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  Chapter one
The First Office Hours


The late-afternoon sun cut through the blinds in Professor Alvin Cortour’s office, striping the desk with gold and lighting up the mess of papers and trophies. Ana Patricia Pollack walked in, heels barely making a sound on the thick carpet. She was thirty-four, with tits that made her blouses work overtime and hips that filled out her skirt in a way that made men stare and women whisper. Her olive skin looked even smoother under the office lights, and her chestnut hair was pinned up, though a few strands had already escaped, framing her face. Her lips were full and painted soft pink, but her eyes were sharp, the kind of look you get from years of playing second fiddle to your husband’s career. 
She clutched Barry’s draft thesis tightly to her chest, the pages still warm from the printer. “Professor Cortour, thank you for seeing me on such short notice. Barry’s conference in Chicago got extended, and the deadline is creeping up. He asked me to come defend the opening arguments on marital power dynamics and sexual positions within modern relationships.”
Alvin Cortour rose from behind the desk like a force of nature. At six-foot-four, with powerfully muscled shoulders filling out his tailored charcoal shirt, dark skin gleaming under the lamplight, and a commanding baritone that seemed to vibrate straight through her ribcage, he made the spacious office feel suddenly small. His presence was magnetic, authoritative, the kind of man who didn’t need to raise his voice to own a room. “Mrs. Pollack. Ana, if I may. Barry speaks highly of your help with his research. Please, sit.”
Ana sat down across from him, legs crossed, trying to look professional. The second her ass hit the chair, she felt it—a hot, needy throb between her legs. Her nipples went hard, poking through her bra and blouse, and she tried to pretend she didn’t notice. She opened the draft and started reading, her voice steady at first. “The thesis says that monogamy usually leaves wives wanting more—more control, more variety, especially when it comes to how they get fucked.”
Alvin leaned forward, elbows on the desk, dark eyes locked on hers. His large hands—strong, long-fingered—rested near the edge of the paper. When he pointed to a paragraph, the back of his hand brushed hers, warm and deliberate. “Interesting claim. But tell me, Ana, do you truly believe a wife can be fulfilled by only one position? One man’s rhythm, one man’s… size?” His deep voice rolled over the words, making them feel heavier, dirtier than the clinical language on the page.
Ana’s breath hitched. Her face burned. She squirmed in the chair, the seam of her panties grinding right against her clit, which was already swollen and aching. “I—I think the data shows a lot of women aren’t getting what they need when their husbands can’t keep up. Barry says talking about it and trying new things is important.”
“Exploration,” Alvin repeated, the word slow and weighted. He stood, circling the desk until he was behind her chair. The scent of him—clean musk, something darker and masculine—wrapped around her. “Let’s test that argument. Read the next paragraph aloud while I show you where it weakens.”
Ana swallowed, mouth dry. She tried to read, but her voice shook as Alvin’s chest brushed her shoulders. His hand slammed down on the desk next to her, boxing her in. Every time she tripped over a word like “submission,” his deep laugh made her pussy gush, soaking her panties. Her lips parted, breath shaky. She couldn’t stop picturing herself on her knees, unzipping his pants, finally seeing what kind of cock a man like Alvin was packing—something Barry could never compete with.
Barry was nice enough. He was gentle, loving, and boring as hell in bed. Missionary, always, his average dick in and out in a few minutes, and then he was done. She faked it every time, then got herself off later with her fingers or a vibrator, thinking about someone—anyone—who could actually take control. But now, with Alvin’s heat behind her and his voice in her ear, her body was desperate, hungry, like she hadn’t been fucked in years.
“See here,” Alvin murmured, leaning closer so his breath ghosted her ear. “Your husband claims a wife’s pleasure is secondary to emotional connection. Yet look at your own reaction, Ana. Your nipples are hard. Your breathing has changed. Is that emotional connection I’m seeing… or something much more primal?”
Ana’s voice broke on “submission.” She squeezed her thighs together, mortified by how wet she was—she was sure he could hear it. “Professor, this is just… academic, that’s all.”
“Is it?” His hand finally settled on her shoulder, large palm warm and heavy, thumb stroking once along the collar of her blouse. “Because right now, your body is defending a very different position than the one written on this page.”
She loved Barry. She’d promised to be faithful. But her pussy was throbbing, her clit pounding against her soaked panties, and all she could think about was Alvin’s big hands in her hair, his voice ordering her to open wide and take it. She wanted to get up and run, but she just sat there, shaking, while Alvin’s fingers traced the paper right next to her tits.
“Tomorrow night,” he said, finally stepping back so she could breathe. “Same time. Bring the new pages. And Ana?” He stared right at her hard nipples, poking through her blouse. “Wear something easy to take off. We might need to get hands-on.”
Ana grabbed the papers, hands shaking, face on fire. “Yes, Professor.”
He walked her to the door, his hand heavy and possessive on her lower back. She could still feel it burning into her skin after he shut the door.
Ana staggered into the hallway, heart pounding. Her panties were drenched, the crotch stuck to her pussy lips. She barely made it to the faculty bathroom before locking the door, yanking up her skirt and shoving her panties aside. She leaned against the cold tile and rubbed her clit like she was starving for it.
“Oh god… Alvin…” The name slipped out as she shoved two fingers into her soaked cunt. She pictured his huge body, the bulge she’d seen in his pants, the way he’d said “submission.” Her orgasm slammed into her, making her knees buckle, a strangled moan bouncing off the walls as her juices dripped down her thighs.
Still panting and red-faced, she fixed her clothes and called Barry while walking to the car.
“How did it go, honey?” he asked, voice tired from the conference.
“Productive,” Ana said, voice still husky. “Really productive. Professor Cortour had some excellent suggestions for the opening chapter.”
She hung up before he could ask anything else, already dreading and aching for the next time she’d be alone with Professor Cortour.






