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Chapter One

I’m not supposed to think about him, my professor, not the way that a girl like me should. I think about him all the time, from dawn until dusk—sometimes I daydream about him so much that I lose track of time in class and completely miss my other professors’ lectures. Thinking about him is almost like a drug to me: if I pull myself away for even a moment, I start experiencing withdrawal. I'm not the first young college student in the world to have the hots for her professor, of course, and I won't be the last. Hell, it may as well be a cliché at this point.

But when you get the chance to experience your ultimate fantasy only to have it taken away from you just as fast, well, it's easier to understand my perspective. It's easier to picture why I find him, my professor, Professor Rourke, so damn alluring.

How can I best explain what that means?

I suppose the best place to start is with the email he sent me last night after class:

Ms. Sinclair,

I would like you to come over to my office sometime this week to go over the assignment you turned in last Monday. I believe you know exactly what I'm talking about, so please come see me as soon as possible. The last thing I want to do is go to the dean.

Mr. Rourke

It's the kind of stiff, professional writing you would expect from a middle-aged professor, but it only scratches the surface of the man. From that email alone, you’d never know that Mr. Rourke and I have a history that extends far beyond the walls of his lecture hall. You’d never know he offered me a ride in the pouring rain one night after my car broke down and stranded me in the middle of nowhere. And, most importantly, you’d never know that we grew a lot closer together than could ever be deemed appropriate. That I was his and he was mine. That he loved to take me to bed and show me exactly what he could do to a disobedient girl like me.

That is what the email carefully neglects to mention. But that's not a huge surprise: my professor has been ignoring me ever since the start of the semester. For no discernible reason, he’s began to treat me like a ghost. Oh, he'll answer my questions in class and speak to me just fine, but always with the same cold, cordial voice he uses with everybody else. The warmth I've come to expect from his voice in the two years since I met him has just vanished.

I know why, of course. He's my professor. He can't be fooling around with one of his own students, even though I'm twenty-one and have my own apartment and car and can make my own decisions. If anybody found out about our relationship, it would ruin him. Even after promising him again and again that I would never speak a word to anyone, for any reason, about us, that doesn't mean we can't slip up. All it takes is one time for it to happen, and we've already had close calls in the past.

But that doesn’t mean I can’t want him.

And that doesn’t mean I can’t try and win him back, as crazy as that must sound.

“You’re really getting called into his office again? Girl, he must have a bone to pick with you,” Jessica, my best friend, laughs as we sit cross-legged out on the field overlooking the rest of campus. “He’s so intimidating. I don't know how you put up with him.”

I give her a relaxed, easy smile as I gulp down on the rest of my sandwich. True to my word, I haven't told a thing to Jessica since I first spent the night at his place. She knows that a year ago I had a tryst with a certain older gentlemen, but I never explained who that gentleman might be. It's possible that she's put two and two together, but I doubt it. As far as she expects, I had a good time with an older guy at a bar, and that’s that.

“He’s not so bad once you get to know him,” I say innocently enough as I pad my lips with a spare napkin. It's risky for me to say something so obviously coded, but today is full of risks for me.

After all, I know exactly why Professor Rourke emailed to call me into his office in the first place.

“I better get going before I lose track of time,” I say, strapping my purse over my shoulder and brushing crumbled autumn leaves stuck to my backside. “See you tomorrow, Jess?”

Jessica nods. “You better. We have a movie to go see, remember?”

I blink and take a second to check my phone’s calendar app to make sure my schedule isn’t completely upside down. “Right. Thank you for reminding me,” I say. “I almost forgot.”

“Professor Rourke really has you distracted, huh?” Jessica says, eyebrow raised.

I blush slightly, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear before leaving, letting Jessica’s words go unanswered. I wave to her, and with that, I head back into the campus proper and follow a series of hallways leading to Professor Rourke’s office. Even after two years, the place is a maze. I bump into one student after another and have to backtrack down a hallway to remember where I’m supposed to go.

Professor Rourke has always had to come to me in the past, after all.

Once I’m at his door, I adjust myself and carefully inspect my appearance in my compact mirror, reapplying my lipstick to make sure I’ve done everything possible to be presentable. This is it. This is what I’ve been working towards.

A week ago, for a routine assignment that would only have a minor impact on my final grade, I submitted an AI-generated essay for Professor Rourke’s class. There wasn't a hint of subtlety to it: it was so obviously generated by ChatGPT that anybody would’ve caught it, most of all because I even left the original prompt in the essay when I submitted it. It certainly helps, too, that I’ve always been the best student in his class and have no history of ever doing something like this.

