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The professor and the virgin nymphet First day

Love? What love? It is not by loving somebody that I was allowed in one of the best University of California.

I believe that the love is a distraction. That which likes becomes the hostage of somebody who can or not take care of his heart, but most of the time, the love destroys it.

I never wanted to be in this position, of fear of creating an emotional dependence with respect to somebody. I am called Céline, I am 18 years old and I am virgin.

Not that somebody ever tried to lay down me, but I do not think that I should give it to no matter whom. I am white, I have the green eyes, I have freckles and my hair is naturally russet-red. I draw the attention of the boys everywhere where I go and I continue to be badgered by them, which created a kind of defense in me.

Certain guys call me a girl of ice, others call me a dumb, and actually, I am only one girl ready to protect his heart. I am unmarried by choice. The day when I decided to leave with somebody, it put its hands on my centres the first week of appointment, and when I asked him to stop, it said to me that the buddies had sexual relationships, and that we should have sexual relationships, and when I decided to break, it had the audacity to treat me the ice-cold one.

I is not ice-cold, it is right which I do not treat the sex with banality. Today, it is my first day of school, in the courses of right, I want to be a lawyer like my parents, not because they forced me, but since I developed a love for this trade. In fact, it is the only reliable love.

As of my arrival at the university, I paid attention to all the girls, equipped very well, super made up, with gigantic heels, and much of them went as if they were on a podium.

Not that I under-was equipped, but I was not equipped either for the fashion shows. I sought my room, when a man passed in front of me, his odor impregnated my nostrils. It was white, large, male, had the rather young air and had a smile angelica. Its hair was very neat and it had a perfect goatee. Whereas it went in the corridor, much of girls went with him, calling it scented, beautiful and another called it a sexy professor.

- Thus it is a teacher? How much libertinage. I thought.

It is undeniable, it is very sexy, but apparently, it is a womanizer, and it is precisely this type of man who gives me desire for remaining unmarried. It stopped and chattered with girls, and I continued my research in the part, until I stop in front of one of them.

- It is that one. Before I enter, the professor womanizer also arrived in the same part.

Certain girls who were inside the part started to leave to greet it, and I had to move away me to avoid being trampled.

As soon as I entered, there were many boys and few girls, because the others were with the door kissing the professor. I sought a place where to sit me, where I could follow the course perfectly. Little by little, the students entered and sat down, I did not include/understand quite simply how they knew it then, if we were still in first half of the year, the room should be only for the first-year students.

I looked at my paper and I asked the girl beside me if I were in the good part. “You Slacken, there are many veterans here who repeat in his article, I am one”. Thus, he was explained why they knew it already.

They spent so much time to dredge it that they forgot some to pay attention in class. “Hello the children, I am called Kyle, but everyone calls me Ky. I am constitutional law professor, and I hope that you can see me like one of your friends, not only like one professor, and I am here to solve all your doubts. I see that we have many new faces here, then are welcome.

The girls seniors started to applaud and the first-year students followed without really including/understanding why they received a smacking.

I was held in mine, not wanting to believe that this applause was for the professor.

Continuation for what? I made not head and I raised the eyes towards him, and I was surprised when I saw that it fixed me. People ceased applauding, and it looked at the class and thanked them, then again towards me, as if it analyzed me.

- Oh, save to me. You want that I applaud too? I thought. I looked at the ground and I laughed at my own thought when he spoke to me.

Kyle: Are hello, how you called? I looked at it and answered without fear.

- Celine.

Kyle: Do you want to share the reason of the pleasure with the class?

- Afflicted professor, but I have freedom to laugh without having to give explanations to somebody.

At the same time, the buzz started in the class.

Kyle: You are right, just like I have the right to teach you or not, can you please withdraw yourself.

- I will not withdraw myself as much as you me will not have given a plausible justification of it.

What will you say in the direction? Who didn't let me attend your course because I laughed in the middle of nowhere, or was the reason as I did not applaud you? The atmosphere was tended inside the classroom and the professor was completely insensitive.

- No justification? Eh well, then I remain, and you can make your please run, because I came here to study, it was not to inflate your ego. It looked around him in the part, then returned towards me.

Kyle: Of agreement Miss Céline, I drop this one because we did not have time yet to know us, perhaps that when you know me better, you will be more receptive and polished.

- I am only interested to know your subject, professor and not you. I noticed a light smile with the corner of his mouth, and its glance traversed all my body, it moved towards my chair, under the attentive glance of the pupils, and spoke to me with the ear.

Kyle: It is what we will see Miss Celine. It turned me the back and continued its course, while I felt my skin to crawl.
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The professor and the virgin nymphet Question of honor

I am called Kyle, I am 27 years old, I am unmarried and I teach the constitutional law in the University of California.

My life is animated from all points of view. When I am not at the university to teach, I am in evenings and clubs, and the majority of my companies are students of the university itself.

I know that for much, this relation teacher-raises is contrary with ethics, but nobody forever taken me along to the council, and the pupils like me especially the coeds.

