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Chapter 1

My heart pounds in my chest as I walk down the empty hallway toward Dr. Wu's office. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting harsh shadows across the polished floor. My palms are sweaty, and my mouth feels dry. I need to convince her to give me a passing grade, or my college football scholarship is toast. I never thought I'd be begging a professor for anything, but Dr. Wu's English Lit class is kicking my 19-year-old ass harder than any linebacker ever could.

Coach made it clear last week — no pass, no play. And no play means goodbye scholarship, goodbye NFL dreams, goodbye everything I've worked for since I was a kid throwing spirals in my backyard. Fuck. I can't let that happen.

Dr. Wu is a total MILF — an Asian MILF. But she’s a hard ass professor. As I approach her office, I notice the door isn't fully closed. A sliver of warm light spills onto the dark hallway floor. I'm about to knock when I hear Dr. Wu's voice, not her usual composed, authoritative tone, but something different — raw, frustrated.

"I'm so fucking tired of this, Carl," she says, her voice carrying through the gap. "Do you even understand what I need anymore?"

I freeze, my knuckles hovering inches from the door. Carl is her husband. She’s mentioned him in class before. I should announce myself. I should walk away. But my feet remain rooted to the spot.

"That's bullshit and you know it," she continues, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. "When was the last time you actually made me come? I can't even remember."

Holy shit. My pulse quickens. Dr. Wu — the same woman who lectures about Hemingway and Shakespeare with perfect composure — is talking about... sex? With her husband?

"Your dick is too small to satisfy me, Carl. It always has been." Her words are sharp, cutting. "And you can't even stay hard long enough to matter. Two minutes? That's all I get?"

My cock stiffens instantly in my jeans. I should not be hearing this. Dr. Wu — prim, proper, always-buttoned-up Dr. Wu — talking about dick size and orgasms.

"I need a real man, Carl. Someone who doesn't cum the second I touch him." She laughs, a bitter sound that sends shivers down my spine. "Do you know how pathetic it is to fake it every time? To lie there while you roll over and start snoring?"

I swallow hard, trying to quiet my breathing. The hallway suddenly feels a hundred degrees hotter.

"I still have needs." Her voice drops to a whisper that I have to strain to hear. "I need to be fucked properly. Hard. For more than two goddamn minutes."

My hand involuntarily slides down to adjust my growing erection. The Dr. Wu I thought I knew — stern, untouchable, academic — is dissolving before my ears, replaced by a flesh-and-blood woman with desires and frustrations. A woman who isn't getting what she needs.

"I don't care anymore. I'm hanging up now." Her voice rises again, annoyed. "Call me when you've figured out how to use what little you have."

I hear the distinct sound of a phone being slammed down, followed by a frustrated sigh. It's now or never. Before I can second-guess myself, I knock on the partially open door.

"Come in," she calls, her voice instantly transforming back into the professional tone I recognize from class.

I push the door open slowly. Dr. Wu sits behind her desk, her sleek black hair framing her face. She looks up, surprise flickering across her features when she sees me.

"Tyler? I wasn't expecting students at this hour." She removes her glasses, setting them carefully on the desk.

"Sorry to bother you, Dr. Wu. I was hoping we could talk about my grade." My voice sounds strained even to my own ears.

"Of course," she says, gesturing to the chair across from her desk. "Please, sit down."

As I cross the room, I notice everything about her. She’s sexy as fuck — a total MILF wet dream come true. Her silk blouse is unbuttoned one button too many, revealing a hint of cleavage. She has the tits of a busty cheerleader, and they’re begging to rip out of her blouse.

"What can I help you with?" she asks, leaning forward slightly.

The movement causes her blouse to gap, giving me a glimpse of her lacy black bra underneath. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper. Jesus Christ.

I force my eyes up to her face, but that's no safer. Her lips are full and painted a deep red. Without her glasses, her hazel eyes appear larger, more vulnerable somehow. There's a slight flush to her cheeks — leftover anger from her phone call, maybe — that makes her look younger, more vibrant.

"My... uh... my grade," I stammer, trying to remember why I came here in the first place.

"Ah, yes." She stands up suddenly, smoothing down her tight pencil skirt. The fabric clings to her curves, outlining hips much fuller than I'd realized. She walks to a filing cabinet, her ass swaying hypnotically with each step. Her heels click against the floor, and I notice her calves are toned and shapely. When she bends slightly to open a drawer, the skirt tightens across her ass, and I have to bite my lip to stifle a groan.

She turns, catching me staring. Something flickers in her eyes — amusement? Interest? She doesn't look away as she returns to her desk, file in hand.

"Your midterm essay was..." she pauses, setting the file down and leaning against her desk instead of returning to her chair. The position puts her directly in front of me, close enough that I can smell her perfume — something expensive and subtle, with hints of vanilla.

Her skirt has ridden up slightly, revealing more of her thighs than I've ever seen before. My mouth goes dry as I imagine running my hands up those thighs, pushing that skirt higher...

"Tyler? Are you listening?" There's a knowing edge to her voice now.

"Sorry, Dr. Wu," I mumble, forcing my eyes back to her face.

She smiles — not her usual tight, professional smile, but something warmer, more predatory. She reaches up and unpins her hair, letting it fall around her shoulders in a silky curtain. The simple action is so unexpected, so intimate, that it feels like I'm watching her undress.

"Let's discuss what we can do about your... performance," she says, and I swear there's a double meaning in her words.

My cock is so hard now it hurts. All I can think about is what I overheard — her unsatisfied needs, her desire to be fucked properly — and how badly I want to be the one to give her what she's missing.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, trying to hide the massive hard-on straining against my jeans. Dr. Wu's eyes flick down to my lap, and a small smile plays at the corners of her red lips.

Fuck. She noticed.

