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From the moment Jared entered my room and then entered my bed, I knew what he wanted.

I also knew that he was drunk. Frat party drunk.

“I want you,” he murmurs, slurring his words slightly but still making his intentions clear.

The only thing I can think of is turning around and getting on top of him. Then I slowly start kissing his belly button working my way down. I feel his muscles twitch under my lips, and he loves it, grinding his hips into me.

He holds my hair, pulling it back from my face. “I want to kiss you.”

“Later. Right now, I want to give this to you.” I reply and plant a deep, passionate kiss on the head of his magnificent erection. I can taste the precum oozing out.

As he moans, I continue my tour of his body, kissing and licking every inch of him, from the veins on his thighs, up to his hip bones, around his navel, and finally back to his throbbing manhood. I wrap my hand around it, feeling the heat of him pulsing in my grip.

Opening my mouth, I place the head of his penis on my lips and swirl my tongue around it. He shivers with pleasure. I can taste the salt on my tongue as I begin to suck him lightly. The sound of his desperate moans pushes me further.

I take it into my mouth, inch by inch, feeling him hit the back of my throat. Jared's hands are in my hair, guiding my head up and down, encouraging me to take him deeper. I relax my throat and push past the initial discomfort, his cock sliding deeper.

I glance up at him, his eyes are closed, his face is flushed, and I can see the pleasure etched across his features. His breath comes out in shallow gasps, “Oh, that's good...keep going.”

I begin to suck him fully, my cheeks hollowing out as I draw my mouth down his length, my hand stimulating his bulging balls. I can hear my own sloshy sucking noises, and they make my excitement ramp up even further.

With the rhythm continuing for some time, I can feel his arousal growing, pushing him closer to climax. I pull my mouth off him, letting him catch his breath, my tongue tracing circles around the sensitive head. Then, impulsively, I plunge him back into my mouth, unable to hold off any longer.

I'm lost in my own lustful reverie, when I feel it building up, as if erupting from his very core. His hands tighten on my head, and he makes a strange sound, halfway between a moan and a growl. With a final thrust into my mouth, his cock swells, and suddenly, my mouth is flooded with a hot, sweet load, filling me, running down my throat, so much that I can barely swallow fast enough.

Jared collapses back onto the bed. He drifts off to sleep, all the rum and the excitement of the party finally catching up with him. Leaving the room quietly, I head towards the bathroom to clean myself up, the taste of him still in my mouth.

Soon I will be in the library to study. 

* * *

"You did what?" I cry out, my voice cracking with anger and disbelief. 

Ally sits on her bed, legs crossed, an infuriatingly casual look on her face. "I slept with Jared last night. What's the big deal?"

The big deal? I open and close my mouth like a gasping fish. "He's my boyfriend, Ally!  Or at least he was until you screwed him! I just gave him a blow job and left him to sleep it off."

She shrugs, plump lips curling into a smirk. "Maybe if you stop hiding in the library every night and maybe if you put out once in a while, he wouldn't have been so desperate. We were both drunk. And just for the record it did not mean anything to both of us. So he is still yours."

My hands ball into fists at my sides as a wave of hurt washes over me. I thought Ally was my friend, my roommate, someone I could trust. How could she betray me like this? 

"I can't even look at you right now," I spit out, snatching my backpack off the floor and storming out of our dorm room. Tears burn in my eyes as I stalk down the hallway, each step fueled by humiliation and rage.

I'm not like Ally, some wild party girl hooking up with any guy who buys her a drink. I was raised with values, with the idea that sex should be something sacred, shared only with someone truly special. Sure I know that oral sex is still sex, but it is different. I wanted my first time to mean something. 

Well, screw that. And screw Jared too while we're at it. I don't need an asshole boyfriend who cheats at the first opportunity. As hurt as I am, it's better that I found out what kind of sleazebag he really is before things went any further.

I spend the rest of the day storming around campus, avoiding all my usual haunts where I might run into Ally or Jared. My anger festers and settles into a dull ache of rejection by the time my first class rolls around.

I shuffle into the big lecture hall, head down, and slip into the first open seat I see in the back row. One perk of taking huge gen-ed courses - it's easy to disappear into the crowd and nurse your emotional wounds in silence.

At least, that's the plan until a stern voice calls out, "You're in my seat, Miss."

I glance up in surprise to find Professor James McMillan standing over me, his chiseled features tight with disapproval. 

