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Flood Warning

A control and Release Romance


Prologue

The rain hadn’t stopped in hours.

It came down in sheets outside the library windows, hammering the roof like the sky was trying to drown the entire damn town. Campus had already half-emptied. Classes canceled. Students scattered. Professors gone home.

Except her.

Avery Caldwell was still here.

She always stayed late on Tuesdays—grading, organizing, pretending not to notice when I lingered after class. She didn’t know I’d memorized her routine. The way she tapped her pen when she was frustrated. The way her voice dropped when she read passages out loud. The way she always, always sat with one leg tucked under her, like her body had forgotten how to stay guarded when she was focused on words.

She was thirty-six. Calm. Composed. Fucked-up perfect.

And completely unaware that I’d been watching her for weeks.

Not just watching—learning.

Every shift of her body. Every flicker of discomfort. Every moment where she almost let something slip.

She was the kind of woman who didn’t ask for anything.

Which made me want to make her beg.

Tonight was a gift.

Flash flood warnings had gone out. The parking lot was already halfway under. No buses. No one coming in. No one leaving.

She was alone.

Except for me.

And now?

Now I wasn’t going to wait anymore.

Because she was in that little office down the hall. Lights dimmed. Desk lamp glowing. Probably sipping cold coffee, rubbing the tension from her neck.

I bet she hadn’t pissed since noon.

She’d have no idea that was what I wanted from her—not at first. Not the way I wanted it.

But she’d find out.

She’d squirm.

She’d blush.

She’d break.

And when she did, when the first warm trickle soaked through her expensive skirt and onto my thigh?

She’d finally understand:

She was never the one in control.


Chapter 1

She didn’t even notice how much water she’d had.

That was the best part.

I’d been sliding her fresh bottles for the past hour like it was nothing. Every time her hand brushed empty plastic, I replaced it. She kept sipping without thinking, laughing at my stories, eyes crinkling every time I said something just stupid enough to catch her off guard.

Avery Caldwell was relaxed.

Loose.

Letting her guard down, just a little, under the soft glow of library lamplight and the endless drum of rain outside.

And now?

Now she was squirming.

Barely. A shift in her seat. A subtle press of her thighs beneath the edge of her navy skirt. She probably didn’t even know she was doing it.

But I did.

I noticed everything.

I leaned back in my chair with a groan, stretching. “God, I’m getting stiff.”

Avery glanced up from the book she wasn’t reading anymore. “Try grading two dozen half-assed essays in one sitting. You’ll feel stiff in your soul.”

I laughed. “Your own fault for assigning five-paragraph hell.”

“You’re the one who keeps writing seven-page single-spaced dissertations on erotic metaphor,” she shot back.

“You’re welcome.”

She smiled—and her legs shifted again. Thighs pressing tighter.

Bingo.

I tilted my head, voice casual. “You good?”

She blinked. “What?”

“You’re fidgety.”

She made a face. “I’m just cold.”

“Uh huh.” I leaned across the table. “Or is it the third bottle of water catching up to you?”

“Seth,” she said, laughing, a little blush blooming in her cheeks. “Don’t be gross.”

“Hey, I’m just concerned. Professor pees herself in front of student? Kinda makes things weird.”

“You’re the worst.”

“Come here.”

Before she could react, I was already moving.

I reached across and gripped her by the waist, lifting her with an easy pull and settling her into my lap.

“Seth!”

She yelped, squirming, but I held her steady. My hands curved around her hips as she tried to shift back.

“Nope,” I said, grinning. “Too late. You’re stuck.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“And you’re tense,” I murmured near her ear. “You know what helps with that?”

“Don’t you dare—”

I tickled her.

Fingers light under her ribs, dancing just enough to make her squirm and squeal. Her laugh burst out unguarded, head thrown back.

“Stop—stop it!” she giggled, hands pushing at mine.

“Nope,” I said, laughing with her. “This is for every time you pretended my name wasn’t the one you moaned when reading those passages aloud.”

