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Mated to my Orc Professor




The door to Professor Dargan's office clicked shut behind her with a finality that made her stomach flip. The half-failed paper trembled in her grip, its red markings like accusatory bloodstains against the white. She'd rehearsed what to say all day, yet standing before his massive desk, words scattered like startled birds from her mind.

"You said I could earn extra credit," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the ancient heating system that clanked and sighed like an old beast in the walls of the humanities building.

Professor Dargan didn't look up immediately. His pen continued its deliberate journey across another student's paper, the scratch of its nib against paper almost deafening in the silence. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, acutely aware of her racing pulse.

When he finally raised his head, her breath caught. She'd sat in his Comparative Literature lectures for an entire semester, but being alone with him in the cramped confines of his office made his presence overwhelming. Eight feet of solid orc muscle folded into academic attire – a tweed jacket that strained across his broad shoulders, a crisp white shirt, and slacks that did little to disguise his powerful legs.

His green skin caught the late afternoon sunlight that filtered through the dusty blinds, giving him an almost burnished look. The tusks that protruded from his lower jaw – smaller and more refined than those of the orcs in popular media – glinted as his mouth curved into what might have been a smile. But it was his eyes that held her – deep-set amber pools that seemed to see right through her carefully constructed excuses.

"I did say that," he rumbled, his voice deep enough to vibrate through the floorboards. He set his pen down with deliberate care. "Though I'm curious what took you so long to follow up. The semester's almost over."

She clutched the paper tighter, its edges crumpling under her nervous fingers. "I thought I could bring my grade up without it. But after this..."

"A D-plus is technically passing," he said, leaning back in his chair, which groaned in protest. "Though hardly what I'd expect from someone who contributes so thoughtfully in class."

Heat crept up her neck. "That's why I'm here. I need this class for my major, and a D-plus will destroy my GPA."

Professor Dargan rose slowly from his seat, unfolding to his full height. The office seemed to shrink around him as he stood, his head nearly brushing the ceiling. Despite the professional setting, she couldn't help but notice the bulge already forming beneath his slacks, an unmistakable sign of his interest that sent a forbidden thrill through her body.

"And you're willing to put in the work?" he asked, circling the desk with a predatory grace that belied his size. "Real effort demands real commitment."

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. "Whatever it takes," she said, surprising herself with the husky edge to her voice.

He stopped before her, close enough that she could smell his scent – something earthy and masculine, like old books and cedarwood. "On your knees then," he said softly, but with undeniable authority.

For a moment, she hesitated. This was the line, the moment of choice. She could walk away now, accept the D-plus, find another way... But as she looked up into those amber eyes, she knew she wouldn't. Some combination of academic desperation, forbidden attraction, and sheer curiosity rooted her to the spot.

She sank to her knees, the thin carpet offering little cushion against the hard floor. The paper fluttered from her fingers, landing forgotten beside her as her hands moved to his belt.

His breath hitched as her trembling fingers unhooked his belt, then the button of his slacks. The zipper made a sound that seemed obscenely loud in the quiet office. She tugged his slacks down along with his boxer briefs, and then gasped as his cock flopped free – thick, veined, and already half-hard.

"Oh my god," she breathed, eyes widening. She'd heard rumors about orc anatomy, but nothing had prepared her for this reality. His shaft was heavy and hot, the deep green skin darkening to almost black at the flared head. Clear fluid already beaded at the tip, and the scent of him – musky, male, primal – made her head swim.

"Having second thoughts?" There was amusement in his voice as he watched her reaction.

She shook her head, oddly determined now. "No, Professor."

Tentatively, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to the tip in a gentle kiss. The taste was salt and something else, something alien and intoxicating. She parted her lips, taking the head into her mouth, feeling it stretch her wide even at this early stage.

Professor Dargan's large hand settled on the back of her head, not pushing, but present – a reminder of who was in control. "Good girl," he murmured, the praise sending an unexpected wave of pleasure through her. "Take more."

