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Before you Read





This is an erotic short story intended only for readers who are aged 18 or over.





The story is a high-smut, low-plot work of erotic fiction. It is entirely sexual fantasy and not intended to reflect safe or good BDSM practices.





Please read with care and be aware that this book could be triggering.





Kinks/tropes include: age gap, professor-student, breeding kink, pregnancy, possessive MMC, praise kink.
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PEARL





THE SECOND I hear that gravelly low voice from across the bar I know it’s Professor Greaves.

 

A tingle rushes down my spine and for a second I am right back there in his classroom, trying to focus on what he’s saying instead of the way his forearm muscles flex when he gestures at the slideshow.

 

Something that I always miserably failed at – I could tell you about his clothing, about the thick cock that I suspect hangs between his legs and creates an oversized bulge through his trousers, but I could barely tell you what he was teaching about. The fact that I’d scraped through his classes with a passing grade was a surprise.

 

Once I’d moaned his name during sex and had to swear my boyfriend to secrecy, so that I wasn’t the laughing stock of our year. Surprisingly he got into it, roleplaying the professor, but it wasn’t the same.

 

It wasn’t Professor Greaves, with his thick arms and his salt and pepper beard. It wasn’t a man with authority, with largesse, with a career built on hard work and respect. One of the foremost Shakespeare scholars of his generation.

 

God it was embarrassing. In that class I looked like an absolute idiot, all because of my intense crush on that man. He always dressed more casually than our other professors, his shirt untucked, his blazer open, sometimes just a t-shirt underneath.

 

The languid, easy way he spoke about complicated topics made it seem like he had a relaxed manner. He didn’t.

 

At the slightest hint that you hadn’t done the required preparation he would switch on, his blue eyes becoming steely, and question you in a way that was inescapable. Anyone who hadn’t done the required readings was coldly assessed and their career prospects destroyed in front of the class.

 

Once he asked me a question about Othello and I’d barely been able to speak, just stammered out a few syllables. For some reason he was not as cruel to me as he could be. “Well, Miss Lemay, it sounds as if you still have some reading to do here,” he’d said before moving on.

 

As he spoke I saw a flash in his eyes. It was as if he knew what I’d been thinking about the whole class, how I’d been imagining what it would feel like to curl up naked on his lap and let him hold me close with those strong, steel-like arms. As his eyes lingered on me for what felt like minutes it only cemented my feelings.

 

My friend Katie is looking at me with confusion as I search out Professor Greaves where he stands now, leaning against the bar with a kind of sturdy and easy grace. Even now, in this casual situation, he emanates authority. The group he’s talking to are listening to him. He looks good, his shoulders just as broad in that button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to showcase those taut forearms.

 

This crush may not be in the past as much as I wish it was.

 

A blush creeps up my neck. Even after all these years I can’t help but wonder what his broad chest looks like, how his muscled body would feel on top of me. It’s silly, but I can’t control my thoughts around him.  

 

He probably doesn’t even remember me. I graduated a few years ago now. But to my surprise, he meets my eyes, then smiles and waves. His eyes crinkle at the edges and I feel a lurch in my stomach.

 

“Is that your uncle or something?” asks my friend Katie.

 

“No, he was my professor,” I say vaguely, still staring across the bar. I’m barely trying to disguise the open lust that must be obvious on my face. I feel like I’m an 18-year-old in my first year of college all over again, trying to stop my mind from racing and imagining what this man might do to me.

 

Professor Greaves gestures as if he’s going to come over to talk to me and I immediately become short of breath, the blood surging down between my legs and away from my brain.

 

And before I can really convince my brain that my professor is here, in the flesh, in the same bar as me, he’s standing in front of me.

 

“Pearl,” he says with a nod, his blue eyes twinkling. He’s aged like a fine, fine wine, the wrinkles on his face only deepening that look of wisdom and authority. “Good to see you.”

 

“Prof- Professor Greaves,” is all I can muster in response.

 

“Just Grant will do.” The rumble of his deep voice stirs something deep inside me. He glances at Katie with a brief nod, but turns his focus back to me. Is it just my imagination or are his eyes lingering on the neckline of my blouse? 

 

“What brings you here tonight?”

 

I tell him how we’re celebrating my promotion at work. He nods along. It’s an industry he understands, having worked adjacent to it for years.  “It’s a goal I’ve wanted to achieve for ages. Basically since I started at the publishing house.”

