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Chapter 1 - Jack 


​The only reason I showed up at class was to make sure that my mom and dad kept sending me my allowance. It was their only leverage over me, and I made sure their perception was that I was at least a passing student in college. 

​I’d actually done pretty well starting out, like a runner who takes off at a full sprint as soon as the gun goes off. I guess I came in with wide eyes, hopes and dreams, and all that. I burnt out quickly, and by the time I started the second semester, I couldn’t even pretend to give a fuck about my classes, and the other students were running laps around the winded idiot who couldn’t seem to pace himself. 

​There were two main culprits for my dereliction, booze and women. I found them infinitely more interesting than my classes, and so they occupied most of my time and attention. 

​My main mission was making it to class. Even if I was hungover, still drunk, and half-fucked, I had to be there. Dad still thought I was on the football team, and I was trying to draw as little attention to myself as possible when it came to them, because if they pulled my funding, I’d have to stay with friends or be homeless. 


​The school was filled with beautiful women, but I was starting to get a little bit tired of the coeds. I’d had nothing but boring sex over the past month, and I was starting to think that I needed to broaden my horizons. That’s when I went to my first psychology class, and had to do a double take when I saw her. 

​“Are you Jack Meyerson?” she asked, raising her eyes to meet mine. 

​“Yes I am. And what’s your name, lovely lady?” I asked, drawing snickers from the other students who were sprinkled around the lecture room, and a disapproving frown from the blonde female professor. 

​“My name is Professor Anna, and you’re late.” 

​“Awh, come on. It’s the first day, cut me some slack.” I said, raising my arms in protest. 

​“Have a seat, and no more backtalk, or I’m marking you as late.” she said. 

​“Thank you. You’re very pretty, by the way. Very.” I said, bowing my head and taking a seat, making a pantomime for zipping my lips as she smirked in my direction, shaking her head. I’d kind of gotten used to occupying the role of class whatever, clown or asshole, depending on your perspective. 

​Class started, and I found her mesmerizing. I’d been told by a doctor that I was severely ADHD, but my focus easily locked onto her, and she was so fun to look at that I actually found myself paying attention, perhaps more to her body, and the sensual tone of her voice than the content of the lesson itself, but hey, it was a start. 


​“Professor Anna.” I whispered, chewing on the tip of my pen and wishing it was her nipple. She wore a white button up shirt, and a black skirt that went down past her knees. She tried dressing modestly, but she couldn’t hide her ample breasts. There was no ring on her finger, and she wasn’t that much older than me, maybe 20 years. 

​The rest of the class went off without a hitch, and I successfully logged my first day in psychology. It was my first period, four days a week, so I’d be seeing plenty more of her. Over the next couple days, I noticed there was no seating arrangement, and I chose to sit up front for a change. 

​“Hello, Mister Meyerson.” she said, placing a piece of paper in front of me. I was there five minutes early, and the other students were still trickling in slowly. 

​“Excuse me, Mrs. Anna?” I asked, holding up the piece of paper and examining it closely. 

​“It’s misses, actually, but I prefer professor Anna.” she said. 

​“That was an interesting impulse. I just had a question about the paper.” I said, dropping my bag on the desk in front of me and pointing to the sheet in front of me. 

​“Wait, what was an interesting impulse?” she asked. 

​“I don’t know, that you felt the need to tell me you’re single.” I said. She sighed curtly, and rolled her eyes. 


​“That isn’t what I was doing. I’m not even going to justify that. What was your question?” she asked. 

​“Oh, I just noticed that you handed me this piece of paper, but you forget to write down your phone number. Here, I have a pen.” I said, pulling one from my pocket and using every ounce of my willpower to hold a straightface. Ms. Anna looked around, clearly perturbed and unsure of how to take me. 

​“Sit down, Mister Meyerson. That little remark just landed you in detention.” she said, shoving her forefinger in my direction. 

​“It’s rude to point, Ms. Anna.” I said, smiling wide and without shame. As long as she didn’t mark me as being tardy or absent, she had less authority than she perceived. 

​“One hour. Today, after class.” she said. 

​“Oh, for goodness sake. For flirting?” 

​“For asking for my personal phone number, yes, and for being generally insubordinate.” she said, crossing her arms. The room was starting to fill up, and people were noticing that we were talking. 

​“If you want to go out with me, just give me your phone number like I asked.” 

​“Mister Meyerson, if you don’t-” 

​“Please, call me Jack.” I said, interrupting her just for her reaction. 

​“Be quiet. I don’t want to hear another word out of you for the rest of class.” she said. 


​“Fine.” I said, glancing up as she tried burning a hole in me with her glare. She kept her composure for the sake of the class, and got things started. I made sure to interrupt class several times, asking random questions and trying to get a laugh. 

