

Caught Going Commando at College

ENF Encounters – Book VI

Sonja Sable


Copyright © 2025 Sonja Sable

The moral right of the author has been asserted

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This publication is intended for a mature audience only


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Caught Going Commando at College

Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Caught Going Commando at College

The heat shimmered across the lake's surface, transforming the Jenna's alarm blared for the third time, finally piercing through her dreams. Her eyes snapped open, panic flooding her system as she registered the numbers on her phone screen: 08:32. Her developmental psychology tutorial with Dr. Sinclair—with Ryan—began at 09:00. Jenna hated being late at the best of times—she hated anything that drew unwanted attention to herself—but the thought of being late for Ryan made her stomach clench.

"No, no, no," she whispered, throwing back her covers and stumbling out of bed.

She'd stayed up too late last night, ironically agonising over her psychology paper, imagining Ryan's blue eyes scanning her words, his strong hands holding the pages she'd poured her heart and soul into.

Her eyes darted to the outfit she'd thankfully laid out the night before—her favourite teal dress with the white collar that she thought made her look studious yet pretty.

Last night she'd imagined how Ryan might notice the way it hugged her slender frame, how his eyes might linger just a moment longer than necessary. It wasn’t the first time she’d imagined that, and it wasn’t the first time she’d worn this dress to his classes with those ideas in mind. But the thought had made her cheeks burn as it always did, and she’d chided herself for such foolishness. He was her tutor, after all—professional, kind, and certainly not interested in a shy undergrad like her.

She pulled it over her head in a hurry, smoothing it down before grabbing her orange thigh-high stockings, and quickly rolling them up her slender legs. Her flatmate had laughed when she’d first seen Jenna in this colour-combination, telling her the orange and teal made her look like a movie poster. But Jenna didn’t care. She was shy, but she wasn’t insecure.

In the bathroom, she fumbled with her makeup, cursing under her breath when she smudged her eyeliner. She rarely wore much, but today, like any Thursday, she wanted to look her best for Ryan—even if she was in a rush.

Ryan always looked so effortlessly handsome, she thought, with his slightly rumpled collared shirts and the way he'd roll up his sleeves when he was deep in explanation, revealing forearms corded with muscle.

Focus, Jenna, she scolded herself, fixing the smudge and applying a hint of pink lip gloss.

Her long brown hair came next, fingers working quickly to separate it into two braids that almost reached her waist. She'd worn her hair this way since childhood, and though sometimes she wondered if it made her look too young, too innocent, she couldn't bring herself to change it.

She grabbed her backpack, frantically checking its contents—laptop, notebook, the draft essay she'd laboured over, pens, wallet, keys. All there. Nothing forgotten in her haste.

A glance at her phone—08:46—sent another jolt of anxiety through her.

Please don't let him notice I'm late, she silently prayed, though a small, secret part of her wondered what it would be like to have his full attention, even if it did come from disappointment.

With one final glance in the mirror, adjusting her collar and smoothing her dress, Jenna rushed out the door, her stockinged legs carrying her toward campus.

As she reached the bustling intersection that marked the midpoint of her trek, the autumn wind swirled around her, carrying a subtle chill. At first, she paid it no attention—just another brisk breeze typical of the season. But with each step she took, the cold air swirling about her seemed to draw attention to itself, seemed to be that bit more present than usual. Her pace slowed, and her mind began to piece together the unsettling sensation—something was amiss. By the time she reached the other side of the road, the truth dawned on her with startling clarity. She had, in fact, forgotten something in her haste.

Oh God.

To her instant horror, Jenna realised that she hadn't put on underwear.

Her face suddenly burned, a wave of mortification washing over her as she instinctively pressed her thighs together, one hand dropping to hold the hem of her dress against her legs. How could she have forgotten something so basic? So essential?

Time seemed to freeze as Jenna stood paralysed on the footpath, students streaming past her on their way to morning classes. Her mind raced through her options as her breath quickened, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her teal dress. She checked her phone again—08:54. Her mind spiralled with indecision.

She could turn back. Obviously she should turn back—rectify the situation and head in again. But a quick calculation told her that she would then be at least fifteen minutes late for class, probably twenty. Arriving late didn’t seem to be much of a big deal for many of her fellow students, but the idea of all eyes being on her—even briefly—sent a shudder running down her spine. Her current predicament equated to potential embarrassment. Extreme, yes, but potential. Turning back meant lesser, but guaranteed embarrassment.

The other alternative—missing Ryan's class entirely—seemed equally unbearable. She'd prepared for the topic. She was genuinely interested in it. She'd spent hours imagining how Ryan might praise her insights, how his eyes might crinkle at the corners when he smiled at her contribution.

Okay, she thought, smoothing her dress down once more, ensuring it covered as much of her thighs as possible. Just… be careful. Don't draw attention and nobody will be any the wiser.

With trembling legs, Jenna forced herself to continue walking toward the psychology building, hyperaware of every movement, every breeze, every step that brought her closer to sitting bare beneath her dress in Ryan's classroom.

This is fine. Jenna repeated the thought like a mantra, taking a deep breath and squaring her shoulders. So what if I’m going commando? People probably do that on campus all the time. She took another step forward, then another, willing her legs to keep moving toward campus.

The sensation was undeniably foreign—the fabric of her dress brushing against her bare skin with each movement, the occasional breeze finding its way beneath the hem and caressing places that were usually protected by at least one layer of cotton. But as she continued walking, focusing on her breathing like she'd learned in that mindfulness workshop last semester, she began to reframe the experience. Or, as she told herself with feigned internal confidence, she began to self-administer some cognitive behavioural therapy.

This is actually… freeing, she told herself as she walked, trying desperately to believe it. It’s natural, even. Liberating.

She recalled an article she'd read about exposure therapy—facing one's fears in controlled doses until the anxiety response diminished. Wasn't this just an accidental form of precisely that? A chance to confront her fear of vulnerability?

And anyway, she reminded herself, nobody knows. Nobody can tell.

By the time the psychology building came into view, its redbrick façade gleaming in the morning sunlight, Jenna had almost convinced herself that this was really some bold and clever choice rather than simply a mortifying oversight.

Almost.

Her heart still hammered against her ribs as she entered the building just in time, climbing the stairs with small, careful steps, one hand perpetually holding her dress against the backs of her thighs. The hallway leading to Room 204 stretched before her like a gauntlet. Each step felt dangerous. She couldn't quite shake the paranoid feeling that, somehow, everyone she passed could sense her secret.