It’s reckless of me, and even stupid, but can you blame me? For the past few weeks, Professor Rourke has ignored every single one of my attempts to get closer to him. Getting in a room with him alone has been all but impossible. But this? This he can’t ignore. He has to do something about me, right? Discipline me, or scold me, or something.

There’s no way he’s lost all his feelings for me over summer break. I just refuse to believe it.

I look both ways down the hallway and brace myself. The coast is clear. Before I lose the opportunity, I reach down underneath my skirt and quickly slip my underwear off, bundling it into a neat ball and hiding it in my purse for safekeeping. Once I’m done I realize I breath I didn’t know I was holding. I really am being risky today, aren’t I?

Well, it’ll be worth it.

My professor has always loved when I don’t wear any panties.

Taking in one final breath, I enter. From the moment I open the door the smell of leftover coffee and dusty textbooks tickles my nose. It’s not an entirely unpleasant aroma—especially when I notice a hint of my professor’s cologne present, strong and distinct. A little set in his ways, Professor Rourke worn the same brand since I met him, on the very first day of class two years ago. Just taking it in makes my heart skip a beat. I miss it, don’t I?

And that’s before I spot the man in question sitting there behind his desk, hunched over, grading paper after paper as he chews at the end of his pencil. Heavy, dark bags under his eyes rest on his cheeks. His beard, peppered with white hairs, is full and wild like a survivalist’s. Both his cuff links and his tie are undone, and his brown hair is disheveled and oily and in dire need of a trim. It looks like he’s been so focused on work that he hasn’t had a single moment to himself in days, except to take a leak and head to the faculty lounge to refill his mug. I can only imagine how tired he is. And how tired he’ll be once he’s done with me.

After all, as past experiences have shown, I’m quite a handful.

The sound of pencil hastily marking paper fills Mr. Rourke’s office while I wait at the threshold for him to notice me. Seconds pass. He didn’t even hear the door open. Biting my lip, I pretend to cough into my sleeve, which has the intended effect of getting him to crane his neck. His eyes brighten at the sight of me, then darken just as fast.

“Professor Rourke, sir, you emailed me to come see you?” I ask innocently, my hands clasped behind my back as I jut out my chest. “I can return another time if you're very busy.”

My professor adjusts his glasses and sets his pencil down, clearing a portion of his desk to give me his full and undivided attention. “Ms. Sinclair. Please, sit down,” he says stiffly, yet with a warmth in his voice that always makes me reflexively play with my hair. “I can make the time. It’s very important that we address this now.”

He gestures to the chair opposite him, and I take it, setting down my purse and fluffing my hair once I’m seated. Even with a desk separating us, I’m reminded of how tall he is, of how I have to keep my head at a steep angle just to maintain eye contact with him. All the way in the back of the lecture hall, it’s easy to forget that Professor Rourke used to play football in his college days, that he was actually a bit of a meathead before he got into academics. Even now in his mid-fifties, I can see muscles bulging through his sleeves. He takes good care of himself.

Without further ado, I settle into my chair and, without attracting any special attention, spread my legs as wide as I can, feeling the cool air kiss my inner thighs, gentle brush the wet lips that have been aching for my professor since… well, since ever. The desk between us prevents Professor Rourke from seeing underneath my skirt, not without him standing up, but that doesn’t mean he can’t tell what I’m doing, especially when I undo my hair-tie and allow my long, curly locks to fall down my shoulders. A man like him doesn’t get far into his field without being perceptive.

“Ms. Sinclair. Sarah,” Professor Rourke says, sighing before taking another sip of his coffee. Hearing him say my first name again makes me all fuzzy inside, even with a note of discipline in his voice. “I shouldn’t have to explain why I called you into my office. Out of all of my students, you’re the last one I’d ever expect to submit a paper like this.”

“Oh?” I say, twiddling my thumbs in my lap. I shoot him an innocent look that is equal parts flirty and bratty, smiling just a little in complete defiance of his serious demeanor. “What could that be, Professor? I've always been one of your best students, haven't I? One of your most… obedient?”

I can hear my heartbeat rumble inside my ears as Professor Rourke gulps down the last of his coffee, setting the mug aside. While he’s distracted I undo the first button on my blouse. A subtle change, but one that gifts him a tantalizing hint of my cleavage. If he’s willing to appreciate it, that is.

Oh, God, I think, for a split second losing my nerve. Have I really pushed him too far this time?

