

Chapter 1

The department holiday party was a circus of forced cheer, the kind of event where colleagues clinked glasses over mediocre wine and exchanged hollow compliments like religious rites. JJ swirled her merlot, the deep red clinging to the glass like the way Kendrick’s dark skin seemed to absorb every flicker of candlelight in the room.  He moved with an effortless grace that set her pulse racing.

God, he was a feast for the eyes. His tailored suit clung to his broad shoulders as if it had been molded from liquid silk, highlighting the powerful line of his arms and the corded muscles that tensed beneath the fabric when he reached for another glass of wine. The tie at his throat was loose, just enough to hint at the swell of his chest and the promise of heat coiled beneath the crisp cotton.  And when he laughed—a deep, rich sound that resonated through her very core, a sound that seemed to carry with it the echoes of forgotten jazz clubs and smoky backrooms—JJ felt the familiar heat coil low in her stomach, twisting and turning like a restless serpent begging for release. She adjusted her skirt, the fabric riding higher on her thighs as if daring him to notice, and took another slow sip of wine, savoring its tartness against her tongue.

Her husband, Mark, was across the room, already three bourbons deep, his glasses fogging up as he droned on about postmodernist decay to a grad student who looked like she’d rather be anywhere else. Poor thing. Mark was adorable—in the way a golden retriever was adorable, all floppy ears and eager wagging—but he had the stamina of a deflated balloon and the confidence of a man who’d just been told his favorite theory was boring.

JJ exhaled through her nose, her fingers tracing the embossed spine of The Souls of Black Folk on the shelf. She could feel Kendrick’s eyes on her before he even spoke. It wasn't an impersonal scrutiny; it felt like his gaze was exploring every inch of her skin beneath the flimsy layer of silk and lace she called a dress.

“You’re staring,” he murmured, his voice rough against her ear, warm and intoxicating as bourbon. 

She didn’t jump. She leaned into it, pressing back against the warmth of the wall at his chest, relishing the solid feel of him there, anchored against the soft thrumming in her own body. “Am I?”

His chuckle was low, a vibration that hummed through her and sent shivers skittering down her spine.  "You’re always staring."

JJ turned in his arms, close enough to smell the cedar of his cologne mingled with the faint musk of his skin, the scent both familiar and utterly irresistible. His hand found the small of her back, fingers splaying over her blouse, warm through the fabric, sending a delicious jolt through her. The silk of her dress felt suddenly suffocating against his touch.  "Careful, Professor," he rumbled, his voice husky with something she couldn't quite decipher but desperately wanted to taste. "We’re in public."

She tilted her head up, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, daring herself to run a fingertip across the faint dusting of fuzz at its edge.  “But you like it when I’m bad.”

His breath hitched—just a little. Just enough to tell her she'd hit her mark, that beneath that smooth professorial surface beat a heart that thrummed with something darker, wilder. She felt the heat of his gaze on her face even as she turned away, a slow burning against her cheekbones that sent goosebumps prickling across her skin.

She pulled back, grinning, the taste of wine and anticipation mingling in her mouth.  “You should come over sometime. I’ve got a very interesting seminar I’d love to discuss with you.” She let the words hang in the air between them, laced with an invitation both academic and decidedly carnal.

Kendrick's smirk turned predatory, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her knees weak. “Office hours?”

“Anytime,” she whispered, letting the word linger on the edge of a sigh. 

She walked away before he could respond, her hips swaying just enough to make sure he was watching, savoring the way he followed her with his gaze even as he turned back to refill his wine glass. Behind her, she heard him mutter something under his breath—something that sounded a lot like fuck—and the sound sent a shiver down her spine, making her want to spin around and press herself against him right there in the middle of the room, amidst the clatter of glasses and forced conversation.

---

Mark found her later in the faculty lounge, curled up on the couch with a half-empty bottle of wine and a stack of student essays she’d definitely not graded yet. He was probably used to this by now—the scattered papers, the scent of cheap wine clinging to her clothes, the way she always seemed to be hovering between amused cynicism and utter disengagement from anything requiring actual effort.

“You’re drunk,” he observed, plopping down beside her with a sigh that spoke volumes about his own weary resignation. The sigh itself was almost enough to make her smile, the familiar sound like a worn-out melody she never quite tired of hearing. 

JJ smirked, swirling her wine. “Just relaxed.”

Mark eyed her, taking in the way her dress rode higher on her thighs as she shifted against the cushions, the faint smudge of lipstick on her cheek that hadn't been there before, and the lazy sheen of desire in her eyes. He’d always thought those eyes were beautiful—the color of faded denim, flecked with gold like tarnished pennies—but now they seemed to burn with a different kind of light, a fire that had little to do with his usual clumsy attempts to fan its flames.

“You’ve been weird all night.”  He didn't sound accusing exactly, just… bemused. Like he was trying to make sense of a particularly stubborn riddle.

She shrugged, her gaze drifting toward the door. Kendrick wasn’t here yet, but she could feel him, like the air had thickened with anticipation, charged with the promise of something both delicious and dangerous.  "Have I?"  The words were languid on her tongue, almost bored.  She knew Mark was attuned to every inflection in her voice, every subtle shift in her mood. He always had been—even before he’d gotten used to just letting her be herself.

Mark followed her line of sight. “Oh. Him.”

JJ shrugged, a gesture that said more about the way she viewed him now than any words ever could. "He's just… interesting.” She let the word hang in the air between them, watching how it made Mark’s jaw clench for just a moment before he forced himself to relax again. 

Mark snorted. “You say that about every man who’s ever looked at you twice.” There was a hint of affectionate exasperation in his tone, like she was a child stubbornly refusing to put on her shoes and go outside even though the sun was shining and there were squirrels playing in the yard.

"And yet," she purred, leaning closer, brushing her hand against the back of his neck, "you're the only one who's ever had me.”  Her fingers lingered on his skin for a moment, tracing the familiar line of his jaw before sliding down to rest on the nape of his neck. He leaned into her touch instinctively, but she didn’t let it go.

Mark’s face went pink, a dusting of warmth against the pale canvas of his skin that always made her smile.  “JJ—”

She cut him off with a kiss, slow and deep, her tongue teasing his palate, claiming ownership with a possessive hunger that surprised even herself. When she pulled back, she smirked. "You’re adorable when you're jealous.”

Mark groaned, rubbing his face, but he didn’t pull away from the lingering heat of her touch.  “I’m not jealous. I just—fuck, you’re impossible.”

JJ laughed, low and throaty, a sound that reverberated against the silence of the deserted lounge. Her fingers were already tapping against her phone, the screen illuminating her face with an ethereal glow. She'd sent Kendrick a text before she even left the party.

I need you to fuck me. My husband watches. You’ll love it.

She didn’t have to wait long for the reply. 

Tomorrow. My office. 4 PM.

JJ’s breath hitched. Perfect.

---

Mark was not perfect. He was humming some godawful opera—she couldn't quite make out which aria, but it sounded like Pavarotti on a particularly bad day—as he showered steam curling around his shoulders, his small cock already half-hard from the heat when she got home. She took her time undressing, letting the fabric pool at her feet in silken puddles of scarlet and black. By the time the last silk scrap slid free, leaving her naked beneath the soft glow of the hallway lamp,  Mark was wrapped in a towel, his damp hair plastered against his forehead like dark velvet.

"Jesus, JJ," he groaned, eyes dragging over her body as if he'd never seen it before, "You’re killing me.”

She smirked, stepping close, her fingers tracing the water droplets on his chest that clung like tiny diamonds to his skin.  “Mmm. And here I thought you were ignoring me.” 

Mark swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly as he fought for control, but she knew there was no point. She'd already won him over with just a single glance, and the way his eyes lingered on her curves with a yearning that bordered on desperation only fueled her fire. “You’re beautiful.” It was more an exclamation than a statement, breath hitching in his throat like a trapped bird.

JJ laughed, low and throaty, and pressed a kiss to his collarbone, savoring the way he smelled—clean soap and something uniquely him that always made her want to burrow deeper into his skin.  “You have no idea."

She pulled back, her gaze dropping to his cock. It wasn’t small, exactly—just… adequate. And right now, it was definitely not enough. Not even close.

"You're thinking about him," Mark muttered, voice rough with a mixture of frustration and longing that made her pulse quicken. She didn't deny it. Instead, she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his length, stroking slow and deliberate. The warmth radiating from him was almost enough to make her forget the image of Kendrick’s hard body pressing against hers just hours before, but not quite.

“Mmm. And you’re hard for it.”

Mark's breath hitched, a gasp that escaped his lips like a sigh. "JJ—"

She cut him off with another kiss, this one harder, her tongue demanding entrance, tasting the heat and desperation blooming in his mouth. When she pulled back, she smirked. “Tomorrow, I’m going to let Kendrick fuck me. Right in my office. And you're going to watch.”

