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Chapter 1

My heart pounds against my ribs as I walk down the empty hallway toward Professor Carter's office. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, casting harsh shadows that make the campus feel abandoned after hours. My palms are sweaty, and my stomach twists into knots. I need to convince her to change my failing grade, or my football scholarship is toast.

I'm nineteen and am finishing my sophomore year of college next month, and I’ve worked my ass off these last two years to keep my football scholarship. And it’ll all go down the drain because of one literature seminar. Fuck that. I straighten my shoulders and pick up my pace, rehearsing what I'll say to her in my head.

The corridor feels longer than usual, my footsteps echoing against the worn linoleum. Most professors are gone by now, but Professor Carter always stays late on Thursdays. At least, that's what Jenny from my literature seminar told me. Professor Carter is a total MILF, but she’s a hard ass, too.

As I approach her office, I notice the door isn't fully closed — a sliver of warm light spills out into the hallway. I slow down when I hear her voice.

"No, Carl, I'm not having this conversation again," she says, her tone sharp with frustration.

I freeze mid-step. I should announce myself, but something in her voice — something raw and personal — glues my feet to the floor.

"You think this is about the dishes? It's not about the fucking dishes!" Her voice rises, then drops to a harsh whisper that somehow feels more intense than yelling. "It's about everything. Everything you don't do. Everything you can't do."

I know I shouldn't be listening. This is private. But my body won't move.

"Yes, I'm going there again. Because nothing changes!" There's a pause, and I hear her exhale sharply. "You want me to be honest? Fine. Your dick is too small to satisfy me, Carl. You — my husband — cannot satisfy me. There. I said it. Your tiny cock can't reach deep enough to hit the spots that matter."

Holy shit. My mouth goes dry. The proper, composed Mrs. Olivia Carter is talking about dick size. To her husband. I should leave, but my feet are anchored to the floor.

"And you always come too quickly. Two minutes, and you're done. Then you roll over and start snoring while I'm lying there, still needing more." Her voice breaks slightly. "Do you know how many times I've had to finish myself off in the bathroom after you fall asleep? Every. Single. Time."

My cock twitches in my jeans. Fuck. I'm getting hard listening to my MILF English professor complain about her sex life. This is so wrong.

"No, I don't want to 'try that new position from Cosmo.' I want a man who can fuck me properly. I want to feel full. I want to be pounded until I'm screaming, not patted like a fucking kitten!"

The image floods my brain — Professor Carter bent over, being fucked hard, her perfect ass slapping against someone's hips. I adjust myself, my erection straining against my zipper.

"I'm done talking about this. I have papers to grade. No, don't wait up." She slams something down — her phone, probably — and I hear her mutter, "Useless."

I'm still standing there like an idiot, sporting a massive hard-on, when I hear chair legs scrape against the floor inside her office. Shit. I've got seconds to decide: leave and reschedule, or knock and pretend I just arrived.

Before I can decide, I hear her call out, "Is someone there?"

Fuck it. I clear my throat and tap lightly on the door. "Professor Carter? It's Tyler Brady. Do you have a minute?"

There's a pause, a rustling of papers. "Come in, Tyler."

I push the door open, trying to position my notebook in front of my crotch without being obvious. The scene in front of me isn't what I expected.

Professor Carter sits behind her desk, her usual professional demeanor slightly cracked. Her blonde hair, normally perfectly styled in a sleek bob, looks like she's run her hands through it repeatedly. Her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes seem brighter behind her elegant glasses, tinged with anger or frustration or both.

"Sorry to interrupt," I manage, my voice sounding strange to my own ears.

"Not at all," she says, smoothing her hair. "Please, sit down."

As I move to the chair opposite her desk, my eyes betray me, traveling down her body. I've always known Professor Carter is attractive — she's the MILF fantasy of the entire locker room — but something is different about her.

Her silk blouse is a deep burgundy, and the top button has come undone, revealing the gentle swell of her cleavage and a hint of lace from her bra. The fabric stretches across her generous breasts, which rise and fall with each breath. As she shifts in her chair, I notice how the material clings to her curves, outlining what must be hardened nipples. Damn, she's got the tits of a busty college cheerleader. Did her fight with her husband turn her on?

My gaze drops lower to her pencil skirt, tight and black, hugging the curve of her hips. It's ridden up slightly, exposing more of her toned thighs than she probably realizes. Her legs are crossed, one elegant stiletto dangling from her foot, revealing a perfectly arched instep and toes painted a dark, seductive red.

When my eyes finally return to her face, I notice something I've never seen before — the woman beneath the professor. Her full lips are slightly parted, a smudge in her normally perfect lipstick. Those intelligent hazel eyes now look at me with something different than the usual academic assessment. There's a heat there, a barely contained wildness that makes my cock throb.

"Tyler," she says, her voice huskier than normal. "What can I do for you at this hour?"

I swallow hard, suddenly very aware that I'm alone with a frustrated, unsatisfied woman who's no longer just my English professor in my mind. She's Olivia — sexy, neglected Olivia with needs her husband can't fulfill.

"It's about my grade, Professor Carter," I manage to say, but my mind is already somewhere else entirely.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, trying and failing to hide my raging hard-on. Professor Carter's eyes flick down to my lap, then back up to my face. The corner of her mouth twitches into what might be a smile. Fuck. She noticed. But instead of looking disgusted or shocked, something flashes across her face — interest? Amusement?

Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and I swear my cock gets even harder. I clear my throat and try to focus, but all I can think about is what I just overheard. All I can see is the way her blouse hugs her tits, the slight gap revealing creamy skin underneath.

"So, Tyler," she says, folding her hands on her desk. "What's this about your grade?"

I force myself to meet her eyes. "I'm failing your class, Professor Carter. If I don't pass, I lose my football scholarship." My voice cracks slightly. "I can't afford college without it."

She tilts her head, studying me. "I see. And you've come to me... after hours... to discuss this?" Her emphasis on "after hours" sends a jolt through my body.

"Yes, ma'am." I try to sound respectful, like the good student I've never really been in her class.

"Well," she says, standing up suddenly. "Your performance has been... insufficient, Tyler." She moves around her desk, her heels clicking on the floor. "You haven't been giving me what I need."

I watch as she perches on the edge of her desk, closer to me now. Her skirt rides up even further, revealing more of her thighs. I can't tear my eyes away.

"Your analysis lacks depth," she continues, crossing her legs slowly. "You need to penetrate beneath the surface of the text." Her choice of words makes my breath catch. "You need to go deeper."

Is she...? No. I'm reading too much into this. She's just talking about my fucking English essays.

She stands again, circling behind my chair. I can't see her, but I feel her presence, smell her perfume — vanilla with something richer underneath. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper.

"The problem, Tyler," she says, her voice right by my ear now, "is that you have so much... potential." Her hand lands on my shoulder, and I nearly jump out of my skin. "Such raw talent. But you don't apply yourself properly."

Her fingers press into my muscle, not moving away like a professor's touch should. "I've seen how hard you work on the football field." Her other hand comes to rest on my other shoulder. "How you drive your body to its limits."

Her thumbs press into the tight muscles at the base of my neck, and I have to stifle a groan. Is she massaging me? What the fuck is happening?

"Tell me, Tyler." Her voice drops lower as she continues to knead my shoulders. "How badly do you want to pass my class?"

"Really badly," I manage to say, my voice thick.

She moves again, coming around to the front, leaning back against her desk. Her skirt has hiked up even more, and from my position, I can almost see up to her panties.

"What would you do," she asks, "to ensure your success?"

"Anything," I answer immediately. "Extra credit. Make-up assignments. Whatever it takes."

Professor Carter uncrosses her legs, then recrosses them slowly, deliberately. "I wonder if you mean that. 'Whatever it takes.'"

Her hand reaches out, brushing my knee. I stop breathing.

"You see, Tyler," she says, her fingers tracing small circles on my thigh, "I find myself in need of something as well." Her hand moves higher. "Something my husband can't provide."

Holy fuck. This is really happening.

Her fingertips dance along my inner thigh, coming dangerously close to my straining erection. "Perhaps we could help each other out. I give you what you need..." her hand finally, finally brushes against my cock through my jeans, "...and you give me what I need."

I groan, unable to contain it any longer. "Yes. Fuck yes."

Her eyebrows raise at my language, but her hand presses more firmly against my bulge. "My, my," she murmurs, squeezing lightly. "The rumors appear to be true." She looks genuinely impressed, which makes my cock jump under her palm.

In one swift movement, she straddles me in the chair, her skirt riding all the way up her thighs. Her heat presses against my erection, and I grab her hips instinctively.

"Professor Carter—" I start, but she presses a finger to my lips.

"Olivia," she corrects. "When we're alone like this, call me Olivia."

Then her mouth is on mine, hungry and demanding. Her tongue pushes past my lips, tasting faintly of coffee and mint. I respond instantly, kissing her back with all the pent-up lust of an nineteen-year-old who just discovered his hot professor wants to fuck him.

My hands slide from her hips to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh beneath her tight skirt. She moans into my mouth, grinding down against my cock. I can feel her heat through our clothes, and it's driving me crazy.

"God, Tyler," she gasps, breaking the kiss to look at me with wild eyes. "I've watched you in your football uniform. I've imagined what you'd feel like."

Her hands fly to my jeans, unbuttoning and unzipping with skilled fingers. When she reaches inside and wraps her hand around my cock, we both groan.

"So big," she whispers, stroking me through my boxers. "So much bigger than him."

I growl at the comparison, suddenly wanting to erase any thought of her husband from her mind. I capture her mouth again, kissing her roughly as my hands move up to her blouse. I'm not gentle as I grab her tits, squeezing the soft flesh through the silk. She doesn't seem to mind my roughness — if anything, it makes her stroke me faster.

"Yes," she hisses as I squeeze harder. "Don't hold back. I need this. I need you."

I fumble with the buttons of her blouse, my teenage fingers clumsy with urgency. Fuck it. I grab the fabric and rip it open, sending buttons flying across the office. Her eyes widen, then darken with lust.

"Fuck yes," she breathes, arching her back to press her lace-covered breasts into my hands.

I paw at her tits, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh that spills over her bra. My thumbs find her hardened nipples through the lace, and she throws her head back when I pinch them.

Meanwhile, her hand has freed my cock completely, her fingers wrapped around the base as she strokes up and down my length. Pre-cum leaks from the tip, making her movements slick.

"Christ, I need this cock," she says, her professor's vocabulary completely gone now. "Need it inside me. Need you to fill me up like he never could."

I groan and bury my face in her neck, biting and sucking at her pulse point. Her skin tastes like salt and perfume, and I want more. My hands fumble with her bra clasp.

