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Assigned Breeding: Impregnated by His Professor


“Malik? You should know this, by now,” Dr. Eugene scolded, his brow creased into a knot. 

“Huh?” Malik replied, his eyes not leaving the spot on the ceiling they’d been glued to for twenty minutes. 

Dr. Eugene sighed. He rubbed his hand across his forehead, squeezing his eyes closed in frustration. He prides himself on being patient with his students. One, however, has stuck out like a sore, annoying thumb since the first day of the term: Malik.

What was worse than his disrespectful naps during lectures and the supposedly forgotten-at-his-dorm homework was the fact that Malik was, indeed, smart. He had to be, as he had somehow managed to make it to his senior year of college without a single failed course, but instead of embracing his genius, he used it to get barely passing grades so he could continue slacking off. An insult to his own intelligence, Dr. Elliot believed.

“You could be top of this class if you tried, Malik,” Dr. Eugene called up to the seat Malik was slumped back in, his nose to the sky. A chortle echoed from his place in the clouds.

“You say that every class, ‘Gene,” Malik laughed. Dr. Eugene’s nose twitched at the irritating nickname. His blood boiled with offense. Disrespectful, rude, lazy. This kid was a prime example of them all and didn’t give a single care. The other students were appropriately respectful, likely because they were actually listening to Dr. Eugene’s lectures and understood just how important a man he was.

Just under a year ago, Dr. Felix Eugene’s ground-breaking paper was finally completed and published. After years of research, Dr. Eugene had discovered the secret to cisgender male impregnation, and like wildfire, his accomplishments spread, and his name became famous in every field of study, on news channels, and even in households where couples could now plan families in ways never believed possible. Every human in the world knew of Dr. Eugene and his contribution to modern science. Everyone except for Malik. 

“Just get on with your speech, teach,” Malik shouted, shoving his hands in his pockets and closing his eyes, preparing for his routine nap during Dr. Eugene’s class.

“Professor. Doctor. Sir,” Dr. Eugene sternly listed, counting off his fingers. “Those are the only things you will call me. Got it?” he snapped. Looking down at his hand, he saw that something else snapped, too—a pencil, gripped tightly in his palm, was now split in half, victim to his power and authority. A whisper of warmth crept up his spine. 

He glanced up again and was surprised to see Malik’s green eyes fixed on him. To his shock, Malik’s face looked warmer, stiffer than it was before, and his hooligan-smirk was no longer in attendance. 

Dr. Eugene grinned to himself. Another swipe of heat ran through him as he watched Malik scritch the back of his head nervously before slumping backwards again. Dr. Eugene had no doubt that he was seconds away from sleeping again, but he could see it clearly: he had rattled him.

Pleased, Dr. Eugene turned his attention back to the rest of the lecture hall, tossing the broken pencil to the ground. He pretended not to notice the number of off-put, slightly scared faces in the audience as he continued his lecture, detailing his research methods for the third section of his famous paper. A little reminder of his authority wasn’t a bad thing, he thought. These kids need to know their place in the world. He felt assured that soon, Malik would know his, too, and never forget it.

After two hours, class ended, and the students shuffled out, ducking their heads together to discuss their evening plans. The last to go was always Malik, whether it be from a delayed wake-up or to make sure he could toss one last snarky comment at his professor. For the first time, Dr. Eugene felt excited for whatever Malik had in his arsenal. It was sure to fall flat after his humiliation.

His mop of shiny hazelnut hair swayed its way down the steps that separated the rows of seats. Behind the mop was a cherry red backpack that was swung over one shoulder that quickly made its way towards the door. He was avoiding him. Dr. Eugene chuckled to himself. 

“Malik,” he called, a devilish grin on his face. The backpack stopped in its place, and from behind the hazelnut mop emerged Malik, his eyes already rolling in irritation. His backpack plopped down to the floor.

“Yeah?” Malik sighed, peering at Dr. Eugene through his light eyelashes. His thin silver necklace peeked out from the corners of his black shirt, glinting in the classroom lights.

“I wanted to apologize for my outburst today,” Dr. Eugene not trying to hide how much he enjoyed his condescension. “I expect you to do the same.”

“Sorry,” Malik apologized, stooping his head to the floor. For a moment, Dr. Eugene thought he might be displaying genuine remorse, until his green eyes popped back up to meet his gaze. “Won’t happen again, ‘Gene.”

Flames exploded in his limbs. Eyes wide and enraged, Dr. Eugene sprang forward, leaning down and leaving only an inch between their noses.

