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The Black Experience: A White Girl's Study Abroad


Chapter 1 – The Library

Noelle Ashford had never been the kind of woman who made the first move. Twenty-three years of small-town Pennsylvania life had built a fortress of politeness around her – smiles held too long, eye contact broken too quickly, every impulse filtered through a question she never asked out loud. But Atlanta was not Pennsylvania. Atlanta was loud and warm and unapologetic, and after six weeks of research sessions with Isaiah Cole, she was starting to understand that politeness was just another word for cowardice.

She sat across from him at their usual table on the third floor of the Morrison Library – the quiet floor, the one where even typing too loudly earned a glare. Her laptop was open, her thesis notes arranged in color-coded tabs, and she had not read a single word in twenty minutes. She was watching his hands instead. Isaiah had large hands, the kind that made a pen look like a toothpick, dark brown fingers wrapped loosely around a highlighter as he marked passages in a sociology journal. He wore a plain black t-shirt that fit like it had been sewn onto him, the cotton pulling across his chest and shoulders in a way that made her mouth dry. His fade was fresh, his jaw was sharp, and when he caught her staring – which he did, because she was not remotely subtle – he didn't smirk. He just looked back at her with those steady dark eyes and waited.

He knows, she thought. He's known for weeks. He's just waiting for me to stop being afraid of it.

Noelle closed her laptop. The sound was louder than she intended, a plastic clap that echoed through the stacks. A girl two tables over glanced up, annoyed. Isaiah raised one eyebrow.

"You done working?" he asked. His voice was low, unhurried, a baritone that settled somewhere below her navel every time he spoke.

"No," she said. "I'm done pretending to work."

She stood up, walked around the table, and before the rational part of her brain could assemble a list of reasons this was inappropriate – he's your research partner, you're in a library, you barely know him – she leaned down and kissed him. It was not a careful kiss. She pressed her mouth to his and felt the shock of contact roll through her whole body, a current that started at her lips and ended between her legs. His mouth was warm and full and tasted faintly like coffee. For one terrible second he was still, and she thought she had misread everything – the long looks, the accidental touches, the way he always stood too close when they reviewed data.

Then his hand came up and cupped the back of her neck, and he kissed her back, and the rational part of her brain went completely silent.

Yes. God, yes. This is what I came here for.

Isaiah pulled back just enough to look at her. His thumb traced a slow line along her jaw. "You sure about this?" he murmured.

"I didn't come here to be timid," she said.

Something shifted in his expression – approval, maybe, or recognition. He pushed his chair back from the table and pulled her onto his lap in one smooth motion. Noelle gasped, her knees settling on either side of his thighs in the narrow study carrel, her skirt riding up to the tops of her stockings. She could feel him immediately – the hard thick ridge of him pressing up through his jeans into the thin cotton of her underwear. Her hips rolled on instinct, a slow grind that dragged a sound from her throat she had never made in her life.

"Quiet," he whispered against her mouth. "Unless you want the whole floor to hear you."

I almost don't care. She bit her lower lip and ground down again, harder this time, her hands gripping his shoulders. The friction was obscene – the seam of her underwear pressed against her clit, his cock a solid bar of heat beneath her. She could feel herself getting wet, a spreading warmth that soaked through the cotton and dampened the denim beneath her. Isaiah's hands found her hips and held them, guiding her rhythm, slower than she wanted, deeper.

"You're soaking through your jeans," she whispered, half-amazed, looking down between them. The dark spot was visible even on the indigo denim.

"Those aren't my jeans getting wet," he said.

She reached between them. Her fingers found his belt, worked the buckle with shaking hands, popped the button of his jeans. She tugged the zipper down and slipped her hand inside, and her breath stopped. He was thick – thicker than anything she had ever felt, the shaft hot and rigid under her palm, the skin impossibly smooth. She pulled him free and looked down, and the sight of her pale fingers wrapped around his dark cock sent a jolt through her that she felt in her teeth.

Oh my God. He's beautiful.

Isaiah watched her face with an intensity that made her feel like she was being studied. "Still sure?" he asked.

She answered by shifting her hips, pulling her underwear to the side with one hand, and sinking down onto him.