Mark's cock twitched in her grip. "You—what?" His voice was a mixture of incredulity and something else, something darker that she couldn't quite place, but it felt thrilling against her skin.

JJ grinned, her thumb swiping over the tip, spreading the bead of pre-cum. “You heard me.”

Mark groaned, his hands gripping her hips as if to anchor himself to a rapidly shifting reality. “We can’t—”

“Why not?” She leaned in close, pressing a soft kiss to his earlobe, relishing the way he flinched beneath her touch. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, and she felt the heat of his gaze on her back even as she tilted her head further, whispering against the shell of his ear, “You love it when I’m bad.”

His breath hitched again. He seemed to deflate a little, like the sudden release of air from a tightly inflated balloon. “You’re serious."

She pulled back, her fingers still wrapped around him, stroking, her gaze searching his face with an intensity that made him look away, unable to meet her eyes. "Oh, I'm very serious.”

Mark’s cock pulsed in her hand.  “And if I say no?”

JJ’s smirk turned sharp, the edge of it threatening. “Then you’re not my husband.”  She didn’t need to elaborate on that. They both knew what lay beneath the surface of their marriage—the unspoken bargain struck years ago, the fragile truce between her insatiable desires and his quiet need for security.

She let go, stepping back, and sauntered toward the bedroom. Over her shoulder, she called, “But I think you’re going to love it.”

Mark groaned, but his cock was already throbbing against her palm, a frantic tattoo against the soft skin of her wrist.

JJ grinned, knowing she had him exactly where she wanted him—caught between longing and apprehension,  a delicious cocktail that fueled her own anticipation like fine champagne.

---

End of Chapter 1.




Chapter 2

The office door clicked shut behind Kendrick, sealing them in the dim, amber glow of the desk lamp. JJ’s pulse hammered in her throat like a frantic bird trying to escape its cage, and she exhaled slowly, deliberately, letting her shoulders sag just enough to make it look like exhaustion—though the truth was, she'd been this turned on all damn day. The way Kendrick filled out his suit, the way his voice had dropped into that rough, velvety growl when he’d answered her text last night—"Tonight, Professor. And we’ll make sure your husband gets a front-row seat."—had her clenching her thighs under the table at dinner.

Daniel had noticed. He'd caught her gazing across the crowded restaurant, his eyes locking with hers over a mound of roasted vegetables. She could still feel the heat of his stare burning into her back as she’d stood to leave the kitchen, her skirt riding high enough to flash him a glimpse of lace when she bent over to grab her purse. His fingers had twitched against his own lap, his cock already half-hard before she’d even made it to the door. Good. Let him ache. Let him want. She needed him like this—needy, desperate, hers.

Kendrick’s cologne hit her first—something dark and spicy, like leather and smoke, a heady scent that clung to a man’s skin long after he’d shed his jacket. It was the kind of aroma that promised power and passion, making her want to trail him across every surface until she wore the scent as much as he did. She inhaled deeply, letting her lashes flutter shut for just a second before opening them again, slow and sultry, watching him out of the corners of her eyes. "You’re early," she murmured, her voice a purr that made his pupils dilate.

He smirked, leaning against the doorframe like he owned the place—like he owned her.  "Couldn’t resist." His gaze raked over her, lingering on the way her blouse clung to her breasts, the way her skirt hugged her hips, accentuating curves he clearly remembered tracing with his fingertips. "Though I did consider waiting until you begged."

JJ let out a breathy laugh, rolling her shoulders as if shaking off tension—though the truth was, the anticipation had coiled her muscles tight. "Oh, Kendrick. You know I don’t beg."  She reached for the stack of student essays on her desk, flipping through them with deliberate slowness, letting her fingers brush against the swell of her breast with every page turn. The soft rustling of paper was a prelude to something else, something deeper and more primal. "But I do like to be taken."

His jaw tightened, his pupils contracting as if he were savoring the challenge she presented. "You’re playing with fire, Professor."

"Mmm." She set the papers down, leaning back in her chair, the wood creaking under her weight. It was a sound that echoed the groans about to erupt from both of them. "And yet, here you are."

The air between them crackled, thick with unspoken promises and the heat of their combined desires. Kendrick pushed off the doorframe, his movements predatory as he circled the desk, stopping just behind her chair. His fingers brushed her shoulder, light as a feather, before trailing down her arm, sending a shiver skittering down her spine that started in her shoulders and pooled warm and sticky between her thighs. "You’re soaked," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear, sending goosebumps erupting across her skin. "Did you think about me today? Did you imagine my hands on you? My mouth?"

JJ’s breath hitched in her throat, caught between anticipation and a desperate need to keep the calm facade she usually wore for him. "Maybe," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.  Her pulse hammered against his fingertips as he leaned closer, his scent now all leather and musk and something uniquely Kendrick. "But I know you’re going to make it worth my while."

His chuckle was low, dark and rumbling in the space between them. "Oh, JJ. You have no idea." He brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek, his thumb tracing a slow path along the line of her jaw. The gesture was casual, almost tender, but the possessive glint in his eyes told her exactly what he intended.

She turned in her chair, her thighs pressing together as she met his gaze. They held each other captive, their breaths mingling with the scent of old books and anticipation. "Then show me." Her voice was a soft challenge, laced with the promise of surrender.

The first touch was everything. It set off a wildfire behind her breastbone, spreading heat through every nerve ending in her body. Kendrick’s hand snaked around her throat, not tight enough to choke, but enough to make her pulse jump under his fingers. He held her captive, claiming her with the possessive gentleness of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and wasn't afraid to take it. His thumb traced the line of her jaw, his touch possessive, almost feral. "You’re mine tonight," he growled, his voice rough against her ear. "And your husband gets to watch. Remember that."

JJ’s core clenched at the reminder. She had forgotten, for a moment, in the heat of Kendrick’s presence, the way his chest rose and fell with every breath, the scent of him making her head spin, but now the thought of Daniel pressed against that closet door, listening, watching, sent a fresh wave of wetness flooding her panties. She bit her lip, trying to fight the involuntary shudder that ran through her as Kendrick’s hand tightened slightly, drawing a soft moan from her throat. "Yes," she breathed, her voice tight with a mixture of anticipation and something akin to guilt. "He’s listening. I can hear him."

Kendrick’s nostrils flared, the scent of leather and musk intensifying as he leaned closer, his breath warm on her cheekbone. "Good." He tightened his grip, pressing a possessive kiss to the corner of her mouth before pulling away slightly.  His other hand found her knee, sliding up the inside of her thigh, inching higher with every second. His touch was electric, making her skin prickle and heat bloom around her center. "Because I want him to know exactly what you are. A good girl who takes what she’s given. A slut who begs for more."

JJ’s breath came faster, her hips lifting slightly off the chair as his fingers brushed the edge of her lace thong.  The fabric was thin against his insistent touch, and the warmth of his hand against her skin sent a fresh wave of yearning through her. "And if I don’t beg?" she murmured, tilting her head back to meet his gaze.

"Then I’ll make you." His voice was a velvet threat, and when his fingers finally dipped under the fabric, finding her soaking wet, she gasped, her back arching involuntarily.  It was like he'd plunged his fingers into molten lava, drawing a sharp, involuntary moan from her throat as her body arched towards him. "Fuck, JJ. You’re dripping."

"Because I want you," she whimpered, her head falling back as his fingers circled her clit, slow and deliberate, teasing and torturing her in equal measure.  Every touch sent a jolt of electricity through her, her body trembling with the anticipation. "Because I need you."

"Then take it." His mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue forcing its way inside, owning her, as his fingers worked her mercilessly, two digits sliding inside her with a groan that echoed in the small office, their space suddenly too close, too intimate. "You’re going to come on my hand first. Then on my cock. And then—" his thumb pressed against her asshole, just enough to make her whimper "—you’re going to take both of us."

JJ’s vision blurred, her nails raking down his chest as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her juices coating his hand. "K-Kendrick—!" Her voice was lost in a gasp, caught between pleasure and the wild thrumming of desire that had overtaken her.

"That’s it," he growled against her lips, his own breath ragged as he held her captive. "Come for me, Professor. Soak my fingers."

She did, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her, her husband’s muffled groan from the closet the only sound in the room besides their ragged breathing and the rustling paper on her desk—a silent testament to the lesson they were both about to learn.

When she came down, Kendrick was already on his feet, his belt already undone, his cock springing free—thick, veiny, leaking at the tip. JJ’s mouth watered as she watched him stroke himself, his grip firm, his hips rolling with every pass of his hand. "Fuck," she moaned, her voice thick with desire. "You’re huge."

Kendrick’s smirk was wicked.  "And you’re tight." He grabbed her by the wrist, yanking her to her feet, his mouth crashing onto hers again as he spun her around, bending her over the desk. The wood pressed against her thighs, cool and firm beneath her, grounding her while Kendrick’s hands worked their magic above. "Hands on the edge. Stay."

