
        
            
                
            
        

    
Part 1: The Derivative of Desire

The lecture hall smelled faintly of chalk dust and stale coffee as I slouched in the back row, my notebook open to a blank page, my pen tapping restlessly against the desk. It was the first week of the spring semester at State University, and I’d already resigned myself to another grueling round of Calculus II—a class I’d barely scraped through last semester with a C-, thanks to a lenient professor and some desperate extra credit. At twenty, I was a political science major who’d rather debate policy than solve differential equations, but the university’s core requirements didn’t give a shit about my preferences. So here I was, stuck in a cavernous room with two hundred other undergrads, waiting for Professor Hargrove to show up and drone on about limits while I daydreamed my way to a passing grade.

The clock ticked past 10:00 AM, and the room buzzed with restless chatter as the door at the front swung open—not Hargrove, but a woman I’d never seen before, striding in with a confidence that made the air shift. My pen stilled mid-tap, my breath catching as I took her in. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-five, with honey-blonde hair that fell in loose waves past her shoulders, framing a face that looked like it belonged on a billboard—high cheekbones, full lips painted a soft pink, and hazel eyes that swept the room with an intensity that made my gut tighten. But it was her body that stopped me cold. She wore a tight navy pencil skirt that hugged her hips like a second skin, ending just above her knees, her long legs accentuated by black stiletto heels that clicked against the tiled floor with every step. Her white blouse was tucked in, the fabric straining against her generous curves, the top two buttons undone to reveal a hint of cleavage that had me shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

“I’m Harper Kline,” she said, her voice smooth and warm but with an edge of authority as she set her bag on the professor’s desk, turning to face the room. “I’ll be your TA this semester for Calculus II. Professor Hargrove is running late—department meeting—so I’ll be going over the syllabus and expectations today.” She flicked on the projector, her movements effortless, but every shift of her body sent a ripple of distraction through me—the way her skirt stretched across her ass when she bent to adjust the screen, the glimpse of her toned thighs as she crossed her legs, the faint outline of her bra through her blouse when she turned to write on the board. My cock twitched in my jeans, my mind already spiraling into fantasies I had no business entertaining in a lecture hall full of people.

I’d always had a thing for older women—not that Harper was old, but the idea of her being my TA, someone with authority over my grade, sent a thrill through me I couldn’t ignore. I’d spent high school jerking off to thoughts of my hot English teacher, but Harper was on another level—real, tangible, standing ten rows in front of me with an ass I could barely look away from as she wrote out her office hours in neat, looping script. “Feel free to email me with questions or drop by my office hours,” she said, turning back to the class, her eyes scanning the room before landing on me for a split second—long enough to make my heart stutter, though I was pretty sure it was just my imagination running wild. “I’m here to help you succeed—no matter how much you’re struggling.”

The guy next to me—some freshman with a backwards cap—leaned over and muttered, “Damn, I’d fail every test just to get her to tutor me,” his smirk mirroring the thoughts I was trying to suppress. I grunted in response, my jaw tight as I shifted in my seat again, my jeans growing uncomfortably tight as Harper continued her overview, her voice a melodic hum that barely registered over the pounding in my chest. I was supposed to be taking notes, but my notebook remained blank, my pen forgotten as my eyes traced the curve of her waist, the way her blouse clung to her breasts when she gestured, the faint sheen of sweat on her collarbone from the stuffy room that made me wonder what she’d taste like after a long day.

My history with calculus was a fucking disaster—I’d nearly flunked out last semester after bombing the midterm, only saved by a curve and some extra credit problems I’d begged the professor for. I’d promised myself I’d get my shit together this time, actually study, maybe hire a tutor if I had to. But now, watching Harper bend over to pick up a dropped marker, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the tops of her thighs, I knew I was in deep shit. There was no way I’d be able to focus with her as my TA, not when every movement she made sent my thoughts spiraling into X-rated territory—imagining her bent over that desk for real, her skirt hiked up, her panties around her ankles as I—

“Mr. Carter?” Harper’s voice cut through my haze, her hazel eyes pinning me in place as I realized she’d called my name for attendance. The room seemed to shrink around me, a few heads turning my way as I cleared my throat, my face burning—“Uh, here,” I managed, my voice cracking like I was fourteen again, my cock throbbing painfully as her lips twitched into a faint smile, her gaze lingering a moment longer before moving on. Fuck. I was screwed—and not in the way I wanted to be.

The rest of the lecture passed in a blur of syllabus details and grading policies, Harper’s voice weaving through the air like a siren’s song, my mind barely registering the words as I fixated on every detail of her—the way her fingers gripped the marker, her nails painted a soft coral; the way her hips swayed subtly when she paced in front of the board; the faint flush creeping up her neck as the room grew warmer, making me wonder if she’d blush like that under different circumstances. By the time she dismissed us, I was a mess—my notebook still blank, my jeans uncomfortably tight, my thoughts a chaotic swirl of lust and self-preservation as I packed up my stuff, lingering a bit longer than necessary in the hopes of catching another glimpse of her.

She stayed at the front, organizing papers as students filtered out, her blouse clinging to her curves as she bent to retrieve her bag, giving me a perfect view of her ass outlined in that tight skirt. I forced myself to look away, slinging my backpack over my shoulder as I headed for the door, but not before her voice caught me again—“Mr. Carter,” she called, her tone casual but firm, making me freeze mid-step. I turned slowly, my heart pounding as she looked up from her papers, her hazel eyes locking onto mine. “You didn’t take any notes today,” she observed, her head tilting slightly, a faint smirk playing at her lips that sent a shiver down my spine. “If you’re struggling already, I’d recommend coming to my office hours sooner rather than later. I’d hate to see you fall behind.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry as I nodded—“Yeah, uh, I’ll… I’ll think about it,” I stammered, my voice rougher than I intended, the idea of being alone with her in some cramped office sending my fantasies into overdrive—her bending over her desk, skirt hiked up, moaning my name as I—Fuck, I needed to get a grip. “Good,” she said simply, her smile widening just enough to make my gut twist before she turned back to her papers, dismissing me without another glance. I stumbled out of the lecture hall, my jeans still tight, my mind a tangled mess of equations and desire as I headed back to my dorm, knowing full well I’d be at her office hours by the end of the week—not for calculus, but for the chance to see just how far this crush could take me.


