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So, one of my readers had some news the other day, which she shared in 

my FB group. See, she had this assignment she was supposed to hand in 

to her uni professor, but she accidently sent a certain story of mine. The 

story? My Daddy-kink fic, "More." Outta all the stories…*shakes head.* 

While she wanted the ground the swallow her whole, I wanted to write 

this down ;) 

Plenty of liberties taken here, but yeah…this is for you, honey!

Btw, I don’t own Twilight.



Picture Perfect

BPOV

As Professor Cullen wraps up his lecture, Rose and I gather our papers 

and get ready to leave. I have two hours off before my next class, but 

Rose has her weekly run now across campus to make it to her physics lab. 

While my major is photography, it's only Rose's minor. She dreams of 

forensics and criminology.

"See ya tonight?" She rushes to pack up her stuff.

I nod. "My turn to cook." Rose is also my roommate here at Seattle 

University. "Have a nice run," I chuckle. She shoots me a playful glare 

before she takes off, blonde hair bouncing with her steps. 

Putting in my earbuds, I scroll through my iPod for a good playlist, 

backpack slung over my shoulder, and absentmindedly make my way 

toward the door. But when I reach the front, Professor Cullen surprises me 

by placing a hand on my shoulder.

That sexy devil. 

He's the kind of professor you'll remember when you're old and grey—the 

kind you fantasize your way through college about. The kind you 

immediately check for a wedding band and internally squeal when you 

don’t see one—or even a tan line where one used to be. 

Trust me, I'm one of the many students who get off to his face. Hell, I've 

even sought out stories—like, fanfiction—online that will paint the picture 

for me. He can't be too old, maybe mid-thirties, and it's easy to see that 

he loves being a professor. He's passionate about photography. His green 

eyes crinkle at the corners when he smiles, which he actually does often. 

That’s how I can tell how much he loves his job. However, that’s not to 



say he's a pushover and lets his student do whatever. He's stern as hell, 

and his expectations are high. 

"Sorry," he apologizes politely and removes his hand as I take out my 

earbuds. "I called your name."

"Oh, shit." I duck my head, embarrassed. "I'm so sorry." I tend to zone 

out once the class is over, and music obviously doesn’t help. "Is 

something wrong?" I tilt my head.

He rubs the back of his neck, perhaps deciding how to phrase his words. 

"Well, you see… I—" He clears his throat as the last students file out of the 

lecture hall. "Uh, perhaps we should take this in my office." He nods, lips 

pursed. Then he gestures with his hand for me to walk ahead. "Unless 

you're in a hurry, of course."

I'm confused; one part of me tells me he's trying not to laugh, and 

another one says he's clearly uncomfortable. But I don’t get why he'd be 

either. 

"Um, no—no hurry," I answer slowly. 

But it suddenly hits me. Crap, I hope the assignment I handed in last 

week wasn't too horrible. In all honesty, it wasn’t my best work. I'd been 

fighting a cold, and I'd stupidly mixed cold medicine with a shot or two of 

vodka to feel better. In return, I had to bust my ass with the final piece of 

my assignment, and I was almost late, emailing it to him a few minutes 

before it was due. 

When we reach Professor Cullen's office across the hall, he closes the door 

behind us and tells me to take a seat. He does the same and unbuttons 

his dark grey suit jacket as he sits down behind his desk. 

By now, I gotta say I'm nervous. 



And a little horny, but whatever. That comes with the territory of being 

Professor Cullen's student. 

"So…" He gets comfortable in his leather chair and opens a drawer, 

revealing a thick folder. From it, he pulls out a small stack of papers. "I 

got your email," he tells me, sliding the papers toward me. "But I am 

pretty sure you made a mistake." There's a glint in his eyes that causes 

me to fidget and squirm. "And by that, I mean I don’t think you sent me 

the correct file."

My brows knit together, and I cautiously lean forward to look at the title of 

the— Oh, shit! I gasp, dread creeping up my spine, and squeeze my eyes 

shut. No, no, no, no, no! I can't believe this. God, oh God, this isn't 

happening to me! 

