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I sit back against the padding of the lecture hall chair. I have my phone below the level of the seat in front of me so that Professor Smith can’t see what I’m doing.

He hates it when students use cell phones in his class, but I just can’t help it.

I’m texting my friend Anna, who got in late so now she’s sitting on the other side of the room.

We’re both talking about how hot Professor Smith is.

Today he’s wearing a blazer over jeans. I keep thinking that I can make out the bulge his package is making even from back here.

He has to be huge! I text Anna.

He’s so hot, she texts back. Then she sends me a picture. It was from the start of class, when Professor Smith bent over to turn on the computer so that he could get the slideshow going for his lecture.

I lean over a little more so that I can get a closer look at my screen. Professor Smith has a great ass, very tight.

I know that he likes to work out at the campus gym, and once or twice I thought about going and seeing him there. But then I chickened out. What if he saw me?

He’s just so confident and handsome. There’s something about an older man I just can’t quite put my finger on.

Not that he’s ancient or anything. I thought maybe mid-forties. Probably about the same age as my dad.

Except I don’t think that he likes younger women. I’m 18, not a kid anymore. I wish I was older. The sort of woman that he likes.

I pinch my fingers on the screen to get an even closer look and I just can’t help smiling a little. I suck my bottom lip in between my teeth and bite down on it, just a little. Then I let it slide out.

I think about what it might be like for him to grab me up in his arms. To kiss me so that I feel the scratchiness of his stubble against my cheeks.

What that monster in his pants looks like when it gets good and hard. And what it might feel like if he slid it slowly into my wet little pussy.

Actually, I start getting a little wet there in the lecture hall just thinking about it. I squirm my butt around, trying to quell the quivering sensation between my thighs. It doesn’t work.

The guy sitting next to me glances over and frowns, but that’s all. Heat blossoms in my cheeks.

Do you think he’s gentle or rough? I send back to Anna. 

I’m honestly not sure which one I prefer. Gentle and slow can be nice. All drawn out, pulling the pleasure from my body with long, even strokes and lots of hot kisses all over my bare skin.

On the other hand, I think it would be so hot for him to just totally own me. Throw me across his desk, grab a handful of my hair, and pull back on it even as he pushes every inch as deep into me as he can get.

Rough, she sends back, I bet he fucks hard. 

Sounds like fun, I shoot over.

I keep biting down on my lip, the bit of pressure nice. Even nicer is the pressure between my thighs when I squeeze them together.

I bet he likes to tell women what to do, I text.

Watch out! she sends.

My heart lurches and I look up just as Professor Smith clears his throat.

He had walked up the stairs to my row while I’d been busy fantasizing.

Unable to help myself, when I glance over at him my eyes stray down to the bulge of his package in the front of his jeans. I swallow hard even while the walls of my slick little pussy clench up.

“Miss Jones,” he says.

Electric excitement tingles up and down the front of my stomach. He knows my name! 

“Ye… Yes, Professor Smith?” I say. My cheeks burned! I must have the brightest blush ever, I realize.

The whole lecture hall goes quiet and I can feel everyone’s eyes on me. I squirm around in my seat again.

“This isn’t very responsible. Every time you waste a lecture like this, you’re pretty much taking a $50 bill and lighting it on fire.”

“Sorry, Professor,” I say, casting my eyes down.

I can smell him, I realize. He wears some sort of musky cologne. I wonder if he smells like that all over. Whether I might smell like that after our bodies press together.

“I want to know what was so much more important than paying attention,” he says, holding out one hand for my phone.

My stomach does a somersault.

I think about shoving my phone back in my backpack and telling him I won’t do it again, but I know that’s not good enough.

Last week a guy was texting and when the professor noticed him he took the guy’s phone and read out the conversation at the front of the lecture hall even after the guy practically started crying and saying he wouldn’t do it again.

So I hand the phone over.

Professor Smith scrolls through my conversation with Anna. He glances at me briefly but then back at the phone. I can’t tell what he’s thinking; he has such great control over his emotions.

Is he going to read it all out to everyone? I wonder, my fear a cold ball in the bit of my stomach.

But there’s something else. Something like relief and excitement. Because now he knows that I’m into him. Now he knows that I’m his if he wants me.

My panties start to get damp. Why is this turning me on so much?

He hits the lock button on my phone and tosses it back into my lap so that I barely catch it before it can fall.

“This isn’t appropriate at all, Miss Jones. We’re going to need to discuss this further. Be at my next office hour. If you’re not, you fail my class. Got me?” 

“I do,” I say. The rest of the students in the lecture hall start secretly smiling and sniggering at me because I just got into trouble.

“And that phone better stay out of sight when you’re in my class.”

“Yes, professor,” I say.

