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CHAPTER 1




I been slinging knowledge at Wayne State University for 'bout three years now, right in the heart of Detroit. Man, I got lucky as hell landing this gig. The timing was perfect—some kinda mess went down with the faculty, scandals or whatever, and the admin had to scoop up a whole batch of new professors to fill the gaps. I ain't dig too deep into the drama; all I know is it opened the door for me. Otherwise, a young Black woman like me mighta been overlooked in a sea of old white dudes who still run most of the show. But nah, I slipped in, and now I'm here, holding it down in the math department, teaching calculus to these fresh-faced kids who think they ready for the real world.

Detroit ain't no joke, though. The city's got that raw energy—the kind that hits you like a cold wind off the Detroit River in winter or the sticky heat in summer when the asphalt's melting under your tires. I grew up in the hood, over on the east side, where you learn quick that life don't hand you nothin'. You gotta hustle for it. My mama raised me and my sisters on food stamps and sheer willpower, working two jobs just to keep the lights on. I was the smart one, the one who buried her nose in books instead of running the streets. Got my degrees, climbed out, but I never forgot where I came from. That's why teaching here feels right—giving back to kids who look like me, who got that same fire in their eyes but need a push to channel it.

One thing I learned quick in this job? These students be fine as hell sometimes, and it messes with your head. Ethically, it's a no-go, I know. But damn, when you're surrounded by all that youth and energy day in and day out, it's hard not to notice. I'm pushing thirty, got a good ten years on most of 'em, and at first, I was like, "Alicia, what the hell is wrong with you?" But it ain't like I'm out here creeping. It's just... human. I remind myself that as long as it stays in my head, ain't nobody gotta know. And trust, I ain't the first prof to deal with this. Colleges been full of messy attractions since forever.

Now, I mostly date men—tall, dark, and handsome types who know how to handle a strong woman like me. But labels? Nah, I don't play that. If the vibe is right, gender don't matter. I've had a couple girlfriends back in the day, and let me tell you, they brought the heat just as much as any dude. One of 'em, Shayla from back in undergrad, had me twisted up for months. We met at a poetry slam in Midtown, and by the end of the night, we was in her dorm, exploring each other like we was mapping out new territory. Good times. So yeah, attraction is attraction. No boxes for me.

This semester, though? There's this one student who's got me straight-up distracted. Marsha. She's in my intro calculus class, front row every damn time, pen flying across her notebook like she's decoding the matrix. She's gotta be eighteen or nineteen, fresh out the hood but with that polished edge—probably from one of them charter schools on the west side. Got that schoolgirl vibe that hits different: skirts hugging her curves just right, blouses that tease without trying too hard. Her skin's this rich caramel, hair in them long braids that swing when she walks, and her eyes? Dark brown, sharp, like she sees right through you. And that smile—Lord, it's got a lil' mischief in it, like she knows something you don't.

I ain't proud, but I be stealing glances during lectures. Talking 'bout derivatives and integrals, but my mind's wandering. She crosses her legs slow sometimes, skirt riding up just enough to make you wonder. Ain't never seen nothin' outright, but damn if it don't fuel the fantasies. One day, she showed up in this button-up blouse, loose at the top. She leaned over to grab her bag, and whew—cleavage for days. Not enough to be scandalous, but enough to have me fumbling my chalk. Then there's the button-fiddling. She sat there one class, twirling them buttons like it was nothin', and by the end, top three undone. Still modest, but my imagination? Running laps. I was sweating under my collar, trying to focus on the board.

Part of me wonders if she's doing it on purpose. Teasing. But nah, that's probably just my thirsty ass projecting. Detroit girls got that natural flair—confidence from surviving the streets. Maybe she's just comfy in her skin. Either way, I keep it professional. Smile, nod, grade her papers fair. Her work's solid; girl's got brains under all that beauty.

Then came the day she stayed after class. Classroom emptying out, kids rushing to their next hustle—some to jobs at the auto plants, others to kick it in the dorms. I'm packing my bag, mind on grabbing some Coney from Lafayette downtown, when she saunters up.

"Excuse me, Professor Alicia?" Her voice is smooth, like honey over gravel—got that Detroit drawl, lil' twang from the hood.

"Yeah, what's up... Marsha, right?" I play it cool, like I ain't memorized her name weeks ago. Three-quarters of these kids are faceless to me, but her? Etched in.

"You can call me Mars if you want. Everybody does." She flashes that grin, leaning on my desk a bit.

"Aight, Mars. What's good?"

She tilts her head, braids swaying. "I was wonderin' if you graded our assignments yet. I get anxious 'bout my grades sometimes. Gotta keep that GPA up for these scholarships, you feel me?"

I ain't finished the stack—supposed to hand 'em back tomorrow. But hers? I did it first. Eighty-four. Solid.

"My bad, ain't all done yet," I say. "But yours was good. Eighty-four, I think. Not bad at all."

She nods, but her eyes sparkle like she's plotting. "That's cool, but I know I can do better. Don't you think?"

"For sure, if you put in the work." I shrug. Girl's bright; her papers show it. But I ain't her mama—I don't know her study habits.

"Thing is," she says, voice dropping a notch, "life be crazy. Hard to focus with all the noise. I need somethin' to really lock me in, you know? An incentive."

I raise a brow. "I got office hours if you need help. We can go over the material."

She shakes her head, smirking. "Nah, not that. More like... if I hit a ninety on the next one, you do somethin' for me. Nothin' wild, nothin' that gets you in trouble."

I frown. This smells like trouble. "I don't think so, Mars. That ain't how this works."

"But I think you can help," she counters, eyes locking on mine. Bold as hell. Then she turns to leave, skirt swishing. "See you next class, Prof. I'll wear a shorter skirt for you."

What the—? I freeze, bag half-packed. She knew? All this time, she clocked me watching? My heart's pounding like I just ran from the DPD. What game is she playing? Blackmail? Flirtation? In Detroit, you learn to read people quick, but this girl's a puzzle.

***

A week later, she's back. Same routine—waits till the room clears. I've been a wreck, obsessing. Nights tossing in my bed in my little apartment off Woodward, replaying her words. Detroit nights are loud—sirens wailing, bass thumping from cars outside. I try to distract with Netflix, but nah, mind's on Marsha. Is she tryna boost her grade? Or... is it mutual? That hope flickers, stupid as it is.

She strolls up, cheerful as ever. "Hey, Prof."

"Hey, Mars." I keep it steady, but my palms sweaty.

"How'd I do this time?"

"Ninety-eight." I sigh. Jump like that? She's been sandbagging. Smart and sneaky—hood certified.

"See? Knew you could motivate me." Big grin.

"So what you want?" Guard up.

She leans in, voice low. "Woke up late today. Alarm didn't go off—barely made it here. Rushed so hard, forgot my panties."

I blink. Brain short-circuits. "You... what?"

"Yeah, sat through class worried somebody might peep. Distractin' as hell."

My eyes drop to her skirt involuntarily. No panties? Under that short thang? Heat rushes through me. She's watching, gauging. Poker face, Alicia. But damn.

"Maybe go change," I suggest, voice tight.

"Thought 'bout it, but next class starts soon. Don't wanna be late." Innocent smile, but eyes say otherwise. "You care 'bout your students, right? Since I aced that assignment, maybe... lend me yours?"

"Lend you my... panties?" I echo, stunned.

"Just borrow. I'll give 'em back." Promise in her tone.

Door's open; I glance, praying for interruption. None. She's got me hooked. Why am I considering this? Ethical line blurring fast. She closes the door softly.

"Ain't nobody gonna see, Prof. Wouldn't want my fave teacher in trouble."

It clicks—she's playing the innocent game, but with edge. Like them girls in the hood who bat lashes to get what they want, knowing exactly what they're doing. I've pulled that myself back in the day, charming my way out of tickets or into favors. Game recognizes game.

And damn if it ain't working. I reach under my skirt—pencil skirt today, hugging my hips—and slide 'em down. Pink bikini cut, nothing fancy. Hand 'em over, heart racing.

"Thanks, Prof. Knew I could count on you." She steps in, pulls 'em up without hiding. Skirt bunches, giving me a view. A lil' loose on her slimmer frame, but Lord... she turns, showing back. "How they look?"

"Good," I croak. Understatement of the year.

"Mm, thought so." Skirt drops. "Gotta bounce. Don't be late!"

She's gone, leaving me staring. What just happened? I'm commando now, in class? This girl's fire, and I'm drawn like a fool to the flame. Detroit taught me better, but here I am.

***

Office hours are my chill time. Wayne State's campus is buzzing—kids from all over, but my office is tucked in a quiet hall, away from the chaos. Small window, high up—no peeping. I use the time to grade or read. Ain't many visitors till midterms hit and panic sets in.

So when Marsha knocks, I ain't shocked. "Hey, Prof."

"Hey." I stash my romance novel—steamy one 'bout two women in the South—in a drawer. "What's up?"

"Came to return what I borrowed." Sweet smile. "Would be rude not to."

She closes the door, drops her bag, sits. Then—oh hell—she reaches under, sliding 'em off right there. Awkward but smooth. Flash of skin? Maybe. Hands 'em over.

"Thanks," I mutter.

She watches. I feel 'em—damp. Wet, actually. Right at the crotch. Shiver hits me. Did she...?

"You good?" She knows.