 

He nods and congratulates me. When he says “Well done, Pearl” with that low, sexy voice I just about melt into the floor right there. It feels like we’re the only ones in the bar. I want to crush my body against his, to get as close as is physically possible. In the back of my mind I’m still fantasizing about what his cock might look like, even as we superficially discuss his latest paper.

 

At least I can talk to him now – I’ve moved past my stammering and I’m starting to feel comfortable.  

 

But then he breaks eye contact and turns away to get back to his group. The moment is over. Without those steely blue eyes boring into mine I feel bereft.

 

“What the fuck was that?” asks Katie as I look back to her, feeling shaken up. 

 

“I don’t know,” I reply. I truly don’t.
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GRANT





I CAN’T GET Pearl out of my head as I leave the bar that night. The way her wide brown eyes locked onto me from across the bar has raised a lot of questions that I need to answer. It was like she couldn’t look away.

 

I’m not the type to fixate on students. There’s no one who has ever stirred me in a way that was worth losing my career over. Except her. Pearl Lemay was certainly the closest it got.

 

The awful thing was what an obvious choice she was. I was half terrified the whole time she was at our college that one of my colleagues with fewer qualms about fucking a student would take her.

 

Mini dresses, luscious blonde curls, curves that could give a man a heart attack. She ticked all the boxes. Not to mention that she had an innocent aura that drove me crazy. And yet there was a naivete to her I found enticing. She knew she was pretty but she didn’t know what she was doing to men.

 

Pearl dressed in a way meant to reveal her body, did her make up, and clearly knew she was hot. There was almost always a boyfriend in tow when I saw her around the campus.

 

That’s not to say she was a ditz. Pearl was always a smart girl, acing her other papers. I’d never been able to understand why she had done so poorly in my class.

 

In fact her poor grades were in my papers, exclusively. Almost like she’d been trying to send me a signal. It all comes flooding back now, smelling that soft vanilla scent of her and listening to the tinkle of her laughter. I’d been quite obsessed with her, unable to stop myself from fantasizing about what might happen if we were alone together.

 

I’d stay late in my office many nights with thoughts of Pearl racing through my head, telling myself that it was because I had papers to write but really waiting for the moment when I’d imagine her walking through the door and start to jerk off as she asked me to give her better grades.

 

It was laughable, of course, the classic fantasy of fucking a student. Not something I’m into, normally.

 

But Pearl, with her mouth-watering fuckable body and the vacant expression on her face in class, almost as if she had been already daydreaming about me, as if she was thinking something similar to me… She almost broke my self-control.

 

I’m turning this over in my mind as I walk to the car park down the road.

 

Then, like a vision, she’s right in front of me, shifting from side to side as she waits for the bus.

 

Keep walking, I tell myself. This is an ex-student, she’s at least 20 years younger than you, she’s not interested in what you’re offering.

 

But after seeing that look in her eye across the bar, the way she bit her full lips while she looked at me, I’m almost powerless to what my body is screaming at me to do. I would do anything for the chance to look at that cleavage again.

 

And that’s all I’m going to do, I tell myself. Look but don’t touch.

 

“Want a ride?” I ask, jingling my car keys.

 

Surprise crosses her pretty face as she looks up at me. I can’t help but drop my eyes to her top, again. I hope she didn’t notice my staring earlier. But even as I think it I can barely drag my eyes away from the way those fat tits seem to be waiting to spill out of the deep V-neck of her blouse.  She takes a deep breath and my pants tighten at the way her breasts rise.

 

“Okay,” she says, looking at me seriously and a little uncertainly again. She bites her lip and slings her handbag over her shoulder.

 

I try to put her at ease, talking about what’s happening at college, giving her the updates about some of her former professors.

 

But the moment we sit in the car my self-control starts to slip. I can smell her so strongly here, in this enclosed space, that my mind is filled with thoughts of taking her. Vanilla and a hint of cocoa. A homely, nurturing smell that somehow puts me at ease.

 

And I’m starting to think she might want this too. She barely lifted her eyes from my face this entire walk, just fixing me with those soft amber eyes.

 

We sit there in silence for a moment and I’m just about to speak, to ask her a question, when, quick as a flash, she leans across the car and kisses me. Blood roars through my veins at her proximity, at feeling of those soft, full lips against mine.

