
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Professor Mine

        

        
        
          Alpha submission, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Arian Wulf

        

        
          Published by Arian Wulf, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PROFESSOR MINE

    

    
      First edition. October 7, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Arian Wulf.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393449317

    

    
    
      Written by Arian Wulf.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This is a standalone short story with an innocent young virgin’s first time with a dominating alpha male.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism & voyeurism, knotting, spanking, domination, bondage, and submission.

​​​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Look Inside
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"YOU LIKE THAT?" HE asks, and she can only nod her head in response.

Pleasure courses through her spine as he fingers her through her underwear. She's worn a skirt in order to make it easier for her potential partner, but she's half regretting the decision now. Her eyes dart around, trying to gauge if anyone knows that they're doing, that he's fingering her in public. Nobody seems to be paying any attention to them, and if any of the shifters can pick up the scent of her arousal, they don't seem to care.

The couple dancing close to them are lost in their own desires. She thinks she can see his hands under her dress, hiking it up to reveal her blatant lack of underwear, but she looks away too quickly to be sure, blushing all the way to the roots of her hair.

"He's fucking her," he says in her ear, explaining to her what's happening without her having to ask.

She moves her head, searching for his mouth. He growls, and his tongue skims her trembling lips, wordlessly asking permission for more. She doesn't know what else she can do except comply, parting her lips so that he can taste into her mouth, his tongue fluttering over her teeth before venturing deeper. She picks up the flavor something burning and sweet and utterly unfamiliar. It is intoxicating.

Urgent need flows through her body and before she realizes what she's doing, her arms are wrapped around his neck, pulling him down to deepen the kiss. He groans, pressing into her eagerly, and she feels something hard pressed against her body.

"Let's get out of here," he says with an undertone of urgency.

"Outside?" she asks, breathless with want. She had fantasized about this. The thought that others are doing it too makes it easier for her to let go of her reservations, but if he wants to bring this outside...

As if he can sense her attention waning, he fists his fingers in her hair and tugs her head back sharply, causing a sharp pain on her scalp. Her yelp of pain is quickly muffled by his lips, locked onto hers. She feels her lips curve into a satisfied smirk as he tastes her again, not letting her go even as she presses her palm into his chest.

She gasps for air when they part and she see that he is also breathing heavier.

"Would you rather I take your clothes off here and ravage you on the floor like an animal while strangers watch?" he asks, his tone deep and dangerous, as if he is willing to do exactly that if she doesn't comply with his demands. He drags his lips over her earlobe and tugs it with his teeth.

She hasn't- she hasn't really thought that far ahead. She just assumed he would tug her panties aside and slide his- his cock into her and be done with it. She doesn't actually want to be stripped in public! Her cheeks burn with intensity. She shakes her head. "No," she says softly.

"Good girl," he says.

She trembles, liking how the praise rolls on his tongue. She wants to hear him say it again. "We'll do this the right way."
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Chapter 1: ​​College Education
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TANYA LICKS HER UPPER lip and tries to hide the desire dancing in her eyes as she stares at the way the professor runs his powerful, large hand over the board, writing equations that makes no sense whatsoever to her. She isn't even supposed to be in Biochemistry, but Professor Charles is teaching, and she has a free period, so she thought it would be fun to sit in and watch her lover teach his class. It saddens her that nobody will ever know the true nature of their relationship. At least, not until she graduates.

The smooth muscles on his forearms ripple impressively when he turns around to address the class. He has a voice that demands attention, but she is too busy staring at his perfect body to pay attention to the actual words leaving his lips. She has deliberately chosen a spot at the very back, where she knows he wouldn't be able to see her. If she's not careful, he might be able to smell her though. She sighs and buries herself deeper in the seat, trying to be as small as possible.

His square-rimmed glasses, she knows, is only there in order to make him seem more approachable. His piercing blue eyes are very stern and have the additional advantage of making students avoid his office as if it is infected with the plague. As he gestures towards the board and explain some complicate reaction that she really doesn't understand, she wonders how those same hands would feel on her back. The contrast of his dark skin on her pale white is something that arouses her more than she cares to admit.