"Yeah." But inside? Storm.

"You don't trust me, do you?" Thoughtful now.

"I don't know, Mars. What you after?"

She chews her lip. "Gimme your phone."

"Why?" But I hand it.

"To give you my number." Duh. "Call me tonight. Got an idea to show I'm just tryna have fun."

She's out quick. I stare at the number, fingers itching.

***

Eight PM, I call. My spot's cozy—old building near Cass Park, views of the skyline. Detroit's lit up, but I'm nervous.

"Hello?" Wary.

"Hi, Mars."

"Prof! Didn't know if you'd call."

"Yes you did." Calling her bluff.

"Okay, yeah. Ready for the surprise?"

"Shoot."

"Sending a pic. Hold on."

Phone dings. Open it—and whew. Mirror selfie, bedroom. Topless, phone covering one breast, hand the other. Tease city. My mouth dry.

"What you think? Legit now?"

"Kinda. But what you want from me? Plenty folks to send nudes to."

"Ain't random, Prof. I like you. Sending another."

Speaker on now. Second pic: Full topless. Breasts perfect—perky, nipples dark. I'm staring, zooming in mentally.

"Got it?"

"Yeah," whisper.

"Took 'em for you. Trust me now?"

Odd, but real. She's vulnerable too. "Aight, I don't think you tryna hurt me."

"Close enough." Pause. "What you doin' now? Still lookin'?"

"Yeah."

"Doin' anything else?"

"Like?"

"I'm naked on my bed, touchin' myself. Horny as hell."

Heat pools. "You want me to...?"

"Let's do it together. Never tried phone sex. Fun, right?"

"Aight, gimme a sec."

Strip to bra and panties—black lace today. Couch, phone beside. "Ready."

"Clothes off?"

"Most."

"Shy? Can't see you. What you got on?"

"Bra and panties."

"Hot. Sexy prof in lingerie. Mmm, finger in my pussy, pretendin' it's yours."

Hand on breast, pinching. Other slides down, under fabric. Groan escapes.

"You touchin' now?"

"Yes."

"Thinkin' 'bout me?"

"Yes."

"Good. Take off the bra. Keep panties, get 'em wet thinkin' 'bout us."

I do, one-handed. Fingers deep now, wet sounds. "Mars..."

"Tell me your fantasies. Bet you got some dirty ones."

Oh, I do. But words fail. Breathing heavy.

***

I lay there on my couch, the leather sticking to my skin in the humid Detroit evening. The window AC unit hummed like it was on its last leg, but it did little to cool the fire building inside me. Marsha's voice was like a siren call through the phone, pulling me deeper into this forbidden territory. I could hear her breath hitching, the soft moans that slipped out as she touched herself. It was intoxicating, knowing this young, bold student was on the other end, naked and wanting, all because of me.

"Prof... Alicia Knight," she whispered, using my full name for the first time. It sent a jolt straight to my core. "Tell me what you're doing. Describe it. I wanna picture you."

My fingers circled my clit, slow at first, building the pressure. "I'm... I'm on my couch, legs spread. Hand in my panties, rubbing. Thinking 'bout your tits from that pic. They look so soft, so perfect. I wanna suck on 'em."

She laughed, low and husky. "Yeah? You'd like that, huh? Me straddling you in class, after everyone's gone. Poppin' open my blouse, letting you have a taste."

The image hit hard. Empty classroom, her on my desk, braids falling over her shoulders as I leaned in. I slipped a finger inside myself, gasping. "God, Mars... you're trouble."

"Good trouble, though. The kind that makes you cum hard." Her voice dropped. "I'm close already. Your voice got me wetter than the Detroit River after a storm."

Humor crept in, making me chuckle even as I arched my back. "Girl, you crazy. Comparing your pussy to the river? That's hood poetry right there."

She giggled too. "What can I say? I'm inspired. Now, speed up. Match my rhythm. I'm fingering myself fast now, thumb on my clit. Pretend it's your tongue."

I did, pace quickening. The room filled with my own sounds—wet, needy. "I'm... oh shit, I'm there."

"Cum for me, Prof. Let me hear you."

Waves crashed. I cried out, body shaking. Her moans followed, echoing through the phone. We panted together, afterglow settling.

"That was... wow," I said.

"Yeah. See? Just fun."

But I knew it was more. This was seduction, pure and simple. And I was hooked.


CHAPTER 2




The echo of that phone call lingered in my mind like the last notes of a slow jam at a Detroit house party—sultry, unforgettable, and leaving me wanting more. I lay there on my couch, body still humming from the release, the room dimly lit by the glow of streetlights filtering through my blinds. Detroit's nightlife pulsed outside: cars cruising down Woodward with bass thumping, laughter from folks spilling out of bars, the occasional siren cutting through the air like a reminder that nothing in this city comes easy. My skin was slick with sweat, panties twisted around my thighs, and Marsha's voice replayed in my head, her words wrapping around me tighter than my lace bra.

"I'd like to be able to see you right now," she'd said, her tone dripping with that hood seduction—playful but commanding. "You'd probably like to see me too, wouldn't you? What would you do, Prof? Would you lick my pussy for me?"

"God yes," I'd whispered into the phone, so quiet I wasn't sure she'd heard, but my body screamed it.

My hands had moved on their own, fingers diving deeper, circling faster as she painted pictures with her words. This wasn't what I'd expected when I called—just a chat to build trust. Nah, this turned into my first real taste of phone sex, and with a student no less. But damn, the images she conjured: Marsha naked on her bed, legs spread, fingers glistening as she tasted herself. I didn't care about the ethics right then; I was too lost in the fantasy, my pussy throbbing, hands urgent—one plunging in, the other frantic on my clit. Her voice blurred into moans, pushing me over the edge. I came hard, body arching like a bow, a small groan escaping as waves crashed through me, leaving me breathless and spent.

It took a minute to come back to earth, the phone still beside my head. "Prof? Prof?" Marsha's voice, laced with worry, like she thought I'd dropped dead or something.

"I'm alright," I said, rolling my head closer to the speaker, voice husky from the afterglow.

"Okay, good," she replied, relief evident. "It sounded like you were cumming from over here, but then you went ghost."

"Got a bit caught up, that's all." Understatement—hood style. I was straight-up lost in her.

"As long as that's it. So, how you feel 'bout doin' this in the same room next time we... you know."

"Seriously?" My heart skipped, excitement mixing with that familiar caution.

"Or I could keep teasin' you if you want."

"No, I don't... I mean... dammit, Mars, you know damn well I want you."

"Yeah, I know that. But you got your ethical responsibilities to think about."

I chuckled low, the sound echoing my east side roots—sarcastic, real. "As far as I'm concerned, my 'ethical responsibilities' in this case would mostly involve not takin' advantage of my student, and I'm not convinced that's even a viable option with you. More like the other way around if anything."

"I wouldn't take advantage of you, Prof. I don't want to force you into anything you don't want."

"I know, I'm startin' to trust you, Mars. Maybe I shouldn't, but I am."

She paused, like she was letting it sink in, then her voice brightened. "Alright, we'll meet at the school library on Saturday around eight-thirty. That okay?"

"That's fine by me." More than fine—it was a spark in the dark, promising heat.

We hung up, and I lay there, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazy circles. Trust? In Detroit, that's currency—hard-earned, easily lost. But Marsha had me hooked, her boldness pulling me in like the pull of the Detroit River current. Saturday couldn't come fast enough.

***

The days dragged like rush hour on I-75, but finally, Saturday morning hit. I woke up early, nerves buzzing like caffeine in my veins. The neighborhood was stirring outside my window—folks hustling to corner stores for coffee and lotto tickets, kids playing hopscotch on cracked sidewalks, the smell of frying bacon wafting from somewhere downstairs. I showered long and hot, letting the steam clear my head while my mind wandered to Marsha. What was she planning? Library meet-up sounded innocent, but with her? Nah. I picked my outfit careful: a fitted blouse that hugged my curves, showing just enough cleavage to tease, paired with a pencil skirt that accentuated my hips and ass—professional on top, fire underneath. Black lace bra and panties, 'cause a sista gotta be prepared. Hood glow-up: Braids slicked back, edges laid, makeup popping with that nude lip and winged liner that said "I run this." I looked in the mirror and smirked. "Alicia, you really 'bout to do this?" Yeah, girl. For the thrill.

The drive to Wayne State campus quiet on a weekend—students nursing hangovers or grinding in dorms. Parked near the library, heart thumping like bass from a lowrider. Eight-thirty sharp, no Marsha outside, so I stepped in. The place was a tomb: rows of bookshelves stretching into shadows, faint hum of AC, that musty paper scent mixed with stale coffee. At the front desk, this baddie was posted up, looking bored as hell but owning the space. Mocha skin glowing under the fluorescent lights, red hair cascading in soft waves, lashes long and fluttery like they were whispering secrets. Fat ass perched on the stool, curves screaming confidence—thick thighs, hips that could stop traffic, and that amazing baddie energy radiating like she knew she was the shit. Hoop earrings big, nails acrylic and sharp, vibe straight Detroit diva—untouchable but inviting if you played right.

"Can I help you?" she asked, looking up from her phone, voice smooth with a lil' edge, like she was interrupting her own vibe for me.

"Um, maybe. Have you seen a girl come in? She's one of my students; box braids, caramel skin, probably w—"

"You mean Mars?" she interrupted, a smirk playing on her full lips.