Outside the door, Jenna took a deep breath. Through the small window, she could see Ryan already setting up, his broad shoulders flexing slightly as he wrote something on the whiteboard. Her heart fluttered despite her predicament.

She slipped into the room, trying to make herself as small as possible. She immediately scanned for the safest seat, starting at the back. To her dismay, the rear seats were all occupied by her classmates, sitting hunched over notebooks or laptops, or simply scrolling absently through their phones. The middle rows, too, were filled with familiar faces. Her eyes darted around the room, desperately seeking any seat that wasn't directly in Ryan's line of sight. There was none.

With a sinking feeling, Jenna realised her only option was to sit alone in the empty front row, mere feet from where Ryan stood. At least it wouldn’t be out of the ordinary. Usually, she preferred the front row. She preferred an unobstructed view of her tutor, and not just for academic reasons. But now she was painfully aware of lines of sight… and of the desks that provided no coverage below the waist.

She hesitated at the threshold, considering for a wild moment whether she should simply turn and leave. But Ryan looked up then, catching her eye with a warm smile that made her knees weaken as it always did. For a brief moment, she almost forgot her concerns.

"Morning, Jenna," he said, his voice carrying just enough for her to hear without drawing the attention of others. "Perfect timing."

Her cheeks flushed as she made her way to the vacant seat, each step carefully measured. The sensation of being exposed beneath her dress intensified as she approached him, as though his psychological training might somehow grant him x-ray vision. She lowered herself gingerly onto the hard plastic chair, immediately gathering the fabric of her dress and tucking it firmly between her thighs. Her knees pressed together with such force that her muscles tensed visibly beneath her orange stockings.

Ryan's eyes met hers as she settled, offering a gentle smile that somehow reached past her anxiety. There was something in that look—understanding, perhaps, or simple kindness—that eased the rigid set of her shoulders. She exhaled slowly, returning his smile with a timid one of her own.

"Today we'll be discussing defence mechanisms," Ryan announced, turning back to the board where he'd written the topic in his neat, slanting script. "The ways we protect ourselves from anxiety, from feelings of vulnerability."

The irony wasn't lost on Jenna, who shifted slightly in her seat, still hyper-aware, her mind still trained on the novel sensation of the absence of underwear in such a public setting. As Ryan began speaking critically about Freud's largely discredited theories, his voice took on that passionate cadence that always captivated her. Despite her situation, she found herself drawn in, her hand moving automatically to take notes.

"Who can tell me about sublimation?" Ryan asked, leaning casually against his desk.

Jenna didn’t look around, but imagined the absence of hands shooting up, the faces buried in laptops to avoid eye contact with Dr. Sinclair. Normally she would jump at the opportunity to engage, but today was not a day for jumping. She kept her hands firmly in her lap, one still pressing her dress against her thighs. She didn't trust herself to speak coherently, not with the way her heartbeat still fluttered in her throat.

"Jenna," Ryan said, his eyes finding hers. "You wrote an excellent analysis on this in your last paper."

Her breath caught. Of course he would call on her today of all days. She swallowed hard, trying to organise her thoughts.

"It's—" her voice came out as a squeak, and she cleared her throat. "It's redirecting unacceptable impulses into socially acceptable activities."

Ryan nodded encouragingly. "Can you give us an example?"

Jenna's mind went blank. An example of sublimation? She couldn’t think of anything beyond her current situation—the feeling of vulnerability, the way her bare skin pressed against the hard seat beneath her dress, the minimal protection her short dress provided against exposure and embarrassment. She shifted uncomfortably, crossing and uncrossing her ankles.

"I… um…" she stammered, acutely aware of Ryan's patient gaze. "Maybe… someone who channels their aggression into competitive sports." Her voice rose slightly at the end, making it sound more like a question than an answer.

"Excellent," Ryan nodded, his eyes lingering on her flushed face. "That's precisely right. Or perhaps an artist transforming sexual frustration into creative works."

Jenna felt her cheeks burn hotter. Of all the examples he could have chosen, why did it have to be sexual frustration? She pressed her knees together even more tightly. And yet, there was something calming about the example too. Sexual topics came up often in psychology classes, and Jenna always found the nonchalant—even clinical—way Ryan addressed them disarming. They were facts of life to be studied, not secretive acts to be ashamed of.

"Let's move on to repression," Ryan continued, turning to write on the whiteboard.

As he faced away from the class, Jenna took the opportunity to adjust her position, tugging at her dress to ensure maximum coverage. The motion caught Ryan's eye as he turned back, and for a split second, she thought she saw something flash across his face—curiosity, perhaps, or concern.

"Repression," he said, his voice dropping to that mesmerising timbre that always made her lean forward slightly, "is when we push uncomfortable thoughts or feelings into our unconscious mind."

The discussion flowed from repression to denial, to projection. Despite her initial discomfort, Jenna found herself slowly being drawn into the topic. Ryan had a way of explaining complex psychological concepts that made them feel relevant, personal even. His analogies were always clever, his questions always thoughtful.

"The mind's protection of itself is fascinating," he was saying, gesturing with those strong hands she'd admired so often. "We build these walls without even realising it."

No more than twenty minutes into the class, Jenna’s death grip on her dress had already begun to loosen. Her notes were becoming more detailed as she found herself more engaged with the material than with her predicament. Ryan's voice had that effect on her—like a gentle current pulling her away from shore, away from safety, but somehow making her feel secure in the drift.

When he smiled at her after she answered another question correctly, she felt a peculiar warmth spread through her that wasn't entirely embarrassment. Her legs, previously locked together like a fortress gate, began to subconsciously relax incrementally.

"Displacement," Ryan continued, "is when we redirect our feelings from their original source to a less threatening target."

His eyes seemed to linger on her as he spoke, and Jenna felt a strange thrill run through her. Was he looking at her differently today? Was it the dress she’d chosen? Or was it just her imagination, fuelled by her heightened state of awareness?

By the halfway point of the tutorial, Jenna had almost forgotten her underwear situation. Almost. The room was warm, the discussion engaging, and she was—as she so often was—distracted both by the topic at hand and the man leading the discussion.

Ryan glanced at his watch, then tapped a few keys on his laptop. "Alright, let's shift gears. Today's second topic is one that often makes people uncomfortable in academic settings, but it's a crucial part of developmental psychology." He looked up, his gaze sweeping across the room before settling on Jenna. "Adult sexual development."

The phrase hung in the air. Jenna felt her pulse quicken, her fingers instinctively tightening around her pen.

