

CHAPTER 1

"Professor Sinclair, is there anything I can do to improve my grade?"

The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could stop them, my face burning the second they left. My heart hammered against my ribs as I stood in his office doorway, hands clenched nervously at the sides of my skirt.

I was fully prepared to drop to my knees under his desk right then and there if that's what it took. Anything for a grade higher than a C- in his class.

Professor Sinclair didn't look up from where he sat grading papers behind his desk. The silence stretched too long as he turned another page slowly with one hand while casually swirling ice coffee in a glass with the other.

A C- in Sexual Studies would be a death sentence for my 4.0 GPA.

It would be the first and only blemish on an otherwise pristine academic record stretching back through middle school, high school, and now university. A single C- among all perfect As would look like a gaping wound on my transcript.

More than that, it threatened my chances of getting into Harvard Law School after graduation. With wealthy legacy applicants and well-connected nepo babies competing for a shrinking number of spots, academic standards had become more demanding than ever. My future depended on maintaining perfection.

Professor Sinclair finally looked up from his papers, and the air in the office instantly changed.

I'd seen him before of course - during lectures where he wore crisp button-downs with sleeves rolled to his elbows, or passing by in the hallway. But now under this golden afternoon light filtering through his office blinds, I truly noticed how devastatingly handsome he was for a man pushing fifty.

His sharp jawline was dusted with silver stubble that somehow made him more attractive rather than less. Those deep brown eyes framed by unfairly long lashes studied me intently as if peeling back every layer of my nervousness.

Professor Sinclair leaned back in his leather office chair, the movement making the fabric of his tailored navy suit stretch across broad shoulders.

"You haven't been giving this class the attention it deserves," he said, his voice low and smooth like aged whiskey. "I know your major is very demanding."

He set down his coffee with deliberate care before continuing.

"But sex is one of the most important parts of being human. It shapes relationships and influences mental health outcomes. Hell, Mandy," he added with sudden intensity as those dark eyes burned into mine, "it's the basis of life."

He leaned back in his chair, but his gaze never left mine.

"You have no idea how much of human history is predicated on people wanting to have more sex, better sex. Did you know that the Romans harvested a plant to extinction because its seed had contraceptive properties? Or that entire royal dynasties rose and fell because kings couldn't produce heirs?"

A faint smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"The Trojan War, at least according to legend, started over the desire for a woman. Marriage alliances have built empires. Affairs have toppled governments. Questions of who gets to reproduce, with whom, and under what circumstances have influenced every religion since the beginning of recorded history."

He spread his hands as if presenting an argument so obvious it shouldn't require explanation.

"So when a student treats this subject as an afterthought, I can't help but think they're missing something important."

My mouth opened slightly, but no words came out at first.

I had never thought of sex that way - as something fundamental to human history rather than just a primal physical act occurring behind closed doors between two consenting adults. The professor's passion for the subject was mesmerizing in a way I hadn't expected from someone so composed and scholarly.

"No, I didn't," I finally breathed out, cheeks flushing pink as his intensity held me captivated.

Without meaning to, my eyes flickered down to his lips for half a second before darting back up nervously. My fingers twisted anxiously in the fabric of my skirt again.

Part of me wanted to ask him more about Roman contraceptives and human history like some eager student... while another part felt an unfamiliar heat pooling low in my belly at how serious he sounded.

Professor Sinclair's gaze darkened as he studied my face, the air between us thickening with unspoken tension.

"Let me be very clear," he said slowly, setting his coffee down on a coaster with precise movements. "If I'm going to improve your grade... are you really willing to do anything?"

His deep voice sent shivers down my spine.

The moment those words left his mouth, something primal flipped inside me. My fingers moved automatically toward the office door handle behind me without conscious thought.

I clicked it shut firmly before turning back to him and swallowing hard.

"Yes," I whispered immediately, already preparing to receive whatever lesson he had in store for me, whether it was on my knees or bent over his desk.

A slow, satisfied smile curled at the corners of Professor Sinclair's mouth as he saw the desperation etched on my face.

"Good," he said simply, the single word making my stomach flip.

He stood up from his desk with effortless grace, towering over me in his polished dress shoes. The scent of sandalwood and expensive cologne enveloped me as he stepped closer.

"One of the other girls for Saturday's seminar had to cancel," he explained smoothly while straightening his tie unnecessarily. "I was scrambling to find a replacement for... demonstrations. If you show up this weekend... I'll change your C into a B+."

My brow furrowed in confusion as I blurted out the obvious question, "What... what kind of seminar is it for?"

"Free Use 101," he replied smoothly, as if that explained everything.

The term meant absolutely nothing to me. My university had dozens of specialized elective courses and research seminars on campus every weekend about anything from marine biology to Victorian poetry... but Free Use? That sounded suspiciously vague and oddly specific all at once.

My moral compass wavered for just a second before my overwhelming need to salvage my GPA crushed any hesitation.

One day.

That was all it would take. One Saturday of... whatever this "Free Use" nonsense entailed, and my grades would be saved.

The professor could clearly see the exact moment my resolve hardened, because his smirk deepened.

"Saturday at noon," he said, pulling a sleek black business card from his desk drawer and offering it to me. His address was printed in elegant silver lettering.

"Come to my house. Wear something you don't mind getting dirty." The way he emphasized dirty made something uneasy twist in my gut despite having already decided I'd go through with this.

Without another word of protest, I reached out and took the business card between my fingers. The paper felt unnecessarily luxurious under my fingertips.

"I'll be there," I said quietly, voice steady despite the nervous energy crackling beneath my skin.

Professor Sinclair simply nodded once in approval before sitting behind his desk, as if our entire conversation had been about something mundane like the syllabus or office hours.

Without another word exchanged between us, I turned on my heel, opened the door, and walked out of his office with slow measured steps that masked how fast my heart was racing.

Saturday at noon hung over me like an approaching storm, a terrifying leap into the unknown that would change the course of my life in ways I could never have imagined.

But for the moment, I was late for Psych class.


CHAPTER 2

The Saturday noon sun reflected blindingly off the polished windows of Professor Sinclair's large modern house as I pulled up in my rusted, slightly lopsided Honda Civic.

I'd spent an embarrassing amount of time getting ready that morning, trying to balance looking presentable with not seeming like I was trying too hard for some weird seminar.

In the end I settled on a plaid skirt and a white button-up shirt with a cardigan, aiming for a studious look without venturing too far into "teacher's pet" territory. My brown hair fell in loose waves down my back since it was one of those few days when nothing had gone wrong with styling it.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my skirt one last time before stepping out of the car. The neighborhood was upscale with manicured lawns and expensive vehicles parked in driveways - my beat-up Honda looked horribly out of place.

Walking up the flagstone path to his front door made me hyper-aware of every little imperfection: a scuff on my Mary Janes, how thin the fabric of that cardigan felt against sudden cool air.

My knuckles hovered just inches from the polished oak door when it swung open abruptly, revealing Professor Sinclair already dressed down in dark jeans and a fitted black turtleneck that showed off his broad shoulders.

He looked effortlessly handsome compared to my awkwardly formal outfit. For a split second I wondered if maybe I should've worn something more casual after all.

"Right on time," he said with an approving smile before stepping aside to let me enter.

Professor Sinclair guided me inside with a light touch to the small of my back, sending an involuntary shiver through me.

The front room was spacious and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows letting in too much natural light for comfort. Six male students sat arranged in a semicircle like they were at some corporate meeting.

All wore tailored suits that screamed money and privilege. Their sharp eyes immediately flicked toward me as I entered.

Standing near the center of the room was another girl - probably also a volunteer demonstration participant - dressed casually in jeans and an oversized polo shirt rolled at the sleeves.