Professor Rourke rests his elbows on his desk and clasps his hands as he looks at me, his gaze temporarily drifting toward my chest before shooting back up above my neckline. He adjusts himself in his chair, utilizing an old strategy of his that he once told me in bed: if you want somebody to fess up, keep your lips sealed, because everybody has a psychological need to fill silence—especially when they think they're in trouble. Seconds pass, then tens of seconds. He busies himself by idly rereading a paper on his desk that clearly isn’t the one I submitted.

I bite my lip. It’s almost cute of him that he thinks playing the waiting game will work on me. Doesn’t he know by now that I’m a stubborn girl?

“Professor?” I say, curling a lock of hair around my index finger. “You were about to say?”

Professor Rourke puts down the paper and runs a hand through his oily hair. “Yes, you're one of my best students. I’ve been… open about that,” he says, careful not to say too much, as if his office is bugged and the dean himself can hear every word. “But that doesn’t mean you’re afforded any special privileges.”

Not anymore, he means. He was perfectly happy granting me special attention on my classwork and even offering me extensions on important deadlines when we shared the same bed. Now he acts like that history between us doesn't mean anything. It’s an act, but still, it makes my heart sink in my chest. How do I get through to him?

“I’ll just cut to the chase here: submitting an AI generated paper is completely unacceptable,”Professor Rourke continues, stern, disciplinary, his words dripping with disappointment with every syllable. “This could get you expelled, Sarah. What were you even thinking? Don’t tell me you’ve put in all this work in class over these past two years only to throw it away now.”

“I don’t want to throw away everything I’ve done, Professor,” I say. I just don’t want to throw away you, too, I think.

“Then why did you submit this paper?” he asks. “Please, answer me that. It isn't as if you tried to hide it: you even included the prompt for the paper as well. You're a smart girl, Sarah. Way too smart to be doing something like this. Why?”

A heavy blush colors my cheeks, and my heart thumps and thumps so loud in my chest it becomes the only thing I can hear. This is my chance. If I say it was a stupid mistake and apologize profusely, Professor Rourke will likely give me the benefit of the doubt and quietly let me submit another paper before the deadline is over—if he wanted to make this official with the dean, he certainly could have. But if I tell him the truth, then there's no going back. I would be risking everything, more than just our once passionate relationship. Am I really ready to do that?

I take a deep breath and exhale. Then, I look into his eyes and smile. “Because I wanted to be alone with you again, Professor.”

He blinks. “Excuse me?”

“Because…” I think over my words very, very carefully. “Because I wanted another chance for you to see me like you used to see me. You made it so difficult for me to come see you after the semester started. This is the only way I could think of of getting us both in the same room. Alone.”

I let my words hang in the air for a second, using the moment to catch my breath and settle my nerves as Professor Rourke leans forward in his desk. For the first time since I entered his office, there’s a crack in his normally ironclad composure. His professionalism is not as all-demanding and restricting as he makes it appear. There’s a way to break through it.

“Sarah…” he says softly. His eyes dart to the door behind us. “Is the door locked?”

I shake my head. “No, I don’t think so.”

Professor Rourke stands from his desk and goes to lock the door as I wait there patiently in my seat. The locks clicks, and once that's done, he takes another second to close the window blinds and even shut down his computer. Utmost discretion has always been extremely important to him. After class he would pick me up, at a minimum, five blocks away from campus so that none of my other peers could ever run into us. That’s how important.

Once he’s satisfied that his office is as secure as it can possibly be, he stands at the foot of his desk, stands above me, resting his fully-formed knuckle on a stack of papers while I look up to him blankly. Up this close, he truly is a mountain. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice?” he growls.

I blink. “Professor?”

“That you aren’t wearing any panties.”

My cheeks turn fiery hot at the realization my legs are still parted wide open. I resist the urge to close them, leaving myself on display for him as my professor’s wandering eyes take in the rest of my body. He sees right through my clothes and mentally strips them away, leaving me bare, leaving me ready.

It’s been so long since he’s looked at me this way. Too long.

“It isn’t as if you haven’t seen me without them before, Professor,” I say softly, keeping my legs splayed open. If there’s a more obvious invitation than the one I’m giving Professor Rourke now, I certainly don’t know what it is. “Don’t you miss what you see?”

“Of course I do,” he says. He crosses his strong, well-toned arms and leans against the wall. “Of course. I’m sorry for leaving you out to dry over the past few weeks, but you have to understand that what we have—what we had—can’t go on. Christ, Sarah, I’m risking my job just having you in my office right now.”

