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Chapter One, Going To My Professor’s House

 

My heart pounded like a jackhammer, each step up the dark, tree-lined path to Professor Cade Warrick’s house a jolt to my fraying nerves. The night air clung to my skin, damp and cool, my cheap sneakers scuffing against the cracked pavement. I clutched my hoodie tighter, the fabric thin against the chill, my breath hitching as I replayed his proposition in my head—his low, smug voice offering an A for one night of fucking him. My gut twisted, a sick mix of dread and curiosity, knowing what I was walking into. But his offer of trading sex for a grade was too enticing. So was the notion of having that school girl fantasy of fucking her teacher.

I was failing his Advanced Rhetorical Analysis class, my midterm D a death sentence for my Hawthorne Merit Award. That scholarship was my lifeline—full tuition for English majors, but only if I kept a three point five GPA and passed his fucking class. Without it, I’d be drowning in debt, working double shifts at the barista just to afford a semester. My scholarship hung by a thread, and Warrick knew it, dangling that A like a predator with bait.

Yet his offer wasn’t just a grade. It was freedom. One night of sex with him, and I’d not only get the A, I’d be excused from his class for the rest of the term. I could focus on my other courses—brutal, time-sucking classes that already had me pulling all-nighters. The thought of ditching his lectures, his smug grin as he tore apart my essays, made my pulse race with something dangerously close to relief.

But fuck, the cost. My stomach churned as I pictured his hands on me, his forty-year-old body pressing me down, taking what he wanted. I stopped halfway up the path, my sneakers rooted to the ground, my breath shallow. I could turn back, keep my dignity, scrape by with extra credit and sleepless nights. I imagined walking away, head high, telling him to shove his deal. My pride screamed at me to do it, to run.

Then I thought of the bills, the loan letters already piling up in my dorm mailbox. One night, and I’d be free—free from his class, from the threat of losing everything. My scholarship was worth more than my pride, wasn’t it? I bit my lip, hard enough to sting, my thighs trembling as I forced myself to keep walking. The house loomed closer, a sleek, modern thing that screamed money, so different from my cramped dorm.

And fuck, there was something else, something I hated admitting. A tiny, twisted part of me wondered what it’d be like—fucking the professor. The danger of it, the raw power he held over me, sent a shiver down my spine that wasn’t all fear. I’d seen the way his eyes lingered on me in class, dark and hungry, and it stirred something reckless in me, something that made my breath catch.

I reached the porch, my heart slamming so hard I thought it’d burst. The doorbell glowed faintly, a small, mocking challenge. I could still leave, sprint back to my dorm, pretend this never happened. My fingers hovered, shaking, over the button. One night. One fuck. An A, my scholarship, my future. I swallowed the lump in my throat, my body buzzing with fear and that shameful spark of want.

My hand moved before I could stop it, pressing the doorbell. The chime echoed through the house, sharp and final, like a door slamming shut on my escape. I stood there, frozen, my pulse roaring in my ears, waiting for him to answer.

 




Chapter Two, Straight To Foreplay!

 

The door swung open, and Professor Cade Warrick’s frame filled the space, his dark eyes raking over me like I was already his. “Daphnie, right on time,” he said, his voice smooth, a smile curling his lips that didn’t reach his eyes. My pulse thundered, my skin prickling as he stepped aside, gesturing me into his dimly lit house. “Come in, make yourself comfortable.”

“Thanks, Professor,” I mumbled, my voice barely steady, knowing damn well comfort wasn’t on the menu. The air was warm, heavy with the scent of leather and whiskey, and my sneakers squeaked on the polished floor as I followed him to a plush couch. “Nice place,” I added, forcing the words out, my heart a wild thing slamming against my ribs.

“Glad you think so,” he replied, his tone casual, but his gaze lingered, heavy with intent. “Long walk from campus?” He sat too close, his thigh brushing mine, the contact sending a jolt through me, fear and a twisted thrill coiling tight in my gut.

