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He stood in front of me that evening,
requesting that I stay after all the other students had left the
lab, his arms folded; the ripples of his chest pressing out against
his slightly button downed shirt, forcing me to look away. I could
feel my cheeks blushing, my heart racing at the sight of his flesh;
an older man’s bare flesh within my own reach; my secret, my
fantasy standing right before me.

“Mmm,” He growled, reaching
out, he snapped the bands that held my hair in place, permitting
the long crimson strands to cascade softly over my shoulders and
breasts. Gazing at me intensely, I could feel nothing but a chill
of coldness mixed with an unusual, unknown sense burning like a
fire in his dark brown eyes.

“Get in the office,” he
commanded in a cold stern voice, bearing no emotion, no care in his
breath as he continued. “I need to talk to you about your recent
behavior in class,” he hissed as he rolled his hand towards the
door of his connecting office, yet he remained in front of me,
blocking my way.

“To my office,” he demanded
again, this time more sternly, forcing me to slip pass him, the
tight rounds of my ass brush across his crotch as I squeak slowly
past. I could feel his eyes upon me as I walked in front of him;
anger, rage, and something else I could not yet
recognize.

I didn’t do anything
wrong, I thought, images of what I had done
in class over the past hour flooding my mind. If anything, I thought I was helping, walking around the room
helping the other students that could not figure out the labs… what
could I have done wrong, I questioned
myself, trying to remember something, anything that may have
resulted in him demanding to speak with me privately in his
office.

Stopping in front of the door, I waited
for him to open it only to again feeling his heated gaze upon me,
the pressure; the power of his invisible gaze pressing upon me as
he moved in front of me, only to unlock the door to his
office.

“Get in,” he
commanded.

“What about the lights?” I
asked noticing the room was completely dark.

“I’ll get the lights… now
get in,” he commanded again, forcing me to walk into the darkness
of his office, my eyes trying as best they could to make out the
faint shadows of his furniture strewn out across the room. It was
then that I heard the door shut behind me, the room quickly filling
with nothing but darkness as I continued to feel his presence, the
power of his stare, his eyes still pressing upon my virgin
body.

“What about the… the
lights?” I asked coyly, my heart racing again, this time with fear
only to hear the slight heavy sigh of his breath. “What… what’s
going on?” I asked, a bit fearful of the unknown that was to come
as I wrapped my arms around my chest, eyes scanning the room for
some sort of image of his existences, his shadow.

It was only then, only then when I
sensed the fear growing like a raging fire inside me that I felt
him capture me. My arms pressed tightly behind my back with one of
his hands as I felt his body, his other tearing my t-shirt and bra
away from my body, before roping it around me, grasping my
fear-hardened nipples.

“I was watching you in class
today,” he breathed deeply, his lips brushing across the side of my
breast, washing his tongue over my flesh as he took in the savory
tang, the sugary flavor.

“I watched your fake, shy
ways to get what you want from the male students,” he paused,
squeezing my breasts in his hand tightly, crushing it roughly into
my chest, his nails lashing across my aroused nipples before
continuing with his rant.

“The way you leaned over
them and the table, brushing these hardened rounds across their
shoulders while exposing those pink striped panties towards me,
flaunting your hot round ass, your tight virgin pussy in front of
me like the hot tease you are.” He sighed.

“I think you need to be
punished,” he gasped, nails piercing into my flesh causing a small
trickle of blood to rain down the side of my chest. “I think you
need to be punished, I think you need to be lashed with something
long and tasty, something that you can remember the next time you
flirt with others in my class,” he hissed only to quickly let me
go, allowing my hands to roam freely once more as he disappeared
amongst the shadows.

“NO—Please,” I begged, my
arms up in front of me, instinctively making fists with my hands as
my eyes roamed cautiously around the office, “I… I didn’t know… I
didn’t know they were looking at me like that… or that I was… that
you could see my,” I gasped, suddenly embarrassed at the idea that
the prof had seen my panties. I could feel the quickening of my
body, the uncontrollable shake of adrenalin rushing through me,
forcing me to tremble as my senses heightened. “Please… please I…
haven’t done anything,” I said, haltering my breath as I scanned
the room with my eyes and ears, trying to make out even the
slightest movement or sound around me.

“Boo,” he hissed from behind
me, causing me to scream as he pushed me back, forcing me to fall
into his black leather couch. The blood inside me pumping harder,
faster, as I instinctively wrapped my arms around my chest in an
attempt to hide my breasts from him.

