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​Chapter 1: The Threshold
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The English department building smelled of old paper and polished oak even in late autumn, when the radiators hissed like distant conspiracies. Professor Elias Hawthorne's office sat at the end of the third-floor corridor, door always half-open during posted hours, as if he were daring the world to interrupt him. Inside, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves groaned under leather-bound volumes and dog-eared paperbacks; a single desk lamp cast a warm amber pool over the chaos of graded essays, marginal notes in precise blue ink, and a half-empty tumbler of scotch he never quite finished.

Elias was forty-eight, tall enough that students had to tilt their heads when he stood, with silver threading through dark hair that still fell in disciplined waves. His face carried the lines of someone who had read too many tragedies and written a few himself  sharp cheekbones, a mouth that rarely smiled fully, eyes the color of storm clouds over the Atlantic. He wore tweed jackets with elbow patches unironically, and his voice, when he lectured, could quiet a room without rising.

Lila Moreau was twenty, a senior English major who had spent the first three years of college invisible. She was clever, quietly so, the kind of student who turned in papers that earned A's but never raised her hand. Lately, though, she had begun arriving early to his seminar on modernist literature, choosing the seat closest to the podium. She told herself it was for the view of the blackboard. She lied.

Today was Thursday, the last office hour before the weekend. The corridor outside was emptying; most students had already fled toward parties or part-time jobs. Lila paused at the threshold, knuckles white around the strap of her leather satchel. Her skirt  black, pleated, shorter than university policy technically allowed  brushed the tops of her thighs. Beneath it, sheer black stockings whispered against each other with every step. She had chosen the outfit that morning with deliberate care, telling herself it was confidence, not calculation.

She knocked once, softly.

"Come in," Elias called without looking up from the essay he was marking.

Lila stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind her, louder than she intended. The room felt smaller than it had during her last visit two weeks ago, when she'd only asked about the reading list. Now the air carried the faint scent of his cologne  sandalwood, something darker  and the low hum of the radiator seemed to underscore her pulse.

"Miss Moreau." He set the red pen down, finally lifting his gaze. His eyes flicked over her  brief, professional, but they lingered a fraction too long on the hem of her skirt before returning to her face. "You're here about the midterm essay?"

She nodded, throat suddenly dry. "I... I got a B-minus. I was hoping we could discuss it. Maybe... extra credit opportunities?"

He leaned back in his chair, the leather creaking. "B-minus is generous. Your analysis of Woolf's stream-of-consciousness was insightful, but the structure collapsed in the second half. You wandered." A pause. "Sit."

She chose the chair opposite his desk instead of the small couch against the wall. Crossing her legs, she felt the skirt ride up an inch. She didn't adjust it.

Elias steepled his fingers, studying her. "You’ve been... attentive in class lately. More than usual."

Heat crept up her neck. "I find the material compelling."

"Do you?" His tone was mild, almost amused. "Or is it something else?"

The question hung between them like smoke. Lila's heart hammered so hard she was sure he could hear it. She forced herself to meet his eyes. "Both, maybe."

A long silence. The lamp flickered once, as if the old wiring had its own opinion.

Elias stood slowly, rounding the desk. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from him. He reached past her shoulder to pick up the essay from the desk  his arm brushed the back of her neck, the barest contact, gone in an instant. But it left a trail of goosebumps.

He returned to his side of the desk, leaning against the edge instead of sitting. The position put him slightly above her, looking down. "Read the first paragraph aloud," he said. "Out loud. I want to hear where the trouble starts."

Lila swallowed. Her voice came out softer than she wanted. She began:

"In To the Lighthouse, Virginia Woolf employs stream-of-consciousness not merely as technique, but as a metaphor for the fluidity of memory and perception..."

She got through two sentences before her voice faltered. His gaze hadn't left her face. When she glanced up, he was watching her mouth.

"Continue," he said quietly.

She tried. The words blurred. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily; the friction sent a small, shameful spark through her core.

Elias tilted his head. "You're distracted, Miss Moreau."

"I'm... trying not to be."

"Are you?" He set the paper down. "Because from where I'm standing, it looks like you're thinking about something else entirely."

Her breath caught. The room felt ten degrees warmer. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs  slowly, deliberately. The skirt rode higher.

His eyes dropped for one heartbeat to the exposed skin above her stocking tops, then snapped back to her face. Something shifted in his expression  restraint cracking, just a hairline fracture.

