’t hurt that
I’m beautiful. That may sound arrogant but the fact is that I’ve always turned
heads. And my good cheek bones, youthful skin and thick dark hair that I tend
to wear down mean that although I’m thirty-six, I can pass for twenty-six.
Which is, of course, helpful when sleeping with my students as it can help to
blur the line between us at the moment when it needs to be blurred. But at
other times, times when I need the full attention of my students and their
respect for me as their professor, my no nonsense attitude keeps their eyes on
me. My dress style performs both functions, giving me command whilst fulfilling
certain fantasies for those inclined toward a powerful woman. My clothing is
carefully selected, form-fitting and sharp: favoring black, grey and silver. I
know the importance of my apparel to those who sat in my classroom. It imparts
sexual longing to the few and comfort to the many in need of a firm hand on the
rudder of their education. Both were important to me.

 

As
I looked around the room, I knew that all eyes were on me, as always. I had
their total focus. And in that moment, I felt my own excitement at the
possibilities that the term held with my potential Seducee. It would start with
a few lingering looks and 'accidental' hand touches and little by little, it
would build to something else. Private meetings with flimsy excuses while the
girl in question struggled with her attraction. Did she really feel this pull,
this want? Was I feeling the same? Should she let this happen with her professor?
Would that be wrong? Until one day, usually toward the end of the first
semester, it would happen. It always did, sooner or later. They always gave in
to their yearnings.  And it would be delicious. 

 

I
stood at the front of the lecture hall and took a pause before turning to the
white board behind me. I began to write my name.

 

'My
name is Julia Hawke and this is Writing Short Stories.'

 

Forty
five minutes later found me in a question and answer session as we rounded the
end of the class. I was answering a question from a lanky boy with the last of
his teenage acne still in evidence, patiently explaining, as I did at the start
of every year that no, you cannot truly teach writing but you can nourish and
shape the writer to do their strongest work and find their voice, blah, blah,
blah.  Having trotted out this line many times, I was bored with my own
voice but as I looked around the room, I saw that the class was rapt. It was
always that way with my students. They were like little sponges, eager to soak
up whatever droplets of wisdom I dispelled. Sometimes it would make me feel sad
to see their passion, having lost that fire myself. I hadn’t written a word in
years. But it didn’t mean I hadn’t learned a thing or two and I was happy to
pass it on to those who still cared about writing. And it doesn’t hurt that
teaching also provides me with an endless source of nubile flesh. That's what
stimulates me these days. Where I used to be excited to sit down at my keyboard
and write, now my inspiration comes from the chase. The hunt and capture of a
naughty little prize. 

 

As
I dismissed the class, I subtly watch Denim Shorts get up and collect her
things and I catch her eye. It's brief but I get the slightest hint that yes,
she could be receptive. And with any luck, she'll put up just enough of a fight
to keep it interesting before she gives into her own desire. I watched her
perky buttocks bounce across the room in the infamous shorts as I stood and
collected my notes. Target acquired. 

 

As
I got up to leave, my path was suddenly blocked and I almost walked into my
interceptor.

'Miss
Hawke?'

An
elfin, bespectacled girl with dark blonde hair pulled back into a tight
ponytail was standing in front of me. She was dressed in a conservative
cardigan and skirt, both in muted colours. She looked a little parochial. I
could see that she was nervous to speak to me but something had pushed her to
do it anyway.

'I'm Penny Stone. I just wanted to tell you that I found
your class really inspiring.'

'Thank you. I'm glad you enjoyed it. I'm looking forward
to reading your work.'

That
statement inspired a blush and I could see that the prospect of me reading her
work had struck fear into her. But she was trying to push it down, trying to be
confident. I wasn't unsympathetic to a new writer’s nerves about having their
work appraised by me. I could recall those times in my own life when I'd been
in her shoes. She dipped her head, suddenly finding her shoes fascinating. 

'I'm not very good but I hope you'll make me better.'

It
wasn't an unusual statement from a young writer. Sometimes they believed it and
sometimes it was false modesty. If it was false modesty, then the writer in
question usually found out later that there was actually some truth in their
proclamations of lack of talent. It was the ones who really thought they
weren't any good that did the best work because they would push themselves,
demand more from themselves, work harder. I examined the girl for pretension
and I didn't detect it in her. I laughed gently at her neurosis.

'We'll see about that, Penny.'

She
looked up at me in surprise, and I guessed that people didn't usually remember
her name and certainly not so quickly. I couldn't see why not. Now that I was
really looking at her, there was something that drew you in, a certain
intriguing quality behind the shyness. That apparent innocence might have
hidden depths, the kind that made for interesting work. I decided to keep a
special eye on her. Aside from my sexual prey selections, I also tried hard to
root out the writing gems in my class, and something was telling me that Penny
Stone might be a real talent, someone to nurture. She was looking up at me and
seemed to be deciding whether to say something else. I waited patiently and she
suddenly looked at her watch and gasped.

'I've
got another class across the campus, I'd better run. I don't know where
anything is yet!'

'You'll get the hang of
this quicker than you think.'

She
smiled gratefully and scuttled out of the class. Yes, there was something about
her that held a charm. She could never be selected for pursuit, she was clearly
far too inexperienced and unworldly for me; but I had to admit, Penny Stone had
something that intrigued me. 















Chapter 2
I
ran across the campus, heat in my cheeks from the conversation that had just
taken place with Julia Hawke. She had clearly thought I was a country bumpkin
and she was right. I wasn't even sure what had compelled me to speak to her one
on one like that. So stupid. It was always better to stay hidden, sit at the
back and never raise your hand. 'If you don't say anything, you can't say
anything stupid', that’s what my mother always says. But watching her talk
about writing had planted some seed of excitement in me. It made me want to sit
down and start typing right that second, without knowing what might come out. 

 

But
now, thinking about doing that seemed scary and ridiculous. I wasn't even sure
why I chose Creative Writing as an elective, it wasn't going to lead anywhere.
I was at Medford to get a business degree. Even that was considered a waste of
time by my parents. As far as they were concerned, I'd be going to work in the
family shop and you don't need a business degree to work in a mini mart in Pilldale
Village. But I had managed to convince them that when I eventually took over
the business, it would be helpful to have knowledge that would keep the
business afloat in a future that no one could predict. What if things in the
village changed? What if a large chain store moved in? It was enough to strike
doubt into them. I know it's not very nice to worry them like that, but before
I settle down in the village, I just want a little time to experience other
things. I couldn't even tell you what things, but I guess that's the point. I
want to be surprised. And there's not too many surprises in Pilldale. 

 

I
was just about to enter my Principles of Marketing Class when a voice cried
across the campus.

'Penny!'

I
turned to see my boyfriend, Will, running toward me. I sighed inwardly, he was
going to make me late but I put a smile on my face and waited for him. He
reached me, sweating and happy, dressed in gym clothes.

'My course is awesome!'

I
laughed at his excitement. This hyperbole was typical of Will. He was like a
puppy, excitable and always full of energy. That's what made a physical
education degree the perfect choice for him. I hoped it would wear him out a
bit. We'd been together since we were fifteen and he'd decided to follow me
here to Medford before he found a PE teacher job back home. I hadn't been sure
if I'd wanted him with me but I knew that three years on opposite ends of the
country might be too hard on the relationship and I had to admit, in all this
newness and excitement, it was nice to have a part of home with me.

'It's your first day, how can you tell it's awesome
already?'

'I just can. I've already made friends and my tutor is
really cool.'

That
made me think of Julia. Cool wasn't the word for her. The way she'd moved
around the classroom, so self-possessed, so statuesque and patrician. She knew
she had her students in the palm of her hand. And when she looked at you, you
felt exposed, as though she could see right into you. It was frightening and
somehow exciting. She wasn't cool. She was something else they didn't have a
word for. I realised I'd gone into my head for a moment and that Will was still
in front of me, waiting for interaction. 

'I'm glad you like it'

'How about you, how was your...
Was it writing or something?'

'Yeah. It was... Fine.'

I
didn't want to go into detail, I wasn't sure I could trust myself not to gush
about Julia and for some reason I didn't want to do that in front of Will.

'Look, I'm sorry, my class is starting. I have to go.'

'Oh, I didn't realise, sorry. See you later!'

And
with that he was off again, running across the campus. I turned and headed into
my next class, still a trace of the excitement from Julia Hawke running through
my veins. 















Chapter 3
It
was a few weeks into the term and things were progressing at the usual rate.
Denim Shorts, who it turned out was called Chloe, had been stopping by my
office for 'quick chats.'  Always wearing something revealing, always
needing my help. She had written a couple of short stories for my class and
both involved tales of being chased by socially awkward teenage boys. She
claimed they were fiction but they were obviously thinly veiled accounts of
things that had happened to her.  'Write what you know' is tried and true
advice, but only when you can bring fresh insight to what you know. Her stories
were too literal, there were no original observations, nothing truly engaging.
But if the stories couldn't hold my intellectual interest, the topics were
revealing in other ways. They were telling me that she was a girl who was
looking for someone who knew what they were doing. And the small looks I'd
caught in our private sessions told me that the gender of that person might not
be as important as skill and experience. I didn't know what Chloe's orientation
was and I didn't care. Not every one of my targets was gay or bisexual, in fact
many of them weren't. Generally, it wasn't much of an obstacle. A female lover
in your time at university was practically par for the course when it came to straight
girls. That was the cliché. And it had certainly held up in my experience.
Forbidden fruit is sweet to the tongue, no one understands that better than me.


 

I
was in my office, the door open. Chloe was due imminently and I was looking
forward to sitting in this small space with her, the possibility of something
happening would sit between us, layering the meeting with hidden meanings. We
were still at the stage where I was giving her only just enough to keep things
interesting, which was to say practically nothing. A third party in the room
would detect no flirtation from my end and very little from hers. But Chloe
would know that maybe there was... something. And that's all I'd let her know
for now. Until the last possible moment I would draw out the tension, teasing
it to breaking point. It was how I kept my girls focused on me enough to do
something they knew was wrong. At first it would be just an idea, nothing
they'd ever act on. Perish the thought. But over time, it would grow into
desire that became need. When they finally crossed the line with me, it was
momentous to them and deeply satisfying, I knew. Chloe would be in the first
stages: not yet ready for me, but the idea would be at the edge of her mind. I
liked knowing that. It made me tingle with anticipation. 

 

I
thought back to the first time I’d been introduced to the pleasures of younger
women. It had been a bad year. I’d just turned thirty and I was struggling with
my first novel, which had already been commissioned. I’d had a few early
successes with short stories that had led to the book deal, but when it came
time to write, the pressure of expectation blocked me from producing anything
significant. My deadline came and went and I had nothing to show to the
publisher. I was in a serious relationship with a woman, Lydia, and I should
have been able to find comfort from her but that wasn’t the case. It had been
good for a few years but then it had simply soured. We were circling the drain
but after six years, neither one of us had wanted to be the one to finish
things. At that time, I had been teaching for a couple of years but I’d always
thought of it as plan B and then suddenly, with the passing of the deadline, I
was done with writing and done with Lydia and teaching was all I had left. It
was a shock and I began to slide into a sadness. 

But
that year, there had been a girl in my class. Amy. She was a stunningly
beautiful honey colored blonde with full, pouty lips. She was clearly very
popular with the boys. But as the year progressed, I became aware that she
didn’t seem so interested in them and maybe she had a little crush on me. At
first I didn’t even consider it. Everyone knew you didn’t touch the students.
Even if it hadn’t been a rule, which it was, it was morally wrong to abuse your
position. But Amy, she wasn’t a naïf. She had clearly decided that she wanted
me. One day, we’d been in a private meeting and she’d been flirting
outrageously. I didn’t take it seriously but I didn’t mind too much either. The
attentions of a beautiful young woman certainly weren’t unwelcome as low as I
was feeling that year, but I figured it was only harmless flirtation. Then, as
the meeting had come to a close, we’d stood up and in the smallness of the room
inches apart from one another, I found myself very close to those moist lips
and I was struck with a strong sudden desire to kiss her. Amy had seen my
fleeting impulse before I could hide it and that had been enough encouragement
for her to make a move. Suddenly, her lips were on mine and she pushed her
voluptuous body up against me and before I knew it, we were on top of my desk.
Her hands were searching me, discovering my body, and I could tell from her low
moaning that she liked what she found. And I liked it too, it felt good to feel
this want, this need from someone and certainly from someone as
exquisite as Amy. I could feel how much it meant to her in a way that a woman
my own age, with all her baggage, wouldn’t be capable of. Amy and I had come
close to tearing our clothes off right there in my office, but a noise outside
had given us pause and I suddenly realised where I was and how dangerous what
we were doing was. I stopped it right then and Amy had been disappointed as she
left but it had not been the end of it. 

 

For
the next few weeks I valiantly fought my attraction to Amy, I really did. I
tried to talk myself out of it but for every day she sat in my class, my hunger
for her grew. I could see hers did too. We hadn’t spoken of the incident in my
office but the way she looked at me during my lectures was enough to make me
lose my train of thought on more than one occasion. After several weeks of
trying to push back the tide, I went outside after a long day to find Amy
leaning against my car, waiting for me. I realised that I was tired of trying
to be good. Where had it ever gotten me? I decided at that moment I was going
to take what I wanted. I didn’t speak a word to her. I just unlocked the car
and she got in. I drove her to my house and we went inside. I barely had the
door shut when she grabbed me and pushed me up against the wall, kissing me
like I was feast to a starving woman. We didn’t even get to the bedroom, it
happened on the floor of the living room. Any lack of experience with women
hadn’t mattered. She desperately wanted to please me and she was completely
open to instruction. She made me feel good for the first time in a long while,
and I realised that the benefit of younger women was that they were willing to
give so much while asking for so little.

 

It
went on for a few months. She’d be waiting at my car at the end of the day and
we’d go to my house. I’d tell her exactly what I wanted and she’d work hard to
pleasure me, doing things I could never have asked for from Lydia. I knew it
couldn’t go anywhere and that’s what made it so exciting. It was nothing but
sex and it was freeing. I felt lightened from the burdens of relationships,
from working hard to make something out of it. It was an end in itself. 

 

After
three months of sleeping with Amy, it became obvious that it had to be ended. I
could see that she was beginning to get attached and I didn’t want to hurt her.
I gently explained to her we had to finish because I’d been bought into the
Dean’s office and threatened with being fired. It was complete fiction but it
made it easier for Amy to think there was nothing personal about the rejection.
She took it pretty well and barely even argued, although I knew that it was
hard for her to give me up. The end of it coincided nicely with the end of the
year so we didn’t have to see each other in class, and the following year she’d
been careful not to choose a course that I taught. It had been so easy. And
that next year there had been another girl, Megan, and I saw the way she looked
at me and I thought to myself ‘why not?’ 

