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The Professor’s Pet Gets Caught


The lecture hall is mostly quiet, except for the sound of Professor Elliott’s voice as he explains something to do with differential equations. It’s hard to focus on what he’s saying, though, because I can’t stop staring at him in the tight pants he’s wearing today.

As he paces back and forth at the front of the large room, my gaze is drawn down to the way his butt looks in those pants. The way his legs look in those pants. He’s not a young professor. I’d put him at around fifty and he’s got a little gray around his temples and some laughter lines around his eyes, but he’s still gorgeous and athletic looking, and right now I’m having trouble not picturing him naked.

The white shirt he’s wearing has the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and there is something so damn sexy about the way the muscles in his forearms bunch and flex whenever he points at something on the whiteboard.

I squirm in my seat. God, it should be illegal for someone to be this sexy. And the fact he’s my professor and forbidden fruit somehow makes him even hotter.

“Are we going to the coffee shop after class?” my best friend, Charlotte, asks in a hushed voice as she leans over from her desk next to mine.

“I can’t,” I whisper back. “I’ve got a tutoring session with Professor Elliott straight after.”

Charlotte smirks and rolls her eyes. “Of course you do. You’re such a professor’s pet, you know that?”

“I’m not!” I protest as quietly as I can. “You know my grades have been dropping like crazy since the beginning of the year. I need to try and get them back up again or Mom and Dad are gonna go crazy.”

“Yeah, I wonder why they are dropping though,” she says, grinning at me. “I bet it’s got nothing to do with the fact you spend every math lecture staring dreamily at the professor and daydreaming about him.”

I feel my face grow hot and I stare down at my desk. Charlotte might have a point there, and we both know it’s useless for me to try and deny it.

“Okay, that’s it for today,” Professor Elliot calls out. “Make sure you read through pages fifty to sixty-five of your text book tonight, ready for starting a new topic tomorrow.”

The room fills with the sound of chairs scraping across the floor as everyone stands up in unison.

“Maybe I’ll catch you later tonight then,” Charlotte says as we rise to stand, too.

“Yeah, of course,” I say. “Maybe we’ll meet up for dinner or something. Text me later, okay?”

She nods her head and walks out, while I linger behind, waiting for all the other students to disappear. When they have, I walk towards Professor Elliot, who is flicking through some paperwork. As soon as I get closer to him, my heart beats faster and my breathing becomes uneven.

“You ready for the tutoring session, Imogen?” he asks, smiling at me.

I can’t help but notice how perfect his teeth are and the way his eyes crinkle a little at the edges when he smiles.

“Sure, Professor,” I say.

“Okay, I just need to take these to the Dean’s office,” he says, picking up the thick pile of papers. “So how about you go wait for me in my office? I shouldn’t be too long.”

“Sure thing,” I reply, my mouth suddenly feeling very dry.

I’ve never been to his office before. Usually we do our tutoring sessions here in the lecture hall, sitting together at his desk at the front. But the thought of being completely alone with him today causes an excited flutter between my thighs.

He nods and then heads out, while I walk across the large empty room and out the door on the opposite side. My footsteps echo on the polished floorboards as I walk along the corridor, trying to remember which room is Professor Elliott’s.

When I find it, I step inside, closing the door behind me and walking across the plush carpet.

His office is exactly how I pictured it. Everything is neat and tidy, not a thing out of place. The bookshelf is filled with heavy looking textbooks, and there is a small filing cabinet in the corner. His large desk sits by the window and is completely bare except for his computer.

I run my fingers over the surface of the desk and glance out the window. From up here on the fourth floor, I can see the main quad, where students are milling around, heading to classes and chatting.

Being here, in the professor’s office, alone, is making my imagination run wild. I’ve had a crush on Professor Elliott for as long as I’ve had him as a professor. He’s always been my favorite teacher, not only because he is smart, but also because he’s handsome and caring, and he makes me feel special.

But, as far as I can tell, he’s not interested in me. I mean, why would he be? He’s so sexy that he could have any woman he wants, while I’m just like any of the hundreds of other nineteen-year-old girls on campus.

That doesn’t mean I haven’t tried to tempt him, though. As the year has progressed, my skirts have got shorter, and I’ve been wearing tops low enough to show anybody who looks my way a shameful amount of cleavage. And it’s gotten me plenty of attention - just not from the one man whose attention I actually want.

I sit down on one of the chairs by his desk and slowly slide one hand up the inside of my thigh. Just the thought of being alone with Professor Elliott for the next hour has got me so worked up and turned on that I can’t resist reaching into my panties and running my fingers along my damp pussy lips.

Closing my eyes, I picture Professor Elliott standing in front of me, and his handsome face is instantly there, looking down at me as I play with myself. In my mind, his eyes are dark and hungry, and his voice is thick with desire as he tells me to spread my legs wider for him.

My fingers work faster as my other hand reaches up and begins to knead my breast through my shirt and bra. I bite down on my lip to stifle a moan as I rub circles over my clit, pretending it’s Professor Elliott’s expert fingers touching me instead.

Suddenly, there is a loud click coming from the direction of the door.

I gasp and quickly pull my hand out of my panties, but it’s too late. The door is open, and Professor Elliott is standing there, his jaw hanging open, a surprised expression on his face.

“P-Professor, I...” I begin, my face turning redder by the second.

“What’s going on, Imogen?” he asks sternly, shutting the door behind him and locking it.

“N-nothing,” I stammer. “I’m sorry.”

“Is that how you think you should behave during tutoring sessions, Imogen?” he asks, his voice sounding cold and detached.

“No, Sir. It’s just... I don’t know what came over me,” I say, hanging my head in shame.

I want the ground to open up and swallow me. I can’t believe I was just caught masturbating by my professor.

“Stand up,” he says in a stern voice that probably should frighten me a little, but which actually has the opposite effect on me.

I rise slowly to my feet, my whole body trembling.

He steps closer, his tall frame towering over me. My breathing is fast and shallow as his eyes travel over my body. He’s so close, and for a moment I wonder if he’s going to touch me. I hold my breath, waiting, but he moves past me and lowers himself into the chair I just vacated.

“If you’re going to touch yourself here in my office, the least you can do is put on a show for me. Come sit on the desk and carry on what you were doing when I walked in, Imogen.”

I can’t believe he just said that. I’m so shocked and so incredibly turned on, I can barely think straight. But when he raises his eyebrows expectantly, I slowly sit back on the edge of the desk, facing him.

This is what I’ve wanted for so long, ever since he became my professor, and I’m not going to mess up my chance with him now.

“Open your legs, Imogen,” he instructs.

My heart is beating so fast and my cheeks are burning, but I do what he says and spread my legs wide. Without hesitation, I pull my skirt up, showing him the pretty pink lace panties I put on this morning, and I’m rewarded with a low growl from him.

His eyes darken as they move lower down my body, and then settle on the damp patch in my panties.

“You’re soaked, Imogen,” he says in a hoarse voice. “Why is that?”

“Because I was thinking about you, Professor,” I say. Now that I’ve got his attention, I’m going to make sure he knows how badly I want him.

I slide a hand between my thighs, rubbing slowly over my panties, and watching his expression turn from shock to desire.

“What were you thinking about me doing, Imogen?” he asks, not taking his eyes off me.

“I was thinking about how it would feel to have you touch me,” I say. “Here,” I add, tugging my panties to the side with one hand while dipping the fingers of my other hand into my dripping pussy.

“Oh fuck, Imogen,” he groans as he watches my finger sliding into my wet folds.

“Would you like to touch me, Sir?” I ask, my voice husky.

“Yes,” he answers. “But I want to watch you touch yourself first.”

A shiver runs down my spine. I’ve never done anything like this before, but it’s so fucking hot to be playing with myself while the object of my desire sits there and watches.

There is a bulge in the front of his pants and he presses a palm against his cock, adjusting himself, while I push a second finger into my pussy, working myself up and down, the wet sounds of my arousal filling the room.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” he growls, his breathing fast.

I feel bolder, seeing how much he is enjoying this. I slip my fingers out of myself and raise them to my mouth, licking them clean while he watches, his eyes full of lust.

“Mmm, I taste good,” I say, grinning.

I can see the bulge in his pants growing larger.

“Take your panties off,” he says.

Without a word, I slide the panties down, revealing myself fully to him. I’m so turned on that my pussy is swollen and aching, and I can’t resist the urge to dip my fingers inside myself again.

“That’s a good girl,” he says. “Now finger yourself for me. I want to watch you cum, Imogen.”

“Fuck,” I moan as my fingers move faster and faster, rubbing at my clit while I thrust my fingers in and out of my dripping wet cunt.

“Yes, that’s it,” he groans, his own hand stroking his cock through his pants.

“Oh god,” I say, my voice high pitched and desperate. He looks so big and so thick, and I can’t imagine what it would feel like to have him inside me.

“I’m gonna cum, Professor,” I cry, working myself hard and fast, pushing myself closer and closer to the edge.

“Cum for me, Imogen. Cum for me, now!”

His voice is firm and commanding, and my orgasm slams into me as he speaks.

“Oh, yes, fuck, yes, Professor,” I scream, bucking my hips and arching my back.

He watches me as I shudder and shake through the waves of pleasure, and I can hear him panting and groaning.

I’m still trembling from the intense orgasm, and I’m not ready for this to stop yet. I need more. So I look up at him through half-lidded eyes, and give him the best pleading look I can.

“Please will you touch me now, Sir,” I beg. “I know you could make me cum even harder.”

He stands up from the chair and pushes my legs further apart so he can stand between them. Then he runs his hands up my thighs and leans in close.

“Do you really want this?” he asks.

I can smell his cologne and feel his breath on my neck, and all I can do is nod my head vigorously, begging him silently to take me.

“I’ve wanted you since your first day on campus, but I figured you wouldn’t be interested in an old man like me.”

I groan softly, shuffling closer to the edge of the desk until I feel his hard bulge pressing against my pussy. “I’ve had such a huge crush on you this whole time, Sir,” I tell him breathlessly. “Couldn’t you tell? I was wearing less and less around you, trying to get your attention, but nothing seemed to work.”

He grins, and his hands move higher, up to the buttons of my blouse. He deftly undoes each one and then parts the fabric, exposing my breasts, which are pushed up and together in a lacy pink bra.

“I assumed that was for your class mates,” he says, while cupping my tits in his large hands. I moan and arch my back, wanting more. “But now I know it was for me, and I was an idiot for not taking you sooner.”

He squeezes my breasts firmly and then leans down, sucking a nipple into his mouth through the lace. His tongue is hot and wet against the fabric, and the sensation drives me crazy.

“Please,” I whimper, rocking my hips forward, feeling his hardness rubbing against me. “I need you to fuck me, Sir.”

He growls and his hands drop to his belt, and then to his pants. He opens them quickly, and frees his cock, which is hard and thick and bigger than I imagined, even after seeing the size of his bulge.

“I’m going to fuck you so much better than any of these college boys ever have,” he growls. “By the time I’m finished with you, you’re going to be addicted to your professor’s dick.”

His words send a shiver of anticipation through me.

“But I’ve never let any of the college boys fuck me, Sir,” I whisper, looking up into his eyes. “In fact, nobody has ever fucked me before. You’ll be my first.”