"Freud, of course, believed that adult sexuality was shaped by childhood experiences," Ryan continued, his voice maintaining that perfect balance between clinical and conversational. "But modern research suggests something far more fluid and complex."

He turned to write a few bullet points on the board. Jenna couldn't help but notice the way his shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, how his jeans hugged his form as he reached up to write. When he turned back, their eyes met briefly, and she quickly looked down at her notes, feeling a blush creep up her neck.

"Sexual development continues well into our twenties," Ryan said, leaning against his desk. "And even beyond. Who can tell me about the concept of sexual self-schema?"

The room fell silent. Jenna knew the answer—she'd done the assigned readings—but suddenly her mouth felt dry. The thought of discussing sexuality with the lingering knowledge that she was sitting bare beneath her dress sent an unexpected flutter through her lower abdomen.

"No takers?" Ryan smiled. "Sexual self-schema refers to how we view ourselves as sexual beings. It influences everything from our confidence to our preferences to our behaviours." His eyes seemed to find Jenna again. "Jenna, you've been quiet. Any thoughts on factors that might influence this schema?"

"Um," she began, her voice barely audible. She cleared her throat. "Early experiences, cultural messages, and…" she paused, "physiological responses to stimuli."

"Very good," Ryan nodded, his eyes holding hers for a beat longer than seemed strictly necessary. "Physiological responses are particularly interesting because they often happen independently of our conscious control."

As he continued talking about autonomic responses and arousal patterns, Jenna felt a strange warmth spreading through her lower body. The clinical terms he used—tumescence, lubrication, vasocongestion—should have been sterile, academic. Instead, each word seemed to vibrate through her.

"What many people don't realise," he continued, "is that arousal can occur even in non-sexual contexts. The body responds to various stimuli—sometimes even to anxiety or fear."

Jenna pressed her thighs together, suddenly aware of a new sensation—a dampness that hadn't been there before. The realisation mortified her. And yet, she couldn't seem to focus on anything except Ryan's voice, the way his lips formed around words like "pleasure" and "desire."

"Let me share a personal insight," he said, his voice casual. "I hope this is a safe space, so no laughing at me, okay? But when I was a doctoral student, I found myself in just such a situation, one where my body responded unexpectedly to stress." He leaned forward slightly over his desk. "I was presenting my research to a panel of professors for an annual review, and despite my anxiety—or, rather, because of my anxiety—I experienced physiological arousal. Now, there was obviously nothing sexual about the context. But it goes to show that as psychologists, we should all pay attention to our own lived experiences. That particular experience taught me that our bodies often have their own agendas, regardless of what our conscious minds might want."

Jenna felt heat bloom between her legs at his words, imagining Ryan nervous but physically aroused, standing before authority figures with his body betraying him. Her own body was doing precisely that now, betraying her—moisture gathering where she was most vulnerable, most exposed. She shifted in her seat, horrified at her reaction to what was meant to be an educational anecdote. He had explicitly said that there had been nothing sexual about it. And yet… the image his anecdote conjured in her mind was nothing but sexual. She couldn't deny the tingling sensation spreading through her lower abdomen, or the way her nipples had hardened beneath her dress.

God, what's wrong with me? she thought, clenching and unclenching her thighs, seeking some relief. I'm acting like a teenager. But even as she chided herself, the image of Ryan’s “tumescence” lingered behind her eyes.

"Jenna," Ryan said suddenly, shocking her from her daze, "could you perhaps explain how shame and arousal might interact in certain contexts?"

Her heart nearly stopped. Why was he picking on her so much today? Of all days! And of all questions, why this one? It felt as though he'd reached directly into her mind and extracted her current experience.

"I…" she began, her voice barely audible. She cleared her throat. "Shame can sometimes… intensify arousal because it activates similar physiological systems. The taboo nature of feeling something we're 'not supposed to' can actually enhance the experience."

The words tumbled from her mouth almost involuntarily, drawn from readings but coloured by her present reality. She kept her eyes fixed on her notes, unable to meet Ryan's gaze.

"Quite right," he said, his voice taking on a slightly deeper quality. "The forbidden often becomes more enticing precisely because it is forbidden."

When she finally dared to look up again, Jenna noticed something that made her breath catch. Ryan's eyes, while focused primarily on her face, occasionally darted downward—to the hemline of her dress where it had ridden up slightly despite her efforts. The glances were brief, but they were unmistakable.

Could he… possibly find me attractive? The thought was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"This concept relates directly to exhibitionism and voyeurism," Ryan continued, turning back to the board. As he wrote, Jenna noticed a slight tension in his shoulders, a deliberate control in his movements that hadn't been there earlier.

When he turned back to face the class, his eyes seemed to deliberately avoid her for a moment before settling on her face with professional composure. But there was something different in his gaze now—a heat, a focus that made her skin tingle.

"Let's consider how cultural taboos shape our responses," he said, moving slightly to lean against his desk again. "Something as simple as clothing—or its absence—carries enormous psychological weight."

A nervousness joined the heat in Jenna’s stomach as she suddenly wondered why Ryan was dwelling on this particular aspect of the discussion. His words about clothing and nakedness seemed pointed, almost as if they were meant specifically for her. A strange suspicion began to settle over her.

She glanced down at herself and froze. Her thighs, which she'd been so careful to keep pressed together earlier in the class, had drifted apart as she'd become more and more engrossed. Her constant shifting in her seat couldn’t have helped either. The teal fabric of her dress had ridden up significantly, bunched around her hips in a way that would have left her completely exposed to anyone sitting directly in front of her… to the only person directly in front of her… to Ryan.

Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.

Jenna's mind raced as she frantically tried to reconstruct the scene from Ryan's perspective. The classroom's fluorescent lights were bright, but his desk sat slightly higher than the students' chairs. Would the angle have hidden anything? Were there shadows cast by the desk that might have preserved her modesty? She glanced at the windows—the morning sun streamed in from the side, illuminating the room with unforgiving clarity.

Her hand flew to her dress, yanking it down as she crossed her legs tightly. The possibility that Ryan might have had a clear view of her most intimate area—completely bare—made her face burn with such intensity that she felt lightheaded. And for the first time that day, the thought of being bare extended beyond her lack of underwear. Her mind flashed back to last night’s shower, to her mundane grooming routine, to the fact that she was bare down there in more ways than one. She was mortified.

But beneath the mortification, another feeling stirred—hot, wet, pooling low within her. The thought of Ryan seeing her like that, exposed and vulnerable, sent an unexpected thrill through her. What if he had seen? What if he'd glimpsed her nakedness while discussing arousal and taboo? The idea was so scandalous, so inappropriate that she could barely acknowledge it to herself.

