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Description 

If you’d asked me a few weeks ago whether I’d ever surrender to a man like my professor, I would have laughed and said never.

But there’s something about him I can’t resist. Maybe it’s that wicked smile, the body that makes me melt, or simply the way he knows exactly how naughty I want to be. Whatever it is, my inhibitions have vanished.

He pushes me to explore my wildest desires, to embrace the side of me I never dared show. And when he suggests I share the fun with his gorgeous, man-mountain of a butler... well, I don’t need much convincing.

Yet beneath the passion, I can feel his secrets. He’s hiding something—something dangerous. Trouble shadows him, and I know he won’t let me in. But I’m determined to prove I can handle more than just his lessons.

Because one thing is certain: I’ll do whatever it takes to keep my professor satisfied....
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The Professor and I are standing hidden in the bushes as the shadows creep quickly round us. We are watching as the Professor's friend and so-called butler, Jared, stands naked beneath the open-air shower. Spying on him, like he spied on us in the woods. I admire his physique, taking in his thick, toned arms and stomach. His tight round buttocks. Looking at his nakedness and knowing I shouldn't be here, watching, has made me so damn hot. But it's not just the sight of Jared that's driving me crazy. It's the fact that the Professor seems to like it when I'm naughty, seems to want me to be as naughty as I can be, and that's fine by me. Since we started our affair, I've changed. I'm no longer the sexually timid girl I was.

I've just told the Professor that I want him to take me to his special room. I said it in the heat of the moment, and as soon as I did, I could feel his excitement, how his breath quickened. I can tell he doesn't want to wait any longer. 

He grabs my hand, pulling me backward through the trees, back towards the mansion. As we hit the grass, he starts running, dragging me behind him.

"Slow down," I exclaim, laughing. He spins back round to face me and smiles, a wicked glint in his eyes.

"You have to be kidding," He grins, " I'm so excited, I feel like a kid in a sweetshop," He says but slows the pace down slightly.

We bound up the stone stairs to the entrance, giggling as he nearly trips. Once inside, he pulls me close to him and spins me around, bending me back over his leg dramatically. Looking deep into my eyes, he traces a finger slowly down my neck towards my breasts. I feel my pulse quicken as my skin electrifies beneath his touch. His hand is then on my breast, pulling at the bikini's taut fabric, desperately trying to get at what's inside. As my chest pops free with impatience, his fingers pull gently at my pink nipple. Twisting it slowly, he releases it and watches as it stiffens. I stifle a moan.

"Come," He whispers against my ear. " You go up. I'm going to grab us a drink; for some reason, I feel like celebrating." He winks, pulling me up and ushering me towards the stairs, tapping me hard on the backside as he bounds off towards the kitchen.

My heart is racing as I fly up the stairs. I'm not sure what Professor Jayce has in store for me, but I have a pretty good idea. I try to relax as I rush into the bathroom. I frantically brush out my still damp hair, quickly squirting on some perfume with my other hand. My cheeks already looked flushed with excitement, and there is a look in my eyes of wild excitement. Was I going to do this, give him what he really wants? What he has been after since we started our affair? Since I've met him, it's like I'm a different person, someone I don't recognize.

I rush through the bedroom and enter the "special room" beyond the closet. But now I'm in here; I'm not sure what to do with myself. I stand awkwardly for a minute before I hastily pull off my bikini. I'm standing naked and self-conscious when Professor Jayce re-appears, carrying two glasses of bubbly. He grins when he sees me, his tongue licking slowly across his lips.

"Delicious," he says, passing me a glass and eyeing me greedily. I take a nervous sip and try not to pull a face as the sour bubbles hit my tongue.

"To being naughty," Professor Jayce says as he raises his glass to mine.

"To being naughty," I reply, taking another nervous sip.

Professor Jayce steps closer, a slow smile on his face. He pulls me towards him with his free hand and kisses me hard on the lips, his tongue flicking teasingly in my mouth. The heat of his kiss intensifies, and his stubble grazes my lips and chin. The force of his desire pushes me backward until I feel the wall's coldness against my bare skin, his taut body holding me prisoner. He smiles again and takes a sip of champagne before he traces his glass slowly across each nipple. I gasp as the cold makes them spring to life.

"Yes, I love these titties of yours," He murmurs. "How firm they are. How your nipples stand to attention for me."

He tilts his glass gently, so the ice-cold liquid cascades down one breast, running down my stomach. He smiles to himself before he slowly licks at the traces of champagne as I arch my back towards him.