 

The kiss is so quick, so chaste that it’s almost cute. No tongue. Her lips brush against mine for just a few seconds. I want to crush her mouth to mine, to pull her onto my lap and fuck her senseless, but I hold back. I don’t want to freak her out with my irrational, intense feelings towards her.

 

And yet after that tiny kiss I am so painfully hard that it’s torturous, my cock begging to be set free from my pants.

 

“What were you going to say?” she asks. She’s grinning now, happier than I’ve ever seen her, her face lit up like a ray of sunlight.  

 

“I was going to ask if you had a boyfriend,” I say, still a little stunned. Does this mean she wants this just as much as I do?

“Oh. Well, no I don’t,” she says, giggling. “I wouldn’t have kissed you if I did, obviously.”

 

My mind is reeling from that brief, soft kiss. I’m trying to stop myself from doing something that might scare her. Like taking those breasts in my hands and sucking on her hard nipples, which I can see poking through her blouse.

 

“Where are we going to go now?” she asks, excitedly. Good God I want to taste that sweet pussy and learn how excited she really is.

 

I exhale, slowly, trying to control my thoughts. “What do you mean by that?” Let’s clear this up now, I tell myself. Let there be no misunderstanding between us about what this means.

 

Because right now, tasting her sweet lip gloss on my lips, remembering the soft and innocent way she pressed her mouth against mine, the feeling of her hand gently wrapped in my hair, I need some assurances.

 

This is a young woman, far too young for you, is what the rational part of my mind tells me. Leave her alone. Let her lead her life and get over her crush on her professor. It’s probably not even about you, it’s about the power dynamic, which doesn’t even exist anymore.

 

But that voice is being drowned out by a chorus of instinct. Something primal and ancient is stirring in my veins. And it is yelling at me to claim her.

 

The intensity of feeling is scary, overwhelming. I want to tie her to a bed so she can’t leave and fuck her until she can only moan my name. I want to slide my cock between those pillowy soft lips until they’re swollen and glazed with my cum. I want to stretch her pussy with my thick cock.

 

She takes my hand in hers, caressing it with her soft palms and tracing shapes over my knuckles. Somehow this is wildly erotic, too, the sensation of her just holding me, stroking my hand. I wonder if she can feel how hard my heart is beating. Every part of me seems to pulse with stimulation at having her this near to me.

 

Pearl looks away, biting her glossy lower lip and glancing at me only occasionally as she tells me what she wants.

 

“Well, Professor…”

 

“Grant,” I correct her.

 

“Okay, Grant,” she says. “That feels weird to say. I always had a crush on you when I was studying in your classes. A really big crush, actually. I could barely concentrate on what you were teaching because I was so distracted by… Well, you.”

 

Now she looks at me with open lust, her eyes moving over my shoulders, my chest, my arms, and landing on my crotch.

 

I just swallow, my throat dry. This is so wrong, screams the rational part of my mind. This is a former student. Who is half your age.

 

But with every additional word she speaks that sensible voice is growing fainter.

 

She continues. “I would sit there just imagining what it might feel like to kiss you, to hold you. Something like this,” she laughs. The sound is so beautiful, so innocent, and somehow enough to make me think about her in bed. Everything this voluptuous young woman does drips with sex.  

 

“And so, I was hoping, Professor, that we might be able to actually do that. Now that I’ve graduated. And maybe you won’t get in trouble.”

 

Then she looks up at me with those gorgeous soft brown eyes, which seem to glow in the dim light of my car, and the last shreds of my self-control dissolve to nothing. My sole focus is getting my cock inside her at the earliest available opportunity.

 

“Anything,” I tell her. “Anything you want to do, we can do it.”

 

The way her face lights up makes my pants strain even tighter across my cock. I wish I didn’t live halfway across town – this drive is going to be torture.

 

She keeps looking deep into my eyes and takes my fingers into her mouth. It’s so soft, so wet, and she looks deep into my eyes while she takes my finger deeper into my mouth. I know what she’s trying to tell me. She is totally at my mercy, totally willing to serve me.

 

That rational part of my brain has totally fallen away. It has been replaced entirely by the part of me that is yelling at me to claim her, to cum deep inside her, to make her mine in every way so that no other man can touch this gorgeous young woman.