What the hell am I thinking? she scolded herself, horrified by the direction of her thoughts. He's my tutor. This is a classroom. He doesn’t think of me like that.

But she convinced herself that he must have seen. And the realisation hit her like a physical blow. That's why he'd been talking about exhibitionism. That's why his eyes had been dipping downwards during their conversation. He had seen everything—her most intimate parts completely uncovered, possibly even glistening with the arousal she'd been feeling during his class.

She fidgeted with the hem of her dress again, tightening her crossed legs, but she knew it was far too late. The damage was already done. She was sure that Ryan had seen her—all of her—and she had no idea for how long.

"The exposure of vulnerability," Ryan continued, his voice somehow steadier than before, "often triggers complex emotional responses in both the exhibitor and the observer."

Was there a slight emphasis on the word "exposure"? Jenna couldn't be sure, but it sent another pulse of heat through her body. Despite her embarrassment—or perhaps because of it—she felt that damning wetness between her legs intensify.

"In certain controlled contexts," Ryan said, his eyes now deliberately holding hers, "such exposure can even be therapeutic. It allows us to confront our fears of judgment and rejection."

Jenna couldn't look away from him. Was he… helping her? Giving her a framework to process what had just happened without shame? Or was he simply continuing with his planned discussion, unaware of how his words were affecting her?

"Shame and arousal often intertwine," he continued, "creating a feedback loop that can be either destructive or… enlightening."

A student in the back raised a hand with a question about cultural differences in expressions of sexuality, temporarily drawing Ryan's attention away. Jenna used the moment to adjust herself once more, her heart pounding so loudly she feared others might hear it.

When Ryan's eyes returned to her, there was something new in them—a question, perhaps, or an invitation. He maintained perfect professionalism in his words and posture, but his gaze communicated something else entirely.

As the other student continued asking questions, Jenna's mind continued to race. Her heart pounded, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts as she struggled to maintain her composure. It was as if time had slowed down, giving her space to examine every possibility, every potential outcome of what had just happened.

If Ryan had seen her exposed, then it was an accident. Her carelessness, not his fault. There was nothing inappropriate about it—embarrassing, yes, but not scandalous. He was a professional. He would pretend it hadn't happened. She should do the same.

And yet...

The way his eyes had lingered. The slight tension in his shoulders. The careful control in his voice. The deliberate way he'd looked at her when discussing exposure and vulnerability.

What if she didn't want him to pretend it hadn't happened?

The thought shocked her, thrilled her, terrified her. Heat bloomed across her skin, pooling between her legs where she was already embarrassingly wet. This wasn't just embarrassment anymore. This was something else entirely.

She uncrossed her legs beneath her desk, the motion slow and deliberate. Her knees remained pressed tightly together, but something had shifted inside her. A decision was forming, crystallising with each passing second.

Ryan finished answering the another question and turned back to the board, writing another term: "Psychological arousal."

"Often confused with sexual arousal," he explained, his back to the class, "but distinctly different in many contexts."

Jenna's fingers trembled slightly as they gripped the edge of her desk. Her teal dress felt suddenly too tight across her chest, too loose around her thighs. She was acutely aware of every inch of fabric against her skin, and every place where it didn't cover her skin.

Ryan turned back to face the class, his eyes automatically finding hers again. There was a definite question in them now, a tension that hadn't been there at the beginning of class.

He knows, she thought. He saw me, and he knows I know he saw me.

In that moment, Jenna made her decision. If he looked again—if he deliberately chose to look—then that would mean something. Something she'd been dreaming about for longer than she cared to admit.

Slowly, carefully, she allowed her knees to part. Just slightly at first, then wider. The hem of her dress remained bunched around her hips, offering no protection, no modesty. She was completely exposed to him now, bare and vulnerable and—she knew without having to check—wet.

Ryan was in the middle of explaining a concept when his eyes dipped downward. Just for a second, but unmistakably. His words faltered, just slightly, before he recovered.

"The, um, the psychological response often triggers physiological reactions that—"

His eyes dropped again, lingering this time. The professional mask slipped, revealing raw, undisguised desire before he quickly looked away, clearing his throat.

Jenna felt a rush of power unlike anything she'd experienced before. This was her doing—she was the cause of his distraction, his faltering words, his breaking composure. She—shy and unassuming Jenna—had managed to fluster the always-in-control Dr. Ryan Sinclair.

"As I was saying," Ryan continued, his voice slightly higher than usual, "physiological responses can be triggered by psychological states that aren't necessarily…" His eyes betrayed him again, dropping to where she remained exposed, before he jerked his gaze back up. A faint flush crept up his neck. "…that aren't necessarily sexual in nature."

The irony wasn't lost on Jenna. Her heart still hammered against her ribs as she maintained her position, her thighs parted just enough to give him an unobstructed view. She could feel herself growing wetter with each passing second, with each stolen glance. The knowledge that she was aroused—and that he could no doubt see it—sent another pulse of heat through her core.

Ryan turned abruptly to the whiteboard, writing something she couldn't quite read from her angle. His hand trembled slightly, causing his normally neat handwriting to slant awkwardly. When he turned back, his eyes were determinedly fixed on a point somewhere above everyone's heads.

"Group discussion time," he announced, his voice strained. "Take five minutes to discuss with the person next to you how defence mechanisms might manifest in romantic relationships."

Jenna watched as he retreated behind his desk, sitting down quickly. Was he hiding what she thought he was hiding? The possibility that she had aroused him to the point of physical manifestation made her squeeze her thighs together momentarily, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

Absent an immediate neighbour to discuss with, Jenna remained seated, watching Ryan from beneath lowered lashes. He was shuffling papers, pretending to read something on his laptop, but his eyes kept drifting in her direction despite his obvious effort to resist.

What am I doing? she wondered, a moment of clarity breaking through her haze of arousal. This is insane. He's my tutor. I could get him in trouble.

And yet, she couldn't bring herself to close her legs, to pull down her dress. The thrill of being seen—of being wanted—was too intoxicating. The fact that it was Ryan seeing her, Ryan wanting her, made it impossible to stop.

"Two more minutes," Ryan called out, his voice cracking slightly. He cleared his throat, adjusting his position behind the desk. His eyes found hers, and this time, he didn't look away immediately. Something passed between them—acknowledgment, desire, a silent conversation about boundaries being crossed.

