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    Tomiko repositioned herself on the leather sofa, staring at the two-page manuscript while nibbling on the tip of a red-ink pen. She crossed her long, languorous legs and smoothed down the cotton material of her sundress. I could tell she was lost in thought. She jiggled her leg absentmindedly, the powder-blue ballet flat dangling from her foot in an almost hypnotic rhythm. I handed her another glass of Pinot Grigio, which she accepted without uttering a single word. She scanned through the brief manuscript—a proposal we’d jointly written for an academic conference on LGBT literature—with a look of mild consternation. She sipped her wine as a scowl formed along her pretty face. Her lithe, graceful body seemed to tense up as she handed the document back to me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I’m not sure this will work,” she said. “It’s… I don’t know… a little on the nose, don’t you think?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I took another drink of the Fat Tire perspiring in the palm of my hand. She had always been very opinionated, but hadn’t always expressed it so directly. This was new… unpredictable. I loved this about her. “But I thought you wanted to present yourself as a sort of switchblade candidate—you know, a creative writer capable of doing research. That’s a rare quality for MFA programs. I know for a fact that this is the sort of thing that would differentiate you from other candidates at the Iowa Writers’ Workshop.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I don’t know, Professor Williamson,” she said, clicking the top of her pen with an idle thumb. “I mean, the title of the presentation is ‘Towards a Transgender Poetics.’ Co-written by some trans-chick named ‘Tomiko Nakamura.’” Her nimble fingers brushed back an errant strand of hair as she returned her gaze to the rejected manuscript. “The abstract is great—and the presentation even better. But…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “But what?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I don’t want the selection committee to think of me as some sort of diversity token,” she said. “If I get into an MFA program, I want to do so on the merits of my writing… not because I’m a half-Japanese trans-woman who can fulfill the requirements of some weird academic quota system. I want them to think of me as more than ‘an identity.’ Good or bad, accepted or unaccepted,” she waved her arm in a dramatic flourish, “I only want them to think of me as a poet.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I nodded, although a part of me was a little disappointed that she was casting off our work so flippantly. But I shouldn’t have been surprised. I had known Tomiko for four years now. She was nothing if not strong-willed and tenacious. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Well, if you’re not going to include it,” I said in a desultory tone, “then at least let me mention it in my Letter of Recommendation. I mean, an academic paper co-authored by an undergraduate and her professor? A possible long-term project in the works? That would have to win you some brownie points with the selection committee!” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She rolled her eyes facetiously and stood up. Her long, perfectly sculpted legs straightened, and with a single swift movement she was on her feet. Her delicate features—the cupid-bow lips, willowy black hair, and intelligent almond-shaped eyes—scrunched up into an ironic look of apprehension. “But then you’d foil my master plan, Professor Williamson! Don’t you know that I’m trying to make them think I’m just some milquetoast cis girl from Des Moines?”
 
 
    I laughed. She always managed to make me laugh. Tomiko had been my student and undergraduate advisee for about four years now—the full length of her time attending Calipash University. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I still remember when I first met her. She had strode into the classroom like a wounded gazelle, checking and double-checking her schedule in a concerted effort not to make eye contact with her peers. A transfer student with no friends or acquaintances. She was an awkward, gangly slip of a girl, still in the early stages of her transition. She caught my eye almost immediately. Even then, she was extraordinarily beautiful—lithe, soft-faced, with a shy, almost frightened expression. That she would blossom into the radiant, self-assured woman now sitting across from me still baffled the imagination. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Of course, that first impression could not have prepared me for her poetry. In retrospect, her early work contains all the earmarks of a novice writer—particularly in its roughhewn, confessional subject matter. Yet it easily surpassed what one might normally find in an introductory-level Creative Writing course. Her early work consisted of emotionally bracing poetry about her battles with gender dysmorphia, her transition, and “coming out” to her conservative parents. But even that description cannot do justice to her startling experimentations with form and language, the harmonious arrangements and surrealist imagery that knocked the wind out of me. She was clearly the sort of poet who followed Ezra Pound’s dictum to “make it new.” I was smitten.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    From that moment on, I had taken her on as my protégée. Make no mistake: my interests in her were not prurient or untoward. To be honest, I had been celibate since my wife’s passing six years ago. I was an older man now, settling happily into middle-age, and the idea of fooling around with students had never really appealed to me. I was more interested in teaching the fundamentals of creative writing than using my position to seduce young girls getting their first taste of independence. I know I differ from some of my colleagues in this respect, but I still maintained my boundaries. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Of course, Tomiko was different—she had always been different. I cannot deny that certain moments between us were fraught with sexual tension. There had been a few fleeting moments of flirtation. A kiss on the cheek, a semi-suggestive pat on the back. Nothing serious. Neither of us had ever really made the first move… nor did I think it appropriate to do so. I still remember clasping her hand and embracing her during the Transgender Day of Remembrance, her slight frame lost momentarily in my middle-aged bulk. But that had been the extent of our intimacy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She graduated last month with a 4.0… top of the class, of course. I sincerely doubted we’d be seeing her for much longer. To the surprise of absolutely no one within our department, she had decided to attend graduate school and work on her MFA. We were all very excited to see her take this first big step. Of course, I was sad to see her go, but did not express these feelings outright. She had given me a veritable laundry list of schools she wanted to apply to, but one school reigned supreme for her: the Iowa Writers’ Workshop. A prestigious school, to be sure… although I had no doubt she had the talent and experience to get in. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    So I’d volunteered to help her out. She strolled into my office one afternoon, a massive stack of manuscripts in her arms, and asked if I would mind helping her put together a strong writing portfolio for the University of Iowa. I gave her a warm smile and asked if she’d prefer an informal dinner at my place, followed up with a little collaborative work on her application materials. She beamed at me and nodded vigorously. “That sounds just wonderful, Professor Williamson,” she said. “Should I bring the wine?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But now she looked slightly tense and frustrated, kicking off her ballet flats as she penciled through rough draft after rough draft. Her shapely, snow-white calves flexed alluringly, but I made an effort to look away. I didn’t want to become the stereotypical “perverted professor.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It seems unfair, you know,” she said, polishing off her third glass of Pinot Grigio. “Trying to handpick a dozen or so poems that represent you as a writer. The whole process is weirdly… dehumanizing. I feel like my eyes are going to bleed out of their sockets.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I chuckled. “Sounds like you need another drink.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Only if you’ve got something harder than this,” she said. “The selection process is just… just… brutal. You don’t want to be repetitive or pigeonholed into a single category, and yet… all of my best poems are so similar in tone and theme. I don’t want them to think I’m a one-trick pony. But I also grouse at the thought of them picking through my old stuff.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I sauntered over to her chair and stood behind her, placing my hands upon her semi-exposed shoulders. I wanted to comfort her, although the thought of touching her further filled me with both dread and wonder. “You’re really overthinking this, Tomiko. You’re not going to be penalized for consistency,” I said, squeezing her shoulders slightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Keep doing that,” she said, lowering her voice into a near-inaudible hum.

