

Chapter 1

The oak door of Professor Marcus Whitmore’s office groaned like a lazy, satisfied old man as Kelsey Carter pushed it open with just the tips of her fingers, and the moment she crossed the threshold, the room itself seemed to wrap around her—the scent of aged leather and polished mahogany rising from the shelves, the faint musk of his cologne cutting through the dust motes that danced in the slanted afternoon sunlight, the way the half-drawn blinds threw golden stripes across the worn Persian rug like they were laying down a runway just for her. She paused there, one hand still resting on the door handle, her leather satchel slung low on her hip, and let herself feel the space, let her gaze wander over the towering bookshelves crammed with spines she could practically smell, the neatly stacked papers on his desk, the pen laid at a precise forty-five-degree angle, the coffee mug with a ring of dried espresso at the bottom. Everything about him screamed control, discipline, order.

And then she saw him—and every single one of those carefully arranged details seemed to crack.

Marcus Whitmore was seated behind his desk, his back ramrod straight, his fingers poised over a stack of student essays like a surgeon about to perform the world’s most delicate operation. But the moment he looked up and caught sight of her standing there, framed by the doorway like some kind of forbidden daydream, the precision of his posture faltered hard. His glasses—thin, gold-rimmed, almost impossibly professorial—slipped just a fraction down the bridge of his nose, and for one delicious, unguarded second, his sharp blue eyes went wide, pupils dilating like he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, or worse, like he’d been imagining her doing something far more delicious with those very hands. His mouth opened, then closed. His jaw tightened. His fingers, still resting on the essay in front of him, curled into the paper, leaving a faint crease.

Kelsey let the door swing shut behind her with a quiet click—the sound soft but deliberate, like a promise being sealed, like the first domino falling—and she adjusted the strap of her leather satchel higher on her shoulder with slow, theatrical intention. The movement made her blouse stretch taut over her breasts, the thin white fabric pulling across the swell of them, and the hem rode up just enough to tease the scalloped lace edge of her bra, a flash of deep burgundy against her warm brown skin. She watched him watch her, and she didn’t have to look down to know exactly what was happening behind that desk. She could see it in the way his throat bobbed, the way his fingers went absolutely still against the essay, the way the tip of his tongue darted out to wet lips that had suddenly gone dry.

Good, she thought, letting a slow, private smile tug at the corner of her mouth. Let him wonder. Let him squirm. Let him imagine all the things I might do to him before I’ve even said a word.

“Dr. Whitmore,” she purred, and her voice rolled out smooth as aged whiskey, rich and honeyed and warm enough to make a man forget his own name, forget the stack of papers in front of him, forget the very concept of tenure and decorum and professionalism. “I’m Kelsey Carter.”

She said his name like a prayer, or maybe like a secret she’d been carrying between her thighs all week, her lips shaping the syllables with just enough reverence—just enough suggestiveness—to make his cock twitch behind the solid wood of his desk. She stepped forward, and she didn’t walk so much as glide, her hips swaying in a slow, hypnotic rhythm only she could hear, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor like a metronome counting down to something inevitable. The air between them crackled and thickened, charged with the kind of tension that did not belong in an academic setting—at least, not one where the rules were still being followed, not one where the line between mentor and fantasy hadn’t already been smudged.

Marcus cleared his throat, and the sound came out rougher than he’d intended, like gravel wrapped in velvet. “Professor Carter. Please, have a seat.” He gestured vaguely toward the chair across from him, but his hand was unsteady, and the gesture landed somewhere between an invitation and a surrender.

Kelsey didn’t move toward the chair. Instead, she drifted closer to the desk, letting her fingertips trail along the polished mahogany, her nails grazing the edge of his coffee mug, leaving invisible grooves in the wood like she was marking her territory. “You know,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to curl around his ear even from across the room, “I was just thinking how strange it is that we’ve never met before. The department’s so small. I’d think someone as… connected as you would’ve heard of me.” She tilted her head, and a single braid slipped over her shoulder, the end brushing against her collarbone.

His eyes flicked to hers, sharp and assessing in that way professors had when they were trying to decide whether to challenge a student or run from her, but there was something else there too—something raw and hungry just beneath the surface. She could see it in the way his pupils had swallowed the blue of his irises, in the way the muscle in his jaw pulsed, in the way his knuckles had gone white around the pen he’d forgotten he was holding. Good boy, she thought, pressing her palm flat against the desk and leaning just slightly forward, her fingers curling against the wood until it gave a tiny, satisfying groan beneath her weight.

“Department chair said we’d be collaborating on the interdisciplinary seminar,” she continued, her voice dripping with honeyed innocence, each word deliberate and slow, like she was savoring the way he was already starting to come undone. “Black Studies and… whatever it is you teach.” She tilted her head the other way, her lips curving into a smile that promised a hell of a lot more than academic discussion, a smile that suggested she would be teaching him a few things before the semester was over. “What do you teach, Marcus?”

His name rolled off her tongue like silk, like she owned it, like she’d been saying it in the dark for weeks and was just now letting him hear how it sounded. She watched as his Adam’s apple bobbed, as his fingers twitched against the paper, leaving a fresh crease. He likes that, she thought, her pulse quickening. He likes it when I say his name like that—like he’s already mine.

“Literature,” he managed, his voice barely above a rasp, the word scraping its way out of his throat. “Twentieth-century American literature.”

“How boring,” she teased, letting a little giggle slip out, low and throaty, her fingers brushing the edge of his open notebook, flipping the cover up just enough to reveal the neat, precise handwriting inside—so controlled, so careful, so unlike the way his cock was probably straining against his zipper right now. “I was hoping for something more… interactive.” She held his gaze as she said it, letting the last word hang in the air between them, letting him picture exactly what kind of interactive she meant.

Marcus’s knuckles whitened around his pen, the plastic casing creaking in his grip. “Professor Carter—” he started, but the words came out strangled.

“Kelsey,” she corrected, stepping closer—so close now that her thigh pressed against the outside of his knee, so close she could feel the heat radiating off his body like a furnace, so close she could smell the faint salt of his skin beneath the cologne, the way his body tensed beneath her touch like a bowstring pulled too tight. “Unless you’d prefer I call you Dr. Whitmore while you’re very hard under that desk.” She let her gaze flick downward for just a second, just long enough to make her meaning unmistakable, then back up to his face. “Because I do have a way of making men very inappropriate.”

His breath hitched—she could hear it, a sharp little catch in the back of his throat—and she could see it, the way his chest rose too fast, the way his fingers dug into the wood of the desk like he was trying to anchor himself. Good, she thought, her own pulse fluttering now, her inner thighs clenching with satisfaction. Beg for it. Right here behind your tidy little desk.

Marcus swallowed hard, and his gaze flicked to her lips, then lower, to the way her blouse clung to her curves, to the shadow of her bra through the thin fabric, to the bare strip of stomach that flashed whenever she shifted her weight. “This is—this is unprofessional,” he said, but his voice was shaking, and the words came out more like a question than a statement.

Kelsey laughed, low and throaty, the sound vibrating up from her chest and spilling into the air like smoke, and she reached for the coffee carafe on his desk, pouring herself a cup with deliberate, maddening slowness, the dark liquid glugging into the mug while he watched her like a man watching his own execution. “Oh, Marcus,” she sighed, lifting the mug to her lips and taking a slow sip, her eyes never leaving his over the rim, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop. “When have you ever met a Black woman who doesn’t know how to make a white man very inappropriate?”

His face burned—she watched the flush crawl up from his collar, spreading over his neck, his jaw, the tips of his ears, and it was the most satisfying thing she’d seen all week. She could see the way his cock was already thickening behind his slacks, pressing against the fabric like it was begging to be set free, like it was trying to punch its way through the seams, and she wanted to laugh again, wanted to drop to her knees and put her mouth on him right there, wanted to make him beg for it, make him call her name, make him forget every single rule this university had ever tried to teach him. Perfect.

She set the mug down with a soft clink, her fingers brushing the inside of his thigh as she did, just a whisper of contact through the thick wool of his trousers, and she felt his whole body go rigid at the touch. “Tell me, Dr. Whitmore…” she murmured, leaning in close enough that her lips were almost at his ear, her breath warm against his skin. “Do you ever let yourself imagine what it’d be like to have a Black woman really show you how interactive things can get? Do you ever close that door at night, put your hand on yourself, and think about what my mouth would feel like on your—” She let the sentence trail off, her teeth grazing the shell of his ear, and she felt him shiver.

His voice came out as a rasp, barely audible. “I don’t—”

“Shh,” she whispered, pressing a finger to his lips, feeling the heat of his mouth, the dampness of his breath. “Let me take care of you.” And then—because she knew he was already half-hard, because she could feel the proof of it pressing against her own hip now, because she wanted to hear him gasp—she bit him.

Not hard. Not enough to leave a mark, not enough to hurt. Just enough to make him gasp, enough to make his hips jerk forward, enough to make his cock jump against his zipper like it was trying to answer her. She pulled back, her eyes dark with amusement, her lips still parted, and she licked them slowly, deliberately, savoring the taste of his skin—salt and cologne and the faint metallic tang of want.

“Mmm,” she hummed, letting the sound vibrate between them. “You taste delicious, Dr. Whitmore.” She let her tongue sweep over her bottom lip again, and his eyes followed the movement like a man hypnotized.

His hands fisted in her hair—sudden, desperate, his fingers tangling in the braids at the nape of her neck—and his voice came out as a growl, low and rough and completely undone. “You’re playing with fire.”

Kelsey grinned, standing abruptly, pulling away from his grip with a slow, deliberate roll of her shoulders, and her blouse rode up just high enough to reveal the lace edge of her panties—deep burgundy, matching the bra, a scrap of silk that hugged the curve of her hip like a secret. “Oh, Marcus,” she sighed, straightening her clothes with maddening calm, smoothing the fabric down over her stomach, tucking a stray braid behind her ear. “I don’t play with fire. I start the damn blaze.”

She turned toward the door, her hips swaying with every step, her voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to trail behind her like perfume. “Now, about that syllabus…” She paused at the threshold, one hand on the doorknob, and glanced back over her shoulder, her smile slow and knowing and absolutely wicked. “Maybe we can discuss it later.”

And then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her, the scent of her perfume—something dark and sweet and dangerous—lingering in the air like a dare.

Marcus exhaled sharply the moment the latch caught, his whole body slumping as if someone had cut the strings that had been holding him upright. His fingers were trembling as he pressed them to his lips, still able to feel the ghost of her finger there, the warmth of her bite, the way her teeth had grazed his skin just hard enough to make him see stars. What the hell was that? The thought rattled through his brain, but it was drowned out by the pulse of blood in his ears, the ache in his groin, the way his hands were still shaking.

He looked down at his lap, and there was the evidence of her—his slacks tented obscenely, the outline of his cock strained against the fabric, a dark spot already forming where the tip had begun to leak. Fuck. He’d never been so hard in his life. Not when he was a teenager, sneaking glances at the girls in his high school hallway, not during all those late nights in graduate school when he’d discovered just how much his own hand could do, not even during the brief, unsatisfying relationships he’d had since then. He had never, ever felt this desperate, this raw, this completely and utterly undone.

He groaned, his head falling back against the leather chair, his eyes fluttering shut, and the moment he closed them, she was there—Kelsey, standing over him, her lips parted, her braids falling over her shoulder, her thighs pressing against his knees. Kelsey. Just the sound of her name, even inside his own skull, made his skin prickle, made his cock throb with a fresh wave of need. The way she’d leaned into him, the way her fingers had grazed his thigh, the way she’d bit him with those perfect white teeth and then licked her lips like he was the best thing she’d ever tasted—

Fuck.

He reached down, his hand closing over his cock through the fabric, his breath coming in ragged gasps that sounded obscene in the quiet of his office. What would she do if she saw me now? The thought alone was enough to make his hips jerk forward, his cock swelling even harder behind his zipper, pressing up into his palm. He imagined her walking back through that door, imagined her catching him like this—hard and leaking and desperate—imagined the slow, wicked smile that would spread across her face, the way she would click the lock shut behind her without ever looking away from him, the way she would sink to her knees between his thighs and look up at him with those dark, knowing eyes.

He imagined her on her knees in front of him, her lips parted, her tongue wet and pink, her braids spilling over her shoulders as she reached for his belt with slow, steady hands. He imagined the snick of the buckle coming undone, the hiss of his zipper, the cool air hitting his heated skin as she freed his cock from his trousers. He imagined the way her hands would feel—warm and sure and strong—as she wrapped them around his shaft, her fingers stroking him with just the right amount of pressure, her thumb sweeping over the slick head, spreading the moisture that had already begun to gather. He imagined the way her tongue would dart out, wet and hungry, to trace the tip of his cock, to circle the crown, to flick at that sensitive spot just beneath the ridge, her eyes locked onto his the entire time, watching him fall apart. He imagined her taking him deep into her mouth, inch by inch, her cheeks hollowing, her moans vibrating against his skin, her hands squeezing and stroking and cupping his balls until he was shaking, until he was gasping her name, until he was thrusting up into the wet heat of her mouth and she was taking every single inch like it was exactly where she wanted to be.

God.

He groaned, the sound ragged and broken, his free hand fisting in his hair as his hips bucked against his palm, the friction of the fabric too much and not nearly enough all at once. Kelsey. Just thinking about her made him drip—he could feel the wetness spreading through his boxers, soaking into the cotton, making the pressure behind his zipper almost unbearable. He could already taste her—sweet, bold, dangerous—and he wanted more. He wanted to bury his face between her thighs, wanted to feel her hands in his hair, wanted to hear her moan his name the way she’d said it, like a prayer, like a curse, like a promise.

