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Bella and the Professor

The obsession had started not with a look, but with a sound. It was the sound of his voice on the first day of the semester, a rich, resonant baritone that filled the cavernous lecture hall, a silken thread of warmth cutting through the stale, chalk-dusted air. His voice seemed to possess a physical weight, weaving through the dry academic language of the syllabus with an undercurrent of genuine passion that made the hairs on Bella’s arms stand on end. Professor Ilyas Cohen taught “The Romantic Impulse,” and from that first hour, as the late afternoon sun slanted through the tall, grimy arched windows, Bella was utterly captivated.

He didn’t just recite facts; he embodied the spirit of the poets. He spoke of Keats and Shelley not as historical footnotes printed on a page, but as living, breathing men, consumed by a fire for beauty and tragedy that he seemed to understand intimately. When he read a line from “Ode to a Nightingale,” his voice dropped, laced with a palpable ache that resonated deep in Bella’s chest. He didn’t just teach poetry; he inhabited it, and in doing so, he created a space where she felt she could inhabit it too.

Bella, a literature major with a near-perfect GPA, had always excelled by being methodical and diligent, her study habits a fortress of highlighters, color-coded notes, and precisely structured outlines. Her success was built on intellectual rigor, on dissecting texts with the cool precision of a surgeon. But Ilyas, Professor Cohen, awakened something else in her, something wilder and far more chaotic. She found herself not just reading the assigned texts, but devouring them in the quiet hours of the night, a single lamp burning on her desk. She was no longer just analyzing; she was searching for the same ecstatic spark he described, a feeling so intense it bordered on pain. Her essays, usually crisp and analytically detached, transformed. They became fervent, almost breathless explorations of passion and longing, the sentences flowing in a rush of feeling that surprised even her.

He noticed.

He couldn’t have failed to notice. His comments in the margins, penned in a sharp, elegant script that made her heart flutter, went far beyond corrections of grammar or structure. On her paper about Keats’s concept of negative capability, he wrote, “A very insightful reading, Ms. Albright. You’ve grasped the paradox at the heart of the work.” That alone had sent a thrill through her. But then came the paper on Byron’s letters, an essay into which she had poured all her own burgeoning, unspeakable feelings for him. She had written of the poet’s desperate need to be known, to be seen past the scandalous facade. Days later, when he handed it back, his fingers brushed against hers, a fleeting touch that felt like a brand. At the bottom of the final page, beneath the A+, was a sentence that changed everything: “You seem to understand the poet’s heart quite well. A rare and beautiful thing.”

That was the line. That was the line that had tipped her from respectful academic admiration into a full-blown, all-consuming crush that colored every moment of her waking life. She began curating her wardrobe on Tuesdays and Thursdays with the devotion of a true believer. Her usual uniform of worn jeans and comfortable sweaters was relegated to the back of her closet, replaced by soft floral dresses and skirts that whispered against her skin when she moved. She started attending his office hours, initially with legitimate questions about meter and rhyme, but soon under the flimsiest of pretexts, her cheeks flushing as she invented some convoluted query about thematic parallels.

They would talk for hours, long after his other students had departed. He would lean back in his worn leather chair, a throne surrounded by teetering stacks of books that smelled of aging paper and wisdom, and he would listen. He truly listened, his dark eyes fixed on her, making her feel as though she were the only person in the world. She told him things she had never told anyone: about her ambitious plans for graduate school, her deep-seated fears that her small-town upbringing made her hopelessly naive, her secret, cherished dream of one day writing a novel. He never condescended, never offered platitudes or treated her like a child. He treated her like an equal, a kindred spirit lost in the same vast, beautiful sea of words.

It was during one of those late afternoon sessions, a month prior, that the very air between them had irrevocably shifted, crackling with a new, dangerous electricity. A sudden thunderstorm had broken over the campus, trapping them in the cozy, book-lined confines of his office as heavy curtains of rain lashed against the tall, arched window. The sound was a dull, rhythmic roar, isolating them from the rest of the world. The topic of conversation had drifted from Wordsworth’s pastoral landscapes to the more fraught landscapes of their own lives. He’d spoken, for the first time, of his past, a brief, unhappy marriage in his twenties to a woman who found his passion for literature isolating, the long years of academic solitude that had followed the quiet divorce. As he spoke, a profound loneliness swam in his dark, thoughtful eyes, a familiar ache that mirrored the one she so often felt in the hollow of her own chest.

