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Chapter 1

I drag my feet down the empty hallway, my stomach knotting with each step toward Dr. Johnson's office. The afternoon sun casts long shadows through the windows, highlighting the dust particles floating in the air. My football scholarship hangs in the balance because of her fucking English class. Coach made it crystal clear: no passing grade, no quarterback position. And without football, I'm just another broke college kid drowning in student loans. I need to fix this shit today.

The English department corridor is dead quiet at this hour. Most professors bailed hours ago, but Dr. Johnson always stays late on Thursdays. Perfect time to beg for mercy without an audience. I rehearse my speech in my head, planning to hit her with the full Tyler Brady charm offensive. Girls usually can't resist it. Teachers, though? That's a different game.

As I approach her office, I notice the door isn't fully closed. A sliver of light escapes through the crack, along with the sound of her voice. She's on the phone, and she doesn't sound happy. I slow my steps, then stop completely, frozen by the raw emotion in her tone.

"No, Brad. I'm not doing this again." Her voice is sharp, cutting. Nothing like the controlled, professional tone she uses in class. "I'm fucking tired of making excuses for you."

I should walk away. This isn't meant for my ears. But my feet refuse to move.

"Six minutes, Brad. Six. Goddamn. Minutes." Each word punctuated like she's stabbing the air. "That's not sex. That's a fucking commercial break."

Holy shit. Dr. Johnson—the ice queen of the English department—is talking about her sex life. My heart hammers against my ribs.

"Do you have any idea how frustrating it is?" Her voice drops lower, more venomous. "I haven't had a real orgasm with you in months. Months! And don't tell me to use my vibrator again. I didn't marry a fucking battery-operated toy."

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. My cock stirs in my jeans, responding to her words before my brain can process the situation.

"Your cock is too small to do anything with anyway!" she spits into the phone. "You think three inches is enough for any woman? I need to be filled, stretched. I need to feel something, anything!"

A bolt of electricity shoots down my spine. My hand instinctively adjusts my growing erection. This is Dr. Johnson? The same woman who gave me a lecture about the "inappropriate male gaze" in my last paper?

"I'm still young, Brad. I have needs. Real fucking needs that you can't satisfy." Her voice breaks slightly. "Do you know what it's like to fake it every single time? To lie there while you grunt and finish in record time, then roll over and fall asleep? To be left throbbing and empty?"

My breath catches in my throat. The image of Dr. Johnson lying in bed, unsatisfied and wanting, floods my mind. I've never thought of her like this before—as a real woman with desires, not just some untouchable authority figure.

"I'm done talking about this. I have a student coming in anyway." A pause. "No, it's the quarterback. Brady. Yes, the failing one."

Shit. That's my cue. I take a deep breath, willing my hard-on to subside. It doesn't listen. Fuck it. I knock on the door frame, then push it open before she can answer.

"Dr. Johnson? Sorry if I'm early."

The sight of her hits me like a tackle from a 300-pound linebacker. How have I never really seen her before? She sits behind her desk, phone still in hand, but my eyes are drawn to everything else about her. Her blonde hair is slightly disheveled, like she's been running her fingers through it in frustration. Her cheeks are flushed pink from her heated conversation.

"Mr. Brady," she says, quickly hanging up. "Right on time, actually."

She stands, smoothing down her pencil skirt, and my eyes follow the movement of her hands. The dark fabric hugs her hips and ass in a way I've never noticed before. It's tight—professional, but tight enough to show she's got the body of someone half her age. The slit up the back reveals just enough of her thigh to make my mouth water.

"Have a seat," she gestures to the chair across from her desk.

As she moves around to the front of her desk, I notice her blouse is unbuttoned one button too many. Maybe from the heat of her argument. The white silk gapes slightly when she moves, offering teasing glimpses of her cleavage. Her tits look fucking massive for her frame—full and round and straining against the fabric.

My cock throbs painfully against my zipper. I try to think of anything else—football plays, cold showers, Coach's face—but it's useless. All I can see is Dr. Johnson's body, all I can hear is her frustrated words about needing to be filled.

She perches on the edge of her desk, crossing her legs. The movement causes her skirt to ride up just a fraction, revealing more of her smooth thighs. Her heels are higher than what she usually wears for class—black stilettos that make her calves look tight and defined.

Her glasses sit low on her nose, and she peers at me over them. Those glasses—they should make her look strict and teacherly, but now all I can think is how fucking hot they'd look if they were the only thing she was wearing.

"So, Mr. Brady," she says, her voice returning to its professional tone. But I've heard what lies beneath it now. I've heard the raw need. "Let's discuss your grade situation."

I nod, not trusting myself to speak yet. My eyes drift to her lips—full and pink, slightly parted. I imagine those lips wrapped around my cock, and my jeans grow even tighter.

I shift uncomfortably in the hard wooden chair, trying to adjust my raging hard-on without being obvious. My jeans feel two sizes too small, and there's no way to hide the bulge. Dr. Johnson's eyes flick down to my crotch, and I swear I see her lick her lips. A small, knowing smile plays at the corners of her mouth, like she can read every filthy thought racing through my head. Fuck. This meeting is not going how I expected.

"You seem... tense, Mr. Brady," she says, her voice honey-smooth now, nothing like the angry snarl I overheard minutes ago. She takes her time settling back into her chair, crossing her legs slowly. The sound of her stockings rubbing together sends a jolt straight to my dick.

"I'm just worried about my grade, Dr. Johnson," I manage to say, my voice rougher than I intended. "If I fail your class, I lose my scholarship."

Her eyebrows lift slightly. "The football scholarship? That would be... unfortunate." She picks up a folder—my pathetic excuse for a term paper, I'm guessing—and taps it against the desk. "Your performance has been severely lacking, Mr. Brady."

I catch the double meaning in her words, my mind flashing to her phone conversation. Performance. Lacking. My cock twitches.

"I can do better," I say, leaning forward slightly. "I just need a chance to prove it."

Dr. Johnson stands suddenly, and I lean back, surprised. She rounds the desk, that pencil skirt hugging every curve. My eyes are glued to her ass as she walks to the bookshelf behind me.

"Your thesis was... inadequate," she says, the last word dripping with meaning. I hear her heels clicking on the hardwood as she circles behind my chair. "It failed to penetrate the deeper themes of the text."

Her hands land on my shoulders, and I nearly jump out of my skin. Her touch is light, but I feel it burn through my T-shirt.

"You've got the raw talent, Tyler," she purrs, using my first name for the first time ever. "But you rush through everything. Never taking the time to... fully satisfy the requirements."

Her fingers knead my shoulders slightly, and I have to bite my lip to stop from groaning. My cock is painfully hard now, pressing against my zipper like it's trying to escape.

"I can take my time," I breathe out. "I can give you what you want."

Dr. Johnson chuckles, a low, sexy sound that makes my balls tighten. She moves around to my side, perching on the edge of the desk right next to me. Her skirt rides up just enough to show where her stockings end and bare thigh begins.

"Can you really?" she asks, her voice dropping an octave. "Because what I need requires... stamina. Dedication." Her hand falls to my thigh, just above my knee. "Attention to detail."

I swallow hard, watching her manicured fingers rest against my jeans. They're inches from where I want them, from where my cock is straining for attention.

