
        
            
                
            
        

    
The lecture hall was already buzzing when I walked in, the low hum of chatter filling the spacious room. I scanned the rows of seats, looking for an open spot. It was the first day of the semester, and I was running late. My eyes landed on a seat near the middle, next to a girl who looked younger than most of the other students. She had a notebook open in front of her, her pen poised as if she was ready to take notes at any second. Her dark hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and when she looked up, I noticed the faint glint of braces on her teeth.

I slid into the seat next to her, offering a quick, "Hey." She glanced at me, her brown eyes wide behind her glasses, and gave a small smile.

"Hi," she replied, her voice soft but clear. She had a nervous energy about her, like she wasn’t quite sure if she belonged here yet. I couldn’t blame her—college was a big adjustment for most people.

"I’m Alex," I said, extending my hand. She hesitated for a moment before shaking it, her grip surprisingly firm.

"Maya," she introduced herself. "First day of the semester, huh? Feels a bit overwhelming."

"Tell me about it," I chuckled, leaning back in my seat. "I’m still trying to figure out where all my classes are."

She laughed, a light, musical sound that made me smile. "Same. I got lost twice trying to find this building."

I glanced at her notebook, where she had already written the date and the name of the class at the top of the page. She caught me looking and self-consciously closed the cover. "I… I like to be prepared," she admitted, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

"Nothing wrong with that," I said. "Better to be over-prepared than under, right?"

She nodded, her smile growing a little more confident. The professor walked in then, and the room fell silent. He was an older man with a salt-and-pepper beard and a pair of wire-rimmed glasses perched on his nose. He began the lecture, and I found myself glancing at Maya every so often, watching as she scribbled furiously in her notebook.

There was something about her—an earnestness, maybe—that caught my attention. She wasn’t just here to get by; she was here to learn. It was refreshing, especially in a room full of students who seemed more interested in their phones than the lecture.

When the class ended, I stood and stretched, glancing at her. "You’ve got a lot of notes there," I commented, nodding at her notebook.

She looked down at the pages, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Oh, yeah. I guess I got a little carried away."

"Nah, it’s cool," I said, slinging my backpack over one shoulder. "I should probably take more notes myself. Mind if I borrow yours sometime?"

She looked surprised but pleased. "Sure. I mean, as long as you promise to give them back."

"Deal," I said with a grin. "So, what’s your next class?"

She checked her schedule, her brow furrowing slightly. "Um… Intro to Psychology, I think? It’s in the building over there." She pointed vaguely toward the window.

"Cool. Mind if I walk with you? I’m heading that way too."

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. "Okay. That’d be nice."

We started walking, the late summer sun warming the pavement outside. The campus was bustling with students, and I couldn’t help but notice how Maya’s eyes darted around, taking it all in. She seemed equal parts excited and overwhelmed.

"So, where are you from?" I asked as we crossed the quad.

"Oh, um… a small town about an hour from here," she said. "You’ve probably never heard of it."

"Try me," I said with a smirk.

"Maplewood?" she offered, her tone half-hopeful, half-embarrassed.

I thought for a moment, then shook my head. "Nope, can’t say I have. What’s it like?"

She shrugged, "Quiet. Not a lot to do. I mean, I loved it growing up, but… I was ready for something different, you know?"

"Yeah, I get that," I said, nodding. "I’m from the city, so it’s kind of the opposite for me. This place feels… quieter, somehow. Not in a bad way, though."

She smiled, "That’s good. I think I’ll like it here. It’s just… a lot to get used to."

We reached the building where her next class was, and she paused, turning to me. "Thanks for walking with me. It was nice talking to you."

"You too," I said, returning her smile. "Maybe I’ll see you around?"

"Yeah," she said, her eyes bright. "I’d like that."

She disappeared into the building, and I stood there for a moment, watching her go. There was something about her—something genuine and unguarded—that made me want to get to know her better. The braces, the glasses, the way she looked at the world with such curiosity… it was all… charming.

I turned and headed toward my next class, a small smile playing on my lips. The semester was off to an interesting start.