“Keep doing… what?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “My shoulders,” she said, gesturing with her thumb. “Keep rubbing them. I’m just feeling a little… stressed out… I think.” She drew her long black hair to the side, inviting me to further touch her slender neck and shoulders.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    To call her “stressed out” would be an understatement. Tomiko was a knot of tension, like a taut rubber band stretched to its breaking point. I massaged the tight, ache-ridden muscles in her shoulders, smoothing and kneading with hands that had not touched a woman this intimately since… since… well, since the untimely passing of my wife, to be honest. She cooed and melted into the leather sofa. My fingers moved beneath the spaghetti straps of her sundress, forcing them to fall off her bony white shoulders. I tried to assure myself that this was a massage and nothing more… and yet my racing heart could not make that fine distinction. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked down. Even from my vantage point, I could tell that her eyes were closed and mouth agape. Long strands of her shimmering, coal-black hair fell to the side of a slender shoulder. The faint outline of her breasts—pressing against the thin fabric of her dress—caught my attention almost immediately. No bra. Of course. Tomiko never wore a bra. I briefly fantasized about reaching down and resting my hands upon her small breasts, but I fought back the temptation. It was difficult. My self-control dwindled with each passing moment.

“Professor Williamson,” she said, her voice slack with hesitation. “Can I ask you a question?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A hot flash of panic surged through my body. My fingers stiffened and clamped down upon her shoulders. “I… I suppose so, Tomiko.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Why… why didn’t anything ever happen between us?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stammered like an idiot. “I… I don’t…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Are you not into t-girls?” she asked, a sliver of self-doubt in her voice. “It’s okay. I mean… some men aren’t… and I understand. But I just…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “No, no, no, that isn’t it, Tomiko,” I said. “I… I’ve always been… very attracted to you, Tomiko. You’re smart, beautiful, exceptionally talented… I mean… I can’t imagine a man who wouldn’t fall head-over-heels in love with you at first glance.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Then why? Why didn’t we ever… I don’t know… hook up?”

My heart thumped wildly. A trickle of sweat slid down my cheek. “I… don’t know how to put this, Tomiko. You’re my student… my protege… my friend. I just… didn’t want to ruin that.” I sighed, easing my grip on her shoulders. “And besides which, I didn’t think you’d be interested in an old man like me.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You are not old,” she said, craning her neck to look at me. She had a sour expression. “And… I appreciate your ethical approach to student-teacher relationships, but…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “But what?”