"Office hours are for academic discussion," he said, voice lower now, rougher. "If that's not what you came for..."

She met his stare without flinching. "What if it isn't?"

The question landed like a thrown gauntlet.

Elias exhaled through his nose, a sound that was almost a laugh, almost a growl. He pushed off the desk, closing the distance until he stood directly in front of her chair. Not touching. Not yet. But close enough that she had to tilt her head back to look at him.

"Then," he said, each word measured, "you should leave. Before either of us does something we can't take back."

Lila didn't move. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Slowly, she rose  bringing her chest almost level with his, though she still had to look up. The space between them shrank to nothing but heat and possibility.

"I'm not leaving," she whispered.

For the first time that semester, Elias Hawthorne's composure slipped  just enough for her to see the hunger beneath the professor's mask.

He reached out, fingertips grazing the underside of her chin, tilting her face up further. His thumb brushed the edge of her lower lip  once, feather-light.

"Then sit on the desk," he said.

The command hung in the air.

Lila's knees felt liquid. She backed up one step, then another, until the edge of the desk pressed against the backs of her thighs. Without breaking eye contact, she lifted herself onto the surface  papers crinkling beneath her, forgotten.

Elias stepped between her knees, not touching, but framing her. His hands braced on either side of her hips, caging her without contact.

"Last chance," he murmured. "Walk away, Lila."

She shook her head. "I don't want to."

His exhale was ragged. "Then God help us both."

He didn't kiss her. Not yet.

Instead, he leaned in until his mouth hovered a breath from hers  close enough she could taste the scotch on his tongue when he spoke.

"Read the rest of that paragraph," he ordered softly. "And if you stumble... I'll correct you."

Her hands trembled as she reached for the essay beside her hip.
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​Chapter 2: The Correction
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Lila’s fingers closed around the edge of the essay, the paper crinkling like dry leaves under her grip. The desk was hard beneath her thighs, the scattered pens and highlighters digging into her skin through the thin fabric of her skirt. She could feel every point of contact: the cool wood, the warmth of her own body rising, the faint tremor in her knees where they bracketed Professor Hawthorne’s hips.

He hadn’t moved. His hands still braced on either side of her, not touching, but close enough that the heat of his palms radiated against the outsides of her thighs. She could smell him now  sandalwood, old books, a trace of scotch on his breath  and underneath it all, something darker, more animal. The radiator clicked once, sharply, as if the building itself were holding its breath.

“Start again,” he said. His voice was low, controlled, but there was a new roughness at the edges. “From where you left off. And this time... enunciate.”

Lila’s mouth felt cotton-dry. She forced her eyes down to the page, though the words swam.

“...Woolf captures the fragmented nature of human consciousness, allowing the reader to experience time not as linear progression, but as...”

She stumbled on “progression.” The syllable cracked.

Elias exhaled through his nose  a sound that vibrated in the narrow space between them.

“Incorrect emphasis,” he murmured. “You’re swallowing the stress. Try again.”

She swallowed instead. Her tongue felt thick. Between her legs, the ache had become insistent, a slow throb that matched her heartbeat. She pressed her thighs together instinctively; the movement only made it worse. The thin cotton of her underwear was already damp, clinging uncomfortably. She wondered if he could tell. She hoped he could.

She tried the sentence again. Her voice came out breathier this time.

“...allowing the reader to experience time not as linear progression, but as overlapping moments of memory and anticipation.”

“Better.” One word. But the way he said it  slow, approving  sent a fresh pulse straight to her clit.

He leaned in another fraction. His mouth was so close to her ear now that she felt the warmth of every syllable.

“But you’re still rushing. You’re nervous.” His gaze flicked down to where her chest rose and fell too quickly beneath her thin blouse. “Or perhaps... aroused.”

The word landed like a slap. Lila’s breath hitched audibly.

He didn’t smile. He simply watched her reaction, cataloguing it the way he might annotate a particularly interesting passage.

“Read the next line,” he instructed. “And keep your legs apart.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. For a second she couldn’t move. Then, slowly  agonizingly  she parted her knees another inch. The skirt rode higher; cool air kissed the damp cotton between her thighs. She felt exposed, obscene, and unbearably turned on.

Elias’s jaw flexed. A muscle ticked beneath the skin. Inside his head, the war was deafening.

She’s a student. Twenty. You are her professor. Forty-eight. This ends careers. This ends everything.

