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THE NAUGHTY PROFESSOR


Chapter 1

It was the first day of class and Jack was running late. He hurried through the crowds milling about the campus square, then jogged up the steps to Stillmann Hall. The class was on the third floor. Jack took the stairs two at a time, his backpack bouncing against him with each lunging step.

When Jack finally skidded to a halt in front of room 312, his heart was racing.

Lathered up and panting like a dog, he thought. Nice way to start your second year at college.

Taking a deep breath, Jack opened the door and stepped inside. The classroom was already filled, every available seat taken by other students. The front of the classroom was empty, however, and Jack breathed a sigh of relief. The professor had not yet arrived, which meant all his exertions had paid off.

Jack scanned the room for somewhere to sit. The only space left was a seat in the very front row. Jack hated sitting in the front, but it seemed he had no choice. Readjusting his heavy backpack, Jack made his way to the front of the room and settled heavily into the empty chair.

"What took you so long?" said Terri.

Jack glanced at the girl sitting to his right and grinned. Terri was his girlfriend Kara's roommate. The three of them had been friends since high school. It was good to see a familiar face, especially after the night Jack had gone through.

It had started well enough. Jack had gone over to Terri and Kara's dorm room to check on how they were settling in. Terri and Jack had shared a laugh when they learned they were both taking Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey.

"Maybe we'll learn how they did it in Outer Mongolia," Terri had joked.

"Lots of lonely yaks," Jack said.

"Gross!" Kara made a face. She didn't like sex talk, even when it was just her two friends joking around.

Jack had wrapped Kara in his arms and kissed the top of her head. She was a beautiful girl, blonde-haired and blue eyed, with a figure that drew stares everywhere she went. Jack loved holding her tight against his body.

Which is all he had ever done with Kara. They had been dating for two years, ever since they were seniors in high school, and Jack had never done more than kiss Kara.

"I just believe that marriage should come first," Kara had explained to Jack the first time he had tried to go further than kissing.

Jack respected Kara's beliefs. He didn't pressure her for sex and the two had kept their relationship chaste. Jack had never been with a woman and he wanted Kara to be his first.

Jack's body, however, had a different opinion of Kara. It ached to fuck her, to finally get inside Kara's warm pussy. Jack constantly struggled against the sexual yearning that howled inside him. He was a young man, after all, his hormones were raging and he was bursting at the seams to have sex. Tall and good looking, Jack had plenty of girls who were interested in him, girls who would go much further than Kara. Jack had resisted them all.

I only want Kara, he'd told himself. And she wants me. We'll be each other's first and last.

Last night, though, Jack's resolve had finally slipped. Sitting alone with Kara in her dorm room, listening to music as they sat on the edge of Kara's narrow bed, Jack had taken Kara's hand and placed it on his crotch. His cock was hard and he wanted her to feel it bulging against his jeans.

"What are you doing, Jack?" Kara tried to pull her hand away but Jack had held it there.

"I can't take it anymore, Kara," Jack said. "Being around you is driving me crazy."

"Jack, you know how I feel about you. And you know how I feel about… this."

"I know," Jack said, "and I've always honored your wishes. I've never tried to pressure you, have I?"

Kara had shaken her head. Was her hand starting to flex a bit? Was she starting to feel his cock? It felt so good to have her touching him, even if it was through his pants. Her fingers twitched. He wasn't just imagining it, was he?

"The thing is," Jack said, "even if we can't have sex, maybe you could still do things with me. Stuff that feels good, but that isn't sex. Not really, at least."

"Like what?" Kara asked. She was looking at her hand resting on Jack's bulging crotch.

"Like you could suck me. Or just use your hand. I need to get some release, Kara. It's been two years. Please. I'm tired of just masturbating, thinking of you the whole time. We'd still be virgins."

Kara licked her lips. Jack's heart was thumping hard, excitement surging through him.

She's going to say, Yes. I can see it in her eyes. A blowjob, even just a hand job-- I need it so badly.

Kara leaned forward and Jack held his breath. He shook with anticipation, imaging Kara's full lips wrapping around his shaft, the feeling of her tongue licking his head. He couldn't wait.

"No, Jack." Kara pulled her hand away and stood up from the bed.

"No?" Jack's voice was small, bewildered.

"You just want to play with semantics," she said. "It's still sex. I won't do it."

Jack cradled his head in his hands. His balls were already starting to ache with frustration. He knew he was in for a long night dealing with a severe case of blue balls.

"Okay, Kara," he said, defeated. "I understand."

He stood. Kara gave him a soft hug, making sure their bodies didn't touch too tightly. Jack breathed in the smell of her hair, his eyes closing as he tried to relax.

"I love you," Kara said. "I just want our first time to be special."

"I know."

"Get some rest, Jack. You and Terri have an early class tomorrow."

But Jack hadn't gotten much rest at all. Back in his own dorm room, alone in his own narrow bed, Jack had felt his body screaming in frustration. Even after he masturbated, his cock had been unsatisfied, wanting more than just his own hand. He had tossed and turned all night, stumbling out of bed without even enough time to wash before his first class.

Now he was here, unshowered, and with balls that still ached.

Yeah, a really great way to start the year.

"You look pretty rough, Jack," Terri said to him.

"I had a bad night," Jack mumbled.

"Kara?"

Jack nodded. Terri offered him a wan smile. She was a friend to both of them. She knew the tensions between Jack and Kara.

"I'll buy you a cup of coffee after class," she offered. Jack was grateful for the consolation. Terri had always been a good pal.

Maybe I should have dated Terri. She's a sweet girl. And she puts out. I've heard her and her ex-boyfriend going at it plenty of times.

Jack sighed and shook his head, trying to clear the frustrations of the night from his groggy mind. The sooner this stupid class was finished, the sooner he could go back to his room and get cleaned up.

I'll need to jerk it one more time in the shower, too. My balls feel like they're full of lead.

Jack pulled his laptop from his backpack and opened it up. He could hear the door at the back of the class open. As he began preparing a fresh document for his class notes, crisp footsteps passed by him. A faint whiff of perfume caught his attention. The murmur of the class had suddenly died down.

Jack looked up from his computer.

His professor was standing at the head of the classroom.

She was absolutely stunning.

Tall, even in the flats she had on. Blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. Green eyes behind a pair of stylish glasses. Full lips, glossy and plump. She looked to be in her late thirties, a few fine lines creasing the corners of her eyes. Age had done nothing to diminish her looks, however, just as the conservative business suit she wore did nothing to hide the curves of her lush body.

Jack could feel his cock tingling.

Terri nudged him, hard.

"Close your mouth," she whispered. "You look silly,"

Jack closed his gaping mouth. The professor must have heard Terri whispering. She gave the two of them a smile.

"Good morning, everyone," she said. "I'm Anya Marikova. Professor Hayes is ill and I've been asked to take his place for this semester. Most unexpected, but here I am."

She spread her arms wide and gave a shrug as if to say, What can you do? The class tittered nervously.

"This class is Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey," Professor Marikova continued. "So, I hope everyone is in the right room. Yes? Macro-Economics 4120 is the next door over."

She had a slight accent, which made her husky voice even sexier. Jack listened closely as she explained the course objectives, the syllabus, the books needed.

"Today we begin at the beginning," she said, "which is always a good place to start. You and you. Please come and stand next to me."