​As I watched her teach, I was reminded again of her beauty. She took to writing on the chalkboard, and I drifted off into daydreams of burying my face in her absolute bubble of a booty, peeking out from under her loose fitting top, hugged tightly by her black leggings. 

​I also realized that she was kind of a goodie type. As hot as she was, I couldn’t picture her being anything other than robotic and awkward in the bedroom. She couldn’t even take a joke, how could I expect her to take a dick well? 

​She seemed pent up, at least in my personal opinion. I wondered if that’s all it was, that she was a frigid, sexless woman who carried around all of her sexual frustrations. By the end of class, I’d laid low long enough that I figured I could slip out unnoticed. 

​“Hey, Jack. I don’t think so. Detention.” she said, calling me out in front of everyone. There was a collective “oooh”, and I froze in my tracks, caught red handed trying to slide out with a group of other students. 

​“Oh, yeah. I totally forgot about our first date. Hey guys, can you close that door on your way out? Give us some privacy.” I said, talking to the last two random students on their way out, who laughed and carried on. 

​“You’re incorrigible, do you have some sort of an antisocial personality disorder?” she asked, her brows thoroughly furrowed. I smiled, trying my best to take her seriously. 


​“It’s funny you mention it, that’s the exact name of the disorder I was diagnosed with.” I said, staring back at her as I sat down in the same chair I’d occupied during class. 

​“What do you mean?” 

​“Antisocial personality disorder. I think that’s what the doctor called it.” I said. 

​“Oh.” she said, her eyes going wide. I could tell by the way she looked at me that she believed me, and felt the urge to further test her gullibility. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean anything by that.” 

​“It’s fine. I’m pretty benign as far as sociopaths go.” I said, fiddling with my lanyard. 

​“Look, Jack. I don’t want this to be a repeat thing, I just need you to treat me with more respect in the classroom.” she said. 

​“I understand what you’re saying Anna, but you have to understand, I’m a 20 year old man, and you’re a very attractive older woman. I think it’s perfectly natural for you to be having these feelings, and vice versa. I think we should just go with the flow, and let the chips fall where they may, you know?” 

​“Uhm, I’m sorry, just no. No, no, no.” she said, oddly flustered and pacing about in front of me. “First off, call me Professor Anna, and I’m not having any sort of feelings for you, sexual, or otherwise.” 

​“See? You just did it again.” 


​“Excuse me?” 

​“I didn’t say anything about the types of feelings you were experiencing, I just said that it was natural for you to be experiencing them. You added sexual in there, because it’s dominating your subconscious.” I said, shocked by how well my little games were working on her. I was used to being able to fuck around with people, but she just wasn’t picking up on it. 

​“It isn’t dominating my subconscious.” she said. 

​“Then why do you keep doing it?” I asked, standing up and crossing my arms. I had half a mind to just walk right out of there, as I think she would have found letting me leave more comfortable than continuing on. 

​“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m not doing anything, Jack.” 

​“Earlier you told me you were single, for no apparent reason.” 

​“Because you called me Mrs. Anna! I wasn’t telling you I was single, I was correcting you!” 

​“Yes, you corrected me in order to alert me of your status as a single woman, to give me the go ahead to try and pursue you.” I said. She sighed, and gave me a look. 

​“That’s not what happened. One hour, you can work on homework, or read, whatever. Just be quiet, and don’t disturb me.” she said. 

​“Okay.” I said, pulling out my phone. She sat down at her desk and started working at her computer, and I decided not to let her off the hook just yet. “Professor Anna? Can I ask you a question?” 

​“What is it?” 

​“Is the dress code for staff here pretty strict?” I asked. 

​“I don’t know, not really, why?” 

​“I’d just really like to see you in lower cut shirts, you know? Or maybe some booty shorts, I don’t know. I’m spitballing here.” 

​“Mister Meyerson, that isn’t appropriate.” she said. 

​“I know, that’s what I’m saying. A woman with curves like you should show them off a little, it might make students more attentive during class.” I said. We locked eyes for several seconds, and finally, she made the “shush” symbol with her finger over her lips. 

​I zoned out for a lot of it, but ended up writing her a little love letter telling her that I thought we probably had more in common than she realized, and that I’d love to take her out if she ever changed her mind. I left it on my desk, written on the back of the same paper she’d handed out at the start of class. 

Chapter 2 - Anna 


​I’ll admit to being a bit flustered by him, as I simply wasn’t used to students interacting with me like that. Something about Jack rubbed me the wrong way, but another part of me found him charming. It caused a feeling of cognitive dissonance in me that was unnerving, and it only grew over time. 

​I was somewhat freshly divorced. It had been about two years, but I hadn’t gotten back out there, choosing instead to focus on work, and, I don’t know, my own depression. That’s where a lot of the problems stemmed, and perhaps why I was so drawn to him. 

