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Chapter 1 - New Job

I could always count on the dull whirr of our Keurig to break the silence of a Monday, but this morning even its rhythmic pulse grated on my nerves. The sunlight pooled in cold blue puddles on our kitchen’s granite countertop, glinting off the brushed chrome. I wrapped both hands around my coffee mug and watched Craig fumble with his phone, his thumbs pecking at the screen with a kind of sleepy determination that made me want to either hug him or smack the device into the sink.

He was already dressed, which was unusual. Khakis, button-down—pale blue today, sleeves crisply rolled to the elbows. The kind of outfit that said, “I am a professional and also, somehow, deeply boring.” He looked up, caught me watching, and grinned.

“Six forty-three. You’re going to be late for your first day at the urban zoo,” he said, holding the phone at me so that it could confirm my tardiness.

“Funny. I thought you said it was a jungle,” I replied, letting my eyes linger on the way his shirt strained just a little over the chest. He was still broad through the shoulders, even if the rest of him had softened a bit in the last decade. “And I’ve got fifteen minutes.”

“Ten, if you want to beat the school drop-off parade at the intersection.”

I took a sip, scalding my tongue. “You know, you could try the supportive-spouse routine. Maybe a few gentle affirmations?”

Craig set the phone down and slid into the chair across from me, folding his arms on the table like he was settling in for a negotiation. “Cindy, you’re going to crush it. They won’t know what hit them. But if you’re nervous, I can drop you off. Or call in sick and just hang out here. The cats would like that.”

I gave him the same practiced look I reserved for students who thought “partial credit” meant “free pass.” “Now you’re over-correcting.”

“Sorry.” He held up a hand, grinning. “It’s just… I can’t believe they’re sending you downtown, with the commuters and the cheesesteak vendors and—”

“—and the students who apparently don’t know algebra until a suburban mom in Ann Taylor waltzes in and shows them the light?”

He laughed. “You have to admit, it’s a little dramatic. From leafy campus to, what is it, ‘Community College of Philadelphia’?”

“Technically ‘Philly Community College,’ but yes. And I get to be a ‘visiting lecturer,’ which sounds fancier than ‘adjunct with zero job security.’”

He winced, but didn’t deny it. Instead, he reached over and brushed his thumb across the back of my hand. “They’re lucky to have you, Cyn.”

I wanted to believe it, and maybe part of me did. But another part of me—the part that spent last night triple-ironing my new skirt and Googling the campus crime rates—wasn’t so sure.

I finished my coffee in three hot gulps, stood, and checked my reflection in the microwave’s glass door. The skirt was black, professional; the hem hitting just above the knee. Not too short, but not old-lady long either. I tugged it straight, adjusted my blouse (white, ruffled at the collar), and smoothed the stray wisps at my hairline. I’d tied my hair back in a low ponytail, just tight enough to look deliberate, just loose enough to hide the first few grays. My legs, freshly shaved and carefully moisturized, still drew the eye—I’d picked the skirt for that reason, and both Craig and I knew it.

He watched me do the micro-adjustments. “You look great.”

“Is the lipstick too much?”

He considered. “Not unless you’re planning to eat the students alive.”

I smirked, then ducked back into the hallway to double-check my bag: syllabus printouts, faculty ID, backup charger, and a neatly packed lunch in its own insulated sleeve. Craig’s lunch sat on the counter, a sandwich and apple in a clear bag, his travel mug already sloshing with dark roast. I watched him slide the mug into his battered backpack, the one he’d carried since grad school.

“You sure you don’t want the car?” I asked. “I can Uber. Seriously, it’s fine.”

He shook his head, “The train’s direct, I don’t have to park, and I can catch up on reading. I don’t want you on the train with all the animals. You sure you have parking there?”

“Yep, I triple checked,” I confirmed. “Why are you leaving so early? You don’t start until 10:00.”

He grinned, “I checked the schedules, but apparently they predict when the trains won’t  leave. I’d like to be sure - I’m sure I can leave later once I have the hang of it. I just have to catch the last train before 7:30 tonight, or I’ll be really late.”

I lingered by the doorway, watching him finish his packing ritual. He was so good at these routines—making a show of caring, even if he didn’t fully understand why it mattered. Craig was like that: practical, kind, but convinced that the world would always make a place for people like us. I envied it, even as I sometimes wanted to shake him out of his rut.

He zipped his backpack, shouldered it, and crossed to me, his lips curling into a lopsided smile. He kissed me, slow and soft, his hand warm on my lower back. He tasted like mouthwash and coffee and just a hint of something electric, maybe nerves.

“Go make ‘em regret every C-minus they ever earned,” he whispered.

He let me go, but not before giving my skirt a conspiratorial glance. “Seriously, be careful down there.”

I rolled my eyes. “Stop worrying. I’ll be fine.”

I stepped into the morning, the air already tinged with the damp promise of city humidity. I could hear Craig behind me, moving through the kitchen, probably already resetting the coffee maker for tomorrow.

I let myself imagine, for a split second, that today would go exactly as planned: a fresh start, a captive audience, and maybe—just maybe—a little of the old thrill I used to get when I was still sure I could change a life with nothing but a dry-erase marker and some sharp questions.

I shut the door, and the house went silent behind me.

***

The drive into Philadelphia was a test of patience and nerve, like threading a needle in a windstorm. Even this early, the interstate pulsed with an army of commuters, box trucks with their battered panels and panel vans with fading decals, each jostling for inches of advantage. I merged onto the Schuylkill and immediately regretted it; two miles in, we slowed to a crawl, every lane a river of brake lights and glum, caffeine-addled faces. I queued up my “Monday Motivation” playlist but kept the volume low, preferring the hiss of my own doubts to the forced cheer of pop hits.

Craig had texted me halfway down the on-ramp: "Thinking of you. Drive safe. 😘" I thumbed back a heart, then tossed my phone onto the passenger seat with the packed lunch and my stack of carefully annotated textbooks. Craig's travel mug of coffee had left a ring on the console, and I wiped at it with the hem of my skirt, feeling a sudden, irrational stab of guilt. He was probably halfway to the train station by now, already skimming through emails and wondering if I'd make it through the day without turning into a suburban statistic.

By the time I hit Spring Garden, the city had fully come alive. Philly’s air always smelled faintly of garbage and bakery, an impossible mix of sugar and rot. Sidewalks overflowed with kids in uniforms, teens in hoodies, mothers hustling strollers. My old campus had been leafy and serene; this one was a battleground of street noise, exhaust, and life. At the faculty parking lot, I found no spots, so I had to park three blocks from the main building - first-come street parking and a vague threat of tickets—and locked the car with a chirp that drew the eye of every pedestrian in a ten-foot radius.

My first impression of the student population was that I could count the number of white faces on one hand. Most of them were Black, dressed in a spectrum of style that stretched from H&M smart-casual to what could only be described as “athleisure dominance.” Some clustered in groups, shouting over each other about sports and parties and TikTok drama; others moved alone, heads down, headphones on, armored in indifference. I felt my age, and my race, like a pair of invisible ankle weights.

As I walked, the morning sun licked at my calves, and the hem of my skirt threatened to climb with every stride. I’d picked it for confidence, but now I wondered if I’d overshot. I caught my reflection in the glass of a bus shelter: the skirt showed more leg than I remembered, and my blouse—despite the high neck—did little to disguise the shape of my breasts. I flushed, then chastised myself for the prudishness. You’re the professor, I reminded myself. You’re in charge.

At the corner, a group of young men leaned against a low stone wall, each with a vape or phone in hand. Their laughter ran up my spine, not unkind but distinctly not meant for me. One of them, tall and broad, with a perfect line of hair edging his dark scalp, tracked me with a lazy, open stare. I did my best to project the cool indifference of a woman on a mission, but my face burned.

As I passed, the tallest guy let his gaze drop to my legs and stage-whispered, “Damn, Miss Parker workin’ overtime today.”

Another joined in, not missing a beat: “Whoo, get it, teacher.”

I pretended not to hear, but the words bloomed in my stomach, hot and fizzy. I didn’t stop, didn’t turn, but the thrill of their attention followed me down the block. I could almost feel their eyes on my hips, cataloguing the swing of my ass, and for one stupid, dangerous moment I wanted to glance back and see if they were still looking.

I forced myself to focus on the building ahead: four stories of battered stone, front steps crusted with old gum and new graffiti. The brass plaque by the door read “Community College of Philadelphia — Main Entrance,” its letters worn shiny by decades of hopeful hands. I paused at the threshold, checking my bag, smoothing my skirt, and running a finger along the collar of my blouse just to be sure everything was where it should be.

I caught myself smiling. Not because I enjoyed the catcalls, but because, in some shameful, secret compartment of my brain, I did.

I inhaled, straightened my spine, and pushed the door open.

The lobby was all echo and institutional green, the kind of color that was both harsh and dingy at once. A battered bulletin board overflowed with flyers for study groups, tutoring sessions, and a neon-pink notice about an upcoming “Diversity Festival.” A security guard watched me from behind thick glass, his eyes flicking to my badge and then, inevitably, down to my legs before returning to his newspaper.

I moved quickly, heels clicking on the linoleum, until I found the faculty lounge. Inside, the only other occupant—a woman with braids and a coffee-stained Eagles jersey—looked up and nodded in greeting.

“First day?” she asked, voice warm but tired.

“Is it that obvious?” I replied, working to keep the nerves from my smile.

“You’ll get used to it. Or you’ll run. Most don’t last a semester.”

She said it without malice, just a matter-of-fact acceptance of the churn.

I unpacked my bag, set my syllabus on the chipped table, and exhaled. My heart was still running fast. Out the window, I could see the steps where the boys had watched me pass. They were gone now, or maybe just moved around the corner, their laughter echoing off brick.

I let myself enjoy the afterglow of being noticed. I’d been a ghost at my last job—“too old to flirt with, too young to retire,” as one of my colleagues had joked. Here, already, I felt present in a way that was scary and exhilarating. I hadn’t been ogled like this in 15 years, and felt a little thrill at being desired, if only as a piece of ass.

I glanced down, smoothed my skirt one last time, and gathered my materials.

Time to meet the class.

***

Room 213 had the same tired, citrusy scent as every school I’d ever taught in, a smell conjured from decades of floor wax, whiteboard cleaner, and nervous sweat. The door had a hydraulic closer that hissed when I entered, and the click of the lock echoed off the cinderblock walls. The doors automatically locked for safety so we all had classroom master keys. I was twenty minutes early, but the corridors were already buzzing with kids and the endless, echoing sound of chatter.

The classroom was a theater, fifty seats fanned out in ascending arcs, each row separated by a battered metal rail. The walls were off white, but years of permanent marker and dried-out highlighters had left polka-dots and faded streaks in every direction. The desks were tattooed with names, phone numbers, crude cartoons and curse words, some of them so old I couldn’t tell if they’d been there since before the millennium.

I set my bag on the lectern and surveyed my kingdom. The whiteboard was clean but scarred, its surface full of ghost writing and scratches. A projector dangled overhead, its cord patched with duct tape. No smart board, no digital bells or whistles—just me, a few markers, and the PowerPoint slides I’d spent all Sunday night perfecting.

I took out my materials—syllabus, roll sheet, my trusty pink clicker pen—and spread them across the desk. I looked up at the blank board, felt the nerves flutter again in my chest, and drew two careful lines in block print:

PROFESSOR CINDY SMITH

Algebra I (M/W 9:00-10:15)

There. It was official.

I slid into the teacher’s chair and let myself decompress for a moment, just listening. The hum of fluorescent bulbs above, the faint rumble of the HVAC, voices echoing down the hall. I checked my reflection in the window—skirt unwrinkled, blouse still crisp, but the humidity was already working on my hair. I pulled out my compact, pressed a bit of powder to my nose, and gave myself a last once-over.

My breasts sat high and full in the blouse, the push-up bra doing overtime, and I felt a small flicker of shameful pride. I’d spent the last decade pretending that I dressed for “professionalism,” but today, walking into this room, I wanted to be seen. Not just as a teacher, but as a woman. The thought made my stomach flip, but it was a welcome kind of tension.

The first student arrived five minutes early—a tall, broad-shouldered guy with a careful fade and gold studs in both ears. He wore joggers and a muscle tee, and his biceps stretched the cotton like he’d bought it two sizes too small. He stopped in the doorway, spotted me, and gave a slow up-and-down that would’ve earned him a month of detention in any private school in the suburbs.

“Yo, you the new math teacher?” he asked, a note of skepticism in his voice.

I smiled. “Professor Smith. You must be…?”

He grinned, showing a row of perfect teeth. “Darius. But you can just call me D.”

He took a seat in the back row, stretched his long legs under the seat in front of him, and immediately pulled out his phone. As more students filtered in, the energy in the room changed, loud and loose and electric. Some came in pairs, some in small packs, some alone, heads down and wary. The women—maybe a quarter of the class—were just as fashion-forward as the men, with tight jeans, bright hair, elaborate manicures. They all noticed me; some smiled, some just stared.

By nine sharp, all the enrolled students were present. I stood, feeling the heat of their eyes and the sudden dry patch in my throat. The old performance reflex kicked in: posture up, voice steady, chin high.

“Good morning, everyone. I’m Professor Cindy Smith, and I’ll be your guide through the wild world of algebra. Please, hold your applause.”

A low ripple of laughter, more genuine than I’d hoped for. Someone in the back—a guy in a Sixers jersey, backwards cap—called out, “Damn, they really upgraded math this year.”

“Don’t get your hopes up,” I shot back, “I’m harder than you think.” It got a bigger laugh, with a few whoops and claps. I bit my tongue, immediately regretting my choice of words, but let the moment stand.

I distributed the syllabus, fielding the usual questions about grading curves and attendance policies. Darius—the first arrival—read his copy in full, then raised his hand. “So, Professor Smith, you really teach at, like, three different colleges?”

I nodded. “I’m what’s called an ‘adjunct,’ which is Latin for ‘will work for food.’”

The class cracked up. I saw some of the anxiety fade from their faces, and even a few genuine smiles. I worked through my intro, the lesson plan, and the first few problems on the board. Every so often, I’d catch a student watching me—not just listening, but watching. Eyes dipped down to my legs, my hips, the little dance of my body as I walked the aisles and pointed out equations.

Part of me felt the old resentment: Would they take me seriously? Would they listen, or just see a body to catcall between classes? But another part—the part I barely acknowledged—liked the game. Liked the heat in the room, the attention, the undercurrent of challenge.

We made it through the first hour with only one cell phone confiscation and a single, half-hearted attempt at cheating. When the clock struck ten-fifteen, I dismissed them with a wave and a, “See you Wednesday. There will be a quiz. Yes, already.”

The room emptied in under a minute, but a few lingered. Darius hovered by the desk, hands in his pockets, eyes never leaving my face.

“You got a cool vibe, Professor,” he said. “Way better than the last guy.”

I felt myself blush. “Thank you, Darius. But you still have to show up. No skipping.”

He grinned. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

He sauntered out, leaving a trail of cologne and bravado.

I gathered my things, alone again in the empty theater. I looked out at the rows of seats, the scuffed floors, the ceiling stained with water damage, and tried to imagine the version of myself who would last the semester here. I felt the nervousness, the fear, but also a pulse of excitement that was impossible to ignore.

I straightened my skirt, collected my bag, and walked out into the hallway, feeling—for the first time in months—like I might actually belong.

Outside, the sun was brighter, the noise of the campus sharper. I caught my reflection again in the glass: a professional, yes, but also a woman alive to the possibilities of this strange new world.

I smiled, and let the door swing shut behind me.