"Kiss them," I whisper, my eyes meeting his. "Suck them."

He nods thoughtfully and takes my drink from my hand, placing the glasses on the cabinet. Then reaching down, he takes hold of my wrists, bringing them slowly up above my head. He watches keenly as my breasts rise up towards him. His lips are instantly on them, first one then the other, gently licking and sucking at the nipples. I squirm in delight, trying to break free, but his hands hold me tight against the wall.

"What are you going to do to me" I whisper, my heart beating fast in anticipation.

"Oh no, Ashley, this is all about you, what you want." He grins seductively. " I want you to tell me what naughty things you fantasize about."

He turns away and finishes his drink. Stripping naked, he walks to the bed and lies down. Propping himself up on the pillows, he places one hand behind his head and stares at me, a slight smile playing on his lips.

"Ashley, I want to know what a bad girl you really are. Your deepest darkest desires."

He looks so sexy lying there; his chest muscles have taken on a summer glow, and he's let his stubble grow. His cock looks so enticing that I just want to take it there and then, but I know he wants me to tease and excite him more.

I glance around the room, trying to think of something to say, something sexy; what turns me on? What would turn him on? Grabbing my glass and taking a massive gulp, I wander around the room. I feel a bit silly, not sure what to share. It wasn't too long ago that all I dreamed of was actual proper sex, let alone anything else. I was a novice.

"Tell me, Ashley. What do you want me to do to you? C'mon, I know what a naughty streak you have. Tell me," He winks as his hand reaches down to his penis, and he starts to slowly stroke it. I watch, fixated, as his penis gently grows harder. Desperate to feel it inside me, I turn to face him. Right then, here goes.

"Well, Professor. I want you to remember I'm new to all this," I say innocently, as I trace my fingers across my nipples teasingly. "And since we been together, I've been only replaying how much you have satisfied me" I pause, unsure of his reaction, but he doesn't say anything, just nods his head.

"Before that, I would sometimes fantasize that I'm a ...you know," I say, pausing again cautiously.

"No, Ashley, I don't know," He says, smiling in anticipation, his hand still sliding up and down his cock but with increasing vigour.

"I like to feel slutty." I begin, watching his face with interest. "I want to be dominated. I want you to treat me like I'm a whore you hate yourself for wanting but can't resist." I blurt.

Professor Jayce nods his head approvingly, his hand moving faster up and down his shaft, and I can see the glistening of cum on the tip of his penis. I want to lick it.

"Go on."

"I want you to control me and tie me up. Then I want you to take me roughly like you are punishing me for your weakness." I say, smiling sweetly as though butter wouldn't melt.

"Oh yes, Ashley, you little minx, I like it. God, you make me hot. Are you ready?" he says, his eyes glinting dangerously in the light.

"Yes, Professor, I'm ready," I giggle.

Suddenly he is off the bed, and before I know it, he has grabbed my wrists.

"Yes, you are so naughty, my naughty little slut" He whispers into my ear, pushing me roughly onto my knees and holding my wrists above my head. "Suck on my cock, you little slut. Suck that up like the naughty girl you are," he says, forcing his cock roughly into my mouth.

Immediately I feel my pussy start to ache, and I suck hungrily on his stiff erection. Running my tongue hard against his cock, I can feel how solid it is tonight, and I struggle to take it deep into my mouth. He holds my wrists against the back of my head and pushes his cock further in, forcing it. I fight the gag reflex and open my throat to him, hoping that he'll release me once I've taken it all. But he keeps it there, and I can't help but gag as my lips clasp against the base of his stiff shaft. I hear him moan deeply before he releases me. Wiping my eyes, I look up at him. He nods his head as if asking permission to continue, and I smile and run my tongue across my lips. My pussy is thudding hard now.

"Now suck it again, hard," He growls as he releases my hands. I take his cock into my mouth again, this time teasing and licking at his helmet.

"Look at me while you suck it, you little whore" He demands, and I look up at him as I suck and lick. "You look so pure, but you want to be treated like a slut." I hear him groan with pleasure as I take him deeply again, holding him there for as long as I can, gently wiggling my head.

"Ah, yes," He cries, throwing his head back, "Suck my balls, Ashley, get on your hands and knees and lick them," He demands.

"What?" I say, taking his rigid member out of my mouth and looking up at him. I'd never been asked to do this before.

"Suck my
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