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1 - A STUDENT’S FORBIDDEN CONFESSION
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The air in Dr. James Reardon’s office was thick with the scent of old paper and fading ink, a smell Jodi had come to associate with late nights and academic frustration. Towers of books formed a precarious skyline on his desk, their spines cracked and pages bristling with colored tabs. She sat opposite him, her own draft feeling like a flimsy, insignificant thing under the weight of his focused gaze.

“This entire section lacks rigor, Jodi,” he stated, his voice a low, resonant thing that usually sent a shiver of intellectual excitement through her. Tonight, it felt like a physical blow. He tapped a paragraph with one long, elegant finger. “You’re citing secondary interpretations as primary evidence. It’s a foundational error. I expected better.”

A hot flush crept up her neck. She’d spent three weeks on this chapter, surviving on coffee and hope. To have it dismantled so coldly, so precisely, felt like he was dissecting her, not her work. “I was trying to contextualize the—”

“Trying isn’t succeeding,” he interrupted, not unkindly, but with a finality that stung. “It’s sloppy.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. She looked down, blinking rapidly, trying to force them back. She wouldn’t cry in front of him. She wouldn’t.

A long silence stretched between them, filled only by the faint hum of the university’s ancient heating system. When he spoke again, his tone had softened. “Jodi? Look at me.”

She reluctantly lifted her gaze. His dark eyes, usually so sharp and analytical, held a new, unfamiliar expression.

“Why do you take my criticism so personally?” he asked, his head tilted in genuine curiosity.

The dam broke. The words tumbled out, raw and unvarnished. “Because it’s you! I’ve spent a year in your seminars, hanging on your every word, working myself into the ground just to earn a fraction of your respect. And it’s not just… it’s not just the work. I can’t think straight around you. I can’t breathe.” She swallowed hard, her heart hammering against her ribs. “I have feelings for you, James. God, I’m so sorry, but I do.”

The confession hung in the air, a grenade whose pin she had just pulled.

He didn’t move for a heartbeat. Then, in one fluid motion, he was out of his chair. He rounded the desk, his presence suddenly overwhelming the cramped space. He didn’t speak. He simply cradled her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, wiping away the tears that had finally escaped. His touch was electric, a shock of warmth that made her entire body go still.

“You think I don’t know that?” he murmured, his voice a rough whisper. “You think I haven’t been fighting this every single time you walk into this room? I feel the same way, Jodi.”

His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was a claiming. A release of a year’s worth of pent-up tension and forbidden desire. His lips were firm and demanding, and she met his intensity with her own, a desperate, hungry sound escaping her throat. Her hands flew up, tangling in the crisp fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer. The world narrowed to the feel of his mouth, the taste of his breath, the scent of his cologne mingling with the smell of old books.

His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders. They found the hem of her simple cotton sweater. With a low growl, he gripped it and pulled it up and over her head in one swift movement, tossing it to the floor without a second glance. His eyes darkened as they raked over her plain bra, the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, the words a reverent prayer against her skin as he bent to kiss the swell of her breast.

He turned his attention to the clasp of her bra, his fingers, so deft with books and papers, fumbling for a moment before it gave way. He peeled the fabric away, and the cool office air hit her feverish skin, her nipples tightening into hard peaks. Oh, god. His mouth was on her then, his tongue lapping at one taut bud, his teeth grazing it gently before he drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth.

A ragged moan was torn from her, her head falling back as pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her. Her fingers clutched at his hair, holding him to her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his free hand roaming down her side, over the curve of her hip, squeezing possessively.

With a sudden, decisive move, he stood and swept an arm across his desk. Books and papers scattered to the floor with a thunderous crash that neither of them acknowledged. He looked at her, his eyes blazing with hunger. “Up. On the desk. Now.”

Her legs were weak, but she managed to stand. He helped her, his hands on her waist, lifting her as if she weighed nothing until she was sitting on the cool, polished wood. He stood between her parted knees, kissing her again, deep and slow, as his hands went to the button of her jeans. He popped it open, dragged the zipper down, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her jeans and panties and pulled them both down her legs in one long, slow stroke, leaving her completely bare from the waist down.

He dropped to his knees before her.

He didn’t rush. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, opening her to his gaze. She was exposed, vulnerable, utterly on display in the pool of light from his desk lamp. She should have felt self-conscious, but all she felt was a desperate, aching need.

“James…”

He answered with a slow, deliberate lick from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Her whole body jolted. A high, keening cry escaped her lips. He did it again, a long, flat stroke of his tongue that had her thighs trembling. Then he zeroed in on her clit, circling it with the very tip of his tongue, flicking it, sucking it gently. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful, a tight, coiling heat deep in her belly. Her moans were constant now, a litany of yes and please and his name, over and over.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding that perfect, secret spot within her. She cried out, her back arching off the desk. He worked her with his mouth and his fingers in a relentless, perfect rhythm, each stroke, each suck bringing her closer to the edge. She was mindless, lost in a vortex of sensation, her hips bucking against his face. The pressure built, unbearable, exquisite, until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her like a lightning strike, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed, waves of pure ecstasy washing over her, leaving her boneless and gasping on the desk.

Before she could even recover, he was on his feet, frantically unbuckling his belt, unzipping his trousers. He freed his erection, long and thick and straining. His eyes were wild, possessive.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “Bend over the desk.”

Still shuddering from her climax, she obeyed, pushing herself up on weak arms and turning over. The wood was cool against her feverish stomach and breasts. She presented herself to him, looking back over her shoulder. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock to her slick, sensitive entrance.

He didn’t ease in. With one powerful, grunting thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

She gasped at the sudden, delicious fullness, the way he stretched her, filled her completely. For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the feel of him. Then he began to move. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust driving her forward on the desk. His grip on her hips was iron-clad, holding her in place as he took his pleasure. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, echoed in the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and guttural moans.

“God, Jodi… you feel… too good,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering for a second.

She was climbing again, the friction of his cock rubbing against her oversensitive walls building a second, shocking peak. He leaned over her, covering her body with his, one hand snaking around to find her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her. It was too much. It was everything. Her second orgasm detonated, a deeper, more visceral explosion that clenched around him, milking his own release. With a ragged shout, he came, pulsing deep inside her, his entire body shuddering against hers.

They collapsed together on the desk, a sweaty, panting tangle of limbs atop her scattered thesis pages. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal.

Reality seeped back in, cold and sharp. James was the first to move, pulling away from her with a soft groan. They dressed in a frantic, silent rush, avoiding each other’s eyes as they pulled on clothes that felt like costumes. He straightened his tie; she smoothed her hair. The only evidence of what had transpired was the disordered desk and the charged, sexual haze still hanging in the air.

He finally looked at her, his professional mask almost back in place, but his eyes were still dark with the ghost of what they’d done. “Jodi… this can’t happen again. No one can know. My career…”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I won’t tell. I promise.”