“We were always careful, Professor,” I say carefully, going over everything I memorized in my bathroom yesterday night. Every argument. Every conceivable word I can use to get Professor Rourke to change his mind. “What changed? I’m a grown adult. There’s nothing wrong with spending the night with a woman—yes, a woman—that you’re attracted to. Wouldn’t you agree with that, Professor?”

He turns his head and stares aimlessly at the blinded window, embarrassed now to even look at me. “A woman, yes,” he says curtly, “but still my own student. We never should’ve had what we had. At great as it was, as wonderful at it was… it shouldn’t have happened. End of story.”

“Professor…”

“Sarah, I’m willing to overlook your paper and have you submit another one with an extension of the deadline,” Professor Rourke says, speaking quickly to cut off whatever else I have planned to say. “But please, you have to leave my office. Let’s just put it all past us where it belongs.”

I bite my lip, noticing the growing erection pitching a tent in my professor’s slacks. As past experience has shown, his cock is so large that it’s difficult to hide, especially now. His brain might be saying one thing, but his body is speaking a different language entirely. It’s been so long since I’ve seen him so… so aroused. And all that from a brief look at my wet pussy?

His restraint is not nearly so strong as he lets on.

I take advantage of that with one last ditch effort to convince him. I stand, coming up close to him and gently brushing his cheek with my fingers, so close that my perfume envelops him like a thick blanket. He doesn’t fight back or push me away. If anything, Professor Rourke invites me, grabbing onto the small of my back and holding me in place as if he truly believes this is the last time he’ll be able to touch my body again. His cock, at full-mast now, pushes up against my inner thigh, warm to the touch. Even if I left his office now, he’s not getting any work done with that throbbing erection—not without taking care of it first.

“I just wanted you to notice me again, Professor,” I say softly into his ear. “Is that so wrong?”

He doesn’t say anything, just breathes heavily as if struggling to contain himself. “No, no it’s not,” he says quietly, a heavy, pleasure-filled whisper. He’s always liked having my body close to his, on top of his. “It’s only human, having needs like this.”

I giggle. Is he saying that to me, or to himself?

“Exactly,” I say. I grind my thigh against his cock, breathing next to his neck, letting the air I breathe and his intermingle. “We can get away with it, Professor, can’t we? We got by all last semester without anyone hearing a word about it. Why can’t we do that now?”

He growls under his breath. “You’re a persistent girl.”

I smile. “You say that like it’s a bad thing, Professor.”

“It isn’t,” he says, slowly pushing me away. “But still. We can’t, Sarah. We… We can’t.”

My heart sinks into my chest as Professor Rourke slips out of my grasp and heads back to his desk. If I was floating mid-air before, I’m falling down at high speed. I feel crushed. After all of that, and he’s really letting go of me?

“Professor…” I say.

Professor Rourke looks down at his desk, seemingly at nothing, leaving my voice unanswered as silence hangs between. Is this really how things are going to end? Like this?

“You have until the deadline to submit a new paper,” Professor Rourke says.

I don’t look at him. I nod, facing away from him so he can’t see the tears begin to stream down my face, then open the door and try and head out before I make more of a fool of myself than I already have.

What was I thinking? Did I seriously believe, even for a second, that I can make this work?

Footsteps sound behind me as I open the door.

I blink. “Profess—“

I feel a hand grip my wrist and spin me around before I can think. Suddenly, in the fraction of a second, his lips meet mine, and the door shuts closed before I can move my foot an inch further than the threshold. When my eyes open again, I find my Professor standing next to me with his body blocking my way to the hall, his mouth wet with my saliva.

He locks the door, then turns back to me. “Place your hands on my desk,” he says, his eyes alight with fire.

“Professor?”

“Do what you’re told. Now.”

A blush colors my cheeks as I do what I’m told. He’s never spoken so firmly to me before—both in the bedroom and out of it. Taking position at the side of his desk, I place both my hands on the surface and arch my back, propping up my ass, hiking up my skirt just enough to feel the cool air against my inner thighs. My skirt was already pretty short to begin with. In this position, it barely covers anything at all.

I watch as Professor Rourke turns on the small radio he has resting on one of his filing cabinets, leaving it at a high volume, filling the room in the play-by-play of the current football game. “Professor?” I ask again, confused. “What are you—“

My eyes open wide as Professor Rourke takes out a long, smooth wooden ruler hidden underneath his desk and smacks it against the fleshy part of his palm. The sound cracks, loud enough to echo down the hall—if it wasn’t for the radio drowning out the noise. Suddenly, everything clicks into place. His plan is to spank me.