JJ obeyed instantly, her ass presented, her thighs trembling as she heard the snap of a condom wrapper. Her pulse hammered in time with the blood rushing to her head, leaving her dizzy with anticipation. Kendrick’s fingers traced the curve of her ass, his touch possessive, before he lined himself up, his cock pressing against her entrance. "You’re mine," he growled, his voice rough. "And you’re going to take every inch."

JJ nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as he pushed inside, stretching her slowly, deliberately. The stretch was deep and satisfying, the way she felt him fill her completely sending a shiver down her spine that started between her legs and pooled warm and tight around her heart. "God, yes—"

"Shh." His hand found her hair, fisting it as he pulled her up onto her knees, her back pressed against his chest.  The desk creaked under their combined weight, a sound almost lost in the rasp of his breath against her ear, making the air between them thick with anticipation. "You’re going to be quiet for me. Unless I tell you otherwise."

She whimpered as he pulled out almost completely before slamming back in, his cock hitting her deep, her pussy clenching around him.  His movements were purposeful, controlled yet relentless, each thrust driving deeper and deeper until she was drowning in the feeling of him filling every inch of her. "Kendrick—!"

"That’s it," he groaned, his hips rolling, his cock thrusting into her with a punishing rhythm that left her breathless.  He held her captive, anchoring her to him as he took her completely and utterly. "Take it. All of it."

JJ’s nails dug into the desk, her body trembling as her second orgasm built, her walls fluttering around him like silk against satin. "I—I can’t—!" The words were strangled from her throat as he leaned down to capture a stray moan.

"You can," he growled, his voice rough with desire.  He shifted slightly, finding the exact sweet spot that sent another wave of pleasure crashing through her, and then she felt his cock swell inside her, straining against the pressure of her grasp. "Come for me, JJ. Now."

And she did, her scream muffled against the desk as her pussy milked him, her juices coating his shaft with a sheen that reflected the lamplight like liquid gold.  "Kendrick!" She cried out, the name escaping on another gasp of pleasure. Her body felt stretched and filled to bursting, but he didn't release her, instead he held her captive there, pressing into her until she thought she might shatter, then finally— "Fuck. Yes." His voice was ragged against her ear as he came, burying himself deep inside her, his thrusts becoming frantic as he poured every last drop of his passion into her.

They stayed like that for a long moment, Kendrick’s breath hot against her neck, his cock still buried inside her, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.  The air crackled with the fading echoes of their pleasure, the silence broken only by their ragged breaths and the soft creaking of the old desk. "That was perfect," he murmured into her ear, his voice husky with satisfaction.

JJ let out a shaky laugh, her body still humming with aftershocks. "Mmm. Almost."  She tilted her head back to look at him over her shoulder, savoring the sight of him, flushed and spent, his chest heaving as he looked down at her with an intensity that made her insides thrum. "Almost because my husband is still hard out there. And I think he deserves a little reward for being such a good boy."

Kendrick’s eyes darkened, a predatory gleam in their depths. "Oh?"

JJ nodded, her voice a purr. "Mmm. I think we should let him join us next time."  She leaned back against his chest, her gaze drifting to the closed closet door as she ran a fingertip along the edge of the desk, savoring the memory of Kendrick’s hand sliding down her thigh moments before.

A knock at the door made them both freeze.  It was hesitant, almost apologetic—a sound that somehow managed to be both timid and insistent.

JJ’s breath hitched, her heart pounding as she called out, "Yes? Come in!"

The door creaked open, and Daniel stepped inside, his face flushed, his eyes wide with a mix of shock and arousal. "JJ? I—I heard—" His gaze flicked to Kendrick, then back to her, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard. "I thought I heard voices."

JJ’s smile was slow, deliberate, playing on the anticipation she'd woven through them both with its silken touch. "Oh, Daniel. You heard everything."

Kendrick stepped forward, his hand finding the small of her back, possessive. "And you’re very welcome to stay and watch. Or…" His voice dropped, dark and suggestive. "You could participate."

Daniel’s breath hitched, his cock already pressing against his slacks, his fingers twitching at his sides. "P-Participate?"

JJ’s fingers tightened around Daniel’s, pulling him closer.  The heat radiating from Kendrick was almost tangible as he leaned in, her lips brushing his ear.  "Mmm. Unless you’d rather leave us to it?"

Kendrick chuckled, low and amused. "Good. Because I think your wife has a few more lessons to teach you."

JJ’s fingers tightened around Daniel's, pulling him closer until his chest pressed against hers.  His scent, faint but familiar, was mingled with the musk of Kendrick's arousal, creating an intoxicating cocktail of longing and anticipation. "Oh, Kendrick. You do know how to make a girl feel special."

And as Daniel’s breath hitched, his cock throbbing against his zipper, JJ leaned in, her lips brushing Kendrick’s ear.  "Next time," she whispered, the words husky with desire. "We bring a third."

Kendrick's hand found her ass, squeezing possessively. "Looking forward to it, Professor."




Chapter 3

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the empty office, but the air still carried the scent of them—JJ’s vanilla perfume tangled with the sharp, musky tang of Kendrick’s cologne and the faint metallic bite of sweat. The desk was a mess of discarded tissues, half-empty whiskey bottles, and the faint smear of lipstick on the glass where Elias had left it after his hasty departure. Mark had already gone, his footsteps heavy with reluctant obedience, his final glance at his wife’s flushed, well-fucked body lingering like a brand.

JJ stretched, her limbs heavy with satisfaction, her pussy still throbbing from the double penetration. She could still feel the ghost of Kendrick’s fingers tracing the curve of her hip, the way Elias’s cock had pulsed inside her mouth, the way Mark’s breath had hitched in the shadows, his own hand wrapped around his shaft as he watched. She smirked, rolling onto her side to prop herself up on an elbow, her gaze flicking to the office door.

Kendrick leaned against the frame, arms crossed, his tie slightly askew, his expression unreadable. But his eyes—oh, his eyes—burned with something darker than desire. Something hungry. Like a wolf sizing up its prey, all elegant restraint barely holding back a primal need.

“You’re enjoying this a little too much,” he said, his voice low, almost amused.  His tone was laced with something she couldn't quite place—was it possessiveness? Or perhaps...approval? The thought sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the lingering heat between her thighs.

JJ arched a brow. “Am I?”

“You know you are.” He pushed off the doorframe, stepping closer, his shoes clicking against the hardwood floor in a rhythmic counterpoint to the hum of the overhead lights. Each step brought him closer to her, filling the space between them with a musk that was both masculine and intoxicatingly dangerous. “You love the power. The control.”

She laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic, bouncing off the walls of the sterile office like a challenge.  “And you love giving it to me.”

His lips quirked. “Careful, Professor. You’re starting to sound like you think you own me.”

JJ’s smirk deepened. It was a slow, deliberate curve of her mouth that spoke volumes—an unspoken question hanging in the air between them, and she held his gaze, daring him to deny it. "Don't I?"

For a moment, the air crackled, electric with the raw tension that always seemed to bloom between them.  Then Kendrick reached down, adjusting his cock through his slacks, the fabric straining against the evidence of his arousal, and she saw the way his jaw flexed as he did it, almost a growl rumbling in his throat. "You do,” he murmured. “At least for tonight.”

She sat up, swinging her legs over the edge of the desk, her bare feet brushing against his polished shoes. The touch sent a jolt of heat through her, and she lingered there for a moment, relishing the way his body stiffened beneath hers. "And tomorrow?" She tilted her head back to look at him, meeting his gaze with a playful innocence that belied the knowing glint in her eyes.

Kendrick’s gaze darkened.  He leaned closer, the scent of sandalwood and spice flooding her senses. “Tomorrow,” he said, stepping between her thighs, "we see how far you’re willing to go." His voice was husky, rough with a barely suppressed desire that made her insides clench.

JJ’s breath hitched. She had expected another round—another fuck, another tease—but the way he was looking at her, like she was a puzzle he was determined to solve, sent a shiver down her spine. It wasn't just about sex anymore; it was about something deeper, more primal, a hunger that stretched beyond mere physical satisfaction.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her voice softer now, the playful edge giving way to something more vulnerable.  The question was light on its feet, but the tremor in her chest betrayed the truth:  she wanted him to claim her completely.

Kendrick crouched in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs, his thumbs brushing the inside of her knees, drawing a soft groan from her throat. "You sent me that text," he said, his voice rough, husky with something she couldn't quite place—was it admiration? Domination? "You wanted me to fuck you. You wanted your husband to watch."

JJ swallowed, her pulse spiking, a warm flush blooming on her cheeks. His fingers tightened around the soft flesh of her thighs, kneading and holding, anchoring her to this moment even as she grappled with his words.  "And?" Her voice came out breathless, tight against her ribs.

“And I want to know why.” He traced the edge of her panties with one finger, still damp with her arousal. "What’s the real game here, JJ?"