Jenna shifted in her seat, spreading her legs just a fraction wider. She watched as Ryan's Adam's apple bobbed, as his fingers gripped the edge of his desk with whitening knuckles. He was fighting a losing battle against his own desire to look, and his eyes kept returning to her like a compass finding north.

She still couldn’t quite believe she was doing this. As her classmates discussed around her, Jenna sat thinking. What did she actually expect to happen? Did she expect him to abandon all professionalism and take her right there on his desk? Obviously not. Did she expect him to confess some long-harboured desire for her? What a childish idea! So was this really simply about power—about knowing she could affect him this way?

"Alright, time's up," Ryan announced, bringing her back to her senses somewhat. "Let's bring it back together."

The remaining fifteen minutes of class passed in a blur of tension. Ryan managed to regain some of his composure, though his eyes continued to find their way to her at regular intervals. Jenna, for her part, maintained her position—exposed, vulnerable, and undeniably aroused—through the remainder of the class. Each time their eyes met, the air between them seemed to crackle with electricity.

When Ryan finally dismissed the class, Jenna remained seated as her classmates gathered their belongings. Her heart pounded as she watched them file out, chatting among themselves, oblivious to what had transpired between their tutor and the quiet girl in the front row.

"Jenna," Ryan said once there were only a few left in the room, his voice carefully neutral. "Could you stay behind for a moment, please?"

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry as the final students filtered out the door. Now that they were alone, reality began to seep back in. What had she done? She quickly closed her legs, pulling her dress down as she stood on shaky limbs. Shame and desire warred within her as she approached his desk.

Ryan waited until the door closed behind the last student before speaking. "I think we need to discuss what happened today."

Jenna's cheeks burned. "I'm so sorry," she whispered, unable to meet his eyes. "I don't know what came over me. I forgot to—" She stopped herself. Confessing that she'd forgotten her underwear seemed somehow more embarrassing than what she'd actively engaged in during class.

"You put me in a very difficult position," Ryan said, his voice low but not angry. "As your tutor, I have certain responsibilities, certain ethical boundaries that shouldn't be crossed."

"I know," she murmured, mortification washing over her anew. "It was inappropriate and I—"

"It was," he agreed, cutting her off gently. "And yet…" His voice trailed off, and when she finally dared to look up, she found his eyes dark with undisguised hunger.

"And yet?" she prompted, barely breathing.

Ryan ran a hand through his hair, a gesture of frustration that Jenna had noticed countless times before when he was working through a difficult concept in class. But this wasn't academic frustration—this was something far more primal.

"I shouldn't even be having this conversation with you," he said, his voice strained. "What happened during class was…" He paused, seeming to search for the right words. "I need you to explain what you were thinking, Jenna. Help me understand why you did what you did."

His request hung in the air between them. Jenna's felt light-headed again, her mouth dry, her pulse racing. The truth seemed both impossible to admit and impossible to hide.

"I…" she began, her voice barely above a whisper. "When I realised you could see me, I… I should have been mortified. I was… at first. But then something… changed. I felt… This sounds stupid, but I felt powerful." The confession tumbled out of her, words she'd never spoken aloud before. "I've had a crush on you since the first day of class, and knowing that I could affect you like that—seeing that you wanted to look—it was… intoxicating."

Ryan's eyes darkened at her words. He seemed about to rise from his seat, but then stilled himself, maintaining the professional distance between them.

"Jenna, I'm your tutor. This is completely inappropriate," he said, but his voice lacked conviction. "I should report this incident. I really should."

"But you won't," she whispered, surprising herself with her boldness.

Ryan stared at her, his eyes widening. "What do you mean by that?" he asked, his voice barely audible.

Jenna took a deep breath. The air between them felt charged, dangerous, exhilarating. She straightened her shoulders, drawing strength from something deep within her that she hadn't known existed until today.

"I mean that I've learned enough in your psychology classes to understand that you're not just my tutor, Ryan," she said, her voice steadier than she'd expected. "You're also a man. We're both adults. I'm twenty-one. You're what—twenty-five? That's hardly a gap at all outside of these walls."

She took a step closer to his desk, her heart hammering.

"And there's nothing wrong with what we're both feeling," she continued. "This attraction—it's mutual. I know it is. I saw it in your eyes during class."

Ryan's throat bobbed as he swallowed. "Jenna, this is… we can't…" His objections sounded hollow. And she could tell from his face that they sounded hollow even to his own ears.

"Do you want me to show you again?" she whispered, her fingers toying with the hem of her dress even as she wondered where this newfound confidence had come from. "Would you like that?"

Before he could answer, she moved around his desk, her orange stockings swishing softly as she walked. She positioned herself directly in front of him, close enough that her knees almost touched his where he sat in his chair.

Ryan's hands gripped the armrests of his chair, his knuckles white. His eyes travelled up her stockinged legs to the bare skin above them, to where her dress ended mid-thigh, then up to her face. She could see the battle raging behind his eyes—propriety versus desire, should versus want.

"We shouldn't be doing this," he said, but he made no move to stand, to put distance between them. His eyes betrayed him, darkening as they lingered on her slender frame.

"Maybe not," Jenna agreed softly. "But we both want to."

She placed her hands on the armrests of his chair, leaning forward slightly so that her face was level with his. The scent of his cologne—something subtle and masculine—filled her senses.

"You know what else I've learned in your class?" she murmured, her braids falling forward over her shoulders. "That sometimes the things we deny ourselves are the very things we need most."

Ryan's breath hitched. "Jenna," he whispered, her name both a warning and a prayer on his lips.

"Tell me to stop," she challenged gently, "and I will."

Their faces were inches apart now. Ryan's eyes dropped to her lips, lingered there. His resistance was crumbling. She could feel it.

"I can't tell you to stop," he finally admitted, his voice rough with desire. "I should. But I can't."

That was all the permission Jenna needed. She stepped back slightly, just enough to create space between them while maintaining eye contact. Her fingers moved to the hem of her teal dress, gripping the fabric.

"I want you to see me," she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. "All of me. Properly this time."

Ryan remained seated, transfixed, as she slowly began to lift her dress. The fabric inched upward, revealing first the tops of her orange stockings, then the pale skin of her thighs above them. She paused when the hem reached the junction of her thighs, her face flushed, her pulse pounding in her ears.

"Are you sure?" Ryan asked, his voice hoarse with desire.

Jenna nodded, unable to form words as she lifted the dress higher, exposing herself completely to his gaze. Standing before him, her most intimate area bare and vulnerable, she felt a curious mixture of power and submission that made her dizzy with want.

Ryan's eyes darkened as they took in the sight of her, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. "Christ, Jenna," he whispered, reverence in his voice. "You're beautiful."

