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​Disclaimer

THIS STORY IS A WORK of erotic fiction intended for adult audiences (18+) only.

All characters are fictional, over the age of 18, and engage in fully consensual sexual activities. This book does not depict or condone underage sex, incest, non-consensual acts, bestiality, or hate content.

Content includes explicit language, dominant/submissive power dynamics, age gap relationships, and graphic sexual scenes.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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​Chapter 1: Her Curves Don't Belong in Class
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Her name was Alicia Harper nineteen, first year of college, and already wet in every class Professor Carter taught.

She wasn’t the smartest in the room, but she knew how to get attention.
Tight jeans. Low necklines. Lip gloss that shimmered when she bit it while asking questions she already knew the answers to.
She wasn’t dumb. She was deliberate.

Every girl in that lecture hall took notes.
Alicia watched him.
His voice was deep. Controlled.
The way he paused between words felt like foreplay.
The way he looked over his glasses made her thighs clench.
She sat in the front row, every day.
No friends. No distractions.
Just the ache that built every time he said “Miss Harper?” with that slow, mocking tone.
She hated how much she liked it.

When she went home, she didn’t study.
She lay on her bed, books open just for show, fingers slipping under her shorts the second her roommate stepped out.
She touched herself the same way he spoke.
Slow. Firm. Controlled.
"Professor... please..."
She whispered it into her pillow every time she came.
He had no idea.
Or maybe he did.
Because last week, during office hours, he looked at her just a little longer.
He noticed the gloss.
The skirt.
And when she stood to leave, she could’ve sworn his eyes lingered right between her thighs.

That was all it took.She was ruined.

She wanted to be his.
His pet. His problem. His punishment.
And she knew one day soon he would make her earn it.

Alicia Harper was nineteen. but already burning like a woman starved.

She looked soft innocent even tight round face, full mouth, long legs tucked into skirts that always felt too short when she sat down.

But beneath that smile?She was filthy. Curious. Craving.

And she hated it.Because no one had ever touched her the way she needed.

She was still a virgin not because she was shy, or waiting, or religious.

But because no one ever made her feel small enough.Owned enough.Controlled enough.

She didn’t want gentle. She wanted real.

The boys she tried to date never lasted.They kissed like they were checking off a box.

Touched her breasts like they were handling glass.Asked her “is this okay?” after every movement.

She didn’t want questions.She wanted to be told what to do.She wanted to be pushed, bent, claimed, fucked not sweetly, not carefully but like her body was designed to be used by one man only.

And the moment she saw Professor Carter, she knew:That man could break me.

He was older. Not old.Late 30s maybe. Tall. Clean cut. Sharp voice. Thick fingers that wrapped around markers like they’d leave bruises on a throat if he wanted.

He didn’t flirt. He didn’t smile much.He lectured with that deep voice, every sentence slow, deliberate like he knew some of his students were too dumb to keep up, and others were too wet to focus.

Alicia sat in the front row. Every class.Crossed her legs. Breathed through parted lips. Watched him move like he owned the room and she wanted to be next.

But he never looked at her the way she needed.Not yet.

So she played a game.Skirts shorter. Tops tighter. Bras softer.She leaned forward when she raised her hand.Licked her lips when he said “Miss Harper?”

At night, she thought of his voice in her ear.Telling her to strip. To kneel.

To open her legs wide and take her first cock like a good little girl.

She soaked her sheets more nights than she could count.But still she was untouched.

No fingers. No tongue.No cock had ever entered her body.Not because she was saving herself.

Because she was waiting for him.She didn’t want a boy with shaking hands and an awkward smile.

She wanted the man who could ruin her forever.

And if Professor Carter ever said her name the right way just once She’d crawl under his desk and show him what an obedient little pet she could be.
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​Chapter 2: The First Stare

[image: ]


It started with a pause.Professor Carter was halfway through a lecture on something Alicia couldn’t remember because she was too busy watching the way his sleeves hugged his forearms as he scribbled on the board.She wasn’t even pretending to take notes anymore.

Her pen sat idle. Her thighs pressed tight.And her mind was in his lap.

Then he turned around.And for the first time he looked directly at her.Not a glance.
Not a casual scan across the classroom.No this was a stare.
Still. Focused. Too long to be academic.Her breath caught.
Her thighs clenched harder.
Her cheeks burned instantly and she loved it.
He didn’t smile. Didn’t speak.Just stared... for three slow, deliberate seconds.Then he moved on like nothing happened.But Alicia was already shaking.

She looked down at her notebook, pretending to write something, but her hand was trembling. Her chest rising too fast. Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her shirt, hard and aching.

He saw it. She knew he saw it.And that stare said everything she needed to hear.You’re not just a student anymore.

She couldn’t sit still for the rest of the class.Every time he looked up, her breath hitched was he staring again? Would he call on her? Would he ask her to stay after class?

He didn’t.But when the bell rang, and students began packing up, he spoke.

“Miss Harper. A word, please?”Her heart dropped.Not from fear.From heat.

The kind that spread between her legs in one brutal wave.She nodded, voice stuck in her throat. The room emptied. Chairs scraped. Backpacks zipped.

And she was alone.Just her.
And Professor Carter.
And the ache that had lived in her body since the first day she saw him.
He stood behind his desk, arms crossed, eyes steady.“You’ve been very quiet this week.”

She blinked. “I... I’ve been listening.”

“I can tell,” he said.
Eyes dropping to her chest. Slowly. Then back up.
“I notice everything, Alicia.”
First name.Not Miss Harper.Not student.

Alicia.

It hit like a hand on the throat.She bit her lip. She couldn’t speak. Her legs were already trembling.

He stepped out from behind the desk. Came closer. Too close.
His shoes stopped just inches from hers.
“Office hours. Tomorrow. 4 PM sharp.”Her throat was dry. “Yes, sir.”

And then he walked past her without another word.She didn’t move.She couldn’t.

Her panties were soaked. Her thighs ached. And her professor just gave her an order.

She was going to obey.And she hoped he’d punish her if she didn’t.
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​Chapter 3: Office Hours
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The hallway was silent.

Alicia stood in front of his door at 3:58 PM, her palms sweating, her heart pounding, her thighs pressed so tightly together she could feel the wetness building just from standing still.

She raised her hand to knock.Paused.Then did it.

Knock knock.“Come in,” his voice called deep, calm, unchanged.She opened the door slowly.

Professor Carter sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled up again, collar open at the top. He didn’t look at her right away. Just motioned toward the chair across from him.She stepped in and shut the door behind her.

The click echoed in her chest.She sat.He didn’t speak for the first ten seconds.Just let silence do the work.Finally, he looked up.His eyes met hers. Unblinking. Heavy.

“You’ve been distracted in class lately.”

She swallowed. “I’m... sorry.”

“That’s not an answer, Alicia.”

Her name again. It made her nipples tighten instantly.

He leaned forward slightly.

“Let me ask you something and I want you to answer honestly.”

She nodded.

His voice dropped lower.

“What are you doing in my class?”

She blinked, caught off guard. “I... I’m studying literature.”

“I didn’t ask what the class is. I asked what you’re doing in it.”

Her throat tightened.

He watched her closely. Like he already knew the answer. Like this was a game to him and she was already losing.

She tried again.

“I want to learn.”

He tilted his
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