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      sierra

      With heat gathered between my thighs, I teetered nervously from foot to foot in front of two muscular bouncers, dressed in all black suits, and chewed on the inside of my cheek. I shouldn’t be here, but I had no other choice.

      “Membership card,” the bouncer with gold brass knuckles said.

      “I, um …” I gulped. “Don’t have one. I’m here to sign up for the class.”

      They peered at each other for a moment, then unhooked a maroon velvet rope barrier for me to pass. “Drop your coat off at the check-in and find your way down the hallway to the left to be received.”

      “Th-thanks,” I stuttered. Heart pounding, I smiled softly and walked past the rope and through the double doors into Radiant, a BDSM sex club nestled in the heart of Pittsburgh that catered to the upper class.

      Only problem was that I was a virgin with zero experience in sex and way too poor to afford any type of membership to this place. But Radiant was infamous for hosting proper Sex Education classes that not only taught how to do it, but also the mannerisms behind it all.

      Vanilla drifted through my nose, and I peered past the coatroom and into the club, eyes widening when I spotted a bunch of naked women dancing around shiny stripper poles while onlookers watched from black suede couches.

      “Your coat, miss,” a woman said.

      I shrugged off my jacket and handed it to her. She glanced down at my oversize baby-blue sweater with red mushrooms on it and a pair of leggings that might’ve had a hole near my inner thigh.

      Why had I come here again?! I didn’t fit in at all.

      After grimacing, she placed my belongings in the back and pointed down the hallway to the left. With my arms crossed, I walked down the hallway and tried not to look into the glass rooms where men and women bound each other up.

      Did they … know that these were glass walls and that anyone could look right in?

      As the man plunged into the woman from behind, he grasped her hips and looked directly at me, a smirk crawling across his handsome face. I inhaled sharply. More heat grew between my thighs, my panties already soaked.

      Scurrying along down the hallway, I desperately tried to gather my thoughts. The hallway opened up into a larger bar area. I stopped at the entrance and nervously glanced around, not sure where to go. Was I supposed to be in an office? Did the classes start tonight in those glass rooms and I was just late?

      God, I hoped not. I couldn’t imagine doing something like that in front of other people.

      I glanced toward the bar and spotted a handsome older man with streaks of salt in his dark hair. He leaned against the counter next to two others with a drink in his hand and his devilish eyes fixed on me.

      When he pushed himself off the bar, I wanted to look away, but I was fixed to the spot. Dressed in navy suit pants and a blue dress shirt with its sleeves rolled up his muscular forearms, he smirked and stopped in front of me.

      “Can I help you?” he asked, his voice deep and British.

      “I, um …” I whispered, the accent flustering me. “Maybe? I’m looking for the offices.”

      “The offices?”

      My cheeks flushed, and I averted my gaze. “To sign up for a class. There was …” Somehow, my cheeks burned even hotter. “There was an advertisement online about a Sex Education course that this club hosted. But, um … maybe I’m just in the wrong p-place.”

      “God, you’re fucking adorable.”

      I snapped my eyes up to meet his.

      D-did he just …

      No. No, I am hearing things. This music is way too loud.

      “What?” I asked for clarification because if I didn’t, my dumbass would nod along and get myself into a situation that I really, really didn’t want to be in, like I had with Luke. I’d learned my lesson that night.

      He leaned down and brushed some hair behind my shoulder, his lips dangerously close to my ear. “Which class are you interested in?” he asked, his voice smooth, soft almost, which made my nipples ache.

      Get ahold of yourself, Sierra.

      But everyone around us was kissing, grinding against each other, or fucking in the middle of the club. And I couldn’t keep my damn head straight anymore. This was better than any porn I had ever watched.

      “Th-the beginner course.”

      He dropped his hand to my waist, his touch respectful—though I wished it were anything but.

      “The what?” he hummed.

      I gently placed my hand on his muscular shoulder and stood on my tiptoes to reach his ear. “The beginner course,” I said, desperately trying to control myself. But his body heat was making this room unbearable. “I’m supposed to see Michelle to sign up.”