​It had been two years since I’d been divorced, which for me, meant two years without sex. Nothing, not even a makeout or anything. I got through it easily enough, as I lived alone and could masturbate whenever my libido got the better of me. I was forty years old, and had never looked at students in that way, but something kept dragging my mind back to dirty places with him. 

​For starters, he was tall, muscular, cocky, and handsome. He had a devil may care attitude, and I’d always found myself magnetized by those types of men, but had always gone for the good guys. I think that added to the pull of it, knowing that it was inappropriate, that it wasn’t even something I should be entertaining. 

​My idea was to give him detention, straighten him out, and move on. Instead, I found being alone with him exhilarating, and after he left, I found that he’d left a note behind for me. It was fairly x-rated, and mentioned how he couldn’t help picturing my naked body while I was teaching. 

​Just reading the letter made me wet, and I had to shove it in my purse for later because there was no way I could be that turned on while walking around campus, teaching classes and interacting with colleagues. 

​I wasn’t even sure what to do with it. Surely, I should turn it in and seek disciplinary action, but I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted things to escalate, and I wanted to see how far things might go. They were only naughty daydreams, natural human horniness run amok, or so I told myself. It wasn’t something I’d act on, not in real life. 

​My first thought was to give him another detention, but that would mean I’d have to bring it up. I thought about him that night for the first time while I masturbated, shocking myself with how hard I came. There was no denying that the attraction was real, and visceral in a way that made me weak at the knees. When I woke up the following morning, I decided that I was going to bring it up to him, and he was going to have to stay with me after class once again. 

​Jack wasn’t early like the day before, strolling in with less than a minute before class started and taking his usual seat right at the front of the class. Before addressing the rest of the students, I walked over to his desk, and laid the paper down. 

“Did you write this?” I asked, pointing to the letter he’d left behind after detention. Jack picked it up, and held it very close to his face, reading it over for several seconds before placing it back down. 

“No. That wasn’t me, but you do have an incredible body.” he said. 

“It was on your desk.” I said, trying my best not to get sidetracked by his banter. 

“Hmm. Look here, you didn’t circle yes or no.” he said, pointing to the letter, where it said “Do you want to break all of the university’s fraternization policies with me? Circle ‘yes’ or ‘no’. 

“I know that it was you, Jack. You were the only person here.” I said. 

​“Fine, I didn’t have anything to do. I started thinking about having sex with you, and then I wrote this as a way to channel that sexual energy.” he said, wearing his smug half grin and crossing his arms. I couldn’t say much else, as I didn’t want the other students picking up on our exchange. 

​“Detention. After class, one hour.” 

​“Okay, Anna. This will be our second date, though, so I’m expecting a kiss.” he said, speaking softly enough that no one else could hear him. He made me smile, and I walked away to start the class, even though the entire time, I was thinking about him, and what might happen after everyone else left the room. 

​I knew that I just needed intimacy, and that I shouldn’t be tempting myself with forbidden fruit. He was half my age, and I’d been married since I was 20, so I wasn’t accustomed to engaging with men in that way. 


The attraction was so visceral, though, so organic and uncontrollable. It felt like my own desires were going to overpower my rational thoughts, and I kept glancing over at him as the class came to a close, keeping an eye on him to make sure he didn’t try escaping like last time. 

When the final bell rang, the other students packed up their things and began herding themselves towards the door, while Jack stayed put, legs spread and leaning back in his chair, looking me up and down without shame. There were two final stragglers, and I called out to them. 

“Hey, will you close the door on your way out?” 

“Yes Professor Anna.” she said, giving me a wave as she exited the room with her male companion, pulling the door shut and leaving Jack and I right back in the same predicament as the day before. 

Chapter 3 - Jack

​It was so obvious that she was interested, but it was also clear that she hadn’t fully admitted it to herself. She thought she was giving me detention because I was being a bad boy, instead of the true reason, that it was the only way she could get one on one time with her new favorite student.

​“Put your phone away.” she said, wearing horned rimmed glasses, and her trademark white shirt, buttoned all the way up.

​“You didn’t make me put it away yesterday.” I said, protesting. An hour was a long time, and the phone really helped to pass the time.

​“Put it away.” she said.

​“Good Lord, you really need to get some dick.”

​“Excuse me? Do you want detention tomorrow as well?” she asked, her face turning serious. I snorted, and shrugged my shoulders.

​“It seems like you’ll take any excuse to get us alone in this classroom, so I fear I won’t have a choice in the matter.” I said.

​“You’re really satisfied with yourself, aren’t you?” she asked, going over to her desk to sit down in front of her computer.

​“So what am I supposed to do for an hour?” I asked.

​“I don’t care, just don’t be disruptive. I have papers to grade.” she said, shifting her attention away from me. I laid my head down for a while, but I wasn’t tired enough to fall asleep. I took out a pen, and started doodling in my notebook, until she came and took that away too.

​“What are you doing?”

​“Last time you had a pen and paper, you wrote an inappropriate letter and got detention. Remember?” she asked, her eyes bulging.