“But… you know… I’m not your student anymore.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “That’s… true, I suppose.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “So… what’s your excuse now?” she asked, her voice sweetening. “What are we doing? Our time is limited… and I don’t think… I don’t think I want to leave you without… without…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Tomiko, I—”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I couldn’t respond. The words refused to come out. I was petrified, my feet planted into the hardwood floor, my jaw as slack as a wet paper bag. I think Tomiko could sense my reluctance to speak any further. She stood up, clasped my hand, and ushered me onward with a slight nod of her head. She guided me to the bedroom, tugging on my hand as if I were a small child. I couldn’t think straight. I felt like some somnambulist, half-awake and unaware of his own actions. My brain had become a soupy muck of sexual fantasies. The flare of her hips and movement of her long legs hypnotized me as we strode into my spartan, half-furnished bedroom.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Well,” she said, stiffening up like a cat with its back arched. Tomiko sounded nervous and uncertain again. She gazed downward and crossed her arms, obviously forestalling the inevitable. “Here we are.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    What was going on here? Why was she so nervous all of a sudden? Wasn’t she the one who initiated this whole crazy thing? I was perplexed. When we embraced, I could feel her knotted muscles jutting against me. She stepped away, averting her gaze. Tomiko’s eyes were wide, her mouth a tight line rimmed with white. She wasn’t just nervous. She was terrified. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Are you all right, Tomiko?” I asked, cupping her cheek in my hand. “You know I would never hurt you.”

She smiled—a wan, almost superficial smile—and said, “Are you sure about that?” She sighed. “I don’t know, Professor. I’ve… fantasized about this moment for a long, long time. And now? It’s… finally happening. I don’t even know where to begin and—”

I did not falter. I drew closer toward her and said, “Do you remember your first day in my Creative Writing course?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Professor… I…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You were a petrified girl still struggling to find her voice. But… you found it, Tomiko. You found your voice. And when we worked on your writing portfolio… or your poetry chapbook…or even a conference presentation… I always wanted you to put your trust in me… to let me guide you toward the next big step.”
 
    
She sighed, “Yes, but—”

“Trust me now. Treat this as just another moment between a teacher and his student—no, not his student.” I smiled. “You’ve graduated now. You’re practically… a peer of mine, aren’t you?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A bemused grin spread across her face. “I hope you don’t say that to all the girls.”
 
 
    I let my hand drop. “I think you know I’m telling you the truth. Tomiko, I… I don’t think I’ve ever met someone like you… someone of such raw talent… and rare beauty… and—”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A deep crimson mask settled on her face. She was blushing—perhaps less from humiliation than from something else. I think she’d been waiting for me to say these words for some time.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled her stiff and unyielding frame and held her close, stroking her long, raven-colored hair. “I love you,” I said. “And before you ask why… don’t. I don’t want to give you a forced, pat answer. I want to spend the rest of my life… showing you.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tomiko shifted in my arms, a strange sound spluttering from her throat. It sounded like something halfway between a laugh and a sob. I held her to me tighter. She sucked in air through clenched teeth, then let it out. Her hands, pressed flat against my chest, tightened for a moment and gathered up the folds of my T-shirt. Her nails raked lightly against my chest and stomach—perhaps an inadvertent gesture. I cast about for something else to say—something romantic and reassuring—but the words seemed inadequate at that moment. Imagine that: a creative writing professor struck dumb and unable to form even the most rudimentary of sentences.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I’m ready,” Tomiko said quietly, her voice muffled against my chest. “I think… I’m ready. Let’s… just move slowly… okay?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled Tomiko toward me, and this time she was not as unyielding. She wasn’t exactly falling into my arms like some swooning medieval maiden, but she allowed herself to be held: hands limp at her sides, her temple resting against my shoulder, her wine-sweetened breath dancing along the nape of my neck. Without warning, Tomiko pulled herself up, slid her slender arms around the small of my back, and planted a wet, awkward kiss on my mouth. Her lips lingered there, and we kissed in a furtive rhythm that suggested that our fears were mutual—mutual, but conquerable. My fingers drifted up the side of her neck, taking in the long expanse of smooth skin. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It wasn’t long before we fell upon the mattress. Tomiko collapsed on top of me, her tongue darting more assuredly down my throat as her slender torso jutted against me. I held her close, my wandering hands discovering the tightly knotted muscles in her shoulders and lower-back. Still nervous, I thought. But then again… so am I. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But her kiss did not betray her anxieties—quite the opposite, in fact. Tomiko’s right hand moved with a sudden dexterity as it darted beneath my T-shirt, her long fingers brushing against the bare skin of my ribcage. Her naked thigh lingered between my legs, rubbing up and down in a languorous rhythm that made me moan and thrash mid-kiss. The warmth of her leanly muscled thigh grinding up against my cock sent tiny tremors of excitement rippling through my body. Her lips dotted downward, trailing along my neck and earlobe as my hands brushed along the front of her sundress. Her bare nipples strained against the thin fabric, her breasts jutting out like ripened plums. Thin spaghetti straps fell limply upon her shoulders. I grasped her tiny breasts—the right, and then the left—caressing and teasing her taut nipples until she shuddered and groaned with pleasure. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I knew I had to take advantage of the situation. I took Tomiko by the shoulders, bracing one foot on the mattress as I flipped her onto her back. She fell gracefully upon the comforter, gazing up at me and biting her lower lip. My thigh—still encased in those pesky blue jeans—pressed down between her exposed white legs and burrowed down on the thin fabric of her panties. A small, almost imperceptible twitch emanated from between her legs—a tiny fluttering movement that made her legs stiffen and her cheeks flush a deep crimson. I wanted to reach down and yank her panties down, to clasp her swollen cock in the palm of my hand and make her come from just a few swift movements. But I hesitated. I didn’t want to break my promise of taking it slow. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I cupped her cheek, leaned in, and pressed my lips against hers. I whispered into her mouth, punctuating each word with a wet kiss: “You… have no… idea… how long… I’ve wanted you… this way.” Tomiko returned my kisses, and I could tell that she had started to shed some of her fears and reservations. Her long hair was mussed, eyes heavy-lidded, lips wet and half-parted. She drew in ragged hot breaths; her body trembled and squirmed beneath me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You look delicious,” I said to her. “Ready to ravish.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Less talk,” she said, an idle hand stroking my stubbled cheek. “More kissing.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I complied, coiling my fist around her hair and pulling until she cried out in pleasure. Her fingers—once dexterous and assured—now fumbled gracelessly as she twisted and kneaded at my shirt, pulling it up with one hand as she raked through my chest hair with the other. I squirmed as she moved past the tufts of silver-black hair and toward my nipples, which hardened into tight little buds as she tugged and teased them. I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to help her out. I yanked off my shirt and threw it to the floor.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Much better,” she said seconds before leaning forward and nipping at my exposed neck.
 