“You have an old soul, Bella,” he’d said quietly, his voice a low murmur beneath the drumming of the rain. The use of her first name was a small, shocking intimacy, a stone dropped into the still pool of their professional relationship. It landed with a deafening splash. “Don’t let the world grind it down.”

In that moment, suspended in the storm-darkened room, the only light coming from the green-shaded lamp on his desk, she had wanted to reach across the cluttered expanse of oak, to smooth away the worry lines etched between his brows, to tenderly brush back the stray piece of wavy, dark hair that always seemed to fall across his forehead. The urge was so powerful it was a physical force, a tangible magnetic pull in her sternum, tugging her forward. He must have seen it in her face, in the slight parting of her lips and the widening of her eyes, because he’d abruptly stood up, his posture stiffening, the comfortable spell shattered. He declared office hours over, his voice suddenly formal again. The magic was broken, but the knowledge of it lingered, a charged particle of unspoken desire that now permanently occupied the space between them.

Since then, every interaction had been fraught with a delicious, agonizing tension. Shared glances in the lecture hall held for a second too long, a silent conversation passing between them over the heads of a hundred other students. The accidental brush of his fingers against hers as he handed back a paper felt like a jolt of pure electricity, leaving her skin tingling for hours. Bella knew she was playing with fire, that he was her professor, that this was forbidden territory with the potential to ruin them both. But the feeling was too potent, too vital to ignore. She felt seen by him in a way no one, especially not the vapid, beer-chugging boys her own age with their clumsy advances, had ever seen her. He didn’t just see a pretty girl; he saw her mind, her heart, her old soul. The semester was ending in two weeks. Final papers would be submitted, grades would be posted, and he would fade into a beautiful, painful memory. It was now or never.

So she had chosen the dress with the deliberate care of a soldier arming for a decisive battle. It was pale blue, the color of a hazy summer sky, printed with tiny, delicate forget-me-not flowers. The message was innocent, but the soft cotton clung to the curve of her waist and hips, and the hemline was daringly, hopefully high. She had spent an extra ten minutes on her makeup, blending eyeshadow to make her pale blue eyes look luminous and deep, applying a rosy gloss to make her lips look full and kissable. She felt a tremor of nervous energy hum through her veins, a low thrumming beneath her skin, as she walked across the sun-drenched lawn. The easy laughter of other students lounging on the grass sounded like a broadcast from a distant, irrelevant planet.

His office was in the oldest building on campus, a Gothic revival behemoth of stone and creeping ivy that always made her feel like she was stepping into a Brontë novel. The hallways inside were cool and hushed, smelling of lemon floor wax, old paper, and time itself. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the cathedral-like silence, each beat echoing her purpose. Now or never. Now or never.

And now, she was here.

Bella knocked on Professor Cohen’s heavy oak door, the sound of her knuckles on the wood unnaturally loud in the quiet corridor. She quickly, uselessly, smoothed the front of her dress, her palms sweating against the soft fabric. She prayed it wasn’t too obvious what she was doing, that the hope and desire weren’t plastered all over her face. The last thing she wanted was to come off as desperate or childish, but a deeper, more primal part of her didn’t care about appearances. It only wanted. It only ached.

The door opened. He stood there, looking tired, a pair of slender reading glasses perched on the bridge of his nose. He was wearing a soft gray sweater over a collared shirt, the sleeves pushed up to his elbows in a way she loved, revealing strong, lightly haired forearms. For a moment, his eyes, those deep, dark wells of intelligence and melancholy, simply took her in. They flickered from her face, down the length of her body in the forget-me-not dress, lingered for a fraction of a second on her bare legs, and then traveled slowly back up to meet her gaze. It was a journey of less than a second, but it felt like an eternity, a slow, deliberate assessment that left her skin tingling with heat. A faint, tell-tale flush crept up his neck, a flag of surrender she seized upon with a surge of hope.