      My mouth dried. God, he was the most attractive man I had ever seen.

      I looked away so I wouldn’t blush again and to push all this hotness out of my mind. He was way out of my league and looked like a regular at this club. And if he was a regular, why would he even want to be with me, Miss Clueless?

      “Are you taking the class for a reason?”

      “My … friend said that I should.”

      “Your friend?”

      “My ex-boyfriend,” I whispered, loathing the thought of how he had made me feel that last time I was with him.

      Technically, we hadn’t officially broken up, but he’d completely ghosted me after pressuring me into giving him a blow job, which he called, “The worst blow of my life.”

      “Ah, there it is.” He chuckled, the sound doing something to me. “Always the boyfriend.”

      “No, it’s me. I’m not good at any of thi—” I started but cut myself short because why the hell was I talking about my sex life with a random stranger?! He didn’t give a shit what I was good at or not. He was just showing me to the office.

      “It’s not you,” he said. “A lot of men don’t know how to treat a woman in the bedroom.”

      “Or out of it,” I murmured to myself. Stupid Luke.

      After a moment, he slid his hand onto my lower back and guided me through the crowd. Women threw me dirty looks, looking me up and down like I was trash. And I mean, I was definitely dressed that way. I didn’t have money like these people.

      We walked to a set of stairs that led to a second floor, where it was a bit quieter and I could hear my thoughts.

      “Interesting choice of clothes for a sex club,” he noted once we made it through the crowd.

      “Oh,” I whispered, cheeks flushing. Apparently, they were perpetually pink now. “I just came from my classes at college. I didn’t have much time to change. I mean, I could’ve gone home to change, but I don’t like staying out too late by myself, and, um … now, I’m oversharing.”

      I giggled nervously and played with the end of my sleeve.

      Damn, why am I so awkward?!

      We walked down another hallway filled with more of those glass rooms, but the people inside these were … doing even raunchier things with whips, weapons, masks, and more. I widened my eyes and peered up at him, catching him watching me.

      “Do you like it?” he asked.

      “What?”

      “Knife play.”

      “Kn-knife play,” I repeated because I feared that I hadn’t heard him correctly. When he nodded, I swallowed hard and glanced back into the room. “I don’t know what that is. I-I barely know how to give someone a blow job.” The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could stop them. I slapped a hand over my mouth and stared up in horror at the gorgeous man in front of me, feeling so embarrassed that I couldn’t even give oral correctly.

      But also that I’d just admitted it out loud!

      “There’s no reason to be embarrassed about that, Miss …”

      “Monroe. Sierra Monroe.”

      “Well, Sierra”—he stopped in front of a door and extended his hand—“I’ll make sure we fix that during class. I’m Steven Patton. Your new professor.”
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      “Y-you’re the professor?” Sierra asked, eyes widening. “F-for the course?”

      A smirk tugged at the corner of my lips. “Yes.”

      “Oh my God,” she said, hiding behind her hands. “I’m so sorry.”

      After a chuckle left my lips, I placed my hand on her lower back and steered her in the direction of the main office, where she could officially sign up for Sex Education 101. Michelle was the organizer for every class, and she had roped me into teaching this time after giving me a sob story about how we needed to help more people.

      “There’s nothing to apologize for, Miss Monroe, was it?”

      “Sierra. You can call me Sierra. But there totally is! I just—” She smacked her lips together and averted her gaze. “You know what? I’m, um, going to shut up now before I say something I shouldn’t.”

      “I’d love to hear all the things you shouldn’t say,” I murmured.

      Cheeks turning a shade darker, she peered back up at me through her lashes and cracked a small smile. I stopped to catch my breath and gathered my thoughts before pausing in front of Michelle’s office.

      I knocked three times. “Michelle!”

      “Come in, Steven,” she hummed.

      Once I pushed the door open, I allowed Sierra to step into the room and then followed her. A waft of strawberries drifted from her hair. She stopped in front of Michelle’s desk and smiled nervously.