"Mandy," Professor Sinclair said in that deep, authoritative voice of his as he gestured toward me. "This is Blaire. You'll both be volunteer demonstrants today."

Blaire turned to face me fully with a polite but slightly detached smile. She was pretty in an effortlessly cool way, with short blonde hair and sharp cheekbones.

She wore her casual clothes like they cost more than my entire wardrobe combined.

Blaire gave me a brief once-over that wasn't rude but definitely assessing before offering a small, professional smile.

"Hi Mandy," she said in a smooth voice with just the right amount of warmth for polite introductions.

She then turned her head slightly toward Professor Sinclair without fully looking away from me. "Are we getting started soon?" she asked him, one manicured eyebrow lifting slightly like an impatient executive waiting for a meeting to begin.

Professor Sinclair gave Blaire a patient but firm nod, as if he was used to her eagerness.

"Patience, please," he said calmly before checking his expensive-looking wristwatch. "But yes, we can get started soon now that Mandy's here."

The way the six suited male students all shifted slightly in their chairs at those words made my stomach twist nervously.

One of them cleared his throat loudly while another casually adjusted his tie like they were preparing for something important.

Blaire reached for the hem of her polo shirt without hesitation, clearly expecting to remove it immediately.

But Professor Sinclair raised a hand in a subtle stop gesture before she could pull the fabric up.

"That won't be required for this class," he said calmly, his tone leaving no room for argument despite how casually he delivered the information.

Blaire froze mid-motion before slowly lowering her arms back to her sides with an almost imperceptible frown.

A quiet wave of relief washed over me the second Professor Sinclair said we wouldn't have to undress.

That whole week, my imagination had been running wild. I'd been bracing myself for having to strip down completely in front of all these strange upperclassmen and possibly the professor too.

My tense shoulders dropped slightly as my grip on my purse strap loosened before the professor clarified.

His next sentence sent a jolt of cold dread straight down my spine.

"When the time comes," he said smoothly, "we will be the ones to undress you."

My breath hitched audibly in the sudden silence of the room.

"Sorry... what?" I blurted out before I could stop myself, my voice coming out higher than intended.

Professor Sinclair actually looked disappointed in me. He sighed like a teacher explaining something basic to a slow student for the hundredth time.

"Didn't you do your homework to find out what Free Use is?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as if this was obvious information any decent student would've researched beforehand.

I opened and closed my mouth a couple times like a goldfish before managing, "No... I thought that was the point of the seminar? To learn a new topic..."

My explanation sounded weak even to my own ears. The six suited boys exchanged glances among themselves, some looking amused while others just seemed mildly disappointed in me.

Blaire bit her lip slightly as if she could relate to how clueless I clearly was about all this.

Professor Sinclair folded his hands together, looking every bit like a lecturer preparing to introduce a new concept. In a sense, that's exactly what he was doing.

"Free use," he began, his voice carrying the same calm authority he used in the classroom, "is a dynamic in which participants grant others broad permission to interact with their bodies with minimal restrictions."

He let the definition settle over the room before continuing.

"It's generally considered a form of consensual non-consent. For some, it provides an opportunity to enact their deepest fantasies without fear of being shut down in the moment. For others, the appeal lies in being free from the expectation of constant decision-making or negotiation in the moment."

He walked slowly toward a whiteboard mounted on the wall, picking up a marker as he continued his explanation.

"Today's seminar is titled Free Use 101 because you're all new to this idea. But by later this afternoon, I expect you all to be subject matter experts."

The professor underlined "free use" twice before turning back around.

Blaire nodded along like she already understood all of this while my stomach churned with growing unease.

Professor Sinclair's dark eyes locked onto mine with sudden intensity.

"One last chance, Mandy," he said quietly but firmly. "You can walk out that door right now and take your C without any further questions."

A heavy pause hung in the air before he added,

"Or you stay for this seminar, participate fully... and get what you came here for."

All six suited boys were watching me intently like they already knew which choice I'd make.

My mind raced through the brutal math of it all.

A C would destroy my GPA permanently, shatter my chances at law school, send me on a downward spiral towards a lesser Ivy.

The B+ was right there if I just endured whatever this weird seminar entailed for a few hours.

Before I could overthink it any further, I squared my shoulders and gave one small nod to Professor Sinclair. "I'll stay," I whispered quietly.

His face broke into a pleased smile, the kind usually reserved for students who aced his exams.

"Excellent decision," he said before clapping his hands together once. “Now remember, the safe word is pineapple.”

He strode toward a sleek wooden table I hadn't noticed before, positioned near the back of the room.

With dramatic flair, he yanked off a black cloth covering that had been draped over it.

My breath caught in my throat as dozens of sex toys came into view: vibrators in every size and shape, thick silicone dildos standing tall, bottles of lube with different use cases.

"These are our demonstration tools," he explained casually to the boys, as if this was perfectly normal seminar material. "You may use them on our volunteer girls throughout the course of today's lesson if you choose to do so."

My eyes darted involuntarily to Blaire, who had gone suspiciously quiet since seeing everything laid out.

Professor Sinclair surveyed the six suited male students with an amused smirk.

"Who wants to go first?" he asked.

Not one of them hesitated. Their hands flew up with almost alarming enthusiasm, and for a moment I felt less like a person and more like a test subject being studied behind glass.

For the first time since arriving, I really looked at the six boys sitting in front of me.

They were all devastatingly attractive in that privileged Ivy League way - sharp jawlines, perfect teeth showing when they smiled eagerly for their professor.

One had messy blond hair and dimples. Another wore his tie loosely undone revealing tanned collarbone. A third with piercing blue eyes kept licking his lips nervously like a predator about to pounce.

Professor Sinclair's gaze swept across the eager hands before landing on a particularly tall guy with tousled dark hair and striking green eyes.

"Derek," he said, making the boy stand up instantly.

Derek was built like an athlete - broad shoulders tapering to a lean waist, his expensive navy suit stretching across defined biceps. He had that effortlessly handsome face of someone who'd never lacked for attention in his life.

He adjusted his cufflinks smoothly as he stepped forward.

"Derek," Professor Sinclair said in that same calm professor voice, "you'll be demonstrating on Blaire. Show me what you think free use is."

The words sent a chill down my spine despite not being directed at me.

Blaire immediately straightened up, her face going carefully blank like she'd done this before. Derek merely nodded with quiet intensity before walking toward the blonde girl without another word exchanged between them.

Without hesitation, Derek closed the distance between himself and Blaire.

In one smooth motion, he cupped her face with both hands before leaning down to kiss her deeply.

The second his lips met hers it was obvious this wasn't some gentle first kiss - it was hungry and claiming from the start. One of his large hands slid into her short blonde hair while the other gripped her hip possessively.

Blaire responded eagerly to Derek's kiss, her hands lifting automatically to grip his suit jacket as she kissed him back with equal passion.

But Professor Sinclair cleared his throat loudly.

"Blaire," he said firmly, making the girl instantly break away from Derek like she'd been scolded.

He reminded sternly, "You're free use today. You don't initiate."

The correction made Blaire flush slightly before obediently dropping her hands back to her sides.

Professor Sinclair gave Derek a small approving nod before instructing, "Now, heat things up. We don't have all day."

Derek didn't need to be told twice.

His large hands slid down Blaire's back and firmly grabbed her ass through the denim of her jeans. He squeezed hard enough that I could see his fingers press into the fabric from across the room.

Blaire bit her lip but kept perfectly still as instructed.

Derek wasted no time escalating things.

His grip on Blaire's ass became rougher, kneading the flesh through her jeans while simultaneously capturing her mouth in another aggressive kiss.

