

Fertile for my Obsessive Professor

A Spicy Age Gap Fertile Erotic Story


Fertile for my Obsessive Professor

A Spicy Age Gap Fertile Erotic Story

Lara Shaft


Copyright © 2026 by Lara Shaft

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Cover image courtesy of Depositphotos.


[image: ]

My hands shook as I slid my old laptop into its carrying case. Usually, I was excited to start a new class, but my heart was hammering for different reasons. As if the pressure to pass this core course wasn’t high enough, it had to have one of the strictest professors in the department.

Marius Fletcher.

According to every group chat I’d seen, it was pretty much a miracle when someone got a C. The man was notorious for setting exams that made his students cry. While I wasn’t above bawling my eyes out if I ended up with a good grade, I couldn’t imagine going through all that torture just to fail.

Sighing, I zipped the bag. I still had a few minutes before I absolutely had to leave. Hopefully, by that time, my stomach would settle on its own. The last thing I needed was to throw up in the middle of one of Professor Fletcher’s lectures.

He’d probably make me clean it up.

By all accounts, he seemed to take pleasure in making his students as uncomfortable as possible. Of course, I’d known this was coming. I’d mapped out all my required and optional courses since the first year of college. So far, I’d managed to hit or even surpass my goals to maintain a great average.

Now, Professor Fletcher loomed above my GPA like a Category 5 hurricane threatening to level all my hard work. Just the thought sent my stomach into turmoil again. Who the hell thought it was a good idea to let this man teach a course in the very last semester? If you messed up, there was no way to undo the damage.

My phone’s alarm beeped to tell me that I had run out of procrastination time. Whether I felt up to it or not, I had to face him. At least he couldn’t single me out for not having any of the texts or stationery that I needed. Sucking in a deep breath, I slung the backpack over my shoulder and walked out the door.

I wished that heading to the lecture room didn’t feel like an automatic F. Maybe my potential employers will have questions about the one failure on my transcript. But I wasn’t that naïve. It was more likely that they’d see the overall GPA and toss my resume in the rejected pile.

Groaning, I peered at the dark brown door in front of me. My head had been buzzing with so many thoughts that the distance between the lecture hall and my dorm had passed in a blur.

“Would it be nice if we could just absorb all the information from outside?” a soft voice asked beside me.

I turned to find a curvy brunette nibbling on her bottom lip. Although her creased brow didn’t help my sour stomach, it was nice to know someone else felt the same.

“If only,” I muttered.

A couple of students walked by us while laughing softly. They’d either given in to their fate of a low grade, or they were better at hiding their anxiety.

“Well, here we go,” the brunette sighed.

Without a word, I followed her into the class.
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While most of my classmates scattered along the back of the hall, I chose a seat close to the front. What was the point of placing all that distance between him and me? Past students said he was pretty quick to learn everyone’s names anyway.

The second my phone’s time clicked over to 9 a.m., he strode into the hall from a side door. My stomach twisted again, but it was for an entirely different reason. As he appraised us with his bright green eyes, I noticed the way his muscles strained against his clothes. His salt and pepper curls fanned his forehead when he turned to retrieve his laptop.

When he spoke, my insides tightened.

Holy shit.

How had nobody mentioned that his voice was like an auditory aphrodisiac? To hell with being a lecturer, this man should be narrating those sexy audiobooks I started listening to last year. I swallowed. This was even more trouble than I expected.

Now, he wasn’t going to fail me because he was being an asshole. He was going to fail me because I wasn’t listening to a single word he was saying. But then he said two words that would cut through even the heaviest stupor.

“We’ll start things off with a pop quiz.”

It was a true testament to how feared he was that not a single groan followed his announcement. After straightening the papers with a tap on his desk, he walked toward us with a determined gait. I tried not to focus on the front of his slacks when he slid half of the stack of quizzes in front of me.

“Could you pass these to the back, please?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I wheezed.

He tilted his head to the side when his curious gaze hit mine. Heat filled my cheeks, and I broke eye contact first.