"Oh! I'm so sorry," I stammer, cheeks flushing as I gather my things. He's the youngest and most popular professor at college, with a reputation for being brilliant but strict. Not to mention incredibly handsome in that rakish way that makes college girls go weak in the knees.

I expect him to turn and strut away once I've vacated his seat, but instead, he pauses, eyeing me with those piercing blue eyes. There's a moment of tense silence as he seems to study me, his gaze giving me the distinct sense that he's seeing something he didn't expect.

Then, a slight smile quirks at the corner of his mouth. "No need to look so frightened, Miss...?"

"Uh, Heather," I reply quickly. "Heather Wilson."

"Well, Miss Wilson, you can take that seat if you'd like." He gestures to the open chair next to his usual spot. "I have a preference for the center back, I like keeping an eye on everyone."

"Okay," I say slowly, sliding back into the now-offered seat while heat crawls up my neck. "Thanks."

Professor McMillan nods and moves to take his customary place at the center of the raised platform, his gaze sliding over me one last time before he clears his throat and launches into his lecture.

Throughout the ninety-minute class period, I can't seem to focus. My mind keeps straying to that brief interaction, replaying it from different angles, trying to figure out...what? Why was he watching me like that? Why did he insist I take the seat next to his? 

Get a grip, Heather, I scold myself. He's just being friendly to a flustered student. There's no hidden meaning or secret agenda. He's a professor and I'm...well, I'm nothing in his world, really. Just a nameless face in an endless parade of students passing through his classes year after year. That's all I'll ever be.

When class finally ends, everyone scrambles out in a rush while I take my time packing up my bag. I've just shouldered it and turned towards the exit when Professor McMillan calls out, "Miss Wilson? A moment please?"

My heart rate spikes immediately as I spin back around. He's still seated at his usual spot, hands folded on the desk in front of him, watching me expectantly. Did I do something wrong? Surely he knows that was an accident with his seat earlier.

I swallow hard and retrace my steps until I'm standing at the bottom of the platform. "Yes, Professor?"

Those startlingly blue eyes pin me in place, making me feel visible in a way I never have before. "I was wondering if you might be interested in a job opportunity. An assistant position, if you will."

I blink, unable to mask my surprise. "With you?"

He nods once. "Yes, with me. I need a teaching assistant for my introductory courses this semester. Grading assignments, holding office hours, that sort of thing. It would be a paid position, of course, as well as an opportunity to earn extra credit."

My mind spins as I try to process this. Me? As James McMillan's teacher's assistant? The idea is both thrilling and terrifying.

"I...yes, I'd be very interested," I hear myself saying before I can overthink it. "That would be amazing, Professor. Thank you."

A faint smile curves his lips. "Excellent. We can discuss the details later this week, but for now I simply wanted to extend the offer. You have always been an exemplary student."

“You know me?”

“Yes, I have been watching you for a while, chatted to some of your other Professors, and they all say the same thing.” 

His words send a shiver of pleasure down my spine. Me, an exemplary student? Coming from Professor McMillan, those words are high praise indeed. 

“But earlier you asked my name?” 

He smiled, “I said I knew who you were not how you looked.”  

"Thank you, sir," I murmur, unable to keep from beaming. "I really appreciate the opportunity."

He rises from his seat in one fluid motion. "Well then, I'll see you in class on Wednesday, Miss Wilson. Until next time." Giving me a courteous nod, he brushes past me and strides out of the room, leaving me to stare after him with my pulse fluttering wildly.

Could this mean...? No, I scold myself, don't even go there. He's a professor, I'm a student. Anything other than a professional relationship would be completely off-limits. I need to get my mind out of the gutter and just be grateful for this amazing opportunity he's offered me.

Still, I can't resist sneaking one last glance at his retreating form, admiring the effortless confidence in his stride. Get it together, Heather, I chide myself again. You're smarter than this. Don't be just another silly girl with a crush on a handsome teacher.

I take a deep, steadying breath and head for the door, firmly pushing any unprofessional thoughts from my mind. This is my shot to shine, to show Professor McMillan how dedicated and capable I truly am. I can't blow it by letting my hormones take over.

* * *

The rest of the week passes in a daze as I pour all my energy into my classes, paying extra attention in Professor McMillan's lectures. I take pages of meticulous notes, participate eagerly, do all the assigned readings and then some.

Jarred came over once to apologize. He was drunk again. I showed him the door. As for Ally, let’s say our rooming arrangement became very silent. 

