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Chapter 1

My heart pounds against my ribs as I walk down the empty hallway, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like my anxious thoughts. This meeting with Dr. Arora is my last shot at saving my football scholarship. Fail her class, lose my position as quarterback, lose everything I've worked for. My palms are sweaty, and I wipe them against my jeans before reaching her office door. That's when I hear her voice — different than the cool, composed tone she uses in class — raw, frustrated, intimate.

Dr. Arora is a total MILF — a sexy Indian MILF. She’s hotter than all of the cheerleaders on the college football team. But she’s a hard ass professor.

I freeze, my knuckles inches from the door. It's slightly ajar, enough to let her voice filter out into the empty hallway. She's on the phone, and she doesn't sound happy.

"No, Arjun, I'm tired of having this conversation," she says, her voice tight with frustration. "Do you have any idea how humiliating this is for me? I'm in my prime, and you can't even keep it up for more than two minutes."

Holy shit. I know I should walk away, come back later, but my feet are rooted to the spot. This is Dr. Arora — brilliant, untouchable Dr. Arora — talking about her sex life.

"Your dick is too small to do anything anyway," she continues, her voice dropping lower, meaner. "You think I can feel that? You think that pathetic excuse for a cock satisfies me?"

My mouth goes dry. I've never heard her use language like this. In class, she's all precise vocabulary and literary references. Now she sounds like one of the girls at a frat party, raw and unfiltered.

"I'm tired of faking it. I'm tired of lying there while you grunt and sweat and cum before I even get started." Her voice breaks a little. "Do you know how long it's been since I've had a real orgasm with you? Years, Arjun. Fucking years. I don’t think I even had an orgasm the night we got married."

Heat floods my body, pooling in my groin. I shouldn't be listening to this. This is private. But my cock hardens in my jeans as I picture Dr. Arora, frustrated and unsatisfied, touching herself after her husband falls asleep.

"No, don't call me back. I have a student coming in. We'll talk about this later — though I don't know what good talking will do when the problem is that you can't fuck me properly."

There's a slam — her phone hitting the desk — followed by a deep, shaky sigh. I hear movement, the creak of her chair, the soft rustle of fabric. I should knock, announce myself, pretend I just arrived. Instead, I wait another beat, adjusting my suddenly too-tight jeans, trying to will away my erection. It doesn't work.

I knock lightly and push the door open. "Dr. Arora? You wanted to see me about my paper?"

She's standing by her bookshelf, back to me, and when she turns, I see her in a completely new light. She's not just my literature professor anymore. She's a woman — a hot, unfulfilled woman with needs and desires that aren't being met.

"Tyler, yes, come in." Her professional mask slides back into place, but now I can see the cracks in it. The slight flush on her cheeks. The way she tucks a strand of black hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture I've never noticed before.

I close the door behind me, watching as she moves to her desk. Her pencil skirt hugs every curve of her ass, the fabric stretching tight across her thighs as she sits. My eyes trace the outline of her body, details I've never allowed myself to fully register before.

Dr. Arora is fucking hot. Like, seriously hot. Her white blouse has the top two buttons undone, revealing just a hint of cleavage, the swell of her breasts pushing against the silky fabric. Her skin is a warm, light brown, smooth and flawless. Her black hair falls in sleek waves past her shoulders, and those full lips, usually pressed into a serious line while lecturing, now look soft and slightly parted.

And her tits — fuck, her tits look incredible, straining against her blouse. They're big, bigger than I'd realized when she's standing at the front of the classroom. I wonder if they're as firm as they look, how they'd feel in my hands, how her nipples would harden under my tongue.

"Please, sit down," she says, gesturing to the chair across from her desk. Her voice sounds normal, controlled, but I can't unhear what I just heard — the raw frustration, the explicit words. I can't stop picturing her naked and desperate for a real man to fuck her properly.

I sit down, shifting uncomfortably as my cock strains against my zipper. Her eyes drop briefly to my lap, then back up to my face so quickly I almost think I imagined it. But there's something there, a flicker of something that wasn't there before.

"I wanted to discuss your recent performance in my class," she says, reaching for a folder on her desk. Her glasses slide down her nose a bit, and she pushes them back up with one slender finger. That simple gesture suddenly seems erotic, and I imagine those fingers wrapped around my cock instead.

"You're in danger of failing, Tyler." Her voice brings me back to reality. "And I understand that would jeopardize your scholarship."

I nod, trying to focus on the reason I'm here, not on the way her blouse gaps slightly when she leans forward, offering a deeper view of her cleavage. Not on the wedding ring on her finger that connects her to the man who can't satisfy her. Not on the mental image of her spreading her legs, begging for a real cock to fill her.

"I'm really sorry, Dr. Arora. I know I've been slipping, but with practice and games..." I trail off, distracted by the way she taps her pen against those full lips.

"I understand the pressures of being a student athlete," she says, and there's a softness in her expression that makes my heart race faster. "But I can't simply pass you because you're the star quarterback."