She smacked my shoulder. “You’re such an ass!”

I tickled her again.

And she jolted.

Froze.

For a second, she went completely still.

And then—

I felt it.

A sudden, warm bloom across my thigh.

Wet. Hot.

Her body locked up instantly.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, voice cracked and horrified.

She moved to get up.

I didn’t let her.

My arms tightened.

She gasped, panicked, squirming to slide off. “Seth—I didn’t mean to—I swear, I—”

“Shhh,” I said, low now. Steady.

“Seth—please—let me go, I didn’t mean to—”

“I know you didn’t,” I murmured, mouth near her neck. “But that’s why it’s so fucking perfect.”

She froze again.

And I felt it—the way her breath caught, the way her hips trembled on top of me, the way her thighs pressed tighter even though it was already too late.

“You’re not getting up,” I said, voice softer, darker. “Not yet.”

“Seth…”

“I want you to keep going.”

She let out a broken sound—somewhere between shock and denial.

“I can’t,” she whispered. “I already—”

“You didn’t,” I said. “Not all the way.”

I slid a hand lower, fingers pressing gently against her belly. “You’re still holding it.”

Her body shivered under my palm.

“You don’t have to anymore,” I whispered. “Just let go.”

She whimpered.

And for the first time tonight—she didn’t argue.

She was still in my lap, breathing uneven, thighs trembling just slightly beneath her skirt.

She hadn’t moved.

And I hadn’t let her.

My hand stayed right where I wanted it—low on her stomach, just above the waistband. I could feel the tension there, the way her muscles clenched like she could still hold back, like she still had something left to fight with.

But she didn’t.

And I wasn’t going to let her pretend otherwise.

“I can’t,” she whispered again, barely audible. “Seth, I can’t—”

I moved my lips to the shell of her ear.

“You already did,” I murmured. “You think I care about a little accident?”

Her breath caught.

“I felt it,” I continued, voice slow, warm. “The way you twitched. The heat. The way your whole body froze like you didn’t know if I was going to laugh or get mad.”

I dragged my palm lower—just a few inches—then back up again. Still outside her skirt. Still teasing.

“But I didn’t do either, did I?”

She shook her head once. Small. Tight.

“No,” I said. “Because I liked it.”

She inhaled sharply. Her thighs squeezed.

“I fucking loved it, Avery.”

My other hand moved to her thigh. I spread my fingers gently, stroking the bare skin just above her knee. Slow. Deliberate.

She was so soft.

So tense.

So close to breaking again.

“You’re still holding it,” I whispered.

“I… I can’t…”

“You can.” I pressed a little firmer on her belly. “You’re allowed to.”

She whimpered.

“It’s just you and me. Just the sound of the rain. Just this table, this chair, this lap.”

I nuzzled into her neck, just enough to feel the way her pulse jumped.

“You don’t have to be perfect right now. You don’t have to pretend. Just…”

My voice dropped.

“…let go.”

And she did.

It started slow.

A small release. Barely more than a tremble.

Then her whole body relaxed—like her muscles had given up all at once.

I felt the heat bloom again, this time flooding across my thigh, soaking through the thin fabric of her panties and the back of her skirt, pooling where her body met mine. Her breath shuddered out of her in a gasping moan, both shame and relief tangled into one sound.

And fuck, it was beautiful.

I held her tight, not letting her pull away, not letting her hide. She whimpered into my neck as the stream continued, hot and desperate and raw. Her body convulsed once, then again.

“It’s okay,” I murmured. “Good girl.”

She moaned.

That.

That right there—I felt it vibrate against my throat. That little, helpless, unwilling sound.

The one that said she’d never felt anything like this before.

When it was finally done, her body was limp against me. Her face was buried in my neck, shaking. I could feel the wet clinging to her thighs, feel the damp heat still trapped between us, feel her embarrassment bleeding through every breath.

I didn’t move.

I just stroked her hair once.

Twice.

Soft and slow.

“You did so fucking good for me,” I whispered.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

But she didn’t pull away, either.