"Well, yes."

She eyed me with interest, curiosity sparking in those lash-framed eyes before pointing off to her right. "She said there might be someone lookin' for her. Probably over there at one of the tables."

"Thanks," I said hesitantly. "Do you... know Mars?"

"Kinda," she replied with an enigmatic smile that screamed she knew more than she let on. "I get stuck with weekend mornin' shifts here all the time 'cause I've got no seniority. Mars is basically the only one who shows up sometimes, if anybody at all. Saturday mornings ain't poppin'. We've gotten to know each other a lil'."

"Alright," I nodded. "Well, thanks again."

I headed in the direction she'd pointed, pulse quickening with each step. The library was empty, echoes of my heels on the tile like a heartbeat. Found Marsha at a large table meant for a group, half-covered in books, papers, and her laptop—looking like a legit study session. But her eyes lit up when she saw me, that mischievous grin telling me otherwise.

"Mars?" I called, voice low to not disturb the silence.

"Oh, hey," she said, looking up from her notes. "Wanna help me study? Midterms are comin' up, you know."

"You wanted me here just to help you study?" I sounded as confused as I felt, eyebrow arched.

"Well, not just study."

Marsha stood up, and my breath caught sharp. Other than her panties—thin, lacy things clinging to her curves—she was naked from the waist down. No skirt, no pants, just smooth caramel legs leading up to thick thighs and that teasing outline of her pussy through the fabric. It hit me like a flashback to when I'd lent her my panties, her pulling 'em up without a care, but this was bolder, riskier. No easy cover-up; she was exposed, confident, owning it like a queen in her castle.

"What the... what are you doin'?" I asked, voice a mix of instinctive worry and rising heat. My eyes darted around—empty aisles, but still, this was campus.

"Just havin' some fun, Prof," she said, hands clasped behind her back, playing that innocent game again, but her eyes sparkled with devilish intent.

She walked toward me slow, hips swaying like she was on a catwalk, bare feet padding soft on the carpet. Reaching me, she rose up on her toes, leaned in, and kissed me softly—lips full and warm, tasting like cherry gloss and trouble. I was too stunned by the whole scene to kiss back right away, my brain short-circuiting.

"You said you trusted me, didn't you?" she asked, pulling back just enough to lock eyes.

"Yes." More or less. The trust was building, but in Detroit, you always keep one eye open.

"Then trust me, please. There's no one else here except Natalie, and you don't have to worry about her. We can do whatever we want."

Natalie—the desk diva. Simple deduction: She must be the one at reception. But how deep did their "know each other" go?

"How do you know she won't check on us?" I pressed, glancing back toward the entrance.

"Well, she might," Marsha admitted with a shrug. "But we know each other well enough by now that I don't think she'll be a problem. She's probably already guessed why you're meetin' me here too."

That explained the curious look Natalie had given me, but it sparked questions. Exactly how well did they know each other? What kind of "fun" did Marsha get into here on these quiet mornings? My face must've shown the doubt—and yeah, a flicker of jealousy—'cause Marsha hurried to reassure me, her hand grazing my arm.

"I just... I like the thrill of it, that's all. Wanderin' around in here like this," she gestured toward her nearly naked lower half, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "knowin' that there's always the possibility of gettin' caught by someone—it's amazin'. Natalie's seen me like this a few times and she's cool about it, but that's all there is to it. We never did anything together."

I wondered if I looked jealous, 'cause by the way she was talkin', I must've. Deep down, in that subconscious spot where feelings hide, I realized I had started seein' Natalie as a potential rival. It was weird—Marsha and I weren't even defined yet. What were we? Teacher and student? Lovers in the making? Hood fling with potential? Whatever it was, the thought of her with someone else, even casually, twisted something in me.

"So no one else ever caught you?" I asked, just to confirm, tryin' to play it cool.

"Nope," she replied, shaking her head emphatically, braids swinging.

"Okay," I sighed, tension easing a bit. "So what's the plan here?"

"You know how I like incentives to do well?" she asked, tilting her head slightly, that angel smile returning.

"I seem to recall that, yes." My voice came out drier than I intended, but the heat was building again.

"So how 'bout somethin' similar here. You assign me questions to do from the textbook, and if I get one wrong, I take a piece of clothing off. But if I get one right..." she trailed off, eyes gleaming.

My heart started beating faster, a drumline in my chest. Marsha was proposin' to possibly end up naked in front of me, in the middle of the school library no less. But there was also the strong possibility I'd be the one exposed. She had that exhibitionist streak, bold as a street artist taggin' a billboard, but me? I wasn't sure I had it in me. As a professor, the fallout could be career-endin'—scandal headlines, HR meetings, all that mess. She continued smilin' at me like an angel with devil horns hidden, and once again, I knew I couldn't resist her, not when she wanted somethin' this bad.

"I've seen the grades you get—I'll be naked before you even take off your shirt," I mumbled, a half-hearted attempt to bow out, humor lacing it to hide the nerves.

"How 'bout I have to get two questions in a row right then?" she suggested, bargaining like we were at Eastern Market hagglin' over fresh produce.

"Three," I shot back immediate, testin' her.

She thought about it for a second, chewing on her bottom lip, and I was sure she'd push for two.

"Okay, three," she agreed, grin widening.

I sat down across from her at the table somewhat numbly, still not quite believin' I was actually goin' along with this. Strippin' in public? Not really public—library was dead—but close enough to make my stomach flip. Humor kicked in: "Alicia, you out here riskin' it all for a student like you're in one of them Lifetime movies, but with more ass." But the excitement was there too, bubbling under the worry.

The first three problems I gave her, I picked more or less at random—my mind was too busy sortin' thoughts, imaginin' where this could go. She answered 'em easy, pencil flyin' across the paper with that focused look. Suddenly, I realized it was my turn. Reachin' down below the table, I slipped off one of my heels and held it up where she could see, droppin' it on the floor with a soft thud. I had a definite advantage in layers—shoes, blouse, skirt, bra, panties—but would it be enough? Marsha's eyes danced with amusement.

"One down, Prof. Keep up."

A few sets later, worry crept in. She wasn't missin' a beat, and I'd lost minor stuff: other shoe, earrings, even my watch for laughs. Shirt was next, and anxiety hit like a cold wind off Lake St. Clair. Thankfully, she finally slipped up on a tricky integral—I pointed it out, tryin' not to smile too obvious as I did.

Marsha nodded and shrugged, then pulled off her shirt in one smooth motion, tossin' it on the chair beside her like it was nothin'. I could hardly take my eyes off her—sittin' there in just her bra and panties, breasts straining against the lace, nipples pebbled from the AC or excitement, I couldn't tell. If only the table wasn't in the way, I'd have the full view of her lower half too. It might've been a blessing; I wouldn't have been able to think straight.

"Well?" she asked after a moment, snappin' me out.

I realized I'd forgotten to pick the next questions. She tried to look impatient, but I could tell she loved the reactions she pulled from me—my eyes lingerin', breath catchin'. Distracted as I was, I had a hard time choosin' hard problems, and she got the next three correct, her tongue pokin' out in concentration.

Now it was my turn to lose the shirt, apprehension crashin' over the excitement like a wave. I glanced around quick—still alone, no footsteps, no voices. Hesitantly, I stood, fingers tremblin' on the buttons. Marsha's eyes locked on my chest instantly as I undid 'em one by one, the fabric partin' to reveal my lace bra. Takin' a deep breath, I lowered my arms and let the shirt slide off, droppin' it on my chair.

She smiled appreciatively, and I actually started to blush under her gaze—like I was the student now. The way she stared reminded me of how I'd looked at her topless pic, hungry and awed. It was nice to silence that irrational fear that maybe she wasn't as into me.

"You look good without a shirt on," she said, voice low and approving.

"Thanks, you too," I replied, unsure what else to say, sittin' back down with a self-conscious laugh.

We settled back into the "studyin'", the air thick with tension. I lost again and almost decided to ditch the skirt, but had a better idea—slid my panties off instead, keepin' myself covered for now.

Marsha raised an eyebrow, smirkin'. "Smart move, Prof."

Unfortunately, she nailed the next set too. Now I was down to bra and skirt, and reality hit hard—nerves flarin' up.

"Maybe we could move somewhere more private now?" I suggested, voice nervous but hopeful.

"It's still just me, Prof," she said, "and I'm gonna see you either way."

I hadn't expected her to agree, but it gave me a second to prep mentally. Feelin' even more self-conscious than with the shirt, but fueled by Marsha's positive vibes, I reached behind my back to unhook my bra. Planned on holdin' it in place for a beat, but my fingers slipped, and it swung to the side, held by one hand. Givin' up, I tossed it onto the growin' pile of clothes on the table's unused corner.

As before, I felt Marsha's eyes on me, but more intensely now—her gaze roamin' my breasts, nipples hardening from the exposure and her attention. Gradually, I realized the power had shifted. She was havin' a harder time focusin', her eyes flickin' up regular.

I started testin' that control, subtle at first—shiftin' in my chair, scratchin' an imaginary itch near my breast, small moves that made her pencil pause. When I stood to stretch, arms over head, breasts liftin', I was sure she caught on—judgin' by the knowin' smile. But she couldn't tear her eyes away until I sat back down, and that delighted me to no end. I heard a voice in my head: "Look at you, Alicia, turnin' the tables like a boss bitch at a card game."