“No… No… Please professor I
didn’t know I was flirting like that,” I cried, feeling his strong
hands upon my hips as he tore away my skirt and panties. “No…
Please… I’m still a virgin… please,” I cried only to feel his eyes
gazing down at me as I quickly felt his naked body pressing against
mine, felt the sharp heated curves of his arms pressing against my
flesh, the blistering heat of his lips against my stomach as he
slowly lowered himself upon me more. “Please… please,” I begged,
tears cascading down the sides of my face as I cried, “Please…,” I
screamed only to suddenly feel him stop, his hands pressing against
my fully aroused breasts as he rolled his tongue over the side of
my earlobe. “This is what you wanted remember,” he
whispered.

“What?” I paused, my heart
stopping as my body overheated with embarrassment. “How… how did
you,” I twisted shyly, thinking that only my notebook and I knew
the forbidden truth.

“You left it in the class
room that night last week,” he sighed, slightly lighting up the
room with a small lamp that sat near the couch. “Remember that
night you called campus security and had them get your notebook
from the class room?” he asked as his body shadowed out before me,
falling back between my thighs. I knew what was to come as he
lashed his long narrow tongue across my legs, gently gliding it
over me like a popsicle as he made his way up my body.

“You… you read it?” I asked
as he slowly worked his way further towards my fiery
mound.

“Every word my dear virgin
pupil… this is what you wanted remember?” he asked as he rolled his
lips from the crease between my inner thighs and over my opening,
licking my lightly crimson covered bush with the base of his
tongue, pressing firmly against me as I moaned to the pleasures
building up inside.

“Please professor… it was
just a sex-crazed fantasy” I gasped, amazed to the feeling of his
tongue upon me, only to feel him licking my outer opening, his
tongue, lashing over my outer lips like a viper to his prey, I
quickly became engulfed with carnal pleasures, the will to fight no
longer inside me as I caved. In one large circle, one large roll,
his lips brushed hungrily across my clit. Sending shockwaves of
dirty pleasures through my body as he continued to place small baby
kisses against my outer lips, his tongue darting ever so
gracefully, ever so mercilessly across me; slamming out every time
he opened his lips, forcing me to moan to the pleasures once
more.

Pressing even deeply against me, into
me, he began to blow vigorously against my opening, his warm breath
lighting a fire deep inside me. A flame that grew more and more as
he continued. I was so embarrassed as he gazed deeply at my vagina,
before rolling his hands back against my breasts, gasping them
roughly with his fingers. His nails piercing over my flesh as his
thumb and forefinger rolled over the tip, he began squeezing them
tight, firmly in his fingers, causing a slight pain of heated lust
to shoot through me. I could feel his breath upon my moist opening
as his lips pressed boldly into me once more, forcing me to twitch
to the sudden assault upon my body.

Arching my back, I thought it would be
okay to slam my hips upward, try as best I could to force more of
his hot wet mouth inside my pussy. Moaning to the feeling of his
warm breath blowing on my lips, I purred deeply like a virgin kitty
cat.

“Fuck, yes, professor,” I
hissed, begging him to take me with his mouth, to let me feel for
the first time the pleasures of an older man, a real man, claiming
my body as his. Beckoning to my pleads he steered his tongue to the
bottom of my pussy, pressing it firmly against my moist lips as he
rolled them teasingly up the slit, until the tip of his tongue was
caressing my clitoris.

It was then that I felt him. Then that
he pressed his lips firmly over my soft mound. His tongue sloping
back down again as he applied more pressure against me, teasingly
gliding his slick, warm tongue back up and letting the tip cascade
across my clitoris even more. All the while, he kept gazing deeply
into my eyes. The heavenly gaze of his soft brown eyes upon me,
causing me to blush timidly as an intense heat massed over my
face.

Feeling the tip of his tongue touching
me sent flashes of pleasure through me. Gasping for breath, I
opened my mouth as I gazed deeply into his loving eyes, his tongue
inches from my opening, eyes upon me, rolling over me, taking me,
excited me even more as I jerked my head up across the padded
leather of the couch.

I became enraged with a sudden act of
courage, no longer was I the shy girl, no longer was I playing the
role of the innocent female student. I could feel the cool chill of
small beads dancing down my body as I squealed to the consuming
pleasure he brought upon me. Pushing my hips even further up to his
hot mouth, I wanted… I needed to feel as much of his mouth, his
tongue and lips, all that he had to offer against me… inside
me.