 

Since
Amy there had always been someone, every academic year. Chloe would be Number
Seven. But over time, I’d learned that there were certain lines to keep behind
to make sure that things never got out of hand. Firstly, nothing should ever
happen on university property. Far too risky. Secondly the girl must always
initiate, she must always feel like it was her idea. If I made the first move
she might start to wonder, after it was all over and she was feeling a little
bruised, if perhaps she hadn’t been taken advantage of her. I wanted the girl
to feel it had been completely her choice. Thirdly, when I slept with a target,
I never lingered afterward or spent time with them doing anything other than
the physical. There was no real social interaction. That was so the girl
couldn’t get the idea that anything other than sex was on the table. The fourth
rule was no virgins and that rule had a precedent. There had been a girl one
year, Sophie, who had nearly been the end of me. She had decided to save
herself until university and then marked me out as her first. I hadn’t realised
that. Luckily, we’d never taken it beyond a kiss before she revealed her
innocence. It gave me pause and then Sophie started texting me with crazy
obsessive regularity. The texts were emotional, pleading for me to return her
love and I knew I’d made a big mistake. I cut off any contact beyond the
professional. It was the wrong move. She threatened to report my infraction to
the university and I knew if she did, it might be the end of my job. If it
didn’t, it still might mean I’d never be able to indulge my little hobby and I
wasn’t ready to stop, despite the Sophie incident. I didn’t know what to do.
She wasn’t listening to any of my reasoning and I knew she could blow my cover
at any moment. And then she started seeing a boy in the class and it just
stopped. I knew I’d been lucky and I learned my lesson well. No virgins,
ever.  And the next year came Caitlin, who was new to women but certainly
not to sex, and normal service was resumed. 

 

I
was musing on my greatest hits when a bird like rap on the door startled me. It
wasn't Chloe, her knock was more forceful that that. It demanded
acknowledgment. This knock barely wanted to be noticed.

'Come
in.'

A
head popped around the door. It was Penny. I was pleasantly surprised to see
her. Since that first day that she'd spoken to me, I hadn't heard another word
out of her. She just sat quietly in class, a watchful mute. I had thought that
initial conversation had been an aberration but here she was, tiptoeing
nervously into my office, looking like she was stepping in front of a firing
squad.

'Is this OK? I was just wondering if you had a minute to talk?'

She
started blushing and rubbing the back of her neck and I could see she needed
some encouragement.

'Of course, come in and sit down Penny.'

As
before, she had a small reaction to me saying her name. It seemed to scare her
somehow. She sat opposite me, pulling at her clothes, avoiding eye contact.

'Erm, I was wondering if you'd
had a chance to look at my short story yet? I know you
said we'd get feedback next week but I don't know, I've been a bit nervous
waiting, I've been having trouble sleeping.'

I
couldn't help but feel sorry for her. I knew full well that some of my students
suffered terribly in the first month and I did my best to ease it, but there
was only so much I could do to stand between them and their own meltdowns. But
there was something I could do here.

‘I was planning on reading everyone’s stories this
weekend but I'll tell you what, if you've got a copy on you, give it to me now
and I'll read it right away. You can come and see me at three o’clock for
feedback. How does that sound?'

She
looked simultaneously relieved and freshly frightened but she pulled out the
story and handed it to me.

'Thank you, Miss Hawke'

'You can call me Julia.'

She
gave a small bashful smile.

'Julia.'

I
smiled and put the pages down on my desk and made a shoo motion with my hand.

'Well, you better leave me to it then'

She
nodded and dashed out. I began to read.

 















Chapter 4
What
had I done?  I'd just given Julia Hawke a short story to read and she was
going to hate it. Worse, she was going to think it was smut. 

 

I'd
sat down to write a few days ago and Julia's advice had rung around my head.
She said many insightful things but the thing that stuck was 'start as close
to the climax of the story as possible.' And right away, I'd thought about
something that had happened when I was sixteen. I have to admit, it was rather
a literal interpretation of her advice but I thought about the first and only
orgasm I ever had. 

 

I
was doing my homework in the kitchen and my Mum was cooking dinner while the
washing machine was whirring, cleaning my school uniform for the morning. All
pretty normal but when the washing machine had gone to spin cycle, it suddenly
starting vibrating and crashing about in its housing, banging at the kitchen
work top. My mum pitched a fit and ran to find my dad and I was left with the
possessed washing machine. It was whirring so hard that it started to move out
from under the counter top, dancing across the kitchen. I wasn't sure what to
do so I did the only thing I could think of and jumped onto the machine to hold
it down. And straight away, that vibration travelled right up inside me and I
started to feel this feeling downstairs. It was like something had been
switched on down there and I could feel this sensation, like I was lit up
inside, and my heart began to race and my thighs felt as though they were
lifting me up, like a feather on the wind. And the light inside me became white
hot and I heard this animal moan travel up my throat and out of my mouth. And
then the machine finished the cycle and the feeling faded away and my parents
walked in. I realised I was still on the washer so I jumped off and ran out of
the kitchen while they were looking at the machine. I ran straight to my
bedroom where I sat wondering what on earth had just happened. Was something
wrong with me? Eventually, I googled it and found out that it had been an
orgasm. Then my mum had called me down for dinner. I'd been pink cheeked
throughout the meal and Mum thought I was coming down with a cold, but I knew
it wasn't a sickness. The feeling I’d felt sitting on that washer had been
pleasurable but scary. My body had done something I hadn’t known it could do
but I knew I wanted it to happen again. But the washing machine got fixed and
that was that. I never had that feeling again and I didn’t know if I ever
would.

 

Pondering
it now, as I walked to the cafeteria to meet Will for lunch, I suddenly
couldn't think why I'd chosen that topic, why it was all I could think to write
about. The other students probably wrote serious stories about serious things
and I'd written a dirty story. Not only that, I'd demanded that Julia Hawke
read it first! What had I been thinking?

I
walked into the cafeteria and saw Will eating an enormous filled baguette. He
was always eating but he was still as lean as a whippet, his fast metabolism
and love of sport kept the fat off. He waved me over and I sat down. He picked
up on my mood immediately.

'Hey,
what's up with you?'

I
wasn't sure if I could explain to Will or if he'd understand, but I needed to
offload.

'Will, have you ever been embarrassed by…'

'No.'

'I wasn't finished yet. Wait a second, did you just say
you've never been embarrassed?'

'I don't think so, no, not really.'

I
sighed but I wasn't really surprised. Will didn't suffer from being overly
complicated. It was what I loved about him usually, but right now I needed
someone who would understand what was bothering me. Will clearly wasn’t that
person but he wasn't one to let something drop.

'Can't you tell me anyway?'

'I wrote a story and I think it's no good.'

'What's it about? Can I read it?'

'No!'

I
realised the protest had come out a bit too loudly, but there was no way I
would ever let Will read the story. It concerned feelings that I could never
share with him. In all the time we'd been together, we'd never shared that kind
of intimacy. My family believed in waiting until marriage and I'd decided that
I believed in it too. Will had always respected that, a fact for which I was
grateful. I didn't know if Will and I would get married but it seemed likely
and until that day, we would wait. However, it made the subject of my story a
bit awkward, that was for sure.  

'I'd rather you didn't. I'm embarrassed that it's not
good enough. And when my professor reads it, she'll know I'm rubbish.'

Will
shrugged.

'So what?'

I
looked at him furiously but I could see he wasn't being callous, he really
meant it.

'Seriously, if you did do something that wasn't good,
your professor is there to tell you how to fix it. You get something wrong, you
learn from it. It'll make you better, so that means it’s good.’

I
opened my mouth to disagree and then I realised that maybe he had a point. But
it didn't comfort me. I didn't want him to fix the problem, I wanted him to
sympathise, but it just wasn't the way he was wired. If he didn't get it, he
didn't get it. There was no point trying to explain it to him. 

'Yeah, I guess you're right.'

Will
smiled and I could see he really did think he'd helped. But all I could think
of was my meeting with Julia later and how her face would look when she
delicately tried to explain why I'd written a load of crap.

 















Chapter 5
I'd
just finished ready Penny's story when Chloe walked in. I barely noticed. All
through the meeting, I was on autopilot, my mind straying to what I'd just
read. It had knocked me sideways. It had been bold, brave, funny and sad. No
student in all my time at Medford had ever written something this daring in
their first term. And who would have thought it could come out of someone like
Penny? She appeared such a classic good girl.

 

I'm
not naive. I know that everyone, no matter how they look, has their little
secrets. But she had put them out into the world, it was right on the page for
all to see. It wasn't that it was about sex, it was that it was about shame.
She'd looked her shame in the eye and acknowledged it. It took a lot of writers
their whole lives to take that kind of chance in their work. 

'...So
what do you think?'

I
realised that I hadn't heard a word that Chloe had said and she was expecting
some sort of reply.

'Well, I'll need to give it some thought. Why don't you
email me a roundup of your thoughts so I can consider it more carefully?'

Chloe
looked flummoxed and it was clear that she hadn't really come in here looking
for advice on her story. More than likely, she'd come in here to do a little
flirting, test the waters. At any other time, I would have considered this
small reveal a crucial move in our chess game, but right now, I didn't care.
Chloe could wait. I wanted to talk to Penny about her story. I ushered Chloe
out and picked up Penny's pages again, wanting to give it another read before I
saw her. 

 

Three
o’clock came around and sure enough, there was a tap on my door. 

'Come
in, Penny'.

Her
head popped around the door as if she wanted to see my face before fully
committing the rest of her body to the room. I could see she was trying to read
my mind but I gave her nothing. I'll admit it, I was playing with her. 

'Take a seat.'

She
came in and sat down and it was clear without taking her pulse that her heart
was racing in her chest.

'So I read your story...'

I
left a pause and I could see she was on the edge of her seat.

'...And I loved it.'

Penny's
mouth dropped open and it was obvious she had been taking for granted that my
reaction was going to be negative.

'You... You liked it.'

'No, the word I used was 'loved', Penny. I loved it.
There's perhaps a few places I could make some suggestions for tightening, but
all in all, it's a strong piece.’

Penny
said nothing. The girl looked shocked. I let her have a moment before I pushed
on.

'So my question is, what do you want to do with this?'

'What do you mean?'

'I mean there are competitions you could enter with it.
You might win, you might not. But either way, it's a good piece and people
should see it.'

Penny
looked terror struck.

'There's one competition in particular that I think you
should enter it into. The prize is four days at a writer's retreat where you
write a story with intensive teaching from some good writers. And me.'

I
smiled at my little joke but Penny didn't smile back. She was clearly starting
to panic.

'You
know I'm doing a business degree, don't you?'

'Honestly, Penny, I don't care what degree you're doing.
I just like to encourage talent where I see it. You can think about it if you
like. I'm not going to push you into anything you don't want to do. It's up to
you.'

Penny
nodded and I could see there was conflict in her.

'Can I ask you something?'

She
looked at me nervously.

'Ok, yes.'

'Why did you take my class if you're doing business?'

She
was quiet for a moment and she looked out of the window of my office, toward a
lawn where people were laughing. She looked wistful.

'I guess I just feel like there are things inside me that
I can't say. Things I need to say. Writing lets out the parts of me that don't
have anywhere else to go.'

The
sentiment moved me. It was clear to me then that Penny Stone was not your
average eighteen year old. And I should know. I get to know them pretty
intimately. Suddenly, Chloe popped into my head and she didn't seem so exciting
anymore. She seemed silly. 

Penny
suddenly looked embarrassed.

'It sounds stupid.'

I
shook my head, trying to pull myself back together.

'It's not stupid. It's the same reason I started
writing.'

That
inspired her to give me the only real full smile I'd ever seen on her face and
for the first time, I saw beyond her glasses and her conservative dress. I saw
what I would have seen right away if I hadn't been so consumed with superficial
details. Penny was beautiful. My newly open eyes could now see her large jade
green eyes, her full sensuous lips and perfect milky skin. The thought shocked
me. I didn't want to see her that way, as another target. She was clearly very
unworldly and her story had made it clear she'd never had sex. She could never
be my plaything. But in the moment that she smiled, something had broken open
in me and I had a disturbing feeling that it could not be closed. I needed to get
her out of my office quickly.

'So, think about it and get back to me?'

She
nodded and stood, turning to the door. Then she seemed to change her mind and
turned back to me, looking me squarely in the eyes.

'Whatever happens, thank you for reading my story. It means something to me that you like it.'

As
she said that, it was as though our roles were reversed. I was the one who
couldn't look her in the eye. I gave a simple nod and she turned and swept out,
a new confidence in her step. I leaned back in my chair, feeling undone. The
thoughts that had poured into my brain in the last few minutes were completely
unwelcome and I was angry with myself. I suppose the problem was that I
actually liked the girl and somehow that meant that an affair with her would be
wrong. And that's if she even returned the attraction. It was strange to feel
doubt about that, I'd always felt supremely confident that I could have
whomever I chose. And Penny left me doubting everything. 

I
tried to push my mind towards Chloe and how it would feel to have her in my
bed, but the whole idea of trying to seduce her now seemed pointless. I'd been
targeting first years for seduction for six years, I had my methods and my
rules. There were systems in place. And Penny Stone had ruined all that in the
course of an afternoon.















Chapter 6
It
was October, six weeks into my first term and it had been a tough one. My
business studies coursework load was heavy and I was juggling it with writing
stories for Julia's class as well as trying to find time for Will. I was
exhausted. So when the letter from the Writer's Retreat Competition was pushed
under my halls door, I'd forgotten that I had even entered it. 

 

I
opened the letter, yawning, and skimmed its contents as I went back to my room
to get ready. Words like 'Pleased to inform you' and 'Winner' danced in front
of my eyes. I blinked away sleep and read it through properly. I had won a
place on the writer’s retreat in the winter break. I would be spending a long
weekend with other promising young writers getting intensive one on one
tutoring as I worked on a story that I would finish by the end of the course. I
sat down on the edge of my bed, astounded. I'd won. I'd actually won. 

 

In
the shower, my head was spinning with questions. Should I do this? Did I have
the time? Ultimately, what could I get out of it? I was a business student, my
future didn’t hold literature. It held working in the family shop. I was
completely conflicted, but then I glanced further down the letter and saw the
list of tutors who would be attending. Julia's name was at the top. I
remembered that she had said something about being part of it, but at the time
I'd been a bit flustered by her praise and I hadn't taken that fact in. I'd be
spending time with Julia, maybe even getting personal attention. The thought of
it made my stomach drop. It was a strange reaction. She was my professor and I
respected her, but surely the thought of spending a weekend with her at a
remote cabin shouldn't make me feel so... scared. Was it fear that I might
disappoint her? No, that wasn’t quite what it was. 