Fuck.

Now, he had to know what I was thinking. Or maybe he’ll think that I’m just a complete idiot. Clearing my throat, I turned to hand the rest of the papers to anyone behind me. Unfortunately, the closest person was a couple of benches away. I rolled my eyes and slid out of my seat.

After handing out the quizzes quickly, I walked back to my seat. My breath caught when I saw that Professor Fletcher was watching me again. I waited for him to make one of the snide remarks he was famous for, but he only tracked my every move. By the time I returned to my seat, there was a distinctive pulse between my thighs.

“I know you might be wondering how a pop quiz works when I haven’t taught you yet.” He waited for a few groans of acknowledgement before continuing. “This gives me a chance to see exactly what kind of blank slates I’m starting with. You have 20 minutes.”

I ignored the barb and looked at the sheet. My eyebrows shot up when I read the questions. Maybe he wasn’t kidding about calling us blank slates. I didn’t know a single fucking answer. Even the multiple-choice ones seemed like a cruel joke.

Rubbing my eyes, I gave the questions my best guess. If anything, my grumpy professor would get a good laugh when he tried to grade this garbage. As I circled an answer to the final question, he tapped the desk.

“Time’s up. Please send your little bits of brilliance to the front of the class. Perhaps someone can get off their ass and bring their quizzes to Miss Reeves since she was so kind before.”

My eyes widened. Why the hell did he already know my name? I was tempted to look at him again but kept my head down instead. Minutes later, a lanky guy dropped the quizzes in front of me. I put them in a neat pile before handing them over to Professor Fletcher. Then our fingers brushed and electricity zapped up my arm.

I flicked my gaze to his and found him peering down at me. While his expression didn’t change, something shifted in his eyes that made my lips part. But then he turned away. Shaking my head, I took out my laptop. After a humiliating start, the professor was ready to fill our obviously empty brains with his lesson.

Finally, I could concentrate on something other than the sudden rush of lust that Professor Fletcher had inspired. With any luck, it wouldn’t return.
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It only took another week for Professor Fletcher to give us the first project. This time, I wasn’t going to look like a complete fool. While I struggled to hold it together when he was staring at me or talking or just being in the room with me, he didn’t have any power over me in the library.

And that was where I spent my days and a few nights making sure that I got the project done as well as I possibly could. If I got a low grade, it wasn’t going to be from a lack of effort.

“All right, professor,” I muttered while flipping through the papers one last time. “Let’s see what you think of this.”

Checking the time, I rushed to his office. Unsurprisingly, the submission tray beside his door was still empty. After all, the deadline was still hours away. I wasn’t going to take that chance, though. I had a full day of classes ahead of me. It wouldn’t be hard for me to lose track of time and fail my first project.

Not happening.

As I placed the folder in the tray, the professor’s door swung open. Brilliant green eyes travelled from my startled face to the now-occupied tray.

“Miss Reeves. I thought you might be the first.”

“Uhm… I just didn’t want to be late, sir.”

He chuckled and my stomach did annoying somersaults. Nothing I’d been told about this man suggested that he had the ability to smile let alone laugh.

“Do you have a minute?” he asked while stepping back into the office.

Nodding, I walked past him inside. I quickly stifled a groan as his cedar-scented cologne washed over me. Why was everything about this man so damn delectable? The guys my age barely held my attention but of course, here I was, almost salivating over a professor. The one guy on campus I shouldn’t even be thinking about like this.

“Your other lecturers have high praise for you. I’m looking forward to seeing how you do in my class.”

“I’ll do my best.”

His lips curled into a smile, and I leaned on his desk.

“I’m aware of my reputation, Miss Reeves. However, it’s never my intention to derail a student’s academic career. I simply want the best out of everyone.” He bent to scratch some numbers on a piece of paper. “With that said, someone whose opinion I actually value asked me to keep an eye on you. If at any time you need some help, don’t hesitate to call me.”

My mouth was dry as I took the paper from him. On one hand, I was excited to know that one of my former teachers cared that much about me. On the other… was I really holding the phone number of a man who was supposed to hate all his students?