Jack startled. Professor Marikova was pointing at him and Terri. Exchanging a baffled glance, the two of them rose from their seats and stood on either side of the professor. Jack scanned the eyes looking at him. He had always been uncomfortable standing in front of a crowd. He wondered what the hell he was doing up there.

"First and prime lesson," Professor Marikova said, "is sexual dimorphism. Here we have…"

She leaned close to Terri.

"What is your name, darling?" she asked.

"Terri."

"Here we have Terri and…?"

"Jack," Jack said.

"Terri and Jack. Very good. So the question is, What is the difference between Terri and Jack? Anyone?"

Jack breathed in the smell of the professor's perfume. She was standing close to him, her hand resting lightly on his lower back. He could feel the heat radiating from her body.

"One's a girl and one's a boy," someone called out.

"Very good," said Professor Marikova. "Most astute. We know this because they each manifest the traits of their respective genders. Despite their clothing hiding markers like genitalia or breast development, there are obvious differences between Terri and Jack. Height, bone structure, overall mass. These physical differences are what makes up sexual dimorphism, which is what we will be covering in depth today."

Professor Marikova gave each of them a small pat.

"Thank you both," she said, nodding for Terri and Jack to return to their seats. Jack felt relieved to be leaving the spotlight. He looked like hell to begin with-- having thirty fellow students eyeing him had not been pleasant.

Jack gave a startled flinch. Professor Marikova's hand, which had been on his lower back, had slid down to his ass, her fingers briefly cupping his cheek.

"Turn to page twenty-seven of your textbooks, please," Professor Marikova said to the class as Jack settled back into his seat.

What the fuck? Was that an accident? It must have been an accident. My professor did not just goose my ass, did she? Aren't there laws against that kind of thing? Not that I'm complaining.

He snuck a look at Terri. She cocked an eyebrow at him. Had she seen what just happened? Jack made a mental note to check in with her, to see if his sex-deprived brain was playing tricks on him.

Blushing furiously, Jack glanced up at Professor Marikova as he repositioned his laptop.

She gave him a sly smile.

I definitely did not imagine that smile.

Jack quickly averted his eyes, pretending to fuss with his computer.

Holy shit, Jack thought.


Chapter 2

"That was so weird," said Terri. She and Jack were sitting at the student cafe, drinking coffee and going over their notes.

"Yeah," said Jack. "Weird."

"Professor Marikova is something else," said Terri. "I think half the boys in the class popped a woody the second she opened her mouth."

"Some of the girls, too," Jack laughed. "Be fair."

"Yeah, you're right. Look who's here."

Kara was coming towards their table, a stack of newly bought textbooks held in front of her chest. Jack stood and helped her set them down, glancing over the titles as he did so. Kara was a Psychology major. Her books all had titles like, "Psychopathy: Case Studies" and "Lying as a Social Construct." Jack let out a thin whistle.

"These look like they cost a small fortune," he said.

"Don't remind me," Kara sighed. She planted a kiss on Jack's cheek as she slid into her chair. "I swear they release a new edition every year just so they can jack up the price."

"Human Sexuality only has one textbook, thank goodness," said Terri. "The rest are handouts."

"How did that class go?" asked Kara.

Jack and Terri both laughed.

"Weird," Jack said.

"Very weird," Terri agreed.

"Our professor made Terri and I stand up before the whole class to use as examples of sexual dimorphism," Jack said.

"That does sound like a strange thing for him to do," said Kara.

"Her," said Jack. "Professor Hayes got replaced with a woman."

"One who looks she looks like she stepped out of the pages of Playboy magazine," Terri laughed.

"Did you notice anything… I don't know, kind of strange? When we sat down?" Jack asked. He was watching Terri's face closely, looking for any sign that she saw Professor Marikova touch him.

"Besides the perfume she was wearing? It was very chic. Why?"

"Oh, nothing."

"Well," said Kara as she took Jack's hand in hers. "Just don't let me catch you fantasizing about your new professor, Jack. You're all mine and I do not like to share."

"I'm all yours," Jack agreed.


Chapter 3

It was early November. It had been pouring rain the whole day, finally stopping just a few hours ago. Jack sat at his desk, idly staring out the window of his dorm room. The lights of the campus housing complex blurred and smeared in the rain splattered window pane.

Kara had just left his dorm room after spending less than an hour hanging out with Jack. She had come in drenched from the downpour outside, shaking out her raincoat and saying that she had gotten caught by the weather and decided to duck into Jack's place until it passed. Jack was grateful that she stopped by, he hadn't spent time with her in awhile. They had shared some pizza rolls that he nuked and then listened to some obscure pop music Jack had found online.

"I love the beat, but those flutes are hideous," Kara said as the tinny speakers of Jack's laptop blared.

"It's for Human Sexuality," Jack said. "Professor Marikova gave us an assignment to find love songs from other cultures that touched upon the erotic without actually mentioning sex."

"You're really enjoying that class, aren't you?"

Jack nodded. "It's fascinating, it really is. Professor Marikova did her research on the sexual practices of--"

"Professor Marikova, Professor Marikova," teased Kara. "You talk about her constantly, you know that?"

"I do?"

"Yeah. Terri does, too."

"Like I said, it's a fascinating class and she's a fascinating teacher," Jack said. "Here, let me play you this piece I found. It's from the Amazon basin--"

"I'd love to, hon," Kara said, standing up from the edge of his bed. "Rain has stopped, though, and I've got to go."

"Oh," Jack said. "Okay. Where are you headed? Maybe I can join you."

"No," Kara laughed. "You stay here. I need to really focus on my work."

"You sure?" Jack asked. "I'd love to hang out with you."

"I'm sure," Kara said. "I'll leave you to your music and your Professor Marikova."

Kara blew him a kiss as she walked out of his dorm room.

A couple of hours had passed since Kara left and Jack had done absolutely none of his classwork. His laptop was open and his cursor was blinking on an empty page, a page Jack was supposed to be filling up with a twenty-page essay on the myth of the succubus that was due the next day. Human Sexuality: A Historical Survey had proven to be no easy class. Professor Marikova was a demanding instructor and a tough grader.

Jack sighed and rubbed his face. He winced as he replayed the conversation he had just had with his girlfriend. Kara was right, he was constantly talking about Professor Marikova. For the last month, his mind had been completely distracted by thoughts of Professor Marikova. She wasn't easy to ignore.

Especially not for me.

After that first day in class, Jack had paid close attention to his interactions with his professor. When she gave lectures, Professor Marikova always seemed to find Jack in the room, directing her attention to him even as she spoke to the class as a whole. There was one time when Professor Marikova had been discussing the erotic practices of a sect in ancient Japan. She was graphically describing a ritual that would have made the most seasoned sex researcher blanch and the whole class was squirming uncomfortably. Throughout her discussion, Professor Marikova had kept her eyes locked on Jack, who had taken a seat at the very back of the room. As Professor Marikova described a young woman struggling to fit two men's penises into her mouth while being double-penetrated by two more men, Professor Marikova had directed small smiles and knowing smirks at Jack as he shifted uncomfortably in his seat, feeling the weight of her gaze pinning him down.

Then there were the little notes she would attach to his papers when she graded them.

"Go deeper on the social elements, Jack."

"Push harder, Jack, probe further on the economic factors."