The distractions worked—she made mistakes in the next set, her hand shakin' a bit.

"You make it kinda hard to keep my mind on my work, you know," she said, voice playful but frustrated.

"Sorry," I replied, not meanin' it one bit, grinnin' like I'd won the lotto.

She removed her bra with none of the hesitation I'd shown, leavin' us both topless at the table. Breasts free, nipples dark and perky, she sat there confident. It still gave me the edge, though—she had to concentrate, and I was the distraction.

I grew bolder, the thrill of us sittin' almost naked so close hittin' like adrenaline. It didn't hurt that she was as entranced with my body as I was with hers. Surroundings faded; no one had disturbed us, and I was willin' to risk more.

Since she knew what I was up to, I ditched subtlety—started fondlin' one of my breasts with my right hand, pinching the nipple soft. Marsha tried to act like she didn't see, buryin' her face in the papers. Sensin' I needed more, I slid my left hand below the table to my lap, out of sight, and let out a small moan—fake at first, but it turned real quick. She reacted immediately, body tense. I only had to pretend to masturbate for a few seconds before she tossed her pencil down in defeat.

"Alright, Prof, I give up," she said, laughin' breathy.

"You'll take off your panties?"

"Mm-hm, like I said I would."

Scootin' forward on her chair, she slipped her last piece of clothing down her legs and kicked 'em off. I was about to protest—still couldn't see from the table—but Marsha stood before I could, givin' me the full view.

She stayed there a moment, lettin' me drink her in—naked body on display, caramel skin flawless, curves in all the right places. Her pussy was the star: completely smooth, not a hair in sight, lips plump and glistenin' slight from arousal. It was absolutely beautiful, callin' to me.

I thought I'd lose it when she approached, her naked form gettin' closer with every step, hips swayin' hypnotic. She hopped up to sit on the table right in front of me, legs danglin', pussy so close I could smell her—musky, sweet arousal hittin' my senses like a drug. I wanted to touch her so freaking bad.

"I was really hopin' to see more of you," she said casual, like we were chattin' 'bout weather. "I didn't expect... well, anyway, I still want to. Would you take off your skirt for me? I know we didn't agree to it, but I'll make it worth your while."

She leaned forward, pouted cute. "Puh-wease, Prof?"

Just havin' her like this would've been enough; her promise of more? No willpower left. "Okay," I said, voice thick.

With a sense of detachment, like I was watchin' myself in a dream, I stood and hooked my fingers in my skirt's waistband. Slow-motion tug down over my hips, lettin' it pool at my feet. Naked now, skin pricklin' from the air and her gaze.

Marsha jumped up sudden, huggin' me tight before I could step out—bodies pressin' full, skin on skin, her breasts against mine, pussy brushin' my thigh. It snapped the dream—real, hot, her scent envelopin' me, soft hair ticklin' my face.

"I knew you could do it," she whispered in my ear. "I know you didn't want to, but you did it for me. Thank you."

She pulled back slight, kissed me firm—lips demandin', tongue slippin' in to dance with mine. I was overwhelmed, the girl I'd craved since semester start in my arms. What to do? Luckily, she was thinkin' clear.

"So what you wanna do now?" she asked, breakin' the kiss but not pullin' away, bodies still tangled.

"I want... get back on the table," I said, voice shaky with need.

"'Kay."

I reluctantly let go so she could hop back up. Adjustin' my chair closer, I sat and leaned in 'til my face was inches from her lap. Followin' my lead, she let her upper body fall back on her elbows, spreadin' her legs wide—perfect access to her pussy. I placed a hand on the inside of each thigh, fingers diggin' in soft, but held back from divin' in.

"Can I?" I asked, seekin' permission, eyes locked on hers.

She nodded, lookin' a lil' surprised I'd ask, and that was all I needed.

I pressed my face to her, inhalin' deep—scent intoxicatin', pure arousal. Tongue darted out for a quick lick along her lips, tastin' her wetness immediate. Sweet, tangy, addictive. I felt like a newbie again, forgettin' techniques, settlin' for long strokes up her slit that shortened as I probed deeper.

"Ooh, that feels good," Marsha moaned, voice echoin' soft in the empty space.

At least she dug my enthusiasm, even if it was raw. Not bad—sometimes passion alone does the trick.

Once the initial rush passed, I calmed, focusin'—tongue with purpose, hittin' sensitive spots, watchin' reactions. When I did somethin' right, she squirmed wild, makin' my job harder. Arms got a workout holdin' her legs steady, thighs quiverin' under my grip.

Eventually, I moved up, usin' one hand to part her lips and find her clit. Tongue touch—reaction explosive, legs thrashin' frantic. I struggled to keep contact as she came, pussy clenchin', juices floodin' my mouth.

Toward the end, she knocked my head away accidental with her leg, and I sat back, drained but hornier than ever. Her hair was a mess when she sat up, but she looked blissed, happy. She opened her mouth to say somethin', but stopped, starin' over my shoulder.

I turned—Natalie standin' there, watchin'. Strangely, after all the worry, gettin' caught didn't phase me. Maybe 'cause she looked unfazed, givin' me an appraising once-over with those baddie eyes, red hair framing her smirk.

"Thought you two might like to know a couple guys just came in," Natalie said, voice casual. "They went toward the other end of the building, but you know."

"Thanks, Nat," Marsha said, glancin' at our scattered clothes and papers.

"Thanks," I echoed, still naked but oddly calm.

Natalie half-turned to leave but stopped, givin' me another look. "So you're really her teacher, huh?"

Initial instinct was deny, but... she knew. And she didn't seem like the snitch type—baddie energy said she had her own secrets. Plus, she'd warned us.

"Yes, I am," I nodded.

"Huh, cool," she said, givin' Marsha an approving nod before saunterin' off, ass swayin' like she owned the place.

With that, Marsha and I scrambled to dress—faster than the strip, laughin' nervous at the close call.

"Sorry it had to end so quick," Marsha apologized. "I didn't want to leave you like that."

"It's okay, it's not your fault," I said. "Well, except for your choice of location, I guess."

"Yeah, it's probably not what you were expectin'. It was kinda fun though, wasn't it?"

"Yeah, it was. You're still gonna have a much harder time gettin' me naked in the library again, just so you know."

"That's okay, I wasn't plannin' on this bein' a recurrin' event. We can do some more normal stuff next time if you want." She stepped close, kissed me soft—not as passionate, but enough to melt me inside.

"Maybe we could meet up again after the mid-term," she said before pullin' away.

I nodded, knowin' her well enough to take that as a plan, not just talk. It felt like she was settin' up a date, which made what we'd done the weirdest "date" I'd ever been on—and one of the most memorable. Makin' my way back to the entrance, I gave Natalie a small wave as I passed her desk—she winked back, that baddie smirk sayin' "I see you."

I stepped out into the molten gold of the Detroit sun, the late-afternoon light pouring over my skin like warm honey, kissing every inch the library shadows had left untouched. My thighs still trembled with the ghost of her taste—sweet, musky, forbidden—lingering on my tongue like a secret I’d swallowed whole.

I glanced around, quick and furtive, the way a woman learns to move when desire has already stripped her bare in public. No eyes met mine. Only the lazy hum of distant traffic and the faint bass throb of a car rolling past on Woodward. Safe. For now.

I slid into the driver’s seat, door sealing shut with a soft, final click that felt like the last button undone.

The skirt was already riding high, bunched shamelessly around my waist before I even registered the decision. My hand moved on instinct, diving beneath lace that was already soaked through, fingers finding slick heat and swollen need. My pussy pulsed hard—once, twice—still echoing the rhythm of her clit against my tongue, the way she’d arched and flooded my mouth when she came.

I couldn’t drive. Not like this.

Not with her flavor still coating my lips, not with the memory of her thighs clamping around my head, not with the obscene wet sounds my own body was already making as two fingers slid inside me without resistance, curling, stroking, claiming.

My thumb found my clit—hot, slippery, begging—and began slow, deliberate circles that quickly turned frantic. Breath hissed through my teeth. Head tipped back against the seat. The windows were tinted, but I didn’t care who might see the silhouette of a woman unraveling in broad daylight.

Every stroke pulled her back to me: the velvet drag of her folds against my tongue, the sharp gasp she’d let slip when I sucked her clit between my lips, the way her hips had bucked like she was trying to fuck my face and drown me at the same time.

I fucked myself harder, deeper, palm grinding against my mound, fingers curling relentlessly against that spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. My other hand clutched the steering wheel like it could anchor me while the rest of me spiraled.

Five minutes. Maybe less.

The orgasm ripped through me sudden and vicious—silent at first, then a broken, shuddering moan that fogged the windshield. My walls clenched around my fingers in violent pulses, slickness coating my hand, dripping down the crease of my thigh. I rode it out, hips jerking, chest heaving, until the aftershocks left me limp and trembling against leather that now smelled faintly of sex and her cherry gloss.

Eventually—minutes, eternities, who could tell—I dragged my hand free, glistening, obscene. I brought trembling fingers to my lips and sucked them clean, tasting myself layered over the memory of her.

I fumbled the keys into the ignition. The engine purred to life, low and satisfied, the same lazy rumble I felt deep in my core.

Waiting until after midterms?

God help me.