I expect embarrassment, maybe even disgust, but instead, that predatory look in her eyes intensifies. Her eyes widen when she sees the outline of my big cock straining against my pants. She's enjoying this — enjoying the effect she has on me. My throat tightens as I try to remember what I was going to say about my failing grade.

"So, Tyler," she says, her voice silkier than it ever sounds in class, "you're concerned about your grade in my course?"

I nod, hyper-aware of how my cock throbs with each beat of my heart. "If I don't pass your class, I lose my scholarship." The words tumble out in a rush. "And if I lose my scholarship, I'm done. Football is my ticket, Dr. Wu. My only ticket."

Her eyes narrow slightly as she studies me. "The star quarterback needs my help, is that it?" She's still leaning against her desk, directly in front of me, her skirt riding high on her thighs. "Your performance on the field is quite impressive, I hear. But unfortunately, your performance in my classroom leaves much to be desired."

The way she says "performance" makes my cock twitch. Is she doing this on purpose?

"I know I messed up on the midterm," I admit. "But I've been working harder. I just... I need this class."

"What you need," she says, pushing off from the desk, "is to apply yourself more... thoroughly." She walks around her desk, trailing her fingers along its edge. "Your writing shows potential, but you lack... penetration. Your analysis doesn't go deep enough."

Holy shit. I'm not imagining this. The innuendo is deliberate.

She circles around, coming to stand behind my chair. I can feel her presence, smell her perfume. "You rush through the material too quickly," she continues, her hands suddenly on my shoulders. Her touch is light but firm, her fingertips pressing into my muscles. "Some subjects require more patience, more attention to... detail."

Her hands knead my shoulders gently. My heart is hammering so hard I'm sure she can feel it through my shirt. This can't be happening. Not with Dr. Wu. Not with a professor.

"I've seen how you perform under pressure," she murmurs, her mouth close to my ear now. "How you... rise to the occasion."

Her hand slides down my chest, just for a moment, before she continues her circuit around me. When she comes into view again, I notice she's unbuttoned another button on her blouse. The gap widens, revealing more of her cleavage.

"The question is," she says, leaning against the desk again, this time directly in front of me, her legs slightly parted, "how badly do you want to pass my class?"

My mouth goes dry. "I'll do anything," I hear myself say.

"Anything?" Her eyebrow arches. "That's a dangerous offer to make, Tyler." She uncrosses her legs and leans forward, placing her hand on my thigh. My muscles tense under her touch. Her hand is warm, her nails lightly scratching against the denim of my jeans.

"I'm serious," I say, my voice rougher than I intend. "I can't lose my scholarship."

Her hand inches higher on my thigh, moving dangerously close to my aching cock. "Perhaps we can come to an arrangement," she suggests, her voice dropping to a whisper. "A mutually beneficial arrangement."

I swallow hard. "What kind of arrangement?"

Her hand slides all the way up, finally brushing against my erection. I can't stop the groan that escapes my lips. "One where you give me what I need," she says, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through my jeans, "and I give you what you need."

"Dr. Wu — " I start, but she cuts me off.

"Mei," she corrects me. "In this context, I think you should call me Mei."

Her hand fully cups my erection now, squeezing gently. My hips involuntarily buck into her touch. "Fuck," I hiss.

"My," she says with a satisfied smile, "the rumors about the quarterback's... equipment seem to be true." She applies more pressure, and I have to grip the arms of the chair to stay still. "Very impressive. So much bigger than my husband."

My brain short-circuits. This is insane. This is Dr. Wu — Dr. Mei Wu — my English professor, touching my dick and talking about an "arrangement."

"What exactly do you need from me?" I ask, though I think I already know the answer.

She leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. "I need to be fucked, Tyler. Properly fucked. By someone who can last more than two minutes. By someone with a cock that can actually fill me." Her words are an echo of what I overheard, but now they're directed at me, an invitation.

That does it. Something snaps inside me. I surge forward, grabbing her waist and pulling her onto my lap. She gasps in surprise, but it quickly turns into a moan as I capture her lips with mine.

Her mouth is hot and eager, her tongue pushing against mine with an urgency that matches my own. I tangle one hand in her silky hair, tugging just enough to make her gasp. My other hand finds her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her tight skirt.

"Yes," she breathes against my lips. "Show me what those strong quarterback hands can do."

I groan and kiss her harder, more demanding. Her hands are busy too, unbuttoning my shirt, her nails scratching lightly down my chest. When she reaches my jeans, she expertly undoes the button and slides down the zipper.

"I've watched you in those tight football pants," she confesses, her hand slipping inside my boxers to wrap around my cock. "I've imagined what you were hiding."

Her skilled fingers stroke up and down my length, and my eyes nearly roll back in my head. Her grip is firm, confident — not tentative like the girls my age. She knows exactly what she's doing.

"Fuck, Mei," I grunt, my hands now moving to her blouse. I'm not gentle as I pull it open, sending a button flying. She doesn't seem to care. If anything, my roughness excites her more.

Her breasts are encased in black lace, spilling over the top of her bra. I squeeze them through the fabric, feeling their weight, their softness. She arches into my touch, grinding herself against my lap.

"More," she demands, guiding my hands to the clasp of her bra. I fumble with it for just a moment before it comes undone, freeing her breasts. They're perfect — full and round with dark nipples that are already hard.

I pinch one nipple between my fingers, making her cry out. My other hand moves back to her ass, squeezing roughly as I pull her tighter against me. Her hand is still working my cock, stroking faster now.

"Is this what you need?" I growl against her neck, biting down lightly. "A student to fuck you properly? To make you come like your husband can't?"

"Yes," she hisses, her head falling back. "God, yes. I need your young, hard cock. I need you to use me."