And yet his cock was already straining painfully against the zipper of his trousers. He could feel the heat coming off her in waves, could see the faint sheen of arousal gathering at the tops of her inner thighs. Every rational thought screamed at him to step back, to send her away, to lock the door and pour another scotch and pretend this moment had never happened.

But the animal part  the part that had spent three months watching her bite her lip during lectures, watching her cross and uncross her legs in the front row, watching her blush when he praised her work  refused to retreat.

He was losing.

“Continue,” he said, and his voice cracked on the final syllable.

Lila obeyed.

“These moments are not isolated; they bleed into one another, creating a tapestry of consciousness that resists traditional narrative closure...”

She made it through the sentence. Barely.

“Good girl,” he said quietly.

The praise hit her like a current. Her hips twitched forward involuntarily  barely an inch, but enough. Enough that the front of her soaked panties brushed the rough wool of his trousers.

They both froze.

Elias’s hands tightened on the desk until his knuckles blanched. He could feel the damp heat of her through two layers of fabric. It took every shred of willpower not to grind forward.

Lila’s eyes fluttered shut for a second. Oh god. He felt that. He knows how wet I am. The thought made her clench around nothing. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her throat.

His control frayed another thread.

“Miss Moreau,” he said, and the formality sounded almost mocking now. “You are dripping on my desk.”

She opened her eyes. Met his. No denial. No shame. Just raw need.

“I can’t help it,” she whispered.

“No,” he agreed. “You can’t.”

He lifted one hand  slowly, deliberately  and trailed a single fingertip along the inside of her thigh, stopping just short of where her stocking met bare skin. Not touching the wet cotton. Not yet. But close enough that she could feel the promise.

“Read the next sentence,” he ordered. “And if you stumble again... I’ll have to correct your posture.”

Her hands shook so badly the paper rattled.

“Woolf’s innovation lies in her refusal to privilege plot over perception...”

She got the first half clean.

Then she faltered on “perception.”

Elias clicked his tongue once  soft, disappointed.

“Poor form,” he murmured.

Before she could react, his free hand slid to the small of her back. He pushed gently but firmly, forcing her spine to arch, chest forward, hips tilting up. The new angle pressed her soaked center harder against the edge of the desk  and against the hard ridge of him.

She gasped.

“Better,” he said against her ear. “Now finish the sentence.”

She tried. Her voice was wrecked.

“...refusal to privilege plot over perception, allowing the reader to inhabit the character’s inner world with unprecedented intimacy.”

The last word came out on a moan.

Elias’s breathing was no longer steady.

Somewhere down the hall, a door slammed. Footsteps. Someone walking past. Voices  two students, laughing about weekend plans.

They both went still.

The footsteps paused outside his office. A muffled voice: “Is Professor Hawthorne still here? I need to drop off that late paper.”

Lila’s eyes widened. Panic and adrenaline crashed through her at once, making her clit throb harder.

Elias didn’t move his hand from her back. If anything, his fingers flexed, holding her exactly where she was  spread, arched, dripping.

“Quiet,” he breathed.

The voices faded. The footsteps receded down the corridor.

Silence returned.

But the risk lingered like smoke  thick, heady, intoxicating.

Elias leaned in until his lips brushed the shell of her ear.

“If they had opened that door,” he whispered, “they would have seen you like this. Legs open. Skirt around your waist. Soaking my desk while you read Woolf to your professor.”

Lila shuddered violently. Another rush of wetness slicked her thighs.

“You like that idea,” he said. Not a question.

She nodded  small, frantic.

His thumb finally  finally  traced the edge of her panties, following the wet seam where cotton clung to swollen flesh. He didn’t press inside. Just followed the outline. Teasing.

“Then keep reading,” he said. “One more paragraph. And if you can get through it without coming on my hand... I’ll let you leave.”

Her eyes snapped to his.

“And if I can’t?”

His smile was slow. Dangerous. The first real one she’d ever seen from him.

“Then we’ll have to schedule another office hour. Tomorrow. Same time.”

He slid one finger beneath the edge of her panties  barely parting her, just enough to feel how slick and hot she was.

“Begin.”

Lila’s voice cracked on the first word.

But she started reading anyway.

The hallway outside stayed quiet.

For now.
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​Chapter 3: The Interrupted Edge
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Lila’s voice trembled on the final sentence of the paragraph.

“...resists traditional narrative closure, forcing the reader into an active role in constructing meaning from the flux of consciousness.”

She finished. Barely.