Her eyes hold mine, and for a second, I swear there's something else there. Something hungry. Something that makes me think about what I just overheard, about her unsatisfied needs, about how I could be the one to give her what her husband can't.

"I'll do anything to pass," I say, and my voice comes out lower, rougher than I intended. Her eyes widen slightly, and I see her throat move as she swallows.

"Anything?" she repeats, and the word hangs between us, charged with possibilities neither of us has spoken aloud.

My cock throbs painfully against my jeans as Dr. Arora's eyes drop to my lap again, lingering this time. A small smile plays at the corners of her mouth — not the polite, professional smile she gives in class, but something knowing, hungry. My face burns hot, but I don't try to hide my erection. Something primal in me wants her to see what she does to me, especially after what I overheard.

"I really need to pass your class, Dr. Arora," I say, my voice rougher than I intend. "If I lose my scholarship, that's it for me. No more football, no more college."

She nods slowly, closing the folder of my abysmal grades. "I understand your situation, Tyler. But I have standards that need to be met." Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and my cock jumps in response. "Rigorous standards."

Something in the way she says "rigorous" makes my heart race faster. She stands up, smoothing her tight pencil skirt, and walks around to my side of the desk. I catch a whiff of her perfume — something expensive and subtle that makes me think of sex.

"Your written work shows potential," she says, leaning against the desk just inches from me. Her skirt rides up slightly, revealing more of her toned thighs. "But you need to demonstrate a more... thorough... understanding of the material."

Is it my imagination, or is she emphasizing certain words in a way that has nothing to do with literature?

"I'm willing to put in the work," I tell her, my eyes locked on hers. "Extra credit, tutoring, whatever it takes."

"Whatever it takes?" she repeats, pushing off from the desk. She circles behind my chair, her fingers trailing lightly across my shoulders. The touch, even through my t-shirt, sends electricity down my spine. "That's quite a commitment."

I can't see her now, but I can feel her presence behind me, can hear the soft rustle of her blouse as she moves. My skin prickles with awareness.

"I mean it," I say, staring straight ahead at her desk, at the framed degrees on the wall, at anything to keep my composure. "I'll do anything."

Her hands come to rest on my shoulders, and I nearly jump out of my skin. "Anything is a dangerous word, Tyler," she murmurs, her thumbs making small circles that send waves of pleasure through my body. "It opens up so many... possibilities."

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. This can't be happening. Dr. Arora — brilliant, respected Dr. Arora — can't be coming onto me. But her hands are sliding from my shoulders down my chest, feeling the muscles there through my shirt.

"You work so hard on the field," she says, her voice almost a purr. "All that training, all that discipline." Her hands move back up, then down my arms, squeezing my biceps appreciatively. "Such a shame that same discipline doesn't extend to your studies."

She circles around to face me again, perching on the edge of her desk. From this angle, I can see further up her skirt, to where the fabric stretches tight across her thighs. My cock is so hard it hurts, and when I look up at her face, I can tell she knows exactly what she's doing to me.

"Perhaps we can come to an arrangement," she says, crossing one leg over the other. Her skirt rides up even higher. "A mutually beneficial arrangement."

I can barely think straight, but I manage to nod. "What kind of arrangement?"

Dr. Arora slides off the desk and moves to stand directly in front of me. She places one hand on the arm of my chair and leans down, bringing her face close to mine. I can see the flecks of gold in her dark eyes, can smell the minty freshness of her breath.

"It's very simple," she says softly. "You give me what I need, and I give you what you need." Her free hand comes to rest on my thigh, her fingers dangerously close to my straining erection. "You help me with my... problem, and I help you with yours."

Her hand inches higher on my thigh, and I grip the arms of the chair so hard my knuckles turn white. "What's your problem?" I ask, though after her phone conversation, I have a pretty good idea.

Instead of answering, she lets her hand drift higher until her palm presses against the bulge in my jeans. I can't help the groan that escapes me, and her smile widens.

"So the rumors are true," she murmurs, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through the denim. "The star quarterback is well-equipped in all departments."

Her hand cups me more firmly, squeezing gently, and my hips buck involuntarily against her touch. "Fuck," I hiss, unable to believe this is happening.

"Such language," she chides, but there's no real disapproval in her voice. If anything, she sounds turned on. "Though I suppose I should get used to it if we're going to have this arrangement."

She's still stroking me through my jeans, and it takes all my willpower not to come right then and there. I reach for her, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer.

"So what do you say, Tyler?" she asks, her voice husky with desire. "Do we have a deal?"

In answer, I pull her down onto my lap. Her skirt rides up around her hips as she straddles me, her heat pressing against my hardness. I capture her mouth with mine, kissing her hungrily, all pretense gone.

She responds immediately, her lips parting, her tongue meeting mine in a dance that sends fire racing through my veins. Her hands tangle in my hair, pulling slightly in a way that makes me groan into her mouth.