Professor Elliott groans and moves his hand away from his cock, bringing it to my pussy and stroking his fingers up and down through my folds.

“You’re giving me your pretty little virgin cunt, Imogen?” he asks, his voice thick and husky.

Hearing such filthy words coming from the man who always seems like such a gentleman in public is driving me wild. Even after having a crush on him for over a year, he’s somehow managed to be even hotter than I ever dared to dream.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper. “It’s all yours.”

“Oh, you’re perfect,” he groans, slipping a finger inside me. “You’re so tight. So wet and warm. I can’t wait to be buried deep inside you.”

“Please,” I whine.

“I need to get you ready to take my dick, Imogen. The more I stretch you out now, the harder I’ll be able to fuck you once I’m inside you. And I can tell you now, I’m not sure I’m going to be able to be gentle once your tight little cunt is wrapped around my cock.”

I moan and shudder as he slides a second finger inside me, slowly pumping it in and out. He’s stretching me open, preparing me for him.

“Oh fuck, Professor, please,” I whimper.

“Patience,” he says. “I don’t want to hurt you, but I am going to claim this pretty little pussy and make it mine. I’m going to fuck you hard and fill you up, and I’m not going to let you go until I’ve filled you with so much cum that you’re dripping with it. So be a good girl and let me get you ready.”

His dirty talk is almost enough to make me cum right then. But instead, I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down for a kiss. His lips are soft and warm, and his tongue is hungry, invading my mouth.

At the same time, his fingers thrust in and out of my pussy, stretching and opening me up, preparing me for him. When he slides a third digit into my slick channel, I groan against his lips. He’s stretching me so much that it’s almost painful, but I love it.

When his thumb begins to rub against my clit, the pain fades and is replaced by a deep, burning desire.

“Please,” I moan. “Please, I’m ready, Sir.”

He smiles against my lips and then crouches down between my thighs. I’m confused, but he doesn’t give me any time to think about what he’s doing before his mouth is pressed against my clit while he continues pumping his fingers in and out of me.

“Oh, god,” I groan as his tongue swirls over my sensitive bud. “Yes, please, more, Sir.”

“You’re going to cum for me, Imogen,” he tells me, pulling back briefly before returning his mouth to my pussy. “Cum for me, and when you’re soaking wet, I’m going to fuck you.”

He sucks and licks my clit while his fingers stroke deep inside me, and I feel myself being pushed towards the edge of climax once again. It’s overwhelming and intense, and all I can do is moan his name as he pushes me higher and higher.

“I’m... oh, god... I’m gonna cum, Sir,” I cry.

He hums against my pussy and the vibrations send a shockwave of pleasure through me. My hips buck forward, and I grind myself against his face as my orgasm slams into me.

“Ah, fuck, Professor, yes!” I scream as wave after wave of ecstasy rolls through my body.

My legs tremble and my pussy throbs around his fingers, which are still thrusting in and out of me. Finally, the spasms slow, and I collapse back against the desk.

Professor Elliott stands, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand and smiling down at me.

“Good girl,” he growls. “Now, let’s see if you’re ready to take my cock.”

My breathing is ragged, and my body is tingling, but I want him so badly. I want him to fuck me. I spread my legs wide and arch my back, presenting myself to him, inviting him in.

He groans and takes hold of his thick shaft, guiding the tip of it towards my entrance.

“Please, Sir,” I moan, squirming against him. “I need you inside me. Please.”

“Mmm, yes, you need this big cock, don’t you, Imogen?”

He rubs the head of his dick against my slit, teasing me.

“Oh god, yes, Sir. Please, please, please. I want it so bad,” I beg.

He chuckles and presses the tip into me, just barely entering my pussy. It’s a tight fit, but it feels incredible.

“You’re so fucking wet and tight,” he groans.

He starts to push into me, but I gasp, feeling a twinge of pain.

“Relax,” he whispers.

I take a deep breath, and the head of his cock pushes inside. The sensation is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. It’s almost too much, and the burning stretch of my virgin pussy taking him is both painful and deliciously good. Even his three fingers inside me couldn’t prepare me for his huge dick, and I’m not sure how I’m ever going to fit all of him inside.

“Breathe,” he tells me. “It’s okay.”

I close my eyes and breathe deeply, trying to relax. The burning feeling subsides and is replaced by something else. Something new.

“More,” I gasp.

He obliges, sliding his length deeper into me. Inch by inch, he stretches and fills me. It’s exquisite, and it’s everything I’ve been dreaming of.

When he’s fully sheathed inside me, he leans forward, bracing himself against the desk with his hands on either side of me.

“Open your eyes,” he commands.

I do, and our gazes lock. His face is flushed, and his pupils are blown wide with lust. He looks even more aroused than I feel.

I reach up, loosening his tie as quickly as I can with my shaky hands, before pulling it off over his head, then getting to work on the buttons of his shirt. His chest is covered in soft brown and gray hairs, and I can’t resist running my fingers through it. He pulls his shirt off quickly, and I take a moment to admire the broad muscles of his chest and his strong arms.

Wearing nothing more than his pants and underwear around his ankles, he’s way hotter than any man has a right to be. Especially a man who’s about three decades older than I am.

“Oh fuck, Sir,” I moan, unable to form any coherent thoughts.

“Imogen,” he growls. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

His voice is thick and hoarse, and it makes me tremble. He holds himself there for a moment, and then pulls back slightly, before thrusting into me again. The friction and fullness are intoxicating.

“Oh, fuck, yes, Sir,” I moan, reaching up to grip his biceps. “More. Please, more.”

“You’re so damn tight,” he growls. “God, your cunt feels amazing.”

He begins to thrust in and out of me, slow and deep. Each time he bottoms out inside me, it sends a ripple of pleasure through my body.

“Oh, god, yes,” I cry, wrapping my legs around him, urging him to go faster.

“Mmm, you want it hard, baby?”

“Yes, please,” I whimper.

He grins, and then he slams into me. It’s rough and intense, and I gasp, loving the feeling.

“Harder,” I beg. “Please, fuck me harder, Sir.”

“You like this, Imogen? You like having your professor’s big cock inside you?”

“Oh god, yes, Professor. It’s so good. Please, please don’t stop,” I moan.

He fucks me harder and deeper, and it’s driving me crazy. I’m close to the edge, and I’m not sure how much longer I can hold on.

“Cum for me, Imogen,” he pants, his eyes locked on mine.

I nod, my eyes fluttering closed.

“No, look at me,” he growls.

I force my eyes open and look up into his face. His gaze is intense, and it pushes me over the edge. My orgasm crashes into me, and I scream his name.

“Oh, fuck, Sir, yes!”

My pussy clamps down around his thick cock, and the waves of pleasure are so intense that it’s almost unbearable.

“God, yes, Imogen, that’s it,” he groans. “Squeeze my cock with your tight little cunt.”

He pounds into me relentlessly, drawing out my climax. Finally, I collapse back onto the desk, panting and shaking.

“Fucking hell, you’re so beautiful when you cum,” he says, slowing his pace.

“That was...”

I’m at a loss for words, and all I can do is stare at him with a silly grin on my face.

“That was only the beginning,” he says, grinning down at me as he pulls his cock out of me. He’s still rock hard, and his shaft is glistening with my juices as it juts out lewdly from his body.

Before I can say anything, he lifts me up off the desk and flips me over as if I weigh nothing, placing my feet on the floor and bending me over his desk.

“Do you need more of your professor’s cock, Imogen?” he growls in my ear. His chest is pressed against my back, while the length of his shaft is nestled between my ass cheeks. “Do you need me to keep fucking you?”

“Yes, please, Sir,” I whimper, rocking back against him, wanting to feel him inside me again.

He groans, and then he stands behind me and places his hands on my hips.

“Arch your back,” he says, pressing gently on my lower back.

I obey, and then I feel his thick head against my slick opening.

“I’m going to fuck you, and when I cum, I’m going to fill you with my seed.”

I nod, panting and squirming with anticipation.

He pushes into me slowly, giving me a chance to adjust. Even though I’ve already cum twice, the feeling of his big cock stretching me open is still incredible.

“Oh, god, Professor,” I moan. “You feel so good.”

“Your cunt is like a drug, Imogen,” he growls, leaning over and pressing his lips to the back of my neck. “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough. It feels so fucking amazing gripping me tight.”

He begins to move, thrusting in and out of me, and each time, he hits the perfect spot. I cry out, moaning and begging for more.

“Please, Sir, don’t stop,” I whimper. “Please fuck me.”

“Yes, that’s it,” he groans. “Keep begging, Imogen. Keep begging for your professor’s cock.”

“Please, Professor, please, fuck me. Please don’t stop,” I cry.

His grip tightens on my hips, and he begins to slam into me, fucking me hard and deep. I love every second of it.

“Yes, god, yes,” I cry, the pleasure building with every thrust.

“You’re such a good little student,” he growls. “Always listening. Always ready to please. Such a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, reveling in his praise. “I’m a good girl. I’ll do anything you want.”

He chuckles and grabs a fistful of my hair, tugging on it to pull me back against him. My back arches, pushing out my tits even as he keeps fucking me, slamming my hips against the desk with each hard thrust.

“Anything, Imogen?” he grunts in my ear. “Even letting me turn you into a slutty little pet for my pleasure? Always ready to be fucked and used whenever I need it?”

The thought sends a thrill through me. Being his dirty little plaything, ready and willing to serve his needs.

“Yes,” I moan, pushing back against him, meeting each thrust with equal force. “Yes, Sir. Make me your pet. Use me however you want.”

“God, yes,” he growls, slamming into me, his grip on my hair tightening. “You’re mine, Imogen. Mine to fuck. Mine to use. Mine to pleasure. Your perfect little body belongs to me.”

“Yes, Sir,” I cry, the intensity of the pleasure nearly overwhelming. “Yours. All yours. Just fuck me. Please, make me cum again. Please.”

“Open your eyes and look out the window, Imogen. Look at all the other students out on the quad. None of those boys will ever touch you. None of them are allowed to fuck you like I am. Your pretty little cunt belongs to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Professor,” I moan.

I turn my head to look out the window, and I can see plenty of students out in the courtyard, studying and enjoying the weather. I don’t know if they would be able to see us fucking all the way up on the fourth floor, but the thought of it excites me.

“None of those boys will ever make you cum like this, will they, Imogen?”

“No, Sir,” I moan, the pleasure building, my climax approaching. “No one will ever make me cum the way you do.”

“Good girl,” he growls, releasing his grip on my hair and reaching around to cup my breasts. He pinches my nipples through the lace of my bra and rolls them between his fingers, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

“Cum for me, Imogen. Cum all over your professor’s big cock.”

His voice is low and gravelly, and it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.

“Yes, Professor. Yes, please, make me cum. Please, fuck me, make me cum. Oh god, please!”

He thrusts harder and deeper, his thick cock filling me up, stretching me, and his balls slapping against my clit.

“Oh god, Sir, please, yes, yes, YES!”

My whole body tenses as my third orgasm of the afternoon rips through me, and the waves of pleasure are even more intense than the last.

