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Professor’s Fertile Intern: A Forbidden Age Gap College Short Read






College Professor Gabriel Ward intimidating and massive. So why can’t innocent, petite Ava stop daydreaming about having his babies
 ?





When she accidentally shares a steamy comment on a college assignment, the Professor learns all about his pretty student’s inappropriate crush
 . Instead of telling her off, he praises her work
 and responds with a tantalizing job offer to become his intern.





Ava can’t control her forbidden desires
 as they travel in close quarters. So the Professor takes charge
 . By the time their journey is over, Ava will be filled up and well-used
 by this grumpy older man
 …







This is a smutty short story with no plot. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Tropes include: college, professor and student, age gap, off-limits, breeding, size difference.
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Before you Read





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





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





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





Kinks/tropes include: breeding kink, praise kink, forbidden love, pregnancy, age play, professor-student, spanking, exhibitionism.

















PROLOGUE









GABRIEL





THE COMMENT ON the document made me do it.





That and the fact that Ava Dixon is the most enticing student who’s ever walked into my class. Twenty-one years old, straight A’s, sharp as hell, but with an always vacant expression behind those baby blue eyes in my class, as if she’s thinking about something else.





I hate mysteries. I want to know what the hell’s going on in that gorgeous little curly-haired head of hers.






Vibe check: does this cover letter feel too much like I want him to bend me over his desk and make me have his babies?
 Ava had written in the file.






Uhh kinda? But in an academic, verbose, you-should-hire-me-and-I’m-overqualified way,
 her friend Emily had replied.





Ava left the open comment thread on the document when she sent her application through to me.





The shockwave turned immediately to heat as I opened the document. I couldn’t help but picture my young student bent over on my desk, right in front of me, her taut legs spread wide and her blue eyes lustful. Her comment has been torturing me with images like this for weeks, though I’m sure she meant nothing by it.





An oversight, obviously. A joke, probably. Ava Dixon is young and destined for a great career in journalism. I’m sure she’s not sitting in class fantasizing about her Professor, who’s twice her age and built like a heavy-set boxer. I’m not the kind of man sweet little girls like her fantasize about.





I’m big, I’m intimidating, I’m often in a bad mood. She’s one of the only students who bothers to show up to my office hours, which may have been one of the reasons I fixated on her out of the hundreds that come through my college classes every year.





I don’t try to scare students, it just happens. Blame my deep voice and my hulking frame. My weary disdain for their optimism in the world. Throw in the ragged scar above my left eye and I’m not the good guy in a Hollywood movie, I’m the villain.





All this to say, I know how unrealistic it is to think about her in this way. But I can’t help wanting to spend time with this my sweet, tantalizing student, even if it’s all for nothing. Even if the few weeks of this roadshow are just torture for my senses.






I liked the personal touch in your cover letter, Ava,
 I wrote in my email congratulating her on the position. She’ll be traveling around with me as we promote the college’s journalism course.





I’d be lying if I said that her dirty comment wasn’t a factor influencing my decision to choose her for the internship. The fist around my cock right now is particularly undeniable confirmation that it was.





This is not the first time, and it won’t be the last time, that I jack off over Ava Dixon.





Blame that damn comment. It allowed tempting, dangerous thoughts into my mind. For the first time I considered that she might be interested too. That maybe my dirty fantasies about her are not so far off the mark of what she’s looking for.






I want him to bend me over his desk and make me have his babies.






The hope only sets me on fire for her more. I want to hear her beg for it in that breathy, eager voice. I want her to need this as much as I do. Please Professor,
 I imagine her pouting right before I thrust into her.





The hand wrapped around my shaft is nothing compared to how her tight snatch would feel.





I imagine pushing her onto my desk and railing her from behind. Slapping that round ass and watching it jiggle. Seeing her golden skin flush with pleasure. Wrapping a hand in her brown curls and pulling her face to eye level so I can witness her every move, every emotion that passes over her face as I take her. In my fantasies she has so many different reactions, that lustful face always filled with some kind of emotion.





I want to stuff her so full that she can barely move, pin her small body to the desk with my weight. Her pretty face contorting in ecstasy, her tiny muscles milking my cock dry. Total submission. Totally under my control. And once she’s filled up, with my seed making its way to her womb?






Mine forever.






The object of my desire, the mother of my children, my little girl.





I brace myself against the desk and my orgasm hits me, sudden and violent at this image of my student pregnant with my child.





My balls tighten and the hot cum surges up the length of my cock at the thought of her tummy swelling up with my baby, her tits enlarging and becoming heavy with milk. God knows she glows already but in my fantasies she seems more at ease with herself when she’s filled with my seed. The cum spills over my tightly bunched fist.





Fucking hell. I know it’s irrational, that I’m taking a one-line comment that’s probably not even true and making it my deepest desire.





I wipe my hand down with a shudder. In the fog of arousal and excitement induced by her comment, hiring Ava seemed like a good idea.





Now it seems more agonizing. I’m staring down the prospect of a month on the road with an assistant who I can look at, but I can’t touch. No matter how much I might have fantasized about filling her with load after load and keeping her pregnant.





These addictive, beautiful fantasies can never happen. The price for fulfilling my desires with Ava would be my job, at least.





This summer, my job is to make the most of having her near me. Because it’s all I’m going to get before she moves on from this college without a backwards glance.









CHAPTER 1









AVA





PROFESSOR GABRIEL WARD is not a conventionally attractive man.





There’s something too harsh in the set of his mouth, his face almost gaunt. His dark features only make his skin seem more pale, the sweep of his black hair against his forehead a stark contrast.





His eyes provide no warmth. They’re stunning but the blue is dark and deep like a lake under a cloudy sky in the middle of winter. The way he pins me to the spot with those eyes makes me feel a little frozen and breathless, like I’ve just done a cold plunge.





His broad, muscled body shouldn’t make sense with his angular, too harsh-to-be-beautiful face, but it all adds to the sense of danger he gives off. He makes my whole body feel awake and my hairs stand on end.





He regards his audience with a kind of practiced boredom as he lectures. Not that anyone can be distracted when he speaks in that drawling, hypnotic voice. The audience on these talks always straightens up and locks in their concentration when he begins his talk. He is threatening but calmly focused, like a viper before it strikes.





None of this adds up to a handsome man. More of a terrifying one, actually. So why, I wonder as a flutter of heat rises in my stomach, does he make me feel like this? Things that I’ve never felt for anyone?





We’ve been doing this for about three weeks now. Touring colleges to promote the journalism program at Buckhill. It’s one of the best in the country, thanks in large part to Gabriel’s hard work.





I’m the roadshow intern, helping with the slideshow mainly. As a graduate of the program, I answer questions if anyone wants a student perspective. But mainly, the tour is about Professor Ward.





Gabriel is the drawcard, the intrepid investigative journalist who is now an expert in media studies. And he may not be charming but he’s interesting. He’s travelled the world, he’s ripped politicians to shreds, he has seen some shit.





