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CHAPTER 1




Catherine’s Pov:

I still remember the way I walked out of that damn campus building, heels clicking like punctuation marks to the decision I’d just made. After six years of trying to mold spoiled undergrads into halfway decent thinkers, I finally quit.

No more late-night grading. No more condescending department heads or gaslighting tenured fossils telling me my skirts were “distracting.” No more trying to survive off a salary that couldn’t cover my heating bill and my car note.

I was done being a broke professor with two degrees and no freedom.

I traded chalkboards for ring lights, red pens for red lipstick, and PowerPoint lectures for provocative poses. I launched my OnlyFans with hope swelling in my chest—and fear curling tight beneath it.

I won’t lie. At first, it sucked.

I thought being hot was enough. Hell, people used to stare when I walked into lecture halls—wide blue eyes, soft pouty lips, and a chest that was practically a hazard in every button-down blouse I owned. My tits were natural double Ds, and my hips didn’t lie. I’d caught students eye-fucking me while pretending to take notes. But online? That was a whole different battlefield.

My first week, I made $93. Seventy of that was from a guy in my hometown who sent a message saying, “You used to babysit me lol.”

I cried. Not because I was embarrassed. Because I felt stupid. Because I’d taken this leap thinking beauty guaranteed attention—and attention guaranteed money.

But the thing about desperation is, it makes you hungry. Hungry to figure it out. Hungry to survive.

So I studied the girls who were making bank. I noticed the ones who got the most likes were raw. They told stories. They didn’t just pose—they performed. They made people feel.

And I had something they didn’t: I was the fantasy. A former teacher. A blonde bombshell who used to grade papers and now moaned into a camera lens. I had a body made for sin and a mouth that could teach you filthy things between giggles.

By the second month, I’d hit $5,000.

By the third, I was past ten.

And that’s when things got… interesting.

It was a Thursday night. I’d just finished filming a custom JOI video for a regular who liked me to talk about “detention punishments” while squeezing my nipples through a white, unbuttoned blouse. I wiped the baby oil off my thighs, poured a glass of cheap rosé, and checked my new subscribers.

That’s when I saw it: BigAl21 just subscribed to your page.

The name gave me pause.

BigAl21.

My heart stopped for a moment.

No way.

But curiosity’s a bitch, and I clicked his profile.

No real name. Just a message: “You look familiar, Miss K.”

Miss K.

Oh my God.

I stared at the screen, wine glass halfway to my lips. My body went cold, then hot, then flushed with something I hadn’t expected to feel—arousal.

There was only one person who ever called me that like it meant something. And that was Alex Thompson.

He was one of my students three years ago. English 101. Always sat in the back, legs spread wide, quiet but confident. Six foot something, broad shoulders that barely fit the desk, and skin like melted dark chocolate. His eyes had this calm, almost arrogant glint, and he used to watch me when he thought I wasn’t looking. And damn, did I look back.

Back then, I told myself I couldn’t. He was off-limits. I was the teacher, he was the student. Even if he was twenty-two and built like a linebacker with a cocky smirk that melted my insides, it was forbidden.

But now? Now I was just Catherine.

And he was a paying subscriber.

I responded, heart racing as I typed:

“Maybe you took my class once? ;)”

The message was read instantly.

“I did. And I thought about you every damn day since.”

I gasped softly.

He sent another message, this time with a tip attached.

“I wanna see more. But I want it live.”

I hesitated.

Live?

I didn’t usually do live streams. I preferred recording, editing, choosing the angles that made my ass look extra juicy. But something about the way he messaged me—direct, confident—made my nipples harden beneath the silk robe I’d thrown on after filming.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard.

And then I typed: “Meet me in the private room in ten.”

I launched the live stream. Just me in my bed, dim lighting, soft music playing. I fixed my curls, fluffed my breasts, and let the silk robe slip open slightly to reveal my lacey black thong and matching bra.

He entered the chat alone.

BigAl21 has joined.

I stared into the webcam. “Hey,” I purred. “Long time no see…”

The private message pinged again.

“You look better than I remembered. You always had me distracted in class. The way your tits bounced when you erased the board. The way you licked your lips when you read out loud. I used to go home and jerk off to the sound of your voice.”

My thighs clenched.

Holy. Shit.

I whispered, “Is that so?”

He tipped again. A hundred dollars this time.