The stretch was immediate and relentless. Noelle's mouth fell open in a silent gasp as she took him inch by inch, her body resisting and yielding in waves. He was thick enough that it hurt – a bright, sweet ache that blurred the line between pain and pleasure so completely she couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. She sank until he was fully inside her, and the fullness was so total, so overwhelming, that she had to hold still and breathe.

"Take your time," Isaiah said, his voice strained, his hands trembling on her hips. She could feel his restraint – the tension in his thighs, the way his fingers pressed into her skin hard enough to leave faint impressions.

He's being careful with me. He's trying not to break me. That's almost sweet. She rolled her hips, just a small motion, and the sound that came out of her was not quiet at all. She clapped her hand over her own mouth and rode him in a slow, tight circle, her inner walls gripping him with every movement. The study carrel creaked beneath them. The highlighter rolled off the desk and clattered to the floor.

She found her rhythm – a slow, deliberate grind that let her feel every ridge and vein of him sliding against her walls. Each downstroke pressed her clit against the base of his shaft, and each upstroke pulled at her entrance in a way that made her eyes water. She was biting the inside of her cheek now, breathing through her nose in sharp little bursts, her forehead pressed against his. His hands guided her – up, down, deeper – and his breath was hot against her throat.

I can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe how good this feels. I can't believe I waited so long.

She came without warning. One moment she was riding him in that slow, steady rhythm, and the next her body clenched around him like a fist and the orgasm hit her like a wall of water – crashing, rolling, pulling her under. She buried her face in his neck and moaned against his skin, her hips jerking in uncontrollable spasms, her thighs shaking. He held her through it, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other hand tangled in her hair, his cock still hard and buried to the root inside her.

When it passed, she sat up and looked at him with glazed eyes. "You didn't finish," she whispered.

"I'm patient," he said.

She started moving again – faster this time, less careful, her hips rising and falling in a steady bounce that made the chair squeak against the floor. She could feel him swelling inside her, getting harder, impossibly harder, and the sensation was so intense she thought she might come again. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her down onto him with each stroke, and she could hear the wet sound of their bodies meeting – a slick, rhythmic obscenity that echoed through the empty stacks.

Isaiah came with a low groan that vibrated through her chest. She felt him pulse inside her – thick, hot spurts that filled her completely and spilled down his shaft. She kept grinding, milking him through it, her inner muscles clenching around him until he was spent and trembling beneath her.

They sat like that for a long moment, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together. His cock was still inside her, softening slowly, and she could feel the warm trickle of him leaking out around the edges. Her underwear was ruined. Her skirt was bunched around her waist. Her thesis notes were scattered across the desk like confetti.

"I should note," she said, still breathless, "that this doesn't count as field research."

"It could," he said. "Depends on the methodology."

She laughed – a real laugh, bright and unguarded – and kissed him again, softer this time, tasting the beginning of something she didn't have a name for yet.


Chapter 2 – The Jazz Club

Three days later, Isaiah took her to the Indigo Room.

It was a jazz club in the old Fourth Ward – the kind of place that didn't advertise, that you had to know someone to find. The entrance was an unmarked door between a laundromat and a barbershop, and the stairs going down were lit by a single amber bulb that hummed like a tuning fork. Noelle followed Isaiah through the narrow corridor and into a low-ceilinged room that smelled like old wood and bourbon and something warm she couldn't place.

The band was a quartet – upright bass, drums, piano, trumpet – all Black men in their fifties or sixties, playing with the kind of loose precision that comes from decades of conversation without words. The trumpet player had his eyes closed and his horn tilted toward the ceiling, and the sound coming out of it was liquid gold – long, mournful phrases that curled around each other like smoke.

Noelle sat next to Isaiah at a corner table and drank bourbon she couldn't afford and listened to music she didn't fully understand but felt in her bones. His arm was along the back of her chair, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her bare shoulder, and every touch sent a little flicker of electricity down her spine and directly between her thighs.

I'm in trouble, she thought. The good kind.