I thought proximity as we toured the states might cure me of this crush. Never meet your heroes right? I thought that might work for inappropriate crushes on your lecturers too. I was wrong. It’s only intensified as I’ve listened to talk after talk, as I’ve watched him drive across states with that collected, devastatingly disinterested air.





Because now I don’t just know Professor Ward in the abstract. I know him as Gabriel, the man who eats granola with plain yogurt every morning for breakfast, with a black coffee. The man who brushes his hair back from his forehead obsessively, except for when he’s lecturing, because he doesn’t want people to notice the scar that marks his forehead.





He wraps up the session to rapturous applause after a Q&A. I feel a jolt of this confusing, hot need drop straight to my belly when he eyes me with that probing gaze.





“Shall we?” he says to me as I flip the lid of the laptop shut.





Normally, after the talks, we find a cafe near campus and read together, catching up on the day’s news and thinking of new angles that he could use in his research or that I could use in my upcoming Master’s program. We’ve fallen into a comfortable routine of bouncing ideas off one another, and I’m no longer scared to voice my opinion in front of Gabriel. I know he means it when he says “no idea is a bad idea.” He might be scary as hell, but he can also be soft and kind and supportive.





Today though, the weather is so nice that I suggest we get coffee to-go and sit outside.





We take a seat on a bench in the quad, surrounded by red brick buildings. It’s late afternoon and the place is drenched in a golden, gentle sunlight that I’ve been sorely missing after winter on the East Coast.





I let out a squeal when I see the email notification on my phone screen.





Gabriel turns to me, his eyebrow quirked and his lip curled in curiosity. He looks amused.





“Everything okay, Ava?” he asks. “You look a little too happy for just having endured my promo speech for the fiftieth time.”





“I got in. I got in to the Master’s program! At Berkeley!”





I don’t make a conscious choice to do it. I’m feeling bold today, I guess. It’s the last month of winter and I can sense spring in the air. Not to mention this is the best news I’ve received since Gabriel chose me for this internship.





Next thing I know, I’ve launched myself over to Gabriel, hugging him tightly. He lets out a quick, shocked exhale as I shunt into his chest.





It started out as a squealing, excited hug of celebration. But then it feels so right to be wrapped in Gabriel’s thick heavy arms that it turns into something else. The soft masculine scent of his cologne is reassuring. I feel a warm thrill run through my spine when he squeezes me back.





“Of course you did,” he murmurs, quietly enough that only I can hear. His lips brush the tip of my ear and for a second I am floating, dazed by this new sensation that courses through me. “There was never any doubt in my mind, Ava.”





Then he releases me and the moment is over. When he looks at me again his face seems younger somehow, his eyes shining a little. He smooths his shirt, staring at me with an evaluating look and a spark of curiosity.





“Gabriel!” comes a yell from across the quad. A sleek, put-together man with tanned skin and blindingly white teeth is making his way over to us. They’re similarly dressed and both academics, judging by the lanyards, but this man is the polar opposite of Gabriel, none of the quiet brooding attitude and all of the shimmery charm you expect from a TV presenter. I vaguely recognize the guy.





“Who’s this?” he asks when he sees me, his voice clear and crisp the way only broadcast journalists talk.





Most of them don’t carry the TV accent in their day-to-day life, but it seems this man doesn’t have an off-switch. Even his brown eyes seem to twinkle like he’s under the bright, false lights of a studio.





“Another promising intern from up your way?”





“This is Ava,” Gabriel says tightly. “Ava, this is Patrick Jones. The bane of my existence when I was his producer.” This last part comes out sarcastically, but I detect a shadow of truth behind it.





Patrick punches Gabriel’s arm, but his eyes are still fixed on me. “I wasn’t too bad but this guy, this guy was an absolute wonder. I’ve never met someone who could have politicians quaking in their boots from just a five minute phone call.”





Gabriel clears his throat. “Ava has just been accepted for the Master’s program at UC Berkeley. That’s why we were hugging,” he sounds defensive, somehow, like we’ve been caught out.





“Wonderful news,” Patrick says smoothly. “I know some people at the broadcasting school over there. We should meet for coffee and I can put you in touch.” He hands me his card with a practiced flip of his wrist.





And then Gabriel’s hand wraps swallows my wrist, pulling me to my feet and steering me away from Patrick Jones.





“We’ve got to head off now, Patrick,” he calls over his shoulder. “Celebratory drinks and all that.”





A whirling kind of pleasure thrums through me at Gabriel’s tight grip on my arm and the hot, possessive look that has crept into his eyes during the barely one-minute long conversation with Patrick.





“Not your favorite person, I take it?” I ask when we’re out of earshot.





“TV journalists,” Gabriel mutters under his breath. “Have coffee with him at your peril.”





“Are we actually going to have a celebratory drink?” I say, trying to keep the hope out of my voice. I don’t want to sound too desperate. “Or was that just an excuse to get Patrick off your case?”





Gabriel looks at me again with that probing look in his eyes. “Do you want to?”





I nod, overly enthusiastically, and then try to act nonchalant with a shrug. I think he’s already seen my eyes shining with excitement. I have no poker face. “What else am I going to do tonight?”





And how else can I get this Professor to loosen up enough to fuck me?





Gabriel looks into the distance for a moment and then seems to come to a decision. “Let’s meet in the lobby. Eight o’clock. Wear something nice.”





And then he stalks off with long, powerful strides that make me think I’ve somehow put him in a bad mood.









CHAPTER 2









GABRIEL





I TRY TO control myself when I see Ava, but it takes me a few cycles of breath to summon a polite hello instead of slamming her against a wall and kissing her everywhere.





Thank God I jerked off in the shower before I came out. As it is I have to deal with a semi hard-on, but the situation could have been a lot more drastic.





Ava’s idea of “wear something nice” is simply stunning. Her brunette curls are swept up on top of her head, revealing the elegant length of her neck and the pulse of her throat. She’s wearing a forest green dress, all lace, with a short slip dress underneath which reveals everything. The tantalizing hollows below her collarbone. The high peaks of her perky breasts, the lack of a bra to contain them, her nipped-in waist, even the swell of her soft buttocks.





At the bar, some minimalist, austere place without a menu, I order the drinks — some kind of bright pink cocktail for her, a whiskey for me, and we find a nice table in the corner to talk. She’s on top of the world, as she should be, her hard work paying off in the Master’s program of her dreams.





Even though I can’t have her, I feel proud that I could contribute something to her star rising.





By the third cocktail, somehow, we’re talking about dating. I don’t think I’ve swung the conversation around to this angle, but I can’t help acting interested. Eventually, Ava is bemoaning the fact that she hasn’t had sex yet and I’m trying to control the vigorous response of my body to this revelation.





“I’d think that would be unusual in this day and age. At least, I assume so based on what I read,” I say, trying to make my interest in this topic seem academic.





My hard-on is threatening to rip through my pants and I’m play-acting as a 40-year-old curious about what kids are into these days, as opposed to a Professor far too interested in his intern’s sex life. “What have you been waiting for?”





“Oh, well, someone like you, I guess,” she says nervously, giggling a little. Her blue eyes flick up to my face to gauge my response.