“Professor. Doctor. Sir. Pick one.” His voice rumbled like thunder, low and merciless.

“Jeez, back up, will you?!” Malik yelped, his face blooming with red blush. “It was just a joke...” His voice was resigned as he stooped to snatch his backpack from the ground. 

“Won’t happen again...?” Dr. Eugene asked, waiting. He watched as Malik’s face twisted in confusion, his eyes dancing to locate the answer, before he saw him register what he was asking of him. 

“Won’t happen again, sir,” he replied, before scoffing and flipping his hair over his shoulder. Dr. Eugene could see the apple in his throat bob, swallowing in nervousness. A grin spread through his lips. It worked again. Finally, he might be finding the answer to taming this punk. Authority. Unwavering, impassable authority.

“Thank you, Malik,” Dr. Eugene said with a smile, softening his voice for the final serving of humiliation. 

“Whatever, sir... I’ll see you later.” Malik turned and made his way to the door, hiding his blushing face with his curtain of hair.

“The final exam is tomorrow. Don’t forget to study hard, Malik. Assigned reading, Chapter 40, Cis Male Pregnancy!” Dr. Eugene shouted to him, thickly applying his signature stern teacher’s voice.

“’Kay” he huffed. Malik’s fingers drifted on the doorway, stopping him there for the perfect amount of pause for Dr. Eugene’s eyes to drift along his silhouette, drinking in his trim, short figure. He stood there for a moment, as if pondering something to say, before his brown hair shook side-to-side and his fingers slipped away, followed by his body, before he faded into the sea of twenty-somethings in the hallway.

Dr. Eugene’s eyes followed as the young man disappeared. He caught his lip in his teeth.

“Tch!” He spat. His fixation on Malik was purely academic. He told himself so after every class when his eyes would glue to Malik’s frame, memorizing the gentle waves of his hair and the slight curve of his hips. He wanted him to understand just how important this subject was, how much it would change modern society. He wanted him to pass the class. Yes, it was purely academic, and nothing more. 

His face burned hot with each lie he told himself.

The next day rolled around, and Dr. Eugene stood tall at the front of the lecture hall, firmly but politely welcoming each student as they took their seats, eyebags and unwashed hair from exam nerves filling the hall. Oddly enough, the high-altitude seat that he was used to glancing at was empty.

Empty. On exam day. Malik didn’t just not try—he didn’t show up at all.

Trying to keep his composure, Dr. Eugene gritted his teeth as he handed out pale papers to each seat. His heart raced in anger. 

How insulting, he thought to himself. An insult to me. An insult to the subject, a subject that has changed lives. Misbehavior at its finest.

“Dr. Eugene, are you alright?” A young student, Nel, asked in a whisper, leaning over her desk. Dr. Eugene blinked his eyes back to reality.

“Oh, yes, apologies... lost in thought, that’s all.” He faked a smile that was believable enough, as Nel went back to her paper and anxiety returned to her sleep-deprived, energy drink-ridden face. 

Dr. Eugene stood in his lecture hall silently in thought as the students worked. Malik never showed, not after an entire hour, when the last student handed him their finished exam and hurried out the door. Just when he thought he had broken through to him, he rebelled again. Something had to be done. Somehow, Dr. Eugene had to show him just how important a subject this was.

How, exactly, does one teach a misbehaving, disrespectful brat about cisgender male impregnation?

No. It was absurd—it would break every law and rule that kept the separation between student and authority in order. It would get him fired if anyone found out. And yet, he couldn’t shake the idea from his brain... or wipe the smirk from his lips.

Ignoring the protesting in his mind, Dr. Eugene followed the adrenaline coursing through his body, slamming his planning binder closed and hurrying to his car. He had put up with Malik’s behavior enough. It was time to teach him a lesson.

To: Malik Summers

From: Dr. Felix Eugene

Subject: Private Lesson Tomorrow

Malik,

As you know, you did not show up for your final exam today. This means automatic failure of my course. However, I am willing to give you a chance to take the exam tomorrow. Privately. 

Meet me in the lecture hall at 6 p.m. This is your last chance.

Dr. Felix Eugene

Dr. Eugene’s fingers trickled over the keys like he was touching a body: intentional, graceful, yet with purpose, his power unwavering. Malik needed punishment, and Dr. Eugene was ready to give it to him. Once the email was sent, he snapped his laptop shut, closed his eyes, and sipped from his glass of cherry red wine.

The time was 5:55 p.m. The clock reminded Dr. Eugene of each passing second as it ticked quietly in the air of




































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
IMPREGNATED BY HIS
PROFESSOR






