
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


Christmas Morning

A Sexy Professors Story

 


By Adri Armstrong

 


 


 


Copyright 2024 Adri Armstrong

Smashwords Edition

 


 


 



 


 


 


Table of Contents:

 


Content Tags

Christmas Morning

Up
Next

Other Titles by Adri

 


 


 


This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


 


 






 


 


Author's note: All characters depicted in this work
of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 


 


 


Content Tags:

 


Age Difference, Anal Sex, Angst, Christmas,
Contemporary Setting, Deep Throat, Dom/Sub Themes, Dry Fucking,
Established Relationship, Multiple Orgasms, Oral Sex, Pain Kink,
Painful Sex, Physical Restraint, Risk of Discovery, Romance, Rough
Sex, Secret Relationship, Size Kink, Teacher/Student

 


 


 


A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts a student engaged in a sexual
relationship with a teacher. While both characters are consenting
adults, the student's enthusiasm does not remedy the vast gulf in
power between the two characters, and this scenario would be
unacceptable in any real life context. Please approach the series
with caution, and heed the content tags.

 


 


 




 


 


Christmas Morning

 


 


 


When Arlo wakes, the sky outside the window
is still dark and he has no idea what time it is. His phone is all
the way across the room, in the back pocket of the jeans he
abandoned in a heap on Declan's floor last night. Hopefully it
still has enough charge that it'll be any use when he finally gets
up, but for now it is functionally out of reach.

Arlo has no intention of getting out of this
cozy bed—or letting go of the man still sleeping beside him—just to
figure out what time it is.

More important by far is the fact that it's
Christmas morning, and he has nowhere to be. Arlo's whole chest
pulses tight and warm at the thought of spending the morning right
here, lazy and unhurried, dozing and fucking and enjoying the
company of the man in his arms.

It's an unaccustomed indulgence. Between
Arlo's heavy course load and sports scholarship on one hand—and
Declan's busy teaching schedule on the other—Arlo can't remember
the last time they got to simply exist together like this. Add to
these perfectly normal complications the far more scandalous fact
that Professor Declan Doyle is not just Arlo's instructor at the
college, but his academic advisor…

Arlo's heart gives an unhappy lurch at the
fact that secrecy is necessary, especially since it makes spending
time together even more difficult.

He does his best not to linger on these
thoughts, focusing instead on how lovely Declan feels pressed
lazily against him. With one arm draped over Arlo's hip and his
face squashed to Arlo's collarbone, Declan is clearly still sound
asleep. His breath ghosts warm and regular over the hollow of
Arlo's throat, raising goosebumps across sensitive skin. They're
both naked, and Arlo is glad of it. His own morning arousal is a
patient, idle heat stiffening by degrees—but he can feel Declan's
sleepy erection nudging diamond hard at his hip, and the intimacy
makes his mouth water.

Arlo tightens his arms around Declan and
nuzzles a kiss into the sleep-mussed softness of his hair. He loves
how perfectly Declan fits into his arms, the feel of a compact
frame so much smaller than Arlo's own linebacker bulk, the ease
with which their bodies snug together. Arlo usually prefers bed
partners closer to his own size—fellow jocks, gym bunnies,
weight-lifting fanatics—but he has never craved anyone as
powerfully as he craves Declan Doyle.

From the day he walked into his first Intro
to European Studies class—back when Arlo was a cocky college
freshman still figuring out the shape of the world, and Declan was
just a random undergraduate professor too pretty for his own
good—Arlo knew exactly what he hoped to do to his unreasonably
attractive professor.

The fact that he has gotten everything he
wanted—and more—sometimes feels too good to be true.

He moves against Declan now, adjusting his
position so that he can kiss Declan's mouth instead of the crown of
his head. Arlo savors the give of soft lips beneath his own,
enjoying the way Declan melts for him even in sleep. He takes his
time, slipping his tongue lazily past parted lips, exploring at his
leisure. His palm presses to the small of Declan's back, keeping
him close as Arlo lays patient claim to Declan's lovely mouth in
the predawn stillness.

He can tell when Declan wakes, from the way
his professor begins to respond in kind. Not just in the intimate
slide of tongues, but in the restless movements of Declan's body.
He's been rolling his hips against Arlo without aim or purpose so
far, but now he begins to grind more deliberately forward. Teasing
and demanding by turns. And when he tangles long fingers in Arlo's
hair, the needy sound Declan breathes is enough to send a chuckle
rumbling through Arlo's chest.

Declan doesn't seem to notice his amusement,
too caught up in more urgent aims. And hell, Arlo's not
complaining. His own arousal is growing more urgent by the second.
Soon he will lose patience with this unhurried exploration and need
to put his cock in Declan, one way or another.

"Shameless harlot," Arlo teases when they
finally break apart for air.

"You started it, cheeky bastard," Declan
retorts, sounding equal parts cheerful and winded.

"True." Arlo gives Declan's nipple a pinch,
just to make him whimper and flush. "And I'll finish it too. Just
as soon as I decide how I'm going to take you."