And then I’m laughing, surprised at the boldness from Ava, and I can’t help it. It slips out far too easily, like I’ve been waiting for the opportunity. And maybe I have.





“You know, I’m starting to think that comment you left on your cover letter might have been serious,” I say, keeping my tone light and joking.





I can’t help it if my cock throbs just at the thought of that comment. Her outfit is not assisting me, nor is the way she’s sitting, leaning over the table so I have an unobstructed view of the deep valley between her breasts.





Her mouth falls open. “The comment thread with Emily? You saw that?”





Ava’s face has flushed a dusky pink and the glow on her skin is almost blindingly lovely. She ducks her head, looking embarrassed and suddenly shy. I remember how young she is but I can’t help continuing my questioning. Call it journalistic instinct.





“Was it true?” My voice has taken on a guttural, throaty note. It’s the beer. That’s the only way I can excuse this question. Really, I just have to know.





She’s frozen, staring at me with her own eyes widening in shock.





“Yes,” she breathes as if it’s involuntary.





I say nothing. I want her to keep talking, to fill the space between us with her own words. I have to know what she fucking meant by that comment and I hope that my silence will spur her to say something more, the way it does with interview subjects.





“I—” she begins and I nod encouraging, hoping my eyes aren’t as obviously lust-filled as they feel. She exhales and looks away, as though it’s too much to say what she’s thinking to my face.





Then she sighs and the musical sound of it is enough to answer the question. “I’ve been thinking about it ever since I started in your class. I feel so drawn to you and I’m not sure why. And it made me think about things that I’ve never thought about before.”





“Things like me bending you over my desk?”





Ava meets my gaze and a dangerous, tempting pulse passes between us. I drop my gaze to her lips but drag my eyes away. I shouldn’t. I can’t.





“More than that,” she breathes and my eyes ping back to her, drawn to her lips as surely as if she’s pulled my head around. “I would think about you spanking me, telling me I hadn’t done well enough in your classes, and that I had to make it up to you.”





“And then I would fuck you,” I say, my eyes hot on her face.





“You would fuck me,” she repeats back to me, her voice still breathy but growing in confidence. Her pupils are spanning out, covering more of her eye. “Raw. With no condom. You’d finish inside me. And I’d have your baby. And everyone would know that you got me pregnant.”





I let out a low breath through my nose. “You know we can’t do that, Ava,” I say, quite seriously, and she giggles.





“Obviously, it was just a fantasy,” she says, flipping a hand as if to dismiss the whole notion. But the blush hasn’t left her cheeks.





I know she meant it.





Jesus Christ, I want to take her. I could do it. I could pin her against the wall, hike up that short skirt and take her right here. Fill her with my seed.





A beast inside me is waking up at the thought.





But it wouldn’t be right. She’s tipsy, she’s been drinking cocktails, she doesn’t know what she’s saying, I tell myself. She’s never mentioned this to me before, never dared to bring it up. She’s probably too drunk for this, I decide.





I’m battling every cell in my body. I want to rip her clothes from her body and give her what she wants.





Ava leans her head against my shoulder, and good God it feels right to have her this close to me. To have her relaxed enough around me to touch me. It’s a boundary we hadn’t crossed before our hug earlier today and right now I want to smash right through it, take her to the bathroom of this bar and show her what her fantasies really mean.





Instead, I shrug her head from my shoulder, marveling at the silky soft texture of her hair, and settle up at the bar. As we call a cab home I resign myself to a long night of reliving this maddening conversation.













CHAPTER 3









AVA





DAMN.





Dammit, dammit, dammit.





As I wake up in the morning with a crushing hangover I want to scream or cry or both. My stupid, revealing words are chasing each other around in my head. I barely even feel the joy for my dream Master’s program that was all I could think about yesterday.





My stomach lurches as I remember Gabriel’s face when I told him it was all true. He was stunned. His mouth practically fell open, all the usual cruel slant of his lips disappearing in the pure surprise that took over his face. I wanted him to mock me, to dismiss what I was saying as ridiculous, but instead he just tensed up. Froze to the spot and looked away, like he was so disgusted with me he didn’t even want to see me.





Why can’t I keep my stupid mouth shut? Talking is both my greatest strength and my biggest weakness, I guess.





This time, it’s probably going to get me fired from my internship.





We have to check out of this hotel by ten o’clock and it’s already nine. I rush around madly, packing clothes, showering as quickly as I can, and pulling on a crumpled button-down and skirt.





All the time, the image that is burned into my retinas is Gabriel’s face going slack with shock. The bob of his Adam’s apple as he swallowed. How hoarse his voice was when he tried to get me to drop the subject.





And I did, right? I dropped it…





Oh God.





That’s when it comes flooding back.





Not only did I confirm that the silly little comment on that document was correct. I went even further, adding some further embellishments to the part where he bends me over his desk. Embellishments he did not ask for. The new additions may have involved spanking. And also him calling me a bad girl and asking me how I was going to make up for my bad grades in his class.





So basically, I have bared the dirtiest depths of my soul for my boss and my professor.





Thank God this roadshow is coming to an end soon.





I remember it in crystal clarity now, the way he patiently listened while I outlined my whole fantasy for him. Amusement played across his normally serious face. He even nodded slowly at certain points, as if he was seriously considering what I had to say on the topic. The way he looked at me was intense and disbelieving. The deep wells of those dark eyes revealing nothing. He was probably questioning my sanity.





What was I thinking? I’ve been lusting after the man all summer but there’s no point in spilling my guts, my innermost secrets, in front of someone who is never going to be interested in little old me.





My Professor. My tall, terrifying Professor who is known for crushing students’ dreams in the palm of his hand. Those big, graceful hands that I’ve been dreaming about.





One thing sticks out to me as I step into the shower. I can’t understand why he would have hired me if he had seen the comment. That’s what I’m wondering about as I take a deep breath and start to do my makeup for the day ahead. That’s what keeps me going.





When, finally, I’m ready, my hair still half-damp and my face still flushed from utter embarrassment, I brace myself and walk into the lobby.





The humiliation of what I said is so deep that I can feel it in the soles of my feet, in my every muscle, in the awkwardness I feel as I hand my key card to the smiling woman at the front desk who I can’t look in the eye. I’m never going to be the same person again.





I drag my suitcase into the dining room and there he is, as usual, at the breakfast table eating his plain bowl of granola with Greek yogurt. A flash of something crosses his face when he sees me, his eyes narrowing for a brief second before he blinks and resets to a neutral expression.





“Morning, Ava,” he says, his blue eyes dark on mine. He doesn’t seem angry or like he’s going to fire me, but I feel exposed, like he can now see far too much of me.





Just three more days of this, I remind myself.





“Good morning, Professor Ward,” I say with the biggest grin I can muster.





I go to the breakfast bar and pour filter coffee into the largest mug I can find before flopping down in the booth next to him. I can’t summon the courage to sit across the table from him with those eyes drilling straight into me.





My hungover coordination is not perfect, though.





As I sit in the booth, setting my mug on the table, the curve of my hip brushes against his solid thigh.