This time he didn't ask for permission - he just took what was allowed to him by the free use dynamic. One of his hands slid from her backside up to fist in her short hair, tilting her head back as he deepened the kiss obscenely.

Professor Sinclair seemed to grow impatient with Derek's slow escalation.

Without warning, he strode across the room toward me.
Before I could react, Professor Sinclair's large hand slid under the plaid fabric of my skirt without ceremony.

His warm palm pressed firmly against the cotton-covered mound between my thighs through thin panties.

"Cotton," he remarked with mild disappointment, his deep voice laced with amusement as if this was some academic observation rather than a violation.

"I predicted lace."

His fingers hooked into the gusset of my cotton panties with surprising deftness.

Before I could process what was happening, he'd already tugged them aside to expose bare skin.

My body reacted faster than my mind - one hand shot down automatically to grab his wrist in a panicked attempt to stop him.

His eyes flashed with warning the second my fingers closed around his wrist.

Without breaking eye contact, he peeled my hand off him effortlessly like I weighed nothing.

"Remember," he murmured in a tone that sent chills through me, "you're free use."

Before I could even breathe, his thick index finger slid between my folds.

Professor Sinclair glanced over at Derek and Blaire with clear disapproval before turning back to me.

"Derek," he said sharply, "you're going through the regular motions - kissing, touching over clothes like this is some typical makeout session that you're trying to escalate further."

He made a dismissive gesture toward them.

"Free use isn't about courtship or romance. It's about getting straight to what you really want."

Professor Sinclair's calloused professor fingers felt impossibly intimate against my bare, sensitive skin.

Every slight brush of his fingertip through my folds sent electric jolts up my spine despite how wrong this all felt. My breath came in short shallow gasps as I stood frozen like a deer in headlights.

The contrast between his calm academic demeanor and the filthy way he was touching me had an intoxicating effect on my nervous system that made me dizzy.

Without warning, Professor Sinclair withdrew his damp finger and brought it to his mouth.

I watched in horrified fascination as he slowly licked the evidence of my arousal off his fingertip with deliberate relish.

Before I could process that, both hands suddenly fisted into my hair near the roots. He yanked hard, twisting it upward into a makeshift ponytail while shoving me downward toward the floor.

My knees hit the hardwood floor with a soft thud.

Professor Sinclair kept one hand in a vise-like grip on my hair, keeping me positioned exactly where he wanted me.

With his free hand, he unbuckled his belt with quick efficiency before undoing the button and zipper of his tailored slacks. His growing erection pressed visibly against dark boxer briefs beneath.

Professor Sinclair hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs and shoved them down just enough to free his already half-hard cock.

It sprang out thick and heavy, resting against a light dusting of silver pubic hair that matched the stubble on his jaw.

He didn't say anything - he simply used my hair as leverage to tilt my face forward toward him.

My eyes went wide as saucers at the sheer size of him. Thick around like a soda can, with heavy veins running up the shaft and a plump head already flushed pink.

Before I could even swallow nervously, he brought his cock up to lightly smack against my right cheek - not hard enough to hurt but firm enough to startle me into compliance.

The unspoken demand was clear: Open.

I hesitated for only a split second before obeying, parting my lips like a good girl being asked to taste something.

Professor Sinclair watched with dark satisfaction as I waited there on my knees, mouth open and breath warm against his skin.

Without another word of warning or instruction, he grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward.

The second his cock breached my lips, I realized with sudden panic just how big he really was.

My jaw ached immediately as the thick head pressed against my tongue, stretching my mouth wider than it had ever been stretched before.

Professor Sinclair groaned low in his throat - a sound of pure masculine satisfaction that vibrated through me more intensely than any praise could have.

While his cock continued sinking deeper into my mouth, Professor Sinclair casually began lecturing to the class as if this was perfectly normal seminar behavior.

"Free use is as physical as sex gets," he said smoothly, gripping my hair tighter as he started shallowly thrusting between my lips.

"It's about taking what you want, how you want it."

One of his hands gestured toward Blaire and Derek for emphasis while the other held me in place.

Without any warning, Professor Sinclair pushed hard forward until his cockhead suddenly slammed against the back of my throat.

I gagged violently, eyes watering instantly as my body rejected the sudden intrusion so deep.

He didn't pull out - instead he held me there while I choked around him, tears spilling over onto my flushed cheeks.

He ignored my distress, keeping me impaled on his cock as he turned his attention to Derek.

"Now Derek," he said calmly like this was a typical classroom discussion question, "what do you really want to do to Blaire right now?"

The contrast between the professor's composed teaching voice and the fact that I was currently being choked on his cock made everything feel surrealistically wrong, yet a darker part of me couldn't wait to see where this would lead.

Derek didn't hesitate after being called on.

In one swift motion, he grabbed the hem of Blaire's oversized polo shirt and yanked it upward over her head.

The second fabric cleared her face, I gaped in shock - beneath the loose clothing were huge breasts that defied all logic for someone with such a petite frame.

They bounced slightly from the sudden movement as she stood there bare from waist up.

Derek effortlessly lifted Blaire's small frame like she weighed nothing, carrying her the few steps to a plush sectional couch.

He laid her down gently before climbing over her, his expensive suit pants riding up slightly on his muscular thighs.

Without ceremony he unzipped and freed a thick cock that nearly matched Professor Sinclair's in size.

Straddling Blaire's waist, he positioned himself between those massive breasts and began to slowly thrust.

Professor Sinclair watched Derek's display with obvious approval, his own arousal visibly increasing as the other man began tittyfucking Blaire.

This seemed to spur him on - suddenly he was using my face in earnest again.

He pulled out just long enough for me to gasp a desperate breath before surging back in, fucking my mouth with rough thrusts that made tears stream down my cheeks anew.

The professor's hips snapped forward relentlessly, his thick cock pistoning in and out of my wet mouth with increasing intensity.

Spit dribbled down my chin as he held me by the hair, using me like nothing more than a warm hole to fuck.

Across the room, Derek had started moaning softly as Blaire's enormous breasts squeezed around his cock.

Professor Sinclair suddenly bottomed out, his cockhead slamming against my esophagus as he came hard.

Hot pulses of cum flooded my mouth before I could even process what was happening.

"Fuuuck," he groaned through clenched teeth, "The best part of free use? You don't even have to ask them to swallow."

His hips jerked slightly with each ropey shot that filled my throat to the brim.

He held me firmly in place as he finished, his fingers tightening painfully in my hair to ensure I took every drop.

When the last throb subsided, he finally pulled out with a wet pop, leaving me gasping and spit-covered.

He stroked my damp hair almost affectionately before gently guiding me to stand up.

"Good girl," he murmured, the praise sending an unexpected shiver through me despite everything.

At the same time across the room, Derek had abruptly switched from tittyfucking to stroking himself over Blaire's face. With a loud groan he came hard, ropes of white cum splattering all over her pretty features and short blonde hair.

Professor Sinclair stepped back, straightening his disheveled suit with effortless elegance as if he hadn't just been using my mouth moments ago.

"Stand up, Mandy," he instructed calmly before turning to survey the remaining five suited students.

Without missing a beat, he pointed to two more.

"James and Chad - come forward."

James, a tall dark-haired man with sharp features and Chad, a muscular blond with intense blue eyes immediately stood at attention.

They exchanged brief glances before stepping forward like soldiers called to duty.

Professor Sinclair gestured toward Blaire and me.

He folded his arms across his chest, adopting the demeanor of a TA giving practical exam instructions.

"Your task is to make these two women cum before you do," he said simply. "They can't help you or do anything themselves - you have to figure out how their bodies work under free use."

