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      "Professor Adams," I said, my voice soft but steady as I approached the front of the classroom where she was collecting her notes. She looked up, her piercing blue eyes locking onto mine, and for a moment, I forgot how to breathe.

      "Kylie," she replied, that smooth, measured tone sending a shiver down my spine. "What can I do for you?"

      I shifted on my feet, suddenly nervous, though I had rehearsed this conversation in my head a hundred times. "I... I'm struggling with some of the material from last class," I admitted, biting my lip. "I thought maybe—if you have time—you could help me?"

      Her hand froze mid-motion as she slid a stack of papers into her leather bag. Her gaze flickered down for just a second before returning to mine, sharper now but uncertain, like she was calculating something dangerous in her mind.

      "I see," she said slowly, setting the bag aside. She folded her arms across her chest as if shielding herself. "Kylie, you know I hold office hours for this sort of thing."

      "I know," I said quickly. "I checked your schedule already, but they don't work with my other classes. I'm booked solid during those times."

      She sighed softly and rubbed the back of her neck, the usually composed Professor Adams looking slightly... rattled. It was out of character for her, and it intrigued me even more than it probably should have.

      "I don't usually make exceptions," she murmured.

      "Please," I said softly, stepping just a fraction closer. Her eyes flicked to the movement before darting back to my face. "I'm really trying to keep up in class—I swear I am—but this one section has me completely lost. I—I need your help." My voice caught at the end, more vulnerable than I'd intended.

      She shifted uncomfortably. Her jaw clenched as she glanced away from me toward the empty rows of desks in the lecture hall like they might offer an escape route.

      "Kylie..." Her voice was firm now, but there was an edge of hesitation beneath it.

      "Just one session," I pushed gently before she could tell me no outright. "I promise it won't take long."

      Her lips parted like she wanted to argue further, but then her shoulders slumped ever so slightly in surrender. She let out a low breath and looked back at me with something unreadable flashing in her expression.

      "Fine," she said finally, but there was no relief in her tone—only tension. "If you're that determined... we'll figure something out."

      I broke into a smile—too bright and too warm for the situation—and tried to ignore how her gaze lingered on my mouth just a heartbeat too long before snapping back up to meet my eyes.

      "My office hours really won't work?" she asked again, almost like giving herself one last chance to pull back.

      "They really won't," I confirmed quietly.

      Another pause stretched between us before she exhaled sharply through her nose and gave me what looked like half a glare—but not quite angry enough to be convincing.

      "In that case," she began reluctantly, reaching into her bag and pulling out a small notepad and pen, "we'll have to meet somewhere else." She scribbled for a moment before tearing off the page and handing it to me without meeting my eyes. "Here’s my address," she said, her voice clipped but soft around the edges. "Tonight. Eight o'clock sharp."

      I nodded, clutching the paper tightly in my hand as if it might dissolve into smoke at any moment. "Of course.” My stomach fluttered with anticipation.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, I stood outside her house, the rain hammering down so hard it felt like needles on my skin. My white sweater clung to me like a second skin, transparent enough now that I could see the faint outline of my bra beneath it. My jeans stuck to my legs uncomfortably as my boots squelched up the steps to her door.

      Shivering, I raised a fist and knocked. The sound was almost drowned out by the relentless downpour. For a moment, I worried she wouldn’t hear it—or worse, wouldn’t open the door at all.

      But then I heard footsteps on the other side.

      The door swung open abruptly, revealing Professor Adams in dark gray leggings and an oversized navy sweater that hung just off one shoulder. Her hair was loose for once, falling in soft waves around her face. She froze when she saw me standing there, soaked through and breathless from the cold and nerves.

      Her blue eyes widened slightly before flickering down my body—taking in the drenched sweater plastered against my curves—and then back up to meet my eyes. For a moment, I thought I saw her swallow hard.

      "You're—" Her voice caught for just a second before she recovered herself. "You're soaked."

      "I know," I said sheepishly, hugging myself in an attempt to stop shivering. "It started pouring halfway here."

      Her jaw tightened as if she were battling something within herself, and then she stepped aside quickly, gesturing for me to come in. "You’ll catch your death out there."