The library was quiet, save for the soft rustle of pages and the occasional cough. I had found a spot near the back, tucked away in a corner where the natural light filtered through the tall windows. My notebook was open, but my attention was elsewhere. Maya sat across from me, her dark hair pulled back into that loose ponytail, her glasses perched on her nose. She was scribbling furiously in her notebook, her pen moving with a kind of frantic energy that was both adorable and endearing.

She had invited me to study together after class earlier that day. It had been a shy invitation, her voice barely above a whisper, as if she wasn’t sure I’d say yes. But of course, I did. There was something about her—something so unfiltered—that made it impossible to say no.

“So,” I said, leaning back in my chair and trying to sound casual, “how’s your first week been?”

She looked up, her brown eyes wide behind her glasses. “Um, good. I think. It’s a lot, though.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, it can be overwhelming at first. But you’ll get the hang of it.”

“I hope so,” she said, smiling faintly. Her braces caught the light, and I found myself staring for a moment too long. She noticed and blushed, looking back down at her notes.

We fell into a comfortable silence after that, both of us focusing on our work. Or at least, I was trying to focus. My eyes kept drifting back to her, taking in the way she bit her lip while she read, the way she absentmindedly twirled a strand of hair around her finger. She was so present, so absorbed in the moment, and it was captivating.

At one point, she reached for her coffee cup, which was perched precariously on the edge of the table. I opened my mouth to warn her, but it was too late. Her elbow bumped the cup, and the next thing I knew, dark liquid was spilling across the table—and onto her shirt.

“Oh, no!” she exclaimed, jumping up from her chair. “I’m so sorry!”

“It’s okay,” I said quickly, grabbing a handful of napkins from my bag. “Here, let me help.”

But she was already flustered, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. “No, it’s fine, I—” She glanced down at her shirt, which was now stained with coffee. “I… I think I have a change of clothes in my bag. I’ll just…”

She trailed off, clutching her bag to her chest and looking around like she was trying to figure out where to go.

“There’s a bathroom down the hall,” I said, pointing toward the exit.

She hesitated for a moment, then shook her head. “It’s okay, I’ll just… do it here. It’s quiet, and no one’s around.”

Before I could respond, she was already unbuttoning her shirt. My breath caught in my throat. What the hell is happening?

She peeled the soaked fabric off her shoulders, revealing a simple white tank top underneath. Her hands moved quickly, fumbling with the buttons as she tried to undo them all. I could see the faint outline of her bra through the thin material of her tank top, and suddenly, my mouth went dry.

“Sorry,” she mumbled, still focused on her shirt. “I just… I didn’t want to leave my stuff here.”

“It’s fine,” I said, my voice sounding unnaturally high. I forced myself to look away, but it was impossible not to notice the way her tank top clung to her skin, the way her breath hitched slightly as she finally got the shirt off.

She dug through her bag and pulled out a fresh shirt, holding it up for a moment before slipping it on. It was a plain gray tee, a little too big for her, but it looked soft.

“Better?” she asked, smoothing the fabric down.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She looked at me then, and for a moment, our eyes locked. I could see the faintest flicker of something in her expression—something that made my heart skip a beat. But then she looked away, her cheeks flushing again.

“Thanks for not, um… freaking out,” she said, her voice shaky.

“No problem,” I said, trying to sound casual. But inside, I was anything but calm.

She sat back down, her hands trembling slightly as she picked up her pen. I could see the outline of her bra through the thin fabric of her tank top, and it was all I could do not to stare. My mind was racing, my body reacting in ways I hadn’t expected.

And then it happened.

I felt it—a sudden, unmistakable tightness in my pants. I shifted in my chair, trying to hide it, but it was too late.

She glanced up, and her eyes met mine. For a moment, there was silence. Then her gaze drifted downward, and her eyes widened.

“Oh,” she said softly, her voice barely audible.

I froze, my face burning. “I’m sorry,” I croaked. “I didn’t mean—”

But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she just looked at me, her expression unreadable.

“Maya, I—”

“It’s okay,” she said finally, her voice quiet but steady. “It’s… natural, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice hoarse. “It’s just… you’re…”

She didn’t let me finish. Instead, she reached out, her hand brushing against mine. It was a small gesture, but it sent a jolt of electricity through me.