2 - SECRET LUST AMIDST THE ANCIENT RUINS
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The rain beat a relentless, deafening rhythm against the taut canvas of her tent, a sound that had become the island’s nightly lullaby. For Maya, a twenty-year-old archaeology undergraduate, it was the backdrop to weeks of grueling, exhilarating work. And to the growing, impossible ache she felt for the one man she couldn’t have.

Professor Jeremy Kincaid.

He was everything she wasn’t: charismatic, confident, a natural leader whose passion for the dig was infectious. At thirty-five, he commanded respect effortlessly. For a month, they’d been trapped in this humid, green paradise, their world shrunk to this campsite and the ancient ruins they were uncovering. The professional wall between them had felt insurmountable. Until tonight.

A soft, hesitant voice cut through the drumming rain. “Maya? Are you awake?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. That was his voice. She sat up on her narrow cot, the sleeping bag pooling around her waist. “Professor Kincaid?”

The tent flap unzipped, and he ducked inside, bringing with him the scent of rain, damp earth, and clean sweat. He was soaked, his t-shirt clinging to the hard planes of his chest, his usually perfect hair plastered to his forehead. The confined space of the two-person tent suddenly felt minuscule.

“Jeremy,” she corrected herself, her voice a whisper.

He didn’t smile. His intense blue eyes, usually alight with academic fervor, were dark with a different kind of fire. The kind that made her skin prickle. “I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking… about you.”

Maya’s breath hitched. This is a bad idea. A terrible, catastrophic, wonderful idea. She could only stare, her mouth dry.

“This dig… this pressure…” he began, running a hand through his wet hair. “It’s been hell. The only thing that’s kept me sane is you. Your focus. Your brilliant mind. The way you bite your lip when you’re concentrating.” He took a step closer, the tent ceiling forcing him to stoop. “I know the rules. I know I could lose my job for this. I could ruin everything we’ve worked for. But God, Maya, I don’t care anymore. I’m in love with you.”

The confession hung in the humid air, bold and terrifying. The professional boundary, so carefully maintained, shattered into a thousand pieces. All her own suppressed longing surged to the surface, a dam breaking. The scholarship, the research, the potential scandal—it all faded into a distant murmur behind the roaring in her ears.

“I feel the same,” she breathed, the words feeling both treasonous and utterly right. “I have for weeks.”

A shudder of relief went through him. He closed the final distance between them, his large hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheekbones, his touch sending electric jolts through her system. His gaze dropped to her lips.

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t hesitant. It was an inferno. A month of pent-up desire unleashed in the meeting of their mouths. His lips were firm and insistent, tasting of rainwater and pure, unadulterated need. Maya melted into him, her hands coming up to clutch at his wet shirt, pulling him closer. The world outside ceased to exist. There was only the storm, the tent, and him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I need to see you,” he murmured, his voice husky. His fingers went to the hem of her thin cotton sleep shirt. “All of you.”

She nodded, a silent, eager permission. He lifted the shirt over her head, tossing it aside. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her simple cotton bra, his gaze so hot it felt like a physical touch. He leaned in, kissing her again as his clever fingers found the clasp at her back. It gave way with a soft click.

He peeled the bra away, and his breath caught. “You’re so beautiful, Maya.” He whispered the words against her skin as his mouth left a trail of fire down her neck, to her collarbone, and finally, to a pebbled nipple. He drew it into his mouth, his tongue circling the sensitive peak, and a sharp, desperate cry escaped her lips. Her back arched, offering herself to him completely. The sensation was exquisite, a direct line of pleasure burning straight to her core.

He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his hands sliding down her sides, over the curve of her hips, and hooking into the waistband of her pajama shorts. He eased them down her legs, along with her panties, until she was lying bare before him on the rumpled sleeping bag. His eyes drank her in, worshipful and hungry.

“You’re all wet,” she said, her voice trembling with newfound courage. “Let’s get these clothes off.”

She reached for the hem of his soaked shirt. He helped her pull it off, revealing a torso toned from hard physical labor. She ran her hands over the defined muscles of his stomach and chest, feeling him tremble under her touch. Then her fingers went to the button of his jeans, fumbling slightly before she managed to push them and his boxers down his hips.

He kicked them aside, gloriously, overwhelmingly naked. His erection stood thick and hard against his stomach, and a fresh wave of aching need pulsed through her. But he wasn’t ready for that yet.

He gently urged her to lie back, spreading her legs and kneeling between them. He just looked for a moment, and the raw hunger on his face made her blush from head to toe. Then he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A slow, deliberate lick from her entrance to her clit that made her whole body jolt. “Jeremy!”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth. He gripped her thighs, holding her open as he feasted on her. His tongue was an instrument of pure magic, circling, flicking, pressing. He explored every fold, learned every sensitive spot that made her gasp and writhe. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upwards, finding a spot that made her see stars. He worked her with his mouth and his hand in a relentless, perfect rhythm, the wet, hungry sounds he made driving her wild. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He doubled his efforts, sucking her clit firmly as his fingers thrust deep. The orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that ripped a scream from her throat. Her hips bucked against his mouth as she rode out the convulsions, sensation after sensation washing through her, leaving her boneless and trembling.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, covering her body with his. He was heavy and solid and exactly what she needed. He reached between them, guiding his cock to her slick, sensitive entrance. The broad head pressed against her, and she gasped at the fullness.

“Look at me,” he commanded softly.

She opened her eyes, meeting his intense gaze.

“I need you,” he growled, and with one powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

She cried out, a mix of shock and utter bliss at the feeling of being so completely filled. He was everywhere, stretching her, claiming her. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, kissing her deeply, his tongue mirroring the intimate join of their bodies.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting a spot that made her nerves sing. The cot squeaked in protest beneath them, a rhythmic accompaniment to their ragged breaths and the rain on the canvas. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his hips pistoning, his muscles straining. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting each thrust with one of her own.

“You feel… too good,” he grunted, his forehead damp against hers. “I’m not going to last.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her own second climax already building, hotter and faster than the first. “Harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more frantic. The tension coiled again, a supernova gathering in her core. She could feel his control fracturing, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped suddenly.

With a groan, he rolled them over in one fluid motion, never slipping out of her. Now she was straddling him, the new angle making him feel even bigger inside her. She placed her hands on his chest for leverage and began to move, rising and falling, controlling the pace, controlling the depth. She watched his face, watched the awe and pleasure there as she rode him. She leaned back, changing the angle, and oh god, that was it. The friction was perfect, unbearable.

Her orgasm took her by surprise, a full-body convulsion that clenched around him like a fist. She threw her head back as a silent scream wracked her body, her inner muscles milking his length.

