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Love in Spring

This story contains sexually explicit material and is intended only for persons over the age of 18. By downloading and opening this document, you are stating that you are of legal age to access and view this work of fiction. All of the characters involved in the sexual situations in this story are intended to be 18 years of age or older, whether they are explicitly described as such or not.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author’s work.
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Chapter 1 : Teacher pet
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Hope eyed the black sky wearily. The clouds had rolled in too fast and too angry to hope she’d avoided being drenched to the bone. Her dorm was a good ten minutes walk. Since she was here, her best bet was to wait it out here. In any case, she still needed to gather her timetable for her summer internship at the Uni library, so she had an excuse to linger. Not that she hoped to catch up with Professor Summer or anything.

Thinking about the recently tenured English professor gave Hope her usual little zing. He was fantastic. Fuck-taste-him, Ginny would say. Not that Hope noticed his muscular arse or how his thighs stretched the seams of his pants almost to a break point. She wouldn’t. He was her professor, at least eight years older, it would be inappropriate in so many ways... She was too busy drowning in the cadence his smooth tenor imposed to the words of Mark Twain or Jack London to think about his former-athlete body anyway. While he discussed the fine points of adventures in American Realism, all she could think about was—  

“Hope? What are you doing outside in this storm?”

“Oh! Hum, huh, hello professor... I was—” She was pathetic, plain and simple. Her crush’s epic proportions turned her brain to hot jelly, and it pooled between her legs at an alarming rate. “Hi.” 

Taylor Summer smiled. She tried not to swoon. “Hi yourself. Come along now.”

Hope followed him dutifully between the empty studying tables toward what looked like the librarian’s office. 

She closed the door behind them.

“Go on, take a seat...”

She obeyed while he turned his attention to the desk. A little unsure of what they were doing in the room, Hope used his distraction to look around. She’d only been in here once, when she’d submitted her application for her internship, and she was so nervous at the time she could barely remember the heavy shelves, let alone the massive mosaic window. The geometric forms of the translucent windows peppered the thundery sky with little cubes of dark red and spring green. 

“Aha!”

Taylor turned with a bottle of amber liquid and two glasses. 

“Hmmm, Professor?”

“From what I’m told, you’ve passed all your exams with the highest scores the board have seen in the past two decades. It’s quite an achievement, Hope. You made me very proud.”

She swallowed hard. That voice... singing her praises... She clenched her thighs to try and stop an embarrassing waive of arousal to seep through, her head bent so she could hide her blush. 

“Ah... Thank you...”

“No, Hope, thank you.”

Hope gasped as she felt a finger lifting her chin up. Taylor’s eyes matched the whisky in the glass he’d given her, a dark amber, rich and hot... She wanted to lick her lips to ease their sudden dryness. She didn’t dare. What would he think of her if she did that?

“I... I... I don’t understand, why are you thanking me? All I did was listen to you. You’re an amazing teacher...”

Taylor chuckled. Her eyes lifted to his full mouth. It stretched to uncover perfect teeth, as his smile grew. His lips glistered a little from the alcohol he’d drunk. This time, she couldn’t help wetting her own. 

“The results of good students reflect on their teachers, Hope. And you. Are Exceptional.”

That was it. She was going to combust here and there, leave behind a wet puddle of undisclosed desires and hot ashes on the sofa. Hope moaned, embarrassingly loud. Taylor continued to smile, soft and male and so close...

“Did you lock the door behind you, Hope?”

“Yes... Professor...”

“Good girl...”

Time seemed to slow as she watched his perfect mouth close the gap between them then settled on hers. Her eyes closed when they made contact. The kiss was delicate as butterfly’s wings, too chaste for her. Hope bended backward so her breasts pushed into him. She prayed he took the hint, and give her more than that almost friendly peck. Rather than taking his cue, Taylor continued with the light pressure, adding barely there friction, as if she was too fragile for anything stronger. Still, she was out of her breath after a few seconds.

He broke away and she whined a little. Taylor cupped her face with one hand. The other found its way high on her knee, below the hem of her skirt. Yes please... 

“I wanted to kiss you for so long, Hope...”

“Me... too... Professor...”