Finally, Friday afternoon rolls around, and after my last class I make my way across campus to Professor McMillan's office in the history building. My heart hammers as I approach his door, equal parts nervous and excited. This is really happening.

I pause to steady myself, then give a firm knock.

"Come in," calls a muffled voice from inside. I turn the handle and step into his office, a small but tidy space lined with overflowing bookshelves and wall-to-wall works of art from various historical periods.

Professor McMillan looks up from his desk as I enter, his lips curving in a pleased smile as his gaze meets mine. "Ah, Miss Wilson, right on time. Please, have a seat." He gestures to one of the chairs across from him.

I settle into the offered seat, clutching my bag in my lap like a security blanket. Now that I'm here, face-to-face with him, I'm suddenly nervous in a way I didn't anticipate.

"Thank you for agreeing to take on this role," he begins, folding his hands on the desk. "I must admit, I was impressed by your performance in my class this week. You seem to have a genuine passion for the subject matter."

Heat blooms in my cheeks at his praise. "Thank you, Professor. History has always been a great interest of mine. Especially ancient civilizations - there's so much we have left to uncover about how they truly lived."

He nods, eyes crinkling with approval. "Indeed. And with an attitude like that, I have no doubt you'll make an excellent TA." Retrieving a thick manila folder, he slides it across the desk to me. 

"These are the materials you'll need to familiarize yourself with for the classes you'll be assisting. Syllabus, assignment instructions, office hour schedule, and so on. I'd like you to go through it all this weekend and come prepared with any questions on Monday. We'll also need to determine when would be the best time slots for you to hold your own office hours..."

As he lays out the details and expectations of the role, I listen with rapt attention, nodding along and making notes whenever needed. 

My focus is abruptly shattered by a sudden rumbling that seems to reverberate through the entire building. The floors tremble and books rattle on the shelves around us.

"What the..." Professor McMillan's brow furrows in confusion, but before he can finish his thought, the shaking intensifies into violent quaking. 

"Earthquake!" I cry out in panic as his desk begins skidding across the floor towards us.

"Under the desk!" he shouts, leaping up and lunging around the side of his desk. He grabs my arm and hauls me forcefully under the heavy wooden desk with him just as his pencil cup clatters off and shatters on the floor.

I cling to him blindly, burying my face against his chest as the tremors continue, the awful groaning sound of stressed building materials surrounding us. Books rain down from the shelves, narrowly missing us thanks to the shielding desk.

An ominous cracking boom resonates through the room. With a deafening crash, part of the ceiling collapses inward, raining plaster and support beams down on top of the desk.

I scream in terror as debris rains down, clutching Professor McMillan desperately. He throws his body over mine, shielding me as the wreckage slams against the desk, dust and chunks of drywall pelting us.

Then, just as suddenly as it began, the chaos stills. I'm left coughing and gasping for air in the eerie silence, still wrapped in Professor McMillan's protective embrace. Debris is piled all around and over the top of the desk, effectively locking us in a cramped pocket of space.

"Are you hurt?" His voice is tight with concern as he shifts back just enough to look me over. Dust coats his chiseled features, and his dark hair suddenly grey.

I shake my head wildly, unable to find my voice. My heart thunders in my ears, my entire body trembling with panic. 

"It's okay," he says in a low, soothing tone, giving my arm a reassuring squeeze. "We're alright, just try to breathe."

I nod jerkily, focusing on drawing in a shaky breath, then another. His familiar classroom presence is calming, helping to ground me.

"Good, that's it." He moves over, giving me a bit more space, though we're still crammed rather intimately together under the desk. "I think we're trapped in here for now, so we'll just have to stay put until help arrives."

Panic spikes in my chest again at his words. Trapped? For how long? What if...?

"Hey." His hand finds mine, squeezing firmly to regain my attention. "Everything's going to be fine, Heather. I'm not going to let anything happen to you, alright?"

I mutely search his gaze, finding only reassurance and that unshakable confidence that makes him such a compelling presence. 

"Okay," I murmur, giving his hand a grateful squeeze in return. "I trust you."

He offers me a faint smile, squeezing back. And in that moment, underneath the rubble of his office with him by my side, I really do feel safer than I ever have before.

The next few hours pass in a tense, uneasy limbo. We call out periodically, hoping someone might be able to hear us, but our voices just echo back at us from the pile of debris hemming us in. We managed to dig a small opening to retrieve my water bottle from my backpack and James managed to open his drawer where he kept a few protein bars. 

I'm not sure how long we've been trapped when the first aftershock hits and I cry out as debris rains down, instinctively throwing my arms over my head.