He clarified the assignment with unsettling professionalism.

"You may use your hands, your mouths, or any other toys at your disposal," he said. "However, I advise against using your cocks too quickly. Remember, the privilege of free use is not something to be treated casually. It will be granted only so long as all participants are benefiting from the experience."

His gaze shifted to James and Chad, lingering on them for a moment as he waited for a sign that they understood.

James took a deep breath before stepping toward me, his polished dress shoes clicking against the hardwood floor.

There was visible nervousness in the way he held himself - shoulders slightly hunched, hands flexing uncertainly at his sides.

Unlike Derek's aggressive confidence earlier, James seemed genuinely unsure of what to do first despite being given full permission to touch and use me however he pleased.

He hovered awkwardly for a second before tentatively reaching out to brush his fingertips along my jawline.

The contrast between his gentle exploration and the brutal way Professor Sinclair had just used me moments ago was staggering.

His touch felt almost respectful as he studied my face like he wanted to memorize it before going any further.

After a few more seconds of hesitation, James finally leaned in slowly.

His lips met mine in a surprisingly soft kiss compared to the roughness I'd just endured. It was almost sweet how cautiously he pressed his mouth against mine, as if asking permission despite knowing full well that free use meant no boundaries.

James' hand slid downward with more certainty now, his warm palm smoothing over the fabric of my skirt before slipping beneath it.

His fingers traced idle circles on my thigh for a brief moment, teasingly slow as he worked his way upward toward where I was still damp from earlier.

James broke the kiss to trail featherlight nips along my jaw and down the column of my neck. Each gentle bite sent little sparks through me.

Without warning, he suddenly sank gracefully to his knees before me, making himself eye level with my waist.

With visible anticipation in his dark eyes, he slowly lifted the skirt fabric upward like a curtain being drawn back for a show.

James' breath ghosted warm against my inner thighs as he positioned himself between my legs.

For a moment I just stared down at his messy dark hair, half expecting him to hesitate or ask something stupid like if this was okay.

But then his large hands settled firmly on my hips and without another second of delay, he pressed an open-mouthed kiss right over the damp cotton panties covering me.

He inhaled deeply through his nose, taking in my scent like a man savoring fine wine.

Then without further preamble, he hooked two fingers into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down to my knees in one swift motion.

Before I could even process being suddenly exposed to him, his warm mouth was already pressing against bare skin with unmistakable intent.

My eyes darted toward Blaire just in time to see Chad manhandling her into a bent-over position against the couch armrest.

Unlike James' romantic approach, Chad was all business - holding a sleek pink vibrator up to Blaire's bare cunt without preamble.

He moved it in slow, deliberate circles that had her legs trembling almost immediately despite how little actual penetration there'd been yet. The contrast between their techniques fascinated me even as I felt James' tongue finally make contact with my own slit.

My entire body thrummed with conflicting sensations.

James' surprisingly skilled tongue lapping at my folds sent waves of pleasure through me that disagreed sharply with the lingering sting in my jaw from being used by the professor as a mouth to fuck earlier.

Watching Chad methodically work Blaire toward orgasm while simultaneously receiving such attentive oral sex made me feel wildly aroused yet strangely vulnerable, like a woman being pampered and ravaged simultaneously.

Then, my initial tension and sense of propriety dissolved like sugar in hot tea as James added a long finger alongside his tongue.

The slow stretch of his digit curling just right inside me combined with the wet heat of his mouth was ruinously good.

Without meaning to, I found myself tilting my hips forward toward him, silently begging for more contact as all thoughts about how wrong or weird this situation should feel evaporated into pure craving.

Professor Sinclair observed everything with the detached scrutiny of a professor grading students, occasionally giving quiet murmurs of approval or small critiques.

"James, good tongue pressure," he commented softly after noticing how effectively his student was using it on me.

To Chad he added, "Don't keep the vibrator on just one speed. Switch it up, keep her guessing."

His sharp gaze tracked every detail - James adding a second finger to my dripping cunt, Chad increasing the vibrator's intensity on Blaire until her back arched.

Occasionally he'd raise an eyebrow or nod subtly.

The remaining three suited students sat in rapt attention, their eyes glued to the scene unfolding before them.

One of them unconsciously adjusted himself in his pants as James' fingers started moving faster between my legs. The air felt thick with tension and barely restrained arousal from all the spectators.

James suddenly shifted his grip, carefully sliding one strong arm around my thigh before effortlessly hooking my leg over his shoulder.

The new angle opened me up completely to him, giving that clever tongue and busy fingers so much better access.

I had to grab onto the nearby bookshelf for balance as the sudden adjustment sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

Despite the audience, my body began betraying me.

James' tongue grew more aggressive against my clit while his fingers curled just right inside to press that perfect spot.

Every nerve ending seemed electrified as an orgasm started building, whether I wanted it or not.

My breathing grew ragged, my hips beginning to jerk against James' mouth despite the embarrassing display I was putting on in front of all these people.

The professor watched with quiet satisfaction as one student actually bit his lip hard enough to leave a mark from how turned on he clearly was by the scene.

James could tell I was close.

Without missing a beat, he doubled down on his efforts - sucking my clit between his lips while simultaneously rubbing firm circles over it with the pad of his finger.

The combination sent white-hot pleasure shooting through every nerve ending in my body as the dam finally broke.

My orgasm crashed over me in waves, so intense that I actually gushed all over James' face without meaning to.

Warm arousal splashed across his cheeks and chin as my whole body shook through the climax, leaving me mortified yet impossibly satisfied.

To my surprise, James didn't look disgusted or surprised - instead he looked downright thrilled, licking his lips with a hungry grin after pulling back slightly.

Before I could even catch my breath, James was on his feet in one fluid motion.

The bulge in his expensive slacks had grown obscenely large during the time he spent between my thighs.

Without ceremony, he unbuckled and unzipped himself with obvious urgency. His thick cock sprang free from black boxer briefs already damp with precum at the tip.

James barely had to touch me before he lost control.

His hand stroked his cock once, twice - then with a guttural groan he came hard, ropes of white cum shooting straight onto my bare pussy.

It was messy and unexpected, his orgasm clearly triggered by just how hot I'd looked cumming on his face moments earlier. The other students inhaled sharply at the sudden display, one letting out a snicker that was quickly hushed by the professor.

While James finished coating my cunt, Chad took advantage of Blaire's still-trembling orgasm body.

The second the vibrator was tossed aside, he yanked her hips back and slammed his cock into her without warning.

Her oversensitive body shook violently as he fucked her through the aftershocks, his large hands gripping her waist to keep their bodies flush together with each brutal thrust.

Watching made something deep in me ache.

My neglected cunt throbbed with a sudden emptiness, watching Chad pound Blaire relentlessly from behind.

Every filthy slap of skin on skin echoed in the seminar room. The way Blaire's huge breasts bounced wildly with each impact sent an unexpected surge of arousal through me despite just having cum minutes ago.

James noticed my hungry stare and smiled sheepishly as he tucked himself back into his pants.

I impulsively pressed a soft kiss to James' stubbled cheek before murmuring a sincere "Thank you" against his skin.

He looked genuinely touched by the gratitude, smiling warmly as he adjusted his pants.

Meanwhile, Professor Sinclair had already called out another name. "Spencer," he said smoothly, gesturing toward me with an open palm. "Your turn with Mandy. No rules. Show me what free use means to you."

A towering, broad-shouldered guy named Spencer immediately stood from his chair.

He didn't say a word as he approached me, his dark eyes burning with unspoken hunger.

Unlike James' gentle demeanor or Chad's rough efficiency, there was something predatory in the way Spencer looked at me like I was prey about to be devoured.