She obliged, sliding her lips further down his length, feeling it thicken and harden in her mouth. Her jaw already ached from the stretch, but she pressed on, determined to prove herself. One hand gripped the base of his shaft – her fingers couldn't come close to meeting around his girth – while the other steadied herself against his thigh.

"Grades aren't free," he growled, his fingers tightening slightly in her hair as she began to build a rhythm. "You swallow everything. Understand?"

She looked up at him, her lips stretched wide around his cock, and nodded as best she could. His amber eyes had darkened with lust, the professional mask slipping to reveal something wilder, more primal. Something in her responded to that wildness, and she pushed herself further, taking him deeper until his cock hit the back of her throat.

She gagged reflexively, tears springing to her eyes, but rather than pull back, she pushed through it, relaxing her throat as she'd once read about in a magazine hidden under her roommate's bed. The sound that came from Professor Dargan as she took him to the root was worth every moment of discomfort – a deep, guttural groan that made her feel powerful despite her position on the floor.

Her own arousal built unexpectedly as she serviced him, wetness gathering between her thighs. There was something intoxicating about bringing this imposing figure pleasure, about feeling his control slip with each bob of her head. Her free hand slipped between her legs almost of its own accord, pressing against her jeans for some relief.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice rougher now. "Show me how badly you want that A."

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, using her tongue to trace the prominent veins along his length. Drool escaped the corners of her stretched lips, running down her chin and onto her blouse, but she was beyond caring about appearances now. All that mattered was the task at hand, the grade at stake, and the growing heat in her own body as she threw herself into pleasing him.

***

The warning came as a growl, low and primal. His massive hands tightened in her hair, holding her firmly in place as his body tensed. She barely had time to prepare before the first hot jet hit the back of her throat like a physical force, thick and copious and seemingly endless.

Professor Dargan's cum pulsed into her mouth with an intensity that shocked her, each surge feeling like a fist of heat slamming down her throat. It was hotter than she expected—nearly boiling—and so thick she had to work to swallow it. The taste was oddly sweet yet earthy, like nothing she'd experienced before. His great body shuddered above her, his usually composed face contorted in pleasure, amber eyes squeezed shut as he emptied himself.

She swallowed instinctively, again and again, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. Her throat worked overtime, muscles contracting around his shaft as she milked his seemingly endless release. Some primitive part of her brain warned that this wasn't normal—no man, let alone a human one, came this much or this forcefully—but she was committed now, determined to prove herself worthy of that grade.

When he finally loosened his grip, she slowly pulled back, his cock slipping from between her swollen lips with an obscene wet sound. She gasped for breath, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her chest heaving. Their eyes met, and she expected to see satisfaction, perhaps approval.

Instead, she saw concern tinged with something like anticipation.

"You swallowed it all," he said softly, his deep voice gentler than before.

She nodded, still catching her breath. "You said to," she managed, her voice raspy from the strain.

"I did." He took a step back, tucking himself away but not fully zipping up. "But I didn't think you would."

A strange sensation began to spread through her body—warmth that started in her stomach and radiated outward like tendrils of liquid fire. Her skin prickled, suddenly hypersensitive, every brush of clothing against her flesh sending shivers through her nervous system.

"What's—" she began, but the question died as her thighs clenched involuntarily. An ache blossomed between her legs, not the gentle throb of arousal she'd felt while servicing him, but something fierce and demanding. She pressed her thighs together, confused by the sudden intensity of need.

Her cunt pulsed with emptiness, a hollow feeling so acute it was almost painful. Her nipples tightened against her bra, newly sensitive and desperate for touch. She shifted on her knees, trying to alleviate the growing pressure, but the movement only intensified it.

"Professor," she gasped, "something's happening to me."

Her eyes rolled back slightly as a wave of heat slammed through her core. Her hands flew to the carpet, bracing herself as her body trembled. This was beyond arousal—this was something primal, something that bypassed rational thought.

"You drank it," Dargan said, his voice somehow distant despite his proximity. He crouched down, bringing his face level with hers, studying her with those intelligent amber eyes. His tusks caught the light as he spoke. "Didn't think to ask what happens when an orc knots inside his mate, did you?"