Her words send a fresh surge of lust through me. I stand suddenly, lifting her with me. In one swift move, I turn and set her on the edge of her desk, pushing between her legs. Our mouths crash together again, hungry and demanding.

My hands push her skirt up around her waist as hers tug my jeans down further. We're frantic now, pawing at each other, grinding against one another. I can feel the heat of her through her panties as she rubs against my exposed cock.

"Tell me you want this," I demand, my hand squeezing her breast roughly. "Tell me you want my cock."

"I want it," she moans, her legs wrapping around my waist. "I want your big cock inside me. I want you to fuck me like I haven't been fucked in years."

Her confession sends a jolt of pure need straight to my groin. I've never wanted anyone as badly as I want Dr. Wu right now.

Dr. Wu suddenly breaks our kiss and gives me a look that burns straight through me. Her eyes are wild with lust as she swipes her arm across her desk, sending papers, pens, and books clattering to the floor. The sound echoes through the empty building, but neither of us gives a shit. She turns around, bends over the desk, and looks back at me over her shoulder. Her skirt is bunched around her waist, revealing a black lace thong that barely covers her ass. My cock throbs painfully at the sight of her presenting herself to me like this — my professor, bent over her own desk, begging to be fucked.

"Show me what a real man can do," she purrs, arching her back to push her ass higher. "Show me what I've been missing."

A surge of power rushes through me. This isn't some fumbling hookup with a drunk sorority girl. This is Dr. Wu — the woman who's been making my life hell all semester, who's graded my papers with brutal efficiency, who commands respect from everyone on campus. And now she's bent over, offering herself to me, needing me.

I step closer, running my hands over the smooth curve of her ass. Her skin is soft, perfect. I give it a hard squeeze, leaving red marks from my fingers. She moans, pushing back against my touch.

"You want this cock?" I growl, pressing my length against her ass, still separated by her thin panties. "You want a student to fuck you right here in your office?"

"Yes," she hisses, grinding back against me. "Stop teasing and fuck me already."

I hook my fingers into the sides of her thong and roughly pull it to the side, exposing her pussy. She's soaking wet, her folds glistening in the office light. I run my thumb along her slit, collecting her juices, amazed at how ready she is.

"Look how wet you are for me," I taunt, bringing my thumb to her lips. Without hesitation, she sucks it into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the digit, tasting herself. The sight nearly makes me lose it right there.

"Fuck me," she demands again, releasing my thumb with a pop. "Put that big cock in me."

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pushing slightly against her. I could go slow, ease into her, but that's not what she wants. That's not what I want either. With one forceful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her.

"Fuck!" we both cry out simultaneously. She's tight — so fucking tight — and hot, her walls squeezing around me like a vise. I have to pause, gritting my teeth to keep from cumming immediately.

"Oh my god," she moans, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk so hard her knuckles turn white. "So big... so full..."

I pull back until just the tip remains inside her, then slam forward again. The impact makes her whole body jerk forward, her breasts bouncing beneath her half-torn blouse. The sight drives me wild. I establish a hard, fast rhythm, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

The sound of skin on skin fills the office, punctuated by her increasingly loud moans and my grunts. Each time I drive into her, the desk scrapes slightly against the floor. It's raw, it's primal, and it's the hottest thing I've ever experienced.

"Is this what you needed?" I taunt, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "A big young cock to fill you up? To fuck you properly?"

"Yes!" she cries, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "God, yes! Harder!"

I comply, ramming into her with even more force. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds we're creating. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her silky black hair, pulling it hard enough to arch her back even more.

She lets out a cry that's part pain, part pleasure. "Yes! Pull my hair! Treat me like your fucking whore!"

Her words ignite something primal in me. I yank her blouse the rest of the way open, buttons flying everywhere. Her breasts spill free, hanging heavy and perfect. I reach around and roughly grab one, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"You like that?" I growl, giving her nipple a twist. "You like being manhandled by your student?"

"I love it," she moans, her voice hoarse with desire. "Fuck me like you hate me. Like you've been thinking about all semester while I lectured."

I pull out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. But before she can complain, I flip her over onto her back, her ass at the edge of the desk. I want to see her face when I fuck her, want to watch those perfect tits bounce with each thrust.

I push her legs up and apart, opening her completely to me. Her pussy is swollen and glistening, her juices coating her inner thighs. I line myself up again and drive back into her in one hard stroke.

"Oh fuck!" she screams, her back arching off the desk. I grab both her tits now, squeezing them roughly as I pound into her. They overflow my hands, soft and perfect.

"Look at you," I pant, increasing my pace. "The proper Dr. Wu, spread out on her desk, getting fucked by a student. What would the department think?"

"I don't care," she gasps, her eyes rolling back. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I'm in a zone I've never experienced before, driven by pure animal lust. I lean down and take one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking hard before biting down gently. Her walls clench around me in response, pulling me deeper.

"You feel so fucking good," I groan against her breast. "So tight. So wet for me."

Her legs wrap around my waist, her heels digging into my lower back, urging me deeper. One of my hands moves to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. Her pussy clenches again, even tighter this time.

"You like that?" I ask, slightly increasing the pressure on her throat. "You like being choked while I fuck you?"

"Yes," she whispers, her voice strained. "Mark me. Show me who I belong to now."

I thrust harder, faster, my hand still on her throat, my other hand gripping her hip for leverage. The desk is rocking now, the legs scraping loudly across the floor with each impact. Anyone walking by would know exactly what's happening in Dr. Wu's office, but neither of us can bring ourselves to care.

"I'm close," she pants, her eyes locked on mine. "Oh god, I'm going to cum. You're going to make me cum so hard."

"Do it," I command, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Cum all over my cock. Show me how much better I am than your husband."