Suddenly James pulls me against him as shards of drywall and splintered wood pelt us from all sides. He hunches over me protectively, tucking my head under his chin as the tremors seem to go on and on.

When at last the violent shaking subsides, I remain frozen, clinging to him with a white-knuckled grip. My breath comes in panicked gasps against his chest.

"Shhh, it's alright. I've got you." His low, steady voice penetrates my panic. One of his hands settles soothingly on the back of my head while the other rubs firm circles between my shoulders. "Just breathe, nice and slow."

I squeeze my eyes shut and focus on the reassuring rumble of his voice, the solid strength of his body shielding me. Slowly, the frantic pounding of my heart begins to still as I match my breaths to the steady rise and fall of his chest.

"There you go, that's it," he murmurs in a tone I've never heard from him before - gentle, soothing, almost tender. "You're safe, Heather. I won't let anything hurt you."

A shuddering exhale escapes me as some of the tension leeches from my muscles. I allow myself to relax fractionally against him, savoring the security of his arms around me. I know it’s inappropriate, that you're not supposed to find comfort and safety in the embrace of your professor, but frankly I don’t care. We survived, are surviving an earthquake and we only have one another to depend on. 

"Thank you," I whisper roughly, my fingers still fisted in the soft fabric of his button-down shirt. "For keeping me safe."

"Of course." 

As the adrenaline fades and exhaustion sets in, I realize I'm still tucked securely against his chest, wrapped in his arms. An awkward flutter stirs in my belly, a reminder of how inappropriate and compromising this position truly is.

Reluctantly, I start to pull back, putting a bit of professional distance between us again. "I, uh...thank you. Again."

He seems to understand, giving a slight nod and loosening his hold, allowing me to resettle on the other side of the cramped desk alcove. I tuck some escaped tendrils of hair behind my ear, keeping my gaze averted.

"You're most welcome." 

An awkward silence stretches between us in the dim enclosure. I search for something, anything to say to fill the void, but comes up empty.

What can I possibly say after what just happened? We were both scared and seeking comfort from a terrible situation. But underneath it all, he's still my professor, and I'm his student. Those lines can't be blurred, no matter how shaken we may be.

Instead, I clear my throat and shift my focus determinedly. "So, uh, the earthquake..." I begin haltingly. "Do you think it was pretty bad out there? Like, caused a lot of damage and everything?"

"Hard to say for certain while trapped in here," he muses, seamlessly taking my change of subject in stride. Always the professor. "Though the initial quake did seem quite substantial, followed by that rather intense aftershock. I'd bet the university sustained its fair share of structural damage, unfortunately." 

He shakes his head, mouth setting in a grim line that's just visible in the low light filtering past the rubble around us. "And of course, that's to say nothing of any potential injuries or...worse. Quakes like that always bring casualties."

A heavy silence follows his somber pronouncement. My throat works as I swallow hard against the disturbing images his words provoke. Surely no one...?

As if reading my mind, James continues in a measured tone, "I'm sure emergency responders are already clearing areas and providing aid wherever it's needed. Not that it makes the situation any easier, but at least we can take some solace knowing that help is on the way. Both for those in need out there, and for us as well."

I nod robotically, appreciating his calm rationality even in the face of such uncertainty and grim possibilities. Somehow, he always finds a way to project reassuring confidence without being blindly optimistic.

"In the meantime, we should do what we can to make ourselves as comfortable as possible." His gaze shifts, surveying our tiny enclosed space with a critical eye. "I know it's quite cramped and the debris makes things even more challenging, but we may be stuck in here for a while yet."

I nod, trying to push aside the queasy dread thinking about being trapped here "for a while" inspires. Taking a slow breath, I force myself to follow his pragmatic lead and assess our surroundings.

It's dim but not pitch black thanks to some light filtering past the haphazard pile of rubble walling us in. The space inside the desk cubby is at least big enough for the two of us to sit with our legs stretched out, our shoulders brushing with any small movement. 

Chunks of drywall, splintered wood, crumpled papers, and shattered office supplies litter the space around us. The air is thick with a choking haze of dust and debris.

"We should try to clear some of this out," I say, pulling my sweater up to cover my nose and mouth. "Make a little more room to breathe."

"Good thinking." Professor McMillan does the same, removing his suit jacket and bunching it over his face as a makeshift filter. 