She shook her head, uncomprehending through the fog of lust clouding her mind. "Knots? Mate? I don't—" Another wave hit her, and she moaned, low and needy. Her panties were soaked through now, her arousal running down her thighs.

"Orc biology," he explained, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her sweat-dampened face. The casual touch sent electricity dancing across her skin. "When we choose a mate, our bodies produce certain... chemicals. They prepare the female body, make it receptive." His fingers trailed down her neck, and she shuddered violently at the contact. "Usually, the knotting comes first—when our cock swells at the base during intercourse, locking us together—and then the chemical change. But you've done things out of order."

She was barely listening, her body now clawing for relief. She shifted forward onto her hands and knees, her movements almost feline as she reached for the edge of his desk, pulling herself up. Her legs were weak, trembling with need.

"It feels like I'm burning," she whispered, looking at him with pleading eyes. "Like I'll die if..."

"If I don't fill you," he finished for her, standing again to his full imposing height. "That's the mating urge. Your body is preparing itself to take my seed properly—to be bred."

The word 'bred' sent an unexpected jolt of pleasure through her. She'd never thought of herself as harboring breeding kinks, but in this moment, the idea of him filling her womb with his seed seemed like the only thing that mattered in the universe. Her fingers dug into the edge of the wooden desk, knuckles white with the effort of restraining herself from tearing off her own clothes.

"Please," she gasped, her pride forgotten. Her cunt clenched on nothing, desperate to be stretched and filled. She could feel herself dripping, her body preparing for something massive. "Please. I need it."

Professor Dargan studied her for a long moment, his academic detachment at war with obvious desire. The bulge in his pants had returned, larger than before. "You understand what you're asking for? Once an orc mates, it's not easily undone. The effects will linger."

She was panting now, her hips making small, involuntary movements. Her skirt was riding up her thighs, but modesty was the furthest thing from her mind. "I don't care," she moaned. "I'll do anything. Just make it stop—or make it worse—I don't know. Just please," her voice broke on a sob, "please fill me."

Something in her begging seemed to snap his control. His scholarly demeanor fell away completely, replaced by something ancient and predatory. He growled—a sound no human throat could produce—and moved toward her with deliberate steps.

"Turn around," he commanded, his voice now rough with a primal edge that made her shiver with anticipation. "Bend over the desk."

She obeyed instantly, turning to face the desk and bending at the waist, presenting herself to him without hesitation or shame. Papers scattered beneath her, academic work suddenly irrelevant compared to the burning need between her thighs. The cool wood against her heated cheek was a momentary relief, but nothing could distract from the emptiness inside her that demanded to be filled.

Behind her, she heard the rustle of fabric, the clink of his belt hitting the floor. Large hands gripped her hips, fingers nearly spanning her waist completely. She felt the heat of him as he positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her soaked underwear.

"Last chance to change your mind," he rumbled, though they both knew there was no going back. Not with the chemical cocktail racing through her veins, turning her into a creature of pure need.

"Please," was all she could say, pushing back against him, silently begging for what only he could give her.

***

One powerful movement and he was inside her. No preamble, no gentle easing—just a single savage thrust that split her open completely. She screamed, a sound torn between pleasure and shock as her body stretched to accommodate him. Her soaked pussy clenched around the intrusion, walls fluttering with a relief so profound it bordered on religious revelation.

"Oh god," she choked out, fingers scrabbling at the smooth surface of the desk. He was impossibly big, stretching her in ways she hadn't known were possible. The initial burn of the penetration quickly gave way to a fullness that satisfied the desperate emptiness that had been consuming her.

Professor Dargan stood motionless for a moment, his massive hands gripping her hips with enough force to bruise. She could feel him pulsing inside her, his cock twitching with each beat of his heart. When he spoke, his voice was strained, as though he was holding onto his control by the thinnest of threads.

"You're taking me so well," he growled, one large thumb tracing the dimples at the base of her spine. "Like you were made for this."

Before she could respond, he began to move. Not the gentle build-up she was accustomed to from human partners, but an immediate, punishing rhythm that spoke to something ancient and primal. He rutted into her with single-minded purpose, each thrust driving the air from her lungs in sharp, desperate gasps.

