
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: A Collision of Worlds

At twenty years old, I’m just another face in the crowd at Westridge College—a mid-tier liberal arts school tucked away in a sleepy corner of the Pacific Northwest, where the rain never stops, and the coffee shops outnumber the bars. I’m a junior, majoring in sociology because it sounds like less math than economics, though I’m still figuring out what I’m doing with it. I’m not the guy who stands out—I keep my head down, hit the gym when I can, and coast through classes with a solid B average. My social life’s decent enough: a couple of friends from freshman year, the occasional party where I drink too much cheap beer, and hookups that never turn into anything more. But there’s one thing I’ve kept to myself, one secret I’ve buried deep in the recesses of my phone—my subscription to an OnlyFans account that’s been my guilty escape for the past six months.

Her name on the site is “Luna Luxe,” and I stumbled across her profile late one-night last semester, scrolling through X when I should’ve been writing a paper on social stratification. Her pics popped up in a random retweet—some tasteful lingerie shot with her face cropped out—and I clicked out of curiosity. One thing led to another, and ten bucks a month later, I was hooked. It wasn’t just the content, though yeah, that was fuckin’ incredible—her body’s a goddamn work of art, all curves and confidence, with a tattoo of a crescent moon on her hip that I’ve memorized from every angle. It was her vibe, the way she teased without overdoing it, the captions that felt like she was talking straight to me. She never showed her face, not fully—just glimpses of full lips or a sharp jawline behind a curtain of dark hair—but I built a whole fantasy around her anyway. In my head, she was this untouchable goddess, a secret I could keep while the rest of my life stayed boringly predictable.

Fast forward to the start of fall semester, and I’m dragging myself to the first day of a new elective—Intro to Media Studies—because I need the credits, and it sounded easy enough. The lecture hall’s half-empty when I get there, the usual mix of overeager freshmen and stoned seniors filling the seats. I grab a spot in the back, slouch into the chair, and start scrolling through my phone while I wait for the professor to show up. The syllabus got emailed last week—some Dr. Elena Marwood, fresh PhD from somewhere fancy, probably a stuffy academic type who’ll lecture us to death about TikTok trends. I’m barely pay attention when the door swings open and she walks in.

My phone slips out of my hand, clattering onto the desk loud enough that a couple heads turn, but I don’t care because I’m fuckin’ staring. She’s tall—taller than I expected, maybe five-nine, with legs that go on for days, wrapped in a fitted black skirt that hugs her hips just right. Her blouse is crisp white silk, unbuttoned enough to show a hint of collarbone but still professional, and her dark hair pulled back in a loose bun, a few strands brushing her shoulders. She’s got glasses, thin wire frames that sit low on her nose, and when she adjusts them, pushing them up with one finger, I catch the glint of a silver ring on her hand—the same damn ring I’ve seen in a hundred OnlyFans pics, always tucked into the frame when she’s holding a glass of wine or trailing her fingers across her thigh.

It’s her. It’s fuckin’ Luna Luxe. I’d know that body anywhere—the curve of her waist, the way she moves, all fluid and deliberate, like she’s in on some secret the rest of us don’t get. My heart’s hammering so hard I’m sure the guy next to me can hear it, and I duck my head, pretending to fuss with my notebook while I try to get a grip. There’s no way, right? No way the professor who’s going to spend the next four months grading my papers is the same woman I’ve been jerking off to every other night. But then she turns to write her name on the board— “Dr. Elena Marwood”—and I catch a glimpse of that crescent moon tattoo peeking out from under her skirt’s hem, just above her left knee, and my stomach drops.

I’m fucked. Properly fucked. I spend the whole lecture in a haze, barely hearing a word she says as she goes through the syllabus, her voice smooth and low, every syllable dripping with this quiet confidence that makes it worse. She’s talking about media ethics or some shit, but all I can think about is the video she posted last week in a red lace bodysuit, kneeling on a bed, whispering about how she wants her subscribers to imagine her on top of them. My dick’s twitching in my jeans just sitting here, and I must cross my legs under the desk to keep it under control. She doesn’t look my way once, thank fuck, just paces the front of the room like she owns it, those heels clicking against the floor with every step. I’m half-relieved, half-disappointed part of me wants her to notice me, to see if there’s a flicker of recognition, but the other part knows that’d be a disaster.

Class ends after an hour that feels like a fuckin’ eternity, and I’m packing up my shit as fast as I can, ready to bolt before I do something stupid like stare too long. But then her voice cuts through the shuffle of students heading out— “If anyone has questions about the syllabus, I’ll be here for a bit.” It’s not directed at me, just a general announcement, but it stops me from getting cold. I glanced up, and for the first time, her eyes caught mine just for a second, barely a blink, but it’s enough to make my throat go dry. There’s no way she knows, right? She can’t see my username— “WestridgeJake420”—written on my forehead. But that look lingers in my head as I sling my backpack over my shoulder and get the hell out there, my pulse racing like I just ran a marathon.

Back in my dorm, I’m pacing my tiny-ass room, the walls closing in as I try to wrap my head around this. My roommate’s out, probably at some frat thing, so I’ve got the place to myself to freak out in peace. I pull up her OnlyFans on my phone—don’t even need to search, it’s bookmarked—and scroll through her latest post, a mirror selfie in black lingerie, that fuckin’ tattoo front and center. It’s her. No question. Dr. Elena Marwood, PhD, media studies professor, is Luna Luxe, the woman I’ve spent hours fantasizing about, the woman I’ve paid to see naked, the woman who’s going to be grading my essays and deciding my GPA. I don’t know whether to laugh or fuckin’ scream.

I flop onto my bed, staring at the ceiling, my dick still half-hard just from the memory of her adjusting those glasses, the way her skirt stretched across her ass when she turned to the board. Part of me wants to drop the class—save myself the torture, the inevitable awkwardness—but I can’t. It’s too late in the semester to swap without fucking up my credits, and besides, some twisted part of me doesn’t want to. I want to see her again, hear her voice, catch those little tells that only I’d recognize—the way she tilts her head like she does in her videos, the laugh I’ve heard through my earbuds now echoing in a lecture hall. It’s dangerous, stupid, a goddamn disaster waiting to happen, but I’m already hooked deeper than I was before.

The semester’s stretching out in front of me like a minefield, and I don’t know how the hell I’m going to survive it. Every Tuesday and Thursday, I’ll be sitting in that lecture hall, pretending I’m just another student while my professor—my fuckin’ fantasy—stands there with that crescent moon etched into her skin, a secret I’m not supposed to know. I’ve got no idea if she’ll figure it out, if she’ll catch me staring one day and put two and two together, or if I’ll slip up and say something dumb that gives me away. All I know is I’m in way over my head, and there’s no turning back now.


Chapter 2: Caught in the Spotlight

The days between that first lecture and the next one drag like a slow-motion nightmare, every waking hour haunted by the image of Dr. Elena Marwood—or Luna Luxe, depending on which part of my brain’s doing the talking. I try to distract myself—hit the gym harder than usual, blast music through my earbuds while I cram for other classes—but it’s no use. She’s there every time I close my eyes, her voice looping in my head, that crescent moon tattoo flashing behind my lids like a fuckin’ neon sign. By the time Tuesday rolls around, I’m a mess of nerves and pent-up tension, my stomach twisting as I trudge across campus to the lecture hall for Intro to Media Studies.