Part 2: Limits of Control

The fluorescent lights of State University’s math building buzzed overhead as I slunk through the halls, my backpack slung over one shoulder, my mind a chaotic swirl of calculus formulas and filthy fantasies. It was a Tuesday morning, two weeks into the spring semester, and I was already losing my fucking mind over Harper Kline, the TA for my Calculus II class. At twenty, I thought I had a handle on my hormones, but every lecture with her at the front—her tight skirts hugging her perfect ass, her blouses teasing just enough cleavage to drive me wild—had turned me into a walking hard-on with zero chill. Today was no different; I’d woken up rock-hard after a dream where she’d bent over the lecture hall desk, skirt hiked up, begging me to fuck her while the class watched. The memory lingered, my cock throbbing painfully in my jeans as I headed toward the lecture hall, knowing I’d have to sit through another hour of her voice, her hips, her everything without losing it.

I was early—too early, a rarity for me—but my dorm had been unbearable, my roommate blasting music while I tried to cram for a quiz I’d probably bomb anyway. So here I was, fifteen minutes to kill before class, my erection straining against my jeans with no sign of letting up. The hallway was mostly empty, the occasional student shuffling by, but the ache in my balls was relentless, the thought of Harper standing at the board in that navy skirt from the first day making it impossible to focus on anything else. I needed relief—now—or I’d be sporting a fucking tent in class, and there was no way I could handle that kind of humiliation in a room full of two hundred people.

I ducked into the shared bathroom just down the hall from the lecture room, a single-occupancy stall with a lock that looked sturdy enough to buy me a few minutes of privacy. The space was cramped, the walls scrawled with faded graffiti—“Math sucks dick,” “Call me for a good time”—but I didn’t give a shit. I locked the door, dropped my backpack by the sink, and braced one hand against the tiled wall, my other hand fumbling with my fly as I freed my cock, already hard and leaking pre-cum. I groaned softly, the relief of finally touching myself almost painful as I started stroking, my eyes fluttering shut as I pictured Harper—her blouse unbuttoned, her skirt hiked up, her pussy glistening as she bent over for me, whispering my name in that smooth, authoritative voice—“Alex, fuck me—”

I was close within seconds, my strokes fast and desperate, my balls tightening as I imagined plunging into her tight, wet heat, her moans echoing in the lecture hall as I fucked her raw. The fantasy consumed me, my breath hitching as I neared the edge, my cock twitching in my hand—until the door creaked open behind me, the sound of heels clicking against the tile snapping me out of my haze. My eyes flew open, my heart slamming into my ribs as I spun around, my cock still in my hand, only to find Harper Kline standing there, her hazel eyes wide with shock, her full lips parted as she froze mid-step.

“Jesus—Harper—I—I thought I locked—” I stammered, my voice a strangled mess as I tried to cover myself, my hand slick with pre-cum, my orgasm teetering on the brink despite the mortification flooding my system. But it was too late—the sight of her standing there, her tight gray skirt and cream blouse hugging every curve, her legs bare below the hem, pushed me over the edge. I couldn’t stop it—a guttural groan tore from my throat as my cock pulsed, hot jets of cum shooting out before I could turn away, splattering onto her skirt, the white streaks stark against the gray fabric as my knees nearly buckled.

“Oh my God,” I choked out, my face burning hotter than a fucking furnace as I scrambled to tuck myself back into my jeans, my hands trembling as I wiped them on my shirt, my cum still dripping from her skirt onto the tiled floor. I expected anger, disgust, maybe even a scream—but Harper just stood there, her shock melting into something else entirely. A laugh—a sharp, incredulous burst—escaped her lips, her hazel eyes glinting with amusement as she glanced down at the mess I’d made, then back up at me, her smirk pure mischief.

“Well, damn, Carter,” she teased, her voice low and playful, one hand on her hip as she tilted her head, “if I’d known you were this eager before class, I’d have brought a change of clothes.” She laughed again, softer this time, the sound sending a shiver down my spine despite the humiliation twisting my gut. “Clean yourself up, hotshot,” she added, her tone mock-scolding as she grabbed a paper towel from the dispenser, dabbing at the cum on her skirt with a shake of her head. “And maybe save that for after lecture next time. Don’t be late—I’ve got a quiz to hand out.”

She turned on her heel, her skirt swaying with every step as she walked out, leaving the door swinging shut behind her, the echo of her laughter haunting me as I stood there, my jeans still unzipped, my face flaming with embarrassment. “Fuck my life,” I muttered, splashing cold water on my hands and face, trying to scrub away the evidence of my shame as I adjusted my clothes, my cock still half-hard despite the mortification. I grabbed my backpack, my heart pounding as I headed to the lecture hall, knowing full well I’d have to face her—and two hundred other students—with the memory of her cum-stained skirt seared into my brain.

The lecture hall was filling up as I slipped into my usual spot in the back row, keeping my head down as I pulled out my notebook, my cheeks still burning as I tried to focus on anything but the image of Harper wiping my cum off her skirt. The door swung open, and there she was—striding in like nothing had happened, her skirt cleaned up as best she could manage, though I could still see faint marks under the harsh fluorescent lights. She launched into the day’s lecture, her voice smooth and authoritative as she explained convergence tests, but every time her eyes swept the room, they lingered on me, her hazel gaze piercing through the crowd like a fucking laser, her lips twitching into that knowing smirk that made my stomach twist with equal parts shame and arousal.

I couldn’t concentrate—my notebook remained a mess of half-formed notes and doodles as I shifted in my seat, my jeans tight again, her stares making it impossible to think straight. Every time she turned to write on the board, her skirt hugged her ass in a way that sent my mind spiraling back to the bathroom—her laugh, her teasing tone, the way she hadn’t been mad, just… amused. It was fucking torture, her presence a constant reminder of my humiliation, and I was pretty sure I’d failed the goddamn quiz she passed out halfway through class, my answers a jumbled mess of guesses and desperation.

Then, as she paced the front of the room explaining the ratio test, my phone buzzed in my pocket—an AirDrop notification, the sender listed as “H.K.” My heart stuttered as I glanced around—no one nearby seemed to notice—and I hesitantly tapped Accept, my breath catching as the files loaded. Photos—nude photos—of Harper, her body sprawled across a bed, her legs spread to reveal her glistening pussy, her fingers teasing her clit in one shot, her breasts bare and perfect in another, her lips parted in a silent moan as she fucked herself with a dildo in a third. There were five in total, each one more explicit than the last, and beneath them, a message—“Here’s for next time ;)”—followed by her office number and a time: 4 PM tomorrow.