      “You must be Sierra,” Michelle said, extending her hand. “I’m Michelle Patton.”

      Sierra formed an O with her mouth. “Oh, a-are you two married?”

      “Michelle is my sister,” I clarified.

      “Adopted sister,” Michelle added. “That’s why we don’t look anything alike.”

      Sierra nodded, then glanced back at me—or more specifically, my bare left hand. “Oh.”

      “You’re here to enroll in Sex Education?” Michelle asked.

      Sierra nodded.

      Usually, at this point in the conversation, I’d leave and let Michelle do her job. But I found myself shutting the door gently to give Sierra privacy and sitting on the maroon couch in Michelle’s office.

      “Great!” Michelle said, taking note. “We have one spot left.”

      “Lucky, lucky, Miss Monroe.”

      “So very much,” she whispered, playing with the end of her sleeve and peeking another glance up at me. With her breath sucked in just a smidgen, she inched her legs closer together and returned her gaze to Michelle. “Is there anything you need from me?”

      “Yes.” My sister handed her a clipboard. “Please fill out the information and sign.”

      Sierra sat on the edge of the couch beside me while Michelle leaned back in her seat and smirked in my direction. I stared back blankly, not wanting her to make a big deal out of this once Sierra left. I’d bet this was the exact reason she wanted me to teach.

      Five minutes of silence later, Sierra stood and handed the clipboard back to Michelle, who reviewed it briefly for a signature. She unclipped the papers and filed them in a cabinet. “You’re all set, Sierra. Here are some papers to explain the class in more depth.”

      “Great,” Sierra said, blushing. “I will, um, see you soon then, Professor.”

      “Don’t be late for class, Miss Monroe,” I said. “We start tomorrow night.”

      She paused at the door, holding the stack of papers to her chest and blushing again—which was going to drive me mad throughout the semester. I didn’t know how long I’d last with her sitting up front, staring at me with those huge brown eyes.

      “I won’t be,” she said shyly.

      Michelle leaned back in her swivel chair as Sierra scurried out of the office, throwing me one last shy look. When she disappeared into the hallway, Michelle glanced up at me and hummed to herself, the way she always did when she had done something.

      “Is she the reason you asked me to teach?” I asked.

      “I thought you would like her,” my sister said, setting the end of her pen on her lips and giggling softly. “I talked to her on the phone about a week ago, and she was a nervous wreck. She sounded so cute, and who would’ve known that she is?”

      “Michelle …” I twisted my head toward the window and watched Miss Monroe exit the club and head down the street toward the bus stop, her brown hair blowing in the breeze. “I can’t teach this class.”

      My sister rolled her eyes. “You’re so dramatic.”

      “I’m not dramatic,” I argued. “I’m being reasonable.”

      “Unreasonable,” Michelle said, smirking. “Because you won’t do anything to her. You do remember what you told me last year after you sold your business, don’t you? That you’re done searching for a submissive. That you’re going to be a grumpy old man by yourself.”

      “I didn’t say that,” I growled.

      “Maybe not the last part, but you haven’t been yourself since Mom died,” she said.

      “Mom dying has nothing to do with my life here.”

      She shrugged. “Well then, you should be fine teaching, huh? You don’t want a submissive, and Sierra Monroe is definitely not your type. So, you don’t have to worry about a thing! Right?”

      I gritted my teeth and walked out of the room, heading straight for my office. After shutting the door behind me, I leaned against it and lifted my gaze to the window facing one of the many bus stops near our club.

      Sierra bounced on her toes to keep warm, glancing back at the club. While she couldn’t see me through the tinted windows, I couldn’t pull my gaze away from her. I drew my tongue across my lower lip, dick twitching.

      The way she couldn’t stop blushing tonight, stuttering and stumbling over her words.

      “Fuck,” I growled.