“Yes… Fuck yes,” I growled,
needing to feel more of him upon me. “Take me teacher, teach my
body how it feels to be eaten by a real man,” I snarled even more
as screams of pleasure mixed with lust escaped my lips.

“Mmm… Yes right there,” I
purred as I felt the long wet ridges of his tongue pressing into my
outer wet lips, rolling tediously over the outline of my pussy
before slowly… ever so slowly, gliding up to my clitoris. It was
here that I felt it, here when I could feel the cool yet warm
sensation of his tongue consuming my insides, forcing me to scream
in all out delight.

“Yes… Fu… yes,” I screamed
repeatedly, my voice becoming coarse as tears poured down like
drops of rain from the sides of my face, saturating the leather
cushions as I dug the tip of my nails into the tough rawhide,
enchanted by the pleasure that rolled through me with each savage
flick of his tongue.

“OH god ye… yes.,” I
continued to plead, my body being submerged in a great inferno of
intense pleasure.

 

“That’s it my pupil,” he
sneered as he stared up into my eyes for a moment, locking onto
mine as I continued to stare into his. I knew he could see the
flames of my longing, of my lust for him inside them as he
continued to drive his tongue into me. Laughing almost
sarcastically he looked away, only to drive his head back between
my

melting thighs, Thrashing his head into
me like a hungered beast, a sex crazed monster, he continued to
devour my virgin pussy from the inside.

“FUCK!” I hissed unable to
control the feelings flashing through me once more. Holding my
breath, a feeling like never before suddenly rushed through me, for
the first time I could feel his entire tongue slithering like a
serpent deep inside, rolling all around me until suddenly he did
something I never thought possible.

Turning his tongue over my clit, he
began to rock his head back and forth between my open thighs,
fucking me with his tongue around my clitoris as he suddenly
slammed his long thick fingers inside me. Rolling them in small
figure eights over my spot, his nails dragged across my inner walls
only to apply a deep amount of pressure when he came to the cross
section of the eight. All the while, his other hand snaked backed
up my body, grasping my breasts, hungrily caressing my pink
hardened nipples.

I could feel myself building, the
lust-filled pleasures continuing to rattle its way down through my
body, forcing me to buckle under him as I tightened my legs
instinctively around his head, needing more of him against me. More
of his savage tongue around me as I tried to force his entire face
inside my pussy, wanting to drown him in the crimson strands of my
wetness.

Waves of pleasure built up inside me as
they quickly overtook my thoughts, my senses. The pleasures
hammering through me more intense than anything self-gratification
had caused before, as each wave, each flick of his tongue felt like
a giant explosion inside me, building up, making ready to slam into
me with all its might; filling me with more pleasure than my body,
my mind ever dared or dreamed possible.

“FUUUUCK YES!” I screamed,
as he sucked me into his mouth once more, his lush wet tongue
probing my clit, thrashing against it several times before
releasing it. Rolling his tongue quickly over my inner lips, he
pressed them upon me once more, again sucking me back into his
mouth, darting at my clit repeatedly like the expert I knew him to
be.

“Yes… fuck!” I cried as I
rolled my hands over his arms, digging my nails as hard as I could
into his tight flesh as I bit into my bottom lip, piercing my lip
with my teeth as wave upon wave of intensity finally boiled over
the surface. The golden flames of our lust, the passion thriving
deeply inside us breaking through our bodies, mixing with each
other as he consumed me like never before, taking me to heights of
passion; heights of ecstasy I had never known existed. Forcing me
to slam my hips into his face, wanting, needed all of him inside
me.

“Yes… Shit yes,” I cried,
unable to hold myself back anymore as the heat within me bellowed
out, the passion inside me splashing over me like a thunderstorm as
I finally felt myself falling over the edge. Thrashing my pussy
over his face repeatedly, wanting him to devour my entire body I
became a woman as I came deeply into his mouth, my heavenly nectar
shooting into him as he licked me dry.

“Mmm,” I grunted in deep
seeded pleasure, as I began to feel light headed, the room around
me spinning. I felt as though I had reached the finally state of
nirvana. My head rested against the sweat covered leather as he
continued to lick every bit of my nectar from inside me. I could
feel his body shadowing over me as I fell asleep to the continued
thrashing of his tongue upon me. The tongue of the professor I had
fallen for, and wanted so bad, now turned my tamer.