I nearly dropped my phone, my cock throbbing painfully as I shoved it back into my pocket, my face flaming as I glanced up to find Harper staring at me again, her smirk widening into something downright predatory before she turned back to the board, her hips swaying as if she knew exactly what she’d just done to me. The lecture ended in a haze, my embarrassment now tangled with a raw, reckless desire as I packed up my things, knowing full well I’d be at her office tomorrow—no matter how much trouble it might get me into.


Part 3: Tangent of Temptation

The math building’s third floor was deserted as I stood outside Harper Kline’s office, the faded nameplate on the door reading “H. Kline, TA” in chipped black letters. The clock on my phone read 3:58 PM, and my heart slammed against my ribs like a jackhammer, my palms slick with sweat as I shifted my backpack on my shoulder. At twenty, I’d never been this reckless, but after yesterday’s disaster in the shared bathroom—jerking off to fantasies of her only to cum all over her skirt when she walked in—I was a fucking mess. Her laugh, her teasing “save it for after lecture” comment, and worst of all, those AirDropped nudes she’d sent during class—her spread pussy, her dildo play, her message “Here’s for next time ;)” with this exact time and place—had haunted me all night, my cock throbbing every time I thought about what she meant.

I raised my fist to knock, my knuckles trembling, when her voice called through the door, “Come in,” smooth as velvet, laced with that authoritative edge that made my gut twist. I pushed the door open, stepping into a cramped space that smelled faintly of old books and her cinnamon-sin perfume, the air thick with tension as my eyes locked onto her. Harper sat behind a cluttered desk, papers and textbooks piled haphazardly, her navy pencil skirt hugging her thighs like a second skin, her cream blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease the swell of her cleavage, her honey-blonde hair spilling over her shoulders in loose waves. Her hazel eyes flicked up from the quiz she was grading, a smirk curling her full lips as she leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, the skirt riding up to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of her toned thighs.

“Alex,” she purred, her voice dripping with mischief as she set her pen down, her gaze raking over me like a predator sizing up prey. “Right on time. After yesterday’s… incident, I figured you’d show.” My face burned hotter than a fucking furnace, the memory of her cum-stained skirt and her amused laughter flashing through my mind as I shifted awkwardly in the doorway, my jeans already tightening at the sight of her. “Uh, yeah,” I managed, my voice rougher than I intended, dropping my backpack by the door as I stepped inside, shutting it behind me with a click that felt louder than it should have. “Didn’t wanna miss… whatever this is.”

She laughed softly, the sound sending a shiver down my spine as she stood, her heels clicking against the tiled floor as she rounded the desk, leaning against its edge with a casual grace that made my cock twitch. “Oh, I think you know what this is,” she teased, tilting her head, her smirk deepening as her eyes flicked to my crotch, then back to my face, catching the bulge I couldn’t hide. “But first, let’s talk business.” She picked up a stack of quizzes from the desk, flipping through them until she found mine, her brow arching as she held it up, the red “D-” scrawled across the top like a fucking scarlet letter. “Barely a passing grade,” she said, her tone mock-scolding, though her eyes glinted with something darker, hungrier. “You’re skating on thin ice, Carter. Lucky for you, I’m willing to help—private tutoring, grade boosts, whatever you need to pull this up to something respectable.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as I shifted my weight, trying to focus on her words and not the way her blouse clung to her breasts, the faint outline of her bra visible through the thin fabric. “That’d… that’d be great,” I stammered, my voice cracking like I was back in high school, my cock throbbing painfully as she set the quiz down, her fingers trailing along the edge of the desk with deliberate slowness. “But I’m guessing there’s a catch?” Her smirk widened, her hazel eyes darkening with intent as she uncrossed her legs, spreading them slightly, her skirt riding higher to reveal a glimpse of black lace beneath—her thong, already glistening with a faint wet spot that made my mouth water and my cock ache.

“Smart boy,” she purred, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as she leaned back on her hands, her posture thrusting her chest forward, her blouse straining against her curves. “Here’s the deal—I’ll give you all the help you need, personally oversee your… improvement. But first, you do something for me.” She spread her legs wider, the skirt hiking up to her hips now, fully exposing the soaked lace thong clinging to her pussy lips, her arousal evident in the way the fabric darkened with her juices. “Eat me out,” she said, her voice thick with need, her eyes locked on mine, daring me to look away. “Right here, right now. Make me squirt like I know you can. Do that, and I’ll make sure you pass this class with flying fucking colors.”

My breath caught, my cock throbbing so hard I thought I might cum in my jeans right then and there, the sheer audacity of her offer sending a jolt straight to my balls. “Fuck yeah, I’m in,” I rasped, my voice rough with desire as I dropped to my knees in front of her, my hands trembling as I gripped her thighs, spreading them wider as I leaned in, her scent—musky, sweet, intoxicating—flooding my senses. She laughed softly, a wicked edge to the sound as she shoved a stack of papers aside, perching fully on the edge of the desk now, her heels digging into my shoulders as she braced herself. “Good boy,” she murmured, her fingers tangling in my hair as she tugged me closer, her thong inches from my face, the lace soaked through with her arousal.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her thong, tugging it down her thighs with a wet peel, revealing her glistening pussy—pink and swollen, her clit begging for attention, her juices dripping onto the desk below. My tongue flicked out, tasting her for the first time, a slow lick up her slit that made her gasp—“Fuck—Alex—” her voice breaking as I circled her clit with deliberate precision, teasing the swollen bud before sucking it between my lips, my hands gripping her thighs harder as she bucked against my mouth. Her taste exploded on my tongue—tart and sweet, like ripe fruit and raw desire—and I groaned against her pussy, plunging my tongue inside her tight heat, fucking her with it as she moaned—“Yes—more—just like that—” her voice raw, her fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer as her hips rocked against my face.

I devoured her, lapping at her folds, sucking her clit with ruthless intensity, her juices coating my chin as I worked her toward the edge, her moans escalating into sharp cries—“Alex—fuck—don’t stop—” her thighs trembling around my head as I slid two fingers into her dripping pussy, curling them to hit her G-spot with every thrust, my tongue flicking her clit in time with my fingers until she was shaking, her breath hitching—“I’m gonna—fuck—” Her voice broke into a scream, muffled by her own hand as she clapped it over her mouth, her pussy clamping down on my fingers as her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her juices gushing in a powerful squirt that soaked my face, dripping down my chin to my shirt as I drank her down, her release hot and wet, her thighs clamping around me as she rode out the waves.