My hands find her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, feeling it yield under my fingers. She moans against my lips, grinding down against my cock.

"God, you're so fucking hot," I growl, breaking the kiss to look at her. Her lips are swollen, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark with lust. This isn't the composed professor from the classroom — this is a woman consumed by desire.

I reach up to cup her tits through her blouse, feeling their weight, their fullness. They're even better than I imagined, filling my hands perfectly. Her nipples harden under my touch, pressing against the fabric.

"Yes," she gasps, arching into my hands. "Touch me, Tyler. I've seen how you look at me in class."

I'm beyond words now, beyond thought. I unbutton her blouse with shaking fingers, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contains her generous breasts. I pull the cups down roughly, exposing her dark nipples to my hungry gaze.

"Fuck, Dr. Arora," I groan, bending to take one peak into my mouth. She tastes like salt and sweetness, and she cries out when I suck hard, her hands clutching my head to her chest.

Her hand snakes between us, finding the button of my jeans. She has it open in seconds, her fingers pulling down my zipper, seeking the heat beneath. When she wraps her hand around my bare cock, I nearly lose it.

"So big," she murmurs appreciatively, stroking me from base to tip. "So much bigger than my husband's."

Her words send a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I squeeze her ass harder, pulling her against me as she continues to stroke my cock. Her other hand guides mine under her skirt, where I find the damp heat of her pussy through silky panties.

"Is this what you need, Dr. Arora?" I ask, rubbing her through the thin fabric. "Is this what your husband can't give you?"

"Yes," she moans, grinding against my hand. "God, yes. I need this. I need you."

Our mouths crash together again, hungry and desperate. Her hand works my cock faster, and I push her panties aside to slide a finger into her slick heat. She's so wet, so ready for me, and the thought that I've done this to her — that the brilliant, beautiful Dr. Arora is this turned on for me — almost makes me come on the spot.

Instead, I stand up, lifting her with me. In one smooth motion, I sweep the papers from her desk, laying her down on the polished wood surface. She looks up at me, lips parted, blouse open, skirt bunched around her waist, and I know I'm about to give her exactly what she needs.

Dr. Arora slides off the desk and turns around, bending over the polished surface in one fluid motion. She reaches back and lifts her tight skirt, exposing her perfect ass barely covered by black lace panties. My mouth goes dry at the sight of her presenting herself to me, her back arched, her hair falling over one shoulder as she looks back with dark, hungry eyes.

"Show me what a real man can do," she says, her voice husky with need. "Show me what I've been missing."

Something primal takes over me. Gone is the nervous student worried about his grades. In his place stands a man — a man with a throbbing cock and a beautiful woman begging to be fucked. The power of this moment hits me like a physical force. Dr. Arora — brilliant, sophisticated, untouchable Dr. Arora — wants me. Needs me. Is bent over her own desk, waiting for me to claim her.

My hands find her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh. I slide one hand over the curve of her ass, savoring the way she pushes back against my touch. Her skin is smooth and warm under my palm. I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties and yank them to the side, revealing her pussy, glistening with desire.

"Fuck, you're wet," I growl, running a finger through her slick folds. She moans, a sound so needy it makes my cock jump.

"Please," she whimpers, a word I never thought I'd hear from her authoritative mouth. "Don't tease me."

I don't need to be told twice. I free my cock from my jeans, stroking it once, twice against her wetness. She pushes back impatiently, trying to capture me, but I hold her hips firm, controlling the moment.

"You want this cock?" I ask, my voice rough with desire. "You want what your husband can't give you?"

"Yes," she gasps. "God, yes. Please, Tyler."

Hearing my name from her lips — not "Mr. Brady" or "young man" but "Tyler" — sends a surge of lust through me. I position myself at her entrance and thrust forward in one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt in her tight heat.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her body tensing around me. "Oh my god, you're so big."

The sensation is overwhelming — her pussy gripping me like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. I have to pause for a moment, afraid I'll come immediately if I move. But then she rocks back against me, impatient, hungry, and I start to move.

I pull almost all the way out before slamming back in, setting a brutal pace that has the desk creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives her forward, her tits bouncing with the force of our fucking. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the office, punctuated by her moans and my grunts.

"Is this what you need?" I growl, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks. "Is this what you've been craving?"

"Yes," she gasps between thrusts. "Harder. Fuck me harder."

I comply, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. My balls slap against her with each thrust, a primal rhythm that sends sparks of pleasure up my spine. Sweat beads on my forehead, drips down my back, but I don't slow down.

"Take it," I command, surprised by my own dominance. "Take this big cock. This is what a real man feels like."

Her response is a series of broken moans, her body trembling beneath mine. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her silky black hair, pulling her head back. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her cry out in pleasure.

"You're such a fucking slut," I tell her, the filthy words spilling from my mouth without thought. "Getting fucked by your student on your desk. What would the department think?"