"I'm very... dedicated," I say, meeting her eyes. They're dark with something I recognize instantly—pure, undisguised lust.

Her hand slides up my thigh, inch by torturous inch. "I've heard rumors about you, Tyler," she whispers. "About how... gifted you are. How you satisfy all the cheerleaders." Her fingers brush against the outline of my erection, and I have to grip the arms of the chair to keep from bucking into her touch.

"Are the rumors true?" she asks, her voice breathless as she cups me fully through my jeans.

"Fuck," I hiss, unable to hold back. "Why don't you find out?"

Something snaps in her expression—the last thread of professional pretense breaking. Dr. Johnson squeezes my cock through my jeans, a groan escaping her lips.

"I'll make this very simple," she says, her free hand moving to loosen her blouse further. "If you give me what I need—what my husband clearly can't—I'll give you what you need to pass my class."

My mind races, but my body's already made the decision. I reach for her, grabbing her waist and pulling her onto my lap. She gasps, a sound of surprise and desire, as my erection presses against her ass.

"Deal," I growl against her ear. "But I need a down payment first."

I capture her mouth with mine, all thoughts of grades and scholarships burning away in the heat of our kiss. Her lips are soft but hungry, opening immediately to let my tongue slide against hers. She tastes like cinnamon and desire, her breath coming in short pants against my mouth.

My hands find her ass, squeezing the firm globes through her skirt. She moans into my mouth, grinding down on my lap. I'm rough, probably too rough for a professor, but the way she writhes against me tells me she wants it exactly like this.

"God, yes," she breathes as I move my kisses to her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin there. "Touch me, Tyler."

Her hands are busy too, fumbling with my belt buckle. I hear the rasp of my zipper being pulled down, and then her cool fingers are wrapping around my cock, freeing it from my boxers.

"Jesus Christ," she gasps, stroking me from base to tip. "The rumors didn't do you justice."

Pride surges through me along with lust. I bite her neck harder in response, making her yelp. My hands move up to her blouse, yanking at the buttons until they pop, exposing a black lace bra that barely contains her tits.

"Fuck, look at you," I groan, palming her breasts roughly. They overflow my hands, soft and full. I pinch her nipple through the lace, and she arches into my touch, her hand squeezing my cock tighter.

I stand suddenly, lifting her with me. She wraps her legs around my waist as I turn and push her against the wall next to her bookshelf. Academic awards and family photos rattle as her back hits the wall, but neither of us gives a shit.

Her hand is still working my cock, stroking up and down with increasing urgency. I push her skirt up around her waist, revealing black lace panties that match her bra. Of course the ice queen of the English department wears matching lingerie under her professional clothes.

"You planned this," I accuse, grinding my erection against her panty-covered pussy. She's already soaked, the lace damp under my fingers.

"I hoped," she corrects me, biting my earlobe. "I've watched you in class, Tyler. The way you sprawl in your chair, legs spread wide like you're showing off what you've got." She squeezes my cock for emphasis. "I've imagined this thick cock stretching me open while I graded your pathetic papers."

Her filthy words drive me wild. I rip her bra down, exposing her tits in all their glory. They're fucking perfect—full and round with hard pink nipples begging for my mouth. I duck my head and take one nipple between my teeth, tugging lightly while I roughly knead her other breast.

"Fuck, yes," she moans, throwing her head back against the wall. Her hand moves faster on my cock, pre-cum leaking over her fingers. "I need you inside me. Now."

Dr. Johnson pulls away from me, her chest heaving and lips swollen from our kisses. Her eyes are wild with lust as she moves to her desk and sweeps her arm across it, sending papers, books, and pens clattering to the floor. The sound echoes in the quiet office, but neither of us gives a shit about the mess. She turns her back to me and bends over the polished wood surface, looking at me over her shoulder with a gaze that's pure invitation. My cock throbs at the sight of her bent over and waiting for me—my fucking English professor offering herself like the filthiest fantasy come to life.

"Show me what a real man feels like," she purrs, reaching back to slowly hike up her skirt, revealing the curve of her ass encased in black lace. "Show me what I've been missing."

Something primal takes over me. I've fucked plenty of college girls, but this is different. This is Dr. Angelina Johnson—the untouchable MILF who's failed half the football team. Now she's bent over her own desk, begging for my cock. Power surges through me, mixing with raw hunger. My hands are shaking with need as I step up behind her.

"You want it rough?" I growl, running my palm over the swell of her ass, feeling the firm flesh yield under my fingers. "You want me to fuck you like the slut you are?"

"God, yes," she moans, pushing back against my hand. "I need it hard. Make me feel it."

I hook my fingers into her panties and yank them to the side, not bothering to remove them completely. Her pussy is right there—pink, swollen, and dripping wet. I run my cock through her slick folds, coating myself in her juices.

"Look how fucking wet you are for me," I say, my voice rough with desire. "Your pussy's begging for it."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying my cock inside her in one powerful stroke. She cries out—a sound of pain and pleasure mingled together. Fuck, she's tight. Tighter than I expected. Her walls clamp down around me, squeezing my length like she's trying to milk every inch.

"Holy fuck," I groan, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. "Your pussy's so fucking tight."

"It's been so long," she gasps, her fingers clawing at the desk. "So long since I've been properly filled."

I pull back until just the tip of my cock is inside her, then slam forward again. The force of my thrust pushes her against the desk, making it creak under our weight. I set a brutal pace, driving into her over and over, each thrust harder than the last. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the office, mixed with our heavy breathing and her high-pitched moans.

"That's it," I grunt, watching my cock disappear inside her. "Take it. Take this big fucking cock."

Dr. Johnson arches her back, meeting each of my thrusts with her own movements. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and wet and perfect. I reach around and find her clit, rubbing hard circles over the swollen bud.

"Yes! Fuck! Right there!" she cries, her voice louder than I expected. Anyone passing in the hallway would hear her, but that just turns me on more. Let them hear what a real man can do to her.

"You like that, don't you, Dr. Johnson?" I taunt, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You like getting fucked by your student? Like feeling my big cock stretching your tight pussy?"

"God, yes," she moans, her voice breaking. "Call me Angelina. I want to hear my name when you fuck me."

I grab a handful of her blonde hair, wrapping it around my fist. With a sharp tug, I pull her head back, making her gasp.

"Angelina," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Your pussy feels so fucking good around my cock."

With my free hand, I reach around and tear at her blouse, ripping the remaining buttons off. The sound of fabric tearing just adds to my frenzy. Her bra is still pushed down from earlier, her tits spilling out. I palm one, squeezing roughly, feeling the soft weight in my hand. Her nipple is hard against my palm, and I pinch it between my fingers, making her squeal.

"Your tits are fucking perfect," I pant, continuing to pound into her. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our fucking. "Just like the rest of your body."

I'm being rougher than I've ever been with anyone, but she's taking it—no, she's loving it. Each time I squeeze her tit or tug her hair or slam particularly deep, her pussy clenches around me, getting wetter and wetter.

"I'm close," she gasps, her body trembling beneath me. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"You gonna cum on my cock?" I growl, increasing my pace even more. The desk is slamming against the wall now, pictures rattling. "Gonna show me how good I make you feel?"