Spencer didn't even acknowledge my polite "Hi."

Before I could blink, his massive arms lifted me effortlessly like I weighed nothing. In one brutal motion he threw me face-first onto the couch cushions.

The impact knocked the air from my lungs and sent my skirt flying up as he immediately climbed over me, his hands kneading my soft cheeks.

Spencer's tongue pressed ruthlessly against my untouched asshole without a single word of warning.

Panic flashed through me as I realized he wasn't just going to fuck me, he was going to fuck me in the ass.

My good girl morals screamed that this was wrong, dirty, something respectable ladies like me shouldn't be doing. But the professor had said no rules... and Spencer clearly intended to take full advantage of that freedom.

Professor Sinclair's perceptive gaze caught my internal crisis instantly.

"Free use is perfect for exploring fetishes or sexual activities you'd never dare ask for normally," he announced to the class, as if reading my mind.

"Oftentimes we have secret desires that feel too embarrassing or kinky to voice in a typical romantic context."

He said this like it was perfectly reasonable justification for what Spencer was about to do.

My fingers curled into the couch cushions, pineapple burning on my tongue as Spencer's thick tongue breached me in a way no one ever had.

The shock of how good it felt short-circuited my moral dilemma entirely. A strangled moan escaped despite myself as his rough tongue lapped at that virgin hole with surprising skill.

For a terrifying moment, I realized I might actually be enjoying this forbidden act.

The shame of my own body's reaction made my cheeks flush hotter than the tongue currently violating me.

Every swirl and press sent electric shocks up my spine, turning this humiliating position into something disturbingly pleasurable.

I bit down hard on my lip to stifle another moan, terrified someone would hear how much I was enjoying having Spencer's mouth on that part of me.

Spencer growled against my skin when he felt how I clenched around his tongue, clearly taking it as encouragement.

Without warning, he pulled back just enough to spit right onto my asshole before diving back in with renewed hunger.

The wet sound of his face buried between my cheeks echoed slightly in the quiet room where everyone watched with rapt attention.

Chad groaned loudly as he finally came deep inside Blaire, his hips stuttering through several brutal thrusts before collapsing over her spent body.

Professor Sinclair clapped his hands once to signal the transition. "Max and Preston," he said crisply, pointing at the last two suited boys who had been sitting quietly.

"You'll share Blaire for our final demonstration round."

Max, a lanky blond haired boy with sharp cheekbones, and Preston, a built ginger with tattoos peeking from his collar, stood simultaneously.

There was an unspoken tension between them as they approached Blaire - the competition of who would get to use her first practically radiating off their bodies.

Spencer reluctantly pulled his tongue away from my ass with a filthy pop.

I barely had time to catch my breath before hearing the slick sound of lube being squeezed onto his palm. My stomach flipped as I realized what was coming.

Every nerve ending in that virgin hole tightened anxiously, even as my body remained embarrassingly aroused from everything that had already happened so far.

Spencer coated his thick cock with the lube, working it up and down the shaft before positioning himself behind me.

The head pressed right against my untouched hole, applying just enough pressure to make me whimper without actually pushing in yet.

He was clearly teasing us both - making sure I felt every terrifying second of anticipation before he finally breached me.

After some discussion, Max climbed onto the couch and guided Blaire's swollen lips to his already hard cock.

Preston wasted no time, positioning himself behind her before slamming into her still-sensitive cunt from earlier.

The obscene sight of them taking Blaire at both ends simultaneously sent a jolt of arousal through me.

Spencer finally pushed forward, the blunt head of his cock stretching my virgin asshole in a way that burned like fire.

It was an impossible stretch - I felt so much fuller than I ever had before. A strangled cry escaped me as tears pricked at the corners of my eyes from the overwhelming intrusion.

Every inch felt like it was tearing me open, even as some traitorous part of me pulsed around him involuntarily.

Spencer paused briefly when he felt my body resisting him, his jaw clenched with restraint.

But then slowly, so fucking slowly, he began sinking deeper into that tight heat.

The stretch was unbearable yet mesmerizing - a brutal kind of pleasure that made me dig my nails into the couch cushions beneath me.

Tears spilled over as I found myself struggling to breathe through the sensations.

Spencer gritted his teeth, sweat beading on his forehead as he fought the urge to just ram in. Instead he continued with excruciating patience, letting me adjust inch by torturous inch.

When he was finally halfway buried inside my ass, a guttural groan ripped from his throat at how tight I felt around him.

The professor watched intently, his own erection returning at the sight.

Spencer finally bottomed out with a snap of his hips, sheathing himself completely inside my ass for the first time.

A ragged sob tore from my throat - it was too much, too full. The stretch burned in ways I'd never experienced before.

But despite the pain and overwhelming sensation, something primal in me recognized this as a turning point - I could either fight the feeling or embrace it. I chose the latter.

Suddenly he yanked my hips back and started fucking my ass with brutal, piston-like thrusts.

Each snap of his pelvis against mine sent sharp jolts of pain mixed with dizzying pleasure up my spine.

Tears still streamed down my face but now I was moaning, arching into the rough treatment instead of resisting it like some part of me had expected to do.

My body had fully surrendered to the filthy act.

Spencer's large hands gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises as he pounded into me with animalistic intensity.

The obscene slapping sounds of skin on skin filled the room alongside Blaire's muffled cries around Max and Preston taking her from both ends.

Every brutal thrust sent waves of perverse pleasure crashing through me, erasing any lingering doubts about whether I could handle this kinky violation.

The seminar room had devolved into pure debauchery.

Blaire was being thoroughly ruined by the dual assault, her body limp between Max and Preston as they used her like a shared toy.

Meanwhile Spencer was fucking my ass with single-minded intensity, his balls slapping against me with each punishing drive of his cock.

Professor Sinclair stood back observing everything unfold with quiet satisfaction.

Spencer's breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming erratic as he neared his climax.

The coil of tension in my own body tightened with each filthy snap of his hips against mine.

I could feel the moment coming - that inevitable second when he'd fill me somewhere no one had ever filled me before. The thought sent a shiver down my spine.

With a final, deep thrust that made me gasp, Spencer came hard inside my ass.

Hot cum flooded my tight channel in pulsing waves as he groaned like a man possessed.

The sensation of being filled there for the first time sent an unexpected thrill through me despite how wrong it should have felt.

For several seconds afterward he just collapsed over me, breathing heavily against the back of my neck.

After a few heavy breaths, he finally pulled out slowly.

A trickle of his cum leaked from my well-used asshole as he settled back on his heels.

Almost simultaneously, Max and Preston both came inside Blaire at the same time.

Max groaned loudly as he spilled deep into her throat while Preston growled through clenched teeth, his hips jerking violently as he pumped load after load straight into her cunt.

The sheer obscenity of watching a woman get filled from both ends, cum dripping all over her chin and thighs, made the whole situation feel even more surreal than it already was.

Professor Sinclair clapped his hands together, looking genuinely pleased with how the seminar had gone so far.

"Excellent work from everyone so far today," he said in that same calm professor voice as if we'd just completed a normal lecture session and not an hour of intense sexual activities.

"Let's take a quick lunch break before we continue with round two this afternoon."


CHAPTER 3

After hastily cleaning myself up in the front room's attached restroom, I joined the other students and professors in his cozy dining room.

A simple lunch of sandwiches, salads and fruit platters had been laid out on a long table.

Despite everything that had just transpired during morning session, everyone sat around casually chatting like nothing unusual had occurred.

I quietly assembled a small salad and some sliced peaches onto a plate before noticing Professor Sinclair gesturing for me to come over.