​“You’d be so much hotter if you had a decent personality.”

​“This is your last warning. One more disrespectful comment, and I’m assigning you detention for the rest of the week.” she said.

​“I’m just fucking with you, sheesh.”

​“You have a serious attitude problem. You aren’t even disciplined enough to sit through one hour in silence.” she said.

​“I know how we could pass the time, you unbutton your blouse, and let me play with those perfect tits.” I said, which happened to be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

​“You wouldn’t know what to do with a woman like me.” she said, slapping my notebook down in front of me. “Sit there in silence, and just be happy I don’t fail you.”

​“What do you want me to do? You already wasted an hour of my day, you’re not pleasant at all to be around, and now you want me to sit here and waste away for another hour? Some educator you are.” I said, grabbing the notebook and opening it up.

​“Stop it.” she said, snatching it out of my hands. The next thing I knew, I was standing, grabbing the notebook and pulling back and forth with her. “Get off me!”

​“Get off my notebook.” I said, not letting go. She pulled me to the front of the room, holding onto the notebook with one hand and grabbing the phone from her desk with the other.

​“I’m having you expelled.” she said, her face red with anger. I grabbed her hand, forcing her to hang up the phone, and pressed her against the wall behind the desk.

​“Why don’t you just admit it?” I asked, pinning both of her wrists to the wall and looking into her eyes. The notebook fell to the floor. She was panting, furrowing her brow and staring right back at me.

​“You’re a little shithead, why would I want to have sex with you?” she asked, struggling to no avail. I smiled, leaning in so close that the tip of our noses touched together.

​“First off, you’re really cute when you’re mad, and second, I didn’t say anything about sex. I just said to admit it.” I said, causing her to break eye contact. “It’s okay, Anna. It’s just you and me. We can be honest.”

​“You’re enrolled here. I can’t.”

​“You know what I can’t do?” I asked, inhaling her scent and fighting the urge to kiss her. “I can’t stop thinking about you. It’s interfering with my studies, I’m so distracted all the time.”

​“Jack. We can’t. I can’t.” she whispered, her defenses visibly fading as she finally brought her eyes to mine.

“You’re so beautiful. So passionate.”

“Jack.” she said, sighing as I softly kissed her neck, pressing my pelvis against her as my cock reached full arousal. “I can’t do this, but I won’t stop you. If it will help you focus in class, you can take me.”

“So I have your permission?” I asked, moving her hand between my legs and placing it on my throbbing cock.

“Yes. Do what you must.” she said, taking hold and stroking through my pants. I ripped her shirt open, and buttons were sprawling everywhere as I lifted her up into my arms, planting a big kiss right on her succulent lips as I carried her over to her desk, knocking her things to the floor to clear a space for me to plant her. “Jack, we really shouldn’t.”

“I have to. I need this so badly.” I said, pulling her shirt off and then unclasping her bra, revealing the most gorgeous pair of milkers as I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“Oh, gosh. Yes, baby. I need it too. I really do.” she said, whimpering with pleasure as I reached into her skirt and began touching her soft, wet pussy and sucking on her tits.

“I know, Anna. Don’t worry, I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you.” I said, forcing my fingers inside her and grabbing her by the jaw, bringing her lips to mine and kissing her deeply.

“Mmm…” she squealed like she hadn’t been kissed in a while, her wetness seeping onto my fingers as I worked them in and out.

“Listen, if you want me to be a good boy in class, then you need to submit to me now.” I said, pulling my fingers out of her and holding them in front of her mouth.

“This is so wrong.” she said, parting her lips as I fed her my fingers.

“That’s a good slut, just like that. Lick it up.” I said, feeling my balls tighten with pressure as her warm tongue swirled around my fingers. “Now get naked.”

“Jack, the door isn’t locked. Let’s go somewhere else.” she said, becoming aware of the danger we were flirting with.

“No. You either submit to me, or you don’t. There’s no inbetween.” I said, holding her soft flesh close to me as I reached down to remove her skirt.

“I haven’t shaved.” she said, stopping my hands.

“I don’t care.” I said, continuing to tug the skirt, pulling it down her legs and revealing a sexy little red thong. “Oh, wow. I thought for sure you’d be wearing granny panties. No offense.”

“You really don’t mind?” she asked, kicking off her heels and the skirt as I removed her panties.

“Oh my God.” I said, pushing her down onto her back and spreading her legs apart. She had the prettiest little pussy, shining under the overhead lights because it was already wet for me.

I couldn’t hold out any longer, the moment I’d been dreaming about had arrived, and my dick was pounding so hard that it had a fucking pulse by the time I pulled down my pants, and stepped forward to the desk, looking down over her curvy, feminine body and feeling every biological urge to fuck her into oblivion.

Chapter 4 - Anna

​I can honestly say that I’d never been so turned on in my life. There was just something about him, and it felt like he represented all of the chances I’d passed up to have fun with the wrong guy.