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, Tyler, yes!" Her voice rises to a near-scream as her whole body tenses. I feel her pussy convulsing around my cock, squeezing and pulsing as she comes apart. Her orgasm seems to go on forever, waves of pleasure racking her body as she shakes and moans beneath me.

The sight of my proper English professor cumming on my cock—the same professor who gave me a C- on my last paper—pushes me over the edge. My own orgasm hits me like a freight train, my balls tightening as pleasure explodes through me.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," I grunt, my fingers digging into her hips as I thrust deep one final time. My cock pulses inside her as I empty myself, filling her pussy with hot spurts of cum. Each wave of pleasure makes me groan, my hips jerking involuntarily.

For a moment, we stay frozen in place, both of us panting and covered in sweat. My cock is still buried inside her, our bodies still joined. The reality of what we've just done starts to sink in—I just fucked my professor. In her office. And came inside her.

Slowly, I pull out, watching as my cum starts to leak from her well-fucked pussy. It drips down her thigh, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. The sight makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

Dr. Johnson—Angelina—pushes herself up from the desk on shaky arms. Her hair is a mess, her blouse torn open, her skirt still bunched around her waist. She looks thoroughly fucked and absolutely stunning.

"Well," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming. A slow smile spreads across her face as she turns to face me. "I think you just earned yourself at least a B+."

I grin back, tucking my softening cock back into my jeans. "I was thinking more like an A."

Her eyes drop to my crotch, then back up to my face. "We'll see how you perform on the... oral exam."


Chapter 2

I can't focus for shit in class today. My eyes stay glued to Dr. Johnson as she paces in front of the whiteboard, talking about some book I haven't read. She's back in full professor mode—hair neatly styled, glasses perched on her nose, voice steady and authoritative. But underneath that professional exterior, I know what she really is: a desperate, cock-hungry MILF who bent over her desk for me yesterday. Every time she turns to write something on the board, I stare at her ass in that tight skirt and remember how it felt to grip those hips while I fucked her senseless. My dick stays half-hard the entire ninety minutes.

She catches my eye occasionally, the slightest hint of a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. Once, when explaining some literary technique, she licks her lips and I swear it's deliberate—a reminder of what that tongue can do. I shift in my seat, my jeans growing tighter.

When the bell finally rings, everyone starts packing up, eager to escape to their next class or back to the dorms.

"Mr. Brady," she calls over the noise of shuffling papers and zipping backpacks. "Could you stay for a moment? I need to discuss your... assignment."

A few guys from the team shoot me sympathetic glances, thinking I'm in for another lecture about my grades. If only they knew.

"Sure, Dr. Johnson," I reply, keeping my voice neutral even as my pulse quickens.

I wait in my seat as the room empties, watching her organize papers at her desk like nothing happened between us. Like she didn't scream my name while cumming on my cock just yesterday. The last student finally leaves, the door swinging shut behind them.

The click of the door is like a starting gun. Dr. Johnson's posture changes instantly—shoulders relaxing, hips swaying more as she walks over and locks the classroom door.

"I need some help in the supply closet," she says, her professional tone slipping into something lower, huskier. "Some heavy boxes need to be moved."

I smirk, standing up. "Happy to help, Professor."

She leads me to the back of the classroom where a door marked "Storage" stands partially hidden behind a filing cabinet. Her ass sways hypnotically with each step, and I know she's exaggerating the movement for my benefit. My cock responds, already hardening in anticipation.

The supply closet is bigger than I expected—a narrow room with tall metal shelving units lining both walls, stacked with books, paper reams, and office supplies. A single bulb casts dim light over everything. It smells like paper and dust and something faintly chemical.

Dr. Johnson closes the door behind us, then turns to face me. "There's actually no boxes," she admits, a mischievous smile spreading across her face. "I just couldn't wait until our next... tutoring session."

I don't give her time to say anything else. In two quick strides, I close the distance between us and push her roughly against the metal shelving unit. Her back hits with a clang, making several boxes of paper clips rattle. I capture her mouth with mine, kissing her hard and deep, my tongue forcing its way between her lips.

She moans into my mouth, her hands immediately grabbing at my shirt, pulling me closer. I press my body against hers, letting her feel how hard I already am. My hands find her tits, squeezing roughly through her blouse. They're so fucking big, overflowing my palms as I grope her like a horny teenager—which, I guess, I technically am.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she gasps when I break the kiss to bite at her neck. "Couldn't focus on teaching. All I could think about was your cock."

"Yeah?" I growl, pushing my thigh between her legs, feeling the heat of her core even through our clothes. "Thinking about how I fucked you on your desk? How I made you scream?"

"God, yes," she moans, grinding down on my thigh shamelessly. "I can still feel you. Was sore all morning."

Pride surges through me at her words. I did that to her. I marked her in ways her husband never could. I bite her neck harder, sucking the skin between my teeth until I'm sure I'll leave a mark. Let her try to explain that to her colleagues.

"You're such a fucking slut," I whisper harshly in her ear, my hands moving to her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh. "Getting wet for your student. Begging for my cock."

"Yes," she hisses, her head falling back as I continue my assault on her neck. "I'm your slut. Just yours."

I reach under her skirt, finding her panties already soaked through. "Fuck, you're dripping," I growl, rubbing her through the thin fabric. "Such a wet pussy for me."

She whimpers, her hips bucking against my hand. "Please, Tyler. I need you inside me."

"Right here? Where anyone could walk in?" I taunt, even as my free hand works my belt buckle open. "What if someone catches the respected Dr. Johnson getting fucked by her student?"

The thought clearly excites her. Her pupils dilate, her breathing quickens, and she grinds harder against my hand. "I don't care," she pants. "I need your cock. Need it now."

I spin her around so she's facing the shelves, her hands gripping the metal supports. My cock springs free as I shove my jeans and boxers down just enough. I flip her skirt up, exposing her ass and the thin strip of black lace disappearing between her cheeks.

"You wore a thong for me?" I ask, snapping the elastic against her skin.

"Yes," she breathes, pushing her ass back against me. "Easy access."

"Dirty fucking teacher," I growl, my hand coming down hard on her ass, leaving a red handprint. She yelps but pushes back for more. "Bet you fantasized about this while you were teaching. Bet you were thinking about my cock while talking about Shakespeare."

"Every second," she admits, her voice thick with need. "Please, Tyler. Fuck me. I can't wait any longer."

I grab her blouse with both hands and yank it apart, sending buttons flying across the closet floor with tiny pinging sounds. The sight of her tits barely contained in a lacy red bra makes me groan. Yesterday's black lingerie was replaced with red today—she planned this, the fucking tease. I roughly shove the cups down, not bothering to unhook the bra, just needing to see those perfect tits spill free. They're even better than I remembered—full and heavy, with pink nipples already hard and begging for attention.

"Fuck, look at these," I growl, cupping the weight of them in my palms. They overflow my hands, soft yet firm. I squeeze roughly, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. "You wear these slutty bras to teach? Thinking about me the whole time?"

"Yes," she gasps, arching into my touch. "Wore it just for you."

I pinch her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, tugging and rolling the sensitive buds until she's whimpering. Her skin is flushed, a pink glow spreading across her chest and up her neck. I duck my head and capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while still pinching the other one.

"Tyler!" she cries out, her hand flying to the back of my head, holding me against her chest. "God, yes!"