And that was all I needed.

Because now?

Now she knew what I wanted.

And next time… she wouldn’t need to be coaxed.

She’d ask.

She was still in my lap.

Breathing hard.

Face buried in my neck.

The heat between us was thick—wet, humid, clinging. The scent of her release was subtle but unmistakable. It made my cock throb, trapped beneath the soaked weight of her body.

And she was trembling.

Maybe from shame. Maybe from relief. Maybe from the way I hadn’t stopped touching her.

My hand stayed splayed across her belly. My other traced slow, open circles along the inside of her thigh—where the skin was slick now, warm and flushed.

She tried to move.

Just a small shift.

Her voice came out hoarse. “Seth, I need to—”

I didn’t let her finish.

I turned my head and kissed her.

Not hard.

Not greedy.

Just full.

Mouth to mouth.

Her lips were soft and hesitant at first, like she didn’t know if she should be letting me do it. But she didn’t pull away.

I deepened it—tongue sliding between her lips, one hand curling up to cradle her jaw.

She whimpered into my mouth, her thighs clenching reflexively around my fingers.

That was all the permission I needed.

I slipped my hand up her inner thigh and under her skirt, slow and smooth, until I felt the soaked lace of her panties against my palm.

Fucking drenched.

She broke the kiss with a gasp. “Seth—no, I—this is already—”

“Too much?” I murmured, my fingers pressing against the soaked seam of her panties.

She moaned. Shook her head. “It’s not—God—”

“Tell me to stop,” I whispered, brushing my mouth against hers.

Silence.

Her hips rolled. Just slightly. Chasing the pressure.

“Tell me.”

She didn’t.

So I kept going.

Two fingers slid under the lace, parting her folds with maddening slowness.

Wet. So fucking wet.

Not just from the accident—from arousal.

She was already pulsing around nothing, heat radiating from her center like a fever.

“You don’t even know how good this is for me,” I whispered. “You think I was grossed out?”

She whimpered, trembling again.

“Let me show you how fucking grateful I am, Avery.”

I sank one finger inside her.

She gasped—sharp and sudden.

Then another.

Her hips jerked in my lap, her skirt hiked halfway up now, panties shoved to the side, thighs still sticky with wetness. Her core clenched around me like she didn’t know whether to take me in or push me out.

“You feel that?” I asked, pumping slow. “You know how soaked you are? You’re fucking dripping, baby.”

She groaned, one hand flying to cover her face.

I grabbed her wrist.

“Don’t hide from me.”

She looked at me—eyes wide, pupils blown.

And I smiled.

“There she is.”

I crooked my fingers just right and she cried out, hips bucking helplessly against my hand.

“Good girl,” I whispered, curling deeper. “Let me make you come in my lap. Just like you pissed in it.”

She moaned—desperate, broken.

And I knew:

She would.

Because now?

She wanted to.

She didn’t tell me to stop.

Not when I spread her legs wider in my lap.

Not when I curled my fingers inside her, deep and slow.

Not when I whispered filth right against her skin and watched her unravel.

Her panties were shoved to the side now, clinging to her soaked folds. My palm was slick with her—wet from release, wet from want. Her thighs trembled with every pass of my fingers, every drag of pressure against that soft, swollen spot deep inside.

She was panting.

Head tilted back.

Neck arched.

Skirt bunched around her waist.

Completely undone in my lap.

And fuck, she was beautiful.

“You’ve been holding out on me, Professor,” I murmured against her jaw. “All these weeks, all that control, and this is what’s been underneath it the whole time.”

She whimpered, her hips jerking when I twisted my wrist just right.

“You have no idea what you’ve done to me,” I breathed, my voice thick now. “Every time you spoke in that dry little lecture voice… every time you said something clever and didn’t smile like you were dying to be kissed…”

I kissed her then.

Harder this time.

She melted into it.

When I pulled back, her eyes were glazed. Her lip was trembling.

