

Chapter 1

The rain had just finished its evening drizzle, leaving the world outside slick and glistening under the amber streetlights, when JJ walked through the front door. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor with a deliberate, rhythmic tap—each step a playful drumroll announcing her arrival. Greg glanced up from his laptop, where he’d been half-heartedly grading a stack of undergraduate essays, his mind wandering to filthier things all afternoon. The moment his eyes landed on her, his cock gave a knowing twitch, already stirring in his jeans before she’d even said a word.

She was always stunning, the kind of beautiful that made strangers stop and stare, but tonight? Tonight, she was electric, radiating a confidence that shimmered in the air around her like heat off summer asphalt.

The warm, dim glow of the living room lamp caught the elegant curve of her neck, the way her deep, dark skin seemed to drink in the light and reflect it back with a honeyed richness. Her full lips were painted a sinful, plump red—the exact shade that made Greg’s mouth water every time he saw it, that made him imagine them wrapped around his cock. The fitted, cream-colored blouse she’d worn to the conference clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric straining ever so slightly over the magnificent swell of her huge tits, her nipples pebbled and visible through the thin material. The soft curve of her belly begged to be kissed, a trail that led to pleasures he knew too well. And her ass? Fuck. The pencil skirt had ridden up during her walk from the car, just enough to tease, the intricate black lace of her thong peeking out from beneath the hem, that tiny strip of fabric already damp with her arousal—she’d been thinking about this the whole drive home.

Greg swallowed hard, a dry click in his throat, and discreetly adjusted himself under the table. His cock was already half-hard, the swollen tip pressing insistently against the metal teeth of his zipper, leaking a pearl of pre-cum that made his boxers stick to his skin with an intimate, needy suction.

JJ didn’t even glance in his direction, feigning nonchalance with a performance that was entirely for his benefit. She dropped her leather briefcase with a satisfied thud near the door, then bent over to kick off her heels, giving him a deliberate, slow-motion view of her perfect ass as the shoes clattered to the floor. The rustle of her sheer stockings as she stepped out of them was a whisper of promise. The scent of her—bergamot and something sweeter, a musky undertone that was purely her own arousal—wafted across the room, thick and intoxicating, wrapping around his senses like a physical caress.

“Babe,” she purred, her voice a low, smoky rumble, her hips swaying in an exaggerated, hypnotic rhythm as she crossed the room toward him. “You’re not gonna believe the day I had.”

Greg’s breath caught high in his chest. That tone. That smirk curling the corners of her voice. He knew exactly what it meant. It was the same tone she used right before she told him about the barista who flirted with her, or the time a colleague’s eyes lingered too long on her cleavage. But tonight, it was sharper, richer, dripping with a dirty secret she was aching to share.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Instead, she straddled his lap in one fluid motion, her thick, powerful thighs pressing against his hips, the scorching heat of her pussy seeping through the thin denim of his jeans. Greg’s breath hitched audibly as she leaned in close, her warm breath ghosting over the sensitive shell of his ear, her full lips so close he could feel the vibration of her voice.

“You know that conference I went to?” she murmured, her fingers beginning a slow, torturous trail down his chest, tracing the outline of his ribs through his t-shirt, lingering just above the waistband of his jeans where a thin line of hair disappeared. “The one where I had to present on Black feminist theory? The one with all those stuffy old professors and their tired critiques? Mmm.”

Greg’s cock throbbed painfully against the confinement of his pants, a fresh leak of pre-cum soaking into the cotton. He knew that tone. That smirk in her voice was practically a victory lap.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice coming out rough and uneven, already wrecked. “You told me. You were nervous about the panel.”

“Oh, Greg.” She giggled, a throaty, musical sound that went straight to his balls. She rocked her hips against him, a slow, circular grind, her pussy soaked through her thong and his jeans—he could feel the damp heat pressing against his trapped erection like a brand. “You have no idea what I got up to.”

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, her dark gaze smoldering with mischief, her pupils blown wide with desire. “There was this one professor,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial purr, her fingers now toying with the button at the collar of his shirt. “Kendrick. Oh, Kendrick.”

Greg’s stomach twisted with a sharp, electrifying jealousy that only made his cock harder. Kendrick. The Black Studies dean. The one with the reputation that preceded him like a storm front. The one who’d been at every faculty mixer, always surrounded by a flock of adoring graduate students and very willing professors, his deep laugh rumbling across the room. The one who’d made it very clear, with lingering glances and not-so-subtle compliments, that he had a taste for women like JJ—confident, brilliant, unapologetically dominant. Women who could match him wit for wit and then take him apart piece by piece.

And now, apparently, his wife had been one of them.

JJ’s nimble fingers found the button of his jeans, popping it open with a practiced flick of her wrist. The sharp, deliberate sound of the metal button clicking free echoed in the quiet room like a gunshot. Greg’s breath stuttered as she reached inside, her warm hand wrapping around his cock through the thin cotton of his boxers—or rather, around the thick, straining outline of it. He was hard, achingly, desperately hard, already leaking enough to dampen the fabric, his shaft twitching eagerly in her grip as if greeting an old friend.

“He’s huge, Greg,” she whispered, her thumb brushing teasingly over the swollen head of his cock through the boxers, tracing the ridge and spreading the wet spot wider. “Like, ridiculous. Thick as my wrist. Long enough to hit places I forgot I had.” She licked her lips slowly, deliberately, leaving a glossy trail of saliva that shimmered in the lamplight. “The moment I saw him in the hallway, all tall and broad in that tailored suit, I just… I had to have him. It wasn’t even a choice.”

Greg’s cock jerked violently in her grip, a traitorous response that bypassed his brain entirely. He should have been jealous—hell, he was jealous, a hot, possessive flare in his chest—but the way she was describing it, all breathy and turned on, like she was tasting the memory on her tongue, had his own cock leaking steadily, his balls drawing up tight and heavy.

“You—you fucked him?” he managed, his voice cracking hoarsely, his fingers clutching at her hips as if to anchor himself.

JJ’s laugh was a dark, throaty thing, a sound that vibrated through her chest and into his. She rolled her hips again, grinding her pussy down on his thigh with a slow, deliberate pressure that made him feel every slick fold through her thong. “Oh, baby,” she murmured, her hand sliding inside his underwear at last, skin to skin, her fingers curling around his shaft with a firm, possessive grip. “I let him fuck me. Twice. And he didn’t ask politely.”

Greg groaned, a deep, guttural sound wrenched from his throat as she began to stroke him, her grip tight and expert, her nails scraping just enough along the sensitive underside to make him flinch and buck into her fist. The sensation shot straight to his balls, a lightning bolt of pleasure that had his cock pulsing in her hand, the thick vein along the side throbbing against her palm.

“He stretched me out, Greg,” she continued, her voice a sinful, intimate whisper, her other hand trailing down his chest, her nails digging into the firm muscle just enough to leave pink, parallel lines that would fade by morning. “Had me on my knees in his office between sessions, my skirt hiked up around my waist, my thong pulled to the side. I was begging for it, literally begging, my face pressed against the carpet while he rubbed that huge cock against my clit, teasing me. And then—” She leaned in close, her breath hot and ticklish against his ear, her lips brushing the lobe. “Then he bent me over his massive oak desk, swept all his papers onto the floor, and fucked me like I was his property.”

Greg’s hips jerked up involuntarily, fucking into her tight fist, his cock throbbing with a need that bordered on pain. He could see it in vivid, pornographic detail: Kendrick’s big, powerful hands gripping JJ’s hips hard enough to bruise, his thick, veiny cock slamming into her from behind, her huge tits bouncing in her unbuttoned blouse, her moans filling the book-lined office, probably loud enough for passing students to hear.

“Fuck,” Greg gasped, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her closer, his mouth blindly seeking her skin.

JJ’s grin was wicked, a flash of perfect white teeth. “You like that, don’t you?” she teased, squeezing him just right at the base, her thumb swiping over his slit on the next upstroke, gathering the slippery pre-cum and spreading it around the sensitive head until it glistened. “You like knowing I was his little slut at work? His conference whore? That he had me calling him ‘Daddy’ while he ruined me?”

Greg whimpered, a broken, needy sound, as she leaned down and caught his earlobe between her teeth, tugging gently. “Admit it,” she whispered, her voice a hot caress. “You wish you could’ve been there. You wish you could’ve watched him split me open with that monster cock. Maybe you’d have sat in the corner and stroked yourself while he made me scream.”

Greg’s cock pulsed violently, a fresh bead of pre-cum leaking onto his stomach where his shirt had ridden up. He did wish that. God, he wished it so badly it was a physical ache. He wished he could’ve seen her come undone, touched the stretched-out evidence of her infidelity, felt her pussy clench and flutter around Kendrick’s cock while he—

“JJ—” His voice broke, a plea and a surrender all at once.

She chuckled, a low, knowing sound, her hand still working him, slow and deliberate, keeping him right on the edge. “Later, baby,” she murmured, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead that was strangely gentle after all her dirty talk. “Right now, I need you. I’ve been thinking about your tongue all day.”

She shifted off his lap with a feline grace, sliding down to kneel between his spread thighs on the soft rug. Greg’s breath hitched, his heart hammering, as she looked up at him, her dark eyes smoldering with hunger, her lips parted and swollen as if she’d already been kissed breathless, her chest heaving with anticipation.

“Lick me,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding, the tone of a woman who was used to getting exactly what she wanted. “Make me cum before I tell you everything. Every dirty detail. Every position. Every time he made me come. But you don’t get to hear any of it until my legs are shaking.”

Greg didn’t hesitate—couldn’t have even if he wanted to.

He grabbed her hips and pulled her forward, his mouth starving for her, pressing his face against the soaked lace of her thong and inhaling deeply, her scent flooding his senses. The first taste of her, when he pushed the damp fabric aside with his nose and ran his tongue through her slick folds, was intoxicating—sweet, salty, soaked. Her arousal coated his tongue, thick and musky, and he groaned against her, the vibration making her gasp and clutch at his hair. He lapped at her with a desperate reverence, his tongue circling her clit, flicking over the swollen nub, teasing the hood just the way she liked.

“Oh fuck, Greg,” she gasped, her hips rolling against his face, her thick thighs already trembling on either side of his head. “Just like that—yes—use your whole mouth, baby, don’t be shy.”

He loved this. Loved how she took control, how she demanded things from him without a second thought. But even more, he loved how turned on it made her. How wet she got, the evidence of her arousal coating his chin and dripping down his throat. How desperate she became, all that powerful confidence melting into raw need under his tongue.

He shoved two fingers inside her without warning, curling them upward to stroke that rough patch of spongy tissue, and her back arched like a bow. “That’s it,” she breathed, her nails digging into his scalp hard enough to send a perfect sting of pain through him. “Make me come—please, Greg, make me come on your face—”

Greg obeyed, his tongue plunging into her, fucking her with it, his nose pressed against her clit, as his fingers curled and stroked her G-spot with a relentless rhythm. He could feel her inner walls fluttering, the telltale sign that she was right on the precipice. She screamed, a raw, beautiful sound, her back arching until only her heels and her hands in his hair kept her upright, her juices flooding his mouth, hot and plentiful, as she came. Her fingers clenched in his hair, pulling hard, her thighs quivering around his head, squeezing the sides of his face as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

“Fuck,” she panted, collapsing forward against him, her chest heaving against his face, her heart pounding. Her whole body was flushed, a sheen of sweat making her glow. “You’re so good at that. You eat pussy like it’s your job.”

Greg grinned against her skin, pressing a kiss to her inner thigh before pulling back. His lips and chin were slick with her, and he licked them clean, savoring the taste. His cock was still aching, red and angry and leaking, his balls heavy and drawn up tight, desperate for release.

JJ pulled back, her own lips kiss-swollen, her eyes dark with lust but still sharp, still calculating. “Now,” she said, her voice a purr as she traced a finger through the mess on his chin and brought it to her lips to suck it clean. “Tell me about your day.”

Greg groaned, a frustrated, amused sound. He knew what she was doing. She was teasing him. Prolonging his suffering for her own entertainment. She loved having him like this—hard and desperate and entirely at her mercy.

But he’d play along, because that was the game, and he loved it as much as she did.

“Boring,” he muttered, his voice hoarse. “Just grading papers. Two students argued about Fanon. I drank bad coffee. Thought about you.”

JJ’s eyebrow arched, perfectly shaped and full of sass. “Mmm. Boring indeed.” Her fingers trailed down his chest, tracing a lazy pattern through the sparse hair, before wrapping around his cock once more. She stroked him slowly, deliberately, her grip just loose enough to be torturous. “You’re hard, Greg,” she murmured, stating the obvious with a smirk. “Did you think about me while I was at the conference? Touching yourself under the desk like a pervert?”

Greg’s breath hitched as her thumb circled the sensitive rim of his cockhead. “Maybe.”

JJ’s laugh was a dark, throaty thing, her face so close he could count her eyelashes. “Liar,” she whispered, leaning in, her lips brushing his ear with each word. “You wanted to know if I was good. If I was loud. If I came for him. You probably refreshed your phone a hundred times hoping I’d send you a dirty text from the bathroom.”

Greg’s cock jerked in her grip, a confession his voice couldn’t make.

JJ’s smile was sinful, all sharp edges. “Oh, I came,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “So hard. Harder than I have in weeks. He made me squirt all over his desk chair, Greg. It was embarrassing—and I loved it.”

She leaned back, settling more comfortably between his spread thighs, her fingers tightening around him, stroking him faster, harder, with a wet, obscene sound. Her other hand cupped his balls, kneading them gently, squeezing just enough to make him whimper and his toes curl against the floor.

“Tell me about Kendrick,” Greg gasped, his hips beginning to thrust up into her fist in shaky, involuntary jerks. “Tell me—tell me what he did to you.”

JJ’s grin was wicked, her pace quickening, her wrist twisting on the upstroke in a way that made his vision blur. “Big,” she breathed, as if describing a god. “So big. Thick as my wrist, I swear, and long enough to knock the breath out of me. He had to work it in slow, you know? Let me adjust around him. I could feel every ridge, every vein, just scraping my insides in the best way.”

Greg’s hips jerked up harder, his cock leaking a steady stream now, his balls aching with the need to let go.

“He filled me up,” JJ moaned, her thumb swiping over his slit on every stroke, spreading the silky pre-cum down his shaft, making the glide smoother, wetter. “Stretched me so good I thought I was going to split in half. Made me scream his name until my throat was raw. And then he came inside me, Greg. He came so deep I could taste it. And I just… lay there on his desk, dripping, while he told me what a good girl I was.”

Greg’s cock twitched, his orgasm building, coiling tight in his gut like a spring. His balls drew up, heavy and full, ready to burst.

“JJ—” His voice was a ragged groan, a warning.

She laughed, a throaty sound of pure delight, her hand moving faster, harder, a blur of motion that had his hips bucking wildly. Her other hand trailed down his chest, her nails scratching his skin, leaving hot, red trails that stung in the best way.

“Cum for me, baby,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his, her voice tender despite the filth. “Cum all over my tits. Paint me with it. Show me you’re still mine.”