“It’s time you start calling me Taylor, don’t you think, darling girl?”

Thinking was far, far down on the menu with his hand hiking a little higher under her skirt. He pecked her mouth again, still smiling, then trailing toward the sensitive spot below her jaw. She saw stars when he found it, nuzzled and peppered it with more drugging kisses. His teeth grazed her skin in teasing. 

“Oh! I... I couldn’t! It would be... It would be... inappropriate.”

As if spreading her legs so he could explore the smooth skin at the junction of her thigh and groin was proper... Taylor chuckled as he laved that sweet spot in her neck with his tongue.

“Well then, we’ll have to work on that until you’re comfortable calling me by my first name, won’t we?”

She shook her head. Professor sounded good. Sir, too. She thrived under authority. His pointer finger traced the wet gusset of her panties. Boy did she want to thrive under his tutelage... 

“Oh!”

“You’re wet, darling, utterly soaked... I love it.” She gulped as he continued to investigate her arousal through her panties. The need to give him more access to her sex tortured her. She wished she had chosen less restrictive clothes this morning. “Brilliant and beautiful and eager... You’re perfect in every way.”

“Please...”

“Oh yes, I plan to do that, Hope. I am going to please you, over and over and over...”

Each time he said the word “over”, his finger took another pass up her covered slit to tap her clit once before returning to her hole. Hope moaned in need.

“I know, darling. Do you want to come?”

She’d never orgasmed from so little stimulation before.

“I don’t know if... if I can.”

“Of course you can. You’re so good... I am going to tell you when, all right? Will you orgasm when I tell you to? Be a good girl for me?”

She’d never orgasmed on command either. Another pass, another tap. Taylor’s wet-dream smile shining for her...

“I... I will try.”

The teasing ballet over her drenched panties continued, still too little, still wonderful. 

“Good girl...”

She whimpered when he cupped her sex firmly. His thumb found her clit again, settled there, unmoving. She writhed to help, unable to stop herself.

“Shhhh... I am in charge of your pleasure, darling. Go good for me.”

Hope panted. She wanted so much to do as he said, to be a good girl for her professor.

“Y-yes, sir. I... I’ll be good...”

“I know darling. You’re a good girl.”

His thumb pushed on her button a little more.

“Oh! Oh!”

“Just a little more patience, darling. I love seeing you like this, all needy...”

“Pro-professss-professor, professor please...”

“Shhhh....”

His index tickled her slit. The familiar tingle of a climax started to zap behind her knees. Hope bit her lips and clenched as hard as she could to stop the feeling. 

“Such a good girl for me. Come. Now.”

“Oh! Ooooohhhh...” 

Pleasure bloomed from her clit to her anus then up her spine. Her back bowed under it. She shook once, hips off the couch and down as she melt into Taylor’s lap. Hope buried her face in the crook of his shoulder. His hand stayed where it was, wrapped around her mound. 

“You’re drenching my hand, baby girl...”

“So-Sorry...”

“Don’t be. You did beautifully.”

He kissed her again, with a little more pressure than the first time. Her pussy spasmed into his palm while he squeezed her gently. Hope moaned under his lips, opening her wet mouth to his tongue. Yet Taylor refused the offering.

Her eyes fluttered open. “Why...”

“All in good time, darling. As much as I’d like to stay here with you, we can’t. Someone could come in. I’ll give you a lift if you’d like? It’s going to pour cats and dogs in a minute.”

Taylor gave her pussy one last squeeze before he stood. She tried to hide her disappointment. She shouldn’t be greedy. He was looking out for her after giving her an orgasm, albeit a small one. “Thank you, professor.”

He stood and the action brought the thick bulge tenting his pants a few inches from her nose. It was her turn to smile. She opened her mouth, not entirely sure what she wanted to propose but Taylor beat her to it. “Are you ready to go?”

“But I could—”

He kissed her mouth quickly to shut her up. “Don’t worry about me, darling. I’ve been waiting for you for months. I can wait some more.”

Months? He waited for her? She didn’t want him to wait, it wasn’t fair. 

“Now, Hope.”

The firm command erased her protest, at least temporarily. He wouldn’t be able to escape her question in the confine of his car. Hopefully.
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