I lapped at her through the aftershocks, her body trembling as she slumped back against the desk, panting, her hazel eyes half-lidded with bliss as she looked down at me, her cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and satisfaction. “Holy fuck,” she gasped, her voice hoarse as she ran a hand through her tousled hair, her other hand still gripping the edge of the desk for support. “You’re… you’re better than I thought.” Her smirk returned, wicked and teasing, as she adjusted her skirt, tugging it back down over her hips, her thong still around one ankle as she kicked it off entirely, stuffing it into her desk drawer with a casual flick of her wrist.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, my cock still throbbing painfully in my jeans, my shirt damp with her release as I stood, my knees shaky but my pride swelling at her reaction. “So… tutoring?” I rasped, my voice rough with need as I met her gaze, trying to play it cool despite the raging hard-on I couldn’t hide. She laughed softly, the sound sending another shiver down my spine as she hopped off the desk, smoothing her skirt with a practiced grace that made my gut twist with renewed desire. “Tutoring starts tomorrow,” she said, her tone all business now, though her eyes glinted with mischief as she picked up a pen, scribbling a time on a sticky note—7 PM, her apartment address. “Don’t be late, Carter,” she added, handing me the note, her fingers brushing mine with a deliberate slowness that made my cock twitch again. “And bring your textbook next time—we’ve got a lot to cover.”

She turned back to her papers, dismissing me with a wave as I grabbed my backpack, my face still flushed, her taste still lingering on my tongue as I stumbled out of her office, the sticky note burning a hole in my pocket. I knew I’d be there tomorrow—fuck, I’d be counting the seconds—because whatever calculus hell awaited me, it was worth every goddamn minute with Harper Kline.


Part 4: The Integral of Submission

The lecture hall smelled of chalk dust and anxious sweat as the clock ticked toward the end of Calculus II, the projector humming faintly as Harper Kline wrapped up her explanation of Taylor series expansions. At twenty, I’d barely survived the hour, my notebook a mess of half-written equations and doodles, my mind fixated on the memory of her office hours yesterday—her thighs spread on her desk, her pussy dripping as I ate her out until she squirted down my throat, her promise of private tutoring sealed with a sticky note I’d clutched like a lifeline ever since. Her navy skirt and blouse today were just as torturous as always, hugging her curves in all the right places, her honey-blonde hair spilling over her shoulders as she paced the front, her hazel eyes catching mine every few minutes with a glint of mischief that sent my cock twitching in my jeans.

The bell rang, a shrill interruption that jolted the class into motion—two hundred students packing up their bags, their chatter filling the cavernous room as they filtered out, eager to escape the math prison for the day. I shoved my textbook into my backpack, my face still flushed from the lingering taste of her on my tongue, when Harper’s voice cut through the noise like a blade—“Mr. Carter, stay after class, please.” Her tone was sharp, professional, but there was an edge to it, a faint smirk playing at her lips as she turned back to the board, erasing her notes with deliberate slowness. A few heads turned my way, whispers rippling through the crowd—“Oooh, he’s in trouble,” “Probably failed that quiz again”—their assumptions making my stomach twist with embarrassment as I lingered in my seat, my backpack slung over one shoulder, waiting for the room to empty.

The last stragglers shuffled out, the door swinging shut behind them with a heavy thud, leaving the lecture hall eerily silent save for the faint scratch of Harper’s eraser against the board. She didn’t turn around at first, her skirt hugging her perfect ass as she stretched on her toes to reach the top, the fabric riding up just enough to reveal the tops of her thighs. My cock throbbed painfully, my jeans tight as I shifted uncomfortably, the memory of her cum-soaked thong and her squirting orgasm in her office flashing through my mind like a pornographic loop. Finally, she turned, her hazel eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my breath catch, her smirk widening into something downright predatory as she leaned against the desk, crossing her arms to push her cleavage forward.

“Everyone thinks you’re in trouble,” she said, her voice low and teasing, a sultry edge beneath her professional facade as she pushed off the desk, her heels clicking against the tiled floor as she walked toward me. “But I just wanted to return the favor for yesterday. You… exceeded expectations in my office.” My throat went dry, my heart slamming against my ribs as she stopped in front of me, her fingers trailing down my chest through my shirt, her touch electric as she leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear—“I’ve been thinking about your tongue all fucking day,” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin, “and I want more.”

Before I could respond, her hands gripped my shoulders, shoving me backward with surprising force—I stumbled, my backpack slipping off my shoulder as she pushed me down to the lecture hall floor, the cold tile biting into my back through my shirt as I landed with a grunt. “Harper—what the—” I started, but she cut me off with a wicked laugh, straddling my chest in one fluid motion, her skirt riding up to her hips to reveal her bare pussy—no panties, just glistening, swollen lips already dripping with arousal. “Shut up and take it,” she growled, her voice thick with need as she grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head with one hand, her other hand fumbling with my jeans, unzipping them with a swift tug to free my aching cock.

“You made me squirt yesterday,” she purred, her fingers trailing down my shaft, teasing the head as I groaned, my hips bucking instinctively against her grip. “Now it’s my turn to make you scream.” She released my wrists, scooting up my body until her pussy hovered inches from my mouth, her thighs framing my face as she lowered herself down, her scent—musky, sweet, intoxicating—flooding my senses as her slick folds pressed against my lips. “Eat me out,” she ordered, her voice rough with desire as she ground her pussy against my mouth, her juices coating my tongue as I obeyed, licking a slow stripe up her slit, tasting her tart sweetness as she moaned above me—“Fuck—Alex—just like that—”

I dove in, my tongue circling her clit with ruthless precision, sucking the swollen bud between my lips as she gasped—“Yes—more—” her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer as her hips rocked against my face, her juices dripping down my chin as I fucked her with my tongue, plunging it inside her tight heat, savoring every moan, every shudder. But she had other plans—her fingers slid beneath her skirt, lubed with her own arousal as she reached behind her, finding my cock and stroking it lightly before trailing lower, circling my tight hole with a slick fingertip. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice a husky command as she pushed inside, the intrusion sudden and intense, making me hiss with pleasure as her finger curled to find my prostate, massaging it with slow, deliberate strokes that sent jolts straight to my balls.