Then we set to work, carefully shifting, and compacting the lighter debris into one section to carve out a bit more open space. Eventually we're able to clear a few feet of floor space between us, the dusty air slowly clearing as the particulates settle. It's still cramped and uncomfortable, but marginally better than before.

Setting my sweater aside, I catch James observing me with a pensive look on his face. 

"What is it?" I ask self-consciously.

He's quiet for a long moment before replying. "You've handled yourself extremely well through all this, Heather. I must admit, I'm rather impressed with your level head and resilience."

My cheeks flush slightly at the praise, though I can’t resist pointing out, "I wouldn't exactly call clinging to you in a panic resilient, Professor."

One corner of his mouth curves upwards. "Perhaps not in that moment, no. But fear is nothing to be ashamed of when faced with such extraordinary circumstances. The admirable part was how quickly you regained your composure afterwards."

I'm not sure what to say to that, so I simply murmur, "Thank you, sir. I'll try to keep it together going forward as well." 

"I have no doubt that you will." He gives me an approving nod, then settles back against the desk support with a soft grunt. "In the meantime, we might as well get comfortable.”

We spend the next stretch of time going over schedules, assignments, discussion topics and Professor McMillan's expectations. Any lingering awkwardness slowly fades away as we immerse ourselves in the familiar rhythm of teacher and student.

It's oddly...normal, in a way. Despite our wild circumstances, this is just another discussion, another opportunity for me to absorb his knowledge and insights on the subject he's passionate about. At least, it's easy until an errant shaft of dim light hits his face in a certain way, throwing the rugged angles of his chiseled jaw into sharp relief. Then I'll get distracted tracing the strong line of his nose, the firm set of his lips as he speaks, the faint laugh lines crinkling around his eyes whenever he smiles...

No, I firmly tell myself each time, snapping my attention back to his words rather than the enticing physicality of the man speaking them. This is your professor, Heather. The sole relationship you can have with him is that of student and teacher. Anything else is utterly forbidden.

Still, there's just something magnetic about Professor McMillan's presence, even when confined to this glorified closet of rubble and debris. An intensity that commands your focus, demands your full attention.

I'm saved from my wandering mind by a harsh rumbling that seems to reverberate in my very bones. A second aftershock, stronger than the last, begins shaking the ground with violent force.

I cry out as debris once again rains down, showering us in chalky plaster and shards of wood. Instinctively, I throw my arms over my head to shield myself.

Just when I think the tremors can't possibly go on any longer, the floor bucks with one final, jarring convulsion. Something heavy slams against the top of the desk, and the air is abruptly choked with dust and debris as daylight suddenly pierces the enclosure.

I'm frozen, clutching James with a death grip as the chaos eventually subsides into an eerie, unsettling stillness. Dust motes hang heavy in the air, backlit by the jagged hole in the wreckage above us where sunlight now pours through.

"Are you alright?" he says, and his hand comes up to gently brush some plaster dust from my hair. "You're not hurt?"  

I shake my head mutely, still too stunned to find my voice.

Slowly, carefully, he shifts back to put a bit of space between us. His deep blue eyes lock with mine, watching me intently as I gradually regain my equilibrium. 

"Deep breaths," he murmurs. "Just like before, remember? In and out, nice and slow."  

I nod, following his lead and focusing on drawing air rhythmically into my lungs. As the blind panic begins to recede, I become aware that he's cupping one side of my face, his palm cradling my jaw in an intimate manner.

It's...unexpected. Surprising. But also comforting in a way it probably shouldn't be. His touch is grounding me, keeping me tethered in this moment. Preventing my mind from spiraling away into swirling what-ifs and worst-case scenarios.

Just breathe, I tell myself firmly. Only focus on this exact moment. Don't think ahead, don't think behind. Just breathe.

Eventually, the whirlwind in my mind calms to a dull roar. My pulse stops pounding quite so frantically in my ears, and I realize I'm staring openly into Jame’s intense gaze mere inches from my own.

An electric sort of tension stretches taut between us in the small space. There's something profound in his expression, a question or possibility flickering behind his eyes. For one dizzying moment, I wonder wildly if he's going to...if I want him to...?

Then he blinks, giving his head the smallest of shakes, and the moment shatters. Whatever I thought might be about to happen, didn't. 

Clearing his throat, he drops his hand from my face and shifts away, suddenly all brusque professionalism once more. "Right, well. Now that we've weathered that, it may be a good time to..."

I tune out the rest of his words, too intent on studying the bits of dust and plaster still clinging to his thick dark hair. My heart hasn't seemed to get the memo that the moment has passed - it continues pounding with a strange, flustered intensity.