"Rip it," she commands. "Just like you did my blouse. Tear it off me."

I don't need to be told twice. I grab the center of her bra and yank, feeling the satisfying snap as it tears. Her tits spill free — full, round, with rosy nipples that are hard as pebbles. I immediately capture one in my mouth, sucking hard while my hand roughly squeezes the other.

"Fuck! Tyler!" She throws her head back, still stroking my cock with increasingly urgent movements. "Oh god, yes. Bite them. Harder."

I graze my teeth over her nipple, then bite down gently. She rewards me with a sharp tug on my cock that makes my hips buck up into her hand.

"You're going to fuck me, Tyler," she says, her voice leaving no room for argument — not that I'd ever argue. "You're going to give me what my pathetic husband can't. And in return, you'll pass my class with flying colors."

The slutty professor fantasy I never knew I had is coming true right here in this office chair, and I'm rock hard and ready for whatever she wants.

"Yes, Mrs. — Olivia," I correct myself, my hands still working her perfect tits. "I'll fuck you however you want. Just tell me what you need."

Olivia stands up suddenly, her eyes wild with lust. She turns to her desk and sweeps her arm across it, sending papers, pens, and books crashing to the floor. The violent movement makes my cock jump. This perfectly put-together woman is coming apart right in front of me, and it's the hottest thing I've ever seen. She turns her back to me, bends over the now-clear surface, and looks over her shoulder. Her skirt stretches tight across her ass as she arches her back, presenting herself to me like a gift.

"Show me what a real man can do, Tyler," she purrs, reaching back to slowly hike up her skirt. Inch by inch, she reveals the backs of her thighs, then the lace edges of black stockings, and finally — holy fuck — a tiny black thong that disappears between two perfect ass cheeks.

My mouth goes dry. This is my English professor. Mrs.. Olivia Carter. Bent over her desk. Asking me to fuck her. My hands tremble as I stand up, my cock so hard it's painful.

"Don't be gentle," she commands, spreading her legs wider. "I'm tired of gentle."

Something primal awakens in me. All the times she made me feel stupid in class. All the papers she marked with red ink. All the times I jerked off thinking about her, never believing it could happen. I'm not just some dumb jock right now. I'm the man she needs.

I step behind her, running my hands up the backs of her thighs. Her skin is smooth and warm under my palms. When I reach her ass, I squeeze hard, digging my fingers into the soft flesh. She moans, pushing back against my hands.

I hook my fingers into the thin strip of her thong and yank it to the side, revealing her pussy. She's soaking wet, her lips glistening in the office's low light. I run my thumb along her slit, and she bucks against my hand.

"Fuck, you're so wet," I growl, amazed at how ready she is for me.

"I've been wet since you walked in," she admits, her voice breathy. "Hurry, Tyler. I need your cock."

I grab my shaft, guiding the tip to her entrance. For a brief moment, I hesitate — this is actually happening — but then she pushes back impatiently, and the head of my cock slips inside her.

"Oh god!" she cries out, her back arching even more. "So big... so fucking big..."

I grip her hips and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. The sensation nearly knocks me off my feet. She's tight, wet, and scorching hot around me. Nothing like the cheerleading sluts I've been with before. This is a woman's pussy — experienced, hungry, and squeezing my cock like it's trying to milk every drop from me already.

"Fuck!" I groan, my fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. "You feel amazing."

I pull back slowly, watching in fascination as her pussy lips cling to my shaft, then I slam forward again. The impact makes her yelp, her body jolting across the desk.

"Yes!" she hisses. "Like that. Hard. Make me feel it."

I obey, setting a brutal pace that has her breasts bouncing beneath her with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the office, along with our heavy breathing and occasional moans. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony.

"Pull my hair," she demands, her voice strained with pleasure. "Treat me like your fucking slut."

I reach forward, gathering her silky hair in my fist, and tug it sharply. Her back bows, and she lets out a strangled cry that's pure pleasure. My hips snap forward relentlessly, driving my cock deeper with each thrust.

"You like this?" I growl, yanking her hair again. "You like getting fucked by your student?"

"God, yes," she moans. "Your cock is so big. So good. Filling me up completely."

Her torn blouse and bra still hang on her body, and I release her hair to grab the ruined fabric. With one hard pull, I rip it completely off her, leaving her naked from the waist up, bent over her own desk. The sight is intoxicating — my English professor, the composed, brilliant Professor Carter, reduced to a moaning mess under my cock.

I reach around and grab her swinging tits, squeezing them roughly as I continue to pound into her. Her nipples are hard against my palms, and I pinch them, twisting slightly. She rewards me with a loud cry and a clench of her pussy around my shaft.

"Harder," she begs. "Fuck me harder, Tyler. Make me forget him completely."

I growl, releasing her breasts to grab her hips again. I plant my feet firmly on the floor and start hammering into her with everything I've got. The desk scrapes against the floor with the force of my thrusts, and I briefly wonder if anyone is still in the building to hear us. The thought only turns me on more.

"Take it," I pant, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "Take my fucking cock."

"Yes, yes, YES!" she chants, meeting each of my thrusts by pushing back against me. "So good. So fucking good."

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, but I'm determined to make her come first. I reach around her hip, my fingers finding her clit. It's swollen and slick with her juices, and when I press down on it, she bucks violently.