Her body goes rigid, her back arching impossibly high off the desk. Her mouth opens in a silent scream as her pussy convulses around me, squeezing and pulsing. I can feel every spasm, every contraction as her orgasm tears through her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she finally chants, her body shaking uncontrollably. "I'm cumming! Don't stop!"

I pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, making it more intense. The sight of Dr. Wu — composed, professional Dr. Wu — completely falling apart beneath me is the most erotic thing I've ever seen. Her face is flushed, her hair a mess, her perfect body covered in a sheen of sweat.

Her walls continue to grip me like a vise, and I can't hold back any longer. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and explode. Rope after rope of hot cum shoots deep into her pussy as I groan her name.

"Mei, fuck, Mei!"

She moans as she feels me pulsing inside her, filling her. Her legs tighten around me, keeping me deep, making sure every drop stays inside her. I collapse on top of her, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat.

"Holy shit," I finally manage, my face buried in her neck.

She laughs softly, her hands running up and down my back. "Indeed," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I believe we've come to a very satisfactory arrangement regarding your grade, Mr. Brady."


Chapter 2

The bass pounds through the gymnasium, lights flashing across sweaty bodies as students grind against each other on the makeshift dance floor. I'm leaning against the wall, nursing a red cup of spiked punch, when I spot her across the room. Dr. Wu — Mei — stands behind the refreshment table, ladling punch into cups with a smile that doesn't reach her eyes. But holy fuck, that dress. My cock immediately stiffens in my jeans as I take in the sight of her. Since our office encounter three days ago, I haven't been able to think about anything except getting inside her again. And now, seeing her in that barely-there dress, I know tonight's the night for round two.

She's wearing a tight black number that hugs every curve of her body like it was painted on. The hemline barely covers her ass, revealing miles of toned leg ending in fuck-me heels that make her calves flex in a way that has my mouth watering. The neckline plunges dangerously low, showcasing her cleavage, the soft swells of her breasts pushing against the fabric with each movement. When she leans forward to serve punch, I catch a glimpse of black lace underneath — she's wearing the same bra from our office encounter.

My eyes trail up to her face. Her hair is styled in loose waves, framing her features perfectly. Her lips are painted that same deep red that left marks on my cock three days ago. She looks both sophisticated and utterly fuckable — the perfect combination of class and raw sexuality.

As I watch, she glances up and our eyes lock across the room. For a split second, her professional mask slips, and I see naked hunger in her gaze. She quickly looks away, resuming her role as the proper faculty chaperone, but that brief connection is all the encouragement I need.

I drain my cup and push off from the wall. My cock throbs with each step I take toward her. What I'm about to do is risky as hell — we're surrounded by students and faculty — but the danger only makes me harder. The memory of her bent over her desk, begging me to fuck her harder, has been replaying in my mind for days. I need to touch her again.

The refreshment table is momentarily deserted as the DJ switches to a popular song, drawing everyone to the dance floor. Dr. Wu stands alone, her back to me, rearranging cups. Perfect.

I slide up behind her, close enough that she can feel my presence but not quite touching. "Nice dress, Dr. Wu," I murmur, my voice low enough that only she can hear.

She stiffens slightly but doesn't turn around. "Mr. Brady," she acknowledges, her voice carefully neutral. "Enjoying the dance?"

"Not as much as I'm about to," I reply, closing the final distance between us. My front presses against her back, my hard cock nestling against the curve of her ass. I feel her sharp intake of breath.

"Tyler," she whispers, a warning tone in her voice. "We're in public."

I reach around her, pretending to grab a napkin, but instead, my hand brushes against her thigh, just below the hem of her dress. "No one's watching," I assure her, my fingers slowly inching upward. "They're all too busy dancing."

Her breath hitches as my fingers slip under her dress, tracing patterns on her inner thigh. "This is inappropriate," she says, but she doesn't move away. If anything, she presses back against me slightly.

"More inappropriate than fucking your student on your desk?" I challenge, my hand moving higher until I reach the lace of her panties. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, and when my fingers brush against her covered pussy, I discover she's already wet. "Seems like your body disagrees with you, Dr. Wu."

She makes a small, needy sound in the back of her throat. "Follow me," she says suddenly, stepping away from my touch. "Five minutes."

I watch as she walks across the gym, her ass swaying hypnotically in that tight dress. She disappears through a side door that I know leads to a hallway of offices and faculty restrooms. I count to thirty, adjusting my obvious erection before casually making my way in the same direction.

The hallway is dimly lit and deserted. As I walk down it, a door opens, and a hand shoots out, grabbing my arm and pulling me inside. I find myself in a small bathroom — not a student restroom with stalls, but a private, single-room faculty bathroom with a locked door.

Mei is on me instantly, her mouth crashing against mine, her tongue pushing past my lips. She tastes like cherry lip gloss and desire. I back her up against the sink, my hands finding her ass, squeezing the firm flesh as I grind my cock against her.

"You're playing a dangerous game," she gasps as I move my mouth to her neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive skin. "Anyone could have seen you touching me out there."

"But they didn't," I growl against her throat. "And the risk made you wet, didn't it?" I push my hand between her legs again, this time directly against her panties. The fabric is soaked. "Yeah, it did."

She moans, her head falling back to give me better access to her neck. "I've been thinking about you," she confesses, her hands working at my belt. "About your cock. About how you filled me up."

Her words send a surge of lust through me. I grab the top of her dress and roughly yank it down, exposing her breasts still covered by that black lace bra. Without hesitation, I tear the bra down too, freeing her tits to my hungry gaze.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," I mutter before capturing one nipple in my mouth. I suck hard, making her cry out, her hands clutching at my hair. My teeth graze the sensitive peak, and her back arches, pushing more of her breast into my mouth.