The feeling was too much for him. With a guttural roar, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises, he pulsed deep inside her, his own release triggering another, smaller wave of pleasure for her. She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them gasping and slick with sweat, the aftershocks slowly subsiding.

For a long time, the only sounds were their slowing breaths and the steady rain. He held her close, one hand idly stroking her back. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep back in, cold and sobering.

He could lose his job. Her scholarship could be revoked. Their reputations, their research… all of it was now balanced on the edge of a knife.

Maya nestled her head into the crook of his neck, inhaling his scent, now mixed with her own. The fear was there, a quiet hum in the back of her mind. But it was utterly dwarfed by a bone-deep satisfaction and a hungry, rising desire for more.

She lifted her head to look at him. “What happens now?”

“We keep it a secret,” he said, his voice firm despite its softness. “No one can ever know.”

She nodded, her heart still hammering. “A secret.” The word felt both dangerous and thrilling on her tongue.

3 - A STEAMY TRYST AT THE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY
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The sharp, dry scent of crumbling paper and old leather filled the air, a smell Harriet had come to associate with lonely, focused hours. The upper archives were a labyrinth of forgotten knowledge, and she was deep in its heart, running her fingers along dusty leather spines in search of an elusive collection of Romantic-era poetry. A floorboard creaked behind her, too close, and she froze.

A warm presence materialized at her back, and a hand, firm and sure, landed on her hip. She knew who it was before he spoke, her skin already prickling with the awareness that had hummed between them for weeks.

“Find anything of interest, Miss Vale?” Professor Walters’s voice was a low murmur, a vibration against the shell of her ear that was entirely at odds with his classroom tenor.

She turned, her back pressing against the shelf. His body caged her in, his arms planted on either side of her, his crisp white shirt sleeves rolled to the elbows. The look in his eyes wasn’t professorial. It was hungry. “I’m still looking, Professor,” she breathed, her voice unsteady.

“Ron,” he corrected, his gaze dropping to her lips. “When we’re like this, you call me Ron.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He closed the final inch between them, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was nothing like the hesitant, collegiate fumbling she was used to. It was all heat and possession, a confident, demanding exploration that stole the air from her lungs. A gasp escaped her, a sharp, surprised sound that echoed faintly in the silent aisle.

His hand flew from her hip to cover her mouth, his thumb gently pressing against her cheek. His lips brushed her earlobe as he whispered, his own breath coming faster. “Quiet, Harriet. We have to be absolutely quiet.” The warning was a thrill, a dangerous game that sent a fresh jolt of liquid heat straight to her core. They couldn’t get caught. He would lose everything.

She nodded, her eyes wide, and he slowly lowered his hand. This time, when he kissed her, she met his fervor, her hands coming up to clutch at the soft cotton of his shirt. His tongue slippery against hers, tasting of coffee and mint, and one of his hands slid down her side, over the curve of her hip, and up under her simple cotton skirt.

His fingertips traced the lace edge of her panties, a slow, maddening circle that made her hips twitch forward of their own accord. A low groan rumbled in his chest. “So eager,” he murmured against her mouth.

He didn’t tease for long. He hooked a finger into the waistband and tugged them down just enough. His touch, when it came, was electric. He found her wet and ready, and a sharp, choked whimper caught in her throat as his fingers, two of them, slid deep inside her.

He swallowed her sounds with his kiss, his fingers working a devastating rhythm. In and out. A curl that pressed against a spot that made her see stars behind her clenched eyelids. Her knees buckled, and she clung to him, her fingernails digging into his shoulders. The world narrowed to the scent of him, the feel of his skilled fingers, the tight coil of pleasure building low in her belly. The rustle of their clothes and their ragged, stifled breaths were the only sounds in the sacred, silent space.

He withdrew his fingers, and she nearly cried out at the loss. But he was already fumbling with his belt, the clink of the buckle absurdly loud. He freed his erection, thick and straining, and her own need overrode any hesitation. Her hand wrapped around him, and he dropped his forehead against the shelf above her shoulder with a gut-deep sigh. She stroked him, learning the feel of his silken, hot skin, the hard length of him, the way his breath hitched when her thumb swept over the tip.

It wasn’t enough. The primitive need to taste him, to take him deeper, overwhelmed her. She sank to her knees on the worn Persian rug, the rough weave scratching her skin. She looked up at him, at the raw, desperate want on his face, and took him into her mouth.

His hand tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding, as she explored him with her tongue. She loved the weight of him, the saltiness of his skin, the way his thighs trembled when she took him deep. His whispered praises were a constant, feverish stream. “God, Harriet… yes, just like that… your mouth is heaven.”

He gently pulled her up, his eyes dark with unspoken intent. He turned her around to face the shelves, pressing his chest against her back. He lifted her skirt, baring her to the cool air, and finally tugged her panties down to her knees. His hands gripped her hips, and she felt the blunt, insistent pressure of him at her entrance.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Now.”

She could only nod, bracing her hands against a row of encyclopedias. He pushed forward, one smooth, devastating motion that stretched her, filled her utterly. A broken moan escaped her lips, and he clamped a hand over her mouth again, biting back his own groan against her shoulder.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that made the old shelves tremble. Each one went deeper than the last, hitting a place that made her dizzy. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin against skin, was a wet, rhythmic percussion in the quiet. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. His free hand slid around her front, his fingers finding her clit, circling in time with his thrusts.

It was too much. The dual assault, the terrifying risk, the sheer animal rightness of it. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his length. He stifled her cry with his palm, his own release following instantly. His body went rigid against her, a deep, guttural moan trapped in his throat as he pulsed inside her, his hips jerking through the last waves of his climax.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, leaning against the books, their harsh, ragged breaths slowly returning to normal. The world, the library, their real lives, began to seep back in.

He softened inside her and gently withdrew. They adjusted their clothing in a clumsy, silent dance, avoiding each other’s eyes for a moment. Harriet’s hands shook as she pulled up her panties, the reality of what they’d just done crashing down on her. The risk. The consequences.

She turned to face him, her heart hammering against her ribs for a whole new reason. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. His expression was utterly serious, no trace of the detached professor left.

“I’m falling for you, Harriet,” he said, his voice low but clear. “I don’t care about the job. I don’t care about the rules. This… us… I want more.”

The danger of it should have terrified her. It did. But beneath the fear was a current of pure, undiluted want, stronger than any rulebook. She looked up at him, at the man who had just unraveled her in a dusty aisle of books, and knew she was already lost.

4 - HIDDEN DESIRES IN THE LABORATORY
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The secluded biology lab was a cathedral of quiet intensity, the only sounds the hum of the refrigeration units and the soft scratch of Elena’s pen. Dr. Calvin Rogers watched her from across the central counter, the sterile white light catching the fierce concentration etched on her face. She was twenty-three, a graduate student whose intellect burned as brightly as the Bunsen burner she’d just shut off. The campus outside was a ghost town, blanketed in the silent hiatus of winter break, leaving the two of them alone with their work—and the potent, unspoken current that had hummed between them all semester.