The taste of her skin is intoxicating—a hint of sweat mixed with some expensive perfume. I flick my tongue over her nipple, then bite down gently, making her gasp. I switch to the other breast, giving it the same treatment while my hands move to hold her waist, keeping her pinned against the shelving unit.

The metal rack creaks and sways slightly with our movements. A box of pens topples over, spilling its contents onto the floor, but neither of us gives a shit. I'm too busy marking her perfect tits with my mouth, leaving little red marks that her husband will definitely see later.

My lips travel up to her collarbone, then her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin. Her pulse hammers against my mouth, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. She grinds against me shamelessly, seeking friction against her aching core.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely above a whisper. "I need you inside me."

I pull back just enough to look at her—her hair disheveled, blouse torn open, tits out and marked with my bites, lips swollen from our kisses. Dr. Angelina Johnson, respected professor and author, reduced to a begging mess in a supply closet. The power of it makes my cock throb painfully.

"Turn around," I command, already fumbling with my jeans.

She spins quickly, facing the shelves again, her hands gripping the metal supports. I yank my jeans and boxers down just enough to free my cock, already rock hard and leaking pre-cum. With one hand, I flip her skirt up, revealing that perfect ass. The thin strip of her thong does nothing to hide her soaked pussy.

I pull the fabric aside rather than removing it completely. There's something filthier about fucking her with her clothes still partially on—like we're so desperate for each other that we can't even take the time to undress properly.

"Spread your legs wider," I order, tapping the inside of her ankle with my foot.

She complies instantly, widening her stance. I position myself behind her, the head of my cock brushing against her wet entrance. I tease her for a moment, running my length through her folds, coating myself in her juices.

"Stop teasing," she whines, pushing back against me. "Just fuck me already."

I grip her hip with one hand, guiding my cock with the other. With a single powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. We both cry out at the sensation—her tight heat enveloping me, squeezing my cock like a vise.

"Fuck, you're tight," I hiss through gritted teeth, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling. "Still so fucking tight."

I pull back until just the tip remains inside, then slam forward again. The force of it rocks her entire body, making the shelving unit rattle dangerously. Books and supplies shake with each thrust, some tumbling to the floor unheeded.

"Yes! Like that!" she moans, her knuckles turning white as she grips the metal rack for support.

I set a brutal pace, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes in the small space, punctuated by her high-pitched moans and my lower grunts. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our fucking.

She suddenly shifts, lifting one leg and hooking it backwards around my thigh, opening herself even more to my invasion. The new angle lets me go impossibly deeper, hitting spots that make her whole body tremble.

"Oh god, right there!" she cries, her voice rising dangerously loud. Anyone walking by the classroom would definitely hear her, but that just turns me on more.

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles that match the rhythm of my thrusts. Her inner walls flutter around my cock—she's close already.

"You gonna cum?" I taunt, speeding up my fingers. "Gonna cum on my cock again like the slut you are?"

"Yes! Fuck! I'm cumming!" she wails, her body going rigid.

Her pussy clenches around me in pulsing waves as her orgasm tears through her. She bites down on her arm to muffle her scream, her whole body shaking with the force of her climax. I feel every contraction around my cock, milking me, trying to pull my own orgasm from me.

But I'm not done with her yet. I keep thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, making her take every inch of me while she's still quivering from her release. The shelves rattle violently with each powerful thrust, supplies raining down around us.

"Tyler! Oh god! It's too much!" she gasps, her legs trembling so badly I have to grip her waist tighter to keep her upright.

"Take it," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Take my cock. All of it."

Her pussy is impossibly tight now, oversensitive from her orgasm, but I don't slow down. Each thrust pulls a whimpering moan from her lips, a mix of pleasure and overstimulation. Sweat drips down my back as I pound into her, my muscles burning with the effort but my need to dominate her, to mark her as mine, overriding any physical discomfort.

"I can't—I can't—" she babbles incoherently, her head hanging between her outstretched arms. "Oh fuck, I think I'm going to cum again."

Her admission spurs me on, making me thrust even harder, my fingers finding her clit again. "Do it," I command. "Cum on my cock again. Show me how much you love it."

The supply closet becomes a blur of sensation—the sound of our bodies colliding, the creaking metal, her desperate moans, and my harsh breathing all melding together into a symphony of pure, raw sex.

A shrill ringing cuts through our grunts and moans. At first, I think it's the bell signaling class change, but it's coming from somewhere closer. Dr. Johnson's phone is vibrating in her skirt pocket, buzzing against my thigh as I continue to pound into her. She reaches for it, fumbling to extract it from her pocket without disrupting our rhythm.

"Leave it," I growl, not slowing my thrusts.

"I can't," she pants, glancing at the screen. "It's... it's Brad."

Her husband. Calling while I'm balls deep inside his wife. The thought sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

"Answer it," I say suddenly, the words coming out before I fully process them. Something dark and possessive takes over me—I want her to talk to her husband while I fuck her. Want her to feel me inside her while she pretends everything is normal.

Her eyes widen in shock, but I can see the thrill in them too. "You're serious?"

I respond by slamming into her particularly hard, making her gasp. The phone continues ringing—one, two, three more times.

With shaking fingers, she swipes to accept the call, bringing the phone to her ear. "Hello? Brad?" Her voice is impressively steady, professional. Almost normal, except for the slight breathlessness.

I slow my pace but don't stop, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with deliberate, measured strokes. Her eyes roll back at the sensation, but she bites her lip to keep from moaning.

"No, I'm still at school," she says into the phone, her free hand gripping the metal shelf for support as I continue my slow, torturous rhythm. "Just... just finishing up some work in my classroom."

I lean forward, my chest against her back, and whisper in her free ear: "Tell him what you're really doing. Tell him you're getting fucked by a real man."

She shudders at my words but shakes her head slightly. "What? No, I'm fine. Just... just out of breath. I was moving some... some boxes." Her voice hitches on the last word as I reach around to squeeze her breast roughly.

I can hear the tinny sound of her husband's voice through the phone, but not what he's saying. From Dr. Johnson's responses, he's asking about dinner plans or something equally mundane. The normalcy of their conversation while I'm fucking her makes this whole thing even hotter.

"I might be... coming home late tonight," she manages, emphasizing the word "coming" while looking back at me with lust-glazed eyes. "I have a... a student who needs... extra attention."

I grin at her little game, rewarding her boldness by speeding up my thrusts. The sound of our skin slapping together becomes louder, and she has to turn her head away from the phone to muffle a moan.

"What? No, that was just... just a book falling," she lies, her voice strained. "You know how... how hard it can be... handling these young men."

I nearly laugh at her double entendre, but instead channel my amusement into more forceful thrusts. The shelving unit creaks ominously with each impact. I grab her hair and pull, forcing her to arch her back even more.

"Everything's fine, Brad," she gasps, her eyes closed in concentration, trying desperately to sound normal while I pound into her. "Just... just a lot to take in today."

Her husband must hear something off in her voice because she suddenly looks panicked. "No! No, I'm perfectly fine. Just... just stretching. Reaching for something... big."

This is too fucking good. I decide to up the ante, increasing my pace to something savage and primal. The force of my thrusts pushes her against the shelves with each movement, making the entire unit shake violently. Boxes tumble down around us, pens and paperclips scattering across the floor.