My hands aren't idle either. I reach behind her and find the zipper of her dress, yanking it down in one swift motion. The garment pools at her feet, leaving her in just a tiny black thong and those killer heels.

"Turn around," I command, releasing her nipple with a wet pop. "I want to see that ass."

She complies immediately, turning to face the mirror above the sink. The sight of her nearly naked body, just the thin strip of her thong and those heels, makes my cock strain painfully against my jeans. I press myself against her back, my hands coming around to cup her breasts, squeezing them roughly.

"Look at yourself," I tell her, meeting her eyes in the mirror. "Look at how fucking sexy you are, standing in a school bathroom, letting your student strip you naked."

Her eyes are dark with lust, her lips parted as her breathing quickens. I pinch her nipples, rolling them between my fingers, making her gasp and squirm against me.

"Do you like being treated like this?" I ask, one hand sliding down her flat stomach to the waistband of her thong. "Like a slut? Like my personal fucktoy?"

"Yes," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine in the mirror. "I love it. I love how you make me feel."

My hand dips inside her thong, fingers sliding through her wet folds. "So fucking wet," I groan, circling her clit with my middle finger. She bucks against my hand, a small whimper escaping her lips.

I turn her face to the side with my free hand, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss as my fingers continue to work her pussy. My thumb rubs circles on her clit while I push two fingers inside her, feeling her walls clench around them.

"Tyler," she moans against my lips, her hips moving in rhythm with my fingers. "God, yes."

I trail kisses along her jawline, down her neck, biting the junction where her neck meets her shoulder just hard enough to make her gasp. All the while, my fingers pump in and out of her pussy, my palm grinding against her clit.

Her hands grip the edge of the sink, her knuckles white as she pushes back against me. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around my fingers.

"Not yet," I whisper in her ear, withdrawing my hand. She makes a frustrated sound that turns into a moan when I spin her around and drop to my knees in front of her. I rip her thong down her legs, leaving her completely naked except for those heels.

I spot a small table against the wall — some kind of utility table, sturdy enough for what I have in mind. I stand and grab Mei by the arm, pulling her toward it.

"On your back," I command, my voice rough with need. "Head hanging off the edge."

She complies immediately, lying down and positioning herself so her head tilts back off the table, her throat forming a straight line from her mouth down. Her naked body is laid out before me like a feast, her tits pointing upward, her legs spread slightly, those fuck-me heels still on her feet. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper as I move to stand at her head, looking down at her upside-down face. Her glasses are still on, giving her that sexy librarian look even as she's spread out naked and waiting for my cock.

"You know what I'm going to do to you?" I ask, slowly unbuckling my belt.

She licks her lips, her eyes fixed on my hands. "Yes," she whispers, her voice husky with anticipation.

"Tell me," I demand, pulling my zipper down. "I want to hear you say it."

"You're going to fuck my mouth," she says, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "You're going to use my throat like a pussy."

"That's right," I growl, freeing my cock from my boxers. It springs out, hard and thick, the head already leaking pre-cum. "And you're going to take every inch like a good little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes," she breathes, her mouth falling open in invitation.

I step closer, positioning the head of my cock at her lips. I run it along her mouth, smearing pre-cum across her perfect red lipstick. "Stick out your tongue," I order. When she does, I slap my cock against it a few times, enjoying the way her eyes widen at the degradation.

"You look so fucking hot like this," I tell her, tangling one hand in her hair to hold her head steady. "A respected professor, spread out naked, about to get her throat fucked by a student. What would your colleagues think if they could see you now?"

Her only response is to open her mouth wider, her tongue extended, eager for me to begin. I press the head of my cock against her lips, feeling them stretch around my girth. I push forward slowly, inch by inch, watching her take me into her mouth.

The angle is perfect — her head tilted back creates a straight shot down her throat. I push deeper, feeling the resistance as I hit the back of her mouth, then the incredible sensation as I push past it into her tight throat.

"Fuck," I hiss as her throat constricts around my cock. She gags slightly, her eyes watering behind her glasses, but she doesn't pull away. If anything, her hands reach up to grab my thighs, pulling me deeper.

I withdraw slightly to let her breathe, then push back in, establishing a rhythm. Each thrust goes a little deeper, a little harder. Her throat bulges visibly with each penetration, and the sight of it has me groaning in pleasure.

"That's it, take that cock," I growl, my grip on her hair tightening. "Your mouth was made for this, wasn't it? Made to be fucked."

She moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. Her hands move from my thighs to her own breasts, squeezing and pinching her nipples as I use her mouth.

I speed up my thrusts, no longer gentle or cautious. Her lipstick is smeared all over my cock now, her saliva dripping down her face and into her hair. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the small bathroom, punctuated by my grunts and the slap of my balls against her face.

"You like being treated like a whore?" I ask, pulling out enough to let her answer.

"Yes," she gasps, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. "Use me. Fuck my throat."

I slam back in, harder this time, pushing until my balls rest against her nose. She gags violently, her throat spasming around my cock, but I hold her there, forcing her to take it all.

"Fucking slut," I spit, finally letting her breathe. "Look at you, choking on student cock and loving every second of it."

Her eyes are streaming tears now, her mascara running down her temples. But she maintains eye contact the entire time, her gaze filled with lust and submission. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen — this powerful, intelligent woman completely giving herself over to me, letting me use her in the most degrading way.

I establish a brutal pace, my hips pistoning as I fuck her face relentlessly. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of sounds. She's drooling uncontrollably now, saliva coating my shaft and balls, making the slide even smoother.

"Touch yourself," I command, noticing her hands still on her breasts. "Show me how wet this is making you."

One of her hands immediately moves between her legs, fingers finding her clit. She moans around my cock as she touches herself, her body writhing on the table.