“Bella,” he said, and his voice was a little rough, as if he hadn’t used it in a while, or as if the sight of her had caught in his throat. “What can I do for you?” He stepped back, gesturing for her to enter but not fully meeting her gaze, his focus suddenly shifting to a spot on the wall just over her shoulder.

“I, uh,” she began, her voice small as she stepped over the threshold and into the familiar, cluttered sanctuary of his office. The scent of him, of old books, the dark roast coffee he was always brewing, and a subtle, clean spice that was uniquely his, wrapped around her like a warm embrace. “I wanted to ask about the final essay. For some… clarification on the guidelines.”

Professor Cohen closed the door behind her, the soft, definitive click of the latch sealing them in. The sound echoed the sudden slamming of her heart against her ribs. He walked around his large oak desk, a barrier of academe and propriety, and sat down, putting a careful distance between them. He finally looked at her directly, a skeptical arch to one of his dark eyebrows. “You need clarification on the essay guidelines?” he asked, his tone laced with a gentle, knowing incredulity. He picked up a fountain pen, tapping it against a stack of graded papers, a nervous, rhythmic tick-tick-tick that was the only sound in the room. “Bella, you’re my star student. Your last paper could have been published in a graduate-level journal. I don’t mean to question you, but…”

He trailed off, letting the unspoken question hang in the thick, sun-dusted air. The silence stretched, heavy and expectant, filled only by the distant shouts of a frisbee game on the lawn outside and the frantic, suffocating thumping of her own heart. This was it. The precipice. The moment where she could either retreat into the safety of her lie or leap into the terrifying unknown.

“Why are you really here today?” he finally asked, his voice low and serious, stripping away all pretense and leaving them both exposed.

Bella’s pale blue eyes, wide and shining with a terrifying cocktail of fear and hope, looked longingly into Ilyas’s dark brown ones. She saw the conflict raging there, a brutal war between propriety and a raw, hungry desire that she prayed mirrored her own. A piece of his wavy hair, just as she’d obsessed over, fell against his forehead, and she had to physically clench her fists at her sides to restrain herself from reaching out to touch it.

“You know why,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, a thread of sound in the charged silence.

Bella watched Ilyas’s Adam’s apple rise and fall as he swallowed hard. The pen in his hand stilled. His gaze dropped to her mouth, lingered there for a breath, then returned to her eyes. The professional mask he wore so studiously was cracking, fracturing under the weight of a truth that could no longer be contained, revealing the raw, wanting man beneath. He looked at her, truly looked at her, for a long, breathless moment that felt like the suspension of time itself, and in the dark depths of his eyes, she finally saw it: surrender. A beautiful, terrifying, total surrender.

“Bella,” he rasped, his voice thick with an emotion she couldn’t quite name but felt in every cell of her body. “Go lock the door.”

A jolt, sharp and exquisitely painful, shot through her. Her feet felt disconnected from her body, moving of their own accord as she turned and walked the few steps to the door. Her hand trembled as she reached for the old-fashioned brass lock. The heavy clunk of the bolt sliding home was the most decisive, most thrilling sound she had ever heard. It was not just a sound; it was permission. It was a promise. It was the closing of one chapter and the violent, beautiful start of another.

When she turned back, he was already on his feet, rounding the protective bastion of the desk. The space between them vanished in two long strides. Ilyas didn’t say a word. He just reached for her, his large, warm hands settling on her waist, the pressure firm and certain as he drew her against the solid length of him. The shock of his touch, so long imagined, was breathtaking. He was so real, so solid, the soft wool of his sweater a comforting texture against her cheek as he buried his face in her hair for a moment, inhaling deeply, a shudder running through his powerful frame. It felt like a homecoming.

Seconds later, Ilyas was lifting Bella up as if she weighed nothing, his strength surprising her as he set her on the cool, solid edge of his desk. He roughly pushed aside a stack of folders and a precarious tower of student paperwork, sending a few loose sheets fluttering to the floor like giant, academic confetti. He pressed between her thighs, his body caging hers against the desk, his heat a stark contrast to the cool wood beneath her. Dusty afternoon light filtered through the old, mullioned window, illuminating the tiny particles dancing in the air around them, like a private galaxy of their own making. Beyond the glass, the idyllic scene of the university lawn stretched out, a world away. Students were gathered out there, sprawled on blankets, eating lunch and studying, laughing and living their ordinary, sunlit lives, none the wiser about the tectonic shift happening behind these hallowed, ivy-covered walls.

