
        
            
                
            
        

    
FERTILE FOR MY COLLEGE PROFESSOR

By Brandi Black


Y
ou know how some college professors have a certain... reputation?


Yeah, that one. That they give hot female students more attention than everyone else, and their eyes will linger on you if you wear a short skirt.


Well, Professor Daniel Hawker had that reputation. I’d heard it from an older girl who’d been in his class a year before me and all I remember thinking, as I looked at her wild eyebrows and thin lips, and heard the snark in her voice, was that she must have been jealous. Which, of course, made me intrigued.


I turned up on my first day wearing a short tartan skirt that I’d bought especially for this class. It barely covered the lowest part of my butt and I knew that if I bent over, even just a tiny bit, he’d be able to see the lacy black underwear that crept between my butt cheeks as I strode down the path to building five.


It was the end of summer and the soft warmth in the air gave me a sense of optimism that turned into a fluttering sensation as I approached the external door. It slid open when I was two feet away and I could see the classroom from the entrance, and the students streaming into it.


The other girls were dressed in jeans and shorts. The only other skirt I saw was a longer one, which swayed around the girl’s knobbly knees.


None of them looked as good as me.


That knowledge sent a thrill through me, but it also made me nervous. I’d never met this man before. What would the first class be like? Would he be the super hot middle-aged teacher with salt-and-pepper hair I was imagining, or a fat creep who leered at students and stood too close, breathing on you with breath that smelled of stale beer?


I walked in holding my breath. On the other side of the room, there was a man fiddling with the computer, struggling to get the projector working, and it must have been Professor Hawker. To my relief, he was hot — but his hair was blonde and he was an inch or two shorter than I’d imagined. Nothing I couldn’t work around. I sauntered to my desk and as I sat down, his eyes flicked up and met mine.


Of course, they flicked back down almost instantly but it was enough — I knew he’d seen me. I fumbled with my books as I pulled them out of my bag but forced myself to slow down and pull them out, one at a time, and arrange them on my desk.


When I looked up again, his eyes were on me again. I gave him the tiniest smile and he returned it, before the projector whirred into life.


"Good morning class," Professor Hawker started. He stood up straight and walked in front of the screen, so the words "Psychology 101" ran across his forehead. As he walked, I noticed how tight his pants were, how muscular his butt was, and imagined him doing squats and dead-lifts. He looked like the sort of man you’d see in one of those gritty gyms, where all the equipment’s old and black, where they grunt and sweat and the entire place smells like sweat and testosterone.


And I really wanted to go there.


Suddenly, I felt his eyes connect with mine again and realized I hadn’t been paying attention. He’d been speaking for at least ten minutes and I’d been too busy watching his butt to hear any of it — I picked up my pen and only after I tried to write, realized I was holding it upside down. Professor Hawker watched me as my cheeks turned red and I turned the pen the right way up, scribbling 'assessments due at 5pm' because it was the only thing he’d said that I’d actually heard.


This semester was going to be a long one.


He flicked to the next slide and this time, I forced myself to pay attention. I sat up straight, held my pen the right way up and crossed my legs. But then I realized that I’d exposed most of my thigh and couldn’t stop wondering what it looked like from his position at the front of the room.


Sure enough, as he spoke, his eyes wandered down, then back up, as though he was trying to force himself not to look. He stumbled over the word 'cognitive', trailed off halfway through a sentence and stared at a stain on the floor, trying to regather his thoughts.


And that’s when I knew — even though we’d never spoken to each other, even though I was just one in a crowd of at least thirty other students, there was sexual energy between us that neither of us would be able to deny.


And when the class ended and all the students left the room, I slung my bag over my shoulder and strutted out like I was walking on a catwalk. All I wanted to do was look back, to see his eyes on my skirt as it swayed over my butt, but I forced myself not to.


There’d be time for that later.





"YOU’RE SO FULL OF IT," my roommate, Laura, said when I told her about my first class. "As if he noticed you out of that many students, and as if he’d do something that stupid that would make him lose his job."


"Really," I insisted, as I stirred the cake batter with a wooden spoon. It was our friend’s birthday and we were planning a party that she didn’t know about yet. My contribution was a chocolate cake made from a packet mix — Laura’s was a tray of vodka jelly shots. "I swear, there was this electric energy between us."