“I think… I think that’s it,” Elena whispered, her voice hushed with awe as she looked up from the microscope. Her eyes, a deep shade of hazel, were wide with disbelief. “The cellular uptake is consistent. The marker is binding perfectly.”

Calvin moved around the counter, his own heart hammering against his ribs. He leaned over her, catching the faint scent of her shampoo—vanilla and something citrusy—as he peered into the eyepiece. The slides were a mess of color and cell structures, but to his trained eye, it was a masterpiece. A symphony of success after months of dead ends and frustration.

“My God, Elena,” he breathed, his professional composure cracking. “You did it.”

A brilliant, unrestrained smile broke across her face. In a burst of pure, unadulterated joy, she leaped from her stool and threw her arms around his neck. “We did it!”

The moment her body pressed against his, Calvin froze. Every rule, every line of professional conduct, every ounce of his forty-year-old propriety screamed at him. He stood rigid, his arms at his sides, his entire world narrowing to the feel of her slender frame, the softness of her sweater against his chest, the warmth of her cheek near his.

Elena felt his tension instantly. She jumped back as if electrocuted, her face flooding with a deep, mortified blush. “Dr. Rogers—Calvin—I am so sorry. That was completely inappropriate. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

She took another step back, her hands wringing together. “The project, the funding… I’ve jeopardized everything. I’ll just… gather my things.”

She turned to flee, but his hand shot out, his fingers gently closing around her wrist. The touch was electric. “Don’t.”

The word was a low, ragged command. She stopped, her breath catching as he turned her to face him. The look in his blue eyes was no longer that of her esteemed professor. It was something wild, hungry, and utterly naked with wanting.

“I’ve thought about this,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the delicate skin of her inner wrist, “every single day since you walked into my lecture hall.”

Before she could form a coherent thought, he closed the distance between them. His free hand cupped her jaw, his touch surprisingly gentle for the fierce intensity in his gaze. And then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative question; it was a hungry, desperate meeting of mouths that spoke of months of suppressed desire. Elena’s initial shock melted instantly, a soft, surrendering moan escaping her throat as she kissed him back, her hands coming up to clutch the lapels of his lab coat.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes scanned the empty, silent lab. “Is anyone…?”

“No,” she panted, her mind reeling. “Custodial staff won’t come until midnight.”

A dark, possessive smile touched his lips. “Good.”

His hands moved to the buttons of her cardigan, his fingers, usually so precise with delicate instruments, now fumbling slightly with the simple fastenings. He pushed the soft wool from her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor. His gaze drank her in—the simple white t-shirt, the curve of her jeans. He hooked a finger in the collar of her shirt and tugged her back to him for another searing kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her.

He broke away, his eyes burning with a raw need she’d never seen in anyone. “I need to see you. All of you.”

He turned her around, pressing her front gently against the cool, hard surface of the lab counter. His hands slid down her back, over the swell of her jeans, before slipping around to her front and undoing the button and zipper. He pushed the denim and her cotton panties down her thighs in one smooth, urgent motion, baring her to the cool air and his heated gaze.

Elation and a thrill of pure, wanton sin coursed through her. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the counter, presenting herself to him. She heard his sharp intake of breath.

“So beautiful,” he groaned, his voice thick.

He dropped to his knees behind her. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady. And then she felt it—the first, devastatingly soft press of his mouth against her most intimate flesh.

Elena cried out, her head falling forward. His tongue was an instrument of exquisite torture, tracing slow, languid circles around her sensitive core before finding its center. He licked her with long, flat strokes that made her knees buckle, then focused into a precise, insistent rhythm that had her gasping for air. One of his hands left her hip, his finger sliding through her wetness before slowly, so slowly, pushing inside her.

She was molten, every nerve ending screaming under his expert ministrations. He fucked her with his finger while his tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit. The hard, clinical edge of the counter dug into her stomach, a stark contrast to the incredible softness of his mouth. The world dissolved into sensation—the slick, hot friction of his tongue, the curl of his finger inside her, the ragged sound of his own breathing against her skin.

“Calvin… please… I can’t…” she begged, her words dissolving into a shattered moan.

He rose, his own breathing ragged. He turned her to face him, his eyes black with desire. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him sent a fresh wave of desperate want crashing through her.

Without a word, she sank to her own knees before him. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting the saltiness of his skin. She took him deep, her hands cupping him, until she felt him hit the back of her throat. A guttural groan ripped from his chest, his hands tangling in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she established a rhythm, sucking and licking, lost in the power of making this formidable man come utterly undone.

“Enough,” he finally growled, his voice strained.

He pulled her to her feet, his kiss fierce and demanding. He turned her back around, bending her over the counter once more. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance.

He entered her in one long, excruciatingly slow, push. A choked scream was torn from Elena’s lungs as he filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them trembling with the intensity of the connection.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not gentle. They were powerful, piston-like drives that slammed her against the counter with every plunge. The clatter of glassware in the distance was a percussive beat to their ragged breathing. He wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her body back onto his, while his other hand found its way into her hair, gently tugging her head to the side.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his lips finding the sensitive skin of her neck. He kissed and nipped at her throat, his thrusts becoming deeper, more possessive with every passing second. “I’ve wanted this,” he rasped against her ear, his breath hot. “Wanted you just like this. For so long.”

His words unlocked something feral in her. She met his every thrust, pushing back against him, a wanton, desperate mimicry of their scientific pursuit—driving deeper, seeking a different kind of profound reaction. The pressure inside her coiled tighter and tighter, a supernova building at her core.

“I’m going to…” she gasped, her vision blurring.

“Let go,” he commanded, his own rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Come for me, Elena.”

His words were the final catalyst. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, searing wave of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his own release. With a raw, guttural cry that echoed off the tiled walls, he poured himself into her, his body shuddering violently against hers as he held her impossibly close.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, synchronised breathing echoing in the silent lab. He softened inside her, but remained leaned over her, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his arms still wrapped tightly around her.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. They moved as if in a dream, gathering their clothes from the floor. Her hands trembled as she pulled up her jeans, the reality of their situation crashing down around her. The prestigious professor. The promising student. The empty, monitored campus.

“Calvin…” she began, her voice small. “Your job… our research…”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek, his gaze utterly serious. “I don’t care. I want you.”

5 - FORBIDDEN DESIRE AT THE CONFERENCE
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The closing remarks of the keynote speaker were just a dull hum in Marie’s ears. All she could focus on was the sharp, citrus-and-sandalwood scent of Dr. Robert Brinkley’s cologne and the way his tailored tuxedo stretched across his shoulders as he leaned against the conference hall’s bar. He was everything—the brilliant mind she’d admired for years, the man whose published work she’d devoured, and the object of a thousand quiet fantasies.