"You need to take your time on your research, Jack. Slow down, explore all the avenues, tease out new ideas, then link them all together for a big culmination. It's hard and long, I know it is, but it's worth the effort, I assure you."

Jack had read those comments a dozen times each, wracking his brains to determine if he was just fabricating sexual intent where none might really exist. His class was about human sexuality, after all. Sex was the whole point.

It didn't help that his relationship with Kara had been stagnating. Since that night when he asked her to pleasure him, Kara had been extra careful about the time they spent alone. Jack could feel the tension inside her anytime he got close to her, her shoulders hunching when he gave her even the most innocent hug.

Not that he'd been hugging her much, either. Kara's course load kept her busy studying all the time, locked in her dorm room or at the library. Jack was lucky to spend an hour or two with her each week. Her surprise visit today had been a welcome break from the routine, one he was sure would not be repeated very often.

Even these limited interactions were frustrating, though. Jack's all-consuming need to finally have sex had only grown since school started, his body crying out for release. With Professor Marikova such a dominant figure in his head, Jack's masturbation sessions had grown more and more to focus on fantasies of his professor rather than his girlfriend. It was a development that really disturbed Jack.

I love Kara. I only want her. I can wait. We can wait. For each other.

Jack repeated this to himself multiple times per day, seeking to quell the burning hunger that was twisting him up inside. It didn't help much.

Jack turned back to his computer and started writing an outline for his paper. He glanced at the article he had just downloaded.

"The succubus is a demon in human form, one who takes the shape of an enticing woman in order to seduce her unwitting male victims. Many myths surround the succubus, the most common being her need to ingest the semen of young men in order to prolong her life. The semen of virgins is especially prized."

If I met a succubus, I'd feed her as much semen as she wanted. Not like I got anyone else to give it to.

After an hour of reading and listlessly tapping at the keyboard, Jack finally gave up and flopped on his bed.

Closing his eyes, Jack reached into his pants and began stroking his cock. He tried to visualize Kara's face as he masturbated, tried to imagine the moment he finally got into her sweet pussy. How tight would her virgin cunt be? How would she sound when he fucked her?

Thoughts of Kara didn't get him hard, though. It was like trying to get excited by a cloud of smoke-- there was simply nothing there for him to latch on to.

Defeated, Jack let his imagination fill with thoughts of Professor Marikova. Her body, her face. The way she bent over the lectern while she read from her notes. He imagined stripping off her business suit, pushing her to her knees, feeling those soft, pillowy lips wrap around his cock.

Jack grunted as he splashed his belly with a thick load of cum. After the initial euphoria had passed, he just lay where he was, staring at the ceiling.

His hand wasn't enough.

It hadn't been enough for a long time now.

Disgusted at himself, Jack wiped his belly clean with an old sock. He got up and went into the shared kitchen and nuked some more pizza rolls.

As he came back, Jack saw Kara's raincoat wadded up in a corner of his bedroom.

She must have forgotten to take it with her since it stopped raining.

Jack sat down at his desk and fired up his web browser. The forecast for tomorrow called for even harder rains lasting all day.

"Shit," Jack mumbled. He imagined Kara struggling to get to class in the downpour, getting soaked by the cold rain.

Jacked picked up his mobile phone and was about to dial Kara, but then he thought about how hard she was studying. Kara was probably at the library right now, and the library did not appreciate students' phones interrupting the quiet.

My busy busy girl.

Popping the last pizza roll into his mouth, Jack grabbed the raincoat and headed out the door. Kara's dorm was several blocks away, but the rain had stopped for now and his classwork wasn't going well anyway. Maybe a quick walk in the brisk autumn air would clear his head, get him ready for a long night of work.


Chapter 4

"Jack? What are you doing here?"

Terri was standing in the doorway of her dorm, her body blocking the entrance.

Jack held up Kara's raincoat.

"Kara left this at my place," he said. "I just want to pop in real quick and leave this for her."

"Kara's not here," Terri said. Her eyes were darting wildly.

"Is everything okay?" Jack asked.

"Of course! Just, just give me her coat. I'll see that she gets it."

Terri was acting really strangely. She was rocking from side to side as if she needed to pee. She kept glancing behind her, back towards the shared hallway leading to their bedrooms.

"That's okay," Jack said slowly. "Like I said, I'll just pop in and leave this in her room. I want to leave her a note, anyways."

"Give me the note, too. I'll give it to her. When she comes back. Because, you know, she's not here right now."

What the fuck is going on?

Jack craned his neck past Terri. He thought he could hear some muffled noises coming from inside. Terri was biting her lip, watching Jack with wide eyes.

"Terri," he said. "What is going on?"

Terri slumped. She looked scared and very sad. Taking a shaky breath, she took a step back from the open doorway.

Jack walked into the dorm room. He could definitely hear sounds coming from the bedroom.

Kara's bedroom.

Terri put a hand on Jack's arm.

"Don't," said Terri. "Just go home, Jack. You don't need to be here."

Jack gently pried her hand off. He began walking towards the shared hallway. Jack could hear the sounds getting louder, resolving into distinct noises vibrating through the thin dorm walls.

The creak of bedsprings.

The slap of flesh against flesh.

A woman moaning.

It was like being in a nightmare, the kind where you want to stop but can't, where everything is taking place in slow motion, each step like walking through a field of mud.

Jack stopped outside of the bedroom door. Not wanting to, but needing to, he leaned forward, pressing his ear to the door. The sounds were much clearer now, as were the words.

"Fuck me, oh fuck me hard, baby!"

Kara's voice.

Jack closed his eyes, letting the reality of what he was hearing sink in. His heart constricted, it felt like iron bands had clamped around it and were squeezing it tight. He tried to breathe but it was like sucking air through a straw. A sickening nausea was bubbling up inside him.

"Fuck me, baby. Ooh fuck me good."

Kara. The girl he had been with since his senior year in High school. The girl he had gone to prom with, the girl he had shared the last slow dance with. The girl he had altered his life to be with, turning down a full scholarship to an out of state University to go to the local U. All because of Kara, because she would be here.

"I'm cumming! Don't stop, don't stop! I'm cumming!"

Jack had waited, waited so that he could be her first and last.

"I'm cumming!"

He had planned to marry her and spend the rest of his life with her.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"

Choking back tears, Jack hung the raincoat on the door handle and walked away.

Terri was waiting for him at the end of the hallway. Her eyes glistened.

"How long?" Jack asked her.

"Since the middle of Freshman year," she said in a tiny voice.

That long?

"You knew?" Jack asked.

Terri nodded.

"I thought you were my friend, Terri."

"I am," she said. "But I'm her friend, too. I just didn't want to insert myself where I didn't belong."

Jack stared at her, utterly dumbfounded.

"I'm so sorry, Jack."

Terri wrapped her arms around Jack. He let her hug him, his own arms held stiffly by his sides.

"Okay," he said. "Okay."

From the bedroom came the sound of laughter, muffled conversation. Jack winced at the happiness he could hear in those voices. Then the moaning began again and Jack just wanted to plug his ears.

With a final tight squeeze, Terri released him. She wiped her eyes and turned away.

Jack walked out of the dorm room. He went down the stairs and exited the building. Outside it was cold and windy. The rain was back, pelting down in icy drops. Jack walked through the downpour. Rain splattered against his ashen face, but Jack didn't feel a thing.