“This is no damn time to
sleep child,” he hissed, slapping his hand across my bare ass
cheek. “You still have me to please,” he smiled, sitting next to me
on the couch before grabbing hold of me, turning my hot, naked body
towards him, bare knees pressing across the soft area rug between
his open thighs.

“I don’t, I don’t know if
I,” I gasped, unsure if I could do what I knew he wanted me to do.
Unsure if I could actually touch it, grasp it with my own hands,
allow my wet tongue to press upon it; to feel it running rampant
inside my mouth or even, perhaps even swallow.

“Trust me you can, trust
those instincts you’ve been relying on, and just do what feels
right.” He said softly, almost lovingly, “remember how you
described it in your notes, how you trained for it, watched all
that porn and read all those adult girl magazines, now let that
secret training take over.” He added, his knowledge of what I had
been secretly doing causing me to blush in pure
embarrassment.

Sighing softly, I took a deep breath
before slowly, ever so slowly one of my hands moved up over his leg
before sinking into the front of his pants, finding its target as
my soft, warm fingers glided around his half-erect shaft. Feeling
my professor’s private’s; a real, mature man’s cock for the first
time in my young adult life, “mmm,” he gasped in a deepening moan,
tightening his hands into fists, nails tearing into the palm of his
hands as I continued to glide my fingers roughly around his base. I
pulled his pants and boxers down his thighs allowing me to see it,
to smell its musky manly scent, eyes widening to the forsaken,
almost taboo sight, the object of my affection rising like a pillar
of strength before me.

“It’s, it’s amazing,” I
hissed, gliding my lush, moist lips less than an inch from tip of
his growing, pulsating cock, blowing on it with the warmth of my
breath before gazing up into his shimmering brown eyes, taking in
the hardened curves of his stomach and chest that I could see
shadowing under his buttoned downed shirt.

“Fuck, so innocent, so
pure,” he grunted, arching his head up against the back of the
couch, as I ran the tips of my fingers over the underside of his
cock, flicking my thumb over the intersection that connected the
shaft to the head.

“Does… does this feel
right?” I asked coly, “this really is my first time ever doing this
for real,” I hissed, unsure if I was really making him feel good or
if he was just being nice to the timid, inexperienced
virgin.

“Perfect, you’re a natural”
he gasped, “Keep going, don’t stop,” he added. His words of
encouragement, the strain of pleasure and excitement echoing
through his voice kept me going as I pressed the tip of my tongue
over his cock head for the first time, amazed with the salty, yet
tangy flavor which I oddly found to my liking as I flicked my
tongue around the sponge like head repeatedly.

“Mmmm,” I paused for a quick
moment, never taking my eyes of his cock, pressing it upwards,
getting a full look at the underside and taking notice of the
large, intricate veins, as I glided the palm of my other hand
savagely under his balls. Grasping them firmly in my hand, I could
feel how large they were, how full of cum, how ready they were to
release their creamy load.

“FUCKING HELL,” he panted,
giving into me, lunging into me as he arched his head up towards
the ceiling, planting his hands firmly against my outer thighs,
allowing me to get a better angle, a better sight at the fullness
of my rock hard present.

“Fuck… Fuck yes, yes my
pupil,” Professor hissed, tightening his grasps on my shoulders as
he lunged his hips forward, blowing a thick load of clear pre-cum
from the tip of his cock, which flew across the room before
slamming against a bookcase just behind me.

“Damn, don’t waste it,” I
whispered, almost to myself, amazed how much I wanted to taste it,
wanting so much to take him in my mouth, so much to taste his cum
pumping down my throat, claiming me as his one and only
bitch.

“Please… Please I need to
feel your hands, your warmth,” he begged.

“With pleasure,” I hissed
sharply, running the tips of my fingers down the shaft of his cock,
tightening them around the base as I pressed my thumb against the
underside pumping his hardened cock slowly at first, yet strongly
in the palm of my tightening hands. Working him over as I increased
the firmness of my fists around him; increased the pace of each
passing pump across his length.

“Fuck... Yes…,” he
whimpered, slowly rocking his hips to my rhythm, increasing the
flow, the feeling of my hand, the pleasure of my heat against his
body. “Yes… please… please,” he panted, I could tell he was
enjoying every flick of my fingers upon him.