His release hit him like a freight train, like a punch to the gut, like every single lecture he’d ever given was nothing compared to the way his body bucked and seized and gave in. His cock pulsed hard against his palm, and he came with a choked groan, his hips jerking uncontrollably, his cum soaking through his boxers and dripping down the inside of his thigh, hot and thick and utterly humiliating. He rode it out in shuddering waves, his teeth clenched, his eyes squeezed shut, Kelsey’s name falling from his lips in a strangled whisper, over and over, until finally, finally, the last tremor faded and he sagged back in his chair, chest heaving, heart pounding, fingers still wrapped around the mess he’d made of himself.

He sat there for a long moment, eyes still closed, breathing ragged, his mind reeling from the intensity of it all. What the hell is wrong with me? The question floated up through the fog, sharp and insistent, and for a second he almost believed it mattered, almost believed there was an answer that would make him feel less like a man who had just ruined a perfectly good pair of trousers over a woman he’d known for less than ten minutes.

But even as the question formed in his mind, even as he opened his eyes and stared down at the evidence of his own undoing, he knew the answer, and he knew it all the way down to his bones.

Nothing.

Because he’d do it all over again in a heartbeat. In fact, he was already counting the minutes until later.




Chapter 2

The door to Kelsey Carter’s office closed with a slow, deliberate creak, the old hinges sighing as if they, too, were spent and satisfied. In the sudden hush, the click of the latch echoed like a champagne cork popping at a very private party—sharp, celebratory, and utterly final. Greg remained pinned to the visitor’s chair, his chest heaving beneath his rumpled dress shirt, every nerve-ending still flickering with the aftershocks of his climax. His cock—still half-hard, still slick with her—gave a stubborn, dreamy twitch inside the velvet clamp of her pussy, and he couldn’t help the ragged whimper that leaked from his lips. She had ridden him like a woman claiming a prize, her hips rolling in that merciless, hypnotic rhythm that said mine, that said you’ll thank me later, and heaven help him, he’d let her. He’d bucked up into her like a supplicant, hands fisted in her blouse, and now his whole body sang with the kind of bone-deep release that bordered on religious.

But the air changed the instant Marcus stepped fully into the room. He stood there, frozen just past the threshold, his broad shoulders rigid, his face a captivating mess of scandal and undisguised want. His eyes—those deep, serious eyes that usually held nothing but departmental memos—were wide, flicking from Kelsey’s tousled up-do, to the damp shine on Greg’s slack mouth, to the unmistakable, glistening evidence of their joining still smeared across the desk blotter. The game had tilted on its axis, the rules rewritten in a single heartbeat.

Kelsey, of course, looked utterly unruffled. In fact, she looked like a cat who’d not only found the cream but had also convinced the canary to film it. A slow, wicked smile curved her lips as she took in Marcus’s paralyzed stance. She didn’t rush to cover herself or offer some flimsy excuse; instead, she reached up with casual grace and swiped the pad of her thumb across Greg’s lower lip, collecting a tiny bead of sweat that had gathered there during her ride. She brought it to her own mouth, her tongue emerging to greet it with a slow, lascivious swirl that left a trail of glistening moisture on her skin. “Mmm. Salty and a little bit sweet,” she purred, her voice a low, private melody meant only for the two men who were now utterly at her mercy. “I do adore a man who knows how to taste like a treat after a good, hard ride.”

Greg’s skin prickled with a flush that went all the way down to his chest. Some distant, rational part of him shrieked that this was the moment for shame, for fury, for a hastily zipped fly and a dignified retreat. But the way Marcus stared at them—his jaw clamped so tight a muscle jumped in his cheek, his fingers twitching at his sides as if he were physically battling the urge to reach down and adjust the very obvious, very rigid length straining against the front of his slacks—only made Greg’s spent cock give another greedy pulse of interest. He was the one who had barged in. He was the one whose pupils had swallowed his irises whole. The voyeurism of it, the sheer brazen display, was a second-act aphrodisiac.

Kelsey read the confusion and the reluctant excitement swirling in Greg’s expression with the precision of a maestro reading sheet music. She smirked, a quick, private flash of triumph, and then slid off his lap. She dismounted him with excruciating slowness, letting him feel every inch of her silken, clutching heat as she pulled away, until his hips bucked into the empty air in a silent, desperate protest. His softening cock slipped free with a soft, wet sound, and he groaned at the sudden loss of her, the cool office air rushing in where her body had been. She rose, the muscles in her long, bare legs flexing, and took a moment to smooth the rumpled black silk of her blouse down over her thighs. The fabric clung to her damp skin, outlining every curve like a second, scandalous skin, a flagrant billboard advertising just how thoroughly she’d been taken.

“Marcus,” she crooned, her tone as smooth and sweet as the first sip of a scandalously strong cocktail. “You really didn’t have to knock. I thought we were past formality, you and I.” She tilted her head, her dark hair falling in a glossy curtain over one eye, playing the innocent with a virtuoso’s skill.

Marcus swallowed audibly. His gaze darted between her—a vision of post-coital composure—and Greg, still slumped in the chair like a debauched Roman senator, his slacks bunched around his thighs, his cock lying in a satisfied, glistening curve against his hip. “I—I didn’t mean to interrupt,” he stammered, the words coming out in a hoarse rush. “I just—I thought you might need some help with the—with the spill in the corridor. The janitorial staff are all in a meeting…”

Kelsey laughed then, a rich, full-bodied sound that seemed to vibrate in the very air, tickling Greg’s spine and settling low in his belly. “Oh, Marcus, you sweet, conscientious thing,” she said, taking a deliberate, swaying step towards him. The click of her heel on the hardwood was a metronome counting down to something inevitable. “I think we’ve got things perfectly well in hand here. Don’t you, Greg?” She didn’t turn around, but her voice reached back for him like a physical caress.

Greg’s throat had turned to sandpaper. He should say something. He should be the voice of reason, the one to slap a label of “mistake” on this entire, maddening tableau. But the sight of Kelsey trailing a single, manicured finger down the center of Marcus’s chest, tracing the line of buttons on his crisp shirt, right down to the place just above his belt buckle, rendered him mute. He watched Marcus’s breath hitch, watched his chest rise and fall under that light touch, saw his pupils flare with a dark, desperate hunger. It was like watching a man stand on a cliff’s edge, and Greg was the one holding the rope—but the rope was made of silk, and it was tied in a lover’s knot.

Kelsey’s hand didn’t stop. It dipped lower, her knuckles brushing with a featherlight, knowing pressure against the prominent ridge of Marcus’s erection, tenting his trousers with an almost painful-looking urgency. “Mmm. Look at this… still so hard for us, even after all that excitement. A little voyeur’s trophy.” She glanced back over her shoulder at Greg, her dark eyes alight with a playful, conspiratorial glee. “Tell me he wasn’t the surprise star of that little show, sweetheart.”

Greg’s cock, traitor that it was, jerked against his thigh, a fresh bead of fluid welling at the tip. God, yes. He was hard. The entire time she’d been sucking the soul out of him, and then riding him into the cheap leather chair, a part of his brain had been wired to the sight of that closed door, half-hoping, half-terrified it would swing open. And now it had, and the man standing there was looking at him with something that was not revulsion, but a kind of stunned, envious awe. It was intoxicating.

Kelsey didn’t wait for a verbal confirmation; she had all the answer she needed in the way Greg’s hips shifted, a silent, involuntary plea for more. She turned fully back to Marcus, her lips curling into that signature, feline smirk. “You know, I was planning on bending Greg’s ear about the syllabus changes later. A dry, tedious discussion about learning outcomes and assessment weighting. But it seems the universe, and that little mess in the hallway, has conspired to bring us to other items on the agenda.”

Marcus’s hands curled into fists at his sides, the knuckles whitening. “Kelsey,” he gritted out, his voice a low rumble of forced restraint. “This isn’t—this isn’t what we talked about in the meeting.”

She tilted her head, a picture of mock-confusion, her lips forming a perfect, pink ‘o’. “Wasn’t it? Or did I suggest a little extra credit scenario, and you simply assumed I was talking about grade curves and make-up essays? So very literal, Marcus.”

Greg’s stomach clenched, but not with the sick feeling of shame he expected. It was the thrill of the puzzle clicking into place. Grades. Of course. The currency of this particular kingdom. Kelsey Carter didn’t collect stamps; she collected debts, favors, and men tied up in intricate knots of their own desire. And Marcus—capable, earnest, and clearly smitten—had walked right into her parlor without his spider sense tingling.

But then Marcus’s voice dropped an octave, taking on a dark, charged timbre that made the hair on Greg’s arms stand up. “You know exactly what I meant, Kelsey. The arrangement.” He said the last word like it tasted of copper.

For just a fraction of a second, her performance flickered. A shadow passed through her eyes, something raw and almost vulnerable that Greg had never expected to see. Then it was gone, plastered over with that practiced, taunting grin. “Do I? Enlighten me.”

Marcus exhaled sharply, a sound of pure, frustrated arousal. He dragged a hand through his close-cropped hair, mussing its professional neatness. “You’re dangerous,” he muttered, the word more a caress than an accusation.

Kelsey threw her head back and laughed, a bright, unapologetic sound that was pure, unadulterated joy at her own power. “And you love every last, perilous drop of it, don’t you?”

Greg’s whole body clenched. Fuck. He was meant to be the sane one, the one slipping out and pretending this was all a fever dream. But watching the way Kelsey looked at Marcus—with a blazing challenge in her eyes, a dare that asked can you keep up—was like mainlining pure adrenaline. She wasn’t just seducing them; she was orchestrating a symphony of surrender.

And Marcus wasn’t saying the one word that could stop the music. He wasn’t saying no.

Instead, he reached out, his big, capable hand sliding around the nape of Kelsey’s neck, cupping the delicate bones with a surprising tenderness before his fingers tangled in the wild silk of her hair and pulled her into him. The kiss wasn’t a gentle exploration; it was a desperate, possessive collision. Lips clashed, tongues thrust in a wet, messy battle for dominance. Greg watched, mesmerized, his own mouth falling open as he saw Kelsey’s fingers dig into the lapels of Marcus’s jacket, saw her give as good as she got, her body curving into his with the memory of her earlier ride still imprinted on her muscles. The wet, hungry sounds of their kiss filled the office, a counterpoint to the hum of the computer.

When they finally broke apart, gasping, a shimmering thread of saliva connected their lips for a brief, perfect instant before breaking. Kelsey’s mouth was a bee-stung, glossy masterpiece, her eyes black pools of pure lust. She turned her head slowly, finding Greg still frozen in his chair, one hand wrapped loosely around his own stirring, traitorous cock. “Oh, good. You’re still here. I was afraid you might have developed a sudden case of good sense.” She released Marcus’s jacket, stepped back into the center of the room, and reached down without looking, her hand finding its target with a sharpshooter’s accuracy. She gripped Greg’s hardening shaft, her fingers cool and commanding on his heated skin. “Stay,” she said, the word a velvet command. “Unless you’re scared of a little… group project.”

Greg’s cock throbbed a helpless “yes” into her palm. Scared? Fear was a distant memory, a country he’d fled the moment her knees hit the floor. He was wide awake, his entire being condensed into a single point of aching, glorious need. He felt wanted, not just as a body, but as an essential character in the depraved little play she was directing.

Kelsey didn’t give him time to articulate any of that. She was a woman with a plan and a rapidly ticking clock. Still holding Greg’s cock like a leash, she turned back to Marcus, her expression shifting into one of regal authority. “Here’s the new lesson plan, Professor,” she said, her voice leaving no room for amendment. “You’re going to stand right there and you’re going to watch. Every detail. Every sound. You’re going to be a very good boy and soak it all in, and you’re going to like it.”

Marcus’s breath came in a shudder that was clearly audible across the room. “Kelsey—you’re insane.”

“Shh,” she soothed, releasing Greg to press a single, silencing finger over Marcus’s swollen lips. “We’re well past diagnostics. Now, just watch. Prove to me you can follow instructions.”

A current of something reckless and electric zipped through Greg’s system. Maybe it was the way Kelsey’s eyes pinned him, a silent promise that he was her instrument now. Maybe it was the raw, scorching jealousy that flickered across Marcus’s face before it was swallowed by anticipation. Or maybe it was just the sheer, glittering taboo of it all—the academic titles, the borrowed office, the smell of sex and photocopier ink.

He didn’t know what came over him, but he didn’t fight it.

When Kelsey dropped to her knees in front of Marcus, her movements fluid and practiced, Greg’s own lust ratcheted into overdrive. He watched her dainty fingers make quick work of Marcus’s belt—a soft hiss of leather, the snick of the buckle—then the button, then the zipper, each sound a separate, delectable note. Marcus’s cock sprang free, a thick, heavy column of flushed flesh, already gleaming with a pearlescent bead of pre-come at the slit. It was a beautiful sight, and the knowledge that it was Kelsey’s doing, her sheer presence and the show she’d already given him, made Greg’s mouth water.

Kelsey didn’t bother with preamble. She wrapped her lips around the broad, blunt head in a single, greedy motion, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled, her tongue darting out to lave the sensitive underside with a flat, wet pressure. The sound was obscene—a lush, liquid pop followed by a deep, guttural groan that was ripped straight from Marcus’s chest. Greg, still stroking himself with a slow, lazy rhythm, felt his hips twitch involuntarily, his own cock aching for that same wet, devoted attention.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing the slick crown of Marcus’s shaft, her breath a warm tease. “Don’t pretend you’re not getting off on this, Professor Greg,” she murmured, her voice a low, dirty sing-song. “You like watching me work. Watching me take him apart. Watching his eyes glaze over because of your girlfriend’s show.” She gave a quick, pointed glance at his frantic hand. “Your stroking kind of gives it away.”