 

I
was toweling off when there was a sudden rapid knock at the door. I wrapped
myself up in my towel and went to answer, still thinking about the retreat.
Will was at the door, raring to go as usual.

'Morning.
Hey, you're not ready!'

'I'm sorry, give me five minutes.'

I
walked back into the en-suite bathroom, closing the door behind me as Will
waited for me in my bedroom. As I dressed, I decided to ask Will about the
retreat. Maybe talking about it would clarify my feelings. I called through to
the bedroom. 

'Hey, I just got this letter to say that I won a
competition for my short story.'

His
excited voice drifted into the bathroom.

'What?! The one you said was rubbish? That's amazing!'

'Yeah, I guess.'

'Well, you've got to let me read it now.'

'Mmm, maybe. But the thing is, the prize is four days at
a cabin over the Christmas break, at a writer’s retreat.'

'Oh, right. Are you going?'

'I don't know. I've got a lot of work and I don't know if
I can just take that time out of my life at the moment.'

'Well, do you want to go?'

It
was an obvious question but not one I'd asked myself. I realised the answer was
yes, I really did.

'I suppose I do.'

'Then you should do it.'

I'd
finished dressing and I walked out. 

'But I'm not a writer, I'm a business student.'

I
went to the mirror and looked at my clothes. I was surprised to find that I
suddenly hated everything I was wearing. Will interrupted my critical sartorial
thoughts, a dog with a bone as ever. 

'Sounds like the people who run this competition think
you're a writer.'

It
was an incredible idea. Was it possible that I really was good at this? Irregardless of whether I really was any good, I had to admit to
myself that the thought of spending real time focusing on writing with no other
distractions, no business studies, no university, even no Will, sounded
exciting. And then my mind went back to the fact of Julia's presence at the
retreat. Something about it niggled at me and I didn't understand what it was.
I couldn't even tell if the fact she was going was in the plus or minus column.
But I knew I was going to do it. I was going to the retreat. 















Chapter 7
It was a winter’s morning and
I was driving up along the coast, one eye on the ocean. It looked cold but
beautiful. I didn’t usually take such pleasure from this annual drive but
somehow my senses felt heightened, and I knew why. I was en-route to the
writer’s retreat and I had a serious case of nerves. 

 

The feeling was new to me. I
hadn’t felt so apprehensive about anything for many years, not since the days
of sending my work to publishers. It was ridiculous to be so worried about
spending time with a student, but Penny had me in a state of fear. I couldn’t
specifically understand what it was that had me so anxious. I’d been mostly
successful in not thinking about what had happened in my office with Penny a
few months back. Chloe had been lingering after class a lot and I thought that
maybe I could still enjoy her in the way I’d always enjoyed my targets. I
thought perhaps once this weekend was done with, it was time to stop holding
back and give Chloe what she wanted. I needed to wipe this Penny nonsense out
of my brain. She was all wrong. She was completely inexperienced, a small town
girl who wouldn’t know how to play my game. No, I told myself strongly. I
wasn’t going down that path. 

 

I pulled up in front of the
cabin, a large beautiful structure in the classic log style, and saw excited
young writers milling about, making nervous chit chat. The organiser, Jane, was
waiting for me. She was a severe woman with a tight bob. I don’t think I’d ever
seen her look relaxed and today was no different.

‘Julia, you’re late! 

I looked at my watch. I was
seven minutes late and Jane was looking at me like I’d kicked her dog. I knew contrition
was the quickest way out of that glare.

‘I’m
sorry, traffic. I’m here now though.’

Her mouth pinched. 

‘Well,
I’m starting in a few minutes and I usually like to debrief with the tutors
before I start but I guess I won’t be doing that.’

I gave her what I hoped was a
charming shrug of apology. She said nothing and walked off, her head
undoubtedly already in the next crisis. I went into the cabin and headed
directly for the kitchen where some of the other tutors were drinking coffee.
They greeted me cheerfully and I poured myself a cup. I had half an eye on the
sitting room and I suppose I knew who I was looking for. I tried to engage with
my colleagues but anyone looking for signs I was distracted wouldn’t have had
to look very hard. 

Eventually, Penny hoved into
view. I was surprised to see that her old style seemed to be evolving. The
ponytail was gone, her thick dark blonde hair hung lose down her back and her
conservative dress had matured, she wore brighter, fitted clothing that
flattered her curves. And her old steel coloured glasses gone, probably
replaced with contact lenses. ‘Damn’ I whispered to myself. Penny looked hot. I
promised myself that my resolve was strong, I would leave the girl alone. 

 

She was talking to a serious
looking boy. I watched for a moment and I distinctly heard the boy say ‘Fyodor Dostoyevsky
said…’ and I knew anyone that would say his full name, as though you might mix
him up with the other Dostoyevsky, was a bore. Looking at Penny I knew my
instincts were correct, she looked ensnared. I decided I had no choice but to
rescue her. I sidled up to the pair.

‘Penny, ready to work?’

She looked around at me with
surprise that turned to obvious gratitude.

‘Julia,
hello. Yeah, I think so.’

We smiled at each other for a
moment and then Dostoyevsky boy
spoke, his tone a little angry.

‘You’re one of the tutors, right? So what are
your credentials for making us better writers?’

I
was momentarily surprised but it wasn’t the first time a young writer had
attacked before I read their work. I recognised it for the defensive move that
it was.

‘I’m sure you’ve read about me online, probably
read some of my work, I’m guessing. I bet you know my biog better than I do.’

The
boy blushed a little and I knew was spot on. Nevertheless, I didn’t want to
embarrass him. 

‘But it doesn’t matter whether you like my work
or not, this weekend is about you and I know how to bring the best out of a
writer, that’s all that counts. It’s your weekend, not mine.’

He
nodded shyly and I knew I’d won him over. He saw someone over my shoulder that
he seemed to know. He quickly strode away.

I
looked over at Penny and she was looking at me with wonder. 

‘How did you do that?’

‘Do what?’

‘He was looking for a fight and you had him fall
in love with you in two seconds!’

I
laughed at the hyperbole.

‘He’s just a little insecure about his work.
Sometimes that comes out as aggression.’

‘But it was like you knew exactly what to say.’

‘I’ve met a lot of young writers. You get to know
what they need. Sometimes they need coaxing. Sometimes, they need a firm hand.
And sometimes’, I nodded at the boy across the room ‘they need a combination of
the two.’

She
went quiet for a moment as she considered what I’d said.

‘And what do I need?’

The
question floored me for a second, pushing me to think things about Penny that I
didn’t want to think. Very bad things. My heart started banging in my chest. I
realised Penny was waiting for an answer. I tried to make my voice light
hearted.

‘I guess we’ll find out.’

Luckily,
Jane called the session to start and I didn’t have to say anything else. It was
going to be a long weekend.

 















Chapter 8
It
was day two of the retreat. I’d spent the previous day thinking about what kind
of story I wanted to write and handed my notes in to Jane. Now we were sitting
in a circle in the living room, waiting to see which tutor we were assigned to
for the weekend. I was very scared that I was going to get Julia. I was also
scared I wasn’t going to get Julia.

‘Penny
Stone, you’re with Julia.’

And
there it was, we were paired, for better or worse. Before I had a chance to
process my own reaction to the news, I looked across at her and I saw a brief
look of dismay on her face. Great, she was disappointed. Even though she’d been
so encouraging of my work and even asked me to apply for this event that
obviously didn’t mean she wanted to be my tutor. She probably wanted that boy
who had challenged her yesterday. He was almost certainly a much better writer
than me. He was a real writer and she’d ended up with the dud. She wiped
the look off her face quickly and gave me a gracious smile but it was too late.
I knew how she felt. 

 

Jane
told us all to meet our tutor and find somewhere for an initial feedback
session. I walked over to where Julia was waiting, feeling as though I were
walking to the guillotine. She looked up at me, smiling politely.

‘How
about we go outside? I know it’s cold, but the view is
worth putting your coat on for. I’ll meet you on the beach.’

I
nodded in agreement and went to fetch my coat and gloves, wondering why I’d
come here. What had I been expecting? I’d written something Julia had liked and
I’d let it go to my head. I’d let myself think I could do this. And now I was
going to spend three days disappointing her. It was crushing to think of it
like that. 

 

I
found Julia waiting for me on the beach, wearing a black pea coat with the
collar turned up against her neck to protect her from the cold sea air. Despite
the raging winds, she looked immaculate. I turned to look at the sea and saw
that she was right about the view. I hadn’t had a chance to look at it properly
until now. The sea looked angry and beautiful, the waves crashing on the sand.
Julia was watching the shore and I saw her before she saw me and her face
looked different. Melancholy. For the second time in a few minutes I was seeing
her when she didn’t know she was being watched, and it was interesting. She
still seemed like the beautiful, controlled, commanding woman that had been
standing in front of the class all term, but when I saw her in those private
moments I saw something more. She seemed like a person, which I guess I’d never
considered before. 

 

She
turned and saw me and like that, she was Julia Hawke again. 

‘Sit
down, let’s start.’

I
sat on the beach next to her, feeling apprehensive. 

‘I’ve read your notes but I’d like to hear you
talk about your story.’

‘Ok, err, it’s about a girl who leaves home for
the first time to go to university and…’

I
stopped, embarrassed. Julia was going to think the story was about me and it
wasn’t meant to be. She smiled and I could tell she knew what was I was
thinking. Feeling like she’d read my mind made it easier to keep going.

‘And she’s trying to decide whether she fits
there, if it’s really what she wants.’

‘I see. And what’s at the heart of her conflict?
Why does she feel like she doesn’t fit?’

‘She’s realised she really doesn’t care about the
course she picked.’

‘Business studies?’

‘No, she’s doing engineering.’

She
laughed and after a moment, I joined her. It felt nice to laugh with her. Julia
suddenly became serious.

‘But it has to be more than this, doesn’t it?
It’s about more than a course.’

I
thought about the question and I knew what she meant but I didn’t have an
answer, so I tried to play for time.

‘What do you mean?’

She
looked at me and again, I felt like she saw through me.

‘It’s not about the course. What is it really
about?’

‘I don’t know yet.’

‘Yes. You do.’

I
considered that for a moment and I knew what the answer was.

‘I guess maybe she doesn’t know if she really
fits anywhere. And maybe she never will.’

Suddenly,
I was on the edge of tears. It was ridiculous, she was only asking me about my
story, why was I reacting like this? I didn’t want Julia to see me in this
state. She would lose what little respect she had if she saw me crying over a
simple question. I stood up quickly.

‘I have to go...I… I’ll
be back in a sec.’

She
looked at me surprised but as I turned to leave I felt a hand on my arm. I
turned and Julia was standing, holding onto me and looking at me with kindness.

‘It’s OK. I know it can be intense to talk about
your work. You don’t have to run away.’

I
couldn’t answer, finding myself tongue tied. A second ago I’d wanted to get
away from Julia, I didn’t want her to see me getting emotional, to feel so
exposed. But she’d let me know that it was alright to show her that side of
myself. She wasn’t scared of it. She accepted all of me. I let her see my tears
and we weren’t professor and student anymore, we were just two people and I
knew suddenly what had always scared me so much about Julia Hawke. I wanted
her. I wanted her to kiss me and touch me and…

I
pulled my arm back, shocked. She released her hold.

‘I need to go.’

I
walked back to the cabin and I didn’t look back.

 

I
sat in my room, dazed. I couldn’t understand what had just happened. I didn’t
want to think about it. I picked up my phone and called Will. It went to voicemail.
I tried again. No answer. I sat on the edge of the bed and there was nothing I
could do to stop this feeling. My heart was racing and my blood was pumping.
I’d felt this way once before, after the thing when I was sixteen. It was the
same feeling. Scary, exciting. But unlike before, there was another person
involved. I could feel a pull to her. And it frightened me. 

 

Later,
Jane called us all down to dinner and I sat down at the table, making sure to
sit as far away from Julia as possible. I tried not to look at her but
occasionally my eyes disobeyed me and stole a glance at her. She wasn’t looking
at me either. I wondered what she’d thought about me running off like that. She
probably thought I was an idiot. I ate as quickly as possible and went straight
back up to my room. I wanted to leave the retreat. I was wondering if it was
possible to get a taxi that might take me to a nearby town where I could get a
train when there was a knock at the door. It was probably Jane, demanding I
come down to take part in some ‘getting to know you’ games. I decided I’d just
cry off sick, she wouldn’t be able to argue with that. 

 

I
opened the door and Julia was standing there. She was the last person I wanted
to see. I waited for her to ask me why I was acting like a crazy person but she
didn’t say anything. She just walked right in and stood in the middle of my
room, looking at me. I couldn’t meet her gaze. I didn’t know what was happening
but I closed the door in case she was about to give me a talking to about my
behaviour. But she didn’t say a word and we stood in the silence for a moment.
I didn’t know what she wanted from me.  Suddenly her voice shattered the
quiet. 

‘Look
at me.’ 

I
couldn’t do it, it felt too dangerous to look at her, as though she’d know what
I’d been thinking. Then she walked over to me and we were inches apart and I
could feel my heart racing again.

 ‘Look
at me, Penny.’ she said more softly. 

And
finally I looked up and I found myself looking right into her soulful, brown
eyes. I was shocked by what I saw in them. They were telling me with total
clarity that she knew how I felt about her and that she wanted me too, as much
I wanted her. Knowing that drove everything else in my mind away. In that
moment, nothing else mattered and nothing else existed except her. 

 

Before
I had time to think about it or doubt myself, I slipped my hands around her
face and pulled her toward me. She came to me eagerly and kissed me hard and
deep and I could feel myself pulsating with desire immediately. Her hands
reached around my back and travelled down, caressing my bottom and I couldn’t
wait another second for what I’d promised to wait till marriage for. A visceral
need had risen up in me and it could not be pushed back down. I pulled her hand
between my legs and she moaned into my mouth. The sound thrilled me, along with
the sensation of her fingers slipping into the waistband of my knickers,
causing my breath to catch in my throat. Her hand slipped back out and I was
momentarily disappointed but then she began to pull at my clothes as she pushed
me toward my bed, yanking at the button on my jeans, trying to get me out of
them as quickly as possible. Before I knew it, my clothes were lying on the
floor and I was in my underwear. I pulled at those myself, ripping them off my
body while Julia kept kissing me, her tongue exploring my mouth with hungry
vigour. I was suddenly shocked to realise I was naked. Julia pushed me onto the
bed and I lay there waiting desperately for her as she undressed quickly. She took
a moment to look down at me and I did the same, in awe at the sight of her
naked body. Her body was lithe, womanly perfection and I stared at her
astonished for a second. 