The set ended and the crowd thinned. Isaiah took her hand and led her through a side exit into the alley behind the club. The air was warm and thick – an Atlanta March that felt like someone else's June – and the brick wall was still radiating heat from the day. Muffled trumpet bled through the wall as the band started another set, and the sound mixed with the distant hum of traffic and the thud of her own heartbeat.

"Come here," Isaiah said.

She went. He pressed her against the brick, gently, his hands on her waist, and kissed her with the same unhurried intensity he did everything. His mouth moved to her jaw, her neck, the hollow of her throat, and she tipped her head back against the rough wall and made a sound that was half sigh, half surrender.

"I want you," she said. Plainly, without embellishment, because she had learned in the library that directness got her what she needed. "Right here."

I want to feel him inside me again. I've been thinking about it for three days straight. I touched myself last night imagining this exact thing.

He looked at her with those dark eyes, checking, confirming, and whatever he saw in her face satisfied him. His hands slid down to the hem of her skirt and pushed it up around her hips. She wasn't wearing stockings tonight – just a thin pair of black underwear that was already damp. He hooked his thumb into the waistband and pulled them to the side, and his fingers found her – wet, swollen, aching.

"Already?" he murmured against her ear.

"I've been wet since the second song," she admitted, her cheeks burning.

He undid his belt. She heard the clink of the buckle, the rasp of the zipper, and then he was in his hand – that thick dark shaft she'd been dreaming about, the head already slick with pre-cum. He lifted her by the thighs like she weighed nothing, and she wrapped her legs around his waist and hooked her ankles behind his back.

He pressed against her entrance and paused. "Tell me," he said.

"Please," she whispered. "Please, Isaiah."

He pushed inside her in one long, slow stroke.

Noelle's head fell back against the brick and her mouth opened in a moan she couldn't contain. The angle was different like this – deeper, more direct, the head of his cock pressing against something inside her that sent sparks cascading up her spine. Her back scraped against the rough brick through her thin blouse, and the minor discomfort only heightened everything else – the heat of his chest against hers, the grip of his hands under her thighs, the obscene fullness of him buried in her to the hilt.

He began to move – slow, powerful thrusts that pinned her against the wall and drew out of her on every backstroke before pushing home again. The trumpet on the other side of the wall wailed a high note that seemed to hang in the air forever, and Noelle moaned into Isaiah's shoulder in the same key, a harmony she would never have planned.

This is insane. I'm being fucked in an alley behind a jazz club by a man I've known for six weeks and it's the most alive I've ever felt.

She tightened her legs around him and matched his rhythm, her hips tilting to take him deeper. She could feel every inch of him – the thick shaft stretching her open, the ridge of his head dragging along her walls, the heavy press of his balls against her ass at the bottom of every stroke. Her clit ground against his pelvis with each thrust, and the double stimulation was building something enormous inside her, a pressure that coiled tighter with every movement.

"Harder," she gasped.

He obliged. His thrusts became faster, more forceful, slamming her against the brick with a rhythm that matched the drums bleeding through the wall. She could hear the wet sound of their coupling – slick and urgent and filthy – mixed with the bass line and the trumpet and the distant wail of a siren somewhere in the city. Her fingernails dug into his shoulders through his shirt. Her thighs trembled around his waist.

"I'm going to come," she whispered, almost apologetically, because it seemed too soon, too easy, like her body had been waiting for exactly this and refused to wait a second longer.

"Let go," he said.

She did. The orgasm tore through her like a live wire – her whole body convulsing, her walls clenching around him in rapid, involuntary pulses, her voice breaking on a cry she muffled against his neck. She could feel herself gushing around him, could feel the wetness running down her thighs and dripping onto the asphalt below. Isaiah groaned and thrust into her harder, chasing his own release, and when he came it was with a sound that was almost a growl – deep, primal, resonant. She felt him fill her again, that familiar hot pulse, and she held him inside her with her legs locked and her face buried in the curve of his neck, breathing in the smell of his skin – sandalwood and sweat and something darker she was beginning to associate with safety.

The trumpet faded to silence. A smattering of applause came through the wall. Isaiah lowered her gently to the ground, and her legs were so unsteady she had to lean against the brick for support.

"I think I need another bourbon," she said.