Chapter 5

Jack read the email again.

"Jack, I see that you did not turn in your essay yesterday. As you know, this essay counts for ten percent of your grade. It is crucial that you complete it if you wish to receive an A. I also notice that you were absent from yesterday's class. I am concerned about you. Please come see me in my office tomorrow."

Jack grimaced. Not only had he lost his girlfriend, he was about to jeopardize the 4.0 GPA he had worked so hard to maintain. A perfect storm of fuckery was being dumped into his lap.

Jack couldn't help but let out a bitter laugh. The last two days had been an utter shitfest. When he had gotten back to his dorm room, he had turned off his phone and shut his laptop. Stripping off his soaked clothes, Jack had climbed into bed and turned off the lights. Alone in the dark, he had finally let the sadness wash over him, huge wracking sobs shaking his whole body. He must have fallen asleep somehow because when he opened his eyes, daylight was bleeding around the curtains of his window.

For a moment, Jack thought it had all been a bad dream, some nightmare that had seized him and given him a good shake. He almost believed the last night had the never happened. A sense of relief flooded through him as he got out of bed.

Then he turned on his phone.

Kara had been texting him all night. At first, she was pleading, begging him to understand that what had happened had been a single fleeting moment of madness, one that she would never repeat because she loved him so much. As the night went on, her messages started becoming angry, accusing Jack of not loving her if he couldn't get past her "fling." Finally, Kara turned back to begging, asking for a chance to talk with Jack, assuring him that they could get past all this if he only gave her another chance.

Jack read every message before he deleted them.

His class was starting and his paper was due, but Jack had no intention of leaving his room. He showered and ate before returning to bed. He craved the numbness of sleep.

Jack woke up to the sound of Kara pounding on his door.

"Jack!" Kara yelled. "Open the door! Let's talk about this like adults!"

Jack got out of bed as Kara continued to hammer on his door.

"Baby, please," she said. "We can work it out, I promise you. Just open the door. Please."

Jack picked up his mobile phone and his headphones.

"Please, Jack? Just open the door, baby."

He got back into bed. He plugged in the headphones and put them on, making sure they were snugged tight. Then he turned on his music, jacking up the volume as high as he could stand it.

Hours later, when he finally opened the door to go to the bathroom, Kara was gone.

That was yesterday. He'd done nothing since, preferring his small bedroom to the world outside of it. He'd browsed the net, played video games. He even checked to see if he could somehow transfer to the college that had originally offered him a free ride.

No need to stay here. Not anymore.

The email from Professor Marikova was the last thing he wanted to see. Thinking of her now after what he had just gone through just made Jack sadder. Had he really believed his beautiful professor was sexually interested in him? It was all just a fantasy, just like his relationship with Kara had been.

What a fool I've been.

Still, he couldn't just ignore the email. If he really did want to transfer, keeping his GPA up was a necessity.

Reluctantly, Jack typed up a reply and hit Send.


Chapter 6

"Jack. Come in."

Jack stepped into the small office. Professor Marikova was sitting behind her desk. Papers were spread out in front of her. Outside her window, the campus was bustling with students rushing to classes, chatting in the square, making plans for the rest of the day. Jack envied them all.

"Sit down."

Jack took one of the chairs in front of the desk. He returned his attention to the woman in front of him. Once again, Jack was struck by her beauty. Professor Marikova was wearing her usual business suit, but she had undone the top two buttons of her blouse. The lacy edge of her bra peeked out, framing her deep cleavage.

"Jack?"

Jack tore his eyes away from her chest. Professor Marikova had taken off her glasses, her green eyes twinkling as she took in Jack's embarrassed gaze.

"Sorry," Jack mumbled.

"Perfectly normal," she said with a smile. "You're a healthy young man. Of course my breasts would draw your attention."

"Uh, yeah."

Jack didn't know how to reply to a statement like that. Instead, he locked his eyes on hers.

Professor Marikova smirked at the effort he was making. She stood and adjusted her skirt, pulling it down over her hips before coming around the desk and leaning against the front edge of it.

Jack looked up at his professor, trying to keep his eyes where they belonged, trying like hell not to stare at her body.

"I got your email," he said.

"Obviously," Professor Marikova replied.

"Sorry about the paper."

Jack could smell Professor Marikova's perfume. He shifted himself in the chair, trying to find a more comfortable position.

"What's going on, Jack? You've always been a good student. One of my best, actually. I've read your work with great interest. Missing class and a critical assignment doesn't seem in character."

Jack cleared his throat. His eyes had drifted back to Professor Marikova's chest. He couldn't help it, it was like a magnet he couldn't resist. When he looked up again, he saw that Professor Marikova had noticed. She didn't seem to mind.

"I've been having some personal issues."

She cocked her head.

"Want to elaborate?"

Jack shook his head.

"You need to help me understand, Jack. I can't help you if you don't tell me."

Jack squirmed. Sharing intimate details with a beautiful woman, one he had fantasized about for quite awhile, was incredibly awkward.

Professor Marikova was leaning back against the desk, her long legs crossed at the ankles. Jack noticed a small run in her stocking, right above her knee. He focused on it, trying to keep his thoughts steady. Jack took a deep breath.

"I broke up with my girlfriend," he murmured.

"I see. Why?"

"She was cheating on me."

Professor Marikova sighed. "How unfortunate."

"Yeah. No kidding."

"Well," she said. "Things always have a bright side. At least you found out before you married her or, god forbid, had a child together."

Jack let out a bitter laugh.

"Child? We haven't even had sex."

Jack winced as the words left his mouth. He couldn't believe he had just said that. Jack could feel his face turning red.

"How long have you been together?"

Jack looked up at his professor. She seemed genuinely concerned. The pressure of the last two days had built up inside Jack, like a lake overflowing its dam.

"Two years," he blurted. "We were supposed to wait for each other. We were supposed to be each others first and only."

Jack fought back tears. Professor Marikova said nothing, letting Jack collect himself.

"I'm so sorry, Jack," she finally said. "I understand your situation."

"Thanks," he said.

"Normally, I would never accept a late assignment. But I'm willing to make an exception for you. I'll be teaching an evening class tomorrow and will be returning to this office when I'm done, say about eight o'clock. If you meet me here with your paper, I will accept it with no penalty. How does that sound?"

"It sounds like I have a lot of work to do before tomorrow night. Thank you."

"You are very welcome. I enjoy having you in my class."

"I enjoy being in your class, Professor Marikova," Jack said.

"I know," she replied. "I've seen the way you look at me."

Jack swallowed hard. Professor Marikova was smirking at him, her eyes twinkling brightly.

"We… all of us look at you. Like that. The boys, at least."

Professor Marikova threw her head back and laughed. Her laughter was high and chiming.

"I know," she chuckled. "And I love it. Knowing you boys are staring at me. Wanting me. It makes me feel good and it's perfectly normal. Why should I deny it?"

Jack shrugged. She was leaning towards him now, her blouse hanging open.

"You can't stop looking at my breasts, can you, Jack?"

"I, uh, sorry Professor Marikova. It's just…"

"Relax, dear boy. As I said, it's perfectly normal."

Professor Marikova went to her office window and pulled down the shade. The room grew dim.

"There," she said. "Now you can look all you like. Go ahead, Jack. I don't mind."