Laura rolled her eyes. She’d heard this from me before — last semester, I’d been sure my doctor wanted to fuck me, although that had gone nowhere.


"What is it with you and older men?" She picked up the spoon and licked cake batter off it. "There’s gonna be heaps of guys here tonight — I’ll introduce you to a few."


"Those guys?" I groaned. I leaned back against the kitchen bench, noticing a streak of flour on my forehead in my reflection in the oven door. "I’ve already met them, and they’re not attractive."


Even though we were at university, the guys Laura was talking about had carried their adolescent lankiness into adulthood. Even worse, most of them still lived with their parents and Aaron, the one she’d probably introduce me to first, had all the social skills of a rotting leaf.


None of them looked at me with the intensity Professor Hawker had. And none of them had a body like that, so strong and confident, moving with so much ease after forty years of practice.


"Just give them a chance," Laura encouraged. "I’ve got a good feeling about tonight."


I rolled my eyes. "Will it stop you hassling me?"


Laura grabbed a spoon and dipped it into my bowl, collecting a dollop of the thick brown mixture.


"Maybe." She popped it into her mouth and closed her eyes. "We should make these things more often."





THE PARTY WAS SUPPOSED to be a small one.


But once word spread, more and more students turned up, packing into every room, dancing to the thumping music. We ran out of jelly shots within half an hour, but thankfully, everyone had brought enough alcohol to keep the party going.


Despite my skepticism about the guys Laura was going to introduce me to, I’d worn a tight black dress with stilettos and dangly earrings. I’d pivoted in front of the mirror after I'd finished my hair and makeup — I looked like a model. All the effort I'd put into my body lately — the workouts, the vegetable juices — were all paying off.


But still, I thought, as I poured one of the first vodka shots down my throat, everyone needs a break sometimes, right?


Now, the buzz had well and truly hit, and I felt like the life of the party. I danced and fluttered around, talking to everyone without getting bogged down in any of their conversations or dramas. Laura introduced me to all the guys she’d promised to and it was exactly as I'd expected — they were awkward and nervous, standing up straight and asking questions like they were interviewing me for a job.


"Where are you from?"


"What are you studying?"


"Do you have any brothers or sisters?"


"Do you work on your days off?"


Nothing about me or my passions or dreams, just questions they could’ve answered by reading my resume. My attention wandered and I realized someone had set up a machine that sprayed red, blue and green lights all over the crowd. It gave the party the atmosphere of a nightclub, and I liked it.


"Let’s dance," I said to Laura, grabbing her arm, while my latest interviewer looked confused, his mouth opening and closing at the sudden change of direction. I dragged her into the living room and we danced as well as we could with arms flailing around us.


"Okay," she said into my ear, so I could hear her over the music. "I see what you mean about those guys. I’ll stop trying to set you up."


"Thank you," I shouted. "I don’t know why you can’t find any hot ones."


Laura shrugged. "They’re all pretty hot, to be honest. You’re just so picky!"


I laughed. It wasn’t the first time someone had said that, but what else was I supposed to be? I wasn’t going to fake attraction to someone who bored me, no matter how much Laura wanted me to turn into one of her other friends, the ones who were already engaged and planning weddings.


That didn’t seem like much fun at all.


I'd much rather have fun with my friends and save my energy for the men I really wanted — like Professor Hawker. Maybe it was the vodka, but I suddenly decided it would be a great idea to send him an email.


I left Laura on the dance floor and stumbled through the house, past drunk couples making out in the hallway. There were two people having sex on Laura’s bed with the door open, the guy’s pants around his ankles, and I chuckled to myself. Once I’d reached my room, I kicked the people out who were sitting on my bed and drinking, and closed the door so I could concentrate, although the bass still came through.


Dear Professor Hawker, I wrote. I’ve been reading ahead in the textbook for the first assignment and there’s a few things that don’t make sense. Could I meet with you to talk them through? I’m Rachel, by the way, I was sitting in the front row in the last class.


I hovered my finger over my screen as the words blurred in and out of focus. I felt like I should add more, something that made me sound smart or witty or sexy. But I couldn’t think of anything and someone was thumping on my door, and I knew the party was about to spill into my room again.


I closed my eyes and hit "send".