Chapter 2 - Cleo

If the kitchen at home was my quiet, orderly sanctum, then Room 213 at Philly Community College was its chaotic, hormonal mirror world. It didn’t matter that I always arrived early; the classroom already felt used and tired. Today, a scuffed Gatorade bottle rolled underfoot as I stepped up to the lectern—welcome to community college, where the rules were more like mild suggestions and the janitorial staff had already given up.

The students filtered in, one by one at first, then in clusters, then in a kind of a noisy tide that hit all at once. I’d learned fast that “class starts at nine” translated to “class really starts at 9:13, maybe, if nobody got shot or robbed on the subway that morning.” The first arrivals—mostly men—clocked me right away, their eyes roving with a candor I found both repulsive and faintly flattering.

The opening bell (a tinny warble piped through ancient speakers) hadn’t even buzzed when a boy in a black hoodie and tight braids leaned into the doorframe, lips already split in a toothy, hungry grin. “Damn, Miss Smith looking fine today,” he announced, pitching it just loud enough for the room to hear but soft enough to pretend plausible deniability. The other men snickered and echoed with their own flavors of approval: “Ayo, Miss S, you bring them heels for me?” and “Better watch that skirt, we got weak hearts in here.”

I made a point of ignoring the comments as I fished the day’s lesson plan out of my battered tote. There was a requirement to not react - but I could feel the heat climbing up my neck, and the way my pulse snagged and fluttered at the attention. I straightened my skirt, pressed my knees together, and started writing equations on the board with deliberate energy.

“Alright, Algebra Gladiators,” I said, never turning my back fully to the class, “who wants to tell me what a quadratic is, and why you should care?”

The women in the room—a tight knot of girls in the back, all impeccable brows and neon nails—exchanged glances and giggles behind their phones. I knew the type: smarter than the boys but wise enough to play it low, at least in public. One of them, a queen bee with lavender hair and a gold nose ring, did a rapid-fire TikTok scroll under the desk while mouthing the words I wrote on the board. I could see their private chat app blinking: “Miss S thick as fuck today” and “she gotta man or nah?”

Most days, I found it infuriating. Today, I let it fill me up with a sick, electric fizz. There was something  about the rawness of the inner-city kids that was missing from the entitled snots at my last position. These guys wanted me to play, not be the object of jokes.

Halfway through the lesson, I caught my reflection in the window and wondered—did I really look that different? The skirt was standard black, the blouse maybe one button shy of the old conservative minimum. I could see the silhouette of my bra faintly, where the fluorescent light hit just right, and realized that maybe, just maybe, I was doing this on purpose.

I took a breath, rolled the marker between my palms, and pivoted to the next slide. “Let’s talk about FOIL method. Who can show me how to break down this binomial?” I pointed to a problem, and the room briefly stilled. Then the boy with the gold tooth and the too-wide grin—Cleo, always sitting in the front row, always first to raise his hand—smirked and drawled, “I’ll break it down for you, Miss. You want it slow, or you want it hard?”

The class burst, some students howling with laughter, others pretending to be scandalized. I even had to bite my cheek to keep from smiling. I fixed Cleo with my best Teacher Stare and said, “I expect you to show your work, Mr. Brown. All of it.”

He winked. “Bet.”

For the rest of the hour, I was aware of every gaze, every whispered joke, every set of eyes running up and down the curve of my hips when I turned to erase the board. I kept my voice steady and my posture disciplined, but inside, I was humming. It was the thrill of being wanted, even in the laziest, stupidest ways. Cleo had planted the seed in the tribe’s mind, and they were letting it grow.

Class ended with a rush of bodies, the air heavy with the scent of fake grape and real testosterone. I lingered, as was my habit, to clean up the stray papers and stray comments left behind. It was only when the room was empty that I noticed the scrap of notebook paper wedged under the marker tray.

It was folded twice, “MISS S” scrawled on the outside in slashing blue ink. My pulse thudded as I glanced at the door—locked, thank God—before opening the note.

Inside was a crude drawing of me, cartoon proportions: huge tits, tiny waist, skirt barely covering the curve of my ass. The caption read, “Miss Smith’s After Hours Special.” Underneath, a stick-figure teacher bent over her desk, black marker lines emphasizing the rip of her panties and the swoop of her thighs.

I should have thrown it away. Instead, my fingers shook as I folded the paper again and slid it into my tote bag, between the lesson plan and my lunch. My cheeks were burning, and my skin prickled with the kind of shame that felt suspiciously close to arousal.

I left Room 213 with my heart racing, the note heavy in my bag and the ghost of a smile still tugging at my mouth.

***

The days blurred into each other, a greasy fast-forward montage of classes, commutes, and stifling humidity. Even the janitor’s “wet floor” cones sweated in the hallways. I adopted a rhythm: wake up, caffeinate, dress with extra care (skirts, always skirts), and try not to let the stares and stray comments pierce the professional bubble I maintained. But the bubble was wearing thin, and I knew exactly why.

Every morning, Room 213 was the same: fluorescent misery, abandoned snack wrappers, and a chorus of catcalls that started the moment my heels hit tile. Sometimes the men in back would rate my outfits like Olympic judges. “That’s a solid nine, Miss S!” one of them declared on Tuesday. “Show us a ten, girl!” The girls in the back snickered but never joined in. Instead, they watched the spectacle with arms folded, arching brows in judgment or envy or both.

It was day three of the new semester when I found the second note. A neon sticky, pressed flat against the cover of my roll book, just as I opened it to take attendance:

Wanna tap that ass 😜

It was written in loopy, almost feminine handwriting, but I knew without a doubt it was a boy’s. I felt the pulse between my legs at the crude certainty of it, even as I pretended to brush the note into the trash. Later, I fished it out and pressed it flat in my planner, right between the week’s lesson objectives.

The next day, the escalation continued. This time, someone had stuck a post-it to the chalk tray, placed dead center so I’d have to peel it away to even start the lesson. It read:

I want to divide those titties

The words ran together, the i’s dotted with hearts. I rolled my eyes for the benefit of anyone watching, but my hands shook so badly I had to steady myself on the desk. I glanced around, searching for the culprit, but all I saw were a sea of poker faces—except for Cleo, who met my eyes with a gold-toothed smirk that made my skin flush hot.

He always sat in the front, sprawling across his seat like he owned it. Tall and thin, with a long, almost delicate face, short dreadlocks kept neat, and clothes so loose they looked like hand-me-downs from a much bigger man. His legs stretched halfway across the aisle, and sometimes, when I paced the rows to check homework, I had to step over them. He’d shift just enough so my bare calf would graze his sneaker. I pretended not to notice, but I did.

He watched me constantly, not with the casual boredom of a student forced to take a requirement, but with an intensity that made me feel like he could see right through my blouse and down to my suddenly unreliable heart. Most students, I could cow with a look. Not Cleo. He smiled every time I called on him, and he always had an answer—sometimes right, sometimes wildly wrong, but delivered with a self-assurance I envied.

Thursday, it was another note, this one hidden inside the marker tray at the board. I found it when my thumb brushed against a lump of folded paper wedged in back. My pulse kicked up as soon as I recognized the familiar blue ink.

The drawing this time was more explicit—no stick figures, but a crude cartoon of a woman bent over a desk, ass up, skirt hiked to her waist, with cartoonishly large breasts dangling beneath her. Her face wore a look of wide-eyed shock, and the entire thing was labeled in block capitals: “AFTER SCHOOL TUTORING.” The most mortifying detail was the V between her legs, drawn with a little heart at the center. I could feel myself blushing from scalp to collarbone.

I didn’t throw this one away, either.

The rest of that morning was a study in distraction. I glanced at Cleo over and over, trying to read his expression. Was he the artist? His penmanship didn’t match, but maybe that was part of the joke. When I called on him to solve a problem at the board, he walked up with a slow swagger, his shorts sagging just enough to reveal the waistband of his boxers.

“X equals negative three, right?” he said, chalk already in hand.

“That’s correct,” I managed, keeping my voice even. “Show the class how you got there, please.”

He grinned, and wrote the solution in huge, looping script that took up half the whiteboard. When he finished, he turned and caught me watching him. The entire room seemed to fade out, just for a second, as his eyes locked onto mine.

“You good, Miss?” he asked, voice pitched just for me.

“I’m fine,” I lied, because my head was spinning.

He took his seat, never breaking eye contact, and I had to force myself to move on with the lesson. I was keenly aware of the way my blouse clung to my skin, and the sudden wet heat that pulsed between my legs. Every time I turned away from the class to write, I pictured myself bent over the desk, skirt up, like in the drawing. I was certain I was suffering some breakdown caused by my middle-aged desire to be wanted again. There is no way a 20-something college boy should make me feel this way.

I finished the lesson on autopilot, hands moving, voice steady, but my brain running a constant loop of what-if and oh god, what next.

After the bell, the class shuffled out, but Cleo hung back, taking his time gathering his books. He waited until the room was nearly empty, then sauntered up to my desk and leaned in, close enough that I could smell the sweet, cheap cologne on his skin.

“You got plans after school, Miss Smith?” he asked, just above a whisper.

I laughed, too loud and too fast. “Just grading and more grading.”

He shrugged, showing off his gold tooth. “You should come chill with us at the park. You’d like it.”

I smiled, not sure what to say, and watched as he slid out of the room, hips swaying in that loose, easy way that made me ache.

When the door closed, I sank into my chair, the day’s note burning a hole in my bag. I ran my fingers over the crude lines, felt my breath hitch, and wondered just how far this was going to go.

***

The house was tomb-silent when I got home, just the muffled hum of the fridge and the click of my shoes on engineered hardwood. Craig wouldn’t be back until at least eight, probably later; his texts had been clipped and full of “back-to-back meetings” all week. I dropped my bag at the door and floated down the hallway, pausing in the bedroom only long enough to shuck my skirt and blouse and swap them for an oversized tee and nothing else.

Most women my age collected family photos or souvenir magnets. I’d started a different kind of collection. In the bottom drawer of my home office, tucked behind stacks of old student essays and broken staplers, I’d assembled a growing archive: every crude note, every cartoon, every dirty joke scribbled on the back of a test. I arranged them carefully, slid each one into a plastic page protector, and filed them by date.

Tonight I started a new binder, blood red, bought from the clearance aisle at Staples. I opened it flat on the desk, the plastic reeking faintly of solvent, and added the latest entry: “AFTER SCHOOL TUTORING,” with the cartoon me bent over the desk. I stared at the image for a long time, fingertips tracing the lines as if the friction would conjure the artist behind it.

My heart thudded with the same forbidden thrill I remembered from adolescence, when I used to sneak romance paperbacks from the library and read them in the closet with a flashlight. Only now the stories were about me, and the danger was real.

The living room was cavernous in the evening quiet, everything muted and gray. I sprawled on the sofa, binder propped open on my lap, and thumbed through the collection like a priest with a hymnal. Every note sparked a new flush of shame, but the shame was as delicious as the anticipation. I read them out loud, softly, savoring the filthiness: “Wanna tap that ass.” “Divide those titties.” “Miss Smith After Hours Special.”

It didn’t take long for my thighs to press tight together, the rush of heat blooming where I needed it most. I reached under the couch for my little black bag—another recent acquisition, a birthday splurge that Craig, if he ever noticed, had never commented on. I thumbed the clit-sucking toy to life, its hum low and insistent, and let the cool plastic part my lips.

The first pulse almost took my breath away. I leaned back, head heavy against the cushions, and let my free hand drift over my stomach, my breasts, the plush softness of my thighs. My nipples stood out hard against the cotton of my tee, and I rolled one between my fingers, shivering at the jolt of sensation.

I closed my eyes, binder still open on my lap, and let my mind fill with images: Cleo in his front-row seat, gold tooth flashing in the light, voice pitched low and dirty just for me. I pictured his hands on my hips, his mouth tracing the line of my jaw, his cock—long and thin, I imagined, with a veined shaft and a swollen head—pressing up against my pussy as I bent over the classroom desk.

The toy worked for me with a precision that bordered on cruel. I set it to maximum and rocked my hips, the suck and pulse slamming me straight into fantasy: the heat of the classroom, the eyes on me, the danger of being caught. I heard Cleo’s voice in my ear—You feel good, Miss Smith—and I gasped, nearly coming from the words alone.

My climax hit hard, a white-out bloom behind my eyelids, the kind that left my thighs shaking and my lungs empty. I bit down on the sleeve of my tee to muffle the sound, but a sharp, guttural moan still broke loose. I lay there, spent and trembling, binder still open, the cartoon version of me staring up with wide, slutty eyes.

I let my hand drift down, slick with sweat and need, and ran my finger along the edge of the page. For a long moment, I just breathed, listening to the echo of my own moans and the gentle tick of the living room clock.

I knew I should be ashamed. I knew, if Craig ever found the binder, I’d have to burn it and pretend it was a joke. But in that moment, all I felt was power—raw, giddy, and entirely my own. This was proof that I was still a desirable woman.

I closed the binder, snapped it shut, and hugged it to my chest. Then I cleaned myself up, made a glass of wine, and started grading papers with a smile that wouldn’t fade.

***

The next class crawled by in a haze of anticipation. I could barely look at Cleo without remembering the drawings, the notes, the way his gaze made my knees weak. My binder sat hidden in my office, but the very thought of it sent low pulses of heat through my core every time Cleo smirked at me from his seat.

On Fridays, the building emptied fast, everyone desperate for escape before the city’s evening gridlock. The final bell sounded, and the room erupted in a violent shuffle of backpacks and chairs. I pretended to fuss with attendance sheets as the students tumbled out, ignoring the steady thump of my heartbeat and the faint, persistent ache between my legs.

I barely noticed the last student leave—the girl with the lavender hair, always first out the door. But I noticed the heavy pause when Cleo stayed behind, slouched in his seat, one long leg kicked over the other.

He didn’t move until the hallway noise faded to nothing. Then, with a calculated laziness, he sauntered up to my desk and leaned in, both palms pressed flat on the edge. He was close enough for me to see the perfect lattice of his eyelashes, and to smell the sharp, sweet tang of whatever body spray he wore.

“Miss Smith,” he started, voice smooth as warm honey, “I need to talk about my grade.”

I swallowed, my throat dry. “You’re… currently passing, Cleo. If you keep up the homework—”

He cut me off with a sideways smile, gold tooth flashing. “Nah, see, I’m behind. Was hoping maybe you could help me out. After hours, you feel me?”

The words were a joke, but the look in his eyes was not. I tried to laugh it off, but it came out small and thin.

“I’m afraid there’s nothing I can do for you outside of class,” I said, using the response programmed into us all but mostly used by male teachers. I started arranging papers just for something to do with my hands.

He didn’t budge. “Bet. But I’m sayin’, sometimes you gotta work overtime to get that A. Ain’t that right, Miss?”

I could hear my breathing, shallow and fast. He was standing so close now that his knuckles brushed my wrist. The room felt impossibly small, the door only a few feet away but might as well have been bricked shut.

“Cleo, you need to—” I started, but the words died when his hand slid under my skirt and found my thigh.

His fingers were shockingly warm against my skin. I hadn’t bothered with stockings; it was too hot for that, and the skirt was just long enough to be modest if I sat perfectly straight. He slid his hand up, slow and deliberate, until he hit bare flesh and then higher, just beneath the hem.

I froze. Every part of me wanted to scream and also melt. I stared at his face, but he wouldn’t look away, not even for a second.

He kept his palm there, thumb stroking tiny circles, and I realized with a thrill of horror that my panties were already damp. He felt it, too; his mouth curled up even wider.

“You nervous, Miss?” he asked, voice a low rumble.

“I—” My mouth was dry as chalk dust. I wanted to tell him to stop, to threaten detention or suspension or worse, but I just sat there, paralyzed and needy.

