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Rumors swirled about our English Literature college professor. All sorts of contradictory rumors. 

He slept with dozens of university students.

He secretly works as a male escort.

He is a devoted monk teaching as part of his discipline.

He is a virgin.

The only thing that is confirmed is that he is married to the slightly neurotic art professor at our college. And, that they were on the brink of a divorce.

All of these rumors swirled in my head as I sat in the classroom of our small community college. I spent this last semester debating on dropping my major from English Lit to something more practical like plumbing or sugar-babying.

I had no interest in draining shit filled pipes. And, all of the men on the sugar baby websites were ugly (I’m vain).

But, the real reason I stayed in college was because of Professor Ollie Rothman. Or, as he lets us call him, Professor Ollie. 

No one encouraged us more than ProfessorOllie. No one could inspire us more than him. No other professor could get us interested in the themes of Beowulf.

All of that talent wrapped in a delicious package.

The man was so hot that if the rumors about the escorting and slutting were true, it would be completely understandable.

I wanted to find out for myself if he slept with students. I would be his eager and tempting test.

“And, this,” Professor Ollie said, holding up a thick stack of papers, “was the best essay in the class. Congratulations, Celine.” 

The other students turned towards me and clapped, tossing out compliments. 

“Good job, Celine!”

“She does it again!

“What a way to end the semester!”

I nodded modestly. All of us, except Ollie, knew their cheers were not genuine. Competition ran hard and strong in this major. I could read exactly what they thought as they shouted kind words.

Another perfect paper from her? Yeah, she’s fucking Professor Ollie.

Celine’s blowing the professor.

She’s a homewrecker.

The funny thing is that I have never fucked, blown, kissed, hugged, or even winked at Professor Ollie. I earned those grades due to my own hard work. Plus, he shows my papers to other teachers at the college. They all agree with his assessment, to the point that several of them have told me to take their classes next semester. One is even encouraging me to study abroad.

Sexagenarian Phd professor Mrs. Clackett isn’t inviting me to her lectures because I’m licking her pussy.

But, none of that matters.

Rumors will continue to swirl about me and about Ollie.

At what point do you just go with it?

When do you just say, fuck it, and let your hormones rule you for a little while?

I smiled at my fellow English Lit peers as they clapped with falsity. 

I gave a polite nod to Ollie as he clapped with sincerity.

Knowing all eyes were on me, I gave the assholes what they wanted, something to strengthen their wicked thoughts about me.

I winked at Ollie.
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I gathered my things slowly as the rest of the students left the classroom. For most, it was the last class of the semester; they wanted to get started on winter break asap.

Ollie shook hands with students as they left, whispering a few kind words to even the dumbest ones. He knew just as well as the rest of us, some of them wouldn’t be back at the college after winter.

English major courses are a bitch to tackle, but laziness is a bigger bitch.

When the last student left (one I know will not be back next semester seeing that he turned in one assignment the whole time), Ollie turned his attention on me.

“Have you thought about attending Clackett’s lectures?” he asked, walking back to his desk. He gathered papers, putting them in neat little piles. I wondered how he lived with his wife’s scatter brainedness.

“No, not really,” I said. Inwardly, I felt like I would be out of place at one of those functions.

A room full of doctorates, Phds, Ivy League professors, and me, a 2nd year student at a community college.

“What’s the hesitance?” Ollie asked. The sunlight from the window spilled onto him, bathing him in a golden glow. His eyes twinkled.

“I might—I have things to do those days.”

“You think you won’t fit in,” Ollie said, lifting his eyebrows.  

I looked down at my feet.

“Don’t worry about that, Celine,” he said. Ollie crossed his arms over his broad chest. The button up plaid shirt did nothing to hide the well defined pecs beneath it.

“You’re as smart, heck smarter than most of the people there. Truly one of the most remarkable students this college has ever had.”

He grinned and winked.

Oh, we’re on winking terms now.

“Besides, forgive me for wanting to show off my gem. My pearl in an oyster,” he said.

The pearl between my legs thudded.

“Come here. Let me show you this passage,” Ollie said, opening a book on his desk.

I walked to his desk and stood next to him. He smelled of fresh linen and roses.

“Read this,” he said, pointing to a sentence. Ollie took a step back to allow me room in front of the book. I felt his chest press against my back. He kept his finger on the page. I lightly held my hand over his.

“The innermost heart of a rose is a treasure drenched in sun and dew,” I read softly. I could feel Ollie’s breath against my ear.

My tits swung free beneath my sweatshirt. My hardening nipples rubbed against the fabric.

“It’s a beautiful quote, Ollie,” I said.

I never called him just Ollie before to his face. Only, Professor Ollie.

But, then again, I never had my ass pressed up against him either. 

“Just like you,” he whispered. His lips brushed my earlobe.

I swallowed and glanced at the classroom door.

Shut, but not locked.

Holding my breath, I pressed my ass farther back. It skimmed the crotch of his jeans.

His thick cock, encased behind black trousers, poked against me.

“I’ve wanted you all semester, Celine,” he said, shutting the book.

I rocked my head back onto his shoulder.

“Same here,” I said.

Ollie’s fingers went to the button of my jeans. 

“Let’s have a lesson before break.”

He unsnapped them and slipped his hand inside.
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