That stretch of days was going to be exquisite, unbearable torture—every lecture, every glance across the room, every accidental brush of her braids against my arm a fresh spark against already raw nerves.

And I was already counting the hours until I could taste her again.


CHAPTER 3




The mid-term day crept in like a thief in the night, blanketing Detroit in a shroud of overcast skies that hung heavy, teasing rain but holding back just to build the tension. Wayne State's campus thrummed with that raw, pre-exam pulse—students bundled in hoodies and scarves, clutching steaming coffee cups from the corner bodega, their breaths fogging the air as they muttered formulas like incantations. I arrived early to the evening session, where classes merged in that cavernous lecture hall, my heels echoing down the empty corridor like a heartbeat racing toward the unknown. Back in my own student days, these tests had twisted my gut into knots—palms slick with sweat, mind sprinting through equations like they were the only path out of the hood. But tonight? The nerves hit on a whole different level, deep and throbbing, not from the fear of flunking but from the electric promise of her. Marsha. The way she'd slithered into my every thought, turning mundane moments into foreplay, every stolen glance a spark waiting to ignite.

The hall loomed larger than my usual spot, desks arrayed like soldiers under the harsh buzz of fluorescent lights that cast long, dramatic shadows across the worn linoleum. Students filtered in, a vibrant tapestry of Detroit's grit—some rocking faded Pistons jerseys, others with braids tucked under beanies or twists spilling free, all carrying that unyielding mix of street-smart defiance and quiet hunger to rise. The air hummed with jittery energy: pencils tapping rhythms on desks, pages flipping like whispers of doubt, low conversations laced with last-minute pleas to the math gods. And then Marsha appeared, slipping through the door like smoke with form, her presence pulling the room's gravity toward her. She claimed her front-row throne, as always, her caramel skin shimmering under the lights, box braids cascading over one shoulder like rivers of midnight ink. Our eyes locked, and she unleashed that smile—big, unapologetic, the kind that screamed she knew exactly how she unraveled me, thread by thread. I bit back my own grin, chewing my inner cheek to maintain that professor facade. Just a couple hours. That's all I had to endure before the mask could shatter.

"Alright, y'all," I called out, my voice cutting through the murmur like a blade, steady despite the flutter low in my belly. "Two hours on the clock. No phones, no cheats—show me you've been locked in."

I distributed the packets, the crisp rustle of paper filling the space like a collective exhale. Heads bowed, pens scratched furiously, the room transforming into a battlefield of focus. My role shifted to guardian—pacing the aisles slow, eyes sweeping for any sly glances or hidden crib sheets. But Marsha? She was immersed, no games tonight, no coy leg crosses or idle button fiddles to send my pulse skyrocketing. Just pure, intense concentration, her full lips pursed, tongue darting out to wet them as she worked. That restraint? It only cranked the heat higher, making the wait feel like sweet agony. My mind wandered to her plans, painting vivid pictures: shadowed corners, whispered touches, bodies finally crashing without the threat of eyes or interruptions.

Time warped, the clock's hands dragging then leaping forward in cruel bursts. Students rose sporadically, surrendering their papers with mixtures of triumph and defeat, shuffling out into the night where the first drops of rain kissed the pavement. The hall emptied like a receding tide, the clock mocking me with how deep into evening we'd sunk. Marsha held out longer than most, her pen dancing across the page with that effortless grace I'd come to crave. When she finally stood, approaching with her test in hand, the air between us thickened. As I took the paper, her fingers grazed mine—intentional, a deliberate spark that ignited low, warm and insistent, racing straight to the ache between my thighs. She winked, swift and loaded, her dark eyes holding mine with a promise that made my knees threaten to buckle. No words exchanged, just that charged silence, thick as fog rolling off the river. She sauntered away, hips swaying in that hypnotic rhythm, leaving me breathless, wondering how we'd bridge the gap. A discreet text? A call from the shadows? The mystery only stoked the flames higher.

***

Wrapping up dragged eternal—the lingering students with their barrage of questions, hovering like they sensed the storm brewing in me. Finally, the door sealed shut, the hall falling into hushed emptiness save for the faint drip of rain outside. I slung my bag over my shoulder, stepping into the cooling night where the air bit crisp, laced with the scent of wet asphalt and distant exhaust from the freeway. Campus paths twisted under ancient oaks, leaves swirling like confetti in the wind, streetlamps pooling golden light that danced with the gathering drizzle. My car waited faithfully in its spot, and as I neared, a silhouette detached from the darkness—Marsha, syncing her step with mine so fluidly I almost missed it until her arm brushed against me, sending a shiver cascading down my spine.

"Okay, spill—how'd you pinpoint exactly where I'd be?" I demanded, a laugh bubbling up despite the thrill, my heart pounding like bass from a passing lowrider.

"Just vibin' out here, Prof," she replied, unleashing that innocent smile she wielded like a charm—eyes wide and sparkling, lips parted in that teasing curve, but with a wicked glint that screamed she owned the game. "Knew you'd stick to your usual park. Just waited for your fine ass to stroll by."

Questions swirled—had she mapped my moves, turned into a sweet stalker with those sharp eyes?—but I let 'em dissolve, the rush of her presence washing them away.

"So, what's the move tonight?" I asked, voice dipping low as we reached the car, the rain pattering soft on the roof like a secret rhythm.

"Well," she drawled, leaning against the door with that signature head tilt, her scent—vanilla swirled with shea butter—wafting close enough to taste, "how 'bout you drive me back to your spot and use me however you damn well please? No limits, Prof. Make me yours."

"Just like that?" My breath snagged, heat surging between my legs at the raw invitation, her words wrapping around me like silk restraints.

"Just like that—if that's what gets you wet. Still owe you for cuttin' things short in the library, left that pretty pussy of yours throbbin' without a proper finish." Her eyes gleamed under the streetlight's halo, promising filthy redemption.

"But not for strippin' me down in those stacks, huh? Leavin' me bare and beggin'?"

"That was all on you, baby," she shrugged, her grin blooming like dawn over the city. "Didn't force a thing—you craved it, same as me. Admit it, Prof—gettin' naked for me got you drippin'."

I rolled my eyes with dramatic flair, unlocking the doors and watching her slide in, her laugh a low, melodic ripple that sent tingles racing. Igniting the engine, the dashboard's blue glow bathed her features, highlighting the elegant curve of her cheek, the way her braids framed her like a crown. Cruising through Detroit's arteries—past vibrant murals exploding in color on brick facades, corner stores pulsing neon life, the distant spire of the Renaissance Center piercing the stormy sky—felt alive with her beside me, my recent obsessions incarnate, her presence a drug I couldn't quit.

"Got a spot nearby for some wine?" she asked after a beat, her hand landing on my thigh, fingers tracing idle patterns that ignited sparks, trailing dangerously close to where I ached.

"Yeah, off Grand River—quick detour," I managed, glancing over, her touch a live wire against my skin.

"Perfect. Feelin' like a lil' celebration. Beer never did it for me like it does for the crowd," she said, her squeeze gentle but insistent, warmth seeping through my skirt.

We rolled into the lot, the store a glowing haven in the dusk, its windows showcasing rows of bottles like liquid gems under fluorescent haze. Midweek hush—just a couple cars scattered, the clerk visible through the glass, lost in his phone. Stepping inside, the air hung heavy with oak and spirits, a customer at the counter bantering lazy, another vanishing down an aisle lined with glinting labels. Marsha took the lead, browsing with deliberate slowness, her fingers grazing bottles like lovers' skin, her skirt hugging those thick curves in a way that made my mouth water. I followed close, the hum of lights overhead syncing with my quickening pulse.

At the back, tucked away by towering shelves, she halted. Her fingers dipped to her skirt's waistband, and my heart slammed against my ribs. "What the fuck are you doin'?" I hissed, eyes darting wild, but the fire in her gaze told me everything—she was about to turn this mundane stop into some naughty or kinky shit.

"Havin' some dirty fun—can't hold back anymore," she whispered cheerful, tugging the skirt down, the fabric whispering against her smooth thighs as it pooled at her feet.

I couldn't intervene—didn't want to, my body betraying me with a rush of heat—and instead strained for any sign of company, footsteps or voices echoing. But she escalated, panties sliding off next, bundled tight in her fist. Her shirt draped just low enough to tease coverage over half her ass, but it was a flimsy lie—anyone with eyes would know. Bare from the waist down in a public store? Her nerve was intoxicating, pulling me under like the strongest liquor on the shelf.

No hesitation from her—she resumed her saunter through the aisles, dodging the sparse shoppers like a phantom in the night. I trailed a step back, shielding from rear views, but truthfully, to devour the sight—her ass peeking out provocative, swaying with that naughty rhythm, each step a silent invitation. The risk throbbed through me like a second heartbeat, arousal coiling tight and wet between my legs.

She finally paused, snatching a cabernet with a sleek label, holding it out like a trophy. "Mind handlin' this for me, Prof? Easier if you do. I'll make it up to you—promise to pay back in ways that'll have you screamin'."

"Sure," I muttered distracted, taking the bottle, my gaze locked on her exposed glow, the way her thighs brushed together with every shift.

"Thanks, baby."

Was it a random grab or her knowing palate? Wouldn't put either past her—she was a mystery wrapped in temptation.