His hand slid higher, found the fabric, pressed in. I felt myself pulse under his fingers, slick and ready, and he laughed under his breath.

“Damn,” he said. “Didn’t know teachers got like that.”

“Cleo, you can’t—” I tried again, but the words were pure air.

He leaned in, so close I could see the flecks of brown and amber in his eyes. “You want me to stop?” he asked, not moving his hand.

I should have said yes. I should have stood up, called security, anything. Instead, I bit my lip and shook my head, just barely.

He grinned. Then, with impossible gentleness, he slipped two fingers under the edge of my panties and dragged them along my slit. The friction made me gasp out loud, and my body shuddered, thighs parting even wider without me meaning to.

He withdrew his hand, the tips glistening, and brought them to his mouth. He sucked them clean, slow and showy, and watched me the whole time.

“You taste good, Miss Smith,” he said, voice all silk.

I couldn’t speak. I could barely breathe.

He straightened, licked his lips, and leaned in close enough that his words ghosted over my ear: “Eatin’ ain’t cheatin’, you know?”

Then he turned, sauntered out of the classroom, and left me alone, knees knocking, panties soaked, and the heat of his touch still burning into my skin.

I stared after him for a long time, the taste of him—of me—still electric in the air.

It took every ounce of discipline to get up, collect my papers, and make it home without losing control. I spent the entire drive replaying every second, every word, every touch, every single filthy promise implied in his smile.

By the time I reached my house, my hands were shaking, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I added a brand-new story to the binder.


Chapter 3 - Eatin’ Ain’t Cheatin’

I made it through the evening on autopilot, grading quizzes at the kitchen counter while Craig called in late and ate his dinner cold, his face glued to the glow of the laptop. The whole time, my mind spun on a loop of what happened in Room 213. Cleo’s words, the impossible heat of his hand against my thigh, the flash of his tongue as he sucked my taste from his fingers. When I replayed it in my head, I could barely tell if I was remembering or inventing. I excused myself to bed early, faking exhaustion, though the electric hum in my veins made sleep an absurdity.

The bedroom was my sanctuary, the only place I could close a door and know I wouldn’t be interrupted. I thumbed the lock with the precise click I’d perfected back in grad school, then padded to my work desk and dug out the binder.

My hands trembled as I dragged it onto the bed, the old comforter bunched around my knees. I flipped it open, and a Rorschach of memories spilled out: sharpies and blue ballpoint, wrinkled notebook margins, post-it notes that had wilted with the years.

Some of the earliest entries were almost innocent, awkward attempts at flirting from boys too young to know better. But as I paged forward, the notes sharpened. The language turned raw, filthy. The drawings grew more explicit, each new year’s crop outdoing the last. They drew me with breasts like torpedoes, ass like a comic book blowup doll, legs that went on forever and always ended in six-inch heels. Sometimes they drew themselves with me, always bigger, darker, harder than reality could ever grant.

Tonight, I studied the latest additions with clinical interest. “Miss S thicc as fuck,” one said in black sharpie, followed by a phone number and the dare, “bet you won’t text.” On the next page, a crude cartoon: me, bent over the desk, my skirt hiked to my hips and a stick-figure man ramming me from behind, his tongue sticking out, a jagged heart between his legs. The caption read: “Afterskool snack.”

My cheeks flamed, but I didn’t turn away. I stripped off my leggings and underwear in one quick motion, leaving my blouse half-buttoned as a token of modesty, and propped the binder open in my lap. The clit-sucker was already charging on my nightstand, the little rose-petal silicone hood glinting under the lamplight. I pressed the power button, and it woke with a low, greedy hum.

I slid back against the headboard, legs splayed wide, and thumbed through the pages with my free hand. Each note was a dare: “I wanna pound them cheeks til you beg.” “Bet you taste like candy.” “If you were my girl I’d never let you sleep.” Some of them were signed, others anonymous. I didn’t care about the names. I cared about the want, the dangerous thrill of being seen and desired in a way no faculty handbook would ever permit.

The toy found its place with practiced ease. The first gentle pulse made me gasp, the clit already swollen and needy. I circled the hood, teasing myself, and let my eyes wander to the most recent drawing—a perfect, exaggerated replica of me, skirt ripped and pussy exposed, a cartoon tongue lapping at the pink V. The detail made me squirm: they’d drawn a little drop, a glossy bead of arousal, right at the center.

I imagined Cleo’s voice, all velvet and dirt, whispering just for me. The memory of his hand on my thigh was almost hot enough to burn. I pictured him on his knees, his tongue flicking up the length of my slit, greedy and relentless. I wondered if he’d go slow at first, savoring it, or if he’d just bury his face in me, eating like he’d die without it.

The toy ramped up, and so did the pressure inside me. I thought of the way he’d licked his fingers in front of me, eyes never leaving my own. I imagined him pulling my panties aside, splitting me open with a long, thin tongue, saying my name in that drawl that made every vowel a promise.

I turned the toy higher, grinding into the suction, and arched my hips. The smell of my need filled the room, sharp and musky, sweat pooling at the small of my back. I barely even noticed when I started moaning, soft at first, then desperate.

The binder rattled on my knees as I came. The first orgasm hit with a body-shocking jolt, my toes curling, the toy glued to my clit as I gasped and dug my nails into the comforter. I barely had time to recover before the second wave crashed over me, stronger, meaner, riding the echo of every dirty note and every filthy promise made in blue pen and gold tooth.

I collapsed back, still shaking, the toy humming between my legs. I only half realized I was whispering out loud, the words bubbling up from somewhere deep and animal:

“Eating ain’t cheating… eating ain’t cheating… eating ain’t—oh fuck—”

When it was finally over, I let the toy roll out of my hand, landing with a sticky thunk on the sheets. My legs trembled, my heart hammering in my chest. I let the binder fall shut, the laminated pages shining with the reflection of the bedside lamp.

For a long time, I just lay there, sweat drying on my skin, the sour-sweet scent of orgasm thick in the air. In the haze of afterglow, the guilt didn’t matter. Only the hunger did.

I knew I’d have to face Cleo again in less than twelve hours. I also knew, deep down, that I wanted him to do it all over again.

I locked the binder back in its hiding spot, slipped into a fresh pair of panties, and drifted into the first untroubled sleep I’d had all week.

***

I arrived at Room 213 fifteen minutes before the first bell, the halls still heavy with that special brand of pre-class apathy. My pulse thudded in my wrists as I slipped the key into the door, knuckles white. I told myself it was just nerves, just the normal anxiety of a Monday and a double-length lecture, but I knew better. I’d worn the skirt again—different color, but same cut, same scandalous length—and the memory of what Cleo had done to me last week was already crawling up the inside of my thighs.

The lights buzzed overhead, a high, electric whine that set my teeth on edge. I ran my fingers down the roll sheet, willing my breathing to slow, and tried not to look at the exact seat in the front row where he always sat.

The first students trickled in, noisy and loose. I did the obligatory “good morning” nod, the fake-professor smile, even though I could feel the temperature in the room go up a degree with every pair of eyes that looked at my legs. I busied myself at the whiteboard, writing out the day’s warmup problem, but my focus was a shambles.

Then, at 8:58, he walked in.

Cleo always moved like he owned the room, long and deliberate, his shorts sagging low. Today, he wore a black bomber over his usual white tank, gold chain glinting at the base of his throat. He caught my eye immediately and gave me a smile so wide I nearly dropped the marker right then. He took his usual seat, spread his knees, and leaned back, arms folded behind his head. I made the mistake of meeting his gaze; it hit me in the gut like a punch.

“Morning, Miss Smith,” he said, low, just for me. “You looking real nice today.”

I turned away, fighting the blush. “Settle in, everyone. Quiz starts in three minutes.”

Cleo just grinned and pulled out a pen. I watched him write his name in huge block letters at the top of his paper, licking the tip of the pen before every answer. He never broke eye contact, not even when I pretended to shuffle through my lesson notes.

The quiz took twenty minutes, but every second was agony. Cleo finished first, as usual, and flipped his paper on the desk, arms crossed and watching me. His gaze was so heavy I almost lost track of what I was saying when I called “Time.” I collected the papers, his on top, and tried not to let my fingers brush his. I failed.

“Good work,” I muttered, but he just smirked, gold tooth flashing.

The lesson began, and I did my best to focus on polynomials. But Cleo never looked away. Whenever I called on him, he answered with perfect confidence, sometimes even correcting my own slips before I caught them. I felt my pulse spike every time he said “Miss Smith,” dragging out the vowels like he was tasting them.

Halfway through, I caught him watching my legs again. He licked his lips, slow and deliberate. The classroom faded around me, and all I could think about was how those lips had looked wrapped around his fingers, the way he’d tasted my wetness and said I was sweet.

I snapped back to reality when my voice cracked mid-equation. A few students snickered; I tried to play it off, but my face burned. Then I dropped the dry-erase marker, and it rolled under the desk. I bent to retrieve it, hyperaware of the way my skirt climbed up the back of my thighs. Cleo let out a low whistle—just loud enough for me to hear, just quiet enough that I couldn’t call him on it.

By the end of class, I was sweating through my blouse.

When the bell rang, I stacked the papers, cleared the board, and pretended to reorganize the day’s lesson while the room emptied. A few girls lingered near the door, gossiping and giggling, but Cleo made no move to leave. He just watched, chin propped on his hand, until the last body filtered out.

The click of the classroom door echoed like a shot. I looked up - and Cleo was on his feet, moving toward me with that loose, predatory confidence I’d seen before.

He stopped just shy of the desk, eyes raking up and down my body. “You been thinking about me, teach?” he said, and this time his voice was dark velvet, cocky but also hungry.

I gripped the edge of the desk, fingers bone-white. “This isn’t appropriate, Cleo,” I said, the words hollow.

He leaned in, both palms on the desk, his chest almost brushing me. “You sure about that?” His breath was warm and sweet, like cheap gum and summer.

I tried to move away, but he blocked me in. The gap between us was maybe three inches, and every cell in my body was screaming for him to close it.

“We can’t—” I started, but my voice was already gone.

He reached out, slow and deliberate, and tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear. His hand lingered on my neck, thumb stroking the spot where my pulse hammered out of control.

“You ain’t gotta say yes,” he whispered. “Just don’t say no.”

I wanted to fight. I wanted to run. But when he pressed his lips to my throat, I melted.

He drew back, gold tooth shining. “I knew you wanted this,” he said, soft. “You wore that skirt for me.”

I should’ve told him off. I should’ve sent him to the Dean, or called campus security, or done literally anything else. But I didn’t.

Instead, I just stared up at him, heart in my throat, and let myself fall.

***

The second his lips hit my throat, my knees turned to water. Cleo’s hands were massive, rough from basketball and life, and when he grabbed my hips, he lifted me like I weighed nothing. My skirt rode up and my ass hit the desk with a hollow thunk, my bare legs feeling the cold surface. The shock of it made me gasp, which only made his smile get wider, hungrier.

His his hands were on my thighs, pushing my knees apart until I had no choice but to let him in. My skirt bunched at my hips; I felt the rush of cool air on my panties and, Christ, they were already soaked.

Cleo ran his palms up the inside of my thighs, slow as sin, his fingers splaying wide so every part of me felt owned. He leaned in close enough to whisper, “Damn, you ready for me, teach?” His breath was sweet with mint and whatever cheap energy drink he favored, but underneath was the unmistakable tang of male sweat.

I tried, for one last, futile second, to play the role of authority. “Cleo, we can’t — I’m married—” It came out as a whimper, not even close to convincing.

He chuckled, deep and low, and pressed his forehead to mine. “Eating ain’t cheating,” he murmured, and then he was on his knees, pushing my thighs higher, bending my body to his will.

I clutched the edge of the desk, white-knuckled. The first touch of his tongue through the thin cotton made me arch, a flash of lightning that snapped every thought in my head. He teased me, slow at first, flattening his tongue and lapping up the seam, then flicking fast little darts at my clit. I felt myself dripping; the wet growing until my panties clung transparent to every fold.

He pulled back just long enough to admire his handiwork, then hooked his thumbs under the elastic and yanked my underwear down. The fabric caught at my knees. The cold air on my bare pussy made me shiver, but his mouth was there instantly, devouring me.

He worked me like he was starving. Tongue everywhere—inside me, around me, up and down the whole slick mess. I’d never been eaten like this, never. The men I’d been with, Craig included, treated oral like a favor to be repaid. Cleo ate like it was a sport, like he needed to make me lose control, make me beg. My hands flew to his head, burying in his short dreads, and I held him there, grinding into his mouth like I was desperate.

The sounds were obscene: wet slurps, the snap of gum, the creak of the desk as I rocked harder into his face. The whole time, he kept his eyes on me—dark, burning, amused at how fast I’d gone from teacher to needy wreck.

“Oh fuck, oh god, Cleo—” I tried to keep my voice down, but it bounced off the cinderblock walls, every moan echoing. I clapped a hand over my mouth, but it only made him work harder.

He brought his thumb up and circled my clit as he tongue-fucked me, and I came so hard I nearly blacked out. My whole body locked, legs shaking, toes curling so hard my shoe fell off. I felt myself gush, wetness spilling down my thighs, and Cleo just grinned into it, licking up every drop.

I thought I was done. I thought, maybe, he’d be satisfied with that. But he kept going, relentless, barely giving me a second to breathe before he started up again. The second orgasm ripped through me so violently I nearly screamed. I had to bite down on the sleeve of my blouse to keep from crying out. My mascara ran; sweat poured down my chest.

When I finally sagged back, spent and boneless, Cleo stood up. His face was glossy with my juices, and he wiped his mouth on the back of his hand with a kind of pride that made my stomach twist. He tucked in his shirt and leaned in so close our noses almost touched.

“See you next week, Miss Smith,” he said, voice soft and lethal. “You keep that pussy ready for me, yeah?”

I should’ve been furious, should’ve thrown him out or called the cops, or something. Instead, all I could do was nod, lips trembling. He gave me one last slow grin and sauntered to the door.

He stopped with his hand on the knob. “Don’t worry, teach,” he said, that gold tooth flashing. “President Lincoln won’t ever find out. I got you.”

He left, closing the door with a quiet click.

I sat there, skirt hiked, panties still at my knees, the air thick with the smell of sex and marker and sanitizer. My pulse thundered in my ears. My legs wouldn’t stop shaking. There was no way to pretend this hadn’t happened, no way to undo it. I nearly came again when I realized I had submitted to my first black man in my classroom. I glanced at my wedding ring, not ashamed at my infidelity, but overcome with the thrill of what had happened. Besides, eatin ain’t cheatin .

When Cleo’s words about the president not finding out sunk in, my stomach clenched.

I was his now, and we both knew it.


Chapter 4 - All the Way

I pretended to be absorbed in the day’s lesson as the end-of-class bell sent a minor stampede through Room 213. The usual suspects—Lavender Hair, TikTok Girl, the track twins—bolted for the door, high-fiving and shrieking about some cafeteria drama. The boys, always less subtle, dragged their feet so they could ogle me one last time as they passed. I caught one of them holding his phone at thigh level, camera “accidentally” pointed in my direction.

I let the chaos roll over me, straightening the stack of handouts, pretending not to notice the way my hands shook as I smoothed each page. It felt like the room vibrated with aftershocks from last week’s insanity, but maybe that was just me.

Cleo didn’t hurry. Instead, he slouched in his seat, fiddling with his phone, then with the zipper on his backpack, as the rest of the class evaporated. Even when the hall noise faded, he kept his eyes on me, unreadable, like a tiger waiting for the right moment to pounce.

I could feel him staring. My skin prickled with it.

When the room finally emptied, Cleo packed his things with deliberate slowness, letting the silence stretch. The clock ticked overhead, loud as a metronome.