Here.

“You really like testing my patience, don’t you, Ms. Sinclair?” Professor Rourke asks in a haughty tone as he comes around his desk and stands directly behind me, slapping the ruler against his palm, again and again and again, each time with more force despite his skin turning bright red. He’s spanked me before—many times, more times than I can count—but always in his house where virtually nobody could possibly hear us.

Here? How is he going to spank me without everyone in the world hearing?

“Answer me,” he growls. His hand grips my neck and lifts up my chin so I face him, look into his eyes and look at the wooden ruler that’ll soon grace my ass cheeks.

Despite how much it makes me look like a brat—or even because of it—I smile at him and stick out my tongue. “I’m just a girl, Professor,” I say. “A girl has needs.”

Professor Rourke lets out a laugh, a lot more relaxed now that the radio provides a good enough cover for us. Even if someone out in the hall does hear Rourke and I talk—and, most importantly, hear the sound of a wooden ruler strike my ass—they’re likely to think it’s a part of the broadcast. They won't for a second consider that it could be from Professor Rourke disciplining a naughty girl who simply won't take no for an answer.

He can do whatever he wants to me. He can punish me and use me for as long as he wants.

“I have needs, too,” Professor Rourke says as he pushes up my skirt, past my waist, and spreads my ass cheeks wide open. His hands are just as rough and forceful as I remember them. My thighs shiver a little just feeling his touch again. “You know what I’m going to do to you, don’t you?”

I know what he’s going to do as if it were yesterday. All the memories he’s disciplined me and made me into his toy come flooding back to me. The days I’ve sat in his lecture hall with my ass beat-red after one of his spankings the night before. Memories like those aren't easy to forget.

“I do, Professor. I do,” I say breathlessly as I await his ruler. As I await everything.

“Then you know I’m going to punish you for trying to so damn hard to get me into trouble.”

A smile plays on the corners of my mouth as I feel the cool side of the ruler press up against my ass cheeks. “I am trouble, Professor Rourke,” I say, holding back another defiant giggle. “You should’ve known that the moment I first stepped into your office.”

“Someone should really teach you how to behave,” he says.

“Why not you?”

“I’m thinking about it.”

He spanks me. Not too hard. Not too loud. Just enough to get the desk to shake and a shiver to move my thighs as the wooden ruler graces the fleshy part of my ass. My mouth hangs open, a hint of pain shooting into my core as an audible clap rings in my ears. A moan escapes me, one that is easily covered by the radio—but a moan all the same.

When my professor spreads my ass cheeks again, wetness trails down my inner thigh and sticks to his fingers. “So fucking wet,” he growls. “What am I supposed to do with you? Answer me.”

I grin from ear to ear. “Spank me harder and fuck me until I listen, probably.”

He gives me another test spank with the ruler in response, this time hitting hard enough to make my knees buckle, almost enough for me to slip off the side of his desk. Pain radiates down my thighs and sways my hips slightly from side to side. Okay, so not a test run: he fully means to spank me as hard as possible here, regardless if the radio drowns out the sound or not.

“You can keep asking for it. Go on, keep trying,” he says, spanking me again, so hard my brain goes numb and my nails dig into the side of the desk. “Beg for it if you want to. But I’m going to keep fucking spanking you until I’m done with you. Now, apologize.”

I blink. What on earth do I have to apologize for?

“For what, Professor?” I ask, twisting my neck to look at him, tears already beginning to form in my ears just from those two spanks alone. I may have some experience being disciplined by him… but I certainly wasn’t expecting it now.

He cups my chin with his hand again and has me look into his eyes—not that I wasn’t doing that anyway. “For being a fucking brat. What else?”

With his free hand, Professor Rourke spanks me again, holding onto my waist to steady me as the impact rocks my core and turns my cheeks bright red. A wave of pain and pleasure mixed together washes over me, my pussy tingling, my whole body vibrating. Unlike before, he doesn’t wait for me to recuperate. The fourth spank comes as fast as the third, striking my behind with all the force he can put into his arm.

I cry out, my voice cracking, the moan so loud that I doubt even the radio at full blast can hide it. Professor Rourke doesn’t care. At this hour the campus is all but vacant except for a few straggling students and the janitorial staff. Even if it wasn’t, there’s something about him that tells me he’s more than willing to take the risk.