Elias’s finger was still beneath the edge of her panties  resting there, unmoving, the pad of it slick with her arousal. He hadn’t pushed inside. Hadn’t stroked. Just held the contact like a promise, or a threat. Her clit pulsed against the ghost of pressure, desperate for more. Every shallow breath made her hips rock in tiny, involuntary circles.

She waited.

He waited.

The silence stretched taut, electric.

Then  footsteps.

Clearer this time. Purposeful. Coming down the corridor from the stairwell.

Elias’s head snapped toward the door.

Lila felt the shift instantly: the sudden tension in his shoulders, the way his hand withdrew from between her legs so fast it left a cool void where heat had been. He stepped back  one deliberate stride  putting space between them as if the last ten minutes had never happened.

“Off the desk,” he said, voice low and clipped. Professional again. Professor again. “Now.”

Panic spiked through her haze of need. She slid down, thighs shaking, skirt falling back into place  but not before she felt the wet drag of fabric against swollen flesh. Her panties were ruined; she could feel the slickness coating her inner thighs as she straightened.

The footsteps stopped outside the door.

A soft knock. Hesitant.

“Professor Hawthorne? It’s Marcus. From your 3:00 seminar. I just had a quick question about the Joyce reading...”

Elias’s jaw tightened. He glanced at Lila  once, hard  then at the door.

“Give me one moment, Marcus,” he called. Calm. Controlled. As if he hadn’t just had a student dripping on his desk.

Lila’s heart was in her throat. She grabbed her satchel from the floor, fingers clumsy. Her blouse clung to her back with sweat; her nipples were painfully hard against the lace of her bra. She could still feel the ghost of his thumb tracing her seam, could still hear the way he’d said good girl like it was scripture.

She needed to come. She needed him to finish what he’d started. She needed  

“Sit,” Elias ordered quietly, nodding toward the chair opposite the desk. “Act normal.”

She dropped into it just as he opened the door.

Marcus stepped in  tall, lanky, twenty-one maybe, glasses slipping down his nose, clutching a battered copy of Ulysses. He didn’t seem to notice anything amiss. Didn’t notice the faint flush on Lila’s cheeks, or the way she crossed her legs too tightly, or the single damp spot darkening the edge of the desk where she’d been perched.

“Hey, sorry to interrupt office hours,” Marcus said, oblivious. “I just  page 47, the Molly Bloom section? I’m not sure if the stream-of-consciousness is meant to be erotic or just chaotic, and I  ”

Elias cut him off smoothly. “It’s both. Sit down, Marcus. We’ll go over it.”

Lila stared at the floor. Her pulse roared in her ears. She could feel Elias’s eyes on her  brief, burning glances  while he answered Marcus’s questions in that measured, professorial tone. Every word felt like a performance. Every pause felt like torture.

She shifted in the chair. The friction of her soaked panties against her clit made her bite the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering. He was so close. One more sentence and he might have  

Her mind spiraled.

He might have slid two fingers inside me while I read. Might have made me come with his hand over my mouth so no one would hear. Might have bent me over the desk right there, skirt flipped up, and fucked me slow while I tried to recite Woolf without moaning his name.

The fantasy looped, relentless. She pictured his cock  thick, veined, stretching her open while he growled corrections in her ear: “Wrong emphasis again, Miss Moreau. Try harder.” She pictured him coming inside her, marking her, ruining her for anyone else.

Her thighs clenched. A fresh gush of wetness soaked through. She was going to lose it. Right here. In front of Marcus.

Elias’s voice cut through the haze.

“Miss Moreau, do you have anything to add? You’ve been particularly engaged with the modernist texts this semester.”

She jerked her head up. Met his eyes.

They were dark. Knowing. A challenge.

She forced words out. “I... think the eroticism is deliberate. Woolf uses the body to mirror the mind. The chaos is... pleasurable.”

Marcus nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah, exactly!”

Elias’s mouth twitched  almost a smile. “Well observed.”

The praise landed like a spark on dry tinder. Lila’s core fluttered. She had to grip the arms of the chair to keep from rocking against nothing.

Marcus kept talking. Elias kept answering. Minutes dragged.

Finally  mercifully  Marcus closed his book. “Thanks, Professor. That really helped. See you Tuesday.”

He left. The door clicked shut.

Silence.

Elias didn’t move for a long beat. Then he crossed to the door, turned the lock with a soft, deliberate snick.