Greg obeyed instantly, because he always did.

He came with a guttural groan that seemed to tear out of his very soul, his cock pulsing violently in her fist. Thick, hot ropes of his cum spurted across her chest, soaking her nipples through the thin blouse, dripping down into the valley of her cleavage, pearlescent against her deep skin. JJ moaned at the sight, her fingers still working him, milking every last drop from him, her other hand massaging his balls, rolling them gently to coax out more. She kept stroking him through his orgasm until he was shuddering with oversensitivity, his cock twitching and jerking in her grasp, until she finally, mercifully, let go.

“Fuck,” she breathed, looking down at the mess on her chest with immense satisfaction. Her chest heaved, her breath coming fast. “You’re such a good boy when you cum for me. Look at this—what a waste, all over my shirt.” She scooped a dollop of his cum off her collarbone with one finger and popped it into her mouth, licking it clean with a happy hum. “Mmm. Tastes like you missed me.”

Greg collapsed back against the couch, every muscle in his body turned to jelly. His cock lay spent and sensitive against his thigh, still twitching occasionally. His mind was a blissful, blank static. JJ leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, languid kiss, her tongue sliding against his, tasting him and herself and the salty evidence of his pleasure. When she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting them for a moment, her smile was triumphant.

“Now,” she murmured, her sticky fingers trailing down his chest, her nails teasing over his nipples just hard enough to make him shiver. “Tell me everything you want me to do to you. Every fantasy you’ve been too scared to say out loud. I’m in a generous mood.”

Greg’s breath hitched, his spent cock giving a valiant twitch against his thigh.

Because he knew, with absolute certainty, that the night was far from over. This was only the beginning, and JJ had only just started to play.




Chapter 2

The air in Greg’s office still hummed with the ghost of JJ’s presence, the emerald-green dress she’d worn—now abandoned in her office—clinging to the memory like sweat on skin, the whole room saturated with a heady mix of her perfume and something deeper, muskier, that made his chest tighten every time he breathed it in. He dragged a hand through his hair, the strands sticking to his forehead from the heat that hadn’t faded since she’d left, his shirt collar damp and clinging. The damp thong on his desk mocked him, the delicate black lace sticking faintly to his coffee mug where she’d dropped it with deliberate care, a little flag of surrender or invitation, he couldn’t decide which. He could still see the way she’d smirked as she placed it there, her fingers lingering on the porcelain edge, and his mind kept replaying the soft wet sound it made when it landed, the scent of her still clinging to the fabric like a dirty little secret.

A knock at the door jolted him from his thoughts, sharp and businesslike, and Greg tightened his grip on the edge of his desk until his knuckles went white. “Yes?” His voice came out rougher than he intended, a hint of a rasp that betrayed how close he’d been to losing himself in memory. The door creaked open, and Dr. Liam Carter, department chair and the closest thing Greg had to a mentor, stepped inside. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes—those calculating gray eyes that always seemed to be running a dozen analyses at once—roamed the room once, quickly, cataloging. Liam was a man who carried the weight of academia with quiet authority: graying temples perfectly coiffed, a tailored suit that probably cost more than Greg’s rent, and a presence that made you straighten your posture without being asked. Today, though, there was an edge to his gaze, a sharper glint that made Greg’s stomach twist into a cold little knot.

“Greg,” Liam said, shutting the door behind him with a soft click that echoed too loudly in the silence. “Mind if I join you for a minute?” Greg exhaled through his nose, forcing his shoulders to relax. “Of course, sir.” Liam settled into the chair across from him, the leather sighing under his weight, but instead of taking his usual professional tone—the one he used for budget meetings and curriculum reviews—he leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and fixed Greg with a stare that felt like a spotlight. “I heard you were visiting Kendrick’s office the other night.” Greg’s pulse spiked so fast he felt it in his throat. No. No, no, no. “I—I didn’t know he was there,” he managed, the words stumbling out. Liam’s mouth quirked in a faint, knowing half-smile. “Ah. But your student did.” Fuck. JJ. Of course. She’d probably mentioned it, or maybe Liam had his own sources—the man knew everything that happened in these halls, like he had eyes in the walls.

Liam studied him for a long moment, the silence stretching thin and uncomfortable. “Look, Greg. Kendrick’s… intense. And JJ’s—well, she’s not exactly innocent. But I’m asking you to be careful. She has a way of… wearing people down.” He said the last part with a kind of weary familiarity, as if he’d seen it happen before, maybe more than once. Greg’s jaw clenched. “I appreciate the concern, but—” “But nothing.” Liam cut him off, voice low and urgent, the veneer of department-chair polish gone. He leaned even closer, and Greg caught a whiff of expensive aftershave and coffee. “I’ve known Kendrick for twenty years. He’s a predator. And JJ? She’s either too young to realize it or too stubborn to admit she’s in over her head. Either way, she’s going to get burned, and anyone standing too close is going to catch fire.” A flicker of anger flared in Greg’s chest, hot and defensive. “You’re telling me she’s the one who needs protecting?” He heard the jealousy in his own voice and hated it. Liam’s eyes darkened, and for a moment Greg saw genuine worry there, maybe even regret. “I’m telling you Kendrick will consume her. And if he’s already gotten his hooks in you? Then you’re already lost.”

Greg’s throat went dry, the words settling in his gut like stones. He thought of JJ’s laughter, the way her hips had rocked against him last night, the way she’d whispered Kendrick’s name like it was a prayer—a reverent, hungry sound that had simultaneously broken something in Greg and made him impossibly hard. “Greg,” Liam said, softer now, almost gentle. “I came to warn you. Not because I think you’re weak, but because I think you’re smart. JJ’s a fling. Kendrick’s a black hole. Don’t get pulled into either.” Greg looked away, his fingers curling into the edge of his desk until the wood bit into his palms. “I don’t plan on it,” he said, though the lie tasted like ash. Liam stood, straightening his suit jacket with a practiced sweep. “Good.” He paused at the door, hand on the knob. “Just… keep your head on straight. That’s all I ask.” The moment the door clicked shut behind him, Greg’s phone buzzed against the desk, the vibration rattling the mug and making the thong tremble. A text from JJ. His heart stuttered as he unlocked the screen.

JJ: So. Did you like my present? Attached was a photo—bright and sharp, the kind of image that seared itself onto the back of your eyelids. JJ on her knees in Kendrick’s office, the dark wood paneling a blur behind her, her lips wrapped around his cock. His cock. Kendrick’s thick, glistening length disappearing into the wet heat of her mouth. Her fingers were tangled in the professor’s belt loops, knuckles white, pulling him closer even as she gagged. The angle was deliberate, of course: the way her emerald dress bunched around her waist to expose the lush curve of her ass, barely covered by a scrap of lace that matched the thong on his desk. Her tits spilled from the plunging neckline, nipples hard and peeking through the sheer fabric, and there was a smudge of dark lipstick at the corner of her mouth where she’d been messy. Greg’s breath came fast, ragged. He could almost hear the wet, sloppy sounds, the little choked moans she made when she took him too deep.

Before he could stop himself, he was stroking himself through his pants, the image burned into his brain. JJ’s lips stretched obscenely around Kendrick’s thick length, her tongue swirling around the head as she took him deeper, deeper, the hollow of her throat working to swallow him. He imagined the weight of it on her tongue, the taste, the way Kendrick would groan and fist her hair. Another text buzzed in. JJ: You’re welcome, baby. Now what are you gonna do about it? His fingers froze on his zipper. Greg stared at the photo, his cock aching so hard it hurt, a leak of precum darkening his slacks. Do something. The thought was a frantic drumbeat. Do something. He pulled up Kendrick’s contact info and hit call, his thumb trembling. It rang twice, three times—then voicemail. He didn’t leave a message. He just grabbed his keys and walked out, the thong still on his desk like a dare.

---

The central building’s basement was quiet at this hour, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like a swarm of angry cicadas, casting everything in a sickly yellow pallor. Greg walked down the empty hallway, his footsteps echoing, his pulse hammering in his throat and wrists and temples all at once. Kendrick’s office was at the end, a heavy oak door with a brass nameplate that seemed to gleam mockingly. It was locked. Greg tried the handle again, rattling it just to be sure. Locked. He knocked, knuckles rapping against the wood. No answer. Frustration coiled in his chest, hot and prickly. He was about to turn away, cursing under his breath, when he noticed a flicker of movement through the blinds—the sheer, expensive fabric drawing apart an inch, like someone was peeking out. A shadow, then nothing. Greg’s blood turned to ice. He knocked again, harder this time, the sound echoing down the corridor. “Kendrick. It’s Greg. We need to talk.” Silence stretched so long he wondered if he’d imagined the movement. Then—footsteps, deliberate and unhurried. The lock clicked. Kendrick yanked the door open, his face a mask of cold fury that shifted into something amused as he registered Greg’s expression. “What the fuck do you want?” His voice was a low rumble, casual in its menace.

Greg swallowed hard, the words tangling in his throat. “We need to—” “Not in the hall, answered sneak.” Kendrick stepped aside, and Greg had no choice but to walk in, his shoulder brushing the older man’s chest. The office was larger than he’d expected—dark wood paneling that absorbed the light, a massive mahogany desk cluttered with papers and leather-bound books, a bar in one corner holding a bottle of whiskey and two cut-crystal glasses. It smelled of old leather, cigar smoke, and that spicy cologne Kendrick wore, the kind that made you think of late nights and bad decisions. Kendrick shut the door behind them and locked it with a sharp click that felt final. Greg’s palms were sweat-slick, his heart trying to crawl up his throat. “I—” “You called me,” Kendrick growled, moving past him to lean against the edge of his desk, arms crossed. “So talk.” Greg’s gaze flicked to the desk surface, where a messy pile of files sat open beside a half-empty coffee cup—and there, draped over the corner of a manila folder, were JJ’s panties. The same black lace thong she’d left for Greg earlier. Identical, down to the tiny little bow. His stomach dropped as if the floor had fallen away.

Kendrick followed his gaze, and a slow, dangerous smile spread across his face, the kind a shark wears. “Ah. She didn’t mention you’d stop by.” He said it like a joke, but there was no humor in his eyes. Greg’s voice was raw, scraped out. “She showed me your… memento.” He couldn’t stop staring at the lace, the evidence that she’d been here, doing God knows what, probably leaving this one like she’d left the other—a little calling card. Kendrick chuckled, a deep, rolling sound that made Greg’s skin prickle. He stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow that seemed to swallow the light, his cologne filling the space between them, dark and spicy and infuriating. “And now you’re here to what? Demand an apology?” Greg’s throat tightened. “I’m here because I care about her.” It sounded weak even to his own ears. Kendrick’s smile turned razor-sharp. “Oh, you care.” He leaned in, so close that Greg felt his breath hot against his ear, a whisper that was almost a kiss. “That’s adorable.” Greg stepped back instinctively, his heels striking the edge of the desk, and Kendrick grabbed his wrist, yanking him closer with a surprising strength. Greg stumbled, their chests nearly colliding. “You think you’re the only one who’s been watching her?” Kendrick’s voice dropped to a growl, intimate and cruel. “She’s not some fragile girl, Greg. She’s a vixen. And that’s exactly what she’s playing with your head like.” Greg’s pulse pounded in his temples, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts. “Then why did you fuck her?” The question came out almost as a snarl. Kendrick’s grip tightened on his wrist, thumb pressing against the hammering pulse point. “Because she asked for it.” A beat of silence, heavy and charged. Greg’s voice cracked. “She’s mine.” The word hung in the air, pathetic and possessive. Kendrick’s laugh was a dark, rumbling thing, vibrating through his chest. “Oh, baby.” He released Greg’s wrist and stepped back, shaking his head as if at a wayward child. “You say that like she’s a thing.” Greg’s hands were shaking, his fists clenched. “She’s not yours.” “Is she?” Kendrick challenged, rounding the desk with predatory ease. He picked up a framed photo from the surface—JJ, laughing in a sundress, her arm slung around Kendrick’s waist, somewhere sunny and warm. “This taken last summer?” Greg’s chest burned with a jealousy so hot it nearly stole his vision. “That doesn’t—” “Doesn’t what?” Kendrick snorted. “Prove she’s not some little virgin you can claim?” He tossed the photo onto the desk, where it clattered against a stapler. “She’s been with plenty of men, Greg. And I’m just the latest.” Greg’s vision blurred at the edges, a red haze of anger and shame. Kendrick leaned in again, his voice a velvet snarl. “Unless you want to step up.” Greg’s breath hitched, his denial dying on his lips. “Unless,” Kendrick continued, his fingers brushing Greg’s jaw in a touch that was almost tender, trailing down to his chin, “you want to prove she’s yours.” Greg’s body betrayed him—his cock hardening further, painfully, despite the terror coiling in his gut. Kendrick’s thumb traced his lower lip, pressing slightly. “Or maybe… you’re just as curious about what she’s offering as I am.” Greg’s voice was a whisper. “You’re using her.” Kendrick’s smile was slow, cruel. “And you’re not?” The question hung between them, heavy with implication, and Greg couldn’t answer. His mind raced. JJ’s texts. The thong. Kendrick’s hands on her skin. She wants this. The realization hit him like a punch to the gut—she’d orchestrated this, every step, and he’d walked right into it, hard and desperate. Kendrick straightened, stepping back to give Greg space. “Well? Decide, little professor.” Greg’s hands clenched into fists, knuckles cracking. Then he made his choice—or rather, his body made it for him, because he stayed.

---

The door to Kendrick’s office swung open without a knock, as if she owned the place. JJ stood there, her emerald dress hugging every curve like a second skin, the fabric shimmering under the low light. Her lips were painted a shade of red so deep it looked almost black, matching the fire in her eyes—a spark of triumph and mischief that made Greg’s knees weak. She took in the scene in one sweeping glance: Greg, standing rigid by the desk, his face flushed and fists clenched; Kendrick, leaning against his bookshelf with predatory amusement, his shirt unbuttoned just one more button than necessary. And her smirk turned wicked, a slow curl of her lips that promised trouble. “Took you long enough,” she purred, stepping inside and shutting the door behind her with a deliberate push. The lock clicked into place automatically, or maybe she turned it—Greg wasn’t sure. “Didn’t think you’d actually come.” Greg’s throat was desert-dry. “JJ—” She cut him off with a wave of her hand, sauntering toward Kendrick’s desk, her hips moving with that hypnotic sway he’d come to crave. “Oh, relax. I invited him.” Greg’s stomach dropped. “You—” “Yes,” Kendrick drawled, pushing off the bookshelf and moving to lean back in his chair like a king on a throne. “Your little pet asked me to call you.” He pointed a lazy finger at the phone on his desk. “Didn’t even have to twist my arm.” JJ turned, her gaze locking onto Greg, and she closed the distance between them. She reached out, her fingers trailing down his chest—light, teasing—before curling into his belt loop and tugging him a step closer. “I told him you’d come running,” she murmured, her voice honeyed and sinful. Greg’s breath hitched as her knuckles pressed against the fly of his pants, feeling exactly how hard he was. Kendrick’s laugh was dark, amused. “Looks like she was right.” JJ’s lips brushed Greg’s ear, her breath hot and damp. “Good boy, Greg,” she whispered, and the praise sent a shiver straight down his spine. Then she turned, her dress swirling, her attention snapping to Kendrick like a cat spotting prey. “Now. Let’s see what you’ve got.” Kendrick stood, his massive frame towering over them both, and he circled JJ slowly, his footsteps silent on the thick carpet. His fingers brushed her shoulder as he passed, a featherlight touch that made her shiver visibly. “Oh, baby,” he crooned, “you’re in for a treatment tonight.” Greg’s pulse spiked, a mix of dread and raw arousal. JJ’s voice was breathless, a little gasp. “Then treat me.” The moment hung suspended, thick with tension. Kendrick’s hand slid down JJ’s spine, tracing the dip of her lower back, his fingers dipping beneath the hem of her dress to stroke the top of her ass, where the lace of her thong was damp and clinging. She shivered again, her head falling back just a fraction. Greg’s stomach twisted in a knot of jealousy and hunger. Then Kendrick grabbed her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and he guided her down. “On your knees,” he ordered, his voice a command that left no room for argument.