 

Pearl pulls my finger from her mouth with a popping sound.

 

“Have you always been so slutty?” I can’t help it. The question leaves my lips before I’ve considered it. I regret it.

 

But she’s not offended. If anything, it makes her eyes light up with what seems to be lust and a small smile plays at the edges of her lips. “Only for you. I’ve always been desperate for your cock, Professor.”

 

My balls tighten at her words. “My little slutty student,” I say in an almost whisper, scarcely able to believe what she’s saying. She nods and licks her lips.

 

“Your slutty student has one more request, Professor,” she says in a low voice, looking me dead in the eyes again.

 

“Grant,” I correct her, but my heart isn’t in it anymore. This girl wants to fuck her Professor. I can’t deny that coming from her, it’s arousing.

 

“Well, I was hoping that we might be able to do it for the first time back on campus. In…”

 

My mouth goes dry and the blood surges to my cock as I guess what she’s about to say.

 

“…your office?”

 

My office. Where I’d once spoken to her. Explained my marking. Assigned readings. With any other student, former or otherwise, the answer would be a no. But I see the heat in Pearl’s gaze as she clings to my hand. Those pretty eyes are irresistible.

 

I shouldn’t want her like this, this young blonde girl in her 20s with her whole life ahead of her. A former student, for God’s sake. With Pearl, that only makes me want her more.

 

It’s a terrible idea. Sure, she’s not a student any more, but I’m still not supposed to fuck in my office. Obviously. I feel embarrassed to even be considering it, but it is so much closer than my house.

 

And I don’t know how much longer I’m going to last, given I just about blew my load from her sucking on my finger. It would be a waste, screams that dangerous, possessive part of my brain, to come anywhere other than her mouth or her pussy. She is your slut and you need to claim her.

 

I nod.
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PEARL





I DREAMED ABOUT this so many times that it still doesn’t feel real. This is your Professor, I have to keep reminding myself. The man that you dreamed of starting a life with. The man that still comes back into your head, late at night, when you’re alone and you want to come.

 

Professor Greaves is silent as he enters his office and takes a seat in the big leather armchair in the corner. A conflicted look passes over that handsome face for a second, as if he’s wrestling with himself over this. I stand in the doorway for a second, uncertain, but then he pats his thigh.

 

It’s like he’s known all along what I was thinking about in his classes. I practically run across the room to straddle him.

 

“Good girl,” he whispers softly in my ear, stroking a slow, burning trail down my spine. The low tone of his voice starts an ache between my legs that I know will remain there until I feel him inside me.

 

Slowly, reverently, he pulls down the neckline of my blouse and lifts my breasts out.

 

He takes a beat to look at me, his eyes roaming over my breasts. “You’re gorgeous,” he exhales and I press my chest towards him, feeling the rough fabric of his shirt rub against my nipples. I can already feel his cock starting to harden beneath me and I let him know, grinding into it.

 

“I could have lost my job over these tits. You have no idea what you did to me, you and your slutty little outfits,” he says.

 

“It was all for you, Professor,” I tell him. It’s the truth. Every time I felt his eyes raking over my cleavage in class I would silently congratulate myself.

 

The sensation of his thick fingers squeezing my soft flesh makes me moan.

 

Other than sucking his finger and that frustratingly chaste kiss in his car, it’s the first time he’s touched me. I want his hands everywhere.

 

I kiss him again, sloppy and wet this time, so he knows how much I want this. This time he responds how I wanted him to in the car, hungry and almost desperate, his thick tongue pressing deep into my mouth. One hand roughly squeezes my breast and I moan into his mouth.

 

This is what I want. This intensity, this need to consume each other, I need to know that he feels it too.

 

He breaks the kiss to pull my blouse over my head, so I’m sitting on his lap in just a miniskirt and heels.

 

For a while he just holds me there, mapping out my body with his roaming hands, squeezing and groping my breasts, my ass, pinching my waist, cupping my mound over my panties. It’s like he’s assessing me, whether I will be the right slut for him.

 

Every touch sends a tingle to my core and I squirm on his lap. I love the way that he has accepted my body as plaything. I hope I pass his tests.

 

In the end the attention starts to become too much. Every touch brings me closer to the edge, especially when he starts to focus his attentions on my inner thigh, making his way closer and closer to the edge of my panties. I let out a moan.