"Oh fuck!" she cries. "Right there. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I rub tight circles around her clit while maintaining my punishing rhythm, feeling her body start to tense beneath me. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, squeezing me tighter.

"I'm close," she gasps. "So close. Make me come, Tyler. Make me come on your big cock."

I lean over her, my chest against her back, and growl into her ear, "Come for me, bitch. Show me how badly you needed this."

That does it. She screams — actually screams — as her orgasm hits her. Her whole body shakes beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her fingers claw at the desk, searching for purchase as pleasure wracks her body.

The sight and sensation of my professor coming apart on my cock is too much. My own orgasm crashes through me like a freight train. I bury myself deep inside her with one final thrust, my cock pulsing as I unload stream after stream of hot cum into her.

"Fuck! I'm cumming inside you," I groan, my hips jerking uncontrollably.

"Yes," she moans, still riding out her own orgasm. "Fill me up. Give me everything."

My vision blurs as I empty myself into her, my body shuddering with the intensity of it. For several moments, we stay like that, both panting, my cock still buried inside her, her pussy occasionally squeezing around me with aftershocks.

Finally, I pull out, watching with fascination as a trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy. She straightens slowly, turning to face me with a satisfied smile on her flushed face.

"Well, Mr. Brady," she says, her professor voice returning despite her disheveled state. "I think we've made excellent progress on your... academic problems." She leans forward and kisses me deeply, then whispers against my lips, "Same time next week for another tutoring session?"

I grin, already feeling my cock stirring again. "How about sooner?"


Chapter 2

The gym pulses with colored lights and bass-heavy music, bodies of my fellow students grinding against each other in the darkness. The college dance is in full swing, but I can care less. I hang by the wall, scanning the crowd without really seeing anyone. My mind's been replaying Thursday's office encounter on loop for the last forty-eight hours. I've jerked off four times since then, and still, my cock twitches every time I think about bending Professor Carter over her desk.

Then I see her — standing behind the refreshment table, pouring punch for thirsty dancers. Holy fuck. My mouth goes dry instantly.

Professor Carter — Olivia — isn't dressed like a chaperone. She's dressed like she wants to be fucked. Her dress is black, skin-tight, and barely there. The neckline plunges dangerously low between her tits, showcasing cleavage that no professor should ever display at a school function. The fabric clings to every curve, highlighting the narrow waist I gripped while pounding into her from behind. It stops mid-thigh, revealing long, toned legs that end in stiletto heels so high they should be illegal.

She's pouring punch like she's serving cocktails — one hip cocked, a slight smile on her red lips as she chats with students who have no idea she was screaming while impaled on my cock two days ago. Her hair is different tonight — loose waves that frame her face and brush her shoulders. Diamond studs glitter in her ears, catching the dance floor lights. She's wearing glasses — those sexy librarian frames that make her look both intelligent and fuckable.

As I watch, she leans forward to ladle more punch, and her dress rides up just enough to show a flash of what might be a garter belt. My cock hardens instantly, straining against my jeans. Fuck waiting. I need her again. Now.

I push off from the wall and make my way through the crowd. A few teammates call out to me, but I ignore them, my eyes locked on my target. When I reach the refreshment table, she looks up, and our eyes meet. Recognition flashes across her face, followed by something darker, hungrier.

"Punch, Mr. Brady?" she asks, her voice perfectly professional despite the heat in her eyes.

"No, thanks," I reply, circling around the table to stand beside her. The other chaperone who was helping her has wandered off, leaving us momentarily alone behind the table.

I stand close — too close for a student to his professor — and whisper, "Nice dress, Professor Carter."

Her breath catches. "Tyler, we're in public," she warns, but there's no real conviction in her voice.

"No one's watching," I murmur, moving slightly behind her. "Everyone's too busy grinding on each other."

Before she can respond, I place my hand on the small of her back. She tenses but doesn't pull away. Emboldened, I slide my hand lower, over the curve of her ass. The material of her dress is thin enough that I can feel she's wearing a thong underneath. My cock throbs painfully.

"Tyler," she hisses, but it sounds more like a plea than a protest.

I move my hand between her legs from behind, finding her pussy through the thin fabric. She's already wet, dampness seeping through. I rub my fingers against her, watching as she struggles to maintain her composure while ladling punch for a freshman girl.

"Have a good night," she tells the student, her voice only slightly strained. As soon as the girl leaves, Olivia turns her head slightly toward me. "Meet me in the faculty bathroom. Two minutes."

She slips away from my touch, smiling politely at another chaperone who approaches to take her place. I watch as she walks away, her ass swaying hypnotically in that tight dress. Blood pounds in my ears as I count to thirty before following her.

The faculty bathroom is at the end of a dark hallway, away from the gym. When I reach it, the door is unlocked. I slip inside, and she's waiting for me, leaning against the sink counter, looking like every wet dream I've ever had.

"You're playing a dangerous game, Tyler," she says, but her eyes are hungry.

I don't bother responding. Instead, I cross the space between us in two strides and crash my mouth against hers. She moans into the kiss, her hands immediately going to my hair, pulling me closer. Our tongues battle for dominance as my hands roam her body, squeezing her ass, sliding up to cup her tits through her dress.

"God, I've been thinking about you for days," she gasps when we break for air. "I can still feel you inside me."

"I'm going to fuck you again," I growl, nipping at her lower lip. "Right here, where anyone could catch us."