      I stepped inside hesitantly, water pooling at my feet as soon as I crossed the threshold. The warmth of her home hit me immediately—a stark contrast to the chill that had seeped into my bones outside.

      "Wait here," she muttered briskly and disappeared around a corner before returning moments later with a large towel in hand.

      She stopped just in front of me—not too close but closer than necessary—and held out the towel silently. Her fingers brushed mine briefly as I took it from her, and despite how cold I was, her touch sent heat straight through me.

      "Thank you," I murmured as I began blotting at my hair and shoulders awkwardly. The fabric of my sweater clung stubbornly no matter how much I tried to pat it dry.

      Professor Adams watched me for a moment longer than felt appropriate before shaking her head slightly and turning away toward what looked like the living room. "You can't stay like that," she said over her shoulder.

      I hesitated before following her voice into the warm glow of a cozy space lined with bookshelves and soft lighting. She was rummaging through a closet when I appeared in the doorway.

      She emerged holding a folded sweatshirt and pair of sweatpants that looked far too big for me but infinitely better than what I had on now.

      "You can change in the bathroom down the hall," she said, her voice distant, as though she were trying to put a wall between us. She handed me the clothes, careful not to let her fingers linger on mine this time. "First door on the right."

      "Thanks," I said softly, taking the bundle from her hands. I meant to leave it at that, but when her eyes flicked up to meet mine again, something unspoken seemed to pass between us. Her lips parted slightly as if she wanted to say something more, but then she turned abruptly and crossed her arms, looking away.

      I felt warmth creeping up my neck as I hurried down the hall she had pointed to. The bathroom was small but immaculate, smelling faintly of lavender. I peeled off my soaked sweater and jeans with some difficulty, shivering as the damp fabric clung stubbornly to my skin. When I caught sight of myself in the mirror—flushed cheeks, dripping hair, and shivering—I couldn’t help but laugh dryly under my breath. This wasn’t exactly how I imagined our evening starting.

      Pulling on the sweatshirt and sweatpants she’d given me felt like wrapping myself in her presence; they smelled faintly of something woodsy and warm that I couldn’t quite place—her perfume maybe? The clothes hung loosely on my smaller frame, but they were soft and enveloping. I took a deep breath before stepping out into the hall.

      I found her in what must have been her home office—a stunning room lined wall-to-wall with bookshelves. She was seated at a sleek oak desk near the window, a laptop glowing in front of her and a mug of something steaming by her side. When she heard me enter, she glanced up—and for a moment, I swore her gaze lingered on me longer than it should have.

      "Better?" she asked curtly, leaning back in her chair as she gestured toward the chair opposite hers.

      "Much," I said, smiling nervously as I sat down across from her. The fabric of the sweatpants brushed against my bare legs where they bunched up—I hadn’t thought to grab socks.

      She nodded once and didn’t say anything for a moment, tapping something absentmindedly on her laptop before closing it with a soft click. The air between us felt charged—almost stifling—and neither of us seemed willing to break it.

      "So," she started finally, clearing her throat as if shaking herself out of whatever fog had settled over us. "What is it you needed help with?"

      I swallowed hard and forced myself to focus. "Um...the research paper for class," I said quickly, pulling my notebook from my bag and flipping it open to a page filled with scribbled ideas and half-written sentences. "I’ve been struggling to figure out how to properly structure my argument."

      She nodded slowly and leaned forward slightly as if scrutinizing my notes—but there was something distracted in her expression now. Her eyes flicked over the page for only a moment before they settled back on me again.

      "You have good ideas here," she said finally—but there was a slight rasp to her voice now that hadn’t been there earlier.

      "Really?" I asked lightly, hoping that would steer us back into safer waters.

      Her lips quirked upward into a faint smile, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. "Yes," she said, folding her hands on the desk in front of her. "You just... need to focus on developing them fully. Your arguments are strong, but they lose cohesion in places." Her gaze flicked up to meet mine again, and I could feel the weight of it settle over me like a heavy blanket. "Focus is key."

      Focus. The word seemed ironic given how my own mind was spinning in every direction except the one it should’ve been. Her sweatshirt was oversized on me, slipping slightly off one shoulder, and I caught her eyes dart there for just a fraction of a second before she quickly looked back at my notebook.