“I wanna see what you taste like now, Miss K.”

I leaned back on the pillows, legs parting just enough to tease the camera. “I think you’ve earned a preview,” I whispered, and slid two fingers down the front of my panties.

I didn’t care if it was risky. I was dripping wet and high off the idea that one of my former students was paying to watch me fall apart.

I teased myself slowly, moaning his name.

“Alex…”

There was a pause in the chat.

Then: “Say it again. Just like that.”

“Alex… fuck…”

I came hard, fingers shaking as my orgasm rolled through me in waves. My legs trembled, and I collapsed against the pillows, breathing ragged and skin flushed.

When I opened my eyes again, he was gone.

BigAl21 has left the chat.

The next morning, I woke to a message: “Check your DMs. I sent you my number. I’m in town. Let’s catch up, Miss K. Maybe in person this time.”

I didn’t even hesitate.

I texted him back with a single word.

Yes.
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He told me to meet him at the Starbucks on Elm. The one near campus. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

It was the same one I used to duck into between lectures, grading papers and wondering if I’d ever escape that rat wheel. The same place I used to sip overpriced lattes and listen to students gossip about sex they clearly weren’t having. Now here I was, dressed to kill, walking into that familiar place like a walking contradiction.

I wore tight black jeans that hugged every curve and a cropped white sweater that didn’t even pretend to hide my cleavage. My blonde waves were curled just the way I liked them—voluminous, wild, and slightly scandalous. Lip gloss shined on my mouth like a promise.

He was already there.

I spotted him instantly—tall, dark, and magnetic. He wore a black hoodie stretched over wide shoulders, dark jeans that framed thick, muscular thighs, and a silver chain that gleamed against his smooth skin. His fade was fresh, beard lined perfectly, and those deep brown eyes locked onto me the moment I stepped in.

My knees damn near buckled.

He stood slowly, and that’s when I noticed—he was even bigger than I remembered. The kind of big that made a woman feel small just standing beside him. Power radiated from him like heat.

“Miss K,” he said, lips curving into a slow, knowing smile.

I swallowed hard. “Alex.”

His voice was deeper in person. Rich. Seductive. It rolled down my spine and settled between my thighs.

“You look…” he paused, eyes scanning me like I was a dessert menu, “…unreal.”

“I could say the same about you.” I smiled, fighting to keep it professional. But it was useless. My body already remembered how he made me feel last night—even if it was through a screen.

He ordered for us—cold brew for him, something fancy and frothy for me. We sat near the window. He stretched out across from me like he owned the damn coffee shop, while I shifted in my seat, trying not to squirm under his gaze.

“I can’t believe it’s you,” I said, stirring my drink just to avoid drowning in his eyes.

“I never forgot you,” he replied simply. “You were my favorite professor. Not because of the syllabus.” He smirked.

I laughed, pretending I wasn’t dying inside. “You were a good student. Quiet. Focused.”

“I was focused, all right. Mostly on your ass when you wrote on the board.”

I choked on my drink, nearly spraying foam across the table.

Alex grinned. “I wanted you then, Miss K. But you had rules.”

“I still have rules,” I said, lips curling.

“You also have an OnlyFans now.”

Touché.

My cheeks burned, but I didn’t back down. “You enjoyed last night?”

His eyes darkened. “You already know I did. But I didn’t get what I really wanted.”

“Oh?” I leaned in, voice dropping. “And what’s that?”

He looked me straight in the eye. “You. In person. Moaning for me, not a camera.”

My thighs clenched beneath the table.

“You always this direct?”

He shrugged, sipping his cold brew. “You always this wet in public?”

God. Damn.

My breath hitched. The ache between my legs pulsed.

“You’re not shy anymore,” I whispered.

“Never was. I just respected the classroom.” His gaze turned molten. “But this? This is different.”

A pause stretched between us. People chatted and laughed around us, but all I could hear was the thrum of blood in my ears. And the words I hadn’t expected to say out loud: “Would you… be in a video with me?”

He raised an eyebrow.

“I mean—” I stammered, “I don’t usually film with guys, but I’ve been thinking about doing a collab. You’re already on my page. You clearly don’t mind being seen. And… well, I think the fans would lose their minds if they saw me getting—”

“Fucked by a former student?” he finished, grinning.

I swallowed. “Yeah.”

He leaned forward, his voice a low growl. “Say the word, and I’ll give you something your fans will never forget.”