"Don't stop," she begs, her voice high and desperate. "Please don't stop."

I release her hair to reach around and grab her blouse, ripping it open with one forceful tug. Buttons scatter across the desk, pinging against the wood. Her bra follows, pushed roughly up to expose her swinging tits. I grab them roughly, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipples between my fingers.

"These tits," I groan, feeling their weight, their fullness. "Fuck, I've been staring at these tits all semester."

She pushes back against me, meeting each thrust with equal force. Her pussy clenches around my cock, growing tighter, wetter. I can feel her getting close, can hear it in the pitch of her moans, the desperation in her movements.

"That's it," I encourage, one hand still gripping her tit, the other snaking around to find her clit. "Come for me. Show me how much you need this cock."

My fingers find the swollen bud and rub fast, hard circles. Her whole body tenses, her back arching sharply.

"Oh god, I'm coming," she cries, her voice breaking. "Tyler, fuck, I'm coming!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing and squeezing as waves of pleasure crash through her. She throws her head back, a long, keening moan tearing from her throat. Her orgasm seems to go on forever, her body shuddering beneath mine.

The sight of Dr. Arora coming undone, combined with the incredible sensation of her pussy milking my cock, pushes me over the edge. I thrust deep one last time, holding her hips flush against mine as my orgasm hits.

"Fuck, I'm coming," I groan, my cock pulsing inside her, filling her with hot spurts of cum. "Taking all my cum in that tight pussy."

We stay frozen for a moment, both panting, both trembling with the aftershocks of intense pleasure. Slowly, I pull out, watching as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is so erotic — Dr. Arora bent over her desk, skirt around her waist, blouse torn open, my cum dripping down her thigh — that I feel my cock stirring again despite having just come.

She turns to look at me, her face flushed, her hair disheveled, her eyes still dark with satisfaction. She looks nothing like the composed professor who strikes fear into the hearts of unprepared students. She looks thoroughly fucked.

"Well," she says, a slow smile spreading across her face. "I think we can definitely work something out regarding your grade, Mr. Brady."


Chapter 2

The bass pounds through the gym like a heartbeat as I scan the crowded dance floor. It's been three days since I bent Dr. Arora over her desk and fucked her senseless, three days of replaying every moan, every thrust, every filthy word we exchanged. I've been half-hard in her class, watching her teach as if nothing happened, as if I don't know exactly what she looks like when she comes. And then I spot her across the room, standing behind the punch table, and my mouth goes dry. She's not dressed like a professor tonight.

Dr. Arora's body is poured into a tight black dress that hugs every curve like a second skin. The neckline plunges between her tits, showing off the deep valley of her cleavage. The hem barely covers her ass, revealing miles of smooth, toned legs that end in fuck-me heels that make her calves look incredible. Her hair is down, falling in loose waves around her shoulders, and her lips are painted a deep, seductive red that makes me think of them wrapped around my cock.

She's smiling politely as she serves punch to a group of students, playing the role of the helpful faculty chaperone. But I know better now. I know what she needs, what she craves. My cock hardens instantly at the sight of her, straining against my jeans as I remember how tight her pussy felt around me, how she begged me to fuck her harder.

I watch her for a moment, taking in the way the dim lights catch on the gold hoops in her ears, the slight shimmer on her brown skin, the way her dress rides up just a bit when she leans forward to ladle punch. A couple of guys from the team are ogling her too, and a surge of possessiveness washes over me. They can look all they want, but I know who's going to be fucking her tonight.

I make my way through the crowd, nodding at people who call my name, but never taking my eyes off Dr. Arora. She hasn't seen me yet, busy serving drinks and making small talk. I circle around behind the table, coming up behind her as she's refilling the punch bowl.

"Evening, Dr. Arora," I say, my voice low enough that only she can hear me. I press against her back, my hard cock nudging against her ass through our clothes.

She stiffens slightly, then relaxes when she realizes it's me. "Mr. Brady," she says, her voice cool and professional despite the heat I can feel coming off her body. "Enjoying the dance?"

"Not as much as I'm about to be," I murmur, sliding my hand around her waist. Under the cover of the table, hidden from the rest of the room, I move my hand down over the curve of her hip, to the hem of her short dress. "Nice outfit. Not very professional, though."

Her breath catches as my fingers find bare skin, tracing patterns on her thigh. "I'm off duty," she whispers, still facing forward, still smiling at a student who approaches for punch.

"Not for me," I say, my hand inching higher under her dress. She shifts her weight, subtly widening her stance to give me better access. My fingers brush against the lace of her panties, finding the heat beneath. "Already wet for me, Dr. Arora?"

She hands a cup of punch to a student with a steady hand, but I can feel the tremor that runs through her body as I press my fingers against her pussy through the thin fabric. "Tyler," she breathes, barely audible over the music. "We can't... not here..."