“You need something, Cleo?” I tried to make my voice neutral, maybe a little bored, but it sounded thin to my own ears.

He looked up, slow and sly, his gold tooth flashing. “Just got a question, Miss Smith,” he said. He always used my full name, even though everyone else shortened it to “Miss S.” “About the homework.”

“You can email me if you need clarification.” I started shuffling the whiteboard markers, one after another, an excuse to keep my hands busy. I knew what was about to happen, but still tried to pretend it wouldn’t, although my panties were already wet, anticipating Cleo’s tongue.

He set his backpack on the floor next to my desk and leaned in, both elbows braced like he was settling in for a long talk. “You know I like to do things face-to-face,” he said, and even though he was grinning, the words sent a pulse straight to my stomach.

I crossed my arms, tried to stare him down. “What’s your question, Cleo?”

He stood, stretching, and sauntered up the steps toward the lectern. I could smell him before I saw him—some kind of synthetic sweetness, maybe Axe, layered over sweat and cheap laundry detergent. He planted himself in front of the lectern, body blocking the door, and dropped his voice to a murmur.

“Thought we might talk about last Friday.”

My heart stuttered. “There’s nothing to talk about.” My eyes flicked to the door—still closed, thank God—but I could see the shadow of a maintenance cart parked just outside the window. I moved to my desk.

Cleo followed, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to keep eye contact. “I think you been thinking about it all weekend,” he said. “Bet you couldn’t even sleep.”

I tried to laugh it off, but it came out as a cough. “That’s not appropriate, Cleo.”

He smirked. “You didn’t seem to mind when I had my face in your pussy, teach.”

My knees nearly buckled. “That was a mistake. It can’t happen again.” Even as I said it, my body rebelled—heat pooling low, thighs pressing tight. I was so aware of the space between us, the way he filled it.

He shrugged. “Bet you say that to all the boys who eat you out like that.” His eyes dipped, took a slow tour of my body, then landed back on my face.

I hated the way I blushed. Hated that I couldn’t muster a decent comeback, that he always made me feel fifteen years old and not in a good way.

Cleo glanced at the window, then at the door. “Ain’t nobody coming,” he said. He stepped in, now so close I could smell the salt on his skin. “Unless you want them to.”

My voice was barely above a whisper. “You need to go, Cleo.”

He cocked his head, studying me. “Say it like you mean it.”

I opened my mouth, but the words stuck. Instead, my traitor body did the talking: I stumbled back, bumping into the edge of the teacher’s desk, and he followed, crowding me in. I pressed my palms against the wood, bracing for impact.

He leaned in, lips nearly brushing my ear. “You keep wearing these skirts, teach,” he said, “makes me think you want me to look.”

I swallowed hard, tried to summon some righteous anger, but all I managed was, “You’re out of line.”

He grinned, close enough that his breath ghosted over my neck. “You want to see something really outta line?”

Before I could answer, he hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his shorts and dropped them just enough to free himself. There was no warning, no buildup—just a flash of skin, and then his cock was out, thick and long and somehow already growing hard.

He wasn’t exaggerating. I’d seen the rumors drawn on bathroom stalls, heard the girls giggle in the halls. “Cleo packing a pipe,” they said. “Bet he split her open.” I always thought it was bluster, high school locker-room legend, but now it was there, real and inches from my face.

It hung, long, thin and veiny, the head swollen and purple and glistening at the tip. He gave it a lazy stroke, like he was showing off. It was unbelievably long, and the tip looked like it didn’t belong - a mushroom about to explode.

I stared, unable to stop myself. I had never, not even once in my whole vanilla-married life, seen a cock like that in person. It was beautiful and obscene and so impossibly big I felt a shudder of fear and curiosity all at once.

He caught me looking, and his gold tooth flashed again. “You like what you see, teach?”

I shook my head, but my eyes wouldn’t obey. I was hot all over, skin prickling, thighs slick with shame and want.

“This ain’t cheating, neither,” he said. “Unless you wanna.”

He stepped in, cock jutting from his boxers, and I felt the heat of it brush my thigh. The classroom lights buzzed overhead; the clock ticked; and somewhere, a janitor’s radio played static and Top 40. But all I could hear was the rush of my breathing and the thump of my heart, loud as a drum.

I knew this was it, the point of no return.

He leaned in again, voice low and raw. “All you gotta do is say yes.”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to walk out, slam the door, call campus security or Craig or God. But I didn’t.

Instead, I just stood there, frozen, as Cleo’s hand closed around my wrist and pulled me gently but firmly against him. The head of his cock pressed against the soft curve above my knee, leaving a wet smear on my skin.

“You want it, don’t you?” he whispered.

I nodded, because I couldn’t speak.

He smiled, slow and wicked. “I knew you was a freak.”

My whole body shook as I reached down, almost on autopilot, and wrapped my fingers around him. The skin was hot, velvet over steel, and I felt him twitch in my grasp.

“Yeah,” he said, eyes half-lidded. “Grip it. You ain’t gonna break it.”

I stroked him, just once, and the power surge was like a jolt of electricity. I was dizzy with it, wild and reckless and more alive than I’d felt in years.

He let me play for a minute, then took my chin in his hand and made me look up at him. “You ready for it, Miss Smith?” he asked.

I nodded again, this time with a little more certainty. If I didn’t use words, would it make me any less guilty?

He laughed, soft and mean, then stepped back just enough to give himself room to maneuver. “Climb up,” he said, patting the edge of the desk.

I hesitated, glancing again at the door, the windows, anywhere but him.

“You scared?” he teased.

“No,” I lied.

He pulled me forward, gentle but relentless, and helped me up. As he grasped my ass under my skirt to lift me, the skirt rode high on my thighs, exposing my panties, already damp.

He lined himself up, the head of his cock brushing the edge of my underwear, and paused.

“This what you been thinking about?” he asked, voice soft but urgent.

I didn’t trust myself to answer. I just bit my lip and spread my knees, giving him permission.

His eyes never left mine. “You’re gonna remember this, teach,” he said. “I promise.”

The tip of his cock pressed against the wet spot on my panties, and I moaned, a soft animal sound that startled even me.

Cleo grinned wider, and I watched as he took himself in hand and dragged the head along the soaked fabric, slow and teasing. “You so wet for me, Miss Smith. You dirty.”

The words made me throb, made me want to open wider and take him inside, consequences be damned.

He leaned in, so close I could taste his breath, and whispered, “You want it raw, or you want me to wrap it up?”

I opened my mouth to say “wrap,” but what came out was, “raw.”

He laughed, a rich, rolling sound, and slid my panties aside, exposing me completely. “That’s what I thought,” he said.

I felt the head of his cock nudge my opening, and my whole body clenched with anticipation.

“Don’t worry, teach,” he said, voice softer now. “I’ll go slow.”

But even as he said it, I knew I didn’t want it slow. I wanted reckless, dangerous, all-in. I wanted him to ruin me.

And that’s exactly what he did.

***

He didn’t slide right in, not at first. Instead, Cleo paused, the swollen head of his cock pressed against my opening, so hot and real it made my whole body tense. For a long, feverish moment, we just hovered there—me perched on the edge of my desk, skirt bunched at my hips, panties tugged violently aside; him, towering over me, sweat beading on his forehead, cock slick and twitching and almost frightening in its size.

“Relax, teach,” he said, voice low. “Gonna take care of you.”

Then, I watched and felt him push, the huge mushroom cock head splitting me open inch by excruciating inch.

I gasped, voice barely a whisper. “I—Jesus, Cleo—”

“Shh,” he said, but didn’t slow down. “You good. Just breathe.”

I tried, but all the air got stuck somewhere between my chest and my knees. As I felt his cock head pop into me. My brain shorted as I processed I had a black man’s cock inside of me!

“Too much?” he asked, and the bastard actually sounded concerned.

I shook my head, even as my vision went white for a second. “Don’t stop,” I said, and the words sounded desperate, wrong, but absolutely true.

“See?” He grinned, gold tooth flashing. “Told you you wanted it.”

He slid in deeper, inch by careful inch, and every nerve in my body lit up. I felt the burn and stretch, the obscene fullness, the way my pussy clenched around him like I was trying to keep him inside forever.

He bottomed out with a groan, hips flush against me. I could feel his balls slap the edge of the desk, a low, primal rhythm. For a second, neither of us moved. I just stared at him, at the sweat pooling on his collarbone, at the raw hunger in his eyes.

I tried to collect myself, to summon any last scrap of dignity, but all I could manage was, “This is crazy.”

He laughed, deep in his chest. “You love it, Miss Smith. You love getting fucked by a guy half your age.”

I hated him for being right.

He started moving, slow and deliberate, pulling almost all the way out and then pushing back in with a wet, hungry squelch. The friction was insane—each thrust scraped along nerves I didn’t even know I had. The desk rocked with our rhythm, the old wood groaning under our combined weight. A plastic cup of pens rattled and rolled off the edge, scattering ballpoints across the linoleum.

Cleo’s hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into the flesh so hard I knew there’d be bruises tomorrow. He set the pace, fast and then slow, keeping me off balance, never letting me get used to his size. Now and then, he’d lean in and suck at my neck, leaving little marks that would be impossible to hide.

“You like that big black dick, teach?” he said, voice low but so clear I knew he wanted me to hear every word.

I should have said no, should have told him to stop, to get out, to never speak of this again. But all I could do was moan, high and animal and totally out of control.

He fucked me like he owned me, like I was his favorite toy. Every thrust made me lightheaded, my body shuddering against the desk. The heat and pressure built with each stroke until I was sure I’d split in two. I clutched his shoulders, nails digging red half-moons into his skin.

I tried to keep my voice down, but it was useless. Every time he buried himself inside me, a new moan broke loose, louder than the last.

He reached up, thumb rubbing my clit in rough, perfect circles, and I nearly lost it.

“Look at you,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “So fuckin’ wet. Didn’t think old ladies could get this wet.”

“I’m not old,” I managed, voice cracking. I grabbed at his chest, needing something to anchor me.

He just grinned and fucked me harder, every thrust slamming my ass against the edge of the desk.

“You ever take it like this before?” he said, taunting.

“No,” I admitted, and the shame of it—of being so completely dominated by a student, by a kid who probably still lived with his mom—just made it hotter.

He pulled my legs up, draping them over his shoulders, folding me in half so he could get even deeper. I cried out; the sound echoing off the cinderblock walls. I was so close to coming, I could barely see straight. I was pinned and totally under his control. I needed him to fuck me so bad but couldn’t do anything.

“You gonna come for me, teach?” he said, voice a growl.

I nodded, tears stinging my eyes. “Yes, oh god, yes—”

He pounded into me, relentless, and I felt the orgasm rip through me like a bullet. I clenched around him, spasming so hard I nearly bit through my lip. The desk creaked and groaned, the smell of sex and sweat and marker filling the air.

He kept fucking me through it, never letting up, his cock slick and pulsing inside me. When the aftershocks faded, I slumped back, every muscle gone to jelly.

Cleo leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Told you I’d make you scream.”

I wanted to slap him, to tell him to shut up, but all I could do was whimper and nod.

He didn’t stop. He slowed down, rolling his hips in slow, deep thrusts, letting me feel every inch of him.

“You want more?” he whispered.

I did. God help me, I wanted more.

“Yes,” I said, this time with no hesitation at all.

He grinned, leaned in, and started up again, faster and harder than before. The wet, obscene slap of flesh on flesh filled the room. My second orgasm built fast, sneaking up on me. I clung to his shoulders, riding it out as he fucked me straight through the next wave.

This time, I didn’t even try to stay quiet. I screamed, loud and raw and uncaring. I was a mess—hair wild, face flushed, sweat pooling in the hollow of my collarbone.

Cleo loved it. He loved breaking me down, loved knowing that I wanted him so badly I didn’t care about anything else.

“You a nasty bitch, Miss Smith,” he said, and I almost laughed, because it was true.

He pistoned into me, the desk rocking so hard I thought we’d break it. My vision blurred, sweat dripping into my eyes. I was close to blacking out when he finally slowed, cock pulsing, and groaned.

“Where you want it?” he said, voice tight.

I didn’t even think. “Inside,” I said, and the word felt like the filthiest thing I’d ever done. If I was going to do this, it had to be all the way. I wanted to be filled with a black man’s cum.

He came with a shudder, cock jerking inside me, filling me with heat. I felt it spill out, dripping down my thighs and pooling on the wood.

For a long, long moment, we just stayed like that, bodies tangled, hearts pounding, the afterglow washing over us.

Then Cleo pulled out, tucking himself away with a cocky grin.

“You a great teacher, Miss Smith,” he said, and patted my thigh.

I tried to collect myself, to find some way to salvage my dignity, but I was ruined. Completely, utterly ruined.

As I watched him saunter out, I realized: I didn’t want to be saved.

***

He left me there, legs splayed on the desk, skirt hiked around my waist, the faint ache of his cock still stretching me wide open. For a minute, I couldn’t even move. My body was a trembling, jelly-limbed mess, sweat cooling on my back, the scent of sex and marker and something uniquely him hanging heavy in the air.

When I finally sat up, I could feel his cum leaking out of me, a warm, viscous trickle down the inside of my thigh. I should’ve been horrified—should’ve run to the bathroom, scrubbed away every trace—but I just sat there, watching it drip onto the dusty wood, pooling in the groove where students had carved their names over the decades.

For a while, I stared at the scatter of pens and the ancient, battered calculator knocked to the floor by the violence of what we’d done. My hands shook as I gathered everything up, shoving it into the battered tote I used for lesson plans. Every movement was fuzzy, dreamlike, as if I’d stepped into someone else’s life and couldn’t remember how to act.

But it was me. It was all me.

I used a wad of paper towels to dab at the mess between my legs, every swipe a reminder of what I’d let happen, of what I’d wanted. There was more cum than I expected, thick and white and somehow both alien and completely familiar. It clung to my skin, soaked the crotch of my panties, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to get rid of the smell on the desk for days.

As I hiked my underwear back up and straightened my skirt, the humiliation finally caught up to me, sharp and electric. I half-expected the janitor to walk in, or worse, the Dean, to see me red-faced and disheveled, pussy leaking and lips bitten raw. My hands fluttered over the hem, smoothing, tugging, desperate for any illusion of normalcy.

But underneath the shame was a burn of pride, fierce and savage: I’d done it. I’d crossed the line, obliterated it, and it hadn’t killed me. It had made me feel more alive than anything in years.

I left the classroom in a daze, the hallway bright and echoing after the fever-dream darkness of what we’d done. I felt like I was branded a whore, that it was evident to everyone who looked at me. A few students milled around, but none looked up, none cared. I was invisible again, just another teacher rushing to her next obligation. I clung to the anonymity, cradling it like a secret.

The drive home was a blur, every red light a miniature eternity. I kept replaying the moment—the sound of Cleo’s voice as he called me a nasty bitch, the way his cock had filled me, the slick, messy aftermath. My thighs pressed tight together on the seat, trapping the evidence, the wet spot blooming beneath me with each mile.

I caught myself at a stoplight, hand buried between my legs, fingers pressing into the hot, sticky mess he’d left inside me. I was still wet, still clenching, desperate for more. The car behind me honked, but I didn’t even look up. My other hand gripped the steering wheel, knuckles bone-white.

When I finally pulled into the driveway, I knew I had hours before I’d have to put on my wife face and pretend nothing had changed.

I stumbled into the kitchen, half-drunk on adrenaline, half-crazy with the need to finish what Cleo had started. I barely made it to the bedroom before the trembling in my knees gave out. I collapsed onto the bed, yanked down my ruined panties, and touched myself with a violence I’d never dared before.