The room’s just as sparse as last time, maybe fifteen of us scattered across the seats, and I picked my usual spot in the back, hoping the dim lighting and distance will keep me under the radar. I’ve got my hoodie up, my notebook open to look like I’m paying attention, but really, I’m just trying to keep my eyes off the front of the room where I know she’ll be standing any minute. My plan’s simple: keep my head down, take notes, get through the hour without doing anything stupid. But plans don’t mean shit when your dick’s got a mind of its own.

She walks in right on time, and it’s like the air gets sucked out of the room. Today she’s wearing a navy blazer over a cream-colored blouse, the fabric clinging just enough to hint at the curves underneath, paired with a pencil skirt that stops just above her knees—professional, sure, but it doesn’t matter. My brain’s already peeling it off her, flashing back to those OnlyFans videos where she’s sprawled out in lace, her hands trailing over her skin like a fuckin’ invitation. She starts the lecture, something about the ethics of digital anonymity, her voice smooth and steady as she clicks through slides on the projector. I’m trying to focus, scribbling nonsense in my notebook, but then she turns to point at something on the screen, and her blouse pulls tight across her chest, the outline of her bra just visible through the thin fabric.

I’m fuckin’ done for. My eyes lock on her tits—not huge, but perfect, sitting high and round like they’re begging to be touched—and I can’t look away. I know I should, know I’m being a creep, but my brain’s short-circuiting, replaying every clip I’ve seen of her topless, her nipples hard and dark against her pale skin, the way she’d pinch them for the camera with a smirk. My dick wakes up fast, straining against my jeans before I can stop it, and I shift in my seat, trying to adjust without drawing attention. It doesn’t work—jeans are a traitor when you’re this hard, the bulge obvious as hell, and I’m sweating now, my palms clammy against my notebook as I hunch over the desk, praying nobody notices.

She keeps talking, pacing the front of the room, her heels clicking against the linoleum, and I’m trying to breathe slow, think unsexy thoughts—baseball stats, my grandma’s meatloaf, anything—but it’s no use. Every move she makes just makes it worse—the way her glasses slip down her nose and she push them up with one finger, the way her skirt hugs her ass when she turns to write on the board. I’m a goddamn mess, my dick throbbing in time with my heartbeat, and I know I can’t sit here like this for another twenty minutes. I need air, need to get out of here before I lose what’s left of my dignity.

I start packing up my stuff, quiet as I can—notebook into my backpack, pen shoved in my pocket—figuring I’ll slip out the back door and hit the bathroom to splash cold water on my face, maybe jerk off quick to take the edge off. I’m almost standing when her voice cuts through the room, sharp and clear. “Going somewhere, Mr…?” She trails off, like she’s fishing for my name, and I freeze, halfway out of my chair, my backpack slung over one shoulder. Every head in the room turns to look at me, and I’m wishing I could melt into the fuckin’ floor.

“Uh, Jake,” I stammer, my voice rougher than I want it to be. “Jake Carter. Just—just need a minute.” My face is burning, and I’m trying to keep my hips angled behind the desk, but she’s looking right at me now, her eyes narrowing slightly behind those wire-frame glasses. And then her gaze dips—just for a second, but it’s enough—down to my crotch, where my jeans are doing a piss-poor job of hiding the situation. Her lips twitch, not quite a smirk but close, and I’m sure she sees it, sure she knows exactly what’s going on. The room’s dead silent, the other students either clueless or pretending not to notice, and I want to die right there.

“Go ahead,” she says finally, her tone even but with this undercurrent I can’t quite place—amusement, maybe, or something darker. “Don’t let me keep you.” She turns back to her slides like it’s nothing, picking up where she left off, and I’m out there faster than I’ve ever moved, the back door slamming shut behind me loud enough to make me wince.

The hallway’s empty, thank fuck, and I beeline for the nearest bathroom, locking myself in a stall and leaning against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps. My dick’s still hard, tenting my jeans like a fuckin’ billboard, and I don’t even hesitate—just unzip, wrap my hand around myself, and get it over with. It doesn’t take long, not with the image of her in that blouse burning into my brain, the way her eyes flicked down to my bulge like she was sizing me up. I cum hard, biting my lip to keep quiet, my knees shaking as I slump against the graffiti-scarred partition. It’s quick, messy, but it takes the edge off, enough that I can think straight again—or at least pretend to.

I clean up, wash my hands, and splash cold water on my face, staring at myself in the cracked mirror like I’m looking at a stranger. What the fuck am I doing? She’s my professor, not some random hookup, and now she’s probably thinking I’m a perv who can’t keep it together in class. I skip the rest of the lecture—can’t face going back in there—and spend the afternoon in my dorm, pretending to study while I replay that moment over and over. Did she really notice? Did that look in her eyes just my imagination? I’m driving myself fuckin’ crazy, and by the time evening rolls around, I’m half-convinced I’ll just drop the class and deal with the credit hit somehow.

Then my email pings. It’s late—around nine—and I’m sprawled on my bed, my roommate is still out at some gaming marathon, when I see the notification on my phone. The sender’s name stops me cold: Dr. Elena Marwood. My stomach flips as I open it, expecting some formal reprimand for bailing mid-class, but it’s not that. It’s short, polite, but there’s something about it that sets my nerves on edge:

Jake,

I noticed you left class abruptly today. I hope everything is alright. If you’d like to discuss anything—course-related or otherwise—I’m available during office hours tomorrow from 2-4 PM. My office is in the Media Studies building, Room 304. No pressure, just wanted to check in.

Best,
Dr. Elena Marwood

I read it three times, looking for hidden meaning in every word, my pulse kicking up again. It’s professional, sure, but there’s this vibe—like she’s leaving a door cracked open, daring me to walk through it. “Course-related or otherwise.” What the fuck does that mean? My mind’s racing, flipping between paranoias, she knows I’m a subscriber; she’s going to call me out—and fantasy—she saw my bulge and wants to do something about it. I’m probably overthinking it, projecting my own shit onto a standard professor email, but my dick’s already stirring again, traitor that it is, imagining her in that office, leaning over her desk, her blouse unbuttoned just a little too far.

I don’t reply—not yet. I can’t trust myself to type anything coherent with my brain this scrambled. Instead, I pull up her OnlyFans on my phone, scrolling through her latest post—a softcore tease, her in a silk robe that’s slipping off one shoulder, the crescent moon tattoo stark against her thigh. I’m hard again in seconds, but I don’t touch myself this time—just stare at the screen, wondering what the hell I’m walking into tomorrow. Office hours at 2 PM. I don’t know if I’ll go, don’t know if I’ve got the balls to face her after today, but the thought of sitting across from her, alone in that room, knowing what I know—it’s a fuckin’ minefield, and I’m already itching to step on every bomb.


Chapter 3: Desk Dynamics

The night after Dr. Marwood’s email is a restless blur—tossing in my dorm bed, the glow of my phone screen burning my eyes as I reread her message a dozen times, debating whether to show up. My roommate stumbles around 2 AM, reeking of Monster Energy and Doritos, and I pretend to be asleep while my brain churns. Part of me wants to dodge the whole thing, skip her office hours and ghost the class entirely, but the other part—the reckless, horny part that’s been steering me since day one—knows I’m going. I’ve got no idea what I’m walking into, but the thought of sitting across from her, alone, with that email dangling between us like a loaded gun, is too much to resist. By morning, I’m wired on shitty instant coffee and adrenaline, counting down the hours till 2 PM.