The desk beneath them groaned in protest, its wooden legs scraping against the floor with each powerful drive of his hips. Papers scattered, fluttering to the ground like oversized confetti. A stapler toppled with a clatter, followed by a cup of pens. Neither of them noticed or cared. The academic trappings of his office—the books, the degree certificates on the wall, the carefully organized files—all faded into irrelevance compared to the raw, animal coupling taking place.

Her body responded with an eagerness that might have embarrassed her under different circumstances. Each thrust was met with a gush of wetness, her body producing slick to ease his passage. The sounds were obscene—wet, squelching noises that accompanied the rhythmic slap of his pelvis against her ass. Her breasts bounced painfully against the hard surface of the desk, nipples hypersensitive against the fabric of her bra.

"Louder," he commanded, snapping his hips with particular force. "Let them hear you. Let everyone in this building know what's happening in Professor Dargan's office."

The thought that others might hear—other professors, students, perhaps even the department head—sent a forbidden thrill through her. Her moans grew in volume, uninhibited and raw, echoing through the small office and likely beyond. She was past caring about reputation or propriety. All that mattered was the thick green cock pistoning into her, reaching depths no one had touched before.

"That's it," he encouraged, his pace never faltering. One hand left her hip to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back in a display of dominance that made her cunt clench around him. "Tell me what you're doing. Say what you're earning."

For a moment, she couldn't form words, just broken sounds of pleasure. He tugged her hair sharply, the mild pain cutting through the haze of lust.

"Say it," he snarled, his thrusts becoming even more forceful. The desk inched forward with each impact, papers continuing their journey to the floor. "Say what you're earning right now."

"My A," she sobbed, the words torn from somewhere deep inside her. "I'm earning my A!"

The admission—so crude, so transactional—should have felt degrading. Instead, it heightened everything, making her shame twist into something delicious and decadent. She was trading her body for a grade, and the knowledge was intoxicating.

"Good girl," he rumbled, his praise washing over her like warm honey. "And how are you earning it?"

"By—" she gasped as he hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her, "by taking your cock. By letting you fuck me. By being your good little student."

Professor Dargan growled his approval, the sound vibrating through her where their bodies connected. His rhythm changed, becoming more deliberate, angling to hit that spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

"And what happens to good students?" he prompted, his voice rough with exertion and lust.

"They get—oh god—they get rewarded," she managed, feeling a familiar tension building low in her belly, different from her usual orgasms—deeper, more all-encompassing.

"And how do orcs reward their mates?" he pressed, one hand snaking around to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with surprising gentleness given the force of his thrusts.

The dual stimulation was too much. She bucked against him, her back arching like a bow drawn taut. "They breed them!" she yelled, the words echoing off the office walls as her climax crashed over her.

Her pussy contracted around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his cock as wave after wave of pleasure rocked through her body. She shook uncontrollably, drool pooling on the desk beneath her slack mouth, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. Her toes curled in her shoes, legs trembling so violently she would have collapsed if not for his iron grip on her hips.

The orgasm seemed endless, leaving her twitching and gasping for air. And still he fucked her, driving through her contractions, extending her pleasure until it bordered on pain, then circled back to pleasure again. Her mind went blank, conscious thought replaced by pure sensation.

"Look at you," Professor Dargan's voice cut through her haze, tight with his own approaching climax. "Made to take orc cock. Made to be filled with orc seed."

She felt something changing—his already considerable girth was increasing at the base of his shaft. With each thrust, the swelling pressed against her entrance, stretching her further before popping back out. Each time, it grew larger, making reentry more challenging.

"What's—" she slurred, barely coherent, "what's happening?"

"My knot," he grunted, driving forward with renewed determination. "Swelling for you. Going to lock us together. Going to make sure not a drop escapes."

The pressure at her entrance was immense now, his knot the size of a small apple and growing. With a particularly forceful thrust, he pushed it past her stretched rim, the fullness making her cry out anew. Once inside, it continued to expand, locking them together as he'd promised.