Before she could respond, he leaned forward impulsively, his hands gripping her hips to pull her closer. His mouth found her centre without hesitation, his tongue sliding through her wetness with a groan that she felt more than heard.

Jenna gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders for support as her knees threatened to buckle. The sensation of his mouth on her was overwhelming—hot and wet and perfect in ways she'd only imagined in her most private fantasies. His tongue circled her most sensitive spot before dipping lower, tasting her, devouring her with an enthusiasm that spoke of long-suppressed desire.

"Ryan," she moaned, one hand moving to tangle in his hair as he continued his delicious assault. His hands slid around to grab her ass, pulling her more firmly against his mouth as he explored her with his tongue.

Every lick, every subtle movement of his lips sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. The knowledge that this was Ryan—her tutor, the man she'd fantasised about for months—only intensified the sensations. This wasn't some fumbling encounter with an inexperienced boy; this was a man who knew exactly what he was doing, who was taking evident pleasure in bringing her to the edge.

The tension that had been building, not just all morning but all term, coalesced suddenly, like a wave crashing through her. She cried out, her body trembling against his mouth as an intense orgasm ripped through her. Her legs quivered, threatening to give way as pleasure washed over her in overwhelming pulses. But Ryan held her firmly, his hands tightening their grip on her ass, grinding her quivering body against his face, his tongue continuing its gentle ministrations as she rode out the waves of her climax.

When the last aftershocks subsided, Jenna looked down at him, her chest heaving, her eyes filled with wonder and newfound desire. His lips glistened with her arousal, his eyes dark with hunger.

"Can I…" she began, her voice breathless and eager. "Would you let me do the same for you?"

Ryan's expression shifted from surprise to unmistakable desire. "Are you sure that's what you want?" he asked, his voice rough.

"Yes," she nodded emphatically. "I want to taste you too."

"Then… God, yes," he breathed, leaning back in his chair.

Jenna lowered herself to her knees between his legs, her hands trembling slightly as they moved to his belt. The classroom around them seemed to fade away—there was only Ryan, only this moment, only the heady anticipation of what was to come.

She unfastened his belt with fumbling fingers, then the button of his jeans, then the zipper. Each small sound—metal against metal, fabric rustling—seemed amplified in the quiet room. Ryan lifted his hips slightly to help as she tugged his jeans and underwear down just enough to free him.

When his cock sprang free, hard and ready, Jenna's breath caught in her throat. She stared in reverent admiration, taking in every detail—the impressive length, the pleasing thickness, the way it curved slightly upward. A drop of moisture glistened at the tip, evidence of his arousal.

"You're perfect," she whispered, wrapping her slender fingers around his shaft. The heat of him surprised her, as did the contrast between the velvety softness of his skin and the hardness beneath.

Ryan's breath hitched as she stroked him experimentally, learning the feel of him, the weight of him in her hand. His fingers tangled gently in one of her braids, not pulling, just connecting.

Jenna leaned forward, maintaining eye contact as she took him into her mouth. The taste of him—clean, slightly salty, undeniably male—flooded her senses as she slid her lips down his length as far as she comfortably could.

"Fuck," Ryan groaned, his head falling back against the chair. "Jenna, that feels incredible."

Encouraged by his response, she began to move, establishing a rhythm as she alternated between taking him deep and swirling her tongue around his sensitive head. Her hand worked in tandem with her mouth, stroking what she couldn't reach.

"Just like that," he murmured, his voice strained.

Emboldened by his encouragement, Jenna grew more adventurous. She pulled back, letting his cock slip slowly from her mouth before running her tongue from base to tip in one long, slow lick. Ryan's breath hitched as she continued exploring him, tracing the prominent vein along his underside, swirling around his head, before moving lower to take one of his balls into her mouth. She suckled gently, revelling in his sharp intake of breath, then moved to give the other the same attention.

"God, Jenna," he groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She teased his tip next, lapping at the bead of moisture there, circling the sensitive ridge with her tongue while looking up at him through her lashes. His face was a beautiful study in pleasure—eyes half-lidded, lips parted, cheeks flushed. The knowledge that she was responsible for reducing composed Dr. Sinclair to this state of raw need sent a fresh wave of arousal through her.

With a deep breath, she wrapped her lips around him again, taking him deeper than before, establishing a rhythm that had him making small, desperate sounds.

"Wait," Ryan said suddenly, placing a gentle hand on her cheek. "Can I—would you let me take control?"

With her mouth still full of him, Jenna could only make a muffled sound of agreement, nodding slightly. The idea of surrendering control to him sent a thrill down her spine.

Without withdrawing from her mouth, Ryan rose to his feet, towering over her kneeling form. His hands moved to her braids, gripping them firmly near her scalp, one in each hand. The slight tug sent tingles radiating outwards.

"I'll stop if it's too much," he promised, his voice husky with desire.

Then he began to move, using his grip on her braids to guide her head as he thrust into her mouth. The sensation was unlike anything Jenna had ever experienced—being used for his pleasure, controlled so completely. Each thrust pushed him deeper, sometimes hitting the back of her throat and making her gag slightly. Her eyes watered, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat as best she could, surrendering to his rhythm.

"You're taking me so well, Jenna" he praised, his voice strained.

Her hands gripped his thighs for balance as he continued, his pace increasing slightly. She felt overwhelmed in the best possible way—physically from his size and the depth of his thrusts, emotionally from the intimacy and trust of the act. A tear slipped down her cheek, but it wasn't from distress—it was from the intensity of it all.

Ryan noticed immediately. "Too much?" he asked, slowing his movements.

Jenna gripped his thighs tighter, humming a negative around his cock. She wanted this—wanted to please him exactly as he wanted to be pleased, to give herself over to this experience completely.

Understanding her silent communication, Ryan resumed his rhythm, his grip on her braids tightening as he began thrusting more forcefully into her mouth. His control slipped gradually, his movements becoming more primal, more desperate.

"Fuck, Jenna," he groaned, his voice raw with need. "Your mouth feels so good."

Jenna whimpered around him, her own arousal building again as he used her mouth with increasing intensity. His thrusts became deeper, faster, his fingers twisting her braids around his hands to maintain his grip. The slight pain of it only heightened her pleasure, her body responding to his dominance with a rush of wetness between her thighs.

Ryan's breathing grew ragged, his control fracturing as he face-fucked her with abandon, pushing deep with each thrust. Tears streamed freely down Jenna's cheeks now, her mascara surely running with them, but she didn't care. She wanted this—wanted to be used by him, to be the vessel for his pleasure.