But the title on the first page tells me this nightmare is very much real. 

College Confessions about Professor Masen

It's my first attempt at writing fanfiction, and I went with the main 

character—Anthony Masen—of a popular book series. Not only do I 

describe Professor Masen much like I would Professor Cullen, but it's also 

very fucking explicit. There're graphic sex scenes, one in particular where 

he bends me—well, the main girl named Marie—over his desk and fucks 

me into oblivion. 

He knows it's about the two of us. I was that detailed. 

"Oh God," I moan into my hands.

Eighteen fucking chapters…

"Now, Miss Swan," I hear my professor say softly. "I understand that you 

feel, ah…uncomfortable." I nearly snort. Beyond motherfucking mortified 



is more like it! Jesus Christ, can't the ground just swallow me whole? "But 

I think it's best we just ignore this—put it behind us and move on."

You know, I've always prided myself on the fact that I graduated from 

high school at sixteen, enrolled into college right after, and whatever, 

whatever, whatever. But now I kinda wish I'd ended up a high school 

dropout who serves steak and cobbler in some bumfuck town in the 

middle of nowhere that God forgot existed. 

~oOo~

"Holy shit! And then what happened?!" Rose whimpers through laughs, 

tears rolling down her cheeks. "I can't believe this!"

I really shouldn’t have told Rose…

"I hightailed it outta there—that’s what I did!" I slam down my shot glass 

on our small coffee table and reach for the vodka. Unlike many college 

students, Rose and I don’t have fake IDs, but that’s okay. We have her 

brother instead. "I don’t think you can comprehend how mortified I was, 

Rose. Still am." I throw back another shot of cheap vodka, grimacing at 

the dry burn. 

I cough and wipe my mouth.

"Christ," she scoffs and giggles, "if you use the word comprehend after 

three shots of vodka, you're more straight-laced than I thought."

Flipping her off, I show her just how "straight-laced" I am. But I know 

she's fucking with me. Hell, she's read my little fanfiction. If that doesn’t 

reveal my desires, I don’t know what will. 

I may only be eighteen, and I've always prioritized school, but that 

doesn’t mean I'm innocent.



Then again, I doubt the three guys I've been with can compare with my 

sexy professor.

Fuck, I bet he's big. 

"So, what're you gonna do now?" She holds her lips together to prevent 

from laughing. 

I scowl at her flushed face. "Kill myself? Move back to Arizona? I don’t 

know." 

"Girl, please." She rolls her eyes. "Spare me the drama." This is where she 

starts a rant about me being like a little sister. Just because she's two 

years older than I, she has the tendency to "take me under her wing" and 

give me stupid advice. "Honey." Soft mothering voice. Her hand resting on 

mine. This is how it begins. "If anything, you should seduce him. I bet 

he's already added your story to his spank bank."

How very maternal of her.

"You're unbelievable," I mutter, half-slurring.

"I'm serious!" she insists. "For instance, when I have crime lab with 

Professor McCarty—Jesus fucking Christ! You better believe I dress the 

part, if you know what I mean." 

I scrunch my nose, not really having a clue. I mean, I know about the 

crush she harbors for that professor, but… Apparently, he used to be a 

cop, and then he got shot in the line of duty, after which he changed his 

course and became a professor in criminology. But just because you have 

a crush doesn’t mean the professor does. 

If that were the case, Professor Cullen would be crushing on half his class.

"Yeah, no." I shake my head. "I'm not gonna embarrass myself further."



But you know? After a fourth shot of vodka, Rose's advice doesn’t seem as 

stupid.

After a fifth, we've moved into my room and we're deciding what I'll wear 

the day after tomorrow for our next class with Cullen.

"This one, Bella!" She holds out a black skirt that I know only reaches 

mid-thigh. "I have white knee-socks if you wanna borrow. Just add a snug 

button-down, and you're done! And you know? This is pretty much what 

Marie wears in chapter one."

"True," I muse.

I sway a little, inspecting the skirt. 