"What? No, everything's fine," she insists into the phone, her voice higher pitched now. "Just having a... a breakthrough with a student. He's really... really penetrating the material now."

I lean forward and bite her shoulder hard enough to leave marks, fucking her like an animal in heat. My hand finds her clit again, rubbing furious circles over the swollen bud. Her whole body trembles with the effort of staying quiet, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock.

"I... I have to go soon," she stammers into the phone, clearly losing the battle to sound normal. "Things are getting... intense here."

I can tell she's close again, her inner walls fluttering around me in that telltale way. I increase the pressure on her clit, determined to make her cum while her husband is still on the line.

"Actually, Brad," she gasps, her free hand white-knuckled against the metal shelf. "I'm about to... to finish something really... really big right now."

Her body goes rigid as the orgasm hits her, a violent wave of pleasure that she can barely contain. A strangled, high-pitched noise escapes her throat—not quite a scream, but definitely not a normal conversational sound.

"Oh God! Oh—I'm sorry," she pants into the phone, her pussy spasming around my cock. "I just—knocked over a—whole shelf. Gotta go, bye!"

She barely manages to end the call before collapsing forward against the shelves, her body wracked with aftershocks. I grab her hips with both hands now, free to be as loud as I want.

"You fucking slut," I growl, slamming into her with renewed vigor. "Cumming while talking to your husband. You're nothing but a whore."

"Yes!" she cries out, beyond caring who might hear now. "I'm your whore! Your fucking whore!"

Her words push me over the edge. My balls tighten, and with a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. My cock pulses as I empty myself, filling her pussy with hot spurts of cum. Each wave of pleasure makes me groan, my grip on her hips tight enough to bruise.

"Take it," I grunt as I finish, grinding against her ass. "Take all of it, you fucking slut."

When the last shudder of pleasure subsides, I pull out roughly, watching as my cum immediately starts leaking from her well-used pussy. It drips down her thighs, staining her red thong. The sight is primal and satisfying—marking her as mine in the most basic way.

Dr. Johnson's legs finally give out, and she slides down to the floor, sitting among the scattered office supplies. Her blouse hangs open, her bra still pushed down with her tits exposed, her skirt bunched around her waist, and her thong pushed to the side. Her hair is a tangled mess, her lipstick smeared, her skin flushed and marked with my bites and handprints. She looks completely fucked out, used, and satisfied.

I tuck my cock back into my jeans, zipping up casually as if we just had a normal conversation about my grades. Looking down at her sprawled on the floor, I feel a surge of power. This respected professor is my personal fucktoy now.

"Thanks for the good fuck, Dr. Johnson," I say dismissively, already turning toward the door. "Same time tomorrow?"

She looks up at me, dazed but with a small smile playing at her lips. "It's Angelina when you're fucking me," she reminds me breathlessly. "And yes. Same time tomorrow."

I step over a pile of fallen textbooks and open the door, leaving her there to pull herself together. As I walk back through the empty classroom, adjusting my clothes, I can't help but grin. Who knew failing English could turn out so fucking well?


Chapter 3

The college dance is lame as hell—cheap decorations, shitty DJ playing music from five years ago, and the same cliques of students huddled in their corners. I'm only here because Coach insisted the whole team make an appearance to "support school spirit" or some bullshit. I'm nursing a lukewarm punch, thinking about ditching, when I spot her across the gym. Dr. Angelina Johnson, standing behind the refreshment table, serving punch in a dress that makes my cock instantly hard. What the fuck is my English professor—my secret fucktoy—doing chaperoning a college dance? And more importantly, how is she getting away with wearing something that revealing?

The dress is black, tight, and barely there. It hugs every curve of her body like a second skin, the neckline plunging so low I can see the inner curves of her tits. The material looks expensive, some kind of silky fabric that catches the light when she moves. It's short too—dangerously short—ending high on her thighs. Every time she leans forward to ladle punch into a cup, I get a glimpse of the lacy tops of her stockings. And those heels—glossy black stilettos that make her legs look a mile long and her ass even more spectacular.

She's chatting and smiling with students who approach for drinks, playing the role of the proper professor perfectly. But I know better. I know what those lips look like wrapped around my cock. I know how those perfectly manicured nails feel digging into my back as I fuck her senseless.

I can't take my eyes off her as she serves punch, watching the way her tits jiggle slightly with each movement. The dim lighting of the gym highlights her curves in all the right places, casting shadows that make me want to explore every inch of her body again. Her blonde hair is styled in loose waves that fall past her shoulders, and even from here, I can see the sparkle of diamond earrings catching the light.

The memory of her bent over her desk, of her pressed against the supply shelf, of her cumming on my cock while talking to her husband—it all rushes through my mind, making my jeans uncomfortably tight. The music changes to something with a heavier bass, the vibrations pumping through the floor. The perfect cover.

I set my cup down and make my way across the gym, weaving through dancing couples and groups of chatting students. None of them pay me any attention—I'm just another jock moving through the crowd. As I approach the refreshment table, I time it perfectly, waiting until she's alone for a moment as the other chaperone steps away to deal with some commotion by the entrance.

I slip behind the table, coming up right behind her. She doesn't notice me at first, busy arranging cups. I press myself against her back, my growing erection nestling against the curve of her ass.

"Nice dress, Dr. Johnson," I whisper directly into her ear, my breath hot against her skin.

She jumps slightly but doesn't pull away. "Mr. Brady," she says, her voice a practiced calm even as her body stiffens against mine. "Students aren't allowed behind the refreshment table."

My right hand slides around her waist, then drops lower, bunching the silky material of her dress as I reach between her legs from behind. "I'm not interested in refreshments," I murmur, my fingers finding her through what feels like the thinnest possible panties. "At least, not the kind you're serving out here."

Her breath catches as my fingers press against her pussy, already damp through the fabric. She glances around nervously, but the gym is dark and crowded, the table hiding what my hand is doing.

"Tyler," she hisses, though there's no real anger in her voice. "We can't. Not here."

I rub her slowly, feeling her get wetter even as she protests. "Then let's go somewhere else," I suggest, my lips brushing the sensitive spot just below her ear. "Now."

She hesitates for just a second, then nods almost imperceptibly. "Staff bathroom," she whispers. "Down the hall to the right. It locks. Go now, I'll follow in a minute."

I reluctantly withdraw my hand and casually stroll out of the gym into the darkened hallway. The bathroom is easy to find—a single door marked "Faculty" near the end of the corridor. I slip inside, leaving it unlocked for her.

The staff bathroom is nothing special—bigger than a stall but still compact, with a toilet, sink, and small counter. The lighting is harsh fluorescent, but at least it's private. I lean against the counter, my cock straining against my jeans in anticipation.

Less than a minute later, the door opens and Dr. Johnson slips inside, immediately turning the lock behind her. Our eyes meet in the mirror, and any pretense of professionalism evaporates instantly.

I grab her, spinning her around and pinning her against the door. My mouth crashes down on hers, hungry and demanding. She responds just as eagerly, her lips parting, her tongue meeting mine. She tastes like the fruity punch and something darker, more intoxicating. Her hands are in my hair, pulling me closer, her body arching against mine.