I WOKE up with a raging hangover, on top of my bed. My pulse thumped through my head and my mouth was dry. My eyelids felt like they were stuck together and took so much effort to open, but I finally managed it.


The room spun around me. Someone’s foot was next to my face and I moved it so I could climb out of bed. I was halfway down the hallway, on my way to the bathroom, when I was hit by the vague memory of sending Professor Hawker a message.


Suddenly, I felt sicker than I already was from the hangover. What had I sent? I remembered asking him to meet with me but what else had I added? All the worst-case-scenarios flooded my imagination. Had I sent him naked photos? A plea to fuck? Drunk gibberish?


I made my way back to my room, stepping over sleeping people, and burrowed through my sheets and blankets. Where was my phone? I felt like an idiot for drinking so much — of course the alcohol was going to hit me hard after the health kick I’d been on. I found my phone between the mattress and the wall and pulled it out — but it had run out of power.


Of course.


I scrambled for the charger, unplugged the stranger's phone that was attached to it and kept checking the screen over and over again while it refused to start. My head thumped, but I didn’t want to leave my phone long enough to get water.


Finally, after what seemed like half the day, it turned on. And straight away, a notification came up on the screen — Professor Hawker had replied.


I blinked at it for a few seconds before I reluctantly opened the message.


Rachel, he said. I don’t think that’s appropriate. I’m your teacher, and there are strict rules about teachers fraternizing with students. Please don’t send me anything like this again.


My heart sank — that was the worst message he could have possibly sent me. But it didn’t take long to see why — as I scrolled down, I saw all the messages I'd sent to him. It started with the one I remembered, then a few messages that didn’t make a lot of sense, and finally, a clear one, the one he’d replied to.


All I'd said was LET’S FUCK. I KNOW YOU WANT TO!




I fell against the bed, wanting more than anything to erase the past night. It might have been one thing if I'd sent those messages on purpose, but I couldn’t even remember writing them. I had another class with him tomorrow, how could I possibly show my face without sinking into the ground in humiliation?


I'd change classes, but it was too late now, I'd still have to pay for it.


There was only one option — I had to go back. It was going to be the most awkward thing I’d ever done.





I SLUNK into the class ten minutes late, on purpose.


I figured that if everyone was sitting down, and he was already talking about exposure therapy, there wouldn’t be any time for awkward moments or conversations.


Boy, was I wrong.


I could hear his voice as I approached the door, and I took that as a good sign that I could enter the room without him stopping his lecture to talk to me.


What I didn’t count on was him stopping mid-sentence as soon as he saw me.


We stood awkwardly, staring at each other, him with his hand gesturing up to the slide, me like a deer in the headlights, neither of us moving. Professor Hawker seemed to remember that the class was there, listening to him, and cleared his throat, blinking as he looked around the room.


"Where was I?" He turned around and scanned the slide as I awkwardly sidled around the other students to a seat at the back of the room. "Oh yes, that’s right..."


I kept my head down and pretended to write as he spoke, but I couldn’t focus on anything he said. Was he watching me? I was too nervous to look up, just in case he was.


Or worse — in case he wasn't.


At the end of the class, I shoved everything back in my bag and quickly realized my mistake in choosing a seat right at the back — I was blocked in by everyone else doing the same thing. Unlike me, they all looked relaxed and didn’t seem to care how quickly they escaped from the room. But then again, I reasoned, they probably hadn’t sent Professor Hawker a drunk badly spelled email asking him to fuck them.


I stood behind them, silently begging them to move faster, but it was no use — they wandered like cows with no place in particular to go.


And there was Professor Hawker, standing next to the doorway, his arms folded. Waiting for me.


"Rachel, can I see you for a moment?"


"Um..." I looked outside, at the welcoming fresh air and the clusters of people I hadn’t sent awkward messages to. "I guess so."


Professor Hawker walked back into the room. I didn’t want to say anything, but I was nervous and still a bit hungover, and that led to verbal diarrhea.


"About the other night," I started, "I was drunk, I can’t even remember writing those emails..."


Professor Hawker placed his hand on my arm. It felt warm and comforting, but it also sent a quiver of desire through my pussy. I stopped talking, confused.


"It’s okay," he said. "I only sent you that because there’s other people with access to my emails and I needed to make it look like I was shooting you down."