"And this time we'll sit in the front," she says, sitting down on my double 

bed. "OH! And you can cross your legs—uncross them…flash him your 

panties!" She nods. "Marie does that."

I grin slyly. "Who says I'mma wear'ny?"

"Booyah! There's my girl!"

We collapse on my bed in a fit of giggles. 

The last thing I remember that night is signing some pink Post-it note.

And the day after, when I wake up with the mother of headaches, last 

night is forgotten. I just decide to try to put the whole thing behind me. 

Tomorrow when I walk into class, I will just take my usual spot in the 

back. I'll keep my head down. 

But it turns out Rose hasn't forgotten anything from our drunken night. 

'Cause when I wake up on Friday and start getting ready for Professor 

Cullen's class, she barges into my room holding up a pair of white knee-

socks.



"You ready, chica?" She waggles her eyebrows.

I narrow my eyes, hazy images—memories—returning, but then I just 

snort a laugh and wave her off. "We were completely shit-faced, Rose." I 

reach for a pair of skinny jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt. It's what I 

usually wear—unless I'm going out, obviously. That’s an occasion for that 

black miniskirt I recall claiming I'd wear today.

Rose nods and grins. "I knew you'd back out. So, I present you with this." 

She pulls out something, a note, from the back pocket of her jeans and 

hands it to me. "Exhibit A: signed by one Bella Swan."

Looking down at the note, I see what I've scribbled on it.

I, Isabella Swan, solemnly swear to wear…

It goes on to describe the outfit we picked out while we were drunk—the 

one that's similar to what Marie wears in chapter one. "This is crazy," I 

chuckle. "I even misspelled skirt." It says "skirrt." My "i"s come with 

hearts, as if I'm in junior high, and I can count seven smiley faces on the 

back of the note—along with some box. I shake my head, snickering. I'm 

such a nut. 

"Hey, you signed it, girl." Rose flicks her hair over her shoulder and sits 

down on my bed. "And look what you wrote you'd do if you didn’t honor 

the contract."

"Contract," I huff. Alert the law firms across the land: contracts should 

now be signed on pink Post-its! But I do look down, on the back; it's that 

small box, in which I've written that if I don’t wear this outfit today, I'm 

going to give Rose my— "Fuck that!" I shout, suddenly upset. I am not 

giving Rose my autographed Lifehouse CD! "You don’t even like 

Lifehouse!"



"I know." She smiles sweetly. "But you do. And you want to keep that CD, 

don’t you?"

I glare at her, seething. 

She's fucking cruel.

"Look." Her eyes soften, though there's still plenty of humor in her 

expression. "I'm not doing this to be a bitch. You're my best friend, Bella. 

But wouldn’t it be cool to just try? I mean, what could go wrong?" I give 

her a look, and she holds up her palms. "Don’t freak. Just hear me out. 

Even if you wore what we agreed upon, there'll still be chicks in that class 

who wear shit more revealing. Come on—the skanks that always sit in the 

third row?" She cocks a brow. I scowl. "It's not like I'm asking you to flirt 

with Professor Cullen. Just wear the skirt and the pumps and the shirt and 

the knee-socks. And sit with me in the first row. That’s it. One class. 

Today. And if he reacts…" She trails off, a smug smile appearing.

I blow out a breath and bite down on my thumbnail, considering. 

"What do you have to lose?" she asks.

I arch a brow. "My fucking dignity?" 

Then again, maybe I lost that when I sent Professor Cullen a story where I 

basically wrote down what I wanted him to do to me.

Shit.

~oOo~

Professor Cullen is stacking some papers on his desk when students file 

in; Rose and I find seats in the first row, as opposed to in the back where 

we usually sit, and I'm dreading taking off my black trench coat. Several 

guys have already delivered winks, "dayums", once-overs, and all they've 



seen so far are my legs. High-heeled Mary Janes, white knee-socks, and 

legs. 

Just call me Marie, I think sarcastically. 

"I hate you," I mumble to Rose as I begin to remove my coat.