Maybe he’s not being serious.

But when I searched those mesmerizing eyes, I knew it was true. Somehow, Professor Fletcher was offering to help me pass his course. I should know better than to feel special, but it was hard not to. Still, I also knew calling him would be futile if I didn’t put in the work.

It’s better than nothing.

Breathing deeply, I smiled softly.

“Thank you, Professor Fletcher. I appreciate this.”

“I look forward to hearing from you.”

The twinkle in his eyes disappeared as quickly as it formed. Nodding, I walked out of the office before my stupid tongue let loose the question that kept bouncing around in my head.

What are you really thinking?

While it would be best for the answer to be simple, the persistent feeling in my gut told me that wouldn’t be the case. It could also be wishful and horny thinking. Fortunately, I wouldn’t have to find out today.
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I scribbled the complex equation on a separate sheet of paper as if writing it down would help me make sense of it. Crushing the paper in my fist, I threw it across the room.

“What the fuck?” I screeched.

Being a math major, I’d tackled my fair share of convoluted equations. Things that were more letters than numbers but still made sense when I focused on them. This… thing that Professor Fletcher had assigned to us was so goddamn labyrinthine that I’d given myself a migraine last night trying to figure it out.

For some reason, I’d convinced myself that today would be better. If anything, the problem was twisting my brain in even more knots than before. There had to be a tiny detail that I was missing. Something that would completely unravel the equation for me. I would feel like an utter moron when I finally figured it out. Until that happened…

“Tell me what the fucking answer is!” I yelled at my monitor.

Of course, that didn’t help. Rubbing my eyes, I sighed. There was only one thing left to do. I’d stashed Professor Fletcher’s number in a drawer—convinced that I’d never use it. It hadn’t taken long for me to be proven a liar. I groaned while retrieving the paper. Seconds later, I was punching it into my keypad before fear made me change my mind.

My heart hammered while it rang. I couldn’t decide if I wanted him to answer or not. But when his voicemail kicked in, I knew the answer. At my wits’ end, I burst into tears. I wrangled out a message about needing help with the assignment and hung up. Hopefully, it made some level of sense.

Raking my hand through my curls, I decided to switch my focus to another assignment. It was due on the same day, and I was much better at it. While some of my classmates hated it, something about geometry always clicked with my brain. In minutes, working on a problem that I actually understood improved my mood.

I was so absorbed in the assignment that it took a bit for me to realize that someone was knocking on my door. Just as I was going to ask who it was, I heard his voice.

“Juniper? Are you okay?”

He sounded so frantic that I yanked open the door without a thought.

“Professor?”

Huffing out a sigh of relief, he pushed past me into my room.

“Why didn’t you answer your phone?” he asked, his eyes wide.

“I didn’t hear it ring. I apologize. It must be on vibrate…”

My voice trailed off at the look in his eyes. The man I’d known so far had been composed—barely allowing any emotion to slip through his mask. The one in front of me now was struggling to hold it together. He fidgeted with his hands as if he didn’t know where to put them while letting his gaze travel over me.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes! I was working on my geometry assignment since I didn’t get through to you. I’m fine.”

“Jesus, Juniper.”

His relief was obvious. But he didn’t give me a chance to ask why he was in my room. Gripping my neck, he pulled me forward for a panty-drenching kiss. His tongue explored my mouth like he’d find the answer to everything there. I grabbed fistfuls of his shirt to anchor him to me—getting my fill of the taste of mint on his tongue.

While the move had surprised me, I didn’t want him to stop. Having his body moulded to mine felt too right. Sliding my arms around his neck, I ground against him. His cock hardened quickly to press hard and heavy through his slacks. When I rolled my hips again, Professor Fletcher gasped into my mouth.

“Juniper…”

“Yes?”

“We can’t.”

I swallowed. He was right. That wasn’t up for debate. So why were we still holding on to each other?