My skin tingled.

“Let’s go,” I whispered.

***

We didn’t even make it back to my place. We ended up at a hotel five minutes away, tucked in a corner suite with blackout curtains and a king-sized bed that looked like it could take a beating.

The moment the door shut, he was on me.

His hands slid up my sides, over the curve of my waist, to the hem of my sweater. He tugged it up and off with one smooth motion, exposing my lacy black bra and the aching peaks beneath.

“You wore this for me?” he asked, voice thick with hunger.

“I wore this for the camera,” I teased.

“Then let’s give the camera a show.”

I pulled my phone out of my bag, hit record, and propped it on the dresser.

Alex pushed me onto the bed, climbing over me like a panther, his weight pressing me down deliciously. He kissed me hard—tongue invading my mouth, hands rough on my hips, sliding down to cup my ass and squeeze.

“You have no idea how many times I fantasized about this,” he murmured into my skin, lips trailing from my mouth to my neck, my collarbone, between my breasts.

“Then stop fantasizing and fuck me.”

He chuckled low. “So needy. Just like I imagined.”

He sat back and undressed slowly, knowing exactly what he was doing. My camera captured every second of it—how his hoodie hit the floor, how his abs flexed as he kicked off his jeans, how his boxers bulged with something that made my mouth water.

And when he pulled them down?

Oh. My. God.

My breath left my body.

Twelve inches, thick and veiny, curved just enough to make my pussy clench in anticipation. It was the kind of cock that ruined you for other men. The kind you felt in your throat even when he wasn’t anywhere near it.

“I see you’re speechless,” he said, stroking himself slowly.

I licked my lips. “Get over here and let me thank you properly.”

He moved closer, and I slid off the bed to kneel in front of him.

I looked up at him through my lashes as I wrapped my lips around the tip. He hissed, one hand threading into my hair.

“Fuck, Miss K…”

I took my time, swirling my tongue around the head, stroking the base with one hand while the other played with his balls. My mascara threatened to run as I deepthroated him, gagging around that thick shaft, spit dripping down my chin.

He groaned, hips twitching. “You were made for this.”

I looked into the camera, my eyes glassy. “You hear that, boys? Looks like the student’s teaching now…”

Alex pulled me up roughly, tossing me onto the bed.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed, face down, ass up, my jeans and panties stripped down in seconds.

He slapped my ass once—hard—and I cried out.

“You like that?” he growled.

“Yes, sir.”

Another slap.

“Say it again.”

“Yes, sir!”

He gripped my hair, yanked me back against his chest, and thrust inside me in one brutal stroke.

I screamed.

Holy fuck.

He filled me to the brim, stretched me so deep I saw stars. I clawed at the sheets as he pounded into me, each stroke harder, deeper, more deliciously degrading than the last.

“You ever let a student fuck you like this?” he asked, voice right in my ear.

“No—never—just you…”

“That’s right. You’re mine now.”

I came on his cock, screaming into the pillows. But he wasn’t done.

He flipped me onto my back, propped my legs over his shoulders, and slid in again, watching me unravel beneath him.

“You’re gonna squirt for me, Miss K,” he growled.

“No—I don’t—”

But I did.

He curled his hips just right, angled that monster cock to press into my G-spot, and the dam broke.

I sobbed as I squirted all over him, soaking the sheets, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Give your fans a real show.”

He pulled out and stroked himself fast.

“Where do you want it?” he demanded.

“On my tits,” I panted. “All over me.”

He exploded seconds later, ropes of hot cum splashing across my breasts, my chin, even my lips.

I collapsed into the bed, drenched, destroyed, utterly satisfied.

The camera light blinked off.

Later, we lay there tangled together, the room thick with sex and sweat and something electric.

“Damn,” I whispered.

Alex chuckled. “Told you I’d give you a video they’d never forget.”

He was right.

I uploaded the video the next night.

It went viral in three hours.

And that was just the beginning.
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I always knew sex sold—but I didn’t know it could explode like this.

The video went live at 10:17 p.m. on a Thursday.

By midnight, my notifications were a wildfire.

Tips.

Comments.

Private messages pouring in like floodwater.

By Friday morning, my subscriber count had tripled. My DMs were clogged with words like “goddess,” “realest thing I’ve ever seen,” and “when’s the sequel?” Someone even made a meme of me drooling on Alex’s cock, captioned: “When your teacher finally teaches you how to worship.”