 

Then
she climbed on top of me and our mouths came back together as though they were
magnetised, unable to stay apart. Her body pushed against me and I felt her
soft, hot skin pressed against my own as we began to move together, her thighs
grinding against mine. It was almost too much and that feeling started again, a
heat was building inside and I might have orgasmed right then but she was only
just getting started. Her mouth moved away from mine, travelling down to my
neck, kissing the flesh below my ear while her hands caressed me, the tips of
her fingers tracing every curve of my body. The sensation was electric. I
shivered with delight and she carried on ever downward, moving toward my
breasts. I could feel her mouth on my nipple, her teeth applying gentle
pressure that set my nerve endings on fire. She moved down further still, her
head disappearing between my legs. I felt her tongue slipping along my wetness,
moving back and forth, slowly at first and then gathering speed. I could feel
that force rushing between my thighs and it wasn’t like before. It was so much
greater, like an explosion. I felt a scream rising out of me so I stuffed my
hand into my mouth, biting down to muffle the sound and my spine arched up with
the sheer force of the orgasm, throwing my body skyward. 

 

And
then it was over. I lay there panting and feeling a little shaky but somehow at
peace. Julia lay down next to me and we said nothing for a while. I turned to
her and she was staring at the ceiling, her face inscrutable. I thought maybe I
should say something but I had no idea what and then she stood up and began to
get dressed. She didn’t look at me or say a word until she reached the door.
She was holding the door handle but had yet to turn it and she turned and
looked at me as though she were going to say something and then looked away,
like she was disgusted. She walked out. 

I
lay there shocked and it was as though all the things I hadn’t been thinking
about for the last few minutes dropped back into my brain at once. Will was at
the front of the queue. I’d been unfaithful to him. And I’d lost my
virginity. And I’d given it to a woman. And she was my professor.
From the moment she had walked in to the moment she left, no more than five
minutes had passed. But that five minutes felt like a bomb going off in the
centre of my life. When I thought back to the girl I had been at the beginning
of the day, it seemed like someone else. Who was this person who had had sex
with Julia Hawke without a second thought and loved it every second of it?

 

And
now Julia hated me and I didn’t understand why.  

 















Chapter 9
I
was creeping down the hall, buttoning myself up, in a state of complete
discombobulation. I saw Jane coming toward me and my instinct was to run away.
I couldn’t speak to anyone right now but she’d seen me so I tried to seem normal.

‘Julia,
are you coming down?’

‘In a minute. I just need to make a phone call.’

She
nodded and I realised she didn’t know anything was wrong, which seemed
incredible given how I was feeling inside. I reached my room at last and sat on
the bed, trying to understand what I’d just done. I’d agreed with myself that
Penny was off limits and then I’d acted like an animal and seduced her anyway.
I’d done something wrong, that was my strongest feeling. I’d never felt that
with any of the other girls, I had always felt that there had been an
understanding that we both knew what we were getting into. Yes, some of them
had maybe gotten a little attached but they’d known it wasn’t going anywhere
and I think that had appealed to them as much as it did me. But with Penny, it
didn’t feel like that. She wasn’t like that. She was… What was she? Something
different. Good. Was that it? Too good for my games. Too good for me. 

 

My
crimes seemed numerous. Firstly, I had made her like every other silly girl who
just wanted to experience what it was like to be with Julia Hawke, lust object.
I knew she wasn’t like them. She was sensitive in a way they hadn’t been. In a
way that I wasn’t anymore.  My second crime was that I’d deflowered her
and that had been a big rule to break. It wasn’t just that I was worried that
she would tell the administration. I’d messed with something precious and for
what? To fulfil a base need. There were other ways to do that, I hadn’t needed
to drag her into it. If I could have just waited, Chloe would have done. But
that was the problem... I didn’t want Chloe. I wanted Penny. 

 

When
we’d been on that beach, she’d been vulnerable. It had touched me in a way I
hadn’t felt in years. In a way I tried not to be touched anymore. And then I’d
told myself that I was going up to her room to see if she was alright but when
she’d opened that door, I knew I wasn’t there to comfort her. And I could tell
from the way she had refused to look at me that she was feeling the same. And
there had been a point right then where I could have made another choice. I
could have just left. But to stand in a room with that much heaviness between
us, I felt weighed down by it, unable to leave. Unable to go anywhere but
toward her. 

 

And
then it was happening and that’s when things had gone completely off the rails.
In the past, whenever I took a girl to bed, it had always been pretty one
sided. They seemed happy to be able to please me and had asked for very little
in return. That had been the whole point. But I had given Penny everything. All
I had wanted was to satisfy her and the strange thing was that it had gratified
me completely. I hadn’t needed anything from her except to know that she was
fulfilled. That was not how I did things. It wasn’t how the game was played.
And after it was over, reality had returned and I was left with the knowledge
of what I’d done. I’d wanted to tell her I was sorry but I felt too ashamed of
myself to say a word and I just left her. 

 

I
wondered how she was feeling right now. My guess was used, upset, maybe even
angry. I couldn’t face her tomorrow, I knew that much. I had to leave. Jane
would be annoyed but she’d just have to deal with it. I packed up my things,
leaving a note that contained a lie about a sick relative on my bed, and I
crept down the stairs and out of the back door. I climbed in my car and sped
off, racing down the dark roads, trying to outrun my shame.

 















Chapter 10
I
was on the train, traveling home to Pilldale and to my family. I was sick to my
stomach because I knew Will would be there. I was going to have to lie to his
face because if I told him what had happened, it would be over. And I had never
been much of a liar. I felt like he was going to take one look at my face and
know what I’d done.

 

My
family met me off the train and for a second, I forgot my guilt. I had spent a
semester feeling like I didn’t know who I was and if only for a moment, it was
good to know my place. We drove home and I had a cup of tea and I told them all
about my university.  Obviously, I omitted some of the details. Then I
went up to my old bedroom and I was surprised at how small it felt. It was like
seeing a child’s room. So much had changed this year. I wasn’t this little girl
anymore. 

 

My
mind turned to Julia, as it refused to stop doing. I’d gone down to breakfast
the morning after we’d slept together to find that she’d left in the middle of
the night, apparently due to some ‘family emergency’. It was obvious she’d left
because of me. Jane had reassigned me to another tutor and I’d finished up my
story with little fuss. It wasn’t my best work, I knew, but it was so hard to
concentrate on writing with everything that had occurred. I have to admit that
I wanted to see her. But instinctively I knew I should not reach out to her.
She had decided it had been a mistake and she didn’t want to talk to me, that
much I had inferred from her actions afterward. And she was right, we had done
something we shouldn’t have. We’d crossed a line that we weren’t supposed to
and that line was probably there for a good reason. 

 

More
importantly, I’d crossed a personal line that I could not step back over. I
wished there was some way I could erase what I’d done but I knew there wasn’t.
The best I could do was pretend it had never happened. That was my intention.
But what made it difficult, impossible even, was that my body refused to
forget. It felt alive in a way it never had before. It felt awakened. I was
still tingling from that night, as though my skin held the memory of Julia. I was
trying to forget and the goose bumps on my body wouldn’t stop reminding me. I
could only hope that it would pass. It had to pass. 

 

The
doorbell went and I heard my mum answer the door to Will. I listened as he came
in and bounded up the stairs, my stomach dropping with every footstep. He
knocked on my door and I braced myself.

‘Come
in!’

He
came in smiling and happy to see me. I did my best to return his cheer.

‘How was the retreat? Did you have fun?’

The
word ‘fun’ was jarring. 

‘Yes, it was… you know, alright. Pretty good, I
guess. So so.’

I
had to stop burbling, it was a dead giveaway.

‘Tell me all about it.’

‘Not much to tell. I wrote, I got notes, I wrote
again.  Hey, do you want to go for a run together?’

His
eyebrows shot up.

‘What?! You hate running!’

‘Yeah, but I was thinking maybe it might be fun.
You seem to like it.’

He
was reticent.

‘I don’t know. I’m not really in the mood right
now. I’d just like to talk, hear about the retreat.’

That
was the last thing I wanted. I leaned over and kissed him. He was surprised but
receptive and I felt him kissing me back. I climbed on top of him and grabbed
his face, pushing through the awkwardness I felt, thrusting my tongue into his
mouth. He pulled away.

‘Hey, what’s going on?’

I
shrugged.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, this isn’t like you. You’re not usually
so…’

‘What?’

He
shrugged.

‘Pushy.’

I
was immediately annoyed.

‘Pushy?’

‘I don’t mean that, I just mean… We’re waiting, aren’t
we? We can’t do stuff like that.’

‘For god’s sake, Will. I had no idea you were so
scared of sex.’

Will
looked startled and I realised that was the first time either of us had
actually used the word ‘sex’ in front of one another. It was strange, I’d
always thought that I’d been the one holding back and that Will had just been
respectful but now I could see how much it actually did scare him. I felt bad.
I’d been trying to push it, trying to fix something that he didn’t even know
was wrong. But even if he’d wanted to sleep with me right this second, it
couldn’t mend something that was simply broken. I couldn’t deny the truth about
us anymore. That kiss had made it plain and undeniable. I didn’t want him. I’d
never wanted him, not like I’d learned I could want someone. Not like
Julia. Kissing Will felt like kissing my brother. I
climbed off him and sat back down on the bed. 

‘Will, I think we need to talk about something.’

 















Chapter 11
I
was in my office and I had class in ten minutes. I was deciding whether to
cancel or not. I’d spent all of Christmas dreading this moment and now it was
here. I decided I was only putting off the inevitable, whether it was now or
tomorrow or next week, Penny would be sitting in my class and I would have to
see her. I took a deep breath and headed for the lecture hall. 

 

I
was there after a few students had already arrived but Penny wasn’t one of
them. I watched a few more dribble in but still, no Penny. I was beginning to
think that maybe she wasn’t coming, maybe she’d even dropped my class and right
as my hope soared, in she walked. It was at the exact
moment my guard had dropped so I accidently looked right at her. Our eyes met.
I suppose I had been expecting some accusation in her eyes but it wasn’t there.
She gave me a small, polite smile and sat down at the back. The anticlimactic
nature of the exchange threw me. I hadn’t necessarily thought there would be a
scene, Penny wasn’t the type, but I had expected there to be something. I gathered myself and turned my attention
to the class. The lesson passed without further incident. 

 

At
the end, I released the students and everyone filed out. All except Penny, who appeared
to be trying to find something in her bag. I knew it
was a ruse and that she wanted to speak to me privately, but I decided that
since she was being so oddly calm about what I’d done the least I owed her was
to hear her out, maybe she’d even let me apologise. 

 

At
last, the class was empty and we were alone. She got up and closed the door for
privacy. I sat behind my desk, waiting, nervous. She walked over to me and I
was shocked to see that she had a small cheeky smile on her lips.

‘Hi.’

It
was a normal start to the conversation and I ran with it.

‘Hi. Did you have a good Christmas?’

This
seemed to amuse her.

‘Yes, thanks. How was yours?’

‘Fine, good.’

There
was a pause. Should I just launch into an apology now? I was struggling with
how to start and then she spoke. 

‘Look, Julia, I just wanted to say I’m sorry.’

I
couldn’t speak for a second. 

‘You’re sorry?’

‘Yes. I’m sorry that you had to leave the
retreat. I feel like that was down to me. But I wished you’d stayed. Because
the guy who tutored me wasn’t half the professor you are.’

This
wasn’t what I’d expected. I was rattled.

‘I… No, I…’

I
was a stuttering mess so I simply stopped and she took pity on me.

‘Look, I’ve got to get to another class right now
but I would love it if you would read the story I wrote. I kept working on it
over Christmas and I think it needs a fresh pair of eyes.’

I
nodded, struck dumb by how this was playing out.

‘I’ll email you.’

And
she swept out. 

 

I
was in my office and I felt like a burden had been lifted. Penny didn’t hate
me. I knew that that had been what had really scared me, that she was angry
with me. I realised how much I wanted things to be alright between us, how much
I wanted to keep her respect. Beyond that, I wanted her to like me. It was that
realisation that shocked me into understanding how much I liked her. It
was unnerving. It hadn’t been like that with the other girls. It had always
been about lust with them, not about any real affection. 

My
email pinged. It was from Penny.

 

‘Julia, I hope you like my story because you
helped me to write it.’

 

What
did that mean? We’d barely discussed her story before things had… happened. How
had I helped? I opened the story, eager to read. It began as we talked about, a
girl who left her village for a city university and began to doubt whether she
belonged there. And then the girl meets a professor who was described as ‘a doe
eyed patrician beauty’ and my heart stopped.  She was talking about me. The
rest of the story was an account of a sexual encounter between the two. It
included this passage:

 

‘My
body refused to forget. It felt alive in a way it never had. It felt awakened.
I was still tingling from that night, as though my skin held the memory of
her.’

 

Penny
hadn’t sent this story for notes. She wanted me to know how she felt. I’d
gotten it so wrong. The facts of Penny’s background and her virginity had made
me think of her as an innocent girl who would feel ruined by what I’d done with
her and it hadn’t been that way at all. She was no girl, she was a woman and
she’d taken joy in what had happened. And did I detect something else in the
story, a desire for more? I hadn’t allowed myself to think about how it had
felt to sleep with her before now but in the light of knowing Penny’s feelings
about it, the details of that night rushed back. I thought of Penny’s beautiful
naked body and how her alabaster skin felt against my own. I thought of how she
tasted, like a peach, and the way she’d stifled a scream as she climaxed. I
thought of the flushed glow in her lovely face afterward. It was getting me hot
just thinking about it. I wanted it to happen again, if she did. But I was
still apprehensive. It still felt dangerous. Because I didn’t know if I could
keep the distance that had always been the point of my games. I didn’t know if
I could keep Penny out. But it didn’t matter. I had this feeling that we were
on a track, unable to stop. 

 















Chapter
12
I was checking my email obsessively,
waiting to hear back from Julia. Had it been a mistake to write that story? No,
I thought. Even if she doesn’t like it, it’s honest and that’s what writing is
for. 

 

After I’d finished with Will, I’d
been upset. He’d been my best friend and I had hurt him. I was honestly sad
that it was over, even though it had been my choice. But rather than wallow,
I’d decided to write my way through it. I’d looked at the story that I’d
written at the retreat and I stopped being in denial of the fact that it was
about me. Of course it was. And as I reread it, it was obvious that it was only
half the story. The other half was about Julia. So I wrote about what had
happened and as I wrote, my feelings for her rushed to the surface. What had
happened with her was not a plot twist. It was the ending. It was the thing
that opened my eyes to everything that was missing from my life and from
myself. And now the chapter with Will had closed, I couldn’t deny that I felt something
for Julia.