He sat at the head of the table, already halfway through his own meal with an air of relaxed authority.

My breath hitched when I got closer and realized his cock was out, hard and resting against his stomach beneath the untucked dress shirt.

Without saying a word, he patted his thigh in silent invitation for me to sit on him.

The implication was clear - this was another practical demonstration of free use principles during lunch break.

While I placed my plate on the table in front of him, Professor Sinclair casually grabbed a small bottle of lube from his pocket.

He coated his already stiff cock with the clear liquid without breaking eye contact.

My stomach did nervous flips as I realized what he intended to do.

Professor Sinclair positioned his thicker cock right against my still-sensitive asshole before guiding me downward.

The stretch was immediate and far more intense than Spencer's had been, the professor's girth making my eyes water instantly as I sank onto him.

A few students subtly shifted in their seats, clearly turned on by watching this demonstration during lunch.

Once fully sheathed inside me, Professor Sinclair settled back in his chair with a contented sigh.

"Go ahead and eat," he murmured before picking up his sandwich like this was completely normal.

The fullness was overwhelming - I could feel every slight movement of him as I sat there awkwardly holding my fork, small moans escaping my mouth. Every swallow made the bulge beneath me shift slightly.

I tried to focus on eating my salad, but the constant awareness of his thick cock filling me made simple actions feel impossible.

Professor Sinclair took a bite of his sandwich like nothing unusual was happening while I sat there stiffly with a fork hovering over greens.

A few students kept glancing our way between conversations, clearly intrigued by this casual display of the free use kink in action.

Professor Sinclair even reached over to pour himself a glass of iced tea, completely unbothered by the fact that he was currently buried balls-deep in my ass.

The audacity of this man made my cheeks burn as I took tiny nibbles of fruit like we weren't engaged in the most obscene act imaginable.

Max and Preston kept stealing amused glances at Blaire who was now eating her sandwich with pink-tipped ears.

Professor Sinclair eventually set his sandwich down and casually draped an arm around my waist, pulling me slightly closer against his chest.

His other hand came up to stroke my hair almost affectionately despite the filthy way we were connected beneath the table.

The contrast between this gentle gesture and what was actually happening below our waists sent confusing signals through my body.

After finishing his tea, Professor Sinclair suddenly pressed a kiss to the side of my neck before murmuring in my ear:

"Such a good girl."

The praise sent an unexpected flutter through me despite how inappropriate the situation was.

Across from us, Chad and James exchanged glances that clearly said holy shit.

Professor Sinclair's hand around my waist slid lower, his fingers finding my neglected clit with surprising precision.

The moment he began gently rubbing circles over the sensitive bundle of nerves, I dropped my fork onto the plate with a quiet clink.

All thoughts of finishing lunch vanished as pleasure started blooming through me.

His fingers moved with expert skill, teasing and stroking my clit while his other arm kept me securely pressed against his chest.

The combination of the gentle petting and the thick cock still buried in my asshole was maddening.

A quiet whimper escaped me despite trying to stay composed in front of everyone.

Professor Sinclair smirked against my temple when he felt me tremble, his fingers increasing their pressure just slightly.

The other students were now very obviously paying attention to us instead of eating or talking.

Max had even stopped pretending to be interested in his sandwich, openly staring as the professor played with me at the head of the table.

The professor noticed the audience we'd acquired and didn't seem to mind in the slightest.

If anything, it appeared to amuse him as he continued pleasuring me right there at lunch.

His lips found my ear again, this time murmuring: "Now, cum for me quietly like a good girl." The command sent a jolt of heat straight through me.

My breathing hitched as the coil of pleasure in my stomach tightened rapidly toward release.

Professor Sinclair's lips curled into a satisfied smile when he felt my hips twitch against his teasing fingers.

Despite being surrounded by people, despite sitting on him with his cock still deep inside me, I was seconds away from orgasm purely from clitoral stimulation.

With a final, precise flick of his thumb over my clit, Professor Sinclair sent me tumbling over the edge.

A silent orgasm crashed through me - my whole body tensing as waves of pleasure pulsed through every nerve ending.

The only outward sign was how I suddenly gripped the edge of the table with white knuckles and bit down hard on my lower lip to stifle any sound.

My asshole clenched involuntarily around his cock as I came, the rhythmic fluttering triggering his own orgasm instantly.

Professor Sinclair's head fell back with a loud, unrestrained moan that made several students jump in surprise.

His hips jerked upward as hot cum flooded my insides all over again. The intensity of it was obvious from how deeply he groaned and how tightly he held me against him.

The professor's orgasm seemed to go on for a long time, his body shuddering through wave after wave of pleasure as he filled me, this time from the other end.

When it finally subsided, he pressed several slow kisses along my jawline like an affectionate lover rather than someone who'd just fucked me over a frisée salad.

The dining room was utterly silent except for the occasional clink of silverware being awkwardly picked back up.

After a few moments of quiet aftercare, Professor Sinclair gently helped me slide off his lap.

He casually tucked himself back into his pants like nothing unusual had happened while I sat there dazed and cum-dripping.

Blaire was the first to awkwardly break the silence by taking a huge bite of her sandwich with pink cheeks.

Professor Sinclair calmly took a napkin and dabbed at his mouth like he'd just finished a pleasant business lunch rather than an intense sexual encounter.

"Alright everyone," he said cheerfully, "We'll reconvene in the seminar room in ten minutes for round two."

The way he announced it so casually made my stomach flip. I'd already been face fucked, finger fucked and anally penetrated during round one. What could round two possibly cover?

As it turns out, a lot more than my innocent mind could conjure.


CHAPTER 4

Once everyone was seated again in the seminar room, Professor Sinclair clapped his hands together with a serious expression.

"This is your practical exam," he announced. "You'll be graded on how creatively and effectively you can use both Mandy and Blaire simultaneously."

His eyes darkened slightly as he added: "They're to remain limp and pliant – just like in round 1. But now they’ll be taking on all of you at once."

The weight of what that implied settled over the room like a thick fog.

Professor Sinclair gestured for the six suited boys to stand in a circle around me and Blaire.

"Your task is to use them continuously without stopping, until everyone cums," he instructed. "This isn't just about individual pleasure - it's about teamwork."

The men exchanged glances, already strategizing how they could share our bodies between all of them at once.

Spencer cracked his knuckles while Chad rolled his shoulders like this was going to be a workout session rather than an exam.

Professor Sinclair signaled the beginning of the exam with a simple nod.

Immediately, James and Chad each claimed one of my arms while Max and Preston moved to pin Blaire's wrists.

Spencer grabbed my hips while Derek took hold of Blaire's waist.

The coordination was terrifying in its efficiency.

Before I could even process what was happening, James captured my lips in a deep kiss while Chad immediately went for my neck.

Max kissed Blaire the same way as Preston started groping her breasts.

Spencer wasted no time sliding his hands under my skirt again, clearly intending to pick up right where he left off earlier.

He didn't bother with lube this time, his thick fingers simply pressing against my already well-used asshole.

The stretch burned instantly, the sensitive tissues protesting from earlier abuse.

But Spencer wasn't gentle - he worked two fingers inside with brutal efficiency, scissoring them to stretch me open for what was clearly coming next.

His fingers twisted and stretched with single-minded focus, preparing me despite how sore I already was.

Every rotation of his digits made my thighs tremble from the overstimulation.

Across from us, Derek had Blaire bent forward while Max and Preston palmed her breasts.

Spencer exchanged a quick nod with the others before dropping gracefully onto the carpet.

Without warning, he grabbed my hips and lowered me onto his cock, guiding it right back into my abused asshole.

The moment I felt the broad head of his cock breach me again, a choked whimper escaped my throat.