“We shouldn’t,” he whispered while slowly pulling my hands from around his neck. “I’ve been trying so fucking hard to stay away from you, and then you call me crying…” He shook his head. “We should concentrate on the equation.”

My legs were shaking but I managed to walk to my desk. Without a word, I showed him what I’d worked on so far. His eyes roamed over the paper before he tapped one of the steps.

“Here. This should be inverted.”

I groaned.

“Of course. How did I miss that?”

Smiling briefly, the professor shrugged.

“It was meant to be complicated. Still, you got quite far on your own. It’s impressive.”

He smoothed the hair along my nape. Despite his insistence that we shouldn’t give in to these desires, his eyes burnt with the same lust that made my pussy pulse.

“Professor, I—”

“I should go.”

Backing away from me, Professor Fletcher rushed out the door. His absence left me feeling cold and confused. I had the answer to my equation but now a far more complicated question had taken hold in my brain.


[image: ]

A strong breeze lifted my ponytail as I approached the stairs that led to Professor Fletcher’s office. I’d woken up convinced that I’d imagined last night’s interaction but the 10 missed calls on my phone proved otherwise. Still, it was hard to believe that my stoic professor had confessed to wanting me.

The smart approach would have been to keep my distance. My mind and body were simply too consumed by him to do that. Squaring my shoulders, I marched to the door. He opened it after my first knock.

“Juniper.”

The professor said my name with a groan that immediately brought my gaze to the front of his slacks. Seeing his growing bulge sent a thrill between my thighs.

“I thought we should talk about last night.”

“I thought I said we shouldn’t be around each other.”

I swallowed. There was no going back if I said what I wanted to.

“That’s not what you really want.”

He stepped forward to look over my shoulder, and his proximity made my eyes flutter closed. It was fucking madness to do this, but I wouldn’t stop thinking about him if I didn’t.

“Fuck it,” he murmured.

Holding my elbow, Professor Fletcher pulled me inside the office. He closed the door and pushed me up against it in one fluid motion. When he kissed me, there was no hesitation. His tongue traced the seam of my lips until I gladly let it inside. Almost immediately, our tongues struck up a rhythm that set my body on fire.

I was gasping for breath when he pulled away.

“Professor…” I whined.

“I’m about to put my tongue in your pretty little pussy, Juniper. You can call me Marius.”

I barely had time to wrap my mind around his words before my skirt was at my waist and my panties were being tossed across the room. My ravenous professor got on his knees and pressed his face into my pussy. When his tongue found my clit, the way he licked it was almost reverent.

Then he started to lick and suck my little bud until I was writhing on his face. When I buried my hand in his perfect curls, he gripped my hips and slid his tongue into my dripping wet pussy.

“Fuck,” he breathed against my heated skin. “You taste so good, Juniper. So sweet. So perfect.”

Spreading my thighs farther apart, he feasted on me—eliciting so many moans from my lips that I thought I was going to faint from the pleasure. When I came, my legs clamped around his head to hold him in place. The way my professor kept tonguing my clit told me he didn’t mind.

“Marius,” I whimpered.

His name felt so forbidden but so right dripping from my lips.

“God, I can’t believe that I was trying to keep myself away from you,” he said while standing. “I just want to spend the rest of my life buried in your cunt.”

My face grew hot. The arrogant professor whom all the students feared was a little hot but the man who was currently staring at me like he was going to fuck me into next week was delicious. I gasped when he lifted me, so my needy pussy was in line with his thick cock.

“Now’s the time to change your mind, Juniper. There’s no going back once I fill you with my cock.”

I shook my head.

“I’m not changing my mind. Just…”

“What?”

“Be gentle, please. I’ve never—” I swallowed. “I’m a virgin.”

His eyes widened for a second and then he pushed into me.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Just all for me, Juniper. You’re all mine. Mine to fuck. Mine to breed.”

My heart skipped a beat. That couldn’t mean what I thought it meant. But his cock felt too good inside me to think about anything else. He was taking his time to slowly spread me with his girth and as my inner muscles stretched around him, the sting from my first time was starting to fade.