Gabriel’s head whips around, gaze dropping to the spot where our bodies touch, and he jerks away. His whole body contracts away from me. Like I’m repulsive.





My face burns.





“Sorry, I didn’t—” I try but he cuts me off with a wave, frowning, his brows heavy and low. There are dark shadows beneath his eyes.





Great. He hates me. So much that he couldn’t sleep, I guess. He was probably considering firing me from my job as intern, but maybe he decided to go easy on me because the roadshow’s almost over.





The rest of the day passes with a strained, tense atmosphere, the air between us thin. It’s nothing like the comfortable, easy routine we’ve settled into over the course of the trip. At least I can operate a slideshow despite the alcohol which is making its way out of my system and last night’s events rattling around in my head.





I get through the talk, tension vibrating in every inch of my body. Gabriel’s voice is, despite everything, one of the most soothing sounds in the world. I want to go home, curl up in my own bed, and forget that this damn roadshow ever happened.





But Gabriel is lingering at the front of the lecture theater as people file out, looking so damn good in his navy suit and button-down shirt.





I’m confused and slow to respond when he walks to the door of the lecture theater and clicks the lock shut. It’s just the two of us in here.





Then he turns and stalks directly over to the desk at the front of the room where I’m seated, a feline energy coiled in his every purposeful step.





Suddenly the atmosphere in the room is electric. When he gets here he seems looser somehow.





“Miss Dixon,” he says in a stern, clear tone. He hands me a USB drive. “Play this presentation, please.”





“What is it?” I ask. An extra presentation? For what? Everyone else has left the room.





“Please play the presentation, Miss Dixon. I worked on it all night and it’s very important that you should see it.”





I have no idea what’s about to happen. But I’m getting the sense that it’s related to what happened last night. To me confessing my most twisted desires to my professor.





“Look, if this is about last night — I’m sorry, I was drunk, I said some stupid things, but it won’t happen again,” I begin, the heat rushing to my face again. “Please don’t fire me.”





“That’s not what this is, Ava,” he says, his cruel features softening as he looks at me.





The intensity in his eyes is relentless and I feel as if I’m under a spotlight when I plug in the USB and press play on the slideshow.





The presentation is titled “Case Study: Ava Dixon”.





My mouth falls open. Slide after slide details the evidence that I might be attracted to him — looks that I’ve given him, moves I’ve made, phrases that I’ve let slip, expressions on my face.





He’s noticed it all. Every little thing. My face burns.





It’s a pretty damning case, all told.





“I was hoping you might be able to help me out here, Ava,” he drawls, leaning against the desk in front of me with that easy grace.





He’s looming over me, his big frame close enough that I can only focus on him. His body. “Given this information, Miss Dixon, do you think I should take her seriously?”





“What do you mean, Professor?”





My voice is shaky. I’m still not sure if I’m in trouble. Gabriel is looking down at me with the most intense, mystifying expression on his face. No one’s ever looked at me like that before.





“I mean, Miss Dixon, that one of my students told me last night how much she wanted to take my cock. How she wanted to drain my balls. She practically begged to have my babies. It was one of the most arousing experiences of my life. Do you think she meant it?”





My mouth falls open. The suggestion that Gabriel might have liked what I had to say to him last night never even crossed my mind.





I am in uncharted territory and I screw up all my courage to reply, my voice still breathless with shock. “I think she did, Professor. It sounds to me like she knows what she wants. And she’ll be a good girl for you.”





“Are you going to be my good little princess, Miss Dixon?”





I nod, looking up at him from under my eyelashes. “Yes, Professor.”





He tilts my chin up towards his face and plants a gentle kiss on my lips. Pleasure rushes through my veins as his mouth swallows mine, his tongue probing gently past my lips. When he takes my lip gently between his teeth I let a moan and he grips my jaw again, his dark blue eyes burning into me.





“Take off your panties,” he instructs me, stroking my jawbone with his thumb.





I freeze.





The thought of undressing for anyone, let alone Gabriel, terrifies me. It’s one of the things that’s stopped me from wanting to have sex until now. But here, for the first time, there is an underlying instinct racing through my veins which tells me to listen to him. That removing my panties is part of getting what I want.





He sees my discomfort and rests his hand on my lower stomach, just above the waistband of my panties.





“It’s okay, sweetheart. I want to see it. In fact, I need to see it. Do you feel this?” He takes my hand and guides it to brush gently over his erection, straining at his pants. “That’s how much I want it.”





I take a deep breath and yank my panties down, the cold air freezing against the moisture that is already soaking my slit.





Gabriel takes the pink panties from my hand and brings them to his face, inhaling deeply. His nostrils spread out and his pupils dilate as he breathes in again.





He lets out a low groan at my scent. “You’re ovulating,” he says, his voice rough. I think he’s right. I am in the middle of my cycle.





The thick bulge in his pants is so taut now, straining at the thin fabric of his suit pants, that I can make out the flare of his cock-head.





And then he’s bending down deep to kiss me, his mouth slick and insistent on mine. I can feel his hardness against my waist. He groans as he slides a hand up my skirt to touch my thigh.





“You’re soft and smooth everywhere, princess. Does that feel nice?” he asks as my legs fall open for him, his gentle caress of my inner thigh making me relaxed.





“Mmm,” I reply. The feeling of his hot, rough hands over my skin shifts from calming to stimulating, a trail of goosebumps following his touch. Who knew a thigh could feel so much?





My eyes widen as he slides his hand up higher, so it brushes my sex. The gentle movement of his finger tracing over my lips is enough to make me shudder.





An instinct is flickering to life inside me, a sense long dormant. I feel it uncoil right at the top of my slit, a bunched-up and tense place that he keeps avoiding with his fingers. That sensitive nub starts crying out with neglect. Hungry for his fingers, his thumb, or… Something else.





I grab onto his arm for dear life as I try to process the pulsing need that builds up inside me at his touch. My mind is racing, desperate for him to continue.





“Please, Professor,” I say, my voice breathless and eager for… I don’t know what.





He continues to trace his fingers up and down lazily, sometimes dipping a finger between my folds for more moisture. I’m soaking wet, but I need something else. He circles around, touching me everywhere else, for what feels like hours before he finally lands his thumb exactly where I need it.





Oh my God.





It’s like every cell of my body has been waiting for him to touch me there and when he finally does, I go wild. My hips buck. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to control the sensations. He rubs it with his thumb, this swollen nub sending more and more pleasure coursing through my body. It’s too much, too overwhelming, and yet so right.





I hump his hand, under my skirt. “That’s it, little girl, you know what you want, don’t you?” he asks.





Keeping the pressure on my clit, he pushes me forward over his desk, yanking up my skirt to expose my bare ass and pussy. Then he stops, his firm hand pinning me down on the desk.





I sense that he’s motionless behind me, but his breath starts to come faster. “So pretty, little girl. So fucking pretty and pink,” he groans. “Glistening wet and ready for cock,” he mutters to himself.





And I get so excited at his words, squirming on the desk, that it’s only the pressure of his hand that anchors me in place.