“Not too bad,” I said, my mouth dry, knowing he wasn’t asking about the walk. “Quiet night, though.” Every word felt like a tightrope, the real conversation—his proposition, my desperation for that A—hanging unspoken between us.

And the unspoken found it’s voice with his hand finding my knee, fingers rough and sure, sliding up my thigh with a slow, deliberate heat that made my breath catch. I froze, my body betraying me as a flush spread through me, my pussy already tingling under my jeans. He leaned in, his breath hot against my neck, lips grazing my ear as he murmured, “Relax, Daphnie. You want that A, don’t you?” My stomach lurched, but my thighs quivered, the raw edge of his voice pulling me under.

He tugged my hoodie off, his hands swift, exposing my thin tank top, my tits straining against the fabric. His fingers traced my collarbone, then dipped lower, teasing the edge of my bra, and I gasped, my nipples hardening under his touch. My body was a live wire, every brush of his skin against mine sending sparks through me, my pussy growing slick despite the panic clawing at my chest.

He smirked, sensing my surrender, and pushed me back onto the couch, his weight pinning me as he yanked my jeans down.

My legs quivered, a nervous tremor running through them as Professor Warrick’s hands, warm and deliberate, settled on my thighs. His fingers traced slow, teasing circles, coaxing my legs apart with a gentle but unyielding pressure, his touch a promise that made my breath hitch. He knelt between my knees, his breath hot against my skin, and I felt the world narrow to the heat of his presence, my heart pounding as he eased me into his control.

His lips brushed my inner thigh, soft at first, a featherlight graze that sent a shiver racing up my spine. He lingered there, kissing the sensitive skin, his stubble grazing just enough to make me gasp, my nerves sparking with every touch. “Relax, Daphnie,” he murmured, his voice a low, velvet growl, vibrating against my flesh as his mouth moved higher, teasingly close to the edge of my panties. My clit throbbed, already aching, the anticipation twisting my gut with a mix of dread and want.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down with agonizing slowness, the cotton dragging against my skin, exposing me inch by inch. I squirmed, my hips shifting on the couch, caught between the urge to pull away and the heat pooling in my core. His breath was warm, teasing my slick folds, and then his tongue flicked out, a deliberate, wet stroke against my pussy that made me moan, the sound raw and involuntary.

He took his time, his tongue exploring with languid precision, lapping at my folds, tasting me as if savoring every second. The wet heat of his mouth was relentless, coaxing my body to respond, my hips bucking against his face despite the shame burning in my chest. His hands slid under my ass, lifting me slightly, opening me further to his tongue as it plunged deeper, circling my clit with a slow, torturous rhythm that set my nerves ablaze.

I was unraveling, my moans louder, my body betraying me as lust crashed over the guilt. His tongue worked me with expert care, easing me into the pleasure, each stroke pulling me further from resistance. My fingers gripped the couch, nails sinking into the leather, as shame and desire collided, my pussy clenching with need as he pushed me closer to the edge I couldn’t escape.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” he growled, his voice vibrating against my clit, sending a jolt through me. His tongue worked me harder, circling, sucking, my nerves screaming as my body arched, chasing the pleasure despite myself. The room spun, my mind drowning in the raw intensity of his mouth.

I gasped, my voice shaky. “You promise—the A? I get to ditch the class?” My words were desperate, clinging to the reason I was here. His eyes flicked up, dark and predatory, his tongue still buried in my pussy. “Oh, you’ll get your A, Daphnie,” he said, voice low and thick. “But you’ve got to satisfy me. Earn that grade in my bed.” He sucked my clit hard, and I cried out, my body trembling on the edge.

My mind raced, picturing what “satisfying him” meant—his dick, his demands, the night stretching out with his body claiming mine. Would it be just this, or more? Rougher? The thought sent a fresh wave of fear and heat through me, my pussy clenching around his tongue. I hated how much I wanted this, how my body was begging for it even as my pride screamed to stop.

His fingers joined his mouth, two thick digits sliding into my pussy, stretching me as his tongue flicked
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