Jack watched in stunned amazement as Professor Marikova unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it open.

"Come here," she whispered.

Jack stood. His knees were wobbly. He went and stood before her, his eyes drinking in her overflowing cleavage. Reaching into her bra, Professor Marikova pulled her breasts free.

Jack sucked in a sharp breath. Her nipples were like gumdrops, hard and thick, a dark red against her pale skin.

"You can touch them," she said.

Jack reached out and lightly stroked the tops of her breasts. He went lower, cupping them in his hands, feeling their weight. He dragged his thumbs across her nipples. They were hard and warm, a delicious combination that left Jack speechless. He had never touched Kara's breasts-- she had always pushed him away when he tried. Now he had his hands all over Professor Marikova's lush tits.

"Mmm, that feels nice. You have such strong hands, Jack. Pinch them, don't be shy."

Jack pinched her nipples, rolling them between his fingers.

Professor Marikova leaned close, her breath hot in his ear.

"Are you really a virgin, Jack? Don't lie to me."

"Yes," Jack said.

Professor Marikova reached down and began stroking Jack's cock through his jeans. He was rock hard, his cock straining against the denim. Jack gasped when she touched him.

"You're big," she cooed. "Big like the rest of you."

Jack leaned forward, aching to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Professor Marikova pushed him away.

"That's enough for now, Jack."

She stuffed her breasts back into her bra and began buttoning up her blouse. Jack stood there watching her, unable to say a word.

Fully dressed, Professor Marikova came and stood close to Jack. The nearness of her made him dizzy.

"I've wanted you from the first day I saw you," she said softly. "I've been sending you messages, not very subtle messages. What took you so long?"

"I… wasn't sure."

"Are you sure now?"

"Yes," Jack whispered.

"Bring your paper tomorrow," she said. She kissed him lightly on the forehead. "We'll take it from there."


Chapter 7

Jack stood outside the Humanities faculty building. The building was dark and locked tight, a few offices dimly illuminated by lamps that faculty had forgotten to turn off before leaving for the weekend. Jack had been standing outside the entrance for almost an hour, restlessly pacing back and forth as eight o'clock drew nearer. He'd watched as the last janitors packed their mops and garbage cans on to their carts and left for other buildings still in need of cleaning. Now he was alone, watching the bugs circling the light that hung over the entrance door of the building. They circled and bumped into the glass, irresistibly drawn to the illumination.

Jack could sympathize.

Jack had worked like a demon on his paper. Research, thesis, supporting quotes, outline, draft after draft after draft. His grade was on the line and so was his ability to transfer to another school. These were all important factors, but his main drive was much simpler.

Professor Marikova.

As he sifted through piles of books and online papers on the myth of the succubus, Professor Marikova was never far from his thoughts. The way she had exposed herself to him, how confident she was with her body, how she had whispered into his ear. Even as he was reading the most tedious examination of the succubus in popular culture, Jack had been thinking about Professor Marikova's tits. He could feel his cock tingling down the side of his leg.

She wants me. She said so. Holy fuck.

Jack worked through the night, stealing a few hours sleep at dawn before jumping right back into his paper. He had never worked so hard on one essay. Professor Marikova certainly knew how to motivate her students.

Now the paper was done, safely tucked into his backpack. It was the best thing he had ever written. All Jack had left to do was wait.

I'm good at waiting.

For the first time in a long while, Jack thought of Kara. She was still texting and trying to call. There had been a few times when Jack had been sorely tempted to reply, his finger hovering over the Send button, half-baked notions of reconciliation swirling about in his head.

All that had vanished once he met with Professor Marikova.

Her nipples, like red gumdrops.

Jack shivered. He glanced around, making sure he was alone, then slipped his hand into the pocket of his jeans. His cock was swollen, aching. It had been like that for awhile, his erection like a low-grade fever that clung to him through all the hours of his day.

Jack heard footsteps approaching, the sharp clip of women's shoes. Straightening his backpack and taking his hand from his pocket, he leaned against the entrance to the building, trying to look as casual as he could.

Professor Marikova rounded a corner. She had on a long overcoat and had a briefcase in one hand. Walking beside her was an older man in a suit. They were chatting amiably as they approached.

Who is he? What's he doing here?

Professor Marikova smiled when she saw Jack waiting for her.

"Jack," she called out.

"Hi, Professor Marikova."

"Have you been waiting long?"

"No," he lied.

Professor Marikova smiled brightly.

"This is Andrei," she said, gesturing at the man beside her. "My husband."

Jack felt his stomach lurch.

Husband?

"Andrei," she continued. "This is Jack."

"Ah, yes," said Andrei. He was tall and good looking, his refined features framed by thick hair gone gray at the temples.

"Anya has told me about you."

He held out his hand and Jack took it. Andrei's grip was very firm.

"It's nice to meet you," Jack said.

"You have your paper?" Professor Marikova asked.

"Right here in my backpack."

"Well, then. Let's go in, yes?"

Jack glanced at Andrei. Was he going to come in with them? Jack didn't know what having Andrei around meant. Had Professor Marikova changed her mind about… about whatever she planned for tonight?

Andrei must have seen the uncertainty etched in Jack's face. He grinned, clapped him on the shoulder and leaned close.

"You will never forget tonight," he said.

"Three hours, love," Professor Marikova chuckled.

"Three hours," Andrei repeated. Whistling, he turned and walked away, leaving Jack alone with Professor Marikova.

"I didn't know you were married," Jack said.

"My husband is very supportive of my work," she said as she unlocked the front door with her keycard.

Inside, the building was dimly lit by a few overhead lights. After Jack followed her in, Professor Marikova closed the door, testing to make sure it was locked.

"You're trapped in here with me now, Jack," she joked.

"Fine with me," he said.

Professor Marikova slipped her hand into his.

"You know the way to my office," she whispered.

Jack nodded. Hand in hand, they climbed the stairway to the second floor.

This is happening. This is real.

Jack stood silently as Professor Marikova opened the door to her office. She turned on the lights. Jack blinked at the sudden illumination.

"Have a seat, dear boy."

Jack sat in the same chair he had sat in the day before. Professor Marikova went to the window and pulled down the shade, blocking out the view of the campus below.

And blocking anyone from seeing in.

Jack's excitement was like an animal in his stomach, one that was clawing at him, trying to get out. Would Professor Marikova open her blouse like she did the day before? Would he get to see those luscious breasts swaying inside her suit jacket, ripe and ready for his touch?

Professor Marikova turned away from the window. Her face was stern.

"Paper," she demanded.

Jack blinked. Reaching into his backpack, he pulled out the twenty pages he had slaved over for the last thirty hours.

Professor Marikova took the paper from him. She took off her overcoat and lay it down on the empty chair beside Jack. She was wearing her usual business suit, the blouse properly buttoned all the way to the top.

Settling into her chair behind her desk, Professor Marikova began scanning the pages. Jack squirmed in his chair as the minutes rolled by.

Finally, Professor Marikova looked up from his essay.

"It seems in order," she said.

"I worked on it all night," Jack said.

"Do you often work all night?"

"I… I'm not sure. No."

Professor Marikova's smile sent a wave of relief washing through Jack. She came around the desk and sat in the chair next to him. She took his hand again. Jack swallowed hard as he stared into her brilliant green eyes.