“Fuck—Harper—” I groaned against her pussy, the sensation overwhelming as she ground harder against my mouth, her moans escalating into sharp cries—“Alex—fuck—don’t stop—” her thighs trembling around my head as I sucked her clit harder, my tongue flicking in time with her finger’s thrusts inside me, the dual stimulation driving me insane, my cock leaking pre-cum onto my stomach as I bucked against her hand. Her pussy clenched around my tongue, her breath hitching—“I’m gonna—fuck—” her voice breaking into a scream as her orgasm hit, her juices gushing in a powerful squirt that soaked my face, dripping down my neck as I drank her down, her release hot and wet, her thighs clamping around me as she rode out the waves, her finger still massaging my prostate through every shudder.

She pulled back, panting, her face flushed with bliss as she slid down my body, her soaked pussy leaving a trail of slickness on my shirt as she knelt between my legs, her hazel eyes glinting with mischief. “My turn,” she purred, her fingers wrapping around my throbbing cock as she leaned down, her tongue flicking out to taste the pre-cum beading at the tip, her moan vibrating against my shaft as she took me into her mouth. Her lips stretched around my girth, her tongue swirling around the head with a skill that made my vision blur—“Harper—fuck—” I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper with each thrust, her throat tightening as she gagged slightly but pushed through, her saliva dripping down my shaft as she sucked me with ruthless intensity.

Her fingers still teased my prostate, curling and pressing with every bob of her head, the dual stimulation driving me toward the edge faster than I’d ever come before—“Fuck—I’m gonna—” I gasped, my voice hoarse as my balls tightened, the orgasm building like a freight train. She pulled back just enough to speak, her lips brushing the head of my cock as she murmured—“Cum for me, Alex—let me taste you—” before swallowing me deep again, her throat milking me as her finger pressed harder against my prostate, sending me over the edge. I came with a guttural groan—“Harper—shit—” my cock pulsing in her mouth, hot jets of cum spilling down her throat, the sensation amplified by her relentless fingering, making me cum harder than I ever had, my hips bucking as she swallowed every drop, some spilling down her chin as she pulled back, licking her lips with a wicked grin.

She wiped her chin with the back of her hand, her hazel eyes locked on mine as she slid her finger out of me, the sudden emptiness making me hiss as she adjusted her skirt, smoothing it down over her hips like nothing had happened. “Good boy,” she purred, standing with a casual grace that belied the raw intensity of what we’d just done, her blouse still unbuttoned enough to tease her cleavage as she leaned down to kiss me, her tongue tasting of me as she smirked against my lips. “See you later,” she whispered, her voice thick with promise as she turned to gather her things, leaving me sprawled on the lecture hall floor, my jeans still unzipped, my shirt soaked with her release, my mind reeling as I watched her walk out, her hips swaying with every step.

I lay there for a moment, panting, my cock softening as I tried to process what the fuck had just happened, the lecture hall silent save for the faint hum of the projector cooling down. Eventually, I pulled myself together, zipping up my jeans and grabbing my backpack, my face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and satisfaction as I stumbled out into the empty hallway, knowing full well I’d be counting the seconds until “later” arrived—because whatever Harper Kline had planned next, I was already fucking hooked.


Part 5: The Midterm Equation

Midterm season at State University hit like a fucking freight train, the math building a battlefield of stressed-out undergrads hauling Red Bulls and crumpled study guides, their eyes bloodshot as deadlines loomed. At twenty, I’d managed to pull my Calculus II grade up to a solid B thanks to Harper Kline’s… unorthodox tutoring methods, but the midterm exam next week was a beast I wasn’t sure I could slay alone. Our encounters—her squirting down my throat in her office, her riding my face while fingering my prostate in the lecture hall—had fueled my fantasies and my focus, but I still struggled with Fourier transforms and convergence tests. I needed real help, no strings attached, so I found myself outside her office door on a rainy Thursday afternoon, my backpack heavy with textbooks, my resolve steeled against the inevitable temptation of her presence.

I knocked, the sound echoing in the empty hallway, and her voice called out—“Come in”—smooth and authoritative, tinged with that sultry edge that always made my cock twitch. I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me, the cramped space a familiar mix of old books and her cinnamon-sin perfume. Harper sat behind her cluttered desk, grading papers in a fitted black dress that hugged her curves like a glove, the neckline plunging just enough to tease the swell of her cleavage, her honey-blonde hair pulled into a messy bun that screamed late nights and coffee runs. Her hazel eyes flicked up, a smirk curling her full lips as she leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, the dress riding up to reveal a glimpse of her toned thighs.

“Alex,” she purred, tossing her pen onto the desk, her gaze raking over me with predatory intent. “Didn’t expect to see you before our… scheduled session tomorrow night.” Her smirk deepened, her eyes glinting with mischief as she referenced the sticky note she’d given me after our last encounter—the one with her apartment address and a promise of more “tutoring.” My face flushed, but I squared my shoulders, trying to focus on the reason I’d come. “I, uh, actually need real help this time,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt as I dropped my backpack by the door, pulling out my textbook and setting it on her desk. “Midterms are next week, and I’m still shaky on Fourier transforms and series convergence. I’m doing okay—B average now—but I wanna make sure I don’t bomb this.”

Her brow arched, a flicker of surprise crossing her face before her smirk returned, sharper this time, her eyes darkening with something hungrier than academic concern. “A B, huh?” she mused, standing to round the desk, her heels clicking against the tile as she stopped in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. “That’s impressive, Carter. You’ve come a long way from barely passing quizzes.” Her fingers trailed down my chest through my shirt, her touch electric as she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear—“But if you want my help—real, dedicated tutoring to ace that midterm—it comes with a condition.”

I swallowed hard, my cock already stirring in my jeans as her scent flooded my senses, her voice dropping to a husky whisper—“Fuck me right here, right now. My boyfriend—” her voice caught, a flicker of frustration crossing her face—“he’s not giving me what I need. I need it rough, Alex. I need cum in my pussy, in my ass—need to feel fucking claimed.” My breath hitched, my cock throbbing painfully as her words sank in, the sheer audacity of her demand sending a jolt straight to my balls. “You serious?” I rasped, my voice rough with need as I met her gaze, searching for any hint of hesitation. She smirked, her hands sliding to my jeans, unbuttoning them with a swift tug—“Dead fucking serious,” she growled, shoving me back against the desk, the edge biting into my hips as she yanked my jeans down, freeing my aching cock.