His mouth found hers then, and it wasn’t a tentative, questioning kiss. It was a collision. It was desperate and hungry, the kiss of a man who had been starving himself for months and was finally allowing himself to feast. He tasted of dark coffee and a profound, aching longing that made her dizzy. She wrapped her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling in the thick, soft waves of his hair, pulling him closer, deeper. He groaned into her mouth, a low, guttural sound of pure, agonized relief that she felt vibrate through her entire body.

His hands slid from her waist, one moving up to cup the back of her head, holding her steady for his plundering kiss, while the other roamed with a mind of its own, down her back, over the curve of her hip, and settling possessively on her thigh. His thumb began to stroke the sensitive skin just below the hem of her forget-me-not dress. Every touch was an inferno. Every flicker of his tongue against hers was a revelation, rewriting every fantasy she had ever had.

When they finally broke for air, both of them were panting, their chests heaving, their foreheads resting against each other. “Bella,” he breathed, his eyes closed as if savoring the moment. “My God. Do you have any idea how long I’ve wanted this? How many nights I’ve lain awake thinking about you?”

“Show me,” she whispered back, her own voice shaky and unrecognizable. “Show me how much.”

His eyes opened, dark and blazing with a raw, predatory intent that sent a delicious shiver of fear and excitement through her. Without another word, he slid from her embrace and sank to his knees before her on the worn Oriental rug. The gesture was one of such sudden, abject worship that it stole the air from her lungs. The brilliant, respected Professor Cohen, the man who held entire lecture halls in rapt attention, was kneeling at her feet.

“Oh, fuck, professor!” Bella moaned, the word a scandalized, ecstatic breath that escaped before she could stop it. Her hands flew to her mouth, as if to stifle the sound, but it was too late. He looked up at her from his position on the floor, his expression a heady, dangerous mix of guilt and ravenous hunger.

“I… is this okay?” he asked, his voice strained, raw. It wasn’t a question of consent, that had been answered with the resounding clunk of the lock on the door. It was a final, fleeting appeal to his own shredded conscience, a last gasp of the man he was supposed to be.

It wasn’t okay.

Ilyas knew, with a devastating clarity that cut through the thick fog of his arousal, that this was a cataclysmic breach of every professional ethic he held dear. He was shattering several, if not all, of the university’s most stringent rules by even being in this position with a student. His tenure, his reputation, the quiet, scholarly life he had painstakingly built over two decades, it was all balanced on the knife’s edge of this one, gloriously reckless moment. But how, in God’s name, was he supposed to resist her? He had tried. For months, he had tried so damn hard. He had buried himself in dense, esoteric research, stayed late grading papers until his eyes burned, even considered requesting a transfer to a different class to escape her pull. But then every Tuesday and Thursday, she would walk into his lecture hall, a beacon of light and life in a sea of youthful indifference, and his resolve would crumble just a little bit more.

Bella’s blonde hair, the color of spun gold in the dusty sunlight, framed her delicate, heart-shaped face. Her pale blue floral dress, so innocently provocative, hit well above her knees, showcasing the long, elegant line of her legs, which, he now noticed, were trembling slightly. She was just so painfully gorgeous, but it was always more than that. It was the fierce intelligence that shone in her eyes, the unrestrained passion in her voice when she spoke about poetry, the unnerving way she seemed to look right through him and see the lonely, yearning man hiding behind the professorial facade. Ilyas had seen many attractive students pass through his classrooms over his time at the university, but none had ever been as utterly, magnetically captivating as Bella. She was a siren singing a song meant only for him, and he was willingly, gratefully, steering his ship directly onto the rocks.

His gaze roamed over her, perched on his desk like an offering in some ancient, pagan ritual. He could see the faint tremor in her thighs, the delicate, rosy flush that stained her chest above the simple neckline of her dress. This was real. This was happening. The thought sent a fresh wave of primal heat coiling low in his gut, tightening his balls.