      I cleared my throat, trying to ground myself in the moment and not the tension humming between us like a live wire. "Right," I said, fumbling with my pen. "So... maybe if I start with—"

      "Would you like some water?" she interrupted suddenly, pushing back from the desk and standing so quickly her chair wobbled slightly.

      I blinked up at her, thrown completely off course by the question—and by the way her voice had almost seemed too eager to cut through the moment. "Uh, sure," I replied after a beat.

      She nodded sharply and moved toward a mini-fridge tucked beside one of the bookshelves. I watched as she crouched down to retrieve a bottle, her movements precise yet strangely hurried. When she returned, she placed it in front of me on the desk with an almost deliberate care.

      "Thanks," I said again, twisting off the cap. I tilted my head back slightly as I took a sip, grateful for something to do that didn’t involve meeting her gaze directly.

      The cool water soothed my dry throat, but I couldn’t ignore how silent the room had gone—or how keenly aware I was of her watching me drink. When I lowered the bottle and glanced toward her, she quickly dropped her eyes to a random spot on my notebook, as though she hadn’t just been tracing every movement of my neck as I swallowed.

      My pulse quickened, and for a moment neither of us spoke.

      "You’re..." she started haltingly before stopping and clearing her throat again. She reached up to brush a strand of dark hair away from her face—an almost nervous gesture that felt completely out of place for someone usually so composed. "You’re working hard," she finished awkwardly.

      I bit back an incredulous laugh at both her words and the way they came out so forced. Was that really what she wanted to say? "I’m trying," I replied softly instead, attempting to meet her where she was rather than push whatever was brewing here too far.

      Her jaw tightened slightly as if frustrated with herself—or maybe with me—and then she stood abruptly again. "Maybe we should take five minutes," she murmured without looking at me this time.

      "Okay," I agreed quietly, setting my water bottle down carefully as though it might shatter under any sudden movement.

      She turned away then, walking toward one of the tall bookshelves near the window and resting one hand against its edge as though steadying herself. Her fingers traced absently over the spines of several worn volumes while she stood there, her back to me like she was trying to regain control of something neither of us seemed fully prepared to confront. The moonlight streaming through the window caught on the soft waves of her hair, turning it into a halo that I couldn't tear my eyes from. She looked untouchable and yet so close, so painfully human in her hesitations.

      I stood slowly, unsure if I should give her space or press forward. My feet betrayed me before my thoughts could catch up—I found myself moving toward her, drawn in by some invisible force I couldn’t resist even if I wanted to. "Professor Adams," I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper but enough for her shoulders to tense slightly.

      "Rachel," she corrected without turning around. Her voice was firm but tinged with something... fragile. "We're not in class right now."

      "Rachel," I echoed, letting the name settle on my tongue like forbidden candy. My pulse was pounding in my ears as I stopped just behind her. Close enough to feel the heat radiating off her body, close enough that I could smell the faint hint of coffee and vanilla lingering on her skin. "Did I do something wrong?"

      Her head tilted downward slightly, and she let out a nervous laugh—it was low and shaky and somehow made my chest tighten further. "No," she admitted after a moment, finally turning around. Her face was only inches from mine now, and I realized too late how little space I'd left between us.

      Her blue eyes flickered up to meet mine, wide and uncertain but impossibly magnetic. She exhaled sharply through her nose and took half a step back, though not far enough to break the tension coiling tighter between us with every second that ticked by. "You haven't done anything wrong," she said firmly, though there was a slight tremor in her voice that betrayed her calm façade.

      "Then why do you seem like you want me as far away as possible?" I asked before I could stop myself.

      She blinked at me, startled by my boldness—or maybe by the fact that she didn’t have an answer ready for once. Her gaze darted briefly to my lips before snapping back to my eyes like she'd caught herself doing something illicit.

      "Because," she said finally, her voice quieter now but carrying more weight than before. And then she reached up—hesitantly at first—and brushed aside a strand of hair that had fallen into my face. Her fingers were gentle against my skin as they tucked it neatly behind my ear, lingering just a fraction longer than necessary.