"I think you've had enough," he said, but he was smiling.

She straightened her skirt and pulled her underwear back into place, wincing at the wetness. His cum was already leaking out of her, warm and thick, and the sensation was so obscenely intimate that she felt a fresh wave of arousal that bordered on ridiculous.

I'm ruined, she thought. I'm completely, irreversibly ruined. And I don't want to be fixed.


Chapter 3 – The Apartment

Isaiah's studio apartment was on the fifth floor of a converted warehouse in the Old Fourth Ward – exposed brick, polished concrete floor, a wall of windows that looked out over the railroad tracks. The bed was a king-sized mattress on a low platform frame, covered in dark gray sheets, positioned against the far wall beneath a print of a photograph she didn't recognize – a Black man's hands pressed against a fogged window.

Noelle had been here twice before – once to pick up a research binder, once to drop off a bottle of wine as a thank-you for his help with her literature review. Both times she had stood in the doorway and kept her shoes on. Tonight, she kicked them off at the threshold and walked barefoot across the cool concrete and sat on the edge of his bed like she belonged there.

Because I do, she told herself. Because he asked me here, and I want to be here, and that's enough.

Isaiah closed the door and stood for a moment, looking at her. She was wearing a white sundress – cotton, simple, thin enough that the ambient light from the window turned it faintly translucent. She had worn it on purpose. She had shaved her legs and moisturized her skin and put on her best underwear – white lace, matching set – on purpose. She had done all of these things with a deliberateness that would have embarrassed her six weeks ago and now felt like the most honest thing she'd ever done.

"Come here," she said, echoing what he'd said in the alley, and he did.

He kissed her standing beside the bed – slow, deep, thorough. Then he guided her backward until she was lying across the mattress, her blonde hair fanned out across his dark gray pillows, and he stood over her and pulled his shirt over his head.

God. His body was – she didn't have a word for it. She'd seen athletic men before, in gyms and on television, but Isaiah's body was different. He was built like something carved from a single piece of dark wood – broad shoulders, defined chest, the ridges of his abs tapering to a V that disappeared beneath his waistband. His skin was deep brown, almost mahogany in the warm light, and she wanted to put her mouth on every inch of it.

He didn't rush. That was the thing about Isaiah that undid her most completely – he never rushed. He knelt on the bed beside her and kissed her mouth, then her jaw, then the side of her neck, lingering at the spot where her pulse fluttered. His lips moved down to her collarbone, and she arched slightly beneath him, her breath quickening.

He slid the straps of her sundress off her shoulders, peeling the fabric down with a patience that felt almost ceremonial. Her breasts came free – pale, full, the nipples already hard and pink in the warm air. He looked at them like a man studying something precious, and then his mouth closed over her left nipple and she moaned.

His lips are so full. So soft. I can feel his tongue – God – the flat of his tongue, warm and wet, circling, then the tip, flicking –

He sucked gently, then harder, pulling the stiff peak between his lips and working it with his tongue until she was squirming beneath him. His hand found her other breast, cupping it, his dark thumb rolling the nipple in slow circles. The contrast – his dark skin against her pale breast – was so striking, so visually overwhelming, that she propped herself up on her elbows just to watch.

He looked up and caught her staring. "Like what you see?" he murmured against her skin.

"You have no idea," she breathed.

His mouth moved lower. He kissed down the center of her chest, over the flat plane of her stomach, pausing at her navel, then continuing to the hem of the sundress bunched at her waist. He pulled the dress the rest of the way off and dropped it on the floor, then hooked his fingers into her underwear and slid them down her legs with the same maddening patience.

She was naked in front of him, and she didn't feel vulnerable. She felt wanted. There was a difference, and it was the size of an ocean.

Isaiah kissed her hip bone. Then the crease of her inner thigh. Then the other. His breath was warm against her skin, and she could feel it between her legs – a ghost of sensation that made her hips cant upward involuntarily.

"Please," she whispered.

He parted her with his thumbs – her pink, swollen lips opening around his dark fingers – and lowered his mouth to her pussy.