He reached out a hand, noting with some detachment that it was trembling, and slid it underneath her skirt. The fine cotton was soft, whispering against his knuckles. His fingers found the damp, silky barrier of her underwear. He didn’t hesitate. Hooking his fingers into the slender waistband of Bella’s pink lace thong, he roughly slid it down her thighs and over her ankles in one quick, decisive motion. She kicked it free without a thought, her legs parting slightly in a silent, breathtaking invitation.

They didn’t have much time. His three o’clock seminar on the Metaphysical Poets was less than an hour away. The thought of other students arriving, of this perfect, illicit bubble bursting, of the real world intruding with its rules and consequences, only heightened his urgency, sharpening his need into a fine, painful point.

“Spread your legs,” Ilyas said, his voice a low, commanding growl he barely recognized as his own. “I want to eat your pussy, Bella. I need to taste you.”

A soft, sharp whimper escaped her lips. It was the sound of shock and exquisite anticipation. Bella’s hands gripped the edge of the desk on either side of her hips, her knuckles white, as she splayed herself open for him, offering her most vulnerable self without a shred of reservation. The sight undid him completely. She was flushed and dewy, the pale blonde curls between her legs already damp and glistening with her arousal.

He lowered his head, pressing his face into the space between her open thighs. He didn’t go for her clit immediately. This was a poem he needed to read slowly, to savor. The pleasure had to be built, line by line. He started by kissing the inside of her thighs, his tongue tracing lazy, wet circles on the impossibly soft skin, tasting the faint, clean scent of her lotion. He could feel the violent shudders that racked her body with every torturous touch. He moved closer and closer to her core, nosing into her folds, teasing the sensitive outer lips with the tip of his tongue.

He groaned as he breathed her in, a guttural sound of pure worship. She smelled of floral soap, clean cotton, and the unique, intoxicating musk of her arousal. It was the most incredible scent he had ever known, a perfume of pure desire, and the sound of his raw appreciation made Bella shiver violently. Emboldened by her reaction, she let her hands leave the desk and plunged her fingers into Professor Cohen’s dark, wavy hair, gripping the thick strands. She gave a tentative tug as he finally, blessedly, slid his open mouth over her clit.

He was fast and firm, yet incredibly precise, his tongue a masterful instrument. He laved her with the broad, flat of it before using the sharp tip to draw tight, focused circles against her screamingly sensitive nub. The sensation was electric, a lightning strike that traveled from that single point to every nerve ending in her body, instantly weakening her completely. Her thighs quivered uncontrollably on either side of the man’s head, threatening to give out entirely. A stream of thin, slick fluid wept from her, bathing his chin and lips.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck. Professor,” she moaned, the honorific tumbling from her lips in a breathless, desperate prayer. Her back arched, pressing her hips more firmly against his mouth, her spine rounding as her body was overtaken with pure, unadulterated arousal. Her eyes fluttered closed, the dusty sunbeams from the window turning into blurry, golden patterns behind her lids, a kaleidoscope of pleasure.

The thrill of it all, the profound secrecy, the delicious taboo, the sheer, audacious fact that she was on his desk, in his office, with her revered professor’s mouth between her legs, felt almost as good as his talented tongue on her clit. But even through the narcotic haze of her burgeoning orgasm, she was acutely aware of the hard, thick ridge pressing against the front of his trousers, the undeniable evidence of his own desperate need. The hard cock in his pants was begging for more than just a taste of her pleasure. It was begging for release.

As if reading her mind, just as the waves of her climax began to recede, leaving her boneless and vibrating with pleasure, Bella reached down and pulled her professor up to a standing position. He came willingly, his face flushed and beard-stubbled, his eyes dark with a feral look that made her core clench all over again. Her own hands were shaking, clumsy with lingering pleasure and a new, sharp urgency as she started to fumble with the buckle of his leather belt.

“I want you,” she mumbled, her voice thick and hazy, the words slurring together. Her fingers brushed against the front of his pants, and she could feel the rigid length of him, straining against the confines of the fabric. His cock was already impossibly hard, a promise of what was to come.