What was that, just now? Did I simply imagine the weighted tension stretching between us, the possibility that he might...?

Resolutely, I tune back into his words, letting the steady cadence of his voice override my wildly speculative thoughts.

"...significant number of debris now cleared," he's saying in that clipped, businesslike tone. "We may be able to get out a call for help through that opening." He gestures up toward the newly sunlit gap in the wreckage over our makeshift shelter.

Shaking off my lingering disorientation, I follow his pointed finger and nod. "Good idea. Maybe someone will be able to hear us this time."

Abandoning my fruitless introspection, I take a deep breath and cup my hands around my mouth. "Hello!?" I shout toward the breach as loudly as I can manage. "Can anyone hear us? We're trapped in here!"

I wait for a beat, straining my ears, but the only sound is that of settling debris and distant sirens wailing outside.

Next to me, James tries as well. "Hello?! We need immediate assistance! This is Professor James McMillan and a student, we're trapped!"

There is no answer, leaving us deflated. 

"I suppose we'll just have to keep trying," he murmurs, more to himself than me. The set of his jaw tightens with frustration. "Someone has to hear us eventually."

I nod, "They'll find us soon," I lie, more for my own reassurance than his. "I'm sure rescue crews are already clearing out the whole area."

Something like resignation flickers across his features before he smothers it, giving me a brisk nod in return. "Let's continue making attempts every few minutes, just to be safe. We should also ration our food and water."

We'll get through this; I tell myself as I work. He'll make sure we're okay until they find us, one way or another. I can endure this, no matter how long it takes, if he's here with me. 

* * *

The hours bleed together in an endless cycle of systematically checking our scant resources, calling out for help until our voices are hoarse, and making futile attempts to get someone's attention through the jagged gap overhead.

I suddenly feel hot. Restless. This can’t be it. Can’t be how I go. Anxious tension overriding everything inside me.  

"Professor?" I croak out during one of the still stretches, my throat raw from yelling. 

He looks up from where he's been resting, back against the desk support, eyes heavy with fatigue. "Yes, Heather? And please call me James."

I hesitate, mouth suddenly bone dry as I steel myself. This is it, the line I can't uncross. But if we truly are awaiting an inevitable, inglorious end down here...why not rid myself of one last burden first?

"If we...I mean, in case we don't..." I stumble over the words, anxiety fluttering in my chest. "There's something I need to ask you. Something inappropriate."

His brow furrows, but he simply nods, watching me carefully. "Go on."

I take a fortifying breath and force out the words all in a rush. "I've never been intimate with a man before. And if this is...the end...then I don't want to die without ever experiencing that. At least once."

The silence that follows is utterly, painfully heavy. His expression is unreadable for several agonizing heartbeats. When he finally speaks, it's in a low, gentle tone. "Heather...you don't know what you're asking."

The room falls silent, as if holding its breath in anticipation. Professor McMillan's expression is unreadable, his eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that threatens to swallow me whole. For a moment, I fear I've overstepped, that he'll reject me outright as he should.

But then, something shifts in his eyes, a glimmer of naked desire that he can't quite hide. "Heather..." he begins, then seems to think better of it, trailing off into silence once more.

I hold my breath, waiting with a pounding heart for him to continue. Castigate me, rebuff me, put me in my place as my professor once more...or something else entirely?

Finally, he releases a slow exhale and reaches out, cupping my cheek with one rough palm. His touch is electric, sending a jolt of awareness tingling across my skin.

"You're sure about this?" he murmurs, holding my widened gaze with an intensity that steals my breath. "There's no going back if we cross this line."

I give the smallest of nods, suddenly unable to find my voice. I am sure, surer than I've been of anything in my life up to this point. If we don't make it out of here...I don't want to die with any regrets.

That seems to be the answer Professor McMillan needed. He leans in achingly slow until his lips are a hairsbreadth from mine. "Then we'd better make it count," he rasps gruffly.

And then, with the barest tilt of his head, he closes the final distance and captures my mouth with his own.

The kiss starts soft, almost tentative, as if he's giving me one last chance to reconsider, to back out. But I don't want to reconsider. I melt into him with a soft whimper, reaching up to fist my hands in his shirt and pull him closer.

With a low rumbling groan, James abruptly deepens the kiss, slanting his mouth more firmly over mine. His other hand comes up to thread into my hair, cradling my skull and tilting my head for better access.