“Oh, fuck, Imogen,” Professor Elliott groans, his pace faltering.

He grips my tits tightly, his nails digging into my flesh, and I can feel his cock twitching inside me.

“Yes, Professor,” I pant. “Cum with me, Sir. Cum inside me.”

He slams into me, bottoming out deep inside my pussy, and his cock erupts, filling me with his warmth.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls. “God, Imogen, yes.”

He shudders against me, and his cock continues to spurt cum deep inside me, pumping me full of his seed.

“Oh, god,” I whimper, my pussy convulsing, milking his cock for every last drop.

We stay there for a long moment, breathing hard, trying to recover from our intense orgasms.

After a minute, he finally pulls out of me, and he falls back into his chair, pulling me into his lap and cradling me in his arms.

“Holy shit,” I breathe.

“You’re perfect,” he whispers, kissing the top of my head.

“That was...”

I can’t find the words, so I just lean against him and enjoy the feeling of his skin against mine.

“So,” he begins, “Are you really going to let me make you my little pet?”

“Fuck, yes,” I moan. “Anything you want, Professor Elliott. Just promise we can do this again.”

“Oh, trust me, Imogen. This is far from the last time I’m going to fuck you. And now that we’re more intimately acquainted; you can call me Max. Although I really like it when you call me Sir while I’m fucking you.”

He kisses me, and I lose myself in his touch, and his scent, and his taste. He’s intoxicating, and I can’t believe how lucky I am.

“Now, I suppose we’d better get dressed. We don’t want anyone to come along and catch us. And we can’t tell anyone about us, otherwise we could both get into a lot of trouble with the college,” he warns. “But I want you to come back to my office first thing in the morning, pet. I have plans for you.”

He grins wickedly at me, and I can’t help but smile back.

“Yes, Sir,” I say, before getting to my feet.

As I put my clothes back on, I’m already wondering what he’s got in store for me.

I can’t wait to find out.


The Professor’s Pet Gets On Her Knees


My heart is pounding as I walk down the corridor to Professor Elliott’s office, trying to look as casual as possible, even though there isn’t anybody around to see me.

Just yesterday, he had taken my virginity after he caught me masturbating to thoughts of him in his empty office - and it had been the most amazing experience of my life. He’d told me to come to his office again first thing this morning, because apparently, he has plans for me.

I only hope his plans involve me cumming multiple times like I had yesterday.

Perhaps that’s the good thing about being with a guy who’s so much older. He must be about fifty, while I’m only nineteen, and he sure had a lot of experience that helped make my first time completely mind-blowing.

When I reach his office, I knock tentatively on the door, but there is no response. I knock again, impatiently checking my watch.

Professor Elliott, or Max as he’s asked me to call him now, hadn’t given me a time. He’d only told me to come here early. Perhaps arriving at seven-thirty is a little too early, though.

I take hold of the doorknob and turn it, opening the door just enough to peek my head through. But sure enough, he isn’t here. Just the sight of the place causes a rush of excitement to surge through me, as memories of my first time with him flood my mind.

Maybe I should wait for him here? I could even entertain myself in the same way I had done yesterday, with my fingers in my pussy and a moan on my lips. After all, that had been the thing that started something amazing between me and the professor yesterday.

But it’s Max’s touch that I crave right now. Not my own.

So I quietly close the door and make my way towards the lecture room where he usually teaches his math classes.

It’s strange to be here at this hour. There is nobody else around, and the only sounds are my footsteps echoing through the deserted corridors.

I reach the lecture hall and slip inside, keeping to the shadows, my heart thumping in my chest. It would be dangerous for me to be seen by anybody, and I’m risking getting Professor Elliott fired and getting myself kicked out of college.

But, to my delight, nobody is here except Max, who is sitting at his desk and looking at his laptop. As soon as he hears the door, he lifts his head to look in my direction, a grin spreading across his face when he realizes it’s me.

“I wasn’t expecting you so early, Imogen,” he says, pushing his chair back as I walk over to him. “Couldn’t wait to see me, huh?”

I giggle and shrug. “Something like that, Sir. I just went to look for you in your office, but you weren’t there. So I came here instead.”

He nods his head and pulls me down into his lap. “I was trying to finish up a few emails before coming to find you, but you beat me to it.”

I grin and shift in his lap until I’m straddling his thighs, and he lets out a little growl. Unable to help myself, I wriggle against him, feeling his cock pressing against my pussy through our clothes. He’s already growing hard, and I can’t wait to feel him inside me again.

“I guess I couldn’t wait to find out what plans you have for me today, Sir,” I say, fluttering my lashes at him.

He grins, his gaze traveling down to my cleavage. I made sure to leave a couple of extra buttons open on my shirt today, and a bit of the white lace of my bra is visible. His eyes turn dark as soon as they land on that soft, pale flesh, and he grips my hips, pulling me down harder against his erection.

I moan softly and begin squirming, grinding myself down against him, wanting more.

“I can tell you one thing,” he says, his voice deep and husky. “I certainly wasn’t planning on us dry humping like this. My plans involved you wearing far fewer clothes and me being deep inside your tight, wet little pussy.”

“Oh, well I sure do like the sound of your plans better, Sir.”

He grins wickedly at me and slides a hand up my skirt and between my thighs, his fingers teasing over my lace panties. “Have you been thinking about yesterday, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan as I wriggle against his fingers, trying to tempt him to rub my clit. “I can’t stop thinking about the way you felt inside me, and the way you made me cum.”

“Is that why your panties are so wet?” he asks, pressing his fingers more firmly against the soaked fabric and the needy flesh beneath. “Is that why you’ve been so eager to come and see me, pet? You can’t get enough?”

“Yes, Sir. I need you,” I breathe, rocking against his fingers. “Please.”

He chuckles and withdraws his hand. “Beg some more, pet. Beg for your professor’s cock.”

I shiver at his commanding tone, and the heat between my legs intensifies.

“Please, Professor, please fuck me,” I whine, wriggling desperately on his lap.

He grabs a fistful of my hair and jerks my head back, and then his lips are on mine, kissing me deeply, his tongue claiming my mouth. I melt against him, and he pulls me closer, his hands moving to my ass. His cock is so damn hard, and it’s pressing against my pussy in a way that makes me whimper with every little twitch it makes.

He breaks the kiss and grins at me, and the look in his eyes makes my heart flutter.

“Take off your shirt, pet.”

I obey, undoing each button slowly and teasingly, before letting it fall to the floor. My nipples are stiff and hard beneath my lacy white bra, and he groans when he sees them.

“And the bra too.”

I bite my lip and unhook my bra, tossing it aside. My breasts are full and firm, and my nipples are pink and puffy. He licks his lips, his gaze raking over my bare chest.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growls.

“Thank you, Sir,” I murmur.

He cups my breasts, squeezing them, and his thumbs brush over my nipples. I moan and arch my back, pressing myself into his hands.

“You’re already so worked up, pet,” he says, chuckling.

“You have no idea, Sir,” I whisper. “I’ve been thinking about you all night, and dreaming about you, and touching myself, wishing it was your hand.”

He groans and slides a hand down the front of my panties, his fingers stroking my slick pussy through my damp underwear.

“That’s what I’ve been doing, pet. Dreaming of your tight little cunt, and the way you squeezed my cock, and how fucking hot you looked when you came.”

I moan and grind against his fingers, wanting more.

The sound of the door handle turning seems suddenly loud and we both pause for a moment, before Max jumps into action and guides me off his lap, helping me to hide on my knees under his desk. He then slides my discarded shirt and bra under it with me. By the time the other person is walking into the room, I’m completely out of sight and Professor Elliott is back in his chair, sliding it forward some more so that I am trapped between his legs in the small enclosed space.

My heart is pounding, wondering who it is and if they caught sight of me before I disappeared. But the adrenaline pumping through my veins doesn’t stop me from staring at the large bulge in the front of my teacher’s pants. I squirm on my knees and place my hands on his thighs, sliding them up higher until one of my hands is over his hard length.

Professor Elliott lets out a small grunt, but he doesn’t stop me, so I start rubbing him through his clothes, enjoying the way he throbs when I touch him.

“Hi, Professor Elliott,” says a young guy’s voice, who I don’t recognize.

“Hi, Michael,” comes the reply, and Max’s voice sounds a little ragged as I continue to tease him under the desk. “What can I help you with?”

“So, umm, I wanted to talk to you about the upcoming group project,” Michael says. No wonder I don’t recognize his voice. Our class doesn’t have any group projects going on at the moment, so he must be from a different class. “I’ve been having some trouble finding a group to work with, and I’m worried I’m not going to be able to get the project finished on time.”

“Hmmm, I thought you were working with Jack and Sarah?” Max replies.

Michael says something in return, but I zone out as I become completely focused on the professor’s cock. It’s so damn hard and all I can think about is how badly I want it inside me and how badly I want to make him cum again.

I might not be able to ride his cock while another student is in the room, but there is another way I can get what I need.

With a grin on my face, I begin unzipping Max’s pants, squirming as the anticipation gets the better of me. I probably shouldn’t be doing this when someone else is so close by, but all the professor has to do is bat my hands away and I’ll stop.

But he doesn’t do that, so I slowly work his dick out of his pants, biting my lip on a moan that wants to escape. His cock is so big and so perfect. It’s thick and hard when I wrap my hand around the base, and I start to wonder if I might not already be completely addicted to him.

“Well, I’m sorry to hear they weren’t pulling their weight,” Max says, although the last word jumps up in pitch when I drag my tongue over the bulbous head.

A salty tang spreads across my tastebuds and I lap at him eagerly, making him twitch and throb in my grasp.

“But I can have a chat with some of the other students in the class and see if I can find a new group for you,” the professor continues, although I’m not really paying attention anymore.

All I can focus on is the feel of his cock and the taste of his precum as I slowly lick and suck him, running my tongue along the sensitive underside of his shaft and swirling it around the tip.

Max shifts in his seat, but somehow manages to keep his composure.

“Yeah, thanks, that would be great,” Michael replies. “I just know it’s starting to get close to the deadline, and I wasn’t sure what to do.”

What he needs to do is get out so I can enjoy Professor Elliot’s cock in peace. And I suspect Max feels the same when he reaches under the desk and grabs a handful of my hair, pushing downwards and urging me to take him into my mouth.

I moan quietly around him as the head slides past my lips and my mouth fills with the taste and scent of his arousal. My own arousal is soaking into my panties and I’m desperate for some relief. I wish I could reach a hand between my legs, but I don’t dare move in case Michael hears the shuffling and the moans I wouldn’t be able to hold back if I was fingering myself.

It’s dangerous enough to be sucking my professor’s cock when there is another student in the room. I shouldn’t do anything else to make this even more risky.

But Max has no such reservations, and he releases his hold on my hair so he can lean forwards to cup my breast. He begins playing with a nipple, which is diamond hard and achingly sensitive, and it causes a surge of pleasure to flow through me.

I take his cock deeper into my mouth, sucking eagerly and moaning as his fingers tease my nipple, sending little shocks through my body.

“I’ll let you know as soon as I have something for you, Michael,” Professor Elliott says, and there is a slight edge to his voice now.