“Fuck, Harper,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as she hiked her dress up to her waist, revealing no panties—just her glistening pussy, already dripping with arousal, her ass bare and perfect as she turned to brace her hands on the desk, bending over slightly to give me access. “On your knees first,” she ordered, her voice thick with need as she spread her legs wider, her pussy lips parting to reveal her swollen clit, her asshole winking above it. I dropped to my knees, my hands spreading her ass cheeks as I leaned in, licking a slow stripe up her slit, tasting her tart sweetness as she moaned—“Alex—yes—” her voice breaking as I sucked her clit, my tongue flicking with ruthless precision while my fingers teased her tight hole, circling it with a slick fingertip before pushing inside, stretching her anus as she gasped—“Fuck—more—”

I ate her out until she came hard, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, her juices dripping down my chin as she trembled—“Alex—I’m—” her voice breaking into a scream she muffled with her hand, her release soaking my face as I pulled back, standing to position myself behind her, my cock throbbing as I grabbed the lube from my bag—a precaution I’d started carrying since our first encounter. I coated my cock generously, nudging the head against her pussy first, pressing forward slowly as she moaned—“Yes—fuck me—” her walls clenching around me like a vise as I thrust deep, my balls pressed against her ass as I fucked her with a steady rhythm, her moans escalating into sharp cries—“Harder—Alex—don’t stop—”

Her pussy gripped me tightly, her juices dripping down my shaft as I pounded into her, the desk rattling with every thrust, papers sliding to the floor as she arched her back—“Cum inside me—” she gasped, her voice raw as her second orgasm hit, her pussy pulsing around me, triggering my own release—“Harper—fuck—” my cock pulsing as I came hard, hot jets of cum spilling into her pussy, her walls milking me dry as I groaned, my hips jerking with every spurt. I pulled out, my cum dripping from her pussy as I coated my cock with more lube, positioning myself at her loosened asshole—“Ready?” I rasped, and she nodded frantically—“Yes—do it—” her voice breaking as I pressed forward, the head breaching her tight ring, stretching her wide as she cried out—“Fuck—it’s so big—”

I fucked her ass slower, deeper, my hands gripping her hips as she moaned—“More—cum in me—” her anus gripping me like a vise as I thrust harder, the slick friction sending jolts through me until I came again—“Harper—shit—” spilling hot jets into her ass, her body trembling beneath me as she came a third time, her pussy leaking onto the desk as my cum dripped from both holes. We collapsed together, panting, my cock softening as I pulled out, her body slick with sweat as she turned to face me, her smirk returning—“Good boy,” she purred, adjusting her dress as if nothing had happened.

“Now, math,” she said, her voice all business as she grabbed my textbook, flipping to Fourier transforms while I zipped up, still dazed. For the next hour, she tutored me—patient, sharp, brilliant—breaking down concepts with a clarity I’d never grasped before, her cum still dripping down her thighs as she sat across from me, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. By the time I left, I understood the material better than ever—and knew I’d be back for more than just calculus.


Part 6: The Final Solution

Finals week at State University was a relentless storm, the math building a desolate arena of bleary-eyed undergrads hauling armfuls of cheat sheets and empty energy drink cans, their mumbled curses echoing through the halls as deadlines loomed like executioners. At twenty, I’d battled my way through Calculus II with a tenacity I didn’t know I had, pulling my grade up to a B+ over the semester thanks to Harper Kline’s unorthodox tutoring methods—her office-hour pussy-eating sessions, her lecture hall face-riding while fingering my prostate, her midterm demand for rough sex with cum in both her pussy and ass. Each encounter had fueled my focus, her body a carrot dangling in front of my academic carrot stick, but the final exam was the ultimate gauntlet, and I’d poured everything into it—hours of Fourier transforms, series convergence, and differential equations crammed into my skull until it ached.

I’d walked out of that blue-book exam last Friday with a flicker of hope—an A wasn’t out of reach, not with Harper’s rigorous (and raunchy) guidance. So when grades posted Monday morning on the university portal, I sat on my dorm bed, laptop balanced on my knees, my heart pounding like a drum as I refreshed the page. Calculus II: 89%. A fucking B+. My stomach plummeted—not because it wasn’t good, but because it wasn’t enough. I needed an A to secure my scholarship for next semester, and an 89 hovered just below the cutoff, a cruel tease of what could have been. Desperate, I emailed Professor Hargrove within minutes, crafting a polite plea for reconsideration, citing my consistent improvement and effort, but her response landed in my inbox an hour later, cold and unyielding—“Grades are final, Mr. Carter. An 89 does not round to an A. Focus on next term.” Her words hit like a punch, her inflexibility a steel wall I couldn’t breach, but my thoughts turned immediately to Harper—my TA, my temptress, my forbidden muse—whose smirks, suggestive AirDrops, and explicit demands had hinted at a flexibility Hargrove lacked.

I found her office door ajar that afternoon, the math building quieter now that finals were over, most students either drowning their sorrows in cheap beer or celebrating their survival. Harper sat at her desk, grading the last of the blue books in a crimson wrap dress that clung to her curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging deep to reveal the creamy swell of her cleavage, her honey-blonde hair loose and tousled, strands catching the dim light of her desk lamp. Her hazel eyes flicked up as I knocked, a smirk curling her full lips as she set her red pen down with a soft clink, leaning back in her chair with a slow, deliberate stretch, her dress riding up to expose the tops of her toned thighs, the fabric straining against her full breasts as she crossed her legs, her gaze pinning me in place like a predator sizing up its meal.

“Alex,” she purred, her voice a low, teasing hum that sent a shiver down my spine, her eyes glinting with mischief as she tilted her head, assessing me with a look that made my cock twitch in my jeans. “Didn’t expect to see you so soon. Come to gloat about your grade?” She uncrossed her legs, letting them part slightly, the dress inching higher to reveal a sliver of her inner thigh, the shadow between them hinting at what lay beneath. My face flushed, but I squared my shoulders, trying to focus on the reason I’d come instead of the way her body seemed to beckon me with every subtle shift.

“Not exactly,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended as I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me with a soft click, the sound amplifying the tension in the cramped space as I dropped my backpack by the wall. “Got an 89 on the final. B+ for the semester. Hargrove won’t budge—won’t round it up. I need an A for my scholarship, Harper.” I pulled the folded printout of my grade from my pocket, smoothing it out as I set it on her desk, my fingers lingering on the edge as I met her gaze, searching for any hint of leniency. “I was hoping you might… uh, be open to suggestions.”