Then, at my entrance, something cold and hard and blunt is stretching me. It’s not his cock. I know that much. But it makes me spasm and moan on the hard surface as he gently builds up the pressure inside me. The whole time his thumb keeps toying with my pulsing pearl.





“What are you doing, Professor?” I whisper, my lip trembling.





“I’m going to make you feel really good, princess. To see if you’re ready for my cock. Okay?”





I just nod, confused and overwhelmed by what’s happening to me. This blunt, thick thing feels really good, stretching my entrance just enough that it doesn’t hurt. He speeds up, fucking me with this object, and pushes me over the edge until I’m gasping his name, clawing my hands at the desk as he pushes it deeper inside me.





And that’s how I orgasm, for the first time, around a whiteboard pen in an empty, echoing lecture hall.









CHAPTER 4









GABRIEL





GOOD FUCKING GOD.





Ava has played on my mind for months, sure, but I couldn’t have imagine what it would be like to see her expose herself like that for me. For her to respond to my every command not only obediently, but with breathless enthusiasm.





I’ve never seen anything like her pretty pink cunt. Untouched and closed-off, like she’d been saving it for a special occasion. Given her almost unthinkable innocence, I never could have guessed she would be ready and willing to take whatever I did to her.





I thought I’d have to coax, have to manipulate, have to convince in her in a way that would have been unethical. I wouldn’t have touched her unless I’d been sure she wanted it. But with every passing moment, I am growing in confidence that Ava truly meant what she said about needing my cock.





“Was that —” I start to ask but I almost don’t want to know. If I’ve just defiled her innocence, with a whiteboard pen no less, I don’t know if it’s better to confirm it or just leave it.





I don’t want to feel like a dirty old man but I can’t deny her lack of experience does something for me, as the cock straining at the fabric of my pants shows.





I kiss her deeply and the arousal at her fresh taste surges through me anew.





“Ava, was that your first orgasm? You’ve never even touched yourself to completion before?” My voice is guttural and husky, the hormones surging through my veins dictating my words more than sense.





She shakes her head. “I’ve tried to touch myself, Gabriel, but it’s never felt like that. I always feel dirty and stop myself. But you made me feel like I was perfect, like there was nothing wrong with me for wanting it. Even after I told you I’d been dreaming about it for so long.”





Fucking hell. Her first orgasm. Her untouched pussy clenching around a whiteboard pen while my fingers played with her sweet little clit. The echo of her moans rebounding between the walls of a lecture theater.





I seize her face in my hands and make sure she’s looking in my eyes when I tell her this. “Ava, there is nothing wrong with you. Whatever the reason you feel like that, I want you to let it go right now. You’re perfect, princess.”





A small smile plays at the edges of her mouth and she bites her sultry red lip. With every passing second I’m beginning to suspect that everything from her clothing to her make-up has been a ploy to seduce me.





“Can we do it properly now?” Her voice cracks as she asks. Her crystal clear eyes are pleading, her face a picture of innocence and I just about finish in my pants right then and there.





This young, stunning woman is desperate for my cock.





I could push her onto the desk and rut into that sweet pussy and it would only take a few minutes, I’m sure of it. But, no matter how much she might want it, she deserves better. I need to be the responsible one here, I think, breathing out through gritted teeth and mentally apologizing to my painfully swollen balls.





“I think we should do it in a bed, princess. It is your first time, after all. It should be special.”





I offer her my hand and we walk out of the lecture theater to the car park together.





“You’re not married or something, right?”





“What? No, God, Ava I wouldn’t have done that if I was married.”





If I’d been married when I met Ava… It doesn’t bear thinking about. The consequences would be ruinous. I can’t image being in a situation where I had the strength to resist her.





It’s slowly dawning on me how far gone I am and what a terrible, horrific idea this roadshow was.





I have spent time with Ava. Now I know her, not just through her essays or the furtive glances at me up through her dark lashes across a classroom, but the details of her. How she takes her coffee. That she’s not a morning person. That she likes to listen to country music when she’s in a car. The little delicate lines that appear between her brows when she is deep in thought.





The way her pussy drips with moisture even from only talking about sex.





Not to mention the way her every action seems designed to tease my cock. The way that just her wearing a button down shirt, the slight gape of the fabric over her breasts and the glimpse of her creamy skin can send me spiraling and distracted all day.





Ava was made for me. In every possible way. And if I didn’t know that, maybe I could resist her.





She seems to be deep in thought by the time we reach the car, her teeth stressing her lip again as we take our seats.





“I’m just trying to figure out… I thought you wanted this too. Is it because you don’t want me?” she asks, and her face looks crestfallen.





I have to jump in to correct this little girl, this princess who is so obviously a perfect, fantastical creature.





“Fuck no,” I exclaim, frowning at her. “It’s just… If we do this, I am being very naughty, Ava. If we’re in a bed, at least I can say that at least you had your first time in the right way.”





“I want you to be naughty with me, Professor.” She flutters her eyelashes at me and begins unbuttoning her blouse.





I can see the creamy flesh of her tits spilling out the top of a bra that looks to be many sizes too small. Her nipples press through the white fabric, dark and hard as bullets.





“Don’t tease, little girl… You won’t like what happens if you tease me,” I growl at her.





“I might be a virgin, but I can be naughty too, Professor.” Ava has a determined glint in her eye now. “I want you to take my virginity right here, in this car, right now.” Her voice has a breathless, desperate air to it as she reaches towards my belt.





And good God, the way her blue eyes go wide when she traces her hand over my pants, it’s seems like she’s sure about what she wants.





“Fuck baby, come here.” I mean to be enthusiastic but I can’t control the possessive, growling tone that my voice takes on.





I take her face in my hands again and kiss her, channeling all my need into that connection between our lips. Her kiss is sloppy, unpracticed, but I don’t care. I can feel her arousal in the way her tongue searches my mouth, the way she mashes her mouth against mine to give me the same amount of pressure, the way that she tastes of dark berries and summertime.





“If we do this, I am going to give you everything your fantasies call for.”





“I know, Professor,” she says, unbuckling my belt. “Give me all of it.”





“All of what, Ava?”





“Your cock.”





“And?” I raise an eyebrow at her. If she wants this, if she really wants it, she has to ask for it nicely.





“All of your seed. I want all of it.”





“Where?”





“Inside me. Deep in my needy little pussy. Please, Professor,” she whines. And then she grips the bar of hard thickness in my pants with an irresistible sigh and I am throbbing for this dirty, desperate little girl.













CHAPTER 5









AVA





I KNEW GABRIEL was a tall man but I had no idea a cock could be so hot and thick and huge. That thing in his pants is so big, I think as I trace my hand over it. How the hell is it going to fit inside me?





“Do you like what you feel, little girl?” he asks. There’s a hunger sharpening his voice and I can feel his eyes hot on my face.





I nod my head without even thinking about it. I’m in a trance as my imagination surges forward with images of what we’re about to do. Things I’ve never done before but have only heard of. Images that make my clit throb.





“You do this to me. My cock is always fucking like this because of you. Especially after I read that comment,” he tells me. His voice is thick with frustration and need.