He gripped her hips fiercely, holding her in place as he made small grinding motions, his massive body curled over her smaller one. His breath came in harsh pants against her neck, tusks gently grazing her sensitive skin.

"You'll get more than grades," he growled, his voice barely human as his control slipped completely. The knot pressed tight against her inner walls, stimulating places she hadn't known existed. "You'll get bred."

His cock twitched violently inside her, and she realized with a jolt of mingled fear and excitement that he was about to come—that his seed would be trapped inside her by that massive knot, with nowhere to go but deeper.

A small, rational part of her brain—the last functioning piece not overwhelmed by lust and pleasure—wondered distantly about consequences. But as his body tensed above hers, as his growl deepened into something ancient and triumphant, she found she didn't care. All she wanted was to feel him fill her, to satisfy the craving his earlier release had ignited.

"Yes," she whispered, pushing back against him as much as his grip and the knot would allow. "Breed me, Professor. Make me yours."

***

Later—though exactly how much later, she couldn't say—they'd managed to relocate to his massive office chair. The desk was a disaster zone, soaked with their combined fluids and littered with cum-splattered notes and essays. Her skirt was bunched around her waist, her blouse hanging open to reveal a lacy bra pushed hastily aside. She straddled him lazily, her body still joined to his by the thick knot that kept them locked together, her movements occasional and languid as she adjusted to the fullness inside her.

The chair, custom-built for his orc proportions, creaked softly as she shifted in his lap. His massive hands rested on her thighs, thumbs tracing absent patterns on her flushed skin. The urgency that had consumed them both had ebbed like a retreating tide, leaving behind a pleasant, drowsy intimacy that felt strangely comfortable given the circumstances.

"So," she said, wincing slightly as she tried to find a more comfortable position, the movement making his cock pulse inside her, "how long does this usually last?"

Professor Dargan's amber eyes studied her with a mixture of satisfaction and academic interest. "The knot? Depends. Half hour, sometimes longer." His large green hand came to rest on her lower abdomen, where a slight but noticeable distension showed where her body had accommodated his substantial load. "First time's usually the longest."

She glanced down at his hand on her belly, feeling an unexpected flutter of something tender. Her body felt stretched, used, wonderfully full—her pussy still periodically contracting around his knot in little aftershocks of pleasure. The sensation of being so completely filled with his seed gave her a primal satisfaction she'd never experienced before.

"First time implies there will be others," she observed, raising an eyebrow with newfound boldness.

His tusks caught the light as he smiled. "We're physically compatible, clearly. And you're an excellent student—in more ways than one."

She laughed softly, then gasped as the movement caused his knot to press against sensitive spots inside her. "I doubt my paper reflects that excellence," she said, nodding toward the crumpled, damp pages scattered across his office.

He reached past her, plucking her essay from the chaos without dislodging her from his lap. The pages were wrinkled and spotted with evidence of their activities, but he held them up like any other academic document, scanning through with professorial focus despite their compromising position.

"Actually," he said, his deep voice rumbling through her where their bodies pressed together, "your argument is solid. Your research is thorough." He flipped to the next page. "Your analysis of the post-war literature's reflection of societal trauma is quite insightful."

She blinked, genuinely surprised. "Then why the D-plus?"

"Structure," he said simply, holding up a particularly splattered page where his red comments were partially obscured by white stains. "And your conclusion is weak. You build this excellent case and then..." he made a vague gesture with his free hand, "...fizzle."

She shifted in his lap, indignant despite their intimate connection. His knot tugged at her entrance when she moved too much, sending sparks of pleasure-pain through her oversensitized body. "I don't fizzle," she protested.

"You were right about the thesis structure," he murmured, setting the paper aside and returning his hands to her waist. His thumb traced the curve where her hip met her waist, a scholarly assessment of her anatomy. "Just needed a stronger climax."

It took her a moment to catch the double meaning, and then she snorted, covering her mouth as laughter bubbled up. "Did you just make an academic sex pun while your dick is literally locked inside me?"

His expression remained serious, but his eyes crinkled at the corners. "I'm a professor. Making students groan is part of the job description."