Spencer didn't give me time to adjust - as soon as I was fully seated on him, he started lifting and dropping my hips in rough thrusts.

His hands gripped bruises into my waist from how hard he held onto me.

Chad didn't miss a beat, immediately climbing over us both and positioning his hard cock right at my dripping cunt.

While Spencer fucked me from below, Chad aligned himself perfectly with where I was bouncing.

Without hesitation he slammed forward to sheathe himself inside alongside Spencer.

The stretching sensation was nearly unbearable.

Spencer's cock filled my ass while Chad's took up every inch of my cunt, the two thick shafts pressing against each other through the thin wall between them.

My body trembled from sensory overload as they began moving in tandem.

I'd never felt so full, at least until James decided to join the fray.

James, who had been watching with hungry eyes, suddenly moved next to the thronging mass that me, Chad, and Spencer had become.

Without a word of warning, he pressed his cock against my cheek, clearly intending to fuck my mouth like the professor had earlier.

The thought of having all three holes filled at once made my head spin despite how overwhelmed I already felt.

James got impatient when I hesitated.

Smack. His hard cock slapped sharply against my cheek, a clear demand for compliance.

Spencer and Chad continued their brutal rhythm below me, making it impossible to focus on anything but the overwhelming sensations down there.

The sting of James' slap was quickly overshadowed by his rough grip on my hair as he yanked me toward him.

He didn't ask twice.

The moment my lips parted slightly from the slap, he shoved his cock straight into my mouth with a groan.

Spencer and Chad's thrusts became more erratic as they watched James face fuck me while using my lower body.

Blaire whimpered nearby where Max, Preston, and Derek were currently triple penetrating her too.

The room filled with the sounds of wet slapping flesh, muffled moans around cocks, and heavy breathing.

We were nothing but a writhing mass of bodies - six men using two women as their personal playthings without an ounce of mercy.

Professor Sinclair stood back observing like a proud papa.

This was exactly what free use meant to him.

James fucked my throat with deep, relentless thrusts, his balls slapping against my chin.

Down below, Spencer and Chad alternated their angles to hit different spots inside me simultaneously.

The overstimulation was maddening, every nerve ending lit up by multiple cocks at once.

Blaire's cries reached a fever pitch across the room as she too got pounded from all sides.

In between the relentless thrusting, I took a second to take stock of my day. The transformation I'd experienced was staggering.

This morning I'd been a respectable, inexperienced "good girl" who'd only slept with three men in my life.

Now? I was screaming around James' cock while getting railed simultaneously by two others without a single coherent thought about grades or propriety left in my head.

Every moral boundary had been obliterated by sheer carnal pleasure as the professor's free use seminar rewrote every sexual rule I'd ever known.

My entire body vibrated with the intensity of my surrender.

There was no shame left, no hesitation - just pure animalistic need taking over.

I'd gone from counting orgasms to chasing them like an addict. My cunt clenched around Chad's cock on instinct, begging for more even as I choked around James'.

This wasn't education anymore. This was ruin. Beautiful, devastating ruin.

Professor Sinclair smiled to himself watching me unravel completely.

He checked his watch, noting with satisfaction that the exam was going exceptionally well.

The six men showed impressive coordination and stamina, their movements synchronized like a well-oiled machine of fucking.

Blaire had gone completely limp in Derek's arms while being fucked like a machine.

I wasn't far behind - my body jolting with oversensitive pleasure as the triple penetration overwhelmed me beyond thought.

Spencer was the first to cum, his hips stuttering as he filled my ass yet again with a guttural groan.

The second his orgasm hit, Chad followed immediately after, pulsing deep inside my cunt.

James didn't last long either - two more thrusts and he came down my throat with a choked moan.

The sheer intensity of being used by three men at once triggered the strongest orgasm I'd ever experienced.

My whole body locked up, back arching violently as white-hot pleasure detonated through every nerve.

Tears streamed down my face from how overwhelming it felt, cum still leaking from my lips and ass while waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

For several heartbeats, I genuinely forgot where I was or who anyone was.

The room spun around me as the aftershocks continued rippling through my body.

I slumped forward limply, only held up by Chad and his softening cock still inside me.

Spencer collapsed onto his back beneath us, looking thoroughly spent.

Blaire had already passed out from her own multiple orgasms across the room.

Professor Sinclair finally stepped forward, clapping his hands once to signal the end of the exam.

"Excellent work gentlemen," he praised, clearly impressed by how thoroughly they'd used us.

The six men peeled away from our spent bodies with satisfied smiles and heavy breathing.

They'd definitely passed their practical test with flying colors.

Professor Sinclair checked his clipboard before addressing the exhausted group.

"Everyone performed exceptionally well today," he said, looking particularly pleased with how thoroughly we'd been used.

He then turned to Blaire and the boys. "Gentlemen, Blaire, you're dismissed."

And then he focused his attention on me.

"Mandy, stay behind for a moment," he requested in that same calm professor tone.

The other students dressed, talking amongst themselves like they were in a locker room postgame before they began filing out the front door, all shooting curious glances my way as they left.

Once the door closed behind them, it was just me and Professor Sinclair standing there among the scattered cushions and evidence of our activities.

Professor Sinclair walked over to a small minifridge in the corner and retrieved two bottles of water.

He handed one to me before taking a long sip from his own, his shirt still wrinkled and partially untucked from earlier activities.

"Today went very well," he said casually, eyeing my thighs, sticky with the evidence of the earlier debauchery.

Professor Sinclair took another sip of water before setting the bottle down.

"You've earned an B+ with no questions asked," he said, his tone professional despite our current state of undress. “In fact, I think you deserve an A+ for how well you performed under such pressure today.”

"However..." His eyes darkened slightly as he added: "If you'd like to stay for extra credit, you can learn how things work when it's the male who is free use."

The meaning behind his statement settled over us like a gathering storm.

My first instinct was to bolt for the door. My body ached in ways I didn't know were possible, and all I wanted was a hot shower and my bed.

But then...

Professor Sinclair's offer sent an intrigued shiver down my spine. He'd only used my mouth and ass so far - not once had that thick cock been inside my cunt.

The thought of feeling it there made me bite my lip unconsciously.

I swallowed hard before speaking, my voice slightly hoarse from earlier activities.

"Will I... be fully in control?" I asked cautiously.

Professor Sinclair nodded without hesitation. "100%," he confirmed, his expression serious despite the heat still lingering in his gaze.

"You'd have complete domination over me." He stepped back and folded his hands neatly behind him, assuming a perfect military-like stance. "My body, your rules," he clarified.

The contrast between this submissive demeanor and the animalistic way he'd fucked me earlier was jarring.

A slow smile spread across my face as I made up my mind.

"Okay," I said softly before giving him clear instructions: "Lie on your back... on the floor."

Professor Sinclair didn't hesitate, immediately lowering himself onto the carpet with impressive obedience for a man of his stature.

He stretched out fully beneath me, his hard cock twitching against his stomach.

Once he was settled on his back, I climbed over him with newfound confidence.

For the first time today, I held all the power.

Professor Sinclair watched me through heavy-lidded eyes, his chest rising and falling rapidly in anticipation of whatever I'd do next.

The roles had officially reversed.

I positioned myself over his face without a word, hovering just inches above his lips.

Then slowly, deliberately, I lowered my cum-slick cunt right onto Professor Sinclair's mouth.

The moment our skin made contact, I began grinding against him in slow circles, making sure he could taste all the evidence of his star pupils' release.

Professor Sinclair's eyes rolled back the second my wet folds pressed against his lips.

Without being told, he immediately began licking and sucking at me like a man starved.

