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None of the guys at school fucked Maggie liked she wanted to get fucked.

	She wanted it hard. She wanted it rough.

	She wanted a guy—no, a man—who would treat her like the little schoolgirl slut she so desperately wanted to be.

	Which wasn’t the impression she gave off in her lectures or in her dorm room at college. That was probably why the couple guys she’d hooked up with this year hadn’t been what she wanted.

	They’d be ok, she supposed. But they hadn’t fucked her like they meant it.

	“Maggie, quit that daydreaming,” Dr. Taylor said from the front of the small classroom. He was tall and well-built. Big hands for a man who could talk for hours and hours about Modernist poetry.

	“Sorry, professor,” Maggie gave her head a little shake and looked at what he’d written on the board.

	“Don’t be sorry, just don’t do it again,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He’d gone around the room once and got everyone’s names. And he seemed to remember them, which was impressive.

	His tone had a certain annoyed sharpness to it that set her heart jittering. That “grown up” tone that conveyed admonishment and disappointment at the same time.

	Maggie resented it, just a little. She was 18 now after all.

	Though Dr. Taylor had a right to be annoyed. He normally didn’t lead the tutorials, just delivered the lectures. But Maggie’s TA had come up sick that day apparently.

	But she realized something else, as well. She was wet. A deep, hot slickness that set her insides trembling. Heat rushed up her throat and into her cheeks and she hoped that no one saw.

	Except that Dr. Taylor was still looking right at her. He glared a little longer, then turned back to his notes on the whiteboard.

	Maggie noticed then that her nipples had stiffened to the point of pain, and it was only the saving grace of her bra that kept them from cutting holes in her blouse.

	She swallowed hard at a new thought. She couldn’t help thinking it. Was Dr. Taylor like that in bed? Did he just tell the women what he wanted them to do?

	She bet that Dr. Taylor fucked hard.

	That trembling heat between her thighs quivered again when she wondered if he might fuck her hard. He had big hands. Did that mean that he also had a big…?

	She hoped Sam, roommate back at her dorm room, was out. Because otherwise she’d have to go masturbate in the shower instead of the comfort of her own bed.

	Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t quit that fantasy. She’d never been with an older guy before. Dr. Taylor’s hair traced from glossy black to gray at his temples. He had to be as old as Maggie’s dad. That was weird.

	But if it was so weird, why did it sound so damn hot?

	And he’d looked at her a few moments too long when her throat and cheeks had flushed with that lusty heat.

	She spent the rest of the tutorial doing her best to pay attention. She even answered a couple of questions.

	And each time, Dr. Taylor’s attention lingered just a moment too long.

	Until finally the tutorial ended. Everyone packed away their notebooks and their laptops and filed out of class.

	Maggie did the same, endeavoring to keep from making eye contact with Dr. Taylor as she did. Her pussy was still wet. She could feel her panties clinging to her bare lips. Just the pressure of her thighs brushing together lightly while walking sent delicious waves of desire rushing through her from her engorged clit.

	“Maggie, hang back a moment,” Dr. Taylor finished shuffling some notes into his messenger bag.

	Immediately, a huge lump of panic lodged in Maggie’s throat.

	It didn’t leave. Not until everyone filed out of the room and left just the two of them.

	He didn’t wait for her to speak, “I liked your answers today. I normally don’t do this, but I think you have potential. Do you have another class?”

	“Not until after supper tonight,” Maggie said, her voice sounding so girlish in her ears. Mostly she could just hear the blood pounding through her veins, leaving her hot and trembling all over.

	“Good. I have a place close to the campus. Let’s go there and talk about it,” Dr. Taylor said.

	He left the room without checking to see if she was following.

	Somehow, Maggie knew just what he intended. This wasn’t about her answers. This wasn’t about academic potential. This was something much more animalistic.

	She hurried after him. His place was a walk-up a couple blocks from the campus. They got inside and Maggie’s arms and shoulders pebbled with gooseflesh. Her pussy kept squeezing up, and every time it loosened she seemed even wetter than before.

	He opened the door and she stepped into the apartment. It smelled manly somehow. Leather. Aftershave. Cologne. That sort of thing.

	Dr. Taylor put his hands on her shoulders. Maggie’s breath caught. He did have big hands. And they were so warm against her.

	“The bedroom’s just ahead on the left.” No pretense at all.

	She went where he directed, going into the bedroom. The bed was a big one, with built-ins for a headboard. Filled with books of course. Pretty normal, except for one thing.

	A pair of handcuffs that rested on a pillow, their steel glinting in the rays of light shining in through the window.

	That wasn’t the only thing. There were other toys there as well. Things that Maggie had only seen in porn.

