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He chose this toy with meticulous care.

If there's one thing Jamie Smith prides
himself on, it's his stubborn attention to detail. He brings this
trait to bear in all aspects of his life, and why should his
ill-advised carnal pursuits be any different? Searching at multiple
shops and boutiques—some sleazy as hell and others trying with
remarkable success to project an air of classy poshness—he didn't
make his purchase until he found the perfect dildo. Not just sleek
and firm and a lovely maroon color that appeals to his entire soul,
but also the exact size and proportion of Professor Thomas Karl's
erect cock.

Karl won't actually be in the room to
appreciate this similarity, and it will be almost impossible to
tell in the video just how deliberate Jamie has been in his
choice.

But Jamie doesn't care. The three-plus hours
he spent hunting down exactly what he craves will be worth it,
because he will know he nailed it. He'll feel the slide and
push of the silicone phallus entering him and recognize exactly how
much it feels like his Intro-to-Statistics professor.

Karl has been gone for an entire week, and
won't be back for two more days. Fuck spring break. Jamie can't
remember the last time he missed anyone this much, and the
ceaseless low ache in his chest is driving him slowly mad.

Maybe this is why he's decided to do
something so reckless.

Or maybe he was on this path the second he
decided to ignore good sense, and proposition his favorite
professor. Just what every college career needs. An immoral and
wildly inappropriate affair with a member of faculty. The fact that
Karl is twice Jamie's age—handsome and fit and domineering as
hell—only serves to heighten Jamie's attraction. He's always had a
thing for silver foxes, and Karl puts all the rest Jamie has ever
coveted to shame. The fact that he was so unapologetically eager to
claim Jamie's offered virginity…

Yeah, that probably should have been a red
flag, but Jamie doesn't care. He's in control here, damn it. He
holds Karl's career in the palm of his hand, with plenty of
evidence to ruin the man if his professor ever proves
malicious.

And tonight, he is more in control than ever,
alone in his room with a brand new dildo, a bottle of lube, and a
camera on loan from the college AV department. The dorms are nearly
empty in the throes of spring break, especially up here on the
tenth floor where only freshmen and sophomores live. Jamie had to
get special permission to stay during the days the rest of the
campus is closed down. He has the place almost entirely to himself,
and the deviant energy of what he's about to do roars through him
as he sets up his impromptu studio.

Angling bright desk lamps directly towards
the nest of sheets and pillows that take up his narrow bed, Jamie
fusses until he's content with the way these makeshift spotlights
balance the yellowish overhead lighting.

The arrangement is far from perfect. But it
will do well enough for an amateur effort, and he turns on a bland,
looping musical track next, necessary to make sure no one passing
his door hears anything suspicious. Then he checks the camera.
Adjusts the tripod and checks—then rechecks—the angle through the
viewfinder. Swaps in the brand new blank memory card he bought just
for this experiment, because he may be foolish to entertain this
endeavor in the first place, but he's not stupid enough to record
his efforts on a department memory card.

Bad enough he has to use a college-owned
camera, but on this he has no choice. He sure as hell can't afford
to buy a camera nice enough to do the job himself—not when buying a
quality sex toy was enough to nearly clean him out—and his shitty
phone won't do the trick.

It's fine. He has labeled his memory card
clearly to avoid any confusion, and he won't be returning the
camera until after he's successfully plugged the memory card into
his computer and transferred the massive video file for editing.
There may be ample opportunities for disaster as he pursues this
ill-advised mission, but he has gone to great lengths to make sure
the technology can't betray him.

Mindful that a nearly empty dorm does
not, in fact, mean he is entirely safe from the possibility of
passers-by in the hall, Jamie deadbolts the door and collects the
final element of his plan. This he did not need to obtain
for himself. The bright red ball gag that he now sets on the
bedspread was a gift from Karl, not long after they began their
affair. A tool of necessity, considering how often they indulge
trysts in semi-public nooks and crannies, and also an inside joke
between them. Jamie is loud during sex. And he loves being
forcefully silenced.

One last check to make sure there are no gaps
in the heavy curtains covering the room's only window—probably
unnecessary given he is near the top of the building, but there
are other tall edifices on campus—and then Jamie sets the
camera recording.