The risk only seems to excite her more. She arches into my touch, her hips grinding against my erection. I reach for the hem of her dress and yank it up, revealing a black lace thong and — fuck yes — garters holding up sheer stockings.

"Take it off," I command, surprising myself with my boldness. But something about Olivia brings out this dominant side of me. With her, I'm not just some college kid. I'm the man she needs.

She obeys instantly, pulling the dress over her head and tossing it aside. She stands before me in just a matching black lace bra, thong, garter belt, stockings, and those fuck-me heels. My cock is so hard it hurts.

"The bra too," I say, my voice thick with lust.

She reaches behind her back and unhooks it, letting it fall away. Her tits are perfect — full and round with rosy nipples that are already hard. I waste no time bending down to take one in my mouth, sucking hard while my hand roughly squeezes the other.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her head falling back against the mirror. "Yes, Tyler. Just like that."

I bite down gently on her nipple, then soothe it with my tongue. My free hand slides down her stomach to her thong, pushing it aside to find her soaking wet. I slip two fingers inside her, making her gasp.

"You're drenched," I murmur against her breast. "All for me?"

"Yes," she moans as I pump my fingers in and out. "I've been wet since I saw you walk into the dance."

I move to her other breast, giving it the same treatment while my thumb finds her clit. She bucks against my hand, already close to the edge. I pull my mouth away from her tit and begin kissing up her chest, to her neck, along her jawline. She tastes like perfume and sweat and sex.

"Tyler," she pants, grinding against my hand. "I need more. I need your cock."

I curl my fingers inside her, finding that spot that makes her shake. "Soon," I promise, sucking on the pulse point at her neck. "But first, I want to feel you come on my fingers."

I rub her clit faster, my fingers still pumping inside her tight pussy. She clutches at my shoulders, her nails digging in through my shirt. Her breathing quickens, and I can feel her walls starting to tighten around my fingers.

"Such a hungry pussy," I whisper in her ear. "So greedy for my cock. But first, show me how much you want it. Come for me, Olivia."

Her body tenses, ready to explode, when suddenly the bathroom door handle jiggles. We both freeze, staring at the door. It's locked, but someone is definitely trying to get in.

"Just a minute!" Olivia calls out, her voice impressively steady considering my fingers are still buried inside her.

There's a pause, then a man's voice. "Olivia? Is that you?"

The color drains from her face. "Carl," she whispers. "It's my husband."

My heart pounds in my chest as I process what's happening. Carl — her husband — is right outside the door. The pathetic man with the tiny dick who can't satisfy her. He has no idea his wife is in here with her fingers wrapped around my cock, my fingers buried in her pussy. Instead of fear, a rush of power surges through me.

I could stop, but fuck that. Instead, I lean in and whisper in her ear, "Let's give him a show he'll never forget."

Her eyes widen, a mixture of fear and unmistakable excitement dancing in them. She's terrified of getting caught — and it's turning her on even more.

"Olivia?" Carl calls again, knocking this time. "Are you alright in there?"

She opens her mouth to answer, but I cover it with my hand. "Don't answer," I command. "Let him wonder."

I withdraw my fingers from her pussy and bring them to my lips, tasting her juices while maintaining eye contact. Her chest heaves, her perfect tits rising and falling with each rapid breath. I spot a low table against the wall — probably for setting purses or papers — and guide her toward it.

"Lie back," I order, my voice low but firm. "Head hanging off the edge."

She hesitates for just a moment, then complies, lying on her back on the table with her head tilted back over the edge. In just her thong, garters, stockings, and heels, she looks like a fucking porn star waiting for me. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper.

"Tyler," she whispers, "he might come in."

"I'm counting on it," I growl, unzipping my jeans and freeing my erection. From this angle, her face is upside down, her mouth level with my cock. Perfect for what I have planned. "Open your mouth, Professor Carter. Show me what that smart mouth can really do."

She licks her lips, then parts them. I position the head of my cock at her entrance, rubbing it against her lips, smearing pre-cum across them like obscene lip gloss. Her tongue darts out, tasting me, and I groan.

"Olivia? Who are you talking to?" Carl's voice comes again, more insistent now.

I push forward, sliding my cock into her waiting mouth. The sensation is incredible — hot, wet, and with her head tilted back like this, her throat is aligned with her mouth, allowing me to slide deeper than would normally be possible.

"That's it," I murmur as her lips stretch around my girth. "Take it all."

I thread my fingers through her hair, gripping it tightly as I begin to thrust. Slowly at first, giving her time to adjust to the intrusion. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, but she doesn't push me away. Instead, she pulls me closer, encouraging me to go deeper.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I praise, watching my shaft disappear between her lips. "You've done this before, haven't you? Sucked cock like a pro while your husband had no idea."

She moans around me, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. I tighten my grip on her hair and increase my pace, fucking her face more forcefully now. Each thrust pushes me deeper, and I can feel the tight constriction as I hit the back of her throat.

Outside, the doorknob jiggles again. Carl is trying the handle, finding it locked. "Olivia, open this door right now. What's going on in there?"

His voice only spurs me on. I thrust harder, faster, watching as tears form at the corners of her eyes from the strain. But she doesn't signal me to stop. Her nails dig into my thighs, urging me to continue.

"Your husband's right outside," I taunt, loud enough for her to hear but not loud enough to carry through the door. "While you choke on my big cock. What would he think if he saw you now, you fucking slut?"