 

I knew that she had regretted
what had happened and I felt sure that she never wanted to see me again. But as
far as I was concerned, she was under my skin. Maybe she wouldn’t care about
that, maybe she saw me as a stupid kid. No doubt many of her students had
lusted after her and I was no different to them. But I couldn’t help it. Julia
had unlocked a part of me I didn’t know was there and I had decided I liked
that part. And I liked her. I wanted her. I wanted to be with her again.
Even if it was just one more time. And that’s why I’d sent the story. I hoped
she would see it for what it was. A love letter. I knew it was pointless but I
felt I had to try.

 

My email pinged. It was from
Julia.

 

‘My office. Right now.’

 

Oh god. She was angry. She
hadn’t liked the story and worse, she didn’t like the fact that I’d put her in
it. I had to go and face her, to try to explain. I walked to her office and
knocked on the door.

‘Come in.’

I walked in, expecting to see
infuriation on her face but she looked neutral. And then she bit her lip and a
mischievous smile began to creep on to her face.

‘I read your story…’

And I knew she wasn’t angry.
She’d liked it. Seeing that look gave me the confidence to walk across her
office and grab her hand, pulling her out of her chair. She was surprised by my
self-assurance, as was I. But it was a pleasant surprise to both of us. She got
to her feet and kissed me, tentatively at first but it quickly became
passionate and her hands ran down my back, caressing the length of me. I was
encouraged to go further and I ran my hand up her stomach, to her breast. I
could feel her nipple go hard under her blouse as I touched it. It felt divine.
I hadn’t had much of an opportunity to touch Julia the first time, she done all
the work. But this time I wanted to be the one to make her scream. Although I
was inexperienced, I hoped my desire to satisfy Julia would be enough and I had
an idea of what I needed to do from the first time. I moved down her body,
getting down on my knees. I unzipped her, dropping her trousers to the floor.
She looked down at me with anticipation. I could feel her body was pent up with
need. I wanted to give her release, wanted to make her feel the way she’d made
me feel. I teased her knickers down and she opened her legs and put one up on
the chair to let me in as I pushed my face between her thighs, tasting her for
the first time. It was new, this flavour, but I didn’t need to acquire it. It
was delicious. I gripped her waist as I pushed my tongue deeper, discovering
her. She gave a sharp intake of breath and put one hand on the back of my head,
the other gripping the chair back to steady herself. I held tightly onto her
hips as I moved my tongue up and down her sweet lushness. ‘Jesus’, she moaned
and I knew I was giving her exactly what she wanted. I could feel her grip on
the back of my head tighten with pleasure, and she grabbed a handful of my
hair. I liked the feeling of her holding onto me like that. I kept the rhythm,
relishing the feeling that Julia needed what I was giving her, and I could feel
her body start to quiver, which turned to full on shaking. Then her eyes rolled
back in her head and she gave a short sharp cry and went still. I felt the
tension release from her body. Her hand dropped from my head. I stopped what I
was doing and looked up at her as she took her leg off the chair. She looked
satiated. She smiled at me coyly and she shook her head.

‘We shouldn’t have done this
in here. Someone might have heard.’

I stood up and watched her get
herself back together, putting her clothes back in place. I shrugged.

‘You
could have stopped me anytime.’

She stopped buttoning for a
second and look at me ironically.

‘I
definitely couldn’t.’

We both laughed. Then she
looked at me seriously.

‘Was
this… Was this OK?’

I was confused. 

‘I
mean, this is… Is this what you want?’

I was surprised.

‘Couldn’t
you tell from the story I sent you?’

‘That
was fiction and this is real life. I just don’t want you to rush into
anything.’

I understood what she was asking
me.

‘I
used to think rushing into things was bad. I’ve been cautious my whole
life.  But I feel different now. I don’t want to keep waiting for things
to happen. I want to make them happen. I wanted to make this happen. And
I want it to happen again.’

She seem relieved to hear
that. She leaned forward and kissed me softly and I felt excited and nervous,
like maybe this was the start of something.

 















Chapter 13
It had been a week since Penny
had walked into my office and knocked the world off its axis. I had to hand it
to her, for an ingénue, she had a lot of natural talent. Having her go down on
me in my office had broken yet another rule but unlike that first time with
Amy, I’d completely lost any self-control. Penny had a way of shattering my
resolve. Since then, I‘d done better. I’d only seen her in normal class time
and we’d been careful to be simply cordial with one another in the presence of
other students. There had been no calls, no texts, no
emails. I understood that Penny was putting the ball in my court because she
knew the risks were mine alone. And I’d decided to hold back. Usually, after
sleeping with one of my targets, I would wait before letting it happen again
and usually, it was part of the game. But now I held back for different
reasons, reasons I didn’t fully understand. 

 

I was walking across the
campus at the end of a long day and my night held a ton of reading. As I headed
toward my car, I passed a campus coffee shop and Penny was sitting in there.
She was reading a book, completely absorbed. I stopped to watch her from
outside, enjoying watching her without her knowing. She was frowning with
concentration at the book and then her face lit up, delighted by something. It was
a beautiful moment to see and I decided I’d had enough of waiting. I walked
into the coffee shop and right up to her table but still, she didn’t glance up.
I sat down across from her.

‘Good book?’

She looked up startled and
then she smiled to see me. 

‘Pretty
good.’

We just looked at each other
for a moment, saying nothing. Then I leaned in to her ear.

‘Do
you want to come to my place right now?’

She turned to look at me and
for a second, I thought I’d made a mistake. She’d had a change of heart and
this was done before it started. Then she nodded shyly.

‘I
really would.’

‘I’ll
be waiting outside in my car.’

I left her getting her coat on
as I went outside to wait for her, buzzing with anticipation. 

 

We’d been at my house for half
an hour and so far it had been innocent. We’d sat at the table in the kitchen,
drinking white wine, just talking. She was telling me a story from when she was
twelve. 

‘So, he put the frog in front
of me and I thought, ‘I have to do this’. I didn’t want to be the girl who couldn’t
dissect a frog when everyone else was just digging in like it was nothing. So I
pressed the scalpel to the frog and then…’

She paused. I was rapt.

‘And
then?’

‘I
don’t know but I woke up in the nurses offices with a massive bump on my head.’

I snorted with laughter.

‘You
fainted?’

She nodded, faintly
embarrassed. 

‘And
that was the day I found out that I was not going to be a doctor.’

‘I’m
glad. Literature would have suffered a loss.’

She raised an eyebrow.

‘You’re
making fun of me.’

I shook my head vehemently. 

‘I’m
not. I mean it.’

She seemed a little
embarrassed by that. 

‘What
about you?’

‘I
don’t want to be a doctor.’

‘No, I
meant-’

She realised I was playing
with her and she gave me a lopsided smile.

‘You
know what I mean. You and literature. What are you working on?’

I lifted the wine. 

‘At
the moment, this bottle of white.’

Her face got a little serious.

‘Why
don’t you want to tell me what you’re working on?’

I sighed. She was not letting
this go.

‘Because
I’m not working on anything. I don’t write anymore.’

Her mouth dropped open.

‘What?
Why not?!’

I grabbed the bottle and
poured myself another glass.

‘It
turns out I’m not really cut out for it.’

She was incredulous. 

‘How is
that possible? I’ve read your stories. Your stuff is…’

I looked up from sipping my
wine, waiting to see what adjective she was going to choose. 

‘…Special.’

I was moved by the word. But
there was no point getting into this.

‘Look,
writers write. That’s the fact. And I stopped, so I’m not a writer anymore. I’m
a professor. Trust me, I’m happier.’

‘Are
you?’

Her eyes watched me carefully.
She seemed unconvinced. I looked away, feeling uncomfortable. She suddenly
leaned back in her chair, annoyed with herself.

‘I’m
sorry. I shouldn’t be putting you under the microscope like that. If you say
you don’t want to write anymore, I accept that.’

She was genuinely angry with
herself for probing me and god help me, I found her deep frown adorable. I put
my glass down and stood up. I grabbed her hand and pulled her up with me,
pulling her toward the stairs. She started to grin.

‘Where
are you taking me?’

‘Where
do you think? To see my etchings.’

She giggled lightly. We went
upstairs to my bedroom and she let go of my hand to walk around the room,
inspecting the décor. 

‘This
is pretty.’

‘You’re
pretty.’

She blushed a little at that
and I knew it was a cheesy line but I meant it. She sat down on the edge of the
bed. I sat down next to her. I suddenly became nervous. Imagine that, the
serial seducer was nervous. I think it was because this had never happened in
so calculated a fashion before with Penny. It had always been spontaneous. I
felt like more was expected of me. Ordinarily, I’d never really given much
thought to taking a girl to bed but it felt with Penny like it had to be
extraordinary for some reason. That was the problem. I didn’t know how to make
it special for her. No trick in my arsenal was any use to me right now.

 

I was beginning to feel like I
should call it off when she started laughing, really laughing at
something.

‘Is that you?’

She got up and picked a
picture up from the dresser. It was of me when I was five, standing with my
mother. I was dressed as a clown but I looked miserable. I kept the picture out
because it had my mother in it, who was now gone, but it was an awful picture
of me.

‘This
is the unhappiest clown I’ve ever seen.’

‘It
was not my choice of outfit.’

She kept staring at it,
bemused. Watching her look at the photo endeared her to me and it pushed away
any fears that she shouldn’t be here. She put the photo down and turned to me.
She walked over to the bed and climbing gently onto my lap, put her arms around
my neck. We didn’t kiss or touch, she just looked into my eyes for a moment and
I forgot my nerves. I reached for her as I lay back on the bed, pulling her
down into a kiss. It wasn’t like the kisses we’d had before. It was unhurried,
leisurely. I eased into it, enjoying its slowness, its sweetness. After a time,
I began to feel strong urges building and I pulled her around and lay her on
the bed, climbing on top of her. She responded eagerly, wrapping her legs
around my body, holding me close as we undulated rhythmically against each
other as the kissing deepened. I soon felt the need to have her naked. 

 

I began to feel underneath her
t-shirt and she got up, slipping the top off completely. I sat up and pulled
down her jeans and she wriggled out of them, her knickers coming off at the same
time. She was quick to straddle me once the bottoms were off. That just left
the bra, which I snapped open with a quick flick of my fingers, flinging it god
knows where. She was now how I wanted her and where I wanted her. I leaned into
her perfectly flat tummy, running my tongue around her naval and her head
rolled back. I added my fingernails to the proceedings, raking them down her
spine and I heard her gasp. She liked a little pain with her pleasure, I
surmised. I tested further, biting her thigh lightly and she whimpered with
delight. I wondered what other things she might like. 

 

I kept kissing her as I ran my
fingers up her legs and between her thighs. Her wetness told me she was ready to
feel me inside her so I pushed one finger in, and then a second. She moaned as
I began to slide my fingers back and forth and I could feel her body go taut as
I gathered speed. I reached around her with my free hand and gave her one
small, sharp slap to her bottom and she gave a shocked gasp of excitement. She
liked it. I kept touching her inside while I issued a series of smacks to her
bottom, growing in firmness with each slap. She let out series of sharp
exhalations as I kept up the twin manoeuvres and I could feel her getting
closer. Then she climaxed and I could tell it had been powerful but I wasn’t
done. It had been fun to play with Penny but now I wanted to go further, to
push her pleasure further. I kept up the movement inside her and stopped the
spanking, taking the punishing hand and slipping into my mouth, getting it
lubricated. Then I slipped it between her cheeks, finding her second hole. I
began to massage the entrance as I kept penetrating her front with my fingers
as well as moving my thumb up to push against her clitoris. I kept all three
places stimulated, in harmony with each other. But I didn’t have to balance
them for long. I could feel that I was sending the second wave through her. She
suddenly grabbed onto the sheets, gripping them hard as her body constricted in
ecstasy. She gave a high scream of pleasure and this time she didn’t stifle it.
It rang out clear. I released her and she slumped on top of me. 

 

After she’d taken a moment to
collect herself, she looked up at me.

‘Oh my god’ she breathed and I
laughed. 

‘How
was that?’

‘I
think you know. Where did you learn how to do that?’

‘Same
as anything else. A few good teachers.’

She nodded.

‘And
now you’re teaching me.’

‘I
guess so.’

She paused.

‘Well,
I’ll never learn without practice.’

She pushed me back on the bed.
I sighed happily, anticipating what the night would bring. 

 

The following morning, I awoke
to the sun shining through a gap in the curtains. I turned to see Penny
sleeping next to me, beautiful in the light. It had been a while since I’d
woken up with someone. I usually had my fun and kicked them out once it was
done. But it had been an extremely long night and I suppose we’d fallen asleep
from sheer exhaustion. 

 

Her eyes opened. She look at
me and smiled sleepily. 

‘I’m so hungry’ she yawned. 

‘I’m
not surprised. We burned a lot of calories last night. I’m gonna jump in the
shower and then I guess we both need to get to uni. We could grab breakfast on
the way.’

It was as though she’d
forgotten Medford existed.

‘Right.
Uni.’

I could see it was not an
enticing prospect. 

‘You
really need to switch degrees. You know that, don’t you?’

She shrugged. 

I got up and went into the
bathroom, climbing into the shower. I ran the water until it was a nice
temperature and then stood underneath its stream. The warm water felt
incredible on my skin and I knew that was down to Penny. She had my skin
humming with everything we’d done last night. I let the water run down my back
and then I heard the shower door open. A pair of hands reached around my waist.
I didn’t turn around.

‘How can you possibly want
more?’

‘I’m
just trying to conserve water.’

But then her hands began to
reach down and I knew she wanted more than hot water. 















Chapter 14
We were eating in a café near Medford.
I was sipping a cup of coffee, trying to wake myself up, as Julia daintily ate
an omelette. I’d already eaten an enormous stack of pancakes and Julia glanced
at my plate where the oily remains of syrup lingered. 

‘You put that away quick for
such a petite girl.’

‘I
told you I was hungry.’

I took another sip and we sat
quietly for a moment. But in that silence, thoughts were beginning to creep
into my mind, questions. 

‘Julia?’

‘Yes?

‘I was
wondering…’

She put her fork down, sensing
a serious question and what I was thinking about was indeed serious. I was
wondering what came next. What was this? What were we to each other? We hadn’t
had any conversations about that so far because everything had happened in a
whirl, but after spending a whole night in her bed, I wanted to know how she
felt. I knew how I felt about it. I wanted to be with her, properly. It had
become obvious to me this morning when I woke up next to her. It had felt
right. But looking at her waiting to hear my question, a look of trepidation on
her face, I decided not to say anything. I didn’t want to ruin our time if she
didn’t want to talk about it. It was all new to me and I felt a bit in over my
head. Julia was a real woman with all the trappings that came with that and
here I was, only having left my parents’ house last year and freshly de-virginised. My experiences of sex had so far been earth
shaking and I thought that even if Julia wasn’t on quite the same page, she
seemed to like being with me in that way. But what did that mean? Did she like
me? I just didn’t know and I didn’t really know how to ask. She was still
waiting for my question.