"Your education is very important, Jack. You know this?"

"Yes."

"And I don't just mean your paper. There are so many things to learn in life, don't you agree?"

Jack nodded.

"What do you think happens next, Jack? Here, in my office. With me. Your professor. What shall we do?"

"I don't know."

Professor Marikova smiled.

"We educated, Jack. I teach and you learn."

Professor Marikova stood, pulling Jack up with her.

"Would you like to kiss me?"

Jack nodded. He leaned in, lightly pressing his lips to hers. They were so soft, so full. Jack could feel her lipstick smearing against his own lips.

Professor Marikova wrapped her arms around Jack, her hands stroking up and down his back. Jack held her tightly, pressing her to him. Her mouth opened and her tongue darted into his mouth, surprising Jack. Kara had never put her tongue in his mouth, never been so aggressive kissing him. It felt shocking to feel a woman taking the lead, hungering for him just as much as he did for her.

Professor Marikova pushed away from Jack. Her eyes glittered impishly.

"Undress me, Jack."

His hands shaking, Jack reached out and slipped the suit jacket from Professor Marikova's shoulders. He fumbled with the small buttons of her blouse, struggling to work them free. Professor Marikova watched him patiently, her hands gently stroking along the length of his arms.

Undoing the final button, Jack opened the blouse and pulled it off. Professor Marikova was wearing a pink see-through bra. Jack could see her dark nipples beneath the thin fabric. He took her breasts in his hands, cupping them while his fingers teased her nipples.

"Take my bra off," Professor Marikova said.

"I don't know how," Jack admitted.

Professor Marikova giggled.

"Oh, you sweet boy," she said. "What a delight you are."

Professor Marikova reached behind her back and undid the hooks of her bra. Shrugging her shoulders, the bra slipped away from her heavy breasts. Jack took them in his hands again, her hard nipples pressing against his palms.

"Suck them, Jack."

Jack leaned forward, taking her nipple into his greedy mouth. He flicked his tongue over the hard nub.

"Ahh," Professor Marikova sighed. Her hands were stroking his head, her fingers running through his hair. Jack pressed his face between her breasts, nuzzling her chest, loving the weight of her tits pressing against the sides of his face like two warm pillows. He could hear her heart beating deep inside her.

"Now my skirt," Professor Marikova said. "The zipper is at the back.

Jack reached around her, searching for the zipper. He tugged it down and the skirt fell to Professor Marikova's ankles. She stepped out of them, slipping off her flats at the same time.

Professor Marikova was wearing stockings that came up to her mid-thighs. She wasn't wearing panties. Jack stared at her bare pussy.

"You've never seen one before, have you?" Professor Marikova said softly into his ear. "In real life?"

Jack shook his head.

Professor Marikova lifted herself on to the edge of her desk. She spread her legs wide.

"Look at my pussy," she said. "Take it all in."

Jack knelt between her legs. Her pussy was smooth, her lips big. Juices glistened between her folds.

"I keep myself hairless because it feels better when I fuck," Professor Marikova said. "It also provides my partners with a good view. A teaching aid, so to speak. Do you like looking at my pussy, Jack?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Yes, what?"

Jack hesitated. "Yes, Professor Marikova."

"Very good, Jack." She smiled at him. "Never forget that I am your teacher and you are my student."

"I won't."

"Now, can you smell my pussy?"

Jack took in a long, shaky breath.

"Yes," he said.

"That is my pussy lubricating itself. It means I am aroused. Aroused by you, Jack. Touch it. Run your finger over my lips."

Jack traced his fingers up and down Professor Marikova's pussy. His finger came away glistening.

"Taste your fingers."

Jack sucked hard on his fingers, savoring the musky taste of her.

"Lick me, Jack. Kiss me like you kissed my mouth."

Jack placed his hands on the insides of Professor Marikova's thighs and dipped his head between her legs. He ran his tongue up and down her thick lips, his mouth finding her hard clit and sucking it gently in.

"Ahh," she moaned. "Flick the tip with your tongue."

Jack did as he was told.

"Put your finger inside me. Lower, Jack, my hole is lower."

Jack found her entrance and slid his index inside her. She was so warm and wet.

"Feel upwards, hook your fingers like you're making the, Come here, gesture.

Jack hooked his fingers up and began stroking.

"That's right," Professor Marikova moaned. "Oh, you're doing me so nice, Jack. Add your other finger. Keep sucking my clit."

Jack slipped two fingers into Professor Marikova's dripping pussy, hooking his fingers and stroking her. He could feel her hips grinding into his face, her hands on his head, gripping it and pushing his face hard into her crotch.

"Oh yes," she moaned. "You are doing so well, Jack."

Professor Marikova's accent was thickening as her breath grew more labored.

"Don't stop," she said. "Don't stop. I'm cumming. Oh, I'm cumming."

Struggling to breathe with his face buried in her pussy, her legs clamping around his head, Jack sped up his fingers, his tongue rubbing her clit hard as he sucked her.

"Ahh, fuck!" she groaned.

Jack could feel her pussy suddenly open up, the back of it pushing hard against his fingers. Professor Marikova thrashed wildly on her desk, her hands jamming Jack's face hard into her heaving snatch. Jack rode her bucking hips, keeping his fingers going, his mouth clamped to her clit.

"Ooh," she moaned, her body shuddering as she leaned back on the desk. Her legs opened and her hand gently pushed against Jack's forehead. He looked up at her from where he knelt, his face shiny with spit and her pussy juices.

Leaning forward again, she took his face in her hands and kissed him deeply. Jack could feel her tongue probing his mouth, searching for her own juices inside him and greedily slurping them down.

"Mmm," she purred. "You taste so good."

Jack grinned. Professor Marikova was smiling, her eyes narrowed in satisfaction. Jack was pleased to have pleased her.

"Now you," she said. "Take off your clothes, dear boy."

As she watched, an impish smile on her face, Jack pulled his shirt out of his jeans and stripped it over his head. He could feel her eyes running over the hard muscles of his torso.

Reaching down, he unbuckled his belt and pushed his jeans down, stepping out of them. Naked, his cock jutting obscenely, Jack looked at his professor.

"Such a big boy," she murmured.

Professor Marikova slid from the desk and came to Jack. The scent of her pussy juices mingling with her perfume made his head spin.

Professor Marikova pulled Jack's head down for a kiss. He ran his hands through her hair, stroking her back, as their tongues darted. Professor Marikova stroked his chest, his abs. Jack shivered as her hands went lower, wrapping around the length of his throbbing cock.

"Ah, god," he groaned.

She left his mouth and began kissing his chest, her tongue circling his nipple. The feel of a woman's mouth on his nipple was thrilling, it was a sensation that caught Jack completely off guard. He'd never known he was so sensitive there.

What else don't I know? And what else will she show me?

Jack gasped as she went lower, her full lips kissing his stomach, her tongue licking his belly button. She moved down to his lower belly, her hot breath washing over his cock as her hand lightly stroked his shaft, her thumb rubbing slow circles on his swollen head.

Oh, god.

Professor Marikova's tongue flicked lightly over his cock. She kissed his head with her full lips, then took him into her hot, wet mouth. Jack grunted, seeing the glistening ropes of saliva hanging from his throbbing head as she pulled back, licking her lips, savoring the taste of him.