      This was going to be a long semester.
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      Fuck. I sprinted off the bus and down two streets while gazing at the time on my phone. Thirty minutes late?! Why the hell did class get out so late? I should’ve been here on time, like I had promised Steve—I meant, Professor Patton.

      When I reached the entrance, I leaned over my knees to catch my breath and gazed up at the same security guards I had spoken with last night. “I-I’m here f-for class,” I said between breaths, chest rising and falling.

      “You’re late.”

      “I know,” I whispered. “Can I please come in so Professor Patton doesn’t kill me?”

      The stoic man chuckled and stepped to the side. I raced into the building without looking like a complete newbie in a room full of pro dominants and submissives, then found the back hallway, where the class was being held.

      Still attempting to catch my breath, I pushed the door open and stepped into the room. All the seated students snapped their heads toward me while Professor Patton glanced up from the open textbook in his hand, his dark eyes on me.

      “Sorry I’m late,” I whispered, closing the door softly behind me.

      From the door in the back of the room, I scanned the room for an empty seat.

      Professor Patton snapped the book closed and tapped an empty desk, front and center. I gulped and hurried down the aisle of seats toward the front of the room, my gaze not leaving his smoldering one once.

      Once I finally collapsed into the seat, I scrambled to set my belongings at my feet and pulled out a pen. All the other students had open textbooks, and I cursed myself for not coming sooner. I hated the attention.

      “As I was saying, if you feel uncomfortable with anything during this class”—he looked solely at me, his dark gaze lingering, and tugged on his tie to loosen it—“your safeword this semester will be unicorn. Do you understand?”

      Students in class nodded.

      “I need a verbal response,” he said.

      In unison, students murmured in response.

      He stepped toward me, his gaze making me feel all sorts of things that, as his student, I shouldn’t feel at all. He cleared his throat, his large hand sprawling across the desk. “Miss Monroe?”

      “I understand,” I murmured.

      “Louder.”

      My cheeks flushed from embarrassment. “I understand.”

      “Good girl.”

      Warmth exploded between my thighs, my nipples aching from two words. Two freaking words, and he already had me a wet, sopping mess. We weren’t even alone, and he … he had no problem with calling me a … a good girl.

      Fuck.

      “This is a contract,” he said, handing a stack of papers to each person in the front row.

      I took a sheet from the stack and passed it back to the student behind me. Grabbing my pen, I glanced down at the sheet labeled Sex Education Class Agreement, along with an attached syllabus with classes named Throat Fucking 101, Obedience 101, Degradation 101, and … much more.

      “You don’t need a contract for every type of relationship that you find yourself in, but we’ll be going through some basic BDSM in this class, so I’m required to introduce you to the contractual side of a sexual relationship.”

      The contractual side?

      My gaze drifted down the page as I briefly scanned it. According to this, we’d get a textbook that explained different types of sexual intercourse and the basics of BDSM, like relationships and partnerships, toys, and more.

      “If you continue down the page,” he said, as if he had been talking and I had completely zoned out while staring at the glaring words of dominance and submission, master and slave, sadist and masochist.

      “Will there be demonstrations?” someone asked to my left.

      “Yes.”

      Snapping my gaze to him, I sucked in a sharp breath and pressed my thighs together.

      Did he say demonstrations? How is he going to demonstrate? What will he demonstrate? The sex positions? How to be a dom? On a student?

      On … me?

      “Sierra, you’ll learn how to properly masturbate during this class, so you won’t have to grind those thighs together,” he said, peering up from the master contract he held and smirking at me. “I doubt that makes you feel any good, does it?”

      I sucked in another sharp breath, heat exploding through my core and cheeks reddening. I opened and shut my mouth three times in a row, attempting to find the words to respond. But everyone was staring at me, and I couldn’t get anything out but, “Sorry, sir,” as I stopped rubbing my legs together.

      “I didn’t say to stop,” Professor Patton said, returning to his paper. “Continue.”

      Cheeks flaming hot, I dropped my gaze to the desk in front of me and tried to ignore all the other students’ stares. Why did he call me out like that? I hadn’t even realized that I had been so … uncomfortable.