I led to the counter, the high barrier hiding her lower half from the clerk's disinterested eyes. He rang us up mechanical, no downward glance to blow her cover. I almost shook my head in disbelief—how did she pull this off? Waiting for the receipt, her hand snuck under my skirt, fingers brushing my inner thigh, inching toward my soaked panties. I swatted it away, stifling a moan that threatened to escape, but her impish grin was unrepentant, pure fire.

Out in the lot, the rain now a steady drizzle, we were safe—and she whirled, arms looping my neck, body pressing flush as she claimed my lips in a forceful kiss, tongue invading with hunger.

"Oh my god, that was fuckin' incredible," she breathed against my mouth, her curves molding to mine, heat radiating through our clothes.

"You act like it's your first time pushin' boundaries like that. You always get this riled up, drippin' and desperate?" I teased, hands sliding to her ass, squeezing through the shirt, feeling the bare skin beneath.

"Actually, ain't ever gone that far," she confessed, cheeks flushing a deeper caramel, her breath hot on my neck. "Not with people breathin' down my neck like that. Got me so wet, Prof—feel how soaked I am just thinkin' about it."

Surprise flickered—her confidence had me fooled, like she'd been born to this wildness. That was her allure: a bold shell over a core that could still surprise, still blush.

The moment fractured as another car pulled in, headlights slicing the rain like knives. We dove into my ride quick, me peeling out with tires hissing on wet pavement. "Damn, that was too close," she laughed, the sound breathy and laced with adrenaline.

"What'd you expect, baby? Playin' with fire like that, you're bound to get burned—or in your case, get that pussy pounded as reward," I shot back, glancing over, her hand already wandering.

"Don't plan—just dive in. More risk, more drip—I'm fuckin' soaked right now, Prof. Bet you are too, thinkin' about bendin' me over in that store."

She slid low in the seat, ass forward, hand disappearing between her thighs. I gripped the wheel tighter, trying to focus on the rain-slicked roads, but her soft gasps, the slick sounds of her fingers working her pussy—pure torture.

"Can't hold off 'til my place? It's right around the bend," I groaned, my own thighs clenching, panties ruined from the thought of her bare and bold.

"Mmm, keep those eyes on the road, Prof," she moaned, fingers circling her clit audible, "or pull over and watch me cum right here, finger-fuckin' myself thinkin' about your tongue buried in this wet pussy."

I bit my lip hard, arousal crashing like waves, the drive stretching eternal under her symphony of pleasure. She was danger incarnate, and I was addicted.

Finally, my building loomed, rain-slicked bricks glowing under streetlights. We dashed inside, the awkward pause hitting as the door clicked shut—pounce on her in the hall or lead to the bedroom like civilized lovers?

"Got wine glasses stashed?" she asked, cutting the tension with a wink, her eyes dark with promise.

"Yeah—gimme a sec," I replied, grabbing 'em from the kitchen, the clink of glass echoing my racing heart.

We sank into the couch, the living room bathed in soft lamp light, rain tapping the window like an impatient lover. Marsha popped the cork with expert flair, pouring the deep red liquid that swirled like blood in our glasses. I took a deep swig, the tart warmth blooming in my chest, easing the edges but stoking the fire.

Didn't take long for her to lean in, fingers nimble on my blouse buttons, undoing them slow, her breath hot on my neck. I reached to set my glass aside, but she pulled back quick. "Looked like you were burnin' up, Prof—let me help cool you down... or heat you up more."

We traded sips and strips—her hands grazing my skin like firebrands, each touch sending jolts straight to my throbbing pussy. "God, I love how your tits look in that lace," she murmured, unhooking my bra, nipples hardening under her gaze. "Bet they're sensitive—wanna suck 'em 'til you beg me to fuck you." The wine buzzed through me, amplifying every caress, pushing me closer to the edge where I'd grab her, drag her to bed, and devour her whole.

Finally, I stood, legs wobbly from the alcohol and ache, shedding my panties last—naked, exposed, dripping for her. "You gonna take this pussy to bed now?" she asked, eyes gleaming with hunger, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Whether you like it or not—gonna eat that sweet cunt 'til you scream," I promised, voice rough with need.

"Oh, don't worry—I'm gonna love every dirty second, Prof. Make me your slut tonight."

She bounced up, nearly stumbling from the buzz, giggling as she caught herself. Shirt whipped off—no bra, her full breasts bouncing free, nipples dark and hard like chocolate kisses begging to be sucked. Naked as me, we stumbled to the bedroom, collapsing in a tangle of limbs and laughter, arms and legs entwining like vines in the hood's wild gardens.

Her lips crashed into mine furious, the kiss a battle of tongues and teeth, hungry and desperate. Hands roamed—mine cupping her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, her nails raking down my back. My hips ground against hers instinctive, seeking friction, clit throbbing for relief. Sensing my desperation, Marsha slid her hand down, fingers finding my slick folds, drawing a sharp gasp from deep in my throat.

"Fuck yes," I whispered, bucking into her touch as her fingers stroked my pussy, circling my entrance.

"Mmm, goddamn, you're soaked, Prof— this wet pussy's beggin' for it," she purred, voice low and filthy.

"That's all your doin'—teasin' me all day, makin' me wanna fuck you senseless," I groaned, nipping her ear.

"Well, let's fix that hungry cunt of yours." Her finger plunged in, easy from my wetness, then a second, thrusting forceful, curling to hit that spot that made stars explode behind my eyes.

Her head dipped to my breasts, mouth latching on a nipple, sucking hard while her tongue flicked relentless. "These tits are perfect—gonna suck 'em 'til you're drippin' more, beggin' for my tongue on that clit," she mumbled around the flesh, switching to the other, nipping gentle but enough to send shocks straight to my core. I threaded fingers through her braids, arching into her mouth, moans spilling free.

Gasped loud as a third finger joined, stretching me delicious, then a fourth—fullness so intense it bordered pain and pleasure. Never taken a fist, but her small hand teased the possibility, fingers scissoring inside me. "Fuck, Mars—fill this pussy up, make me cum all over your hand," I begged, hips rocking to meet her thrusts.

"You want my thumb too? Wanna feel my whole fist stretch this tight pussy?" she asked wicked, eyes dark with lust.

"God yes—fist me, baby, own this pussy," I pleaded breathy.

She stilled her arm, pushing careful—the thumb sliding in, fist curling inside, the stretch exquisite, fullness overwhelming. "Shit, Prof—your pussy's grippin' me so tight, like it never wants to let go," she groaned, resuming slow, deep thrusts that had me seeing white.

Orgasm barreled in fast—sensations too raw, too perfect. I let it crash, moaning long and broken, walls clenching her fist in vise-like pulses, juices coating her wrist. "Fuck, Mars—I'm cumming so hard, don't stop!"

"That felt like heaven—you nearly crushed my hand, you dirty girl," she said, pulling out slow, examining her glistening fist. "Now it's all sticky with your cum—wanna taste?"

She sucked a finger clean, eyes locked on mine, moaning around it like it was the sweetest nectar.

"Goddamn, you're the sexiest thing alive," I panted, pulling her close for a kiss, tasting myself on her tongue.

"Sexy and still fuckin' horny—my pussy's aching for you, Prof. Gonna make me cum too?" she replied, grinding against my thigh.

"I got just the thing to wreck that pretty pussy." I rummaged the drawer, pulling out the ex's strap-on, holding it up like a prize.

"Is that... fuck, yes—strap me up, baby," she started, eyes widening with hunger.

"Want me to fuck you senseless with this?" I asked, stepping into the harness, adjusting straps tight, the cock standing proud and ready.

In response, she flipped to hands and knees, ass up high, pussy glistening and pink, smiling filthy over her shoulder. "Come on, Prof—pound this wet pussy 'til I scream your name. Make me your little slut."

I climbed behind, one hand steadying her hip, the other guiding the dildo to her entrance, teasing the tip along her folds. "You ready for this cock, baby? Gonna stretch you wide, fuck you deep 'til you're beggin'."

"Yes—shove it in, fuck me hard," she moaned, pushing back impatient.

I thrust in slow at first, savoring her gasp as I filled her, then deeper, bottoming out. She sighed content, lowering her chest to the mattress for better angle. "Mmm, that's so good—feels like you're splittin' me open," she breathed, ass grinding back.

Loved it too—the base pressing my clit with each push, like I was fucking myself while claiming her. Pace quickened, thrusts slamming, skin slapping rhythmic. "You like this dick in your tight pussy? Take it all, baby—cum on it for me."

"Oh fuck yes—harder, Prof, wreck this cunt!" she cried, fingers clutching sheets.

Obliged, pounding relentless—she came screaming, walls fluttering around the dildo, collapsing forward. Still throbbing, I yanked the strap off, fingers diving to my clit, rubbing frantic. "Watch me cum, Mars—your pussy got me so close," I gasped, exploding beside her, waves crashing as she watched hungry.

She crawled into my arms immediate, bodies slick and spent, snuggling close. "That was fuckin' awesome—your cock game is fire," she panted.

"Yes, it was—got me addicted to that sweet pussy," I agreed, kissing her forehead.

"Prof... Alicia, can I ask somethin' real?" she murmured, voice soft.

"Of course, baby—what's on your mind?"

"How do you feel about me? Like, for real."

"Don't get it—what you mean?"

I shifted slight, the harness digging a bit—too blissed to remove yet.