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she approached, the silk of her emerald green gown whispering around her legs. “A compelling argument on post-structuralist theory, don’t you think, Dr. Brinkley?” she asked, her voice thankfully steadier than she felt.

He turned, his dark eyes briefly scanning her before offering a polite, professional smile that didn’t quite reach them. “Marie. Yes, though I found the rebuttal from the Cambridge fellow rather shallow.”

“I suppose some minds just can’t handle the depth,” she said, allowing a flirtatious lilt to colour her tone. She let her fingers trail along the polished mahogany of the bar, inches from his hand. “It takes a certain… sophistication.”

His smile tightened. He took a slow sip of his scotch, the ice clinking in the sudden silence between them. “It’s been a long day. You should get some rest.”

The dismissal was gentle but absolute. Heat flooded Marie’s cheeks. Stupid. So stupid. She was just a graduate student, a face in the crowd he’d momentarily recognized. “Of course. Goodnight, Doctor.”

She didn’t wait for a reply, turning on her heel and walking away, each click of her heels on the marble floor echoing her humiliation. He didn’t even see you. Not really.

Back in her sterile hotel room, she leaned against the locked door, the expensive gown feeling like a costume she had no right to wear. She felt like a foolish girl playing dress-up, her carefully constructed confidence shattered by one clipped sentence. With a sigh of defeat, she reached behind her back to find the zipper.

A sharp, urgent knock at the door froze her hand.

Frowning, she peered through the peephole. Her breath caught. Robert.

She pulled the door open, her confusion absolute. “Dr. Brinkley? Did I forget something—?”

He was inside the room in two long strides, closing the door behind him with a soft but definitive click. The professional veneer was gone, replaced by a raw, hungry intensity that made the air crackle. His gaze was dark, zeroed in on her.

“I told myself it was inappropriate,” he said, his voice a low, rough gravel that scraped over her skin. “I gave you that polished, professional lie. And then I watched you walk away.” He took a step closer, and she instinctively stepped back, her calves hitting the edge of the bed. “I sat in my room for ten minutes. Twenty. I couldn’t get the image of you out of my head. That dress. The look in your eyes when I dismissed you.”

“The rules…” Marie breathed, her own pulse a wild drumbeat in her ears.

“Fuck the rules. I don’t care about my colleagues. I don’t care about the conference.” His hand came up, his thumb brushing her lower lip, a touch that sent a jolt straight to her core. “I only care about this. About you. Right now. Tell me I’m not alone in this.”

That was all the permission she needed. “You’re not,” she whispered.

The space between them vanished. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with the gentleTo probe or test of a first kiss, but with the pent-up desperation of a man who’d crossed a line he never thought he would. It was consuming, all heat and demand. Her arms wound around his neck, her fingers tangling in the thick hair at his nape as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

His hands found the zipper at the back of her gown. He tugged it down in one long, smooth motion, the sound loud in the quiet room. The heavy silk pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a pair of lace panties and her heels. His sharp intake of breath was the finest compliment she’d ever received. “My god, Marie. You’re exquisite.”

He shrugged out of his tuxedo jacket, letting it fall to the floor. His bowtie followed. Then his hands were at his belt, his trousers, and he was kicking off his shoes. He stood before her, gloriously naked, and her eyes widened. He was already fully, impressively erect, his size making her mouth water and a coil of delicious tension tighten low in her belly.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. Sinking to her knees on the plush carpet, she took him in her hand, feeling the silken steel of him, the heavy weight. She looked up, meeting his burning gaze as she leaned forward and ran her tongue slowly up his length, tasting the faint, clean salt of his skin.

A guttural groan escaped him. “Marie…”

She took him into her mouth, as much as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She used her tongue, her hands, worshiping him with a fervent eagerness she didn’t know she possessed. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding her, just holding on as she sucked and licked, lost in the rhythm and the sounds of his ragged breathing.

He gently pulled her up, his voice thick with need. “My turn.”

He laid her back on the cool duvet, hooking his fingers in her panties and sliding them down her legs. Then he knelt between her thighs, his hands spreading her open for his gaze, for his mouth. The first flat stroke of his tongue made her cry out, her back arching off the bed. He was relentless, licking and sucking at her core, his tongue circling her clit with a precision that shattered thought. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. The pressure built, a screaming tension coiling tighter and tighter until it shattered. She came with a broken sob, her body convulsing under his masterful mouth.

He moved over her before the last tremor had even faded, his body covering hers. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He paused, his forehead against hers. “Look at me.”

She opened her eyes, drowning in the dark intensity of his.

He pushed inside her in one deep, claiming stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. A moan was torn from her throat. He began to move, a hard, driving rhythm that had her clutching at his back, her nails digging into his skin. Each thrust was a claiming, a possession. The bedframe knocked a steady, frantic rhythm against the wall.

“Turn over,” he growled against her ear. “On your hands and knees. I need more of you.”

She obeyed, presenting herself to him, the position deeply submissive and utterly arousing. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her again, the angle even deeper, more intense. One hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he drove into her.

Then his thumb traced lower, circling the tight, forbidden knot of her ass. She gasped, tensing for a second. “Robert…”

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice hoarse with strain.

He slicked his finger with her own wetness and pressed. The intrusion was sharp, foreign, a bright spark of pain that quickly melted into an overwhelming, full feeling that magnified every sensation of his thrusts inside her. She was being taken completely, owned in every way possible.

The pad of his thumb rubbed there, the pressure building alongside the frantic work of his fingers on her clit. She felt her second orgasm approaching, a tidal wave she couldn’t hope to hold back.

“Now,” he commanded, his voice ragged. He replaced his thumb with the head of his cock, pressing insistently. “I need to be inside you here.”

The initial penetration was a sharp, breathtaking stretch that made her yelp, a sound of pure pleasure-pain. He stilled, letting her adjust for a breathtaking moment before he began to move again, each slow, deliberate thrust a new, devastating friction. It was too much. It was everything. The dual sensations—the commanding grip on her hips, the deep, filling stretch—catapulted her over the edge. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that left her trembling and weak, her cries muffled by the duvet.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release punching out of him with a raw, guttural shout. He collapsed over her back, spent, his weight a comforting anchor.

They stayed like that for long minutes, until their breathing slowed. He softened and slipped from her body, rolling onto his side and pulling her against him. He nuzzled her hair, his arms a tight band around her.

Then, the real world, with all its rules and consequences, began to seep back into the room. His embrace tightened almost painfully.

“Marie,” he whispered, his voice laced with a new, desperate fear. “What we did… no one can ever know. My career… it would be over. Please. You have to promise me. Not a word to anyone.”

“I promise,” Marie whispered, her heart racing.