"I’m going to come if I keep going," he warned, his voice strangled.

Jenna couldn't speak with her mouth full, but she gripped his thighs harder, her eyes meeting his with unmistakable meaning. She wanted to taste him, to feel his release.

But she’d misunderstood. That wasn’t what Ryan intended. Evidently, he wasn’t ready to end this. After a final, deep thrust, Ryan pulled back quickly. He withdrew completely in one motion, leaving her gasping for breath, a thin trail of saliva dribbling from the corner of her mouth. She looked up at him, her lips swollen, her face flushed, her eyes filled with satisfaction despite her dishevelled state.

"God, Jenna," Ryan breathed, dropping to one knee before her. He gently wiped the moisture from her chin with his thumb. "You're so beautiful. I've never seen anything as gorgeous as you are right now."

She smiled shyly, the boldness that had possessed her temporarily receding somewhat.

"That dress," he continued, his eyes roaming over her teal outfit with appreciation. "It's been driving me crazy all term. The way it hugs you in all the right places… and those stockings with it…" He shook his head in wonder.

"I chose it for you," she admitted softly, her voice slightly hoarse from their activities. "I wear it because I want to look good for you."

Ryan's eyes widened slightly, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "You've been dressing for me all this time?"

Jenna nodded, feeling suddenly vulnerable in her confession. "I've wanted you to notice me since day one," she whispered, her heart racing with the admission. "I would try to get you to look at me, to see me as more than just another student."

Ryan cupped her face in his hands, his expression intense. "What do you want now, Jenna?" he asked, his voice low and serious. "Tell me what you want."

She swallowed, gathering her courage. The words she'd dreamed of saying for months now hung on her lips, terrifying and thrilling all at once.

"I want you to fuck me," she said, the crude word feeling foreign yet perfect on her tongue. "Please, Ryan. I need you."

His eyes darkened at her words, desire flaring hot and immediate. Without speaking, he stood and helped her to her feet, his movements gentle yet purposeful. Once she was standing, he spun her around in one fluid motion, pressing his chest against her back.

"Like this?" he murmured against her ear, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts through the fabric of her dress. His touch was firm, possessive, as he kneaded her soft flesh, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples.

Jenna gasped, arching back against him instinctively. The hard length of his cock pressed insistently against her ass, still wet from her mouth. His hands continued their exploration, one sliding down to her waist while the other remained at her breast, teasing and squeezing.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered, his breath hot against her neck. "I've wanted you for so long, Jenna. Watching you in class, seeing how smart you are, how thoughtful…" His hand at her waist moved lower, sliding beneath her dress to find her wet centre again. "And now, feeling how wet you are for me…"

With gentle pressure, he guided her forward until her hips met the edge of his desk. His hand between her legs withdrew, moving to push her dress up around her waist, fully exposing once more to the cool air of the classroom.

"Bend over," he commanded softly, his hand on her upper back applying gentle pressure.

Jenna complied eagerly, bending at the waist until her chest and cheek pressed against the cool surface of his desk. Papers scattered beneath her, notes pushed aside to make room for her body. The position was vulnerable, exposing—she could feel the air against her most intimate places, could sense Ryan's eyes taking in the sight of her bent over his desk, exposed to him again from this new angle, waiting for him.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked, his voice strained with desire but still mindful of her consent. His concern only turned her on more.

"Yes," she breathed, turning her head to look back at him over her shoulder. "I've never been more sure of anything."

Ryan's hand caressed her ass, squeezing appreciatively before moving between her legs. His fingers slid through her wetness, gathering it, spreading it. When one finger pressed inside her, Jenna gasped at the sensation, her body arching instinctively. "Please," she whimpered, pressing back against his exploring finger. "I need more."

Ryan withdrew his finger, replacing it with the blunt head of his cock. He teased her entrance, coating himself in her abundant wetness, sliding up and down her slick folds without penetrating. The sensation was maddening—so close to what she craved, yet not enough.

"Ryan, please," she begged, her voice breaking with need.

He pressed forward then, easing into her with exquisite slowness. Jenna felt herself stretching around him, her body yielding to accommodate his size. The initial intrusion burned slightly—a delicious, satisfying ache that made her moan.

"God, you're tight," Ryan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, inch by careful inch. "Are you okay?"

"Yes," she breathed, her fingers curling against the desk. "Don't stop."

When he was fully seated within her, Ryan paused, allowing her body to adjust to the fullness. Jenna had never felt so completely filled, so utterly connected to another person. Her inner walls pulsed around him, drawing another groan from his lips.

He began to move then, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in with deliberate gentleness. His thrusts were measured, controlled—the careful movements of a man determined to cause no pain.

"You can… harder," Jenna whispered, her body already craving more intensity.

Ryan's pace increased slightly, his grip on her hips tightening as he found a rhythm. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the classroom, punctuated by their increasingly ragged breathing.

Suddenly, his hands released her hips, moving upward to gather her braids. He wrapped them around his fists, one in each hand, and gave an experimental tug.

The sensation sent electric currents racing down Jenna's spine. Her head tilted back as he pulled, her back arching deeper, changing the angle of his thrusts to hit something exquisite inside her.

She cried out, the pleasure sharp and unexpected.

Ryan pulled harder on her braids, using them like reins to control her movements. With each tug came a deeper thrust, his hips now snapping against her ass with increasing force.

Jenna's mind spun with revelation. Her braids—the hairstyle she'd worn since childhood, that she'd sometimes worried made her look too young, too innocent—were now the handles by which Ryan controlled her pleasure. The thought was profoundly erotic. This was why she'd kept her hair so long, why she'd always braided it so carefully before his classes. Some part of her had always known, had always wanted him to use them exactly like this.

"Yes," she moaned, surrendering completely to the sensation. "Pull harder."

Ryan obliged, pulling harder on her braids as he increased his pace. The dual sensations of fullness and the sharp, delicious pain from her scalp sent Jenna spiralling toward the edge again. Each thrust seemed to hit deeper than the last, the angle perfect for stimulating that sweet spot inside her.

"Oh god, Ryan," she gasped, her voice rising in pitch as tension coiled tighter in her core. "I'm going to—I can't—"

"Let go," he commanded, his voice rough with exertion. "Come for me, Jenna."

His words were the final push she needed. The tension broke, waves of pleasure crashing through her with an intensity that stole her breath. Her inner walls clenched and pulsed around him, gripping his cock in rhythmic spasms as her body convulsed with release. She cried out, the sound echoing in the empty classroom as her orgasm tore through her.