My fingers slid through the flood he’d left, and I came in seconds, back arching, mouth pressed into the pillow to stifle the scream. I wanted it loud, wanted the entire world to know, but I bit down instead, letting the ache and the rush tear through me until I was spent.

After, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, the afterglow buzzing through every cell. The shame didn’t hurt anymore. It felt good, like a badge of honor.

I thought of Cleo’s last words: “You a great teacher, Miss Smith.”

And maybe I was. Maybe I was teaching myself, too—what it meant to want, what it meant to risk everything for something real.

As the sun set and the house grew quiet, I thought about Wednesday’s class. I wondered if I’d have the nerve to open my legs for him again, to let him do whatever he wanted, to keep being the kind of woman who said yes to her own hunger.

And I knew, without question, that I would.

I was his now, and I never wanted to be saved.


Chapter 5 - Confirmed

Wednesday dawned long after I was already awake, thinking about the day’s class. I was thinking about how to get through the class, with Cleo watching me, knowing that he’d been inside me. I’d had a few dreams, or nightmares, where Cleo asked a question and I responded, “Come up here and show the class how you work me.” The girls in the back had tittered, and the other boys had lined up to be next.

I was downstairs, dressed, finishing my coffee when Craig came downstairs. “Hey! Better get ready to go.” He kissed my cheek on the way to the coffee machine. “Ready to open your brain and share all those smarts with the kids?”

I thought to myself, I’m ready to open my legs and share my pussy . Instead, I just said, “I want to get in early to get a space in the lot.”

As Craig settled in a seat across the table, poking at his phone, I let myself imagine Cleo’s hands, his tongue, the heavy thump of his body between my thighs, then forced the thought away. There was a limit, even to my appetite for humiliation. I thought I’d feel shame or embarrassment whenever I saw my husband, instead I felt a thrill at knowing I was cheating - cheating with a black man - unprotected, standing in our home with his cum inside of me. I could feel myself growing aroused at the thoughts, and headed upstairs to finish dressing.

I pulled out the skirt that I wore for Cleo, shorter than usual, showing off my legs a bit more. I was actually looking forward to the catcalls and rude comments from the male students.

But when I reached for my panties, I stopped. My hand hovered over the top drawer, then pulled back. I could almost hear Cleo’s voice in my head: “You stay ready for black dick, teach.” I felt my face burn, and then, without letting myself think about it, I shut the drawer and pulled on the skirt bare.

Every step down the hallway, every time the fabric slid over my skin, I felt exposed. I told myself it was a feminist statement, a tiny act of rebellion against the world that kept trying to shrink me into “appropriate” and “respectable.” I told myself I was doing it for me.

But I knew, deep down, who I was really doing it for.

I made my way to Room 213 with the same old routine—coffee in one hand, roll sheet in the other—but inside, every nerve buzzed with anticipation. The skirt clung to my thighs with every step, and I could already feel a dampness gathering, the fabric catching where it shouldn’t. I set up the day’s lesson, hands moving automatically, brain running a completely different program in the background.

When I sat at my desk, my eyes kept wandering to the spot where Cleo fucked me, expecting to see the pool of semen from the last encounter. Before anyone entered the classroom, I ducked my head close to see if I could smell the sex. When I couldn’t, I smiled to myself, “ We’ll have to try harder next time. ”

The students filtered in, more subdued than usual. A few whispered and giggled as they saw me, but most just slumped into their seats, eyes glazed from whatever passed for sleep the night before. I could see the girls in the back doing their usual social media roll call—TikTok, Snapchat, rapid-fire swipes and silent laughter—but even they seemed to keep glancing at me, then at each other, then back again.

The boys in front, meanwhile, barely tried to hide their stares. Every time I turned to the board, I felt a dozen pairs of eyes tracing the curve of my ass, the line of my legs. Rather than feeling embarrassed and imagining calling security, I imagined their hands on me as I bent over the desk, letting them do what Cleo had.

Cleo was last minute, as always. He strutted in one minute before the bell, a slow-motion entrance like he was the main act in his own private music video. He wore the same shorts as last week, sagging low, and a jersey with someone’s name I didn’t recognize. His gold chain caught the light; his gold tooth caught my attention and wouldn’t let go.

“Morning, Miss Smith,” he said, voice stretched out and lazy, like he’d just rolled out of bed.

“Thank you for joining us, Cleo,” I replied, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice.

He just grinned, flopped into the seat closest to my desk, and spread his legs wide. He didn’t bother opening his notebook.

I launched into the lesson, voice rising and falling with the practiced cadence of someone who’d done this a thousand times. I paced the aisle, wrote equations on the board, called on the usual suspects. But I could feel Cleo watching me, every second, his gaze like a physical touch on my skin.

When I called on him to solve a problem, he didn’t even look at the whiteboard. “X equals negative four,” he said, voice flat, eyes locked on my face.

“That’s correct,” I replied, but I felt a rush of heat at the word “equals.” My mind spun out: equals, equal, level, matched. Was I his equal? Was I just a thing to be taken, a hole to be filled?

The rest of the class was a blur. I snapped at the girls in the back when they laughed too loud, then instantly regretted it. I stumbled over my own words twice, lost my place in the lesson once, and knocked a stack of tests to the floor near the end of the period. Cleo was the only one who didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he just didn’t care.

When the bell rang, the usual herd stampeded for the door. I collected the attendance sheets, feeling the thrum in my veins get louder with every passing second. I waited until the room was empty, then closed the door, making sure it clicked. I reached up and pulled down the old, yellowed window shade, blocking the view from the hall.

I turned around, and Cleo was already on his feet.

He said nothing at first. He just stood there, one hand on the edge of my desk, the other hanging loose by his side. The classroom felt huge and echoing, the silence thick with what was about to happen.

“You been thinking about me, teach?” he said, voice soft and dangerous.

I wanted to say no, wanted to make some joke, but I couldn’t.

He saw right through it. “Bet you wore that skirt for me.” He moved closer, slow and unhurried, until he was just a step away. “Bet you ain’t got shit on under it, either.”

He looked at me, waiting for a reaction. I stared back, trying to hold my ground, but my body betrayed me—cheeks burning, thighs pressed together, heart hammering so hard it was probably visible.

He smiled, then reached out and cupped my face with one massive hand. The gesture was oddly gentle, and for a second I thought he might just kiss me, the way normal boys did.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he moved fast, hooking an arm around my waist and pulling me in until my back hit the edge of the desk. I gasped, the sound loud in the empty room.

“You shaking, Miss Smith?” he said, and I could feel the laugh in his chest.

“I—” I started, but then his mouth was on mine, hard and hungry, teeth scraping my lip until I gasped again. His hands slid down, dragging the fabric of my blouse loose, then lower, to the curve of my ass. He squeezed, rough and proprietary, and then slid his palm under my skirt and up to the back of my thigh.

He hit bare skin and stopped.

“Damn,” he said, voice almost awed. “You came ready for me.”

I didn’t answer, didn’t have to. The heat in his eyes was answer enough.

He pushed the skirt higher, exposing me completely. I felt the cool air on my skin, felt the rush of blood and wetness already pooling between my legs. He ran his fingers up the inside of my thigh, slowly, like he was savoring every inch. When he touched me, just once, I nearly buckled.

“You so wet for me, Miss Smith,” he said, voice low and almost sweet. “No panties, ready for action. You a nasty bitch, aren’t you?”

This time, I nodded, because it was true.

He didn’t waste time. He lifted me onto the desk, my skirt bunched up at my waist, my legs dangling off the edge. He pushed my knees apart, using his own body to hold them there, then unzipped his shorts and let them fall. His cock sprang free, hard and dark and thicker than I remembered. It bobbed up, heavy, the head already glistening.

He stroked himself once, eyes never leaving mine. “You want this, teach?”

I nodded again, this time with less shame.

He lined himself up, the tip just barely touching my opening, then pushed in, slow and careful at first. The stretch burned, but it was a good burn, an exquisite burn, and I let out a long, shuddering breath as he filled me.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, unable to help myself.

He started slowly, rocking his hips in tiny circles, letting me get used to the size. The desk rattled under us, a chorus of pen clicks and wood creaks echoing through the empty room. He bent down, kissing my neck, biting at the skin just above my collar. One hand gripped my waist, the other slid up under my blouse, finding the swell of my breast through the thin bra.

“Tell me what you want, Miss Smith,” he said, voice barely above a growl.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, and the words came out strangled, but real.

He laughed, delighted. “Say it louder.”

“Fuck me,” I said, voice shaking. “I want your cock in me.”

He pulled back and drove in harder, the slap of skin on skin echoing. “You like black dick, huh? Bet your husband never gave it to you like this.”

I should have told him to stop. Should have told him to shut up. Instead, I grabbed his shoulders and pulled him closer, desperate for more.

He picked up the pace, fucking me harder, deeper. My head lolled back, eyes rolling. I felt the edge building, the spiral of pleasure winding tighter and tighter.

“You gonna come for me, teach?” he said, and I nodded, because I was already almost there.

He reached down, thumb finding my clit, rubbing it in fast, perfect circles. I shattered, orgasm hitting like a fist to the gut. I cried out, louder than I meant to, and the sound bounced off the walls and came back twice as loud.

He kept going, never slowing down, driving into me with animal ferocity. “Take it, you dirty bitch,” he said, and the words just made it better. My body shook, sweat beading under my blouse, my hair sticking to my face.

He fucked me through it, relentless. I felt him get close, the way his cock twitched inside me, and then he buried himself deep and groaned.

He pulled out, still hard, and wiped the head of his cock on my inner thigh, leaving a sticky trail. He reached for a handful of tissues from my desk, wiped himself off, then tucked back in and zipped up.

I lay there, legs dangling, skirt rucked up, blouse half-untucked, completely ruined.

He looked at me for a long moment, then grinned. “Damn, teach. Didn’t know you was such a freak for black dick.”

He leaned in, kissed me once, slowly and almost sweet, then shouldered his backpack and left.

I stayed on the desk, legs shaking, pussy throbbing, my scent filling the air.

For a long time, I just stared at the ceiling, listening to the echo of my own moans and the soft, impossible laughter that lingered after he was gone.

***

After that, my entire week revolved around the next time. Every commute, every faculty meeting, every night’s dinner with Craig was just a series of stalling tactics until I could get back to Room 213 and let Cleo tear down whatever professionalism I had left.

I updated my wardrobe, adding a few skirts that were shorter than my others, but with snaps that were quick to release.

I started counting the days, then the hours, then the minutes. I checked my phone during passing periods, heart leaping every time a notification buzzed. I got bolder, too—I wore one of the new skirts, and a blouse so thin I could see the faint outline of my areola when I bent toward the window. The lack of underwear had gone from a dare to a routine. I liked the feeling of risk, the knowledge that at any moment I could flash the entire class, and nobody would ever know unless I let them.

I even caught myself buying new lipstick, a bright red, signaling my status as a loose woman, a whore. I wore it for him.

Wednesday morning, I stood in the teacher’s lounge, sipping sludge-coffee and pretending to read the district memos. Two other teachers floated through—Mrs. McGowen from English, Coach Reese from P.E.—but I barely registered them. All I could think about was how soon I’d see Cleo, and what he might do if I let him.

The air in the classroom was staler than usual, the scent of old paper and lemon cleaner so thick it burned my nose. I opened a window to let in some of the street noise, but all it did was bring in an extra layer of exhaust and cigarettes. I propped myself on the edge of my desk, legs crossed, one heel bouncing against the cabinet. I watched the minute hand drag toward start time. Before anyone entered, I uncrossed my legs, even spreading them obscenely, imagining Cleo looking up my skirt at the pussy that was now his.

They came in, shuffling and grumbling, causing me to snap my legs shut and slide off the desk. Today, I didn’t even bother to do the “quiet down, everyone” routine. I just sat, roll sheet in hand, and let them settle on their own. My pulse didn’t slow until Cleo slipped through the door, his chain swinging, a bored, cocky tilt to his jaw. He sat in his usual seat, which now felt less like a student’s desk and more like a king’s throne.

I tried to teach, honestly. I made it through two sections of the lesson before I realized I was talking total nonsense—my brain so fried on what was coming that I’d swapped the distributive property for the associative. I could hear the girls in the back giggling about it, but even that didn’t faze me.

Every time I looked up from the board, Cleo was watching me. Sometimes he tapped his foot, or twirled his pen, or just stared, arms folded, that gold tooth glinting every time he smirked. I could feel the heat between us, so thick it made my blouse cling damp to my back.

The last bell was a mercy. The students bolted, eager for their own lives, and soon it was just me and Cleo. This time, I didn’t wait. I closed the door, turned the lock, and pulled the window shade down so hard it snapped against the glass.

He didn’t wait, either. He was out of his desk in two steps, heading for my desk. As I approached the desk, I unhooked my skirt, letting it fall to the floor, exposing my bare ass and pussy to him. Before I could even breathe, he spun me around and bent me over the teacher’s desk, pinning me with one palm.

“Damn, teach,” he said, running his hand over my bare ass. “You just live for this, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer, not in words. I just arched my back and pressed against his hand, the need in my body so strong it was almost painful.

He laughed, low and mean. “Look at you. Bent over like a little slut. You need it bad, huh?”

I nodded, cheek pressed to the cool laminate of the desk.

He unzipped himself, cock out and hard in seconds. He teased me with it, smacking the shaft against my ass, then the lips of my pussy. I could feel the wetness stringing between us, each tap more humiliating than the last.

He pushed in with no warning, bottoming out so deep I saw stars.

“Fuck,” I gasped, voice strangled.

He set a brutal rhythm, fucking me hard and fast. The desk skidded on the linoleum, squeaking with every thrust. I clawed at the far edge, desperate for something to hold on to.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he said, slamming into me. “Say it, Miss Smith.”

“Yours,” I gasped, the word torn from me.

He pulled out, then pushed back in, so deep I almost cried. “Say my name.”

“Cleo,” I sobbed, “it’s yours, it’s all yours.”

He slowed, just for a second, and leaned down so his chest was flush to my back, his mouth at my ear.

“Ready to take it in the ass, teach?”

I froze. “No,” I whispered, and my voice trembled.

He grinned, I could feel it, the way his lips curled against my ear. “You love it, you dirty slut.”

The statement hit me like a punch—terrified, but also giddy. I hesitated just a heartbeat too long.

He took the silence as consent.

He pulled out, hand pressing down on the small of my back. I heard him spit, the hot, slick sound of it hitting my skin. He smeared it over my asshole, then circled it with his thumb, pressing, teasing.

I whimpered, my legs shaking.

He went slowly at first, working the tip of his cock against the tight ring, then pushing in just a little. The burn was sharp and real, a pain that made my eyes water.

“Relax,” he said, almost gentle. “You got this.”

I tried. I really did. He worked it, back and forth, spit and pre-cum slicking the way. When the head finally popped in, I gasped so loud I thought I’d faint.

“Oh my god, Cleo—” I choked.

He laughed, the sound dark and delighted. “That’s it, Mrs. Smith. You take it like a fuckin’ champ.”

He pushed deeper, each inch an ache that bordered on agony. My body rebelled at first, clenching tight, but then—suddenly—it shifted. The pain melted into something else: a fullness, a pressure, a new pleasure I’d never even imagined.

He held my hips, steadying me, and started to move.

The sounds were obscene: the slick, wet slap of skin, the creak of the desk, my own gasps echoing in the empty room. He fucked my ass with the same reckless confidence he brought to everything, never letting up, never slowing down.

“You ever gonna let your husband fuck you like this?” he said, punctuating each word with a thrust.

“No,” I moaned, “never.”

He drove in harder, hands gripping so tight I knew I’d have bruises. “Bet he don’t know you a dirty little bitch for black dick.”