By the time he was balls deep in my pussy, I wanted even more. Even though I didn’t say anything, Marius was ready to deliver. He pulled out and slammed back into me so hard that the door rattled at my back. If he was worried about being heard, he didn’t show it. Instead of slowing down, he built up to a relentlessly pleasurable pace.

Fuck the door, they’re going to hear me.

It didn’t stop me from screaming his name. Groaning, Marius pulled my top and bra down to expose my breasts. As I cried out, he sucked my nipple into his mouth. After licking and sucking it hard, he moved to my other breast.

“Oh fuck,” I cried out.

“You going to come for me, Juniper?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes.”

“That’s a good girl. Come for me. Let me fill your tight pussy with my cum.”

“Yes, fuck.”

I rocked my hips to match his rhythm and an orgasm ripped through me. I’d never come this hard in my life, and it was about to break my fucking brain.

“I’m going to breed your fucking pussy, Juniper. Right. Now.”

My pussy clenched around him as he came—milking every drop of cum from his cock. His grip tightened on my hips while he kissed me. A soft moan escaped me when I tasted the remnants of my juices on his tongue.

“You are exquisite,” he whispered.

“Does that mean you don’t want to stay away from me anymore?”

He chuckled softly.

“I don’t think I could stay away even if someone paid me. I’ve been fucking obsessed with you since the moment I stepped into the lecture hall.”

“But nobody can know.”

“We’ll just have to figure it out.”

Given how clear-cut the rules were about relationships between teachers and students, I didn’t see how we could keep seeing each other. I only knew that I didn’t want him to let me go.
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Although it wasn’t easy, Marius and I had managed to leave his office. He had classes to teach, and I had a day full of lectures. That didn’t mean I wasn’t aching for him when I got back to the dorm. Instead of reaching for my phone, I gathered my stuff to take a shower. Hopefully, the cold water would quench the heated desire that kept building between my thighs.

Then I saw him waiting at my door after my shower.

“Professor?”

He turned on his heel to look at me and then lifted the medium-sized brown bag in his hand.

“I wasn’t sure that you’d had time to eat.”

“I haven’t.” I moved quickly to open the door. “I was thinking about getting something after showering.”

“Now, you don’t have to,” he replied while stepping into my room. “But you’re looking at me like food isn’t the only thing you want in your mouth.”

He wasn’t wrong. Having him near me had demolished all my efforts to forget about how much I wanted him.

“Maybe.”

Placing the bag on my desk, he peered at me.

“I take it that you haven’t sucked cock before either.”

I shook my head.

Marius grinned before undoing his belt.

“Drop the towel and get on your knees.”

I put the towel on my bed before dropping to my knees before him.

“Open your mouth, Juniper.”

Again, I silently obeyed. Something about doing exactly as I was told made my skin tingle. Maybe it was his voice. Maybe it was the way he looked at me like I was fucking divine.

He pushed his cock into my mouth with a sigh. It was as if he’d been holding his breath until we could be together again.

“God, I’ve missed you.”

Realistically, it was a ridiculous thing to say since he saw me this morning, but I understood the ache he must have felt. Being apart from him was a form of torture that I hadn’t expected. I rolled my eyes up to meet his gaze—hopeful that they could say what I couldn’t. After all, my mouth was already stuffed full.

Marius slid his hand through my curls to grab a fistful of my hair. Groaning, he pulled out of my mouth until only his bulbous tip rested on my tongue. I waited dutifully with my jaw aching from having to stretch around his girth. And I hadn’t even taken all of him yet.

“Let’s teach you how to suck my cock, Juniper. It’s the last one you’ll ever have in your beautiful little mouth.”

Before I could tell him that I only wanted his cock and no one else’s, he was sliding past my swollen lips. This time, he didn’t stop until he nudged the back of my throat. The gag was instant. Smirking, Marius pulled back.

“Relax, Juniper. Swallow and focus on opening your throat for me.”