Her smirk deepened, her eyes darkening with a predatory heat as she stood, her heels clicking against the tiled floor with every slow, deliberate step as she rounded the desk, stopping inches from me, close enough that her cinnamon-sin perfume flooded my senses, her body heat radiating against my skin. “An 89, huh?” she mused, her fingers trailing down my chest through my shirt, her touch light but electric, sending a jolt straight to my thickening cock as she tilted her head, her gaze raking over me like she was peeling away every goddamn layer of restraint I had left. “That’s damn close to an A—just a little nudge away.” Her hand slid lower, cupping the growing bulge in my jeans, squeezing firmly as I groaned—“Harper—fuck—” my voice breaking into a rough rasp as she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her breath hot and teasing.

“I’m open to suggestions, Alex,” she whispered, her voice thick with need, her grip tightening on my cock through my jeans, making me hiss as my hips bucked instinctively against her hand. “But only if you give me something… unparalleled. Sexual pleasure I’ve never fucking felt before. Blow my mind, fill me up—every way possible—and I’ll bump that grade to an A. Deal?” My breath caught, my cock throbbing so hard I thought I might cum in my jeans right then, the sheer audacity of her offer sending heat surging through me, every nerve alight with the promise of her body, her demands, her forbidden bargain. “Deal,” I rasped, my voice raw with desire as I met her gaze, watching her smirk turn wicked, her eyes glinting with triumph as she pulled back, her hand leaving my cock to adjust her dress with a casual flick of her wrist.

“Not here,” she said, her voice dripping with promise as she grabbed a sticky note from her desk, scribbling her address—same as before—with a time: 9 PM tonight. “My apartment. Bring everything you’ve got,” she added, handing me the note with a wink, her fingers brushing mine with a deliberate slowness that made my cock twitch again before she turned back to her papers, dismissing me with a wave as I stumbled out, my jeans painfully tight, my mind spinning with what “unparalleled” might mean.

The clock read 8:59 PM as I stood outside Harper’s off-campus apartment, a nondescript brick building near campus, the streetlights casting long shadows across the cracked sidewalk as I shifted my backpack on my shoulder, my pulse hammering in my ears. I knocked, the sound sharp in the quiet night, and the door swung open to reveal Harper in a sheer black robe, the silky fabric clinging to her naked body beneath, her full breasts bare beneath the thin material, her hard nipples pressing against it like twin peaks, her pussy visible through the gauzy silk as she stepped aside to let me in. “Right on time,” she purred, locking the door behind me with a definitive click, her apartment dimly lit by flickering candles on every surface, their warm glow casting dancing shadows across the walls, a bottle of lube and a coil of crimson silk ropes resting on the coffee table, a webcam blinking in the corner—already live, the comments section buzzing—“He’s back!” “Fuck her senseless!” “Make her scream!”—adding a layer of taboo thrill to the air.

She led me to the bedroom, her hips swaying with every step, the robe slipping slightly off one shoulder to reveal more of her creamy skin as she pushed open the door to a king-sized bed draped in black satin sheets, more ropes coiled on the nightstand alongside a collection of toys—a slim dildo, a thick vibrator, a pair of nipple clamps, a small bottle of edible warming oil, and a flogger with soft leather tails—her intentions clear as day. “Strip,” she ordered, her voice thick with need as she shed her robe with a slow roll of her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet to stand naked before me, her body a vision of sin—full breasts with rosy nipples begging for attention, a trimmed patch of blonde hair above her glistening pussy, her toned thighs and perfect ass framed by the candlelight like a fucking goddess.

I obeyed, my hands shaking slightly as I tugged off my shirt, kicked off my sneakers, and shoved down my jeans and boxers in one go, my cock springing free, hard and leaking pre-cum as I stood bare before her, my muscles tense with anticipation as she pushed me onto the bed, the satin sheets cool against my heated skin. “Gonna make you work for that A,” she growled, her voice rough with desire as she straddled my chest, her slick pussy inches from my face, her hands grabbing the silk ropes with practiced ease. She bound my wrists to the headboard, her fingers deft and swift as she tied tight knots, leaving me spread-eagled beneath her, my ankles next as she secured them to the bedposts, spreading my legs wide, my cock standing proud and throbbing as she stepped back to admire her handiwork, her hazel eyes glinting with wicked intent.

“First, you eat me out,” she purred, climbing onto the bed to straddle my face, her thighs framing my head as she lowered her dripping pussy to my mouth, her scent—musky, sweet, intoxicating—flooding my senses as her slick folds pressed against my lips. Her juices smeared across my mouth as she rocked her hips forward, her hands gripping the headboard for balance as she ground herself against me—“Lick me, Alex—make me cum—” her voice a husky command as I obeyed, my tongue flicking out to taste her, a slow, deliberate lick up her slit, savoring her tart sweetness as she moaned—“Fuck—yes—” her voice breaking into a sharp cry as I circled her swollen clit with the tip of my tongue, teasing the sensitive bud before sucking it between my lips, applying just enough pressure to make her thighs tremble around my head. Her juices dripped down my chin, coating my lips as I plunged my tongue inside her tight heat, fucking her with deep, rhythmic thrusts, her inner walls clenching around me as I worked her toward the edge, her moans escalating—“Alex—don’t stop—fuck—just like that—” her voice raw, her fingers tightening on the headboard as her hips rocked faster, her pussy grinding against my mouth with desperate need.

I sucked her clit harder, flicking my tongue in quick bursts as I felt her body tense, her breath hitching—“I’m gonna—fuck—” her voice breaking into a scream she muffled with one hand, her other hand clawing at my hair as her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, her juices gushing in a powerful squirt that soaked my face, hot and wet, streaming down my chin and neck to pool on the sheets beneath me as I drank her down, her taste exploding on my tongue, her thighs clamping around my head as she rode out the waves, her screams echoing in the small room—“Alex—yes—fuck—” her body shuddering with every aftershock.

She pulled back, panting, her face flushed with bliss as she slid down my body, her soaked pussy leaving a slick trail across my chest as she positioned herself over my throbbing cock, her hazel eyes locked on mine, glinting with a mix of triumph and raw hunger. “That was a start,” she purred, her voice hoarse as she grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand, squirting a generous amount into her palm before rubbing it over my cock, her fingers stroking me with slow, deliberate pumps, coating my shaft in the slick gel as I groaned—“Harper—shit—” my voice breaking as she aligned herself, the head of my cock nudging against her slick entrance, her pussy lips parting around me as she sank down with a slow, deliberate thrust—“Fuck—you’re so big—” her voice raw, her inner walls clenching around me like a vise as she took me inch by inch, her juices mixing with the lube to ease the way until I was buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her ass, her pussy gripping me so tightly I thought I might cum right then.