I should’ve been embarrassed.

Instead, I sat in bed, naked under silk sheets, sipping coffee like a queen while my phone buzzed nonstop. My monthly income projection? Over $42,000. And it had only been twelve hours.

Alex texted me around noon.

“You awake, Miss K?”

“Barely. Your dick broke the internet.”

“Good. Let’s break something else tonight.”

He included a peach emoji. And a devil.

My pussy clenched. And then… I remembered something I’d once sworn I’d never try on camera.

Anal.

I’d been saving it. Teasing it. Never delivering. Fans begged for it constantly—some even offered thousands for a private stream. I always said no.

Until now.

Because now… I wanted him to be the one to ruin me. All of me.

So I replied: “If we’re breaking things tonight, I want you in my ass.”

“Say less.”

That evening, he showed up at my place wearing grey sweats and a black tank top. I swear the man was sculpted from sin—his arms alone could choke a bitch into paradise.

He kissed me like he owned me, then stepped into my studio space like it was his second home.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked, eyeing the lube bottle on the nightstand.

I nodded, heart racing. “I want my fans to see me submit to you. No filters. Just raw, nasty, unhinged fucking.”

He grinned. “That’s exactly what they’re gonna get.”

We set up the camera together—three angles. One from the foot of the bed, one from the side, and one close-up, mounted above us.

As soon as I hit record, something changed in him.

The smile vanished.

The dominance took over.

He grabbed my face and forced me to my knees like I was nothing but a toy.

“You know what this mouth is for, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, heat rushing between my legs.

He pulled out that beautiful monster—twelve thick, veiny inches of cock that looked even bigger than last time.

“Open up, Miss K. Class is in session.”

I parted my lips obediently, tongue out.

He didn’t ease in.

He shoved it into my throat so fast I gagged, tears already brimming.

“Take it. All of it. Show them what a cum-hungry dropout looks like.”

He facefucked me brutally—gripping the back of my head and pounding in so deep my nose pressed against his pelvis. Spit flew. Gagging noises filled the room. Snot ran down my lip and I didn’t even care.

Because this? This was art.

“Fuck, you’re a mess,” he growled. “Look at you. On your knees, choking on your former student’s dick. What would the dean say now?”

I whimpered around him, slobber coating my chin.

He pulled out, letting strings of spit and precum stretch from my lips to the head of his cock.

Then he bent me over the bed.

“Time for that virgin ass.”

I looked into the camera, breathless and wrecked.

“You ready for it, boys?” I purred. “You begged for this. Now you get to watch Alex destroy my tight little asshole.”

He slapped my ass hard.

I gasped.

“On your knees. Arch your back. Spread yourself.”

I obeyed.

He rubbed the lube between my cheeks, then eased a thick finger inside. I moaned, body twitching.

“You ever had anything this big in your ass before?”

“No, sir,” I panted.

“You’re about to.”

I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance.

“Breathe, baby,” he whispered. “Let me in.”

Slowly, inch by thick inch, he impaled me.

My breath hitched. My mouth fell open. My body trembled.

The stretch was unreal.

He paused when he was halfway in, gripping my hips like a savage.

“You okay?”

I nodded frantically. “More. I want it all.”

With a growl, he buried the rest of his cock in my ass.

I screamed.

The pain and pleasure blurred into a dizzying storm. My hands fisted the sheets. My toes curled. My pussy—neglected but aching—gushed in response.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”

He pulled back and slammed in again, faster, harder, each thrust sending shockwaves through my body.

“Tell them who owns your ass.”

“You do!” I sobbed.

“Say it louder.”

“You own my ass, Alex! You fucking own it!”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked me upright.

“You hear that?” he barked at the camera. “She’s nothing but a cumdump for her ex-student now.”

I came again—violently.

My pussy squirted across the bed, soaking everything.

“Oh my God—fuck, I’m coming—I’m coming again!”

He didn’t stop.

He bent me over, forced my head down, and pounded into my ass like he was trying to break me.

The second squirt was even messier—clear fluid splashing onto the floor, dripping down my thighs, pooling under my knees.

He slid out, coated in slick, lube, and something filthier.

I was shaking. Crying. Completely undone.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I flipped onto my back, legs spread, ass twitching.

“Where do you want it?”