He instructed me like I was still in class instead of on my knees waiting for him to fuck my throat. Flexing my jaw, I tried to relax. The gag reflex was less vicious this time—allowing him to get even more of his cock down my throat. After a few more thrusts, we established a rhythm that had him moaning my name.

I didn’t know it was possible to get wet from sucking cock, but my pussy was dripping for him already. Moaning, I reached between my thighs to rub my clit. My breath hitched from the immediate zing of pleasure.

“Jesus, Juniper. You’re so fucking good at this already. Fucking A-plus student at sucking cock.”

My heart soared at his praise. At some other point, I’d ask him about my chances of getting an A in a class that would actually affect my GPA but right now, all I cared about was stroking my clit while he fucked my face so hard that his balls might leave a bruise on my chin.

Suddenly, he pulled out with a ragged breath.

“On the bed. You can taste me some other time. Right now, I need to fucking breed you.”

Licking my lips, I climbed on the bed. He grabbed my hips while I was still on all fours. Wrapping his fingers around my throat, he used his other hand to guide his cock into my throbbing pussy.

“Fuck, professor!” I cried out.

He chuckled softly.

“One day we’re going to have to talk about what you did to me when you called me ‘sir’ in class.”

A small smile formed on my lips. It was nice to know that I hadn’t imagined that after all.

“Did you like it, sir?” I teased.

His grip tightened on my throat.

“Juniper…”

“Is that when you decided you were going to fuck me, sir?”

“Keep it up, Juniper, and you won’t be able to walk in the morning.”

I didn’t know if that threat was supposed to deter or encourage the next words that tumbled from my lips.

“You should teach me a lesson and breed my needy pussy, sir.”

Growling, he buried his teeth in my shoulder. I barely had time to think about it before he started to fuck me so hard the bed creaked under us. Pleasure obliterated my thoughts like a tsunami. My lips parted in a silent scream. But still, my professor kept going.

Marius slid his hand between my thighs to rub my clit while rocking his hips into me. When my legs gave out, he lifted my hips to fuck me at an angle that made me scream his name into my sheets. Ecstasy flashed through my body like lightning and cracked my mind in half like thunder.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

My professor groaned his approval before slamming into me one last time. His cock twitched as he filled me to the brim with his cum. I had an errant thought about birth control before drifting into a delightful haze.
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Marius lounged naked in my chair while chewing a mouthful of pasta. Wriggling my toes, I nibbled on a piece of roast chicken.

“I told you walking would be a problem if you kept talking to me like that,” he said with a chuckle.

“Still worth it,” I replied with a shrug.

“I was hoping that we’d be able to keep our distance until the end of the semester but that’s not going to happen, is it?”

“Well, we couldn’t even make it 12 hours so…”

“Move in with me.”

“How is that better?” I sputtered. “Everybody is going to realize that I’m living with you.”

“As opposed to fucking you in my office and in your dorm room? At this rate, I’m going to bend you over my desk in the next lecture.”

I snickered at the thought but shook my head.

“Besides, it only needs to be for a few months. Once you’re out of my class, nobody will give a fuck. You’ll even be on your way to graduating.”

“What about my grade? Won’t there be questions about that?”

He burst out laughing.

“Are you that confident that you’re going to ace my class?”

“It could happen.”

“I have very strict standards, Juniper.”

“And I’m an exceptional student. You just said so.”

“To be fair, you had my cock in your mouth at the time.”

I rolled my eyes and threw a piece of tomato at him. It hit him smack on the chest.

“So, you think I’m a terrible student?”

“No. You’re an excellent student. I’m just saying that I’m capable of being objective when it comes to my class.” He put his food on the desk before joining me on the bed. “But I can have another professor assess the final exam if that makes you feel any better.”

“It might.”

“I still have the final say, though.”

“Of course, you do.”

He kissed my temple gently.

“So, are we packing your stuff tonight or…?”

I stared at him with widened eyes.

“And what exactly would I say to my RA as I walked out with my stuff?”

“That you’re moving in with the man who wants to breed you every chance he gets.”

“You—you really mean that, don’t you? You want to get me pregnant?”