"That's it, finger that pussy while I fuck your throat," I growl, my thrusts becoming even more aggressive. I'm practically lifting her head off the table with each pull on her hair, then slamming it back down as I drive my cock into her throat.

She gags and chokes, her throat convulsing around me in the most incredible way. Her glasses are askew on her face, fogged up from her tears and heavy breathing, but somehow still in place. The sight of Dr. Wu — prim, proper Dr. Wu — being throat-fucked into oblivion while wearing her professorial glasses is so fucking hot it nearly makes me cum right then.

"You're nothing but a cock sleeve," I taunt, my voice rough with exertion. "A fucking cum dumpster. Is this what you think about when you're lecturing? Getting face-fucked by your students?"

She moans around my cock, her fingers working faster between her legs. I can see her getting close to orgasm just from this — from being used and degraded and throat-fucked.

"You're such a fucking whore," I continue, my grip on her hair almost painful now. "A desperate, cock-hungry slut who — "

The sound of the bathroom door opening cuts me off mid-sentence. I freeze, my cock buried deep in Mei's throat, and look up to see a middle-aged man standing in the doorway, his expression shifting from confusion to shock to horror.

Carl. Her husband.

For a split second, time seems to stand still. Then Mei makes a choked sound around my cock, trying to pull away, but I hold her firmly in place, my hand tightening in her hair.

"Don't move," I command her, my eyes locked with her husband's.

To my surprise, Carl doesn't yell or charge at me. He just stands there, his mouth hanging open, his eyes fixed on the sight of his wife naked on a table with a student's cock down her throat.

A surge of power rushes through me. Rather than stopping, I slowly pull out until just the head of my cock rests on Mei's lips, then push back in deliberately, making her take every inch while her husband watches.

"Close the door, Carl" I tell him, my voice calm but authoritative. To my shock, he complies, stepping fully into the bathroom and letting the door swing shut behind him.

Mei is frozen beneath me, her eyes wide with panic as they dart between me and her husband. I lean down close to her ear.

"He's going to watch," I whisper, loud enough for Carl to hear. "He's going to see what a real man does to his wife."

I straighten up and lock eyes with Carl again.

"Stay right there," I order. "Don't move. Don't speak. Just watch while I show you how your wife deserves to be fucked."

Carl swallows hard but doesn't leave. His eyes are glued to the scene before him, a mixture of humiliation and — surprisingly — fascination in his gaze.

I return my attention to Mei, whose body is trembling beneath me. I pull my cock from her mouth completely, letting her catch her breath.

"Please," she gasps, but I'm not sure if she's begging me to stop or to continue.

I make the decision for her, pushing my cock back between her lips. "Suck it," I command. "Show your husband how much you love my cock."

To my amazement — and clearly to her husband's as well — she begins to suck eagerly, her tongue swirling around the head before I push deeper into her throat again.

"That's it," I encourage, resuming my thrusts, slower now, making sure Carl can see every detail. "Show him what you've been missing. Show him how a real man uses you."

Carl takes a small step forward, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. I can see the bulge in his pants — the sick fuck is actually getting turned on watching his wife being used.

"Stay where you are," I snap at him. "You don't get to participate. You only get to watch."

I pull my cock out of Mei's mouth, a string of saliva connecting the tip to her swollen lips. Her chest heaves as she gasps for air, her naked body flushed with arousal despite — or perhaps because of — her husband's presence.

"Please," she says again, her voice a ragged whisper.

"Please what?" I ask, stroking my wet cock inches from her face.

Her eyes flick to her husband, then back to me. Something changes in her expression — a decision made, a threshold crossed.

"Please fuck me," she says clearly, loud enough for Carl to hear every word. "I need your cock inside me."

I pull my cock out of Mei's mouth with a wet pop, strands of saliva connecting us for a moment before breaking. Her lips are swollen, her makeup smeared across her tear-streaked face. I grab her by the arm and yank her off the table, spinning her around and shoving her against the bathroom wall. Her palms slap against the tile as she braces herself, her ass pushed back toward me, still wearing nothing but those fuck-me heels. I position myself behind her, my cock sliding between her ass cheeks as I lean in close to her ear. "You want your husband to see what a whore his wife is?" I growl, loud enough for Carl to hear. "You want him to watch while I fuck you like the slut you are?"

"Yes," she moans, grinding back against me. "Show him. Show him what I need."

I glance over my shoulder at Carl, who stands frozen by the door, his eyes wide with shock and humiliation. But he doesn't leave. He doesn't try to stop us. He just watches, his breathing heavy, a visible bulge in his pants betraying his twisted arousal.

"Look at your pathetic husband," I tell Mei, grabbing a fistful of her hair and forcing her to turn her head toward Carl. "Getting hard watching his wife about to be fucked by a student half his age."

I position my cock at her entrance, feeling how wet she is — soaked for me, her juices running down her inner thighs. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. We both cry out at the sudden penetration, her back arching sharply.

"Fuck!" she screams, her fingers clawing at the tile wall. "Oh god, yes!"

I establish a punishing rhythm immediately, slamming into her with enough force to make her body jolt forward with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the small bathroom, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

"Is this what you've been missing?" I taunt, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "A real cock? A real man who knows how to use a tight pussy like yours?"

"Yes," she gasps, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "So much better... so much bigger..."

I reach around and grab her breast roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. "Tell him," I demand. "Tell your husband how much better my cock feels."

She hesitates for just a moment. I respond by delivering a sharp slap to her ass, the crack reverberating off the bathroom walls. She yelps, her pussy clenching around me in response.

"Tell him!" I command again.

"Your cock is so much bigger than his," she cries out, her words directed at her husband though her face is turned away in shame. "You fuck me so much better. So much harder."

I glance at Carl, expecting anger, but instead see him palming himself through his pants, his eyes locked on where my cock disappears into his wife's pussy. The sight fuels my dominance even more.