Ryan didn't slow his pace, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging it beyond anything she'd ever experienced. Each movement sent new shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward, making her tremble and gasp beneath him. Her legs quivered, threatening to give way as the pleasure continued to pulse through her.

"Fuck, Jenna," he groaned, his rhythm faltering slightly as his own control began to slip. "I'm getting close too. I'm going to come soon." His grip on her braids tightened further. "How do you want it?"

Panting, still riding the aftershocks of her intense orgasm, Jenna suddenly remembered her earlier thoughts—the misunderstanding when he'd pulled away from her lips earlier. When she hadn't realised he was prolonging their encounter, not finishing it, she’d wanted nothing more than to take him like that.

"In my mouth," she gasped, the words tumbling out before she could second-guess herself. "I want to taste you."

Ryan's movements stilled for a heartbeat, then he slowly withdrew from her, his cock slick with her arousal. He helped her turn around, his hands gentle as he guided her to her knees before him.

Jenna looked up at him, her lips parted in anticipation as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. It was warm and slick with her own wetness, the combination of their scents intoxicating as she leaned forward to take him between her lips.

The taste was different now—the familiar saltiness of his pre-come mingled with her own tangy sweetness. She moaned around him, the knowledge that she was tasting their combined arousal sending another pulse of heat through her core.

Ryan's hands found her braids again, gripping them firmly as he began to guide her movements. His thrusts were shallow at first, careful not to overwhelm her, but as her tongue swirled around him, his control visibly frayed.

She pulled back from him just long enough to murmur a few words, her eyes locked with his. "Don't hold back." Then she took him into her mouth again.

Something changed in Ryan's expression—a final barrier breaking down as he nodded once, his grip tightening on her braids. Without warning, he thrust deep, hitting the back of her throat and making her gag reflexively. Instead of pulling back, he held her there for a moment before withdrawing just enough for her to catch her breath, then driving forward again.

Jenna surrendered completely, relaxing her throat as he established a punishing rhythm. Tears streamed down her cheeks as he used her mouth with the same intensity as he'd used her body moments before. His hips snapped forward with each thrust, his grip on her braids unyielding as he fucked her face.

"Christ, Jenna," he groaned, his voice strained as his pace quickened. "I'm so close. "

His movements became erratic, his breathing harsh and ragged. With a final, deep thrust, he suddenly pulled back until only the tip remained between her lips. His body tensed, a primal groan tearing from his throat as the first hot pulse of his release flooded her mouth.

Jenna moaned softly as she felt him spurt against her tongue, filling her mouth with his seed. The taste was stronger than she expected—salty and slightly bitter, yet somehow intoxicating. She held it in her mouth, savouring the evidence of his pleasure, the tangible proof that she had brought him to this point.

Ryan watched her with hooded eyes, his chest heaving as the last aftershocks of his orgasm subsided. "Show me," he commanded softly, his voice rough with spent passion.

Obediently, Jenna tilted her head back and opened her mouth, revealing his cum pooled on her tongue. A small rivulet escaped the corner of her lips, trailing down her chin as she held his gaze. The intimacy of the moment—of showing him his own release, of this ultimate submission—made her shiver with renewed desire.

After a moment, she closed her mouth and swallowed deliberately, feeling his essence slide down her throat. Ryan's eyes darkened as he watched, his expression a mixture of satisfaction and wonder.

After wiping her chin, Jenna leaned forward again, taking him gently between her lips. She suckled softly, her tongue moving languidly over his sensitive flesh, lapping up the last traces of his release. His cock twitched against her tongue, still semi-hard but gradually softening as she ministered to him with gentle attention.

When she finally released him, Ryan helped her to her feet, his hands steadying her as her legs trembled beneath her. Without speaking, he pulled her against his chest, his arms wrapping around her in a protective embrace. Jenna melted into him, burying her face in the crook of his neck as reality slowly began to filter back in around them.

The classroom around them seemed to re-emerge from the haze of their passion—the whiteboard still covered in Ryan's handwriting, papers scattered across the desk, the lingering scent of sex in the air.

But before the afterglow had fully subsided, Ryan gently tilted her chin upward with his finger. His eyes searched hers for a moment, something tender replacing the raw desire that had consumed them both. Then he lowered his lips to hers in a kiss so different from their frenzied encounter that it made her heart stutter. This kiss—their first kiss—was soft, unhurried, his lips moving against hers with a gentleness that spoke of care rather than lust. His hand cupped her cheek, thumb stroking her skin as his mouth communicated something his words hadn't yet—that this wasn't just about physical release.

When they finally parted, Jenna felt breathless in an entirely new way. This wasn't the desperate gasping of passion, but something that reached deeper, that made her chest ache with unexpected emotion.

"I've wanted to do that for so long," Ryan murmured, his forehead resting against hers. "Not just… what we did, but this. Kissing you."

Jenna's heart fluttered. "Really?"

He nodded, his thumb still caressing her cheek. "From the first day you walked into my classroom. You were so thoughtful, so insightful in your comments. And yes, so beautiful it was distracting."

She blushed, ducking her head slightly. "I thought I was just another student to you."

"Never," he whispered, pressing another gentle kiss to her lips. "But I couldn't let myself acknowledge how I felt. It wouldn't have been professional."

"And this was?" Jenna asked with a small, teasing smile, gesturing to their dishevelled state.

Ryan laughed softly, the sound warming her from within. "No, this was definitely crossing a line. But I don't regret it." His expression grew more serious. "Do you?"

"Not for a second," she replied without hesitation.

They stood in comfortable silence for a moment, still holding each other. Jenna could feel his heartbeat against her chest, strong and steady, gradually slowing to its normal rhythm.

"We should probably get tidied up," Ryan finally said, glancing at the classroom door. "Someone could come in."

Jenna nodded, reluctantly stepping back from his embrace. They adjusted their clothing in companionable silence, occasionally catching each other's eye with shy smiles. Ryan helped her smooth down her dress, his hands lingering at her waist longer than necessary.

"So…" he said once they were both presentable again, "I was thinking you might need some additional guidance with your coursework."

Jenna raised an eyebrow, a smile tugging at her lips. "Oh really?"

"Definitely," he nodded, his expression serious though his eyes twinkled with mischief. “Perhaps we should schedule some one-on-one sessions.”

Jenna’s smirk burst into a full-on grin of delight. “I think you’re probably right, Dr. Sinclair. I imagine there’s so much more you can teach me… And I’m eager to learn.”
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