He starts unbuttoning my blouse and I’m shocked by how much I need to be naked for him. My desire has made me bold. I want to show everything to Gabriel.





His mouth is warm on my neck as his hands work my top off. Every touch of his lips on my throat seems to make his cock grow larger, like my taste is a turn-on for him as well.





“It feels so swollen, Professor. And it’s throbbing, like an injury. Does it hurt you?” I ask him.





“It won’t hurt anymore once we’re done here. You can make it not hurt anymore if you’re a good little girl,” he tells me.





“I want to help you, Professor. I want to make it not hurt you anymore.”





“And that’s why you’re my little princess, Ava,” he says with a groan. He shoves my blouse down my arms and then pauses, an expression of pure lust taking over his face. I sit up straighter, pushing my chest forward, and his mouth falls open.





“I can’t believe you’re a virgin with this perfect little body,” he says, drinking me in with his eyes. “Such big titties for such a small princess.”





I’ve never thought my breasts were anything special but the awe on his face makes me believe him. He pulls my demi-cup bra down and gently takes them in his hands, squeezing the soft flesh and watching it spill out around his fingers.





Then he does something that hadn’t ever crossed my mind. He dips his head and worships my breasts with his mouth.





My body starts to shake, involuntarily, at the feeling of his hot mouth surrounding my nipples. I had no idea that this part of my body was somehow connected right to my core. He brings out every sensation, the flicking of his tongue over my hard nipples sending a shock down between my legs like there’s a wire connecting these two special places.





“Professor,” I gasp and he looks up at me with a smile, squeezing my breasts together with his hands.





“How does it feel to have these little titties sucked, princess?” he asks before he goes back to pulling and teasing my nipples. His teeth brush against the sensitive edge of one and I gasp.





“It makes me tingle down there. I’ve never felt anything like this. Please Professor, I need more,” I moan.





Gabriel takes my waist in those big hands, which feel like they could encircle my whole torso, and lifts me over to his side of the car. He sets me down on his lap.





Oh my God.





If I’d thought his cock was big in my hand, feeling that throbbing hardness right under my bare pussy makes me woozy. I can feel every stitch of fibre separating us. I’m still not wearing panties from what we did in the lecture theater.





He lets out a groan, shifting his hips so that I can feel the whole length of him, that hard-as-metal bar in his pants matching my hot, drenched sex.





I don’t know what I’m doing but my body takes charge. I start to rub my bare pussy right over the hardness in Gabriel’s pants and he seems to like it. His expression goes vacant and he thrusts up into me, the pressure just like the whiteboard pen but better.





“You want me to do this, don’t you Ava?





“Do what, Professor?”





“Claim my little princess. Claim her and fill her up with my seed.”





My head goes fuzzy with the fluttering that starts inside me and spreads its way out until my whole body feels like it’s more sensitive than usual. The rubbing feels so, so good, especially when he talks to me like this.





“Oh my God yes, Professor.”





“Well we’re almost ready, little girl. Do you know what you need to do now?” His tone of voice reminds me of when he teaches, asking students if they’ve been paying attention.





“No.” I am so overwhelmed by the sensation of riding him, my bare pussy close to his cock with just his pants between us, that I can’t decide what to do next. I need him to tell me.





“Ava,” he groans as I rub against him, getting faster as my need controls my actions. “I know you’re close, but listen to me carefully. I need you to unbuckle my belt and take out my cock, sweetheart.”





As I unbuckle his belt, I’m embarrassed to see that I’ve created a wet patch on his pants. He reaches down and dips a finger into me.





“Oh, you’re sopping wet, princess. Has your pussy been dripping for me this whole time?”





“I’m sorry, Professor,” I say, blushing and looking down.





Gabriel guides my chin towards him, holding my gaze. His eyes are dark and lustful as he dips two fingers inside me. I cry out at the sudden stretch, but then he brings the digits, shining with my wetness, to his lips and sucks my nectar inside him.





“Never apologize for this, princess. It’s how I know you’re a good little girl and you’re going to do exactly what I say. It’s one of the most beautiful gifts you can give me.”





“What else can I give you?”





“This.” He is gripping his cock tightly with his first, the head pressing against my slick entrance.





I look down, gasping at the sight of his huge, swollen member. The head is dark purple and I can see exactly what he means about needing release. That thing looks like it’s ready to explode. It’s already slicked with some kind of creamy substance.





He guides my waist down so that the head is nestled in my entrance. “This is how you help me, darling.”





“Is it going to hurt, Professor?”





“It’s going to hurt, sweetie, and I’m sorry about that,” he says, kissing my neck to reassure me. I can feel how ragged his breath is becoming as our fluids mingle, as our flesh draws closer and closer together.





“I want it anyway,” I whisper into his big chest, ashamed at how my desires are flaring up inside me. Swirling and transforming in a confused rush to match his. “I want to be a good little girl who stops you from hurting.”





He shudders below me, his big body going tense as he tries to control his next movement. He is in total control, holding my weight and guiding me down with his big hands.





But he can’t resits it. I look down at his face and see nothing but animal need as he pushes into me, obliterating all my resistance with the thick blunt head of his cock. I have no choice but to open my thighs wider for him, because it’s what my body needs. To take him deeper and let him claim me.





There’s a sudden pop and pain surges through me. I feel my muscles pulse around him as he completes this long, slow thrust which makes me feel like I’m being torn in two. I curl my fingernails into his back and try not to sob. It’s torture, the long slow drag of his rock-hard shaft against my sensitive walls. At the same time the friction makes my toes curl and my nipples tighten against his thick body, pressing us closer together.





There’s pain, but something deeper too, something perfect and satisfying and full. I don’t want him to stop.





“Are you sore, Ava?” he asks. His brow is creased in concern but his body has taken on a life of its own, thrusting into me over and over again. His hands clutch my waist tighter, bouncing me up and down and his eyes gleam darkly as he watches my breasts jiggle.





“I felt it pop. But now it’s starting to feel nice, Professor. I want you to keep playing with me like this,” I say, trying to steady my voice as his thrusts shake my whole body. I can feel his cock throb inside me.





“I felt your virginity go too, princess. Is this okay now?” He rolls his hips and I feel like I’m being impaled by his thick, throbbing dick. And it hurts like hell but I don’t care about the pain anymore.





“I know I’m hurting you, princess. Tell me I’m hurting you and I’ll stop,” he says, his voice rough. He doesn’t want to stop. I don’t want him to stop. Besides, I know where this is going now and the pressure that’s building up inside me needs to go somewhere. I need him to keep going.





I say nothing, just let out a moan that comes from the back of my throat.





He kisses me messily, his tongue sliding around inside my mouth as I feel him push deeper. I’m so wet now that each thrust is getting quicker, more satisfying. I cry out as I feel his balls against my ass, his cock fully seated inside me now with his impossible length.