      My nipples poked against my shirt, and I pressed them against the desk so nobody could see them. My body felt like it was on fire, like the flames were overtaking every inch of my skin, my thighs, my pussy.

      Fifteen minutes later, once I finally calmed down, Professor Patton walked behind his desk. “That’s all for tonight. I’ll see you all next week.” He glanced up at me. “Sierra Monroe. Please, stay after. We need to chat.”

      So, as all the students cleared out of the room, I quietly gathered my belongings and hoped that everyone would completely forget that I even existed. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die after tonight.

      Once I slung my backpack over my shoulder, I walked to the front.

      He handed me a book. “Please read the first three chapters by the next class.”

      “What is this?”

      “A book on sex. Chapters one through three detail consent as well as the basics.”

      “Okay,” I whispered, holding it to my chest. “I’ll read them by the next class.”

      “And,” he said before I could leave, “we need to talk about your disobedience.”

      “My disobedience?”

      “Your tardiness.”

      “One of my classes ran over,” I said, nipples taut. “She usually lets us out five minutes early so I have time to catch the bus. But I had to”—I laughed nervously—“grab a later bus, then run here tonight. It won’t happen again. I promise.”

      “We need to make sure of that, especially for the demonstrations.” He shook his head. “But either way, I ordered you not to be late.” He moved closer to me and lifted my chin. “And you disobeyed me.”

      “I-I didn’t mean to,” I whispered.

      “Disobedience is punished in my class.”

      “Punished?” I repeated, pressing my thighs together. “H-how will you do that?”

      His lips curled into a small smirk. “Follow me.”
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      “Where are we going?” Sierra whispered, gazing at the people inside the glass rooms as we walked through the Hall of Glass.

      One room in particular that she couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from had a woman bent at the hip with men in each of her holes.

      “This way,” I hummed, amused.

      Sierra sucked in a sharp breath and blushed, then continued with me down the hallway.

      “For the first half of class, I became acquainted with other students’ prior experience. Since you conveniently missed it, I need you to show me the extent of your sexual experiences,” I said. “How far have you gone?”

      “I, um … haven’t done much.”

      I placed my hand on her lower back, restraining myself from dragging my hands all over her body, and guided her toward a private room in the back of Radiant, which was exclusively available only to owners.

      A smirk tugged at my lips. “Oh, no, Sierra. I said that you’re going to show me.”

      “Show you,” she repeated, eyes wide. “H-how am I supposed to do …” She stopped in front of the glass room, gulped, and pointed to the door. “You want me to show you in … here? A-are people going to watch?”

      Gently taking her chin in my hand, I drew my thumb across her lower lip. “Only me.”

      When her jaw lolled, I swiped my thumb across her lip again and watched her tongue travel across it, her eyes softening and her body relaxing more than it had all night. A perfect little submissive for me.

      “Will you do that for me?” I asked.

      “Yes,” she whispered, pressing those thighs together again, “sir.”

      Fuck.

      I pushed my thumb into her mouth and let her suck on it. “Good girl.”

      After another moment, I pulled my thumb from her mouth and led her into the room. She stepped in, pupils dilating at the various ropes and whips hanging from the wall. Her nipples hardened underneath her shirt, poking against the material.

      When she finally took it all in, I hit a switch on the wall.

      “What’s that light switch for?” she asked, turning toward me, flustered.

      “To make the glass dark so nobody can see into the room.” I guided her toward the bed. “Why don’t you relax?”

      Once she sat down, her knees jittery, she glanced at me. “This is wrong,” she whispered.

      “If you’re not comfortable, you have a safeword,” I reminded her. “Remember?”

      “Yes,” she said in a breath.

      “What is it?”

      “Unicorn.”

      “If you want to stop, you will use it. Understand?”

      “Yes.”

      I waited for her to speak the word back to me, waited for her to tell me that she didn’t want this, that I was overstepping, that she was never returning to my class ever again. But she lay back on the bed.