The first touch of his tongue made her entire body jerk. He licked her in one long, flat stroke from her entrance to her clit, and the sound she made was not dignified. His tongue was wide and warm and impossibly skilled – pressing, circling, flicking, drawing patterns on her most sensitive flesh that seemed designed to disassemble her nervous system one synapse at a time.

Oh God oh God oh God –

He sealed his lips around her clit and sucked, gently at first, then with a rhythmic intensity that synchronized with the rolling motion of his tongue. She arched off the mattress – her spine curving, her hands fisting in the sheets, her thighs clamping around his head before she could stop herself. He didn't pull away. He slid his hands under her thighs and opened her wider, pinning her to the bed with his forearms, and ate her with a thoroughness that bordered on devotion.

She came in under a minute. She couldn't have held it back if she'd tried – the orgasm erupted from her core like a detonation, her hips bucking against his face, her walls clenching on nothing, her clit throbbing so hard she could feel her own pulse in it. A gush of wetness flooded his mouth and chin, and he lapped at it hungrily, his tongue never stopping, riding her through every shuddering wave until she was limp and gasping and half-delirious.

"Isaiah," she panted. "Please. I need you inside me. Please."

He rose over her, unfastening his jeans and pushing them down. His cock sprang free – dark, heavy, the head swollen and glistening with pre-cum. She looked at it and felt a rush of anticipation so intense it was almost nausea. He settled between her thighs, the head nudging against her slick entrance, and looked into her eyes.

"Yes," she said, before he could ask.

He entered her slowly, and she came again.

It hit her the moment the head pushed past her entrance – a sudden, crashing orgasm that she hadn't felt building, that seemed to come from nowhere, triggered by nothing more than the sensation of being filled by him. Her back arched and her nails raked down his arms and she cried out – a raw, unfiltered sound that rang off the exposed brick – as her walls spasmed around him.

"Fuck," Isaiah breathed, holding still, buried halfway inside her, feeling her clench and release in rapid pulses around his shaft.

"Don't stop," she gasped. "Don't you dare stop."

He pushed the rest of the way in, and the fullness was a revelation. She could feel him in her stomach – the blunt pressure of his head, the thick stretch of his shaft, the impossible depth of him. He began to move, and each stroke sent aftershocks rippling through her still-trembling body, layering pleasure on top of pleasure until she couldn't tell where one orgasm ended and the next began.

His pace was measured, deep. Long, rolling strokes that drew almost all the way out before pressing home again, each one punctuated by the wet sound of their bodies meeting and the creak of the bed frame. Noelle wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper, her heels pressing into the small of his back, her hips rising to meet every thrust.

His skin against mine. Dark against light. He's inside me – God, he's so deep inside me – and I never want him to leave.

She watched him move above her – the flex of his chest, the cording of his neck, the sheen of sweat on his dark skin. He was beautiful in a way that transcended the word, something elemental and raw, and she reached up and traced the line of his jaw with her fingertips as he fucked her.

"You're so deep," she whispered. "I can feel you everywhere."

His rhythm changed – faster, harder, the controlled patience finally giving way to something urgent. She felt the bed frame shudder, felt the slap of his hips against her inner thighs, felt his cock swell even thicker inside her. She reached between them and pressed her fingers against her clit, rubbing in frantic circles, chasing another peak that was already cresting.

They came together. Isaiah drove into her one final time and held – buried to the root, every muscle in his body locked, a groan tearing from his chest as he pulsed inside her. Noelle felt the hot flood of him filling her and it sent her over the edge again – a final, devastating orgasm that wrung tears from her eyes and left her sobbing against his chest, her body wracked with tremors she couldn't control.

He held her afterward. They lay tangled in his dark sheets, her pale body fitted against his dark one like a photograph of contrast itself, and he held her with one arm and traced slow circles on her hip with his thumb, and she listened to his heartbeat return to normal and thought, This is what I was missing. All those years in that small town, with those careful boys who touched me like I was made of glass. This. This is what I was missing.


Chapter 4 – The Rooftop

The rooftop of Isaiah's building was technically off-limits after ten, but the lock on the access door had been broken since before he'd moved in, and nobody had ever bothered to fix it. There were a few lawn chairs up there, a rusted bistro table, and a view that made everything else irrelevant – the Atlanta skyline spread out like a circuit board, glass towers pulsing with light, the Ferris wheel at Centennial glowing like a slow blue eye.

