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  Extra Tuition


Fifteen fucking minutes late. Professor Cantrell is gonna have my ass. Mmm, bent over his desk, sweats around my ankles as the professor teaches me a lesson. Hot. Shit, stop thinking like a perverted freak. Then again, perverted freak worked quite nicely over the last two hours. 
Mitch Everett, star line backer on the College football team was sprinting from the parking lot to Professor Cantrell’s Human Anatomy class. He was late. That wasn’t his style. He always came early, except when it mattered. He could hold off an orgasm with the best of them and always offer a repeat performance with virtually no down-time. Ah the joys of a twenty-two year old’s sex drive. At least the cause of his tardiness was a good one.
Benji, his roommate. 
The other object of his wild fantasy. 
Benji had already been to class that morning. He’d attended the smoking hot Professor Cantrell’s lecture but had forgotten his textbook. Instead of sitting through another class without it, he’d come home to collect it. No doubt, the book nerd had been completely flustered by the prof being pissed at him. And Professor Cantrell would have been pissed. He had this look that always had both Mitch and Benji as hard as nails and scared shitless of being failed. He’d purse his lips—the ones absolutely made for biting down on as Mitch and Benji imagined being buried inside him while the prof threw his head back and blew, streams of white cum jettisoning from his pulsing dick. The two of them would be hard as nails and rearing to go, despite the prof being disappointed with them. 
Benji had pulled up in their drive only to see Mitch standing there about to leave for the library. He’d been propositioning Benji for a while, but never in a million years did Mitch expect Benji to react the way he did. When the words, “You gonna suck my cock or let me fuck you?” fell out of Benji’s mouth, Mitch’s only possible answer was, “Whatever you want.” When Mitch had said that, it snapped what little control his roommate had. Living with Benji had been sweet torture. He knew Mitch was hot for him; Mitch had made it patently obvious the first time Benji stepped out of the shower as Mitch was about to take a piss. Mitch’s eyes bugged out as his gaze slowly tracked over every dripping inch of the man before him, staring at his cock until both of them had boners so hard they could hammer nails. And Benji hadn’t shied away from letting Mitch know he wanted him too. They’d been dancing around the possibility ever since.
But when Benji finally snapped, he went all out. He yanked down Mitch’s sweats right there in the drive, bent him over and feasted on his cock, balls and ass. He’d dived in and fucked Mitch so torturously good that he was begging to blow. That dude had a cock…damn did he have a cock. Even sprinting to class, Mitch’s body shuddered with the memory of it nearly splitting his ass open. You know what they say about black men? Well, Benji’s cock made other hung black dudes look tiny. He was easily eight inches long and ridiculously thick. The bastard would have made Mitch jealous if he hadn’t been buried inside of him. Mitch had almost blown the top off his cock when Benji had fucked him so hard and fast that the whole pickup was rocking. And that was when they were only leaning against it. 
Then Mitch had his revenge. Intending that Mitch hop on and ride Benji’s dick, they’d climbed up into the back of the pickup. Instead, Mitch had finger fucked him until Benji was practically begging him for it. Mitch had obliged, ramming home as hard as Benji had given it to him. It was the best fuck he’d ever had. 
Mitch was sure they’d had an audience for at least part of that wild ride. There were a few whistles that he’d heard before he’d become mindless with lust. But that wasn’t the end of it. Benji had had another go at Mitch’s ass and he’d jammed his cock in him until the two of them nearly passed out after their orgasms. 
Two hours they’d spent fucking each other like they couldn’t get enough right out there on the drive and in the back of Benji’s pickup. They’d slaked the building lust between them but now Mitch’s dick was deciding that an encore would be a good idea as he rounded the last corner to the class that he shared with Benji and his teammates Jamie and Jude. His ass was reminding him that he’d just been pile-driven by a guy the size of a horse and still had his jizz deep inside him. And now, Professor Cantrell was gonna have his ass for being fifteen minutes late to his class.
As Mitch crept into the room, his ears caught the tail end of Professor Cantrell’s explanation. It sounded wildly erotic. But that was nothing new. He could be reminding them to submit a piece of assessment and Mitch would still have a boner. The lean man was just hot. And his voice? Whiskey, caramel and leather whip all at the same time. 
Dropping his bag to the floor, Mitch slipped into the seat his roommate and, well lover, had saved for him after he’d dropped Benji off and parked in the campus lot. He just managed to stifle his moan. Benji smelled like sex. Hot, dirty sex. With him. Fucking yummy. He failed to silence his moan when he focussed on what Professor Cantrell was saying. He was talking about the male reproductive system, getting a boner, and the brain’s chemical reaction during sex and while having an orgasm. The slides he was using weren’t helping control the memory of Benji’s cock in his mouth and ass and his dick in Benji. The picture of the erect penis being projected onto the screen and Professor Cantrell’s handwritten notes beside it made him think of getting the professor’s hands around his junk. Or his mouth. Or his ass. Yes, I want his ass. Just like Benji, he’d walk around feeling me buried deep in him for days.