"Mission accomplished," she giggled, the laughter making her inner muscles clench around him. The sensation drew a sharp intake of breath from them both. "Though usually the groaning happens when you assign reading, not when you're filling a student with cum."

"I contain multitudes," he deadpanned, and she couldn't help but laugh again at his academic humor in such a decidedly unacademic situation.

She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his broad chest. His skin was warmer than a human's, radiating heat that was comforting in the chilly office. His heartbeat, slightly faster than a human's, thumped steadily under her ear. One of his large hands came up to stroke her hair, surprisingly gentle for such a powerful being.

"This is the best revision session I've ever had," she murmured against his chest.

His chuckle vibrated through her. "High praise. And here I thought I was a demanding teacher."

"Oh, you are," she assured him, pulling back to look at his face. "My thighs are going to remind me of this tutorial for days."

He looked pleased at that, a primitive satisfaction crossing his scholarly features. His hand moved to cup her cheek, thumb brushing over her lower lip, swollen from kisses and her earlier activities. "Good. I find repetition is essential for learning to take hold."

She turned her face slightly, pressing a soft kiss to the pad of his thumb. Then, feeling bold, she leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on one of his tusks. The ivory was smooth against her lips, warm from his body heat. The gesture felt strangely intimate, perhaps even more so than their physical connection below.

Surprise flickered across his face, followed by something softer. Orcs weren't common in academia—or in the general population for that matter—and she guessed that most humans wouldn't dare such a familiar gesture with those fearsome tusks. But in this moment, they didn't frighten her at all.

"You're full of surprises," he said quietly, his hand cradling the back of her head with unexpected tenderness.

She smiled, feeling a curious blend of vulnerability and power. "Good surprises, I hope."

"The best kind," he confirmed, pulling her forward for a proper kiss.

Their lips met softly, a stark contrast to the frenzied coupling that had preceded it. She could feel his tusks pressing gently against her chin, an alien sensation that somehow felt right. His tongue was larger than a human's, but he kissed with skilled restraint, as thoughtful in this as he was in his academic pursuits.

The knot inside her shifted slightly as they adjusted positions, drawing a soft moan from her throat that he swallowed with the kiss. Her body responded with a fresh pulse of arousal, inner walls fluttering around his still-rigid length. The chemical effects of his seed hadn't fully dissipated—perhaps they never would, now that she was, in some biological sense, mated to him.

The thought should have terrified her. Instead, nestled in his lap with his cock locked inside her and his taste on her lips, it felt like the beginning of the most interesting independent study she'd ever undertaken.

***

A subtle shift in his breathing was her only warning. His cock twitched powerfully inside her, the knot expanding impossibly further as another hot pulse of seed flooded her already full womb. She sighed, a sound of pure bliss, as the fresh wave of warmth spread through her core. His hands gripped her hips reflexively, holding her firmly in place as his body delivered what hers now craved beyond reason.

Her head fell back, mouth forming a perfect 'O' of surprise and pleasure. This release was different from the first explosive one that had painted her insides—this was slower, more deliberate, like her body had triggered some deeper reservoir within him. The heat of it settled deep inside her, a liquid weight that made her feel marked in some profound, ancient way.

"That's..." she breathed, unable to find words adequate for the sensation of being so thoroughly filled. Her inner walls fluttered around him, greedily milking every drop.

"Normal," he supplied, his voice a low rumble. "Orc males continue to release seed as long as the knot holds. Ensures successful breeding."

The academic tone he adopted while discussing something so primal made her smile despite the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body. Her hands rested on his broad chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart beneath green skin. His muscular torso dwarfed her smaller frame, making her feel deliciously fragile in comparison.

"Efficient," she murmured, then gasped as another pulse sent fresh warmth spreading through her.

Her thighs were trembling now, the muscles overworked and quivering. Every inch of her felt used, in the most satisfying way possible—her lips swollen from kisses and other activities, her neck sporting marks from his tusks, her pussy stretched and raw around his substantial girth. She was soaked with their combined fluids, sticky and messy and gloriously debauched.

"I think," she said after a moment, when she could trust her voice again, "this is definitely worth more than just making up for one paper."