“Everywhere,” I begged. “Mark me. Use me.”

He grunted and stroked himself hard, eyes locked on my face.

“Open wide.”

I did.

He came with a roar—thick ropes of cum hitting my tongue, my cheeks, my chest, even my hair.

I swallowed the rest, moaning around his tip as the camera caught every disgusting, perfect second.

We ended the video with him sitting back on the bed, sweaty and smug, while I knelt between his legs like a proud little cumslut.

“Next time,” he whispered, brushing my hair back, “I’m tying you up.”

I grinned, licking a drop of him from my chin. “Next time? You planning to be a regular now?”

“Oh, I’m not just a guest star,” he said.

“I’m your co-star.”
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It started with a tweet.

One screenshot.

One caption.

“Is this who I think it is? Didn’t she used to teach at my college?? 👀”

I saw it the morning after the anal video went live. Hair still wet from the shower, I was curled up on my velvet couch, editing a teaser clip when my phone vibrated like a warning shot.

Twitter. A thread. Tagged. Retweets flying.

My face. My body. Bent over, ass spread open by Alex’s massive dick.

Uncensored. Stamped with my watermark. Full credit to me.

And everyone knew exactly who I was.

Within an hour, it was viral.

Former students chimed in.
“No way that’s Miss K! The English professor with the thick thighs??”
“She taught me how to write a thesis and now she’s taking twelve inches in her ass on camera. Bruhhh.”
“She grading dicks now?”

I stared at the screen, pulse pounding. The video had brought me fame, money, followers. But now it brought something else.

Consequences.

My old inbox lit up.

Dr. Hirschman (Department Head):
“Catherine, I’d like to have a word. Are these rumors true?”

Tina (Ex-colleague):
“Girl. I saw your video. You’re trending. We need drinks.”

My mother:
“Catherine. What is this filth people are sending me on Facebook???”

I tossed my phone onto the couch and screamed into a pillow.

But the truth? I wasn’t sorry.

I was wet.

My face was all over the internet, and the world was finally seeing the real me. Not the overqualified professor in heels and cardigans. But the wild, filthy goddess who squirted and begged for it on camera.

My subscribers doubled—again.

I hit $100K projected income that month.

And that night, Alex showed up.

He didn’t knock. He walked in like he owned the place.

Black jeans. A chain. That smug look that made my knees wobble.

“You trending yet, Miss K?” he teased, dropping his phone on the kitchen island.

I glared at him. “I’ve had six ex-students DM me, two hate emails from old colleagues, and someone sent a GIF of me getting facefucked to my mother.”

Alex grinned. “So... success?”

I swatted his arm, but even I couldn’t hide the smirk pulling at my lips. “You broke me, Alex.”

“Good. That was the point.”

He stepped closer, wrapping a hand around my waist and tugging me against him.

“I want to break you again.”

My breath caught.

I knew that tone.

It was his filthy idea voice.

“More anal?” I whispered.

“Not this time.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Then what?”

He stared at me, voice dropping to a low, wicked whisper.

“I want to bring someone in.”

My mouth went dry.

“Another guy?”

He nodded.

“A friend of mine. Teammate. Real chill. Big dick. Bigger than mine, if you can believe it.”

My legs trembled.

“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.”

I swallowed hard, my cunt pulsing.

“You want me to get fucked by two of my former students at once?”

He smirked.

“No. I want you to get ruined by two Black bulls while your camera captures every filthy second. I want you full in both holes, screaming into a pillow while the world watches what a greedy cumslut you’ve become.”

I whimpered.

He leaned down, lips grazing my ear.

“He wants to meet you. Tomorrow night.”

***

We met at a downtown hotel bar. Dark leather booths, jazz playing low, candles flickering on polished mahogany tables.

Alex was already there, drink in hand, looking dangerous and delicious.

Sitting beside him was Oliver.

Six-foot-seven. Light brown skin. Emerald-green eyes that didn’t blink. A smile that looked more like a dare. His build made Alex look small. His hands were huge.

He stood when I walked in.

“Damn,” he said, eyes raking over me. “You’re even finer in person.”

I flushed.

He pulled out a chair for me and sat back down, spreading his legs like he was claiming the whole booth.

“I saw the video,” he said casually, sipping bourbon. “Your ass can take some serious abuse.”

I blinked.

No foreplay. No small talk. Just filth.