I want to tell Anna so bad. I can see her across the room, desperate to know. But I can’t. And there’s actually something kind of hot about that. Secret.

I take a look at the course syllabus and see that his office hour is actually right after class.

Anna tries to get my attention when the lecture ends, but I can’t think about anything but how hot and tingly I feel all over. Or how loud the blood sounds as it rushes past my ears.

Or how slippery I already am between my thighs.

I make my way over to the office building and find my way to his floor. I get there first, and I have to wait nervously in the hall, clutching hard at the straps of my backpack, wondering what might happen next.

Then I hear his sure footsteps coming towards me. My heart lurches up into my throat when he sees me. I smile a little, but he doesn’t return the expression. If anything, he looks annoyed.

That makes my heart sink.

He fishes the keys to his office out of his blazer and unlocks the door and we go inside. Once in, he closes the door.

Then he locks it.

We’re totally alone, just the two of us. I see again that he’s in great shape. And so much taller than me.

I have the urge to glance down at the front of his jeans again, and it takes everything in me to not.

“You and I have a problem, and we’re going to solve it here and now,” he says. Still standing behind me, he puts one of his hands on my shoulder. His skin is hot to the touch. My pussy tingles.

Something about the way he says that brings a sensation of heat between my legs, and I feel myself get wet again.

“Do you know what happens to bad girls, Bryce?” Professor Smith asks. He comes around to stand in front of me. I watch and feel as his hand drops down from the shoulder. His fingers run down my chest. As they pass over my breast, I feel my nipple harden under his touch. Suddenly, it gets hard to breathe. 

His fingers stop when they feel this stiffening. He starts to stroke my nipple through my shirt. Looking down, I see the front of his pants start to rise as he hardens.

I let out a yelp as he grabs my nipple between his index finger and thumb and pinches. He doesn’t let go. Instead, he twists a little.

“Bend over the desk, Miss Jones. I think you need some punishment to tell you to get your act together,” he says, letting go of my nipple.

I feel the urge to rub at the stinging sensation, but I feel it’s somehow wrong to do so. Instead, I find myself pushing the chair out of the way and bending over the big desk. The coolness of its surface feels good against my now sore nipple. 

Looking back, I watch as the professor examines my ass. He seems to like what he sees, as the tent forming at the front of his pants gets larger. 

I suck in a breath as he takes position behind me. The tip of his cock is almost touching my ass. My pussy trembles a little as I take in the sight.

He reaches down, putting his hands under my hips. I resist the urge to help as I feel him unbuttoning my pants. As soon as he’s done that, he brings his hands to the small of my back, where he flattens his fingers against my flesh, the tips pointing toward my ass. He pushes his fingers under the waistband of my pants and slides them partway down my thighs.

I just have on a pair of plain white panties. A pang of regret shoots through me as I wish I’d have known I’d be flashing my ass to my favorite teacher. I’d have put on something sexier, like a thong.

Professor Smith doesn’t seem to mind, though. He grabs both my ass cheeks with his hands, squeezing for a moment.

“Yes, Bryce, you’ve been a very bad girl, haven’t you?” He says. 

“I have been very bad,” I say, savoring the sensations of his hands and fingers touching me like that. Then, I say, “Please, will you teach me how to be a good girl?”

He slides one of his hands up to the small of my back again and pushes down, holding me in place. The other hand he draws back over his head.

I scream in anticipation as it begins to fall. My whole body jolts when his hand connects with my flesh. 

My ass is already stinging when he pulls his hand back for the next spanking. I realize I’m glad that he chose to do this so late, when no one is around in the hallways outside. The sound of his hand hitting my ass is like a loud crack. My little yelps and squeals follow a moment after contact.

Soon that cheek has pretty much gone numb. Even looking down my back, I can see the redness of my flesh.

“Are you going to come to my lectures prepared to participate?” Professor Smith asks, flexing his fingers as though the slapping hurts him, too.

“Yes, teacher,” I say.

The feeling of wetness and heat in my pussy grows while he slaps me. I want him to rub my slit through my panties, now, instead of slapping.

“I’ve learned my lesson,” I say.

A look of anger takes his handsome face. “I’ll say when you’ve learned what I want you to learn.”

He moves to my other side, putting the hand he’s been using to slap me on the small of my back, and taking the hand that was there away.

It takes me a moment to realize he’s switching cheeks, and that the spanking is only halfway through.

I take an involuntary gasp as his rested hand rises. 

“Professor!” I yell out as he spanks me.

My other cheek begins stinging. He seems to be even more relentless now. His big, heavy desk begins rattling beneath me as the force of his spankings increase. Soon, I am begging him. The only thing is, I’m not sure what I’m begging him for. Part of my thinks it’s for him to stop, the other part of my mind tells me I’m yelling for him to spank me harder.