‘I was wondering if I should
walk from here to uni. We probably shouldn’t arrive in the same car.’

She nodded in agreement.

‘Yes,
I think that’s probably the best idea.’

 

I floated to university and my
mind seemed to relax, to stop trying to untangle my relationship with Julia. If
it was a mess, maybe I should let it be one. My life had always felt so planned
before and now I didn’t know what would happen next and maybe I should enjoy
that. For now, I had what I needed from Julia. It was enough for the time
being. I was happy, I realised with amazement. I’d never thought of myself as
unhappy before but the way I felt now was a million miles away from how I’d
gone through my life feeling. Was this how other people felt? Did sex make
other people feel this good?  As I walked through the campus, examining
other people, my guess was maybe sometimes but probably not in general. It was something
else. Julia was something else. I was lucky that she’d taken this chance with
me. I knew she was risking her job for it and that meant something to me. It
meant it was special, that we were special. I was so lost in my thoughts
that I nearly ran smack into Will. I hadn’t see him since our talk at
Christmas. The vibe was palpably awkward. 

‘Hi.’

‘Hello.’

My eyes shot around, looking
for an escape but there was nowhere to run. I had to see it through.

‘How
are you doing?’

He shrugged.

‘Alright.’

I could see he was angry with
me and I felt a stab of guilt. Here, I’d been surfing a wave of sexual ecstasy
while he’d been feeling bad about the fact his long term girlfriend had dumped
him. Even to me, it seemed unfair. He tried to push through his resentment,
attempting casual chit chat.

‘How’s
your course.’

‘Well,
it’s… It’s business studies. It is what it is.’

He nodded politely. 

‘Yeah.’

‘How
about you, are you still as into Physical Education?’

‘Yes,
I still like it. My feelings don’t change about things I care about.’

I felt a flash of anger at his
jibe and I nearly made a defensive remark before I realised that from his
perspective, all this must make me seem flighty. He couldn’t understand about
the changes I was going through because he’d been happy with his life as it
was. I’d thought I was too. And then I’d found that I wanted more.

‘I’m
sorry, Will.’

But he didn’t want my apology.
He spat out something he’d obviously been thinking about since Christmas.

‘Did
you meet someone else? Is that what happened?’

He caught me by surprise and
my face flushed with guilt. But I knew it would only make it worse if he found
out the truth.

‘No,
no, it wasn’t like that.’

But it was too late. My face
was bright red. He shook his head.

‘I
knew it.’

He stormed off, leaving me in
the middle of the quad. I had a bad feeling about this. 

 

The rest of the day passed
uneventfully as I went from boring class to boring class. At the end of the
day, a muttering went through the classroom, a rumour of a class outing to a bar.
Ordinarily, I would have made an excuse but today was different. I decided I
wanted to go. Although I had been at Medford half the year and I’d certainly
been friendly with my classmates, I hadn’t made any really good friends. I put
that down to having the comfort blanket of Will. I hadn’t felt a need to make
friends before, but now things were changing. I was changing. I was
thoroughly out of my comfort zone. Julia had opened me up, shown me there were
spaces inside me for new things and I wanted to fill those spaces. And that
could start with throwing myself into student life. 

 















Chapter
15
I was at home, waiting for
Penny. I was reading some second year work to distract myself while I waited. I
didn’t want to let myself get too excited, although I knew it was fruitless to
deny it. I’d bought new underwear for tonight and I’d actually cooked.
Nevertheless, there were standards to be maintained. 

 

We’d been seeing each other
for three months now and the frequency of our meetings had grown exponentially
in that time. This would be the third time in a week. I’d tried hard to keep
things in a business as usual manner in the beginning but it hadn’t remotely
worked. Every page in my rule book had been torn out, burned and then thrown in
the ocean for good measure. I was still arguing with myself about what that
meant. 

 

We’d had sex numerous times in
my office, that was strike one. But the more times it happened, the less risky
it had felt and she was just too damn sexy to keep my hands off when we were in
private. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful, I could have dealt with that.
Her mind, her passion, her talent and her sweetness, they were my real
downfall. Strike two was that we’d spent time together that hadn’t involved
sex. And when it did, she’d stayed over afterwards. And that was on top of my
early infraction related to Penny’s virginity, not to mention the fact that I’d
initiated the whole thing. So I gave up the fight. I had conceded defeat to
Penny. That’s not to say I was picking a date for the wedding. I still didn’t
know where this could go, if anywhere. It had to have a limited shelf life,
same as ever. 

 

The doorbell rang and I opened
it so see Penny on my doorstep. I stepped aside and she flitted in, a bounce in
her step. She sniffed the air incredulously. 

‘Do I smell cooking?’

‘It’s
just a risotto. Don’t get too excited.’

‘I am
excited. You’ve cooked for me. I never thought I’d see the day.’

She walked through to the
living room and I waited at the door for a second, the better to watch her
perky little bottom as she moved down the hall. 

 

Penny picked up a forkful of
risotto and blew on it.

‘It’s not that hot.’

‘I
don’t want to burn my tongue. I might need it later.’

I laughed in shock.

‘You’re
becoming so filthy! 

She laughed to herself. 

‘You
can thank yourself for that. You corrupted me.’

I raised an eyebrow.

‘I’m
not sure it counts as corruption when you walked into my office and pulled my
trousers down.’

She laughed uproariously at
that and finally ate the risotto she’d been nursing. She chewed the mouthful
for a long time.

‘It’s
not nice?’

‘No,
it is…’

I shook my head.

‘You’re
a terrible liar.’

‘It’s
fine. Honestly.’

I tutted. 

‘Damned
with faint praise.’

She put down her fork. 

‘Actually,
it’s nice to find something you’re not good at. It makes you seem more like a
human being.’

‘As
opposed to what?’

‘I
think the term I heard someone use about you the other day was ‘sex goddess.’

I gaped.

‘Who?!’

‘Some
boy in creative writing. He’s got a huge crush on you.’

I shrugged, uninterested.
Penny smiled lasciviously.

‘I was
desperate to tell him you were my sex goddess.’

I tensed. 

‘But
you didn’t...’

‘Obviously!’

I sighed, relieved. I hadn’t really
thought Penny would tell anyone but you never knew. A word in the wrong ear and
it would all be over. The other thing that concerned me was that Penny might
find out there had been others before her. I strongly felt that her finding out
about my list would be disastrous. I could never reveal the truth to her. She
would only be pained by it.

I picked up her bowl and went
to the bin, tipping its contents away.

‘Sorry
it wasn’t good.’

She came over to the sink and
took the bowl from hands, putting it in the sink. She turned to me.

‘I
don’t want food, anyway. I want you. Right now.’

‘Thank
god. That’s more my skillset.’

She smiled and strode quickly
out of the room, headed for my bedroom, pulling her top off as she went. I
followed hastily, the failed risotto forgotten.

 

The next day I was sitting in
my office when there was light tap at the door. 

‘Come in.’

I was surprised to see the
rarely spotted Dean walk into my office. She was a stout lady with short grey
hair and a faux chummy demeanor.

‘Sarah!
I wasn’t expecting you. Did we have a meeting?’

She didn’t immediately answer
me and I saw that this was not going to be a pleasant meeting. 

‘Julia,
I need to talk to you about something. Is this a good time?’

I knew there was never going
to be a good time for whatever she was about to say and I just hoped it wasn’t
going to be the thing that I suspected it would be.

‘Yes,
of course. What is it?’

She shut the door behind her
and came over to my desk, sitting on the edge of it. She looked down at me with
an insincere look of concern. 

.

‘I’m
afraid this isn’t good news. There have been some allegations made.’

I swallowed thickly, preparing
myself for the meeting that had been coming for the last six years.

 

I was sitting in my car,
feeling dizzy. The Dean knew about me and Penny. I’d been suspended while the
university looked into it and there would be a meeting in a few weeks to decide
my fate, although I was free to appeal the action through my union rep. I
leaned over and put my head between my knees, trying not to be sick. After a
while, the nausea eased off and I sat up. I took out my phone and dialled.

‘Julia, hi!’

‘Penny…’

She knew something was wrong
right away.

‘What’s
the matter?’

‘They
know. The university. They know about you and me.’

There was a silence from the
other end and then Penny simply whispered ‘Oh, god.’

‘I’m
probably going to be sacked.’

‘Julia…
I’m so sorry. Can I do anything?’

‘I
don’t know.’

I paused.

‘You
never told anybody, did you?’

Penny was offended.

‘You must know I wouldn’t!’

I was immediately sorry I’d
asked.

‘Yes,
I’m sorry. Of course I know it wasn’t you.’

‘Then
who was it?’

My mind raced through a list
of suspects. Maybe one of my former flings had decided not to take my breaking
it off so easily after all. Sophie might still be angry. Really, it could have
been any of them. I didn’t want to mention my shortlist to Penny.

‘I
don’t know.’

She hesitated. 

‘Actually,
I might have an idea about that. Let me look into it. I’ll get back to you.’

We said our goodbyes and she
hung up. 

I started the engine and
pulled out of the university car park, wondering whether I’d ever be able to
come back with my head held high. I decided that I would fight this. I wanted
to keep my job. And then I realised that all this meant I had to finish with
Penny. And that’s when I felt a tear roll down my cheek. I knew then that I
didn’t want to give her up. I couldn’t. I was in love with her.  















Chapter 16
I was racing through the
dorms, agitated. I should probably have taken some time to pull myself together
before I attempted the conversation I was seeking out but I was running on rage
and it needed an outlet.

 

I knocked impatiently at the
door of room thirty-two and it opened immediately. Will looked surprised to see
me for a second, but a flash of satisfaction on his face told me I was in the
right place. 

‘I think you know why I’m
here.’

He gestured into his room and
I walked in. He shut the door behind me and turned to me, a sneer on his face.

‘Have
you come to beg for forgiveness?’

I looked at him with that
bitter smirk on his face and he seemed like a stranger, not like the old Will.
Had I really changed him this much just by leaving him?

‘How
did you even find out about us?’

He shrugged.

‘It
was obvious last time I saw you than you’d met someone else and I wanted to
know who it was.’

He hesitated then and I could
see he was embarrassed. 

‘So I
waited for you after class, to see where you went and then I saw you going into
that woman’s house…’

‘You followed
me?’

He was defiant.

‘Yes.
I think I had a right to know who you left me for.’

‘Will,
I didn’t leave you for her, you have to know that. I admit, I did cross the line
with her while we were still together but I decided to leave you because it
just wasn’t right anymore for lots of reasons.’

‘Because
you’re a lesbian?’

It was a question I’d asked
myself and I didn’t have the answer to it yet. Right now, I only wanted Julia
and I didn’t know what it meant in the long run.

‘No. I
don’t know what I am. That’s the point. I got here and I started to feel like
maybe I wasn’t the girl I thought I was supposed to be. But you shouldn’t have
to feel bad about yourself because of it.’

Will didn’t say anything.

‘You
were my best friend and the last thing I wanted was to hurt you. But we weren’t
right. Didn’t you feel that too?’

He sat down on the bed and put
his head in his hands. He was crying.

‘No, I
didn’t. I loved you! I still love you! That’s why I did this and maybe I
shouldn’t have. But I felt so angry and I guess I wanted you to feel as bad as
I did.’

I sat down next to him and I
put my hand on his shoulder.

‘I
still care about you.’

He wiped his face and looked
at me and I saw that there was regret for his vengeful actions.

‘Thank
you. But it’s too late. What’s done is done.’

‘I
know but I’m still pissed off with you. Julia’s probably going to be fired
because of you.’

He shook his head.

‘Not
just me.’

‘What
do you mean?’

He look at me astonished.

‘Did
you think they’d just suspended her on my say so? Mine wasn’t the only
complaint. Didn’t you know that?’

I didn’t understand what he
was telling me but a bad feeling crept into my stomach.

‘What
are you talking about?’

He shook his head.

‘I
don’t know the details. I think you need to ask her.’

 

I was eating lunch alone in
the cafeteria, my mind going over what Will had said. Another complaint. Who
was it from? Had someone else seen us? We’d taken a lot of risks so it was
entirely possible. Maybe someone had heard us through Julia’s office door on
the occasions that one of us had found it difficult to stay quiet. The thought
that someone had been listening in made me blush to my core. I was beginning to
think it was the most likely option when a girl sat down across the table with
a thump, startling me. She was a good looking red haired girl who I recognised
as being in the year above, a writing student. Her name was Lucy, I thought.
She was giving me very aggressive eye contact.

‘It’s Penny, right?’

She was making me nervous.

‘Yes.
Lucy?’

She nodded and then she just
sat there staring at me until I couldn’t take it anymore.

‘Did
you want something?’

‘I
just wanted you to pass on a message to Julia. Tell her that they didn’t
believe me when I told them what she’d done but now people seem to be coming
out of the woodwork, so she can kiss her job goodbye.’

She stood up and I felt a
panic for the second time that day. I stood and followed her as she began to
move through the cafeteria. I grabbed her arm.

‘Hey,
wait a second. What did she do?!’

She turned and look at me and
the anger evaporated for a second. She looked sorry for me.

‘You think
you’re special, don’t you? That’s how she makes you feel. And then you’re
discarded and she just goes on like it never happened.’

She pulled her arm away and
walked off.

 

I was standing at Julia’s
door, pushing the doorbell too many times. The door opened and she look pleased
to see me. I did my best to keep a poker face.

‘I’m so glad you’re here.’

She stood aside and let me in
and I walked through to the living room. I sat down and I felt oddly serene. It
was the shock of what I’d learned, I think. She came in and sat down next to me
and put her arms around me for hug.

‘I
really need one of these today.’

My body went rigid and at last
she realised something was off. She pulled back.

‘What’s
the matter?’

‘I met
Lucy today. She wanted me to let you know she wasn’t too happy about how you
treated her.’

Her face dropped and she
looked past me for a second, staring into space. 

‘Penny…’

‘How
many times have you done this, slept with a student?’

‘Don’t
ask me that.’

‘Why
not?’

‘Because
if I answer you, you’re going to leave me.’

‘How
many?’

She sighed, beaten.

‘Six.’

My heart dropped.

‘So
I’m just number seven?’

‘No’
she said firmly ‘you were special.’

We’d never had any kind of
conversation about the nature of our relationship but somehow, that’s what I’d
believed. That I was special to her. Because she was special to me. But if
she’d done this over and over again, then I wasn’t special, just the latest. 

We hadn’t said anything in a
while so I thought perhaps I should leave. Julia appeared to have nothing
further to say but as I stood, it seemed to push her to speak.