Lila exhaled shakily.

He turned back to her. Expression unreadable.

“Office hours are over,” he said quietly.

She stood on unsteady legs. “But  ”

“Go home, Lila.”

His use of her first name  soft, almost tender  made her chest ache.

“I can’t,” she whispered. “Not like this.”

“You can. And you will.” He stepped closer, but not close enough to touch. “Because if you stay one more minute, I won’t be able to stop myself. And neither will you.”

She searched his face. Saw the war still raging there  hunger, guilt, restraint hanging by a thread.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “Same time. Bring the revised essay. And wear something... easier to correct.”

Her breath caught.

He opened the door for her.

She walked out on trembling legs, the corridor empty and dim.

The moment the office door closed behind her, the dam broke.

Her thoughts turned feral.

He touched me. He felt how wet I was for him. He called me good girl and almost let me come on his finger while I read fucking Virginia Woolf.

She pressed her thighs together as she hurried down the stairs, each step sending a jolt through her oversensitive clit.

I should have locked the door myself. Should have dropped to my knees and begged him to fuck my mouth instead of letting Marcus interrupt. Should have climbed back on that desk the second the door shut and spread for him again.

By the time she reached the ground floor, her panties were a mess  slippery, clinging, useless. She could feel every heartbeat between her legs.

She slipped into the nearest bathroom stall, locked it, hiked her skirt.

Her fingers found her clit instantly  swollen, slick, aching.

She came in under thirty seconds.

Hard. Silent. Biting her own wrist to muffle the sob.

But even as the aftershocks rolled through her, it wasn’t enough.

It wasn’t him.

Tomorrow.

Same time.

She would bring the essay.

And she would bring nothing underneath the skirt.
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​Chapter 4: The Wrong Remedy
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Lila barely made it through the front door of her parents’ quiet suburban house before she dropped her satchel on the floor and leaned back against the wood, eyes closed, breathing hard. The house was empty. Her parents had left a note on the kitchen island  some faculty dinner party at the dean’s house, back after midnight. Perfect.

She was alone. And she was feral.

The ache between her legs hadn’t eased. If anything, the long bus ride home had made it worse. Every bump had rubbed her soaked panties against her swollen clit, and every time she closed her eyes she saw Professor Hawthorne’s storm-grey eyes, heard that low, cultured voice saying good girl while his finger traced her dripping seam.

She kicked off her shoes, yanked her skirt up, and shoved her hand into her ruined panties right there in the hallway. Two fingers plunged inside her without preamble. She was so wet they slid in to the knuckle on the first thrust.

“Fuck... Elias...” she hissed, using his first name like a curse.

She fucked herself hard and fast, hips jerking, the wet sounds obscene in the silent house. But it still wasn’t enough. Her fingers were too small, too familiar. She needed bigger. Rougher. Older. She needed him bending her over that desk, calling her Miss Moreau while he split her open.

She came with a broken moan, knees buckling, but the orgasm felt hollow. A quick, cheap release that left her clit still throbbing and her mind still screaming for the man who had barely touched her.

“Shit,” she panted, pulling her hand free. Her fingers glistened. She licked them clean without thinking, tasting herself and imagining it was his tongue.

She needed more. She needed to be used.

She pulled her phone out, thumbs flying.

Lila: you home? parents gone. come over. now.

Ryan: on my way.

Ryan was twenty, same year as her, her best friend since freshman orientation and her favorite no-strings fuckbuddy. Tall, athletic, always down. He arrived in twelve minutes flat, still in his gym shorts, hoodie half-zipped, hair damp from the shower.

The second the door shut behind him she was on him.

No hello. No small talk.

Lila grabbed his hoodie, yanked him down, and kissed him like she was starving. Ryan groaned into her mouth, hands immediately sliding under her skirt to grip her bare ass.

“Jesus, you’re soaked already,” he laughed against her lips.

“Shut up and fuck me,” she growled.

She dragged him upstairs to her bedroom, shoved him onto the bed, and climbed on top. Her blouse was off in seconds, bra tossed somewhere. Ryan’s eyes went wide at the sight of her  nipples hard, skin flushed, the faint red marks still visible on her inner thighs from where she’d squeezed them together on the bus.

She didn’t give him time to admire. She yanked his shorts down, freed his cock  nice, thick enough, already leaking  and sank down on him in one slick slide.

“Fuuuuck, Lila,” Ryan groaned, hands flying to her hips.