I didn’t know what to say. I stood there, watching him, as he perched on the edge of his desk, looking sexier than he ever had. I tried not to look at the way his pants bulged at the crotch, tried not to wonder whether it was an erection or just the way the fabric folded.


All I wanted to do was move between his legs and press my body against his.


"You’re so fucking sexy," he breathed, so nobody else would be able to hear. "Do you still want to fuck me?"


I couldn't lie. "Yes."


Professor Hawker smiled. "That’s perfect." His eyes moved down to my cleavage and I shivered as I imagined his fingers on my bare chest. "Because I want to fuck you too."


"Here? Now?" I stepped forward, but he held up his hand, gesturing for me to stay back.


"There’s another class starting in a few minutes," he said, as he pulled a pen out of the holder on the desk. "But here’s my private number."


I took the card he’d scribbled on and folded it without reading it. There were other students streaming into the room now, and I didn’t want to do anything embarrassing in front of him.


Instead, I tucked the card into my bra.


"Thanks for that, Professor."


He winked. "Anytime."





I WAS SO NERVOUS!


Laura still didn’t believe my professor wanted to fuck me, so I was on my own while I got ready. Professor Hawker and I had been texting all afternoon — he lived on the outskirts of town, in one of the houses on the hill I'd often admired. He said to come over at eight, so by six o’clock I was already working on my look.


Sexy lingerie was an obvious choice. I had a black and green lace set that I’d bought to impress an ex, but then what should I wear on top of it? I burrowed through my wardrobe, searching for something that would make me look fuckable.


Eventually, I settled on a sheer blouse that I could see my lingerie through, and a pair of shorts that didn’t cover much, finishing the look with a pair of heels that made my legs look ten times longer than they actually were.


Laura was in the living room, watching something on TV, and I gave her a quick peck on the cheek as I left.


"You’re not really going, are you?" she groaned. "Rach, this isn’t a good idea."


I shook my head. "You don’t understand. It’s the best idea I’ve ever had."


"He’ll get fired," she said, "and you’ll get kicked out of school."


"Not if nobody finds out," I shot back, although her words created a weight in the pit of my stomach. I was annoyed with her — why couldn’t she see it the way I was? That I was finally breaking free of those tedious boys in our classes and finally fucking a real man?


She rolled her eyes. "Just promise you'll be careful."


I didn’t say anything. I was done being careful — my body was telling me to throw caution to the wind and fuck him harder than I’d ever fucked anyone before. I was already craving his cock inside me, even though I hadn’t left yet. I imagined it would be thick and hot, just like the rest of his body, and absolutely irresistible. That my body would be ready to come before it was even inside me, but once it was, I’d explode with pleasure.


There were still twenty minutes before I had to leave, but I couldn’t hang around listening to Laura lecture me anymore — I had to go.


I shouted "Don’t wait up" and ran out the door, my heart thumping.





PROFESSOR HAWKER DIDN’T LOOK Surprised to see me so early. He swung the door open wide and welcomed me with a massive hug.


It felt so good to be in his arms, pressed against his chest. I could smell his cologne and I was sure that was an erection pressing against my hip.


"It’s so good to see you," he breathed into my hair.


I followed him into the house. Everything was bright, and the furniture was all white and cream-coloured.


"Is this what heaven feels like?" I joked, and he chuckled.


"I can’t take the credit for the decorating," he said, "that’s my wife’s department."


I suddenly stopped walking. Wife? It had never occurred to me that he might be married but now, looking around, I could see signs of a woman everywhere: the softness of the furniture, the photos on the fridge, the fresh flowers in a vase on the coffee table.


"You're married?"


"I am." Professor Hawker took my hand and stroked it. "But she’s out of town for a few days. Nothing’s going to stop us from having the time of our lives."


Now, I know what you’re thinking. Yes, I knew that getting involved with a married man was dangerous. I knew that I would probably end up getting hurt. But I also knew that the way he was holding my hand, stroking my skin, gazing into my eyes, was going to make me melt.


And I wanted that so badly I can’t even describe it.


"Is that a problem for you?" Professor Hawker murmured.


I didn’t want to say anything. I wanted to rewind time so we could fuck without me ever realizing he was married. But I had to do something, and I definitely didn’t want to leave.