  
  Chapter two
Defending the Second Position


Ana Patricia showed up at Professor Alvin Cortour’s office the next night, her heart pounding and her panties already soaked through. She’d swapped her work clothes for a pencil skirt that clung to her fat ass and wide hips like a second skin, and a cream blouse that barely contained her tits. Her hair was up, but she’d left a couple strands loose, just to look fuckable. Barry, clueless as ever, had texted her good luck from Chicago, not realizing his wife was about to walk into her professor’s office dressed like she was begging to get railed. 
The door was already locked when she knocked. Alvin’s deep baritone answered from inside, “Come in, Ana.”
She stepped into the office, which was even darker than last time. The blinds were shut tight, only the banker’s lamp and the computer screen lighting up the place. Alvin sat behind the desk, shirt sleeves rolled up, his chest and arms looking like he could snap Barry in half. He didn’t bother to stand. He just pointed to the chair next to him, like he already owned her.
“Sit. We have a lot of ground to cover.”
Ana sat, tugging her skirt down, but it just bunched up higher on her thighs, showing off more skin than she meant to. She pulled out the draft, pretending to care about the notes. “I used your suggestions on the power imbalance part. Barry and I talked about—”
“Barry isn’t here,” Alvin cut in, voice low and commanding. His cologne—rich, musky, undeniably masculine—wrapped around her like a physical caress. “You are. And last night you left this office soaked. Don’t insult my intelligence by pretending otherwise.”
Ana’s face burned. She crossed her legs, but all it did was mash her throbbing clit harder against her soaked panties. “Professor, I… we should talk about the thesis.”
Alvin leaned back in his chair, studying her with dark, hungry eyes. “Then defend it. Read the new second position paragraph aloud. The one about a wife’s need for dominant correction when her husband’s efforts fall short.”
Ana’s voice trembled as she began. “In many modern marriages, the wife experiences chronic dissatisfaction when traditional intercourse fails to stimulate her fully. She requires a stronger, more commanding presence to unlock deeper levels of submission and pleasure—”
“Stronger,” Alvin echoed, rising slowly. He moved behind her chair again, but this time his hands settled on her shoulders, thumbs pressing into the tense muscles at the base of her neck. “More commanding. Like this?”
His hands were on her, and Ana’s breath caught. Her nipples stabbed against her bra, hard and aching. She tried to read, but the words turned to mush as his fingers slid down her arms and back up, grazing the sides of her tits through the thin blouse. “Professor… this isn’t… we can’t…”
“Can’t what?” His voice dropped to a velvet rumble directly against her ear. “Can’t admit that your husband’s average cock and gentle fucking leave you aching for something real? Can’t admit that your cunt is already dripping just from my hands on you?”
A pathetic whimper slipped out of her mouth. She clung to the desk, knuckles white. Her brain screamed about Barry, about how wrong this was, but her cunt didn’t care. Her thighs spread on their own, hips grinding forward, and she could feel her pussy leaking through her panties, probably leaving a wet spot on the skirt.
Alvin’s big hand slid over, fingers tracing her blouse before grabbing a handful of tit. He squeezed, thumb flicking her rock-hard nipple through the fabric. “Feel that, Ana? That’s what a real man feels like. Now keep reading while I show you what your thesis is really about.”
She tried. Her voice came out breathy and broken. “The wife… must… must surrender control… to experience true fulfillment…”
Alvin’s other hand shoved her skirt up, fingers finding the drenched crotch of her panties. He mashed the fabric against her clit and started rubbing, slow and rough. Ana’s hips jerked, a moan ripping out of her before she could stop it.
“Listen to yourself,” he growled, voice thick with satisfaction. “Moaning like a needy slut while you defend your husband’s weak little theory. Spread your legs wider.”
She obeyed, because of course she did. Her thighs spread wide, skirt bunched up, showing off the wet stain on her pink panties. Alvin hooked a finger under the lace, yanked it aside, and shoved two thick fingers straight into her dripping cunt.
“Oh fuck…” Ana gasped, head dropping back against his chest. Her pussy squeezed around his fingers, soaking his hand as he pumped them in and out, slow and rough.
“Keep reading,” he ordered, curling his fingers against that sensitive spot inside her. “Or I stop.”
She choked out the words between gasps, body rocking as he finger-fucked her hard. Every thrust made her tits bounce, nipples scraping against her bra. Shame and pleasure tangled up inside her, so strong she could barely talk.
Alvin’s free hand squeezed her breast harder, pinching the nipple until she cried out. “Your husband could never make you this wet. Never make you drip down your thighs just from a few words and fingers. This pussy knows what it needs, Ana. It needs Black cock. It needs to be owned.”
His filthy words broke her. She came hard, pussy clamping down on his fingers as she bit her lip to keep from screaming. Her juices squirted out, soaking his hand and the chair.
Alvin didn’t stop. He kept stroking her through the aftershocks, drawing out every shudder until she was a trembling, whimpering mess. Only then did he withdraw his fingers, bringing them to her full lips.
“Clean them.”
She opened her mouth and sucked his fingers clean, tasting her own cum, tongue working like
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