JJ’s breath hitched—but she obeyed, sinking to her knees with a fluid grace, the emerald dress pooling around her on the floor like spilled wine. The plunging neckline gaped, and her tits spilled free, nipples tight and dark against the pale swell of her breasts, and she didn’t bother to fix it. She just looked up at Kendrick with those big, wicked eyes, her lips already parting. Greg’s cock pulsed, an almost painful throb, as he watched. Kendrick’s shadow loomed over her, his hand cupping her jaw, thumb stroking her cheek before tilting her face up toward his crotch. Greg’s hands clenched at his sides. Kendrick undid his belt with slow, deliberate movements, the leather hissing through the loops, and the sound of his zipper was obscenely loud in the quiet office. JJ’s lips parted wider, her tongue darting out to wet them. Greg’s breath came fast, shallow. Kendrick’s cock sprang free—thick and veiny, the head already glistening with a bead of precum, the shaft flushed dark. JJ’s breath ghosted over it, and he saw her shudder with anticipation. “That’s it,” Kendrick groaned, his voice dropping. “Worship it.” JJ’s hands curled around the base, her thumbs stroking the underside with a practiced, gentle pressure, and she leaned in. Her lips brushed the head first, just a kiss, leaving a smear of red lipstick on the tip. Then she opened wider, her lips stretching obscenely as she took him inch by inch, the wet heat of her mouth swallowing him. Her throat fluttered around him, and she made a soft, choking sound that was more moan than gag. Greg’s vision swam, his own cock aching and leaking. JJ’s free hand slipped between her thighs, her fingers disappearing under the bunched fabric of her dress. He couldn’t see, but he knew she was already slick, her fingers circling her clit as she worked Kendrick’s cock with her mouth. She moaned around him, the vibrations making Kendrick’s hips jerk. “Fuck, you’re good at this,” he praised, his fingers tangling in her hair, not pulling, just holding. She bobbed her head faster, taking him deeper, her spit slicking his length, the wet slurps filling the room. Greg’s hand drifted to his own crotch, palming himself through his slacks, unable to stop.

JJ pulled back with a gasp, her lips glistening, a strand of saliva connecting her to the head of his cock. “You’re not going to come here, are you?” she teased, her voice hoarse. Kendrick’s laugh was dark and breathless. “Oh, baby.” He grabbed her by the arms and yanked her to her feet, her body colliding with his chest. “We’re just getting started.” JJ’s breath came in sharp gasps as he spun her around, pressing her front against the edge of the desk. His fingers dug into her hips, tilting her back so her ass was presented high, the dress riding up to reveal the thin black lace of her panties stretched taut over her cheeks. Greg’s breath hitched. Kendrick’s hand slid down, his fingers teasing JJ’s slit through the lace, tracing the outline of her pussy lips, already swollen and damp. JJ whimpered, pushing back against his touch. “So wet for this,” Kendrick murmured, and with a sharp tug, he yanked her panties aside, the fabric bunching at her hip. His fingers were already slick with her arousal as he spread her folds, the sound obscenely wet. Greg’s cock was painfully hard, tenting his pants, and he couldn’t look away. Kendrick leaned in, his breath hot against JJ’s ear, loud enough for Greg to hear: “You want me to fuck you?” JJ’s voice was a breathless whisper, desperate. “Yes.” Kendrick’s hand disappeared from view, and Greg heard the familiar snap of a condom wrapper being torn open. Then the wet, rolling sound of latex being sheathed over Kendrick’s cock. JJ’s breath came in sharp, eager gasps, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk. Kendrick’s hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, and he positioned himself. Then—the first thrust. One deep, punishing stroke that buried him to the hilt. JJ’s cry filled the office, a high, sharp sound of pure pleasure. Greg’s cock throbbed, a sympathetic jerk. “Fuck—!” she gasped. Kendrick’s voice was a growl. “You like that?” “Yes!” He pulled back, the slick sound of him withdrawing, then slammed into her again, harder, the impact making the desk rattle. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh began a steady, brutal rhythm, his hips snapping against her ass with each thrust. JJ’s moans climbed in pitch, her body trembling, her breasts bouncing with every impact. Greg’s hands were shaking, and he unzipped his pants without thinking, freeing his cock and fisting himself in a tight grip. Kendrick’s rhythm was relentless, his breath coming in harsh grunts. Then his hand snaked around JJ’s front, his fingers finding her clit, circling in time with his thrusts. JJ’s back arched, her head thrown back. “Oh—oh, fuck—!” Her orgasm built visibly, her inner muscles clenching around him, and Kendrick’s thrusts grew erratic. “Come for me,” he commanded. JJ’s scream tore through the office as her climax crashed over her, her pussy clamping down around his cock, her whole body convulsing. Kendrick’s grip on her hips tightened to the point of bruising, and he buried himself to the hilt one last time, groaning long and low as he came. Greg could see the pulse of his orgasm, the way his hips jerked, and he imagined the hot rush of semen filling the condom deep inside her, imagined JJ’s greedy cunt milking him dry. His own cock ached, his hand moving faster. Kendrick pulled out slowly, his cock still semi-hard, and the condom dropped to the floor with a wet plop. JJ collapsed against the desk, her breath ragged, her body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss. Kendrick’s fingers trailed down her spine in a soothing, possessive gesture. “Good girl,” he murmured. JJ panted, a lazy smile curving her lips, her dress a mess around her. Kendrick turned to Greg, and his expression was unreadable but tinged with smug satisfaction. “You’ve got some growing to do, little professor,” he said, tucking himself back into his pants with casual efficiency. Greg’s voice was a whisper, his hand still wrapped around his cock. “I—” JJ pushed off the desk, smoothing her dress down over her hips and adjusting her neckline with a practiced flick. She smirked at Greg, crossing to him on slightly unsteady legs. “Still think you’re the only one who can handle me?” Greg’s throat tightened, and he couldn’t form words. JJ sauntered closer, her fingers brushing his cheek, wiping away a bead of sweat he hadn’t realized was there. “Jealous much?” Kendrick chuckled, buttoning his shirt. “Nah. Just amused.” JJ leaned in, her lips brushing Greg’s ear, and he felt the heat of her body, the scent of sex clinging to her. “But I might let you watch next time,” she breathed, her tongue flicking his earlobe just enough to make him shiver. Greg’s breath hitched, his cock twitching in his hand. JJ pulled back, grinning, her eyes dropping to where he was still stroking himself. “Unless you’d rather join.” Kendrick’s laugh was dark, full of promise. “Oh, baby.” He clapped Greg on the shoulder, a heavy, friendly smack that was also a reminder of who was in charge. “You’ve got a lot to learn.” JJ’s gaze locked onto Greg’s, her smile softening into something almost tender, if not for the wicked gleam. “And I’m just the teacher.” Her hand closed over his, stilling his movement on his cock, and she gave a gentle squeeze that made his knees buckle. He was hers, and they all knew it.




Chapter 3

Greg’s fingers still trembled as he sat at his desk, the cheap particleboard surface feeling somehow both too solid and entirely insubstantial beneath his clammy palms. The weight of Kendrick’s words pressed down on him like the buzzing, flickering fluorescent lights overhead, a constant, low-grade torment that had become the background radiation of his entire existence. "You’ve got a lot to learn." The words echoed in his skull, a taunting, looping refrain that mingled with the searing, Technicolor memory of JJ’s smirk, the precise, almost surgical way her fingers had tightened around his wrist—possessive, teasing, utterly unforgiving. She had been playing him for weeks, maybe stretching back months, a slow, intricate game of cat and mouse, and he had been too blind, too spectacularly arrogant in his assumed position of authority, to see any of it. He was a king who’d only just realized he was sitting on a throne of Jell-O.

The door to his office creaked open again, a sound that now triggered a Pavlovian flood of dread that pooled, icy and thick, in the pit of his stomach. Greg braced himself, every muscle going rigid, expecting to see Kendrick’s broad, imposing frame filling the doorway or JJ’s smirking face returning for a second, more devastating salvo. But instead, it was Darnell who stepped inside, and the air in the room instantly changed, becoming heavier, charged with a different kind of static. The graduate student—tall, broad-shouldered in a way that spoke of hours in the gym, with a presence that didn’t just fill the room but actively pushed the available oxygen out of the way—closed the door behind him with a soft, definitive click. He didn't just lean against the frame; he leaned against the entire door, his arms crossed over his chest, the fabric of his t-shirt straining just slightly around his biceps. He was a wall of a man, and Greg felt, very suddenly, like he was the only thing left inside the room that was small and breakable.

Greg swallowed hard, the sound thick and audible in the sudden silence. "Darnell. What can I do for you?" His voice came out as a dry rasp, a pitiful attempt at normalcy.

Darnell’s dark, intensely intelligent eyes flicked over Greg’s desk, a predator’s survey of its territory. His gaze landed with mocking precision on the half-empty coffee cup, now ringed with cold, bitter dregs, the scattered papers that were more a nesting material than a grading system, and the way Greg’s fingers still rested just a little too close to his crotch, an involuntary gesture of protection and, horribly, invitation. He smirked, a slow, devastating curl of his lips. "Heard you’ve been keeping unusual hours lately, Professor. Real dedicated to the craft of education, or something else?"

Greg’s face burned, a wildfire of humiliation that started at his collar and climbed all the way to the roots of his hair. "Just… grading." The lie was as flimsy as the paper it was supposedly about.

Darnell pushed off the doorframe and stepped forward, his movements so deliberate and fluid they were like a slow-motion dance. Every step he took seemed to consume the scant square footage, shrinking Greg’s world down to the leather of his chair and the overwhelming reality of the man approaching him. "Funny. I saw JJ leaving your office a few minutes ago. She looked… flustered." His voice was low, a rumble of hushed amusement. "Hair a little messy, a real glow about her. You two having a discussion? Seemed real… vigorous."

Greg’s jaw clenched so tight his teeth ached. "That’s none of your business." He tried to inject steel into his voice but only managed a tremulous squeak.

Darnell chuckled, a deep, rolling sound that seemed to vibrate in Greg’s own chest. He shook his head slowly. "Nah, man. That’s where you’re wrong. It’s exactly my business." He leaned in, planting his large hands on the arms of Greg’s chair, caging him in. His face was now just inches away, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial growl that felt like dark chocolate and gravel. "Because I know what she’s really like. All those smiles and that sweet talk? A mask. And I know what you are, deep down." His gaze flicked down to Greg’s lap again, and Greg’s cock, that absolute traitor, twitched violently in his slacks, a desperate, primal pulse against the confining cotton. "You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Greg? Always so polite. Always so desperate to be obedient. You just need someone to tell you what to do."

Greg’s breath hitched, catching in his throat like a physical obstruction. A swarm of denials buzzed in his brain. He should tell Darnell to get the hell out. He should roar his indignation, defend his honor, his manhood, his marriage. But the words stuck in his throat, glued there by a sticky compound of truth and raw, burgeoning lust, because Darnell was right—he was a good boy. He had spent years being the perfect, attentive husband, the meticulous, published professor, the perfect, invisible nothing, and now, here he was, reduced to a trembling, pre-cum leaking mess because his own wife had decided to loan him out like a library book, to share him with the very people who were supposed to look up to him.

Darnell’s smirk deepened, a knowing, triumphant gleam in his eyes. "You want to know what I think?" The question was purely rhetorical, a formality before a pronouncement. He didn’t wait for a single second. "I think JJ’s been holding back on you. I think she’s been doing all the heavy lifting, breaking you in, saving you for someone who has the right tools to finish the job, someone who knows how to really take care of her in ways you can't." His hand shot out, a cobra strike of movement, and grabbed Greg’s chin, his fingers pressing into the hinges of his jaw, forcing his head up to meet a gaze that was all heat and dark promise. "And that’s me."

Greg’s pulse was a roar in his ears, a white-water rapid that drowned out all rational thought. He could feel the actual, physical heat radiating off Darnell’s body, the way his fingers dug into his jaw with a delicious, bruising pressure, the way his breath was hot and smelled faintly of spearmint against the sensitive skin of his lips.

"Let me show you how a real man handles her husband," Darnell murmured, his voice a silken command.

Before Greg could even formulate the first syllable of a protest, Darnell’s mouth crashed down onto his. It wasn't a kiss; it was a conquest. His tongue, hot and insistent, forced its way past Greg’s shocked lips, invading, tasting, claiming. Greg gasped into the onslaught, his hands flying up with the instinct to push against the solid wall of Darnell’s chest, to create some space. The second his fingers made contact with the hard muscle, Darnell’s own hands moved with shocking speed, grabbing Greg’s wrists and effortlessly pinning them behind his back, squeezed together against the chair's lumbar support. The grip was iron, unyielding, a promise of absolute physical mastery.

"Relax, Professor," Darnell growled against his lips, the title a mocking new form of address. "Just let it happen. You’re gonna like this. I guarantee it."

Greg’s cock throbbed so painfully in his pants it was almost a separate, sentient creature demanding release. He should hate this total submission. He should fight with every ounce of academic, masculine pride he had. But the way Darnell was kissing him—rough, possessive, hungry—sent a jolt of pure, undiluted electricity straight from his mouth to his groin, short-circuiting every moral objection along the way. His hips jerked forward of their own accord, a thoughtless, grinding plea, his rock-hard cock pressing insistently against the firm muscle of Darnell’s thigh. Darnell groaned into his mouth, a deeply satisfied sound, and his free hand slid down Greg’s chest, over his clenched stomach, and finally, gloriously, down to grip his erection through the thin wool of his slacks, squeezing the entire rigid length in a powerful palm.

"Fuck," Darnell muttered, breaking the kiss with a slick sound, his voice rough with genuine appreciation. "You’re already this hard for me? Leaking like a broken faucet and I’ve barely touched you. JJ was right, you’re just a ticking bomb waiting for the right fuse."