The Media Studies building is a squat, gray block on the east side of campus, all concrete and narrow windows, the kind of place that smells like old books and regrets. Room 304 is on the third floor, tucked at the end of a quiet hallway where the fluorescent lights flicker just enough to make you twitchy. I’m early—1:55 PM—and I linger outside her door for a minute, my backpack slung over one shoulder, my palms sweaty as I try to psych myself up. Her name’s on a brass plaque, Dr. Elena Marwood, and it hits me all over again that this is real—she’s real, not just Luna Luxe on my phone screen but a flesh-and-blood professor who caught me popping a bone in her class like a goddamn teenager. I knock, three sharp raps, and her voice comes through the door, low and smooth: “Come in.”

The office is small but tidy bookshelves crammed with media theory texts, a single window letting in gray afternoon light, and a desk cluttered with papers and a laptop. She’s sitting behind it, glasses perched on her nose, her dark hair swept up in a loose bun that’s starting to unravel. She’s in a charcoal sweater today, fitted enough to outline her curves, paired with a skirt that rides up slightly as she shifts in her chair. That crescent moon tattoo peeks out just above her knee, a secret only I’d recognize, and it sends a jolt straight to my dick before I can even sit down. “Jake,” she says, gesturing to the chair across from her, her tone professional but warm, like she’s been expecting me. “I’m glad you came.”

I dropped into the seat, my backpack hit the floor with a thud, and tried to keep my face neutral, but my heart’s hammering so loud I’m sure she can hear it. “Yeah, uh, thanks for the email,” I mutter, scratching the back of my neck, my eyes darting anywhere but her face—the bookshelf, the window, the stack of papers on her desk—because looking at her feels like staring into the sun.

She leans back in her chair, crossing her arms under her chest, which only makes her sweater pull tighter, accentuating the shape of her tits. I’m trying not to notice, trying to focus on the reason I’m here, but my body’s already betraying me, my jeans getting tight again just from being this close. “I wanted to check in,” she says, her voice steady, but there’s a flicker in her eyes—something sharp, calculating. “You seemed… distracted in class yesterday. And you left rather abruptly.”

My throat goes dry, and I shift in the chair, hoping the angle hides the growing bulge in my pants. “Yeah, I, uh, wasn’t feeling great,” I lie, the words sounding weak even to me. “Just needed some air.”

She tilts her head, studying me like I’m a puzzle she’s piecing together, and then she leans forward, her elbows on the desk, her glasses slipping down her nose just a fraction. “Is that all?” she asks, her tone still professional but with an edge now, like she’s testing me. “Because I couldn’t help but notice… well, let’s just say your distraction seemed rather pronounced.” Her eyes flick down to my lap for a split second, then back up to my face, and there’s no mistaking she knows. She fuckin’ knows I was hard in her class, and she’s calling me out on it, right here in her office with the door closed.

My face burns, a mix of shame and something hotter, and I’m fumbling for words, my hands gripping the armrests like they’re a lifeline. “I—it’s not—I didn’t mean—” I stammer, but she cuts me off with a small, almost predatory smile, her lips curling just enough to make my stomach flip.

“It’s fine, Jake,” she says, her voice dropping lower, softer, like she’s sharing a secret. “It happens. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t intrigued by the… intensity of it.” She pauses, letting the words hang heavy between us, and I’m frozen, my dick throbbing now, the air in the room thick with something I can’t name but can definitely feel. “In fact,” she continues, her fingers tapping lightly on the desk, “it made me wonder if there’s something else going on here—if there’s a reason, you’re finding it so hard to focus.”

She’s baiting me, circling like a shark, and I catch the glint in her eye—a hint of something darker, something that screams control, maybe even blackmail. My brain’s racing, caught between panic and opportunity, and then it hits me: she doesn’t know I know about her OnlyFans. Not yet. But I’ve got that card up my sleeve, and if she’s going to push me into a corner, I’m not going down without a fight—or without getting something out of it. I swallow hard, forcing my voice steady as I lean forward, matching her posture, my eyes locking on hers. “Maybe there is,” I say, low and rough, testing the waters. “Maybe I know something you don’t want to get out—like the fact that Dr. Elena Marwood moonlights as Luna Luxe on OnlyFans. Pretty sure the dean wouldn’t love hearing about that.”

Her expression shifts, just for a second flicker of surprise, maybe even alarm—but then it settles into something else, something hotter. Her lips part slightly, and she leans back again, crossing one leg over the other, the movement slow and deliberate, like she’s savoring the shift in power. “Well,” she says, her voice a little huskier now, “that’s quite the accusation. And quite the leverage.” She pauses, her fingers brushing the edge of her glasses, and I swear I see a spark of excitement in her eyes, like this is a game she’s been waiting to play. “So, what do you propose, Jake? You’ve got me in a… compromising position, it seems.”

She’s hinting at it, leaning into the blackmail kink I’m picking up on, and I’m too far gone to back off now. My dick’s rock-hard, straining against my jeans, and the thought of her bending to my will—her, the untouchable professor, the fantasy I’ve jerked off to for months—has me bolder than I’ve ever been. “Here’s the deal,” I say, standing up slow, my bulge fucking obvious now as I step closer to her desk. “Unless I get what I want—unless I have my way with you—I’ll make sure everyone knows about Luna Luxe. Starting with the faculty board.”

She doesn’t flinch, don’t push back—just watches me, her breathing a little faster now, her cheeks slightly flushed as she uncrosses her legs and leans forward again, her elbows on the desk, her face inches from my crotch. “And what exactly do you want?” she asks, her voice a purr, like she’s daring me to say it out loud.

I don’t hesitate, unzipping my jeans with one hand while I keep my eyes on hers, pulling my dick out hard and leaking already, the tip glistening as I stroke it once, slow. “Suck it,” I say, my voice rough, the command feeling foreign but fuckin’ right coming out my mouth. “Suck my cock till I cut down your throat.”

For a second, I think she might laugh or tell me to get out, but instead her lips curl into that same predatory smile, and she slides out of her chair, dropping to her knees in front of me like it’s the most natural thing in the world. “You drive a hard bargain,” she murmurs, her hands resting on my thighs for a moment before one wrap around the base of my dick, her fingers cool against my overheated skin. Her glasses are still on, sliding down her nose as she leans in, and the sight of her—Dr. Elena fuckin’ Marwood, on her knees in her pristine office—nearly makes me cum right then.

She doesn’t tease long—just a quick flick of her tongue over the tip, lapping up the precum before her lips close around me, warm and wet and fuckin’ perfect. She takes me deep right away, her throat relaxing as she slides down, her nose nearly brushing my stomach before she pulls back, slow, her tongue swirling along the underside. I groan, loud enough I’m worried someone in the hall might hear, my hands gripping the edge of her desk to keep steady as she starts bobbing her head, sucking me off like she’s done this a thousand times. Her glasses fog slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet mine every few seconds, and the sight of her—those sharp, intelligent eyes behind wire frames, her mouth stretched around my cock—is hotter than any OnlyFans video she’s ever posted.

She’s good—fuckin’ incredible—her hand working in tandem with her mouth, twisting at the base while her tongue does shit, I can’t even describe, teasing the slit every time she pulls off before diving back in. My balls are tight, the pressure building fast, and she can tell—she speeds up, her free hand cupping me, rolling them gently while she hums around me, the vibration pushing me closer to the edge. “Fuck, Elena,” I mutter, my voice strained, my hips jerking forward without meaning to, and she takes it, lets me fuck her mouth shallowly as she moans soft, like she’s getting off on this as much as I am.