It's like a dam has burst between us, unleashing a torrent of pent-up need and forbidden desire. I clutch him shamelessly, meeting his heated passion with my own in a fevered exchange of lips, tongues, and ragged breaths. My entire universe has contracted down to this man, this scorching moment, this all-consuming ache.

At some point he tugs me flush against him until I'm sprawled across his lap, our bodies pressed dizzyingly close. I can feel the solid plane of his chest, the powerful shift of muscle in his back and arms as they roam over me with growing hunger.

Though I've never experienced anything like this before, my body seems to know exactly what it craves. My hips rock shamelessly against him, chasing that delicious friction, that molten zing of pleasure that's rapidly unravelling me from the inside out.

James groans my name like a prayer, like a plea, trailing blazing kisses along my jaw, my neck, the juncture of my shoulder. I tilt my head back to allow him better access, reveling in the hot brand of his mouth, the electrifying scrape of his stubble against my over sensitized skin.

In this moment, nothing else matters. 

Not our circumstances, not the potential consequences, not even the fragile line we're obliterating between student and teacher. All that exists is the two of us, joined in this primal, feasting embrace.

If the world ended tonight, if we drew our last breaths down here in this tomb of rubble and ruin...at least I would have known this.

He tenderly kisses my neck, his breath hot and heavy against my skin. I shiver beneath his touch, my nerves on fire with anticipation. As he continues to explore my body with his lips, I can feel my resolve weakening. The fear that was once present has now transformed into an intense hunger.

"You're so beautiful," he whispers, his voice thick with lust. "I can't believe I'm the one who gets to experience this with you."

His words send a wave of heat washing over me, causing my cheeks to flush. I bite my lip, trying to contain the overwhelming emotions coursing through me.

He moves his hand down to my side. His fingers graze the curve of my hip, making me gasp softly. 

"You're scared, aren't you?" he asks, his voice laced with concern. "Don't be. I'll go slow, I promise."

I nod, swallowing hard. "I'm scared," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper. "But I want this. I want you."

His eyes soften, and he leans in to kiss me again, more gently this time. "I want you too, Heather," he says. "And I'll make sure it's good for you."

He then begins to undress me, his hands deft and sure as they peel away each layer of clothing. With each item removed, I feel more exposed, more vulnerable...and more turned on.

As he finally exposes my breasts, I can't help but feel self-conscious. But as he takes one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking and licking it with a hunger that makes my knees weak, all thoughts of insecurity flee from my mind.

He moves his hand between my legs, and I can feel the warmth of his fingers through the thin fabric of my underwear. He rubs me gently, his touch sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body.

I arch my back, pressing myself more firmly against his hand. There is a slight jolt of pain, but it's accompanied by an intense pleasure that I've never experienced before.

He notices my reaction and begins to rub me more firmly, his fingers working their way inside my underwear. I gasp as I feel him probing me, my body tensing up in response.

"It's okay, Heather," he says softly, his voice filled with reassurance. "Just relax and let me take care of you."

I take a deep breath and try to relax, but it's hard when every touch, every caress is sending my senses into overdrive.

He finally manages to push a finger inside me, and I can't help but cry out in both pleasure and pain. It hurts, but it also feels so good that I can't bring myself to stop him.

He continues to work his finger in and out of me, stretching me out as he prepares me for him. The pain begins to fade, replaced by an intense pleasure that leaves me breathless.

He then removes his finger and positions himself at my entrance. I can feel the head of his erection pressing against me, and I know that there's no turning back now.

He thrusts into me, filling me up. The pain is sharp and intense, but it's quickly replaced by an overwhelming sense of pleasure.

He begins to move inside me, his hips rocking back and forth as he thrusts in and out of me. The friction is exquisite, and I can feel every inch of him as he fills me up completely.

He continues to thrust into me, his pace growing faster and more urgent with each passing moment. The pleasure builds inside me, rising higher and higher until it finally explodes in a mind-blowing orgasm that leaves me trembling and gasping for air.

But he is not done. 

He slows down. 

I can feel his massive manhood grow bigger. 

Slowly he pushes deeper. 

And in that moment, I explode again. 

Then with a soft grunt, he releases his seed inside me.

Warm. Wet. Wonderful. 

James collapses on top of me, his chest heaving as he tries to catch his breath. I can feel his heart pounding against my own, and I know that he's just as affected by this as I am.

We lie there together for a few moments, our bodies still connected as we try to come down from the incredible high that we've just experienced.