6 - AN ASSIGNMENT IN LUST
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The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stacks of books in Dr. Martin Strong’s home study. Jani shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind her, sealing her in the quiet, masculine space. The air smelled of old paper, leather, and a faint, clean hint of his cologne.

“I am so, so sorry it’s this late, Dr. Strong,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper as she held out the neatly printed essay. “The pneumonia was… it just knocked me out for weeks.”

Martin took the papers, his fingers brushing against hers. A little spark, a jolt of static electricity, or something else entirely, passed between them. “Jani. Please. The assignment is the last thing I was worried about. I’m just glad to see you healthy again. You had us all concerned.”

He gestured for her to take a seat in the worn leather armchair facing his massive oak desk, but she remained standing, wringing her hands slightly. He leaned against the desk instead, his tall frame relaxed yet commanding as he began to read. Minutes stretched, filled only by the soft rustle of paper. Jani watched his face, the way his brow furrowed in concentration, the slight nod he gave at a particular passage.

When he finally looked up, his blue eyes were intense, shining with an emotion that was far more than professional appreciation. “Jani, this is… exceptional. The analysis of loneliness in ‘The Dead’… it’s not just insightful, it’s profound. You have a truly remarkable mind.”

A flush of warmth spread through her chest, so different from the fever that had wracked her body weeks before. This was a glow of validation, of being seen. “Thank you, Professor. That… means a lot.”

“It’s the truth,” he said softly, his voice dropping an octave, filling the small space between them. He placed the essay down on the desk behind him without looking away from her. The formality of the moment evaporated. It was just a man and a woman in a quiet room.

She nodded, suddenly nervous again under his gaze. “I should… I should let you get back to your evening.”

She turned to leave, her hand reaching for the doorknob.

“Jani.”

His voice stopped her, not a command, but a request. She turned back.

In two strides, he closed the distance between them. He didn’t hesitate. One hand cupped the nape of her neck, the other settled on her hip, pulling her into him. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative question. It was a statement. A deep, hungry, passionate kiss that tasted of coffee and want. Her shock was instantaneous, a sharp gasp swallowed by his mouth, but it was followed immediately by a surge of pure, undiluted arousal that left her dizzy. Her hands, which had flown up to his chest to push him away, instead clutched the soft wool of his sweater, pulling him closer. Her lips parted, and she kissed him back with a desperation that surprised them both.

His tongue met hers, a hot, slick exploration that made her knees weak. The world narrowed to the feel of his stubble against her skin, the solid strength of his body pressed against hers, the low groan that rumbled from his chest into her mouth. He walked her back until the edge of his desk pressed against the backs of her thighs.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since the first day you argued with me about Faulkner,” he breathed, his voice ragged.

Without a word, his hands went to the hem of her simple cotton sweater. She raised her arms, a silent, eager permission, and he pulled it over her head, letting it fall to the Persian rug. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her jeans, and he peeled them down her legs along with her panties, leaving her standing bare from the waist down except for her socks. The cool air of the study kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps.

“Up,” he commanded softly, patting the desk.

She hoisted herself up onto the polished wood, sending a small avalanche of student papers and a pen cup clattering to the floor. He didn’t seem to care. He stepped between her spread knees, his hands running up her thighs, pushing them further apart. He knelt.

The first hot, wet stroke of his tongue up her center made her cry out, her head falling back. Oh god. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the smooth desktop. He wasn’t gentle or exploratory; he was ravenous. He devoured her, his tongue laving her folds, circling her clit with firm, perfect pressure before sucking it gently into his mouth.

Her hips lifted off the desk of their own volition, meeting his mouth, begging for more. The sounds she made were shameless, sharp gasps and breathy moans. Every nerve ending was on fire, the pleasure coiling tight and deep in her belly. She could feel the scratch of his wool trousers against her bare thighs, the incredible intimacy of his expert mouth on her most sensitive place. She was hurtling toward the edge, her breaths coming in short, frantic pants.

Just as the peak was about to shatter her, he pulled away, standing up. Her eyes flew open, a whimper of protest dying on her lips. He was unbuckling his belt, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops starkly erotic. He unzipped his fly and freed himself. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him, of what was to come, sent a fresh wave of liquid heat through her.

He guided himself to her entrance, pressing the broad head against her wetness. “Look at me, Jani,” he said, his voice thick.

She forced her eyes to meet his. He pushed inside her in one smooth, breathtaking thrust, filling her completely. A choked moan escaped her lips at the sheer, delicious fullness of it. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the feel of him.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep, powerful strokes that made the desk creak in rhythm. Each thrust rubbed her clit perfectly against his body, building the pleasure right back to a fever pitch. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his rhythm. The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the slick, wet sound of their joining.

“I’m not going to last,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming more urgent, harder.

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her aching and empty. “Turn over. On your knees on the desk.”

Her mind was cloudy with lust, her body humming with need. She obeyed without thought, getting on all fours on the desk, her back arched, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, a possessive, approving gesture. Then his thumb found her other entrance, circling it, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. She gasped, the sensation so new, so forbidden.

His fingers were slick with her juices. The pressure increased, and then the tip of his thumb slid inside, just a little. The stretch was intense, a sharp bite of pleasure-pain that made her cry out. He worked his thumb slowly, carefully, stretching her, preparing her, until her body began to relax and accept it.

He replaced his thumb with the head of his cock. “Breathe, Jani,” he commanded, his own voice strained.

She exhaled shakily as he pressed forward. The initial penetration was an exquisite, overwhelming stretch, a feeling of being taken completely and utterly. He pushed in, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his body pressed against her ass.

He began to move again, a different angle, a deeper, more primal possession. One hand gripped her hip, the other reached around to find her clit, his fingers strumming her in time with his deep, rolling thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much. The coil inside her snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath. A raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her entire body convulsed around him, clenching and fluttering on his cock. The intense pulses of her climax triggered his own. With a guttural groan, he drove into her one final time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her, his hot release filling her in waves.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, panting, the only sound their ragged breaths echoing in the quiet study. He slowly, carefully pulled out and helped her turn to sit on the edge of the desk, his arms coming around her to hold her close as she trembled.

He pressed a kiss to her sweat-dampened temple. “Jani,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “That wasn’t just… this.”

He gestured vaguely at the disheveled desk. “I have… feelings for you. I have for months. I want more than a one-time fling. I want to be with you.”

The haze of pleasure began to clear, replaced by a cold spike of reality. She looked up at him, her brilliant, respected professor. “Martin… your career. If anyone found out…”

“Then we won’t let them find out,” he said, his voice firm, his eyes pleading. “It will be our secret. Just for now.”

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Just say you’ll see me again.”

She looked at the man who had just wrecked her and put her back together on his desk, who saw her mind before he ever touched her body. A slow, hopeful smile touched her lips. “Okay,” she whispered. “I will.”

