

    
        
          A+ in Breeding with The Orc Teacher

        

        
        
          Orcish Smut

        

        
        
          Sara Goodhead

        

        
          Published by Sara Goodhead, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A+ IN BREEDING WITH THE ORC TEACHER

    

    
      First edition. March 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Sara Goodhead.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233737794

    

    
    
      Written by Sara Goodhead.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A+ in Breeding with The Orc Teacher (Forbidden Flesh Files)

Sign up for Sara Goodhead's Mailing List

Also By Sara Goodhead


I stalked up and down the battered linoleum, my heels thudding, echoing dully off the empty classroom walls. Stacks of essays—my essays and those of my idiot classmates—leaned precariously in little towers on Harlan’s desk, some already battered around the edges by his brutal red mark-up. The whole place stank of old paper, chalk dust, and disinfectant, somehow both oppressively academic and lazily abandoned at once, like the university itself couldn’t decide if anything that happened here actually mattered.

Harlan didn’t notice, or maybe he just pretended not to. Head down, grimly efficient, he moved his massive green hands—gods, one palm could probably crush the skull of every smug little TA in this department—methodically, shuffling my latest story to the top of the pile. Ink stains on his thick fingers. Even now, hunched over those pages, he looked like less like a scholar and more like a soldier—one who’d been forced into tweed at knifepoint, then enraged by the indignity of it.

I couldn’t stop staring at the ridge of muscle flexing under the sleeve of his jacket. Or the way his broad shoulders made the small office chair creak with bitter resignation every time he shifted his weight.

Fuck. I was supposed to be angry. Not—distracted. 21 years old and I still can’t keep that straight.

“So,” I snapped, breaking the silence I’d let stretch too thin. I was pacing right there, under the burnt-out light fixture, arms crossing hard under my breasts—my blouse so tight tonight that every breath felt like I might rip the fucker straight open if I got even angrier. “You’re really going to give me a C for this. You?”

He looked up slowly. Just a flick of those yellow eyes, the irises so vivid and inhuman—hunger, flickering fire, something feral and alive under there. One twitch of his lips and the light caught on the curve of his tusks—huge, perfect, a statement in their own right. The frown that followed was pure, highbrow disappointment, though.

“You continue to ignore feedback regarding structure, Anna.” Each word deliberate, polished. “As thrilling as your plot twists are, they collapse without foundation. Paragraph five contradicts the internal logic established by—”

“Oh, save it!” My voice echoed. I barely heard it—my chest was tight, skin tingling with the high of the argument—of being seen, challenged, at last. “You’re so obsessed with your precious structure, you can’t see anything that doesn’t fit your mold. Why are you even teaching creative writing if you want robots?”

The words tumbled out, hot and reckless.

He actually set his pen down. That was new. The room seemed smaller suddenly. Quieter. I swore I could hear the low, rolling hum of his breath—heavy, unhurried, yet thrumming with something I didn’t have a name for yet.

“Discipline is not the enemy of creativity. It elevates it.” His gaze swept me, top to toe, lingering on the places where anger had bled into arousal—my nipples, hard against thin fabric, the flush on my cheeks. “You’re mistaking boundaries for chains. What you wrote was—raw, yes. But it lacks refinement.”

I laughed—too loud, a jagged edge in it. “Refinement? My God, listen to yourself, Harlan. You sound ancient. You’re not as old as you pretend—or is that just how you hide from actually feeling anything?”

That got him. His hands curled slightly, thick fingers pressing into the desk. The surface groaned. A barely-there growl rumbled from deep in his chest, gone almost before I could be sure I’d heard it.

Something thrilled in me. Dangerous, stupid, but so goddamn alive. I took a step closer, planting my hands on my hips, arching just enough that the buttons strained harder, daring him to look.

“You’re scared of what you can’t control, aren’t you?” I pressed, low and intimate now. “Every time someone writes something you can’t teach—the wild, the ugly, the—” I bit my lip, hunting for the word that would burn, “the beastly—you bury it under a D-minus or some smug little note. You’re the real coward here.”

His nostrils flared. A fine tremor ran through the line of his jaw, tusks bared for a second longer than was strictly necessary. The next words he forced out were clipped, brittle with restraint.

“The literary canon exists for a reason. Would you prefer chaos? Anarchy on the page? If you learned nothing—”

“What I’d prefer,” I spat, cutting him off, “is for you to get off your high horse and stop pretending you’re better than all this. You lecture about rules, but look at you.” I waved at him—at the sheer size of him, something animal barely chained in corduroy and tweed. “You’re all brute force—no wonder you’re terrified of creativity. It’s the only thing wilder than you are.”