Greg whimpered, a completely involuntary, pathetic sound that seemed to come from somewhere deep and broken inside him. His body was a choir of betrayal, singing arias of lust. He had never been with a man before, had never even allowed the thought to fully crystallize, but the way Darnell was touching him—claiming him with such supreme, unshakeable confidence—made his head spin with vertigo. His cock leaked a fresh, generous bead of pre-cum, the fabric of his gray pants growing a dark, damning, coin-sized damp spot as Darnell’s practiced fingers worked him through the material, a strumming, rhythmic pressure. His broad thumb brushed deliberately over the sensitive, swollen head with just the perfect amount of pressure, a circling, teasing caress that made Greg’s toes curl so hard inside his loafers that his calves cramped.

"Darnell—" Greg’s voice was a broken whisper, a puff of air that carried the sum total of his unraveling dignity.

Darnell pulled back just enough to look at him, just a few inches, his dark eyes burning with a feral, triumphant fire. He kept his hand working, a slow, firm pump. "You like that, don’t you? Look at you, you’re a mess." His hand moved faster, his grip tightening to an edge of pain that only sharpened the pleasure. "You like being used by me? Being my little plaything while your wife is right outside?"

Greg’s breath came in ragged, shallow gasps that were more like sobs. He should say no. He should find a reserve of strength and push Darnell away, reassert some boundary. But the words wouldn’t come, the strength wouldn’t materialize, because deep down, in a dark, secret chamber of his heart he’d never acknowledged, he did like it. He was intoxicated by the way Darnell was looking at him, like he was a piece of prey caught in a trap, like he was a piece of property to be inventoried and enjoyed. He loved the way his cock ached with a hollow, desperate need, the way his balls were already drawing up, tight and heavy, the way his vision was blurring at the edges into a soft-focus vignette of pure, selfish pleasure.

"Please—" he managed to choke out, his voice cracking like a teenager's.

Darnell’s smirk was pure, unadulterated triumph. He slowed his hand to a maddening crawl, just a barely-there circular pressure. "Please what? Use your words, Professor. Give me a clear, concise thesis statement." He was mocking him, using his own academic language against him.

Greg’s hips jerked forward again, desperately trying to increase the friction, his cock pressing into the warm cage of Darnell’s palm. "Please—fuck—please make me come."

Darnell’s laugh was a dark, satisfied bark of pure alpha energy. "That’s right. That’s a good boy. Beg for it."

And then Greg was detonating. His orgasm wasn't a build-up, it was a hijacking. His cum shot out in hot, desperate, pulsing spurts, soaking through the fabric of his boxer briefs and slacks, a hot, wet mess that Darnell’s relentless hand just milked and milked out of him, palm grinding against the spasming, jerking head. His other hand still pinned Greg’s wrists behind his back, holding him in place for the complete and total ruination of his composure. Greg sobbed openly, his entire body shuddering and trembling, his vision swimming with black spots as the overwhelming, almost agonizing orgasm wracked through him from his prostate to his brain. He was just a creature of pure, quivering sensation.

Darnell finally released his hold on his spent cock, his fingers stilling as the final, weak twitch subsided. Greg slumped back in his chair like a puppet whose strings had been cut, his breath coming in ragged, heaving gasps, his face burning with an inextricable mix of profound humiliation and even more profound, world-altering arousal. A damp, warm patch spread across the front of his trousers.

Darnell straightened up to his full, imposing height, his expression settling into a mask that was unreadable. "Good boy," he murmured, his voice a possessive, rough purr. He patted Greg’s sweat-damp cheek, a gesture both affectionate and utterly condescending. "Now clean yourself up. You’re a disgrace."

Greg’s trembling fingers fumbled uselessly with his zipper, his softening cock still unbelievably sensitive, still somehow interested, even as his own cooling cum dried to a sticky mess on his pants. He could feel the weight of Darnell’s gaze on him, a heavy, possessive blanket, and he couldn’t bring himself to look up from the incriminating stain.

"Better," Darnell said finally, his voice a low hum of approval. He stepped back, openly and unapologetically adjusting his own formidable erection through his slacks, a casual rearrangement of significant hardware. "Now. About that thesis of mine."

Greg’s stomach twisted into a tight, greasy knot. He knew what was coming. He knew exactly what Darnell wanted, the thesis draft that was weeks overdue for a passing grade it didn't deserve. It had always been about this. This was the toll.

And he knew, with a soul-deep, shameful resignation, that he was going to give it to him.

---

JJ stepped out of her own office a few minutes later, a nearby door clicking shut with a sound of finality. Her skirt was hitched up around her thighs, the hemline a good two inches higher than when she’d arrived that morning, her silk blouse was artfully rumpled, half-untucked, and her lips were swollen, a bee-stung pink that was unmistakable. She didn’t even glance at Greg as she passed him in the hallway, her hips swaying with each step in a hypnotic, metronomic rhythm, her confidence dripping off her like honey from a dipper, thick and golden and completely unapologetic.

Greg’s chest ached with a dull, hollow thud. He had let this whole insane scenario happen. He had let Darnell use him like a cheap party favor, and now JJ was waltzing away, re-buttoning her blouse, like it meant precisely nothing, like it was just another item on her Tuesday to-do list.

"JJ—" he called after her, his voice a rough, broken croak.

She paused mid-stride, glancing back at him over her shoulder with a fluid, feline grace. Her smirk was infuriating, a perfect, triumphant arc of her lips. "Yes, baby? Everything okay? You look a little… peaky."

Greg’s jaw clenched hard enough to crack a molar. "What the fuck was that all about?"

JJ’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows lifted, her expression a mask of feigned, theatrical innocence. "What was what, sweetie? You’re being so cryptic today."

Greg’s hands curled into impotent fists at his sides. "You know what. You and Darnell. I'm not an idiot."

JJ laughed, and it was a soft, musical, tinkling sound that made his blood boil with a rage as hot as his lust. "Oh, Greg." She stepped closer to him, the scent of her perfume and another, muskier scent surrounding her. Her fingers came up to trail lightly down his chest, her touch feather-light, almost playful. "You’re so unbelievably cute when you’re jealous. It’s my favorite look on you." She smoothed a wrinkle on his shirt. "But you really don’t have to worry your sweet, empty little head. Darnell and I were just discussing my thesis. You know, purely academic things. A meeting of the minds."

Greg’s breath hitched. "Bullshit. That's total bullshit, JJ."

JJ’s infuriating smile didn’t even waver. "If you say so, Professor." She leaned in close, so close her breasts pressed against his arm, her lips brushing the shell of his ear in a whisper that was hot and wet. "But if you’re really worried about the intellectual rigor of our conversation, maybe you should ask him about it." Her fingers trailed lower, past his belt, her nails digging into the soft flesh of his hip just enough to make him flinch and feel a fresh, confused pulse of blood. "After all, he’s the one who’s really interested in the kind of hands-on research I'm proposing."

Greg’s pulse roared in his ears, a torrent of fury and desire. He wanted to hate her with every fiber of his being. He wanted to grab her and fight for her, to reassert some phantom control. But the way she was looking at him—possessive, hungry, gloriously, spectacularly unapologetic—made his blood heat all over again, flushing his skin and stirring his exhausted cock.

JJ straightened up slowly, her expression softening by a micro-degree, a hint of something almost like pity in her eyes. "You know," she murmured, her fingers coming up to brush a stray lock of hair off his forehead, a strangely tender gesture, "I think you need to learn how to share your toys. It's a vital life skill." Her gaze flicked pointedly toward the closed door of Darnell’s office at the end of the hall, and Greg’s stomach twisted into a fresh, intricate knot. "And I think he has the perfect syllabus to teach you."

Greg’s throat worked, trying to form a protest, a denial, a plea. He wanted to say so many things. He wanted to deny it all. But the words died a dry, dusty death in his mouth, because deep down, in the place where he was just a scared, horny fraud, he knew she was right about every single thing.

JJ’s smile was knowing and infinitely satisfied, the smile of a woman who has arranged the world exactly to her liking. "Class dismissed, Professor." She gave a little mock salute. "Don't forget to do your homework."

And with that, she turned and walked away down the long corridor, her ass swaying with each step in a hypnotic pendulum swing, her supreme confidence dripping off her like a whispered promise of more chaos to come.

Greg collapsed back against the cool cinderblock wall, his heart pounding like a war drum against his ribs, his cock still a dull, persistent ache in his trousers.

He had absolutely no idea how he was going to survive the rest of the day without completely and utterly losing his mind.

---

Later that evening, the tension had followed him home and taken root in every corner of the house. Greg stood rigid in the doorway of their master bedroom, a ghost in his own home, watching as JJ stepped out of the en-suite shower. Her body, glistening with a constellation of water droplets, moved in the soft, warm glow of the vanity lights, her skin flushed a delicate pink from the heat. She didn’t even glance in his direction as she reached unhurriedly for a plush white towel, her movements a slow-motion ballet of deliberate, casual seduction, like she was letting him watch, granting him an audience with her nakedness.

Greg’s breath hitched audibly in his throat. He had spent the entire, agonizing day sitting in a sticky puddle of his own shame, replaying the scene in his office on a torturous loop, Darnell’s commanding hands on him, the taste of himself on another man’s tongue, JJ’s infuriating smirk, the way she had just walked away like the whole earth-shattering event meant nothing. And now, here she was, in their intimate, domestic space, offering her body to him again, slick and warm and perfect, like she was begging him to take her, to reassert the normal order.

JJ finally turned to face him, her wet hair leaving dark trails on her shoulders, her expression utterly unreadable, a beautiful, closed book. "You’re just going to stand there and hover?" she asked, her voice soft, almost a teasing lilt. "You look like a lost puppy."

Greg swallowed hard against a lump of desire and resentment. "I—I don’t know what you want me to do," he admitted, his voice pathetically thin.

JJ’s smirk was back, infuriating and triumphant. "Oh, Greg. You always know what I want. You just pretend not to." She stepped closer, the towel still held loosely in front of her, her bare, wet feet silent on the floor. Her fingers came up to trail down his chest, her touch light, almost playful, tracing the line of buttons on his shirt. "But tonight…" Her gaze flicked meaningfully toward the giant, pristine, king-sized bed that dominated the room, and Greg’s stomach twisted with a mixture of dread and sheer, liquid anticipation. "Tonight, I don't want you to just watch or take. I want you to share me."

Greg’s breath seized in his lungs. "Share you?" The words tasted alien. "With who?"

JJ’s smile bloomed, a beautiful, terrifying flower of knowledge and satisfaction. "With everyone, silly." She gestured vaguely with the towel. "With Darnell. With Kendrick. With whoever else I decide is worthy. I want to put on a show, and you’re going to have the best seat in the house."

Greg’s pulse roared, a cascade of fire in his ears. He wanted to hate her for this. He wanted to scream and fight her, to drag her back from this precipice. But the way she was looking at him—possessive, hungry, gloriously unapologetic—and the vivid, pornographic image she was painting in his mind, made his blood heat all over again, his cock starting to stiffen against his will for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

JJ’s wet fingers trailed lower, walking down his stomach, her nails digging into the sensitive skin of his hip just enough to make him flinch and gasp. "You do want to share me, don’t you, baby?" Her voice dropped to a husky, conspiratorial whisper, seductive and utterly dangerous. "You want to see what I look like when I’m being completely, thoroughly ruined. You want to watch me try to take two at once, don't you? To be so full I can't even think."

Greg’s throat worked convulsively. He wanted to deny it with his last reserve of conventional, husbandly pride. He wanted to shout no, you’re mine! But the words were vapor, completely insubstantial, because deep down, in the dark, newly awakened, voyeuristic part of his soul, he knew she was right. The image of her, pinned between two men, made his cock jump so hard it almost hurt.

JJ’s smile deepened, reading him like an open book with the pages on fire. "That’s what I thought." She dropped the towel.

And with that, she turned and walked, completely naked and utterly unashamed, toward the bed, her ass swaying with each step, the water still beaded on her flawless skin, her absolute, unshakeable confidence dripping off her like a promise of the most corrupt and perfect night of his life.

Greg’s cock throbbed painfully in his pants, a solid bar of aching, desperate need. Watching her crawl onto the bed, looking back at him over her shoulder with a wink, he had absolutely no idea how he was going to survive the night without shattering into a million pieces.




Chapter 4

The air in Greg’s office was so thick he swore he could taste it—a syrupy cocktail of old wood polish that had seeped into the grain of his desk over decades, the muted, well-worn leather from the armchair he’d inherited from some long-forgotten chair of the history department, and something else, something headier and far more dangerous: the raw, animal musk of anticipation itself. His fingers lay against the edge of the desk, still faintly trembling, and the phantom sensation of his own cum drying tacky on his palm burned like a brand, a secret he couldn’t scrub away no matter how many times he’d rubbed his hand against his trousers. He’d spent the last hour pretending to grade midterm papers, the stack untouched, his pen uncapped but motionless, while his mind had been trapped in a feverish, shameful loop: the sound JJ had made when Darnell’s voice had rumbled low and dirty against the shell of her ear, the sight of her hips bucking back into empty air as if she were already impaled on a thick, imaginary cock that wasn’t his, and the way her mouth had fallen open in a silent scream that was meant for someone else. Every time he tried to focus on the essays, the memory would surge back—hotter, sharper, more obscene—and his cock would kick against his fly, a traitor aching for the thing he should have forbidden.

Another soft knock rapped against his door, polite but somehow insistent, and the sound jolted him like a live wire. Greg? Her voice came through the wood, smooth and sweet as honey drizzled over a dare, and he could picture her on the other side without even trying: that little tilt of her head, the way she’d bite her lower lip just before she said something that would unravel him. He cleared his throat, straightening his tie that was already too tight, and forced his voice into something that passed for professional, even while his pulse hammered so violently in his throat he was sure she’d hear it. Yeah, come in. The words felt like surrender already.

The door creaked open on hinges that had needed oiling since before he’d taken the job, and there she was—JJ, his wife, his tormentor, his favorite disaster. She was wearing a fitted charcoal blazer that hugged the swell of her breasts and tapered in at her waist, the fabric so fine it seemed to cling to every curve just to tease him, and beneath it a cream blouse whose top two buttons were undone with the casual negligence of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. Her skirt was a sleek, modest pencil cut in theory, but in practice it rode high on her thighs, the hem swaying with the deliberate, rolling sway of her hips as she stepped into the room, and Greg’s gaze snagged on the way the material pulled taut over the generous curve of her ass. Behind her, filling the doorway like a storm front, was Darnell—new to the department, a rising star in Black Studies whose reputation had barrelled through the faculty grapevine long before he’d ever set foot on campus. He was tall and powerfully built, his shoulders straining the seams of a crisp white shirt that was rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms corded with muscle, and his skin was a deep, burnished brown that glowed under the office’s dim sconce lights. Greg’s breath hitched audibly; the man’s mere presence seemed to swallow the room, casting a shadow that crept up the walls and snuffed out any illusion of control.