7 - A PASSIONATE PERFORMANCE IN THE MUSIC ROOM
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The final, soaring note hung in the soundproofed air of the recital room, a fragile, beautiful thing. Sonia Johnson’s chest heaved, her hands trembling slightly at her sides as the last of the song’s emotion drained from her. She was utterly spent, a vessel emptied. Her eyes, still wet with the manufactured grief of the character, fixed on the only other person in the room.

Manuel Sharp, the director of the Spring musical and a man whose reputation commanded both fear and awe, slowly rose from the piano bench. His expression was inscrutable, a mask of professional appraisal that gave nothing away. The silence stretched, thick and heavy, broken only by the ragged sound of Sonia’s own breathing.

He moved towards her, his steps silent on the polished floor. “Your breath control,” he said, his voice a low, resonant baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet room. “On the crescendo. You’re holding it in your throat. You need to support it from here.” His warm, broad hand pressed flat against the small of her back, just above the waistband of her leggings.

Sonia flinched at the contact, a jolt of pure, unexpected electricity shooting up her spine. Her skin prickled beneath the thin fabric of her leotard.

“Breathe in,” he instructed, his hand applying gentle pressure. “Feel it expand here. Fill your diaphragm, not your chest.”

She inhaled a shaky breath, hyper-aware of his palm, the heat of it seeping into her.

“Now sing the phrase again. Just that one line.”

Her voice emerged, wobbly and unsure. “…and forever I’ll be waiting…”

“No,” he murmured, his face closer to her ear now. His scent, a clean mix of soap and faint citrus, enveloped her. “Not with your voice. With your body. Give the air to the note. Let it live.”

He held her gaze, his dark eyes locking with hers. In them, she saw no judgment, no criticism. Only a fierce, burning certainty. “I know you can do it, Sonia. I’ve heard it in you. Now, you need to believe it.”

The intensity was too much. The vulnerability of her performance, the residual adrenaline, the overwhelming nearness of him—it all coalesced into a single, impulsive act. She surged forward, closing the scant distance between them, and pressed her lips to his.

It was a desperate, clumsy kiss, born of sheer emotional overflow. The second her mind caught up with her body, she recoiled, stumbling back a step, her hands flying to her mouth. Her cheeks flushed a deep, mortified crimson.

“Oh my god. Mr. Sharp… Manuel… I am so sorry. I don’t know what I was—“

He didn’t let her finish. In one fluid motion, his hand cupped the back of her neck, and he pulled her back to him, capturing her mouth with his own. This kiss was nothing like hers. It was not a question; it was an answer. It was deep, and knowing, and hungry. His tongue swept into her mouth, and a low groan escaped him, a raw sound that dissolved the last of her coherent thought. Her apology melted into a muffled moan of surrender.

His hands were everywhere at once, mapping the geography of her spent body with a new, thrilling purpose. One tangled in her hair, angling her head for a deeper fit, while the other slid down her back, pulling her tight against the solid plane of his chest. She could feel the hard length of him already straining against his trousers, and a fresh, liquid heat pooled low in her own belly.

They broke apart, gasping for air. His eyes were dark with a hunger that mirrored her own. “No more talking,” he rasped, his voice gravelly with need.

His fingers found the hem of her tank top and in one swift, practiced motion, he pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. Her simple cotton bra followed, and then he was kneeling before her, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and underwear, dragging them down her legs in a single, relentless pull. The cool air of the room whispered over her feverish skin, raising goosebumps. She stood before him, completely exposed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

He guided her to sit on the padded piano bench. She leaned back, her hands gripping the edge of the polished wood for support as he settled onto his knees between her parted legs. His gaze was hot on her most intimate place, and she felt a thrill of self-consciousness mixed with sheer, unadulterated want.

He didn’t speak. He simply leaned forward and tasted her.

The first stroke of his tongue was a slow, deliberate flat press against her entire sex. Sonia cried out, her head falling back, a string of incoherent pleas falling from her lips. He zeroed in on her clit, circling it with a torturously slow precision that made her thighs tense and her back arch. He was relentless, alternating between soft, flicking sucks and firm, demanding circles with the tip of his tongue. The sound of his eager devotion, of her wetness, was obscenely loud in the silent room.

“Oh god… right there… please…” she whimpered, her fingers threading into his hair, not to guide him, but to anchor herself as the pleasure built into a terrifying, glorious peak. The coil inside her wound tighter and tighter, her hips beginning to move of their own accord, meeting his mouth in a primal rhythm.

Just as she felt herself hovering on the very brink, he pulled away. She made a sound of pure loss, but he was already unzipping his pants, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, the tip already glistening. He stood, and she understood.

Leaning forward, she took him into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, a musky, erotic flavor that spurred her on. She swirled her tongue around the head, then took him deeper, her hand working the base as her mouth created a wet, tight heat. His groans were her reward, his hands clenching in her hair.

“Enough,” he growled, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He helped her lie back on the piano bench, her head near the keys. He positioned himself at her entrance, and for a breathtaking second, he just held himself there, letting her feel the immense pressure. Then, with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her completely.

A sharp, gasping cry was torn from her throat. He was so deep, stretching her in the most exquisite way. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace, each drive of his hips pushing the bench a few inches across the floor with a soft screech that underscored their frantic gasps. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in deeper, her heels digging into the small of his back.

The pleasure was all-consuming, a firestorm building from where they were joined. She could feel the tension coiling again, tighter and more intense than before. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, clenching instinctively.

“I’m… I’m going to…” she choked out.

“Yes,” he hissed, his thrusts becoming ragged, losing their rhythm. “Let go. Come for me.”

His command shattered her. Her orgasm crashed over her, a wave of pure, white-hot ecstasy that seized her entire body. Her back arched off the bench, a silent scream on her lips as her core gripped him like a fist, milking him relentlessly.

The feeling of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden surge of his release deep inside her. He collapsed over her, his weight a comforting heaviness, their sweat-slicked skin sliding together as they both struggled to breathe.

The reality of their situation crashed down moments later. They dressed in a frantic, silent scramble, straightening clothes, avoiding each other’s eyes until the last button was fastened. The recital room looked exactly as it had, save for the slightly askew piano bench and the charged energy that still sizzled in the air.

Manuel finally looked at her, his professional mask slipped firmly back into place, though his eyes were still dark with the ghost of what they’d done. “This… cannot leave this room,” he said, his voice low and serious. “My career…”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she promised, her voice still unsteady. “I swear.”

He nodded, a look of clear relief washing over his features. He picked up his clipboard, a director once more. “For what it’s worth,” he said, his tone shifting to one of genuine critique. “You got the part. That was a stellar performance. Truly. It has nothing to do with what happened between us.”

