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The fluorescent lights hummed overhead in the empty university library, casting harsh shadows across the marble floor.  

Madame LeClaire stood at the head of the long oak table. 

At fifty-two, she appeared much younger. Her auburn hair was pulled back into a severe bun that ached at her temples and drew her face tight. A few wisps escaped to frame cheekbones that could have cut glass.  Black reading glasses perpetually slid down her nose.  Her green and sharp eyes fixed on the six young men, she wore an expression of authority mingled with something newly awakened and dangerous.

She wore a beige trench coat cinched tight at the waist, the fabric expensive hiding what lay beneath until she chose to reveal it.

Underneath she wore black lingerie, lace cups straining against the heavy weight of her massive tits, flesh spilling over the edges, nipples already stiff and visible through the thin silk of her blouse. Her tits were enormous, full and heavy, the kind that bounced when she moved.

On her feet were extreme high heels, patent leather red with black soles, purchased in Paris for €600. They were the kind of heels that forced her posture into a severe arch, that made her calves ache and tremble after an hour of standing, that clicked loud against marble and drew every eye in a room to her legs. The heels were six inches, possibly more, architectural and cruel, the red soles flashing with each step like a secret signal.

She stood in the empty university library, and surveyed the six basketball players with a slow, deliberate gaze. Her massive tits rose and fell with each breath, straining against the lace, the beige coat gaping just slightly at the throat to show the swell of cleavage beneath. 

Her glasses slid lower down her nose as she leaned forward, her heels clicking against the marble, the sound echoing in the silence.

"Your grades are failing because you lack discipline," she said, her voice low, the French accent barely there but thickening as she spoke. "Tonight you will learn discipline."

Six basketball players sat before her athletic scholarships on the line, facing expulsion from the team if they failed her French course. They were nineteen to twenty-two years old, muscled and desperate, their legs spreading in chairs too small for their frames.

“I am making you a promise. You help me, I help you. You pass this class and you learn French. No cheating. I cannot stand it. But I will give you a reason to keep coming back. Tres bien?”

“Madame," Marcus said, the team captain, his voice rough. “We will do anything."

She reached for the belt of her coat and unknotted it. The fabric fell open to reveal the black lingerie beneath, the massive tits spilling against the lace cups, the nipples stiff and dark. The heels forced her hips forward, presenting her body even as her eyes remained sharp and commanding behind the sliding glasses.

"Stand up," she commanded, her voice trembling but steady. "Take out your cocks. Show me what you are working with."

She watched their eyes drop to her breasts, heavy and full, spilling against the lace cups of her bra.

"You will fuck me like the young bulls you are," she said. “Then we learn French."

She slid the panties down her thighs and kicked them aside. Now naked from the waist down her pussy gleaming she looked at each of them.
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They moved as one, chairs scraping against marble, zippers tearing fabric, athletic pants shoving down to reveal six cocks that sprang free into the cool library air, thick and dark and heavy with blood, each one a weapon of flesh hanging between muscled thighs, veins standing out like ropes under dark skin, heads swollen and glossy with pre cum already beading at the slits.

Madame LeClaire sank to her knees on the hard marble, her beige coat bunched beneath her knees, her €600 heels forced forward by the arch, and looked up at the circle of meat surrounding her face.

She reached for Marcus first, the team captain, his cock thick as her wrist and heavy in her palm, the shaft veined and pulsing, the head a dark purple mushroom that wept fluid as she pumped him.

She took him into her mouth, sinking down his length until her lips kissed the base, her throat bulging around his girth, spit flooding out and coating his balls as she sucked with wet hungry sounds. Her hand found Darius beside him, his cock equally thick but longer, curving slightly upward, the veins more pronounced, the head flared and sensitive, and she jerked him in firm strokes while her mouth worked Marcus, feeling both shafts throb in her grip.

She pulled off Marcus with a gasp, a thick string of saliva trailing from her lips to his cock, and turned to Darius, taking his curved length deep until her nose pressed against his stomach, choking herself on him, her eyes watering and mascara running down her cheeks in black rivers. Her free hand reached for Jamal, the third man, his cock shorter but impossibly thick, the girth stretching her fingers as she wrapped them around his shaft, feeling the heat radiating from his skin, the heavy balls slapping against her wrist as she pumped him.

"Good" she gasped, pulling off Darius to choke out "You are learning" before turning to Jamal and stuffing his thick stubby cock into her mouth, her lips stretching wide around his width, her jaw aching as she bobbed on him, spit pouring down her chin onto her massive tits. 

She reached for the fourth man, Tyler, his cock long and straight with a pronounced vein running along the underside, the head small and pointed, leaking a steady stream of pre cum that she smeared across her lips before taking him deep, feeling him hit the back of her throat and keep pushing.

The fifth man, Andre, stepped forward, his cock dark and uncut, the foreskin sliding back as she pumped him to reveal a shiny red head that glistened with arousal, his balls heavy and full hanging low between his thighs. She took him into her mouth alongside Tyler, stuffing two cocks between her lips, stretching her mouth obscenely wide, her cheeks bulging as she sucked both heads simultaneously, her hands jerking the shafts in unison, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth and dripping onto her massive tits.

The sixth man, the freshman, trembled as she turned to him, his cock the largest of all, thirteen inches and thick as a bottle, the shaft so heavy it hung downward, the head massive and flared, pre cum dripping in long strings from the slit. She moaned at the sight, reaching out with both hands to lift his weight, feeling the heft of him, the pulse of blood under the skin, the heat burning her palms. She opened her mouth wide and took his head between her lips, sucking hard, her tongue swirling around the slit to catch his fluid, her throat working as she tried to take more of his impossible length.

She moved between them in a circle, her mouth working each cock in turn, sucking Marcus deep then pulling off to stuff Darius and Jamal between her lips at the same time, her hands jerking Tyler and Andre while the freshman slapped his massive cock against her face, leaving wet trails of pre cum across her cheeks and glasses. 

She was soaked in spit, her massive tits bouncing and glistening, her heels scraping against the marble as she shifted position, her body a machine for sucking their meat.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3

[image: ]


"More" she gasped, pulling off the freshman with a wet pop "Give me more"

Then they were on her, Marcus grabbing the collar of her silk blouse in both fists and ripping it open with a sound of tearing fabric that echoed in the empty library, the buttons scattering across the marble floor, he shredded silk falling away to expose her black lace bra straining against her massive tits. 

Darius reached behind her and yanked the bra down, the elastic snapping, her tits spilling free completely, heavy and full and pale with stiff pink nipples that jutted out obscenely, the flesh bouncing and settling with a weight that made all six men groan in unison.

They pushed her back down to her knees on the hard marble, her red heels scraping for purchase, and Marcus grabbed her head in both hands, his fingers tangling in her auburn hair as he lined his thick cock up with her open mouth. 

He thrust forward without warning, burying himself to the root in her throat in a single brutal stroke that made her gag violently, her throat muscles contracting around his shaft as he began to pump her face with piston force, using her mouth like a cunt, a wet hole for his pleasure, his balls slapping against her chin with every thrust.

The other five closed in, stroking their cocks, slapping them against her cheeks and her forehead and her massive tits that hung heavy and exposed, the stiff nipples brushing against
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