​It was a combination of a lot of things, my lack of a sex life being a major one. The way he came onto me, so strong and unrelenting, and the physical attraction was undeniable. He pissed me off, and made me want to yell at him, but he also made me want to bend over and scream his name.

​“I have to taste you, Anna.” he said, crouching down between my legs, burying his face in me without hesitation. “Mmm…”

​“Ugh! Oh, gosh. Jack, oh fudge.” I said, causing him to chuckle in the heat of the moment, and raise his eyes to mine. It felt so incredible that I instinctively grabbed his head, shoving it back down for more of his warm, lapping tongue.

​“You’re adorable.” he said, growling in his deep, masculine voice as he eagerly consumed me. Chills of pleasure ricocheted through me, and I kept thinking about the possibility of someone walking in. Shamefully, I admit that it only intensified my arousal. Jack’s fingers and mouth worked in perfect unison, bringing me to climax on my desk.

​I felt extremely vulnerable, and I had zero reason to trust him. My arousal overpowered my rational will, and I shook uncontrollably as his thick finger went in and out like a piston.

​“Ugh!”

​“I knew you needed to be fucked. That was too easy.” he said, grabbing my ankles and sliding me to the edge of the desk, groping my breasts and pinching my nipples as I gasped for air.

​“Heh, yeah. That was really good.” I said, my head still spinning as he flipped me onto my stomach, and bent me over the desk. “Oh!”

​“Yeah, that’s my submissive slut professor. You’ll do anything to make sure I’m motivated, won’t you?” he asked, grabbing me by the hair and yanking hard as he bottomed out. His palm slapped across my bare ass, colliding hard and sending a stinging sensation to that area as he filled me, invading me without protection.

​“Anything.” I groaned, overwhelmed by the pure intensity of what was happening. No man had ever handled me like that, and I couldn’t believe it was a 20 year old student who finally gave me what I didn’t even know I’d been craving.

​“It’s so fucking good. God damn, I should have started fucking older women a long time ago.” he said, holding me in place and really giving it to me.

​“Ugh! Oh gosh, Jack. It hurts.”

​“Yeah, but you like it, don’t you?” he asked, tightening his grip around my hair and slapping my ass again.

​“Ughn! Yes sir. I like it.”

​“There you go, good girl. I like that moniker, but it would be hotter if you called me master.” he said, without breaking away from his thudding pace. His cock was impossibly hard, and he groped me like I was a piece of meat. His piece of meat.

​“Yes master.” I said, the desk screeching as it lurched slowly across the floor. “Oh, goodness. I love it.”

​“That’s my little slut. I’m gonna own you, and I’m gonna bend you over everyday after class, and teach you how to be grateful. Do you understand?”

​“Yes! Yes, master. I understand.” I said, our bodies slapping together rhythmically. He slipped his finger into my mouth, letting my suck it before fishhooking me and making me look back at him.

​“I’m gonna cum. I want you to get down on your knees in front of me, open your mouth, and stick out your tongue like a good little whore.” he said, deadly serious and pounding me into the desk.

​“Yes master.” I said, right as he pulled out and started stroking himself fervently. I did as I was told, lowering myself in front of him and sticking out my tongue.

​“Look up at me, show me those pretty eyes while I paint your face.” he said, grabbing my hair and pulling me to him. I started sucking his balls, maintaining strict eye contact until I could tell he was about to arrive.

​“Ahh!” I said, smiling up at him and feeling so naughty as he erupted over my face and tits, covering me in streaks of hot sticky cum that left me giggling, and so turned on that I masturbated myself to completion in front of him while slurping it up.

​I felt terribly ashamed afterwards, and crawled around trying to find the loose buttons of my shirt. I couldn’t believe what I’d done, or how much I liked it. I’d never cum like that for a man, and it made me feel like I’d made a major mistake by showing him my weakness. As far as I knew, he was a sociopath, and would use it against me at every opportunity.

​“That was so sexy. I should make you wear my cum to class one day.” he said, holding my panties up to his face, and deeply inhaling with his eyes closed. I froze, shocked by what an animal he was.

​“Heh, yeah. Maybe.” I said, stepping back into my skirt. My mind was all over the place, spinning like a hamster wheel as I struggled to get back into something more appropriate.

​“You have amazing tits. I could fuck you all day.”

​“You can go, Mister Meyerson. Detention is over.” I said, kind of in a panic. I just wanted to get dressed and leave so I could process things.

​“See, this is what I’m talking about. That’s why I found you, it was meant to be.” he said, stepping over to me in his boxer briefs. His body was incredible, muscular and lean with a perfect six pack. He towered over me, grabbing my ass with both hands and looking into my eyes.

​“What do you mean?”

​“You need to learn how to lighten up.” he said, leaning in for a kiss.