 

He kisses my neck as he rubs my clit through my panties. “It’s like you were made for me, slut.”

 

I’m so excited now that I can feel my panties getting damp with moisture. I grind myself against his leg, getting closer and closer to the bulging tent in his pants.

 

I moan with impatience as he pushes me further away from his cock. I could so easily make myself cum if only he would let me grind on it.

 

“Not yet, slut,” he says, kissing my cheek.

 

It’s not fair. I have waited patiently, let him use my body. He’s seen my tits, surely it’s my turn to find out what perfect cock looks like.  I can feel the bulge in his pants growing impossibly large. I move my hands down to the hard, hot package and he lets out a breath.

 

“Can I please suck your cock, Professor? Please?”

 

“So impatient,” he says, tutting with his tongue. “Fine, slut, you can suck it.”

 

I scramble to get onto my knees and undo his belt.

 

I am not prepared for the massive cock that springs out. Huge. Hard as steel. Velvety smooth. Moisture rushes down between my legs just from looking at it. 

 

Professor Greaves’ cock is better than it was in my dreams.

 

I don’t know if it’s true that older men have larger cocks, but he is bigger than any of my previous boyfriends by a long way.

 

I am physically unable to wrap one hand around his veiny, textured girth. The thick mushroom head is glossy with precum.

 

Professor Greaves is so hard that his cock stands practically flat against his stomach.

 

He sees the stunned look on my face. “Does my slutty student like what she sees?”

 

All I can do is nod, my mouth filling with saliva at the sight of this yummy dick. I feel like my eyes must be bulging cartoonishly at this beautiful sight.

 

He lets out a quiet grunt and his cock throbs as I take it in my hand.

 

I look up at him and see something shift behind his eyes as he takes in the sight of me holding his cock next to my face. Something animalistic and rough.

 

I part my lips to show him that I’m ready whenever he is but he takes his time, rubbing precum from the head across my cheeks.

 

“You’re so pretty with my cock next to your face,” he says. “My precum on your cheeks. Mine.” He lets out a growl on this last word. The possessiveness sends goosebumps down my spine.

 

I’m starting to get the feeling that Professor Greaves wants something more than just fucking me and it turns me on to think that he wants to – what? To own me, to use me, to possess me so that we are bonded together forever.

 

Then, finally, he pushes his swollen head between my lips. The salty taste of his precum fills my mouth and I swirl my tongue around him, gently.

 

It feels so delicious, like a dream come true, to finally have my Professor’s cock filling my mouth. My cheeks bulge with the ridiculous girth of him as I try to push deeper, to take more of him in my mouth.

 

“I know you can do better than that, slut,” he says, pushing further into my face. I gag. He pulls back and frowns down at me.

 

“I don’t want to hurt you. Try to relax your throat,” he says and I nod. The thickness of his cock fills me up so much. It’s like I can barely think, because my mouth is so full of him. I want to take it all.

 

I swirl my tongue around his head and take him into my mouth again, sucking him into my mouth as far as I can. I want to serve him, to make this as pleasurable for him as I can.

 

“That’s right, such a good little slut,” he tells me as I spit on his cock, making it as wet as possible. Every time he tells me I’m doing well another spark of heat piles upon the fire between my legs, making my need for his cum grow even more. It’s all I can think about, the reward I will get at the end of this. I would let him do whatever he wanted if it meant I could taste his cum.

 

Each time I take him into my mouth I listen carefully to the sounds of his little moans and grunts as I suck him. I take each new sound as my own reward, greedily collecting them. I can’t wait for him to fill me up, to claim me for the first time.

 

I think he’s getting close when I feel his cock start to twitch inside my mouth. When I reach to caress his swollen, velvety balls he seems to lose all control.

 

The thoughts leave my head as he pushes so deep that it winds me. He’s fucking my face now, with no regard for whether I can take the full length of that thick cock into my throat.

 

He’s so deep inside my throat that it hurts, that I can barely breathe, that my eyes are streaming with tears. And my panties are so wet at how he’s using me that I want him to keep going.

 

“My good girl,” he grunts. His voice is strained and breathless. “Such a good slut. I’m so close now.”

 

He grips my hair with both hands and pushes his cock even deeper down my throat. The soft skin of his balls grazes my lips and I realize I’ve done it. He’s fully inside my throat.