I don’t hear Michael’s reply, but a few moments later, his footsteps are moving away, and then I hear the door closing behind him as he leaves.

Max pushes his chair back and pulls his cock out of my mouth. “You are such a little tease,” he growls. “Do you have any idea how much self control it took not to fuck that pretty little mouth of yours, Imogen?”

I grin up at him and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, crawling out from under his desk and towards him, settling on my knees once more.

“Well, now you don’t have to hold back anymore, do you, Sir?”

I flutter my lashes at him while holding my mouth open, hoping he will see it as the invitation it is.

He lets out a low growl and stands up from his chair, towering over me with a dark expression on his face. A rush of arousal floods my body. I’d never realized there was such a dark and dirty side to my professor when I first started chasing him, but now I’m so damn glad I found out about it.

He reaches out and runs his thumb over my lips, and I take the digit into my mouth and suck, hollowing out my cheeks and bobbing my head just as I had done for his cock.

He grins and pushes his pants down with his free hand, leaving them around his ankles. His cock is jutting out towards me, and his balls are hanging heavy below, full of the cum he’s waiting to give me.

Just the sight of his obvious excitement so close to my face makes me suck harder on his thumb, my hunger for him reaching a fever pitch.

He groans and withdraws his thumb, placing his hands on the sides of my head and holding it still. Then he’s guiding his dick into my mouth and I eagerly suck at his hard meat as he slides it deep, almost choking me with it when the head hits the back of my throat.

I’ve never had a cock this deep in my mouth, but I’m determined to make it fit, and I’m soon bobbing my head, swallowing as much of his cock as I can and gagging a bit around his thick shaft.

He groans and begins to thrust, his hips moving jerkily as he fucks my mouth, and I moan around his cock, the sound coming out muffled and choked.

He doesn’t fuck my mouth for long though, before he’s pulling back, a string of saliva connecting his cock and my mouth, and I’m panting as I watch him.

“I can’t wait,” he growls, reaching down and pulling me up. “I need to be inside you right fucking now.”

“Then have me,” I moan.

He lifts me up onto his desk and yanks my skirt up; his gaze locked on the soaked spot in my panties, where a wet patch is spreading. He grins and slides a finger along the crease of my sex, making me whimper.

“Such a messy girl,” he murmurs. “So fucking needy and ready for my cock.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan. “I’m ready for you. Please.”

“Tell me how badly you want me,” he commands, teasing me some more.

“So much, Sir,” I whimper. “I want your cock deep inside me. I want to feel you fill me with your cum. I want you to fuck me until I’m screaming your name. Please, Sir. Please.”

I’m desperate, and my words seem to be getting him worked up as well. His cock is straining, the tip almost purple, and a glistening bead of precum is oozing from the slit.

“Take off your panties,” he tells me.

I obey instantly, sliding the soaked fabric down my legs, leaving me naked except for the skirt bunched around my waist and I spread wide open for him.

“Such a beautiful, dripping pussy,” he murmurs, sliding a single fingertip through my bare folds. “Let me find out properly how wet you are for me.”

His finger delves into me, filling me, and I let out a loud moan, clenching around him. It might not be quite as good as the way his dick feels inside me, but it’s the second best thing. And at the moment, I’m so fucking needy that I don’t care how he wants to get me off.

I just need to cum any way he’s willing to make it happen.

“So fucking tight,” he grunts, adding a second finger and stretching me.

I groan, laying back down on his desk and lifting my hips up off the wooden surface to work myself against the invading digits. His fingers pump in and out of me to make slick, squelching sounds.

“Are you my pretty little slut now, Imogen?” he growls while thrusting his fingers harder and faster until I can’t keep up with his movements anymore. All I can do is lie back and take it, moaning and writhing while he expertly pushes me towards an orgasm.

“Yes, Sir! Fuck yes, I’m your slut!”

I’m almost there. So fucking close. I just need a little more.

“And what are sluts for?” he asks.

“For you to fuck, Sir!” I moan. “Whenever and however you want.”

He grins wickedly down at me. “Even when it’s so risky, pet? When anybody could walk into this room and find me fucking you like the pretty little slut you are?”

There is a distant, sensible part of my brain telling me we should be more careful. But his fingers pounding deep into my soaked pussy are making it hard to be sensible.

My body aches to be used. To be fucked by my professor right here, right now. And the urge is too strong to fight.

“I don’t care, Sir,” I moan, my whole body rocking from the force of his thrusts. “I just need your cock inside me. Please fuck me, Sir. Please!”

While he keeps pumping his fingers in and out of me, Max brings his other hand to my pussy. He begins rubbing my clit with his thumb, pressing down firmly as he moves the digit in a rapid circle over the sensitive bundle of nerves.

The stimulation is almost too much, and I writhe on the desk as my body gets quickly overwhelmed.

“Then cum for me, pet, then I’ll give you what you really need.”

And he does, making it impossible for me to hold back. His fingers slam deep inside me, and his thumb is still pressed to my clit, and it all feels too damn good. My body convulses and I cum, squeezing around his fingers and screaming his name as the pleasure consumes me.

I barely have a chance to catch my breath before Max is pulling his fingers out of me and grabbing his dick, lining it up with my dripping entrance.

He doesn’t hesitate. The head is nudging at my entrance and then he’s pushing inside, his dick plunging into me and stretching my pussy wide open.

I scream out in ecstasy, the aftershocks of my orgasm still rippling through me, and his cock feels so fucking good inside me.

He groans and begins to thrust, holding my thighs apart and pumping his cock into me with hard, rapid strokes. His movements are frantic, and the way he’s gripping me, the way his dick is stretching me and pounding into me, makes it clear just how badly he needs this too.

I lift my legs, placing my feet on his shoulders, and he leans over until I’m almost bent in half on his desk. It changes the angle and suddenly his dick is sliding impossibly deeper, filling me more completely than anything ever has before.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp. “Oh god, yes!”

He groans and grips my ass in one hand, using his hold to pull me up into his thrusts, his cock pistoning in and out of me at a furious pace.

My moans are so loud, and anybody walking past would be able to hear me. But I don’t care, because he’s fucking me so damn hard, and it’s just what I need.

I love the way he uses my body. The way he’s claiming every inch of me. I never thought I’d enjoy being fucked so rough and so hard, but it feels amazing.

“Such a good little slut,” he growls, slamming into me again and again. “I love how well you take my cock.”

I moan, my whole body rocking with each thrust. “You’re the only one who’s ever made me feel this good,” I whimper.

“Damn right I am, pet,” he grunts between thrusts. “And if I find out you’ve let anybody else touch you or fuck you, I’ll be spanking your ass so hard you won’t be able to sit down for a week. Fuck, I’ll do that even if I find you flirting with anyone else. You’re my little slut now, Imogen, and only I am allowed to use your tight little cunt like this.”

The possessiveness in his tone and his words should scare me, but instead it just makes me even hotter. I love that he wants me. That he’s claiming me and fucking me like this.

“Yes, Sir. You’re the only one,” I moan. “Fuck, I need to feel you cum inside me, please!”

He grins. “Such a greedy little pet. Do you want to feel my cum dripping out of your pussy, pet? Do you want me to fill you with it, knowing how wrong and dirty it is for your professor to cum inside you?”

“Oh fuck, yes!”

He pounds into me even harder, and I’m going to be sore later, but it feels too damn good right now.

“I’m gonna fill you with my cum, pet,” he groans. “I’m gonna make sure you spend the day with my cum leaking out of your pussy, dripping down your thighs and reminding you that you’re mine.”

“Oh god, yes, Sir! Please cum in me!”

He’s slamming into me at a brutal pace now, and I know we’re both close. It won’t take much to tip us over the edge.

“Touch your clit, Imogen,” he orders.

I slide a hand between us, finding the sensitive little bud and rubbing it frantically. The pleasure builds rapidly, and then I’m screaming out his name as my second orgasm tears through me.

My whole body clenches up and my pussy clamps down around his cock, and then his dick is pulsing inside me, his balls drawing up and emptying their contents, and his hot, sticky cum fills me, shooting deep into my womb.

The sensations are too intense and I’m shaking all over from the force of the orgasm, moaning loudly as he finishes filling me with his seed.

He slumps down on top of me, panting, and I wrap my arms and legs around him, keeping him close. I love the feel of his weight on me, pressing me down.

As I come back down to earth, I hear the noise of people walking along the corridor, past the room we’re in. Some people are chattering, although I can’t make out what they’re saying.

“We’d better get changed,” Max grumbles, his lips close to my ear. “It wouldn’t be good if someone walked in on us right now.”

I reluctantly let go of him, and he stands, sliding his cock out of me. A gush of warm cum flows out of me, spilling out onto his desk, and the sight is so fucking hot.

I wish we could stay like this. That we could just walk out of here without having to worry about anybody seeing us together. But we can’t. Professor Elliot could lose his job, and I could be kicked out of college.

For now, we will have to keep it a secret.

I sit up and hop down from his desk, and then we begin putting our clothes back on. It’s quick work, and a few minutes later, we’re both fully dressed and ready to head back to our normal lives.

Except my panties are already soaked with his cum, reminding me of the forbidden thing we’ve just done. Something about that just excites me even more, and I can’t wait for Sir to fuck me again soon.

He’s so damn perfect, and I love the way he takes control of me when he’s using me. His confidence is so fucking sexy.

“Aren’t you with me for your first class?” he asks, as he finishes buckling up the belt on his pants.

“I sure am. So I get to sit and watch you for a couple of hours, while feeling your cum soaking into my panties.”

He grins at me. “I might have to spend the whole lesson sitting at my desk. I don’t want everyone seeing that I seem to have a constant hard-on around you these days.”

I laugh and blush. “But I like seeing your hard-on, Sir.”

“Well, then you can stay behind after class and I’ll show it to you properly. Again.”

“I’m gonna hold you to that, Sir,” I say with a giggle, before heading to my seat and sitting down. Class is due to start any second, so there isn’t much point going anywhere else right now.

The bell rings and a line of people begin entering the classroom. When Charlotte, my best friend, spots me already seated at my table, she looks at me with a weird expression on her face. She takes her seat beside mine.

“What are you doing here so early?” she asks, a slight smirk on her lips. “Another tutoring session with your favorite professor over there?”

“Ummm, yeah,” I lie. “You know how bad my grades are right now. I’m having to put in a lot of work to try and catch up.”

She looks at me out of the corner of her eye, and for a moment, I wonder if she is going to call me out. But, to my relief, she changes the subject.

“You never got back to me last night, Imogen. I thought we were going to meet up for dinner?”

“I’m so sorry,” I say, feeling my face grow hot. “Something came up.”

“What was it?”

I shrug. “Mom just needed my help with some stuff,” I tell her vaguely.

There’s no way I can tell her that I was too busy giving my virginity to my professor. I doubt she’d keep that kind of information to herself.

I feel bad for not telling her the truth, but at the same time, it feels exciting to have such a dirty little secret. I’ve always been the good girl that follows the rules, but now, I’m doing something so naughty that I could end up getting in a lot of trouble if anyone finds out.

“Okay, everybody,” Professor Elliott calls out from the front of the class. “It’s time to be quiet.”