      “Y-you said that you wanted me to show you what I’ve done?” she asked.

      “It’s only fair that I know your experience before teaching you,” I murmured.

      “I only really have experience with … touching myself,” she whispered, staring into my eyes but dipping her hand into her panties underneath her skirt. It fell open enough for me to see how ruined her panties were. She must’ve been this wet all night.

      Unable to stop myself, I walked toward the bed and knelt on it with my knee. “Sierra …” I said in a weak attempt to control myself. She was so innocent, so shy, and still a fucking virgin. This was wrong of me. “Is this what you usually do?”

      She glanced up at me through her dark lashes. “I-I’m not too good at it.”

      Crawling onto the bed, I moved closer to her as her legs seemed to fall apart on the bed for me. I swallowed hard, gazing down from her lips to her taut nipples to that pussy glistening through her underwear.

      I should have stopped, but I wanted to drag my mouth all over her.

      “Sorry it’s taking a long time,” she whispered. “I’m bad at this.”

      “Is that what he told you?”

      “Wh-what?”

      “Is that what your ex-boyfriend told you?” I asked because she hadn’t stopped repeating that all night. I moved closer to her, wanting to touch that drooling little cunt for her and show her that it was him who hadn’t known how to touch her, how to make her feel good. “Hmm?”

      She stared down at me and rubbed her pussy faster, gaze dropping to my fingers that lingered dangerously close to her cunt. Closer than they should’ve. She was my new student, almost half my age.

      “Answer me, Miss Monroe,” I ordered. “Is that what your ex-boyfriend told you?”

      “Yes,” she whispered, pulling her hand away. “I’m sorry. I—”

      “Don’t stop,” I growled. “You’re going to rub that little pussy for me until you come. I don’t care how long it takes, how long I have to lie here and watch your cunt quiver for me. I’ll stay here all night if I have to.”

      After she sucked in a sharp breath, she placed her hand back, her body jerking slightly.

      “There it is,” I murmured. “Just like that.”

      She rubbed her clit faster in small circles. “I-I usually … use toys and watch …”

      “Watch?” I asked, brow arched and a smirk tugging at my lips.

      “P-porn.”

      A small chuckle escaped my mouth. “What kind?”

      Cheeks tinting red, she turned her head to the side and buried her face into the pillow. But I took her chin in my hand and forced her to look back down at me. She wasn’t going to get out of this one.

      “What kind?”

      She averted her gaze. “A bit of everything.”

      “Everything?”

      “Yes,” she said in a small voice.

      “Eyes on me, Miss Monroe,” I ordered.

      She peered at me.

      “You watch everything?”

      “Maybe not everything,” she whispered, as if she was too embarrassed to speak about the type of porn she watched aloud, but she had been the one to bring it up, the one who had initially wanted to speak about it.

      And I could see her pussy tightening.

      “What do you watch?”

      “Well, this week, I’ve watched some …” She furrowed her brow, stared down at me, and rubbed her pussy harder, her full lips forming a small O and pleasure rushing over her expression. “Some BDSM stuff.”

      Fuck. If she keeps this up …

      “What kind?”

      “Um …” She looked away for a brief moment, then snapped her gaze back to me as if she remembered that I’d ordered her to keep her eyes on me. “I watched some light … dominant and submissive scenes.” She sucked in a breath, her body tensing. “With rope.”

      “Bondage?” My lips curled into a smirk. “Does that excite you, Sierra?”

      She nodded.

      “We’ll have a class on that,” I hummed, wanting nothing more than to tie her up right here and right now. I hadn’t touched a rope in nearly a year now, but my fingers ached to glide against the coarse edges.

      My gaze dropped to her drooling pussy as I ground my dick against the mattress as discreetly as possible. This was wrong. She was my student, who trusted me to show her the ropes—quite literally.

      “You’re doing great,” I praised. “That little pussy is quivering already.”

      Legs beginning to tremble, she whimpered, “Professor Paaaatton.”