She gags as I hit the back of her throat, but adapts quickly, relaxing her muscles to take me deeper. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working my cock fill the bathroom, punctuated by her occasional gagging and my own grunts of pleasure.

My balls slap against her face with each thrust, and I reach down with my free hand to pinch and twist her nipples. She writhes on the table, her hips bucking into empty air. Fuck, she's getting off on this — on being face-fucked while her husband is just outside the door.

"That's right, take it all, you cock slut," I growl, pushing until my entire length is down her throat. I hold it there, watching as she struggles to breathe around me, her throat working to accommodate my size. "This is what you need, isn't it? A real man to use you like the whore you are."

I pull back just enough to let her gasp for air, strings of saliva connecting my cock to her lips. Her mascara is running now, black trails streaking down her temples into her hair. Her lipstick is smeared, and her face is flushed. She's never looked hotter.

"Please," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the abuse. "More."

"Greedy bitch," I laugh, shoving back in without warning. I establish a brutal rhythm now, using her mouth like a sex toy, with no regard for her comfort. She takes it all, her hands now moving from my thighs to her own body, one playing with her tits, the other disappearing between her legs to rub her clit.

"Olivia, I'm getting security if you don't open this door right now!" Carl shouts, pounding on the door.

I lean down closer to her face, still fucking her throat, and say loudly, "Your husband can't even make you come. But I'm going to make you scream my name while he watches."

As if on cue, there's the sound of a key in the lock. Carl must have gone to get a master key from security. Olivia's eyes widen in panic, but her fingers move faster between her legs. The danger is making her even hotter.

The door swings open, and there stands Carl — a middle-aged man with thinning hair and a paunch, wearing khakis and a button-down shirt. His expression morphs from concern to shock to horror as he takes in the scene: his wife, nearly naked, lying on a table with my cock down her throat.

"What the fu—" he starts, but freezes in the doorway, unable to process what he's seeing.

I don't stop. I don't even slow down. Instead, I look him directly in the eyes as I continue to thrust in and out of his wife's willing mouth.

"Close the door," I command. "And watch how a real man pleases your wife."

To my surprise — and maybe to his — he does exactly that. He steps inside, closes the door behind him, and stands there, shocked into compliance by the surreal situation and the authority in my tone.

Olivia moans loudly around my cock, her eyes fluttering between her husband and me. Far from stopping her self-pleasure, her fingers work her clit even faster. She's getting off on being caught, on having her husband witness her submission to me.

"That's right," I growl, pulling her hair harder, forcing my cock deeper down her throat. "Show your husband what a slutty little whore you really are."

Carl stands frozen by the door, watching as I use his wife's mouth with brutal efficiency, his expression a complex mixture of humiliation, anger, and — unmistakably — arousal.

I pull my cock out of Olivia's mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting us for a moment before breaking. Her lips are swollen, her makeup smeared across her face. She looks utterly debauched, and we've only just begun.

I grab her by the arms and pull her roughly off the table, spinning her around to face her husband. Carl stands frozen by the door, his face pale, his eyes wide with shock. I press myself against Olivia's back, my cock sliding between her ass cheeks as I reach around to squeeze her tits.

"Watch carefully," I tell Carl, my eyes locked on his. "This is how your wife likes to be fucked."

Olivia trembles against me, her breath coming in quick gasps. I can't tell if it's from fear, excitement, or both, but her nipples are rock hard against my palms, and when I slide one hand down to her pussy, she's soaking wet.

"Tyler," she whispers, not in protest but in need.

I spin her around and slam her against the wall, pinning her with my body. Her tits crush against my chest as I capture her mouth in a bruising kiss. I lift her easily, and she wraps her legs around my waist, her stiletto heels digging into my back.

"Tell your husband who you belong to now," I growl against her lips.

She turns her head to look at Carl, who still hasn't moved from his spot by the door. "I'm his," she says, her voice hoarse from the face-fucking but unmistakably clear. "I'm Tyler's whore."

Carl makes a strangled sound, but doesn't leave. Instead, he watches, transfixed, as I reach between us to position my cock at her entrance. I tear her thong aside, not bothering to remove it completely. The fabric rips easily, and I toss the torn scrap toward Carl's feet.

With one violent thrust, I bury myself inside her. Olivia throws her head back, cracking it against the wall, but her cry is pure pleasure. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and so fucking tight.

"Fuck!" I groan, stilling for a moment to savor the sensation. "Your pussy is so tight for such a slut."

"Only for you," she pants, grinding herself against me. "Only tight for your big cock."

I pull back and slam into her again, setting a brutal pace that has her body bouncing against the wall with each thrust. The bathroom fills with the obscene sounds of wet flesh slapping together, her moans, and my grunts.

"Look at your wife, Carl," I command, not slowing my assault on her pussy. "Look how much she loves being fucked by a real man."

Olivia's face is transformed by pleasure, her mouth hanging open, her eyes glazed. She doesn't even try to hide her enjoyment, moaning loudly with each thrust. "So good, so fucking good," she chants, her nails digging into my shoulders through my shirt.

I reach up and grab her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen, but then roll back in ecstasy. Her pussy clenches around me even tighter.

"You like that, don't you, you filthy slut?" I squeeze harder, watching her face flush with the combination of restricted oxygen and intense pleasure. "You like being choked while you get fucked in front of your husband."

"Yes," she gasps, the word barely audible. "Please, more."