It was a Thursday in late April, warm enough that the air felt like bathwater, and Noelle had brought her research journal because she'd intended to work on her methodology section. The journal sat open on the concrete beside the lounge chair, its pages fluttering in a breeze that carried the faint smell of honeysuckle and car exhaust. She had written one sentence. One. And then Isaiah had come up behind her and kissed her neck, and the pen had slipped from her fingers, and the methodology section could wait until the heat death of the universe for all she cared.

They were on the wider of the two lounge chairs – a plastic-strap affair that groaned under their combined weight. Isaiah was reclined against the backrest, shirtless, and Noelle was on top of him, straddling his hips, wearing nothing but one of his t-shirts, which she'd put on after a shower and which fell to mid-thigh on her smaller frame.

She could feel him hardening beneath her – the slow, inexorable thickening of his cock pressed against her bare pussy through the thin fabric of his basketball shorts. She wasn't wearing underwear. She hadn't worn underwear to his apartment in weeks. The realization of how much she had changed – how completely this man had rewritten her instincts – should have frightened her. Instead, it thrilled her in a way that made her stomach tighten.

Six weeks ago I blushed when he looked at me too long. Now I show up to his apartment with nothing under my dress and sit on his lap until he gets hard. Who am I becoming?

She rolled her hips – a slow, deliberate grind that pressed her clit against the ridge of his cock through the shorts. The friction was maddening – not enough, never enough – and she reached down and tugged the waistband of his shorts down just far enough to free him. He sprang up against her – hot, hard, the dark shaft catching the glow of the city lights.

She didn't put him inside her. Not yet. Instead, she pressed him flat against her slit and ground along his length, coating him in her wetness, sliding her bare pussy lips up and down his shaft in long, slick strokes. The head of his cock bumped her clit on every forward roll, and the sensation made her thighs tremble.

"You're teasing me," Isaiah said, his hands finding her hips under the t-shirt.

"I'm savoring," she corrected. She lifted herself, reached between them, positioned his head at her entrance, and sank down – slowly, so slowly, inch by thick inch, until she was seated fully on him and the breath left her lungs in a long, shuddering exhale.

Every time. Every single time, he fills me so completely it's like the first time.

The skyline glowed behind her. The Westin tower stood like a glass pillar of blue-white light. The Bank of the South building pulsed red at its crown. And Noelle – pale, blonde, flushed pink from her cheeks to her chest – began to ride Isaiah with the slow, rolling rhythm of someone who had learned exactly what her body wanted and was no longer afraid to take it.

She rolled her hips in a figure-eight, feeling him shift inside her with every motion, the head of his cock pressing against different spots with each rotation. Then she lifted herself on her thighs – up, until only the tip remained inside her – and lowered herself back down in one smooth stroke that made them both groan.

She pulled the t-shirt over her head and tossed it aside. The night air hit her bare skin and her nipples tightened, and she cupped her own breasts and squeezed them as she rode him, her head tipped back, her blonde hair spilling down her spine. She was performing for him – she knew it, and she didn't care, because the way he looked at her when she did this made her feel like the only woman who had ever existed.

"Look at you," he murmured, his dark hands sliding up her pale thighs, over her hips, up her stomach to cover her hands on her breasts. His palms were warm and rough and his fingers dark against her white skin, and she looked down at the contrast and moaned.

His hands on my body. Dark and light. I'm obsessed with it. I'm obsessed with the way we look together.

She picked up the pace – bouncing now, her ass slapping against his thighs, the wet sound of their coupling obscene in the quiet night air. The lounge chair protested with rhythmic creaks, and she braced her hands on his chest for leverage, her fingernails biting into his pectoral muscles as she rode him with increasing urgency.

"You're so deep like this," she panted. "I can feel you in my stomach – God – I can feel every inch."

Isaiah sat up, changing the angle, and wrapped one arm around her waist while the other hand slid between them. His thumb found her clit and pressed, and Noelle's rhythm stuttered. He rubbed her in tight circles while she rode him, his mouth latching onto her neck, her collarbone, her nipple, and the triple assault – cock, thumb, mouth – was too much.