“Hard as a fucking fence paling.” Benji grinned at his reference to their earlier conversation. Their whole fuck session started with Benji telling Mitch he was as hard as a fence paling after listening to the prof’s talk this morning.
“Mr Everett,” the professor greeted Mitch with those pursed lips. Mitch looked up and eyed the prof hotly. “See me after class, please.” Fuck me, this is gonna get interesting.
* * * *
The other students were packing up when Benji slid his hand onto Mitch’s lap and squeezed his aching cock. “Need more lube. Meet you at home later.”
“Fuck yeah,” Mitch choked out.
“Mr Lewis, Mr Everett,” the prof nodded at them as he walked out. Mitch and Benji were the only students left in the lab. When did that happen? Standing up slowly, Mitch turned, backing Benji up against the wall. He ground his dick against Benji’s erect cock and they both moaned. 
“I’m gonna have you over and over again, babe,” Mitch whispered roughly against Benji’s neck. “Gonna fill you up.”
“Fuck yeah.” It was Benji’s turn to gasp the epithet this time. “Go have fun with our prof for now.” Mitch nodded and pulled away, stalking out of the room.
Holding his textbook in front of him to hide the monster boner that Mitch was sporting, he hurried across the square and into the building housing the professor’s office. Raising his hand to knock, Mitch closed his eyes and breathed deep, willing his cock to deflate enough that he didn’t blind himself when the professor asked him to sit down.
“Come in,” he called. Mitch entered and upon seeing what he was now wearing, gave up trying to will his dick down, deciding instead that he was going to fuck him stupid right there on the desk. He’d taken off the black jacket and loosened the tie he’d worn in class. The top button of his shirt had snuck open and he could now see a peek of a trim chest. His normally neat hair was mussed up like he’d run his fingers through it. Mitch was itching to reach out and grip onto the light brown waves that were the perfect length to control how deep he took Mitch into his mouth. Fuck.
The prof was lean but his muscle tone was obvious. He had strength in his build. Almost like a swimmer’s body. Yes, that’s what he had. Lean wiry muscle. When he moved in just the right way, Mitch could see the bulge of a nice package between his legs. If only he could see him naked. Would he be a boxers or tighty whitey kind of guy? If he had a guess, he’d say tighty whiteys. He imagined how creamy white the skin on his ass would be. Would it have seen the sun before? Mitch doubted his professor would have an exhibitionist bone in his body. But damn, those long legs would be sexy wrapped around his tanned skin or Benji’s darker tone. 
He screamed quiet sophistication, his tough attitude one of those delicious contrasts that his dick refused to stay down for. The first words out of the prof’s mouth just reinforced that fact. “Mr Everett, take a seat.” Mitch’s cock pulsed as he spoke. He motioned to the visitor chairs sitting across the desk from him as Professor Cantrell sat down and crossed his ankle over his knee. As Mitch imagined the professor naked in that pose, his dick leaked pre-cum.
“Why were you late to my class, Mr Everett?”
“I had trouble finding a park,” he lied.
“You were distracted too.”
“Was I? No disrespect intended, Professor. I apologize.”
“You’ll have to catch up on what you missed. However, some extra tuition can be arranged.” 
“I’d like that,” he choked out. Mitch’s cock pulsed, practically begging him to take the professor over his large timber desk. Mitch couldn’t resist anymore. He stepped out of the uncomfortable seat that’d been punishing his well-used ass and stalked toward him, not bothering to hide his erection this time.
“What are you doing Mr Everett?” he asked cautiously.
“Your tie is crooked, Professor,” he murmured, resting both hands on the arms of his chair and leaning over him. Mitch pressed his face into the crook of the professor’s neck. He inhaled deeply, running his nose up his professor’s throat as he breathed in the woodsy scent of his shampoo. Professor Cantrell jumped at the contact, immediately reaching for his tie until Mitch moved his hand away and yanked it off. Then he flicked open another button. 
“You have any idea how hard I am for you, Prof?” 
A ragged exhale was the only sound from the professor. Mitch smiled to himself. He wasn’t pulling away or pushing him off. 
“I was shifting around today in class because my dick was too hard to think about anything but your mouth wrapped around it and me blowing my cum down your throat. And my ass is so well used by Benji that I’m still feeling him.”
“Ohhh,” he half moaned as Mitch flicked open the last button and pulled open his shirt revealing a lightly muscled chest with a dusting of hair going down over his abs and getting lost in the waistband of his dress pants
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