	“Professor, I’m not sure what sort of studying you want to do in here,” she said with a coy twist to her voice.

	“Don’t worry,” he said, “Your body will be my subject.”

	Maggie’s shoulders rose and fell steadily. Her body wanted more and more air to deal with the inferno sparking inside of her.

	He closed the door behind himself, and suddenly the world seemed to shrink to just the two of them.

	She took a step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his. Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of her ass and squeezed. Dr. Taylor reached his arms around, one hand squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it through her slit towards her hole. 

	“What are you going to do to me?” Maggie asked. 

	“This,” Dr. Taylor said. 

	He grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him. Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the fairness of her skin. Dr. Taylor wrapped the fingers of one hand around her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was right through the fabric. 

	Dr. Taylor pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to try to pull it away, but stopped. 

	“Harder,” Maggie said.

	He grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

	Finally, someone who wanted the same thing she did.

	Finally, she didn’t have to pretend to be the good little college co-ed anymore. 

	She slapped him across the face. “I said harder.” 

	Dr. Taylor let go of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her right then, right there. Instead, Dr. Taylor grabbed her by the back of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the clasp of her bra. 

	After shifting her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your hands behind you.”

	She put her hands against the small of her back. Dr. Taylor scooped the handcuffs off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around her wrists. 

	“Stay there,” he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move, aside from wiggling her ass at him. 

	Kneeling down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Dr. Taylor’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going to look like covered in red handprints. 

	He gave her the first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

	“Do you like my ass?” 

	She yelped as his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the mark. 

	“Keep your mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

	Maggie hesitated for a second, then nodded. Dr. Taylor continued pulling her pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Dr. Taylor smiled. It was a smile that said: She’s learning. Good. 

	Slowly, he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from her. 

	He ran one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better angle to touch her. Dr. Taylor drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She cried out.

	Soon, her ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Dr. Taylor’ large hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly. When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely red. 

	“Please Dr. Taylor, pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Maggie started saying. 

	She started trying to roll over. Dr. Taylor laid one of his forearms down across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

	“I didn’t tell you to turn over yet, bitch.”

	He started spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with each blow. 

	When he stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest swelled as he caught his breath.

	“Will you pinch them now?” Maggie asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good. I promise.” 

	Dr. Taylor clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to work. First, he turned Maggie over onto her back. With the handcuffs on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put into holding herself up. 

	Taking his time, Dr. Taylor stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants, revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body, finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles bulged. 

	“I’m going to pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching you,” he said with a smile. 

	Getting back onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could reach. 

	Her mouth opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin. He watched as she lapped it up. 

	Dr. Taylor stopped pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling. 

	Looking down into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock now.”

	He shifted back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier spankings. Dr. Taylor reached around behind her head and grabbed a handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back. She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open ready to receive him. 

	Grabbing his hard cock, Dr. Taylor guided the big head in between her lips. He watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him at the same time she soaked him with her spit. 

	“You’re going to take all of it now,” he said. 

	Keeping her head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the moist opening of her mouth. He knew he was at least eight inches long. At least six of those were already in her. As he thrust the final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her breath. 

	Reaching over, Dr. Taylor grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to it.

	“Don’t you fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head, he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft. 

	He pulled his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Dr. Taylor closed his eyes and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft. 

	Each time after he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been when he was just using his hand. 

	Throwing the crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

	Dr. Taylor pulled his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head again, Dr. Taylor grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Dr. Taylor slapped with her his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked with running makeup and spit. 

	“Stay like that,” he told her. 

	Standing up off the bed again, Dr. Taylor shifted around until he could see her glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the side. 

	Her pussy accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness. Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker of her asshole.

	Already he could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too. 

	The redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Dr. Taylor refreshed it, giving her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her. Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it from escaping. Maggie had buried her face in the covers to stifle her screams. 

	Her pussy massaged his shaft, so tight she could barely take it. She’d never cum like that before. No man had ever made her feel like this before.

	He could feel himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass. He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and released another stream.

	Leaving her handcuffed, Dr. Taylor collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

	“Are you going to un-handcuff me?” Maggie said, turning her head to look at him. 

	He saw that she was panting, too. “I never said I was finished with you. You have potential, like I said. A now we’re going to explore that,” he replied.

	“But what about my class?” she asked.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll be in class. Though I think you’re going to be too sore to sit,” he cupped her breast and let the ball of his thumb caress her nipple. When it stiffened, he smiled. Then he gave it a pinch.

	Maggie had no clue what sort of studies she’d just gotten involved in.
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