Now Gabriel really lets go. I let out a little “oof” as he pushes into me, each thrust rocking my whole body. I can feel his cock all the way in my stomach. This position puts his rutting cock right against a spot inside me that I’ve never noticed before, a spot that sends pleasure coursing right through my veins. I am dripping on his cock again, my wetness making his thrusts smoother and faster and messier.





“You like that, don’t you,” he groans and I grip his shoulders tightly, needing something to anchor me as another wave of ecstasy starts to wash through my veins.





I look up at his eyes and watch the concern for me drain away, replaced by nothing but desire. His face becomes a picture of pure masculine instinct. His mouth is stretched in a grim of determination, like an athlete on his way to the finishing line. He saws his huge cock in and out of me and I swear it gets bigger with each pump in and out.





I buck and writhe on top of him but his grip is firm and unyielding. He pins my thighs down to his lap, sealing his massive cock within me as I ride him, lifted by his hips with each thrust. He reaches one of those big hands down to my pulsing center of pleasure, brushing the pad of his index finger over it until I’m being propelled towards the edge again.





I thought I’d been out of control before in the lecture theater, but it was nothing compared to the intoxicating rush that is now surging through my veins, making my head go blank except for thoughts of this man and his cock.





“Let me have it, princess, I want to feel you cum all over my cock,” he tells me. “And then I’ll give you my cum deep inside you, the way you’ve been dreaming about.”





I let out a choked cry and my muscles go wild as he makes this promise. Intense pleasure washes through my veins, dazing me. I’m tensing and pulsing in places I didn’t even know could move. If he wasn’t holding me so tight, I think I’d have smashed a window, so uncontrolled and unpracticed is the way my body courses with this intense, overwhelming pleasure. Through it all, Gabriel keeps me anchored to reality with his hands on my waist as he keeps pumping into me, pressing on every sensitive spot I have.





When at last I go slack and collapse against his solid torso, relaxation coursing through me, he lets out a deafening groan.





I feel his warmth spurt into me. It fills me up and then it keeps going, the hot sticky liquid spilling out and running down the globes of my ass.





He is panting, looking down at my dripping hole with wonder in his eyes. “Fuck! I’ve never come like that, princess. Never ever.”





I give a shyly proud smile. “It felt so good, Professor. Better than I ever imagined it could.”













CHAPTER 6









GABRIEL





I’M ONLY HALFWAY through my talk the next day when Ava lets out the most arousing sound I’ve ever heard.





We’ve been fucking like rabbits all night. I’ve barely slept but somehow, I’ve never felt this energetic. I’m starting to get accustomed to the sound of her musical moans but this one is something even more precious.





This morning, I gave my princess a present. I’d bought it out of mad hope that what she said that night in the bar might be true, the morning before my special slideshow presentation for her.





When we fucked this morning, I gave her the gift.





I placed the pale pink egg vibrator carefully inside her, sealing the morning’s load inside her pussy.





Nothing could have prepared me for how it would affect me. This is the worst lecture I’ve ever given, and it’s all because I know that Ava is still full of my seed from this morning. That her womb is soaking in my cum.





Even with all my planning, my dirty fucking fantasies about this naughty girl, I could never have imagined this.





That beautiful, cry of longing and need that came from Ava just now, only five minutes after I turned the vibrator on.





I almost double over at the sound, my cock now at full mast. Instead I pause my lecture and mask my lust with a look of concern.





“What’s wrong, Miss Dixon?” I stay hidden behind the lectern, because if I walk out into the room right now my raging hard cock is going to be visible from a mile away.





Ava is trembling, her wide blue eyes trained on me. She looks helpless, panting and flushed behind the projector desk. It could pass for a fever, this state of arousal she’s in.





“I’m sorry sir, I’m just not feeling well,” she says and her eyes lock on to mine.





“The talk is over. Everyone get out, I need to see if Miss Dixon is okay,” I call out to the room, urgently.





People look around, confused, but they don’t question it. No one questions my authority in my own lectures without regretting it.





As the audience leaves I wonder if anyone else caught the moaning desperation in Ava’s voice. If anyone else is questioning why her thighs are clenched tightly together, or why she seems to be gripping the armrests of her chair with such fervor, as though she’s clinging to consciousness.





Hopefully I’m the only one who knows that she’s helpless with need and desperate for me to fill her up again.





The last people are filtering out of the room. They’ve got no idea what they’ve just witnessed.





“Ava, are you okay?” I say as I cross the room, just for the benefit of the last stragglers leaving the lecture theater. I pray that they don’t turn and spy the obvious erection that is making my pants feel constrictive. I lean over Ava, my cock right at her eye level, and place a hand on her forehead.





“That was so intense, Professor,” she whispers, her lip trembling.





Sweet little girl. She thinks this is over. But I’m still in control.





I turn up the settings higher, the scuffle of students leaving the lecture hall masking the faint buzz from the higher setting. Her eyes meet mine with shock for a second before they roll back into her head and she slumps back on her seat, a strangled cry ripping forth from the back of her throat.





I pick her up, cradling her gently as I walk her to the desk at the front of the hall.





“Ava?” I murmur in her ear as I set her down on her back.





“Professor,” she moans as her legs fall open, revealing the slick coating of moisture on her inner thighs. And the scent — oh God, the scent — that wafts up to me is warm and buttery and sweet, like freshly baked cookies.





I strip her dress over her head and make short work of her bra — another tiny demi-cup thing that barely contains those surprisingly full breasts —and the damp scrap of lace covering her pussy. We weren’t naked last time but I want to fuck Ava properly today. The way she’s been dreaming about.





Ava’s breathtaking. Literally, I find myself panting as I stare down at her, stripping my own clothes off distractedly and wrapping a fist around my cock as soon as I can. The soft rise of her breasts swelling on her chest, her sweepingly narrow waist, the flare of her hips, the rise of her belly just above her cunt. I drink it in like I’m decoding an urgent message.





Her eyes light up when she sees me naked. She props herself up on her elbows, drowsily, and those blue eyes are filled with lust.





“Another load Professor? Please?” she asks quietly, dropping her heavy-lidded gaze to my crotch.





I’m hard for her. Of course I am. The thought that all this time while I have been speaking to the group, she has been soaking in my seed, and she still wants more, is unbelievable. This little girl has walked straight out of my fantasies with the sole purpose of draining my cock again and again.





If I’m lucky, she will do so for the rest of my life.





I reach down, stroking her soft, wet pussy as gently as I can. If our one night of fucking has taught me anything, it’s that this innocent little girl is unbelievably sensitive after an orgasm. She whimpers. I pull the egg vibrator from her and it slides easily from her slick folds.





Ava whines as the cold air hits her oversensitive cunt.





“I feel so empty sir. Please fill me up again,” she says, taking my cock in her hand.





I’m still amazed that she knows exactly what she wants. Even more amazed that it lines up with what I want to do to her.





Looking down at her, propped up on the edge of my desk with her legs spread wide, I can’t resist spreading her open and having a look. I see a glimpse of my creamy mess already inside her. My load, trapped inside her and mixed with the nectar of her arousal, starts to ooze out. The confirmation that she’s mine, that I have claimed her so thoroughly, sends a throb of pleasure deeper than my cock. This satisfaction lands somewhere more fundamental, right to my soul.