‘Penny,
listen to me. I didn’t tell you about any of this because I knew how you’d
feel, that you’d just think you were like any of the others and you weren’t.
You made me feel like I was better than that now because you saw me that way,
as someone good. That meant to something to me, the way you saw me. So I
couldn’t tell you because I never wanted you to look at me the way you are
now.’

She stopped talking and the
strength seemed to go out of her. She’d never spoken to me like this, so
painfully vulnerable. There’d always been a wall there. But I couldn’t hear any
more, it was agony to listen to her. I got up to leave.

‘Don’t
go.’

‘I’ve
got to.’

I began to walk toward the door
and I thought she was going to let me go without further argument but then then
I felt her behind me and she was holding onto my shoulders, pressing her head
to my back. I could feel her trembling.

‘I
love you’ she whispered.

I stopped at the door but I
couldn’t turn round. I’d been in love with her since I’d seen her write her
name on the board on day one of term. I hadn’t known at the time that that’s
what the feeling was, but everything that had happened since then had been a
development of that gut instinct and it had just gotten deeper and stronger
until it had been screaming inside me. But I’d held it back in case she didn’t
feel the same. All I’d wanted was for her to say it to me so that I could say
it back. So that I could breathe. It was the only thing I’d wanted and now
she’d said it at the worst possible moment. Hearing it brought me no comfort
now. 

I was still facing the door
while she held onto me. We stood in that position for a moment and I felt
resentment begin to rise up in me until I couldn’t hold it inside anymore. I
turned suddenly.

‘You
love me?’

‘There’s
no reason for you to believe that-’

‘Why
are you saying this now? Because you might get sacked? Because I’m all you’ve
got left?!’

She was shocked at my anger
and I knew it was because she’d never seen it before. But it had risen once
today for Will and I found it easier to come by this time round. 

‘No.
I’m sorry, I should have told you before. I didn’t know for a long time that
it’s how it felt. This wasn’t the right time.’

She looked genuinely contrite
but it didn’t matter. I was furious with her. I think I was angry because she’d
made me fall in love with her and now I realised that I didn’t really know who
she was. Even if every moment between us had been honest, she’d spoiled it.

‘If
you’d told me about those girls before, it might have been OK. I might have
understood. But now I don’t know if I can trust anything you say.’

I turned to leave but she
grabbed me and held onto me so that I had to face her. I was a little shocked.

‘Let
me go, Julia.’

‘No,
we’re not finished-’

I pulled out of her grasp.

‘Why
not? What can you possibly do to fix this?’

She seemed at a loss for
moment. I could tell that she felt out of control and that it was unfamiliar
and frightening for her.

‘I
don’t know, but I know this can’t be it. I know that you’ve felt everything I
have.’

‘Are
you talking about sex?’

‘No-‘

‘Isn’t
that all this is? Isn’t that all it ever was between you and Lucy and every
other one of those girls? And now me?’

‘No!
It was different with us. Not just sex. You must have felt that.’

‘How
would I know? I was a virgin when we met. I don’t know the difference. Is that
what you were counting on? That I’d think it was love and keep coming back for
more?’

She shook her head heatedly. 

‘No.
You know it was never like that-‘

And then I grabbed her face
and kissed her, pushing her back until she fell back on the sofa. I climbed on
top of her and pushed my lips onto hers and our kissing felt like a battle. I
didn’t know what I was doing. I was angry at her, maybe even hated her in that
moment, and that meant I was not supposed to want her. But my blood was boiling
with anger and it wasn’t so far away from that first time, at the retreat. I
felt confused. I wanted to hurt her but I needed something else from her too. 

 

I pulled her skirt down
roughly and then grabbed at her knickers, tearing them. Julia looked at me
shocked but I could see it wasn’t unwelcome, this roughness. 

‘Is this what you want?’

She didn’t speak. She just grabbed
my head and pushed it down and I pushed my tongue inside her and she moaned in
a pleasure I’d never heard, arousal tinged with sadness. I kept thrusting my
tongue inside and then I moved up her body and slid my teeth along her neck,
nipping the flesh below her jawline. She gasped but I felt her grab hold of me.


‘Don’t
stop.’

I ran my hand down her body
and I felt my fingers scratch her stomach viciously but I didn’t care and she
didn’t protest. I pushed my fingers inside her and I began to slide them in and
out furiously. He body pushed against my hand, grinding at it, trying to get
closer. I felt her convulse in ecstasy and then I was moving up her body,
pulling my jeans and knickers down to my ankles. I climbed onto her face,
pushing myself down on her mouth and I felt her tongue against me, dancing over
my aching arousal. I quickly began to come but then I realised I was crying.

‘This
is all you want, isn’t it?’

I rocked my body against her
mouth, feeling her taking me into her mouth, sucking at my throbbing clitoris.
I felt myself quaking and then I climaxed with a ferocity I’d never known. And
then it was over. I climbed off her and stood, shocked at what we’d done, that
it could ever be like this. I began to pull my jeans up and Julia sat up. She didn’t
look at me. I walked out of the house and fled down the street.

 















Chapter 17
I was thinking about that last
time with Penny, several weeks ago. My head spun as I tried to understand how we’d
torn into each other like that. We’d slept together countless times in the past
few months, in many ways and many places, but never like that. She’d been so
angry and I’d been trying to hold onto her even though I knew it was useless.
It had been desperate, exhilarating, sad.  And
now I might never see her again. 

I understood her anger with me
completely. Because I knew that the source of her anger was love, the same love
I felt. And I’d undermined it with my past. Then I’d compounded it with a lie
of omission. Had she been right? If I’d told her everything before she’d found
out for herself, would she have forgiven me? I thought that was unlikely and a
naïve assumption on her part. I knew Penny. I knew that she had placed me on a
pedestal and I’d fallen off it. It didn’t matter how far. I’d fallen and that
was what counted.

 

I thought about Lucy, last
year’s conquest. I’d believed that it had ended amicably but thinking back, I realised
there had been some red flags that I’d chosen to ignore. After the last few
times I’d been with her, she’d tried to ask questions about my private life and
I knew that she was trying to turn it into something real. It had only spurred
me to end things though, thinking it kinder in the long run. I thought I’d
nipped things in the bud before she got attached but clearly, I’d missed that
deadline. I was upset about what had happened between me and Penny but I felt
there was nothing I could do about it. I’d lost her. But I didn’t want to keep
sitting on my sofa trying to hang on to a feeling of her, of how it had felt to
be with her. I had to move, to do something. I decided to track down Lucy.
Maybe it wasn’t too late to fix things with her, to get her to withdraw the
complaint. 

 

I walked into the halls of
residence, feeling conspicuous. Luckily, I’d found it in a lull. There was no
one to be seen and I could go freely to Lucy‘s room without being spotted. I’d
never been there before as visiting a student in their dorms seemed like a
ridiculous risk and not one I would have taken previously, but a sympathetic
contact in the Medford housing office had given me her address so I decided
that face to face was the way to handle it. I had dressed in my work clothes: a
tight grey pencil skirt paired with a silver blouse that clung in all the right
places. I looked good. I hoped to evoke pleasant memories of last year for Lucy
with my outfit choice, to incline her to be lenient.

 

I knocked on Lucy’s door and waited
uneasily. It seemed like she wasn’t at home and I was about to leave when the
door opened a crack. Lucy looked astounded to see me but quickly hid it. 

‘What do you want?’

‘Can I
come in for a second?’

She sighed but opened the door
to let me in and I entered quickly, wanting to get out of the hallway. It was a
standard dorm room, one single bed and desk and posters on the wall. Lucy
closed the door behind me.

‘How
long has it been since we’ve seen each other? What, at least a year? You
wouldn’t even reply to my texts and then boom, you get suspended and here you
are.’

I’d come here to persuade her
to drop the complaint but I started to feel irritated as soon as she opened her
mouth. I remember now how much she liked to talk. Even during sex, she wouldn’t
shut up, although I hadn’t minded it too much then. It was funny to have that
memory of her at this moment. Overlaid with the current situation, I nearly
started laughing but I was able to push it away. I put the urge down to nerves
at having to have what was no doubt going to be one of the most awkward
conversations of my life.

‘Lucy,
I’ve come here to ask you to have mercy on me.’

I was going for abject
contrition, it seemed the only way out. I could tell that it was the right
move, she seem delighted that things were going this way. I thought that
perhaps she’d pictured this very moment and I was going to do my best to live
up to her imaginings. 

‘You
want me to have mercy on you? Did you have mercy on me when you dropped me like
I was nothing to you?’

I sighed. She wasn’t going to
make this easy. 

‘Lucy-‘

‘I
thought you liked me because you took me to bed. But I thought about it and all
you did was use me like some kind of sex doll. I barely got any attention. It
was all about you.’

That perked my interest. Had
she just given me an out?

‘Is
that what’s upsetting you? That I didn’t give you enough in bed?’

‘No!’

She paused.

‘Well,
I mean, maybe that was part of it.’

I could see then that there was
something I could do, right here and now, to fix the Lucy problem. Something
that would make her feel like she’d gotten the best of me. 

‘I’m
sorry that I did that. Looking at you now, I can’t think why I wasn’t… worshipping
you like I should have. I mean, you’re gorgeous.’

Was that laying it on too
thick? No, she was trying to suppress a smile. I had her. I took a step toward
her and she didn’t move back. Then I told her a flat out lie.

‘You
were the hottest I ever had.’

She was starting to blush.

‘You
made me come like no one else.’

‘Did
I?’

I nodded as though the
admission were embarrassing. She licked her lips like I was a delicious treat
and that was when it became more than a trick. It was what I needed. It would
clear Penny from my mind. It would just be sex, like the old days. Love would
have no place in it. The focus might be on Lucy this time but I’d still take
something I needed from her. 

 

Lucy turned to the door and
locked it and I feigned innocence at the move, as though I didn’t know I’d be
giving her the time of her life in a matter of minutes.

‘Why
are you locking the door?’

‘Because
you’re going to give me everything that I want, Miss Hawke.’

I kept up my innocent act. If
this was how she wanted to play, I was happy to oblige.

‘Am
I?’

She put her hands on her hips,
considering me, her quarry.

‘Yes.
I’m going to tell you exactly what to do and you’re going to do it perfectly.
And if you’re really good, I’ll reward you.’

I smiled and nodded, shyly
acquiescent. 

‘Ok
then. Use me however you want.’

She liked that. She pulled her
dress up over her head and she was naked and ready in a matter of seconds. I
grabbed hold of her and kissed her ardently. She tasted sweet. She tasted like
simplicity. I leaned into her ear and lowered my voice to a hushed, begging
tone.

‘Tell
me what you want. Anything.’

She pushed me back and went
over to her desk, bending over it slowly and spreading her legs, presenting me
with her bottom.

‘Lick
it. Slowly.’

I took a moment to let her anticipation
build and then I went to her, bending over her naked body and using my hands to
part her cheeks, pushing my face in. When I felt the hole with my tongue, she
squealed and I began to move in measured circular patterns around the rim. She
giggled with lewd joy. I put my hands on her ample breasts, grabbing hold of
them as I tongued her. 

‘Oh my
god, just like that!’ she growled. 

I escalated the speed as I
squeezed her nipples and she was screaming with every lap. God knows what the
neighbours thought, but I didn’t care. They weren’t my neighbours.

Lucy suddenly stopped
shrieking.

‘That’s
enough.’

I pulled my face away and she
got up and walked over to her bedside table. She pulled out a strap-on.

‘Put
this on and finish me. And don’t stop until I’m done.’

I raised a shocked eyebrow
like the naïf I was pretending to be, but I was game. She lay back on the bed,
handing me her toy. I was still fully dressed and I began to slip my skirt off.

‘Don’t take off anything
else.’

As I had suspected, the ‘professor’
attire played a big part in this fantasy. I dropped the skirt but left on the
tights, shoes and blouse. I attached her toy and began to climb onto the bed on
my knees. She lifted her legs up, desperate for me. I positioned myself against
the back of her legs, with her feet resting on my shoulders and grabbed her
hips, pulling her bottom toward me. I slid slowly in and began to move,
leisurely at first.

‘Is
this how you like it?’

‘God yes.’

I moved inside her with deliberate
movements, holding the pace. She squirmed with delight. 

‘Faster. Deeper.’

I drove the toy in further and
quickened my pace, feeling her legs tighten around my head as she began to
chant ‘Oh god, oh god, OH GOD.’

I kept up the motion, gripping
onto her hips for dear life as she bucked and writhed, kneading her own
breasts, her eyes squeezed shut.

‘Harder!’

I thrusted at her furiously
until she came with a throaty howl. Her legs slid down and I stopped, weary
from the effort but fulfilled from the sense of a job well done. I pulled out
the toy and looked down at Lucy. She was flush with satisfaction, hopefully in
all senses. She’d gotten to have my attentions one last time and held all the
power in the situation, which I knew was what she wanted. I could only hope she
would give me the same and withdraw her complaint. I undid the straps and
slipped out of the toy. As it fell to my feet, I had a bad feeling in my
stomach. I didn’t want to think about what it meant.

Lucy was under the covers now,
her hands behind her head, watching me.

‘Are you going?’

I raised an eyebrow.

‘Unless
there’s anything else I can do for you?’

She shook her head.

‘No,
that was enough, thank you.’

‘And
did I follow your instructions correctly?’

‘Definitely.’

‘So I get
my reward?’

She gave a slow smile.

‘We’ll
see.’

However she wanted to play
this moment, I knew she’d do exactly what I wanted. How could she not? I was
Julia Hawke, the ‘sex goddess’ of Medford and she’d just made me her
plaything. That would be worth a lot to her. 

‘I
hope your new little sex doll won’t mind about this.’

I didn’t say anything. I just
walked out.

 

I skulked through the hall to
the elevator and pushed the button. I waited anxiously, my desire not to be
spotted was at a high. At last, the doors pinged open and I stepped in to find
myself right in front of Penny. We looked at each other awkwardly before we
both turned to face the doors. 

 

It was the worst moment I
could have seen her. Only minutes ago, I’d been giving Lucy the business end of
her sex toy and now I was having to stand next to Penny, love of my life. It
didn’t feel good. 

‘Hi.’

‘Hello.’

A long pause followed and then
she asked tentatively, ‘You didn’t come here to see me, did you?’

She sounded hopeful, as though
maybe she wanted that to be the case and I almost told her I had but after all
that had happened, I couldn’t lie to her again.

‘No,
I’m sorry. I came to talk to Lucy, to ask her to withdraw the complaint.’

Penny paused. I knew she was
thinking about the fact I’d just been alone in a room with someone I’d had sex
with in the past. I didn’t want her to ask what had happened. I had this
horrible feeling I was going to tell her everything. But luckily, she didn’t
probe. 

‘Is
she going to do it?’

‘She’s
considering it.’

Another pause.

‘Do
you know she wasn’t the only complainant?’