A grin spreads across my face when I notice he’s sitting at his desk. Usually, he likes to pace back and forth at the front of the class, so this is new. And while everyone else won’t know the reason for it; I do.

He’s hard for me.

My professor, who has only just finished using me, wants to fuck me all over again already.

I shift in my seat, feeling his cum still inside me. It’s warm and sticky, and a fresh wave of arousal washes over me. There’s no way I’m going to be able to concentrate today, but maybe that doesn’t matter.

Not when I know I’m his favorite student, regardless of my grades.


The Professor’s Pet Gets Punished


Wow. I’ve never known a lecture to last so long. Sure, it was only a couple of hours, but it dragged by and felt like so much more. Professor Atkins is so boring, and I can never seem to pay attention whenever he starts droning on.

Luckily, it’s lunchtime now. And then after that, I get to go and see my favorite professor. Professor Max Elliott.

He’s so damn sexy, and he’s perhaps the smartest man I’ve ever met.

Oh, and he took my virginity a couple of weeks ago, and has been using me at every opportunity since. We can’t keep our hands off each other, and we’ve been sneaking off to find places all over campus to fuck.

Just thinking about seeing him soon has got my panties wet.

I stand from my chair and leave the lecture hall, finding my best friend, Charlotte, leaning against the wall just outside.

“Want to grab something to eat?” she asks when she spots me in the crowd of people exiting the room.

“Sure,” I say, smiling at her. I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to eat anything though, because my stomach is feeling all a-flutter with excitement about seeing Max soon.

Charlotte pushes away from the wall and we head towards the cafeteria.

“So, how was your date last night?” I ask.

“It was alright. We went for a nice meal and then a few drinks.”

“That’s great,” I say. “Are you planning on seeing him again?”

I sigh as we walk into the cafeteria. It’s busier than I’ve ever seen it, and the queue is ridiculously long. But we join the end of the line and shuffle forward with the rest of the students.

“Yeah, I’m going out with him tonight,” Charlotte says, shifting the pile of books she’s holding from one arm to the other. “But the thing is, his best friend is in your math class and has a huge crush on you. We were all wondering if you’d like to make tonight a double date?”

“Oh... ummm...”

“Please say yes, Imogen,” Charlotte pleads. “I think he’s a good match for you.”

“I don’t even know who it is you’re trying to set me up with,” I say, trying to think of a way to get out of this. I like Professor Elliot way too much to go on a date with someone else, and besides, he’s already made it very clear that I belong to him and that he does not share.

“Oh, it’s James,” she says, smiling widely at me. “Apparently, he’s got it real bad for you.”

“I don’t know,” I sigh. “I recognize the name, but I’m not sure who he is.”

A man clears his throat close behind us, making us both jump. When I turn to look over my shoulder, I freeze. Professor Elliott is standing there, definitely close enough to have heard our conversation, and he does not look happy.

“Imogen,” he says, his voice cold. “I need to talk to you about your recent assignment. Come see me in my office, please.”

My stomach drops, but before I can respond, he turns on his heels and walks out of the cafeteria.

“What’s got him in such a bad mood?” Charlotte asks with a giggle. “Was your assignment really that bad?”

I feign a laugh, trying to ignore the feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach. Is he mad because of what he overheard? It’s not like I was going to say yes to the date.

“I don’t know. But I guess I’d better go find out.”

Charlotte nods and gives me a quick hug. “I’ll save you a spot in the queue.”

“Thanks,” I mumble.

I hurry after Professor Elliott, spotting him a few yards ahead in the corridor.

“Professor!” I call out, and he stops, turning slowly to look at me. “Was there a problem with my assignment?”

He glances around, making sure the corridor is empty and nobody will see us, before taking hold of my arm and pulling me towards the nearest door. He opens it and guides me inside, and I wrinkle my nose when I realize we are in a janitor’s closet. There are buckets and mops and cleaning supplies everywhere.

Max closes the door and switches the light on. Then he presses me back against the wall with his muscular body, and even with the unhappy look on his face, my body can’t help but react to his closeness. And the fact that I feel so helpless.

And he seems to be just as excited as I am, if the hard bulge pressing against my stomach is any indication.

“Planning on going out on a date tonight, Imogen?” he asks, a smirk on his lips.

“Of course not, Sir,” I answer quickly, wriggling slightly in the small gap between him and the wall as the feel of his erection has my mind going to filthy places, creating an ache between my thighs. “I was just trying to think of a way to let Charlotte down gently. You know there’s only one man I want. And it’s not James.”

I take hold of his tie and pull gently on it until his face is close to mine, our lips almost touching. But he doesn’t close the distance between us like I was hoping he would, and he eases back a little when I try to do so.

“Maybe I need to teach you a lesson for not saying no to the date quickly enough,” he says, grinning down at me.

Nerves swirl around in the pit of my stomach, while my pussy has an entirely different reaction to the threat of a punishment.

“Are you mad at me, Sir?” I ask in a quiet voice.

He brings one hand to my hair and wraps the long locks around his fist, then tugs slightly to tilt my head back. His lips are so close to mine now that I can feel his warm breath on my face, and I whine softly with a need to kiss him. But he keeps a firm hold on my hair so I can’t move.

“No, pet,” he says softly. “I’m not at all mad. But I do like the idea of showing you what would happen if you had said yes to the date. And I especially like the idea of leaving my handprints all over your ass, so if anyone else did see you naked, they’d know you’re mine.”

Professor Elliott’s voice has deepened into a low growl that has my entire body tingling with an overwhelming need for him.

“You... you’re going to spank me?” I stutter, my heart pounding and my core throbbing.

“I think so, pet. You need to know that you’re mine, and a sore ass will be the perfect reminder for you.”

“Sir, we can’t. Not here. What if somebody finds us?”

He chuckles and an evil grin spreads across his lips. “You say that as if the possibility of getting caught isn’t part of the thrill for both of us.”

“I...”

My cheeks grow hot. I can’t deny that I love the rush of excitement whenever we sneak around.

As if my lack of protest is all the confirmation he needs, he grips my arm and turns me to face the wall, forcing me to brace myself with my hands against the cold brick surface.

He grabs the hem of my skirt and pulls it up, baring my ass to him. I gasp as the cool air hits my skin. He tugs my panties upwards, so the fabric is trapped between my ass cheeks, and then he runs a hand over my bare skin.

A tremble of anticipation runs through me and I bite my bottom lip. I’m so turned on by this, and I can’t wait for him to spank me.

“This is what happens when you are a naughty girl, Imogen,” he warns, just a moment before his hand connects with my right ass cheek, slapping it with a resounding smack.

I cry out and arch my back, the pain searing through me.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I gasp.

He doesn’t reply, and instead, his hand comes down on my other ass cheek. I cry out again, my ass burning with the sting and the sound of my voice echoing off the walls.

“Please, Sir,” I beg, although I’m not quite sure what I’m begging for.

“I’m not sure you’ve learned your lesson yet, pet.”

Professor Elliott pulls my panties down, leaving them around my ankles. My pussy is soaking wet and I’m desperate for him to touch me, to use me however he wants.

He spanks me again, and then once more, leaving my ass cheeks aching. My bare flesh is burning, and I know my butt must be bright red by now. But all I can think of is how badly I just need him to fuck me. The way he’s being so rough with me, marking my skin as if I’m his property, has got me more aroused than I’ve ever been in my life.

“Sir, please,” I beg. “I need you.”

He chuckles and slides his hand between my thighs, running his fingers over my slick folds. “Is this what you need, Imogen?”

I whimper, arching my back. I need him so damn much that it’s almost painful.

“Yes, Sir,” I pant, pushing back against his hand.

He rubs circles around my clit with his finger, and the pleasure is so intense, so sudden, that I nearly cum there and then. But then he removes his hand from between my thighs.

“What... why did you stop?” I groan.

He leans forward, pressing his hard body against mine, and his voice is a low growl in my ear. “Because you don’t get to cum yet. I need to finish your punishment first.”

My heart is racing and I’m panting, trying to catch my breath. And all I can do is nod, because I want him to finish punishing me so he’ll give me what I really need.

His fingers slide back between my thighs and he begins teasing my pussy, slipping one and then two fingers inside me. I moan loudly and thrust back against him.

“Don’t you dare cum, Imogen,” he says in a firm voice. “I just want to play with your tight, wet little cunt, but you are not allowed to cum.”

“Oh god,” I groan, as I rock my hips and fuck myself on the digits he’s got buried deep inside me. “But I need to cum so badly, Sir.”

Now this is the real punishment. The spanking might have hurt, but I loved the way he was so rough with me. But now, I don’t know if I can handle being teased like this. Not when I’m so desperate for release.

Professor Elliott laughs. “Oh, I know you do, pet. Because you liked being spanked, didn’t you?”

He’s pumping his fingers in and out of me even faster, and I can’t keep quiet. My moans and pants are loud and echo off the walls of the tiny closet, and the risk of someone overhearing us just makes it all feel so much more intense.

“Please, Sir. I need to cum so badly,” I whine, my orgasm building and building until I can barely stand it.

“No,” he growls, withdrawing his fingers from my pussy.

I whine in protest, feeling so empty. I’m right on the edge and so damn close, and I feel like I’ll go crazy if I don’t get to cum soon.

But before I can even get my brain working enough through the foggy haze to start begging him to touch me again, his hand comes down hard on my ass once more. The sting on my already burning flesh brings momentary distraction from the aching need between my legs, and I cry out loudly.

“Who do you belong to, pet?” he growls in my ear, grabbing my ass cheek in his large hand and massaging it roughly. My skin feels like it’s on fire, and the way he manhandles me just makes the sensations even more intense. But it feels so good that I push back against his touch, wanting even more.

“You, Sir. I’m yours,” I gasp.

He presses a kiss to the back of my neck, sending a shiver down my spine.

“That’s right, Imogen. All mine. So don’t even think about arranging any dates with college boys. We both know none of them would be able to make you feel the way I do.”

“Nobody could, Sir,” I pant. “I promise, I’ll only ever want you.”

“Good girl,” he growls.

Outside the janitor’s closet, the sounds of people moving around grow louder, and he grumbles.

“It’s starting to get busier out there,” he says, taking a step back and spinning me around so that I’m facing him once more. “We should take this back to my office, where there is a lock on the door. That way, I won’t have to hold back while I’m fucking you hard.”

My brow creases with confusion. We’ve done it in plenty of risky places before, and we’ve both loved it, so I’m not sure why he suddenly wants to be so careful now.

“I’m going to leave now and go straight back to my office. You stay here so nobody sees us leaving the closet together, and then wait a couple of minutes before you follow, okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper.

The sound of people outside the closet is getting louder. It sounds like a whole group of students has just stopped outside.

Professor Elliott grins at me and opens the door just enough to slip out before closing it behind him. I lean against the wall, breathing heavily and trying to calm my nerves. My pussy is still aching and dripping wet. And now I can’t stop thinking about him fucking me hard in his office.

While I wait, I pull up my panties and straighten out my clothing, so hopefully it doesn’t look like I’ve just been thoroughly manhandled by one of the professors.

After a few minutes have passed, I open the door and peek out. Nobody seems to have noticed anything, and the students who were nearby have all walked away now. So I step out of the closet and walk quickly in the direction of Professor Elliott’s office.