Darnell had the kind of razor-sharp intellect that made him untouchable in debate, but it was his effortless, commanding charisma that had the entire department whispering. The kind of man who made women forget their own names—and sometimes their wedding vows—just by tilting his head and pinning them with that dark, unreadable gaze. Right now, that gaze was fixed solely on Greg, lips curling into a smirk so slow and deliberate it promised nothing but glorious, irreparable trouble.

Professor Whitmore. Darnell’s voice rolled through the room like whiskey poured over a single, perfectly clear ice cube—thick, rich, and leaving a lingering burn. Your wife said you were the best person to discuss her thesis with. Said you had some… unique insights. He let the pause hang, loaded as a cocked gun.

JJ leaned against the doorframe as if she owned the place, her fingers trailing up the edge of her blouse, dragging the fabric down just enough that Greg’s eyes rocketed to the exposed upper swells of her breasts, the lace of her bra peeking out like a dirty secret. That’s right, baby, she purred, and her voice dropped into that warm, intimate register she reserved for moments when she wanted him to squirm. Greg’s very insightful. Her gaze flicked pointedly to where his hands were clenched white-knuckled on the desk, a single bead of sweat tracking down his temple. Aren’t you, sweetheart? Greg swallowed hard, his throat clicking dry. Uh. Yeah. Of course. The words came out strangled, and Darnell chuckled, a low, private sound as he stepped fully inside and nudged the door shut behind him with a quiet, definitive click that sealed them away from the world. Greg’s cock, already half-hard and chafing against his zipper, twitched violently at the sound, and he had to bite back a groan.

Good. Darnell’s voice dropped even lower, almost a purr now, vibrating in the air like a tuning fork struck somewhere deep in Greg’s chest. Because I do have some questions about JJ’s work. His dark eyes raked over her, but it wasn’t just looking—it was a slow, predatory drag that saw through the tailored blazer, through the lace, through the skin itself, right to the pulse fluttering wild at the base of her throat and the way her nipples had hardened into tight peaks beneath her blouse. And I think hands-on research is the best way to understand it. JJ’s breath hitched audibly, her fingers tightening on the doorframe just enough to whiten her knuckles. Oh? Really? She drew the word out, all innocence and sin.

Mmm. Darnell took another step forward, and the very atmosphere of the room shifted, charged with something darker, hungrier, a static electricity that raised the hairs on Greg’s forearm. His cologne hit Greg first—something deep and spicy, sandalwood and leather with a hint of bergamot, the kind of scent that didn’t just linger but clung, sinking into skin and fabric and memory. Then came the heat of his body, radiating off him in palpable waves as he closed the distance, and Greg found himself leaning back in his chair, breath shallow. JJ’s voice was breathy when she spoke again, all pretense of academic inquiry dissolved. Well… She pushed off the doorframe, her hips beginning that slow, hypnotic sway as she sauntered toward Greg’s desk, each click of her heels on the hardwood floor a countdown to something irrevocable. I do have a lot of questions about methodology. Her fingers hovered over the stack of untouched papers, brushing them almost absently, the gesture somehow obscene. Maybe we should discuss them… privately. Darnell’s smirk deepened into a full, wolfish grin. I love private discussions.

Greg’s vision narrowed until all he could see was the two of them, framed like a pornographic diorama he couldn’t escape. His cock ached something fierce, trapped and straining against the rough fabric of his slacks, and a damp spot was already blooming where the tip pressed hardest. He should say something—anything—should remind them both that this was still his office, his domain, that he was still, technically, a professor who had a reputation to maintain and a mortgage to pay and a moral compass that was supposed to be more than a broken needle spinning wildly. But the way JJ was looking at him, her lips parted slightly and glistening, her chest rising and falling with shallow, excited breaths, sent a jolt of pure, undiluted electricity straight to his groin. She wasn’t here to work. That knowledge settled in his gut like molten honey—sweet, damning, and impossible to refuse.

Darnell stepped closer still, until his broad frame dominated the space behind JJ, and Greg could feel the ambient heat of him like a furnace, could actually smell the pheromonal cocktail rolling off both of them in thick, tangled waves. First question, Darnell murmured, and his lips brushed against the delicate shell of JJ’s ear as if he were sharing a lover’s secret meant only for her, though his voice carried perfectly to Greg. How exactly do you define consensual power dynamics in your research? JJ’s breath caught, and her tongue darted out to wet her lips before she turned her head just enough to catch Greg’s eye, her gaze dark with something far beyond mere desire—it was a challenge, a gauntlet thrown at his feet. I think, she said slowly, drawing every syllable out, it’s about trust. And communication. Mmm. Darnell’s hands came up, sliding along her sides with excruciating slowness, his thumbs tracing the lower curve of her breasts through the blazer, just barely grazing the fabric. And what if the communication is… nonverbal? JJ’s fingers curled into the edge of Greg’s desk, the wood groaning under her grip. Then… Her voice wobbled, all that bravado fraying at the edges. I guess it’s about reading the room. Darnell’s chuckle was low, dark, absolutely knowing. And what if the room is saying fuck me? JJ’s lips parted on a soft, involuntary sound. Then… I obey.

Greg’s cock jerked so hard he felt the zip teeth bite into his sensitive skin, and his hand shot down of its own volition, fingers wrapping around his trapped length through the layers of cotton and wool, the rough fabric a poor substitute for friction but still enough to make him hiss. He shouldn’t be doing this—shouldn’t be watching his wife melt under another man’s hands, shouldn’t be grinding his palm against his own aching erection while his mind painted pictures of what was about to happen. But god, he couldn’t look away. Couldn’t even blink.

Darnell’s hands slid lower, his fingers teasing the waistband of JJ’s skirt, tracing the elastic there with a maddening lightness. Let’s test that theory. JJ’s hips rocked back just slightly, a silent, shameless invitation, her ass pressing into the cradle of his hips. Good idea. Greg groaned out loud as Darnell’s fingers hooked under the elastic of her panties—black lace, he could see now, the kind that cost more than his weekly coffee budget—and dragged them down her thighs with a slow, deliberate motion. The sharp rip of tearing fabric was obscenely loud in the quiet office, and JJ’s breath hitched on a gasp when cool air kissed her bare, exposed pussy. Look at that, Darnell rumbled, his voice roughened with want. Already wet for me. JJ’s eyes fluttered shut, her lips moving in a silent denial that never made it past her throat, and then Darnell’s fingers traced her slit with a single, slow, maddening stroke. She whimpered. N-no, I— The protest dissolved into a high, broken moan as his thumb brushed over her clit, circling once, twice, before dipping lower and pressing inside her with a groan that vibrated through her spine.

Greg’s free hand fisted in his own shirtfront, knuckles white, his entire body a taut wire. Fuck, JJ— Her name came out strangled, more a prayer than a word. Shhh. She opened her eyes, and the world narrowed to that single, devastating look she leveled at him: a smirk that was all teeth and temptation, a promise of things that would break him and remake him. Just watch. Darnell’s fingers began to pump inside her, curling just right, hitting that sweet, swollen spot that made her hips jerk forward and her nails scrabble across the polished desktop. Does it feel good to be shared, Greg? Darnell’s voice was a hot growl against her ear, but his eyes stayed locked on Greg’s face. Does it make your cock hard knowing your wife’s mine right now? JJ’s breath came in ragged little gasps, her whole body winding tighter. Oh—hollow—oh—just like that! Her back arched, her tits straining against the blazer, and Darnell’s fingers fucked her in slow, deep, rhythmic strokes that had her juices slicking his knuckles and dripping onto the desk.

Greg’s hand tightened convulsively around his shaft, hips bucking uselessly against the desk in a pathetic parody of thrusting. JJ, please— He didn’t even know what he was begging for, only that he needed. What do you want, baby? JJ panted, her eyes dark with shared need and sadistic delight. Do you want me to touch you? Or would you rather just watch Darnell ruin me? Both, Greg gasped, the word torn from somewhere raw. God, both— Darnell’s chuckle was dark with satisfaction. I love a man who knows what he wants. His fingers slipped out of JJ’s soaked pussy with an obscene sound, and Greg’s stomach twisted in a sick, thrilling knot—until Darnell’s hand came back glistening, his thumb pressing against her clit again, circling it in teasing, feather-light strokes that had her keening. You like that, don’t you? Darnell murmured, his lips brushing her temple. You like knowing Greg’s watching. Mmm—fuck— JJ’s legs trembled visibly, her inner thighs shiny with her own arousal. I-I’m gonna—oh god—I’m gonna cum— The admission was a sob, and Greg’s own release hit him like a freight train. His cock pulsed in his fist, ropes of cum spurting into the damp cotton of his boxers and soaking through his slacks, his breath escaping in ragged, wrecked gasps as he rode the shameful high. He didn’t even try to be quiet, didn’t care if the whole department heard.

JJ’s body stiffened in the same breath, her juices flooding down her thighs in a warm rush as Darnell’s fingers pumped her through her orgasm, drawing out every spasm. F-fuck, that was— Her words dissolved into a whimper when Darnell’s palm cracked across her asscheek in a sharp, stinging spank that echoed off the bookshelves, and she bucked forward with a cry. Greg groaned, his hips still twitching, his spent cock still stubbornly half-hard, still desperate for more.

JJ turned, skirt still hiked up around her waist, her pussy glistening and swollen, a single thread of arousal connecting her thigh to the desk. Her eyes were dark, hungry, possessive in a way that made Greg’s balls tighten again. Well? She bit her lip, her fingers tracing idle circles on her stomach, leaving damp trails. Aren’t you gonna help us with the real research? Greg’s throat was so tight the words came out scraped. JJ, we can’t—this is my office— Oh, but we can, JJ purred, stepping closer, her bare feet soundless on the floor now, her heels abandoned somewhere. And we will. Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping around his cock through the sodden fabric of his pants, squeezing just hard enough to make him groan and buck into her grip. Unless… you’d rather we call Kendrick instead? Greg’s stomach twisted into a cold, jealous knot at the mention of that name—Kendrick, the basketball coach with hands like dinner plates who had apparently also been on the receiving end of JJ’s late-night research. JJ’s smirk was wicked, utterly triumphant. Your choice, baby. Darnell’s hand slid around her waist from behind, his fingers teasing her clit again in lazy, possessive circles, making her gasp. What’ll it be, Professor Whitmore?

Greg swallowed hard. The weight of his own submission—so new, so terrifying, so intoxicating—pressed down on him like a physical thing, but the heat of JJ’s fingers on his cock, the way Darnell’s gaze smoldered with challenge and contempt and something almost like approval… it was too much. Too good. I’ll… help, he managed, his voice a ruin. JJ’s grin spread slow and satisfied, carving deep dimples into her cheeks. Good boy. And then Darnell spanked her ass again—harder this time, the sound like a gunshot—and she gasped, back arching as she pressed her palms flat on Greg’s desk, her breasts jutting forward, her ass pushed back in offering. Now, Darnell rumbled, the timbre of his voice dropping even deeper, let’s see how well you take cock.

JJ’s breath hitched, and she glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking onto Greg’s with a smolder that was equal parts love and cruelty. You gonna fuck me like the good little cuckold you are? Greg’s cock throbbed painfully, a fresh bead of precome leaking from the tip that was still pressing against her hand. He should have been humiliated—should have been furious, should have been gathering the tattered remains of his dignity. But all he felt was a burning, desperate, all-consuming need to obey. Her grin turned feral, a predator’s smile. Darnell grabbed the back of her neck, his grip firm and possessive as he pushed her forward, her elbows hitting the desk with a thud that made the stack of papers scatter. Get those pants off, Whitmore. And put your mouth where it belongs. Greg didn’t hesitate, didn’t even think. He fumbled with his belt, fingers clumsy with lust and adrenaline, his heart hammering so loudly it drowned out the blood rushing in his ears. JJ watched him the whole time, lips parted, chest heaving, her eyes dark and glittering, while Darnell’s free hand slid between her legs again, finger-fucking her slowly, making her squirm. That’s right, she whispered, voice rough. Now fuck me like the good husband you’re supposed to be. Greg’s cock sprang free, thick and purpled and aching, the head already slick with fresh precome that glistened in the low light. He didn’t waste a second. He stepped closer, his hands gripping the swell of her hips, the heat of her skin searing his palms, his body leaning into hers—and then JJ turned her head, catching his mouth in a bruising, claiming kiss.

Greg groaned into it, his tongue pushing past her lips, his hands tangling in her hair as he devoured her. She tasted like sin and that single-malt scotch she kept in her bottom desk drawer, and her tongue slid against his in a slow, teasing dance that made his knees weak and his cock leak against her thigh. Darnell’s hand left her pussy, and Greg whimpered into the kiss, his body arching toward the loss of contact—but then Darnell’s voice was a growl against JJ’s ear, cutting through the haze. Lose the panties, baby. JJ pulled back just enough to smirk at Greg, her lips swollen and red, before reaching down and hooking her fingers into the torn waistband of her ruined panties. She dragged them down her thighs with a deliberate, ass-wiggling shimmy, kicking them off to pool on the floor, leaving her completely bare and shameless for both of them. Greg’s breath caught, his gaze snagging on the way the light played over her wet, pink flesh. JJ turned back to him, all dark hunger. Since when did you get so eager, Professor? Greg’s cock twitched, bouncing against his stomach. Since you started ruining me, he admitted, his voice a wrecked rasp. Her smirk turned wicked, eyes glittering. Oh, we’re just getting started. Darnell’s hand came around her waist, his fingers spreading her slick labia, making her gasp and arch. Get on your knees. JJ hesitated for half a heartbeat—just long enough for Greg to realize she was waiting, watching for his reaction, testing the leash. His body burned with the need to obey. He stepped back, eyes locked onto hers, and dropped to his knees on the hard floor, the impact jolting through his bones. JJ’s breath hitched, her chest fluttering. Good boy, Darnell murmured, his voice rough with approval.

Greg’s hands shook as he grabbed JJ’s hips, pulling her closer until her scent flooded his senses—musky, sweet, irresistible. His mouth watered, his tongue already dragging across his lower lip in anticipation. He didn’t have to be told again. He buried his face between her thighs. JJ’s gasp was sharp and shattered, her fingers tangling in his hair and yanking. Oh fuck—Greg—! His tongue flicked over her clit, slow and deliberate at first, tasting her sweet, tangy arousal, the flavor coating his taste buds and setting off endorphins in his brain. She was dripping, her thighs trembling against his cheeks as he lapped at her, broad strokes that gathered her moisture and spread it, his hands gripping the firm cheeks of her ass and pulling her closer, grinding her down onto his mouth. That’s it, Darnell’s voice was a dark, velvety caress, and Greg could hear the wet, rhythmic sound of the man fisting his own cock somewhere above them, stroking himself in slow, deliberate pulls. Take it all, baby. Let him worship you. JJ’s moans filled the room, high and desperate and shameless. Oh god—Greg—yes—fuck—! Greg’s tongue swirled around her clit, alternating between tight circles and flat strokes, while two of his fingers pushed inside her soaked channel, curling just right, the heel of his palm pressing against her perineum. He fucked her with his mouth and his hand, his own forgotten cock aching and bobbing between his legs, leaking a steady stream onto the floorboards. He could feel Darnell’s gaze on him, hot and heavy, burning into his skin, and the thought of being watched like this—of sharing his wife like this, of being part of this obscene tableau—sent a jolt of something feral straight to his groin. Greg—oh—Darnell—Greg—! JJ’s body trembled violently, her hips rocking against his face as her second orgasm crashed over her, her juices flooding his mouth in a warm gush, her moans broken and wild. Greg didn’t stop. He lapped at her through the convulsions, his fingers still pumping, drawing out every last spasm, his own cock twitching and dripping with need, his balls tight and aching. Enough. Darnell’s voice cut through the haze, sharp as a blade. Greg pulled back, gasping, his lips and chin glistening with her release, his cock painfully hard and jutting out, his entire body strung taut.