I’m close—too close—and I don’t even try to hold back, my hand tangled in her hair now, the bun coming loose as I thrust a little harder, chasing it. “Gonna cum,” I warn, my voice rough, and she don’t pull off—just sucks harder, her eyes locked on mine, daring me to do it. I lose it then, cumming hard down her throat, my dick pulsing as I spill into her, thick and hot, her throat working to swallow every drop. She doesn’t flinch, don’t gag—just takes it all, pulling off slow when I’m done, her lips glossy with spit and cum as she licks them clean, adjusting her glasses like nothing happened.

She stands up, smoothing her skirt, her breathing a little uneven but her composure otherwise intact, like she didn’t just blow one of her students in her office. “I trust we have an understanding,” she says, her voice low, that hint of a blackmail kink still lingering in her tone, like she’s already thinking about the next round of this game.

I’m still catching my breath, zipping up my jeans with shaky hands, my head spinning as I nod. “Yeah,” I mutter, grabbing my backpack. “We’re good.” For now, at least—but I know this isn’t over, not by a fuckin’ long shot.


Chapter 4: After-Hours Risk

The tension from that encounter in Dr. Marwood’s office has been a slow-burning fuse, sparking every time I’m near her. By the time Thursday’s lecture rolls around, I’m a walking bundle of raw nerves and unchecked desire. Sitting through Intro to Media Studies feels like a goddamn eternity—her voice, smooth and commanding, dissects parasocial relationships in media while I’m stuck in the back row, gripping my pen too hard to keep my hands from shaking. She’s wearing a fitted gray dress today, the kind that clings to every curve without breaking any faculty dress codes, her dark hair swept up in a loose bun, a few strands teasing her neck. Every time she turns to the board, her skirt shifts just enough to flash a glimpse of that crescent moon tattoo above her knee, and it’s like a jolt straight to my dick, reminding me of exactly who she is when the lecture hall lights go down.

I’m barely holding it together, my notebook a mess of half-written notes and scratched-out lines because I can’t focus on anything but her, the way her glasses perch on her nose, the way her lips move around every word. By the time she wraps up, dismissing the class with a crisp “See you all next week,” I’m a tangle of restless energy, my jeans uncomfortably tight just from watching her. I don’t move as the other students file out, their chatter fading into the hallway, my eyes fixed on her as she gathers her notes at the front of the room. I know I should leave, should keep this contained in private spaces like her office, but the thought of pushing it further—right here, right now—is too damn tempting to resist.

She glances up as the last student leaves, the door swinging shut with a soft thud, and catches me still sitting there, my backpack untouched on the desk. “Jake,” she says, her tone professional but with that undercurrent I’ve come to recognize—curiosity, maybe, or a challenge. “Did you have a question about the lecture?” She adjusts her glasses, pushing them up with one finger, a gesture so familiar from her OnlyFans videos that it sends a shiver down my spine.

I stand slow, my movements deliberate as I sling my backpack over one shoulder and make my way down the aisle toward her. “Not about the lecture,” I say, keeping my voice low, the empty room amplifying every word. “More about… our arrangement.” I stop a few feet from her, close enough to see the slight hitch in her breath, the way her fingers pause on the stack of papers she’s holding. The lecture hall feels bigger with just the two of us in it—rows of empty seats stretching out around us, the projector still humming faintly in the background—but the air’s thick, heavy with the unspoken.

Her lips twitch, not quite a smile, and she sets the papers down on the podium, crossing her arms under her chest in a way that pulls her dress tighter, accentuating her curves. “Our arrangement,” she repeats, her voice dropping a fraction, testing the waters. “I thought we settled that in my office.”

“We did,” I say, stepping closer, close enough now that I can smell her perfume—sharp and spicy, cutting through the stale air of the room. “But I been thinking, and I don’t think we’re done yet.” I paused, letting the words sink in, watching her reaction. Her eyes narrow slightly, but there’s a flicker there—excitement, maybe, or something darker, like the idea of being pushed again gets her off. “See, I still got that secret of yours—Luna Luxe—and I’m thinking you might want to keep it safe a bit longer.”

She lets out a soft, husky laugh, her fingers brushing the edge of her glasses as she leans back against the podium, her posture relaxed but deliberate. “You’re playing with fire, Jake,” she says, her tone laced with that same hint of a blackmail kink I caught last time—like she’s savoring the coercion, even if it’s just a game. “What exactly do you want this time?”

I don’t hesitate, my dick already straining against my jeans as I close the last bit of distance between us, my hands finding her hips and gripping through the fabric of her dress. “I want you to ride me,” I say, my voice rough, steady despite the adrenaline pumping through me. “Right here, in this room. And then I want to fuck that ass till we’re both a mess.” It’s bolder than I’ve been with her before, dirtier, and the risk of doing it here—with the door unlocked, the possibility of someone walking alone makes it hotter.

Her breath catches, her cheeks flushing just enough to notice, and for a second I think she might shut it down, tell me to get lost before we get caught. But then she leans into me, her hands sliding up my chest, her nails grazing through my shirt. “That’s quite the demand,” she murmurs, her fingers dipping down to the waistband of my jeans, brushing the bulge there and making me hiss. “But if I say no, you’ll… what? Tell the world about my side gig?” She’s teasing now, her voice low and sultry, leaning into the blackmail dynamic like its fuel for her.

“Exactly,” I say, my grip tightening on her hips as I lean in closer, my lips brushing her ear. “So, what’s it going to be, Dr. Marwood? You going to play nice, or do I start making noise?”

She doesn’t answer with words—just unzips my jeans, her hands quick and sure as she frees my dick, already rock-hard and leaking at the tip. “You’re a bastard,” she mutters, but there’s heat in it, raw and unfiltered, as she strokes me once, slow, her thumb swiping over the head. “Fine. But we better make this quick.”

I don’t waste time—push her dress up to her hips, revealing black lace panties that I shove to the side without ceremony, my fingers grazing her pussy just long enough to feel how wet she is. She’s dripping, soaking through the lace, and the realization that she’s getting off on this as much as I have me harder than ever. I sit on the edge of the nearest desk in the front row, pulling her with me, guiding her onto my lap so she’s straddling me, her thighs bracketing mine as she lines herself up, one hand on my shoulder for balance.

She sinks down slow, taking me inch by inch, her pussy tight and hot around me, and I groan low, my hands gripping her ass as she bottoms out, her hips flush against mine. “Fuck,” she breathes, her head tipping back, glasses slipping down her nose as she starts to move, rolling her hips in a rhythm that’s got me gripping the desk edge to keep steady. She’s good—fuckin’ incredible—riding me like she was made for it, her dress bunched around her waist, her tits bouncing under the fabric with every thrust. I yank the neckline down, freeing one breast, and latch onto her nipple, sucking hard as she moans soft, her nails digging into my shoulders.

She speeds up, grinding down harder, her pussy clenching around me as she chases her own edge, and I’m matching her thrust for thrust, my hands guiding her hips, the desk creaking faintly under us with every move. “You like this, huh?” I mutter against her skin, my voice rough as I bite down lightly on her nipple, making her gasp. “Knew you’d be a slut for it—right here where anyone could walk in.”

She doesn’t argue—just rides me harder, her moans getting louder despite the risk, her glasses crooked now as she leans forward, her lips brushing my ear. “Shut up and fuck me,” she whispers, her voice raw, and I’m happy to oblige, my hips snapping up to meet hers, the wet slap of our bodies echoing faintly in the empty room. I can feel her getting close, her walls fluttering around me, her breaths turning to sharp little gasps, and I’m right there with her, the pressure building fast—but I am not done yet.