I leaned forward, hands flat on the desk now, so close I could see the way the light caught flecks of gold in his eyes. My heart hammered in my ears. My thighs pressed together, which pissed me off even more—how the hell could I be this angry and this turned on?

His face—no, his whole body—had tightened. Shoulders squared, breathing heavier. The air between us was thick, sour with frustration and something like lust, neither of us ready to name it. The clock ticked on, unnoticed.

For a while, neither of us spoke. He glared—teeth on display, lips pulled back.

I broke first, but not with a whimper. I bared my own teeth, grinning mean as a devil, letting my words pierce as deep as any bite.

“You’re just a brute hiding behind books—prove me wrong if you can.”

And I waited.

He rose—slowly, deliberately. Even in silence, there was a yawn of violence, the sudden awareness of just how small I was by comparison. The sounds around us retreated. All I could hear was our breath, mine sharp, his a deep, volcanic rumble. The unspoken cracked like thunder between us.

He loomed over the desk now, casting me in shadow, that mask he wore all day slipping, replaced by something ancient, predatory, hungry.

But I didn’t back down. My body was a live wire—every nerve lit up, shuddering with desire, defiance, dread.

For a second, no one moved. Just the scent of anticipation—ink and sweat, his animal heat and my own excitement, which I couldn’t hide if I wanted to.
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Time folded in on itself. I don’t even know how long we stood there, locked in that silent standoff, breathing each other's defiance.

I could smell him—warm, sharp, a little peppery, nothing like the old man colognes the rest of the university staff swam in. This was body, sweat, and something deeper, muskier—like he belonged in another age, or maybe another world entirely. My own breath came fast, chest heaving against the last thread of self-control my blouse offered.

I yanked myself out of it by sheer force—the urge to back down almost as strong as the urge to see what happened if I kept needling him further.

“So this is your idea of feedback?” I sneered. “Stare me down and hope I’ll get scared enough to tow the line? News flash, Professor. I’ve confronted drunk football players scarier than you.”

That wasn’t exactly true, but I liked the way his eyebrows twitched—just a flick, like I’d landed a punch he didn’t expect.

He braced his fists on the desk, the battered veneer whining under his weight. For half a second, he almost smiled—a twisted, warning kind of smile that promised I’d regret this in a minute.

“I think you’re misreading the moment, Anna.” His voice actually shook, ever so slightly, but not with fear. More like the vibration in a taut rope right before it snaps. “You’re not here to intimidate anyone. I’m trying to give you the tools to be great. You come in hungry—raw talent, undeniable. But you treat structure like it’s the enemy. Like you’re above the basics, because you want everything to be wild and untamed. That’s not how greatness works.”

I rolled my eyes, tossing my hair just to show him it was wasted on me. “Yeah, I know. You think repetition and outlining and—I don’t know, fussy little rules—are what make a writer. But I see what’s really going on in here, Harlan. I see the way you look at people. The way you look at me.”

His throat worked. The movement was oddly sensual—almost convulsive, like some fight-or-flight thing that got stuck halfway. “Explain.”

I pounced on it. “You want fire, but only if you can hold the leash. Only if you aren’t the one getting burned.” I stepped closer, so the edge of his desk pressed into my thighs. “Everything about you is so... pretend. The tweed jackets, the glasses, the strictly professional scowl—”

He interrupted, lower and rougher. “My expectations of you are professional. You’re the one making—this—personal.”

“Fuck right I am.” I jabbed a finger at his chest—hard, solid muscle beneath the layers. “You act like you’re some philosopher-king, but all you really are is a big, dumb bully who got lucky enough to pick up a few books and a patina of education. Admit it—you don’t care about writing. You care about control.”

His knuckles turned white clutching the desk. The tension in him was animal, barely caged, breath huffing out in little bursts. He lifted his chin, all jaw and tusk, daring me to keep going.

“You’re no teacher,” I snarled. “Just a monster pretending. Maybe you even believe the bullshit—maybe it helps you sleep at night, right? But your rules are outdated—prehistoric, even. For all your talk, you can’t escape what you really are.”

For an instant, I thought he’d lunge at me. Instead, he just bunched his shoulders, nostrils flaring wide. The veins in his neck stood out, vivid against the dark green of his skin.

He spoke slow, each word clipped, like he could only let them out in rations or risk losing himself. “You have no idea what
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