I release her throat only to slap her across the face. Not hard enough to really hurt, but enough to sting. The crack echoes in the small bathroom, and Carl flinches. Olivia, though, moans like it's the best thing she's ever felt, her pussy gushing around my cock.

"Again," she begs, turning her reddened cheek toward me. "Slap me again."

I oblige, smacking her other cheek while driving up into her with all my strength. Her whole body shudders, and I feel her pussy begin to contract around me. She's close already.

"You're nothing but a worthless whore," I spit, grabbing a handful of her hair and yanking her head back to expose her throat. "A slutty fucking professor who gets wet for her students' cocks. What would the principal think? What would your students think if they saw you now?"

Her only response is a broken moan as I pound into her relentlessly. I shove two fingers into her mouth, and she sucks them eagerly, her tongue swirling around them just as it had my cock earlier.

I glance over at Carl, who has moved further into the room. He's palming himself through his pants, his face a mask of humiliation and arousal. The sight only fuels my aggression.

"Your wife's nothing but a piece of meat," I tell him, punctuating my words with particularly hard thrusts that make Olivia cry out around my fingers. "A fucktoy for me to use whenever I want."

I pull my fingers from her mouth and slide them down to pinch her nipple, twisting it roughly. She keens, her body arching into the pain.

"Tell him," I demand, biting down on her neck hard enough to leave a mark. "Tell your husband what you are."

"I'm — a — fucktoy," she gasps between thrusts. "Your — fucktoy, Tyler. Your — slut. Your — whore."

I slam her harder against the wall, my hips pistoning at a punishing pace. One hand stays on her tit, squeezing and pinching, while the other returns to her throat. I lean in close to her ear.

"I'm going to ruin you for him," I whisper, loud enough for Carl to hear. "After my cock, you'll never be satisfied with his tiny dick again. You'll be begging me to fuck you, to use you, to treat you like the worthless slut you are."

"Yes," she sobs, tears streaming down her face now — not from pain or sadness, but from the overwhelming intensity of what's happening. "Already ruined. Need you. Need your cock."

Her words trigger something primal in me. I release her throat and tit to grab her ass with both hands, lifting her higher so I can drive even deeper. Her legs tighten around my waist, her heels digging painfully into my back, but I don't care. All that matters is claiming her, marking her, showing her husband exactly who's in charge now.

"Look at her, Carl," I pant, feeling sweat drip down my back as I pound into his wife. "Look at how much she loves being treated like trash. This is what she needed all along. Not your gentle lovemaking. She needed to be fucked like a cheap whore."

Olivia's nails rake down my back, surely leaving marks even through my shirt. Her pussy is getting tighter, wetter, her inner walls fluttering around my cock. She's close to coming, and so am I.

"Beg for it," I command, slowing my thrusts to a torturous pace. "Beg for my cum, you dirty slut."

"Please," she sobs, trying to push herself down onto my cock, but my grip on her ass keeps her immobile. "Please, Tyler, fuck me harder. Make me come. Fill me with your cum. Please, please, please."

Her begging is music to my ears, especially with her husband watching. I resume my brutal pace, driving into her with everything I have. The wall shakes with the force of our fucking, and I wonder briefly if anyone in the dance can hear us. The thought only makes me harder.

"That's it, take it," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building. "Take my cock like the whore you are."

Olivia's eyes are wild, unfocused, lost in pleasure. Her mouth forms words, but only broken sounds come out. She's completely at my mercy, reduced to nothing but sensation and need. I've turned the composed, respected Professor Carter into a cock-hungry slut, and we both love it.

Carl watches us, his hand now openly rubbing his erection through his pants. His expression is a complex mixture of humiliation, arousal, and resignation. He knows he's lost her to me — to a fucking college football player with a bigger cock and the willingness to treat his wife like the slut she secretly is.

The knowledge that I've taken this man's wife right in front of him, reduced her to a moaning mess, and made him watch — it pushes me right to the edge of climax. But I'm determined to make her come first.

Olivia's body suddenly goes rigid against me, her nails digging painfully into my shoulders as her orgasm crashes through her.

"TYLER! OH GOD, TYLER!" she screams, her voice echoing off the bathroom walls.

Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, pulsing rhythmically as wave after wave of pleasure wracks her body. Her legs tremble around my waist, and I have to tighten my grip on her ass to keep her from sliding down the wall. Her face is a portrait of pure ecstasy — head thrown back, mouth open, eyes rolled back. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

But I don't stop. I don't even slow down. If anything, her climax spurs me on, makes me fuck her harder. She's at her most sensitive now, and I want to push her past her limits.

"That's it, cum on my cock," I growl, drilling into her with relentless force. "But I'm not done with you yet, slut."

"Oh god... oh god... too much," she gasps, her body twitching uncontrollably as I continue to pound into her over-sensitized pussy. Her orgasm seems to go on forever, extended by my brutal thrusts.

"Take it," I command, slapping her face again. Her pussy clenches tighter around me in response. "Take my cock like the whore you are."

I glance over at Carl, who's watching with a mixture of horror and arousal as his wife comes apart on my cock. His hand is still rubbing his erection through his pants, his breathing heavy.

"She never comes like this for you, does she?" I taunt, never breaking my rhythm. "Never screams your name like she screams mine."

Olivia is babbling now, incoherent words spilling from her lips as she rides out the aftershocks of her orgasm while I continue to use her body. Her pussy is soaking wet, our combined fluids dripping down her thighs and onto the floor.