I pull her off me just as she’s about to cum, ignoring her frustrated whine, and flip her around, bending her over the desk so her ass is up, her hands braced on the scattered projector remotes and lecture notes. “Ass now,” I say, my voice a growl as I spread her cheeks, my dick slick with her juices as I press the tip against her tight hole. She tenses for a second, but then she’s pushing back, eager, her voice muffled against the desk as she mutters, “Hurry up.”

I go slow at first, working myself in inch by inch—she’s tight as fuck, gripping me like a vise, and I’m groaning loud, one hand on her hip, the other tangled in her hair as I pull her head back just enough to see her face, her lips parted in a silent moan. Once I’m fully in, I start moving, slow thrusts turning harder, faster, the desk rattling with every snap of my hips. She’s taking it like a champ, her moans mixing with the wet slap of skin on skin, her hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit as I fuck her ass raw.

Just as I’m finding my rhythm, the door creaks—faint, but enough to make us both freeze. My heart slams into my throat, my dick still buried deep as I glance over my shoulder. The door’s cracked open just a sliver, a shadow moving in the hallway, someone’s out there, maybe a janitor or a late student grabbing something from the lockers nearby. Elena’s breath hitches, her body tensing around me, but she doesn’t pull away—just presses her hand over her mouth to stifle any sound, her eyes wide but burning with something hotter than fear. “Don’t stop,” she whispers, barely audible, her voice trembling with adrenaline and need.

The risk amps everything up—my pulse is racing, my dick throbbing as I start moving again, slower this time, careful not to make the desk creak too loud. The shadow lingers for a moment longer, then disappears, the door staying cracked but no one coming in, and I let out a shaky breath, my thrusts picking up speed again as the danger passes—or at least seems to. She’s close now, her fingers working her clit faster, her ass clenching around me as she buries her face in her arms to muffle her moans. “Fuck, Jake,” she gasps, her voice barely a whisper, and then she’s coming, her whole body shaking as her orgasm hits hard, her walls gripping me so tight it’s almost painful.

That’s all it takes—I lose it, slamming into her one last time and spilling deep, my dick pulsing as I fill her ass, the release so intense I’m gripping the desk edge to keep from collapsing. I held her there for a moment, both of us panting, my hands still on her hips as I catch my breath, the faint hum of the projector and the distant murmur of voices in the hallway bringing me back to reality.

I pull out slow, cum leaking down her thighs as she straightens up, smoothing her dress down with shaky hands, her glasses still crooked as she turns to face me. “That was… reckless,” she says, her voice hoarse but steady, a faint smile tugging at her lips—like she’s already replaying it in her head, savoring the thrill of almost getting caught.

“Yeah,” I mutter, zipping up my jeans, my own breathing still uneven as I grab my backpack. “But worth it.” I don’t wait for her reply—just head for the door, glancing back once to see her adjusting her glasses, that crescent moon tattoo disappearing under her skirt as she gathers her things, the lecture hall silent again but charged with what we just did.


Chapter 5: Lights, Camera, Leverage

The days following our reckless encounter in the lecture hall blurred into a haze of restless energy and lingering adrenaline. I’m still reeling from the height of almost getting caught, the way Elena’s body trembled against mine as she whispered for me to keep going despite the cracked door and the shadow in the hall. Her composure afterward—smoothing her dress, adjusting her glasses like nothing happened—only made it hotter, like she thrives on the edge as much as I do. I’m expecting things to cool off after that, for her to pull back and keep our arrangement strictly off-camera again, but when Thursday’s lecture rolls around, she throws me a curveball that flips everything on its head.

She’s wrapping up class, her voice steady as she assigns a reading on influencer culture, when she glances my way—just a flicker, barely noticeable to anyone else—and says, “Jake, could you stay a moment? I’d like to discuss your last assignment.” It’s a flimsy excuse, and we both know it; I haven’t turned in anything worth discussing. The other students don’t bat an eye, filing out as usual, and I stay in my seat, my pulse already kicking up as I watch her gather her notes at the podium.

Once the room’s empty, she steps closer, her heels clicking against the linoleum, and leans against the desk in front of me, her gray dress hugging her curves in a way that’s professional but still devastating. “I’ve been thinking,” she starts, her tone low and deliberate, her glasses catching the fluorescent light as she adjusts them. “Our… arrangement has been mutually beneficial so far, wouldn’t you agree?”

I nod, swallowing hard, my dick already stirring at the implication. “Yeah, it’s worked out,” I say, keeping my voice steady, though my eyes are already dipping to the crescent moon tattoo peeking out above her knee—a reminder of the secret that’s kept us tangled up like this.

She smiles, faint but sharp, and crosses her arms under her chest, pushing her tits up just enough to make my throat dry. “Good. Because I’d like to propose a new arrangement—one that could be even more lucrative for you.” She pauses, letting the words hang, and I’m leaning forward now, caught on every syllable. “I want you to join me on my OnlyFans. Perform with me on camera. If you do, I’ll split the earnings with you—fifty-fifty. It’s a lot more than you’d make slinging coffee or tutoring freshmen, I can promise you that.”

I blink, caught off guard, my brain scrambling to process what she’s offering. Join her on OnlyFans—Luna Luxe—with her subscribers watching every move? It’s a step beyond anything we’ve done, a line I didn’t think she’d cross, but the idea of it—of fucking her on camera, of getting paid for it—has my dick hardening faster than I can think straight. “You serious?” I ask, my voice is rougher than I mean it to be. “What’s the catch?”

“No catch,” she says, her smile widening just a fraction, that same glint of control in her eyes—like she’s savoring the power shift, even as she hands me a piece of it. “Just mutual profit. You’ve already proven you can keep a secret—and you’re not exactly shy in private. I think my subscribers would eat you up. But if you’re not interested…” She trails off, shrugging lightly, though her gaze stays locked on mine, daring me to bite.

I don’t even need to think it over. The thought of her under me, over me, all of it recorded for her fans—it’s too fucking hot to pass up, and the promise of cash on top of it seals the deal. “I’m in,” I say, standing up slow, my jeans tight now as I step closer to her. “When do we start?”

She doesn’t flinch as I crowd her space, just tilts her head slightly, her lips parting on a soft exhale. “My place, Saturday night. Bring something black to wear—mask optional.” She gives me a quick once-over, her eyes lingering on my crotch for a split second before flicking back up with a smirk. “I’ll email you the address—and a script, if you’re up for a little roleplay.”

Saturday night rolls around faster than I expect, and I’m pulling up to her apartment in a quiet part of town, a sleek condo building that looks too upscale for a professor’s salary—guess Luna Luxe pays better than I thought. She buzzes me up, and when I step into her place, it’s all dark wood floors and minimalist decor, a stark contrast to the cluttered chaos of my dorm. The living room’s been turned into a makeshift studio—tripods and ring lights set up around a plush sectional sofa, a camera already rolling on a timer, catching the ambient glow of string lights draped across the wall.

She’s waiting for me in a black silk robe that barely reaches mid-thigh, her hair loose and spilling over her shoulders, her glasses off for once—makes her look more like Luna Luxe than Dr. Marwood, and the shift sends a jolt straight to my groin. “You’re punctual,” she says, her voice low and teasing as she hands me a black silk mask, the kind you’d see at a masquerade ball. “Put this on if you want anonymity. Subscribers love a little mystery.”

I don’t bother with the mask—fuck it, I’m already past the point of playing it safe—and strip down to the black briefs she told me to bring, my dick already half-hard just from the way she’s looking at me, her eyes raking over my chest like she’s sizing up her prize. “What’s the script?” I ask, tossing my shirt onto a chair, my pulse kicking up as she steps closer, her robe slipping off one shoulder to reveal the edge of a black lace bra.