Oh, god!

Jack could feel his cock getting ready to explode. He clenched his teeth, willing himself to hold back. Professor Marikova felt the tremors rocking through his young body. She glanced up at him, taking in Jack's contorted face.

Quickly, she clamped her mouth around his cock, her hand rapidly stroking him as Jack threw his head back and gasped, his orgasm unstoppable now, thick jets of cum spurting into Professor Marikova's hungry mouth as she sucked hard, milking out every last drop, her throat working as she swallowed his heavy load.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Jack groaned. Shame mixed with incredible pleasure as Professor Marikova squeezed out his last shuddering ejaculation. She released him from her mouth and stood up, taking him in her gentle embrace.

"I'm so sorry," he whispered.

Professor Marikova stroked the back of his head.

"It's okay, my baby," she cooed.

She kissed him deeply, Jack tasting his own cum on her tongue.

"Just hold me," she said. "Catch your breath."

Jack wrapped her in his arms. The feeling of holding a beautiful, naked woman against him was bliss. He luxuriated in the warm, soft feel of her pressed against his own quivering body.

Professor Marikova led him back to the chair. Jack collapsed into it, happy to be off his wobbly legs. Instead of sitting beside him, Professor Marikova sat on his lap, facing him as she straddled him. Jack could feel her sopping pussy resting against his lower belly as she wrapped her arms around him, nuzzling her face into the neck.

"You smell so good, Professor Marikova," Jack said, his hands running up and down her back.

"Thank you, dear boy."

"Can… can I ask you a question?"

She leaned back, a small smile ghosting across her lips.

"Raise your hand."

Jack chuckled, raising his right hand.

"Yes? A question?" she teased.

"I just wanted to know, Why?"

"Why what?"

"Why me, Professor Marikova?"

She cocked her head, stroking Jack's face with her fingers.

"I love educating young men," she said. "Other teachers do it in other ways, but I like to think I make boys into capable lovers so that they can satisfy the women in their lives. I help them become better men. It's my way of making the world a little better."

"Oh," Jack said. It was crazy, but somehow made a kind of sense.

"I also love fucking young boys," she laughed. "They are so eager and I love teaching them. They please me greatly and they keep me young. When I saw you in my class, I knew immediately that you needed in-depth instruction."

"How did you know?"

"I've been doing this a long time, Jack. I just know. What I didn't know, what I couldn't know, was that you were a virgin. That makes you very special, Jack. When you told me you had never been with a woman, I knew I had to have you."

"But you're married. Your husband."

She giggled. Jack loved the sound of her laughter.

"My husband encourages me to do this. He is my husband, my lover, and my mentor. I owe him everything."

"You have an unusual relationship."

"What's so good about usual?" she asked him seriously. "Why be like everyone else, living lives of quiet desperation? Life is short, Jack. When you know what you want, you must pursue it. You owe yourself that, at least."

Jack nodded, pulling her close. It felt so good, so comforting to hold her.

"Come on," she said, getting off of Jack's lap. "Let me relax you."

Professor Marikova cleared her desk of papers, books. She took her long overcoat and spread it over the desk like a blanket.

"On the desk, my dear boy."

"Yes, Professor Marikova."

Jack climbed on to the desk, resting his back on the soft fabric of her coat. Professor Marikova opened a desk drawer and took out a small bottle of oil. She squeezed a dollop into her hands.

"You are so young," she said. "You are so resilient. This is a beautiful time for you. You must make the most of what you have now."

She leaned ever Jack's prone body, her breasts swaying as she began massaging his body.

"Youth vanishes so quickly," she said.

Jack sighed as she worked her hands over his chest. She was strong, much stronger than she looked. He could feel her digging into his muscles, kneading out knots he didn't know he had.

"Being with boys like you, especially ones who have never been with a woman-- it replenishes me."

Her hands were working the big muscles of his thighs. Jack could feel the blood flowing through him, circling down from his toes to the top of his head.

Professor Marikova took his flaccid cock in her hands. She cupped his balls as she massaged his shaft.

Jack groaned, arching his back as she massaged him. Her hands were warm and slippery and strong. He could feel his cock starting to awaken.

Jack gasped when he felt Professor Marikova lightly stroking his asshole.

"Shh," she soothed. "So many men ignore this part of themselves. Relax and let me educate you."

Jack took a deep breath, trying to relax as she gently but insistently worked her finger past the tight ring of his asshole. He inhaled sharply as she finally pushed past his resistance, her finger slipping deep inside him.

"There," she cooed. "You see?"

Jack's cock jutted up from his crotch, the swollen head bobbing up and down as Professor Marikova stroked him.

"So much to learn," she sighed.

She leaned over and guided him into her mouth. Jack groaned as she went all the way to his base. He could feel his cock pressing hard against the back of her throat, he could feel her neck muscles spasming as she swallowed him down. He took her by the back of her head, bucking his hips up and down, driving his cock into her mouth, down her throat, loving the feel of her tits brushing against his belly as he fucked her beautiful face.

"Gah gah gah…" she gasped as he thrust into her. Thick strands of spit spilled from her mouth, coating his cock and balls, dribbling down to her finger still working his asshole.

Jack watched, drinking it all in, his eyes wide. It felt amazing to be fucking her face, but he felt totally in control, enjoying her hot, wet mouth secure in the knowledge that he would not cum too early.

"Lie still," Professor Marikova choked out as she pulled her head off his cock. Tears were running down her face, smearing her makeup. Spit dribbled from her smiling mouth.

Climbing on to the table, she straddled Jack. Reaching between her legs, she took his cock and pressed it against her wet hole, rubbing it back and forth against her lips.

"Now you fuck a woman," she smiled. "Now you become a man, Jack."

"Yes," Jack gasped.

I'm ready. So. Fucking. Ready.

Professor Marikova slowly lowered herself on to Jack's twitching cock. Jack grunted as he slid inside her. She was so warm, so wet. Fucking a pussy felt so different from his own hand.

"Ahh," Professor Marikova sighed as she sat on the full length of his cock, his balls pressed tight against her ass. She began rocking her hips back and forth, grinding her hungry cunt on Jack's cock. Jack listened to her pussy squelching wetly as she rode him. He reached up and took her swaying tits in his hands, thumbing her nipples.

"Ooh," she purred. She began rocking faster, then bouncing up and down, plunging his cock deep inside her, her ass slapping hard against him as Jack took firm hold of her tits, kneading them and hanging on as she bounced on his cock faster and faster.

"I'm cumming," she moaned.

Jack bucked his hips up, adding his motion to her own frenzied grinding. Professor Marikova clamped her hands over his, grabbing his wrists like they were the reins of a wild horse, her head thrown back as her orgasm ripped through her.

"Fuck! Fuck!" she cried out, her head whipping back and forth as she came hard, her pussy clamping down on Jack's thick cock.

Professor Marikova collapsed on to Jack's chest. Her breathing was ragged, her body twitching as aftershocks rumbled through her. Jack embraced her, loving the feel of his hard cock still buried inside her, wrapped tight in her pussy.

Jack sat up, lifting Professor Marikova with him. He swung her leg over him and slid out from under her, getting off the desk. Taking her by the hips, he turned her so she was draped over the desk, her ass raised high.

"Oh, Jack," she whispered. "You are such a fast learner."