"Couldn't stop thinking about you," I growl against her mouth, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress. I yank it down roughly, not caring if it breaks. "Been hard all week thinking about fucking you again."

"Me too," she gasps as my lips move to her neck, sucking and biting at the sensitive skin. "Couldn't focus on anything. Just wanted your cock again."

The dress falls forward, revealing she's not wearing a bra. Her tits spill out, full and perfect with hard pink nipples already begging for attention. I pull the dress down further, past her hips, letting it pool around her ankles. She steps out of it, kicking it aside, leaving her in just a black thong and those fuck-me heels.

"Jesus Christ," I groan, taking in the sight of her nearly naked body. At forty, she puts the college girls to shame. Her skin is smooth and flawless, her body toned but still soft in all the right places. Her tits defy gravity, full and round with no hint of sagging. The black thong disappears between the cheeks of her perfect ass, and her long legs seem to go on forever in those heels.

I spin her around again, bending her over the counter so she's looking at herself in the mirror. Our eyes meet in the reflection as I press against her from behind, grinding my erection against her ass.

"Look at yourself," I command, one hand coming up to grip her chin, making sure she keeps watching. "Look how fucking hot you are. Look what you do to me."

My free hand slides around to cup her breast, squeezing roughly. She moans, pushing back against my cock. I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers until she gasps. My other hand releases her chin and moves down between her legs, pushing the thin strip of her thong aside to find her pussy already soaking wet.

"So fucking wet already," I murmur, my lips trailing along her jaw, down her neck to her shoulder. "Such a hungry little pussy."

I slide one finger inside her, then another, curling them to hit that spot that makes her legs tremble. My thumb finds her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to make her moan but not enough to get her off.

"Tyler," she whimpers, her eyes still locked with mine in the mirror. "Please. I need more."

"What do you need?" I ask, my voice low and dangerous as I continue to work her pussy with my fingers, my other hand still playing with her tits. "Tell me, Dr. Johnson. Tell me exactly what you need."

I step back, taking in the sight of Dr. Johnson bent over the bathroom counter, nearly naked except for her thong and heels, her eyes heavy with lust in the mirror. The small table against the wall catches my attention—it's some kind of utility table for cleaning supplies, but it's sturdy and the perfect height. Perfect for what I have in mind.

"Get on the table," I command, my voice thick with arousal. "On your back, head hanging off the edge."

Her eyes widen slightly, understanding immediately what I want. A flush spreads across her chest, up her neck to her cheeks. Without a word, she pushes off the counter and moves to the table.

"Take your panties off. Leave the heels on," I add, unbuckling my belt as I watch her.

She hooks her thumbs into the thin straps of her thong and slides it down her legs, stepping out of it gracefully. Then she sits on the edge of the table, swings her legs up, and lies

I step back, taking in the sight of Dr. Johnson bent over the bathroom counter, nearly naked except for her thong and heels, her eyes heavy with lust in the mirror. The small table against the wall catches my attention—it's some kind of utility table for cleaning supplies, but it's sturdy and the perfect height. Perfect for what I have in mind.

"Get on the table," I command, my voice thick with arousal. "On your back, head hanging off the edge."

Her eyes widen slightly, understanding immediately what I want. A flush spreads across her chest, up her neck to her cheeks. Without a word, she pushes off the counter and moves to the table.

"Take your panties off. Leave the heels on," I add, unbuckling my belt as I watch her.

She hooks her thumbs into the thin straps of her thong and slides it down her legs, stepping out of it gracefully. Then she sits on the edge of the table, swings her legs up, and lies back, positioning herself so her head hangs off the edge facing me. Her blonde hair cascades toward the floor, her neck exposed and vulnerable. She's completely naked now except for those fuck-me heels and, surprisingly, her glasses—which she hasn't taken off.

"Leave them on," I say when she reaches for her glasses. "I want you to see everything clearly."

I step between her legs, spreading them wide so I can see her glistening pussy as I position myself at her head. My cock is painfully hard now, straining against my jeans as I free it. I stroke myself a few times, watching her eyes follow the movement, her lips parting in anticipation.

"You know what I want?" I ask, the tip of my cock inches from her face.

She nods as best she can in her upside-down position. "Yes," she whispers, her voice husky with desire. "Fuck my mouth, Tyler. Use my throat."

Her words send a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, wrapping it around my hand for better control. With my other hand, I guide my cock to her waiting lips, rubbing the head against them teasingly.

"Open wide for me, Dr. Johnson," I growl.

Her mouth opens obediently, her tongue extending slightly to welcome me. I push forward, sliding my cock past her lips, feeling the wet heat of her mouth envelop me. The angle is perfect—her throat forms a straight line from her mouth, allowing me to push deeper than would be possible normally.

"Fuck," I hiss as I feel the back of her throat. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself.

I start with shallow thrusts, letting her get used to the feeling, watching her throat work as she swallows around me. Her upside-down position gives me a perfect view of her face—her flushed cheeks, her eyes looking up (or down, from her perspective) at me through those sexy glasses. There's something incredibly erotic about her still wearing them, like she's maintaining some small connection to her professional identity even as I use her mouth like a sex toy.

As I feel her relax, I push deeper, watching my cock disappear between her lips until they're stretched wide around my shaft. Her throat bulges visibly as I hit the back of it, and I hold there for a moment, feeling her gag slightly before pulling back.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip on her hair. "Take it all like a good slut."

Her eyes water slightly, but she doesn't try to pull away. Instead, her hands move from my thighs to my ass, actually pulling me forward, encouraging me to thrust deeper. The sight of my respected English professor eagerly taking my cock down her throat is almost too much.

I pick up the pace, thrusting more forcefully now. Each forward movement is punctuated by the wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth and the light slap of my balls against her nose and forehead. Her throat constricts around the head of my cock each time I push deep, the muscles massaging me in a way that has me seeing stars.

"You fucking love this, don't you?" I growl, using both hands now to hold her head steady as I pump in and out of her mouth. "Love being treated like a fucking whore."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pulses of pleasure through me. Her mascara is starting to run from her watering eyes, leaving black streaks down her temples into her hair. Her lipstick is smeared across my shaft, marking it with red streaks. It's messy and raw and so fucking hot.

I thrust harder, faster, my balls slapping against her chin with each movement. The obscene sounds of her gagging and slurping fill the small bathroom, echoing off the tiled walls. Her hands squeeze my ass, her nails digging in, encouraging me to use her mouth roughly.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I pant, watching my shaft disappear and reappear, shiny with her spit. "Taking it so fucking deep. This what you think about when you're lecturing? Having a student's cock down your throat?"

She gags particularly hard as I thrust especially deep, her throat convulsing around me. I hold there for a moment, watching her struggle for air, before pulling back to let her breathe. Strings of saliva connect my cock to her mouth as she gasps, but her eyes—still locked with mine through those glasses—are blazing with desire.

"More," she rasps, her voice hoarse. "Fuck my face harder."

I don't need to be told twice. I grasp her head firmly and resume my assault on her throat, setting a punishing rhythm that has her gagging continuously now. Her hands fall from my ass to the edge of the table, gripping it for stability as I use her mouth without mercy.

"Take it, bitch," I snarl, feeling my control slipping as pleasure builds at the base of my spine. "Take every fucking inch."