I shook my head, tears streaming. “No, he doesn’t.”

He reached around, found my pussy, and started rubbing. I jerked, the sensations overwhelming.

“You close?” he said, voice thick.

“Yes,” I gasped, “please—please—don’t stop.”

He worked my clit while fucking my ass, the double sensation sending me right over the edge. I came so hard I nearly collapsed, legs giving out, body spasming around him.

He came a second later, shuddering, cock pulsing as he filled me. I felt the heat, the fullness, the mess leaking out even before he pulled away.

He stepped back, zipped up, and watched as I slid off the desk, legs trembling.

I tried to stand, but he just laughed. “You ain’t going nowhere, Miss Smith. Not til you say thank you.”

I looked up, mascara running, mouth open and panting.

“Thank you,” I said, and I meant it.

He grinned, grabbed the hem of my skirt, and wiped himself off. “Same time next week,” he said, like it was already decided.

He walked out, king of the world, and left me there—fucked, ruined, and already aching for more.

I cleaned up, legs shaking, hands numb. The classroom still smelled like sex and sweat and maybe just a little of hope. I pulled on my skirt, straightened the shade, collected my things, and walked out into the hallway, a new lesson already taking shape in my mind.


Chapter 6 - Black Maled

The subject line said "Performance Review," but the body of the email made it sound more like an IRS audit. From: "President David Lincoln." To: "Cynthia Smith." No greeting, no warmup. Just a line about "concerns regarding recent classroom climate and boundaries," and a request—technically a command—for me to meet with him in the executive suite at noon. I read it three times in the flicker of my phone screen, pulse doubling, before shoving the device deep in my tote bag as if I could smother the message with granola bars and lesson plans.

The rest of the morning passed in a slurry of sweat and adrenaline. I wished I had known before I headed in. I now regretted my lack of underwear and selection of a short skirt. I remembered the interview - how President Lincoln had spent more time assessing my figure and ass than he did my resume. Perhaps I had worn the perfect outfit.

The admin corridor was nearly empty, the hush enforced by thick carpet and the kind of acoustical tile that eats sound for breakfast. Even the overhead lights felt subdued, filtered through smoked glass. I walked past a row of closed doors, each with a discreet brass nameplate, and caught the scent of expensive cologne wafting from the end of the hallway. Apparently there was no budget for teaching equipment, but no such frugality was used in the executive wing.

Lincoln’s door was ajar. The name plaque—Dr. David Lincoln, President—was polished to a mirror shine. Through the gap, I saw him standing with his back to the entrance, staring out the window with his hands clasped behind him. He wore a three-piece suit the color of midnight; the jacket tailored tight across his shoulders. His hair, short and salt-and-pepper, was trimmed short, not in a way to hide his age, probably late 50s, but to communicate his to-the-point manner.

I rapped gently, once, and he turned. His eyes, dark and heavy-lidded, traveled down my body and back up, not in a lascivious way, but with the blunt appraisal of a surgeon before the first cut.

“Professor Smith,” he said, voice so deep I felt it in the floorboards. “Thank you for coming.”

I stepped in, trying to keep my posture upright and my face neutral. “Of course, President Lincoln. You wanted to discuss my… performance?”

He gestured to a leather-bound chair opposite his desk. “Please, sit. Close the door behind you.”

I did. The door latched with a soft snick. The scent of his cologne intensified—rich and woody, with an undertone of something spiced, maybe sandalwood or clove. The office itself was all mahogany and black leather, as if the furniture had been carved from the idea of Power. The desk was immaculate, no stray papers or personal mementos. Just a laptop, a marble paperweight, and a framed picture of a much younger David Lincoln shaking hands with Bill Clinton.

He circled behind the desk and sat, folding his hands in front of him. For a moment, neither of us spoke. He let the silence expand, taking my measure.

“I’ve received some reports,” he began. “Student evaluations, observations, even a few notes from the security office. All positive, in terms of your teaching outcomes. Your section’s pass rate is among the highest on record for a first-year instructor.”

My mouth was suddenly dry. “That’s… good to hear. I do my best—”

He cut me off with a slight gesture, fingers splayed like he was pushing aside an invisible chess piece. “But. There have also been concerns about boundaries, Professor Smith. Professional decorum. After-hours activity with students, in particular with one Cleo Brown.”

The name landed with a thud. I felt my ears flush, and for a split second, I wondered if my body language had given everything away. I clutched at my tote bag, knuckles whitening.

“Is there a specific incident?” I asked, voice thinner than I liked.

He leaned back, his gaze never leaving mine. “I’m not here to interrogate you, Professor. I’m here to offer guidance. To help you make wise choices that will protect your career and the college’s reputation.”

He said “career” the way some people say “glass figurine”—something breakable, easily dropped.

“I understand,” I managed.

He nodded, almost to himself. Then, with zero transition, he stood and came around the desk. He moved like he had all the time in the world, each step measured. When he reached me, he planted himself between my knees and the edge of the desk, looking down at me from above.

“Stand up, please,” he said.

I hesitated, but did as I was told. My head barely cleared his chin; his presence was overwhelming, made more so by the gleam of his suit and the blunt confidence of his body. I noticed, not for the first time, how dark his skin was—blue-black, almost glossy under the office lights. He would have been stunning in his thirties. Even now, a little softened at the waist and hairline, he radiated authority.

“May I ask a personal question?” he said, voice pitched low enough that I felt it in my sternum.

I nodded.

“Do you enjoy working here, Professor Smith? Do you like… these students?”

My pulse hammered. “I do,” I said, which was true, though I wasn’t sure what flavor of truth he was after.

He smiled, but there was no warmth in it. “Some faculty members think of this place as a stepping-stone. A second-chance for kids who wouldn’t make it anywhere else. But you—you have the highest retention in your department. Some of your students have even transferred to four-year schools. That’s rare.”

I swallowed. “Thank you.”

He was close enough that I could see the texture of his stubble, the faint sheen of sweat at his temples.

“But,” he said again, “it would be unfortunate if rumors—unsubstantiated, perhaps—were to derail your promising start here.”

He let that hang.

I tried to speak, but he silenced me with a palm, gentle but firm, laid across my shoulder. He leaned in, his mouth so close to my ear I could feel the warmth of his breath.

“I want to be clear, Professor,” he whispered. “There are certain lines you cannot cross. But sometimes, in this business, exceptions must be made for exceptional talent.”

He drew back, scanning my face. Then, without warning, he took my chin in his hand and tilted my head up to look him dead in the eye.

“Do you understand me?”

My mouth went numb. I managed a nod.

He released my chin and let his hand drift down to the top button of my blouse. He didn’t unfasten it—yet—but the implication was clear.

“I think you know how to be discrete,” he said.

I felt my body react—first with a jolt of fear, then with something hotter, more dangerous. The pressure of his thumb through the thin fabric pressed against the hollow of my throat, pinning me there.

His other hand moved to the small of my back, drawing me forward until our bodies nearly touched. He was so much larger than me; I felt like a child in his grip.

He slid his hand up from my spine to the nape of my neck, gathering a fistful of my hair. The gesture was rough but controlled. He still hadn’t unbuttoned my blouse, but I knew it was only a matter of time.

“You’re very attractive, Professor Smith,” he said, pronouncing the words with clinical detachment. “Your students notice. The faculty notices. I, of course, notice.”

The blood thundered in my ears. I wanted to break away, but my knees wouldn’t cooperate.

He circled around behind me, keeping his grip in my hair. The scent of his cologne filled my nose—woody, yes, but now tinged with the sharp, clean musk of his sweat. I felt his lips brush the shell of my ear.

“I wonder,” he whispered, “if you would demonstrate some of your… teaching techniques. Right here. Right now.”

His hands came down on my shoulders, massaging gently, then sliding under the collar to knead the tense muscle beneath. My body stiffened, then softened, betraying me.

He brought his hands down the length of my arms, then back up to my shoulders, then down again, this time gliding over my chest. He paused, fingers splaying over my breasts, thumbs brushing the hardening tips through the fabric of my blouse.

I gasped, a tiny sound, more surprise than protest. He pressed in, palming the weight of my breasts, thumbs rolling over my nipples until I felt them stand out, sharp as diamonds.

His voice was softer now, almost hypnotic. “You like that, don’t you?”

I wanted to deny it. I wanted to slap his hands away. But the truth was, my whole body thrummed with arousal. I let my eyes close, letting the heat of his touch override my panic.

He brought his mouth to my neck, tongue tracing the line where skin met collar, and I shivered.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I obeyed. When I faced him again, he was watching me with a hunger that was no longer disguised.

He reached for the buttons on my blouse, undoing the top one, then the second, then the third. He never broke eye contact. With each button, the fabric parted, exposing more of my breasts, the pale line of my sternum.

When he reached the last button, he paused. “You’re very obedient,” he murmured. “I like that.”

He parted the blouse, exposing me fully, then traced a finger along the edge of aureola, bringing my nipples to attention. “I like you eschew undergarments.” I could see that he knew I was without panties, as well.

He sat on the edge of the desk, spreading his knees and pulling me in close, so that I stood between them, bare-chested. He cupped my breasts in both hands, squeezing, weighing, then leaned down to take one nipple into his mouth.

The shock of it made me moan, loud and unfiltered.

He sucked hard, teeth grazing, then pulled away and let the cool air hit the wet skin. My nipples tightened, pain and pleasure tangling until I couldn’t tell the difference.

He looked up at me, lips wet, eyes glinting.

“We’re going to do things my way, Professor Smith,” he said. “And you’re going to thank me for the privilege.”

He licked the other nipple, flicking the tip with his tongue, then took it between his teeth and tugged. I whimpered, the sound embarrassing and needy.

He stood, towering over me, and pulled me in for a kiss. His tongue forced its way into my mouth, demanding, claiming. I melted against him, my hands clutching at his lapels, trying to stay upright.

When he finally released me, I was panting, sweat trickling down my ribs, my pussy throbbing so hard I thought I might faint.

He smiled, a real one this time, and stroked my cheek.

“Performance review,” he said, voice a growl. “You passed.”

I laughed, delirious.

But I knew, even as I stood there, blouse open, body exposed and trembling in the president’s office, that this was only the beginning.

***

He didn’t give me the chance to compose myself. Before the blood had fully drained from my face, before I could reach for the buttons of my blouse, David grabbed my wrist and spun me toward the desk. His grip was firm but not rough, a show of force that said: I’m in charge now, and you’ll do as I say.

He pressed a palm between my shoulder blades and bent me at the waist. The surface of the desk was polished to a high shine—so cold it raised goosebumps across my chest as my unbuttoned blouse gaped open, baring my breasts to the lacquered wood. For a second, the shock of it cut through every thought; the vulnerability of being exposed, ass up, arms braced, while the most powerful man on campus hovered over me.

“Now, you’ll demonstrate the technique that you use with Cleo.” he said, voice purring right at my ear.

I tried to speak, but it came out as a whimper. He took his time, letting his hands drift up my spine, rucking my skirt higher with each pass. When the hem bunched at my waist, he stopped, fingers splaying over the bare flesh of my hips.

He made a low sound in his throat. “No panties. Very nice, Professor. I see you’ve come prepared.”

The embarrassment almost outweighed the arousal—almost. He ran both hands over my ass, squeezing, kneading, parting the cheeks so he could see everything. I could feel the heat of his stare, the way he assessed and catalogued my body as if it were an exotic specimen in his private lab.

He smacked my ass, once, hard enough to sting. “I’ve admired this particular asset since your first interview,” he said. “I had my assistant pull your file, you know. We keep photographs on record. Your prior institution let you slip away. Their loss.”

His hands drifted lower, thumbs tracing the crease where my thighs met my butt. I felt slick already, the anticipation pooling at the apex of my legs. When he dipped his fingers to probe between the lips, he found them slippery and hot.

“Wet already,” he observed, and there was no question in it.

He slid two fingers inside me, slow and deep. My knees nearly buckled; the stretch was sudden, more than I expected. He worked them in and out, curling at just the right angle, then withdrew to rub slow, punishing circles over my clit. My face pressed hard into the desk, chest flattening, the cold of the wood a contrast to the fire in my pussy.

I watched as he unfastened his belt, pulling it free and dropping it to the side. Next, he unzipped, slow and deliberate, putting on a show as he lowered his pants. His boxers were straining to hold back a cock that couldn’t possibly be as big as promised.

He watched me as my eyes were glued to his boxers. He hooked his hands into the band and gave a quick push, sending them to the floor and unleashing his penis - long, and shockingly thick, his bulbous cockhead already slick with pre-cum.

I involuntarily breathed, “Oh!” at the sight.

“What, Professor?”

I had to force it out. “You’re bigger than I expected.”

He grinned, I could hear it in his tone. “I usually am.”

He stepped behind me, and I felt his cock head push against my soaking opening. He chuckled, “This is what you want, isn’t it?”

I just whimpered. I wanted it so badly, but couldn’t bring myself to say the words.

He gripped my hips and drove forward, splitting me open inch by inexorable inch. The stretch was obscene; I felt him in my stomach, pressure mounting until it was almost unbearable. I gasped, nails scrabbling at the desk for purchase.

“Shh,” he crooned, voice pure velvet. “You can take it. I know you can.”

He pulled back, then slammed in again, the force rocking my entire body. My breasts flattened against the cold desk, the nipples chafing raw on the lacquer. Each thrust was a battering ram, each retreat a threat that he might never return.

He set a brutal rhythm, hips pounding, hands holding me in place so tight I was sure there’d be bruises. His cock was a weapon, reshaping me from the inside out. I’d never been fucked like this, not by Craig, not by anyone—not even by Cleo, who went deeper than any other man had before.

David was different. Every move was calculated, controlled. He fucked me like it was a planned project, a mission to rearrange my insides and ruin me for other men.

The desk rattled under us. Pens rolled off and clattered to the floor. I couldn’t stop the sounds escaping my mouth—whimpers, gasps, the occasional half-voiced moan when he hit just right.

“You like being used, don’t you, Professor Smith?” he said, punctuating each word with a hard thrust.

I tried to deny it, but the words stuck. Instead, I pushed back against him, arching my ass higher, greedy for more.

He leaned over, chest pressed to my back, breath hot in my ear.

“Your performance exceeds all expectations in this area,” he growled. “Truly exemplary.”

I laughed, the sound broken by the next slam of his hips.

He reached around and found my clit, rubbing with just enough pressure to make me see stars. My whole body clenched, the orgasm building so fast I could barely hang on. I clenched my fists, bit my lip, tried to hold back—but he wouldn’t let me.

“Come for me, Professor,” he ordered. “Let me see how much you like this.”

The orgasm detonated, white-hot and endless. I screamed into the desk, legs shaking, muscles seizing around his cock. He kept fucking me through it, never letting up, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the office.

When the aftershocks faded, he pulled out and spun me around. My legs were too weak to support me. He lifted me—actually lifted—and set me on the edge of the desk, spreading my thighs so wide it almost hurt.

He took a step back to admire the view: me, blouse open, skirt hiked to my waist, hair wild, face flushed and desperate. He stroked himself, eyes locked on my pussy.

“Beautiful,” he said, and the way he said it made me want to cry.

He pushed back in, this time slow and deliberate, watching my face for every twitch and shudder. He filled me all the way, holding there, savoring the tightness.

“Ride me,” he said.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, bracing against his shoulders, and moved. At first, it was awkward—the desk wasn’t built for this, and my knees barely reached the edge. But his hands guided me, helping me find the rhythm.

I rode him, hard and fast, grinding down until the base of his cock slammed against my clit. The pleasure doubled, tripled. My second orgasm built in record time, and when it hit, I screamed his name. Not Mr. Lincoln, not President—but David, raw and pleading.