She's like a pig in shit, grinning so wide. "No, you don’t." Sad thing: she's 

right. The attention has given me a boost of confidence, even though I'm 

not interested in any of the guys clearly interested in me all of a sudden. 

"You love me."

With a huff, I sit down, ignoring the guy behind me who lets out a low 

whistle.

My white button-down isn't very revealing, although two buttons are left 

unbuttoned, but it's kinda snug. Or more than kinda. And I do have a 

pretty awesome rack, I guess.

"Good morning, everyone," Professor Cullen says, looking up from his 

desk. My God, he's wearing his black-rimmed glasses today. He doesn’t 

wear them often, but when he does, I call it a great day. 

As he quickly surveys the room, he walks around the desk and ends up in 

front of it to lean back against it. He frowns minutely when he looks at 

something in the back of the class, but I'm too busy fantasizing about his 

outfit today to decipher frowns. 'Cause holy fuck, he's wearing the hottest 

clothes ever. Actually, they seem oddly familiar…

He's usually in suits, and today is no exception, but what's different is that 

he has taken off his jacket; he's not wearing a tie, either. Just grey dress 

pants, shiny shoes, a sexy watch, and a black button-down. A hint of 

chest hair can be seen, and I'm ready to die. His auburn hair is a bit 

messier, too.



My eyes widen as realization dawns on me.

Oh, my God!

He's practically wearing what my Anthony Masen wears in my story. Well, 

chapter one, anyway.

Aren't we a pair? 

The only difference is that I gave my character a skinny tie, but that was 

so stupid of me. This is clearly perfection. 

"Um, Bella?" Rose whispers and leans close. "Isn't he wearing…"

I exhale shakily. "You noticed it, too?" 

"Jesus, yes. If there was any doubt before that he'd read the story, it's 

gone now." She lowers her voice further. "Take it as a sign, hon. Oh, and 

here." She slips something under my textbook, and I discreetly lift the 

book to see what it is. "I have a feeling you're gonna need it soon."

I roll my eyes, but a part of me can't help but feel the hope. It's a fucking 

condom. Rose has to be right. He doesn’t usually wear that, and…

"Is this really happening?" I swallow hard—just as Professor Cullen's eyes 

land on the first row.

They almost bug out when he sees me, though he masks his surprise 

quickly.

Hello, Professor Anthony Masen.

"Yes," Rose chuckles. "Oh, yes."

~oOo~

Halfway into the class, I'm squirming in my seat.



He's subtle, but he's definitely glancing my way every now and then.

He's also seated at his desk now, which my dirty mind tells me is because 

of a problem down south. I might be losing it, but a girl can dream. And 

dream I do. As he talks about unforgettable photographs through time, I 

dream about what I'd do if I ever got the chance—a chance I want, am 

willing to beg for, and a chance that actually could be mine to take.

After an introduction on what we'll be working on next this semester, 

Professor Cullen faces the class. "Can anyone mention a photograph that 

that has gained a lot of attention for what it symbolizes?" His eyes land on 

Rose. "Miss Hale?"

Rose sits up a little straighter and clears her throat. "Um, that girl…" She 

thinks hard, brows furrowing. "Ruby Bridges—" she nods "—that photo of 

her from the '60s."

That was a good one. It's a very poignant photo.

Professor Cullen seems to think so, too, and smiles politely as he clicks 

away on his laptop. A couple seconds later, a photo appears on the screen 

covering the whiteboard. We see the little girl—an African American—on 

her first day of school. She's surrounded by three police officers, there to 

make sure she's not harassed simply because she's a black girl in a school 

previously only for white children. 

"And what does that photo symbolize to you?" 

"Progress," Rose answers. 

"Progress." Professor Cullen nods thoughtfully, rubbing his jaw. "Anything 

else?"

Rose smirks. "It's a 'fuck you' to racism."



I laugh quietly; several others crack up too, and our professor grins, nods, 

and says, "That’s one way to put it." Rubbing his hands together—Christ, 

those long fingers—he searches for his next victim. I uncross my legs, 

then cross them again, wanting his attention. Boy, do I get it. I watch as 

he swallows and clears his throat. "Miss Swan. A photo, please."