​“Mmm. Maybe you’re right.” I whispered, feeling so content in his strong arms.

​“I better have detention again tomorrow. That was fun.” he said, turning me around and giving me a playful slap on the ass. “Or else I’ll have to give you a spanking.”

​“You’re bad.” I said, feeling suddenly shy.

​“Yeah, but you’re naughty too. I felt how wet you were.” he said, causing me to blush.

​“I’m very attracted to you. I’ll admit that.” I said.

​“I know. The feeling is mutual.” he said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Anna.”

​“You’re gonna be good, right?”

​“You know me.” he said, giving me a wink as he grabbed his clothes and left. I felt a tremendous sense of relief, as I hadn’t realized just how badly I’d needed someone to bend me over like that.

​Even though it was against school policy, what was the harm? We were both consenting adults, and it’s not like a bunch of other suitors were knocking down my door. It was exhilarating, and added some spice to my otherwise stale, routine, boring life.

​Was he rough around the edges? Absolutely. Was he a bit…uncivilized? Sure. But he was unapologetically himself, and exuded an energy that just made me want to be his little playtoy. It was out of character for me, but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.

​I had a spare shirt in my desk, and changed into it before leaving for the day. There was a lot on my mind, and I couldn’t help feeling a little conflicted.

Chapter 5 - Jack

​I felt like a winning lottery ticket when I left the building. It wasn’t the first time I’d pulled off something crazy, but it was definitely a hall of fame type moment for me. Anna wasn’t just my college professor, which was impressive in and of itself, but she was downright gorgeous, and I couldn’t help wondering how far I could take things with her.

​Realistically, I doubted she’d ever date me, but I figured that I could maybe bang her for the rest of the semester, for as long as she was still my professor. I went home and smoked a couple bong packs, and then went for a jog. I don’t usually like running, but a victory lap around the campus was in order.

​Dude, no fucking way. These people don’t even know, they have no idea that greatness is jogging right by them. I just banged Professor Anna, good Lord, what did I do to deserve such incredible karma? I have to eat that woman’s ass, my God. My tongue will be inside her asshole within a week.

​The funny thing about it was that we didn’t even get along. All we did is bicker and bitch back and forth in class, and after we started fucking, it only got worse. I had detention every day, and every day after class, I’d tear her clothes off, tongue her fart box, suck on her toes, and do every demented thing I could think of before dowsing her with cum, or filling her up with it. The fighting only made the sex hotter, to the point where I wasn’t even pursuing any other girls. I only wanted her.

​Naturally, things progressed to us meeting up outside of class, and that’s when it all kind of broke. The whole facade of everything, our fighting, the student teacher dynamic, it was just the two of us as people, and believe it or not, we got along famously.

​It was almost off putting at first, because she was so much different than I expected her to be. Anna was much more agreeable as a love interest than as an educator, at least in my view, and I caught feelings right away. It wasn’t my fault, there was nothing I could do. You can’t be that pretty, that sweet, and that submissive in the bedroom, and expect me not to fall head over heels in love with you.

​She was an absolute goddess in the bedroom, and I became hopelessly addicted to her flesh like no woman before. It was a Saturday night, and I’d been badgering her all day to let me come see her. She kept having second thoughts, because of her job, and I kept having to remind her that she belonged to me.

​JACK: Baby, I’m not asking. I need to see you tonight.

​ANNA: Jack! We have to stop. I’m 40 years old.

​JACK: I’m never going to stop. You’re mine.

​ANNA: Look, seriously. This is very fun, and I love submitting to you, but I have to maintain personal boundaries to keep myself from getting hurt.

​JACK: Why would you get hurt? I would never.

​ANNA: I know you wouldn’t hurt me on purpose, baby, it’s just, if we keep spending all this time together, I’m going to fall for you. That’s just human nature.

​JACK: I want you to fall for me. That’s what I’m trying to do, it’s called courting a woman.

​ANNA: Oh, stop. You’ll get sick of me in another month or two.

​JACK: Where are you?

​ANNA: I’m at home.

​JACK: I have to come see you. I have to prove it to you, no matter what it takes.

​ANNA: Jack. It’s fine.

​JACK: No it isn’t. It’s not fine that the woman I love thinks I’m using her as a booty call. That’s not fine at all.

​ANNA: Let’s talk about this later.

​JACK: We will. I’ll be there in ten minutes.

Chapter 6 - Anna

​I’d allowed things with Jack to go way too far. It was more than sexual, but I kept reminding myself about his age, and about what type of student he was. Nothing about him screamed long term relationship, and I tried my best to keep that in mind.

​Still, I wanted what I wanted, and it was him.

​There was no reason that we should have been in that situation. I’d been teaching professionally for fifteen years, and had never been in anything resembling our conundrum, and he certainly wasn’t the first male student to come onto me.