My file is impeccable, and it is already the second consecutive year which I receive the title of better professor. I can that the students throw themselves on me, always want to take a cone, and I am not hypocritical by saying that I do not like that, some are really hot, and I even left with some among them, but nothing which would make me lose the concentration in my work.

While speaking about my personal life, I do not like the serious relations, and I do not remain either with a woman more twice, I like to be satisfied sexually, and in the sex, all is allowed, but I find with difficulty somebody who has the same fetish like me. I do not run after the women, they run after me, and my speciality is to wet their breeches.

I like to be put at the challenge, even if I know that I gain all the challenges which the women propose to me, they play, play hard, and I claim that they are it really, but finally, it is me which feel the taste of the victory.

Each six-month period, I go to the university, prepared to see a group women to stop my way, with their extravagant low neckline, practically rubbing their centres on my face, I must always be able early not to put myself late for my course. Some are obsessed so much by me, that they take bombs in my matter right to continue to follow courses with me, because I teach only with the first-year students or redoubling.

In the following six-month periods, there are other professors.

I am thus accustomed to having a high degree of attention, and anything else that returns to me curiously badly at ease.

Although that generally does not occur, until today, when a new pupil treated me like a “person” in my class. It already drew my attention because of the color of its hair, it of russet-red is coppered, its skin is white and its lips and its cheeks are very pink, and it wore a small dress violet, which emphasized its centres well, and the freckles on its face, they made it resemble one girl more that it was not it really, giving the impression of innocence.

It is not innocent whole. She laughed me with the nose and snobé me without shame, while offending to me in front of all the room. I even tried to drive out it part, but the girl is coed in right, it used all the reasonable arguments to prevent me to make it leave the part.

She did not need even more to study, she was completely ready to be an at the same time defense counsel and prosecutor.

I never met such a situation, of confrontation with a coed who was not even authorized to meet.

She did not look at me with desire like the others, she launched me cold glances and of judgment. I tried to be friendly and comprehensible, because it was its first day of school, but it was arrogant and impolite and made me understand that the only thing which interested it was my subject. I felt that there was a double direction in its speech, it is as if she wanted me to only tell that nothing me as a man interested it, my class.

I felt extremely badly at ease and at the same time put at the challenge. This girl did not know of what she thought when she decided to confront me. I advanced towards it, leaving a smile taquin, and spoke to him with the ear.

- It is what we will see, Miss Celine. I was diverted, feeling my cock already to palpitate, I went behind my office, I sat down on the chair and I waited until it is calmed. I did not dare any more to look at it, if there were a thing which this girl could make, it were me to destabilize.

And I will not let pass. Like the others, it carried also breeches wet for me. It is a question of honor of putting a term at the arrogance of this nymphet.

Its she-cat must be so pink and tight, that will be a true challenge to be around it without imagining it overlapping me and begging me to kiss it.

It is generally as that the women are for me, it will not be different with this girl. I want to see it starting again to coldly look at me and with me snober after I made it groan in an unverifiable way.

At the end of the course, I tightened the pupils in my arms and I embraced them on the cheek as usual. As soon as Céline left, I called it.

- Miss Céline? She looked at me and blew without too much patience. I could to him fesser the bottom after that.

- Which daring girl, I thought. Celine: There' does it have a professor with problem?

- Ouais, it is you the problem. Which arrogant manner to treat your professor.

Celine: Afflicted, tomorrow, I will bring a red carpet to you so that you steps above Mister.

- Lord nothing, calls me you. I am not so old, I am enough old to be your boyfriend.

Celine: You are enough old to be my grandfather, and I do not leave with seniors, now if you want to excuse me well, I must go to eat something before the next course.

She turned me the back and I was once again without voice.

- How this girl can be so shameless and unbearable like that? Grandmother? I am only 27 years old. I spent all the day to be thought of it, with the way in which it used words against me, with the way in which it behaved. If the first day, it already did me that, I do not want to even imagine what the remainder of the six-month period will resemble.

- Celine, Celine, you do not lose to wait. You me pays.
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The professor and the acid virgin nymphet Humor

To have the goose flesh for somebody who threatens me, even indirectly, is something again for me. “It is what we will see”... what it did want to say with that? He wants really to intimidate me.

It was disgusted that I do not dribble on him like the majority of these girls. I saw it sat behind the office without showing any reaction, it looked at me more, it passed all the class to be made as so nothing was.

- If this professor thinks that I am like these here desperate, it is mistaken. I hate the arrogant man and the womanizer. When its course was finally finished, I rose to see whether I could obtain something to eat. I did not even cross the door, it called me.

- Doesn't this type have any to make me enough shit? I thought. When I asked which was the problem, it had the base to say that the problem, it was me, that the way in which I treated it was arrogant. Then I said that I would bring a red carpet.

As if that were not enough, he even said me to call it you and not Sir, that it was not so old and that it was enough old to be my boyfriend. It was completely annoyed when I said that it was enough old to be my grandfather and that I did not leave with elderly.

I turned the back
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