His amber eyes caught hers, one heavy brow arched in question. "Oh?"

She shifted slightly, making them both groan as the movement stimulated oversensitive flesh. "How do I stay top of the class?" she asked, a boldness in her voice that hadn't been there when she'd first entered his office clutching her failed paper.

Professor Dargan smiled, the expression transforming his fearsome features into something almost boyish despite the tusks. He cupped her chin with one massive hand, tilting her face to his. His thumb brushed across her lower lip, treating her like something precious despite the carnal acts they'd just performed.

"You let me knot you during every lecture," he growled, the academic veneer slipping to reveal the primal creature beneath. "Under my desk, while I teach. Those big ideas about literature and meaning flowing into your mind while my seed flows into your body."

The image should have shocked her. Instead, it sent a fresh pulse of arousal through her overwrought system. She imagined herself hidden beneath his massive desk, taking him into her throat while he discussed Chaucer or Woolf with a roomful of unsuspecting students.

"And," he continued, his voice dropping lower, more intimate, "you write your final while full of my seed. Sitting in the examination hall, your womb heavy with what I've given you, feeling it shift inside you with every written word."

She bit her lip, unable to hide the smile that curved her mouth. "Yes, Professor," she whispered, the formal address now carrying a weight of intimacy rather than academic distance.

His eyes sparkled with something ancient and knowing. "Say it properly."

She knew instinctively what he wanted—what the primal part of him needed to hear. "Yes, my mate," she corrected, the words feeling strange yet right on her tongue.

Satisfaction rumbled through his chest. One of his hands left her hip, reaching toward the cluttered desk. From the chaos of scattered papers, he pulled a leather-bound book she recognized as his gradebook. The old-fashioned record seemed at odds with the university's digital systems, but she'd noticed before that older professors often kept their own records.

He placed it between them, balancing it on his thigh beside her. When he opened it, she was surprised to see that instead of pen marks, the grades seemed to glow slightly on the page, as though written in luminescent ink.

"You're not fully human, are you?" she asked, watching as he traced one green finger down the column to her name.

He shook his head. "Orc father, half-elven mother. Hence the size and the magic." His finger stopped at her entry. "The university knows. They accommodate... certain traditional practices."

The gradebook began to glow more intensely where he touched it, the light pulsing in time with the continued release of his seed inside her. Her name on the page shimmered, then transformed, the letters rearranging themselves into symbols she didn't recognize but somehow understood—marks of claim, of protection, of belonging.

"What does it say now?" she asked, her voice hushed as she watched the magic at work.

"That you're mine," he said simply. "And that your mind is as claimed as your body."

As he spoke, her grade transformed from the D-plus to an A, the letter glowing golden on the page. But beside it appeared another symbol, something that looked ancient and primal—a mark she somehow knew meant "mated" in a language older than universities or grades or academic standing.

The magic of it sent a tingle through her body, something that resonated with the orc seed filling her womb. A connection beyond the physical, beyond even the chemical changes his cum had triggered in her body. Something permanent.

She should have been terrified. Instead, she felt a curious sense of rightness, as if some part of her had been waiting for precisely this moment, this claiming, this bond.

"Well," she said, trailing her fingers across his broad chest, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her touch, "I always did want to graduate with honors."

Professor Dargan laughed, the sound rumbling through both of them where they remained joined. He closed the gradebook with a snap, tossing it back onto the desk before pulling her closer against his chest.

"You'll earn them," he promised, his breath warm against her hair. "One knot at a time."

She smiled against his skin, feeling his heartbeat strong and steady beneath her cheek. Outside the window, the campus lights were coming on as evening approached. Classes would be ending for the day, students flowing from buildings toward dormitories and apartments, unaware that in one professor's office, an ancient ritual had been completed and a bond formed that transcended the academic hierarchy.

His knot pulsed inside her once more, another warm flood of seed making her sigh with contentment. She closed her eyes, already imagining walking into his lecture hall tomorrow, carrying his seed inside her, marked as his in ways her classmates could never understand.

She'd finally found her academic passion.
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