      I drew my tongue across my lower lip, wanting nothing more than to dip my head and place my mouth all over her cunt. I wanted to feel her crying out all over my face, my tongue on her clit, tasting her pleasure.

      “You can go faster, can’t you, love?” I breathed heavily. “For me.”

      She rubbed her pussy faster, back arching and legs shaking.

      “Just like that,” I whispered, grinding my cock into the mattress. “Let me hear you.”

      After she flicked her fingers over her clit once more, her shoulders lifted off the mattress as she cried out louder than I’d expected. Her little pussy pulsed over and over, desperate for me to be inside it, filling it.

      And I could only imagine how fucking sexy she’d look with my cum dripping out of her.

      When she finally relaxed against the mattress, I gathered myself and shuffled off the bed before she could see the raging boner that I had stuffed inside my pants. I cleared my throat and stepped toward the door.

      “A driver will pick you up from your class next week.”

      “A driver?” she repeated, shaking her head. “No, that’s too much. I don’t need someone to drive me back and forth between campus and here. I can walk if I miss the bus. It’s honestly not too much, Professor Patton.”

      “He’ll be there at eight thirty sharp,” I said. “You’re not missing my class again, Sierra.”

      Not for the first demonstration of the semester.
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      Cock Riding 101.

      On Monday night, I stared at the words written on the board with white chalk and swallowed hard. Professor Patton stood up front near his desk, chatting with a couple of students. I pressed my thighs together, unable to forget about what had happened after the last class.

      He had been close to touching me. So close. And I had almost let him.

      What was wrong with me? He was my Sex Education professor, for fuck’s sake, twice my age, and an experienced member of Radiant. But he had ordered a driver to pick me up for class tonight, and he had followed me right into that glass room last Monday. That had to mean something, right?

      I shook my head and walked to the empty desk up front and center. I was doing what I always did with men, looking for anything that could be taken as desire for me, looking for reasons why he’d want to take care of me.

      When the girls who chatted with him sat down in their seats, Professor Patton finally turned toward the class, his gaze landing on me. Heat rushed through my body, and I whimpered softly to myself.

      “I’ve split this specific class between enrolled females and males, so you girls would feel more comfortable for the first demonstration. Upcoming demonstrations will include both female and male students. Now, I asked you to bring a partner that you’re familiar with for tonight,” he said, strumming his fingers on the table. “Ah, Miss Monroe, I must’ve forgotten to mention it to you, seeing as you were late.”

      Partner?

      After gazing around the room and realizing that I didn’t recognize any of the males from last class—only the females—I glanced down at my desk and wondered what the hell I was going to do. Will he fail me for not bringing a partner? Punish me?

      I drew my tongue across my dry lips, desperately trying to wet them, and thought about all the possibilities of what that punishment would look like. He’d seemed almost excited when I mentioned ropes and bondage the other night.

      He cleared his throat, capturing my attention, then patted his knee. “Then, I’ll be your partner for the night. You can start off the class by demonstrating what you learned in the first few chapters of your textbook on me.”

      Everyone in the class turned in my direction, their heated gazes focusing in on me.

      I stared at him through wide eyes and shook my head, my cheeks flushing even hotter. “I … I can’t do that, Professor Patton. I …”

      “It’s demonstration day,” he announced. “The majority of your grade is participation in these classes, and you don’t have a partner. Do you want to fail and have to retake my course, Miss Monroe?”

      I gulped and rubbed my thighs together, the heat raging in my core. “No, sir.”

      He patted his thigh again. “Then, come here and show me what you learned.”

      “O-okay.”

      Once I slid out of my seat, I nearly stumbled over my own two feet as I made it to his desk, my nipples hard and aching through the front of my shirt.

      “What do you want me to do?” I whispered, shifting from foot to foot nervously.

      “Ride my cock.”

      After inhaling sharply, I ground my thighs together and shuffled over to him. Throwing one leg over his, I straddled his waist and set my hands on his shoulders, my panties right against his bulge.