“I’ve been writing about you since the first week,” I whispered, fingers still pumping deep, curling at the perfect angle. “You know that? All those filthy little scenes I turned in?”

She gasped when I picked up the pace. Her moans came faster, less restrained.

“You were the muse,” I said. “The woman who pretends she’s untouchable, unreadable, too smart to ever fall apart.”

I grazed my teeth along her earlobe, licking it after.

“But I saw it,” I hissed. “The way you cross your legs too tight. The way you clench your jaw when I speak. The way you look at me when you think I’m not watching.”

Her core clenched around my fingers so hard I groaned.

“Every story I wrote?” I said, voice low and reverent. “Every scene? Every filthy paragraph?”

I kissed her again, deep and claiming.

“I was just trying to figure out what you’d sound like when you begged.”

Her whole body shuddered in my arms.

“I imagined this exact moment,” I whispered. “You in my lap. Dripping. Soaked from your own piss, still needy for more.”

She moaned. Loud.

“And now,” I said, fucking her deeper with each stroke, “I finally get to see it in person.”

She clawed at my shoulder, hips jerking uncontrollably.

“I can feel how close you are,” I murmured. “Your body’s giving you away. You want to come, don’t you?”

She nodded, breathless.

“Say it,” I demanded softly. “I want to hear you say it, Avery.”

She buried her face against my neck, voice shaking. “I want to come…”

“Who made you feel like this?”

“You,” she gasped. “You did—Seth, please—”

“Good girl,” I growled, curling my fingers one last time—

But I didn’t let her fall yet.

Not yet.

Because I wanted her to break.

Her voice broke when she begged.

Not loud.

Not polished.

Just raw.

Real.

“I want to come…”

She said it like it cost her something—like the words had claws and shame wrapped around them. But fuck, she said it. She gave it to me.

And I wasn’t going to waste it.

I tightened my arm around her waist, holding her close, my fingers still working inside her—deep and smooth and steady.

She was soaked. Flooding.

Not from what she’d done earlier.

This was new.

This was pure heat. Pure need.

“Look at you,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her cheek. “Falling apart in my lap like you were made for this.”

She moaned—high, tight, broken.

“Like your body was waiting for someone to take control.”

Her hands gripped my shoulders now, nails digging in. Her thighs shook with every thrust of my fingers.

“You wanted this,” I whispered. “You needed this.”

Another sound. A sob of pleasure.

“You’re gonna come for me, Avery.”

She nodded frantically, but I didn’t let her finish the thought.

“You’re gonna come while you’re still wet from losing control—while my lap is soaked because you couldn’t hold it.”

She whimpered. Her body was close—so close.

“You’re gonna come like a filthy little thing,” I breathed against her ear, “because that’s what you are now.”

She let out a strangled cry.

My thumb found her clit—just the lightest pressure, circling while my fingers curled deep inside.

Her hips bucked hard. Her whole body arched.

And then—

She shattered.

Her orgasm hit like a wave—hard, sharp, involuntary. She moaned against my mouth, legs twitching, her pussy clenching tight around my fingers as she came harder than she ever meant to. Her nails dragged down my chest. Her breath caught in a sob.

And I held her through all of it.

Whispering.

“Good girl…”

“You did so good for me…”

“Just like that…”

When she finally stilled, her head dropped to my shoulder. Her body limp. Completely wrung out. Still twitching now and then when I stroked her thigh or brushed her clit too lightly.

She didn’t say anything.

Didn’t need to.

She was in my arms.

Undone.

Exactly where I wanted her.

And I wasn’t letting her go.


Chapter 2

She hadn’t spoken much since she came.

Not because she was ashamed—that had passed.

Not because she regretted it.

But because something had changed.

She’d curled up in my lap for a while, her head tucked against my chest, her thighs bare and warm where I kept stroking them—idly, like I didn’t want to stop touching her, and I didn’t.

Now it was quiet.

The storm still hadn’t let up.

Campus still flooded.

The power had dipped again, and now only the soft hum of emergency lights buzzed in the corners of the library.