“I’m sorry,” she said again, her voice barely above a whisper. “I didn’t mean to… I mean, I didn’t think…”

“It’s fine,” I said, my voice shaky. “I just… I didn’t expect—”

She cut me off again, this time with a soft laugh. “Neither did I.”

We sat there in silence for a moment, the tension between us thick and unspoken. And then, without warning, she leaned in closer, her face inches from mine.

“Alex,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

“Yeah?”

“Would it… would it be weird if I kissed you?”

And just like that, the world stopped.

“No,” I said, my voice barely audible. “It wouldn’t be weird at all.”

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching mine. And then, she closed the distance between us, her lips brushing against mine in a soft, tentative kiss.

It was sweet and innocent, but there was something electric about it—something that made my heart race and my body ache for more.

When she pulled away, her cheeks were flushed, but her eyes were bright.

“So,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

“So,” I echoed, my voice equally shaky.

She smiled faintly, then leaned in again, her lips meeting mine a second time. This time, the kiss was deeper, more urgent, and I could feel the heat building between us.

“Maya,” I whispered against her lips.

“Yeah?”

“We should probably… stop.”

She pulled back, her eyes wide with concern. “Do you want to?”

I looked at her, taking in the way her hair fell around her face, the way her breath hitched slightly as she waited for my response.

“No,” I said finally. “I don’t.”

And just like that, the tension between us snapped, and everything changed.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

And then we were kissing again, harder this time, our bodies pressed together in a way that made it impossible to think, impossible to breathe.

All I could do was feel.

And it was incredible.

Maya’s voice was barely above a whisper, but the words hung in the air between us like a spark waiting to ignite. “Alex…” she started again, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink. “Maybe… maybe we should find a quieter spot? The library feels… too open right now.”

Her suggestion caught me off guard, but it wasn’t unwelcome. The tension between us had been building since the moment she sat down, and the idea of being alone with her—somewhere more private—sent a shiver down my spine. I nodded, trying to keep my expression calm even as my pulse quickened. “Yeah,” I said, my voice steady despite the thoughts racing through my mind. “The stacks are usually empty this time of day.”

She stood up quickly, gathering her notebook and pen with unsteady hands. I followed suit, slinging my backpack over my shoulder as we made our way toward the shadowy aisles of the library stacks. The air felt thicker with every step, the silence between us filled with unspoken words and possibilities.

When we reached the secluded area of the stacks, Maya paused, glancing around nervously. The dim lighting cast soft shadows across her face, highlighting the faint glint of her braces as she bit her lower lip. She turned to me, her brown eyes searching mine as if looking for permission—or reassurance. I could see the hesitation in her gaze, but there was something else there too: a quiet determination that made my breath catch.

“Is this… okay?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

I nodded, stepping closer to her. “It’s perfect,” I said softly, my eyes lingering on hers. The space between us felt electric, charged with a kind of energy I hadn’t experienced before. I could hear the faint sound of her breathing, quick and shallow, and it only made the moment more intoxicating.

Maya hesitated for a moment longer before slowly lowering herself to her knees in front of me. The sight of her there, looking up at me with those wide, innocent eyes, sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Her hands reached for the waistband of my jeans, her fingers trembling slightly as she undid the button and zipper. I felt my breath hitch as she tugged them down, her movements slow and deliberate.

When she looked up at me again, her lips parted slightly, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her braces caught the dim light. There was something undeniably alluring about it—a mix of innocence and something entirely less innocent. Her gaze held mine for a moment before she leaned in, her breath warm against my skin as she took me into her mouth.

The sensation was almost overwhelming, and I had to bite back a groan as her tongue moved against me. Her movements were tentative at first, as if she was still figuring out what to do, but there was an eagerness to her that made it impossible to think of anything else. I reached down, my fingers tangling gently in her hair as I watched her, completely mesmerized.

She glanced up at me again, her eyes meeting mine as she continued, and the look on her face—a mix of shyness and determination—was almost too much to handle. Her braces added a unique sensation, and I couldn’t help but find it impossibly hot. The way she moved, the way she focused so intently on what she was doing—it was intoxicating.