Alex smirked beside him. “Told you she was the real deal.”

“You think you can handle both of us, pretty thing?” Oliver asked, leaning in.

“I think the real question,” I whispered, “is whether you two can keep up with me.”

They laughed.

But their eyes darkened.

Predatory.

Hungry.

***

Back at my apartment, I lit the ring lights.

One camera. One mic. A full battery. No room for second takes.

I stood in front of the lens, wearing nothing but red fishnet stockings and a barely-there thong.

“I promised you boys something special,” I purred into the camera. “Tonight, I’m taking two cocks—one in my pussy, one in my ass—and I’m not tapping out. You’ve watched me teach. You’ve watched me squirt. Now… watch me serve.”

Alex stepped into frame. Shirtless. Tattooed. Thick and hard.

Then Oliver appeared.

My jaw dropped.

His cock wasn’t just big. It was insane. Veiny. Dark. Curved. Thirteen inches, maybe more. I could barely wrap my fingers around the base.

“Oh my God,” I gasped. “That’s not even legal.”

He grinned. “Guess we’ll find out.”

Alex grabbed me from behind, lifting me into the air like a doll. My legs wrapped around his waist, my back arched. He kissed me hard, while Oliver watched, stroking that monster cock slowly.

“You ready for this, Miss K?” Alex growled.

“I’ve never been more ready.”

We started with me on my knees again—between two towering giants, licking and sucking them both, spit dripping from my chin. They took turns slapping their cocks on my cheeks, dragging the heads across my lips.

“Say it,” Alex ordered.

“I’m a filthy little cumslut,” I moaned. “Use me. Please.”

“Where you want it?” Oliver asked.

“My pussy first,” I begged. “Stretch me open. Wreck me.”

Alex held my arms while Oliver slid behind me, lining up that fat cock and forcing his way inside.

I screamed.

Not from pain. From ecstasy. From fullness. From being split open by something so big it felt impossible.

Alex kissed me while Oliver started to move.

“You’re drooling on my dick and cumming on his. What would the college board say now, Miss K?”

“Fuck them,” I gasped. “Fuck me.”

The sound of slapping skin echoed through the room. My pussy clenched. My vision blurred.

And then Alex moved behind me.

“No,” I whispered, realizing what was next.

“Oh, yes.”

He lubed his cock and pressed against my ass, slowly forcing himself inside while Oliver stayed rooted in my pussy.

“Double penetration,” Alex hissed. “On camera. For all your little fanboys to jerk off to.”

I sobbed, overwhelmed.

It was too much.

Too perfect.

Two massive cocks filling me, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. I squirted around them, soaking the sheets, my body convulsing.

They fucked me like they were fighting over my soul.

I lost count of the orgasms.

Lost track of time.

When they pulled out, it was to cover me in cum—sticky, warm, obscene amounts that painted my chest, face, mouth, hair.

I collapsed between them, a ruined, satisfied mess.

***

The camera blinked red.

We were still recording.

I looked up, barely able to speak.

“Cut,” I whispered.

But Oliver grinned.

“Nah, baby girl. We’re just getting started.”
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I didn’t plan to end up on Piers Morgan’s talk show.

Hell, a few months ago, I was debating between frozen pizza or gas money.

Now?

Now I was sitting in full glam under studio lights, legs crossed in a high-slit silk gown, while the world watched a man twice my age squint judgmentally at my cleavage from across a polished desk.

“So, Catherine…” Piers began, holding a card like he hadn’t already memorized every inch of me from Twitter now called X. “You were a college professor.”

“Yes.”

“You had a steady job. A respectable career.”

“Mmhmm.”

“And then you—what?—quit everything to join OnlyFans? To do porn?”

I smiled sweetly. “I quit everything to own my time. My body. My value.”

He leaned back like I’d slapped him.

“But surely you understand why people are concerned,” he said, voice sharpening. “You taught young adults. And now you’re being… well… taken on camera by two of them.”

“Adults,” I corrected him. “Former students. Consenting, paying adults. And I’m not being ‘taken,’ Mr. Morgan. I’m being worshipped.”

The audience gasped.

He laughed uncomfortably. “So you don’t regret it? Walking away from academia?”

I leaned forward, letting my cleavage speak.

“I made more in one week moaning my own name than I did in six years grading essays about Hamlet.”

Laughter erupted from the audience. My phone buzzed in my lap.