Marcus’s fingers dove into her hair, not gently, but with a frantic, possessive twist as his hips bucked forward, chasing the heaven of her mouth. “Fuck—Kelsey—God, your mouth…”

She smiled around his girth, a terrifying and arousing sight, and then took him deeper, swallowing until her nose nudged the dark curls at his base, her throat fluttering in a rhythmic, massaging pulse around the head of his cock. Greg watched, his mouth dry, his own hand a poor substitute. He could see the slight bulge in her slender throat, a truly primal image.

She pulled off again, this time with a gasp, her lips and chin slick and shiny with a mixture of her own saliva and his leaking arousal. Her eyes, dark and commanding, zeroed in on Greg. “Come here, you. You want to do more than just watch, don’t you? You want to touch.”

It wasn’t a question. It was an accusation and an invitation wrapped in one. Greg’s cock gave a jerk so violent it was almost painful. “Y-Yes. Please, please, yes.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across her face. She rose from her knees in a single, elegant motion, leaving a panting, glazed Marcus leaning back against the door. Her blouse, already disheveled, rode up as she stood, offering Greg a tantalizing glimpse of the lace band of her panties—once a delicate peach, now a darker, translucent shade from the sheer volume of her arousal soaking through. She took his wrist, her touch deceptively light, and pulled his hand directly between her legs, pressing his fingers flat against the damp, heated fabric. “Feel what you do to me,” she whispered, her voice a hot brand in his ear. “Feel how soaking I am for you, right this second, thinking about what we’re going to do.”

A guttural groan escaped Greg’s throat as his fingers mapped the landscape of her cunt through the ruined lace. The heat was a furnace, and she was dripping, a slick, fragrant honey that immediately coated his skin. He couldn’t help it; any pretense of gentleness evaporated. He pressed harder, grinding the heel of his palm against her clit, feeling the little bud pulse against him. His other hand fumbled with the thin elastic at her hip, sliding beneath the lace to find her bare, swollen folds, parting them with a slick, obscene ease. He traced her entrance, hot and impossibly tight, and felt her inner muscles flutter in anticipation.

Kelsey gasped, a sharp, high-pitched sound, and her hips bucked shamelessly into his hand. Her nails bit into his shoulder through his shirt. “Oh fuck—yes—right there, don’t you dare stop. Just like a good boy.”

Across the room, Marcus groaned, his hand now wrapped around his own saliva-slicked cock, stroking in time with the rhythm Greg was setting with his fingers. He was a captive audience, his chest heaving, his eyes glued to the sight of Kelsey’s back arching, her head thrown back in bliss.

Kelsey reached back with her free hand and grabbed Marcus’s wet shaft, pulling him forward with an impatient tug. She dropped to her heels again without another word, positioning him right before the scene and taking him back into her mouth. From this angle, Greg had the perfect view of the side of her face, cheeks hollowed, as she worked Marcus’s cock with a wet, enthusiastic bob of her head, her hand twisting around the base they couldn’t fit. He watched, utterly mesmerized, as her jaw worked, as her tongue snaked out to flatten against the thick vein on the underside.

Marcus’s fingers tightened brutally in her hair. His hips started to follow a frantic, jerky rhythm, his breath coming in short, explosive gasps. “Kelsey—fuck—that’s too good, I can’t… I’m gonna—”

She pulled back just far enough to free her lips, keeping a tight, stroking grip on him with her fist. “Then come for me,” she growled, her voice hoarse from use. “Right now. Don’t hold back. I want to taste it.”

The command shattered what was left of Marcus’s control. With a ragged cry that was half her name, half a primal howl, his cock pulsed powerfully in her grip. The first thick, white rope of his release hit her chin, a stark contrast on her skin. She angled her head and took the next spurt directly onto her tongue, her eyes fluttering shut in a moment of pure, erotic greed. She milked him with her fist and mouth, not stopping, coaxing out every last shiver and drop until Marcus shuddered, oversensitive, and had to physically pull her head away.

His chest was heaving, his cock still half-hard and twitching, a testament to the intensity of the scene he’d just witnessed. Kelsey turned her head, a slow, deliberate swivel, and fixed Greg with a look that was pure molten command. A trace of Marcus’s cum glistened at the corner of her mouth. The whole picture was a debauched masterpiece. “Now you,” she ordered, the words a quiet, tyrannical whisper. “Showtime.”

The leash was off. Greg didn’t need a second invitation. He stood, his body moving before his brain could catch up, and in two strides, he was on her. He hooked his hands under her thighs, his fingers sinking into the firm, yielding flesh, and lifted her with a grunt of effort onto the edge of her own desk. A paperweight and a stack of essays went flying, but no one cared. The cool mahogany hit her back and she gasped, the sound mixing with a throaty laugh as her legs wrapped high around his hips, her heels digging into the small of his back. The damp, scorching heat of her pussy nestled right against the length of his aching cock, just a thin layer of air away from paradise.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, her nails carving ten little crescents of sweet pain into his shoulders through his shirt. “Don’t be gentle. Fuck me like you’ve been thinking about it since the moment you walked in. Fuck me hard.”

Greg’s brain shut off. Instinct took over. He dropped one hand to guide himself, the head of his cock finding her entrance, and then he thrust home in a single, gliding, devastating stroke. Her body welcomed him, wet and tight and scalding, her inner walls clenching around him in a rhythmic, rippling welcome. It was a sensation so perfect, so overwhelming, that a choked sound was ripped from his chest. Kelsey cried out, a wild, triumphant howl, her back arching off the desk, her hair cascading around her in a dark halo.

Marcus didn’t move from his spot. He was a statue of raw lust, his breath still coming in sharp pants, his softening cock cupped in his palm but his eyes, oh his eyes, were devouring every frame of the live show a few feet away. Kelsey saw him watching and a wicked, breathless grin stretched her lips. She released one hand from Greg’s shoulder and reached out, her fingers finding and wrapping around Marcus’s slick, still-sensitive shaft, stroking him back to an almost painful hardness with a lazy, possessive tug. “Look at him,” she gasped to Greg, her voice jolting with every powerful thrust. “Look at how hard he’s getting again, just from watching you destroy me.”

Greg’s hips stuttered, his rhythm faltering. Fuck. He was losing control. He could feel his climax coiling tight at the base of his spine, a spring being wound to its breaking point. The visual of it—Marcus’s intense, focused stare, Kelsey’s hand moving on his cock, the feel of her velvety cunt swallowing him over and over—it was too much, too consuming.

“Harder,” Kelsey moaned, her voice a hoarse plea, her nails raking down his back and leaving delicious lines of fire. “I want to feel you in my throat, Gregory. I want every last, stuttering inch.”

He obeyed with a force that shocked his own system, slamming into her with a primal, thoughtless ferocity. The desk rocked on its legs. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh, slick and percussive, filled the room. Kelsey’s head fell back, a string of breathless, high-pitched moans falling from her lips. Her breasts, still bound in lace, bounced with each ruthless impact. Marcus’s groan was a low, pained counterpoint, his own fist now moving furiously over his re-hardened cock as he watched the two of them come apart.

“Oh fuck—yes—just like that—right there, don’t you dare slow down or I’ll fail you both!” she cried, the absurd threat pushing Greg over the edge.

His orgasm didn’t build so much as detonate. It hit him like a freight train, a massive, blinding wave of pleasure that erupted from the base of his spine and flooded his entire being. With a choked, animal groan that was her name and a prayer all in one, his cock pulsed deep inside her, jet after hot jet of his release filling the tight, clenching channel of her cunt. He felt every spasm as a separate, exquisite death. Kelsey screamed, her own climax crashing over her at the feel of his heat flooding her, her inner muscles milking him with a furious, involuntary rhythm that pulled every last drop from him. Her own release was a slick gush that joined his, a messy, glorious proof of their shared frenzy that dripped down to coat the backs of her thighs and the edge of the desk.

In the ringing silence that followed, filled only by their ragged, gasping breaths, the world slowly came back into focus. Marcus stood, still and stunned, his chest heaving, his now-softening cock resting against his thigh, his expression one of a man who had seen the face of a beautiful, chaotic god.

Kelsey was the first to move. She uncurled her legs from around Greg’s limp form, wincing playfully at the sensitivity. With a casual, almost bored motion, she reached down, grabbed the hem of Greg’s utterly ruined shirt, and wiped the dripping evidence of their union from her thighs. She stood, unsteady for just a moment before regaining her perfect composure. Then, with the sway of a queen walking through her domain, she sauntered over to Marcus. Still holding the soiled shirt, she went up on her toes and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his slack, stunned lips, letting him taste her and himself and Greg all mixed together.

“Next time,” she murmured into his mouth, her voice a secret, “we swap the seating arrangement. You get to fuck me over the filing cabinet while he watches from the visitor’s chair and learns a little something about patience.” She glanced back over her shoulder at Greg, who was still leaning against the desk, his entire body humming with a spent, electric glow. Her eyes sparkled with pure, unrepentant mischief. “Unless, of course, our new star player wants in on the fun. A real departmental collaboration.”

Greg’s face burned, a furnace of blush and aftershock. A sensible man would be ashamed. A sensible man would be gathering his scattered wits and his dignity, already mentally updating his resume. But as Kelsey’s lips curved into that knowing, taunting grin, and Marcus’s hand rose, as if in a trance, to rest on the curve of her hip, all Greg could think—with a clarity that was both terrifying and intoxicating—was a single, resounding phrase: God, yes. Please, God, yes.




Chapter 3

The door swung shut behind Dr. Marcus Carter with a soft, decisive click, locking the three of them inside Greg’s office like a sinful tableau suspended in amber. The dim desk lamp cast honeyed shadows across the walls, catching the faint shimmer of sweat on Kelsey’s flushed skin as she leaned back against Marcus’s chest, her thighs still quivering, still glistening with the evidence of his release. The air was a heady cocktail—vanilla perfume, raw musk, and the faint, briny tang of Marcus’s cologne threading through it all, clinging to the back of Greg’s throat like a promise. He knew he ought to be mortified, ought to be scrambling for some scrap of professional dignity, but his pulse was racing with a thrill so electric it short-circuited every rational thought. He couldn’t tear his gaze from Kelsey’s parted lips, from the way she dragged her slick fingers slowly across her tongue, savoring Marcus’s taste with a moan that was pure, unrepentant ecstasy.

Marcus stood motionless as a statue, one hand resting lightly on Kelsey’s hip, the other hanging loose at his side. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to; his dark eyes pinned Greg in place, burning with something far more unsettling than anger or judgment—a slow, knowing recognition that said I’ve seen you, and I’ve been waiting. It was the kind of look that crawled under Greg’s skin and made him feel exposed in ways he’d never dared to imagine.

Greg’s heart hammered so violently he could feel it in his temples. He’d spent a decade crafting his reputation as the department’s most buttoned-up, most loyal professor—the one who never let so much as a flirtatious glance slip through his guard. And yet here he was, still cuffed to the radiator like a naughty schoolboy, his trousers pooled at his ankles, his cock stubbornly, obscenely half-hard despite the chaos. His mind reeled, replaying on a loop the image of Kelsey riding him, of Marcus claiming her with that raw, possessive growl. And Greg hadn’t lifted a finger to stop it. Hadn’t wanted to.

A low, rough sound rumbled from Marcus’s chest—not quite a laugh, more like a purr of dark amusement, as if he’d been savoring this particular victory for years. “You’re enjoying this,” he said, his voice a velvet baritone that vibrated right through Greg’s bones. It wasn’t a question; it was an undeniable verdict.

Greg swallowed hard, his throat bobbing. “I—I don’t know what you mean,” he managed, though the words came out thin and unconvincing.

Kelsey laughed, a sound as light and mischievous as wind chimes, entirely devoid of shame. She stepped forward on silent bare feet, her dress swaying around her thighs, and pressed a palm flat against Marcus’s chest, right over his heartbeat. “Oh, Greg. You know exactly what I mean.” Her fingers walked a playful path down the front of Marcus’s shirt, then veered off, finding the tented fabric of Greg’s slacks and tracing the rigid outline of his cock with maddening precision. He was already swelling again under her touch, the sensation sending sparks up his spine. “You’ve been hard since the first time you saw me with him,” she purred, tilting her face up to Marcus with a smile that was all invitation. “Haven’t you, baby?”

Marcus’s hand shot out and snagged Kelsey’s wrist before she could retreat, his grip possessive, leaving pale fingerprints on her delicate skin. “Answer him,” he commanded, his gaze never leaving Greg’s face.

Greg’s breath stuttered. The authority in Marcus’s voice arrowed straight to his groin, a jolt of pure, forbidden pleasure. No one had ever spoken to him like that—not his wife, not any lover, not anyone. And the worst part, the very best part, was how desperately he craved more. “Yes,” he croaked, the admission torn from somewhere deep inside. “I have.”

Kelsey’s eyes lit up, glittering with triumph. “Good.” She pivoted back toward Marcus, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that carried through the quiet room. “He’s ours now.”