I shook my head. He smiled with relief and kissed my hand.


"I’m so glad. I was terrified you’d leave when you realized I was married." He pulled a carafe out of the liquor cabinet and poured both of us a glass. "Other girls have left, when they realized, but you’re so damn sexy."


Other girls? I sipped the drink he passed me and remembered the rumours. Of course he’d brought other girls here, I realized. That’s probably how the rumours started. But instead of turning me off, it made me even hornier. I imagined him bringing other students back here, leading them upstairs, and knowing he’d had so much practice made me even more certain he’d be incredible in bed.


Practice makes perfect, after all.


It made me want to reach out and grab his cock, but without a whole night of alcohol under my belt I felt like that would be too forward. Instead, I subtly undid the top two buttons on my blouse, and felt a thrill run through me when I realized he was watching.


"Let me help you with that," he said in a husky voice, placing his glass beside him on the counter before he touched my hands. He undid the third button while gazing into my eyes and with the sensation of his fingers on my chest, I felt like I really was going to melt.


"What do we have here?" he asked, his fingertips brushing over the scalloped edge of the lace bra. "This is very sexy."


I fell into his kiss. His mouth closed over mine, and our tongues explored each other. His hands moved around my back, holding me, and I could feel the strength in his arms. I fiddled with his belt, trying to undo it, but I didn’t want to pull away so I fumbled clumsily, not actually pulling it off.


"Let me help you with that," he offered, and slid the leather out of its rings, dropping it on the floor next to us. We kept kissing like lovesick teenagers, and it was so good I almost felt like I was in a dream. We tugged at each other’s clothes, undoing buttons and pulling fabric at random, until his shirt was off and mine was open, revealing my bra. He squeezed my breasts, one then the other, then pulled out of our kiss and inhaled like he’d been underwater for a long time.


"You’re so fucking sexy," he breathed. His other hand was on my thigh, wriggling up the inside of my shorts, straining to reach the wetness inside.


"I can’t believe how lucky I am right now," I replied, moving my leg so his fingertip could reach my g-string. Just the sensation of it brushing over my labia was enough to make me gasp and my pussy throbbed with anticipation.


"You're wet," he observed, wriggling his finger over the wet folds.


"Yes I am," I panted, closing my eyes, as my body begged for more. An entire finger, a tongue, a cock. But instead, he withdrew his fingers from my shorts and smiled.


"Shall we take this upstairs?" Professor Hawker offered. He took my hand and led me up the winding staircase to the second floor of the house, where everything was just as white as downstairs. He led me down a hallway to an expansive bedroom that he must have shared with his wife. And sure enough, above the white-covered king-sized bed, there was a naked erotic portrait of both of them, Professor Hawker behind his wife, his hands cupped around her naked breasts.


I shivered at the idea of behind held like that while he fucked me.


"It’s a great photo, isn’t it," he said, while kissing my earlobe.


"Yes it is," I said honestly. Her head was tilted back but you could still see the pleasure on her face and in the curved line down her abs. I tried not to look at it — I turned my attention to Professor Hawker, who smiled gleefully as I ran my hands down his chest.


He had a great body for someone his age — his chest was toned and hairless, and the muscles in his arms bulged when he moved. When he ran his hand down my waist it felt so warm, so comfortable, so steady, like it was always meant to be there.


We kissed passionately, and I fell back on the bed as his lips explored my neck and he reached for the zipper on my shorts.


"Let’s see what we’ve got under here," he murmured, as he peeled the denim away.


He smiled as he saw the glimpse of black and green.


"This is very sexy underwear."


Professor Hawker pulled my shorts down my thighs while I gasped with anticipation. This was it — the moment I’d fantasized about in class as he’d walked in front of the projector, glimpsing up at me. He growled at the sight of my freshly-waxed pussy through the lace and yanked the underwear down, kissing the hairless skin, working his way down as his hand slid between my legs.


I wanted him so badly. I let my back arch and my head drop back as his lips traveled closer and closer to my clit until he was finally there, licking it from top to bottom with one swift movement.


"Was that good?" he asked, feigning ignorance as I moaned with pleasure.