      My breath hitched at the contact, and I felt like all the air had been sucked out of the room as she dropped her hand again but didn’t step away this time.

      "Because," she repeated in a near whisper, her eyes searching mine for something—permission? Forgiveness? Courage? "I find you irresistible... and it’s making me lose focus."

      The confession hit me like lightning—thrilling and terrifying all at once. My heart raced so loud I was sure she could hear it too as we stood there frozen in the aftermath of her words.

      "I..." My voice faltered as I tried desperately to form a coherent response, but every thought scattered under the intensity of her gaze. Did she know what she was doing to me? Did she understand how much power she held in that moment—or worse, how much of it I was willingly surrendering to her?

      I didn’t think. I couldn’t. My hand moved without permission, grazing her wrist softly at first, then curling around it as if anchoring myself to the current pulling us both under. "I find you irresistible, too," I said, my voice trembling but resolute.

      Her lips parted slightly, her breath hitching with a sharp intake of air. Her eyes bore into mine, and the way they darkened sent a shiver racing down my spine. "Kylie," she murmured, my name almost a warning on her lips. But there was no conviction behind it—only longing, raw and unspoken.

      I stepped closer, closing the distance inch by painstaking inch. My free hand rested on the side of her face, trembling as my thumb brushed across the edge of her jawline. Her skin was warm—soft in a way that made my knees feel weak—and when she didn’t pull away, when she just stood there staring at me like I was gravity itself, I let myself fall.

      My lips found hers in a sudden rush of heat and desperation, the kiss tentative at first but quickly deepening when she didn’t resist. Her mouth tasted like mint and something I couldn’t place but wanted more of—needed more of. Her hands hesitated for only a moment before one found its way to the small of my back, pulling me closer until there wasn’t a fraction of space left between us.

      "Kylie," she breathed against my lips again, this time less a warning and more an invocation—a plea wrapped in fire and restraint.

      "Tell me you don’t want this," I whispered back, my forehead pressed against hers as we both gasped for air. "Because I want you, Rachel. I’ve wanted you for so long... and it’s killing me not to touch you."

      Her eyes fluttered shut as though she was trying to block out the weight of my words—but then suddenly they snapped open with an intensity that stole the air from my lungs. She surged forward this time, crashing into me like a wave breaking on shore, our mouths meeting in a feverish tangle of lips and tongues that left no room for doubt.

      Her hands roamed with newfound urgency—a firm grip on my waist here, fingers threading through my hair there—and every touch ignited sparks that crackled through me like wildfire. I tugged at the hem of her sweater in response, fumbling but determined until it lifted enough for me to slide my hands under it, and over smooth skin and delicate lace.

      She groaned low in her throat at the contact, the sound vibrating against my mouth and sending another jolt of heat straight through me. And then suddenly she was spinning us around—swiftly but carefully—guiding me backward until my back collided with one of the tall bookshelves lining her office walls.

      The impact knocked a few books loose above us; they thudded onto the carpet unnoticed as Rachel kissed me harder now, her hands bracing on either side of my head before sliding down to grip my hips possessively.

      "You’re going to ruin me," she growled against my neck, her teeth grazing across my collarbone as her lips made their way down my jawline. "But God help me, I don’t care anymore."

      The air left my lungs in a whoosh as she removed my—her—sweatshirt and tossed it to the floor. Her eyes met mine for a split second before she dipped lower, catching my nipple between her lips through the delicate fabric of my bra. The sensation was enough to send a moan tearing from deep within me.

      "Rachel," I gasped, arching into her touch. Her name felt like a prayer on my lips—a plea for more of this contact, more of this forbidden ecstasy that left me reeling with every breathless moment that passed.

      With one practiced movement, she unhooked my bra and discarded it carelessly onto the floor, leaving me bare before her heated gaze. Her hands continued their exploration, skimming down my stomach and over the curve of my hip before dipping beneath the waistband of the sweats she let me borrow.

      "Tell me you want this," she breathed against my skin, sending goosebumps rippling down my spine. "Tell me you’re sure."

      I didn’t hesitate this time. "Yes," I moaned, ready to give her anything she wanted if it meant feeling her touch just a little longer. "Yes, I want you."