                  
 
    I won’t lie: I felt old, withered, and somewhat insecure as my body sank into hers.
 
    She was young, beautiful, a tulip in mid-blossom—and I was little more than a chrysanthemum withering on the vine. I wasn’t ancient by any means, and sexual liaisons between professors and their students were by no means unheard of. But for me—a widower of six years who had never even looked lasciviously at his students—this was uncharted territory. Strange, exciting, and almost dangerous.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her fingers slid down to my belt buckle, unbuckling and sliding it from the loops with an almost frantic need. She was clumsy and obviously inexperienced at this, tugging in ways that only frustrated our desires and made them more palpable. It almost felt as if steam might start pouring out of my ears. Two slender thumbs hooked into the waistband of my boxer shorts, trying to draw them down in a thwarted gesture. My heart thudded in an agonizing staccato as I scooted back off the bed, pulling off my jeans and socks in swift, fumbling movements. Undressing in front of a student—even a former student—felt exceptionally weird and unbelievably taboo. But I won’t lie: it was also intoxicating. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Don’t stay away for too long,” Tomiko said. I gazed up at her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tomiko rolled on her side, one hand seizing the hem of her sundress and raising it up as the other lightly stroked the small bulge forming beneath her lace-trim panties. Idle fingers moved in a swirling semi-circle as her mouth slackened into a small ‘o’ of pleasure. Her thighs clenched together, and her swan-like neck craned back into the pillow. She was teasing me, demanding I take a firmer hand with her. She didn’t just want to “fool around.” She wanted to fuck. 
 
    
I grabbed her by the arm, pulled her up, and fumbled with her sundress until we managed to yank it over her head. It happened quickly and unceremoniously.  A waterfall of shimmering, onyx-colored hair cascaded down her shoulders, and Tomiko shivered somewhat as she twisted her torso to conceal her breasts—exceptionally small, firm, and tipped with hard little nipples. Her arms erupted with goose-pimples and she lowered her eyes. That tiny little tent still poked out of her panties. I arched an eyebrow at her.

“Are you feeling a little… shy?” I asked. “But weren’t you the one giving me that show just now?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I guess I got overconfident,” she said, still looking down. “I’ve… oh God… I didn’t think this would actually ever happen, Professor Williamson.” She blushed again. “But please… please don’t stop.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled at her like a fox gazing at his prey. “Come on, Tomiko. No more ‘Professor Williamson.’ Call me Chris.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked up at me, her small body still rigid with fear. “Take me… Chris. I want you to… take control.”

I slid up besides her and kissed the side of her mouth, one hand twining around her hair as the other held her by the waist. It was not long before we fell back onto the bed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tomiko’s skin was hot and speckled with sweat. Beads of perspiration formed in the hollows of her throat and chest. The rapid thump-thump-thump of her heart pounded against my chest. We shared a long, leisurely kiss—the sort that made our bodies hum with anticipation—as our hands traveled over the unfamiliar terrain of our naked bodies. I squeezed and caressed her breasts—small, but a perfect match for her tiny frame—as she gripped the small of my back, bracing herself for my next move. I bent down and sucked on her nipple, pressing it against the roof of my mouth with my tongue, as a hand slid between her legs. I felt a tremor of movement from beneath the fabric of her panties. The faint outline of her cock was plainly visible.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tomiko groaned softly, her hips arching slightly off the bed. Her eyes fluttered like moth wings, and one hand twisted in my hair. “Please… don’t stop. I need this. More than you know. I need this.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I bent down to kiss her throat before moving down the bed, pulling her panties down with an agonizing slowness. Tomiko lifted her hips, as if urging me on. Her hands tightened around my shoulders as the waistband of her panties caught on her cock as it flipped free. It was pink, arrow-straight, and drizzling a small string of precum. I paused, admiring her beauty. Her naked body was lean, willowy, taut, as smooth as fine marble. Her small cock stood erect and seemed to reach heavenward. It quivered slightly as Tomiko’s reddened even deeper. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Utterly smooth and hairless, I mused to myself. Definitely a generational thing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    After tossing her panties to the floor, I sidled up next to her, trailing my fingers up the inside of her leg, tickling her thigh, letting the backs of my fingers nudge her balls. She bit her lower lip.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Guuuuh…” she moaned, digging one foot into the mattress. She tossed back her head into the pillow, her hands grasping at the air as if reaching out for some invisible lover. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My erection slid along her hip and leg like a hungry serpent. I took her straining cock into my hand. Her breath came out in short gasps, each punctuated by a wheezing grunt. Her eyes were clamped shut. Her muscles were tense. Even her skinny thighs were pressed together.
 