Her roommate and long-time friend has accused her on more than one occasion to have a preference to dating dark-skinned men. If she knew about her taboo relationship with the professor, she would probably develop and aneurysm and die on the spot. Tanya can hear her already. "What the hell are you thinking?! Are you worried about your scholarship at all?! Don't you care if you graduate?!" and probably her favorite, which she hears every other week whether she's been good or not: "If you don't start spending more time studying, you're going to lose your scholarship."

Yeah, if Jessica ever finds out she's jeopardizing her scholarship in order to date a professor in her first year, she's not even going to yell at her. She's going to drop dead from horror.

Tanya's very careful about keeping that relationship secret. She's eighteen, which makes her legally an adult, but relationships between a professor and a student is strictly forbidden for obvious reasons. She doesn't really get what the big deal is, though. They're not even in the same department. It's not like she can get any unfair advantage for being especially good to him in bed. And honestly, he's the one with all the skills in bed. She's just-

She shakes her head and tries to think of more appropriate things. There are a few werewolves in the class who might be able to pick up her arousal. The last thing she wants is for more attention directly towards her.

It doesn't even matter that they started dating before either of them knew about the other's position. She thinks maybe it's only fair that it matters a little since she met him before she started school. He was very careful with her back then, knowing that he's the first serious relationship she’s been in.

He is more than ten years older than her, but she feels like he knows her better than anybody else her own age. They met during a rave. She remembers there were so many people that she lost Jessica the moment she stepped into the warehouse...
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Chapter 2: Bad Plans
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TANYA ALMOST CRIES out when Jessica is pulled away from her, but she worries her lower lip and allows the people around her to push her into the warehouse instead. the climb of the music makes it so that it is impossible for her to not be excited by it.

For once, it doesn't matter that they're not together. They've talked about the possibility of being separated in the massive crowd. They'll just need to reunite afterwards. It's all part of the plan.

The warehouse is impossibly loud and so cramped that she's being pressed against strangers as they danced. It is warm and a little sticky, but it doesn't stop the feeling of euphoria to engulf her. Nobody here cares that she's just gotten a scholarship into one of the most prestigious universities in the world, nor that she is working double shifts in the restaurant in order to make sure that she will be able to pay all the extra expenses her scholarship isn't able to. They don't know about her problems and she doesn't know about theirs, which is just wonderful.

For a little while, she can pretend everything is perfect.

A new song starts, and she is moving to it on instinct, uncaring of the way she looks from afar. Hands are everywhere, clothes being discarded in the heat of the moment so that there are shirtless men and women in bikinis.

"Hey." A voice starts. She turns around, surprised that she can hear anything in the cacophony of noises in the warehouse. But she hears him just fine, a deep baritone that fills her ears and makes her weak in the knees.

"Hi?" she offers, looking at the shirtless male. He is all hard muscles and solid strength. His eyes are a beautiful sort of black that she knows she can get lost in if she's not careful.

He grins at her and takes a step forward, and then another. She takes the hint, closing the distance between them. Her hand slides tentatively over his side as she moves her hips, grinding with the sort of awkwardness that betrays the fact that she has never done anything like this before.

He grins, his pupils blown black with desire. It obviously doesn't matter to him that she's not going to win any pole dancing competition anytime soon. He grips her waist and pulls her towards him, filling all the space between them until her chest is pressed flush against his bared chest. Her tank top soaks up his sweat and she is covered in his scent.

He leans into her until his lips are pressed against her ear, his stubble brushing against her soft skin gently. He's older, that's for sure. None of the guys she knows in her school is this confident. He nips her earlobe playfully and says, "What's a pretty little virgin like you doing at a place like this?"

She doesn't know whether to be disgusted or horrified, so she does both, pushing him back and away from her. Or at least, she attempts to. Her hands press against his chest, but she doesn't seem to be making any progress freeing herself. God, the man's a tank.