Both my ass cheeks are totally red, covered in handprints, when he stops to catch his breath. I slump back down to the desk, realizing that I had arched my back, all my muscles rigid, while he was spanking me.

Leaning against the desk, he loosens his tie and undoes the top button of his shirt. His hard cock still presses against his pants, and his eyes don’t seem to leave the round curves of my ass.

Moving slowly, I slide off the desk. I crouch down in front of him, careful not to press my sore ass against anything. He doesn’t protest as I undo his belt and pants. He watches as I grab hold of his waistband and pull them down, along with his boxers. I smile when his cock springs up in front of my face.

The head is already wet with precum.

He reaches out and grabs the back of my head. “Open your mouth,” he tells me.

I look up into his eyes as I open my mouth as wide as I can make it. He grabs his cock with his other hand and thrusts his hips forward. Even with my mouth open as far as I could make it, I feel my jaw strain as his hard, warm shaft pushes through my lips.

He groans and closes his eyes as inches of his cock sink into my mouth. Slowly at first, I start teasing him with my tongue. I wrap it as far around his shaft as I can, then unravel it and tongue the bottom of his rod.

His fingers tighten in my hair as he starts easing forward again. Soon, I have him in my throat. He leaves his cock there while I continue working it with my tongue.

“Ung!” He says, suddenly pulling his cock out of my mouth.

I take a deep breath, as my lungs had started to burn and I could feel tears in the corners of my eyes. Then I saw his shaft. I’d left it completely covered in my saliva. A big string of my spit hangs down from the bottom of the head, so I lean forward and lick it off.

“Stand,” he says, his fingers unlacing from my hair and moving gently over my cheek and down my neck.

I stand. He shoves my panties and pants down my legs and I kick them off. He picks me up and sits me on his desk. I brace myself with my hands behind me. He grabs me by the hips and scoots me forward so that I am sitting right at the very edge of his desk. Getting a hold of my legs, he hangs my knees in the crooks of his arms and pushes them back so that he has a good angle on my pussy.

I am so wet by now that I can feel some of my juices on my thighs. We both look down as he crouches slightly lower, making sure his hard cock is at just the right height. 

I relish every moment as we both watch his cock press against my pussy. It strains for only a moment before my tightness yields and he enters me. Without realizing it, I suck in a breath as he slides deeper into me every second. The bulges of his cock rub against my walls, stretching me out around his girth.

“This,” he says, grunting as he feels my pussy clench up around him for a moment, “Is your final warning.”

I realize that he is the one from my dreams. All the images come crashing down on me, and his voice is in my head. He’s been telling me that he wants me, that he needs my body close to his, in my dreams for days now.

With my legs back like that, he gets very deep in me before he stops. I can see that he can’t even fit his whole member inside, I’m so tight.

Taking one of my hands from the surface of the desk, I wrap it over his broad shoulders so that I can keep a grip on him.

My body begins to tremble as he starts fucking me in earnest. I feel myself stretch around him each time he thrusts back inside me. His movements become more eager, more ragged as he fills me again and again. I’m so wet around him that I leave juices all over his shaft, so wet that each time he thrusts forward there is a wet slapping noise. 

“Professor...” I say, barely able to speak.

I’m getting so tight around him, so sensitive, I know that I’m about to come. He feels it, thrusting into me harder and faster. He wants me to come. He knows he has control, that he can make me do whatever he wants me to.

Throwing my head back, I moan as I fully release control of my body to him. My pussy convulses on his hard cock as he continues fucking me. I feel light-headed, my orgasm is so strong. I dig my nails into his neck as I beg him to go harder and faster. 

Then I want him to come. Even though my orgasm is finished, I do my best to squeeze my walls up around his shaft, making it as tight as I can. His face looks strained. I want to tell him to come, but I know I’m not the one in charge.

Finally, he pushes me back so that I’m lying on his desk. He gives me two powerful thrusts, making me moan again, before he pulls his cock out of me.

I pull up my shirt as the first stream of cum spurts out of him. It lands on my stomach, warm and sticky. He fires again and again, coating my stomach with his load. His body jerks each time, and a look of pleasure that is almost pain flashes across his face.

When he finishes, he does his pants back up. He hands me a box of tissues, and I clean myself off.

“This had better help you concentrate in my class. I can’t have you distracting the other students, and I don’t want to take any more of their time or mine to straighten you out. Got it?” he says.

“Got it,” I reply. I hope he intends to continue these private lessons. Otherwise I know that I’ll have to text a lot more in class to get his attention.

Then I wonder if I can get Anna in here with the two of us sometime. 
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