Oh, those words could so easily be misconstrued. But I want to be taken 

seriously, so I won't offer him a panty shot. Instead I say, "'The Unknown 

Rebel'."

~oOo~

After class, a thrill of excitement rushes through me when Professor 

Cullen asks me to stay behind.

"Go get it, girl," Rose whispers, a wicked glint in her eye. "And gimme 

deets later."

I roll my eyes but blush and nod. 

When the last student has trailed out, Professor Cullen closes the door—I 

notice he didn’t lock it, though—and then returns to his desk. Meanwhile, 

I've packed up my things and hung my trench coat over my arm. 

Okay, I've adjusted my tits, too.

The condom is safely tucked into my white push-up bra.

No matter how much you want someone, don’t ever wear a black bra 

under a white shirt. It screams skank.

Running a hand through my hair, I go for casual and say, "Good class 

today, Professor."

"It was," he agrees with a nod, leaning back against his desk. I notice how 

his hands are clasped in front of his crotch. Ungh. I bite down on my 



bottom lip. "And my plan was to return last week's assignment notes, but 

then I remembered that I never got yours."

Oh.

That's why he asked me to stay behind?

"Right." I offer a tight-lipped smile, praying my disappointment doesn’t 

show too much. But I was never a good actress… "Sorry," I apologize. "I 

can send it to you as soon as I get home." A bit crestfallen, I take a few 

slow steps toward the door. "Um, was there anything else?" I stop and 

meet his gaze.

He holds it, not saying a word.

I shift my weight from foot to foot. I'm only a few feet away from the 

door, and I suddenly want to make a quick escape. I've obviously 

mistaken his interest in me—read too much into things. 

"I remember the first assignment you handed in," he says suddenly, 

pushing up his glasses. "Do you recall the subject?"

Closing the distance between the door and me, I lean back against it and 

knit my brows together, wondering where he's going with this. "Yes." I 

nod slowly, remembering. "It was about, um…" I try to think back on the 

exact title Professor Cullen gave the assignment. Then I grin as it comes 

back to me. "Photographic distractions."

The left corner of his mouth quirks up. "And you wrote about 

photographers who used those distractions in their favor—using them as 

the props instead."

Yeah. I remember. Common things that ruin a photo can be lampposts, 

branches, treetops, garbage on the ground—anything, really, that steals 

focus from the target. So, I used a photo in which a model twirls around 



an old-fashioned lamppost as example, stating that some of these 

"distractions" can add beauty to a photo, too. By no means was this news 

to Professor Cullen; he's a very skilled photographer, but it was just the 

angle I chose for that assignment. 

"Do you remember what you named your paper?" he asks, leaving his 

desk behind.

Oh, fuck. 

A paragraph from my smut story flashes before my eyes.

As he pounds into my pussy from behind, he leans close to whisper in my 

ear. "I want to photograph you, baby." He grinds his cock deeper into me,  

making me cry out for him. "You'd be naked, completely spread out for 

me—my little picture perfect."

"I remember." I swallow nervously, too aware of the steps he's taking 

toward me. Slow, measured…predatory. "I, uh…" I let out a quiet squeak 

as he comes to a stop right in front of me. "I named it Picture Perfect."

"Good title—name," he murmurs, eyes smoldering. "For you."

"Oh," I breathe out.

Arousal dampens my thong as he slowly leans closer, pinning my body 

against the door. I'm trapped. Waiting. Fucking aching. Hoping. 

"I tried…" He inhales as he skims his nose over my jaw. "I tried to put that 

fucking story out of my head."

"Fuck," I whimper.

He smiles against my skin. "Oh, we will." That said, he cups my cheeks 

and claims my mouth in a deep kiss that leaves me breathless. He 

swallows my moans, our tongues meeting instantly. Sliding my hands up 



his muscular biceps, I let my fingers dig in a little and let him know just 

how desperate I am. At the same time, I hitch my right leg over his hip, 

causing my skirt to ride up. But he seems to like that, judging by his 

groan as he slips his hand up the backside of my thigh. "This is your only 

out," he tells me, still kissing me. "If you don’t want me to fuck you 

stupid, you tell me right now."