She hears a snarl and the next thing she knows; the man is being yanked away from her forcibly. She gasps, stumbling back from the sudden loss of support.

"Keep your hands to yourself," the newcomer growls.

"Hey, sorry man. Didn't know she was taken, alright?" the guy says, hands in the air. Her savior must be really scary, because he's not even trying to stand his ground. He disappears into the crowd before her savior could say anything.

"Thank you," she starts. "I don't know what-" she stops talking altogether. The stranger isn't really a stranger, after all. Charles has been her school-assigned tutor for SAT since the beginning of the year and she has been harboring a not-so-secret crush on him since their first meeting. Her and half of the girls in her SAT class, probably.

He's smart, sophisticated, and doesn't look at her with pity like the rest of the teachers. He treats her the same as he treats everyone else. Cool indifference. He has always kept things professional though, something she deeply resents. He probably doesn't even know her name.

She never thought she would see him again after she graduated high school. Seeing him here, now, is like a dream come true. She has to remind herself to breathe.

"What're you even doing here, Tanya?" he snarls, turning back to her. The malice in his tone strikes her deep. She feels like something's clenching her heart. His eyes flash red, the fingers on her arm are slightly clawed. She flinches as his fingers tighten around her arm hard enough to hurt. It takes a few deep breaths for him to get himself back to normal again.

She's never realized he's an Alpha. The werewolves in her class are too young to have their own packs, or even joined anybody else's.

"I asked you what you're doing here, Tanya," he says, his tone so much like a reprimanding teacher that she can't help but feel irritated.

She gapes at him. "Why can't I be here?" she demands.

"This is a werewolf rave," he says, gripping her by the arm. She pulls herself free and understands that she is only able to succeed because he lets her.

"I know that!" she says.

He looks at her like she's grown a second head all of a sudden. "This is a werewolf rave where humans come to be fucked," he intones with a straight face, like he's trying to scare her.

She puffs up a little. "I know."

"Are you even legal?!" he demands.

She resists the urge to yell 'You're not my mother!'. Instead, she crosses her arms and says, "I'm eighteen."

"So, you're eighteen and a virgin and you're here to lose your virginity?" he says, eyebrows etched in confusion. "Why?"

"Why not?"

"It's entirely irresponsible."

"I thought that's what raves are for," she huffs.

"The best you're going to get is a quick fuck on the dance floor. Is that what you're after?" he demands.

She doesn't know why he's trying to make this so complicated for her. She thought it would be easy. She'll just wait for the right guy to steal her away into one of the rooms, or maybe just pin her against the wall and fuck her there, and then they can say their goodbyes and she will no longer be a virgin. Realizing the man is expecting a response, she says, "Werewolves can't get or transmit STDs."

His piercing blue eyes seem to stare straight into her soul. She resists the urge to look away, knowing it's a sign of weakness.

Jessica thinks it's an awful plan, but she doesn't know what it's like to be Tanya. In high school, guys hit on her all the time so that they can be the first to take her virginity. Even when she's walking in the street, shifters who can scent her innocence check her out shamelessly. Being a virgin in college is going to be additionally hard for her since werewolves can somehow tell whether a person has had sex before. She's something of an oddity, even in high school, for never having sex.

It's not that she hasn't had offers, because she had. Or that none of the guys who's asked her out interest her, because they do. It's just that she's never had the time. Between SATs, additional classes, co-curricular activities, scholarship applications, part time jobs, and looking for a place to live after she gets kicked out of the orphanage, she just doesn't have the time or energy to find the right guy to fuck.

Now that she's finished her SATs and gotten her scholarship into a university, she can breathe easy. For a little while before her life kicks hers in the ass again. This is her only day off before she has to get back to work for a week and then university is starting, so she really just wants to get it over and done with. At this point, she doesn't even care if it's the right guy. It just needs to be a guy.
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