But she doesn't move away. If anything, she presses back against me, her ass grinding subtly against my erection. I rub her harder, feeling her wetness seeping through her panties. She's trying to maintain her composure, but I can see the flush spreading across her cheeks, the way her lips part slightly as her breathing quickens.

"You need to follow me," she says suddenly, stepping away from my touch. She nods to another faculty member to take over the punch table, then gives me a meaningful look before walking away, her hips swaying hypnotically in that tight dress.

I wait a few seconds, then follow her across the gym, through a side door I've never noticed before. It leads to a narrow hallway, dimly lit and deserted. She's waiting for me, leaning against the wall, her eyes dark with desire.

"You have some nerve," she says, but there's no anger in her voice, only hunger. "Touching me like that in front of everyone."

"Like what?" I ask innocently, stepping closer. "Like this?" I press my palm against her pussy again, rubbing in slow circles. She moans, her head falling back against the wall. "Or like this?" I slip my hand inside her panties, finding her slick, swollen clit.

"Fuck," she gasps, her hips bucking against my hand. "In here. Now."

She pulls me toward a door marked "Staff Only," fishing a key from some hidden pocket in her dress. Her hands shake slightly as she unlocks it, revealing a small bathroom, clean and private. As soon as the door closes behind us, I have her pinned against it, my mouth crashing down on hers.

She kisses me back with equal fervor, her tongue sliding against mine, her hands pulling at my shirt. I grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other finds the zipper of her dress.

"I've been thinking about fucking you again since the moment I left your office," I growl against her lips, yanking the zipper down in one swift motion. The dress falls open, revealing that she's not wearing a bra. Her tits spill out, full and perfect, the nipples already hard.

"Show me," she challenges, her eyes locked on mine. "Show me what you've been thinking about."

I release her wrists to pull the dress off her shoulders, dragging it down her body until it pools at her feet. She stands before me in nothing but a black thong and those high heels, her body even more incredible than I remembered.

"Turn around," I command, and she complies immediately, placing her hands against the door, arching her back to push her ass toward me. I grab the thin strip of her thong and rip it off in one violent motion, making her gasp.

"These stay on," I say, tapping one of her heels with my foot. "The rest goes."

She's completely naked now except for the heels, and I take a moment to admire the view — her slender back, the curve of her ass, the glimpse of her pussy from behind. I step forward, pressing my still-clothed body against her naked one, my hands coming around to cup her tits.

"Such perfect fucking tits," I murmur, squeezing them roughly, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She moans, pushing them further into my hands. I bend to take one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard, using my teeth just enough to make her cry out.

"Tyler," she gasps, her hand coming up to tangle in my hair, holding me against her chest. "Yes, just like that."

I move to her other breast, giving it the same treatment while my hands roam over her body, exploring every curve, every dip. One hand slides down her stomach to find her pussy again, fingers sliding through her wetness, circling her clit.

"So fucking wet," I growl against her skin, kissing my way up to her neck, her jaw. "All for me."

"Yes," she admits, turning her head to capture my lips again. "All for you. No one's ever made me feel like this."

Her words send a surge of pride and lust through me. I spin her around to face me, lifting her easily and setting her on the edge of the small sink. Her legs spread automatically, inviting me between them, and I know exactly what I want to do next.

I lead Dr. Arora away from the sink to a low table against the wall. With firm hands on her shoulders, I guide her to lie back on it, positioning her so her head hangs off the edge. She knows exactly what I want, her eyes darkening with lust as she adjusts herself. Her naked body stretches out before me, all smooth brown skin and perfect curves, her tits rising and falling with each quick breath. Only her high heels remain, making her legs look even longer, even more tempting.

"Open your mouth," I command, unbuckling my belt, my voice rough with desire. She complies immediately, her red lips parting, her tongue darting out to wet them in anticipation. I free my cock from my jeans, already rock hard and throbbing. I stroke it a few times, watching her eyes widen at the sight.

"You want this cock in your mouth, Dr. Arora?" I ask, positioning myself at the edge of the table, the tip of my cock just inches from her waiting lips. "You want to choke on it?"

"Yes," she breathes, her voice husky with need. "Give it to me, Tyler."

I tangle one hand in her silky black hair, gripping it tightly at the roots. With the other, I guide my cock to her lips, rubbing the head against them, smearing pre-cum across her perfect red lipstick. She tries to capture me with her mouth, but I hold her still with my grip on her hair.

"Who's in control here?" I ask, teasing her lips with my cock.

"You are," she says, her eyes locked on mine, upside down from her position.

"That's right," I confirm, and then I thrust forward, pushing my cock deep into her waiting mouth.

The sensation is incredible — hot, wet, tight. Her lips stretch around my girth, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft. I don't give her time to adjust, starting with a steady rhythm that has my cock hitting the back of her throat with each thrust.

"Fuck, that's it," I groan, watching my cock disappear between her lips again and again. "Take it all."