He hits my ass again, again, again, the crack of the rule sounding in my ears as my thighs turn to jello. I grip the side of his desk and accidentally scatter loose papers onto the floor, feeling stinging pain all over my cheeks. It’s all so much. Too much. Even if I could speak, my words would be so jumbled that they wouldn’t make any sense.

Professor Rourke stops for a moment to rest his wrist, massaging my pink cheeks as I rest my head on his desk. My eyes are watering. My ass is burning. Down between my legs, my pussy is aching so much I can hardly think. My entire world narrows to just this one moment, this place in time, the sensation of my ass cheeks crying out in pain as my professor’s strong, disciplined hands grope the rest of my body. He knows how to use me better than any other man I’ve ever met. It’s his toy, and no one else’s. That’s how it’s meant to be.

“I’m sorry, Professor,” I manage to say through a stream of tears that makes a mess of my makeup, biting down on my lip, resisting the urge to sneak a hand between my legs to play with my clit, knowing full well from past experiences that my professor will smack it away. “I promise to be good from now on. I’ll be so good.”

“More.”

I blink. More of what?

Before I can figure that out, Professor Rourke punishes my ass again, the wooden ruler bending like a whip as it hits my ass cheeks with such force I feel my heart almost jump out of my chest. Even though I can’t see them, I know they have to be pink and purple now and splotched all over. Even in the heat of the moment, he’s never spanked me as hard as he has now.

And he hasn’t even begun yet.

I wipe my face with my sleeve and breathe in. “I—I promise I’ll be good. I’m sorry for submitting that paper, Professor. I promise I’ll be good from now on.”

“Not good enough.”

Professor Rourke hits my ass again and I swear the pain is so intense, so overwhelming, that the resulting moan coming out of my lips echoes throughout the entire building. Restraint, if Professor Rourke had any to begin with, is long since gone. All he’s focused on now is punishing me. All he’s focused on is getting back what he so rightfully owns.

He gives me one short break to sink his fingers into my wet cunt, spreading my lips open and flicking my clit, simply to torment me as much as possible. Grool sticks to his fingers and runs down my thighs, leaving me panting against his desk, so exhausted from overstimulation I can hardly lift my head up. When his fingers pull away, I find myself stomping my foot, so pent up now that I’m daydreaming about his cock ramming into me. His fully erected, veiny cock.

I’m ready for him. Arguably, I’ve been ready since the second I stepped foot into his office, when I secretly took off my panties and hid them in my purse. All this time, I’ve been ready. So why won’t he just fuck me already?

“There’s going to be some changes going forward if we do this,” Professor Rourke says, sliding his fingers in and out of my cunt, groping my ass cheeks with his free hand to both make me wince and whimper at once

“Changes?” I ask, my voice quiet from overexertion.

“Demands.”

I turn to face him, my face coated in sweat and tears. A properly used toy. “Whatever they are, I’ll be a good girl, Professor.”

“I know you will.” He gives my ass a little smack, just to remind me of how much my cheeks are stinging, before speaking again. “From now on, before you head to class, you’ll come into my office to get underneath my desk to suck my cock.”

“Yes, Professor,” I say obediently, reflexively, without a second of hesitation whatsoever. If it means I have my professor in my life again, then I’ll do anything to service him. For him, I’ll be a good girl.

“Good girl.”

My eyes open wide, a shiver running up the length of my spine from hearing those two, sweet words in his low growl of a voice again. How long has it been since he’s called me that? Since the end of last semester, at least. That reward alone makes all of his spankings worth it. It makes everything worth it.

“Thank you, Professor,” I say. “Thank you.”

“I’m not done.”

He hits my ass with the palm of his hand, not the ruler, making me gasp as pain again shoots into my core. His computer monitor wobbles in place before he catches it and keeps it steady. By now so much stuff, pencils, paper, folders, and so on, has been knocked off his desk that his entire office is a mess. Except for our clothes, nothing stands between his body and mine. Nothing.

“No more panties in my class. You’ll sit in the front row and have your legs spread during my lectures from now on,” he commands. He lifts one of my legs with his arm and gives my aching pink pussy a hard slap, not nearly as hard as the dozen or so spankings my ass has received, but still hard enough to make me shiver in delight.

“Yes, Professor,” I moan, not even bothering to moderate my voice, not even caring if the whole entire campus hears and all my friends discover my deepest secret is that I love to be used and fucked and spanked by my own college professor. “No more panties in class. I won’t wear them. I’ll be a good girl—I promise!”

“Good.”