She started to ride me, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm at first, her pussy sliding up and down my shaft with deliberate strokes, her full breasts bouncing with every movement, the rosy peaks of her nipples begging for attention as candlelight danced across her skin. “Cum in me,” she gasped, her voice thick with need as she increased her pace, her hips slamming down harder now, the wet slap of her ass against my thighs filling the room as her pussy clenched tighter around me—“Alex—fuck—fill me up—” Her words drove me wild, my balls tightening as I thrust up to meet her movements, the friction building into something unbearable, her moans escalating into sharp cries—“Harder—yes—don’t stop—” her voice raw as her second orgasm hit, her pussy pulsing around my cock in rhythmic spasms, her juices gushing around me, soaking my groin as she screamed—“Alex—I’m coming—fuck—” her body trembling violently above me, triggering my own release—“Harper—shit—” I groaned, my cock pulsing as I came hard, hot jets of cum spilling deep into her pussy, her walls milking me with every spurt, her juices mixing with my release as she rode me through it, soaking my thighs and the sheets beneath us in a messy flood of ecstasy.

She collapsed forward, her sweat-slicked breasts pressing against my chest as she panted, her pussy still clenching around my softening cock, her breath hot against my neck as she chuckled softly—“Not done yet,” she murmured, pulling off me with a wet squelch, my cum dripping from her pussy onto my stomach as she grabbed another dollop of lube, her fingers slick as she coated my cock again, her hazel eyes glinting with intent—“Ass too,” she growled, repositioning herself above me, her tight hole winking as she aligned my lubed shaft, the head nudging against her anus as she sank down slowly, her voice breaking into a raw cry—“Alex—fuck—it’s so big—” her tight ring stretching wide around me, the intrusion so intense I hissed through my teeth, my hands tugging against the ropes as she took me inch by inch, her anus gripping me like a vise until I was fully seated, my balls pressed against her dripping pussy, her cum-filled hole leaking onto me as she adjusted to the fullness.

She started to move, slow at first, her ass sliding up and down my shaft with careful thrusts, the slick lube easing the friction as her tight hole stretched around me, her moans escalating—“Fuck—yes—deeper—” her voice raw as she picked up speed, her ass slapping against my thighs with every downward thrust, her pussy still dripping onto me as I thrust up to meet her, the rhythm brutal now, the room filled with the obscene sounds of our bodies colliding, her screams echoing—“Alex—harder—fuck my ass—” her anus clenching tighter with every thrust, her third orgasm building fast as I felt my own release surging again—“Cum in me—fill my ass—” she gasped, her voice hoarse as her climax hit, her pussy squirting onto my stomach, her anus clamping down on my cock in rhythmic waves as I came with a guttural groan—“Harper—fuck—” spilling hot jets deep into her ass, her tight hole milking every drop as her body shook above me, her cum and mine dripping from both holes in a messy flood.

She pulled off me, breathless, her body trembling as she untied my wrists and ankles with shaky fingers, the silk ropes falling away to reveal faint red marks on my skin—marks I’d wear like fucking badges of honor. But she wasn’t done—she grabbed the slim dildo from the nightstand, coating it with lube as she knelt on all fours beside me, her cum-filled pussy and ass on full display—“More,” she demanded, her voice raw as she handed me the toys, spreading her legs wider—“Fuck me with that—both holes—while you eat me out—” Her words sent a jolt straight to my softening cock, a new wave of arousal surging through me as I obeyed, kneeling behind her as I slid the dildo into her pussy, thrusting it deep as she moaned—“Yes—fuck—just like that—” her walls clenching around the toy as I coated the vibrator with lube, pressing it against her anus, pushing it inside her tight hole as she gasped—“Alex—fuck—yes—”

I fucked her pussy with the dildo, her ass with the vibrator, my movements relentless as I leaned down to suck her clit, my tongue flicking the swollen bud with ruthless precision while I thrust both toys in tandem, her juices dripping down my hand as she screamed—“Alex—don’t stop—I’m—” her voice breaking into a raw cry as her fourth orgasm hit, her pussy squirting so hard it soaked my chest, her anus pulsing around the vibrator as her body shook violently, her release flooding the sheets in a hot, wet torrent. I pulled the toys out, tossing them aside as I grabbed the nipple clamps, attaching them to her hard peaks—she hissed at the pinch, her eyes glinting with pleasure—“Fuck—yes—” her voice hoarse as I grabbed the flogger, trailing the soft leather tails across her ass before delivering a light smack, the sound sharp in the quiet room as she moaned—“Harder—”

I spanked her ass with the flogger, alternating between soft strokes and stinging smacks, her skin turning a soft pink as she writhed beneath me, her cum-filled holes dripping onto the sheets—“Alex—fuck—more—” her voice raw as I dripped the warming oil onto her pussy, rubbing it into her clit with my fingers, the heat amplifying her pleasure as she screamed through another orgasm—“Alex—I’m coming—fuck—” her pussy squirting again, soaking my hand as her body convulsed, her moans echoing in my ears as I pushed her to the edge over and over, every trick, every toy, every ounce of my energy poured into blowing her fucking mind.

Hours later, we collapsed together on the bed, a tangle of sweat-slicked limbs and ragged breaths, her body trembling with aftershocks as I held her close, her cum and mine mingling on our skin, the sheets a messy testament to the night’s intensity. “Un-fucking-paralleled,” she gasped, her voice hoarse as she nestled against me, her hazel eyes glazed with bliss, her cheeks flushed with satisfaction—“You’ve ruined me, Alex.” I grinned, my own body exhausted but buzzing with pride—“Worth it,” I rasped, my voice rough as I kissed her forehead, her taste still lingering on my lips.

She kept her promise—the next day, my grade updated on the portal: A. My scholarship was secured, my academic record pristine, but as I left her apartment that night, cum still dripping down her thighs, her final words echoed in my ears—“You earned every fucking point, Carter.” Finals were over, my degree on track, but with Harper, I knew the lessons were far from done—just the beginning of a new kind of education, one where pleasure, not math, was the ultimate reward.
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