"I mean... I like you. Fuck, I love you. Started as fun, teasin' you in class, but now? You're in my head, my heart. Need to know if you feel it too—or if I'm just a hot fuck."

Vulnerability shone in her eyes—first crack in her bold armor, touchin' deep.

"You're trouble, Mars—from that first wink, you had me. But despite—or maybe because of—it, I'm fallin' hard. Dangerously in love with you."

"Really? You love this naughty student pussy that much?" she teased, gleam returnin', but tears glistenin'.

"Really. And I know you're schemin' already, but I'm drained—cuddle for now, then you can have your way."

"Okay, but it's my turn with that strap next—gonna fuck you 'til you forget your name," she promised, nuzzling close.

"Deal, you dirty girl."

Physically wrecked but mind alive, I knew rest would revive me. She seemed primed for more, her energy boundless like the city's nights. Wished no early class—suspected sleep would be scarce, traded for passion.

As we lay entwined, the rain now a steady drum against the window, Detroit's symphony outside—sirens wailing distant, bass thumping from below, the occasional car splashing puddles—became our lullaby. Her breath warmed my neck, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back, stirring emotions that bloomed like wildflowers in cracked concrete. This wasn't just lust; it was love takin' root in the hood's hard soil, defyin' odds.

"You know," she whispered, propping on an elbow, her breasts brushing my arm, "I ain't never felt this raw with anyone. You see past the tease, the games—see the girl who grew up dodgin' bullets but dreamin' big. Makes me wanna give you everything, Prof."

I turned, cupping her face, thumb brushing her lip. "And you see me—the east side sista who clawed her way to this desk, scared to let go but can't resist your fire. You're my spark, Mars, lightin' up the dark."

The kiss started soft, lips meeting tender, but deepened quick—tongues tangling hungry, hands roaming renewed. Energy surged, her body pressing close, nipples hard against mine. "Ready for round two? Gonna eat that pussy 'til you soak the sheets," she murmured against my mouth, hand sliding down to tease my folds.

"Fuck yes—make me cum on your tongue, baby," I groaned, spreading for her.

She slithered down, kisses trailing fire across my stomach, thighs. "Look at this pretty pussy—already wet for me again. Gonna devour it, suck that clit 'til you're screamin'."

Her tongue flicked out, lapping my slit slow, savoring. "Taste so good, Prof—like honey and strawberry. Spread wider—let me in deep."

I obeyed, legs wide, her mouth latching on my clit, sucking rhythmic while fingers plunged in, curling. "Oh shit, Mars—right there, eat me out, make this pussy yours!" I cried, hips bucking.

She hummed vibrations against me, tongue circling relentless, fingers fucking hard. "Cum for me, baby—flood my mouth with that sweet juice," she demanded, free hand pinching my nipple.

Orgasm hit like lightning, body convulsing, squirting on her tongue as she lapped greedy. "Fuck yes—gimme all that cum!" she moaned, drinking me down.

Panting, I pulled her up, flipping positions. "My turn—gonna tongue-fuck that tight cunt 'til you beg."

Down I went, spreading her, tongue diving in deep, tasting her essence—musky, addictive. "God, your pussy's perfect—so wet, clenchin' for me," I growled, sucking her clit hard.

"Alicia—fuck, eat it good, make me cum all over your face!" she screamed, hands in my hair, grinding.

Fingers joined, thrusting while tongue flicked furious. "That's it, baby—ride my face, soak me with your cum," I urged.

She shattered, thighs clamping my head, juices gushing as she cried my name, body trembling.

We collapsed, love sealed in sweat and sighs—an urban symphony of hearts entwined.

But the night was young, and Marsha's hunger insatiable. "Strap me up again—wanna fuck you doggy, watch that ass bounce on my cock," she demanded, eyes dark.

Harness on, she positioned me on all fours, teasing the tip along my slit. "You ready for this dick, Prof? Gonna pound this pussy 'til you're creamin' all over it."

"Yes—fuck me hard, baby, own this fucking pussy!" I begged, pushing back.

She thrust in deep, hands gripping hips, slamming rhythmic. "Take it, you slutty prof—love how your pussy grips my cock, beggin' for more."

Each pound hit my spot, clit grinding base. "Harder—make me cum, Mars, fill me up!" I moaned.

She reached around, rubbing my clit frantic. "Cum on this dick, baby—squirt for me like the dirty girl you are."

The orgasm tore through me like a summer storm breaking over the Detroit River—sudden, fierce, and unstoppable. My walls clenched around the strap in violent, rhythmic pulses, milking it as if it were flesh and blood, hot slickness flooding out in waves that soaked the harness, the sheets, her thighs. I screamed her name—raw, broken, reverent—my body arching off the mattress like it was trying to climb inside her soul. Marsha ground down harder through her own climax, hips rolling in slow, greedy circles, riding the aftershocks until her breath fractured into soft, shattered moans that vibrated against my skin.

We didn’t stop.

Hours dissolved into a liquid haze of limbs and heat and whispered filth. The room became a cathedral of our own making—rain tapping the window like impatient fingers, the city’s distant bassline thrumming through the walls in time with our heartbeats. Positions melted one into the next: her on her back with my tongue buried deep, lapping at her swollen clit while two fingers curled inside her, coaxing out every trembling drop of her release; me straddling her face, thighs quivering as she sucked my clit like it was the only thing keeping her alive, her hands gripping my ass, spreading me wider so she could tongue-fuck me until I was sobbing her name into the pillow.

“Suck my clit while I finger your tight little ass,” she commanded one round, voice husky and wrecked, eyes glittering with dark promise.

I obeyed without hesitation, spreading my knees wider, offering everything. Her tongue was merciless—swirling, flicking, sucking—while her slick finger circled my rim, then pressed inside slow, stretching me open with exquisite patience. The dual sensation shattered me; I came so hard my vision whited out, thighs shaking around her head, flooding her mouth as she drank me down like wine. She followed seconds later, back arching, pussy clenching around my fingers as she cried out, her release coating my hand in hot, slippery proof of how deeply we belonged to each other.

Through every thrust, every gasp, every filthy plea, the words slipped out like sacred confessions.

“Love you so much,” she panted against my throat during one slow, grinding ride, the strap buried to the hilt inside me. “Can’t get enough of this pussy—never gonna stop wanting you, never gonna stop needing to feel you come undone on me.”

Tears stung my eyes, mixing with the sweat that slicked our skin. I cupped her face, thumbs brushing the damp curls at her temples, and whispered back through trembling lips, “Love you too, Mars. You’re my everything—my fire, my home, my love in this fucked-up, beautiful city.”

She kissed me then—deep, slow, tasting of salt and sex and unshakable truth—our bodies still joined, still moving in that ancient, sacred rhythm.

Dawn crept in on quiet feet, pale gold light slipping through the blinds to trace the curves of our tangled limbs. We were spent—muscles liquid, breaths ragged, skin marked with the faint red imprints of fingers and mouths and desperate need—but our souls felt fused, welded together in the crucible of the night. Outside, Detroit stirred awake: distant sirens fading into morning traffic, the low rumble of the first DDOT bus, the soft patter of rain finally easing into silence. Inside, we lay wrapped in each other, hearts beating in lazy sync, the city’s unyielding pulse echoing the one we’d built between us.

A love story carved not in stone, but in sweat-soaked sheets and whispered vows and the stubborn, radiant heat of two women who’d found each other against every odd the D could throw.

And as the first real light touched her face—highlighting the faint freckles across her nose, the soft curve of her lips still swollen from my kisses—I knew: this was only the beginning of our love.


EPILOGUE




Months had woven themselves into the fabric of our lives like threads of gold in a tapestry, turning the raw edges of our forbidden beginning into something seamless, unbreakable. Detroit, with its unyielding pulse—the roar of the freeway at dawn, the jazz notes spilling from corner clubs at dusk, the resilient bloom of wildflowers pushing through cracked sidewalks—had become the backdrop to our love story. No longer just professor and student, we were Alicia and Marsha, two souls intertwined in the hood's fierce embrace, defying the world's judgments with every stolen kiss, every whispered promise. The scandal that could have unraveled us had faded into whispers, overshadowed by the quiet strength we built together. Marsha graduated with honors, her cap tossed high under the spring sun, and I stood in the crowd, heart swelling as she blew me a kiss from the stage. Now, with summer unfurling its lazy warmth over the city, we carved out moments like this one—escapes from the grind, where the only curriculum was each other.

I'd planned this picnic with the precision of a lesson plan, but infused with the poetry of our passion. Belle Isle, that emerald jewel in the Detroit River, called to us—a sanctuary of grassy fields dotted with wildflowers, where the water lapped gentle against the shore and the skyline watched like a distant guardian. The island's paths wound through ancient oaks and blooming meadows, alive with the hum of bees and the distant laughter of families. We parked near the conservatory, its glass domes glinting like diamonds, and I grabbed the basket from the trunk—woven wicker overflowing with treasures: a plush picnic cloth in deep crimson, bottles of chilled rosé nestled in ice, a bounty of fruits (grapes plump and purple, strawberries ruby-red, slices of mango dripping sweetness), artisanal cheeses from Eastern Market, crusty baguettes, and chocolate-dipped treats for that indulgent finish. Marsha eyed it with a flirtatious grin, her box braids tied back with a silk scarf that matched her sundress—flowy white cotton hugging her curves, the hem flirting with her knees, teasing glimpses of those caramel thighs I'd worshipped so many nights.