She struggles to accommodate my size, her throat working as she tries to relax. I tighten my grip on her hair, using it to control the angle, to pull her mouth onto my cock with each thrust. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself.

The sounds she makes drive me wild — wet, gagging noises as my cock hits the back of her throat, little moans that vibrate around my shaft. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, but she doesn't signal me to stop. If anything, her gaze grows more intense, more aroused.

"Look at you," I growl, increasing my pace. "The brilliant Dr. Arora, choking on her student's cock. What would your department think?"

She can't answer, her mouth stuffed full, but her eyes flash with excitement at my words. My balls slap against her face with each thrust, a lewd, rhythmic sound that fills the small bathroom. Saliva runs from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her cheeks to her hair.

I pull out for a moment, letting her catch her breath. She gasps, coughing slightly, but her eyes remain locked on mine, hungry and eager. Strings of saliva connect my cock to her swollen lips.

"More," she demands, her voice raspy. "Don't stop."

"Fucking slut," I growl, plunging back into her mouth with renewed force. "You love this, don't you? Love being used like this?"

She moans around my cock in agreement, the vibration sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. I fuck her face harder, faster, watching as her lipstick smears across my shaft, as her throat bulges with each deep thrust. Her hands move from my thighs to her tits, squeezing them, pinching her nipples as I use her mouth.

The sight is so erotic I nearly come right then — Dr. Arora, naked except for her heels, playing with her tits while I fuck her face, her eyes watering but still maintaining contact with mine. Her glasses somehow stay on, now slightly askew, adding to the debauched professor fantasy.

"Take it, bitch," I hiss, driving deep into her throat. "Take every fucking inch."

She gags around my cock but doesn't pull away. Instead, she reaches up to cup my balls, massaging them gently as I continue to thrust. The dual sensation is mind-blowing — her hot, wet mouth wrapped around my shaft, her soft fingers rolling my balls.

I'm so lost in the pleasure that I don't immediately register the sound of the door opening. It's only when I hear a shocked gasp that I look up — and lock eyes with a middle-aged Indian man standing frozen in the doorway.

Dr. Arora's husband. It has to be.

For a split second, time seems to stand still. He stares at us in horror — his wife naked on a table, a young man's cock down her throat. I should stop. I should pull out, apologize, run. But something primal takes over instead. Something possessive and dominant.

Without breaking eye contact with him, I thrust deeper into Dr. Arora's mouth, making her gag loudly. She hasn't seen him yet, can't see anything but my body from her position.

"Close the door," I command the husband, my voice steady despite my racing heart. "And lock it."

To my shock, he complies, stepping inside and closing the door behind him with a soft click. His eyes are wide, his face pale, but he doesn't run, doesn't shout.

"Your wife's busy at the moment," I tell him, still fucking her mouth, still gripping her hair. "But you're welcome to watch."

Dr. Arora makes a questioning noise around my cock, trying to see what's happening. I pull out, giving her a moment to breathe, to speak.

"What—" she starts, but then she twists her head and sees her husband standing there. "Arjun!"

The fear in her voice quickly turns to something else as she looks back at me, then at him. "What are you doing here?"

"I came to surprise you," he says weakly, his eyes fixed on her naked body, on my cock still wet from her mouth. "I didn't know..."

"Now you do," I cut in, grabbing her hair again, positioning my cock at her lips. "Now you know what a real man looks like. Now you know what your wife needs."

I look down at Dr. Arora, giving her a chance to stop this, to end it. But instead, she opens her mouth eagerly, her eyes now locked on her husband's as she takes my cock between her lips again.

"That's right," I growl, starting to thrust once more. "Show him how much you love this big cock. Show him what he can't give you."

She moans around my shaft, louder than before, performative now that she has an audience. Her hands return to her tits, squeezing them provocatively as I fuck her face.

"Watch carefully," I tell her husband, who hasn't moved from his spot by the door. "Watch how a real man fucks your wife. This is just the beginning."

I pull my cock from Dr. Arora's mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting us for a moment before breaking. Her lips are swollen, her makeup smeared, her eyes watering but still burning with desire. I grab her arm and yank her off the table in one fluid motion, her body responding instantly to my rough handling. She stumbles slightly on her high heels as I spin her around and shove her against the wall, her tits pressing flat against the cold tile.

"Spread your legs," I command, kicking her feet further apart with my boot. She complies immediately, arching her back to push her ass toward me, presenting herself just like she did in her office. I glance over my shoulder at her husband, still frozen by the door. "Watch carefully. This is how your wife likes to be fucked."

I position my cock at her entrance, running the head through her slick folds. She's dripping wet, her pussy practically begging to be filled. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, making her cry out in a mix of pain and pleasure.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers scrambling for purchase against the smooth wall. "Oh god, yes!"

I don't give her time to adjust, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. I set a brutal pace, my hips slapping against her ass with each thrust, the sound echoing in the small bathroom. My hands grip her waist, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" I growl, driving into her again and again. "This big cock stretching you open, fucking you like the slut you are."