He pulled me tight, pumping up into me with brutal force. I felt him swell, then erupt, hot jets filling me to overflowing. He held there, deep inside, until the pulses slowed and he was empty.

For a moment, neither of us moved. My head rested on his shoulder, my body limp and spent.

Then he stepped back, cock sliding free, leaving a sticky mess that leaked onto the desk. He tucked himself away, zipped up, and reached for a handkerchief in his breast pocket.

He offered it to me with a wry smile. “You may want to clean up before your next class.”

I laughed, still trembling, and wiped myself as best I could. The cloth was monogrammed: DML.

He straightened his tie, smoothed his jacket, and returned to his presidential posture in a matter of seconds.

I, on the other hand, could barely button my blouse, my fingers shaking too hard for fine motor skills.

He watched with amusement as I tried to compose myself, then stepped close and brushed a stray lock of hair behind my ear.

“You were unbelievable.” He smiled and said, “You’re a skilled teacher, but I think your true calling is this.”

I looked up at him, still panting a little, and asked, “Sex?”

He chuckled and said, “Draining black dick, Cindy. You’ll have an unlimited supply here, with that ass and that attitude.” He paused and asked, “Is it OK to call your Cindy?”

It was my time to chuckle “Um, your cum is inside me, I think Cindy is fine.”

He kissed my forehead, “You’ll have a lot more of my cum inside of you, if you want.” I smiled weakly and spoke truthfully, “I do.”

I staggered out of the office, hair a mess, legs sticky, pussy sore and still twitching with aftershocks. In the corridor, a secretary glanced up, did a double-take, then pretended not to notice the flush on my cheeks or the state of my blouse.

As I stumbled to the bathroom to clean up, I realized: I was hooked.

***

Craig made it home by seven, his shirt wrinkled, tie askew, eyes already bleary with exhaustion. He pecked me on the cheek, wolfed down the lasagna I’d reheated, and spent most of dinner swiping through his work phone.

“You seem distracted,” he said at one point, squinting over the salad bowl. “Everything okay at work?”

I forced a smile. “Just the usual semester grind. Lots of observation, a few new protocols. Nothing major.” Except the giant dick that split me open today , I thought.

He nodded, satisfied, and went back to his phone. I watched his fingers, steady and sure, and felt a pang of guilt so sharp it nearly doubled me over.

But when we went to bed, the guilt gave way to hunger. Maybe it was the taste of power still lingering on my tongue, or maybe it was the knowledge that I’d been fucked by the college president and could still pass for normal. Whatever it was, I rolled on top of Craig before he could turn out the light.

He laughed, surprised. “Well, hello. You feeling frisky tonight?”

I didn’t answer. I yanked off his boxers, took him in my mouth, worked him until he was as hard as I’d ever seen. He gasped and grabbed at my hair, but I pinned his wrists to the mattress and climbed aboard, riding him fast and rough, grinding down on every stroke. I closed my eyes and let the fantasy take over: not just Craig, but Cleo behind me, David in front, both of them using me, ruining me, filling every hole until I was begging for mercy.

Craig came quickly, shuddering under me, and I let myself come with him, the aftershocks mingling guilt and pleasure in a cocktail that left me breathless and shaking.

After, he stroked my back and whispered, “That was amazing, Cyn.”

But I barely heard him. My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it, hands still trembling.

Miss u teach. Ready 4 more lessons tomorrow?

The number was blocked, but I didn’t need a caller ID to know who it was from.

I turned off the light and lay next to Craig, his breathing already slowing, the smell of him mixing with the ghost of David and the memory of Cleo.

I knew I should feel ashamed, but all I felt was anticipation.

***

The weeks slipped by in a delirious haze. It didn’t take long for my performance reviews with President Lincoln to become a standing appointment—Mondays and Thursdays, always at five sharp, with occasional “surprise audits” during my lunch hour or planning period. The routine was as precise as it was depraved.

First came the afternoon summons: a terse email, subject line "Feedback Session," always devoid of details. Then the walk down the executive corridor, my heels muffled on the plush carpet, my pussy already throbbing with anticipation. The tension of who might see me, who might guess, wound the hunger tighter every time.

Sometimes he waited for me at the desk, tie perfectly knotted, suit jacket crisp and buttoned. Sometimes he stood by the window, a dark silhouette against the city, hands clasped like a judge about to pass sentence. But always, always, his eyes burned through my layers of propriety the moment I entered.

The first time he called me "naughty," I laughed. The second time, he called me "insubordinate," and bent me over the conference table with enough force to rattle the water pitchers and coffee carafes lined up for the next trustee meeting.

He used my body like he owned me - sometimes rough, sometimes slow, always controlled. He made me kneel on the carpet, suck his cock until my throat ached, then hold his cum in my mouth while he made me recite the college mission statement. He fucked me from behind over the photocopier, the hum of the scanner masking the slap of skin on skin. Once, he made me ride him in his office chair, both of us facing the open window, and dared me to keep eye contact with the world outside as I bounced on his cock.

But David was a true academic. He never repeated a lesson plan.

It started with a note left on my desk: Graduation regalia, Room 213, 4pm. Wear nothing underneath. I nearly passed out when I opened the cheap plastic bag in the staff restroom and found a black polyester gown, hood, and mortarboard, but no tassel.

When I arrived, the classroom was empty—except for David, who sat in the back row, legs crossed, hands folded on his knee. He made me parade up and down the aisles, the gown open at the front, exposing my nakedness to every ghost of a student I’d ever taught. He photographed me on his phone, one finger pressed to his lips as he snapped shot after shot: my breasts, the bare V between my legs, the way the gown slipped off one shoulder as I bent over the desk.

“You look so proud, Professor Smith,” he said, voice a low hum. “You should be.”

The next week it was a plaid skirt and white knee socks, bought from an online costume shop and left in my faculty mailbox. I put my hair in pigtails, as instructed. He made me stand in the corner while he graded paperwork, then called me to the front of the classroom and made me read from the syllabus while he fingered me under the desk. When I stumbled over a line, he spanked me until my ass was streaked red, then made me count the welts out loud, one by one.

He photographed everything, every time. Sometimes he’d show me the photos after, holding his phone up while I licked his cum off my own fingers. The shame made it hotter. I lived in terror of someone finding the photos, of them getting leaked, but I also wanted to see what I looked like through his eyes. The photos didn’t lie: I was a slut. I asked him to take pictures while I blew him, so I could see what I looked like with a black cock in my mouth. I had fallen so far that I lived to be used by him and Cleo.

***

Cleo didn’t disappear during all this. If anything, our afternoons grew more intense. He came by my office hours, sometimes just to joke, sometimes to grab my wrist and pull me into the supply closet behind the math wing, where he’d finger me until I shook, or push my head down to suck him off until my mouth tasted like salt and victory. He always called me “Miss Smith” or “teach,” but sometimes, when he thought I wasn’t listening, he’d murmur “my bitch” or “my white girl” under his breath. The words turned my insides to jelly.

One Thursday, I bent over to pick up a dropped marker during class, and when I straightened, Cleo was staring at my ass with such naked hunger that I lost my place in the lesson for a full thirty seconds. After, as the students filed out, he stayed behind.

“Wanna see you after school, teach,” he said. “Got something to show you.”

I agreed, the word “yes” leaving my lips before I’d even processed it.

He met me in the empty classroom at 5:15, lights off, the city glow leaking through the windows. I barely had time to set down my tote before he slammed the door and spun me against it.

He kissed me, deep and messy, biting my lower lip until I whimpered. Then he dropped to his knees, lifted my skirt, and buried his face in my pussy, licking me so raw and thorough I nearly screamed. He slid two fingers inside, then three, working me until I came so hard I nearly blacked out.

He stood, wiped his mouth, and unzipped his shorts. His cock was already out, swollen and glistening at the tip. He jerked it a few times, then pressed it to my lips, and I opened without hesitation.

He fucked my mouth while I knelt on the cold linoleum, one hand tangled in my hair, the other guiding my head up and down. He was rougher than usual, insistent, but I loved it. I wanted to choke, to be ruined, to be left a mess for whoever came next.

When he finally came, he gripped my head and held it in place, filling my throat until I gagged. He held me there, cock pulsing, then let me go.

“Good girl,” he said, tucking himself away.

He left me on the floor, mouth dripping, mascara running, and I realized I never wanted to be anywhere else.

***

David watched, sometimes. I caught him, one Friday afternoon, standing in the hall outside my classroom as I finished up office hours with Cleo. The glass panel in the door caught the glint of his wedding band, the sharp contrast of his blue-black skin against the white frame.

I locked eyes with him, heart pounding. He didn’t look away.

After Cleo left—barely even zipping his pants before he strutted out—I went to the door, expecting David to disappear. Instead, he waited, arms folded, lips set in a thin smile.

“Would you like to come in, Mr. President?” I asked, voice trembling.

He stepped in, closed the door, and leaned against the wall. He didn’t say a word as I stood there, skirt rucked up, panties down around my knees, the taste of Cleo still on my tongue.

He just watched, silent, as I pulled myself together.

Then, and only then, he said: “You know what you are, Professor Smith?”

I shook my head.

“You’re a white girl fuck toy,” he said, voice soft. “And you love it.”

He made me kneel for him right there, in the dark classroom, and I did it without a second thought.

***

The following week, he upped the ante.

I arrived at his office after hours, expecting the usual. Instead, he handed me a folder—manila, official, stamped "Confidential"—and told me to open it.

Inside were photos. Hundreds, maybe. Me, in every position he’d ever put me in. Me, sucking his cock. Me, bent over the conference table. Me, in the graduation gown, the schoolgirl skirt, the faculty lounge with my pussy spread wide for the camera.

At the back of the folder, a single-page memo:

I want you to beg for it. I want you to be honest about what you are. If you do, you’ll get everything you want.

I looked up, startled. David sat in his chair, tie loosened, shirt sleeves rolled up. His cock was already out, thick and dark and waiting.

He nodded at the floor. I sank to my knees and crawled to him, folder in hand.

“Read it,” he ordered.

I read every filthy word, aloud, as I stroked his cock. I told him I was a slut, that I craved black cock, that I’d let any man in the building fuck me if he asked. I called him "Mr. President" as he demanded, and when I tripped over a line, he yanked me over his knee and spanked me until my skin burned and my eyes flooded with tears.

“Say thank you,” he said, voice thick with need.

“Thank you, Mr. President,” I sobbed, humping my pussy against his pant leg, desperate for release.

He looked down at me and directed, “Now strip naked and tell me what you want. Use the dirty words, they are more befitting of your position now.”

I quickly stripped, my brain racing over the words that I had read, trying to plan a compelling response. I knew he wanted something degrading and shocking, and I wanted to please.

“I want you to fuck my brains out,” I started. He didn’t seem to be moved, so I continued, “I want you to ruin my white pussy with that big, black cock.” His face brightened into a smile, so I continued, “Fuck me like the white fucktoy I am. I want you to empty your balls into me, send me home full, so that I still have your cum inside of me when I lay in bed with my husband.” It sounded shocking, but I realized that I really wanted that.

He spread my legs and fucked me, rough and relentless, the leather of his chair creaking with every thrust. I came twice before he finished, shooting inside me and making me say “thank you” again, louder this time.

He dressed, handed me the folder, and sent me home with a warning: “Don’t lose these. You’ll need them for your real review.”

***

I started a second binder. This one I kept hidden behind the old tax returns in the den, far from the student notes and amateur porn in the bottom desk drawer. In it, I documented every tryst, every spanking, every degrading command. I annotated the photos with dates, times, and the best lines from each encounter. It was half confession, half trophy case.

Craig noticed I was different. He mentioned it over dinner—how I smiled more, how my skin seemed to glow. He chalked it up to a new diet, or maybe yoga, but he didn’t ask too many questions. On the rare nights he came home early, I fucked him so hard he wouldn’t remember anything else. Most of the time he was getting David or Cleo’s sloppy seconds.

The truth was, I was addicted. Not to David, or Cleo, or even the sex itself. I was addicted to being ruined, to being someone’s dirty secret, to the thrill of walking the line between faculty and fuck toy.

***

It all built up to a Friday evening in late October. The college was deserted for fall break, and I had the building almost to myself. I arrived at David’s office at five sharp, binder clutched in my sweaty hands.

He was waiting, of course, but this time he wasn’t alone.

Cleo sat in one of the leather chairs, legs spread, arms crossed, a huge grin on his face.

“Surprised?” David asked, rising from behind the desk.

I froze, pulse spiking.

“Come in, Professor Smith,” he said, voice dark velvet. “Close the door.”

I did.

He gestured to Cleo. “This student tells me you’ve been very generous with your after-hours time.”

Cleo shrugged, still grinning. “She a freak, Mr. President. I tried to keep up.”

David circled behind me, hands on my shoulders, squeezing just hard enough to hurt. “I want to see it,” he whispered. “I want to watch you with him. Then I’ll join in.”

My body caught fire. Every nerve, every muscle, every dirty memory—lit up at once.

He spun me around and kissed me, deep, then shoved me toward Cleo.

“Show me,” he said.

I dropped to my knees in front of Cleo and unzipped his jeans. His cock sprang free, long and veined and already hard. I stroked it, then took it into my mouth, working it deep as my throat would allow. Cleo moaned, grabbed my head, and fucked my face until spit dripped down my chin.

Behind me, David watched, silent, hand rubbing his own cock through his pants.

When Cleo was close, he pulled out and lifted me on the desk, bending me over to fuck from behind.

We were cut short by David’s deep voice, “Ride him. On the desk.”

Cleo looked over at David, shrugged, and sat on the desk, his hard cock sitting up proud. Like a proper slut, I stripped my skirt and scrambled onto the desk, then impaled myself on him, filling myself in one hard thrust. I screamed, the sound echoing off the walls.

David chuckled, “You’re right, Cleo - she IS a freak. A freak for black dick, aren’t you, Professor?”

I just moaned as Cleo fucked me hard, raising his hips to fill me as I pressed onto him, feeling him deep inside me. David stepped up behind, palming my ass, then spread my cheeks and spat on my asshole.

I gasped, scared and thrilled.

He fingered me, working spit and lube in until I relaxed, then lined up and pressed in, slow but steady.

The burn was real, but the pleasure was stronger.

They fucked me together, one in my pussy, one in my ass, taking turns, switching places, using my body like it belonged to both of them. I came three times, screaming for both men, calling them "Sir" and "Mr. President" and anything else they asked for.

When they finished—both inside me, both panting and sweaty—they helped me off the desk, wiped me down, and told me to get dressed.

David kissed my cheek. Cleo slapped my ass. I collected my clothes, my binders, and left the office on shaky legs, filled with both men, every hole leaking proof of what I’d become.

As I walked to the parking lot, the sun already down, I realized I wasn’t scared anymore.

I was a fuck toy, and I loved it.


Chapter 7 - Transformation

December in our neighborhood was lit like a Las Vegas fever dream—every ranch house lined in synchronized LEDs, candy canes staked in the mulch, three separate inflatables duking it out for Most Festive on the block. Ours, on the outside, was no exception: wreaths on every window, blue-and-white icicle lights painstakingly zip-tied to the eaves, a nativity scene out front where the baby Jesus blinked in a strobe that would give most people a seizure.

Inside, it felt like a stage set after the audience had gone home. The tree in the living room was fake and perfect, each branch flocked and bent to an exact 30-degree angle, the glass bulbs in the exact symmetrical pattern I’d mapped out on a legal pad in November. Every surface had been polished and sanitized and scented with a rotating calendar of candle fragrances: pine, peppermint, “sugar plum” (which just meant red food coloring and cloves). The stockings were hung by the chimney with the care that screamed upper-middle-class repression.