Marcus’s jaw tightened, a muscle ticking in his cheek. For one breathless heartbeat, Greg thought he might refuse, might push her away and shatter the spell. But then Marcus’s free hand slid around Kelsey’s waist, hauling her flush against him, her back molding to his chest, and Greg understood: this was exactly what Marcus had orchestrated all along. Not just Kelsey, not just Greg, but this—the three of them knotted together in something far more dangerous than simple desire.

“Take off your pants,” Marcus ordered, his voice low and even, his grip on Kelsey’s hip an unyielding anchor.

Greg’s stomach flipped. “W-what?” He knew he’d heard it right, but his brain needed a moment to catch up.

Marcus didn’t spare him a glance. His focus was all on Kelsey, on the way her fingers trembled with anticipation as she reached for the button of Greg’s slacks. “You heard me.”

Kelsey’s lips curved in a slow, feline grin. “Such a good boy, Greg.” She was already working his belt buckle, her nails scraping teasingly against the fabric, the snick of leather loud in the hush. She knelt in front of him, her breath ghosting hot over his stomach, her eyes wide and dark as she looked up through her lashes. “Always so eager to please.”

Greg’s cock twitched insistently, straining toward her. “Kelsey—” he started, but the word was more plea than protest.

“Shh,” she murmured, her fingertips brushing the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, feather-light and torturous. “You don’t get to talk. Not yet.” She hooked her fingers into his waistband and tugged his slacks and boxers down in one fluid motion, baring him completely. The cool air of the office kissed his heated flesh, and he shuddered.

Marcus’s hand abandoned Kelsey’s hip and tangled into the soft waves of her hair, tilting her head back until she was looking up at him with utter submission. “You’re going to make him come,” he said, his voice rough around the edges. “And then you’re going to let me watch.”

Kelsey’s breath hitched, her chest rising sharply. “Yes, sir.”

Greg’s vision swam. “You—you can’t just—” he sputtered, but the protest died on his lips as Marcus’s hand left Kelsey’s hair and wrapped around his throat—not squeezing, not yet, just a firm, commanding presence that made every nerve ending sing. The thumb stroked the hollow of his neck, a gentle threat.

“You will be quiet,” Marcus said, each syllable a dark promise. “Or I’ll gag you.”

Greg’s cock jumped, a bead of pre-cum leaking onto his stomach. “Fuck.”

Kelsey’s laugh was a soft, triumphant purr. She wasted no time. Her hands slid down his thighs, nails leaving faint pink lines that tingled, before she wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft. She tilted his cock upward, examining it with the kind of hungry reverence that made Greg’s toes curl. “Such a pretty cock,” she breathed, swiping her thumb over the flushed, glistening tip and gathering the pearl of arousal there. “So eager to be used.” She brought her thumb to her lips and licked it clean, her moan a low, satisfied hum.

Greg groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. “Kelsey—”

“No,” Marcus snapped, his grip on Greg’s throat tightening just enough to make the command impossible to ignore. “You don’t get to speak.”

Kelsey leaned in, her lips parting as she pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the tip of his cock. The heat of her mouth seared him, and then she took him inside, her tongue curling around the underside, tracing every ridge and vein with a skill that threatened to unman him. She hollowed her cheeks, drawing him deep, while the faintest scrape of her teeth sent a shockwave of pleasure-pain through his system that had him gasping.

“Fuck—Kelsey—”

Marcus’s hand left Greg’s throat only to fist in his hair, yanking his head back and forcing him to arch his neck. “You will not come until I say so,” he growled, lips brushing the shell of Greg’s ear in a hot whisper.

Greg’s breath came in ragged, desperate gasps. “Please—”

“Please what?” Marcus’s voice was a velvet taunt. “You want to come? You want her to swallow you whole?”

Greg’s entire body thrummed. “Yes—God, yes—”

Kelsey’s mouth made a soft, wet pop as she released him, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. Her grin was wicked. “Such a good boy,” she cooed, wrapping her fingers around his shaft once more and stroking with a slow, torturous rhythm. “Always so eager to be used. It’s adorable, really.” She ducked her head again, but this time she only teased—lapping at the frenulum, kissing down the length, never quite taking him back inside. The deliberate delay was maddening.

Marcus’s fingers traced the line of Greg’s jaw, tilting his face forward. He pressed his thumb against Greg’s bottom lip, a silent command. “Open.”

Greg obeyed without a second thought, parting his lips. Marcus slid his thumb inside, the taste of salt and musk flooding Greg’s senses—a heady, intoxicating flavor that spoke of power and raw masculinity. Kelsey chose that moment to tighten her fist around Greg’s cock, her thumb circling the sensitive crown while her other hand skated up his chest, nails biting just enough to leave a pleasant sting.

“Fuck—Marcus—”

“Not yet,” Marcus growled, his thumb pressing deeper, sliding back and forth across Greg’s tongue. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

Greg whimpered around the digit. “Please—”

Kelsey laughed again, her lips ghosting over his ear, her breath a warm tickle. “You love this, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice laced with delighted cruelty. “You love being used. Being told what to do. Being our little toy.”

Greg’s cock throbbed urgently. “Yes—God, yes—”

Marcus pulled his thumb free, a slick line of saliva following, and replaced it with two fingers, hooking them behind Greg’s bottom teeth to hold his mouth open. He leaned in, their foreheads almost touching. “You’re mine now,” he said, low and fierce. “Kelsey’s too. Ours to play with.”

Greg moaned brokenly. “Yes—”

“Good.” Marcus released his jaw, his hand sliding down Greg’s chest, nails raking over his nipples, down the quivering planes of his stomach, until his palm settled low, just above where Kelsey was working. “Now come.”

The command snapped the last thread of Greg’s control. His orgasm ripped through him with explosive force, hot spurts of cum arcing across Kelsey’s chest, painting her cleavage with pearly streaks that trickled down the curve of her stomach. She moaned in delight, her fingers milking every last pulse from his shaft, her other hand gripping his hip hard enough to bruise.

“Fuck—Kelsey—” he cried out, his vision whiting out.

She didn’t look at him, lost in her own pleasure as she pumped him through the aftershocks, her head thrown back, her throat working with wordless cries. Marcus watched it all with hooded, hungry eyes, a ghost of a smile playing at his lips.

When Greg was spent and shuddering, Marcus’s hand fisted in Kelsey’s hair again, pulling her gaze up to meet his. “You’re mine now,” he repeated, a possessive thrill in his tone. “And he’s yours. Use him.”

Kelsey’s pupils were blown wide, her lips shiny with a mix of saliva and Greg’s essence. “Yes, sir.”

Marcus released her hair and dragged his knuckles down her spine, over the curve of her ass, nails scraping lightly through the thin fabric of her dress. “Get up.”

Kelsey rose on trembling legs, her dress riding up to reveal her bare pussy, glistening with her own arousal and still slick with Marcus’s cum from earlier. The evidence of their earlier union mixed with the new sheen of her desire, dripping down her inner thighs in slow, lazy rivulets.

Marcus’s gaze locked onto hers, dark and unreadable. “You’re going to ride him,” he said, voice thick with authority. “And you’re going to come on his cock until you can’t remember your own name.”

Kelsey’s breath shuddered out. “Yes, sir.”

He traced a finger down her abdomen, circling her navel before dipping lower. “Now.”

She obeyed with an eagerness that bordered on worship. Her hands shook as she reached for Greg’s still-sensitive cock, wrapping her fingers around him, her thumb sweeping over the tip to collect the last traces of his release. She brought it to her mouth and sucked it clean, her eyes fluttering shut. Then she straddled him, her knees sinking into the carpet on either side of his hips, her slick folds hovering just above his length, heat radiating between them.

Marcus’s hand found her hip again, steadying her. “Fuck him,” he growled. “Hard.”

Kelsey sank down in one smooth, breathtaking motion, sheathing Greg to the hilt. They both groaned, the tight clutch of her body around him making him see stars. She began to rock, slow at first, a tantalizing grind that let her savor every inch, her moans a melodic counterpoint to the creak of the desk and the wet sounds of their joining.

Greg’s hands clawed at the floor, unable to touch, unable to do anything but take it. “Kelsey—”

“Shh,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear, her pace quickening. “You don’t get to talk. Just feel.”

Marcus’s voice cut through the haze. “Fuck him harder.”

Kelsey obeyed instantly, driving her hips down with force, slamming onto Greg’s cock so that the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed in the small room. She rode him with wild abandon, her inner walls clenching rhythmically, her nails digging crescent moons into his shoulders. The sensation was overwhelming, pushing Greg toward another release with terrifying speed.

“Kelsey—fuck—”

“Not yet,” Marcus snapped, his hand leaving her hip to pinch her clit roughly. She cried out, arching her back. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

Kelsey whimpered, her rhythm faltering. “Yes, sir.”

He rubbed the sensitive nub in tight circles, watching her unravel. “Now come. Both of you.”

The order shattered them. Kelsey’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her pussy convulsing around Greg’s cock in pulsing, rhythmic squeezes that milked his own climax from him. He shouted her name as he spilled deep inside her, filling her with hot jets of cum that mingled with the remnants of Marcus’s earlier deposit, stretching her open in the most primal way. She collapsed onto his chest, her body trembling, her breath coming in panting sobs, her dress bunched around her waist and soaked with sweat and sex.

Greg held her, his own body limp and spent, their hearts hammering in tandem. For a long moment, the only sound was the ragged symphony of their breathing.

Marcus’s hand stroked down her spine, gentle now, almost tender. “Get up,” he murmured after a while, but the command had softened at the edges.

Kelsey obeyed, pushing herself upright on wobbly legs. Her pussy was a glazed mess, a mix of her own cream and both men’s cum dripping down her thighs in sticky trails. She looked thoroughly debauched and utterly radiant.

Marcus’s gaze swept over her, then settled on Greg’s glistening, softening cock. “Now clean him up.”

Kelsey knelt again, her hands steadying. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, not to arouse but to gently squeeze the last pearly drops from the tip. She leaned in and licked him clean with soft, broad strokes of her tongue, her moans a quiet hum of satisfaction. She took her time, savoring the taste, before sitting back on her heels and licking her lips with a feline grin.

Marcus’s hand slid from her shoulder to the nape of her neck, massaging lightly. “Now dress him.”

Her hands were still trembling as she reached for Greg’s boxers and slacks, but she managed to pull them up his legs and fasten the button with careful deliberation. She smoothed the fabric over his thighs, then looked up at Marcus for further instruction.

“Now tie him up,” Marcus said, nodding toward the radiator and the cuffs.

Kelsey’s breath hitched, but she nodded. “Yes, sir.”

She repositioned Greg’s wrists, clicking the cuffs back into place against the cold metal. The metal bit into the existing marks, a stark reminder.

Marcus’s gaze lingered on Greg’s helpless form, a satisfied smirk curving his lips. “Now leave.”

Kelsey rose, her legs still unsteady, and stepped back. Without a word, she turned and padded toward the door, her bare feet silent on the floor. The door creaked open, then shut behind her with a final, decisive click.

The office fell into silence, broken only by Greg’s heaving breaths.

Marcus turned to Greg, his expression unreadable. “You’re mine now,” he said, his voice a rough caress. “And you’re hers. Remember that.”

Greg could only manage a hoarse “Yes, sir.”

Marcus reached down and traced a finger along Greg’s jaw, almost affectionate. “Now sleep.”

Greg’s eyes slid shut against his will, exhaustion crashing over him. His body ached, his mind raced, but within moments, he tumbled into a dreamless void.

---

The next morning, Greg surfaced from a heavy, dreamless sleep to the insistent buzz of his phone vibrating against the nightstand. His skull pounded a dull beat, and every muscle in his body screamed a protest as he shifted, sore in ways he’d never imagined possible. The skin of his wrists was chafed and raw, his throat tender where Marcus’s hand had pressed, his cock exquisitely sensitive even now. He rolled onto his side, his fingers brushing against the dried, sticky patch on his boxers—the mingled evidence of Kelsey and himself, now a tacky memento. He groaned.

The phone buzzed again, more demanding this time.

He fumbled for it, the screen too bright for his weary eyes. A text from an unknown number glowed on the display.

Unknown: Good morning, Professor Whitmore. I trust you slept well after all that excitement? You certainly looked peaceful when we left.

Greg’s heart lurched into his throat.

Greg: Who is this?

Unknown: You know exactly who this is. Or perhaps I should say… what? A very, very naughty professor who lets his students run the show?

Greg’s stomach did a queasy flip, but beneath the nerves, a thrill sparked.

Greg: Kelsey?

Unknown: Such a good boy. Always so quick on the uptake. But do you really think you’re the only one who can use you, Greg? There are so many more lessons to explore.

Greg’s fingers trembled over the screen.

Greg: What do you want?

Unknown: What do you want, Greg? Be honest. No lies—I’ll know.

Greg stared at the question, his pulse a wild drum. The answer was terrifyingly simple.

Greg: I don’t know. He tried to play coy, his thumb hovering.

Unknown: Liar. You know exactly what you want. You want to be used. You want to be claimed. You want to be ours, completely, on your knees, at our mercy. Admit it.

He could almost hear Kelsey’s teasing lilt in the words, see Marcus’s knowing smirk behind them. His cock twitched traitorously.

Greg: Yes.

Unknown: Good boy. Now dress yourself. Wear something nice—I think we both know how much Dr. Carter appreciates a well-tailored professor. And then wait for us in the faculty lounge. Don’t be late. We have a very special lesson to teach you, and tardiness will have… consequences.

Greg’s breath came in shallow gasps.

Greg: Yes, ma’am.