My entire body wanted him. I grabbed the side of his face and steered him back between my legs, where he pulled my shorts down even further without taking them off completely. I couldn’t move my feet or spread my legs wide — I had no choice but to submit to his teasing. My chest heaved as he dipped his head between my legs again, this time staying down there, twirling his tongue over the tip of my clit like he was kissing it passionately. I could feel the heat from his breath on my pussy and he increased the pressure under his tongue as I reacted with pleasure.


I wanted to fuck him so badly.


But he wasn’t ready for that yet. He wriggled one hand between my legs, flicking my lips, then pressing his fingers against my aching wet slit. Two fingers slid inside me easily and I wanted more. I wanted him to fill me completely.


"Try three," I begged, but he shook his head.


"Trust me."


Unable to move my legs, I had no choice but to believe him as he started to move his fingers and tongue in unison, his tongue flicking my clit while he rotated his fingers inside me.


And this might not sound real, but it felt like he could bend his fingers in literally any direction, like all their joints could bend forwards or backwards or rotate in circles, not just the joints in his knuckles.


It felt magical, a million times better than any time I'd ever been fingered before. I felt like he was rubbing my g-spot, my cervix and some magical spot that hadn’t even been discovered yet, all at once.


I couldn’t hold myself back. My breathing quickened, and I moaned as my vision blurred and my body took over. An orgasm was building inside me and I was powerless to stop it — not that I even wanted to. Professor Hawker seemed pleased with this, and moved both his tongue and fingers faster, while I could feel from the way his face moved that he was smiling and loving every second.


And there it was — the most powerful orgasm I'd ever had. It shot through my abdomen like a blast, rippling out through my entire body, making even my fingers and toes tingle. I flopped on the bed, unaware of the sweat that dampened my hairline or the way Professor Hawker had pulled his cock out of his trousers and was slowly stroking it. All I could feel was an insane level of bliss that I'd never felt before.


I closed my eyes, savouring the moment, only to open them and see Professor Hawker kneeling above me with his monster cock inches from my face.


It was glorious.


It was long, thick and straight, and when I took it into my mouth, I could taste a slight saltiness. He’d trimmed the hair back so his shaft looked even larger. It looked nothing like the flimsy-looking cocks that belonged to the boys Laura tried to set me up with — this cock was sturdy, like it knew its place.


And that place was inside my body.


Professor Hawker eased it into my mouth a few times until it was wet with saliva and glistened in the last of the sunlight. It was wide enough to stretch my mouth as it slid in, and I wondered how my pussy would handle it.


He moved back down my body, positioning his cock between my legs, ready to enter me.


"I've got protection in my bag," I said, moving to get up, but Professor Hawker smiled and kissed me. The tip of his cock hovered against my pussy, ready to slip inside.


"It’s better without it," he said, his cock moving up and down, teasing me, making me want it deep inside my body. "Trust me."


He had such an evil sexy look in his eye that how could I not? I wanted him more than I could possibly describe and the idea of putting a barrier between our bodies right now seemed like something I definitely didn’t want.


I bit my lip and nodded as my heart jolted inside my chest. It was about to happen! It was really, truly about to happen! Professor Hawker was about to fuck me and fill me with his cum.


But what if he was too big?


He seemed to read my mind as he prepared to enter me.


"I'll take it slow," he said.


Professor Hawker gazed into my eyes as he added pressure, and my breath caught as his cock strained at my pussy opening.


"Does that hurt?" he asked.


"No," I lied. I wanted him too badly to let some tightness get in the way. Besides, every time he leaned down, increasing the pressure, even though it hurt a little bit, it still felt incredible.


Professor Hawker leaned down a little further, and suddenly I felt some of the pressure ease as the tip entered my body. He moved his hips, maneuvering it inside me, stretching me.


"Just relax," he whispered. "In a few seconds, this is going to feel incredible."


I believed him. How could I not? It was already better than any sex I’d ever had before and he wasn’t even properly inside me yet.


Sure enough, as he moved his cock inside me as far as it would go, I felt a tremor of pleasure in my abdomen.


He kept gazing into my eyes as he moved inside me with small pulses, the tip of his monster cock massaging my cervix as my pussy relaxed around it.


"How is this?" he asked, as sweat began to bead on his forehead.


"Incredible," I breathed. I held his shoulders as they strained and flexed, amazed by how much power was flowing through his body.


He began to fuck me harder, holding my waist as he sat up, increasing the momentum, sliding further in and out now that I was wetter.