She came with a cry she didn't try to stifle, her voice ringing out over the rooftop and disappearing into the city below. Her walls clamped down on him and her hips jerked in spastic, uncontrolled thrusts, and she gushed around him so copiously she could feel it running down his shaft and pooling in the creases of his shorts.

She didn't stop. She kept riding, kept grinding, the orgasm blending into overstimulation that teetered on the edge of too much before tipping back into bliss. Isaiah groaned beneath her, his grip on her waist tightening, and she felt him swell – that telltale thickening that meant he was close.

"Come inside me," she whispered, her forehead pressed against his. "I want to feel it."

He did. His hips surged upward, driving into her from below, and he came with a sound that was part groan, part prayer – a low, resonant note that she felt in her ribcage. The heat of him flooding her was something she had become addicted to – that wet, pulsing fullness, the knowledge that he was marking her from the inside.

She collapsed against his chest, sweaty and trembling, his cock still twitching inside her. She could feel their combined fluids leaking out of her and onto his lap, and the obscenity of it made her smile against his skin.

The skyline glittered. The breeze stirred her hair. Her research journal lay open on the concrete, its pages blank, and she thought, This is the real education.


Chapter 5 – The Thesis Defense

The seminar room was on the fourth floor of the Harmon Social Sciences Building – a windowless box with wood-paneled walls, an oval conference table, and a projection screen that never worked on the first try. Noelle stood behind the podium in a navy blazer and pencil skirt and heels that were half an inch taller than professional, and she defended her thesis on cross-cultural exchange frameworks in Southern urban communities with the kind of calm authority that surprises everyone the first time, including herself.

Her committee – three professors who had spent the last hour poking holes in her methodology, questioning her sample size, and challenging her conclusions – nodded in sequence and signed the approval form. Dr. Marchetti, her advisor, shook her hand and said, "Excellent work, Ms. Ashford," and Noelle smiled and said, "Thank you," and did not mention that the most important thing she had learned in Atlanta had nothing to do with the 247 pages in the binder on the table.

Isaiah was waiting outside the seminar room. He had dressed up for the occasion – dark slacks, a charcoal button-down with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, leather shoes that looked new. He looked so good that the first thing Noelle wanted to do when she saw him was drop to her knees right there in the hallway.

She didn't. She hugged him, and he lifted her off the ground, and she laughed into his neck and thought, I did it. We did it.

The committee members filed out. Dr. Marchetti gave Isaiah a nod and Noelle a look that said she knew more than she was going to mention. The hallway emptied. The elevator dinged and carried the last voices away, and then it was just the two of them standing outside the seminar room in a building that was closing for the evening.

Noelle took Isaiah's hand, opened the door, and pulled him back inside.

"What are you doing?" he asked, though his smile suggested he already knew.

"Celebrating," she said.

She locked the door. The seminar room was dim – the overhead fluorescents had been turned off, and the only light came from the exit sign above the door and the thin strip of hallway light leaking under it. The podium stood at the front of the room, her laptop and notes still spread across it. The committee's feedback forms were arranged in a neat stack beside the binder.

Noelle stood in front of Isaiah and kissed him – deep, thorough, the kind of kiss that leaves no ambiguity about what comes next. Then she put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him gently backward until his hips hit the edge of the conference table. Then she sank to her knees.

I've been wanting to do this all day. All week. I've been sitting in review sessions imagining his cock in my mouth and it's all I can do not to crawl under the table.

She looked up at him from the floor – her blue eyes wide, her lips slightly parted, her blonde hair falling around her face in the dim red glow of the exit sign. She undid his belt, unzipped his slacks, and pulled them down along with his boxer briefs. His cock fell free – heavy, semi-hard, already thickening as she wrapped her pale fingers around the dark shaft.

She stroked him slowly, watching him grow in her hand, feeling the pulse of blood filling him. She pressed her lips to the head – a kiss, gentle, almost reverent – and then opened her mouth and took him in.