The screen went dark, but the words burned into his retinas. He lay still for a long moment, the phone clutched to his chest, his body already stirring at the promise of what was to come. He knew exactly what sort of lesson awaited him—hands, mouths, commands, the sweet surrender of control—and God help him, he couldn’t wait to be taught.




Chapter 4

The fluorescent lights of the department office flickered like dying stars, their hum a low, persistent thrum that vibrated through the stale air. Greg sat frozen in his chair, his phone still pressed to his chest as if it were a talisman against the chaos his life had become. The message had been short, brutal, and perfect—just like everything else they’d put him through. A simple text: “Faculty lounge. Now. Wear something easy to take off.” His fingers twitched toward his cock, already stirring at the thought of what awaited him, but he clenched them into fists instead. No. Not yet. Not until they said so. He wasn’t allowed that pleasure without permission anymore, and the denial only made him ache harder.

He exhaled sharply, a shaky breath that fogged the edge of his computer screen. The office was too quiet. Too empty. The usual clutter of graded papers and dog-eared textbooks felt like props in a stage set, waiting for the curtain to rise. He should have been working. Should have been preparing for his next class, scribbling notes on Renaissance poetry, anything to cling to the last shreds of his former, boring life. But the thought of standing up, of walking to the faculty lounge where they’d summoned him, made his stomach clench with something between dread and a dark, giddy anticipation. His trousers were already tenting, a traitorous flag he couldn’t lower.

A knock at his door made him jump, his knee banging against the underside of his desk. Pain flared, sharp and grounding, but it didn’t dull the throb below his belt.

Greg swallowed hard, his voice cracking. “Come in.”

The door creaked open, and Dr. Kelsey Carter stepped inside, her heels clicking against the linoleum like a metronome counting down to his doom. She wore a fitted blazer over a silk blouse, the top two buttons undone just enough to tease the swell of her cleavage, a shadowy valley that promised a soft landing. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips like a second skin, and her lips curved into a knowing smile, the kind a cat gives a cornered mouse. She shut the door behind her with a deliberate click, and the sound echoed in Greg’s chest.

“Greg,” she purred, her voice a honeyed drawl that seemed to coat his nerves. “You look… flustered. All pink-cheeked and wide-eyed. Did you miss us?”

He forced himself to meet her gaze, though his eyes kept darting down to the vee of her blouse. “I was just—just finishing some grading.” The lie was as flimsy as his composure.

“Thinking about us?” she interrupted, stepping closer, her hips swaying with a predatory grace. Her perfume—something sweet and intoxicating, like vanilla and sin—wrapped around him like a physical touch, seeping into his pores. “About how good you were yesterday? About how you begged for it? On your knees, with that desperate little whimper?” She traced a fingertip along the edge of his desk, leaving a invisible trail of heat.

Greg’s face burned. “You shouldn’t have—I mean, the things you made me do, it’s not—” He faltered, the words dying as she tilted her head, her expression one of mock innocence.

“Shouldn’t have what?” She leaned forward, planting her palms on his desk so that her blouse gaped, offering him a fuller view of lace and soft skin. “Made you mine? Made you watch while I took what I wanted? Made you want it so badly you couldn’t even think straight, couldn’t even remember your own name?” Her voice dropped to a whisper, a silken blade. “Because, Greg… you did. You loved every filthy second of it. Your cock told me so.”

He opened his mouth to protest, a weak sputter, but she cut him off with a sharp laugh that tinkled like breaking glass.

“No more lies, baby.” She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear, each word a puff of damp warmth that made him shiver. “You’ve been hard for weeks just thinking about what we could do to you. About what he could do to you—Dr. Marcus with those big hands and that thick… well, you’ve seen it now, haven’t you? And you can’t stop replaying it.” Her hand slid down his chest, her nails grazing his belt buckle, then lower, tracing the rigid outline straining against his slacks. “And now?” She smirked, pressing her palm flat against him, feeling him pulse. “Now you’re dripping. I can feel it through the fabric. Such a messy, eager boy.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a choked gasp. He was hard. Painfully, embarrassingly so, his cock throbbing against the confines of his trousers, a damp spot already spreading where the tip wept. It betrayed him in the worst, most wonderful way, and he couldn’t even summon the shame he knew he should feel.

Kelsey’s smirk deepened, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Good.” She straightened, her fingers working at the buttons of her blouse with a leisurely, teasing pace. Each button slipped free with a soft pop, revealing more of the lacy cups of her black bra, the fabric straining to contain her breasts. “Because we’re running late. The others are waiting, and you know how Dr. Carter gets when she’s kept waiting—she’ll take it out on your poor, neglected balls.”

The blouse parted fully, hanging open to frame her torso like a gift unwrapped. Greg’s eyes locked onto the sight, the creamy swell of flesh, the dark lace a stark contrast, his pulse roaring in his ears like a riptide.

“Dr. Carter—I mean, Kelsey—” he stammered, trying to find some anchor of professionalism.

“Kelsey,” she corrected, stepping back and letting the blouse slide off her shoulders to pool on the floor. She stood before him in just her bra, skirt, and heels, a vision of unapologetic confidence. “And you’re going to call me that very differently when you’re on your knees in front of me, tongue out, begging for a taste. You’ll say it like a prayer.”

Greg’s throat went dry, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He could already imagine it, the weight of her on his tongue, the salt-sweet of her, and his cock gave a violent jerk.

She turned toward the door, glancing back at him over her shoulder, her hair cascading in a golden wave. “Come on, Greg. Let’s give them a show. And do try to walk without tripping—I’d hate for you to spill any of that precious arousal before we’ve had our fun.”

---

The faculty lounge was already half-full when they walked in, the air thick with the scent of stale coffee and something muskier beneath. Professors murmured behind their ceramic mugs, their eyes flicking toward the door like spectators at a tennis match as Greg was dragged inside by Kelsey’s grip on his arm. Her fingers dug into his bicep with a possessiveness that made his face burn with humiliation, but his cock pulsed with something far more dangerous than shame—excitement, a hot, liquid thrill that pooled in his belly. The room was a tableau of academic normalcy: worn couches, a table strewn with donut crumbs, a bulletin board pinned with union notices. And yet, it felt like a stage for debauchery.

Kelsey didn’t bother with subtlety. She strode right up to the couch where Dr. Rachel Carter sat—the other Dr. Carter, her senior colleague and occasional lover, a woman with auburn hair and a gaze that could strip paint. Rachel’s legs were crossed, a cup of coffee forgotten in her hand, her lips quirking as she watched the approach. “Greg’s here,” Kelsey announced, plopping down onto the couch and patting the cushion beside her with a slapping sound. “And look at him—he’s already half-ruined. I barely touched him.”

Greg hesitated, his feet rooted to the industrial carpet, but Kelsey’s fingers dug deeper into his wrist, her nails leaving crescent moons, and she pulled him down with a yank. He landed with an oof, his body tense, his eyes darting around the room like a cornered animal. A few professors pretended not to notice—old Dr. Henderson buried his nose in a journal—but others weren’t so discreet. Young Professor Liu openly stared, her cheeks flushed, while the department chair, a silver-haired woman named Dr. Vance, watched with a calculating smile.

Rachel’s lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. “Well, well. If it isn’t our little husband. Look at you, all buttoned-up and trembling. Did you miss your wives while you were grading those terrible essays?” She uncrossed her legs slowly, letting her skirt ride up just a fraction. “We certainly missed our favorite toy.”

Greg’s face flushed a deeper crimson. “This isn’t—” he started, but his voice was a ragged whisper.

“Funny?” Kelsey interrupted, her hand sliding up his thigh with agonizing slowness, her palm hot through the fabric. She squeezed the muscle, her fingers inching higher until they brushed the base of his cock, still straining. “Oh, Greg. It’s everything. It’s hilarious and hot and exactly what you need. You’re the most entertaining thing that’s happened to this department since the grant scandal.”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a murmur that only he could hear, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. “Now, baby… I want you to watch. Watch and learn what we do to good boys who follow orders. Don’t you dare look away, or I’ll make you lick my heels clean while everyone watches.”

Before he could react, she stood, her body unfolding like a dancer’s. Her fingers went to the waistband of her skirt, and with a shimmy of her hips, she worked it down over her thighs. The fabric pooled at her feet, revealing the matching black panties—sheer, with a tiny bow at the front—and the long, toned legs that had pinned him down more than once. Greg’s breath caught in his throat, a strangled sound. His cock twitched again, leaking a fresh bead of moisture.

Kelsey didn’t waste a second. She turned and straddled Rachel’s lap, her knees sinking into the couch cushions on either side of Rachel’s thighs. Her fingers already hooked into the waistband of her own panties, peeling them down just enough to expose the glistening pink of her sex, already slick and ready. She held them out, dangling them from a finger, then tossed them into Greg’s lap. “A souvenir,” she said with a wink. “You like that, don’t you? You like watching me use your other wife, knowing you can’t join in? Knowing you just have to sit there with that aching cock and those sweaty palms?”

Rachel’s hands gripped Kelsey’s hips, her fingers digging into the plush flesh, pulling her closer until their centers almost touched. “Fuck, yes,” Rachel breathed, her voice a low growl. “I’ve been thinking about this all morning. That little text you sent—‘Greg’s ready to be tortured’—I nearly canceled my lecture.”

Greg’s eyes were glued to the scene unfolding in front of him, his vision tunneling. Kelsey moaned, a theatrical, breathy sound, as Rachel’s fingers found her—sliding through the wetness, circling the swollen bud of her clit with practiced precision. Kelsey’s back arched, her bra-clad breasts thrust forward, her head thrown back as she rode the waves of pleasure. Her hips rolled in a slow grind, and Rachel’s other hand snaked up to unclasp the bra, letting it fall away. Now Kelsey was completely bare, her nipples pebbled and tight, and Greg’s mouth watered.

His hand twitched toward his cock, a involuntary movement, the need to grip himself overwhelming. But Kelsey’s voice cut through the haze, sharp and commanding.

“No,” she said, her eyes snapping open and locking onto his. Even as she writhed on Rachel’s fingers, her gaze never wavered. “Not yet. You don’t get to touch what’s ours. That pathetic little cock belongs to us, and we’ll tell you when it’s allowed to play.”

She rose from Rachel’s lap, her legs glistening with her own arousal, a thin trail of wetness down her inner thigh. She sank to her knees in front of Greg, the carpet rough against her skin, and her hands went to his belt. The clink of the buckle was obscenely loud. She unbuckled it with deliberate slowness, then unzipped his fly, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock through his boxers—a ridge so hard it looked painful.

“Such a good boy,” she purred, her lips brushing the damp fabric, her breath searing. “So hard for us. I can see the shape of you, all veiny and desperate. You’ve been like this for hours, haven’t you? Just waiting for someone to give it attention.”

Greg’s hands clenched into fists at his sides, his knuckles white. “K-Kelsey, please—I can’t—it hurts—”

“Shhh.” She pulled his cock free, the boxers pushed down just enough to let it spring out, slapping against his belly. It was red and slick at the tip, a pearl of pre-cum beading and dripping. Her fingers wrapped around him, a loose, teasing grip, and she gave a slow pump that made him groan from deep in his chest. “You don’t get to talk. You just watch. Watch and be good, and maybe—maybe—we’ll let you come by the end of the day. Or maybe we’ll just keep you like this, all pent-up and whiny, because it’s adorable.”

Her tongue flicked out, just the tip, tasting the saltiness at his slit. Greg jerked, his hips bucking forward involuntarily, but Kelsey only laughed, her grip tightening to hold him still. “Stay still,” she ordered, her tone brooking no argument. “If you move again, I’ll tie you to the chair with my stockings.”

Greg forced himself to obey, every muscle rigid, his breath coming in ragged gasps. She gave him one more slow lick, base to tip, then pulled away, her lips glistening.

She stood, turning to Rachel. “Your turn. I want to feel your mouth on me while he watches. Let’s see how long he can keep his hands to himself.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She pulled Kelsey back down onto her lap, but this time she shifted, laying Kelsey out on the couch cushions, her head propped on the armrest. Rachel’s fingers worked at her own blouse, buttons flying, revealing a deep purple bra that she quickly discarded. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, and she pressed them against Kelsey’s as she leaned down. Greg watched, mesmerized, as Rachel’s hands roamed over Kelsey’s body—palming her breasts, tweaking her nipples, then sliding down to part her thighs. Rachel’s lips found Kelsey’s neck, sucking a mark, then her collarbone, then lower, latching onto a nipple with a wet, hungry sound.

“Fuck, yes,” Kelsey moaned, her head falling back, her hips rising to meet Rachel’s descending mouth. “Right there—suck harder, make it hurt a little.”

Greg’s cock ached, a throb so intense it was almost blinding. He reached for himself again, a mindless motion, but Kelsey’s voice stopped him, even without looking.

“No. I can hear your hand moving, Greg. Don’t test me.”

He froze, his hand hovering mid-air. She grabbed his wrist without even looking, her fingers a vise, and pulled his hand away, pinning it to the couch cushion. “You don’t get to come until we say so. You don’t get to touch, you don’t get to hump the furniture, you don’t get to do anything but sit there and leak. Understand?”

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps. “But—I’m so close—just looking at you is—”

“But nothing,” Kelsey snapped, her eyes dark with a dominance that made his balls tighten. “You’re ours now, Greg. Our little pet, our cuck, our good boy. And we decide when you get to come. It might be in ten minutes, it might be next week. Right now, you’re just a pair of eyes and a hard dick, and you’ll be grateful for it.”

Greg swallowed hard, a whimper escaping his lips. Rachel looked up from between Kelsey’s legs, her chin glistening, and laughed. “He’s already leaking through his slacks. We might have to put a towel down.”