I knock on the door with a shaky hand, and he calls out for me to come in. When I enter, he’s sitting in his chair with his hard cock out of his pants, stroking it slowly. I quickly shut the door behind me and turn the latch the look it securely, then turn back to look at him, licking my lips as my gaze is drawn down to his huge erection.

“Get on your hands and knees and crawl to me, then show my with that pretty little mouth of yours that you only crave my dick.”

His voice is so commanding that a little shiver of pleasure runs down my spine, and I drop down to the floor immediately, crawling across the room towards him. My heart is pounding and I feel so needy. As soon as I reach him, I lean forward and take the head of his cock into my mouth, sucking and licking.

“That’s a good girl, pet,” he growls.

I take more of his length into my mouth, wrapping one hand around the base of his shaft and stroking him in time with the movement of my mouth.

He runs his hands through my hair and grabs it, tugging lightly. It hurts my scalp a little, but it’s a delicious kind of pain that makes me want to be his good little pet even more. He uses his grip to push me down further on his cock and I suck harder, enjoying the feel of his hard rod throbbing in my mouth.

“Fuck,” he groans. “You’re so damn good at sucking cock, pet.”

He pulls on my hair a little harder, and a thrill of excitement rushes through me. His dirty words are turning me on so much, and I just want to make him feel as good as he’s making me feel.

“Look at me, Imogen,” he orders.

I lift my gaze to meet his, and a jolt of electricity shoots straight to my pussy as our eyes lock. There’s such raw, animalistic lust in his eyes that it sends shivers down my spine.

I suck harder and faster, moaning as I take his full length in and out of my mouth, enjoying the taste of his precum as it drips onto my tongue. His breathing becomes heavier, and he groans.

“Such a good little pet,” he gasps. “You’re going to make me cum in your mouth, and you’re going to swallow every last drop of it.”

I whimper and nod my head slightly, still holding eye contact with him. I’m so horny right now, and I just want him to fuck me. But the idea of swallowing his cum turns me on so much, so if that’s what he wants, then I’m happy to obey.

Professor Elliott groans and throws his head back, and his cock pulses in my mouth, and then hot ropes of cum shoot down the back of my throat. I swallow it eagerly, loving the taste and the sensation of having him use me like this.

“You are such a good girl,” he pants, as I continue to suck him clean.

Once I’ve swallowed the last of his load, I release him from my mouth and sit back on my heels, grinning up at him.

“Don’t worry, pet. I know you’ve turned into a greedy little slut and I’m not finished with you yet. So take off your clothes - all of them - and bend yourself over my desk.”

I quickly obey, stripping out of my skirt and underwear and tossing them aside, then remove my top and bra. Now, I’m completely naked, and Professor Elliott’s eyes roam over my body hungrily, making my skin feel hot.

I stand up and move over to his desk, then bend myself over the edge. Without needing to be told, I spread my legs wide so Sir has the perfect view of my dripping wet pussy. Even just the cool breeze in the room teasing against my bare skin is enough to make me whimper. I can’t remember ever being this turned on in my whole life.

The way he just takes complete control of me when I’m with him is the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced, and it makes me crave him even more.

“Such a perfect view,” he murmurs. “Your wet, eager pussy is absolutely perfect.”

“I’m glad you think so, Sir,” I reply, grinning over my shoulder at him. “Do you think it’s perfect enough that you might want to fuck it soon?”

I wriggle my ass from side to side, hoping to tempt him to do just that, but Professor Elliott laughs. He stands up from his chair and steps up behind me, his semi-hard cock still hanging out of his pants as it presses against my ass cheek.

“Oh, it’s certainly perfect enough that I want to fuck it all the time, pet. But today, I want to try something different. That’s why we had to come back to my office. Because there is something here that I need.”

My heart starts thudding louder in my chest. What else could he want to try? There are probably lots of things we haven’t done together yet, and an experienced man like my Professor probably has plenty of things he’s yet to show me. But I have to admit I’m nervous.

In Max’s capable hands, though, I have no doubt I’m going to enjoy whatever he has planned for me.

He reaches over to his desk draw and opens it, pulling out a small plastic bottle filled with some clear liquid.

“The whole time I was spanking your ass earlier, I was thinking about how much I want to claim your tight little virgin asshole. I can’t wait to feel it gripping my dick so fucking tight.”

A wave of heat rushes through me, and my entire body tingles with anticipation. The idea of him taking me like that is a little scary, but the way he’s talking about it is turning me on so damn much. I’m aching for him to fuck me, and I want him to take my anal virginity. I want him to use me however he wants, because he’s my Sir and he’s going to make me feel good.

“I can’t wait for you to fuck my ass, Sir,” I tell him, wiggling my hips and pushing back against his cock.

“Are you ready to let me have this tight little hole, Imogen?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, looking back at him over my shoulder. “I want you to take everything you want.”

“Good girl,” he says, and his praise sends another shiver of pleasure through me.

As I watch, he flips the cap on the small bottle and squirts some of the lube onto his fingers before setting the bottle aside. He drops his hand down to my bottom, and then his fingers are rubbing the cool liquid into my skin, coating my asshole. I gasp and shudder at the cold sensation, and then moan as he begins teasing the hole.

“You have such a perfect little asshole, pet. Such a cute, tiny little puckered hole.”

“Sir, please,” I moan, as he slips a finger inside my asshole. “That feels so good.”

“I’m going to enjoy claiming this, Imogen. I’m going to enjoy watching your tiny virgin hole open up and stretch around my cock as I fuck you there. I bet your asshole will grip me so tightly, pet.”

His dirty words cause arousal to rush right over me, and I press back against his finger, wanting more. It feels strange to have something filling that hole, but it also feels amazing. And I know it’s only going to get better when it’s his big, thick cock.

“Are you ready for more, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groan, pushing back against his finger.

“I can’t hear you, pet,” he growls. “You’re going to have to speak louder if you want me to give you more.”

“Yes, Sir. I’m ready,” I gasp, pushing back against him again. “I want more. Please, give me more.”

He chuckles, clearly pleased with my response, and then he adds a second finger, stretching me even more. The slight burning sensation is uncomfortable, but the pleasure it brings far outweighs the pain, and soon enough I’m a whimpering mess, grinding my hips and fucking myself on his fingers.

“Such a horny, needy little slut,” he says, in a teasing voice.

I’m panting and trembling, and so damn close to cumming. If only he would touch my clit, then I’d probably cum right there and then. But he knows just how to play me, and he pulls his fingers out of my asshole before I can orgasm.

“Not yet, pet. You don’t get to cum until I’m fucking you in that perfect, tight hole.”

“Please, Sir,” I beg, as he pushes his cock between my ass cheeks, letting the head rub against the wetness coating my asshole. “Please, just fuck me.”

“You sound so damn needy,” he murmurs. “It’s so fucking hot knowing you can’t get enough of my dick.”

I can feel his cock pressing against my tight hole, and he moves his hands down to grab my hips. Then he leans over and kisses the back of my neck, his hot breath tickling my skin and sending a shiver down my spine.

I whimper and moan and press my forehead against the hard, wooden desk, closing my eyes and focusing on the sensation of his huge, hard cock pushing into my asshole. It hurts a little, but I don’t care.

All that matters is that Professor Elliott is taking me the way he wants, and the pleasure of knowing he wants me is overwhelming.

“You’re so tight, Imogen,” he groans, and then I feel his balls press against my pussy.

He’s fully inside me now, and I feel so damn full it hurts a bit. But at the same time, the feeling of being stuffed so full is so intense that it makes my pussy throb with desire.

I moan and pant, and Professor Elliott starts to move, pumping in and out of me slowly, letting me adjust to the sensation. His cock is so huge, and it fills me so perfectly.

I love the feeling of him sliding in and out, stretching my ass as he takes his pleasure from me.

“That’s a good girl, pet,” he groans. “You look so beautiful right now, all spread open for me. You’re taking me so well. Your ass is gripping my cock so tightly, it’s like your asshole was made for me.”

“I love the way you fuck me, Sir,” I gasp, rocking back to meet his thrusts. “It feels so good.”

“Your body was made to please me, pet,” he grunts, speeding up his thrusts and pounding into me harder. “I can’t wait to make a mess of your tight little ass. To pump my load deep inside your bowels.”

“Yes,” I pant, the image he’s painting in my head making me crazy.

“Fuck, you’re so hot, pet. You’re going to make me explode, Imogen. I can’t hold on much longer. Can you feel how close I am? Can you feel my cock throbbing and twitching as I fuck your ass?”

“Yes, Sir!” I moan, gripping the edge of the desk so tight that my knuckles turn white. He’s pounding my ass hard now, and it’s sending sparks of pleasure through me. My whole body feels like it’s on fire. “I need you to cum inside me, Sir. Please.”

“Such a good little slut, begging me to fill you up.”

He reaches around me with one hand, his fingers quickly finding my clit, rubbing it in small circles to create a pleasure so intense that I know it will only take me a few seconds to cum.

“You’re such a perfect fuck toy, Imogen,” he growls. “My perfect fuck toy.”

“Yes, Sir. Only for you, Sir.”

He rubs my clit hard, and my pussy clenches with the intensity of the sensations coursing through me. The combined sensations are too much, and I scream as my orgasm rips through me.

“That’s it, Imogen,” he grunts in my ear. “Cum on my cock as I fuck your tight little ass. Show me how much you love being a good little slut for your Professor.”

His words make me cum even harder, and I feel like I might pass out as wave after wave of pleasure consumes me.

Max groans, and his grip on my hips tightens as he thrusts into me one final time. His cock pulses and throbs, and then I feel his hot, sticky cum shooting deep inside me, coating my bowels and filling me up.

I gasp and writhe, moaning incoherently as I’m swept away by the sensations. I feel completely and utterly claimed by him.

Professor Elliott continues to pump his cock into me, his balls slapping against my pussy as his cum spills from my ass and drips down the insides of my thighs. I love the feeling of him emptying himself inside me.

Eventually, when he’s drawn out as much pleasure as he can for both of us, he stops moving, his softening cock still buried in my ass. We’re both breathing heavily, and he rests his head on my shoulder, kissing me gently on the back of the neck.

“Imogen, that was amazing,” he pants.

“Yes, Sir,” I agree, a little dazed from the intensity of the experience.

After a few long moments of standing there, catching our breath, Professor Elliott straightens up, pulling his cock out of me and tucking himself away.

I groan and push myself up, stretching my muscles. My body is pleasantly sore, and I can feel his cum dripping out of my asshole. The sensation feels dirty and exciting, and I already find myself wanting more.

He turns me around to face him, and I perch on the edge of his desk, my legs shaking too much to fully support me.

“So next time you get asked out on a date, what are you going to do, pet?” he asks, an amused grin on his face.

“I’m going to say no straight away, Sir,” I answer quickly.

I’d be foolish to consider dating an inexperienced guy my own age, when I have someone like Professor Elliott, who can make me feel this good.

“Good girl,” he says.

Professor Elliott steps towards me and wraps his arms around me, pulling me close to his body. He presses a kiss to the top of my head and I nuzzle into his chest.