She rode him hard from the start. No slow build. She braced her hands on his chest and slammed herself down, taking every inch, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every stroke. Her tits bounced. The wet slap of skin filled the room.

Ryan’s hands roamed  squeezing her ass, pinching her nipples, trying to pull her down for a kiss. She let him for a few seconds, then sat back up, head thrown back, eyes closed.

And her mind betrayed her.

It wasn’t Ryan’s cock inside her.

It was Elias’s.

She imagined the professor’s bigger, heavier body beneath her. His silver-threaded hair. His large, veined hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. That deep, commanding voice ordering her to ride it properly, Miss Moreau. Show me how badly you want that A.

Ryan thrust up harder, trying to match her pace. “God, you’re so fucking tight tonight  ”

“Harder,” she snapped. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He flipped her onto her back without warning, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and started pounding. The angle was good. Deep. The bed creaked violently. Lila’s nails raked down his back, leaving red lines.

But still... it wasn’t right.

Ryan was eager, enthusiastic, gentle in the way only boys her age could be even when they were trying to be rough. He kept checking her face, whispering “you good?” every few thrusts.

She wanted to be used. She wanted to be held down and told she was a filthy little slut for dripping on her professor’s desk. She wanted calloused professor hands spanking her ass red while he forced her to keep reading Woolf out loud.

She came again  loud, shaking  but it still felt empty. A physical spasm, nothing more.

Ryan followed seconds later, groaning her name as he spilled inside her. He collapsed half on top of her, panting, pressing soft kisses to her neck like he thought that was what she wanted.

Lila stared at the ceiling, Ryan’s come already leaking out around his softening cock.

She felt... nothing. Just frustration. A deeper, hotter ache.

Ryan rolled off, grinning lazily. “Holy shit. That was insane. You okay?”

She forced a smile. “Yeah. Great.”

He reached for her again, clearly hoping for round two. She sat up, thighs sticky, and swung her legs off the bed.

“I’m gonna shower. You can let yourself out.”

Ryan blinked. “Wait, that’s it?”

“That’s it.” She didn’t look back.

In the shower she let the hot water pound her skin, fingers sliding between her legs again. She washed Ryan’s come out of her, but the emptiness remained.

She closed her eyes and let the fantasy take over.

Professor Hawthorne bending her over the desk tomorrow. Ripping her skirt up. Finding her bare and dripping. Calling her a desperate little whore for coming to office hours with no panties. Spanking her until she cried. Then fucking her raw while she sobbed out modernist theory between moans.

She came a third time just from the thought, biting her own arm to stay quiet.

When she stepped out of the shower, skin pink and steaming, she knew the truth.

No boy her age would ever be enough again.

She needed older.

She needed rough.

She needed him.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.

She opened her closet, picked out the shortest pleated skirt she owned, and laid it on the chair with nothing underneath.

Then she sat at her desk, still naked, and started revising the essay.

Every sentence she wrote, she imagined his voice correcting her.

Every correction she imagined earning with her mouth, her cunt, her ass.

By the time she finally crawled into bed, she was wet again.

And smiling.
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​Chapter 5: The Empty Corridor
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Lila woke before her alarm, body already humming with anticipation. She had barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Elias Hawthorne’s hand disappearing beneath her skirt, felt the ghost of his thumb brushing her clit while she tried to read. She had come twice more in the dark hours before dawn, fingers frantic, whispering his name into her pillow like a prayer.

She dressed with ritualistic care.

The pleated skirt was the shortest one she owned  black wool, barely grazing mid-thigh. No panties. Just the whisper of air against her bare, already slick folds every time she moved. A thin white blouse, top two buttons undone so the lace edge of her bra peeked out when she leaned forward. Black thigh-high stockings with a delicate seam running up the back. Heels that clicked too loudly in the quiet house.

She looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize the girl staring back.

Not innocent. Not sweet.

Hungry.

She left the house without breakfast, stomach too knotted for food.

The campus was still waking up when she arrived. Early classes hadn’t started yet; the quad was half-empty, mist clinging to the grass. Lila didn’t go to her first lecture. She went straight to the English department building.

Third floor. Corridor end. His office.

The door was closed.

No light under the crack.

A small printed sign taped to the wood:

Professor E. Hawthorne – On Leave Until Further Notice

All inquiries regarding seminar extensions or grading: contact department admin.

Lila stared at the words until they blurred.

On leave.