“Simple,” she says, her fingers brushing my arm as she guides me to the sofa, positioning us in front of the camera. “You’re the student who caught me in a compromising position—sound familiar? —and now you’re here to… collect. Subscribers love a dynamic power, so they lean into it. Don’t hold back.” She hits record, the red light blinking on, and steps back, shedding her robe completely to reveal the full lingerie set—black lace bra, matching garter belt, stockings that hug her thighs like a second skin. No panties, just her bare pussy glistening already, the crescent moon tattoo stark against her hip as she straddles my lap, the camera catching every angle.

“Start talking,” she murmurs against my ear, her voice a purr as she grinds down slow, her heat pressing against my dick through the briefs. “Tell me what you caught me doing.”

I don’t need much prompting—my hands find her hips, gripping hard as I lean in, my voice rough as I play along for the camera. “Caught you being a dirty fuckin’ slut on OnlyFans,” I growl, loud enough for the mic to pick up, my fingers digging into her ass as I pull her closer. “Thought you were just a boring professor, but nah—you’re Luna Luxe, and now I’m going to make you pay for teasing me all semester.”

She moans soft, performative but real enough to make my dick twitch, her nails raking down my chest as she grinds harder, her thighs flexing around mine. “What’re you going to do about it?” she gasps, her head tipping back, giving the camera a perfect view of her arched spine, her tits straining against the lace bra as I yank it down, freeing them to the cool air.

“Gonna fuck you raw,” I say, my voice a growl as I shove my briefs down, my dick springing free, hard and leaking already as I guide her hips, lining her up. “Ride me like the slut you are—show your fans how good you take it.” She doesn’t hesitate, sinking down onto me in one smooth motion, her pussy tight and hot as she takes me to the hilt, a low moan spilling out her as her walls stretch around me. The camera’s catching it all—the way her ass bounces with every roll of her hips, the wet slap of our bodies, the crescent moon tattoo flexing on her hip as she rides me slow, deliberate, drawing it out for her subscribers.

She’s a fuckin’ pro—knows exactly how to angle herself for the lens, her hands braced on my shoulders as she picks up the pace, her tits jiggling with every thrust, her moans loud enough to sell the fantasy but real enough that I feel her tightening around me, already close. “Fuck, you’re big,” she gasps, her voice breathy, her thighs trembling as she grinds down harder, her clit rubbing against my pelvis with every move. “Knew you’d feel good—knew you’d stretch me out.”

I’m losing it fast, my hands gripping her ass so hard I’ll probably leave marks, my hips snapping up to meet hers, the sofa creaking under us as we fuck like it’s the last thing we’ll ever do. “Not done with you yet,” I mutter, my voice rough as I pull her off me mid-thrust, ignoring her whine of protest as I flip her around, bending her over the arm of the sofa so her ass is up, her hands braced on the cushions, the camera getting a perfect shot of her dripping pussy and the tight hole above it.

“Ass now,” I say, loud enough for the mic to catch, my dick slick with her juices as I spread her cheeks, pressing the tip against her tight ring. She tenses for a second, but then she’s pushing back, eager, her voice a desperate whimper as she mutters, “Fuck it—do it.” I go slow at first, working myself in inch by inch—she’s tight as fuck, gripping me like a vise, and I’m groaning loud, one hand on her hip, the other tangled in her hair as I pull her head back, giving the camera a clear view of her flushed face, her lips parted in a silent moan.

Once I’m fully in, I start moving, slow thrusts turning harder, faster, her ass bouncing with every snap of my hips, the wet slap of skin on skin mixing with her moans—louder now, rawer, like she’s forgotten the camera and it’s just us. “Fuck, Jake,” she gasps, her voice breaking as she reaches back, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing fast, chasing her own release while I pound into her. “Don’t stop—going to cum—fuck—”

She cums hard, her ass clenching around me as her whole-body shakes, a choked moan spilling out her as her orgasm hits, her fingers still working her clit through it, her thighs trembling against the sofa. That’s all it takes—I’m right behind her, the sight of her falling apart on camera pushing me over the edge. “Gonna fill this ass,” I growl, my thrusts erratic now as I slam into her one last time, spilling deep, my dick pulsing as I cum hard, thick and hot, her tight hole milking every drop as I hold her there, panting, my hands still gripping her hips.

We stay like that for a moment, catching our breath, the camera still rolling as I pull out slow, cum leaking down her thighs, glistening in the ring light as she straightens up, smoothing her hair back with shaky hands, her cheeks flushed red. She glances at me over her shoulder, a faint smirk tugging at her lips as she reaches over to stop the recording, the red light blinking off. “That was… a hell of a debut,” she says, her voice hoarse but steady, a mix of professional appraisal and raw satisfaction. “They’re going to love you.”

The video goes live the next day, and by Monday morning, my inbox is flooded with notifications from her OnlyFans account—subscriber comments, tips, requests for more. She wasn’t kidding about the money—our first video pulls in over $3,000 in less than 48 hours, and after her cut, I’m looking at $1,500 deposited straight into my account, no strings attached. It’s more cash than I’ve ever seen at once, more than I’d make in a month slinging coffee at the campus café, and the high of it—the money, the sex, the power—has me hooked harder than I thought possible.

She emails me later that week, a breakdown of the earnings attached with a note: Good work, Jake. Ready for round two? Let’s push it further next time. Attached is a script idea—something about a professor “disciplining” a student in her office—and I’m already hard just thinking about it, already counting the cash we’ll pull in. This new arrangement’s a whole different game, and I’m all into blackmail needed anymore, just the promise of her body on camera and the kind of money that makes a broke college kid feel like a king.


Chapter 6: The Escalation

The success of our first on-camera collaboration has shifted something fundamental between Elena—or Luna Luxe—and me. What started as a blackmail-fueled fling has morphed into a partnership with stakes higher than I ever imagined. My bank account’s ballooning with every upload—$2,500 from that first video alone, now sitting pretty after taxes and her cut, a number that still feels surreal for a broke college junior like me. The OnlyFans notifications keep coming subscribers begging for more, tips stacking up like digital confetti, custom requests flooding their inbox with offers too good to turn down. It’s not just the money, though that’s a hell of a drug—it’s the rush of fucking her on camera, knowing thousands are watching, stroking themselves to every thrust, every moan. By the time Thursday’s lecture rolls around, I’m itching for more, my body humming with anticipation as I sit in the back row of Intro to Media Studies, watching her lecture on digital voyeurism with an irony so thick it’s practically tangible.

She’s in a charcoal blazer today, a crisp white blouse underneath, the kind of outfit that screams “professional” but can’t hide the body I’ve memorized—the curve of her hips, the way her thighs flex when she moves. Her glasses perch low on her nose, and every time she adjusts them, I’m flashing back to her on her knees in her office, those same glasses fogging up as she took me down her throat. I’m half-hard just sitting here, my notebook untouched, pretending to take notes while my mind’s elsewhere, specifically on the email she sent last night: Friday night, at my place. Live stream this time. Subscribers are offering bonuses—$500 just for the announcement. We split everything 50/50. Don’t be late.