"Don’t you dare stop," I moan breathlessly, and the next thing I hear is 

the click of the door being locked. Fisting his hair, I push my tongue into 

his mouth and wrap my other leg around him, too. "You know I want you, 

Professor."

"Dirty fucking girl," he mutters, grinding his cock against my damp thong. 

Holy fuck, he's packing. I rub myself all over him, again showing I'm 

nothing but wanton and oh, so willing. "Chapter three: I fucked you bent 

over my desk—right in this very room." He nips at my bottom lip and 

gives my ass a solid squeeze. "Want me to do that, baby?"

"God, yes," I whine. 

"Say please."

I die.

"Please, please, please," I beg, unashamed. 

Without further ado, I feel myself leaving the wall. He carries me over to 

his desk and releases me when we're behind it. 

Fuck yes! This is really happening.

"Did you wear this for me?" He kisses the spot below my ear; he's behind 

me, cock to my ass, his hands tugging on the skirt. I nod quickly, eagerly, 

and shiver as he chuckles huskily. "I want that shirt off, Isabella."



Yeah, okay. With shaky fingers, I look down and unbutton my shirt. 

"The bra, too."

Of course. 

The condom lands on the desk, which I'm very quick to pass over my 

shoulder. And this time when he chuckles, I gotta grin. 

"How very presumptuous of you, Miss Swan," he murmurs as he drops 

kisses on my bare shoulder. The condom wrapper is still in his hand, but 

that doesn’t stop him from sneaking both hands to my front to cup my 

tits. "Christ, you're perfect." He kneads them expertly, rolling my nipples 

between his fingers. "Picture perfect, too," he whispers. "But I knew that 

long ago."

Really?

More hope blossoms in my chest, but I decide to save those kinds of 

questions for later. For now, though… "Are you telling me there's no 

condom in your wallet?" He can't call me presumptuous if he comes 

prepared, too. Well, he can, but then we both are.

"There is not," he confirms. Then he mumbles, "There might be a box in 

my office, though—that I may or may not have put there this morning."

There's a silly smile on my face, but I hide that from him.

"But we don’t have to discuss that right now." He ends that conversation, 

and I hear him tearing the foil. That right there makes me shiver, no more 

amusement left in me. I'm finally, after two years of fantasizing about 

him, about to be fucked by him. "Bend over and spread your legs, 

beautiful."



"Jesus Christ," I exhale, obeying him. As he palms my ass, slowly sliding 

his fingers closer to where I want him, I stick my ass out, needing more. 

There's also a thong in the way, and I wonder if I should just push it down 

already. "Oh!" I gasp when he suddenly slips his hand under the fabric 

and pushes a long finger inside of me. Immediately, I begin to squirm and 

follow his torturously slow movements. "Please, Professor Cullen!"

"Chapter two: the professor tells Marie to call him by name," he groans 

against my neck, fingering me to the point where I want to scream. "It's 

Edward, baby girl."

I whimper and drop my chin to my chest. I'm so wet I can hear it. "I need 

you…Edward. Please."

"Goddamn," he whispers gruffly. 

Next, my thong is finally pushed down my hips, and he proceeds to 

torment me by dragging his steel-hard cock along my soaked slit.

It feels like a lifetime before he actually pushes into me, but once he 

does…I swear time stops completely. 

He spits out a curse while I moan like a whore.

Pulsing currents of desire course through me, flooding my senses, and it's 

like each thrust into my pussy ignites me further. 

"Fuck yeah," he breathes out, setting a fast pace. 

It stings when he fists my hair and pulls back, but it's a rush of burning 

sensations that only fuel my greediness. He's unrestrained, I note, and I 

fucking love it. 

He fucks me roughly, the desk creaking when he thrusts particularly hard.



"Do you have any idea how hard you made me when I read your story? 