      Oh my God. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

      “No, Miss Monroe,” he said. “Without your clothes.”

      “Without my clothes,” I breathed, eyes wide.

      His gaze was dark, sinister, and dripping with lust. “Take them off, Sierra,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. He glanced down at my nipples sticking out against the front of my shirt. “Every. Last. Piece. I want you naked.”

      As everyone watched me like this was the most normal thing ever, I stepped off him and crossed my arms nervously. This hadn’t been in the syllabus. I mean, not that I remembered reading. But I had been so nervous in the first class.

      He cleared his throat. “Why doesn’t everyone start their demonstration, hmm?”

      The females in the class pulled off their panties, lifted their skirts, and climbed onto their significant others, positioning themselves above their cocks and slowly sliding down onto them.

      Like it was normal!

      What is happening?!

      Moans drifted throughout the class. My pussy tightened at the sounds and sights of each woman riding cock, their partner’s hands all over their body. It wasn’t like anything I’d ever seen before, the girls getting off on watching their friends get fucked.

      “Miss Monroe,” Professor Patton said, his gaze on nobody, except me. “Your turn.”

      After cursing under my breath, I pulled down my panties and skirt, then slowly pulled my shirt over my body, standing naked in front of him. He moved his hungry gaze down my body, his dick hardening inside his pants.

      I pressed my thighs together, feeling the wetness pooling between them, and swallowed hard.

      He lifted his gaze back up to me and patted his thigh once more. “Why don’t you pull off my pants and straddle my waist?”

      Once I took a deep breath, I dropped to my knees in front of him, wrapped my fingers around his waistband, and stared up at him. From over his pants, I could feel just how huge his cock really was. Luke’s cock was nothing compared to his.

      Professor Patton would tear my tight pussy apart.

      Finally gathering up enough courage, I pulled down his pants and let his long, thick cock spring out of them. I whimpered at the sight, my sopping pussy clenching at the thought of him being deep inside me.

      “Now, show me how good of a student you’ve been, Sierra.” He sat back in the seat, slipped his hands underneath my armpits, and lifted me up to sit me on his lap. “Ride my cock until you milk out the cum from my balls.”

      He poked at my entrance and placed his large hands on my bare waist, sending shivers down my spine. I placed my hands on his shoulders again and moved my hips back and forth over the head of his cock, getting it wet with my juices.

      “Are you sure this is okay?” I whispered.

      I had never gone this far with anyone before, but I wasn’t thinking clearly.

      Maybe I was … imagining this all.

      “Oh, Sierra,” he grunted. “I’ve been waiting for this day since the moment you walked into Radiant. It wouldn’t have mattered if you had brought your ex-boyfriend today or not. I still would’ve slid myself into you and come inside your tight hole.”

      Instead of waiting for me, he slammed my hips down on his cock and filled me up. I curled my fingers into his shoulders and gasped, the pressure rising high in my core. My pussy tightened around his shaft, legs trembling with pleasure.

      God, he felt good. Too good.

      He slid his hands down to my ass and cupped it. “Now, ride me.”

      I swallowed hard, already feeling the pressure building higher and higher in my core. Slowly, I bucked my hips back and forth on his cock, letting his dick slide out of my drooling pussy. I could feel every inch of him gliding against the ridges of my pussy.

      “Faster,” he commanded.

      Bucking my hips faster, I slowly let my nerves go and pressed my breasts against his chest, staring down into his dark eyes and gripping his hair with one of my hands. My pussy tightened around him, the heat rising.

      “Good girl,” he murmured on my neck, staring up at me and moving my hips. “Keep tightening your pussy on my cock, just like you learned. Squeeze every last inch. Use your pussy to milk out my cum and make yourself feel good.”

      Whimpering, I moved faster and tightened myself even harder around him. I was close, so close to releasing around him. But I wanted to come at the same time that he did. I’d read that it felt best for both partners if they came at the same time.

      “Please,” I whispered. “I’m so close to coming. Please, come with me.”
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