This momentum seemed to suit him better — his face strained as he fucked me faster, all his muscles standing out from the effort, his hands digging further into my abs. Just watching that giant cock draw out of me then plunge back inside my body was almost too much to bear. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen — sexier than any porn, or any real sex I’d had anywhere else.


And knowing that it was completely unprotected, that I was truly fucking him without anything to stop our bodies feeling the full extent of pleasure, truly tipped me over the edge.


My pussy clenched around his cock as I came harder than I ever had before.


"Good girl," Professor Hawker panted. "Squeeze my cock."


His face contorted as he came too, his cock throbbing inside me, making my orgasm even stronger as my spasming pussy sucked all the cum out, milking every last drop. I swear I could feel it not only filling me, but penetrating my bloodstream and coursing through my veins.


The sound he made told me he wasn’t expecting that sort of intensity either.


He sat up and blinked as his cock softened inside me, like he’d suddenly been transported to a different place and was trying to work out where he was.


"That was..." he started, then shook his head, as though he couldn’t think of an adjective strong enough.


I lay there with my knees apart, my ankles still fastened together by my shorts. I was completely, thoroughly relaxed and didn’t want to go anywhere — all I wanted to do was stay here forever, having sex and feeling this sort of bliss.


And honestly, his bed was like a fluffy cloud.


Luckily, he seemed to have the same idea. Instead of suggesting I leave, he fluffed a pillow on the bed and said that could be my side for the night.


I fell asleep naked, in his comforting strong arms. Of course, we woke up several times through the night to fuck again, and every single time it was just as incredible, even when we were both so exhausted we lay spooned against each other with only our hips moving as we both came.


By the time I woke up the next day, I was completely and utterly relaxed. I didn’t want to leave, but as Professor Hawker pointed out, he had classes to teach. Including mine.





I WONDERED if anyone else could tell that we’d fucked.


I sat back in my usual seat, at the front of the class, and every now and then, I caught myself daydreaming about that night. Professor Hawker — or Daniel, as he said to call him — was obviously doing the same thing because every time our eyes met, he smiled.


It was so tempting to look back, to stand up, to shout, "Yes, we did it, and it was amazing!" but obviously I couldn’t. Daniel had warned me that nobody could ever find out — if they did, he’d lose his job.


The best part was that we kept having sleepovers. Sometimes I'd drive to his place, sometimes he’d pick me up. One time we were so horny we fucked in his car on the side of the road. I could never see myself getting sick of his delicious giant cock. It almost felt like it had been designed specifically for me, to mould against the curves of my body, like a key that perfectly fits into a lock.


OF COURSE, it wasn’t long before I realized I was pregnant.


My period was a few days late and I didn’t think much of it, but then I started to realize it was later than I'd originally thought. I bought a test from the pharmacy and sat on the toilet, drumming my fingers anxiously on my thigh while I waited for the result.


When the two blue lines popped up on the screen, my stomach lurched with excitement and fear. I was pregnant with Daniel’s baby! It was the greatest thing I could possibly imagine, but what would he say? He was married, after all.


I was so nervous when I told him. I started a rambling speech I’d prepared, but he grabbed my hand and gazed into my eyes.


"Rachel, what’s wrong?"


"’m pregnant," I blurted out, tears forming in my eyes although I’d promised myself I’d stay calm. "And it’s yours."


To my surprise, a wide grin spread across Daniel’s face.


"Are you serious?" he exclaimed. "That’s wonderful news!"


"What?" I asked, confused. "It is?"


"Yes!" Daniel then went on to tell me that his wife needed surgery that meant she couldn’t have kids, and if he ever had them with anyone, he wanted it to be me.


I felt much better after that, and best of all, we kept fucking. He drove me to doctor’s appointments, came with me to shop for baby clothes and even said he and his wife had spoken about it, and I could move into the spare room in their house.


It almost seemed too good to be true, but then I met his wife — and it turned out, she was just as sexual as him, although I should have realized that from their photo. She’d always dreamed of having a lesbian relationship, he’d always dreamed of fucking me and it turned out to be an incredibly good arrangement.


Sure, the three of us received raised eyebrows everywhere we went, but I was happy. Tremendously, deliriously, unbearably happy.
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