    
I held her cock gingerly between my thumb and forefinger, observing it like some unknown foreign object. I gazed up at her and whispered, “I’ve… never done this before, Tomiko.” This was true. I had taken plenty of lovers during my younger years, and had even developed a reputation as something of a notorious womanizer. But I had only ever been with cisgender women. Hell, I don’t even think I was aware of such designations as “trans” and “cis” back then. I was uninformed and ignorant. We all were, I suppose. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Shhhh,” she whispered, still keeping her eyes shut. She didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to. She clasped two fistfuls of hair in her hands, pushing my face down toward her cock. It was warm, slathered with precum, twitching as I inched closer toward it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I placed my palms on her thighs, running my fingers over the tensing muscles in her legs, as I took her little cock into my mouth. I lavished the throbbing tip with my tongue, one hand circling around the base as the other gently massaged her tight little scrotum.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her grip on my hair tightened as I tugged on the taut flesh, taking her deeper and deeper. I wasn’t really sure that I was doing it right, but Tomiko didn’t seem to mind. She squirmed and squeaked out her pleasure, pulling on my hair and guiding the subtle movements of my mouth. It excited me—making her writhe, wriggle, and lose control. My own erection—which I found myself rubbing against her leg—was painfully hard and throbbed with need. The taste of her surprised me: disarmingly sweet, but still very fleshy and warm. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I moved my fingers down behind her balls, along the perineum and between her buttocks, teasing her tight little asshole in light, circular movements. She was forbiddingly tight, and yet she welcomed my touch. Tomiko groaned and spread her legs wider, lifting her hips a little. An invitation, I thought to myself. I sucked on her faster and harder as I gently pried her open with my middle finger. Just the tip. I didn’t want to hurt her. I knew that anything more would require… lube or something. Her hips involuntarily bucked forward, and her cock shot into the back of my throat like a tiny torpedo. I spluttered and fought back the urge to cough, rubbing her asshole as my mouth slid up and down the full length of her shaft with a desperate rapidity. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then, in a single swift gesture, Tomiko flung her arms around my neck and mercilessly slammed her cock all the way down my throat. She clutched my hair by the fistfuls as she violently fucked my throat. I tried to break free—if only to catch my breath—but her grip on me was firm and resolute. I broke out into a chorus of gags and wordless splutters as she held my head in place and thrust her hips in an erratic tempo. Something had snapped inside of her. I had never seen this side of her. It wasn’t long before her thigh muscles tightened and her quiet moans grew into a roaring crescendo. She came with a gurgling shout. Her body spasmed as a hot drizzle of cum shot into the back of my throat. She held me there, making me take every last drop.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled back as soon as Tomiko loosened her grip, letting out a wet gasp. But my respite was short-lived. I found myself bent over on the bed, coughing and wheezing, when Tomiko leaned forward and grabbed me by the shoulders. She kissed me ravenously before I’d even had time to consider whether I was going to spit or swallow. But of course… she had already made that decision for me. For a single moment, we exchanged the sticky remnants of her orgasm like communion wafers. The taste was like nothing I’d ever had before: tangy, sweet, with an indefinable consistency.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I broke our kiss. “What… what was that?” I asked playfully. “That… that hardly seemed like we were ‘taking it slow!’”