“Maya,” I breathed, my voice barely audible as I tried to keep myself together. She didn’t stop, though; if anything, she seemed to take it as encouragement, her pace quickening slightly. My grip on her hair tightened unconsciously, and I could feel the heat building inside me.

She pulled back for a moment, her lips glistening as she looked up at me. “Is… is this okay?” she asked, her voice soft and unsure.

“More than okay,” I managed to say, my voice rough with desire. “You’re incredible.”

A small, shy smile tugged at her lips, and she leaned in again, her movements more confident this time. The sound of her breathing, the feel of her mouth on me—it was all I could focus on, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Maya,” I said again, my voice strained as I tried to warn her, but she didn’t stop. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me steady as she took me deeper, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

My grip on her hair tightened as I came, a low groan escaping my lips. Maya stayed with me through it all, her movements slowing as she pulled back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She looked up at me, her eyes bright and cheeks flushed, and for a moment, I couldn’t think of anything to say.

She sat back on her heels, still smiling as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I… I’ve never done that before,” she admitted, her voice soft and a little breathless.

I stared at her for a moment, completely stunned. “You’re incredible,” I repeated, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. She blushed again, her smile widening slightly, and I couldn’t help but pull her up into my arms, kissing her deeply.

Maya’s lips lingered against mine, her breath warm and uneven as she pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. Her hands were still trembling slightly where they rested on my shoulders, but there was a fire in her gaze now—one that made my heart race. She bit her lower lip, the faint glint of her braces catching the light, and for a moment, she seemed unsure of herself. But then she spoke, her voice soft but steady, and her words sent a jolt through me.

“Alex,” she began, her fingers tracing small circles on my skin, “I… I want more. I want you to… to fuck me. Right here. Right now.”

I blinked, caught off guard by the bluntness of her request. My mind raced, trying to process what she’d just said. Here? In the middle of the room? It was reckless, wild—completely unlike the nervous, earnest girl I’d come to know. And yet, the way she looked at me, her eyes wide and pleading, made it impossible to say no.

“Maya,” I started, my voice low, “are you sure? We don’t have to rush—”

She cut me off, shaking her head firmly. “I’m sure. I’ve never been more sure of anything. I want this. I want you.”

Her words were like a spark igniting something deep inside me. I could feel the heat building between us, the tension crackling in the air. My hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, and she gasped softly, her body pressing against mine. I could feel her heart pounding in her chest, and it only made me want her more.

“Okay,” I whispered, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “But we’re going to take this slow, alright? I don’t want to hurt you.”

She nodded, her breath hitching as I leaned in to kiss her again. This time, the kiss was deeper, more urgent, and I could feel her body responding, arching into mine. My hands slid down her back, pulling her even closer, and she moaned softly against my lips.

I broke the kiss, leaning back just enough to look at her. “Are you ready?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded again, her eyes never leaving mine. “Yes,” she breathed, her hands gripping the front of my shirt tightly. “Please, Alex. I need you.”

I didn’t need any more encouragement. My hands moved to the hem of her shirt, lifting it slowly over her head. She shivered as the cool air hit her skin, but her eyes stayed locked on mine, full of trust and desire. I kissed her again, my hands exploring her body, and she melted into me, her own hands fumbling with the buttons of my shirt.

It didn’t take long for us to shed the rest of our clothes, the need between us too urgent to waste time. I laid her down gently on the floor, my hands roaming over her body as I kissed my way down her neck. She gasped, her back arching as my lips found her collarbone, and I could feel her trembling beneath me.

“Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please…”

I looked up at her, my eyes meeting hers. “Tell me what you want,” I said, my voice low and husky.

Her breath hitched, and for a moment, she seemed unsure of how to answer. But then she took a deep breath, her eyes never leaving mine. “I want you inside me,” she said, her voice steady despite the flush creeping up her cheeks. “I want to feel you… all of you.”

The honesty in her words sent a surge of desire through me, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I positioned myself between her legs, my hands gripping her hips as I slowly entered her. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders, and I froze, giving her time to adjust.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.