Avery had shifted to the chair beside me, wrapped in my hoodie. Her skirt clung to her thighs. Her panties were gone—still balled in my pocket—and every time she adjusted her legs, I caught a glimpse of bare skin and nothing else.

I didn’t look away.

And she didn’t stop me.

Her water bottle was almost empty.

She kept glancing toward the bathroom down the hall, biting her lip like she was working something out behind her eyes.

I watched her. Quiet.

She stood.

Then hesitated.

Her hips turned halfway toward the bathroom.

Then paused.

Then turned back toward me.

My cock swelled instantly.

She didn’t even know it—but that little moment?

That flicker of indecision?

That was submission.

And it was beautiful.

“You didn’t go,” I said softly.

She looked at me—flushed, caught, lips parted.

“I…” She hesitated. “I was going to, I just—”

I smiled. Stood up. Stepped in front of her. Close enough to make her tilt her chin up to meet my eyes.

“No,” I said. “Don’t explain.”

I leaned down, brushing my hand along her jaw.

“You paused.”

She swallowed hard.

“That means you’re thinking about it,” I said. “That means part of you wondered if you should wait. If I’d want you to wait.”

Her lips trembled.

“And that?” I whispered. “That’s what I want.”

I leaned in closer, my mouth just at her ear.

“Good girl.”

She let out a shaky breath.

I stepped back and rolled my shoulders with a quiet sigh. Then casually, like we were talking about the weather, I added:

“I need to piss too.”

She blinked, startled by the sudden shift.

I smirked. “And lucky for me…”

I took her hand and brought it to the hard line of my cock pressing against my jeans.

“…you warmed up my seat earlier.”

Her lips parted, shocked—but her hand didn’t move.

I reached down and cupped the backs of her thighs, lifting her gently.

“Come take your seat.”

She gasped as I set her on the edge of the table.

Then I dropped to my knees.

“On my cock this time.”

She didn’t fight me.

Not when I lifted her onto the table.

Not when I kissed the inside of her thigh.

Not when I unzipped my jeans and pulled my cock free, thick and hard and already aching.

Her breath hitched when she saw it—when she saw how ready I was.

Not just for her.

For what came next.

“I meant it,” I said, wrapping a hand around her waist and drawing her to the edge. “I need to piss.”

She swallowed, wide-eyed, lips parted.

I pushed her skirt up, baring her fully to me again.

Her thighs were slick from earlier. Her pussy pink and swollen.

“I could go to the bathroom.” I wrapped my fist around the base of my cock. “I could walk twenty feet down that hall and take care of it.”

I lined myself up against her entrance.

“But that wouldn’t feel nearly as good…”

I pushed inside her. Slow. Deep.

She gasped—high and tight—her nails digging into the edge of the table.

Her body opened around me, still wet, still pliant, still ruined from the last orgasm she’d barely recovered from. She took me inch by inch until she was full—completely seated on my cock.

I stilled.

Held her there.

Looked her straight in the eye.

“…as doing it right here. Inside you.”

Her eyes went wide.

She shook her head—just a little. “Seth…”

I stroked her cheek. “Shhh.”

“I don’t know if I—if I can—”

“You can.”

I reached around, gripping her ass in both hands, grinding her hips against mine slowly, pressing even deeper.

“You held your piss for me.”

She moaned, helpless, hips twitching.

“You let it go for me.”

Another little sob.

“And now?” I whispered, low and rough. “You’re going to hold mine.”

She whimpered—but her body clenched around me.

Not resisting.

Wanting.

I kissed her.

Hard. Possessive. A seal.

Then I leaned back just enough to look at her, holding her open on my cock, buried as deep as I could go.

“Relax,” I said. “Don’t fight it.”

Her walls fluttered.

And then I let go.

Warmth flooded into her.

She gasped—a sharp, desperate sound as she felt it. Felt me emptying into her. Not just cum. Not just lust.

Everything.

My piss poured into her, slow at first, then heavier, soaking her from the inside. Her hands flew to my shoulders like she needed something to hold onto.