With this simple click of a button, Jamie is
suddenly self-conscious, despite his enthusiasm and determination.
Quick as this he has gone from planning something outlandish and
brazen to… actually doing it. He is really doing this. He's going
to put on a show for Professor Karl, and then he is going to have
to watch himself do these things in order to edit the video
down to its best possible quality.

Jamie has never done anything like this
before. He has never performed for an audience, not even to jerk
off in front of Karl in person.

He's turned-on, though. Despite his
unexpected hesitation—which stems from something like performance
anxiety and has nothing at all to do with the prospect of handing a
compromising recording of himself over into someone else's
hands—his cock is hard as granite beneath his fly. He's been
growing aroused the entire time he's been setting up his impromptu
little studio, and no amount of sheepish self-doubt can temper his
body's eager reaction to the scenario he has devised.

"Yes," he says to the empty room. He feels
like he's talking to the camera even though he's nowhere near
centered in the frame yet. "Fuck. Okay. Yes. Let's do this fuckin'
thing."

He stubbornly shoves away the part of his
mind nagging at him that this is a bad idea, along with the edge of
imposter syndrome insisting he's a big old phony pretending at
competence despite his inexperience. He ignores the voice in his
head insisting that he has no damn idea what he's doing, and that
Karl won't be fooled.

Jamie isn't trying to fool Karl, damn
it. His professor knows he is inexperienced—knows that every sexual
adventure they've shared has been a first for Jamie—and he will
recognize what an unfamiliar experiment he is watching after Jamie
hands him the finished video. So what if Jamie's performance is
clumsy? Surely that will only make the meaning behind the gesture
resonate more profoundly.

Not that Jamie is entirely sure what
meaning he is trying to convey with this risky experiment. He only
knows that his entire body burns to see it through, and no amount
of self-doubt can diminish the hunger pounding in his heart.

Without another word—he is not going to talk
during the act, doesn't think he can—he steps into the
center of the carefully positioned frame, giving the auto focus a
moment to catch up before he smiles into the dark lens and begins
taking off his clothes. This part might be easier if the music
suffusing his dorm room were something with actual rhythm and
character, rather than a track he chose specifically for its
ability to play and repeat infinitely.

It's fine though. He strips with steady
efficiency, tossing his clothes well out of camera range, not
wanting to clutter the tidy little frame he has designed for his
debauchery.

When he's completely naked, blushing bright
from head to toe but staunchly refusing to back down now that he's
begun, he climbs onto the carefully arranged bed and settles into
the position he's chosen for this experiment. He sits on the middle
of the bed, his back braced against pillows and wall. His feet rest
near the edge of the mattress when he folds his legs so that his
knees point to the ceiling. He spreads wide, putting himself on
blatant display, offering the camera a perfect view of the space
between his thighs.

Jamie's cock curves stiffly upward against
his belly, his balls hanging heavy, his whole body burning
feverishly with anticipation.

He gives his erection a single firm stroke,
and then reluctantly lets go. He'll jerk himself off eventually,
but not yet. Not before he puts on a show for his absent professor.
An orgasm is the final item on his agenda for this video, and he
bites his lower lip hard, resisting the urge to just keep dragging
his fist along his eager shaft.

He reaches for the gag next, lifting it by
the leather strap. Such a lightweight accessory, and yet so utterly
important. He looks directly into the camera, lips twisting up into
a self-satisfied smirk—he knows damn well how much Karl will
appreciate this detail—and then opens his mouth to position the
bright red ball. The gag is big, and it forces his jaw wide,
stretching his lips round with the shape of it. He leans forward to
affix the strap at the back of his head, careful not to catch his
long hair in the small metal buckle.

When Jamie leans back once more into his nest
of pillows, he feels even more ridiculous than before. God, is he
really doing this? Is he really going to shove a piece of silicone
up his ass on camera, all while silenced by a giant ball he wedged
in his own mouth, just because he misses his professor's cock?

Of course he is.

Fuck. Of course he is. Jamie shivers
at the certainty of this fact, closing his eyes and swallowing back
a helpless moan.

He reaches for the bottle of lube next, a
water-based brand so as not to fuck up his beautiful new silicone
toy, and smears











































THE END
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