"You really went all out, Prof," she teased, linking her arm through mine as we strolled toward our spot, the grass soft under our sandals. "Tryna romance me or seduce me?"

"Why not both, baby?" I replied, leaning in to brush my lips against her ear, voice a low purr. "You know I love makin' you feel like the queen you are—before I make you scream like my personal symphony."

She shivered, her laugh bubbling up like champagne. "Keep talkin' like that, and we might not make it to the blanket. This island's got plenty of hidden spots for a quick taste."

The field we chose was perfection—a secluded meadow ringed by wildflowers: daisies nodding in the breeze, lavender releasing its soothing scent, pops of goldenrod and Queen Anne's lace painting the green canvas in vibrant strokes. The river whispered nearby, a gentle current carrying away the city's noise, leaving only birdsong and the rustle of leaves. I spread the cloth with care, the crimson fabric unfurling like a lover's invitation, and arranged the feast: the fruit basket at the center, grapes cascading like jewels, strawberries piled high, mango slices glistening. Cheeses and bread formed a tempting spread, the wine glasses catching the sun's rays as I poured the rosé, bubbles dancing like our flirtations.

Marsha sank onto the blanket with graceful ease, patting the spot beside her. "C'mere, beautiful. Feed me somethin' sweet—startin' with those lips."

I obliged, crawling close, our knees brushing as I captured her mouth in a kiss that started soft—lips meeting like petals unfurling—but deepened quick, tongues tangling in a dance we'd perfected. She tasted like summer—fresh and intoxicating, her hands sliding up my arms to pull me closer.

"Mmm, you always know how to start the fire," she murmured against my lips, nipping my bottom one gentle. "But don't think I'm lettin' you off easy. I got plans for that body of yours."

We laughed, the sound mingling with the breeze, as I plucked a grape from the bunch—plump, cool, bursting with juice—and held it to her lips. "Open up, baby. Let me spoil you."

She parted her lips slow, eyes locked on mine, tongue darting out to lick the fruit before taking it whole, her teeth grazing my fingers in a tease that sent heat pooling between my thighs. "Sweet," she purred, swallowing, "but not as sweet as you. Your turn—lemme feed you somethin' that'll make you wet just thinkin' about it."

The flirtation escalated, each bite a prelude: a strawberry dipped in chocolate, her fingers tracing my lips as I sucked the tip clean; a mango slice, juice dripping down her chin that I licked away, our breaths mingling. The wine flowed, crisp and bubbly, loosening our words into playful banter.

"Remember that first class?" she said, leaning back on her elbows, dress riding up to reveal more thigh. "Sat front row, crossin' my legs just to watch you squirm. Knew you wanted this pussy even then."

I chuckled, pouring more wine, my hand brushing her knee. "Girl, you had me twisted from day one. Thought I was the teacher, but you schooled me in desire. Now look at us—picnic in paradise, 'bout to make love under the sun."

The sun dipped lower, painting the sky in hues of pink and gold, the flowers around us swaying like witnesses to our intimacy. Marsha's eyes darkened with want, her hand sliding up my sundress—similar to hers but in soft blue, clinging to my curves.

"Enough food—I'm hungry for somethin' else," she whispered, fingers teasing the edge of my panties. "Lay back, Prof. Let me taste what's mine."

But I shook my head, a mischievous smile curving my lips. "Nah, baby—my treat first. Been dreamin' about eatin' you out in the open, with the wind kissin' your skin while I make you cum."

She bit her lip, reclining as I guided her down, the blanket soft beneath us. I hiked her dress up slow, exposing her thighs, the lace of her panties already damp. "Look at you—so ready for me," I murmured, hooking fingers in the fabric, sliding 'em down her legs. Her pussy gleamed in the golden light, lips swollen and slick, clit peeking like a pearl. The scent of her arousal mixed with the lavender around us, heady and irresistible.

I started with kisses—inner thighs first, nipping soft, tongue tracing paths that made her squirm. "Alicia... please," she whimpered, hands in my hair.

"Patience, love—gonna savor this sweet pussy," I teased, breath hot against her core.

My tongue flicked out, lapping her slit from bottom to top, tasting her essence—musky, sweet, all mine. She moaned low, hips lifting as I delved deeper, tongue plunging inside, fucking her slow while my thumb circled her clit.

"Fuck, yes—eat me out, baby, make this pussy yours," she gasped, grinding against my face.

I obliged, sucking her clit between my lips, tongue flicking relentless, two fingers sliding in to curl against her spot. Her walls clenched, juices coating my chin as I devoured her, the sounds wet and obscene in the open air. But I wasn't done—lifting her hips slight, I trailed my tongue lower, circling her ass, teasing the tight ring before dipping in.

"Oh god—tongue my ass, Prof, that feels so dirty good," she cried, body trembling.

I alternated—pussy to ass, fingers thrusting while tongue explored, the flowers around us blurring as her moans rose. "Cum for me, Mars—flood my mouth, let the world hear how I own you."

She shattered, back arching, pussy gushing as she came hard, screams echoing across the meadow. I lapped every drop, riding her through it 'til she collapsed, breathless.

Panting, she pulled me up for a kiss, tasting herself. "Your turn—gonna eat that pussy 'til you see stars."

She flipped us, dress hiked, my panties yanked aside. "Shit, look at this drippin' cunt—beggin' for my tongue," she growled, diving in.

Tongue lapped broad, then focused on my clit, sucking hard while fingers plunged deep. "Taste so fuckin' good—gonna make you squirt all over my face," she promised, free hand teasing my ass.

Pleasure built volcanic—her mouth magic, fingers relentless. "Fuck, Mars—eat me, make me cum!" I screamed.

She doubled down, tongue flicking, fingers curling—orgasm erupted, body convulsing, soaking her as I came like crazy, waves endless.

We fed each other grapes in the golden hush that follows surrender, the kind of quiet where the world forgets to breathe.

Marsha plucked one from the cluster—plump, deep violet, still cool from the shade—and held it to my lips with reverent fingers. I parted for her slowly, deliberately, letting my tongue curl around the fruit before I bit down. Juice burst across my tongue, sweet and startling, a tiny explosion of summer that made me hum low in my throat. She watched my mouth the entire time, eyes dark and molten, as if the simple act of feeding me was foreplay all over again.

“Open wider, baby,” she murmured, voice velvet-soft and thick with affection.

Another grape followed, this one pressed to the seam of my lips until I took it from her fingertips, sucking gently, letting my tongue flick against her skin in silent promise. She shivered, a small, helpless sound escaping her, and leaned in to chase the taste—our mouths meeting lazy, languid, tasting grape and each other in equal measure.

The kisses were slow now, unhurried, the frantic edge burned away and replaced by something deeper, sweeter. Her tongue traced the corner of my mouth, collecting stray juice, then slipped inside to dance with mine—soft, wet, worshipful. Every slide, every gentle suck felt like a vow renewed. Her hand cradled the back of my neck, thumb stroking the sensitive skin behind my ear, while mine rested over her heart, feeling the steady, powerful beat that had become my favorite rhythm.

“Love you eternally,” she whispered against my lips, the words so quiet they were almost lost in the rustle of wildflowers around us.

She fed me another grape, this time brushing it along my bottom lip first, painting me with sweetness before letting me take it. “Every sunrise, every sunset, every breath—I’m yours. Always.”

I swallowed the fruit, the burst of juice mingling with the salt of sudden tears that pricked my eyes—not from sadness, but from the overwhelming fullness of it all. I cupped her face with both hands, thumbs sweeping across her cheekbones, memorizing the warmth of her skin, the faint freckles that only showed in this perfect light.

“Forever yours,” I answered, voice thick with emotion. “Through every storm the city throws at us, through every quiet morning and every wild night. You’re my home, Mars. My heart’s been beating your name since the day you sat in my front row and changed everything.”

The sun dipped lower, spilling molten gold and rose across the meadow, turning her braids into ropes of fire and silk, gilding the curve of her shoulder where the sundress had slipped down. We kissed again—deeper this time, slower still, tongues stroking in a rhythm that echoed the lazy lap of the river nearby. Her fingers threaded through my hair, tugging just enough to make me gasp into her mouth; mine slid down her back, tracing the elegant dip of her spine until I could palm the small of her back and pull her flush against me.

We stayed like that as the sky bled into lavender and amber, feeding each other the last of the grapes, stealing kisses between every bite, laughing softly when juice dripped down her chin and I chased it with my tongue. The air smelled of crushed flowers, sun-warmed skin, and the faint, intoxicating musk of our earlier pleasure still clinging to us both.

When the final grape was gone, she rested her forehead against mine, breaths mingling, eyes locked in the dying light.

“I want every day to feel like this,” she whispered. “You and me. No secrets. No fear. Just… us. Loving each other until the stars burn out.”

I smiled through the ache in my chest, the beautiful ache of loving someone so completely it hurt in the best way.

“Then that’s what we’ll have,” I promised, brushing my lips across hers one last time—soft, lingering, eternal. “You and me, Mars. Always.”

The sun slipped below the horizon in a final blaze of glory, painting the sky in colors too tender for words, and we lay back on the blanket, wrapped in each other, watching the first stars blink awake above the city that had tried—and failed—to keep us apart.
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