“I’ve never meant anything more in my life.”

I held his hands in mine.

“I want that too, but I’ve worked too hard to put my career to the side.”

“You won’t. Trust me, Juniper. If anyone can have it all, it will be you. I’ll make sure of it.”

His eyes shone with such sincerity that believing him was automatic.

“Okay. But give me a day to talk to my RA. I need to come up with a believable story.”

Marius grinned.

“And then I can breed your sweet cunt tomorrow night.”

“Behave,” I muttered.

But my protests were weak. My pussy was already pulsing with need for him again. It seemed I couldn’t get enough of my professor. Moving in with him was definitely the right call.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

Yawning, I rolled over in the bed. My eyes flew open when my wandering fingers only found an empty spot. I pouted and sat up.

It’s too early.

But I knew better than that. Marius wouldn’t leave me alone in bed if he didn’t have to. As I trudged from the room, I heard the shower running. Grinning, I shed my pyjamas and slowly opened the sliding door. He cocked his head to the side when he saw me.

“Get in.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Taking my hand, he guided me to the built-in shower seat he’d had installed a couple of months ago. When he sat, I straddled him. In about another month, I would have to turn the other way but right now, my growing belly was just the right size for me to ride him just the way I wanted.

“You’re going to be late for work,” I whispered.

Chuckling, Marius pushed inside me.

“Isn’t that what you wanted when you came in here?”

“I just wanted to come before you left.”

“I’ll see what I can do to satisfy my horny little princess, then.”

I gasped when he was fully buried inside me. Somehow, I never got tired of the way he stretched me. My pussy clenched around his shaft—begging him to fuck me in the way only he could. As I rocked my hips, he held me to roll upward.

He claimed my lips, and the taste of toothpaste filled my mouth. At least one of us had fresh breath. Marius had shown me that he didn’t care about things like that, though. He just wanted me. I’d been sure that his lust would wane once we were living in the same house. He proved me wrong.

The more we fucked, the more he wanted to keep filling me with his cock and cum. It was never enough for him. It was never enough for me. Even now, as I dug my nails into his shoulder while riding him faster, I wanted him to stay home.

Fuck work.

I probably wouldn’t feel the same in about a year when I was working full time, but who knew? Marius and I were likely going to be the couple that couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

“Fuck, princess. You’re riding me like you can’t get enough of my cock.”

“I can’t.”

Groaning, he placed kisses along my collarbone.

“You make me want to call in sick and fuck you all day.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him that he should.

“Your new TA might screw things up again.”

“Fuck. Right. I forgot about that. I wonder if telling him that he was making me miss the best pussy in the world because of his incompetence would help.”

I nipped his lip gently.

“You might actually get in trouble for that one.”

“I don’t know. I only got a little slap on the wrist for fucking and breeding my student. In this case, I’m just encouraging my TA to work harder.” He upped his pace to make my full breasts sway. “Or maybe I just want to talk about your pussy.”

“That’s more likely,” I replied breathlessly.

Instead of answering, Marius kept fucking me steadily to hit all the right spots that reduced me to a quivering mess. When I screamed in pleasure, he wasn’t far behind. We shared a deep kiss while he throbbed inside me.

“You should go before I start riding you again,” I whispered.

“Hmm. I’ll be back before you know it. Do you have a lot to do today?”

“Not really. I finished a big project last week so it’s just keeping track of a few small things until something else comes up.”

“Good. I want you to get as much rest as you need.”

Snickering, I rose.

“I’ll be fine, Marius. I promise.”

He stood slowly and, for a moment, I thought he would change his mind about going to work. Sucking in a deep breath, he shook his head.

“I can’t believe how hard it still is for me to leave you here.” He tucked a curl behind my ear. “My beautiful obsession.”

I never got tired of being called that and I knew the day wouldn’t come when I did.

END

Thanks for reading! If you like age gap boss stories, check out my first series. Now, if you’re looking for darker stories with pregnancy, then you should definitely have a look at my extra spicy fertility books. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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