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THE FIRST PROFESSOR we seduced that term was Doctor Rowan. 

He was a beautiful man, in his late forties, with hair the color of silvered iron that he wore combed back from a high, intellectual brow, and a face that seemed cut from marble, like it belonged on a classical statue. In his corduroy jacket with the leather patches at the elbows, he looked every inch the archetypal academic. When he took the jacket off, his slender, muscular body was plainly evident through his tight, form-fitting clothes, revealing a lithe body that moved with the grace of a jaguar. He was sexy as hell, married with four children, twice my age, and he could lose everything for sleeping with me. He was a perfect target. 

It was subtle how I got to him, gradual. If I'd just gone into his office and ripped my clothes off and tried to jump his bones, he'd never have gone for it. You gotta be like the frog in the slowly heating water, know what I mean? Throw him in when it's already boiling, and he's outta there. Throw him in a cold bath and slowly turn it up, and you've got fresh frog legs by dinner time. You gotta be a little clever about your ho life when you're seducing married men who could lose everything if they were caught with you. Their defenses weren't strong, but they were there. 

My name's Naomi, by the way. Naomi Collins. The first thing you should know about me is that I am a total fucking slut, and completely proud of it. I make no bones, no apology for who I am. I own it, loudly and proudly. I'm nineteen years old, five foot four, half Mexican, quarter white and a quarter Native American. I have long straight shiny black hair, a cute face, and a nice petite little body. I still have braces and talk with a bit of a nerdy nasally lisp, just to enhance the cuteness factor. I'm not anybody's idea of a supermodel, I guess, but I'm certainly attractive enough to steal your husband if I wanted to. You should probably hope and pray that I don't want to. 

I have never met Doctor Rowan's wife. I'm sure she's perfectly lovely. I didn't care, and I didn't care to meet her. Not my job to keep her husband monogamous. I got off on being a little home wrecking slut. Very little gave me more joy in life, if I'm being honest with you. 

So, anyways, how I got to him. He was my history professor freshman year. I made a point of scheduling as many meetings as I could during his office hours. During those meetings, I would also make a point of sitting across from him with my legs wide open. I was fully clothed, mind you, but that would always be my posture. Sometimes I'd be in jeans, sometimes tights, sometimes a dress. Whatever it was, I made sure to drape both my legs over either side of the seat cushion. I think I played this off pretty successfully as just being part of my quirky, colorful personality, which wasn't even really a stretch from who I actually was. I sat crisscross applesauce all the time on chairs. In Doctor Rowan's office, I just didn't fold my legs in front of me. 

It was kind of fun, watching him try not to stare in our meetings. He'd do his best to keep eye contact, but now and then I would see his eyes flick downward, lingering on my crotch for just a brief instant before he would remember himself. I didn't blame him. He was just your average, red-blooded, weak heterosexual male. I was fully aware of the power I held over him. According to society, he was the alpha in our power dynamic, given that I was his student. Behind closed doors, it would be a different story. 

One day, I wore the shortest pair of Daisy Duke jean shorts that I owned. It was probably more appropriate to call them booty shorts, if not underwear made of denim. They were extremely revealing, so much so that I wouldn't even wear them around campus that day, instead covering them with sweats. Just before I went into Doctor Rowan's office for our meeting, I took off my sweats, revealing my stripper shorts for his benefit alone. 

If I'd thought he was struggling not to look before... now he kept his eyes firmly on my paper, for fear that he might catch sight of my barely-covered pussy and find himself unable to look away. I always kept myself perfectly shaved and waxed, and the smooth brown skin of my thighs looked fantastic, contrasted against the light blue of my jean shorts. It was absolutely killing him not to look, and I loved it. As we discussed my paper, I scooted a little forward on the seat and tilted my hips upward, so if he did happen to look at me, he'd be staring directly at my pussy (clothed as it still may have been). 