She tried to smile, but she wound up averting her gaze once more. “I guess I got impatient,” she said. “Sorry. You were just… I don’t know. You just drove me wild, Chris. I’ve wanted that for so long. It felt… it just felt…”

I didn’t let her finish. I pushed her back down on the mattress, kissing her roughly and swallowing her squeals and groans. I pushed her legs apart with my knees and reached between her legs, squeezing our cocks together in my fist. Hers was spent, semi-flaccid, and slathered with spit; mine was throbbing, hard, ready to split her in two. Her tiny frame shuddered and squirmed beneath my weight. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Fuck me,” she whispered into my ear. “Oh God, I need you to fuck me.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do you have any… any…” I couldn’t quite say the words.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I could feel her tensing up again. “I… have condoms,” she said, lowering her voice into a husky whisper, “And some… some lube… in my purse.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I reached out blindly for her purse on the nightstand, nearly knocking it to the floor but lunging forward to catch it just in time. Tomiko became rigid with desire. Her mouth stretched into a determined line, and her arms tightened on my shoulders. She hooked her legs around my back and said, “Do it like this. I’ll help.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pilfered through her purse and found a small bottle of lube. I flipped the cap off one-handed, turning it around to squeeze some into my palm. I slid my slick hand down between her legs, rubbing in the lubricant with a flattened palm. “Am I,” I choked out, “doing this right?” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She nodded and closed her eyes, losing herself in the moment. She dug her heels into the small of my back as I continued teasing her tight little anus. I pushed up onto my knees, rubbing my cock in a tantalizing rhythm against her thigh. She whimpered out a quiet, half-drowned yelp of surprise as I pushed my index finger into her tight little ass. Her breathing intensified as I plundered her tight opening, moving from fingertip to the second knuckle. Her eyes screwed shut and sweat trickled down her brow. Her cock twitched and came alive once more. She felt tight—so unbelievably tight—but I could feel her opening up to me as I pulled my finger free to her protesting groans. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    From the corner of my eye, I could see her reaching for the nightstand and snatching a condom from her purse. “Sit up,” she whispered, ripping open the packaging with her teeth. “I’ve got to—” Her sentence broke off into a strangled moan, but her hands did not falter. I sat back on my heels as Tomiko leaned forward and rolled the condom down my prick, smoothing it down as she gazed at her handiwork with a look of intent concentration. Her dark eyes glinted with mischief and long-dormant desire. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wanted to ask her if she was ready, but she didn’t give me the chance. Tomiko took me by the shoulders and pulled me back down, kissing me fiercely as her arms and legs wound tightly around me. She collapsed onto the mattress with a shuddering moan. Her long black hair cascaded like a courtesan’s fan as she reached down to reposition my cock.
 
 
    Tomiko choked back a startled moan as I nudged my cock into her. Long fingers dug into my lower back. The tip slid in, stretching her in a jarring moment that made her gasp suddenly. It felt wedged in, far too big to even hope for entry. But I pressed forward. Then, with a strangled cry, I entered into her. Slowly, carefully, cognizant of the fact that I had to break through the resistance of her tight little sphincter. Fingernails raked my back as I entered her, the palms of her hands pressed down and guiding the rhythm of my movements. She let out a deep, sputtering sigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tried to ease her into this… to ease myself into this… tried to start off with swift, shallow thrusts. But Tomiko clearly didn’t want that. She gazed up at me, her face twisting into a pitiful frown as she said, “Harder. Please. Fuck me harder.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Tomiko,” I murmured between gasps, my cock trapped in mid-lunge within her tight ass. “Tomiko… Tomiko…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She dug her heels into my back as I lifted my hips and slammed into her—hard. I rammed my cock forward, pounding in increasingly frantic rhythms that made her jam a thumb into her mouth to bite back a scream. Her legs dangled in mid-air, and with each thrust she began languidly stroking her half-erect cock. I held the back of her thighs with strong, sweaty palms, moving in and out of her in a quickening pace that made my hips scream in agony. She felt tight, hot, and part of me knew that fucking her this hard could possibly tear her apart. I had never felt a sensation like this. Her sphincter clamped down on my cock in brief intervals, and I thought I might lose control and come every time that happened.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She explored her exquisite lithe body with hands that traced invisible paths along her torso and groin—stroking her petite cock with one hand as the other squeezed her hardening nipples. Her small breasts were spring buds, swaying to the frantic rhythms of each thrust. Her cock stood straight up as an idle hand caressed the shaft and head. She bucked her hips against me as I fucked her ass as hard as I could. She screamed out things I previously could have never imagined my shy little Tomiko saying.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh God, Chris, I want you to come inside of me,” she blurted out. “Oh God, Chris, please make me yours! Please come inside of me!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My pace quickened into a frenzy of thrusts and jerks, the sound of my balls slapping against her like a round of applause. The air had a metallic taste; beads of sweat dribbled into my eyes. Her legs—resting precariously in my hands—wobbled like a newborn foal. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The pleasure spiked quickly, reaching its peak with a juddering finality. I thrust hard into her, slackening my pace as I pounded her hole like a slow, furious piston. My hips strained under the pressure, and my knees turned to jelly. I wanted to collapse. I bent down and kissed her ravenously as my cock spasmed in release. She whimpered beneath me, her arms like iron bands around my neck as I released my hot load into the condom. I held her in my arms, pinning her to the bed, my muscles shuddering and cramping like a locomotive grinding to a halt. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Our movements slowed. Then ceased.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled out and fell beside her, yanking the condom off with what little energy I could muster. For a short while, we laid there in a heap, both gasping for breath and sliding apart. I threw the condom into the trash and reached to switch off the bedside lamp. When I turned back, Tomiko had curled up to my side, facing away from me. I wrapped my arms around her waist, spooning her. My cum-slickened cock rested against her backside. Her skin felt nice and warm against me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She clasped my hands into hers and held them to her chest. I could feel her spine stiffen against me, the heavy thump of her heart accelerating. 