The bathroom door suddenly swings open. I freeze mid-thrust, my cock halfway down Dr. Johnson's throat. Standing in the doorway, eyes wide with shock, is a middle-aged man in a tweed jacket—her husband, Brad.

Time seems to stand still for a moment. Brad's mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water, his face cycling through expressions of disbelief, hurt, and rage. Dr. Johnson tries to pull away, but I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her in place.

"Don't move," I command her, not taking my eyes off her husband. Then to him: "Close the door."

Surprisingly, he does, though whether from shock or some strange compulsion to obey, I can't tell. He stands there, keys dangling from his limp hand, watching his wife's throat bulge as my cock fills it.

"You must be Brad," I say, my voice steadier than I expected. A strange calm has settled over me, a feeling of absolute power. "I've heard a lot about you. Well, about your inadequacies, specifically."

His face flushes red, but he doesn't speak. Doesn't leave either.

I slowly pull my cock from Dr. Johnson's mouth, letting her gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her lips to my shaft. She's trying to turn her head to see her husband, but I hold her firmly in place.

"Stay right there," I tell her, then look back at Brad. "Your wife and I were just getting started. You're welcome to stay and watch how a real man fucks a woman. Maybe you'll learn something."

"Tyler," Dr. Johnson whispers, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "What are you doing?"

I lean down close to her ear. "Showing your husband exactly what you need. What he can't give you." Then louder, to Brad: "Stay right where you are. Don't move. Watch me fuck your wife."

The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating. I straighten up, my cock still rock hard despite the interruption. In fact, having her husband watch has only made me harder, more determined to show him exactly how thoroughly I can satisfy his wife in ways he never could.

"Watch carefully," I tell Brad, whose legs seem to have locked in place, his eyes glued to the scene before him. "This is how your wife likes to be fucked."

I position my cock at Dr. Johnson's lips again. "Open," I command, and after a moment's hesitation, she obeys, her eyes now closed as if to block out the reality of her husband watching her debasement. I thrust forward again, reclaiming her throat, fucking her mouth with renewed vigor while maintaining eye contact with Brad.

"See how well she takes it?" I taunt him. "She's never gagged on your little dick, has she? Never had her throat stretched like this."

Brad's face contorts with humiliation and anger, but he remains rooted to the spot, a unwilling witness to his wife's infidelity. And from the bulge forming in his pants, not entirely unaffected by the sight.

I pull my cock from Dr. Johnson's mouth with a wet pop, strands of saliva connecting us for a moment before breaking. Her lips are swollen and red, her mascara running down her temples, her hair a tangled mess in my fist. She gasps for breath, her chest heaving. I grab her arm and pull her off the table in one fluid motion, spinning her to face her husband as I position her against the wall. Her eyes meet his for the first time—shock, shame, and unmistakable arousal all mingling in her expression. I press my body against her back, my still-wet cock sliding between the cheeks of her ass as I growl in her ear loud enough for Brad to hear: "Time to show your husband how a real man fucks his wife."

Brad stands frozen by the door, his face a mask of conflicting emotions. He should leave. He should yell. He should fight me. But he does none of those things. He just watches, unable to tear his eyes away from his wife's naked body, from my hands as they roughly grab her tits from behind.

"Look at him, Angelina," I command, using her first name deliberately, making this more personal. "Look at your pathetic husband while I fuck you."

I kick her legs apart with my foot, spreading her wide. Her hands brace against the wall, her back arched, that perfect ass pushing back against me. I reach between her legs, feeling how incredibly wet she is—soaked not just from our earlier play but from the added excitement of being watched by her husband.

"You're fucking dripping," I taunt, holding up my glistening fingers for Brad to see. "Your wife's pussy is soaking wet from sucking my cock and knowing you're watching."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. Without warning or gentleness, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one savage motion. She cries out—a sound somewhere between pain and ecstasy—her head falling forward as I fill her completely.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers clawing at the wall for purchase. "So big... so deep..."

I grab her hips and start pounding into her immediately, setting a brutal pace that has her body jerking forward with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the bathroom, echoing off the tiled walls along with her increasingly loud moans. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and tight and perfect.

"This is how she likes it, Brad," I call over my shoulder, not breaking my rhythm. "Hard and deep and rough. All the things you can't give her with your tiny dick."

Brad makes a strangled sound but still doesn't leave. His eyes are locked on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's pussy, stretching her wide around my girth. I swear I can see the outline of his erection in his pants—the sick fuck is getting turned on watching me rail his wife.

I reach up and grab a fistful of Dr. Johnson's blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. "Tell him," I demand, my voice harsh in her ear. "Tell your husband how much better my cock feels than his."

She hesitates, and I respond by slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. She yelps, her pussy clenching around me at the sudden pain.

"Tell him," I repeat, slapping her other cheek just as hard.

"It's... it's so much bigger," she finally whimpers, her eyes meeting Brad's over her shoulder. "So much better. I've never... never felt so full."

My free hand snakes around to her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing slightly. The added danger makes her pussy flood with more wetness, gripping my cock even tighter as I continue to pound into her.

"That's right, you fucking slut," I growl, tightening my grip on both her hair and her throat. "You're my whore now. My personal fucktoy."

The degrading words only seem to excite her more. Her back arches further, pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. I'm being rougher than I've ever been with anyone, treating her like a piece of meat rather than a respected professor, and she's loving every second of it.

I release her throat to slap her face, not hard enough to hurt but enough to shock. Her head snaps to the side, a gasp escaping her lips. Before she can recover, I shove two fingers into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue.

"Suck," I command, and she does, hollowing her cheeks around my fingers just as she did around my cock earlier. Drool leaks from the corners of her mouth, adding to the debauched image she presents.

Brad makes another noise—a whimper or maybe a moan—and shifts his weight, adjusting himself through his pants. The sight of him getting off on his own humiliation spurs me on. I fuck Dr. Johnson harder, deeper, each thrust punctuated by the sound of my balls slapping against her clit and her muffled moans around my fingers.

"Your wife's nothing but a cheap whore, Brad," I taunt, watching his face contort with shame and arousal. "Begging for my cock every chance she gets. Letting me fuck her in the supply closet while she talks to you on the phone. Cumming harder on my cock than she ever has with you."

Dr. Johnson's body is trembling now, her legs shaking with the effort of staying upright as I continue my relentless assault on her pussy. I remove my fingers from her mouth, grabbing her hip again for better leverage as I somehow increase my pace even further.

"You like this?" I ask, my voice rough with exertion. "Like being fucked like a slut in front of your husband? Like him seeing what a whore you really are?"

"Yes!" she cries out, beyond caring about pride or dignity now. "Yes, I love it! Love your cock! Love you fucking me while he watches!"

Her words are like a knife to Brad, who visibly flinches but still doesn't look away. His face is flushed, his breathing heavy, his hand now openly pressing against the bulge in his pants. The pathetic bastard is actually getting off on watching his wife get fucked by someone else.

I grab both of Dr. Johnson's wrists, pulling her arms behind her back and holding them there with one hand, forcing her chest to press against the wall, her face turned to the side. The position makes her completely helpless, totally at my mercy. My other hand winds around her throat again, squeezing a little harder this time.