“But soon enough, everyone will know you are taken, even if they won’t know who by,” he says in a voice so quiet it takes me a few seconds to register his words.

“What do you mean, Sir?” I ask, tilting my head back so I can look up at him.

“I mean that I am going to breed your fertile little body until you are knocked up with my baby, Imogen. And when your tummy is round and swollen, everyone will know you have a man in your life who gives you everything you need.”

A whimper escapes me, and a wave of heat rushes through my body at his words. I shouldn’t want that. Not when I’m only nineteen. But the idea of my much older professor claiming my body so completely, by filling it with his baby, makes me tremble with excitement.

“Yes, Sir,” I say, the words slipping easily from my lips.

He grins down at me. “Good girl. Expect to have your sweet little cunt ruined over and over every single day until I’ve got what I want. And then you’ll be mine forever, won’t you?”

I nod, a feeling of warmth spreading through my chest. I love the idea of belonging to him, and of him wanting me for keeps.

“I can’t wait, Sir,” I tell him, a soft smile pulling at my lips.


The Professor’s Pet Gets Pregnant


The door to Professor Elliott’s office is already open when I arrive after my final lecture of the day. We’ve got another tutoring session booked, and my heart is fluttering way too much in my chest for something like that.

Except tutoring sessions have become much more fun since the Professor starting teaching me things that have absolutely nothing to do with math and everything to do with the pleasure that can come from giving yourself to an older, more experienced man. I’m not sure I’ve had even one tutoring session over the last couple of weeks that has ended up with us staying focused.

Usually our clothes are discarded in no time and he’s making me scream with one orgasm after another. But that’s so much better than learning about math, so I’ve given up caring about my rapidly falling grades.

Professor Max Elliott is seated at his desk, reading through a thick textbook filled with pages of things that I doubt I will ever understand, no matter how much tutoring I get from him. It hits me just how smart he really is, and somehow, he seems even sexier than he did before.

Which is quite an achievement.

He doesn’t even notice I’m standing behind him until I touch him on the shoulder and make him jump.

“Imogen,” he says, laughing as he turns to look at me. “Why are you sneaking up on me?”

When his eyes land on my clothing, they turn dark and feral. I decided to wear a skirt today that’s so short it’s almost obscene, and the pink shirt I paired with it is unbuttoned to show an ungodly amount of cleavage.

“I didn’t mean to, Sir,” I answer, flashing him a smile as innocent as I can muster when he’s staring at me as if he’s about to devour me whole. “You were just so engrossed in your book that you didn’t hear me.”

“Go shut the door, Imogen,” he says through gritted teeth, his greedy gaze fixed on the soft swell of my tits. “We’ve got studying to do.”

The way he emphasizes the word studying makes me think he’s going to teach me about something way more filthy than quadratic equations, and it causes an excited little flutter in the pit of my stomach.

I move quickly to do as I’m told, and click the lock into place while I’m there. It would be dangerous if anybody walked in to find us frantically fucking on his desk, so we have to be careful. I’m a nineteen-year-old student and Max is my much older professor. He could lose his job, and I could lose my place at college. Not that it’s worth being here with the state of my grades at the moment, and I can’t see myself being able to focus more on my studies now that I’m so greedy for all the filthy things Max does to me. But still, getting caught with my professor balls deep inside me isn’t on my to-do list for today, so I will continue being careful.

When I turn back around, the professor is right behind me. He’s towering over me, and his gaze is filled with a dark possessiveness that makes me tremble. His body traps mine against the door, and a soft moan escapes me.

“I’m starting to think you dress like this just to tease me,” he growls low. “It drives me fucking crazy to know all your male classmates are looking at you and wanting to get as deep as possible into your tight, wet little pussy as I want to.”

God, when he talks to me like this - so damn possessively - it makes my panties grow wet in seconds. I love the way he wants to claim me all the time, and I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to get enough of him. It’s like I’m completely addicted to my sexy professor.

“But, Sir,” I answer sweetly, tracing a finger in a line down his chest over his shirt, “we both know you are the only one allowed to fuck me. You’re the only man I want.”

I reach up on my tiptoes to press a kiss to his cheek, but before I can even get close, he’s grabbed hold of my arms and pinned them against the wall above my head.

“Damn right I am,” he says, grinning wickedly. “You’re my pet. My good little slut. And I’ll fuck you whenever I want, while you just keep begging me for more. Isn’t that right?”

I moan a little more loudly this time and tug gently at his hold on my wrists. He doesn’t let me go, and the helplessness I feel is overwhelmingly erotic.

“Yes, Sir,” I tell him, my voice wavering a little. “You know how much I love it when you make me yours.”

He lets out a low, possessive growl and then he crashes his lips against mine, kissing me with a hunger that makes my knees weak. I part my lips and let him invade my mouth, our tongues moving together in a frantic rhythm that matches the beating of my heart.

The professor takes hold of both wrists in one large hand and slides the other down my sides, squeezing and groping me in places as he goes. My breath hitches and I gasp against his mouth. The anticipation is almost unbearable, and I desperately want to feel his fingers on my pussy, which is so wet for him already.

When he pulls his lips away from mine, a needy little whimper escapes me, and I try to follow him, wanting more of his intoxicating kisses. But he keeps me pinned against his office door, stopping me from getting close enough to get what I need.

“And I meant what I said earlier today about how I want to breed your sweet little cunt, pet. When you’re round and swollen with my child, everyone on campus will know you belong to someone, even if we can’t let people find out about us until after you leave college. And the thought of you growing my baby in that beautiful body of yours...” He trails off, and the hunger in his eyes as he stares at me makes my skin flush. “It makes me fucking crazy with desire.”

“Oh, Sir,” I moan, breathing hard. I know it’s crazy to want this as much as I do, especially when I’m only nineteen. But when he talks about breeding me, my entire body ignites with a kind of longing I’ve never experienced before.

I want to have Professor Elliott’s baby, no matter how wrong that is.

“I want to take you bare, Imogen,” he continues, his lips brushing against mine with each word he utters. “I want to pump every drop of my seed into your womb, and watch it drip down your thighs when you can’t take any more. It’s going to happen, Imogen. Soon. And you’re going to spread your legs and beg for it. Isn’t that right?”

My brain is spinning, and the ache between my thighs is getting unbearable.

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe.

“Say it, Imogen,” the professor demands, his hand slipping underneath my skirt and rubbing over the soaked material of my panties. “Tell me you want me to breed your fertile little body.”

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, writhing against his fingers. “Yes, Sir. I want it. I need it so badly. Please, breed me, Sir.”

“That’s my girl,” he says, his grin almost predatory.

Professor Elliott slips his fingers inside my panties, pushing two digits into my soaking pussy and pressing his thumb against my clit. I groan and throw my head back against the door, letting the pleasure wash over me.

He works his fingers inside me, curling them in just the right way and sending sparks of bliss throughout my entire body. His thumb rubs my clit in small circles, the movements slow and deliberate.

“Oh, Sir,” I moan. “It feels so good. Fuck, I need this. Please.”

He picks up the pace and I start bucking my hips in time with his movements, desperate for more. I pull against the hand holding my wrists above my head, desperate to cling to him while he fucks me with his fingers, but he only tightens his grip.

“Do you want to cum, pet?” he asks.

“Yes, Sir,” I whine.

“Not until I’m inside you, Imogen, pumping you full of my seed,” he says, grinning wickedly. “I want to give you the first of many loads deep in your perfectly fertile womb.”

I whimper and bite my lip. I’m aching for release, and the thought of him filling me with his cum makes the need so much more intense.

“But I need to be inside you, Imogen. Your body is calling out to me, begging for it,” he continues, his voice rough and filled with lust. “And I have to give you what you need, don’t I? Like a good professor.”

I nod my head vigorously, and he laughs, the sound a deep rumble that makes his whole body vibrate.

Professor Elliott removes his fingers from my pussy, and the sudden emptiness leaves me feeling unfulfilled and desperate for more. He doesn’t waste any time. He frees his cock, and his hands grip my thighs. I squeal as he lifts me up, pushing me against the wall and wrapping my legs around his waist. Now that my hands are free, I waste no time in sliding my arms around his neck, holding onto him as if my life depends on it.

His need to be inside me is so urgent that he doesn’t even take my panties off. Instead, he pulls them aside and positions himself at my entrance. He looks into my eyes, a devilish grin on his face.

“Ready, pet?”

“Please, Sir,” I whimper. “Please fill me up. I need you so badly.”

He presses a quick kiss to my lips before he thrusts inside me in one smooth motion, burying his cock in my pussy in one swift movement. I cry out and cling to him, his size almost too much to take even though he’s fucked me countless times by now. But the pleasure of having him inside me is overwhelming and I moan his name.

“Fuck, pet,” the professor groans, his cock twitching inside me. “You feel so fucking good.”

“So do you, Sir,” I answer. “I love the way you fill me so perfectly with your thick, hard cock.”

“This is just the first time of many today, Imogen,” he says, his eyes dark and intense as they meet mine. “And every day, I’m going to fuck you over and over until my seed takes inside your womb and I’ve got you knocked up with my baby. If you thought I was using your tight little pussy a lot before, that’s nothing compared to how things are going to be now.”

A shiver of pleasure runs through me at his words.

“And I’ll keep taking you, even after I’ve filled you with so much cum that it’s dripping down your thighs, because I’m a fucking addict. You’ve ruined me, Imogen. There’s no turning back. I need you more than I need air to breathe. And I’m not going to stop fucking you until your body is all mine and my baby is growing inside you.”

I whimper and grind my hips against him, eager for him to start moving inside me.

“Do you understand?” he asks.

“Yes, Sir,” I answer eagerly.

Professor Elliott starts fucking me slowly, taking his time and savoring every second as he pumps his thick length inside me. He moves in and out in a steady rhythm, his movements measured and unhurried. His eyes are locked onto mine, and there’s something intense and possessive about the way he’s staring at me.

I’ve never felt as wanted as I do when he’s making me his like this, and the intensity of his gaze is overwhelming. It makes me feel special and desired.

The professor’s fingers dig into the flesh of my thighs, and he grunts as he increases the pace. I throw my head back and let out a string of moans and cries. The feel of him inside me is amazing, and the friction is so damn delicious.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he groans. “I can’t get enough of you. I want to feel your pussy clench around my cock and milk the cum right out of me, Imogen. Will you be a good little slut and do that for me?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, nodding frantically.

“That’s my good girl.”

The praise sends a shiver of arousal down my spine, and I let it spur me on. I work my hips in time with his as much as I can while he has me pinned against the wall, meeting each thrust and increasing the intensity of the pleasure rushing through me.

“God, I’m going to fill your little womb with so much cum, pet,” he growls. “I can’t wait to see your stomach swell with my baby. It’s all I can think about. Do you know how fucking hard it is to keep my mind on my job when all I can think about is fucking you, Imogen? You drive me wild.”

“You do the same to me, Sir,” I moan, tightening my legs around his waist, trying to pull him even deeper. My body is slammed back against the wall with each hard thrust of his hips, forcing the breath from my lungs.

“Good. That’s how it should be. We were made for each other.”