She should have been offended. Should have bristled at the implication that she was playing some deeper game. But instead, she found herself leaning into it, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer,  drinking in the scent of cedarwood and something uniquely Kendrick—a potent blend of ambition, hunger, and a dark, simmering desire that mirrored her own.

"Maybe I just like being wanted," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper, husky against the silence of the office.

Kendrick’s lips twitched.  His gaze lingered on her for a long moment, appraising and hot, before he finally let out a low, rumbling laugh that vibrated in his chest and resonated through her very core. “Maybe.” He paused, leaning closer so that his breath feathered across her skin, sending goosebumps rippling down her arms.  “But I think it’s more than that.”

JJ exhaled sharply, the breath catching somewhere between her ribs and her throat. Her chest rose and fell with the rapid beat of her pulse as she met his gaze unflinchingly.  "Fine," she conceded, a hint of defiance threading through her voice. "You're right."

His eyebrows lifted in that subtle question that always seemed to linger just beneath his surface, demanding an answer, pushing for something more.

She met his gaze, unflinching. “I like the thrill of it. The danger. The way Mark looks at me when he knows I’m with you. The way it makes him hard.”  The admission felt raw, vulnerable, and she knew the words hung heavy between them, a whispered confession echoing in the silence. Reaching up, she brushed her fingers against his jaw, feeling the taut line of muscle beneath her touch, tasting the faint metallic tang of iron on her fingertips. “But I also like you. The way you use me. The way you make me feel alive.”

Kendrick’s breath caught in his throat for a moment, and she saw the flicker of surprise cross his features before being swiftly masked by something darker, something deeper. She wasn't sure if it was pleasure or desire, but it ignited something hot and hungry within her own chest.

For a second, she thought she’d gone too far—that he would pull away, that the moment would shatter.  But then his hand closed around her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, grounding her to the present even as she teetered on the edge of something exhilarating and terrifyingly unknown.

“You’re a dangerous woman, JJ,” he murmured, his voice rough with an emotion that defied easy categorization.

She smirked. “And you love it.”

He didn't deny it.  Instead, he stood, pulling her up with him, his mouth crashing down onto hers in a bruising kiss that devoured everything, silencing all thought but the frantic beat of their hearts. She melted against him, her body still sensitive, still needful, but this wasn’t about sex anymore. This was about understanding. About owning the moment, holding onto it with white-knuckled desperation before it slipped away again.  His kiss deepened, rough and hungry, demanding and possessive in equal measure.

When he finally pulled away, his forehead rested against hers, their breaths mingling like smoke in the stale air of the office. "Study session," he said suddenly, his voice rough, husky. “Tomorrow night. Eight o’clock. My office.”

JJ’s pulse spiked.  "What kind of study session?"

Kendrick's smirk was wicked, a predatory curve of his lips that made her stomach clench with both anticipation and trepidation. "The kind where you learn obedience."

---

The next evening, JJ arrived at Kendrick's office right on time, her heels clicking against the hallway tiles in a sharp staccato rhythm that seemed to echo the quickening of her heartbeat. She had dressed carefully—black pencil skirt, silk blouse, the top two buttons undone, just enough to tease. Her hair was down, her lips painted a deep, dark red.  She looked professional. Innocent.

But she knew beneath it all, Kendrick saw right through the façade.

She knocked.

“Come in,” Kendrick’s voice called, smooth and unruffled, the same low rumble that always seemed to reverberate deeper than her ears, settling somewhere warm and insistent in her belly.

JJ pushed the door open, stepping inside.

Kendrick was already there, seated behind his desk, his tie loose, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He looked damn good, even in casual attire, and she felt a quickening heat bloom low in her stomach that had little to do with the sterile office temperature.

His eyes flicked up to meet hers as soon as she entered, and she saw how they darkened, how his jaw tightened, how the way he watched her seemed to devour her whole.

“Close the door,” he ordered. His voice was low, laced with something that sent goosebumps rippling across her arms, a predatory undercurrent that made her want to both obey and defy him at once.

JJ did as she was told, her fingers lingering on the cold metal of the handle for a beat longer than necessary as she turned the lock.

Kendrick leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “You look very professional, Professor.”  His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, as though he was taking inventory, measuring her up and down with an appraising eye that didn't quite reach her heart. "But I have a feeling you're not here for a real study session."

JJ tilted her head, letting the air hum between them like a live wire. “And what makes you think that?” The question was light on its feet, but she couldn’t stop the hint of challenge in her voice—she loved watching Kendrick try to read her, loved knowing he could never quite get past the carefully crafted facade.

“Because you’re wearing that skirt,” he murmured, his gaze lingering on the way the fabric hugged her thighs, "and those heels." His lips twitched with a ghost of a smile, and she felt heat bloom in her cheeks even as she tried to appear nonchalant. “And because I know you, JJ.”

She swallowed, suddenly aware of how close he was, of the way the faint scent of his cologne—a blend of sandalwood and something uniquely Kendrick that made her head spin—was all-consuming.  She should have lied. Should have played it cool, should have—but she didn’t. Not tonight.

"And do you know about me?” She asked, letting the question hang in the air between them like a silent dare.

Kendrick’s smirk deepened. "That you like to play games." He rose from his chair then, crossing the distance between them in long strides, each step purposeful and measured.  The scent of him intensified as he neared, overwhelming her senses, making it hard to think past the heat that blossomed low in her belly. "That you like to tease. That you like to be used."

JJ’s breath hitched, a startled laugh escaping her lips, light and breathless.  Her fingers tightened around the straps of her blouse as if she could hold onto the fabric's silken coolness long enough to keep herself grounded.

He stopped before her now, his hand reaching out to trace the edge of her blouse. “Yes,” she breathed, unable to help the admission, even as a shiver snaked down her spine at the ghost of his touch.

"Good answer," he murmured, his voice rough with something that sounded suspiciously like approval. The words sent another jolt through her—it was so rare for Kendrick to offer praise so openly, so unguardedly. And yet, here it was, hanging between them on the scent of sandalwood and musk, a delicious challenge she couldn’t resist taking up. "Then let's see how well you do," he said, leaning closer still until his gaze met hers with a fierce intensity that stole her breath away.  "Because tonight, you’re going to learn."

The first lesson came when he made her strip.

Not with words. Not with demands. Just with a slow, deliberate unbuttoning of her blouse, his fingers tracing the lace of her bra as he revealed her body inch by inch. By the time he had her naked, her skin was flushed, her nipples hard peaks, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

“On your knees,” he ordered.

JJ didn’t hesitate. She sank to the floor, her hands resting on her thighs, her gaze locked on his. Kendrick's cock was already hard, the fabric of his slacks straining against his girth. He unzipped himself, his cock springing free, thick and heavy, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded, his voice low and rough with something she couldn’t quite place—was it possessiveness? Or anticipation? The thought sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the lingering heat between them.

JJ's fingers trembled as she slid them between her thighs, her touch feather-light at first, then firmer, circling her clit, her hips rocking involuntarily.

Kendrick groaned, his hand fisting in her hair as he watched. "That’s it," he murmured, the words rumbling through her. "Good girl."

The praise sent a jolt of heat through her, her fingers moving faster, her breath coming in ragged gasps.  She wanted to be good for him, whatever that meant tonight—wanted to fill this room with her pleasure until every inch of it vibrated with the echo of his name.

“Stop,” Kendrick growled suddenly, his voice abrupt.

JJ froze, her fingers stilling against her clit.

"Not yet," he said, his voice rough, almost impatient now. "Not until I say."  His gaze was fixed on her, a hunger burning in the depths of those dark eyes that made her skin prickle with both fear and delicious anticipation.

She whimpered, her body aching for release, but she obeyed, her hands falling to her sides.

Kendrick stepped closer then, his cock brushing against her cheek, leaving a trail of warmth as he moved. "Open,” he murmured, his breath hot on her ear, and she knew what he meant, even before she opened her mouth to him.

JJ took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth, her tongue swirling as she hollowed her cheeks, drawing him deep. Kendrick groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair, guiding her deeper still.

“That’s it,” he murmured, a low rumble of contentment in his voice. “Take me deep.”  The praise was laced with something raw and possessive that sent another shiver down her spine. He pulsed against her tongue, thick and hot, a delicious challenge she couldn't refuse.

JJ sucked him hungrily, swallowing the pre-cum that coated his shaft as he came to life against her lips, tasting him, feeling his heat bloom within her mouth like a promised sunrise.

"Fuck," Kendrick groaned, his hips bucking against her jaw as if he needed to propel himself further inside her. "You're perfect.”

“Yes!” she gasped, the name escaping her lips in a strangled cry. It was a plea and an admission all at once—yes, this was perfect, yes, this was exactly what she craved.

He pulled back slightly then, his cock still swelling inside her mouth, and she felt the prick of need as he gave her that moment to catch her breath, to taste him before he plunged back in again. "Come for me," he ordered, his voice rough with urgency.