“Can you…” she said, her words trailing off and becoming inaudible.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Can I… what?” I asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her voice lowered into a faint whisper. “I’m… I’m still…”
 
    
She held my hand, tracing it along a winding path over her body: over her ribcage, down toward the navel and hipbone, halting finally at the scalding hot erection dangling between her legs. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I thought… I thought you’d finished…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Once,” she whimpered. “Usually, I… I mean, it’s not… I don’t always get,” she slowed down, choosing her words carefully. “I’m not always like this… so… insatiable.” Her words were halting, dripping with shame. She released a heavy sigh. “Can you… will you?” She moved my hand again, urging me to take her cock into my hand. It twitched at the faintest brush of my fingertips.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her swollen shaft filled my palm. I wrapped my fist around it, rubbing my thumb along the half-open slit atop its head. She thrashed against me, her arms stiffening and legs scissoring beneath the bedsheets. Her ass bucked against me as I stroked her cock with a speed and forcefulness that matched her desire. Teeth raked across the straight line of her neck as I breathed in the musky perfume of her sweat-moistened hair. I held her close, the perspiration of our bodies mingling as she produced another strangled moan. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her orgasm was swift and powerful. Thin, translucent ribbons of sperm spurted from her cock, webbing between my fingers and along my knuckles. Without warning or preamble, Tomiko convulsed against my chest as she forcefully snatched my wrist. She brought my hand to her lips,  devouring her own cum with a long, outstretched tongue. She slurped at it hungrily. I wondered for a brief moment if this was all for my benefit… or if she really got off on this.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I nuzzled into the back of her neck, inhaling the post-coital perfume of her body. I wrapped my arms around her. She purred contently. Everything seemed perfect.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “That.. was incredible,” she said, exhaustion creeping into her voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Everything you ever fantasized about?” I asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You better believe it,” she said, chuckling to herself. “Years and years of sexual fantasies, I should add. You lived up to them, buster. Lived up to them and then some!” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Not too shabby for an old man,” I said.

“You are not old!” she said, slapping my thigh like a school disciplinarian. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I laughed. “And now we have to make up for lost time. I’d say another round is in your not-too-immediate future.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “And then… in Iowa,” she stammered. “Or… wherever I go. Will you… you won’t…”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I tightened my hold on her. “We’ve waited this long, haven’t we? I’m not going to let you go so easily. I want to make this work. Besides… I’m tenured… and way overdue for a research sabbatical.” I kissed the back of her neck. “A very long sabbatical, I think. Perhaps we could even co-author a book?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Long evenings of wine, writing, and lovemaking?” she said. Her glee was infectious. “Could life get any better?”

And with that, we soon drifted off into a long, peaceful slumber. 


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    ———————
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Thanks for reading Transfer Student. If you enjoyed this book, please consider purchasing some of my other works. And please write a review on Amazon or Goodreads. That always helps!

Or if you just want to talk… send me an email. I’m sociable and very friendly. Promise!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    NOW AVAILABLE

The Erotic Adventures of Joan of Arc and Space Pirate Captain Cydd Yoshiba, Episode I: Maiden Voyage (first time erotica)

For centuries, prophets and soothsayers have whispered tales of the Light Bringer: a savior from the distant past destined to bring an end to a catastrophic intergalactic war. And now, as the known universe faces the threat of despotism and ruin, this messianic figure emerges from the shadow of long-forgotten fable to bring an end to this unpardonable strife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Captain Cydd Yoshiba, the notorious space pirate and scourge of the Shadow Vox Empire, has dedicated his life to tracking the Light Bringer down—and now he has finally found her. Along with the small crew manning his interstellar battleship, Yoshiba travels back in time to rescue the woman rumored to be this fated messiah: Joan of Arc.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Propelled from medieval Europe to the far-flung year of 2977, the famed “Maid of Orleans” naturally has trouble acclimating to her strange new surroundings—but that’s the least of her worries. As her attachment to Cydd Yoshiba grows and intensifies, so too do her first unbidden inklings of sexual desire. It’s not long before she’s forced to choose between keeping her eternal vows of chastity or indulging in these forbidden erotic fantasies. Will she choose duty over love? How long can she resist these newly awakened desires? This is the first part of an ongoing tetralogy of stories!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Click Here: http://amzn.com/B013KV17U2
 
 
    Necromantic Encounter (paranormal erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He thought it was the perfect crime. When Jack—a self-professed “bluebeard” and murderer of women—finally disposed of his obscenely rich wife, he thought he’d get away with it. He thought she would be just like all the others. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But he was wrong. Dead wrong. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Because unbeknownst to Jack, the specter of his now-deceased wife has risen from her unmarked grave: blood-spattered, brutalized, and ready for revenge. But that’s not all she’s after. This phantom isn’t just out for vengeance. She also hungers for a little… erotic stimulation. Will Jack survive the experience? 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Written in the style of a nineteenth-century gothic novel, Necromantic Encounter is guaranteed to titillate and terrify in equal measure! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Recommended only for the strong of heart.