“You feel that?” I whispered, kissing her throat. “Feel how full you’re getting?”

She nodded, dazed.

“Good girl. Take it.”

I held her close as I finished, groaning into her neck, hips rolling just slightly to grind it deeper inside her.

And when it stopped, when the warmth stilled and she was brimming, I kissed her again—soft this time.

“You’re mine now,” I murmured. “Inside and out.”

She didn’t say a word.

But she didn’t let me go either.

She was shaking.

Still full. Still stretched. Still stuffed with my piss.

My cock was buried inside her, thick and hard, holding every drop in place. Her body clenched around me, warm and trembling, the pressure building inside her with every twitch of her hips.

She hadn’t moved.

Not an inch.

Like she was afraid any shift would make her lose it.

I tilted her chin up with two fingers.

“Don’t even think about letting go.”

Her eyes flickered—wide, wet, wrecked.

“Seth…”

“You hold it,” I said, low and firm. “Until I say. Until you come.”

Her breath hitched.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

I smiled.

“Then I guess I better make you come fast, huh?”

I pulled out just a few inches, then drove back in, slow and deep—grinding.

She choked on a moan.

Her walls clenched violently, like her body was fighting against the pressure, desperate to release—but I didn’t let her.

“You’re going to stay full,” I growled. “Feel me inside you. Feel everything I gave you.”

I thrust again.

Harder. Slower.

Her back arched.

“Your pussy is so fucking greedy,” I said, sliding deep. “She doesn’t want to let anything go. Not my cock. Not my come. Not even my fucking piss.”

She moaned loud, hips grinding against me like she needed more—even if it hurt.

And that was the part that made me feral.

The way she wanted it.

I set a brutal rhythm—slow, punishing strokes.

Deep enough to drag everything against that sensitive spot inside her.

Slow enough to make her feel every stretch, every drop, every forbidden throb of fullness.

Her pussy spasmed around me, tight and slick and unbearably wet.

“You’re going to make yourself come,” I said. “While I fuck you full. While your belly aches from holding it.”

She gasped. “I—I can’t—”

“You can,” I growled. “You will.”

I slammed into her once.

Twice.

Hard.

She cried out.

“I want to feel you clamp down on me,” I said, voice rough. “I want to feel your pussy thank me.”

She sobbed, overwhelmed.

And I kissed her again—deep and wild and claiming.

Because this wasn’t just about piss.

This was about ownership.

She was going to come while I held her full of everything I gave her.

She was going to fall apart on my cock, because I told her to.

Because I made her.

I grabbed the backs of her thighs and pushed them up, folding her open.

“Keep it in,” I growled. “Every last drop.”

Then I slammed in again—

slow, deep, merciless.

And she screamed.

She was breaking.

Every thrust made her body seize around me—tighter, hotter, more desperate.

Her legs were trembling in my grip.

Her pussy was fluttering, trying to come.

Her belly was taut with pressure, her lips red from biting down so hard.

I could feel it.

The tension building.

The fight between pleasure and the ache of needing to release.

She was going to explode.

But I wasn’t letting her.

Not yet.

“Still holding it?” I asked, cock grinding in slow and deep, like I had all the time in the world.

She nodded frantically, tears brimming in her eyes.

“Good girl.”

I fucked into her harder—slow but brutal. My hips slapped against her ass with every stroke, her thighs bouncing with the force of it.

“I know it hurts,” I said. “Your body’s confused.”

I cupped her lower stomach—right where the pressure was worst.

Right where she was stretched from the inside out.

She gasped.

“It wants to let go so bad, doesn’t it?”

She whimpered. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“I need—”

“No,” I said, voice firm. “You don’t need anything.”

I drove in again.

Her head dropped back, lips parting in a silent cry.

“You hold every fucking drop until I say you don’t.”

She moaned, writhing under me, cock still locked inside her, still holding it all in.

“You think this is hard?” I said. “You think this is mean?”

I pressed my hand harder against her belly. She squealed, hips twitching wildly.