The moment his hands twitched toward my hips, I swatted them away with a sharp glare.

Professor Sinclair froze beneath me, clearly not expecting such firm dominance.

I shifted to grind my swollen clit directly against his nose, applying enough pressure that it started cutting off air flow.

His nostrils flared as he struggled to breathe, but the professor made no move to push me away.

If anything, his tongue worked even harder against my cunt in desperate attempts to please me despite being oxygen-deprived.

Drool and cum mixed on his chin as I rode out my own pleasure, using him like a sex toy suction cupped to the ground.

The intensity of the sensation built rapidly, my clit throbbing against his nose with every circular grind.

Professor Sinclair's fingers curled into fists at his sides, knuckles white from resisting the urge to touch me.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from both lack of air and sheer need for me to reach release.

Without warning, a violent orgasm ripped through me.

My whole body seized up as I came harder than any of the previous orgasms today.

Professor Sinclair got absolutely drenched in my juices, his face buried under my convulsing cunt while I screamed his name like a prayer.

When the aftershocks finally subsided, I lifted myself slightly to let him gasp for air.

Professor Sinclair sucked in huge gulps of oxygen, his chest heaving as cum and my arousal dripped from his chin.

Despite looking thoroughly wrecked, there was hunger burning in his eyes - he clearly wanted more. So I gave it to him.

I shifted my weight into a deep squat, spreading my cheeks to expose my well-used asshole.

Without hesitation, I pressed that tight little hole right against Professor Sinclair's wet mouth.

The moment his tongue flicked out experimentally against the sensitive rim, a shiver ran through me.

His tongue circled it with surprising skill before pushing inside, fucking it with slow, filthy licks.

Professor Sinclair moaned around my asshole, the vibration sending tingles up my spine.

He didn't just lick - he devoured me like a man possessed, his nose pressed into my folds as he fucked his tongue in and out of that abused hole.

The obscene slurping sounds filled the quiet room.

I began bouncing in his lap, riding his face with increasing intensity.

Each downward thrust pushed my asshole deeper onto his tongue while the upward movement let him suck on it.

Professor Sinclair's hands finally did grab my hips this time - not to stop me, but to help guide the rhythm as I forced his tongue to clean all of the cum out of my ass.

His grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as I fucked his face relentlessly.

Spit and sweat mixed with cum as he enthusiastically ate me out from below, not caring how messy it got.

Professor Sinclair was getting absolutely destroyed by my ass, his chin glistening with fluids.

And yet he kept going like a man obsessed, determined to worship every inch I allowed him access to.

Eventually, the intensity of the sensations made me clench around his tongue involuntarily.

Professor Sinclair groaned into my asshole, clearly loving how I squeezed it against his mouth.

The room filled with nothing but wet sounds and our heavy breathing.

Once thoroughly satisfied with how wrecked his face looked, I slid down Professor Sinclair's body.

His enormous cock jutted straight up, red and throbbing from being neglected for so long.

Without preamble, I lined it up with my dripping cunt and sank all the way down in one smooth motion.

The stretch was almost too much, his cock filling me in ways no other had.

Every thick inch pressed against my sensitive inner walls perfectly.

A choked moan escaped me as I bottomed out, feeling him pulse inside like a second heartbeat.

For the first time today... I was the one who would set the speed.

I rode him with maddening slowness, keeping my hips just above his whenever he tried to buck up into me.

Professor Sinclair looked absolutely tormented, jaw clenched and veins popping in his neck from the effort of not flipping us over to fuck me silly.

Every inch slid out then back in with deliberate drags that made my toes curl.

Professor Sinclair's hands twitched at his sides, clearly dying to grab me and take control.

But he respected my dominance, biting his lip so hard it turned white.

Sweat beaded on his forehead as I tortured us both with this achingly slow pace.

Leaning down until my lips brushed his ear, I whispered in a breathy, sultry tone:

"Are you going to fill me up with all that hot cum?"

Professor Sinclair whimpered at the filthy question, his hips jerking uselessly beneath me.

The desperate need in his eyes was palpable.

Just as I felt his cock start pulsing inside me, signaling imminent release, I abruptly lifted my body away entirely.

Professor Sinclair's eyes flew open in shock and frustration when the sudden loss of heat cut off his orgasm.

A strangled groan escaped him as he stared at my glistening cunt hovering just out of reach.

I smirked down at his pained expression, loving how wrecked he looked beneath me.

Without giving him any relief, I simply hovered there for several agonizing seconds.

His cock twitched pathetically in the air between us, leaking precum like a faucet.

Professor Sinclair's chest heaved, his whole body trembling with sexual frustration.

Every muscle in his abdomen tensed as he stared at my wet cunt like a starving man presented with food just out of reach.

A thin sheen of sweat covered him from the effort to not force me back down onto him.

Still hovering above his leaking cock, I purred:

"Buy me dinner after this."

Professor Sinclair nodded immediately, eyes glazed with lust and submission.

"I'll do anything you want," he rasped, voice rough from need.

For a man who'd dominated the seminar all day...he looked pathetically eager to please.

I tilted my head, testing his limits further.

"I want a Rolex too. A new one"

Without hesitation, Professor Sinclair nodded vigorously, completely willing to do whatever it took to keep fucking me.

Only then did I finally lower myself back down onto his throbbing cock with a satisfied sigh.

The moment our bodies connected again, Professor Sinclair exploded.

No more teasing - he came hard the second I sheathed him completely, his cock pulsing violently as hot cum flooded my cunt.

His back arched off the floor as waves of pleasure wracked his body without warning.

The sheer volume of his release combined with watching this usually composed man completely unravel beneath me sent me over the edge too.

My own orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave, cunt clamping down around his still-spasming cock.

We came together in perfect sync, our mixed fluids starting to leak out from where we were joined.

For several long moments, we just breathed, riding out the aftershocks of our simultaneous orgasms.

Professor Sinclair looked utterly ruined beneath me, his usually perfect hair sticking to his forehead with sweat.

His chest rose and fell rapidly as he came down from an orgasm that had his heart beating a mile a minute.

Without thinking, I leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his swollen lips.

I broke the kiss to smile down at him, genuinely touched by how well he'd taken my dominant side.

"Thank you for the free use lesson," I murmured sincerely.

Professor Sinclair's tired face softened into something unusually tender as he whispered: "The pleasure was entirely mine."

For a man who'd been so dominant throughout the afternoon, this sudden sweetness felt surreal.

True to his word, Professor Sinclair took me to an expensive restaurant that night.

Later, he presented me with a brand-new Rolex from the boutique next door - no hesitation or second thoughts.

He even kissed my cheek when I admired it on my wrist.

Over the next three and a half years, weekends with Professor Sinclair became a cherished tradition.

Sometimes we'd stay at his lovely home, other times at his beach condo or mountain cabin.

Every visit taught me something new about sex, but the deeper lessons were about myself.

I also participated in several more seminars throughout my college years.

By the time I graduated, I was practically a co-instructor alongside Professor Sinclair.

Helping educate new generations of men about sex had become surprisingly fulfilling work for me, in more ways than one.

After graduating, our paths naturally drifted apart.

Professor Sinclair moved on to teach at another university while I started my career.

Though we lost touch over the years, I never forgot him or the incredible education he'd given me.

That knowledge completely transformed my sex life with my now husband - making our intimacy richer and more fulfilling than I ever could have imagined without that foundation.

The weekends spent with the professor were one of the most transformative experiences of my young adult life, and I wouldn't trade them for the world.

Looking back, the biggest surprise from that day wasn't what I learned about free use. It was discovering how much more confident and in control of my own life I'd become because of it.
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