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Sensual Lectures

Miss Fleur, how nice of you to finally grace us with your presence. If you now would be so kind as to sit down and listen, we would all be most thankful.
 
She could hear some giggling from the ranks. Fleur did not look at her professor while she packed her smartphone back into her bag and moved to her seat. As if she had missed something in these ten minutes. But professor Fields felt that every second of is precious lessons was absolutely essential. This loser. Most female students clang to his lips since the first second and the guys thought he was cool. Fleur was more than proud that she didn't like Vincent Fields. Ok, he didn't look that bad for a 37 year old and yes, he had worked for the FBI. But right now he was an annoying teacher who didn't know the first thing about real life, Fleur thought. Why would someone give up his career in crime investigation to prepare a bunch of students for the potentially glorious future instead of seizing it himself? Apart from that, his your-average-teacher clothing did not make him more attractive. Which sane person would wear jackets in this day and age? In any case, Fleur refused to fall for the general Mr. Fields mania. Just as he refused to acknowledge Fleur's charms. Being 1,78m tall, her long blond hair and slim figure often earned her admiring looks. Vincent Fields mostly looked to her with an amused, mocking smile, which annoyed Fleur greatly. Only a few female students chose criminology as a subject and one should think Mr. Fields would be thankful for regularly seeing a beauty such as Fleur.
 
 
 
Fleur never was a bad student, on the contrary, but punctuality and attention weren't really her strong suits. And in the case of Mr. Fields, she saw no need to change this. She had imaged the subject to be more exciting and less dreadful. Not really like action-series exciting, but a bit more extravagant than other courses. Theory never had managed to really grip Fleur. So there was no reason to commit her undivided attention to Mr. Fields and his lessons. As long as Lauren wrote everything down, she wouldn't miss something anyway. Lauren was one of her closest friends, even if they were completely different. Lauren Chestfield was an official nerd, always worried about Fleur's behavior and more interested in studying than in men. A questionable lifestyle to Fleur, but Lauren was a good bench neighbor and study partner.
 
 
 
Even now, Lauren gave Fleur worried looks as she walked to her seat while other students almost broke their necks starring at her. In a deliberately casual manner, Fleur sat down and took her books and smartphone from her back.
 
You know Mr. Fields doesn't want to see cell phones during his lessons, Lauren whispered.
 
Fleur didn't look up: Then he should just look somewhere else. Her mood wasn't the best this morning. Javier Mnez' fault. He was a fellow student and popular but more of a shy type when it came to girls. While he was quite attractive, he didn't know how to play his cards right and spent most of the time behind his glasses. Fleur didn't pay any attention to him until they more or less got to talk during a party a few days past. Talking meaning that Javier had found the courage to speak coherent sentences to her while Fleur was sitting there in her tight fire-red satin dress, graciously listening and sometime even smiling at him. Meanwhile she had noticed the jealous looks she got from some other girls and realized that Javier was actually an interesting target. Not interesting enough to someday really be her lover or even her boyfriend, but he had a certain value as entertainment. He just had been to cute standing there, nervously picking up his glass only to set it down. How he always looked ashamed at the floor after risking to look at Fleur's cleavage or her long, naked legs while telling her the most boring things. At the end of that evening, Fleur had decided to make Javier her next project. She didn't really have something to do anyways. For a time all had gone according to plan. Her plan of course. She was switching between flirt and rejection, every time confusing poor Javier anew. He had no experience with neither strategies nor conquest in the field of love, and didn't seem to learn them, either. Sometimes, Fleur gave him some crumbs to keep him entertained. She enjoyed the time with her official new admirer. It had been a nice ego-trip, but it had abruptly come to its end the weekend before. Melissa Jones, some grey nerd mouse, had joined Javier's study group and had somehow managed to attract his attention. Apparently she had great inner values, excusing her boring appearance. Javier's interest in Fleur had been dropping steadily since then, which was more than annoying. Even ambiguous, enticing messaged did not yield sufficient results. Just this morning she had written that she need to buy a new dress on Saturday and didn't like to take the clerk into the dressing rooms. With his great sense of fashion, Javier would have been far better at judging what looked good on her, and also could help her with that zipper 
 
 
 
Miss Fleur, I know it's much to ask but would it be possible for you to direct at least a tiny bit of your attention to the lesson? I promise you, it will be useful for your final exam. With a swift movement, Fleur hid her cell behind the stack of books and grudgingly looked up into the snide smile of Vincent Fields she hated so much. If he would at least get loud or angry like most other teachers. Instead he countered any misbehavior during his lessons with calmness and often remarks to embarrass the culprit. Such scenes between Vincent Fields and Fleur Heath were a welcomed entertainment for the other students. Both were held in high regards among the students for their looks and character, though they could scarcely have been any more different. Now it has come to this again and one could almost hear how the other students sucked in their breaths to watch the unfolding confrontation. Fleur was known for being stubborn, yet she had to admit numerous defeats against Vincent Fields. As her Professor, he still had the better hand to play.
 
Fleur got up, gave him her most bewitching smile, which usually melted any resistance and said: You have my undivided attention Professor Fields. I would never deliberately miss a second of your lessons.
 
How gracious of you. I of course would not interfere with your manner of study, yet in my humble experience, paying attention and taking notes instead of playing with your phone has almost always a positive effect. Touch.
 
Before she could find a suitable retort, he turned around and continued his lecture. Fleur bit her lip with anger. If it hadn't been Friday with the weekend this close she would have lost her patience. Reluctantly she took her notebook and perfectly followed the lesson, until the flashing of her cell told of a new message from Javier. As patience was even less a virtue of hers, she carefully grabbed the phone.
 
Sorry, but I think I'll take it slow this weekend, we have a lot of work in the study group. But have fun shopping :).
 
Take it slow? What the heck! Fleur had to restrain herself from bursting. What a loser! Let him sit in his nerd-circle for two days and have these profound conversations they had. He wouldn't have survived the shock of seeing Fleur Heath in her underwear anyway.
 
Miss Fleur. Shocked by Mr Fields voice right next to her, she dropped her phone on the table. She slowly looked up. She had not realized that he had moved to her table with the whole class staring at her. I really appreciate your efforts but honestly, your attention-span needs some improvement. Why don't you come to my office tonight at eight, so we can work on your behavior in class?
 
Fleur stared at him, perplexed. Did he just gave her detention? On a Friday? With a college party tonight? Had he lost mind?!
 
B-But I have to help some students with their exam preparations tonight 
 
Well they won't have theses exams on a Sunday, will they? Reschedule them and I will wait for you at eight. I hope you make it in time. The longer I have to wait, the longer this Friday night will be. And, Miss Fleur, he gave her a serious look, if you should miss this appointment for whatever reason, I will grade your behavior in class accordingly. Which shouldn't look to good on your certificate.
 
Fleur's cheeks were hot from anger and humiliation. Vincent fields continued his lecture as if nothing had happened, while her classmates smiled and laughed under their breaths. There some (mainly female), who thought Fleur deserved such treatment. Lauren looked worried. Her hands trembling, Fleur moved her phone back in her bag. She would've liked to throw it in Vincent Field's face. And Javier's.
 
 
 

 

 

End of preview. 
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