I turned to face her, utterly
thrown.  

‘I’m
sorry, I never got the chance to tell you…’

She trailed off there and I
knew she was thinking about that last time. The incident was a heavy presence
in the elevator for a moment. 

‘It
was my ex-boyfriend, Will, he was the other complainant. He was trying to hurt
me and he went through you to do it. I’m sorry.’

I couldn’t believe it. My game
with Lucy had been a waste of time. A single complaint that was withdrawn was
one thing. Plural incidents was another.

The doors opened again and
Penny stepped out turning to me. She looked wretched.

‘I
hope it turns out OK for you.’

I nodded.

‘Thank
you, Penny.’

And the doors closed and she
was gone.















Chapter
18
I walked out of the elevator
and back to my room. Seeing Julia like that had jolted me. I’d spent the last
few weeks pushing away the misery over our ending. It had been hard. But there had
been things to distract me. Friends, drinking, dancing, working. And now I’d
seen her again and I was back to square one. 

 

I went into my room and sat
down on my bed, trying to shake off the incident with Julia, although I knew it
was next to impossible. She had a way of getting to me, always. 

I decided to go to work on a
project that was due in a few days. It was mostly done but it still needed a
few hours work. But as I stared at my laptop screen, I kept picturing how Julia
had looked when she’d walked into the elevator. God, she’d looked like sex
incarnate. There were complicated emotions involved as well, I knew, but the
sexual desire she’d always inspired in me was a strong factor in being unable
to forget her. I couldn’t concentrate and I knew there was only one way to deal
with this. I went to my drawer and got out something that I’d bought since I’d
broken up with Julia. It had been an embarrassing purchase and one I couldn’t
imagine making a few months back. But I’d been looking for something to make me
feel better and I guess I’d been thinking about that first time on the washing
machine and I’d realised that there were simpler ways to replicate that
sensation. So I’d braved the sex shop in town and found a small but powerful
tool to take care of at least one need that was no longer being met. I made
sure my door was locked and then slipped out of all my clothes. It wasn’t
necessary to be fully naked but I’d found that it enhanced the pleasure. I
climbed onto my bed, kneeling with my legs parted and turned on the vibrator.
It came on with a buzz and I pressed it against myself, feeling an immediate
thrill. My breathing quickened and I felt wave after wave of battery enhanced
sexual pleasure go through me. And all the time, Julia’s face, her body, her
eyes were in my mind. I didn’t try to fight it. There was no point. She’d stood
inches from me and the usual electricity had been there. I couldn’t stop the
feelings of painful love she inspired, but I could at least try to deal with
the lust.

When I’d had as much as I my
body could take, I turned off the vibrator but somehow, I didn’t feel any
better. I decided to take a bath, hoping to wash away my disquiet. But after
soaking for half an hour, I was still edgy. I thought about everything that had
happened. I thought about all the time we’d spent together, how it had seemed
to add up to something. I thought about those other girls and the shock I’d
initially felt upon the discovery of their existence wasn’t as sharp, I
realised. I wasn’t over it, certainly, but I wondered if I hadn’t made a
mistake. Was it possible that we had been the exception? Was it possible that
she really had loved me? Had I been hasty to throw that away?

I didn’t know if I was being a
fool but I wanted to see Julia, to talk to her, to see how I felt around her. I
couldn’t help it, I ached for her. I had to know if we could mend us. 

I got out of the bath and
began to get dressed.

 

I was standing in front of
Julia’s house but I couldn’t quite seem to do anything. I felt like I was
standing on a precipice. If I threw myself over it, would I smash my body on
the rocks or slip into a warm pool of happiness? 

 

I couldn’t keep waiting. I
knocked on the door. Julia opened the door in a sheer robe, her hair wet from a
shower. It seemed we’d been having parallel afternoons. The sight of her in
that tiny robe, water making it cling to her body, nearly threw me off but I
got ahold of myself. 

‘Penny!’

She looked pleased to see me
but there was something else there that I couldn’t quite pin down.

‘Can
we talk?’

She didn’t answer for a second
and I could see that she’d never expected me to be standing at her door again.
I was filled with doubts at that moment. I’d made a mistake, she was over me.
And then she nodded. 

‘Come
in.’

 

We were sitting in her living
room, on different chairs, untouched cups of tea sitting on the coffee table.
She was still in the robe and I was able to see her legs, still a little wet,
inviting as ever. But I wasn’t here for that. I wanted to talk to her. That was
the point. Everything else was off the menu. 

She was waiting for me to
speak and I think she knew I was still collecting myself because she picked up
her cup to give me a moment. I had so many things that I wanted to say. I
wanted to tell her how it had felt to find out that she had hadn’t made the
exception for me, that in fact girls like me were her predilection, how sullied
that had made me feel. But when my mouth opened, none of that came out.

‘I miss you.’

She put her cup down with a
heavy sigh.

‘I
miss you too.’

That feeling that I’d been
holding back for all this time wouldn’t stay quiet any longer.

‘I
love you. And you hurt me. Do you know that?’

She’d heard me say I loved her
but there had been an appendix to it and she’d heard that too.

‘I
know. But I meant what I said before. I love you too.’

She looked at me without guard
and I could see it was the truth. She loved me now and she’d loved me always.
It was real. We’d been in love. We were in love. I’d been doubting that
and now I didn’t. 

 

I got up and went to her and
we were kissing before I knew what was happening and then the robe fell away
and it was happening and it was like it had always been, her incredible touch bringing
me to life. Suddenly she pulled back and looked me in the eyes.

‘I
have to tell you something.’

I kept kissing her. I didn’t
want her to say it. She pulled back again.

‘Please,
Penny, we have to stop. You need to know-‘

I shook my head.

‘Don’t.’

A tear slipped down her check.

‘I
slept with Lucy this afternoon.’

I sat up, numb. It had crossed
my mind that something might have happened when she’d mentioned Lucy at the
halls and I’d pushed the thought away. I didn’t want to think she was capable
of it, even though her history had said otherwise. Julia sat up next to me,
pulling her robe back on, and we both stared at her carpet for a while.

‘Why?’

She looked away, ashamed.

‘Stupid
reasons.’

After we’d sat in silence for
a long time, she spoke again.

‘This
doesn’t have to mean-‘

‘Yes.
It does.’

She nodded and leaned in
toward me, pressing her lips to the side of my head and I wanted to cry. She’d
done something that changed everything. Knowing about those other girls had put
everything in a different light and now Julia had smashed that light
completely. I couldn’t see things the same way anymore and I knew there was no
coming back from it. We were ruined. I pulled away from her and walked down the
hall and out of the house, done with Julia, for the second and last time. 

 

I walked back to my halls
through empty streets, trying to understand how things could fall apart this
quickly. I’d come to Medford thinking I knew how my life would be and thinking
I loved Will. That had fallen away. And then there had been Julia. And I’d
thought that our connection was so extraordinary that it couldn’t just be
thrown away. And now here I was, the one to discard it. But I knew I had to.
The trust was lost and that would kill everything good between us eventually,
like a cancer. I might have been younger than her and new to relationships in
general, but this much I knew.

As I walked, my mind kept
returning to the story I’d written in winter and I thought of its ending. It
had ended with me sleeping with Julia at the retreat and that had seemed like
the direction the story had been going all along. It seemed like the point of
it. But the more I thought about it, maybe it was only a mid-point. I didn’t
know what the future held for me but I was here, in the city, away from
Pilldale and I’d known for a while that I wouldn’t be going back there. And I
didn’t know what came next. I wasn’t sure I even knew who I was yet. But I
hoped, broken hearted as I was, that the future held more than I’d thought when
I first came here. That all the excitement I’d felt with Julia existed in other
places and other ways. Julia hadn’t been who I thought she was and that had
disappointed me deeply. But I still hoped for so much from my life.

 















Chapter 19
The summer sun streamed onto
me as I walked out of the hearing, tired and unsurprised by what had happened.
I’d been fired. Although Lucy had made a stab at a withdrawal, it was
considered a ‘no smoke without fire’ situation. I couldn’t be trusted anymore.
I hadn’t fought it. They were right.

 

I walked back to my car,
trying to understand what had gotten me to this point, sacked and alone. I put
my key in the door and then I heard a voice behind me.

‘Miss Hawke?’

I turned. It was Chloe. 

‘Chloe,
hi.’

She seemed a little
embarrassed and I guessed that the rumour mill had been at work. No doubt the
whole university knew about Julia Hawke and her targets by now. 

‘I saw
you from the quad. I thought maybe this was the last chance I’d get to talk to
you.’

I nodded. There was no point
trying to cling to any lies now. It was all out.

‘Yes,
I no longer work at Medford. I’ve been let go.’

She sighed.

‘That’s
a shame. You were my favourite professor.’

I smiled my appreciation. I
remembered how I’d started out the year, thinking of her as a potential
conquest. It seemed a long time ago. 

She sauntered over to my car
and stood close to me.

‘I
heard the reason why. I don’t think it’s fair. I mean, we’re all adults here.
We should be free to do whatever we want.’

She gave me a suggestive look
and put her hand on my arm, caressing it slightly.

‘And
now you don’t work here anymore, you can do anything you want, can’t you?’

She was offering herself to me
on a plate. And I thought to myself, what is there to lose anymore? My job was gone.
Penny was gone. What would it matter now if I slept with one more first year?
Maybe it would make me feel better, at least for the moment.

But as I looked at Chloe, I
realised that I didn’t want to feel better like that. I didn’t want to keep
doing this. I was finished with it.

‘Yes,
I can do what I want now. So I’m going home. Goodbye, Chloe. And good luck with
everything.’

She looked shocked as I got
into my car but I wasn’t worried about offending her. I was sure there were
plenty of shoulders she could cry on.

 

I drove away from the
university and it was as though with my leaving, I could think clearly. I
thought back over my time there and all the students I’d seduced and I could
see it for what it was. Distraction. They’d been a drug to me, to numb me to
the things I really wanted out of my life. I’d taken what was there and easy so
that I didn’t have to think about wanting anything real and hard anymore. And
then Penny had broken the dam. She’d reminded me that life could be about
something else, it could be about the things that really satisfied me, like
love, and writing. That’s why I had never been able to stick to my rules with
her, why it couldn’t just be sex. Because it was true passion, the thing I’d
been trying to throw away. I’d tried to forget I was capable of it because I’d
found it hard to live with, but Penny had revived it in me and now I didn’t
want to live without it. I couldn’t keep treading water. I had to go forward.

 

I pulled up at a red light and
I glanced over to see the café where Penny and I had gone to breakfast the
morning after we’d made love all night at the start of our affair. I was
shocked to see Penny sitting there. She was reading, as ever. I had a small
internal debate with myself but I couldn’t leave it alone. I wanted to see her,
even if it was just one last time. 

 

I parked up and went into the
café. Penny was engrossed in the book. I hadn’t seen her in months and she
looked as lovely as ever. I walked over to the table and coughed to get her
attention. She look up surprised.

‘Julia!’

‘I
hope I’m not interrupting your book.’

She shrugged.

‘That’s
OK. Do want to sit down?’

‘Would
you mind?’

‘Of
course not.’

I sat down gratefully and then
I didn’t know what to say next and things were silent for a second as we both
grappled with how to talk to each other. I decided there was one topic that
might still be of mutual interest, considering that it set our end in motion.

‘I
just came from the hearing.’

She sat up straight.

‘And?
What happened?’

I was thankful to see she was
genuinely interested to know how it had turned out.

‘And
I’m no longer a professor.’

She was disappointed for me.

‘I’m
really sorry, Julia. I feel like it was my fault. It was my ex-boyfriend that
did this.’

I shook my head vehemently.

‘No,
it wasn’t your fault. Or your ex-boyfriend’s. It was completely my fault. I
knew what I was getting into and I knew the risks. And as you know…’ 

I paused, ashamed ‘…it wasn’t
the only complaint.’

She looked away and I saw that
this wound was still fresh for her. I was trying to keep up a pretence that we
were having a light conversation but when I saw that she was still hurting, I
couldn’t do it. My own pain rose in my chest.

‘I
wish I hadn’t been so stupid.’

She nodded.

‘I’m
sure you do. It probably wasn’t worth the cost, I’m betting.’

‘It
really wasn’t.’

Then I saw a tear in her eye
and I realised she’d misunderstood me. It hurt me more than I could have
thought to know that her pain was because of me.

‘No,
Penny, I meant what happened with Lucy. I don’t regret anything that happened
between you and me. If I could do it all again, I wouldn’t choose different.
You were more than worth the cost of the job.’

She wiped away her tear and
looked at me. And then miraculously, she smiled.

‘It’s
nice to hear that.’

She paused and I could see
that she was deciding if she should say something. I desperately wanted to know
what it was, even it was going to hurt.

‘I
wouldn’t change anything either.’

I wanted to find hope in what
she’d said but I could see that it was meant in the past tense. And that’s how
I should leave it too. So I simply nodded and smiled, aching inside. I was glad
we’d had this talk; that I’d had the chance to let her know what she meant to
me. But it was time to leave her alone. To leave her to her life without me. It
was the right thing to do because even with the knowledge of how my behaviour
had destroyed everything around me, it didn’t make me good enough for her. 

‘I’d
better go.’

She watched me stand and I was
about to leave when she spoke.

‘Julia,
before you go, I want you to know I’m leaving Business Studies.’

I was shocked.

‘You’re
dropping out?!’

‘No,
I’m switching to a full degree in English and Creative Writing.’

I felt myself beam. 

‘That
makes me happy. A talent like yours shouldn’t be wasted.’

She laughed nervously, modest
as ever.

‘How
about you? What will you do next?’

‘I
don’t know. I probably can’t teach anymore.’

She was exasperated.

‘Julia,
what did you just say to me? Don’t waste talent. You should go back to
writing.’

It was a thought I’d been
having and hearing Penny say it made me feel like there was no point arguing
with it anymore. I had to start writing again.

‘Maybe
you’re right.’

She seemed happy to hear that.
I was suddenly struck with deep sadness. I was about to walk out of her life,
probably never to see her again. 

‘Well,
I guess I’d better go.’

‘I
suppose so.’

There was a pause as we looked
at each other, saying goodbye without a word. 

 

I turned and hurried out of
the coffee shop and got back in my car, my heart breaking. And as I turned the
key in the engine, I had a thought about everything that had happened. It was a
thought I hadn’t had in many years. Thinking about Penny and what I’d lost and
what I’d learned, I thought to myself ‘Maybe there’s a book in this?’

 
 

















 
 
Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed this book,
please take a moment to leave a review. 

 
 
Available Now 

 
 
Book Two in
the Julia Hawke series: 

 
 
Hawke’s Game 

 
 
Available now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited 

 





cover1.jpeg