"Look at your husband," I tell Mei, yanking her hair to force her head up. "Look at how pathetic he is, jerking off while watching you get fucked by another man."

She looks, and the sight seems to break something in her. "Harder," she begs me. "Fuck me harder. Make me your whore."

I'm more than happy to oblige. I increase my pace, my hips slamming against her ass with bruising force. Each thrust drives her forward, her breasts bouncing, her body trapped between me and the wall. I'm fucking her like an animal now, all pretense of gentleness gone.

"You fucking slut," I growl, releasing her hair to deliver another stinging slap to her ass. The red handprint blooms instantly on her pale skin. "This is all you're good for, isn't it? Being a fucktoy for my big cock?"

"Yes," she sobs, the word barely audible over the sounds of our bodies colliding. "Just a fucktoy. Your fucktoy."

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her. Her legs begin to shake, threatening to give out beneath her. I wrap my other arm around her waist, holding her up, keeping her in position for my cock.

"You like being treated like a piece of meat?" I ask, my voice harsh with exertion. "Like nothing but a hole to be fucked?"

"I love it," she gasps. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I move my hand from her waist to her throat, gripping it firmly and pulling her back against my chest. The new angle allows me to thrust upward into her, hitting spots that make her cry out with each penetration. My fingers tighten on her neck, restricting her breathing just enough to make her light-headed.

"Look at your husband while I choke you," I command. "Show him what a dirty whore you are."

Her eyes lock with Carl's as I continue to fuck her, my hand squeezing her throat. There's something electric in that connection — the ultimate humiliation for him, the ultimate liberation for her. She's no longer hiding who she is or what she wants. She's embracing it, flaunting it in front of the man who could never satisfy her.

I release her throat, allowing her to gasp for air. Before she can fully recover, I spin her around to face me, lifting her against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively as I drive back into her, our faces now inches apart.

"Wrap your legs tighter," I order, bouncing her on my cock. "Take it deeper."

She complies, her ankles locking behind my back, her heels digging into my ass. In this position, I can go even deeper, my cock reaching parts of her that I'm certain her husband has never touched.

I capture her mouth in a brutal kiss, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her whimper. When I pull back, I shove two fingers into her mouth. "Suck," I command. "Taste yourself on my fingers like the dirty bitch you are."

She sucks eagerly, her tongue swirling around my digits, her eyes never leaving mine. I'm using every part of her — her mouth, her pussy, her entire body — treating her like an object that exists solely for my pleasure. And she's loving every second of it.

"You're nothing but a set of holes to fuck," I tell her, removing my fingers from her mouth and using them to pinch her nipple instead. "A worthless slut who can't even keep her legs closed around her students."

I punctuate my words with particularly hard thrusts, making her head bang against the wall. She doesn't seem to care about the pain — if anything, it intensifies her pleasure.

"Yes," she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders. "I'm a slut. I'm your slut. Use me however you want."

I deliver a sharp slap across her face, not hard enough to truly hurt but enough to shock her. Her pussy clenches around me immediately, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. "Fucking whore," I hiss. "You like being slapped while you're getting fucked?"

"God, yes," she gasps, her inner walls fluttering around my cock. "Do it again."

I oblige, slapping her other cheek while driving my cock relentlessly into her. She's close — I can feel it in the way her pussy grips me, in the trembling of her thighs around my waist.

"You going to cum?" I ask, my voice rough with exertion. "Going to cum all over my cock while your husband watches?"

"Yes," she cries, her head thrashing from side to side. "I'm so close. Please let me cum."

I look over at Carl, who's still watching, his hand now inside his pants, stroking himself as he witnesses his wife's degradation. "You hear that?" I call to him. "Your wife is begging me to let her cum. Something she probably never does with you."

His face flushes with humiliation, but he doesn't stop watching, doesn't stop touching himself. The power I have over both of them is intoxicating.

I turn my attention back to Mei. "Cum for me, slut," I command, increasing my pace to an almost brutal level. "Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like."

My words push her over the edge. Her body goes rigid in my arms, her back arching away from the wall, her mouth opening in a silent scream before a guttural cry tears from her throat. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing and pulsing with an intensity that nearly makes me lose control.

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" she screams, her entire body shaking violently. "Oh god, I'm cumming so hard!"

I continue to pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, making it more intense than anything she's experienced before. Her eyes are unfocused, her body limp in my arms as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her.

"That's it," I growl, still thrusting hard and fast. "Cum all over my cock. Show him what he can't give you."

Her orgasm seems to go on forever, her inner walls milking my cock, trying to draw out my own release. But I'm not ready to cum yet. I've got more plans for Dr. Wu and her pathetic husband.

Mei slumps against me, her body still trembling with aftershocks as I continue to pound into her oversensitive pussy. Her hair is a tangled mess, her makeup completely ruined, tears and sweat mingling on her flushed face. She looks utterly wrecked — fucked stupid by her student while her husband watched the whole thing. The sight of her like this, completely conquered and used, pushes me closer to the edge. I've been holding back, savoring the control, but now I want to mark her in the most primal way possible. I want to fill her with my cum, claim her completely, right in front of her pathetic excuse for a husband.

"Too much," she whimpers as I continue thrusting into her. Her pussy is swollen and sensitive after her intense orgasm, but I don't slow down. If anything, I fuck her harder, my hands gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so her husband gets a perfect view of where my cock disappears inside her.

"Take it," I growl, sweat dripping down my back as I pound into her relentlessly. "Take every fucking inch."

Her head falls forward onto my shoulder, her breath coming in short gasps against my neck. Her walls continue to pulse around me, little aftershocks of her orgasm making her twitch and moan with each thrust.