"Yes," she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Harder, Tyler. Fuck me harder!"

I comply, putting all my strength behind each thrust. The wall creaks under our force, her body bouncing between it and my relentless cock. I reach around to grab her tit, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers.

"Look at your husband," I command, forcing her head to turn toward where he stands. "Look him in the eye while I fuck you."

Her eyes lock with his, and the humiliation seems to turn her on even more. Her pussy clenches around my cock, growing wetter with each thrust. Her moans get louder, more desperate.

"You like that?" I ask, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You like him watching you get fucked by a real man?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice thick with lust. "Oh god, yes."

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply. "Tell him," I demand. "Tell him how much better my cock feels."

"It's so good," she gasps, eyes still on her husband. "His cock is so big, Arjun. So much bigger than yours. He fucks me so good."

Her words spur me on, a primal satisfaction flooding through me. I'm not just fucking Dr. Arora now — I'm claiming her, marking her as mine, proving my superiority over the man who couldn't satisfy her.

I release her hair to deliver another hard slap to her ass, watching the flesh jiggle with the impact. Then I reach around to grip her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp, to remind her who's in control.

"You're my bitch now," I tell her, my voice low and dangerous in her ear. "Understand? This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," she chokes out, her pulse racing under my fingers. "I'm yours. Use me however you want."

I tighten my grip on her throat slightly, just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. With my other hand, I reach between her legs to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that make her whole body tremble.

"Filthy slut," I growl, increasing the pace of my thrusts. "Taking a student's cock while your husband watches. What would your colleagues think if they could see you now?"

She can't answer, can only moan and whimper as I pound into her, my cock hitting spots her husband clearly never could. I release her throat to shove two fingers into her mouth instead, pressing down on her tongue, fucking her face with my fingers as my cock continues to ravage her pussy.

"Suck," I command, and she does, her lips closing around my fingers, her tongue working between them just as it did on my cock. Saliva drips down her chin, adding to the debauched image she presents.

All the while, her husband watches, his expression a mix of horror and something else — something that looks suspiciously like arousal. His eyes never leave the point where my cock disappears into his wife's body, where her pussy stretches to accommodate my size.

"Look at him," I tell Dr. Arora, removing my wet fingers from her mouth. "Look how pathetic he is. He can't even look away. He knows he could never fuck you like this."

She turns her head, her eyes meeting her husband's again. "He's right," she tells him, her voice raw and broken with pleasure. "You never fucked me like this. Never made me feel like this."

Her words clearly hit their mark. Her husband flinches but remains rooted to the spot, unable or unwilling to leave. I smirk at him over Dr. Arora's shoulder, asserting my dominance not just physically but psychologically as well.

"You want to see what a real man can do to your wife?" I ask him directly. "Watch this."

I pull out suddenly, making Dr. Arora whimper at the loss. In one swift motion, I spin her around to face me, lifting her easily and pinning her against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively, her arms around my neck. I position my cock at her entrance again and thrust up into her, impaling her on my length.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her head falling back against the wall. From this angle, I can watch her tits bounce with each thrust, can see the pleasure contorting her beautiful face.

I capture one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard, using my teeth just enough to make her gasp. My hands grip her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh, holding her steady as I fuck up into her with powerful thrusts.

"This is how a woman should be fucked," I say, turning my head slightly to address her husband while still claiming his wife's body. "Rough. Hard. Until she screams."

As if on cue, Dr. Arora lets out a loud, keening cry as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. Her nails dig into my shoulders through my shirt, her body trembling against mine.

"That's it," I encourage, driving into her harder, faster. "Let him hear how good it feels. Let him know what he's been missing."

She's beyond words now, reduced to broken moans and desperate whimpers. Her pussy clenches around my cock with each thrust, growing tighter, wetter. I can feel her getting close to the edge again, can see it in the flush spreading across her chest, the way her eyes lose focus.

"You going to come on my cock again?" I growl, slamming into her relentlessly. "Going to show your husband how a real man makes you come?"

"Yes," she gasps, her whole body tensing. "Yes, I'm so close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. I fuck her harder, deeper, claiming every inch of her. My hand finds her throat again, applying just enough pressure to heighten her pleasure, to remind her who owns her in this moment.

"Come for me, slut," I command, looking straight into her eyes. "Come all over my cock. Now."

Dr. Arora's body goes rigid against mine, her back arching off the wall as her orgasm tears through her. Her mouth opens in a silent scream before sound finally erupts from her throat — a raw, primal cry of pleasure that echoes off the bathroom walls. Her pussy clenches around my cock in violent pulses, milking me, trying to draw me deeper inside her. Her nails dig into my shoulders, breaking skin even through my shirt, adding a sharp edge of pain to the overwhelming pleasure.

"Fuck! Tyler! Yes!" she screams, her body convulsing against mine. "Oh god, I'm coming! I'm coming so hard!"