JJ didn’t need to be told twice. She screamed, her body shaking, her pussy clenching around his cock as she came, her juices dripping down her thighs.

Kendrick groaned too then, shuddering against her mouth as he came too, his cum filling the condom, painting her ass with his release.  She swallowed it down eagerly, savoring the taste of him even as he pulled out, his cock still thick and heavy, glistening with her juices.

For a long moment, they just breathed, the two of them tangled together, JJ’s body sensitive, used, perfect.

Then Kendrick pulled a tissue from the box on the desk drawer, cleaning himself off before adjusting his tie as if he hadn't been utterly consumed by something primal just moments before. 

"Lesson one," he murmured, his voice deep and resonant in the silence of his office, "obedience is powerful."

JJ smirked, her lips swollen, her hair a mess. “And lesson two?”

Kendrick’s smirk was wicked. His gaze was locked on hers, and she saw something in those dark eyes that made her blood hum—a hunger that promised more than just the physical. "That you’re not in control.” He said it as if it were a revelation, a delicious truth they’d both been dancing around all night.

JJ laughed, the sound rich and unapologetic, bouncing off the walls of the sterile office like a challenge.  "Oh, Kendrick." Her voice was husky, tinged with something playful but laced with an undeniable tremor of anticipation. “You do know how to make a girl feel special.”

And as she dressed, her body still humming with satisfaction, she couldn’t help but wink at him—because she knew exactly what was coming next.  Because this was only the beginning.




Chapter 4

The door clicked shut behind Kendrick, sealing JJ inside her office with the faint scent of his cologne still clinging to the air—dark, smoky, like a promise. It clung to the plush fabric of her armchair where he’d sunk into its depths just moments before, his weight imprinting itself on the worn leather. She leaned against her desk, her fingers tracing the edge of her blouse, now buttoned just a little too high, hiding the flush of her skin beneath the pale silk. The afterglow of his touch still pulsed between her thighs, slow and insistent like a metronome keeping time with her racing heart, making her shift her weight, her heels sinking into the plush carpet with a soft sigh.

"You’re not in control," he’d said before leaving, his voice a low growl that had rumbled through her even after he'd stepped out the door, leaving her alone and aching for more. His hand lingered on her hip just a second too long as if marking her territory, claiming her with an invisible thread of musk and desire.

JJ exhaled, her breath shaky, tasting faintly of him, and reached for her phone. Three missed calls from Daniel. One text, sent an hour ago:

"You’re late. Again."

She smirked, typing back:

"Had to finish something important. You know how it is."

His reply was instant:

"I know exactly how it is. And I’m hard thinking about it."

Her laughter echoed in the quiet office, light and breathless, as she tucked the phone into her purse, the weight of it a heavy reminder. Because this—what was happening between her, Kendrick, and Daniel—wasn’t just about sex. It was about power. About who got to decide what happened next, who dictated the terms of their play, who wore the crown in their little, chaotic kingdom.

And right now, she wanted to decide everything. She craved it like oxygen, savored it like a fine wine.

---

The lecture hall was cold, the fluorescent lights humming overhead like a dull, impatient buzz that mirrored the restless thrumming in JJ’s chest. She adjusted the microphone stand with deliberate slowness, her fingers brushing the smooth metal before she finally positioned it just right, taking an extra moment to savor the feeling of Kendrick’s lingering scent on the cool surface. Behind her, the slides flickered to life on the screen—The Myth of the Submissive Wife, Dominance as Consent, The Erotics of Historical Control. Theoretical. Academic. A perfect cover for their little game.

The room was half-empty, just a handful of graduate students slumped in the back, their attention already drifting to their phones, lost in the mundane world outside this one they were about to inhabit. But JJ wasn’t here to teach. Not really.  She was here to set a stage, to build anticipation for the grand performance that would unfold in its shadow.

She cleared her throat, her voice dropping into that smooth, professorial cadence that always made men listen—that usually sent a shiver down their spines, made them lean in a little closer, wanting more than just words. "Today, we’re discussing the intersectionality of power dynamics in historical narratives. Specifically, how dominance manifests in… intimate relationships."

She let the word hang there, letting it settle in the air like a challenge, a question mark poised between her and them. Her gaze flicked to the front row, where Daniel sat with his notebook open, his pen hovering over the page like a languid predator about to strike. His glasses were slipped down his nose, his dark eyes locked on her ass—on how her skirt hugged her hips, the way her blouse strained over her tits when she leaned forward to adjust the projector, the subtle play of light and shadow across the swell of her curves.

She knew he was hard. She wanted him hard. It was a delicious ache that pulsed in time with her own need, mirroring his desire with an almost unbearable intensity.

And then there was Kendrick.

He stood at the back of the room, arms crossed, his broad frame filling the doorway like a shadow cast by the setting sun, all dark muscle and smoldering presence. He’d arrived ten minutes early, just as she’d texted him: "Midday lecture. Bring your best." His smirk was answer enough. The man was always at his best when it came to giving her precisely what she craved, demanding everything he received in return.

JJ’s pulse spiked. She turned slowly, her back to the class, and reached behind her, unbuttoning her blouse with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted just enough to reveal the lace of her bra, the swell of her breasts pressing against it, teasing the air above them as if daring anyone to breathe too deeply.

"Let’s explore this further," she murmured, her voice dropping to a purr that seemed to vibrate through the room, wrapping around them like a silken thread spun from desire. "Who here has ever been in a position of true dominance?"

Kendrick didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his voice a dark rumble that cut through the quiet, each word resonating with an unspoken promise of something deeper, something wilder, something more than mere words could encompass. "I have."

The room went silent. The grad students perked up, suddenly very interested, their attention pulled in by a force stronger than any academic curiosity.  Their eyes flicked between her and Kendrick, like moths drawn to a flame that burned with an unpredictable heat.

JJ turned to face him, her blouse now unbuttoned, her bra barely containing her heavy tits, the delicate lace straining against them as she let it fall away from her breastbone. The fabric pooled around her hips, whispering its surrender, inviting scrutiny. "And what if the man giving the order likes being obeyed?" she asked, her fingers trailing down her stomach, her skirt riding up just enough to flash the lace of her panties, a tantalizing peek into the hidden landscape beneath.

Kendrick’s smirk deepened, and for a moment, JJ saw something feral in his eyes—a wildness that mirrored her own longing, a hunger that stretched beyond words or touch. "Then maybe he should demonstrate."

The doors locked with a click.

JJ turned, her voice a whisper, but it carried—raw, needy, laced with the promise of surrender. "Class dismissed. Except for you, Kendrick."

---

The desk was old, scarred from years of use, its wood groaning under their combined weight, a creaking testament to countless encounters that had left their mark on its surface. JJ was bent over it, her ass in the air, her skirt hiked up to her waist, her panties already torn aside by Kendrick’s impatient hand. He held her hips, his fingers digging in just enough to leave marks—a claim of ownership etched into her skin like a brand.

"You’re so fucking wet for me," he growled, his thumb circling her clit, his voice rough with satisfaction and something darker, something possessive that made her shiver. "Did you bring this on purpose?"

"Of course." She moaned as he yanked her lace aside, his fingers dipping into her heat, finding the sweet core of her arousal where it pulsed beneath his touch. "I wanted you to see how much I need you."

Daniel was on his knees in the front row, his face buried between her spread thighs, his tongue lapping at her juices like a man starved—like he hadn’t tasted anything good in days. "Fuck, baby," he groaned, his breath hot against her skin, "you taste like sin."

Kendrick chuckled darkly. "That’s because she is."

He didn't waste time. With one rough grip, he tore her panties off, then spanked her ass—hard. The sound echoed through the empty lecture hall, a sharp crack that reverberated against the walls, leaving JJ breathless in its wake. She gasped, her nails clawing at the desk, tasting salt on her tongue.

"Please," she whimpered, her voice breaking. "I need it."

Kendrick didn’t make her wait. He lined himself up, his cock thick, long, veiny—the very thing she’d been craving since the moment he stepped into the room with that predatory smirk on his face and fire in his eyes. The scent of him filled her senses, a heady mix of leather and musk and something darker, something primal that promised to consume her entirely. And then he pushed.

JJ’s scream filled the room as he split her open, his cock stretching her in ways Daniel never could. Her breath caught in her throat, a strangled sound lost amidst the raw pleasure of him filling her up so completely, leaving no space between them but the urgent throb of their need. "Oh fuck—!"

Daniel’s hands were on her tits now, his grip firm, possessive, squeezing, pinching, as he watched with hungry eyes.  "Watch him fuck you, baby. Watch how big he makes you feel."

Kendrick grunted low in his throat, lost in the pleasure of driving into her so hard, his hips rocking against hers with a primal rhythm that made her bones ache and tremble with need. "You like that, don’t you?"  He muttered against the curve of her shoulder, his breath warm on her skin as he moved deeper. "You like being ruined in front of your little husband?"

"Yes!" JJ sobbed, her voice breaking. "God, yes—!"