I can’t argue with that. I haven’t been able to keep my hands off my professor ever since the day I gave him my virginity, and the more he gives me, the more I want.

My head is spinning and I can’t focus on anything except the feeling of his cock thrusting into me over and over again. It’s overwhelming and incredible, and I’m close to cumming.

“That’s right, Imogen,” the professor murmurs, leaning forward to whisper in my ear. “Cum for me, pet. Give yourself to me.”

“Sir,” I whimper.

His teeth graze against the sensitive skin of my neck, and then his lips are moving, trailing a line of kisses and bites down the column of my throat. Throughout it all, he continues fucking me, slamming his cock deep inside my pussy over and over again.

It’s too much, and I can’t hold back anymore.

My pussy clenches around his cock as the first wave of ecstasy crashes over me, and a cry escapes my lips. My whole body shudders with the force of my orgasm, and I cling to him, holding him tightly as my release moves through me.

The professor continues moving inside me, drawing out my pleasure. My heart is pounding and my vision is hazy as I come down from the high of my orgasm.

“Are you ready to take my seed, pet?” the professor asks. “Because I’m about to give it all to you.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whine. “I need it. Fill me with your cum, Sir. Breed me. I want your baby inside me.

He lets out a deep, feral growl and fucks me harder and faster than before, his thrusts frantic and urgent. He pounds into me, his hips moving in a frenzied rhythm as he chases his own release.

“Fuck, I need to be even deeper inside you, pet,” he grunts, as he pulls me away from the wall and carries me over to the desk. He lays me on my back and grips my thighs roughly, pushing them apart and up towards my chest to open me up to his brutal thrusts even more. In this position, his cock slides deeper than ever, stealing my breath each time he slams back inside me.

I cling to the edges of the desk and bite my lip, moaning as he fucks me relentlessly, the sound of our bodies slamming together filling the room.

“Oh, Sir,” I moan, feeling myself being pushed towards another orgasm. He’s fucking me so damn hard that I’m already sore, but his frantic need to fill me and claim my body is so incredibly hot that I don’t want him to stop.

“That’s better,” he groans. “I need to be so fucking deep inside you when I cum, Imogen. I want my seed as far inside your womb as it can go.”

“Give it to me, Sir. Fill me with your cum,” I plead, my voice wavering.

He lets out a feral grunt, and then his thrusts become erratic and uncoordinated. His cock twitches and swells deep within, and his hot seed spurts inside me, filling my pussy up in a rush. He keeps thrusting through his orgasm, and his cum leaks out around his cock, dripping down the crack of my ass and coating my thighs.

“Yes, pet,” the professor groans. “Take it all. Take every drop.”

I can only moan and whimper in response. His orgasm is long and drawn out, and the feeling of his warm seed spilling inside me is the most erotic thing I’ve ever experienced.

Eventually, his thrusts slow and he stills inside me, his cock still twitching as the last of his cum is released. He lets go of my legs, and they fall open, spreading wide around him as his cock softens.

The professor’s dark eyes meet mine, and he grins, his expression one of pure satisfaction.

“That was amazing, pet,” he murmurs. “I’m going to have you knocked up in no time. You’ll look so damn sexy with a swollen belly and heavy tits.”

“Oh, yes, Sir,” I moan.

His lips find mine in a passionate kiss, and I melt against him. I can’t wait for him to make his dream a reality and knock me up with his child.

Because as wrong as it is, I want to have his baby, no matter the consequences.

“Good girl, Imogen,” he says, stroking the side of my face. “That’s my good girl.”

The words send a rush of pleasure through me, and I can’t wait to prove to him what a good girl I am by carrying his baby for him.
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Seven months later:

“So are you ever going to tell me who the father is?” my best friend, Charlotte, asks as we sit down at a table in the cafeteria. “I mean, it’s not long until you’re going to give birth. Does the father even know?”

I smile softly to myself and run a hand over my stomach. I’ve only got a couple of months left until the baby will be born, and I’m so big already that I look like I’ve swallowed a basketball.

But I still haven’t told anybody that Professor Elliott is the father. If he’s going to support me and the baby, he will need his job, and we can’t risk him losing it because of me.

“It’s not important,” I say, giving a casual shrug of my shoulders. “I’m going to be a mom and I’ve never been happier. That’s all that matters really, isn’t it?”

Charlotte lets out a long sigh, but she nods after a long moment. “I guess so. Are you excited about being a mom?”

A wide smile spreads across my face, and my cheeks quickly start to ache. I haven’t been able to stop smiling lately, no matter how many times Charlotte and my parents ask me about the baby’s father.

“Yes,” I say. “More than I ever thought possible.”

My attention is caught by a movement over by the cafeteria doors, and I spot Professor Elliott standing there. My body reacts instantly to the sight of him, a familiar throb beginning between my legs. He grins and tilts his head before walking away, letting me know he wants me to follow.

“Oh, I’ve got to go,” I say, jumping to my feet and grabbing my bag.

“Imogen!” Charlotte calls after me. “You haven’t even had time to eat your lunch yet!”

I ignore her and follow the professor, hurrying as fast as I can, my heavy stomach slowing me down. By the time I reach his classroom, the professor is already there, standing by the desk. He’s smirking and there’s a look of pride in his eyes as he watches me stumble into the room, my cheeks flushed and my hair windswept.

“Close the door and get over here, Imogen,” he commands.

I do as he says, closing the door and rushing to him. As soon as I’m close enough, he grabs my hips and pushes me up against his desk, my ass pressing against the edge of the wooden surface while his lips crash down against mine.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to get inside you,” he groans. “I keep seeing you walking around campus with your big, pregnant belly and your heavy tits, and all I can think about is fucking you.”

I bite my lip and look at him through hooded lids. “Well, you don’t have to wait anymore, Sir. This is all yours.”

He doesn’t need any more encouragement.

Professor Elliott lifts me up and then lowers me onto the desk, knocking off papers and pens. His mouth meets mine again and his tongue slips inside, the taste of him intoxicating. His fingers tug at my leggings and panties, pulling them down, before he begins pulling my t-shirt off too.

Even with the lust that seems to consume me constantly these days, I get hit by a wave of self-consciousness.

I’m seven months pregnant and my body is different now. It’s started doing something very new the last day or two, and I don’t know how he will react when he finds out. Will he still want me?"

I cover my breasts with my arms and Max pulls back a little, looking down at me.

“What’s wrong, pet?” he asks, pulling my arms away from my chest. “You should know better than to hide what’s mine from my view.”

When his eyes travel lower down my body, they widen for an instant before growing dark with lust. His hand cups my breast, squeezing and weighing it. He does the same to the other one, and his expression turns wicked.

“Is this what you’re trying to hide from me, Imogen? That fact that your sexy tits have started to leak now?”

I let out a gasp and glance downwards, groaning when I see the small wet stains on my bra.

“Oh god,” I groan. “This is so embarrassing.”

I try to pull my hands out of his grip, but he only holds onto them tighter, stopping me from covering myself again.

“Stop it,” he says, his voice low and gruff, and I stop struggling. “Do you really think it’s something to hide when it makes my dick get even harder?”

My eyes widen as I look at him, and a shiver runs through me. I didn’t even think that was possible, considering his cock was already rock hard against my thigh.

“Do you want to see how hard your big, milky tits make me, Imogen?”

I bite my lip and nod, and his smile is dark and sensual.

Professor Elliott drops his pants and boxers, revealing his large cock. The head is already glistening with precum and the veins are bulging.

“See what you do to me?” he says, stroking his length.

“I need you, Sir,” I plead.

He grins and pulls me towards the edge of the desk, and his cock nudges at my entrance. I moan as the head slides inside easily, and he thrusts forward, burying his cock deep within me in one smooth motion. I’m so damn wet for him. It’s like there is no resistance at all when he enters me, despite his size.

“Now take your bra off, pet,” he commands, while holding himself buried fully inside my pussy. “You’re going to feed me while I fuck you.”

I stare up at him, my mouth hanging wide with shock. Did he really just say that?

With trembling hands, I reach behind my back and unclasp the bra before pulling it off my shoulders, freeing my heavy breasts. They bounce a little as they’re released from the lacy material, and the professor stares down at them hungrily, his cock twitching inside me.

He leans forward, his hand coming up to palm the swollen globes of flesh. His touch is rough and possessive, and I can’t help but moan when his fingers tighten around my nipples.

“Such a good little slut, Imogen. Now let me suck your tits and feed me with your sweet milk.”

He starts thrusting into me, his movements rough and hard. Each time he slams inside me, his pelvis rubs against my clit, sending jolts of electricity through my body.

My breasts sway and jiggle with each thrust, and I cry out as the pleasure overwhelms me. My nipples are tingling and aching with need, and the pressure building in my breasts is almost too much.

I arch my spine and press one of my nipples against his lips. The little bud is painfully hard, and I can see a little drop of milk leaking from the tip. “Please, Sir. Suck my tits.”

His tongue swirls around my nipple before he wraps his lips around it and sucks. As his mouth engulfs my breast, the pressure releases, and the first spray of milk fills his mouth.

The professor’s groan vibrates through me, and he begins sucking harder. His thrusts are relentless, and the feeling of his mouth on my tit and his cock pounding into my pussy is too much.

“Oh, Sir, I’m going to cum,” I gasp.

His mouth pops off my breast, and he growls. “Then cum, pet. Cum for me.”

He pinches my other nipple and twists, the sharp pain making me cry out. Then the dam bursts and my orgasm crashes through me. I arch off the desk, pressing myself against him as the pleasure consumes me.

The professor sucks harder on my breasts, and I can’t stop watching him even as my climax forces my body to shudder with each new wave of bliss. My milk is leaking from his lips even though he’s swallowing frantically, and it might just be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

As my orgasm begins to fade, the professor pulls back, releasing my breast from his mouth. His face is flushed, and his lips are glistening with my milk.

“Fuck, you taste incredible, Imogen,” he growls, before leaning down to kiss me. His tongue invades my mouth, and I can taste the sweetness of my milk on his lips.

I wrap my arms around him, holding him close as his thrusts become frantic and his rhythm falters. His cock pulses inside me, and then his hot seed is shooting deep inside my pussy.

I cling to him as his cock twitches, filling me up with his cum. He moans against my mouth, his hips jerking as he empties himself inside me.

Eventually, his movements slow, and his cock softens, slipping from my pussy. But he leans forward, tenderly cupping my other breast in his hand as he takes the nipple into his mouth and begins suckling.

A soft moan escapes my lips and I gently stroke my fingers through his hair while he feeds from me. There is a warmth filling my chest, and I feel completely at peace, like this is exactly where I’m meant to be.

My professor and I have found something incredible, and I can’t wait for the rest of our lives together. Even if others don’t approve of our love right now, we’ll show them all in time that we are meant to be together.

No one will be able to doubt the depth of our love and devotion for each other, and the strength of our family.

Because as wrong as it is, it’s so, so right.

And no one can convince us otherwise.

“Mine,” the professor murmurs.

“Yours,” I whisper.

“Forever.”
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Want a free bonus story about another one of Imogen and Professor Elliott’s sexy adventures? You can get it by signing up to my newsletter. You’ll also get updates about hot new releases and exclusive, newsletter-only discounts!
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