He gives my pussy a few more hard slaps, just for the fun of it, each one increasing in intensity until I’m practically melting in his arms. “You’re going to do what you’re told from now on,” he says. “Right?”

“Yes!” I say. I can’t help but drag my nails like claws across the surface of the desk just to hold onto it. “I’ll do everything you tell me like a good, obedient slut. No more panties. Legs spread in class. I promise. Mhm!”

Professor Rourke lifts up my knee and places it on the desk, spreading my legs as wide as possible, granting him more than enough room to punish my pussy and my already beaten ass cheeks as much as he wants. Licking his fingers with his tongue, spanks my pussy again, harder, harder, harder—until my cunt is fucking throbbing.

I’m close, I realize. I’m close and he hasn’t even entered me yet. All because of spanking.

“Professor, I—“

He keeps spanking my pussy in an easy rhythm with just enough force to torment me but not enough to make me cum outright. Tears stream down my face as my thighs quake and throb uncontrollably. Frustrated, I slam my fist against his desk, claw at the wood—I’m so unbearably horny that I feel like a caged animal, desperate to escape. Professor Rourke has edged me before… but not like this. It’s like he’s trying to make me into a mess.

“Please just fuck me.”

I say this right as he suddenly stops smacking my cunt and there’s a brief lull in the radio broadcast. My voice booms through the door and down the hall. My heart stops.

“I’m sorry, Professor, I didn’t mean to—“

My mouth opens wide as I feel my cunt being stretched. Slowly, inch by inch, my professor’s cock thrusts inside me, filling me as his rough hands grope my breasts and rip and tear at my shirt. Pleasure overwhelms me. Right as I’m about to moan and alert the entire campus to our presence, Professor Rourke cups my mouth with his palm and keeps me quiet. He doesn’t want us to get caught. But he also doesn’t want us to stop so much more.

“Professor…” I moan. “Oh, you feel so good…”

He cups my mouth with his palm again and seals it shut, pushing his cock deeper into my pussy until I can feel his balls brush against my bruised ass cheeks. Anything touching them now, even a little, makes me wince in pain. And it feels good. God, does it feel so fucking good.

“Are you trying to get us into trouble?” Professor Rourke whispers in my ear, gripping onto my ponytail and tugging hard so that my neck cranes up, putting me closer to him. “This is risky enough without you being a slut.”

I resist the urge to bite at him. Even with my ass sore and my pussy lips a bright pink, I still have a lot of fight in me. “Shut up and just fuck me.”

That, he’s more than happy to do. Keeping one hand gripping my ponytail as the other holds onto my waist, Professor Rourke pushes into me, slowly at first, picking up the pace until the desk shakes underneath me and audibly creaks with each thrust. The wet sounds of his cock thrusting into my pussy fill the room, so loud that they have to be echoing down the hall, so loud that somebody in the building must be able to hear it. We’ve both gone long past the point of subtlety. If somebody could step into his office now, saw the mess we made, a faculty member, perhaps…

Another uncontrollable moan escapes my lips as my professor slams into my pussy, his strong hands leaving imprints around my waist, his nails digging into my skin. Just because he can, he slaps my ass again, causing a cool shiver to ride up my spine, making me sweat through my clothes. I can feel his cock throb and stretch the walls of my cunt with each thrust. I can feel his hot breath kiss the small of my back, roam all over my body and caress every inch of it, as if to make sure that not a single part of my body is left untouched by him.

My orgasm hits me. Every muscle in my body seemingly convulses, twitching as I bite down on my knuckle to stop myself from moaning so loudly the whole world hears. I don’t even have the energy to tell him I’m cumming, I’m that weak. Thrust after thrust, second after second, I melt, my pussy throbbing as pleasure washes over me, blissful in an indescribable way.


“Fuck…” my professor grunts. He loses his pace and has to stop and breathe in sharply to pick it back up again. He’s close, too. So, so close. Intent not to let me go now, he grips my waist harder, making sure that he can’t pull out. Not that he would even if he wanted to—I wouldn’t let him. Not now.

“Cum inside me, Professor,” I say between ragged breaths as I use whatever leftover energy I have to follow the rhythm of his thrusts, rocking my hips, sliding more of his cock into me, all of his length that can fit. “Cum inside me. Fucking breed my aching pussy!”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

He slams into me one last time, holding onto me tightly as hot ropes of cum shoot inside me. Pleasure overwhelms me, and I close my eyes. By the time my professor is spent cum is dripping down my thighs and spilling onto the carpet. For a long minute, neither of us do anything but breathe, we’re that exhausted. Pure bliss. I never could’ve asked for anything more.