She nodded, her eyes closing as she took a deep breath. “I’m okay,” she whispered. “Just… just go slow.”

I did as she asked, moving slowly, carefully, until I was fully inside her. She was tight, her body trembling around me, and I could feel her trying to relax. I leaned down, pressing my lips to her forehead, and she opened her eyes, looking up at me with a mixture of fear and desire.

“You’re doing so well,” I whispered, brushing her hair back from her face. “Just breathe, Maya. I’ve got you.”

She nodded, her hands moving to my back, pulling me closer. “I’m ready,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You can… you can move.”

I started slow, rocking into her gently, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. But as I moved, her eyes fluttered shut, and a soft moan escaped her lips. Her body began to relax, her hips moving with mine, and I could feel her getting more comfortable.

“Is this okay?” I asked, my voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” she breathed, her hands gripping my back tightly. “It’s… it’s perfect.”

I picked up the pace slightly, my hands moving to her hips to guide her. She moaned again, her back arching off the floor, and I could feel her body responding to mine. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I groaned, the sensation almost too much to bear.

“Maya,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “You feel… incredible.”

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as I moved faster, harder. Her hands clawed at my back, and I could feel her body tightening around me. She was close, so close, and I could feel myself teetering on the edge as well.

“Alex,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m… I’m going to…”

“Let go,” I urged, my voice hoarse. “I’ve got you, Maya. Just let go.”

She cried out, her body shuddering beneath me as she came, her nails digging into my skin. The sound of her pleasure pushed me over the edge, and I groaned, burying my face in her neck as I followed her over, my body trembling with the force of my release.

For a moment, neither of us moved, our bodies pressed together as we caught our breath. Then I pulled back slightly, brushing her hair back from her face as I looked down at her. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling rapidly, and a soft smile played on her lips.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my voice still unsteady.

She opened her eyes, looking up at me with a warmth that made my heart ache. “I’m more than okay,” she whispered, her hand reaching up to touch my cheek. “That was… amazing.”

I smiled, leaning down to kiss her softly. “You’re amazing,” I murmured against her lips. “But are you sure you’re okay? We didn’t go too fast?”

She shook her head, her fingers tracing little patterns on my skin. “It was perfect,” she said, her voice soft but sure. “I’ve never felt this… close to someone before.”

Her words sent a warmth through me, and I pulled her closer, holding her tightly. “Neither have I,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “Maya, I…”

But before I could finish, she leaned up, pressing her lips to mine in a kiss so tender it took my breath away. When she pulled back, there was a glint in her eyes—one that told me she wasn’t done with me yet.

She knelt in front of me, her hands on my hips, and looked up at me with those wide, innocent eyes. “Can I?” she asked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest, and she leaned forward, her lips wrapping around the tip of my cock. The warmth of her mouth, the gentle pressure of her tongue, made me moan, my hands tangling in her hair. She took me deeper, her lips sliding down my shaft, and I could feel her braces against my skin, the cool metal adding an unexpected edge to the sensation.

Her head bobbed up and down, her mouth working me with a skill that belied her innocence. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, her lips sucking hard, and I could feel the pressure building in my groin, the pleasure coiling tight. “Maya,” I groaned, my fingers tightening in her hair. “I’m close.”

She pulled back, her lips glistening, and looked up at me with a mischievous smile. “I want you to cum on my teeth,” she whispered, her voice daring. “I want to feel it.”

Her words sent a jolt of heat through me, and I nodded, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She opened her mouth wide, her tongue darting out, and I felt the pressure in my groin reach its peak. With a groan, I came, my cum shooting out in thick, hot ropes, splattering across her teeth and braces.

She moaned, her tongue swiping at the mess, and I watched in awe as she closed her mouth, swallowing the last of it. Her eyes met mine, and she smiled, her braces glistening with my cum. “How was that?” she asked, her voice teasing.

I pulled her to her feet, my hands wrapping around her waist, and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her lips. “Amazing,” I whispered, my voice rough. “You’re amazing.”

She giggled, her hands sliding down my back, and pressed her body against mine. “Good,” she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. “Because this will be happening more often.”
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