Kelsey stood, her body slick with sweat and arousal, and walked to the edge of Rachel’s desk, leaning against it. Her fingers traced the wood grain. “Now… let’s see how much you can take. I think it’s time we invited the rest of the audience.”

---

The door creaked open, a slow, ominous sound that made Greg’s head snap up like a startled deer.

Dr. Marcus stood in the doorway, filling the frame with his broad shoulders and that infuriatingly confident smirk. His eyes, dark and hungry, swept over the scene: Kelsey naked and glistening, Rachel half-dressed and grinning, Greg disheveled and painfully erect. He didn’t even look surprised. He just stepped inside and closed the door behind him, the lock clicking into place with a finality that made Greg’s heart stutter.

“Kelsey,” he rumbled, his voice a low baritone that seemed to vibrate in Greg’s chest. “You texted me to come by for a ‘departmental discussion.’ I thought you wanted to talk about the curriculum revision.” He loosened his tie, a slow, deliberate motion. “But this looks far more interesting.”

“Oh, we do need to talk about curriculum,” she purred, patting the couch beside her, the space next to Greg. “But first, I think we need to address a pressing staffing issue. Our junior professor here has been very, very naughty, and he needs to be reminded of his place.”

She grabbed Greg’s chin, her fingers firm, forcing him to look at Dr. Marcus. Then she released him and sank to her knees in front of the larger man. Her hands went to his belt, unbuckling it with the efficiency of practice, and she freed his cock. It sprang out, thick and heavy, already half-hard and growing. Greg’s eyes widened; he’d seen it before, felt it before in humiliating circumstances, but the sight still made his mouth go dry. Kelsey didn’t waste time. She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around the girth, her tongue swirling around the head before she pulled back with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting them.

Greg’s breath hitched, his own cock twitching in empathy.

Dr. Marcus groaned, his fingers tangling in Kelsey’s hair, gripping the blonde strands. “Fuck, yes—your mouth is sinful. Keep going, just like that.”

But Kelsey stood, her lips glistening, and turned to Greg. “Now, Greg… behave. I want you to watch closely. See how a real man takes what he wants? See how I get used, and how much I love it? This is what you’ll never be—you’re not the one doing the using; you’re the one who cleans up the mess.”

She turned back to Dr. Marcus, and he didn’t need any more encouragement. He grabbed her by the hips, spun her around, and pushed her against the wall next to a framed diploma. The impact made the glass rattle. He hooked his hands under her thighs and lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist. Greg watched, helpless, as Dr. Marcus positioned himself and then slammed into her—one hard, deep thrust that made Kelsey cry out, a guttural, pleasure-filled scream.

“Fuck, yes—give it to me! Fill me up with that big cock!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls, bouncing off the coffee-stained ceiling tiles. Her nails raked down his back through his shirt, and he pounded into her with a relentless rhythm, the sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the room. Greg’s eyes were fixed on the point of joining, watching the way Kelsey’s body took him, the way her slickness coated him, the way her inner lips clung to his shaft on each withdrawal.

Greg’s hand drifted to his cock again, a subconscious plea, but before he could touch himself, Rachel’s voice cut through. “Ah-ah-ah, Greg. No touching. We haven’t given you permission.” She was sitting up now, her hand between her own legs, pleasuring herself lazily as she watched. “You just sit there and take the show. If you’re very good, maybe you’ll get a turn… on clean-up duty.”

Kelsey’s voice, even mid-moan, found him. “No, Greg. Not yet. You haven’t earned it.” She pushed away from Dr. Marcus, her legs trembling, her inner thighs slick with her own arousal and the evidence of his pounding. She stumbled over to Greg, her body flushed and glowing, and sank to her knees in front of him once more. His eyes widened as she took him in her mouth again, this time without preamble—she swallowed him down, her throat constricting around the head, her tongue swirling before she pulled back with a pop that was almost aggressive.

“You’re mine,” she whispered, her breath hot against his wet skin. “This little cock, these heavy balls, that desperate brain—all mine. And you love watching me get used. You love seeing me filled, because you know you’ll never be the one to do it. You’re just our little voyeur, our cuck, and you’ll come only when we let you, thinking about the creampies I take from other men.”

Dr. Marcus stepped forward, his cock still hard and glistening, and pulled Kelsey up by her hair, not roughly but with a firmness that made her gasp. “Enough teasing the boy,” he growled, though his eyes were on Greg with a knowing smirk. “She’s mine now, for the finish. You can have her sloppy seconds.”

Greg watched, helpless, as Kelsey was taken—again—right in front of him. This time, Dr. Marcus bent her over the arm of the couch, her ass in the air, and entered her from behind with a single, smooth thrust. She didn’t fight it. She moaned, a low, guttural sound, she screamed his name as he picked up the pace, and she let him fill her up, her body milking him as he groaned and spilled deep inside her. Greg saw the way his thrusts became erratic, the way his grip on her hips tightened, the way Kelsey’s back arched and her toes curled. When Dr. Marcus pulled out, a trickle of white followed, dripping down her thigh, and Greg’s orgasm built, unstoppable, a pressure at the base of his spine that demanded release.

But he held on, his whole body shaking, because he hadn’t been given the word.

---

When it was over, Kelsey collapsed against Dr. Marcus, her body still trembling from the creampie, her breath coming in soft pants. Dr. Marcus tucked himself back into his trousers with a satisfied grunt, then leaned down to kiss Kelsey’s shoulder. “That was a very productive meeting,” he said, his voice thick with amusement. “I’ll expect minutes on my desk by Monday.”

Greg sat in the chair—no, he was still on the couch, his pants soaked through with pre-cum, a dark stain spreading from his crotch to his thigh. His face was flushed, his hair a mess, his cock still jutting out, red and angry and leaking. He looked utterly wrecked.

Kelsey wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then grinned at him, a Cheshire cat grin. “Still hard, baby? I can see it twitching from here. You poor thing. You’ve been so patient, watching me get railed and not even allowed to stroke yourself.”

Greg didn’t answer with words. He just nodded, his voice a whisper, a broken plea. “I—I can’t stop—it’s like it’s not even mine anymore. Please, Kelsey, please can I—”

She laughed, a throaty sound, and crawled over to him on hands and knees, her body still on display. She straddled his lap, her wet, used pussy hovering just above his aching cock, not quite touching. He could feel the heat radiating from her, smell the mix of her and Dr. Marcus, and it made his head spin. She kissed him—hard, possessive, her tongue pushing into his mouth, letting him taste the remnants of herself and the other man. And then she whispered against his lips, her voice a dark promise. “Now… let’s see how much you can take. I think we’ve only just begun.”

As if on cue, the door creaked open again.

Dr. Rachel Carter stepped in, fully nude now, having shed the rest of her clothes while Greg was distracted. Her body was a landscape of curves and freckles, and she held a small, discreet vibrator in one hand. She smirked, her gaze landing on Greg’s desperate state. “Need any… help? I thought I heard the sound of a poor neglected cock whimpering.”

Kelsey’s eyes gleamed, a wicked light. “Oh, absolutely. We were just discussing how to properly reward our good boy. I was thinking a taste test—he licks us clean, one by one, and if he does a good enough job, we let him come on his own stomach like the messy little cuck he is.”

Rachel nodded, stepping closer and running the vibrator along Greg’s jawline, making him shiver. “I like that plan. But first, I want to see him squirm a little more. Maybe we should invite a few more colleagues in? I saw Dr. Vance eyeing him earlier. She’s got a thing for blushing academics.”

Kelsey laughed, grinding her hips down just enough that the tip of Greg’s cock brushed her wet folds, making him gasp and buck. “Maybe later. For now, let’s make him clean up the mess from Dr. Marcus. On your knees, Greg. Tongue out.”

And the office orgy, it turned out, was just getting started—a symphony of moans, demands, and the sweet, torturous denial that Greg had learned to love more than any orgasm.




Chapter 5

The faculty lounge was a temple of quiet deceit—soft leather couches with buttery, worn patches where countless idle hands had lingered, the scent of stale coffee mixing with the faint musk of old books and the low, secretive hum of conversations that died the moment anyone got too close. Greg sat rigid on the edge of the couch, his spine straight as a board, his fingers twitching restlessly against his thighs, his whole body still humming with that thick, low ache Kelsey had left him with earlier. His cock was half-hard inside his slacks, pressing insistently against the seam, and every tiny shift of his weight made the fabric drag over the head in a way that made his jaw clench. The door clicked shut behind him, a soft, final sound, and he didn’t have to turn around to know they were there. He could feel them in the air, in the sudden heavy heat of their presence, in the way the room seemed to tighten around him.

“Good boy,” Kelsey’s voice purred from behind him, slow and honeyed and dripping with that special kind of wickedness she saved just for him. Her fingers trailed down his spine like a lazy promise, each knuckle grazing through the thin cotton of his shirt before she gripped the back of his neck, her thumb pressing just hard enough into the muscle there to make him suck in a breath. “Just where we left you.”

Greg swallowed hard, his pulse hammering in his throat so violently he could feel it in his ears. He’d spent the last hour in a state of suspended arousal, his body aching for release with a dull, throbbing need that refused to fade, his mind replaying every degrading word, every humiliating command, every little moan and sigh she’d given him before leaving him to stew in his own want. And now, here they were—Kelsey, Marcus, and Rachel—all of them watching him, judging him, circling him with their eyes like he was a particularly delicious morsel they intended to devour. The weight of their attention was a physical thing, pressing down on his shoulders, settling in the pit of his stomach, curling around his already aching cock.

“Look at him,” Rachel murmured, her voice dripping with amusement, low and teasing, like she was observing a small animal caught in a trap. “All flushed and trembling. Did you miss us, Greg?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His throat was too tight, his body too coiled with need, his tongue glued to the roof of his mouth by a messy mix of shame and desperate excitement. He could feel the heat creeping up his neck, staining his cheeks, pooling in his groin. His fingers dug into his own thighs, nails pressing little crescents into the fabric of his slacks, just to keep from reaching down and touching himself like some desperate, panting thing.

Marcus stepped forward then, his presence dominating the space without a single word. He was tall and broad and radiated a calm, effortless authority that made Greg’s breath catch. “Turn around.”

Greg obeyed without hesitation, his gaze dropping to the floor as he twisted on the couch to face them fully. The movement made his half-hard cock rub against his zipper, and he had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from moaning. Kelsey was already unbuttoning her blouse, her fingers working with deliberate, almost cruel slowness, each tiny button slipping free to reveal the lacy black bra beneath, the pale swell of her breasts, the delicate shadow between them. Rachel leaned against the doorframe, one long leg crossed over the other, her fingers tracing idle, lazy patterns on her own thigh, her lips curved in a small, knowing smile. She watched him like a cat watching a bird with a broken wing—completely unhurried, completely certain.

“Such a pretty boy,” Kelsey sighed, stepping closer until the warmth of her body radiated against his skin. “All dressed up for his lesson. Did you behave while we were gone?”

Greg’s cheeks burned so hot he was sure they must be glowing. His voice came out as a rough, shaky whisper. “Y-yes.”

“Good.” She cupped his face in both hands, her palms warm and soft, her thumb brushing over his lower lip with a featherlight pressure that sent a shiver straight down his spine. “Because if you hadn’t, we’d have to punish you. And I do love punishments.”

His breath hitched, a sharp little intake that made his chest stutter. He knew exactly what that meant. He’d been on the receiving end of Kelsey’s creative punishments before, and the memory alone was enough to make his cock twitch and leak a sticky bead of pre-cum into his underwear. She saw the flicker of fear and hunger in his eyes and smiled, slow and satisfied, before letting go of his face and stepping back.

Marcus knelt in front of him, his movements fluid and sure, his hands sliding up Greg’s thighs with a possessive weight, fingers hooking into the waistband of Greg’s slacks. “Take them off.”

Greg’s fingers fumbled with the button, trembling so badly he could barely manage it. His heart pounded in his chest, a frantic drumbeat that echoed in his ears, as Marcus peeled the fabric down with agonizing patience, exposing him inch by inch. The cool air of the lounge hit his heated skin, making him shiver, making his cock jump against his belly, already flushed and shiny at the tip. His slacks pooled around his ankles, and Marcus tossed them aside without a glance, his eyes fixed on Greg’s straining length.

“Cold?” Kelsey tsked, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to Greg’s shoulder, her lips warm and wet through the fabric of his shirt. “Poor thing. We’ll have to warm you up.”

Marcus’ mouth was on him before Greg could react, hot and wet and utterly confident. His tongue swirled around the swollen head of Greg’s cock, lapping up the salty slickness there before sliding down the shaft with a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Greg’s toes curl. Marcus’ hands gripped his thighs with bruising strength, holding him open, holding him still, as his mouth worked him with a focused, almost worshipful intensity. “Fuck,” Greg gasped, his fingers tangling in Marcus’ hair, pulling harder than he meant to, his hips fighting against the grip that pinned him to the couch.

“That’s it,” Kelsey murmured from somewhere above him, her voice thick with arousal. Greg heard the rustle of fabric, the soft, wet sounds of her own fingers working between her legs, and the knowledge that she was touching herself while watching him get his cock sucked nearly tipped him over the edge right there. “Take it, baby. Take everything.”