And as I look up into his eyes, I know that no matter what happens next, this moment will be forever etched into my memory as one of the most incredible experiences of my life.

* * * 

"Hello?" A muffled shout, distant but distinct, somehow cuts through the still silence like a beacon. "Is someone there? Can you hear me?"

We both sit upright, exchanging wide-eyed looks of shock.  

"Yes!" I scream, clambering toward the broken slat of light. "Over here! We're trapped down here!"

More voices join the first, closer now, as heavy debris is shifted aside, and shafts of daylight begin piercing through.  

"Stand back!" A deep, authoritative voice calls out. "We're going to try moving more of this!"

We hastily retreat as far back into our pocket of space as possible.

“We know exactly where you are. It will take us about an hour to get to you. Can you hold out?”

James looks at me as I shout. “Yes, we can.”

“Good! Stay put we will be with you soon.”

As he turns, I grab hold of him.

“Heather?”

“We have another hour,” I say and smile, “Let me show you something that I have experience with.”

He looks at me questioningly, not fully understanding where this sudden boldness is coming from. But I don't give him time to think. I pull him towards me and sit back down on his lap, reaching for the zipper of his pants.

His eyes widen, but he doesn't protest, watching me with a mixture of surprise and desire. I undo his pants and slowly pull out his thickness. It is massive and for a moment I can’t believe that it fitted inside me. 

I look up at him, meeting his gaze with a smirk. "Just one more thing before we get rescued," I say before leaning in and taking him into my mouth.

He gasps, his hands immediately going to my head, tangling in my hair as I slowly begin to suck him off. I can feel him pulsating in my mouth, growing even harder as I swirl my tongue around his girth.

I take him as deep as I can, feeling him hit the back of my throat. I can hear him moaning, his hips bucking ever so slightly as I continue to pleasure him.

But suddenly, his hands are pulling me off of him, his eyes intense as he looks down at me.

"Not yet," he says "I want to take you from behind first."

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest with anticipation. We maneuver ourselves in the small area bent over. I brace myself against the side of the desk.

He moves behind me, pressing against me. I can feel his length, hot and pulsating against me. And then, without warning, he thrusts into me, filling me up in one swift motion.

I cry out in surprise and pleasure, my hands gripping the ground tightly as he begins to move inside me. He thrusts harder and deeper, his fingers digging into my hips as he drives into me, over and over again.

The pleasure is intense. I can feel every inch of him as he stretches me out, filling me up completely.

He pumps into me, his rhythm growing more urgent with each passing moment. The sounds of our sex fill the room, mingling with our ragged breaths and the intense heat between us.

I can feel my orgasm building, rising higher and higher until it finally explodes in a mind-blowing climax that leaves me trembling and gasping for air.

As I come, I can feel him tensing up behind me, his thrusts growing wilder and more frantic. And then, with a deep, guttural groan, he finally reaches his own release.

* * *

A chorus of grunts and metallic groaning pierces the air, followed by an ominous creaking and shifting of rubble. Then, with an earth-shuddering crash, a massive support beam finally gives way, raining down more debris but also creating a wide breach through to our sanctuary.  

I shield my face instinctively as dust billows inward, coughing against the oppressive plume. When the airborne haze finally begins to clear, I find myself staring into the sun-drenched, filthy faces of two burly rescue workers in yellow hard hats.

"Well, I'll be damned," one of them mutters, pulling up his face mask in disbelief. "The crazy kids were right - there are people alive down here!"

The other claps him on the shoulder, shouting back over his shoulder in a hoarse yell. "We got two live ones! Need a backboard and C-spine immobilization, stat!"

The next several moments are a whirlwind of activity as more rescue personnel swarm around the newly created breach. Shafts of daylight and fresh air flood the cramped space as we're hastily examined by EMTs, strapped to backboards, and carefully extracted through the rubble. 

It's a dizzying barrage of shouts, grunts of effort, and urgently murmured medical assessments that I can barely process through my state of stunned disbelief. One minute we were hopelessly entombed underneath a collapsed office building...the next we were being loaded into separate ambulances to receive urgent care and transfer to a field hospital.

Through the chaos and flurry of movement, my eyes somehow manages to lock with Professor McMillan's crystalline blue gaze one last time. He inclines his head in that respectful way I've witnessed him greet every class period, the specter of a knowing look flickering across his filth-streaked features.

His smile is intoxicating. 

In that moment, no words are necessary. We've been through the fire together and made fire together. 

But I also know I will see him again.

And feel him again. 

__________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________
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