Her chest caved. Disappointment hit like a physical blow  sharp, nauseating. She pressed her palm flat against the cool door, as if she could feel him through the wood. Nothing.

She turned and walked the length of the corridor, heels echoing too loud. She checked every seminar room, every lounge, the stairwell, even the faculty mailroom. No silver-threaded hair. No tweed jacket. No low, measured voice cutting through the morning quiet.

Gone.

By the time she reached the department office, her hands were shaking.

The admin assistant  Mrs. Patel, mid-fifties, perpetually kind  looked up from her computer.

“Morning, dear. Can I help?”

Lila forced her voice steady. “Professor Hawthorne... is he really on leave? I just saw him yesterday.”

Mrs. Patel’s expression softened into sympathy. “Yes, sudden personal matter. He emailed late last night. Won’t be back this week, possibly longer. Did you need something urgent?”

Lila’s mind raced. She couldn’t say I need him to finish what he started on his desk yesterday. Instead she pressed a hand to her stomach, winced theatrically.

“I... I’m not feeling well. Sudden headache. Nausea. I think I need to go home.”

Mrs. Patel clucked her tongue. “Poor thing. Do you want me to call someone?”

“No, I’ll be fine. Just need to lie down.” Lila signed the early-dismissal form with a trembling hand. “Can you email my professors? I’ll catch up later.”

“Of course. Go rest, sweetheart.”

Lila walked out of the building on legs that felt detached from her body. The disappointment had curdled into something darker  frustration, anger at herself for waiting, for not pushing harder yesterday when she had him pinned between her thighs.

The bus ride home was torture. Every jolt reminded her she was bare underneath the skirt, every shift of her thighs slicked them together. She kept her bag on her lap like a shield, thighs clenched so hard her muscles ached.

By the time she unlocked the front door, the house was silent again. Parents at work. Empty.

She dropped her bag in the hallway, kicked off her heels, and went straight to her room.

She didn’t bother closing the curtains.

She stripped everything but the stockings  blouse, skirt, bra  until she was naked except for the black bands hugging her thighs. Then she crawled onto her bed, propped pillows behind her back, and opened her laptop.

She didn’t search for Woolf.

She didn’t open the revised essay.

She typed into the search bar:

age gap erotica professor student forbidden.

The results flooded the screen.

She clicked the first promising link, a free story site, no login required.

Title: Correct Me, Professor

She started reading.

The story was filthy from the first paragraph.

An eighteen-year-old freshman, innocent on the surface, seduced by her forty-five-year-old literature professor during late-night grading sessions. He starts with “extra help,” escalates to making her read passages aloud while he fingers her under the desk. Then he bends her over his office chair, spanks her for “poor citation,” fucks her raw while calling her his good little girl, promising to fill her up until she’s swollen with his child.

Lila’s hand slid between her legs almost immediately.

She was dripping again since the moment she saw the leave notice. Her fingers circled her clit slowly at first, matching the rhythm of the words on the screen.

“You’re too young to know how badly you need this, aren’t you?” the professor growled, thrusting deeper. “But your tight little cunt knows. It’s begging for  ’s cock.”

Lila moaned aloud, the sound echoing in the empty room. She plunged two fingers inside herself, then three, stretching, imagining it was him  thicker, rougher, unrelenting.

She scrolled faster, devouring scene after scene.

Him pinning her wrists above her head.

Him making her come on his tongue while she recited Shakespeare.

Him coming inside her bare, growling about breeding her young womb, about how no boy her age could ever satisfy her now.

Her hips bucked off the mattress. She fucked herself harder, thumb grinding her clit, free hand pinching her nipple until it hurt.

“Say it,” he demanded in the story. “Say who owns this pussy.”

“ Elias...” Lila gasped, voice breaking. “You own it. Fuck  please  ”

She came violently  back arching, thighs shaking, a sob ripping out of her throat. Her inner walls clenched around her fingers, pulsing, but even as the pleasure crashed through her, the emptiness followed right behind.

It wasn’t real.

It wasn’t him.

She collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, laptop screen still glowing with the next chapter.

She didn’t close the tab.

She stared at the ceiling, skin cooling, thighs sticky, stockings wrinkled.

He was gone for the week. Maybe longer.

But she wasn’t done.

She would wait.

She would read every filthy age-gap story she could find.

She would touch herself to the thought of him every single night.

And when he came back  because he had to come back she would walk into that office with no panties, revised essay in hand, and she would make him break.
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