The words, promise that they are, have an
immediate effect on Declan. His cheeks flush with bright heat, and
his eyes widen, pupils dilating so that only a thin ring of blue
encircles the deep black. His lips, already so red and plump from
Arlo's kisses, part around an audible gasp. And then his tongue
sneaks out, quick and pink, to wet them in a restless gesture.

All of this would be enough to stiffen Arlo's
cock even if he weren't already desperate for more. Declan has an
uncanny ability to reduce him to his most base desires, and Arlo
still finds himself surprised at how readily the man welcomes his
rougher side. Declan is so buttoned-up and proper in front of a
classroom. It's incredible how eager and submissive he is when Arlo
gets him alone.

"How long do we have before your family gets
here?" Arlo asks, even though asking practical questions is very
nearly beyond him in this moment. He's going to fuck Declan no
matter what, and they both know it, but he'd like to have some
sense of how much time they actually have. The last damn thing they
need is for Arlo to have his dick down his professor's throat when
Declan's sisters, nieces, nephews all start to arrive from out of
town.

"Hours." Declan's voice comes out a ragged
whisper, thick with unspoken pleading. "I told them noon."

"Perfect," Arlo growls, and shoves Declan
onto his back.

Despite his own ravenous hunger—his growing
desire to shove his cock into Declan without delay—Arlo turns his
focus to other priorities first. Declan's body is beautiful beneath
him, bare and sweet and utterly at Arlo's mercy. Long and lanky,
with the wiry strength of a runner who has continued to stubbornly
maintain his routine into his forties. His compact frame and
expressive face make him look younger than he is, almost enough to
let him inadvertently blend in among the students on campus.

But Arlo could never be fooled. Not when he
has spent so much time memorizing every subtle crease and crinkle
written across Declan's face—the crow's feet in permanent residence
at the corners of his eyes—the solemnity of age that sometimes
settles over his expression, carrying the weight of years that
haven't always been easy.

Arlo drinks in the sight now that he has
Declan spread out beneath him. He can tell Declan is trying very
hard to keep still and allow this perusal without protest, but the
attempt is imperfect. It's equally clear he wants Arlo to stop
studying him and touch him instead, and the effort at obedience is
costing him.

Declan has always been self-conscious, no
matter how fiercely Arlo insists he enjoys looking at him.

Arlo has no such compunctions about Declan's
answering perusal. He knows damn well he looks good, naked or
otherwise, and he refuses to entertain any qualms about it. It's
not arrogance if it's based in solid reality. Arlo possesses a
handsome face—and after years of honing his stocky frame into the
perfect tool for his football ambitions, he is all muscles and
power—the sort of strong, sleek adonis who can have damn near
anyone he wants.

The fact that lately, the only man he wants
is Declan Doyle? Serves him just fine, considering Declan has made
it clear the feeling is mutual.

Now, satisfied that he has made Declan squirm
long enough, Arlo finally gives into the desire to taste. He lowers
himself slowly over Declan's body, a deliberate tease, closing in
first for a long and lingering kiss. He lets his weight drape fully
down atop the lithe body beneath him, crushing Declan into the
mattress without hesitation. Declan's mouth opens for him,
surrendering to every wordless demand as Arlo touches him.
Wandering caresses, with the illusion of idleness and yet designed
to tease Declan all the way to a panting and helpless
precipice.

He keeps Declan trapped like this for what
seems an eon, kissing him like they have all the time in the world.
Savoring the way Declan all but disappears beneath him, eclipsed by
Arlo's broad bulk. Even when Declan spreads his legs to bracket
Arlo's hips—to let Arlo slip securely between his thighs—the same
sense remains. If someone were to walk in on them right now, all
the interloper would be able to see of Declan is long legs and
perhaps a shock of dark hair.

Arlo's heart—and cock—give a delighted pulse
at the thought of someone seeing them like this. Seeing
Declan like this. Pinned and spreading his legs and putting
himself willingly at Arlo's mercy.

Finally, not actually tiring of the kiss but
eager for other things, Arlo breaks away and eases his way down the
length of Declan's body. Declan's legs spread wider with a tremble
Arlo can feel wherever they touch, and he breathes Arlo's name with
a frantic rasp.

"Behave." Arlo presses the word into the
hollow of Declan's hip. It's an unnecessary admonition. Declan
always does exactly as he is told when Arlo has him like this. He
won't disobey the unspoken rules of their game now.

Even now, in a moment wholly devoted to
giving Declan pleasure, Arlo's own arousal is a force to be
reckoned with. He thinks perhaps he could come completely
untouched, just from the thrill of having his mouth on Declan—from
the filthy moans and whimpers Declan does not bother trying to
contain—from the helpless way Declan arches and writhes for his
touch. It takes conscious effort to rein himself in, as Arlo
proceeds to take his professor completely apart.

He avoids Declan's cock for a time,
deliberately tormenting them both by skirting close, only to
reroute over and over again. Arlo marks a trail of bites and kisses
all across the enticing terrain of Declan's flat stomach, sharp
hips, shivering inner thighs. He noses into the space between
Declan's legs





























































THE END
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