Rachel moved closer, her footsteps silent on the thick carpet, her hand sliding into Greg’s hair and tilting his head back with a firm, possessive tug. She kissed him—deep, demanding, her tongue claiming his mouth with the same ruthless confidence Marcus was using on his cock. It was a kiss that left no room for thought, no space for resistance. Greg moaned into her mouth, a broken, desperate sound, his body betraying him completely as his hips bucked up against Marcus’ lips, chasing more of that wet, swirling heat. Rachel’s fingers tightened in his hair, nails scraping lightly against his scalp, grounding him even as she devoured him.

“Good boy,” Rachel whispered when she finally pulled back, her lips glistening, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded. “You’re such a good boy for us.”

Greg’s vision blurred at the edges. He was drowning in sensation—Marcus’ hot, demanding mouth working his cock, Rachel’s hand in his hair and her taste lingering on his tongue, Kelsey’s soft, breathy moans filling the air like a soundtrack designed to drive him insane. He was theirs. Completely, utterly, irrevocably theirs, and the thought made his chest ache with a strange, wanting kind of sweetness. He would do anything they asked. Anything at all.

Then Marcus pulled back with a wet pop, his lips glistening with spit and pre-cum, his chin shiny and slick. He looked up at Greg with those dark, knowing eyes and said, “On your knees.”

Greg didn’t hesitate. He dropped to the floor so fast his knees thumped against the carpet, the impact sending a jolt through his legs. His hands landed on the fibers, fingers curling into them, his body trembling with need and anticipation and a raw, exposed kind of vulnerability. He could feel the damp spot on his shirt where sweat had gathered at the small of his back. He could feel his own pulse hammering in his throat, in his cock, in his fingertips.

“That’s right,” Kelsey purred, stepping in front of him, her bare feet appearing in his lowered line of sight. “Now you’re going to learn.”

She unbuckled her skirt, the metal clasp clicking open with a sound that made his mouth water. The fabric pooled at her feet with a soft whisper, and her fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, black lace that matched her bra, before pulling them down slowly, deliberately, letting them slide over her thighs and drop to the floor. She stepped out of them and moved closer, the scent of her filling his senses—musky and sweet and utterly intoxicating. “Lick me clean, Greg.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His tongue flicked out, tasting her with a shaky, eager stroke—salty, sweet, his. The flavor flooded his mouth and made his cock throb painfully between his legs. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, her hips rolling forward to meet his mouth as he worked her over with desperate, focused precision. He licked and sucked and flicked his tongue in all the ways he’d learned drove her crazy, his own need spiraling higher with every little moan she let out.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, her voice gone rough and breathless, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. “Just like that. Suck me—”

Marcus’ hand was on the back of Greg’s neck then, his fingers digging in hard, forcing his face deeper between Kelsey’s thighs until he could barely breathe, until all he knew was the hot, wet slide of her cunt against his mouth and the musky scent of her filling his lungs. “You’re drowning in it, aren’t you?” he growled, his voice low and rough, vibrating through Greg’s skull. “Drowning in us.”

Greg whimpered against her, the sound muffled by her flesh, his cock throbbing so hard it ached, his body screaming for release. He was so close—so fucking close—and yet, he knew they weren’t done with him yet. They never let him come this easily. There was always more. More humiliation, more denial, more pleasure pushed to the edge until he thought he might actually break.

Kelsey pulled back with a sharp gasp, her fingers dragging through her own slick, glistening juices before pressing them to Greg’s lips. “Taste yourself, baby.”

He obeyed instantly, his tongue flicking out to catch the sweet, musky flavor of her arousal mixed with his own saliva. His eyes fluttered shut, a low moan rumbling in his chest. It was obscene and perfect and he wanted more. He wanted to lap it from her fingers like a starving man.

“Good?” she asked, her voice thick with satisfaction, her eyes bright with cruel amusement.

Greg nodded, his breath coming in ragged, uneven gasps, his lips still tasting of her. “Yes,” he managed to whisper, the word barely audible.

“Then you’re ready for your lesson.”

Marcus grabbed Greg by the arm, hauling him up with a strength that made his head spin, before shoving him back onto the couch. The cushions accepted him with a soft whoosh, and Greg lay there, sprawled and open and trembling, his chest heaving. “Spread your legs.”

Greg obeyed, his body moving without thought, his thighs falling open to expose his flushed, aching cock and the tight, untouched space behind it. Marcus knelt between his thighs, his fingers tracing idle, deliberate patterns on Greg’s inner thighs—just light enough to make him shiver, just close enough to his cock to make him whimper. “You’ve been very good,” Marcus murmured, his breath hot against Greg’s skin, his lips hovering just above the sensitive crease of his hip. “But I think it’s time we teach you a little more.”

Rachel stepped forward, her fingers brushing over Greg’s chest through his shirt before finding the buttons. She undid them one by one, slow and teasing, her nails scraping lightly over his nipples as the fabric fell open, and the cool air made him arch his back. “Like how to beg.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his hips lifting involuntarily off the couch. “Please—”

“Please what?” Kelsey demanded, stepping into view, her fingers wrapping around Greg’s cock with a grip that was tight, possessive, and utterly claiming. Her thumb swept over the wet, sticky head, spreading the pre-cum that had gathered there. “Tell us what you want.”

“I—I want to come,” Greg gasped, his hips bucking against her touch, his voice cracking with need. “Please, please let me come—”

“Not yet,” Rachel sighed, her hand sliding down to join Kelsey’s, their fingers working in tandem around his shaft, stroking him with slow, deliberate precision that had him writhing beneath them. One hand squeezed the base while the other twisted lightly over the head, and his entire body tensed like a bowstring. “Not until we say so.”

Greg’s body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming for release, every muscle drawn tight and quivering. He was begging—pleading—words spilling from his lips in a desperate, broken stream. But they weren’t giving him what he needed. They held him right there on the edge, their hands moving in that perfect, relentless rhythm, their eyes watching every twitch and gasp.

“Look at him,” Kelsey murmured, her lips brushing against Greg’s ear, her breath hot and damp. “He’s ours, Marcus. Completely ours.”

Marcus’ fingers found Greg’s hole then, slick with something he must have retrieved from a pocket, and pressed in just enough to make Greg gasp—a slow, steady pressure that made his vision white out for a heartbeat. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice a low rumble against Greg’s skin. “You’re ours to use. Ours to break. Ours to own.”

Greg’s vision blurred with unshed tears of pleasure. He was theirs. Body and soul, mind and cock and every shaking breath. The words echoed inside him, warm and heavy and so, so right.

“Now,” Kelsey whispered, her voice thick with command, her fingers tightening around his cock, “come for us.”

And then—

Greg’s world exploded.

His cock jerked violently in their grip, his body arching off the couch, trembling uncontrollably as he came. Hot, thick ropes of cum sprayed over their intertwined fingers, splashing against his own stomach and chest, his breath coming in ragged, punching gasps that scraped his throat. “Fuck—fuck—”

They kept stroking him through it, milking every last pulse, their hands slowing only when he collapsed back against the cushions, spent and twitching and utterly wrecked. “Good boy,” Rachel cooed, her fingers dragging through the mess on his belly, lifting a smear of his release to her lips and tasting it with a satisfied hum. Her other hand brushed over his cheek, gentle and almost affectionate. “So good.”

Greg lay there, his body limp, his mind reeling, his chest still heaving. He’d done it. He’d begged. He’d come. And yet, he wasn’t done. He could feel it in the way they looked at him—still hungry, still calculating, still smiling those slow, secret smiles.

Because this was only the beginning.

Kelsey leaned down, her lips brushing against his, soft and warm and tasting faintly of his own release. “You did so well,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction, her fingers tracing a lazy pattern over his racing heart. “But I think we’re just getting started.”

Greg’s breath hitched again, a fresh wave of heat pooling low in his belly despite the aftershocks still rippling through him. He knew what that meant. And he wanted it—wanted more, wanted everything they had to give.

Marcus stood, tall and imposing, his fingers tracing over Greg’s chest in a slow, deliberate line that made him shiver all over again. The touch was possessive, commanding, claiming. “Get up.”

Greg obeyed, his legs trembling so badly he had to grip the arm of the couch to push himself to his feet. His slacks were gone, his shirt hanging open, his skin sticky with cooling cum and his own sweat. He stood there, swaying just a little, completely exposed and completely theirs.

“Now,” Marcus continued, his voice low and steady, his eyes never leaving Greg’s, “we’re going to teach you how to serve.”

And with that, the real lesson began.




Chapter 6

The faculty lounge had emptied out completely, the last echoes of the symposium’s droning lectures fading into oblivion behind the heavy oak door. The only sounds now were the soft, almost imperceptible hum of the old radiator and the ragged, uneven breathing of a man who had just been thoroughly unmade. Greg stood before them, his broad chest heaving, his skin flushed a deep, desperate pink. His cock, still slick and glistening, hung half-hard between his thighs, a glistening thread of his own surrender tracing a slow, ticklish path down his inner leg, already cooling against his heated skin. The air was dense with the mingled scents of stale coffee, the faint, sweet perfume of their arousal, and something muskier, something that spoke of raw, unguarded need. It was the smell of a man who had just learned he was no longer his own.

Marcus broke the stillness first, his leather-soled shoes making a slow, deliberate click across the polished hardwood floor as he stepped closer. He reached out, his touch feather-light at first, just the pads of his fingers grazing the line of Greg’s jaw, tilting his face upward with an almost tender insistence until their eyes locked. "You’ve been a very good boy today," he murmured, his voice a low, rumbling caress that seemed to vibrate in the space between them. There was a hint of a smile playing at the corner of his lips, a promise of both reward and wickedness. "But good boys don’t get to decide when they’re rewarded. Do they?" The question hung in the air, a silken leash tightening around Greg’s will.

Greg’s throat worked as he swallowed, his voice coming out in a raw, broken whisper. "N-no."

From her chair, Kelsey let out a soft, knowing laugh, the sound like honey drizzled over gravel. She was leaning back, one long leg crossed over the other, the sheer nylon of her stockings catching the dim light and highlighting the damp sheen of her own excitement where her thighs pressed together. "That’s right," she cooed, her eyes dancing with mischief. "And since you’ve been such a helpful little pet, fetching and kneeling and licking so sweetly, we’re going to make sure you learn your place." She uncrossed her legs with a whisper of fabric and pointed a single, imperious finger toward the floor. "Get on your knees."

For a sliver of a second, Greg’s body resisted, a faint, instinctual flicker of the man he used to be. It was all the opening Rachel needed. She rose from her seat with a fluid, predatory grace, the sharp stilettos of her heels announcing each step like a countdown. Before he could even form a thought, her fingers had captured his chin, nails pressing just enough to leave tiny crescent moons, forcing his gaze up to meet the cool, amused challenge in her eyes. "Oh, Greg," she said, the laugh that followed a dark, delicious thing. "We don’t like hesitation. Not even a little bit. It makes us think you need a more… thorough education." Her thumb traced along his lower lip, smearing the moisture there. "You’re going to learn to obey. And you’re going to learn fast, or the next lesson will be far less fun."

His knees hit the floor with a muffled thud, the thick, burgundy carpet doing little to cushion the impact or the hot wave of humiliation that washed over him. He was utterly naked, his skin still prickling with the aftershocks of his forced climax, every inch of him exposed to their leisurely inspection. His mind was a whirlwind of shame and a strange, undeniable thrill, a weight pressing down on his chest that felt terrifyingly like belonging.

Marcus crouched in front of him, bringing his face level with Greg’s, his cologne a sharp, clean counterpoint to the charged air. His fingers traced a slow, idle path along the ridge of Greg’s collarbone, then dipped into the hollow of his throat. "You’re going to serve us now," he stated, the words firm and unyielding, a simple fact of the universe. "And you’re going to enjoy every single moment of it. That’s not a request."

---

The first lesson bloomed in the air, ripe and immediate, and it was all about taste.

Kelsey rose, the movement causing her dress to shimmy up her thighs, revealing the delicate, ivory lace trim of her panties. The fabric was already darkened with a damp spot, a visible testament to how much she had enjoyed the previous spectacle, to how used she already felt. "Greg," she purred, his name a decadent drawl, "you’re going to lick me clean. Every last drop. I want to feel that clever tongue of yours make me forget I was ever anything but fresh and new." She took a step closer, the scent of her arousal, warm and slightly salty, washing over his face.

His breath caught in his throat, a tiny, choked sound. He knew exactly what she meant. He could already taste the ghost of it on his lips—the strange, intimate cocktail of his own release mixing with her unique flavor. The memory made his stomach clench, but it also sent a treacherous jolt of heat straight to his groin, making his half-hard cock twitch against his thigh. The thought of doing it now, with Marcus’s heavy-lidded gaze pinning him from inches away and Rachel’s eyes burning with voyeuristic hunger from across the room, was almost too much.

"Now," Kelsey commanded, her voice a soft but absolute decree. She spread her stance just a fraction, an invitation and a demand.

Greg didn’t hesitate this time. He leaned forward, pressing his face into the warm, fragrant space between her thighs. His tongue darted out, a tentative flicker at first, tasting the damp lace, the mix of sweet and salt and something profoundly, elementally her. But it was the undertone, the faint, musky bitterness of himself, that made him moan. It was the taste of his own submission, and it was intoxicating. Kelsey moaned in response, her fingers threading into his hair, twisting the strands just hard enough to send a bright spark of pain-pleasure across his scalp. "That’s it," she breathed, her hips rocking minutely against his face. "Lick me like the good little pet you know you are. Don’t miss a single spot."

Marcus watched the scene unfold with the focused appreciation of a connoisseur, palming the hardening length straining against his tailored slacks. "Mmm," he hummed, a low sound of pure approval. "I think he’s excellent at this. A natural talent."