Jack grinned, prying her cheeks apart and leveling his cock at her wet hole.

"Fuck me," Professor Marikova groaned. "Oh, fuck me hard."

Jack thrust into her, pushing deep. She groaned as he pulled out only to slam back in.

"Put your finger in my ass," Professor Marikova begged.

Jack roughly jabbed his finger into her twitching asshole, loving how she squealed with pleasure. He could feel his cock through her thin skin, his swollen shaft ramming fast and deep inside her.

Reaching over her, Jack grabbed a fistful of Professor Marikova's hair and pulled her head back. Pulling her hair, his finger in her asshole, Jack pounded her pussy as hard and as fast as he could, his hipbones slamming into the firm flesh of her ass.

"Oh god," Professor Marikova shouted. "Fuck me, Jack."

Jack threw his head back. An animalistic growl welled up from deep inside him. He lost himself in the pleasure of fucking his professor, bending her over her own desk in her own office, working the pussy of a woman old enough to be his mother, making her squirm and moan as he slammed his cock into her dripping cunt.

"AH FUCK!" Professor Marikova screamed, her body convulsing with her orgasm.

Jack rode her, thrusting hard and fast, bringing her back again and again as she thrashed against him, her pussy spasming around his cock, her asshole clenching around his finger as her orgasm tore through her in wave after wave of pleasure.

Professor Marikova's body was just starting to relax when Jack felt his own orgasm about to crash through him.

"I'm cumming!" he groaned.

Professor Marikova pushed him roughly off of her, turning and dropping to her knees, grabbing his hips and jamming his cock down her throat. Staring up into his eyes, a wild desperation twisting her face, she pumped her head up and down, her hand massaging Jack's balls.

"UGHH!" Jack groaned as he spurted deep inside her throat, unloading jet after jet of hot, sticky cum inside her, staring into her eyes as she swallowed his load, her hand squeezing his shaft, milking him again and again, hungry to swallow everything he had.

Jack's exhausted balls retracted up into his sack, utterly depleted, but still his orgasm continued, years of frustration finally released until he was dry heaving into Professor Marikova's mouth, pain mixing with pleasure as he came again and again.

Just when he thought it was finally over, that he was drained completely, Professor Marikova thrust her finger deep into his asshole and began massaging him inside. It was like an electric shock suddenly sizzled through his aching balls and Jack screamed as he started cumming again, cum pulled from somewhere deep inside him exploding out in spurts of pain and pleasure, the two mixing together until they were the same thing, Jack's whole body turning into a single clenching muscle as he came again and again and again.

With a final shudder, Jack fell back into his chair, his exhausted cock reluctantly slipping free of Professor Marikova's sucking mouth. He slumped in the chair, sweat pouring from his forehead into his eyes, his chest heaving, his cock twitching uncontrollably, hyper-sensitive from so much fucking. He had a hard time breathing. His head was spinning.

A long time passed before Jack could finally sit up straight.

"Oh, Jack," said Professor Marikova.

She was standing against her desk, her ass pressed against the edge, her arms folded under her lush breasts.

"You've learned so much tonight."

"I have. Thank you."

She shrugged.

"I'm an educator. It's what I do. And your lessons are far from finished, young man."

Jack looked up at his professor. He managed a weak grin.

"Yes, Professor Marikova," he said.


Chapter 8

It was the last day of class and Jack was fucking Professor Marikova's ass. He had her bent over the faculty toilet, his cock buried deep in her asshole, loving the way she stretched every time he thrust into her.

"Fuck my ass, Jack!" she urged him. Her hand was between her legs, frantically rubbing her clit.

Jack sped up, fighting against the tight clenching ass cheeks of his professor as she orgasmed, thrusting deep into her asshole until his own orgasm seized him.

"I'm cumming," Jack groaned.

As she always did, Professor Marikova turned to him and opened her mouth like a baby bird begging for food. Jack aimed his cock and let loose, filling her mouth with his thick, hot cum. She swallowed his load, licking the stray drops from her lips.

"Oh, Jack," she moaned.

After they cleaned up and had gotten dressed, Jack and Professor Marikova returned to her office. Outside her window, the campus was bustling with students eager to leave for Winter break.

"I enjoyed your final paper," Professor Marikova said. "The way you expanded on your earlier essay was excellent. I thought you went really deep into the complexities of the succubus mythology."

"I love going deep for you," Jack joked.

Professor Marikova was not amused.

"Be serious, Jack. Your education is no laughing matter."

Jack cleared his throat. He had been balls deep in her ass just a few minutes earlier and her belly was full of his cum, but Professor Marikova was back to being the strong teacher she had always been.

"I still think you shouldn't have been so harsh in your treatment of the succubus, however," Professor Marikova said. "Not all of them are bad."

She had been oddly insistent on this point. Jack couldn't understand why it was so important to her.

"Regardless, you'll be happy to know that you have earned an A," she said, her tone softening. "One of only six A's in the entire class."

"Thank you, Professor Marikova."

She nodded briskly.

"Professor Marikova?"

"Yes?"

"What… what happens now? Now that class is over?"

She cocked her head in the way that had become so familiar to Jack over the last month.

"Now? Now you go on. You learn new things, tackle new challenges."

"But… what about us?"

Professor Marikova sighed. She came to Jack and took his face in her hands.

"Now it's time to take what you've learned and apply it in the real world," she said.

"So, we won't see each other any more?"

She shook her head.

"I've enjoyed teaching you, Jack. God, I've enjoyed it. But now it's time for you to move on. I have my husband and my teaching. I love them both. You need to find what you love."

"Thank you," Jack said. "For everything."

She kissed him on the lips, a firm final kiss goodbye.

"Enjoy you break, Jack," she said.

Jack collected his backpack and made for the door of her office.

"Jack?"

Jack paused, his hand on the doorknob.

"Remember what I told you the first time. Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it. More than anything, that is the lesson I hope I have taught you."

Jack nodded slowly.

"Goodbye, Professor Marikova."

"Goodbye, dear boy."

Jack left the office and rejoined the crowds milling about campus. The air was crisp and the campus alive with the sounds of young people laughing and talking and arguing. Jack let it all wash over him, feeling the energy of where he was, of who he was, fill him up until he felt like he would burst with happiness.

Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it.

Professor Marikova's parting words echoed in his ears.

What do I want?

Jack looked into himself, going over the months that had passed, months filled with both sadness and joy. Through it all, one face kept returning, a face that was so familiar but one that felt, now, like he was seeing it for the first time.


Epilogue

"Jack? What are you doing here?"

Terri stared at him from the doorway of her dorm room.

"I needed to come by," Jack said.

"Kara's not here," Terri said.

Jack shook his head.

"I'm not here for Kara," he said.

"What… what do you need?"

Jack swept Terri into his arms, pressing his lips to hers. Terri stiffened, shocked at what he was doing. Jack didn't let up.

Life is too short to wait. When you know what you want, you must pursue it.

Slowly, Terri relaxed into Jack's embrace, her mouth opening to his, their tongues meeting, caressing.

Terri pulled away, breathless as she stared into Jack's shining eyes. Jack smiled at her and Terri smiled back. They both started giggling, the delight between them contagious. Terri wrapped Jack tight in her arms, pressing her face into the crook of his neck.

"What took you so long?" she whispered.

THE END
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