The taste of him hit her tongue – clean, warm, faintly salty – and she moaned around him as she slid her lips down his shaft. She took him deeper with each bob, her tongue working the underside, her hand stroking what she couldn't reach. He was fully hard now, thick and long and stretching her jaw in a way that made her eyes water.

Deeper. I want all of him.

She relaxed her throat and pushed forward, her nose pressing against his pelvis, his entire length buried in her mouth and throat. She held for a moment – the fullness, the intimacy, the power of having this man's cock in her throat while she knelt on the floor of the room where she'd just defended her master's thesis – and then pulled back with a gasp, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to his head.

"Fuck, Noelle," Isaiah groaned, his hand resting on the back of her head – not pushing, just holding, his fingers tangled in her hair.

She went back down. Took him deep again. Established a rhythm – slow, wet, sloppy, the kind of blowjob that was more about enthusiasm than technique, though she had plenty of both. She sucked the head and tongued the slit, then swallowed him to the root and held, her throat convulsing around him. Saliva dripped down his shaft and over his balls and onto the institutional carpet.

She pulled off with a pop and looked up at him. "I want you to fuck me on that podium," she said. Her voice was hoarse.

Isaiah didn't need to be told twice. He lifted her to her feet, then picked her up by the waist and set her on the podium like she weighed nothing. Her notes scattered. The feedback forms fluttered to the floor and fanned out across the carpet like fallen leaves. She didn't care. She hiked her pencil skirt up around her waist, and she was wearing the white lace underwear – the same set from that first night in his apartment – and she pulled them to the side and spread her legs.

"Tell me you want it," he said, stepping between her thighs.

"I want it," she said. "I want your cock. I want you inside me. I want –"

He thrust into her mid-sentence, and the words dissolved into a moan that bounced off the wood-paneled walls of the seminar room. The podium was the perfect height – her hips at the edge, her legs wrapped around him, her back arched against the slanted surface. The laptop slid sideways and would have fallen if she hadn't caught it and shoved it aside without breaking eye contact.

He fucked her hard. There was no slow build this time, no patient restraint – just deep, pounding strokes that jolted her body against the podium and sent feedback forms scattering with every thrust. The podium rocked on its base, the microphone stand wobbling, and the sound of their bodies meeting – wet, rhythmic, unmistakable – filled the room.

I just defended my thesis on this podium. I stood here and spoke to a committee of professors about cultural exchange frameworks. And now I'm being fucked on it. And it's better than anything I wrote in that paper.

Noelle braced herself with one hand on the podium's edge and reached between them with the other, rubbing her clit in frantic circles as Isaiah drove into her. The dual sensation was devastating – his cock hitting deep, her fingers working her swollen clit – and she felt the orgasm building like a storm cell, pressure and heat and electricity gathering at her center.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "Don't stop – please – right there – don't –"

She came so hard her vision whited out. Her body seized, her walls clenching around him in violent contractions, and a stream of wetness gushed out of her and splashed against his pelvis and dripped down onto the feedback forms below. She screamed – actually screamed, a raw, throaty sound that she would be embarrassed about later if she could bring herself to care, which she could not.

Isaiah gripped her hips and slammed into her through her orgasm, chasing his own, and when he came he buried himself to the hilt and held, his cock pulsing inside her in long, hot spurts. She could feel each one – each thick rope of cum filling her – and she pulled him closer with her legs and held him there, milking him with her inner muscles until he was empty and shuddering.

They stayed like that for a long moment. His forehead resting against hers. His cock softening inside her. The feedback forms scattered across the floor in the dim red glow. The exit sign humming overhead like the world's least romantic soundtrack.

"I need to submit my final paper," she murmured.

"You should probably clean up first," he said.

She laughed – that same bright, unguarded laugh from the library – and kissed him.

She submitted her thesis the next morning. The dedication page was simple – just two words and a period, centered on an otherwise blank page:

For I.

Her advisor read it and raised an eyebrow and said nothing. The registrar's office processed it without comment. And Noelle Ashford – who had come to Atlanta to study culture and left having learned something no syllabus could teach – packed her bags and didn't pack them very quickly, because she wasn't sure she was leaving at all.

Some research never really ends.
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