"Excuse me a moment, Naomi," Doctor Rowan said suddenly, getting up and letting himself into the small private bathroom behind his desk, closing the door behind him. I couldn't hear him peeing in there, but I did hear the water running. For just a moment, I amused myself at the thought that he was jerking off in there. Whatever the case, it was time to put my plan into action. When he came back, Doctor Rowan would have no choice at all to look at me. 

And I was right about that. Doctor Rowan came back into the office, and froze in his tracks. 

He was indeed now staring directly at my crotch. 

I had taken my shorts off. Nothing stood between us now except the thin fabric of my lacy little red thong. The material was thin and translucent, so he certainly was getting a hell of a look. All I was wearing on my upper half was a black bra and a blue spaghetti strap tank top, tight enough to show off my perky tits, revealing enough to show off my taut tummy. I think in that moment, he still believed he wasn't going to do anything. That made me smile even more, first because I already knew him better than he knew himself, and second because even as he thought he was going to 'do the right thing,' he was still looking for as long as possible before he no longer had the chance.

"Um," he stammered. "Naomi..."

"Andrew," I said. He didn't even flinch at me using his first name. 

"I'm... um... I'm flattered," he said. "But... but I'm..."

"My eyes are up here, professor," I said with a laugh. 

Doctor Rowan looked up at me quickly, awkwardly, like I'd caught him in something. I could see his cock getting hard in his slacks. "I'm married," he said. 

I laughed again. "I don't care if you don't," I said. "And I'm pretty sure you don't care. Do you?"

"You're too young for me," he stammered, as his cock looked like it was going to break through his slacks. He was as well-endowed as I'd hoped he would be. "It would be wrong..."

"I'm nineteen," I said. "You won't be breaking any laws."

"I... I..." Doctor Rowan was really stammering now. "Naomi, I..."

With a heavy sigh, I reached down with two fingers and pulled my panties to the side, exposing my tight wet pussy lips. "Professor, are you gonna shut the fuck up and come here and have a taste?"

Doctor Rowan didn't move for a second, frozen between who he was supposed to be, and what he now had no choice but to become. I knew he'd made his decision before he knew it. He really did have no choice in the matter, spurred on by the weakness inherent in men when presented with a beautiful and willing woman. With a groan, he dropped to his knees. He came around to my side of the desk and crawled over to me, burying his face between my legs. He took a deep breath. And then he began to eat me out with a hunger that betrayed the fact that he had to have been fantasizing about this for weeks, if not longer. I already knew he had been. This was just confirmation. 

The crawling was a nice touch. I hadn't told him to crawl, but he'd just thrown that in as a bonus. He was letting me know who the boss was already. That made me smile. He was an easy one to break. He'd be even easier to wrap around my finger. 

I threw my head back and moaned as his tongue lapped at my clit. Doctor Andrew Rowan might have been a married man, but this was not the tongue of a man who had been eating only his wife's pussy for the last twenty years. He clearly got around. The Rowans probably had a dead bedroom, anyway. Whatever, not my business. What was my business was that he was probably one of the best I'd ever had. He ate me out for a long while, bringing me to at least two orgasms surprisingly quickly before I tapped him on the shoulder and pulled him upward. He resisted me at first, not wanting to take his face out of my pussy. I liked that. I appreciated an enthusiastic pussy-licker. It was a positive personality trait in a man. 

But eventually he did acquiesce and come up eye-to-eye with me, his face glistening with the pussy juices that were now also all over his chair and floor. The chair was ruined; I didn't care and I was sure he didn't either.

"Fuck me, professor," I commanded him. "Fuck me. Right now."

He didn't waste a second, undoing the belt of his pants with trembling hands and dropping them to the floor. I wasn't wrong earlier about what a big dick he had. Not just a nice dick; it was gigantic. Doctor Rowan had a massive fucking cock. I was pretty impressed. This was shaping up to be a more interesting evening than I'd originally anticipated. He took off his shirt, revealing a slender but toned torso with a little dusting of silver hair on it. I wasn't surprised to see that he was in even better shape than I'd initially thought
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