Click Here: http://amzn.com/B014GMUF3Y
 
    
COMING SOON

Tats, Heels, and a Little Extra (transsexual/shoe fetish erotica)

Jacob is stuck in a rut. Not only did he just flunk out of college, but he’s also nursing a broken heart after his long-term girlfriend leaves him for another man. He is lonesome and more than a little depressed, moving back in with his parents in the suburban Mid-West. Now, to make ends meet, Jacob takes on a part-time job at his local mall… and quite frankly, he’s going more than just a little stir-crazy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    That’s when he sees her. Cassandra Levenson. A saleswoman at the neighboring department store. A real 10. Pouty lips. Pale skin. Long, wavy red hair. Tattoos. And a killer pair of heels. Everything a man could want and desire—and Jacob’s ideal of the unattainable dream woman.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Needless to say, Jacob becomes quite smitten with her—and, after admiring her from afar, finally works up the nerve to talk to her. Things seem to go quite well. There seems to be a real chemistry between the two of them. But when an invitation to the department store break room leads to an unexpected romantic rendezvous, Jacob quickly discovers that the girl of his dreams might have more than he bargained for. A little extra, so to speak.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The Computer Wore High Heels (shoe fetish erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In the bleak dystopian city-state of Polon-Quoth, all forms of reproductive sex have become outlawed. Poverty and overpopulation run rampant, and citizens are shunted off into gender-segregated ghettos to prevent all natural forms of reproduction. There is only one penalty for breaking this iron-clad law: death.
 
                  
 
    But the sex-starved denizens of Polon-Quoth’s “Boys Town” sector have taken steps to circumvent this totalitarian mandate: the invention of sexbots with no discernible genitalia. For some, this is an inadequate compromise. For others with more… creative sexual outlets, it’s the height of human ecstasy.
 
                  
 
    Enter Drake, a sexually curious resident of Boys Town with a fondness for women’s footwear. Together, with a particularly kinky sexbot in six-inch stilettos, Drake is about to learn a valuable lesson: when there’s a heel, there’s a way.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Watch the trailer here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bhzqxN2MlFU
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The Seduction of Kawaii Kimiko-chan (tentacle erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Three years ago, Kawaii Kimiko-chan and her Cutie Commandoes saved the world from the nefarious Prince Kirai. In an epic battle with casualties on both sides, the Cutie Commandoes used their combined powers to seal their nemesis into the Drago Sphere. They believed his reign of terror had ended. They were wrong.
 
                  
 
    Now a student at Tokyo University, Kawaii Kimiko-chan has put aside the superheroics and lives a relatively normal life. But when Kimiko-chan’s friends are kidnapped and dragged into the Desolation Zone, the Cutie Commando springs into action. 
 
                  
 
    Has the unthinkable occurred? Has Prince Kirai been released from the Drago Sphere? Little does she know that her counterstrike against the Dark Prince will end in an erotic awakening that tests the limits of her propensity for pleasure. Hey, not that she’s complaining!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Lulu Sinclair Conquers Hollywood (femdom erotica)

Don’t let those know-nothing studio fat cats fool you: Lulu Sinclair is the Real McCoy, the bee’s knees, and quite possibly the greatest thing to hit Hollywood since the invention of two-strip Technicolor! Well, maybe not yet. But just you wait: once Lulu’s able to move her way out of comedy two-reelers and into her big-budget dramatic debut, she’s going to take Tinsel Town by storm!
 
                  
 
    Of course, things aren’t that easy during Hollywood’s silent era. 
 
                  
 
    So when a big shot movie producer invites her to take a seat on the proverbial casting couch, Lulu leaps at the opportunity. Little does her fella know that this flapper comes equipped with an… interestingset of toys. It’s not long before she flips the script and shows him who truly holds “dominance” in Hollywood’s new pecking order.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Trans-Terminatrix of the Wasteland (transsexual erotica)
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In the thermonuclear wastelands of 2099, survivors trade stories of the mythical cybertronic transwoman who wanders the Cursed Earth like a guardian avenger: the Trans-Terminatrix. Nothing is truly known about the Trans-Terminatrix, for she drifts through this irradiated hellworld with a single mission: to protect the innocent from the roving bands of cannibals and gutterpunks who prey on the weak.
 
                  
 
    For many, she is a legend to be spoken of in hushed whispers but never truly comprehended. But when the Trans-Terminatrix crosses paths with a nameless vagabond, the first faint sparklings of human affection course through her cybernetic heart. Will she abandon her mission and succumb to the ultimate temptation? Or is their love not meant to be?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    To learn more about these and other future releases from Sakura von Sternberg, please visit her website: https://sakuravonsternberg.wordpress.com
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