Daniel’s cock was out now, his fist stroking himself furiously as he watched. "Come on my face, baby. I want to taste you while he fucks you."

JJ didn’t argue. She came with a cry, her pussy clenching around Kendrick’s cock, her juices slick and hot against him, her orgasm echoing through the space between them like thunder. Kendrick groaned, his thrusts growing erratic, frantic, desperate as if trying to consume her entirely.  "Fuck—JJ—!"

He came with a roar, his cock pulsing inside her, filling her up. Daniel was there to catch her as Kendrick pulled out, his cum dripping down her legs, leaving glistening trails like liquid moonlight on the wood of the desk.

"Good girl," Kendrick murmured, adjusting his tie, his voice smooth, satisfied. "Now let’s see how well you take both of us."

JJ’s eyes widened. "Oh, fuck—"

Daniel’s grin was wicked, predatory. "I knew you’d like that."

And as Kendrick reached for his belt, JJ’s laughter echoed through the lecture hall—happy, sated, already wanting more. It was a sound of surrender and delight, tinged with something dangerous, something wild that mirrored her own escalating hunger. She leaned back against the desk, letting out a long sigh that escaped in ragged gasps as she watched Kendrick unbuckle his belt, her limbs tingling with anticipation.

---

The three of them collapsed onto the professor’s couch, the leather creaking under their weight, its worn surface cool beneath their bodies as they settled into its embrace. JJ was sprawled between them, her skin flushed, her lips swollen from Kendrick’s kisses, her thighs still trembling from the force of his cock. Daniel’s hand rested on her hip, his fingers tracing idle circles, his touch possessive but gentle, a comforting anchor in the wake of their storm.

Kendrick leaned back, his arm slung over the back of the couch, his cock already half-hard again, its insistent presence a tangible reminder of their shared pleasure. "You’re insatiable," he murmured, his voice rough with amusement as he watched her.

JJ smirked, propping herself up on one elbow, enjoying the way his gaze lingered on every curve of her body.  "And you love it."

"I do." He reached out, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her close for a slow, deep kiss. When he finally pulled away, his thumb brushed her lower lip, leaving a delicate trail of warmth in its wake. "But we can’t do this every day. Not like this."

JJ’s smirk faded, replaced by a flicker of vulnerability that she quickly masked with a playful roll of her eyes. "What do you mean?"

Daniel shifted beside her, his voice careful. "We need rules. Boundaries. Something to keep this from…" He hesitated, searching for the word. "From getting out of hand."

Kendrick’s grip on her hair tightened, just slightly. "Or maybe we don’t."

JJ swallowed, feeling a shiver crawl down her spine despite the heat radiating off Kendrick's body. "Oh, come on. You’re not seriously suggesting we just keep doing this? No structure? No—"

"No what?" Kendrick cut in, his voice low, a dangerous purr vibrating through her as if he was already savoring the answer. "No limits? No rules?"

She bit back a gasp, her pulse quickening at his intensity, the way he leaned into her, filling her vision with the smoldering depths of his gaze. "No consequences."

His smirk was slow, dangerous, satisfied. "Consequences are for people who follow them."

Daniel exhaled sharply, his hand tightening on her thigh as if trying to ground himself amidst the shifting currents of their connection. "JJ—"

"What?" She turned to him, her eyes flashing, a defiant spark leaping into their depths. "You want to talk about rules? Fine. Rule one: No one gets to tell me what to do."  Her gaze snapped back to Kendrick, her voice dropping. "Not even you."

Kendrick’s chuckle was dark, satisfied. "Good. Because I don’t want to."

JJ’s pulse spiked. She knew what he was saying. He wasn’t just talking about sex. He was talking about control. About who got to decide what happened next.

And for the first time, she wasn’t sure she was ready to let go. It terrified her, thrilled her, made her want to both claw and melt into him at once.  But then again, maybe that's precisely why she couldn't resist his pull.

---

The walk back to the department was quiet, the three of them moving in a loose cluster, their arms brushing, their presence a silent promise. JJ’s mind raced, her thoughts tangled in the aftershocks of what had just happened.

This wasn’t just about sex anymore. It was about power. About who got to decide what happened next, who set the terms for this deliciously dangerous game they were playing. And she wasn't sure she was ready to relinquish control entirely—not yet. Not when every fiber of her being screamed that it was both exhilarating and terrifying all at once.

Daniel’s hand found hers, his fingers lacing through hers, his touch grounding, a steady anchor in the swirling sea of emotions. "We’ll figure it out," he murmured, his voice low, laced with a tenderness that belied the intensity simmering beneath their skin.  "Together."

JJ looked up at him, her heart pounding against her ribs like a captive bird yearning for freedom. "Will we?"

Kendrick’s voice cut through the quiet, smooth as silk but sharp with an underlying current of steel. "Oh, we will."

And as they turned the corner toward the building, JJ couldn’t shake the feeling that she was standing at the edge of something—something dangerous, something delicious. It held the promise of freedom and surrender in equal measure, a dizzying blend of fear and desire that pulled her inexorably forward.

And she was ready.




Chapter 5

The university’s Black Studies department was hosting its quarterly "Late-Night Symposium on Cultural Taboos," a semi-private event where professors could discuss—and debate—the more spicy aspects of their research. JJ had volunteered to organize it, knowing full well that Kendrick would be in attendance. She’d even slipped her husband, Dr. Elias Carter, a text earlier that day: "Wear your nicest suit. You’re coming."

Her husband had hesitated at first—until she'd added: "And don't forget to bring your lube."

The symposium was held in the department’s private lounge, a room that had seen its fair share of late-night confessions and heated debates. Tonight, however, the air hummed with something different—something electric. The dim lighting cast long shadows across the deep leather chairs, the polished mahogany table, and the bar stocked with top-shelf liquor. The scent of aged whiskey and expensive cigars clung to the air, thick and intoxicating, like the promise of secrets yet to be spoken.

JJ stood near the bar, sipping a martini, her fingers tracing the rim of the glass. Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to tease the swell of her cleavage, the fabric clinging to her skin like a second layer. Her skirt rode high on her thighs, the hem barely covering the sheer stockings beneath, and her lips were painted a deep, inviting red—deliberately provocative. She had planned this carefully. Every lingering glance, every stumble, every breathless pause was part of the game.

The door creaked open, and the room seemed to still.

Kendrick stepped inside, his presence alone making the air thicker, heavier. He was dressed in a tailored black suit that hugged his broad shoulders, the fabric stretched taut over his chest. His tie was loose, the top button undone, and his dark eyes scanned the room before locking onto hers. The corner of his mouth quirked upward, knowing. Predatory.

"Professor JJ," he purred, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the shell as he spoke. "You look like you’re planning something."

She turned to face him, her smile slow, deliberate. "Oh? And what makes you say that?"

His thumb traced the line of her jaw, his touch firm, possessive. "Because," he murmured, his fingers tightening just enough to make her pulse jump, "I can smell your arousal."

JJ laughed, the sound low and throaty, vibrating against his palm. She trailed a finger down the lapel of his suit jacket, feeling the heat of his skin beneath the fabric. "Is that so?"

"Mmm." His hand slid down her arm, his fingers curling around her wrist before he pulled her closer. "You’ve been teasing me all night. Texting me. Looking at me like you want to drag me into that supply closet and—"

"And what?" she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper.

"And fuck me until neither of us can remember our own names." His lips brushed her ear again, his teeth grazing the lobe just enough to make her gasp. "But you’re not the only one playing games, Professor."

Behind them, the door to the lounge swung open again, and Elias stepped inside. His suit was impeccable, his posture rigid with barely contained tension. His eyes flicked between JJ and Kendrick, his jaw clenched, his fingers twitching at his sides. He had brought the lube, just as she’d asked. But more than that, he had brought himself—his desire, his jealousy, his need to be part of this.

Kendrick noticed him immediately. His gaze darkened, his expression shifting from playful to dangerous in an instant. "Dr. Carter," he said, his voice smooth but edged with something sharper. "I didn’t realize you were joining us."

Elias swallowed hard, his throat bobbing. "JJ invited me."

"Did she now?" Kendrick’s eyes never left Elias’s, and JJ could feel the tension coiling between them, thick and electric. "How… thoughtful of her."

JJ stepped between them, her hand resting lightly on Elias’s chest. "Come," she said, her voice soft but firm. "There’s something I want to show you."

She turned and led them toward the back hallway, where a narrow corridor stretched into the dimly lit depths of the department. The air was cooler here, the silence broken only by the distant hum of the building’s systems. JJ paused outside a door marked "Faculty Use Only" and turned the key in the lock. The click of the latch echoed in the quiet, sending a shiver down her spine.

"This is where the real discussions happen," she murmured, her fingers brushing Elias’s tie before she pushed the door open.