JJ was dizzy, her cheeks flushed a deep rose, her eyes half-lidded and dark with satisfaction. Now your turn, Professor. Darnell’s smirk was predatory, and he crooked a finger. Get on the desk. Greg didn’t hesitate. He stood, hands shaking, legs unsteady, his eyes locked onto JJ’s the whole time. She watched him like a cat watches a mouse, lips parted, chest heaving, and then she crooked her own finger, a mirror of Darnell’s gesture. Come here. Greg stepped forward, his erection bobbing with each awkward step, his heart hammering against his ribs. He knew what was coming—knew in that deep, wordless part of his brain that this wasn’t just sex; it was power, and control, and the total, breathtaking ruin of everything he’d thought he knew about himself. JJ’s hands slid up his chest, her nails raking lightly over his nipples through his shirt, making him hiss, before she grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back onto the desk with enough force to knock the breath from his lungs. The edge caught him right under his ass, his back hitting the polished wood with a thud, papers scattering everywhere. And then she was on him, her mouth crashing onto his in a bruising, hungry kiss, her tongue fucking into his mouth, her hands fisting in his hair and yanking. Greg groaned, arching up into her, his hands grabbing at her bare hips, pulling her closer, grinding his leaking cock against her stomach. Get your cock out. JJ’s voice was a growl against his lips, and Greg fumbled with his belt again, fingers clumsy with need, until he finally freed his aching length, the thick, veined shaft slapping against his belly. That’s my good boy, she whispered, her voice rough with pride, and then Darnell was there, his large hands gripping Greg’s thighs and spreading them wide, exposing him. Fuck, Greg gasped as Darnell’s fingers brushed his balls, the touch electric and terrifying and perfect. JJ’s hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slow and steady, her thumb smearing the precome across the engorged head, her gaze dark with challenge. You ready to be fucked, Professor? Greg’s breath hitched. Yes—fuck—JJ—! Darnell’s chuckle was low and dark. Not her.

Greg’s stomach dropped, and then Darnell’s cock was there—thick, impossibly thick, darker than the rest of him, the bulbous head flushed purple and slick with his own arousal—pressing against Greg’s tight, untouched entrance. Greg’s breath stopped entirely. Relax, Darnell murmured, the word a command and a caress all at once. You know you want this. JJ’s hand stroked him faster, her thumb circling the sensitive ridge, collecting the precome that was now dripping in steady rivulets. That’s right, baby, she whispered, leaning close so her breath ghosted over his ear. Let him take your ass like the good little cuckold you are. Greg’s hips twitched involuntarily, and then Darnell’s finger pushed inside him—slow, deliberate, coated in something slippery—and stretched him open with exquisite care. Fuck—! Greg’s body arched, his cock jerking in JJ’s grip, a strangled cry tearing from his throat. Take it, JJ commanded, her voice steel and silk. Take all of him. Darnell’s finger curled, finding his prostate with unerring accuracy, and Greg saw stars. A second finger joined the first, stretching him wider, fucking him in slow, deep strokes that had his legs shaking and his nails clawing at the desk. Now. Darnell’s voice was a growl, and then his cock slammed into Greg in one brutal, perfect, splitting thrust. OH FUCK—! Greg’s scream was ragged, his body seizing, his ass clenching around the massive intrusion as Darnell bottomed out, filling him so completely Greg couldn’t tell where he ended and Darnell began. Then Darnell began to move—deep, possessive strokes that had his balls slapping against Greg’s ass with a wet, rhythmic smack-smack-smack, his cock stretching and reclaiming territory with each plunge.

JJ’s hand fell from his cock, her fingers instead rolling his balls gently, then sliding lower to trace the stretched rim where Darnell’s shaft speared him, and she whispered filthy encouragements in his ear. That’s it, baby. Take every inch of him. Love it. Darnell’s pace quickened, his hips snapping against Greg’s ass with brutal precision, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room and mixing with Greg’s broken moans. You’re taking it so good, Darnell growled, his fingers digging into Greg’s hip bruisingly hard. You love this, don’t you? Love being ruined by my cock. Y-yes—fuck—Darnell—JJ—! Greg’s voice was shattered, his body shuddering, his cock leaking so much precome it was pooling in the hollow of his belly button. His orgasm hung just out of reach, denied and perfect. JJ’s hand wrapped around his shaft again, stroking him in perfect counterpoint to Darnell’s relentless pounding, her thumb brushing over the slit, spreading slickness. Cum for us, she ordered, steel wrapped in honey. Now. And Greg’s release exploded out of him—thick, pearly ropes that painted his stomach and chest, pulsing in her grip as wave after wave convulsed through him. That’s it, Darnell growled, his pace growing erratic, his cock swelling even larger inside Greg’s clenching channel. Fuck—JJ—I’m gonna—fuck—! His hips snapped forward one last time, and his release shot deep, hot and viscous, spurting in pulsing jets that filled Greg up and trickled out around his shaft. Greg shuddered through it, body trembling and twitching, his cock still spitting weakly, his breath coming in little pants.

Slowly, Darnell pulled out, his cock glistening with a mix of his own cum and Greg’s, thick seed dripping down Greg’s thighs in slow, warm rivulets. JJ’s fingers chased it, brushing over his skin, spreading the mess across his balls and inner thighs in light, possessive strokes. Good boy, she whispered, and the praise settled over him like a brand. Greg’s body ached in a dozen new ways, his mind reeling, his heart racing as he lay sprawled and ruined on his own desk. But when JJ leaned down and pressed her lips to his in a soft, gentle, almost loving kiss, he didn’t pull away. Couldn’t. Because deep in the hollow of his chest, where shame and desire tangled into something unrecognizable, he knew with absolute certainty: this was only the beginning.




Chapter 5

The air in Greg’s office was thick and heavy, a heady cocktail of musk—the salty tang of fresh sweat, the raw, intimate scent of cum that still clung to the leather of the desk chair, and beneath it all, a darker, electric charge, like the charged stillness before a summer thunderstorm. JJ’s lips still tasted of him, of the salt and heat of Greg’s own skin, but also of Darnell, a faint, lingering flavor of the other man’s mouth and the way their bodies had tangled and twisted just hours before. She pulled back just enough to let the moment stretch, her fingers splayed across the damp cotton of Greg’s shirt, trailing down his chest with deliberate slowness, her nails scraping lightly over his skin through the fabric. The sensation made him flinch, a sharp intake of breath that she felt more than heard. Good, she thought, her own pulse quickening as she watched his pupils blow wide, those dark pools swallowing the honey of his irises. He remembers. He remembers everything.

Darnell stood behind her, a silent, monolithic presence. His massive frame blotted out the weak afternoon light filtering through the blinds, casting a shadow that seemed to swallow them both. He hadn’t moved an inch since he’d withdrawn from the exquisite tightness of Greg’s body, his thick, dark cock still glistening with a sheen of their combined fluids, a testament to the raw act that had just transpired. His breathing was steady, measured, a stark contrast to the chaos he’d just orchestrated, but his fingers flexed and curled at his sides, betraying a coiled tension. Greg’s gaze flicked down, a helpless, involuntary motion, drawn to the sight of that still-impressive length, and then quickly away, a flush creeping up his neck. The sight of him, of them—the two of them standing over him like a pair of conquering gods—sent a fresh wave of something hot and confusing through his gut. JJ caught the flicker, of course. She saw everything, her lips curving into a slow, satisfied smile.

She leaned in again, her voice a silken, velvet purr that seemed to wrap around Greg’s senses and squeeze. Her breath was a warm gust against the shell of his ear as she whispered, “Still hard for us, professor?” The tip of her tongue traced the rim of his ear, and she felt the answering jerk of his cock against his thigh, a helpless, traitorous response. “Or do you need more time to recover? I can be patient… to a point.” Her lips brushed the tender skin just below his ear, and she exhaled a soft laugh.

Greg swallowed hard, his throat clicking audibly. It was raw, scraped from the sounds he’d made earlier, the pleas and moans that had been torn from him. “I—I don’t—” he stuttered, the words catching like broken glass.

“Don’t what?” JJ straightened, her hips rolling in a slow, mesmerizing sway as she stepped back just enough to survey her handiwork. The movement pulled the damp fabric of her blouse tight against her breasts, the outline of her nipples clearly visible. “Don’t need us? Don’t want us?” She laughed, low and dark and utterly knowing, and reached down to adjust the hem of her blouse, the silk clinging to her skin. “Greg, Greg, Greg. You’ve been so bad at lying lately. It’s adorable, really. You’d think a man with a PhD could manage a simple deception.”

Darnell chuckled, a deep, rolling sound that vibrated through the floorboards. He stepped forward, his expensive leather shoes clicking against the polished hardwood, and the sound sent a spike of adrenaline through Greg’s veins. “She’s right,” Darnell said, his voice a smooth, intoxicating blend of whiskey and honey. “You’ve been very transparent. Every thought, every desire, written all over your face.” His fingers, surprisingly gentle, brushed the line of Greg’s jaw, tilting his face up until their eyes met. “But that’s okay. We like it when you’re honest. It makes things so much… simpler.”

Greg’s breath hitched, getting stuck somewhere between his chest and his throat. He should have been terrified. He should have been drowning in a sea of shame and regret. But the way Darnell’s thumb traced the curve of his lower lip, parting it slightly, the way JJ’s eyes darkened to a stormy gray as she watched, her teeth sinking into her own plush lip—it wasn’t fear that coiled in his belly. It was a sharp, electric anticipation. His body remembered every touch, every thrust, every whispered command. His mind was still scrambling to catch up, lagging behind the truth his flesh already knew.

JJ circled the desk, her heels clicking a staccato rhythm that matched the frantic beat of Greg’s heart. Each step was a performance, her hips swaying with a liquid grace that drew his eyes like a magnet. “You know,” she murmured, her voice thoughtful, “I was just thinking about how dreadfully boring this office is.” She ran a single, manicured finger along the edge of Greg’s laptop, tracing the sleek metal before she flicked it shut with a decisive click that seemed to echo in the tense silence. “All these important papers, all these serious academic discussions.” She gestured at the stacks of journals and manuscripts, her smile sharp and predatory. “But really, who’s ever actually read any of this? It’s just a bunch of words on a page, nothing like the real, raw, messy experiment we’re conducting right here.”

Greg’s face burned with a heat that had nothing to do with the stuffy room. “JJ—” he tried, his voice a strangled version of his own.

“No, no.” She cut him off with a playful tsk, shaking her head so that her dark hair swayed. “You’re supposed to be working, Professor. That’s what office hours are for, right? And I’m supposed to be…” She let the sentence dangle, her gaze flicking to Darnell with a conspiratorial glint. “Well. Helping you. Isn’t that what the syllabus says? ‘Collaborative learning’?”

Darnell’s lips curled into a slow, wolfish grin. “Helping you focus. Because you’ve been so incredibly distracted lately, haven’t you, Greg? All those late nights, staring at the ceiling, thinking about… us.”

JJ’s fingers danced over the keyboard, the keys clacking softly as she opened a new, blank document. The cursor blinked on the screen like a waiting invitation. “Mmm. Let’s see…” She typed a single word, then turned the laptop so that Greg could see the screen. The word gleamed in stark black letters: ‘Collaboration.’

Greg’s stomach twisted into a tight, painful knot. “What are you—” he started, but the question died on his lips.

“Shh.” JJ pressed a finger to his lips, the touch firm and commanding. Her skin tasted faintly of salt and something floral. “We’re planning. And you’re going to be such a good little note-taker.”

Darnell leaned over the desk, his massive body crowding into Greg’s space, the heat of him radiating like a furnace. The scent of his cologne—something spicy and clean—mixed with the musk in the air. “What kind of collaboration are we talking about?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

JJ’s smile was slow, dangerous, a promise wrapped in a threat. “The kind where Greg learns exactly what it means to be useful. The kind where he stops pretending he’s anything but ours.”

Greg’s breath caught in his chest, a sharp, painful hitch. “JJ, stop—” he pleaded, the word barely a whisper.

“Or what?” She tilted her head, her eyes glinting with mischief and something far more ruthless. “You’ll tell someone? You’ll complain to the department head?” She laughed, a bright, tinkling sound that was utterly cruel. “Greg, darling, no one’s listening. And even if they were, even if the whole faculty senate was standing outside that door with their ears pressed to the wood…” She leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that raised goosebumps on his arms. “You’d love it if they did. You’d get off on the humiliation, wouldn’t you? The thought of them all knowing what a dirty little slut their esteemed colleague really is.”

Darnell’s fingers tightened around Greg’s wrist, his grip like iron as he pulled Greg’s hand away from his lap, exposing the tenting fabric of his trousers. “He’s right,” Darnell murmured, his voice rough with a dark amusement. “You’d beg for them to watch. You’d put on a show for the whole campus if we told you to.”

Greg’s pulse pounded in his ears, a drumbeat of panic and something far more shameful. “I—” he tried again, but his voice was a broken thing.

“No.” JJ’s voice was steel now, cutting through the haze of his arousal. “You won’t. Not yet.” She straightened, smoothing her skirt down over her hips with deliberate, almost ritualistic slowness, as if she were putting on a mask. “But you will listen. And you will learn. Because right now,” her gaze flicked to the door, a flicker of something almost gleeful in her expression, “someone’s coming. And you’re going to be a very good boy and play along.”

Greg’s blood ran cold, a chill that spread from his core to his extremities, freezing him in place. The shift in the air was palpable.

JJ’s smirk was triumphant, a cat who’d just cornered her prey. “Oh yes. Dr. Whitmore. The one person who could actually make trouble for us. And she’s right on time.”

The knock at the door was polite, a crisp, professional rap of knuckles against wood. Too early. Greg’s stomach dropped, a sickening lurch of dread. He wasn’t ready. He was still half-hard, his shirt untucked, his mind reeling.

“Come in,” JJ called, her voice instantly transforming into a sweet, innocent lilt. It was terrifying how quickly she could switch.

The door creaked open, and Dr. Whitmore stepped inside. She was a stern woman in her late fifties, with iron-gray hair pulled into a severe bun and a reputation for not tolerating even a hint of impropriety. Her sharp, hawk-like eyes flicked over the scene with a clinical precision: Greg half-sprawled on the desk, his hair mussed and his cheeks flushed; JJ adjusting the collar of her blouse with a demure smile; Darnell looming behind her, a dark, silent sentinel. The air was still thick with the scent of sex, and Greg was certain she could smell it.