Friday night, I’m at her upscale condo by 8 PM sharp, my nerves buzzing as I step into her living room turned studio. The setup’s more elaborate than the last two tripods with high-def cameras angled for wide and close-up shots, a ring light casting a warm glow across the space, fairy lights draped along the walls for ambiance. A laptop sits open on the coffee table, already logged into her OnlyFans account, the live stream announcement pinned to her page with a timer counting down. She’s waiting for me in a sheer red bodysuit that’s more suggestion than coverage—her nipples hard against the fabric, the crescent moon tattoo stark on her hip, her dark hair loose and spilling over her shoulders like a curtain of silk. No glasses tonight, just pure Luna Luxe, her eyes sharp and hungry as she takes me in, a smirk tugging at her glossy lips. “You’re punctual,” she says, her voice low and teasing as she adjusts the second camera, her ass swaying with every step, the bodysuit riding up just enough to show the curve where thigh meets cheek. “They’re already tipping—$500 just for the tease. We’ll split it like before.”

I strip down to the black boxers she asked me to bring, my dick already stirring as I watch her move, every motion deliberate, designed to rile up her audience—and me. “What’s the play?” I ask, tossing my shirt onto a chair, my pulse kicking up as she steps closer, her perfume hitting me like a wave—something spicy and dark, cutting through the faint musk of the room.

“Live stream,” she says, handing me a black silk mask I don’t bother putting on—fuck anonymity at this point, I’m all in. “They’re paying extra for real-time. Tips are rolling in fast—$50, $75 already, and we haven’t even started. They want a power dynamic again—you’re the student who caught me in a compromising position, here to collect. Lean into it, talk dirty, don’t hold back.” She hits record on the laptop, the live stream kicking off with a soft chime, the chat exploding instantly: Fuck yes, he’s back! —Make her scream, man! Tips for $100 for a close-up! She straddles my lap on the plush sectional sofa, her hands on my chest as she leans in, her lips brushing my ear just out of the mic’s range. “Play it rough,” she whispers. “They love that.”

She turns to the camera, her voice a purr as she addresses her audience, her hips grinding down slow, her pussy already wet through the bodysuit as she rubs against my hardening dick. “You ready for us, babies?” she says, her tone dripping sex, her nails grazing my shoulders as the tips climb—$200, $300, pushing past $800 before we’ve even done more than tease. I grip her hips, tearing the bodysuit at the crotch with a rough yank, the fabric ripping loud enough for the mic to catch, and she gasps, her nails digging into my skin as I expose her—glistening, swollen, her clit peeking out from her folds, begging to be touched. “Fuckin’ tease,” I growl for the audience, my voice rough as I shove my boxers down, my dick springing free, hard and leaking at the tip, a bead of precum glistening in the ring light. “Ride me—show ‘em what a slut you are.”

She sinks onto me in one smooth motion, her pussy tight and hot as she takes me to the hilt, a low moan spilling out as her walls stretch around me, her thighs flexing around mine. The camera’s catching it all—her ass bouncing with every roll of her hips, the wet slap of our bodies, her tits jiggling against the torn bodysuit as she speeds up, grinding down hard, her clit rubbing against my pelvis with every thrust. “Fuck, you’re big,” she gasps, her voice breathy, playing it up for the stream but real enough that I feel her tightening around me, already close. The chat’s a frenzy—Damn she’s taking it! Tips $200 for doggy! and the tips hit $1,200 in fifteen minutes flat.

I yank the bodysuit down further, freeing her tits completely, her nipples hard and dark as I latch onto one, sucking hard, my teeth grazing just enough to make her moan louder, her nails raking down my back. “Harder,” she pants, her hips slamming down, and I’m matching her thrust for thrust, my hands gripping her ass so hard I’ll leave bruises, the sofa creaking under us as we fuck like it’s a performance art piece. She cums fast, her pussy clenching around me as she shakes, a choked moan spilling out as her orgasm hits, her thighs trembling, the camera catching every shudder—she’s a pro, milking it for the audience, her eyes half-closed, lips parted in a way that’s pure Luna Luxe.

I don’t let her catch her breath—flip her onto her knees on the sofa, her ass up, face down, the second camera zooming in as I spread her cheeks, her pussy dripping, her tight hole above it glistening with lube she must’ve prepped with. “Ass now,” I say loud for the mic, my dick slick with her juices as I press the tip against her back entrance. She pushes back, eager, her voice a desperate whimper. “Do it—fuck my ass for them.” I slide in slow, inch by inch—she’s tight as fuck, gripping me like a vise, and I’m groaning loud, one hand tangled in her hair as I pull her head back, her moans spilling out raw as I start thrusting, slow at first, then harder, faster, her ass bouncing with every snap of my hips.

The chat’s losing it—Holy fuck, that’s hot!—Tip $300 for a cumshot!—and the tips surge again, hitting $2,500 as I pound into her, her hand slipping between her legs to rub her clit, her moans turning to screams as she cums again, her ass clenching around me so tight it’s almost painful. “Gonna fill this ass,” I growl, my thrusts erratic now, and she nods frantically, her voice breaking. “Do it—cum in me!” I lose it, slamming in one last time and spilling deep, my dick pulsing as I empty into her, thick and hot, her tight hole milking every drop as I hold her there, panting, the camera catching the cum leaking down her thighs as I pull out slow.

But we’re not done subscribers are tipping for more, the total climbing past $3,000 mid-stream, and Elena’s already shifting gears, her voice breathy but commanding as she glances at the chat. “They want toys,” she says, reaching for a sleek black case on the coffee table, pulling out a thick glass dildo with ridges and a vibrating anal plug, the kind that looks like it’ll wreck her in the best way. “On your back,” she orders, her tone sharp for the camera, and I comply, lying back on the sofa as she straddles me again, this time facing away, her ass in full view as she lubes up the plug and slides it into herself, a low moan escaping as it settles deep, the vibration kicking on with a faint hum.

She hands me the dildo, her eyes glinting as she positions herself over my dick again, this time taking me into her pussy while the plug buzzes in her ass. “Fuck me with it,” she gasps, guiding my hand as I slide the glass toy alongside my dick, stretching her pussy further, the ridges catching on her walls as I thrust it in time with my hips. She’s losing it now, her moans louder, rawer, her body shaking as the double penetration—my dick, the dildo, the plug—pushes her over the edge again, her third orgasm hitting hard, her pussy clamping down so tight I can barely move, her screams muffled as she bites down on her own arm to keep from waking the neighbors.

The chat’s a storm—Fuck yes, double her up! —Tip $500 for a facial! —and I’m close again, the sight of her falling apart on top of me too much to handle. I pull out the dildo, tossing it aside as I flip her onto her back, her legs spread wide, the plug still buzzing as I straddle her chest, jerking myself hard and fast. “Open your mouth,” I growl, and she does, her tongue out, eyes locked on mine as I cum hard, thick ropes hitting her lips, her cheeks, dripping down her chin as the camera zooms in, the tips spiking to $4,000 as the stream hits its peak.

She wipes her face with a finger, licking it clean for the camera, her voice hoarse but teasing as she signs off. “Thanks for the ride, babies—keep tipping for more.” The live stream ends with $5,500 in tips alone, plus subscriber fees from over 300 viewers—total haul for the night hits $8,000, split fifty-fifty, so $4,000 lands in my account by Monday morning, no questions asked. It’s obscene money, more than I’d make in half a year at any campus gig, and it’s got me hooked—hooked on her, on the cash, on the thrill of performing live for thousands.


Chapter 7: The Final Frame

The partnership with Elena—Luna Luxe—has evolved into something I never saw coming. It’s no longer just about blackmail or leverage; it’s a full-on enterprise, a twisted symbiotic dance that’s made me more money in a few weeks than I’d scrape together in a year of campus gigs. After the live stream raked in $8,000—my cut landing at $4,000—we’ve kept the momentum going, dropping weekly videos that pull in thousands more, subscribers eating up every depraved second we give them. But tonight, as we gear up for what Elena’s calling our “grand finale” for the semester, I can feel the stakes climbing higher than ever. She’s hinted at something big—something “extra special” for her top-tier subscribers—and the way her eyes glint when she talks about it has me braced for a night that’ll push every boundary we’ve got left.