He covered her fumbling hands with one of his own, stilling them. He leaned in close, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, sending another cascade of shivers down her spine. “You can have me,” he whispered, the words a gravelly promise that vibrated through her entire being. “All of me.”

Bella loved the sound of that. It was a surrender, an offering. It had been way too long since she had last had sex, not since a fumbling, wholly unsatisfying encounter with a classmate the previous year. Mostly because none of the guys her age appealed to her in the slightest; their advances felt clumsy and juvenile, their desires transparent and dull. None of them held a candle to the complex, intelligent, and deeply passionate man who stood before her now. Not when she had Professor Cohen drawing all of her attention, occupying every spare thought, invading her dreams.

Empowered by his words, she pushed herself off the desk and, without a moment’s hesitation, dropped to her knees on the rug before him. The wool was slightly scratchy against her bare skin, a rough texture that only heightened the decadent reality of the moment. She finished unbuckling his belt and tugged down the zipper of his trousers, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. He helped her, his movements urgent as he pushed his pants and briefs down just enough to free his magnificent erection.

It sprang forth, thick and heavy, beautifully and intimidatingly male. A single, clear pearl of pre-cum glistened at the crimson tip. Her tongue ribboned out, darting forward to lick away the salty, sweet drop. A harsh groan escaped Ilyas’s lips, and his fingers immediately found her hair again, gripping the strands tightly but not painfully, anchoring himself.

Slowly, reverently, she started to stretch her mouth around the thick, purpled head of his cock. The texture was like velvet over steel, impossibly firm. She let her head lower to the base, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could in between her lips. It was a struggle; he was so much larger than she had imagined, a perfect, intimidating specimen. But she was determined. She worked her jaw, her throat, taking him as best she could, her eagerness a tangible thing.

“Fuck, Bella,” Ilyas groaned, his head tilting back, his eyes half-closed in bliss. He looked down, a spectator at his own debauching, watching her pretty, heart-shaped face and cloud of blonde hair framing the base of his dark shaft. Her pink-painted lips were stretched wide around him. He’d be lying if he said he hadn’t fantasized about this exact scenario, about this ethereal, fairy-like creature kneeling for him. But the reality was a thousand times more potent, more overwhelming.

Bella was good at sucking cock, he realized with a jolt of raw, possessive pride. She was so wonderfully eager and beautifully needy with it, her slick saliva coating every inch of his skin, making him ridiculously sensitive. She didn’t just use her mouth, either. She used her thin, nimble fingers to gently twist and stroke his shaft where her lips couldn’t reach, cupping his heavy, tight balls in her other hand, her touch both delicate and firm, driving him mad.

As a minute or two passed, a comfortable, hypnotic rhythm fell between them. She moved faster and faster across Ilyas’s length, her bright blonde head bobbing as quickly as she could manage. Each time her mouth slid down to the base of his cock, a low, guttural moan rumbled in her throat, and the deep vibrations traveled up his shaft, sending shockwaves of pure, unadulterated pleasure straight to his groin. He couldn’t stand it another second. The precipice of his own climax was approaching far too quickly. He needed to be inside her. He needed to claim her.

“Get up,” he panted, his voice strained and tight. “Up on the desk. Turn around for me.” He helped Bella to her feet, his hands gripping her arms. She was pliant in his grasp, her eyes dazed, her pupils blown wide with lust.

He didn’t need to ask her twice. A thrill, sharp and gloriously wicked, shot through Bella as she understood his intent. She turned and bent over the professor’s desk, placing her forearms flat on the scattered books and papers, presenting her ass high in the air. The position was wanton, utterly submissive, and she had never in her life felt so powerful. She shivered in anticipation as she felt Ilyas lift the hem of her light blue dress, exposing her completely to the cool air of the office and his hot, appreciative gaze.

His hands ran across her ass, his palms molding to the soft curves of her cheeks. He squeezed her gently, a low groan of approval rumbling deep in his chest. For a fleeting moment, he wanted to sink to his knees again and worship at her altar, to taste her again, but there wasn’t time for that now. The urgency was a raging fever in his blood.

Ilyas took his cock, glistening and slick with her saliva, and guided the swollen head to the entrance of her wet, warm pussy. Bella instinctively pushed back against him, meeting the pressure with a small, eager wiggle. He nudged against her slick folds, teasing her for one excruciating heartbeat before driving powerfully forward.