Whitmore’s expression remained a mask of professional neutrality, but her voice was dangerously calm, the kind of calm that preceded a storm. “Professor JJ,” she said, her tone clipped. “I heard noises. Loud noises. Coming from this office. Care to explain?”

JJ’s laughter was light and airy, a perfect imitation of an innocent scholar. “Oh, Dr. Whitmore! Just discussing research!” She gestured vaguely at the laptop, the screen still displaying the word ‘Collaboration.’ “Very stimulating work. We were just bouncing some ideas off each other. You know how it is—passionate academic debate can get a little… enthusiastic.”

Whitmore’s gaze, however, remained locked onto Greg, her eyes boring into him like laser beams. “Gregory,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “My office. Now.”

Greg’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic, trapped bird. He looked to JJ, a silent plea for help, for anything. “JJ—” he whispered.

“Go,” she whispered back, her voice soft and almost tender. “We’ll be fine. Don’t keep her waiting.”

But Darnell’s fingers curled around Greg’s chin, forcing his gaze away from JJ and back to the man’s intense dark eyes. “She’s lying,” Darnell murmured, his breath hot against Greg’s ear, a secret meant only for him. “But you’ll be back. You’ll come crawling back to us, because you can’t help yourself. And we’ll be waiting.”

Whitmore’s eyes narrowed, her patience clearly wearing thin. “Gregory,” she repeated, the name a command.

Greg swallowed hard, his throat clicking. “Yes, ma’am,” he managed, his voice hoarse. He pushed himself off the desk, his legs feeling like jelly, threatening to buckle. His pants were still half-unzipped, his shirt rumpled and half-untucked. Whitmore’s disdain was a physical weight, pressing down on his shoulders, making him feel two inches tall.

“Clean yourself up,” JJ purred, her voice dripping with amusement as she watched him try to straighten his clothes. “And hurry back. We have so much more to… discuss.”

The door clicked shut behind Greg, a final, damning sound as he stumbled into the hallway. The fluorescent lights were too bright, the corridor too quiet. His mind was a frantic whirlwind. Whitmore knew. She suspected. And if she did, if she’d heard enough to piece together what was happening, his career was over. Everything he’d worked for, gone.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, a sudden vibration that made him jump. His hand shook as he pulled it out. A text from JJ, the screen lighting up with her words: “Don’t worry, baby. We’ve got this.”

Greg’s hands were shaking so hard he could barely read the message. He should have been terrified. He should have been panicking, running for the nearest exit. But as he turned the corner toward Whitmore’s office, his cock gave a traitorous twitch, a surge of heat that had nothing to do with fear.

Because he knew, deep down in the dark, twisted pit of his desires, that this was only the beginning. The game was far from over. And he was already aching to play another round.




Chapter 6

The door to Whitmore’s office gaped ajar long before Greg’s knuckles ever grazed the wood, a sliver of cold fluorescence cutting into the dim hallway like a silent alarm. His heart slammed against his ribs with each tentative rap—two knocks, then a third, swallowed by the hum of the overhead light. He nudged it open with sticky palms, the hinges sighing as if they’d been expecting him all along.

Dr. Whitmore sat enthroned behind her monolithic desk, the file in her hands a slab of manila that might as well have been a tombstone. Her eyes flicked up, scalpel-sharp, dissecting him before he’d even crossed the threshold. No smile. No surprise. Just the slow, deliberate tap of her pen against the blotter, a metronome counting down his composure.

“Professor Whitmore,” Greg managed, the words scraping out of a throat gone dry. “I was hoping we could—”

“Sit down, Greg.” Her voice was honey over broken glass, clinical and sweet in ways that made his stomach clench. “We need to have a little conversation.”

His knees threatened to unhinge as he folded into the chair opposite her, the leather groaning under his weight. The office breathed old books and lemon polish, a parchment musk that somehow sharpened his nerves instead of soothing them. Whitmore steepled her fingers, the gesture a steeple of judgment, her gaze a pane of one-way glass.

“I’ve been meaning to discuss your… unorthodox teaching methods,” she said, the word unorthodox oozing off her tongue like a secret. The pen resumed its tapping, a tiny hammer on his composure. “Particularly your habit of overstepping with certain students. Blurring lines. Getting… messy.”

Greg’s stomach twisted into a cold knot. “I’m not sure what you’re referring to.”

Her lips curled—barely, just a flicker at the corners, enough to make the air in the room feel ten degrees colder. “Oh, let’s not play coy. You and I both recognize exactly what I’m talking about. The incidents with Professor Hayes. The little scenes that keep unfolding in your office. The way you’ve been skulking around these past few weeks like a man who’s misplaced his spine.”

Greg’s breath hitched, a hiccup of panic. “That’s not—”

“Irrelevant.” The word sliced through his protest like a letter opener. “What is relevant is your position. Tenured. Respected. A name that carries weight in these halls. And right now? You’re a walking liability. A scandal waiting to detonate.”

Greg swallowed, the click in his throat audible. “Are you firing me?”

Whitmore’s expression stayed marble-smooth, not a crack. “Not yet. Consider this a courtesy. A warning shot across your bow. But I will fire you if you can’t get your impulses under control. If you can’t stop being so… available.”

His hands fisted in his lap, knuckles bleaching. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t lie to me, Greg.” Her voice dropped to a whisper that slithered across the desk and coiled around his throat. “You know precisely what I’m talking about. The way you’ve been leveraging your authority. The way you’ve been allowing yourself to be leveraged in return. Opening doors you should be bolting shut.”

Cold sweat dampened the small of his back. “I don’t understand.”

“You do.” Her eyes darkened, pupils swallowing the iris. “You’re obsessed. With her. With him. With the whole dizzying concept of being owned. Of being a prop in someone else’s fantasy.” She leaned back, the leather of her chair exhaling, and her tone softened into something almost motherly—which made it infinitely more cruel. “And honestly? I can’t fault you. It’s intoxicating, isn’t it? The way they use you. The way they peel back every layer until all that’s left is a man who begs. The way they make your body betray you before your mind even has a chance to object.”

Beneath his trousers, Greg’s cock gave a shameless twitch, a mutiny he couldn’t suppress. Heat flooded his face. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Oh, I know exactly.” Her fingernail traced the grain of her desktop, slow as a threat. “I’ve observed the way you look at her—JJ—like she’s a sun you’re not allowed to orbit. The way you tremble whenever they close in on you. The way you’ve spilled your seed just from the privilege of watching them together, helpless and hollowed out. I’ve seen the security footage, Greg.”

His face scorched. “That’s confidential. That’s—”

“It’s everything.” The sharpness cracked back into her voice like a whip. “You are a grown man. An educator. And yet you’ve turned yourself into their plaything. A chew toy with a PhD.”

The word hung in the air between them, thick as incense, suffocating.

“I didn’t—”

“You did.” Her voice flattened into a verdict. “And here’s where we are. You have a choice. A fork in your little road. Option one: you extricate yourself. Cut every tie with them—JJ, Kendrick, Darnell—prove that you still own your own balls. Or option two…” She paused, eyes nailing him to the chair. “You keep playing their game. Let them keep using you until the whole tower of cards collapses. And when your career is ashes and your reputation a punchline, don’t come limping to my door looking for sympathy.”

Greg’s throat had turned to sandpaper. “What do you expect me to do?”

Her smirk twitched, a predator glimpsing prey from the tall grass. “I expect you to choose.”

---

The door clicked shut behind him with the finality of a tomb, but Whitmore’s words didn’t stay inside the office—they clung to his skin, a film of dread. He stood in the hallway, shoulder blades pressed to the wall, hands trembling like leaves before a storm. He should have been terrified. He should have been sprinting toward the nearest exit, drafting a resignation letter in his head. Instead, his mind kept looping a single, treacherous reel: JJ’s hooded gaze in his office, Kendrick owning her with every thrust, Darnell’s voice breaking him into pieces he never wanted reassembled. And now Whitmore, peeling back his skin and cataloguing his sins like a botanist with a rare flower.

A shadow shifted at the end of the corridor. Greg’s lungs seized as he turned, pulse caroming off his eardrums.

JJ lounged against the wall like a cat who’d already pounced, arms crossed under her breasts, smirk firmly in place. The overhead light painted a halo on her dark hair, but her expression was anything but angelic. “Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in, still upright despite gravity. The falling professor.”

Greg’s stomach flipped. “What are you doing here? This isn’t your hallway.”

“Looking for you, obviously.” She pushed off the wall and sauntered forward, each step a slow roll of hips that made his skin prickle in anticipation. “Word travels fast in this department. I heard you had a cozy little chat with Her Royal Highness. Sounded… intense.”

His voice emerged hoarse, scraped raw. “She knows.”

JJ’s brows arched, a theatrical rise. “Knows what?”

“Everything.” Greg’s fists clenched so hard his nails bit his palms. “She knows about us. About you and Kendrick. About Darnell. The whole tangled web. She knows I’ve been—been facilitating my own degradation. She called me a plaything.”

“Oh, Greg.” Her smirk deepened into something almost maternal, warped and wicked. “You’re adorable when you’re flustered. Your face does this thing—like a guilty puppy who chewed up the sofa and still expects a belly rub.”

A fire lit in his chest, part shame, part fury. “She’s going to fire me. She as good as said it.”

“And if she does?” JJ’s tone was a shrug made of silk.

“Then I’m finished.” His voice cracked on the word. “My career. My standing. Decades of work, flushed because I couldn’t keep my—my cravings in check.”

JJ tilted her head, studying him with the detached curiosity of a biologist watching a microbe twitch. “Do you actually care?”

The question dropped like a stone into still water, ripples spreading in every direction. He opened his mouth to deny, to defend, but the words tangled on his tongue. Because somewhere beneath the panic, beneath the pride, a quiet, dark part of him whispered the truth: he didn’t. Not anymore. Not really.

JJ’s smirk softened, the edge blurring just a little. “You don’t, do you? Not about the job, not about the reputation. You care about this. About the way your pulse kicks when I get close. About the way your brain shuts off when we touch you. Admit it.”

His breath stuttered. “I—I don’t know.”

“You do.” She closed the distance, fingers ghosting over his chest, tracing the line of his tie, sending tiny electric currents down his sternum. “Because if you really cared about the tenure and the accolades, you wouldn’t be standing here, paralyzed in a hallway. You’d be running. You’d be fighting. You’d be crafting an elaborate defense involving blackmail and mental health leave. But you’re not. You’re rooted to this spot, and I can feel your heart trying to beat its way out of your ribcage, and that’s not terror, Greg.” Her palm flattened over the frantic rhythm. “That’s hunger.”

His cock, already half-interested, thickened against his zipper without permission. “I can’t—”

“Oh, you can.” Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, hot against his jaw. “But you won’t stop yourself. Because that’s not what you want anymore.”

Ragged gasps tore from his throat. “Why? Why am I like this?”

Her fingers traced the outline of his erection through his trousers, feather-light, a cartographer mapping treacherous terrain. “Because you like it, you silly man. You like being used. You like the moment you snap and surrender. You like being broken and adored at the same time. You’ve spent your whole life being the one in control—lectures, syllabi, grading rubrics—and now? Now you get to be the lesson plan. And you’re aching for it.”

His knees wobbled. “JJ—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips, her skin tasting faintly of salt and something sweeter. “You don’t need to say anything. Your body’s already confessing.” Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping around his girth through the fabric, squeezing just enough to pull a groan from his gut. “See? Hard for it. Hard for me. You’re leaking pre-come like a faucet, aren’t you? God, it’s pathetic and delicious.”

His hips bucked instinctively, a dog on a leash. “JJ, please—”

“Please what?” Her breath fogged against his ear, tongue darting out to trace the shell. “Please use you until you forget your own name? Please let me own you outright, sign the deed over right here in the corridor?” She nipped his earlobe. “Because that’s what you’re really begging for, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” The word escaped before he could cage it, a raw, honest syllable.

Her smirk bloomed triumphant. “Good boy.”

Before Greg could process, her free hand was on the doorknob of the vacant office across the hall, twisting it open with a soft click. She dragged him inside by the tie, the door sealing behind them, the room plunging into the half-light of a single shaded lamp on the desk. It smelled of chalk dust and stale coffee, the hum of fluorescent lights overhead buzzing like a trapped insect.

JJ released his tie and stepped back, appraising him with lidded eyes as she began working the buttons of her blouse. “Strip. Everything. Right now.”

His breath snagged. “JJ, someone could walk by—”

“Now, Greg.” Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel, no room for negotiation. “I want you naked and trembling before I’ve finished unbuttoning my collar. I want to see just how eager you are to be seen. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

His hands shook as they fumbled with his tie, then his shirt, buttons skittering across the floor in his haste. Pants pooled at his ankles next, boxers stripped away until he stood bare, cock jutting upward, already slick at the tip. The air kissed his fevered skin, raising goosebumps.

JJ’s gaze raked over him like a physical touch, slow and proprietary. She stepped forward, fingers tracing the topography of his chest, circling a nipple, dragging down over his stomach. “You’re beautiful when you’re undone, Greg. All those defenses crumbled. Just a body, ready to be devoured.”

Then she sank to her knees, and his brain short-circuited.

Her fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, her other hand cupping his balls with a knowing squeeze. She leaned in, breath ghosting over the head, making him twitch. “I want you to watch, Greg. Watch as I take you apart.”

Her tongue flicked out, a kitten-lick against the frenulum, and he hissed through his teeth. She traced the ridge, lapped at the pearl of fluid beading at the tip, moaning softly at the taste. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, inch by torturous inch, her lips stretching around his girth until the head nudged the back of her throat. The wet heat enveloped him, her tongue swirling along the underside, and he had to brace a hand on the desk to keep from collapsing.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his free hand tangling in her hair. “JJ, that’s—god—”

She hummed around him, the vibration rattling up his spine, and began to move. Her head bobbed in a lazy rhythm at first, pulling back until only the tip remained, then sinking down until her nose pressed against his pubic bone. She worked him with a messy, enthusiastic skill, saliva coating his length, dripping down to slick his balls. Her free hand drifted lower, fingers teasing the sensitive skin behind his sac, circling his entrance with a slow, deliberate pressure.

“That’s it,” she purred, pulling off with a wet pop, her lips glistening. “Let me own you, Greg. Let me ruin you for anyone else. Let me hear you beg.”

She swallowed him again, this time with more urgency, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Her fingers pressed against his hole, not breaching, just a promise, and the dual sensation sent sparks cascading down his thighs. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, fucking into her mouth, and she welcomed it with a throaty moan, nails digging into his ass.

“JJ, I’m going to—I can’t hold it—”

“Cum for me,” she whispered around him, the words vibrating directly through his shaft. “Cum hard. Fill my mouth. Show me how much you love being my toy.”

The command detonated him. His balls tightened, a white-hot coil snapping, and he erupted with a strangled cry. Ropes of cum pulsed into her mouth, and she moaned around him, swallowing greedily, her tongue working him through the spasms until he was gasping and oversensitive. She didn’t pull away until she’d drained every last drop, licking him clean with kittenish laps.