​That’s what was driving me crazy. There was a connection, and as unusual as it may have been, it was undeniable. It was easier at first, when I thought he was a diagnosed sociopath, but when he told me that he’d only been messing around, it made perfect sense. It also took my walls down, and he quickly invaded them.

​He was fun, always loose, and in a good mood. We had a natural contrast in personalities that went very well together, and I found him clever and organically charming. I wasn’t used to guys like him, but that’s part of what made it more endearing.

​More than anything, it was the way he looked at me, and the way he always followed through when it came to his desire for me. Actions speak louder than words, and he couldn’t even be in my presence without kissing all over me, especially in public.

It kind of threw me off the first time we hung out, choosing a mall about a half hour away from the campus. We held hands, and pretty much cuddled while shopping. It made me feel wanted in a way that my husband hasn’t provided in years, and reinvigorated me completely.

I felt passionless at forty, having to start over and feeling absolutely zero motor to launch. It all sounded like such a hassle, meeting a new guy, who was single like me for some reason at forty, it was just a mirror of my life that I didn’t want to look into, getting back into the dating pool. And then I met Jack, and everything got turned on its head.

Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock! The sound of Jack banging on the door startled me, even though I’d been expecting him. I unlatched the chain lock, and took a deep breath before opening the door. We’d been seeing each other for a while, and it was getting to that point where it warranted some sort of label or definition.

“Jack. Why did you come out here?” I asked, smiling unintentionally as he pulled some roses from behind his back.

“They only had 11, but I figured that might be lucky.” he said, extending them in my direction.

“You’re too much. Come inside.” I said. He’d been to my house once before, to spend the night, but it was still novel seeing him there. “You really didn’t have to drive here.”

“I really did.” he said, wrapping his arms around me from behind and pulling me into him.

“Baby…” I cooed, raising my chin as he kissed my neck.

“I want to keep you.” he whispered.

“Jack. You don’t.” I said.

“I do.” he said, hooking his arm behind my knee and sweeping me off of my feet.

“Ooh! What do you think you’re doing?”

“I’m taking you to the bedroom, and I’m going to make love to you until you give into me.” 

“Well, I surely won’t resist.” I said, giggling anxiously as he carried me into the bedroom.

“You know what I mean. I’m going to fuck you until you’re my girlfriend.” he said, throwing me down on the bed and then pulling off my pajama bottoms in one motion. “Starting now.”

“Oh, Jack. If you say so.” I said, watching him remove his shirt and unbutton his jeans.

“I say so.” he said, staring into me with the heat of a thousand fires. It was a look he’d given me before, and I knew he meant business. Being with him was so easy, such an escape, especially when it came to the bedroom, where he was the master, and I was his subservient little sex kitten.

It wasn’t long until we were naked, wrapped up in each other’s arms, kissing until he hardened.

“I love when you touch it.” he said, moaning as I took hold of his erection, sliding my hand up and down his length. I climbed up into his lap, pulling my butt apart as he entered me, filling me to the brim and bouncing me up and down on his thick, juicy length.

“Oh, Jack. You feel so good.” I said, biting my lip from the sensation of his raw cock splitting me in half.

“You’re always wet for me. I love that.” he said, holding my breasts and kissing my nipples as I rode him. He wasn’t wrong, and I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what it was about him that drove me so wild, but I couldn’t get enough of him.

“Will you do it from behind?” I asked, becoming more turned on with each passing second. He smiled back at me, lifting me off of him.

“However you want it, Anna.” he said, grabbing my hips and slapping my ass. I squealed like always, too afraid to admit just how much I liked it, but he knew. “You make it so hard.”

“Yes, master. I worship your hardness.” I said, looking back at him as he took me. “Oh.”

“Yes, baby. That’s my little slut. I missed you so much.”

“I missed you too.” I said, bracing myself against the headboard as his thrusts grew in intensity, his pelvis colliding with my backside so such a fury that his testicles slapped rhythmically against me.

“Who do you belong to?”

“I’m yours, master. You own me.” I said, wincing as his palm found the side of my cheek.

“That’s right, Anna. You’re mine. You belong to me.” he grunted, his hands on the small of my back as he fucked me hard, exactly the way I wanted to be taken.

“Yes!” I screamed, clenching my teeth as my body swelled with pleasure.

“Then be mine.” he said, pushing my face down into the pillow, and stepping on the back of my head as he plunged himself in and out.

“Ughn, fudge. It hurts, Jack.” I cried out as he bucked against me, bottoming out as I was partially smothered by the pillow.

“Then why are you squirting?” he asked, grabbing me by the hair.

“Because I love it.” I whimpered. He fucked me even harder, until tears streamed down my cheeks, and I couldn’t help but cum for him.

“I love you, Anna. I love.” he grunted, punishing me with his big dick while I laid helplessly beneath him, soaking wet, my head spinning as it filled with endorphins. “Ugh!”