He loved how exquisitely tight she was as he plunged inside, her inner walls enveloping him so intensely that it was like she was a velvet clench, molding herself perfectly against the length and girth of his cock. Bella cried out, a sharp, purely pleasurable sound as he filled her completely. He paused for a moment, buried to the hilt inside her, letting them both adjust to the overwhelming, magnificent sensation of being joined.

He fucked her slowly at first, his hips rolling in a deliberate, torturous rhythm. He wanted to relish every single second of this forbidden paradise. He pulled back until just the swollen tip of his cock remained inside her, then surged forward again, sinking deep, until he felt himself nudging her cervix. He relished the way it looked as his cock slid out of her pussy, coated in her slick, pearlescent juices, before disappearing back inside her again. The friction was maddening, but the sight was even more so.

Suddenly, a sharp, polite rap echoed from the wooden door.

Knock, knock, knock.

They both froze instantly, a sudden, icy shock dousing the primal heat between them. Time stopped. Ilyas was still buried deep inside her.

“Professor Cohen?” a cheerful female voice called from the hallway, impossibly close. “It’s Lena. From your 9 a.m. seminar? I know I’m a bit early for your three o’clock office hours, but I wondered if you had a moment to go over my essay proposal…”

Panic, stark and absolute, seized Ilyas. His heart hammered against his ribs so hard he thought it might burst. He was inside a student, who was bent naked over his desk, while another student stood just feet away, separated only by a thin plank of aging oak. It was a scene from a nightmare, a farce of his own making.

“Um,” Ilyas cried out, his voice cracking, sounding unnaturally high and strained. He pulled out of Bella in a single, slick motion, his cock slapping wetly against her ass. Bella stifled a gasp, her head whipping around to look at him, her eyes wide with a thrilling mixture of fear and wild excitement. “Office hours… office hours are not available right now, Lena!” he managed to stammer, his mind racing. “I’m in… a meeting. A private meeting. Please come back at three o’clock!”

There was a pregnant pause on the other side of the door. “Oh. Okay then,” Lena said, her voice receding as she walked away, her footsteps tapping lightly down the corridor. “See you then!”

The sound of her footsteps faded into the vast silence of the hall. Silence descended once more, thick and heavy with what had just almost happened, with the ghost of discovery. Bella, still bent over the desk, let out a nervous, high-pitched laugh that sounded more like a hiccup of adrenaline.

“Ugh. That was… incredibly close,” Ilyas said, his voice shaky. He ran a hand through his already disheveled hair, his entire body trembling from the shock. The interruption, however, hadn’t extinguished the fire. If anything, the savage shot of pure adrenaline had poured gasoline on it. The danger, the exhilarating terror of near-discovery, had only filled him with a wilder, more reckless energy.

He looked at Bella, her face flushed with excitement, a wicked little smile playing on her swollen lips. She was still bent over for him, waiting, offering. The sight reignited his lust with a ferocious, undeniable intensity. His hands gripped Bella’s waist, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he bucked his hips against her, finding her entrance again and sending his cock deeply and roughly back into her pussy with one powerful thrust.

There was nothing slow or gentle about it now. This was pure, primal fucking. Each time he slammed into her, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoed in the quiet office, a frantic, percussive rhythm of their secret sin. Bella made the most adorable, desperate sounds with every punishing thrust, her moans muffled against the leather-bound books on his desk. He pounded into her again and again, chasing a release that was now clawing at him, demanding to be let loose. The feel of her tight, hot channel milking him with every stroke, the sight of her blonde hair fanned out over his desk, the illicit thrill of their near miss, it was all too much.

Ilyas knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. The swell of pleasure was already rising inside him, a tidal wave building from the base of his spine, threatening to pull him under. His legs were tense and beginning to shake with the strain of holding back.

“Where do you want this cum?” he asked through gritted teeth, his voice a low, guttural rasp against her ear. “Tell me, Bella. Where do you want it?”

Bella pushed herself up slightly, turning her head to look at him over her shoulder. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure, her lips swollen and parted. “Can I swallow it?” she asked, her voice breathy, the indecent question both an offering and a command.