      That was all the confirmation she needed. In one fluid motion, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of my panties and sweatpants and pulled them down together. My heart pounded in tandem with the blood pulsing between my thighs as I stepped out of them both and kicked them aside, leaving me naked in front of her for the first time ever.

      Her eyes darkened as they roamed over my body, and I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks, but there was no time for shyness. She knelt before me, her hands gliding up the backs of my thighs, sending shivers through me. Her touch was deliberate, worshipful, as if she were committing every inch of me to memory.

      "Kylie," she murmured, her voice low and husky, "you’re so beautiful." Her words sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I trembled under her gaze. She gripped one of my thighs firmly, lifting it over her shoulder. The position was intimate, vulnerable, and I could feel the heat of her breath against me.

      When her tongue finally touched me, I gasped, my hands flying to the bookshelf behind me for support. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she moved with a precision that left me breathless. She licked slowly at first, teasing me with soft strokes that made my hips jerk involuntarily. Then she deepened the pressure, her tongue sliding through my folds in a way that had me moaning her name like a mantra.

      "Rachel—oh God—please," I begged, my fingers tangling in her hair as she devoured me. Her hands tightened on my hips, holding me steady as her tongue worked its magic. She circled my clit with agonizing slowness before taking it between her lips and sucking gently. I cried out, my legs shaking uncontrollably.

      She didn’t let up, alternating between soft flicks and firm strokes until I was teetering on the edge. My breath came in short, desperate gasps as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in my core. And then it broke—a wave crashing over me as I came hard against her mouth, my body convulsing with the intensity of it.

      Rachel kissed her way up my trembling body as I struggled to catch my breath. When she reached my lips, she captured them in a searing kiss that tasted of me. "You’re incredible," she whispered against my mouth, her hands cradling my face.

      I couldn’t speak yet—could barely think—but I leaned into her touch, knowing that despite every reason this should be wrong… it felt so right.

      

      When I finally caught my breath, I met her gaze. “I want to taste you, now,” I told her.

      Her response was a fervent kiss as I helped her shed the rest of her clothes. I backed her up against her desk until she was laying back with me hovering over her.

      Her breath hitched as I trailed my lips down her neck, my hands exploring the soft curves of her body. I could feel her heartbeat racing beneath my touch, her skin warm and inviting. When my lips reached her collarbone, she arched into me, a soft moan escaping her lips.

      I moved lower, kissing the swell of her breasts, my tongue flicking over her nipples until they were hard peaks. She gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles white as she whispered my name.

      My hands slid down her sides, tracing the curve of her hips before settling on the inside of her thighs. I gently pushed them apart, revealing her slick arousal. The sight of her pussy—soaked and glistening—made my own body ache with need.

      I knelt before her, my hands gripping her thighs as I leaned in. The first touch of my tongue against her was electric—for both of us. She gasped, her hips jerking upward as if seeking more. I didn’t make her wait. I pressed my mouth firmly against her, licking through her folds with slow, deliberate strokes.

      Her taste was intoxicating—sweet and tangy—and I couldn’t get enough. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue, circling it before sucking gently. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and I could feel her thighs trembling under my hands.

      “Kylie,” she breathed, one hand tangling in my hair, guiding me closer. “Don’t stop.”

      I didn’t. I increased the pressure and speed of my tongue, focusing on the bundle of nerves that made her writhe beneath me. Her breathing became ragged, and I could feel the tension building in her body.

      “I’m so close,” she whispered, her voice shaking with need.

      I slid two fingers inside her as I continued to work her clit with my mouth. She cried out, arching off the desk as she came undone around me. Her thighs clamped around my head as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

      When she finally stilled, I slowly withdrew my fingers and kissed my way up her body once more. Her arms wrapped around me, pulling me into a deep kiss that was both tender and urgent.

      “You… are amazing,” she said when we finally broke apart, her voice still trembling from the intensity of it all.

      I smiled against her lips, feeling a mixture of pride and desire coursing through me. “So are you,” I whispered back.

      For a moment, we just held each other, our bodies pressed together in the quiet intimacy of the night. And though I knew this was dangerous—forbidden—I couldn’t bring myself to care. In that moment, everything felt right… even if it wasn’t supposed to be.
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