He came inside me, burying himself deep and holding it there, letting it spurt off without protection, filling my inside with his pulsing, warm semen.

“Oh my Gosh.” I said, rolling off to the side and as an uncontrollable grin overtook my face. Jack wiped himself off, and then made me his little spoon.

“I’m serious, Anna. You’re my girlfriend now.” he said, giving me a firm kiss on the cheek.

“Okay, sweetie.” I said, pressing my ass back into his crotch. We whispered sweet nothings back and forth, and fell asleep in each other’s arms. It was so hot, and I loved it because it felt like a dream, but I didn’t realize just how serious he was, or how much he meant every word he said.

I found out real quick, as eleven roses showed up at my house the following day after he left. The note on the card said “let’s make it official”. It was sweet, and I texted him a thank you. An hour later, another guy knocked on my door, with another almost-dozen of roses. “I’m serious.”

This happened every hour, on the hour, until six o’clock, when he delivered the last eleven himself.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m in love, but my love interest is starting to make me worry that this is a tragedy instead of a romance.”

“I didn’t expect this from you.”

“You didn’t expect me, period.” he said, handing off the roses and kissing me on the forehead.

“Fine. I’ll be your girlfriend.”

“See, what was so hard about that?” he asked.

He passed my class by the skin of his teeth, but made a full academic recovery afterwards. We’ve been together almost four years, and it’s been the most fulfilling relationship of my life.  I think he just needed a good woman in his life, someone to call him out on his bullshit, because he’s almost a fully civilized gentleman now, everywhere except for in the bedroom.
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Personal Assistants - Free Use Harem 


Matt's newest series of books has taken off, and he's forced to hire a personal assistant to help with the workload. 

His girlfriend Fiona moves into his new house, and takes over the hiring process. It takes much longer than he feels it should, considering it's only 30 or so hours of weekly work. Little does he know, Fiona is recruiting applicants from her old place of employment, the gentlemen's club on the other side of town. 

She hires two younger women, Brittany and Olivia, who are the most submissive, agreeable, and beautiful girls at the club. Together, they have a plan to fulfill much more of his needs than simple clerical work. 

Personal Assistants involves unconventional relationships, polyamory, female submission, group play, and pregnancy. 
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Naive to a Fault - Forbidden Milf Adult Nursing

Jack lives with his girlfriend Mia in a big house near campus. Technically, it's in her mother's name, and she pays the lion's share of the rent so it's no surprise when she shows up to spend the weekend there, as Mia is going away on a mini vacation with her friends.

Angela is recently divorced, and desperately in need of intimate touch. She also just so happens to have a thing for younger men, and struggles saying no because she's such a people pleaser.

Jack's eyeballs fly out of his head when he sees her cleavage, and the starter pistol for the eye contact Olympics goes off while he struggles to control his gaze until Mia leaves. Suddenly it's just the two of them, all alone in a big house, with no one there to witness their debauchery.

Naive to a Fault involves an older woman and a younger man, cheating, hyper-lactation, and adult nursing.
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Submissive in Heat - Hyper Fertile Romance

Levi lives on a property with Amber, lusting after her endlessly while she complains about what a doofus he is. He thinks of her as being out of her league, tall, blonde, busty, with eyes that could make the strongest man's knees turn weak. Their playful relationship is strictly platonic, though, and he hopes that she'll come around to him eventually.

One day, seemingly out of the blue, she's giggly and dressed provocatively. They go fishing, and she starts telling him about her submissiveness, and asking why they haven't hooked up before. He doesn't know what's gotten into her, but he has every intention of exploring this new side of her.

Submissive In Heat involves adult nursing, hyper-libido, and pregnancy.
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Nowhere Else To Go - Age Gap Free Use DDlg

Ariella shows up on Justin's doorstep after two years, late at night and looking for a place to stay.

He's amazed by how she's filled out, and by the gorgeous young woman she's become. He tells her she can crash at his place, thinking she'll take the couch.

Ariella has other plans, following him into his bedroom, and stripping down to her skimpy underwear and sports bra, knowing full well that she has plenty to offer the older man.

Nowhere Else To Go involves an older man and a younger woman, free use, ddlg, romance, and pregnancy.
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Free Use Arrangement - Age Gap Cuckold Pregnancy

Billy is ashamed when he moves back in with his parents, this time with his girlfriend Adriana. He lost all of his money on sports betting, and she has nowhere else to go. Free use laws have gone into full effect, but he figures there's no way they'll be enacted at his house.

She's completely fed up, but perks right up when she meets Rob, Billy's tall, muscular father. He isn't shy at all about his attraction, openly admiring her and giving her compliments. Adriana feels magnetically drawn to the older man, and when he takes her upstairs to "show her around", she gives in to her impulses, submitting to him like no man before.

Free Use Arrangement involves unconventional relationships, cuckold, age gap, cheating, free use, and a forbidden pregnancy.
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