“This… this is control… this
is power,” I hissed, increasing the speed of my hand. Continuing to
flick my thumb over the underside of his cock, slowly massaging his
balls with my other hand, the heat of it all building inside me,
the wetness of my virgin pussy flooding between my inner
thighs.

“Do… do you,” I gasped,
flicking my fingers across his tip, “do you feel like you’re going
to explode?” I asked, feeling a slight change in his cock as I
continued to pump my hand over him, tightening and loosening my
grip, feeing the pulsing of his blood racing through it as if
building up for an explosion.

“Fuck…hell, yes…,” he cried,
bending up towards me as his fingers buried deeply in my crimson
hair. He pushed his hips up towards my mouth, attempted to pump
more of his beast into me.

“Mmmuck,” I moaned
continuously, heavily coating his cock with my saliva as it quick
poured down his balls causing him to arch his back, his hips
thriving into me again as he placed his hands behind his head,
moaning deeply like an enraged animal, a sexual beast being taken
to his peak.

Gazing up into his brown eyes, I could
see a blush, a red hue mask across his face as he suddenly grabbed
me by the head, pushing me down into his crotch, forcing his shaft
down my throat before unloading into my mouth. His scorching hot
juice, his sperm shot down my throat as he forced me to swallow his
load. Chocking to each new thrust, each new load; I could feel the
burning of his cum shooting into me, drowning me in an inferno of
his lust, his sex crazed rage.

“Fuck… fuck,” he gasped,
“It’s time to make you a woman,” he grunted only to forcefully take
me again. Pushing his will upon me as he yanked me back up, forcing
me to climb over his still hard, throbbing cock.

“Fuck my virginity,” I
begged him like a bitch in heat, a cat on the prowl I climbed on
top of him, tearing open his buttoned shirt, before scratching his
chest hard with my nails, quickly drawing blood.

“Fuck… Fuck yes,” he cried,
growing hard all over again as his cock slapped repeatedly against
my stomach, cum still oozing from its head.

“Hard and good right,” I
quipped, hovering the slick wet opening of my pussy just above his
cock before falling into his waist, impaling myself onto his cock,
forcing him to tear into me as I felt the friction, the tightness
of his full, large length pressing around every part of my insides.
“Fuuuucking yes,” I hissed, rocking into him as he began to thrust
his hips into me, his arms roping around me, latching on to my ass
cheeks as his nails dug violently into my flesh, once more drawing
blood.

“Fuck… teacher,” I grunted
loudly, slicing my nails into his chest, as he slammed into me
harder, deeper, bruising my insides with each hardened thrust, each
penetration slam into me.

“Too… too hard,” I panted,
only to feel him rolling on top of me. Taking me deeper, harder as
the pain, the pleasure continued to rattle through my pussy. “It’s
too rough… too hard,” I screamed, dragging my nails across his
back, feeling the heated warmth of his blood cascading down his
sides as he continued to pump into me, his pace
unrelenting.

“No such thing,” he grunted,
his hands holding my hips tightly in his grasps as he continued to
ram into me harder, faster, the pace building with each thrust. “No
such thing as too hard,” he panted as I reached my peak, the waves
of intensity shooting over me, washing over my body as he continued
drive me over the edge.

“Fuck… fuck,” I squealed,
grinding my hips as hard as I could against him, gritting my teeth
as my nails dug into the back of his shoulders.

“So hot… so tight and wet,”
He grunted, his lips bathing over mine as he kissed me deeply,
thrusting his cock into my pussy harder than before as I felt him
shooting into me. His cum, his sperm seeping deeply into my pussy,
drenching me with his juice repeatedly, forcing the lower part of
my body to bathe in his cum before falling back on top of me and
holding me in a heated embrace.

“Fuck,” he gasped, panting
for breath as he gazed deeply into my eyes once more.

“No longer a damn virgin,” I
gasped, panting for breath as I slowly licked up the small beads of
blood gliding down the sides of his shoulders with my tongue. “No
way in hell are you a virgin anymore,” he gasped lashing his lips
over the side of my ear. “So about your term paper…,” he sighed
deeply.

“What about it?” I asked
suddenly blushing once again.

 


Writing down sexually charged
fantasies about her early thirties creative writing professor, the
young, shy and submissive student practically goes insane one night
after class. When her professor informs her he needs to speak with
her alone in his office about her current class behavior, once
inside the office, she discovers that the secrets in her notebook,
aren’t so much secret anymore, her fantasies become hardcore
reality!
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	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