“I love seeing my seed inside you, little girl,” I tell her in a growl. “Let’s keep you filled up like that, hmm?”





“Please, Professor.”





Slowly, carefully, I use the swollen crown of my cock to push the juices back inside her. She whimpers as my head stretches her out.





That first, deep squelching thrust into her just about does me in. She’s unbelievably hot and tight, her muscles constricting the tip of my cock.





“You’ve been a bad little girl, Miss Dixon. It’s time you got what you deserved,” I snarl at her as I start to fuck her.





I pull her up from the desk with a yank on her ponytail so she can watch me rail her. Her eyes are unfocused, her lips parted as she stares down at my cock thrusting into her again.





My student is loving every second of having my massive cock inside her. She can’t get enough.





“I’m sorry Professor, I’ll be a good girl from now on. I promise.”





It’s only been a few hours since I filled her up this morning. With each push deeper inside her she seems to regain more of her energy, the light returning to her eyes.





“Professor, it’s so deep,” she cries, high-pitched and keening. “It’s too big, I can’t fit it all inside me.” Even as she tells me how big it is, how much it’s filling her up, she uses her hands to pull my ass towards her, desperately trying to bring me deeper into her.





I blow out through my cheeks as she cradles my swollen balls. “I’m going to lose control if you keep doing that, little girl,” I tell her.





“I don’t care. I want you to lose control, Professor. I want you to use me and fill me up however you want. You need to punish me.” Her hand drops from my balls to her own lips, stretched taut around my cock. “Fuck I’m so full of you, Professor,” she moans.





“Language, Miss Dixon,” I caution her, suppressing my smile. I hoist her thigh up and she wraps the leg around my back, pulling my cock inside her.





I cover her mouth with a hungry kiss to stifle the loud moans that echo through the lecture theater. God this little girl needs my cock so much. She’s already so close.





I want her to beg for it. Holding back my own need to slam into her pretty, tight pussy, I pull my cock from her.





“Why?” she moans, bucking her hips and reaching for my cock. I grab her wrist to stop her from touching me.





“Bad little girls need to beg for what they want,” I tell her as I flip her over and admire the soft swell of her ass. “Tell your Professor what you want.”





While she’s here, bent over my desk, I can’t resist spanking her, bringing my hand down hard and firm, five times on each side. Those full, taut globes ripple with my abuse.





She lets out an excited squeal. This is exactly what she’s been hoping for.





“This spanking is for being a cocktease for the past month. For wearing short skirts and tight blouses to make your Professor want you. For showing off that tight little body to other men. For sending me that comment knowing it would get my cock hard.”





I wonder how long it’s been going on, how long she’s been daydreaming about me in class, hoping I would snap and fuck her like she wanted to be fucked.





I watch the flush makes its way over her skin in goosebumps as she admits it.





“I sent the comment on purpose, Professor.”





Yes. Because she’s always been mine, since the first time I saw her in class and she didn’t understand what she was feeling. Since the first time she came to my office hours and was confused about why she could only imagine my cock instead of concentrating on what I was saying.





“I knew it. You’re a bad little student who is desperate for your Professor’s big cock, aren’t you?” I ask her, giving her another two slaps on each cheek. I love the sight of her pale skin reddening with each spank, the feeling of her belly squirming right on top of my erection as I hold her in place.





She whimpers with each slap, but I can see her glistening with wetness more and more with each stroke of my hand.





“It’s hardly punishment if you enjoy it, little girl,” I say. “Now tell me the naughty things you’ve been dreaming about.”





“I’ve always wanted you just like this, Professor,” she says, her voice straining. “At the front of the classroom, while you tell me what a bad little girl I am.”





I tease her with my cock-head, rubbing my pre-cum all over her slit. When I find her swollen pearl I let it rest there, pushing up and down as she speaks.





“Ever since I started in your class, I’ve noticed that huge cock,” she says, her voice breathy and eager. “I needed your big cock inside me, stretching me out, filling me up. And when you’re finished using me, Professor, I need you to give me your load, deep inside me. I want you to make me a Mommy.”





“That’s right,” I say, stroking her red asscheeks with soothing caresses. Her hips buck back towards my hands, and she wiggles her bare pussy in the air, enticing me to touch her. “You’re begging for me to breed you, little girl. I hope you know what you’re saying.”





She nods, her shiny brown curls bouncing and her cheeks flushing with excitement. “Put your baby inside me, Professor.”





“Today’s your lucky day, little girl,” I say, cupping her soaked sex with my palm and pressing into her clit with my thumb.





I kiss the side of her slender neck as I push into her again and she gasps, the sweet sound vibrating out from her throat. Her back arches up towards me.





Fuck, she’s so tight. Only two days ago she was a virgin and it shows. Those narrow, young hips and her tiny waist don’t give me much leverage, so I pin her arms behind her back and pull against her wrists as I venture further into her.





I’m just about fully inside when she shudders uncontrollably under me. How many times can Ava come just from my cock? I’m about to find out.





With a grunt I wedge myself deeper inside her tight, constricting depths. I am fully seated inside her now, every inch of my shaft pressing against the contours of her muscled, twitching walls.





“This is the best little pussy I’ve ever felt, Ava,” I say and she lets out a moan. “You’re such a good girl for letting me take you like this, raw.”





“I need more, Gabriel,” she says and that’s when I know I can stop controlling myself. This slutty student was made for me to fuck and she can take it as hard as I will let her have it.





I start to pound into her with quick thrusts, using the full weight of my body to bottom out inside her. Soon I am thrusting long and deep, loving the sharp, clapping sounds of our flesh combining. I’ve never given up my restraint so totally.





“Take it, take your Professor’s big cock, little girl,” I groan. Her cunt rewards me with a deliciously tight squeeze in response to these words and I feel her lose control, thrashing around below me.





I’m rutting into her like an animal now, with no control or feeling other than the pure instinct that has taken over me. Her body shakes on the desk below me but I feel the rush of moisture that this rough, animalistic movements have created. My little girl wants to be bred like an animal.





As her orgasm hits her, her muscles grip my pulsing cock so tight it’s like she’s trying to push it out of her. I roar as I push through the squeezing, delicious friction, my hot cum surging into her in a rapid orgasm.





She lets out a whimper, twitching around my cock as it drains inside her.





“Oh my God, Gabriel, I’m so full,” she says as I pant on top of her. I feel her tiny pussy overflow again, the cum dripping down her thighs.





Then I let myself collapse down, wrapping her tightly in my arms and whispering about what a great mother she will be.
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I’m such a brat in piano lessons that my teacher had to give me a special punishment...


I’ve had a crush on my piano teacher for years. I used to be such a good girl for him. I thought that was what he wanted.

Then I realized that I got to spend way more time in piano lessons if I was naughty.

I might not be the teacher’s pet anymore but every week Mr Charlesworth gets a little more furious at my taunting.

One day he’s going to snap. I can’t wait.

I hope that when he does, he’ll decide that the right punishment is to pin me down and make me carry his child.
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