For a long, hazy moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the building. Greg’s legs felt hollow, his mind a white-out.

Then JJ rose gracefully, lips swollen and glossy, eyes dark with satisfaction. “Good boy. But we’re not done yet.” Her fingers traced his softening cock, then dipped lower, circling the pucker of his ass. “You said theirs, Greg. And I intend to share.”

He shivered. “JJ—”

“Shh.” She pressed a sticky finger to his lips. “Just feel. The lesson’s only half over.”

---

The office door swung inward without a knock, and the room’s atmosphere instantly thickened. Kendrick slipped inside, the motion economical, his presence filling every corner. He wore a bespoke charcoal suit that clung to his broad shoulders like it owed him money, and his dark eyes found JJ and Greg with the lazy amusement of a panther watching two mice.

“Well, well,” he murmured, voice a velvet-weighted purr. “The falling professor, already debauched. I’m almost disappointed I missed the opening act.” He closed the door behind him, the click of the lock an exclamation point.

JJ didn’t spare him a glance. Instead, she turned her full attention to Greg, her fingers already resuming their work on the buttons of her blouse—the ones she’d refastened only minutes ago. “You wanted to watch, remember? That’s what you whispered to me last time. So here’s your show. Eyes open, professor.”

Greg’s pulse roared in his ears as she peeled the fabric away, her heavy, creamy breasts spilling over the black lace cups of her bra, nipples pebbled and visible through the sheer fabric. Kendrick’s gaze darkened, his nostrils flaring. He adjusted his stance, and Greg could see the pronounced bulge straining against his trousers.

“Fuck,” Kendrick breathed, the word reverent. “You do know how to greet a man, Dr. Hayes.”

JJ smirked, letting her blouse flutter to the floor. “And you do know how to make a woman’s knees forget their purpose. So stop staring and show me why I bother with you.”

Before Greg could exhale, Kendrick crossed the room in three long strides and seized JJ’s hips, spinning her to face the desk. Her palms slapped the wood, and he pressed against her from behind, the hard line of his cock grinding into the cleft of her ass through their clothes. “Spread those thighs wider, baby,” he growled, lips against her ear. “Let me see exactly how wet you are for me.”

JJ obeyed instantly, kicking her heels apart, her back arching. Kendrick’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her skirt and yanked, the fabric bunching around her waist. Her black thong came into view, the gusset already translucent with her arousal, a dark, damp map. Greg’s cock, spent moments ago, twitched back to life just watching Kendrick’s thick fingers trace the outline of her slit through the lace.

“So wet already,” Kendrick rumbled, thumb pressing hard against the hood of her clit and circling slow. JJ let out a hiccuping moan, hips grinding back against his hand. “Did you think about this all afternoon? While you were supposed to be grading papers, were you imagining me fucking you across this very desk while your husband played audience?”

“Yes.” JJ’s voice was a throaty rasp. “Thought about it for hours. Couldn’t focus on a single sentence.”

“Good girl.” With a sharp tug, Kendrick ripped the thong aside—the seams protested but gave—and his fingers plunged between her folds without preamble. JJ cried out, nails raking the desk as he sunk two thick digits knuckle-deep, curling them to stroke that rough patch inside her. The wet, obscene sounds of his fingers pumping filled the room, and Greg’s hand drifted to his own cock, stroking in slow, mesmerized tandem.

JJ’s breasts swayed with every thrust of Kendrick’s hand, her breath coming in ragged bursts. “Please. Kendrick, more. I need you inside me.”

“Oh, you’ll get more.” He didn’t relent, fucking her with his fingers at a punishing pace while his other hand snaked up to wrap around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes flutter. He turned his head to catch Greg’s gaze over his shoulder. “You like this, Greg? Watching your wife get ruined by my fingers before I’ve even bothered to unzip? Knowing she’s going to scream for a cock that isn’t yours?”

Greg’s hand tightened on his shaft, pre-come slicking his palm. “Y-yes. God, yes.”

“Good. Because she’s mine to play with right now. And you’re the studious little observer taking notes.” Kendrick withdrew his fingers with a wet slurp, making JJ whine in protest. He unzipped, freeing his cock—thick, veined, the crown flushed purple and already leaking. He spat into his palm and slicked himself roughly, then notched the head at her entrance. “Eyes on me, Greggy-boy.”

With one fluid thrust, he buried himself to the hilt. JJ screamed, not in pain but sheer, shattering pleasure, her inner walls gripping him. Kendrick set a brutal rhythm immediately, slamming into her from behind, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing off the walls. The desk shook, a stapler clattering to the floor. Greg watched, mesmerized, as his wife’s body jolted with each impact, her breasts bouncing wildly, her knuckles white on the edge of the desk.

“That’s it, take every inch,” Kendrick grunted, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. “You’re so tight wrapped around me. You want Greg to stroke himself for you? Want him to cum while he watches me stretch you out?”

JJ’s eyes fluttered open, finding Greg’s. Her lips curled into a dazed, wicked smile. “Look at him, Kendrick. He’s hard again. So hard for this. For us.” Her voice caught on a moan. “Make him cum with me. Make him come unglued.”

Greg groaned, pumping himself with a furious rhythm, his thumb smearing pre-come over the head. Kendrick’s pace grew erratic, his breaths ragged. “You hear her, Greg? You gonna spill for your wife while I fill her up?”

“Yes, yes—” Greg’s release caught him by surprise, a violent spasm that painted his fist and stomach in hot ropes. At the same moment, JJ’s cries crescendoed, her entire body seizing as the orgasm crashed through her. Kendrick felt her clamp down and roared, driving deep one last time, pumping his seed into her with a guttural groan. He stayed buried, pulsing, until the last tremor subsided.

Silence, except for the panting. The lamp buzzed. Dust motes danced in the weak light.

Then Kendrick withdrew with a slick, obscene pop, his glistening cock drooping. He stepped back, tucking himself away with practiced efficiency. JJ pushed herself up from the desk on trembling arms, her legs barely holding. She smoothed her skirt down, but the evidence of their coupling glistened on her inner thighs.

She turned to Greg, eyes liquid and dark. “Your turn, husband. Again.”

Greg’s breath seized. His spent cock gave a valiant twitch.

Kendrick chuckled, leaning against a filing cabinet. “Oh, this’ll be entertaining.”

JJ dropped to her knees in front of Greg, her fingers already working his belt—which he’d just refastened. “No,” he choked, though his hands made no move to stop her.

“You can,” she purred, breath ghosting over his sensitive tip. “And you will. I’m not finished with you. Neither are they.”

Kendrick watched, idly palming himself through his trousers, as JJ freed Greg’s half-hard cock. She licked a slow stripe up the underside, making him jerk. “That’s right,” Kendrick murmured. “Let her worship you, professor. After she’s been thoroughly used by me, let her tongue remind you who you belong to.”

Greg’s world narrowed: the wet heat of JJ’s mouth, the swirl of her tongue, the echo of Kendrick’s voice. Ruined. Worshipped. Watched. As she took him deep, cupping his balls with a gentle squeeze, he realized with crystalline clarity that he was no longer his own. He was theirs.

And he loved it.

---

The door didn’t swing open this time—it was already unlocked, and Darnell simply materialized in the doorway, his massive frame blocking the corridor light. He leaned against the jamb, arms crossed over his barrel chest, the sleeves of his white dress shirt rolled to reveal forearms corded with muscle. His dark eyes surveyed the scene: JJ on her knees, Greg’s cock in her mouth, Kendrick leaning back with a smirk, and the unmistakable aroma of sex.

“Well, damn,” Darnell rumbled, his voice a low thunder. “Looks like the party started without me. The falling professor’s already been picked back up and dropped again, I see.”

JJ pulled off Greg’s cock with a lewd pop, her lips curling. “You’re just in time for round two. Or three. I’ve lost count.” She rose gracefully, bending to retrieve her discarded blouse, but made no move to put it on. Instead, she turned to Greg. “We’re going to need a bigger desk.”

Darnell’s laugh was a deep, rolling thing. “Good thing I brought my own curriculum.” He stalked into the room, each step deliberate. The energy shifted, the air growing dense with anticipation. He was raw power, his presence alone making Greg’s spent cock throb with renewed interest.

Before Greg could process, Darnell had JJ pinned against the desk again, but facing outward this time. He lifted her effortlessly, settling her on the edge, her skirt bunching around her hips. “Spread those thighs wider, baby,” he growled, his fingers already hooking into the ruined thong. “Let me see that pretty, used pussy.”

JJ complied, parting her legs and tilting her hips. Greg had a perfect view of her glistening folds, still slick from Kendrick’s release, beads of it trailing down her inner thigh. Darnell’s thick fingers traced through the mess, spreading it, his thumb finding her clit and circling with a pressure that made her gasp.

“So wet for us. Sloppy seconds, and you’re still aching for it.” Darnell’s voice was thick with approval. “Did you think about this all day, Dr. Hayes? About getting passed around like a favorite toy while your husband watches?”

“Yes,” she moaned, head lolling back. “Thought about it all morning. Couldn’t even lecture properly.”

“Good girl.” With a single, swift motion, Darnell unzipped and freed his cock—thick and heavy, the head already beading. He lined himself up and thrust home in one smooth plunge. JJ cried out, her back arching off the desk, nails scrabbling at the wood. Darnell set a deep, rolling rhythm, not as frantic as Kendrick’s but devastating in its intensity, each stroke grinding against her clit.

Greg’s hand flew to his own member, which had risen again despite the ache. He stroked in time with Darnell’s thrusts, watching his wife’s face contort in pleasure. Her breasts bounced, nipples dark and erect, and Darnell reached up to palm one, thumbing the peak roughly.

“You like this angle, Greg?” Darnell called over his shoulder, his hips never faltering. “Like watching your wife get ruined by a different cock while the first one’s still wet inside her? You’re a sick man, professor. And I like that about you.”

Greg’s cock throbbed. “Y-yes. I like it.”

“Good. Because she’s ours to use. And you’re the lucky cuck with the front-row seat.” Darnell punctuated the statement with a hard slap to JJ’s ass, the smack ringing out. She keened, inner walls fluttering visibly around him.

Greg’s strokes grew frantic, his balls drawing up. “I’m close again—”

“Then cum for her,” Darnell commanded. “Spill on that floor and prove you belong to us too.”

JJ’s eyes locked onto Greg’s as his cock pulsed, a dry orgasm wracking him—sensitive and painful and ecstatic, producing only a dribble of fluid. Simultaneously, she shattered around Darnell, her scream ricocheting off the walls. Darnell grunted, his thrusts deepening, then stilling as he emptied into her, his hips jerking with each pulse. He stayed buried for a long moment before withdrawing, and a fresh trickle of combined fluid dripped onto the desk.

JJ slid off the desk, legs like jelly. Darnell tucked himself away and stepped aside, breathing hard.

She faced Greg again, a predatory gleam in her exhausted eyes. “Your turn, husband. I want your mouth this time.”

Greg’s breath caught. Darnell laughed. “This just got good.”

JJ pushed Greg down onto his knees in front of the desk, right where the evidence of her encounters stained the wood. “Lick me clean,” she ordered, hiking her skirt. “Taste everything they left me. Prove your devotion.”

Greg’s world became the scent of sex and the sight of her glistening sex. He leaned in, tongue darting out to collect the mingled fluids, salt and musk and something uniquely her. She gasped, fingers curling in his hair. He lapped at her folds, cleaning every drop, driving her toward another shuddering release as Kendrick and Darnell watched in appreciation.

When she finally pushed him away, her knees couldn’t support her. She leaned against the desk, grinning. “Good boy.”

Greg was theirs. And he’d never loved anything more.

---

The lamp flickered, and the door creaked again. Whitmore stepped inside, her heels clicking on the linoleum like a countdown. She surveyed the debauchery—Greg on his knees, JJ half-dressed, Kendrick and Darnell lounging like satisfied predators—and her lips curved into a smirk that was all sharp edges.

“Well, well,” she purred, closing the door behind her. “The falling professor has gathered quite the study group. Mind if I audit the course?”

JJ, still catching her breath, managed a breathless laugh. “Always room for one more. But I think it’s your turn to be the demonstration.” She straightened, tugging Whitmore into the center of the room.

Greg’s mind spun. This was the woman who’d threatened his career hours ago, and now she was unbuttoning her blouse with clinical precision, revealing a black lace bra beneath. JJ helped her shimmy out of her pencil skirt, and then, with a flourish, Whitmore unstrapped a hidden harness that had been cinched around her hips. The silicone cock attached to it was realistic, curving upward.

“You’d be surprised what a dean keeps in her bottom drawer,” Whitmore said, her voice a low, smoky thing. She caught Greg’s eye. “Consider this a practical exam, professor.”

JJ was already positioning herself over the desk again, this time on her back, legs dangling. Whitmore stepped between them, the strap-on glistening with lube she’d retrieved from a jacket pocket. “Ready, Dr. Hayes?” she murmured, lining up.

“Please,” JJ breathed.

Whitmore pushed in, and JJ’s moan filled the room. The dean set a slow, grinding pace, the silicone disappearing into JJ’s slick heat. Greg watched, transfixed, as Whitmore fucked his wife with methodical precision, her other hand pinning JJ’s wrists above her head. Kendrick and Darnell moved to flank Greg, each placing a hand on his shoulders, their presence a warm, possessive weight.

“You like watching this, don’t you, professor?” Whitmore said, her rhythm never breaking. “Watching your wife get taken by the woman who could end your career. It’s a special kind of power exchange, isn’t it?”

Greg’s cock was a throbbing ache again. He couldn’t speak, just nodded.

“Good boy,” Whitmore crooned. “Now, Kendrick, Darnell—help him out. He’s got one more in him.”

The two men guided Greg to his feet, bending him over the edge of the desk beside JJ. Whitmore pulled out of JJ with a wet sound and repositioned behind Greg, the strap-on nudging his entrance. “Spread your legs, professor. Time for your own practical.”

Greg whimpered as the tip pressed in, the stretch burning sweetly. JJ turned her head, meeting his eyes. “Look at me,” she whispered, and he did as Whitmore slowly filled him. The fullness was overwhelming, sparks shooting up his spine. Kendrick and Darnell stroked his back, murmuring encouragement. “You’re ours,” JJ breathed, and Whitmore began to move.

The rhythm rocked through him, his cock trapped and weeping against the desk. JJ reached out, fingers wrapping around his length, stroking in counterpoint. It was too much—the dual sensation, the audience, the utter surrender. His orgasm built like a tsunami, and when Whitmore angled her thrusts to nail his prostate, he screamed, spilling into JJ’s hand.

Whitmore pulled out slowly, leaving him empty and spasming. She unstrapped, and JJ licked his release off her fingers with a satisfied smile.

“Good boy,” Whitmore said, smoothing her skirt back down as though nothing had happened. “You’ve chosen your path, professor. Let’s hope it’s worth the risk.”

Greg lay limp on the desk, surrounded by them, and the only thought that surfaced through the haze was a single, liberated truth: he had chosen. And it felt like finally belonging.
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