 

He’s beyond words now, just letting out a low grunt at the feeling.

 

My throat spasms around him. I start to see stars. With one last thrust deep inside my mouth he unloads inside me.

 

“Fuck,” he groans, gripping my head with his need. His sticky, creamy mess hits the back of my throat and I feel the warm load of cum slide down into my stomach.

 

I swirl my tongue around his softening cock to make sure I’ve got every last drop. He strokes my hair gently at this and I know that he means “thank you”.

 

He pulls his cock from my mouth and looks at me with amazement, pulling me back to his lap. He kisses me softly, wordlessly.

 

We’re both out of breath, sitting in the armchair panting and sweaty. I start to drift, feeling relaxed and sleepy, safe in his strong arms.

 

“You took that so well, darling,” he tells me. “I’ve never fucked anyone’s throat like that before.”

 

I press my body into his. He wraps those strong, muscled arms around me and kisses down the side of my arm.

 

“I don’t know if I’m ever going to be able to let you go,” he murmurs to me.

 

I don’t want him to.
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GRANT





PEARL DOESN’T KNOW how serious I am.

 

I’m only starting to realize it, myself.

 

As soon as I kissed her I knew that my need for her ran so much deeper than just wanting that perfect body, that perfect pussy that I haven’t even seen yet. This isn’t just about sex, it’s not just about being with a stunning young woman.

 

It’s about claiming her. Making her mine. Ensuring that no one can take her away from me.

 

I want to knock up this young woman, to make her stomach swell with my seed, with my baby. But I can’t just tell her I want to get her pregnant.

 

I spread her legs open, on either side of mine, and start to rub her clit. She’s already soaking wet, the moisture visible through her panties, just at the sensation of me fucking her face. 

 

I’m still reeling from the way her throat took my cock so readily, how it wrapped so perfectly around me. It’s really like this girl was placed on earth to take my seed.

 

I love how excited she is when I touch her. I stop rubbing her clit and she starts to grind her naked cunt against the leg of my trousers, just wearing her little mini skirt.

 

“You’re such a good girl,” I say. “So desperate for my cock.”

 

Maybe too desperate. We can’t keep our hands off each other.  

 

What I have to talk to her about is serious. And yet, I can’t keep my hands off her cunt. She moans as I start to fuck her with just one finger, grinding against my hand and panting.

 

Her blonde curls are messy, her cheeks are stained with make up, and her full lips are swollen and hanging open. The most erotic sight I’ve ever seen.

 

This smart young woman is so ruined, so desperate, and it’s all because of my cock. I want to make my seed the center of her life, so that she can’t wake up without fixating on when she will next get a load of my cum.

 

But first I need to talk to her about what she wants.

 

“Pearl, there’s something I have to talk to you about. I don’t have any protection in this office. Do you have a condom? Are you on any birth control?”

 

She pauses her grinding, my fingers still inside her pussy, and looks up at me with wide eyes and shakes her head. “No, Professor.”

 

Damn.

 

Then she seems upset, her eyes filling with tears. She starts to grind on my fingers again and I can’t resist pressing her clit with my thumb.

 

“But I don’t care about that. This will sound silly. But I need your cock, your cum so much right now Professor that I don’t think we should wait until we have a condom.”

 

I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

 

“This is serious, Pearl. I could get you pregnant.”

 

“I know, Professor. I don’t care. I would like to have your baby,” she says. I rub her clit and feel her pussy flood with moisture. “It makes me wet to think about you breeding me,” she whispers, as if she’s ashamed.

 

“I want to give you a baby, Pearl, but I’m serious. I’m talking about making you mine. Forever.” She nods, breathless, and I feel her muscles clench around my fingers.

 

“I want your raw cock inside me. I need your cum. If I get pregnant, that would be okay with me. But I understand if you don’t want that.”

 

She looks away, across the room, biting her swollen lip, and I see that those doe-like brown eyes are filling with tears again.

 

It’s insane that this fertile young woman would think I don’t want her, that I don’t want to breed her and tie her to me forever.

 

I tilt her chin back towards me and stroke her face, laying a gentle kiss on her lips and wiping away her tears. “You have no idea how much I want that.”

 

I take her soft hand and bring it to my crotch, where my cock is throbbing and hard again.