"Please," she moans, though I'm not sure if she's begging me to stop or to finish inside her. I decide it's the latter.

"You want my cum?" I pant, my rhythm becoming more erratic as I feel my own orgasm building. "You want me to fill this tight pussy up?"

"Yes," she breathes, her lips brushing against my ear. "Cum inside me. I want to feel it."

I glance over at Carl, who's still watching, his hand moving rapidly inside his pants. The pathetic fuck is about to cum just from watching me use his wife.

"Look at your husband," I command Mei, turning her face toward him. "Look him in the eyes while I fill you with my cum."

She obeys, her gaze locking with Carl's. The connection between them in this moment is electric — her complete submission to me happening right in front of him, his complete powerlessness to stop it.

"I'm going to cum inside your wife," I tell him directly, my voice strained with effort as I continue to thrust. "I'm going to pump her full of my load. And you're going to watch every second of it."

Carl's face contorts in a mixture of humiliation and twisted pleasure. He doesn't speak, doesn't try to stop me. He just watches, his hand still working furiously inside his pants.

I turn my attention back to Mei, driving into her with renewed force. "Your husband's jerking off watching you get fucked," I hiss in her ear. "What kind of pathetic loser gets off watching his wife take student cock?"

"He knows he can't satisfy me," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders. "He knows I need more than he can give."

Her words push me closer to the edge. I'm going to cum soon, and I want to make sure it's the most intense experience for all three of us.

"Beg for it," I demand, slowing my thrusts to prolong the moment. "Beg me to cum inside you while your husband watches."

"Please," she moans, loud enough for Carl to hear every word. "Please cum inside me, Tyler. Fill me up. I need it. I need your cum so badly."

That does it. The pressure that's been building at the base of my spine explodes outward. I slam into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as the first pulse of cum erupts from my cock.

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" I roar, my fingers digging into her ass hard enough to bruise as I hold her firmly in place. "Taking every fucking drop!"

My cock pulses inside her, shooting rope after rope of hot cum deep into her pussy. I can feel it filling her, some of it already leaking out around my shaft, dripping down her thighs.

"Yes," she moans, her eyes rolling back as she feels my release. "So much... so hot..."

I continue to pump into her slowly, making sure every last drop of cum is deposited inside her. Her inner walls milk me, squeezing around my sensitive cock, drawing out every bit of pleasure.

Finally spent, I lean against her, both of us breathing heavily, our bodies slick with sweat. For a moment, we stay like that — connected, my softening cock still inside her, her legs still wrapped around my waist.

Then I slowly lower her to the ground, making sure she's steady on her feet before I step back. My cock slips out of her with a wet sound, followed immediately by a trickle of cum that runs down her inner thigh.

The sight is obscenely erotic — Dr. Mei Wu, standing naked except for her heels in a school bathroom, makeup ruined, hair disheveled, my cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy. Her husband Carl stands a few feet away, a wet spot visible on the front of his pants where he's apparently finished himself off.

I tuck my cock back into my boxers and pull up my jeans, zipping and buckling my belt with deliberate slowness. I straighten my shirt and run a hand through my hair, making myself presentable while Mei remains naked and dripping.

"Clean her up," I tell Carl, my voice calm but commanding.

He blinks, confused. "What?"

"You heard me," I say, taking a step toward him. "Get on your knees and clean my cum out of your wife's pussy. With your tongue."

Carl's eyes widen in shock. He looks at Mei, then back at me, swallowing hard.

"Now," I snap, enjoying the way he flinches at my tone.

To my amazement — and clearly to Mei's as well — Carl slowly sinks to his knees in front of her. He hesitates for just a moment before leaning forward, his tongue extending to lick the trail of cum on her thigh.

"Jesus Christ," Mei whispers, her hand automatically moving to the back of Carl's head.

I watch as he works his way up her thigh, eventually reaching her pussy. The sight of her husband licking another man's cum from her body is the ultimate display of submission — his to me, hers to both of us.

"That's it," I encourage, leaning against the sink to enjoy the show. "Get every drop. Show your wife what you're good for."

Carl continues his task, his tongue working diligently as Mei's breathing quickens again. She's getting turned on by this final humiliation, her hand pressing Carl's face more firmly against her.

I let them continue for a minute before checking my watch. "I should get back to the dance," I say casually, as if I haven't just completely upended their marriage. "People might start to wonder where we all disappeared to."

I walk to the door, then pause with my hand on the handle. "Oh, and I'll be coming over to your house tomorrow night," I inform them. "For some... private tutoring."

Carl looks up from between his wife's legs, his face smeared with her juices. "What?"

"You heard me," I reply with a smirk. "I expect to be welcomed at eight o'clock sharp. Every night from now on."

I look at Mei, whose expression is a mixture of shock and arousal at my boldness. "I'll need daily sessions if I'm going to improve my grade, right, Dr. Wu?"

She nods slowly, a small smile forming on her lips despite herself. "Yes, I believe that would be... beneficial to your academic progress."

"And Carl will be there to watch," I continue, turning my gaze back to him. "To learn how a real man fucks his wife."

Carl lowers his eyes, unable to hold my gaze. His submission is complete.

"Eight o'clock," I remind them. "Don't make me wait."

With that, I open the door and step out into the hallway, closing it behind me. As I walk back toward the gymnasium, I can't help but smile to myself. I came to Dr. Wu's office worried about failing her class. Now I'm not only going to pass, but I've gained something much more valuable — complete control over her and her husband.

I check my reflection in a hallway mirror, straightening my collar and wiping a smudge of lipstick from my neck. No one at the dance will suspect what just happened. No one will know that their respected English professor is currently naked in a bathroom, her pussy filled with my cum, her husband on his knees before her.

But I know. And tomorrow night at eight, I'll remind them both exactly who's in charge now.
.
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