From her chair, Rachel’s hand had disappeared beneath her own skirt, her fingers working a slow, practiced rhythm. Her breath was coming in short, sharp gasps, her eyes never leaving Greg’s back. "God, yes. Just like that, Greg. Don’t you dare stop."

Greg’s tongue worked with more fervor, tracing the swollen, hidden folds through the soaked fabric, dipping to lap at the sensitive spot where her thigh met her core. His hips rocked back involuntarily, his own aching cock bobbing in the open air, desperate for friction. The wetness was dripping down his chin now, a lewd mixture of her renewed arousal and the lingering evidence of his earlier loss of control, and he couldn’t get enough. The taste was a narrative, telling him over and over that he was theirs, that his degradation was her pleasure.

"Fuck," Kelsey gasped, her thighs beginning to tremble around his head. "You’re so good at this. You love being our little slut, don’t you? Tell me you love it."

Greg’s answer was a desperate, guttural moan, the sound vibrating directly against her clit through the lace. It was muffled by her flesh, a confession swallowed in her heat.

"That’s right," Marcus murmured, stepping even closer. His hand joined Kelsey’s in Greg’s hair, gripping a fistful at the crown, holding him firmly, proprietarily, in place. "You love it. Every humiliating, glorious second of it."

---

The second lesson was carved from pure obedience, a test of his will’s new, pliable shape.

Kelsey took a step back, her dress slithering down to cover her thighs again, though the damp, stretched lace of her panties was still a visible, proud trophy. She smoothed her hair with a hand that wasn't entirely steady. "Now," she said, her voice sharp and clear, cutting through the haze of his arousal. "You’re going to fetch something for me. I’m feeling parched."

Greg looked up at her from his knees, his lips glistening, his chin wet, his chest still heaving. "Wh-what?" he managed, his mind still thick with the taste of her.

"The whiskey," she clarified, pointing a perfectly manicured nail toward the little mini-fridge humming in the corner of the room. "And you’re going to bring it to me barehanded."

The word landed like a small, intimate punishment. He knew what she was doing. It wasn't just about the whiskey; it was about the struggle, the vulnerability. He would have to carry a heavy, cumbersome object with both hands, leaving him completely defenseless, his arms straining, his posture open and subservient. It was a physical reminder of his new role.

He pushed himself up onto unsteady legs, acutely aware of his nudity, of the way his cock bounced slightly with the movement. He padded over to the fridge, the cool air a shock against his heated skin as he retrieved the heavy crystal decanter. It was nearly full, and it was a solid, awkward weight in his hands, the glass slick and cold against his palms. He turned and walked back, each step a careful negotiation of balance, his arms already beginning to burn with the strain. He was a beast of burden, a pretty, naked thing delivering a prize.

"Good," Kelsey cooed, taking the decanter from him, her fingers deliberately brushing against his, a fleeting, electric touch. She poured herself a finger of amber liquid and took a slow sip, her eyes on him the entire time. "Now, you’re going to kneel back down and watch. We have to decide what to do with you next, and we need our little pet to be patient."

Greg sank back to his knees without a word, his position now a familiar one. His chest heaved, and his cock, which had never fully softened, was now achingly, undeniably hard again, curving up toward his belly. He could feel the weight of their collective gaze like a physical force, an ownership so complete it left no room for anything else inside him.

Marcus stepped forward once more, his hand finding its home in Greg’s hair, tilting his face up so there was no escape from his intense, dark-eyed stare. "You’re ours now," he stated, the words a low, possessive vow that seemed to sink into Greg’s very bones. "And we’re going to make absolutely sure you remember that, long after you leave this room."

---

The third lesson was a masterclass in pain, the kind that opened doors to deeper pleasure.

Rachel rose from her chair and knelt beside him on the plush carpet, her perfume, a heady mix of jasmine and something darker, enveloping him. She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear as her fingers trailed, feather-light, down his stomach and along the aching, rigid length of his cock. "Mmm," she hummed, the sound vibrating through him. "I think you need a little reminder of who’s in charge here. Your memory seems a bit… slippery."

Greg’s breath hitched in a sharp, audible gasp. "P-please—" The word was out before he could stop it, a raw, unpolished plea.

"Please what?" Kelsey cut in, her voice a silken purr from above them. She took another sip of her whiskey, enjoying the show. "Please to be punished? Is that what my little pet is begging for so prettily?"

"Y-yes," he whispered, the admission torn from somewhere deep and dark inside him. It was the truest thing he’d said all day.

Rachel’s smirk was audible in her voice. "Good boy. It’s so much more fun when you ask for it." She reached into the structured handbag she’d left near her chair and pulled out a length of silk rope, the color of rich midnight blue. Greg’s stomach dropped, a lurch of pure, primal anticipation. He knew what that meant. He knew the feeling of that soft, unyielding cord winding around his limbs, stealing his movement, rendering him completely and utterly helpless. And his cock throbbed in traitorous anticipation.

"Spread your legs wider," Rachel commanded, her tone all business now.

Greg obeyed, his thigh muscles trembling as he parted them as far as the position would allow. Rachel worked with practiced efficiency, looping the rope around his ankles and securing them to the heavy wooden legs of the nearby couch. Then she took his wrists and bound them, one after the other, to the armrests. The silk was cool and smooth against his skin, but the constriction was absolute. He was spread open like an offering, every intimate part of him exposed, a plaything arranged for their amusement.

"Perfect," Kelsey murmured, stepping closer to admire the view. She set her whiskey down with a soft clink. "Now, we’re going to teach you what happens when you contemplate disobeying. Which is something you did just a moment ago, when you hesitated." She reached into the same magic bag and produced a small, gleaming silver object. It was a delicate clamp, its two little arms connected by a tiny, adjustable screw. Greg’s eyes widened, his mind flooding with a lightning-strike of fear and a shameful surge of excitement. "No—" he gasped, the word a reflex.

"Shhh," Kelsey soothed, kneeling before him. With infinite gentleness, her fingers brushed the sweat-damp hair from his forehead. "You’ll thank me for this. It will make everything feel so much more… intense." Her touch on his cock was clinical yet devastating as she carefully attached the clamp to the sensitive base of his shaft. The pressure was immediate, a sharp, deep bite that blurred the line between pain and pleasure. Greg let out a choked moan, his hips jerking forward involuntarily despite his bondage, his body already betraying him, already arching into the sensation, craving more even as it overwhelmed him. The weight of the clamp pulled at him, a constant, maddening presence that made every nerve ending scream.

"There," Kelsey purred, leaning back to admire her handiwork. "Now you’ll remember who’s in charge. That little ache will be my voice in your head." Greg’s breath came in ragged, stuttering gasps, his entire body trembling with a need that had nowhere to go. He could feel the tiny, exquisite torture of the clamp, the way it focused all the denied pleasure into a single, agonizing point of ache.

"Good boy," Marcus murmured, his hand, a constant comfort and command, stroking his hair again. "Now, you’re going to watch while we play. And you’re not going to make a mess until we say so."

---

The fourth lesson was a scalding lesson in shame, a performance for an audience of one bound man.

With the air of a queen stepping onto her throne, Kelsey turned and walked toward Marcus, who had taken a seat on the leather couch, his legs spread in casual invitation. She lifted her dress, pooling it around her waist, and her ruined panties were casually torn aside. Then she straddled his lap, and with a shared, knowing sigh, she sank down onto his waiting cock. The moan she let out was a rich, operatic thing that seemed to fill the entire room, a duet with Marcus’s deep, guttural groan. Her hips began to rock, a slow, circular grind that soon built into a feverish, rolling rhythm.

"Fuck, Kelsey," Marcus groaned, his hands finding her hips, gripping the generous curve of her ass, guiding her movements. "You feel so fucking good. So tight and hot."

Greg was forced to watch, his breath sawing in and out in time with their movements. From his bound, kneeling position, he had an unobstructed view of everything. He could see the thick, glistening length of Marcus disappearing inside her, could see the way her entire body seemed to ripple with pleasure, her breasts swaying with each downward thrust. He could hear the wet, rhythmic slap of their flesh, a lewd percussion underscoring her breathy screams.

"God, yes— faster —!" she gasped, her nails raking down the front of Marcus’s shirt.

Marcus obeyed, planting his feet on the floor for leverage and slamming his hips up to meet her, his cock pounding into her with a force that made her cries hitch and stutter. His breath was a ragged growl in his chest. Kelsey’s head lolled back, but then her eyes snapped open, locking onto Greg’s, a feral, triumphant gleam in them. "Look at him," she panted, her voice strained with pleasure. "Look at how achingly hard he is for us, even with that little clip on. Look at how perfect and pathetic he looks on his knees, his mouth watering, begging us with his eyes."

Greg’s face was a burning furnace of shame, so hot it felt like it might scorch his skin. But underneath the humiliation was a fierce, undeniable current of pure, voyeuristic pleasure. He could see himself reflected in their eyes, in this tableau they had created—owned, broken, and utterly, irrevocably theirs. It was the most complete he had ever felt.

"That’s right," Rachel murmured, having crawled silently behind him. Her voice was a hot whisper against his ear, and her fingers trailed down his sweat-slicked back to trace the outline of his straining, clamped cock, a touch that was almost clinical but felt like lightning. "You’re ours now. Every inch. Every thought. And you love it more than anything."

Greg could only moan, a broken, desperate sound, his hips jerking uselessly forward into the ghost of her touch, his body completely surrendering to the twisted, beautiful pleasure of their absolute control.

---

The fifth and final lesson was in total, ecstatic surrender.

After an eternity of watching, Marcus let out a final, guttural groan, spilling himself deep inside Kelsey with a series of shuddering thrusts. The sight of it, the sound of their shared, fading climax, sent a fresh wave of torment through Greg’s bound and aching body. Spent but still looking entirely in command, Marcus gently moved Kelsey from his lap and stood, tucking himself away with a casual grace. His shirt was untucked, his hair mussed, but his eyes were sharp as they fixed on Greg. He stepped forward, his hand, as always, reaching out to claim its place in Greg’s hair, tilting his face up. "You’ve been a very good boy today," he murmured, his voice a low, paternal rumble that made Greg’s heart stutter. "We watched you, listened to you, felt your obedience. And we’ve decided you’ve earned a reward."

Greg’s breath hitched, a spark of impossible hope igniting in his chest. "W-what—?"

A slow, wicked smirk spread across Marcus’s face. "You’re going to come. Right here, in front of us, all over this nice carpet."

Greg’s eyes flew wide open. "Y-you’re letting me—?" The concept was so foreign, so unthinkably generous after everything.

"Oh, we’re letting you," Kelsey purred, coming to stand beside Marcus, her cheeks still flushed, her body radiating a newly-satisfied glow. She idly traced a finger through the cooling evidence of Marcus’s climax on her thigh. "But only because you’ve been so incredibly good. So focused. So willing."

Marcus crouched down, his gaze never leaving Greg’s as his hand reached down. His fingers, warm and sure, wrapped around the base of Greg’s cock, his thumb finding the tiny screw of the clamp and giving it the slightest, most devastating, twist. Greg whimpered, his whole body arching. "And only because we want to see you beg for it. We want to hear just how much you need it," Marcus added, his voice a velvet command.

The dam broke. "Please— please —!" Greg moaned, the words ripped from the core of him. His hips jerked forward into Marcus’s loose fist, his entire being aching with a need that had been refined into a razor’s edge.

"That’s right," Rachel whispered from behind, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "Beg for it like the pretty little thing you are."

"Please— I need it —!" Greg gasped, his voice breaking into a sob of pure, agonized want. "I’ll do anything! Please, god, please—let me come —!"

The smile Marcus gave him was one of a proud owner. "Good boy."

With a deft, almost gentle motion, he released the clamp. The rush of blood back into the sensitive flesh was a shockwave of sensation, and Greg almost screamed. Then, without any further preamble, Marcus’s hand began to move, his grip firm and knowing, his thumb brushing over the slick, purpled head of his cock. "Now," he murmured, "you’re going to come for us. Give us everything you have."

And Greg’s body exploded. It wasn’t a simple release; it was a detonation. His vision whited out as his cock pulsed in thick, violent spurts, his cum shooting in long, pearlescent arcs across the dark carpet, a few droplets even splattering against Marcus’s shined shoes. A sound that was half a scream and half a sob tore from his throat, his back bowing against his bonds, every muscle seizing in a symphony of release. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a cataclysm that left him utterly shattered.

"That’s it," Marcus murmured, his hand slowing but not stopping, stroking him through the last, shuddering waves of his orgasm, milking every last drop. "That’s our good boy. So beautiful when you fall apart for us."

Greg collapsed forward as far as his bonds would allow, his breath coming in ragged, meaningless gasps. His body was spent, a limp, trembling husk, his mind a blissful, silent vacuum, his soul not broken, but completely, euphorically theirs.

---

The distant, muffled sound of the symposium’s closing remarks was a faint, irrelevant murmur, a world away from the thick, intimate silence of the faculty lounge. Greg lay in a heap of limp limbs and cooling sweat, still loosely bound, the scratch of the carpet a distant sensation against his skin. His breath was slowly steadying, his mind not empty, but quiet, purged of all the noise that had filled it before. His heart, once a guarded, anxious thing, felt like it had been cracked open and filled with a warm, golden light.

And he loved it.

Because he wasn’t broken.

He was owned.

And in this moment, tangled in silk ropes and the scent of them, he knew with a certainty that reached down to his marrow that he belonged to them. Completely. And that was the most perfect lesson of all.
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