Piers tried to recover. “But what about the message you’re sending? What about young women watching this, thinking porn is the easy route to success?”

I smiled again—cool, unbothered.

“It’s not easy. It’s art. It’s production. It’s performance. It’s branding. And if a young woman sees me reclaiming my power, owning my pleasure, and profiting off of it—then maybe the message isn’t as dirty as you think.”

The applause was louder this time.

By the time the interview ended, #MissKWasRight was trending on X. My subscriber count skyrocketed again. I got a DM from Rolling Stone asking for a photo shoot. Even the New York Times emailed my assistant about a profile.

And yes—I had an assistant now.

***

Alex and Oliver were watching the interview from my living room, shirtless and smug.

“Look at our girl,” Oliver said, tipping his whiskey glass. “Schoolgirl turned star.”

“She had it in her all along,” Alex added, rubbing my foot like it was sacred. “I say we celebrate.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Dinner? Champagne?”

“No,” Oliver grinned. “Bigger.”

Alex smirked. “Bolder.”

Oliver leaned in. “Pool party. Invite the crew. Bring the cameras. Let’s make the Fourth of July look like a church picnic.”

***

The invites went out fast.

Models. Creators. A-list amateurs. Verified studs. The kind of people who oozed sex and weren’t afraid of a camera lens.

By 9 p.m., my backyard was a living fantasy.

Colored lights lit the pool like neon silk. Bodies glistened under the stars—brown, gold, tattooed, toned, wrapped in barely-there bikinis and bulging swim trunks. Moans floated with the music, laughter blending into teasing touches.

It was decadent.

Dangerous.

And everything I’d always secretly wanted.

I wore a white mesh bikini—see-through in the right places, soaking wet in ten minutes. My hair was wavy, wild. My heels were kicked off. I floated in the deep end, tits barely above water, while cameras rolled discreetly from every corner.

Alex dove in beside me. “Ready for your close-up, Miss K?”

“I thought this was a party.”

He swam closer. “It is. It’s just also an event.”

Oliver joined us, walking out shirtless, glistening in pool water and sweat, his cock already semi-hard in his trunks.

And suddenly, it began.

The cameras focused.

The party slowed.

And I became the show.

***

It started with Alex pulling me into his lap on one of the floaties, his mouth claiming mine as his hands slid under my bikini bottoms. I gasped, back arching, moan echoing off the water.

Then Oliver joined us in the pool, pulling down my top and sucking one nipple while Alex fingered me from below.

People watched. No one looked away.

Phones were out. DSLRs flashed. Someone streamed the scene live to our OnlyFans page. Tips rolled in like thunder.

“You ready to show them who the queen is?” Oliver whispered, licking my nipple.

I nodded, breathless.

Alex stood behind me, lifting me up, his cock out and thick, pressing against my pussy while I wrapped my legs around him.

He slid in slow, making me scream.

“Fuck—yes, Alex—right there…”

He fucked me in the pool, water splashing everywhere, my tits bouncing, Oliver’s hands roaming over both of us.

But I wasn’t prepared for what came next.

Because Oliver swam behind me—his cock now fully hard, massive, a battering ram of lust—and he lined up at my ass.

“No—no way—” I gasped.

“Yes,” Alex growled. “You’re gonna take us both again.”

And I did.

In front of everyone.

They double-penetrated me against the edge of the pool, while half-naked creators surrounded us, moaning, filming, touching themselves.

I squirted so hard it looked like a geyser.

The crowd cheered.

Then it unraveled.

Someone pulled my hair.

Another tongue slid between my thighs.

Hands. Dicks. Breasts. Everywhere.

A gorgeous Latina from Miami started eating me out while Alex fed me his cock.

A pale, inked-up stud bent me over the pool stairs while Oliver stroked his dick and whispered, “You look so fucking ruined, baby.”

I rode two cocks in reverse cowgirl on a floaty while three girls played with my nipples.

I was the center of it all—slutty, soaked, powerful.

A goddess in heat.

By the time dawn broke, we were all sprawled across towels, still naked, still sticky with cum and glitter and sweat.

Cameras had caught everything.

The full 6-hour video dropped the next night under the title: “Miss K’s Poolside Orgy: Education in Every Position”

It became the highest-selling upload of my entire career.

And I?

I was no longer just a viral professor.

I was a legend.
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