“Fuck yes, you can,” he bit out, the words ripped from him.

Before the wave could crash, Ilyas roughly pulled out of Bella’s pussy, the sound wet and obscene in the silent room. With an agility born of pure, animal need, she spun around and sank down to her knees again on the rug. Eagerly, she took him back into her mouth. The taste of herself on his cock, mingled with her own saliva, was the most decadent, mind-numbingly naughty thing she had ever experienced.

He gently fucked her face, his hips moving in short, frantic thrusts, those pretty pink lips he’d fantasized about for months stretched wide across his thick shaft. He held the back of her head, his fingers tangled in her silken hair, guiding her, anchoring himself as the final, unstoppable surge of pleasure took hold.

“Ugh, fuck, here it comes, Bella,” Ilyas groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head as his body arched.

Seconds later, after another few powerful pumps of his cock into her waiting throat, Ilyas was sending his hot, thick cum straight down Bella’s throat. It came in heavy, pulsing ropes, one after another. She swallowed it all down without hesitation, her throat contracting around him with each powerful surge, feeling deliciously, wonderfully naughty as she did so. Seducing Professor Cohen had gone even better than she could have possibly imagined.

When Bella had swallowed every thick, salty drop of Ilyas’s cum, she continued to lave the head of his softening cock with her tongue, cleaning him meticulously. Finally, she released him, licked her lips, and smiled up at him, a triumphant, cat-who-got-the-cream smile that made his heart stutter.

He looked down at her, dazed and utterly spent, his mind a blissful blank. The reality of the moment, of what they had done and what it meant, began to seep back in. He reached down, his hands finding her under her arms, and gently pulled her up to a standing position. She was a little unsteady on her feet. He quickly righted his clothes, his hands fumbling with his zipper and belt, the professor reasserting himself, piece by piece, over the lover.

“You know,” he started, his voice still a little hoarse, the sound rough in the quiet air, “we can never, ever tell anyone about this.” He looked at her seriously then, the lines of worry already returning to his brow. His career, his entire life, now rested in the hands of the beautiful young woman standing before him, her dress slightly askew, her lipstick thoroughly smudged.

Bella just rolled her eyes, although she was smiling. The gesture was playful, impossibly intimate. “I would never,” she said softly, her voice full of a sincerity that washed over him with a wave of relief. He knew she meant it. This was their secret, a forbidden, perfect world they had created together in the intoxicating space of an hour.

The frantic urgency having passed, a languid, heavy tenderness began to settle over Ilyas. He lazily dragged his fingertips across her collarbone, feeling the frantic pulse just beneath her skin, a testament to the storm they had just weathered. He traced a line up her neck, brushing back a loose, sweat-dampened strand of her golden-blonde hair. He looked quickly at his watch. 2:45 p.m. They still had fifteen minutes before Lena was due to return. Fifteen minutes before the world intruded again.

It wasn’t enough time. A lifetime with her wouldn’t be enough.

He held Bella’s face gently in his hands, tilting her head to the side, and began to kiss the sensitive skin of her neck, just below her ear. He nuzzled her, inhaling her scent again, the flowers, the soap, the lingering musk of their lovemaking. He nipped gently at her flesh. He heard the breath catch in her throat, felt a new tremor run through her exhausted body.

“What do you say I make you cum again?” he growled into her ear, his hot breath sending fresh shivers down her spine. “Right here on my desk. You’re so pretty when you cum.”

Bella swallowed hard, her throat dry. Her pussy, already tender and thoroughly fucked, clenched with a fresh wave of startling, greedy arousal. “Yes,” she breathed, the word a desperate plea. Her eyes were wide and dark with wanting as she looked up at him, a silent dare in their depths.

A slow, wolfish grin spread across his face. He didn’t need any more encouragement. He lifted her once more, laying her down gently this time, a precious idol across the academic chaos of his desk. Her legs fell open for him once again, a willing, beautiful invitation. The last thing she saw before she closed her eyes in blissful, absolute surrender was the sight of her professor, her lover, her Ilyas, lowering his face back down to her warm, wet, and waiting pussy.
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Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires
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“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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