Her eyes roll back, her thighs trembling around my waist as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. I don't slow down, don't give her a moment to recover. I keep pounding into her, prolonging her orgasm, forcing her body to take more pleasure than she thought possible.

"That's it," I growl, watching her come undone in my arms. "Fucking take it. Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like."

She's babbling now, incoherent words spilling from her lips as her body continues to shake with aftershocks. Tears leak from the corners of her eyes, her makeup completely ruined, her hair a wild mess from my rough handling. She looks thoroughly fucked, completely owned.

I glance over at her husband, still standing by the door, his eyes wide with shock and unmistakable arousal. He's watching his wife experience ecstasy like he's never been able to give her, and I can see the humiliation and desire warring on his face.

"This is what she needs," I tell him, not slowing my relentless pace. "What you could never give her."

Dr. Arora's head lolls against my shoulder, her body limp with satisfaction, but I'm not done with her yet. My own orgasm is building, pressure coiling tight at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up close to my body. I'm close, so fucking close.

"Where do you want my cum?" I ask her, my voice rough with exertion. "Tell your husband where you want it."

She lifts her head, her eyes glassy but focusing on her husband's face. "Inside me," she says, her voice wrecked but clear. "I want him to cum inside me, Arjun. I want to feel his cum filling me up."

Her words push me closer to the edge. I tighten my grip on her ass, fucking up into her with renewed vigor. The bathroom fills with the obscene sounds of our coupling — skin slapping against skin, wet noises from her soaked pussy, our mingled groans and grunts.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I warn, my rhythm faltering as pleasure builds to an unbearable peak. "Gonna fill this tight pussy with my cum."

"Yes," she moans, clenching deliberately around me. "Give it to me. All of it."

That's all it takes to send me over the edge. With one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself as deep as possible inside her and explode. My cock pulses, shooting hot spurts of cum deep into her womb. I groan through clenched teeth, my entire body shuddering with the force of my release.

"Fuck!" I growl, grinding against her, making sure every drop of my cum is deposited inside her. "Taking all my fucking cum."

Time seems to suspend as we stay locked together, both panting, both trembling with the aftershocks of intense pleasure. Slowly, I lower her to her feet, keeping her pinned against the wall as her legs struggle to support her weight. My softening cock slips from her pussy, followed by a trickle of my cum down her inner thigh.

The sight is erotic beyond words — Dr. Arora, naked except for her heels, makeup smeared, hair disheveled, my cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy. I step back to admire my handiwork, tucking my cock back into my jeans and zipping up.

"Look at that," I say to her husband, gesturing to the white fluid dripping down his wife's thigh. "That's what a real man leaves behind."

Dr. Arora leans against the wall, still catching her breath, her legs slightly spread. She makes no move to cover herself, to hide the evidence of what we've done. If anything, she seems to be displaying herself proudly, showing her husband exactly what he's lost.

I buckle my belt, then turn my full attention to her husband. He hasn't moved from his spot by the door, hasn't said a word during the entire encounter. His face is a mask of conflicting emotions — shame, arousal, anger, fascination.

"Clean her up," I command him, my voice leaving no room for argument.

He blinks, confused. "What?"

"You heard me," I say, stepping toward him, asserting my dominance with my height, my youth, my physical power. "Get on your knees and clean my cum out of your wife's pussy. With your tongue."

Dr. Arora gasps softly, but I see the corners of her mouth twitch up in a small, satisfied smile. Her husband looks between us, clearly struggling with this final humiliation.

"Now," I growl, and something in my tone brooks no refusal.

Slowly, his eyes downcast, he moves toward his wife. He kneels before her, his expensive suit pants hitting the bathroom floor. Dr. Arora spreads her legs wider, one hand coming to rest on the back of his head, guiding him toward her cum-filled pussy.

I watch as he leans forward, his tongue darting out to lick a trail of my cum from her thigh. Dr. Arora moans softly, her eyes finding mine over her husband's head. There's gratitude there, and something else — anticipation.

"This is just the beginning," I tell them both, adjusting my shirt, making myself presentable to return to the dance. "I'll be coming to your house for some private tutoring sessions. Every night."

Her husband pauses in his degrading task, looking up at me with a mix of horror and resignation. Dr. Arora simply nods, her eyes gleaming with excitement at the prospect.

"My grades need a lot of improvement," I continue, smirking. "It might take all semester to get me where I need to be. Isn't that right, Dr. Arora?"

"Yes," she agrees, pushing her husband's face back between her legs. "You'll need very... thorough... instruction."

I move to the door, pausing with my hand on the knob. "I'll see you both on Monday. Have your address ready for me after class, Dr. Arora."

Without waiting for a response, I slip out of the bathroom, leaving husband and wife to process the new dynamic I've established. As I walk back to the dance, my body still humming with satisfaction, I can't help but smile. Failed paper or not, this is turning out to be the best semester of my college career.
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