 

“You’re so hard,” she whispers. “I want all that cum inside my pussy, Professor.” She starts to grind against my hand and I feel a gush of moisture.

 

I start to fuck her with my fingers, feeling her tight cunt stretch out around my hand. In and out, roughly enough that she cries out.

 

She’s breathless now as she tells me what she wants. “I want you to put a baby inside me. I want you to keep me pregnant, to fill me with your seed again and again.”

 

I’m shocked to feel her twitch and cry out with a powerful orgasm as she talks about how much she wants to carry my baby. She lies trembling in my arms as she comes down from that high.

 

The strength of that orgasm is what convinces me.

 

“You want me to knock you up,” I say, in disbelief. This 22-year-old slut wants to be bred by an older man.

 

“Yes,” she breathes out, limp in my arms from her orgasm. “Fill me with your cum, Professor. Give me a baby. Make me yours.”

 

With that, I flip her over so that I can take her from behind. I thrust into that tight hole that from now on will be only mine.

 

Fuck. She’s so tight that it’s like her pussy wants to keep my cock inside her. It’s almost painful to thrust in and out, despite how wet she is from her orgasm.

 

She lets out a strangled moan.

 

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” I ask. I pause, leaving my rock-hard cock motionless inside her. With each shuddering breath I feel her relax.

 

“You’re just so huge,” she says. “But I want it so much, Professor. I need you to fill me up.”

 

I move as gently as I possibly can, ignoring the voices that tell me to slam this young woman into the desk and fuck her as hard as I can.

 

Take it slow, I tell my primal instincts. If she enjoys this first time, there will be many others, I promise myself.

 

I inch forward. Every inch of my cock that enters her pussy I can feel her relax a little more, welcoming me into her soft, wet hole. It’s torture to go so slow.

 

“It hurts so much but it’s so good at the same time,” she tells me. “Keep going, Professor. I can’t wait to be filled up with your cum. Give me your baby.”

 

With those words, I push my cock deep inside my slutty student’s pussy, loving the sound of her moans in response.
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PEARL





“YOU KNOW, IF this was five years ago, we would have created quite a scandal,” Grant murmurs into my neck. My orgasms have made me weak and he’s practically propping me up with the hard thrusts of his cock.

 

I feel his cock throb inside me at his own words and let out a moan. “I wouldn’t have been able to resist breeding you, even then. No matter how much trouble it would have caused,” he continues.

 

The thought of us doing this, when he was my professor, makes me ache even more. I imagine telling my friends that I was pregnant with Professor Greaves’ baby. Some would have been jealous, I’m sure. Others would have been aghast that I’d fucked a man twice my age without protection.

 

I know I wouldn’t have cared. All I would have needed is to know that I was my Professor’s slut, claimed and filled with his cum whenever he wanted me. That is enough to fulfil me, no matter how wrong other people thought it was.

 

I turn to meet his gaze, so that he can see the lust in my eyes. “I would have let you. Maybe I could have got a better grade on your paper,” I say. He thrusts into me, deeper still.

 

“If we’d been doing this, I would have given you any grade you wanted,” he says. His voice is getting husky now, strained, as he starts to fuck me hard. I can feel his bulging head inching closer and closer to my cervix.

 

Between each low grunt he speaks to me. He tells me how much he wanted me and still wants me. How much it turns him on to think about what it would have been like, to breed me while I was still his student. How everyone on campus would have known what a dirty whore I was, but only for him.

 

“I would have taken you for walks around campus, my pregnant student. So that everyone could see your swollen belly and your perfect breasts filling up, all because of me,” he says, caressing my stomach as he talks. “I’d have wanted to let everyone know that I claimed you, that I filled you with my seed, because you’re my little slut.”

 

He’s pounding my pussy now, too wrapped up in this fantasy to worry about going slow. It hurts, but somehow it turns me on even more, that he’s just using me for his own pleasure, to fill with his cum, rather than trying to make sure I’m not in pain.

 

I start to tremble with my own need as he tells me how everyone will know that I’m his whore when he knocks me up. The pleasure and pain have merged into a haze that makes me cry out.

 

“You’re such a good girl, you’re going to drain my balls so completely. There’s no way you won’t get pregnant from this,” he mutters, thrusting so hard that I can’t help but let out a moan each time.

 

Then he stops thrusting, suddenly, and I let out a whine.