It’s Saturday night, back at her upscale condo, the studio setup dialed up to eleven—three cameras rolling for multiple angles, ring lights casting a golden glow, and a laptop open with a private live stream link shared only with her highest-paying fans. The announcement alone pulled in $1,000 in tips before we even started, and the chat’s already buzzing with anticipation as I step into the room. Elena’s waiting for me, dressed in a black leather corset that cinches her waist tight, her tits spilling over the top, paired with thigh-high stockings and garters—no panties, just her bare pussy beneath it all, the crescent moon tattoo stark against her pale skin. Her hair’s pulled back in a severe ponytail, and she’s got her glasses on tonight, giving her that commanding professor vibe that makes my dick twitch before we’ve even begun.

“You ready for this, Jake?” she asks, her voice low and teasing as she adjusts the third camera, her ass swaying with every step, the leather creaking softly. She gestures to a sleek black strap-on harness lying on the sofa, a thick silicone dildo attached—nine inches, ridged, intimidating as fuck. “They’ve been begging for this—$2,500 upfront just for the concept. Split fifty-fifty, as always. Plus, tips during the stream.”

I swallow hard, my pulse kicking up as I take in the setup—the cameras, the chat already flooding with filth—Fuck him up, Luna!—Tip $200 for pegging!—and the dildo she’s buckling around her hips, the harness framing her pussy lips in a way that’s obscene and perfect. I’ve never done this before—never even thought about it—but the money, the heat in her eyes, the sheer kink of it all has me nodding before I can overthink it. “Yeah,” I say, my voice rough as I strip down to nothing, my dick already hard just from the way she’s looking at me, like I’m her prey for the night. “Let’s do it.”

She starts the stream, the red light blinking on as she addresses her audience, her voice a sultry purr. “Welcome back, babies,” she says, stepping closer to me, the strap-on swinging between her thighs as she runs a hand down my chest, her nails grazing my skin. “Tonight’s special—my naughty students earned a lesson he won’t forget. Tip big, and I’ll make him scream for you.” The chat erupts—Fuck yes! Tips for $300 for restraints! And I’m already feeling the heat as she pushes me down onto the sofa, my back hitting the cushions with a soft thud.

She grabs a pair of leather cuffs from the coffee table—part of the kit she’s clearly planned out—and secures my wrists to the armrests, pulling them tight enough that I can’t move, my chest heaving as she straddles my thighs, her strap-on brushing against my dick just enough to make me hiss. “You’ve been bad, Jake,” she says, loud for the camera, her voice dripping with mock authority as she leans in, her lips brushing my ear. “Caught me being a slut online, thought you could control me—but tonight, I’m in charge.” The chat’s losing it—Make him beg!—Tip $500 for forced orgasm!—and the tips are surging, hitting $1,000 in minutes as she grabs a bottle of lube, slicking up the dildo with slow, deliberate strokes, her eyes locked on mine behind those glasses.

“Spread your legs,” she orders, her tone sharp, and I do it without thinking, my knees falling apart as she positions herself between them, the tip of the strap-on pressing against my ass, cold and slick with lube. I tense, my breath hitching, but she don’t rush it—just circles the head around my hole, teasing, stretching me slow as she leans down, her lips brushing mine in a filthy kiss, her tongue slipping into my mouth as she pushes in, just the tip at first, the stretch burning but not painful—not yet. “Relax,” she murmurs against my lips, her voice softer now, just for me, and then she thrusts deeper, an inch at a time, the ridges catching on my rim as she fills me, the sensation overwhelming—tight, full, fucking intense—and I’m groaning loud, my head tipping back against the sofa as the camera zooms in.

“Fuck,” I gasp, my voice raw as she starts moving, slow thrusts at first, her hips rolling with a rhythm that’s got me twitching, my dick leaking onto my stomach without even being touched. The chat’s going wild—Look at him take it!—Tip $400 for deeper!—and she listens, slamming in harder, deeper, the dildo hitting a spot inside me I didn’t even know existed, a jolt of pleasure so sharp I’m seeing stars, my whole body jerking against the cuffs as I moan louder than I ever have, the sound echoing in the room.

She don’t let up—grabs a vibrating cock ring from the table, slicking it up quick before sliding it onto my dick, the base tight around me as it buzzes to life, low at first but enough to make my balls tighten, the pressure building fast. “You’re going to cum for me,” she says, loud for the audience, her voice a growl as she fucks me harder, the strap-on stretching me wide, her hips snapping rough now, the leather creaking with every thrust. “Gonna make you cum without touching that pretty dick—forced fuckin’ orgasm for my fans.”

I’m losing it, my moans turning to desperate gasps as the vibrations ramp up, her thrusts hitting that spot over and over, relentless, the pleasure pooling hot and urgent in my gut. “Fuck, Elena—” I choke out, my voice cracking, my wrists straining against the cuffs as my hips buck, chasing it, the camera catching every twitch, every bead of sweat on my skin, my dick throbbing red and leaking against my stomach. The chat’s a storm—Make him scream! —Tip $600 for cum now! —and the tips hit $2,000 as she leans down, her lips brushing my ear again, her voice a whisper just for me. “Cum, Jake—give it to them.”

It hits like a fuckin’ Freight train—no warning, just a wave of pleasure so intense I’m shouting, my whole body seizing as I cum hard, ropes of it spilling across my chest, my stomach, splattering up to my chin as my ass clenches around the dildo, the vibrations dragging it out, making me shake through the aftershocks, my vision blurring as I slump against the sofa, panting, wrecked. She slows her thrusts, pulling out slow with a wet pop, the strap-on glistening as she unbuckles it, tossing it aside before leaning in to lick a stripe of cum off my chest, her tongue hot against my overheated skin, the camera catching every second as the chat erupts—Holy fuck!—Tip $800 for more!

She don’t stop there—grabs a wand vibrator from the table, cranking it to the highest setting as she presses it against my still-twitching dick, the overstimulation making me jerk hard against the cuffs, a raw moan tearing out me as she forces another wave of pleasure, my body convulsing even though I’m spent, the wand relentless until I’m begging—“Fuck, stop, please—”—but she just smirks, her glasses slipping down her nose as she keeps going, dragging a second, weaker orgasm out me, my cum barely a trickle now but enough to smear across my abs, the camera zooming in as the tips spike to $3,500.

She finally cuts the stream, the red light blinking off as she unties my wrists, her touch gentler now, her smirk softening into something like approval as she wipes her hands on a towel, tossing me one to clean up. “You’re a fucking star,” she says, her voice hoarse but steady as she checks the laptop—$5,000 in tips alone, plus subscriber fees from 400 viewers pushes the total haul to $9,000, split fifty-fifty, so $4,500 lands in my account by Monday morning, no fuss. “They’re already begging for more—might have to make this a regular thing.”

I’m still catching my breath, my body aching in the best way as I wipe the cum off my chest, my head spinning with the money and the high of it all—the most intense, kinky shit I’ve ever done, and I got paid a fortune for it. Elena’s already planning the next shoot—something about a dungeon setup—but I’m barely listening, my mind on the cash, the power, the way she broke me down on camera and made me love every second. This arrangement’s turned into more than I bargained for—a full-blown addiction, a goldmine, a fucked-up fairy tale—and as I leave her condo that night, my bank account fatter and my limits shattered, I know I’m in too deep to ever walk away.
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