"This is what a real fucking looks like," I tell Brad, making sure he can see his wife's face contorted with pleasure as I choke her. "This is what she needs. What you can't give her."

Dr. Johnson's eyes are rolling back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as I maintain the pressure on her throat. I ease up just before she starts to panic, allowing her to drag in a desperate breath that immediately transforms into a loud moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

"Right there!" she gasps. "Oh god, right there! Don't stop!"

I angle my hips to keep hitting that spot, driving into her with all the strength in my athletic body. The bathroom wall shakes with the force of our fucking, a hand towel dispenser rattling loose and crashing to the floor unheeded.

"Look at your husband," I command, turning her face toward Brad with my hand still around her throat. "Look him in the eye while you take my cock."

Their eyes lock—hers glazed with pleasure, his dark with some complex emotion I can't fully decipher. Something passes between them in that moment, some understanding or admission that goes beyond words. Whatever it is, it pushes Dr. Johnson closer to the edge.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice high and tight. "Oh god, I'm going to cum with you watching, Brad. I'm sorry—I can't—I'm—"

Her words dissolve into a keening wail as her orgasm hits her, her entire body convulsing. Her pussy clamps down around my cock in pulsing waves, trying to milk my own release from me. I fuck her through it, maintaining my punishing pace even as she shakes and sobs with the intensity of her climax.

"That's it," I grunt, my fingers digging into her hip hard enough to bruise. "Cum on my cock like the slut you are. Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like."

Dr. Johnson sags against the wall, her body trembling with aftershocks, her legs barely supporting her weight. Her pussy still pulses around my cock, little flutters of pleasure as she comes down from her high. But I'm nowhere near done with her. Her oversensitive state just makes this next part even better. I grip her hips tighter and resume my thrusting, somehow finding an even more brutal pace than before. She whimpers, the sensation too intense after her powerful orgasm, but I don't slow down. I'm chasing my own release now, using her body for my pleasure while her husband watches.

"Wait—Tyler—too much," she gasps, her voice breaking as I hammer into her oversensitive pussy. Each thrust draws a sob from her lips, her body caught between pleasure and pain.

"Shut up and take it," I growl, one hand moving to the back of her neck, pushing her face harder against the wall. "I'm not done with you yet."

Her glasses are askew on her face, fogged up from her heavy breathing. Mascara streaks her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her chin. She looks thoroughly used and debauched—nothing like the composed professor who grades papers and lectures about literature. This is the real Angelina Johnson—a cock-hungry slut who gets off on being used roughly in front of her own husband.

I glance over at Brad, who hasn't moved from his spot by the door. His hand is now openly rubbing his erection through his pants, his breathing heavy as he watches me ravage his wife. The sight of him getting off on his own humiliation pushes me closer to the edge.

"You fucking pathetic cuck," I taunt him, never breaking my rhythm inside his wife. "Jerking off while watching a real man fuck your wife. Is this how you get off at home too? Watching her use her toys because you can't satisfy her?"

Brad's face flushes deeper, but he doesn't stop touching himself, doesn't look away. His eyes are fixed on the point where my cock disappears into his wife's body, stretching her wide with each thrust.

The bathroom is filled with obscene sounds—the wet slap of skin on skin, Dr. Johnson's breathless whimpers, the occasional groan from Brad, and my own harsh breathing. The mirror has fogged up from the heat of our bodies, the air thick with the musky scent of sex.

I feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure at the base of my spine. My balls draw up, heavy and full, ready to empty inside her. I increase my pace one final time, my hips slamming against her ass hard enough to leave bruises. The force of it pushes Dr. Johnson flat against the wall, her cheek pressed against the cool tile, her hands splayed out beside her head.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I announce, making sure Brad can hear every word. "Going to fill your wife's pussy with my load, mark her as mine from the inside."

"Yes," she moans, her voice barely audible. "Cum inside me, Tyler. Please."

That's all I need to push me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses powerfully, shooting rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb. Each wave of pleasure makes me groan, my fingers digging into her hips as I hold her firmly in place, making sure she takes every last drop.

"Fuck!" I growl through gritted teeth, the intensity of my orgasm making my vision blur for a moment. "Take it all, you fucking slut. Every. Last. Drop."

I grind against her ass as the final pulses of my climax fade, making sure my cum is deposited as deep inside her as possible. The thought of my seed filling her, possibly dripping out of her during her lecture tomorrow, sends a final shudder of satisfaction through me.

Slowly, I pull out, watching as a trickle of white immediately leaks from her well-used pussy, running down her inner thigh. The sight is primal and satisfying—visible proof of my claim on her. Dr. Johnson remains against the wall, her legs trembling too much to support her properly, her breathing still ragged.

I tuck my softening cock back into my jeans, zipping up casually as if I just took a normal piss instead of fucking a married professor senseless in front of her husband. Brad finally drops his hand from his crotch, his face a mix of shame and arousal. He never came—just watched and teased himself the entire time.

"Clean her up," I say to Brad, my voice leaving no room for argument.

He blinks, not comprehending at first. "What?"

"You heard me." I gesture to Dr. Johnson, still slumped against the wall with my cum leaking down her thighs. "Clean. Her. Up."

Understanding dawns on his face, followed by a deeper flush of humiliation. But instead of protesting, he swallows hard and moves toward his wife. The dynamic has shifted completely—I'm in charge now, and somehow, both of them know it.

Dr. Johnson turns her head slightly, watching with glazed eyes as her husband approaches. "Brad..." she whispers, but there's no real protest in her voice.

I step back, leaning against the counter as Brad kneels behind his wife. He hesitates for just a moment before leaning forward, his tongue extending to lick a trail of my cum from her inner thigh. Dr. Johnson gasps at the contact, her eyes locking with mine over her shoulder. The look in them is clear—this is a point of no return for their marriage.

"That's it," I encourage Brad as he continues to lick my seed from his wife's legs, working his way up to her pussy. "Taste what a real man leaves behind."

When he finally reaches her well-fucked opening, Dr. Johnson moans again, her hips pushing back involuntarily against her husband's face. The sight of her professor's husband cleaning my cum from her pussy is the most degrading, erotic thing I've ever witnessed.

"I'll be coming to your house every night from now on," I announce, straightening up from the counter. "For some more... private tutoring." I look pointedly at Brad, who pauses in his cleaning. "And you'll watch every time. Won't you?"

Brad nods slowly, his face wet with a mixture of my cum and his wife's juices. "Yes," he whispers, his voice thick with shame and arousal.

"Good," I say, adjusting my clothes one final time. "Tomorrow night, 8 PM. Be ready."

I walk to the door, pausing with my hand on the knob to look back at the tableau I've created—Dr. Angelina Johnson, respected English professor, naked and disheveled against the bathroom wall, her husband on his knees cleaning another man's cum from her body. My cum. The power I feel in this moment is indescribable.

"See you in class tomorrow, Dr. Johnson," I say with a smirk. "Don't forget to grade my paper. I think I've earned an A+, don't you?"

Without waiting for a response, I slip out of the bathroom and back into the hallway. Music from the dance pumps through the walls, students laughing and chatting just yards away, completely unaware of what just happened in the staff bathroom. I run a hand through my hair, adjusting my clothes one final time before heading back to the gym.

Who would have thought failing English could be the best thing that ever happened to me?

.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON
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