“This is me being generous.”

She tried to move her hands down between her legs—to finish it herself.

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head.

“No.”

Her eyes went wide—half-wild now.

“You don’t come until I say.”

She shook her head. “Seth, please—please—I’m going to—”

“You’re going to hold it,” I growled. “Like the good little thing I know you are.”

I fucked her slow again, dragging it out, making her feel every vein of my cock inside her, every stretch, every throb.

“Tell me how full you are.”

She sobbed. “So full.”

“Tell me what’s inside you.”

“Y-you—your piss…”

“And?”

“Your cock—” she choked, broken.

“And who does it all belong to?”

“You,” she whispered.

I leaned in close, lips against her throat.

“Then you’ll come when I say.”

Her body twitched beneath me—every nerve on fire.

But I didn’t let her break.

Not yet.

Not until she begged for it like it was the only thing keeping her alive.

She was holding on by a thread.

Her body bucked with every slow thrust. Her walls clenched so hard it nearly made me lose control. Her breath came in ragged gasps, lips swollen, eyes wide and wet.

She was right there—one word away from completely unraveling.

I let go of her wrists.

Let my hands slide back down her thighs. I gripped them hard, opened her wider, and slammed in deep—one, final, slow grind that made her cry out.

“Do you want to come?” I growled.

“Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes, please—please—”

“Then listen to me.”

She froze under me—trembling, every nerve tuned to my voice.

“You’re going to come,” I whispered, mouth against her ear. “You’re going to soak my cock, empty every fucking drop inside you, and I’m not going to stop.”

Her breath stuttered. Her legs tried to close.

I gripped her tighter.

“Let it out,” I commanded. “Come while you piss for me.”

She sobbed. “Seth—I—I—”

“Now,” I snarled. “Let. Go.”

And she did.

All at once.

Her body seized around me as she came, hard and violent, screaming my name. Her pussy clamped down so tight I saw stars. And then—

Warmth.

A sudden, uncontrollable rush of heat flooded around my cock, gushing from her in pulsing waves as her body let go of everything it had been holding.

She came and pissed at the same time, soaking both of us, gasping, shaking, completely broken open.

And I fucking lost it.

I grunted low in her ear, hips pounding once—twice—then slammed in deep, my cock throbbing hard as I came inside her, filling her even more.

She sobbed, collapsing beneath me, her whole body twitching from the force of it all.

We stayed like that.

Connected.

Flooded.

Breathless.

Spent.

And I kissed her again—slow, deep, reverent—while my cock stayed buried inside her, keeping everything in.


Epilogue

The room buzzed with the usual quiet hum—shuffling bags, the soft scratch of pens, idle chatter that blurred into the background.

Night class.

Storm gone.

Campus dry.

Everything back to normal.

Almost.

I walked in through the back, eyes sweeping across the room like I wasn’t looking for her—but I was.

And there she was.

Sitting at her desk near the front, legs crossed neatly beneath her long skirt, a red pen in hand. Focused. Calm.

Like nothing had happened.

Like she hadn’t come in my lap.

Like she hadn’t soaked my cock.

Like she hadn’t begged me with her body, then pissed herself in my arms while I came inside her.

But I saw it.

The tension in her shoulders.

The way her lips parted when she saw me.

The tiny flicker in her eyes.

It wasn’t over. Not even close.

I didn’t say a word.

Just walked to the front of the class, past the first row of desks, and paused beside hers.

I reached into my bag.

And placed a full bottle of water—cold, sweating slightly—on the corner of her desk.

Then turned.

And walked back to my seat.

Sat down.

Opened my notebook.

Didn’t look at her.

But I could feel her watching me.

The air was thick with it. The rest of the class may as well have vanished.

And then—

She picked up the bottle.

A pause.

A single, small second of hesitation.

Then she unscrewed the cap.

Lifted it.

And took a long, slow drink.

Her eyes never left mine.

I smiled.

Because we both knew.

This wasn’t over.

It had just begun.
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