"Please, please, please," she chants, though I'm not sure if she's begging me to stop or to never stop.

I shift my angle slightly, hitting a spot deep inside her that makes her eyes fly open. "FUCK!" she screams, and I feel her pussy clenching again. "I'm coming again! Oh god, I'm coming again!"

A second orgasm tears through her, even more intense than the first. Her whole body convulses, and she bites down on my shoulder to muffle her screams. The pain sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock, and I know I won't last much longer.

"That's right," I pant, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine. "Take it all. Take every fucking inch."

My thrusts become more erratic as I chase my release. Sweat drips down my forehead, my back, soaking through my shirt. The bathroom is hot, steamy, filled with the sounds and smells of sex. Olivia's face is flushed, tear-streaked, her makeup completely ruined. She looks thoroughly fucked, and I'm not even done with her yet.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I announce, loud enough for Carl to hear. "Going to fill your pussy up while your husband watches."

"Yes," she moans, her hands clutching at my back. "Cum in me, Tyler. Fill me up. Mark me as yours."

Those words push me over the edge. My balls tighten, and with one final, brutal thrust, I bury myself as deep inside her as I can go. My cock pulses, shooting rope after rope of hot cum into her waiting pussy. I groan, a primal sound torn from my throat as pleasure explodes through my body.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" I grunt, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I empty myself inside her. "Take it all, you fucking slut. Take my cum."

Olivia moans, her inner walls milking every last drop from my cock. Her legs are locked around my waist, keeping me deep inside her as I fill her with my seed. Our eyes meet, and in that moment, there's a connection that goes beyond the physical — a recognition that nothing will ever be the same after this.

For several moments, we stay like that, both panting, sweat-slicked and trembling. My cock is still buried inside her, though it's beginning to soften. Her pussy occasionally clenches around me, aftershocks of her multiple orgasms. I lean forward, resting my forehead against hers, our breaths mingling.

Then I remember we're not alone. I turn my head to look at Carl, who stands there looking utterly defeated. His hand is no longer on his crotch; his arousal seems to have been replaced with pure humiliation.

"That," I say, still inside his wife, "is how you fuck a woman like Olivia."

She whimpers at my words, her pussy giving another squeeze around my softening cock. I slowly lower her to her feet, holding her steady as her legs tremble. When I finally pull out, a thick stream of my cum oozes from her well-fucked pussy, running down her inner thigh. The sight sends a surge of pride through me — I've marked her, claimed her in the most primal way possible.

"Look at that, Carl," I say, tucking my cock back into my pants but not bothering to zip up yet. "Your wife's pussy is overflowing with my cum."

Olivia leans against the wall, unable to stand on her own. Her body is covered in a sheen of sweat, her hair a tangled mess, her makeup streaked across her face. Used. Satisfied. Mine.

I turn fully to Carl, who seems frozen in place.

"Clean her up," I command, surprised at the authority in my own voice.

"W-what?" he stammers, finally finding his voice.

"You heard me." I step away from Olivia, gesturing to the cum dripping down her legs. "Get on your knees and clean your wife's pussy with your tongue. Taste what a real man's cum tastes like."

Carl looks to Olivia, perhaps hoping she'll object, tell me I've gone too far. Instead, she spreads her legs slightly, one hand going to her pussy to spread her lips.

"Do it, Carl," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Show Tyler what a good husband you are."

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating. I'm nineteen years old, and I've just fucked my MILF professor into oblivion while her husband watched. Now he's going to kneel before her and clean my cum from her pussy because I told him to.

After a moment's hesitation, Carl approaches on shaky legs. When he reaches Olivia, he slowly sinks to his knees before her, his face level with her dripping sex. He leans forward and tentatively licks a stripe up her inner thigh, collecting a trail of my cum.

"That's it," I encourage, watching with fascination. "Get every drop."

As Carl continues his humiliating task, I walk over and gather Olivia's torn clothing. Her dress is wrinkled but intact. The thong is beyond repair. I hand her the dress, and she pulls it over her head, covering her nakedness but not her debauchery. Even fully dressed, she looks thoroughly fucked — her lips swollen, her neck marked with my bites, her hair disheveled.

"I expect to see you both at your house tomorrow night," I announce, zipping up my pants finally. "I think Olivia needs some... private tutoring."

Carl looks up, his mouth shiny with my cum and his wife's juices. "What? You can't just—"

"I can," I interrupt. "And I will. I'm not done with your wife yet." I turn to Olivia. "Am I?"

She shakes her head, a small smile playing on her lips. "No, Tyler. Not by a long shot."

I step closer to her, grabbing her chin in my hand and giving her one last, possessive kiss. I can taste myself on her lips, and it only turns me on more.

"Tomorrow night, 8 PM," I say when I pull away. "Wear something easy to tear off."

I head to the door, pausing with my hand on the knob. I look back at the tableau I'm leaving behind — my English professor, disheveled and marked, her husband on his knees before her. The power I feel is beyond anything I've ever experienced on the football field.

"Oh, and Carl?" I add. "I expect you to watch again. Every time." I flash him a grin. "Don't worry, I'll make sure she screams loud enough for you to hear from whatever corner you're sulking in."

With that, I slip out the door, leaving them to deal with the aftermath. As I walk back toward the dance, I can feel my cock stirring again at the thought of tomorrow night. This is just the beginning. Professor Carter might be giving me an A in English, but I'm the one teaching the real lessons now.
.
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