 

“Please, Professor Greaves. I need you inside me.” I don’t care if I have to beg. I’m close to the edge and want to feel him thrusting inside me again. He flips me around onto my back so that I’m facing him. I feel empty without his cock.

 

I’m panting and totally naked, looking up at him from his desk. He looks out of breath too, and I can’t help but marvel at his broad chest and ripped torso. Something like anguish crosses his face as he stares down at me.

 

He smooths my hair back softly from my face with one of those big, strong hands and I kiss his wrist. I look up at him with my mouth open and he pushes one of his fingers into my mouth. I suck greedily. It’s not his cock but I’ll take what I can get.

For a moment he looks down at my pussy again, licking his lips, but then shakes his head as if to clear it.

 

His voice becomes low and deadly serious, the light glinting grey in his eyes.

 

“Pearl, you know that this is a big decision, right? You could actually… Fuck,” he becomes unfocused as he stares down at me, trying to summon the words. His eyes roam over my body. Every part of it is already well-used, with the points of my nipples standing on end and my pussy lips tingling. “So beautiful,” he murmurs, almost to himself, before he starts back up again.

 

“This is so wrong. You’re so much younger than me… You’re so fertile and we might actually –” he lays a hand on my stomach and tries to continue speaking but it’s like he can’t.

 

I feel a surge of pride, that I have reduced this articulate, intelligent man to this point, where he can barely form a sentence.

 

I know exactly what he’s trying to say.

 

“I want you to get me pregnant, Professor. I need your cum inside me. I want you to knock me up. I know that you’ll be a great daddy and you’ll provide for me,” I say.

 

I look down and see his cock jump. My mouth fills with drool. It looks almost painfully hard now, the head an angry shade of red. His balls are so swollen that they could explode at any moment. I just want him back inside me, filling me up.

 

He nods slowly. “As long as you’re sure. Because once I’m inside you again, I don’t think I’m going to be able to pull out.” He’s smiling now, gazing down at me with something like wonder. He bends down to kiss my belly.

 

“You will look so beautiful when you’re carrying my child.”

 

His words make me overflow with joy and desire. This sexy, intelligent alpha male has chosen me to start a family. He always wanted me in the same primal way I needed his thick cock, no matter what the rules said, no matter what relationship there was between us. This connection between us runs so much deeper than the teacher student relationship we once had.

 

Now, finally, we can fulfil those forbidden desires.

 

Grant places a gentle kiss on my lips and pulls my ankles wide apart with his hands before he thrusts into me again. “I want to see the look in your eyes when I get you pregnant,” he says.

 

I’m so sensitive now that the size of his cock winds me. I feel every inch of it stretching me as he pushes inside, but I wrap my legs tightly around his waist. I am serious about this. I want him as deep in me as possible.

 

His weight is so heavy on top of me that I can barely move my hips to help him get deeper. Every thrust pins me onto the desk, yet I don’t care about the uncomfortable position. All I care about is milking every drop of cum from his cock.

 

Every so often I hear him mutter something like “slutty little student” or “fill you up” but pretty soon we are past words. He’s gripping my waist hard as he pounds into me, over and over.

 

All it takes is a feather-light touch of his thumb on my clit for me to melt into the table, trembling and writhing beneath him as I’m carried away by the wave of another powerful orgasm. I’ve never been so aroused as when I think about how my Professor is going to keep me pregnant.

 

A few seconds later I feel a jolt of warmth as he unloads, panting, deeper in my pussy that anything I’ve ever felt. The big load of warm cum inside me makes me feel safe and contented. In that moment, I have everything I could ever want.

 

We both stay there, breathing hard, for what feels like an hour, his warm weight pinning me to his desk while his cock softens inside me.

 

He plants little tender kisses all over my face and holds me, telling me what a great Mom I’m going to be. It’s the beginning of the rest of my life.

 

///

 

Two months later, when my tits are so sensitive that I can cum just from him sucking on my nipples, we fuck in Grant’s office again to celebrate the positive pregnancy test.

 

“I’m going to keep you pregnant, Pearl,” the man I love tells me as he slides a ring onto my finger, his cock still inside me. “My perfect little cumslut is going to become my wife.”

 

“Thank you, Professor,” I say, delirious with happiness and pregnancy hormones. As long as he keeps filling me with his precious seed, I will be happy.
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