And yet, for all that, the house was empty. Bone-deep empty. The echo in the kitchen, the dull tick of the thermostat cycling on and off, the distant whine of a neighbor’s snowblower—all of it only made the silence louder.

I padded through the house in Craig’s old Temple hoodie and a pair of leggings that had seen better days. My bare feet caught the chill of the tile as I wandered from room to room, touching things just to remind myself they were real: the marble countertop, the fake pine needles, the smooth, chilly glass of the family photo above the mantel. The TV played a loop of some sappy Hallmark Christmas movie, the volume low enough that the dialogue was just noise.

I checked my phone every three minutes. Not that I expected anything—Cleo didn’t text unless he wanted to fuck, and the President was the kind of man who only communicated through memo or summons—but the craving was there. A low, persistent itch that burrowed under my skin and set my nerves on edge.

I was so horny that I was crawling the walls. My clit sucker just wasn’t doing the trick. I was hoping for a package delivery - I thought about meeting the UPS guy at the door naked - that was the only way I could imagine getting some black dick. I had become completely addicted to being David and Cleo’s fucktoy, and now I had no access during Christmas break.

I poured myself a second glass of Pinot, then a third, watching the dusk crawl across the backyard. Craig had left for the office early, promising he’d be home by seven. He was one of those men who used “busy” as a personality, but in December the overtime went from optional to obligatory. Something about end-of-year audits, a server migration, maybe a disaster-recovery drill. I couldn’t keep it straight.

The papers stacked on the kitchen island, ungraded quizzes and administrative forms, taunted me with their blank spots and red-inked anxieties. I tried to focus, really. I even set a timer, promising myself I wouldn’t think about anything else for ten minutes. But the second my mind wandered, it went straight to the places I craved.

Room 213: Cleo’s hand up my skirt, his thumb pressing tight into the slickness between my legs as he whispered, “You ain’t gotta say yes. Just don’t say no.” The crackle of the dry-erase marker, the reek of linoleum and body spray, the way my body had betrayed me—shaking, dripping, so desperate for it I’d given in before I even knew what was happening.

President Lincoln’s office: the feel of the desk under my cheek, cold and smooth as a gravestone, the shock of his cock splitting me wide open, the casual violence of his hands as he held me down and said, “You like being used, don’t you, Professor Smith?” The way I’d moaned, the way I’d begged, the way my pussy still clenched at the memory, even now.

I caught myself reaching for my breast, thumb rolling over the nipple until it peaked hard against the worn fleece of the hoodie. My thighs pressed together, heat building despite the chill that crept through the house. I tried to ignore it, to breathe it out, but it only got worse.

I stood and wandered back to the living room, turning off the TV just for the pleasure of absolute silence. I thought about texting Cleo, just to see what he’d say. But it was winter break; the campus was shut down; the students scattered back to whatever counted as family. Even the President was away, if the Out Of Office message on his email could be trusted. I was alone. Utterly, entirely alone.

The doorbell rang at 7:20. I jumped, heart in my throat, and nearly spilled wine down the front of myself. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, smoothed my hair, and opened the door. Should I strip? Was it the UPS guy?

Craig stood there, snow dusted on his coat, arms full of grocery bags. He wore the tired, slightly dazed look of a man who’d just fought his way through a Target parking lot at peak holiday traffic. He leaned in for a kiss, the cold of his skin sharp against my lips.

“Hey, babe,” he said, voice muffled by a paper sack wedged against his chin. “Hope you’re hungry. I got everything for pasta, and some of those peppermint cookies you like.”

I managed a smile, stepping aside to let him in. “You’re my hero,” I said, even though I hadn’t been hungry for anything except black dick in days.

He unloaded the bags on the island, fingers stiff from the cold. “How was your day?”

I wanted to tell him the truth: that I’d spent the entire afternoon fighting off flashbacks of being used by black men who didn’t even pretend to love me, that my pussy was so wet I’d had to change my leggings before he got home, that every time I saw a young black guy in a commercial I nearly came just from the memory of Cleo’s cock in my mouth. But of course I didn’t.

Instead, I said, “Quiet. Boring. I’m going crazy with nothing to do.”

He laughed, ran a hand through his thinning hair. “You could always grade, you know. Some of us have real jobs.”

He meant it as a joke, but the words hit me, anyway.

We made dinner together, falling into the choreography of old routines. He chopped onions; I stirred the sauce. We talked about the neighbors, about his fantasy football league, about whether to let my mother visit in January. I nodded and laughed in the right places, but my mind kept skipping, skipping, always returning to Cleo’s teeth on my thigh, Lincoln’s hands in my hair, the sound of my own moans echoing in an empty classroom.

After dinner, Craig poured himself a whiskey and settled in with his laptop, a spreadsheet flickering on the screen. I cleaned the kitchen, loading the dishwasher with unnecessary force, the clatter of plates a proxy for the screaming I wanted to do.

At ten, he closed the computer and found me reading on the couch. He slid in beside me, one arm draped over my shoulder, the other sliding up under my hoodie. He kneaded my breast, slow and tentative, then ducked his head to kiss my neck.

I let myself relax into it, just a little. His hand worked its way down to the waistband of my leggings, fingers slipping under to find me already slick. He groaned, pleased, and rolled on top of me, the old couch groaning under our combined weight.

He was gentle, as always. His cock was average, his technique practiced but never inspired. He whispered my name, the way he always did, and told me I was beautiful, the way he always did, and when he finished, he held me close and said, “Merry Christmas, baby,” like he meant it.

I pretended to come, the way I always did. I moaned, I arched, I dug my nails into his back, but the orgasm never even got close. The only pleasure I took was in the wetness he found there, the evidence that my body was alive, even if my soul was already somewhere else.

When he rolled off and started snoring, I waited until his breathing evened out. Then I slipped out of bed, padded to the hall closet, and knelt down behind a stack of off-season boots.

The binder was there, exactly where I’d hidden it last. I slid it out, careful not to scuff the cover, and hugged it to my chest.

I crept to the den, locked the door, and clicked on the desk lamp. I spread the binder open in my lap, fingers trembling.

The first page: a post-it from Cleo, “Bet you want this black dick every day, teach.” The next, a cartoon of me, tits huge, legs spread, and the caption “Snow Bunny After Hours Special.” The next, a folded piece of notebook paper, “I heard President Lincoln be fucking you too. Guess you like black cock more than math.”

I let the binder fall open to a random page, then another, then another, until my thighs trembled and the sweat ran hot under my robe.

I slid my hand inside, circling my clit, eyes locked on a drawing of me bent over the teacher’s desk, ass up, a crowd of black cocks waiting their turn. I didn’t care if Craig woke up and found me like this. I didn’t care if the entire world saw.

I came, biting down on my fist, and for the first time all week, I felt almost whole.

When I finished, I wiped my hand on the back of a faculty meeting agenda, closed the binder, and hid it back in its place.

Tomorrow, I promised myself, would be different.

***

The next morning I awoke before dawn, my mouth dry and my thighs sticky, the memory of last night’s relapse still humming under my skin. For a long time, I just lay in bed, staring at the ceiling as the sky outside shifted from black to gunmetal gray. I tried to ignore the way my nipples chafed against the cotton of my pajama shirt, the way my pussy throbbed with a hunger that only seemed to grow stronger the more I tried to starve it out.

By seven, Craig was already gone, the garage door rattling shut and the engine of his Subaru fading down the street. I waited for the house to go silent again before I padded to the hall closet and retrieved the binder from its hiding spot.

This time, I didn’t bother with the den or the secrecy of locked doors. Instead, I took the binder to the kitchen, poured myself a mug of coffee and a glass of whatever red wine was left from last night, and set the whole mess out on the table like it was a centerpiece.

I started with the notes: folded slips of paper, crumpled Post-its, even a few torn-out pages from spiral notebooks. I arranged them in rough chronological order, watching as my journey from shocked professor to willing slut unfolded in blue and black ballpoint.

The earliest entries were almost innocent, if you squinted. “Miss S is a dime, no cap.” “She got cake for days.” Then, as the semester wore on, the language sharpened, got meaner, bolder, filthier. “Bet her titties taste like vanilla milkshake.” “Would eat that ass for extra credit.”

Some of them named me outright: “Miss Smith’s thicc white ass should be illegal.” “If I was her husband I’d be scared to leave her alone in this school.” The words made me squirm, but I kept reading.

The drawings came next. I slid them from their plastic sleeves and laid them out on the kitchen tile, tracing each line with a trembling finger. The earliest attempts were crude—stick figures and oversized boobs, my name scrawled above a cartoonish face. But as the weeks progressed, the artists got more ambitious: a full-body spread of me, legs wide, black cocks sprouting from every corner of the page; a three-panel comic strip where I was bent over the teacher’s desk, being spit-roasted by two faceless men with dicks the size of baseball bats; a hyper-detailed close-up of my pussy, wet and dripping, with the word “GAPE” lettered across the top in angry block letters.

I paused over that one, my pulse pounding. The memory of being stretched open, used, filled with cock and shame until I couldn’t even stand upright, hit me so hard I had to grip the edge of the table.

Then came the texts, which I’d saved in screenshots and printed out on cheap copy paper. I read them in order, reliving every step of my descent:

U up?

yes

U want that black cock?

yes

Say it

I want your black cock

Good girl

They got worse from there, and better. I could see the arc, the way my responses shifted from careful and professional to desperate and raw. The way I went from “That’s inappropriate” to “Can you come over now? Classroom’s empty.”

The racial shit had shocked me at first. The way they called me “snow bunny,” “white bitch,” “cum bucket,” like it was just another fact of nature, like my body had been built for nothing but their pleasure. I’d hated it, the way it made me feel small and dirty. But now, as I sat in my immaculate suburban kitchen, surrounded by the evidence of my depravity, I realized it was the only thing that made me feel real.

I took a long pull of wine, let the warmth settle in my gut, and flipped back through the stack. My thighs rubbed together under the robe, heat pooling between them, the ache building with every filthy note and every cartoon cock.

I set my phone on the table and stared at it, waiting for a message that wasn’t coming. Cleo was probably still asleep, or already out on the corner, or with some other girl who was younger, tighter, less ruined by guilt. President Lincoln was a ghost until the semester started again. I was alone with my hunger, and it wasn’t enough.

I slid a hand under my shirt and cupped my breast, thumb flicking the nipple until it stood out hard and angry. With the other, I pinched the edge of my robe and worked it up over my thighs, fingers finding the wetness already there. I circled the clit, slow at first, then harder, faster, desperate to wring out even an ounce of relief.

As I fingered myself, I read the notes aloud, voice low and raw:

“Gonna fuck that white ass til you scream.”

“Bet you never take black dick raw before, teach.”

“You my bitch now. President Lincoln said so.”

The words tumbled out, each one sharper, more true, more necessary. I let the binder fall open, the photos and notes and dirty cartoons spilling across the kitchen, and I came with my head thrown back and my legs splayed, the sound of my moan echoing off the tile and glass.

When it was over, I slumped forward, cheek pressed to the cool surface of the table. I could still smell last night’s lasagna, the faint trace of Pine-Sol, the copper tang of my sweat.

I stared at the mess I’d made, the chaos of it, and for the first time I felt no shame at all. Just hunger, pure and simple.

I gathered the notes and drawings, stacking them with care, and poured myself another glass of wine.

“I need this,” I said aloud, the words bouncing off the white cabinets. “I need them.”

Twice a week with Cleo, the occasional fuck from Lincoln—it wasn’t enough. Not anymore.

I stared out at the yard; the sun glinting off a patch of plastic icicles, and let the knowledge settle into my bones.

Next semester, I was going to have it all.

***

That night, after the house had settled and Craig had drifted into his customary Netflix coma, I went to work.

I started with the class lists—three sections of first-year algebra, fifty-two names in all. I printed out the rosters and spread them over the kitchen table, red pen at the ready. For each name, I circled the ones that set off even a faint tingle of curiosity: boys who lingered after class, who made eye contact and held it, who “accidentally” brushed my hip when passing by the board. I gave each a quick rating in the margins—looks, swagger, likelihood to say yes if I made the first move.

Then I pulled up next semester’s teaching schedule and cross-referenced it with the college’s master list of classrooms. I highlighted the rooms with poor camera coverage; the ones tucked away in the old wing with no windows and shitty lighting, where a person could vanish for half an hour and nobody would ask why. I mapped out a route that would let me make the most of my office hours, and marked storage closets, faculty lounges, and the single-user bathroom on the second floor as possible fallback positions.

I knew, even as I was doing it, that I was being insane. That I should quit while I still had a marriage, a job, a single shred of dignity. But the thought of backing down made my skin crawl. I wanted more—needed more—than just being Cleo’s side piece or Lincoln’s faculty plaything. I wanted to be the most coveted fuck on campus, a living legend.

I set aside the logistics for a minute and opened up the binder, turning to the notes I’d left for myself during the fall. Some were just reminders—"try shorter skirts," "stop wearing beige"—but a few were actual lesson plans, drafted in the aftermath of a particularly filthy fuck or an especially creative humiliation. “Reward good grades with private review.” “Offer extra credit for oral presentations.” “Remind them what happens to girls who miss deadlines.”

I laughed, dark and delighted, and drafted a new syllabus. This one was heavy on group work, extra tutoring, “special study sessions” that could easily become one-on-ones. I built in late-afternoon office hours, pre-emptively blocked off by Google calendar as “private appointments.” I even wrote myself a sample script for how to initiate a session without sounding like a total predator.

The more I planned, the wetter I got.

At some point, I took a break to dig through my closet. I hauled every skirt, blouse, and pair of heels I owned onto the bed and did a fashion show for myself in the full-length mirror, glass of wine in hand. I experimented with tucking blouses just so, arching my back to make my tits look bigger, practicing how to “drop” a pen and recover it with maximum effect. I stood in front of the mirror and said, “Do you need extra help?” until I could do it without laughing.

The best outfit was a short, pleated skirt with a navy blazer and a white shell underneath. If I stood straight, it looked almost professional. If I bent even an inch, the world got a full view of my thighs, ass, and more if they paid attention. I tried on different combinations, snapped selfies, sent them to a burner email account just for kicks.

When I was done, I laid out the winners in order—Monday through Friday, with a few options for weekends in case I got ambitious.

I went back to the kitchen and started building a spreadsheet for the semester. I set up columns for name, rating, opportunity, risk factor, notes on family situation. I cross-checked each with social media profiles, looking for red flags or hidden promise. Some had girlfriends, but that meant little. Most had ambitions that started and ended with sports or music, or nothing at all.

I set up reminders to text Cleo at least once a week. I made a note to ask Lincoln about new hires, in case there were faculty who might want in on the game. I even left myself a to-do: “Research glory holes.” It seemed prudent to be thorough.

By midnight, I had a full semester mapped out, a playbook for how to turn my perversion into an art form. I stared at the binder, at the stacks of notes and photos and hand-drawn cartoons, and felt a rush of pride.

I’d never been good at sports, or music, or even teaching, really. But I was a fucking genius at this.

I picked up my phone, thumb hovering over Lincoln’s number. It took me a minute to figure out what to say, but once I did, I didn’t hesitate.

I’m thinking of expanding my tutoring program , I typed. What do you think?

He replied within seconds.

I’ll make sure you are busy all the time. Ready to be the school snow bunny?

I stared at the words, heart pounding.

Yes , I replied. Completely .

I closed the laptop, washed my wineglass, and went upstairs.

Tomorrow, I’d start building my legend.
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives  series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie thinks of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.
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Wife’s Secret Interracial Career

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career. She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and a new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs. Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge

Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.

When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.

After Jenni explained their open marriage, she offered Jimmy as a loaner bedmate. As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed.

To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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