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He walked in like he owned the seminar, like the classroom was just another one of his pages waiting to be filled.

Black wool coat, dark jeans, boots that hit the hardwood like punctuation. He didn’t speak at first. Just scanned the room, eyes sharp behind wire-rimmed glasses, taking us all in like we were characters he hadn’t decided were worth keeping yet.

Then he looked at me.

It wasn’t a glance. It was a drag. His gaze started at my boots, up my bare thighs, over the hem of my short black skirt, pausing where my cardigan clung to the swell of my tits. I felt it like heat. I should have looked away. I didn’t.

His lips quirked.

“Welcome to the final seminar in Erotic Narrative,” he said, voice low and smooth, the kind that curled between your thighs before it reached your ears. “I’m Carter Langley. You’ll learn more from me between the lines than on them.”

A few people laughed. Nervous. Eager.

I swallowed hard. I’d read his novels. Every one of them pulsed with power, with fucking. The kind of fucking you didn’t just read, you felt. I’d never admit how many times I’d gotten off with one hand between my legs and the other holding down the spine of Fleshscript.

He held up a single page.

“This is your syllabus. Don’t lose it. I won’t print another.”

I tried to focus, really. But the way he moved, slow and certain, like he knew exactly what we all wanted—even if we didn’t yet—made it impossible. His voice dipped as he talked about writing to awaken the body, not the brain. Something primal. Instinctual. Penetrating.

I squeezed my thighs together.

“And this,” he said, turning to me, “is Isabel. Graduate student. Teaching assistant. She’ll be helping me... closely.”

The way he said it.

Closely.

I could feel every eye in the room flick to me, but I only looked at him. He hadn’t looked away. Not once. Not even when he said my name. He was still dragging his gaze over me, like he was memorizing where to touch first.

I opened my mouth. My voice stuck.

“You’ve read my books?” he asked, still watching.

“One or two,” I managed.

He smiled. Just a little. “You’re blushing.”

I felt it burn down my neck.

“Must’ve read the good ones.”

“They were... vivid.”

He stepped closer. Not inappropriate. Just enough. His voice dropped.

“You’ll be assisting me closely this term. Intimately, I’d say.”

My stomach dropped. Heat rushed lower. I clenched around nothing, my body betraying me in front of twenty other students who had no idea what he was doing to me with just words.

Class went on, technically. He passed out his one-page syllabus and talked about deadlines. But I didn’t hear most of it. I was too busy watching his hands. Long fingers. Veins. The way he tapped the desk while waiting for a question, like every second spent not inside someone was a waste.

When he read aloud from his latest chapter—just a draft, he said—it was a scene with a woman begging. Hands tied. Her mouth full. Her belly swollen with his cum. My breath caught.

I stared at his mouth.

What would it sound like if he said my name like that? If he told me to open my legs, to take his cock, to beg to be bred?

I bit the inside of my cheek.

After class, I stayed behind. I pretended to stack papers, avoid the crowd, do my TA job. But I just needed a few more seconds of that voice.

He walked by me, slow. Close. I didn’t move.

He murmured low, right beside my ear.

“Vivid, huh?”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

“I’ll need your help with some new material. Might need to test a few scenes. You game for that?”

My whole body pulsed.

“Yes, Professor.”

His hand brushed the small of my back.

“Good girl.”

—-
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I waited until just before the library closed. The campus copy of Inheritance was always tucked in the restricted literature case, flagged for faculty use only. But I had the master key for the TA office. And nobody checked after ten.

I slipped it out from the locked shelf, wrapped it in a worn folder, and slid it between a copy of Narrative Structures and Postmodern Poetics. Just another night of grad student research.

But my pulse didn’t settle until I was back in my dorm.

Door locked. Lights off. The desk lamp glowing low. I peeled off my jeans and hoodie, left in nothing but a tank top and panties, and curled into the center of my bed with the book open across my thighs.

The pages were old, slightly yellowed at the edges. This wasn’t one of his bestsellers. This was the one he wrote before fame. The one people whispered about. The one the seminar students weren’t allowed to use for essays.

It didn’t take long.

By page twelve, she was gagged. By sixteen, her legs were up and tied. By twenty, he was fucking her through the restraints, telling her how pretty her pussy looked taking his cock. She cried when he came in her. Begged him not to stop. He said her begging made him harder.

There were no condoms. No pullout. Just heat and risk and control.

He whispered things to her in the book. Things like:

“Take it. I want to fill you.”

“You’ll be dripping by morning.”

“No more condoms. No more pretending. I breed what’s mine.”

I squeezed my thighs together, already soaked. The way he wrote didn’t feel fictional. It felt practiced. Confident. Like he wasn’t imagining what that kind of fucking might be like. He knew.

I slid my hand under the waistband of my panties. My clit was already throbbing. I circled it slowly, trying to stay quiet. The walls in the dorm were thin. But when I turned the page and read the line:

“She came while he pumped the last of his cum inside her, her pussy still milking him, greedy for seed,”

I moaned out loud.

My fingers worked faster. I imagined his voice reading it in my ear, deep and close, his hand over my mouth to keep me quiet. His cock inside me. Heavy, bare. His words curling down into me while he held my hips open.

“Yeah, baby. Let me in.”

“Gonna knock you up right here.”

“Put my cum so deep no one else gets to touch it.”

I came hard, biting my lip, thighs shaking around my wrist. My panties were soaked. I pressed the heel of my palm down on my clit and rode the aftershocks out with his name stuck in my throat.

Carter.

Fuck.

I stayed like that for a while. Fingers damp. Pages spread. His filthy, perfect lines still echoing in my head.

Eventually, I closed the book and slid it under Postmodern Poetics again, tucking it safely on my nightstand. My legs still trembled when I stood to clean up.

I didn’t know that the library kept a digital checkout log.

I didn’t know he’d see my name flagged next to the title.

I just knew that I needed more.
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His office was quiet after hours
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