The first time, that is." He bites down on my shoulder, never letting up. 

My back is arched, tits pushed out, hands braced on the desk, and pussy 

taking what he's giving. "I holed myself up all weekend to read it, and…" 

He pants and groans. "…knowing it was about me, Isabella—Christ."

Snaking a hand around me, he starts playing with my clit, rubbing me in 

tight little circles. 

A hot whisper in my ear has me constricting around him. "Mark my words, 

baby girl—we'll reenact each and every fucking scene." 

"Fuck, Edward," I cry and meet his thrusts. "Yesss." He swivels his hips, 

reaching a spot inside of me that makes me quiver and shake. "I want it—

I want it so bad." Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. My belly tightens as he slides 

his fingers all the way from my clit to my entrance, and I nearly scream 

when he pushes the tip of his finger inside of me, all while his cock is 

buried in me. "Too much," I choke out; I can't handle the pleasure. My 

knees feel weak. "More." Fuck, I can't make up my mind. 

"So fucking tight." He hisses and returns to rubbing my wet clit. "Will you 

make yourself available for me?"

"Any time," I gasp.

"Good, because I need to taste that hot little pussy of yours soon."

Oh, sweet baby Jesus.

"And your lips…" He grinds, pounds, grinds. "Perfect for sucking cock."

"Anything," I moan, my head falling back against his shoulder. "I'll do 

anything—just…God, make me come, Edward!"



"Shh." He slaps my ass; I hiss as he rubs out the sting. "You can scream 

at my house, Isabella. Not here."

"When?" I want it now—fuck it, yesterday. 

We have eighteen chapters to play out.

"This weekend. Now shut up and take my cock like a good girl."

Professor Anthony Masen wasn’t this good at dirty talk.

If possible, he speeds up, goes rougher, and takes all of me.

My insides begin to coil up, tensing, waiting for an eruption.

Wanting him to go crazy for me, I clamp down around him as hard as I 

can. My thighs tremble; the effort causes tiny beads of sweat to form at 

my hairline, the back of my neck, and between my brows. 

"Sweetest. Fucking. Pussy," he grunts.

"Close," I choke out, squeezing my eyes shut. It's a storm inside of me, 

fucking mayhem, and it's all swirling around, rushing, surging, pressing 

me down. "Oh God, oh God," I start to chant. The slapping of our skin, his 

hips to my ass, does me in. The wet sounds, too. And with a breathy, 

raspy moan, I fall apart. My climax hits me so hard that Edward has to 

hold me up, fucking me until he finds his own release. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he moans.

No lie, when his cock leaves me, I hop up on the desk and actually 

collapse. I figure I need a solid hour or so now to rest. Because…my God, 

that man can fuck like a legend. 

So…I'm literally lying naked on Professor Cullen's desk. Never saw that 

coming, I gotta say.



But you won't find me complaining. Ever.

Especially not when he sits down next to me and caresses my cheek.

He's panting heavily. "Jesus Christ, sweetheart." His chin drops to his 

chest, and I kiss his hip, too tired to lift my head. "I have no words. 

Except…" He blows out a breath. "Let me know when you're ready for 

chapter six. I must admit I'm eager for that one, as well—assuming you 

want it, too."

I giggle, wondering if he's mixing up the chapters. 'Cause there's no sex in 

chapter six. It's the chapter where Professor Masen asks Marie to go to 

dinner with him; it's basically the beginning of their "real" relationship—

one they keep a secret until she's no longer his student. 

I didn’t write the story because I only want half of it. That story is my own 

Picture Perfect—what I want for myself. With Edward. Which includes a 

whole lot of love—not just sex. But I don’t want to get my hopes up and 

expect him to want the same. So, I guess it's just easier to believe he's 

mixing up the chapters than assume he's on the same page as I am. 

Anything to protect this girly heart of mine.

Still, I can't fight the smile when I let my mind wander to the possibility 

that he's not confused and he really does want it all with me.

So, in response I just say, "Name when and where."

I know I'll be there.