Then there’s a knock on the door.

“Professor Rourke? You asked me to come see you?”

I blink and twist my neck to look at him, doe-eyed. His expression is equally as frightened. “Prof—“

He places a finger to my lip and works to button his shirt. “Ms. Hall? I’ll be with you in a second,” he calls out in his usual commanding tone, his voice firm yet relaxed—it almost surprises me how little tired he seems, knowing everything we just did.

We somehow actually got away with it. Having sex here. Of all places.

There’s just… one tiny little problem. There’s only one way out of Professor Rourke’s office. The door. And I smell of sex.

“Get underneath the desk,” Professor Rourke says as he pulls out and rummages through his desk for a wad of napkins.

My eyes widen. “You can’t be serious, Professor,” I whisper, doing my best to fix my skirt and wipe the sweat caked on my face. I grab my panties out of my purse and slip them on, then button my blouse back up. Even still, my hair is a complete mess and my makeup in total ruins. It’s so obvious that we’ve just had sex. So, so obvious.

“It’s better that than going out the window,” Professor Rourke says.

I blush. He’s not wrong there—considering we’re on the second floor and there’s no bushes below his window to catch my fall.

Oh, God. I can’t believe I’m about to do this, I think.

I push in my chair closer to Professor Rourke’s desk to make it look like I was never here, grab whatever loose papers I can on the ground, then get on my hands and knees and crawl underneath his desk, which is just barely tall enough to fit me while providing him legroom. Professor Rourke meanwhile, has the entire office presentable—or at least, as close to presentable as possible in two minutes—by the time I’m in position.

“Don’t worry. Shouldn’t take too long,” Professor Rourke whispers.

“It better not!” I say back.

I keep my head down and relax my breathing as much as possible as I hear Professor Rourke step around his desk and walk to the door. He unlocks and opens it, letting in another college student to talk about… something. I’m so flustered and focused on staying still that the words go in one ear and out the other. I hear her sit down as Professor Rourke takes his seat as well. Somehow, they have a productive conversation about one of her assignments while I’m in hiding.

Past a certain point, I grow confident enough to take my phone out of my purse to scroll through social media. I wait for what feels like a lifetime before I hear the college student get up from the chair and head for the door.

“Thank you, Professor,” she says in an oblivious tone. “Have a good rest of your day.”

“You, too, Ms. Hall.”

Professor Rourke knocks on his desk twice to alert me it’s safe to leave. Crawling out underneath his desk and rising awkwardly to my feet, I smile at him as I strap my purse over my shoulder. It’s probably a good idea I get out of here before we risk getting into more trouble. A very, very good idea.

“We’re never going to do this again, to be clear, Ms. Sinclair,” Professor Rourke says stiffly as he adjusts his tie. The boner still making a noticeable imprint in his pants suggests otherwise, however.

“Oh, Professor, you can say that as much as you want,” I say, giggling, “but you know you like it.”

He sighs, a smile creeping up on his face. “I suppose I just can’t resist you, can’t I?”

“No, Professor. No, no you can’t.”

…

“You look different today, Sarah.”

A bright blush colors my cheeks as Jessica catches me in the halls right before class. Without even realizing it, I find myself twirling a lock of hair around my finger, embarrassed to even acknowledge the question. Even a day later, I'm still so flustered by what happened between me and Professor Rourke that I'm blushing like a schoolgirl.

“Oh?” I say, sliding past her to get into the lecture hall. “What’s that?”

“Oh, you know what I mean.” Jessica bats her hand at me. “You met a guy, didn’t you? Over the weekend, right?”

I smile, but don’t say anything as we take our seats at the front of the hall. I take out my laptop and set it up, only to find my best friend still staring at me—I can’t say she isn’t persistent. She’s been hounding me for details ever since I met up with her for coffee on Saturday and showed up at our favorite café more disheveled than usual. All because of a certain you-know-who, of course.

“I might’ve…” I admit, right as Professor Rourke enters the lecture hall and takes his place by the board, though Jessica, thankfully, doesn’t make the connection. “I met up with an old flame. Somehow it worked out.”

“An old flame, huh?” Jessica asks, shooting me a look. “Lucky you. I've never had good success hooking up with any of my exes.”

Me, on the other hand… I think with a smile as Professor Rourke begins his lecture. Just like he told me, I spread my legs and watch as his eyes wander to me.

Just like he asked, I’m not wearing any panties. Because I’m a good girl.

THE END
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