Inside, the room was small but plush—dark wood paneling, a long desk, and a plush armchair in the corner. The only light came from a single lamp on the desk, casting long shadows across the walls. Elias stepped inside first, his breath hitching as he took in the space. Kendrick followed, his presence filling the room, his gaze raking over JJ with a hunger that made her skin prickle.

"Close the door," Kendrick ordered, his voice low.

Elias did as he was told, his fingers trembling as he turned the lock.

JJ turned to face them, her smile slow, her eyes dark with anticipation. "Husband dear," she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed command. "Why don’t you fetch us a drink?"

Elias nodded, his throat working. "Yes, ma’am."

He turned toward the door, but Kendrick’s hand shot out, gripping his shoulder. "No."

Elias stilled, his breath catching.

"He stays," Kendrick said, his voice a velvet command, but there was no mistaking the steel beneath it.

JJ’s lips parted, her eyes widening just slightly before she smirked. "Oh? And why’s that?"

"Because," Kendrick growled, stepping closer, his thumb brushing her lower lip, "I want to see his face when you beg for it."

Elias’s cock twitched painfully against his slacks, his hands clenching into fists. He could smell her—JJ’s arousal, thick and intoxicating, mingling with the scent of Kendrick’s cologne and the faint metallic tang of his own need. His wife was playing with them both, and God help him, he loved it.

JJ’s smile widened, her hips rocking forward just slightly, her thighs pressing together. "Oh? And what exactly am I supposed to beg for, Kendrick?"

His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers curling around the edge of her skirt. "You’ll know when the time comes."

The first touch was Kendrick’s. He grabbed her wrist, yanking her against him, his mouth crashing onto hers in a bruising kiss. JJ moaned into it, her tongue tangling with his, her hands clutching at his suit jacket. The kiss was hungry, desperate, a collision of teeth and tongues and need. Elias watched, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock aching behind his zipper.

"You’ve been a bad girl, Professor," Kendrick murmured against her lips, his voice rough. "Playing with fire. Teasing me. Texting me like a dirty little secret."

"I know," JJ breathed, her hips rocking forward, her ass pressing against the hard length of his cock. "But you love it."

"Fuck yes I do." Kendrick spun her around, shoving her against the desk. The impact sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her breasts pressing against the polished wood, her nipples hardening into tight peaks.

"Get on your knees." Elias groaned, his thumb brushing over his head, spreading his pre-cum around the tip. His eyes were locked on his wife’s glistening pussy, already slick with arousal, her folds swollen and desperate.

Kendrick chuckled darkly, his fingers dipping between her folds. "She’s so wet," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Already dripping for me."

"Because you’re huge," JJ whimpered, her head falling back, her tits spilling over the desk. "I need it. I need you." 

Kendrick didn’t make her wait. He dropped to his knees behind her, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider. His tongue flicked over her clit in slow, maddening circles, his breath hot against her skin. JJ screamed, her nails digging into the desk, her hips bucking against his mouth.

"Kendrick, please—"

"Please what?" he taunted, pulling back just enough to tease her. "You want my cock? Or do you want me to fuck your mouth first?" 

"Both," she gasped, her eyes wild. "I want everything."

Kendrick grinned, standing up. His cock was rock-hard, veiny and thick, pulsing with need. He grabbed her hair, yanking her up, his mouth crashing onto hers as he forced her to her knees.  "Open."

JJ obeyed instantly, her lips parting, her tongue swiping over his head before she took him in. Her cheeks hollowed as she bobbed her head, her moans vibrating around his shaft. Elias couldn’t take it anymore.

He stepped forward, his cock aching, his hand wrapping around himself, stroking furiously as he watched his wife take Kendrick’s thick cock like a good little slut. "Fuck, JJ," he groaned, his thumb spreading his pre-cum over his head. "You’re such a good girl."

Kendrick pulled her off his cock with a wet pop, his hand cupping her chin, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips. "Get on the desk."

JJ didn’t hesitate. She crawled onto the desk, her ass jutting out, her tits spilling over the edge, her legs spread wide, her pussy glistening. Kendrick didn’t waste time. He grabbed her hips, yanking her to the edge, his cock sliding between her folds, his head pressing against her tight entrance.

"You’re so fucking tight," he groaned, his hips rocking forward, his cock sinking into her slowly, stretching her inch by agonizing inch.

JJ screamed, her nails digging into the desk, her back arching, her tits bouncing as she took him. "Oh fuck, Kendrick—you’re so big—"

"Shut up and take it," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts deepening, his cock hitting her G-spot with every stroke. 

Elias couldn't resist anymore. He stepped forward, his cock sliding between her thighs, his pre-cum dripping onto her ass, his fingers spreading her juices as he watched Kendrick fuck her. "JJ," he whimpered, his voice breaking. "Let me—"

"No," Kendrick snapped, without looking back. "She’s mine right now."

Elias stilled, his cock aching, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched his wife get ruined by the biggest, blackest cock she’d ever had.

Kendrick fucked her harder, his cock slapping against her pussy, his balls slapping against her ass, his grunts turning into groans. "You love this, don’t you?" he panted, his hands sliding up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair. "You love being stretched by my big black cock."

"Yes!" she screamed, her voice hoarse, her body shaking, her orgasm building, her pussy clenching around him. "I love it—I love you—fuck me harder—"

Kendrick obeyed. He grabbed her hair, yanking her up, his cock still buried deep, his thrusts becoming wilder, his grunts turning into groans. "Come for me," he ordered, his voice rough. "Now."

JJ obeyed. She screamed, her body shaking, her pussy clenching around him, her juices dripping down her thighs as she came hard, her orgasm wracking her body, her breath coming in ragged gasps.  Kendrick followed, his cock pulsing, his cum filling her, his groans echoing through the room as he painted her walls, his release deep and violent.

---

When it was over, Kendrick pulled out with a wet pop, his cock glistening, his cum dripping down JJ’s thighs. He grabbed a tissue from the desk, cleaning her up, his fingers gentle, his touch still dominant.

"Good girl," he murmured, kissing her forehead. "Next time, we bring a guest."

JJ laughed, her body still tingling, her smile wide. "Oh? And who’s that gonna be?"

Kendrick grinned, adjusting his tie. "How about Professor Whitmore? He’s been watching you for months."

JJ’s eyes widened, her breath hitching. "The dean’s favorite?"

"Exactly." Kendrick chuckled, slapping Elias on the back. "Now get your wife home before someone hears."

Elias nodded, his cock still hard, his smile wide. "Yes, sir."

As they left the office, JJ winked at Elias, her lips swollen, her hair messy, her body still humming from the ruination she’d just experienced.

"Next time," she whispered, her voice sweet, her promise clear, "we invite the whole department." 

And Elias knew—he’d be there, watching, hard as steel, ready to worship his perfect, ruined wife.




Chapter 6

The elevator doors slid shut behind them with a soft ping, sealing JJ, Elias, and Marcus in a dimly lit corner of the faculty wing. The air smelled faintly of polished wood and lingering perfume—JJ's still clinging to her skin like a second layer, a sweet, heady scent that mingled with the faintest hint of musk from both men. Marcus’s fingers twitched at his sides, his knuckles white where he gripped the strap of his briefcase, its leather cool beneath his sweaty palms.  He hadn't spoken since they left the office, his jaw clenched so tightly it looked as though it might actually snap in half, his breath coming in short, controlled bursts that seemed to rustle the crisp linen of his shirt.

Elias, on the other hand, was smirking. It was a slow, languid curve of his lips, almost predatory, as if he found some hidden amusement in Marcus's obvious discomfort.

“You’re enjoying this,” JJ murmured, pressing herself against the elevator’s mirrored wall, her reflection showing back at her – lips still swollen and soft from Elias’s kiss, her blouse slightly askew, one strap of her bra peeking out from beneath the fabric. She licked her lower lip, slow and deliberate, watching Elias’s eyes darken in response to the flash of pale skin, a dark heat flickering in their depths.

“You know I am,” he rumbled, his voice low enough that only she could hear, rich with amusement and something else altogether – a hint of possessiveness that made JJ's breath hitch. “But I’m also starving.” 

JJ laughed, the sound bright and unapologetic, echoing off the polished steel walls of the elevator as it rattled upward. “Oh, you’ll eat. Just not what you think.”

The elevator dinged on their floor, the fluorescent lights above flickering once before settling back into a harsh hum. The doors opened to the empty hallway, the faint murmur of voices from faculty offices down the corridor fading quickly with each passing second.  The department was quiet this late—most faculty had already left for the night, the few stragglers buried in grading or research. Perfect.

Marcus exhaled sharply as they stepped out, his shoes clicking against the tile floor in a sharp counterpoint to JJ’s lingering perfume and Elias's cologne – dark musk and spice – that hung heavy in the air between them. “We should—”

“No,” JJ cut him off, her voice sweet but firm, a note of steel threading through its honeyed tone. She turned to Elias, her fingers trailing down his chest, her nails digging into the soft fabric of his shirt just enough to make him hiss softly.

Elias’s smirk transformed into something predatory. “Helping with what?” His eyes held hers, their dark depths glittering with anticipation.

JJ’s gaze flicked to Marcus, who was already hard, his cock pressing uncomfortably against the thin fabric of his slacks. She reached out, her fingers brushing the bulge through his pants, and Marcus's breath hitched, a sound swallowed by the oppressive quiet of the empty hallway.  "Helping me teach him a lesson," she purred, leaning closer until her lips brushed his ear, sending a shiver down his spine.

The apartment was a sleek, modern space—high ceilings that seemed to swallow up the muted light filtering in from the city outside, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the glittering sprawl below, and a layout designed for both luxury and privacy. JJ led them to the master bedroom, where the king-sized bed dominated the room like a plush throne, the sheets already turned down in anticipation—an invitation, she thought wryly, her hand lingering on Elias's arm as they crossed the threshold.

Marcus hesitated in the doorway, his eyes darting between JJ and Elias like a man caught between a rock and a hard place – or perhaps more accurately, like a deer caught in the headlights of two predatory cars bearing down upon him. "You don't have to do this," he said, his voice rough, strained with apprehension. “I won’t—”

JJ turned, her hips swaying as she unbuttoned her blouse, letting it slide off her shoulders, revealing the dark lace of her bra and the pale smooth expanse of her skin beneath. She stepped out of her heels, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet with a soft sigh that seemed to echo her own internal release.  "Oh, Marcus," she sighed, leaning against the windowsill, watching as the city lights pulsed below like a living constellation. "You want to."

She paused, turning back to him, meeting his gaze with a knowing smile. Her lips curled into a teasing arc that hinted at what was yet to come, at the delicious power she wielded over him tonight.

Elias chuckled, already loosening his tie, letting it fall from his collar and drape loosely around his neck as he moved toward Marcus, pulling off his jacket and then kicking off his shoes before shedding his pants altogether. He stood before them in nothing but his boxers—his cock already tenting the fabric, thick and veiny, throbbing with an eagerness that mirrored JJ’s own.

JJ crossed the room, her fingers tangling in Marcus’s hair, forcing his head back so she could press her lips to his. The kiss was soft at first, almost tender, a hesitant exploration before her tongue slipped inside, claiming him. Marcus groaned, his hands gripping her waist, pulling her closer, but JJ broke away with a laugh.

“Shh.” She murmured against the skin of his jaw, her breath hot against his ear.  "Not yet."

She stepped back, her gaze flicking to Elias, who was watching them both with an almost feral intensity. "Undress him."

Elias didn’t hesitate. In one fluid motion, he had Marcus's belt undone, his zipper lowered, his cock springing free—thick, flushed, already weeping. JJ’s lips curled into a smile as she knelt down in front of him, her fingers wrapping around Marcus’s length, stroking him slowly.

“Fuck,” Marcus groaned, his head falling back against the headboard, his eyes fluttering closed for just a moment before snapping open again to fix on JJ's face. "JJ—"

" Shh.” She leaned in, her tongue flicking over the tip of him, tasting him, teasing him with the promise of what was yet to come. “You don’t get to come yet."

Elias watched, his cock hardening further as he unbuttoned his shirt, letting it fall to the floor. He kicked off his shoes, his pants, until he stood before them in nothing but his boxers—his cock already tenting the fabric, thick and veiny. The way his gaze moved between Marcus's slickened cock and JJ’s flushed face spoke volumes of what he wanted.

JJ pulled back, her lips glistening, her breath ragged. “On the bed. Hands and knees.”

Marcus didn’t argue. He climbed onto the mattress, his body trembling as he positioned himself, his ass high, his cock still throbbing,  and JJ crawled after him, her fingers trailing down his spine, her nails digging in just enough to make him gasp.

"Elias,” she said, her voice a command that was both urgent and utterly sensual.

He didn’t need further instruction. He stepped forward, his hands gripping Marcus’s hips, spreading him open. JJ leaned in, her tongue flicking over Marcus’s hole, teasing, prodding, until he was whimpering, his fingers clutching the sheets.

“Please,” he begged. “JJ, please—”

" Not yet," she purred, her breath hot against his skin. She looked up at Elias. "You." 

Elias didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed the lube from the nightstand, his fingers slicking it over his cock before pressing the head against Marcus’s entrance. Marcus cried out, his body tensing, his cock weeping as Elias fucked him—hard, deep, possessive.  His hips bucked involuntarily but JJ's hand on his back forced him to relax, her thumb stroking slow circles over the taut muscle of his ass.

JJ watched, her fingers trailing down her own body, her clit already swollen, aching. She knelt behind Elias, her lips brushing his ear, " Now," she whispered.

Elias didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled out, his cock glistening, and JJ was there, her mouth wrapping around him, her tongue flicking over the veins, her throat bobbing as she took him deep.  He groaned, his hands fisting in her hair.

Marcus watched, his eyes wide, his breath catching in his throat. He felt like he was drowning in this exchange of flesh and desire, every thrust of Elias’s hips sending a tremor through him. 

"Fuck,” Elias hissed, the sound muffled against her lips. “You’re perfect.”

JJ pulled back, her lips glossy, her breath ragged. “I need you inside me,” she gasped. "Now."

Elias didn't argue. He flipped her onto her back, her legs hooked over his shoulders, her tits bouncing as he fucked her hard—his cock pounding into her, hitting every spot.  He pressed himself against her with a force that threatened to break her in two, making her cry out.

Marcus watched, his cock hard, aching, his hand wrapping around himself as he jerked in time with Elias’s thrusts. “Fuck, JJ,” he groaned, “you look so good like this.”

JJ laughed, breathless. "You have no idea."

Elias spanked her ass, the sound loud, sharp.  “Shut up and take it.”

She obeyed.

He fucked her harder, his cock slapping against her, his balls slapping her clit with every thrust. The room seemed to shrink around them, consumed by the raw energy of their shared desire. JJ gripped his shoulders, her nails digging into the hard flesh beneath his muscles.

"His turn," she panted,  her voice raspy, breath coming in short gasps against his ear.

Elias chuckled, low and dark. “Oh, baby, you’re insatiable.” He shifted slightly, giving Marcus a moment to collect himself before he came back down on her with renewed force.

JJ laughed, breathless. “And you’re exactly what I needed.”   The sounds of their passion filled the air – moans and gasps punctuated by the sharp thud of flesh meeting flesh and the rasp of ragged breaths. They were lost in this world, a whirlwind of heat and need where only this primal connection mattered.

---

The next morning, JJ woke to the sound of her phone buzzing on the nightstand.  She reached for it, her fingers brushing against the screen—Kendrick.

She smirked, her body still humming from the night before.

Kendrick: Heard you had a very interesting guest last night. Care to share details?

JJ’s fingers flew over the keys.

JJ: Depends. Are you jealous?

A pause. Then:

Kendrick: Always. 

She laughed, rolling onto her side, her gaze flicking to Marcus, who was still asleep beside her, his chest rising and falling steadily. Elias had left early, his parting words a dark promise:  “Next time, we bring a third.”

JJ: Good. Because I have a new idea.

Kendrick: Oh?

JJ: The dean’s favorite professor is visiting next week. I think it’s time we invited him to the lesson.

Another pause. Then:

Kendrick: You’re dangerous, JJ Carter. 

She grinned.

JJ: And you love it.

---

The lecture hall was packed, the air thick with anticipation. The faint scent of chalk dust mingled with the nervous tang of perfume and cologne as students fidgeted in their seats, their eyes flicking between JJ standing at the podium and the closed door behind her. She ran a finger along the edge of her notes—though she hadn’t looked at them in weeks. Her gaze flicked to the back of the room, where Kendrick sat, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable—a predator watching from a distance.

“Today,” she began, her voice smooth, almost bored, “we're discussing power dynamics in academic spaces.”

A few students shifted in their seats. JJ smirked.  "And who better to illustrate that than ourselves?”

She turned, her skirt riding high as she walked toward the door. “Professor Carter,” she called over her shoulder, “would you mind joining me?”

Kendrick stood, his presence commanding as he followed her out, drawing a collective intake of breath from the assembled students.  The door clicked shut behind them, the lock engaging with a soft click.

JJ turned, her fingers trailing down Kendrick’s chest, her nails digging in just enough to make him hiss softly. "You're late," she purred.

Kendrick’s hands gripped her hips, forcing her back against the door as his lips crashed against hers. The kiss was rough, possessive,  his tongue forcing its way inside, claiming her.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark, hungry, his cock already hard.

"You wanted a lesson," he growled. "Let’s give them one.”

JJ’s fingers wrapped around his tie, yanking him closer. "Then teach me."

And as the students outside pounded on the door, JJ Carter gave them exactly what they’d been waiting for – a lesson in power, desire, and the intoxicating thrill of forbidden knowledge.  A lesson that resonated long after the echoes of their moans had faded into silence.
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