Sonia smiled. “Thank you,” she whispered.
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The wind howled outside the chemistry building, a relentless, groaning monster that made the old windowpanes rattle in their frames. Alonis jumped at a particularly violent gust, her heart hammering against her ribs. The emergency lights cast long, dancing shadows across the lobby, transforming familiar filing cabinets and posters into hulking, sinister shapes. She pulled her coat tighter, but the deep, penetrating cold was impossible to ignore.

“I am so sorry, Alonis,” Professor Pratt’s voice was a low, weary murmur from the other end of the small couch they were sharing for warmth. “This is entirely my fault. I never should have asked you to stay behind to calibrate the spectrometer.”

She turned her head to look at him. In the dim, eerie light, he looked younger, the usual stern authority of Dr. Shaun Pratt softened by shadows and shared vulnerability. He was just a man, she thought, a very attractive, brilliant man currently wrapped in a worn peacoat and radiating a guilt she found utterly endearing.

“It was my decision, Shaun,” she said, her voice firmer than she felt. “I wanted to help. You said it yourself, the data collection was time-sensitive. How were we supposed to know the ‘dusting of snow’ the forecast promised would turn into… this?” Another blast of wind shook the building, emphasizing her point.

He sighed, a cloud of condensation forming in the frigid air. “The university’s emergency line said the roads are completely impassable. Help won’t arrive until morning, at the earliest.” He shifted, the old couch springs groaning in protest. “We’re stuck here for the night.”

A fresh tremor, this one born of genuine fear rather than the cold, ran through her. Shaun noticed immediately. Without a word, he shifted closer, his body a solid, warm line along her side. He rearranged the stack of their coats—his peacoat, her wool jacket—that served as a makeshift blanket, tucking it more securely around her shoulders.

“It’s going to be okay,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear. It was a low, soothing vibration that did more to warm her than any coat. “We’ll be perfectly safe right here.”

His arm, which had been resting on the back of the couch, slid down around her. It was a gesture meant for comfort, purely pragmatic in the face of a freezing night. But the moment his hand settled on her upper arm, something shifted. The air, already charged with the adrenaline of the storm, crackled with a new, different energy. His thumb, seemingly of its own volition, began to make slow, absent circles on her sleeve.

Alonis held her breath. The touch was electric. It seeped through the fabric of her sweater, branding her skin beneath. This was no longer just about shared body heat. This was an intention. A question.

Her mind raced, a whirlwind of student-teacher protocols and the stark, thrilling reality of his palm on her arm, his thigh pressed against hers. She had admired him for semesters, captivated by his sharp mind and the intensity in his blue eyes during lectures. That forbidden attraction, always carefully packed away, now erupted to the surface, heated and urgent.

She tilted her head back, her lips finding his in the semi-darkness.

It wasn’t a gentle, questioning kiss. It was desperate and full of all the pent-up longing and adrenaline of the night. She felt him freeze for a fraction of a second, a statue of shock and ingrained professional restraint. And then he melted. His mouth opened to hers, and the kiss deepened from a spark into a wildfire.

When they broke apart, gasping for air that felt too thin, he pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. His were dark, pupils blown wide.

“Alonis… God, we can’t. This is wrong. I’m your—”

“I’m a twenty-three-year-old graduate student, and you’re a man I’ve wanted for a very long time,” she interrupted, her voice husky and certain. “Are you going to tell me you don’t feel this?”

“That’s not the point. The ethics—”

“Please, Shaun,” she whispered, cutting off his protestation. “Don’t think. Not tonight.” She leaned in and kissed him again, pouring every ounce of her certainty into it. I’m sure. I’ve never been more sure of anything.

That was all it took. With a groan that was half surrender, half pure need, he gave in. His hands came up to cradle her face, his kiss turning hungry, possessive. The careful barriers of academia shattered between them.

One of his hands slid down from her cheek, over the column of her throat, down to the first button of her blouse. His fingers, clever and steady in the lab, now fumbled slightly, a tremor of nervous excitement running through them. She reached down, still kissing him, and covered his hand with hers, guiding him. Button by button, he opened her blouse, his breath hitching as he revealed the simple lace bra beneath. He palmed her breast through the lace, his thumb brushing over her nipple, and she arched into his touch with a sharp, needy gasp.

His other hand was moving, sliding down her side, over the curve of her hip, and under the heavy fabric of her skirt. His fingertips traced the waistband of her tights, then her panties beneath. He found the damp heat at her core, even through the layers, and pressed the heel of his hand against her. A broken moan escaped her lips.

“I need to feel you,” she breathed against his mouth, her own hands frantic now.

She tugged at his belt buckle, the cold metal a stark contrast to the scorching heat of his skin just beneath. He helped her, his movements hurried, and then his jeans were open. He freed himself, and her fingers wrapped around his length.

He was thick and hard and velvet-soft, and just the feel of him in her hand made her own desire clench deep inside. She began to stroke him, a slow, firm rhythm that made his hips jerk and his head fall back against the couch cushion. His eyes were squeezed shut, his lips parted. “Alonis…”

Watching him come undone for her was the most powerful aphrodisiac she had ever known. She slid off the couch, kneeling on the frigid linoleum floor between his legs. She didn’t hesitate. She took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and musky and uniquely him, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, reveling in the tremor that wracked his entire body. One of his hands buried itself in her hair, not guiding, not forcing, simply holding on as if she were his only anchor in a stormy sea. She took him deeper, her own moans vibrating around him, and his low, guttural groans filled the silent lobby, a primal counterpoint to the wind’s shriek.

“Stop… God, stop or I’ll…” he gasped, his voice strained.

She released him with a soft, wet pop, looking up. His face was a mask of tortured ecstasy. She understood. She wanted him everywhere, all at once.

Standing on shaky legs, she hiked up her skirt, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her tights and panties. She peeled them down her legs in one swift, decisive motion, kicking them aside into the shadows. The cold air hit her bare skin, raising goosebumps, but the fire inside her was an inferno.

She straddled his lap, her knees sinking into the soft couch cushions on either side of his hips. She could feel the blunt, eager head of him pressing against her wet entrance. She held his gaze, her own dark with desire.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, the question a breathless, ragged thing.

In answer, she lowered herself onto him, taking him inside her in one slow, exquisite, impossible inch.

They both cried out. The feeling of him filling her was staggering. It was a perfect, stretching fullness that made her see stars behind her eyelids. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting her body adjust to the incredible sensation of being joined. She could feel every throb of his pulse inside her.

Then she began to move. A slow, rocking grind of her hips that quickly built into a desperate, driving rhythm. Her hands braced on his shoulders, her head thrown back. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, meeting her every thrust with a powerful upward surge of his own.

The world narrowed to this: the slick, hot friction of their bodies joining, the slap of skin against skin, their ragged, mingled breaths, and the symphony of their pleasure. She felt the coil of tension tightening deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every stroke. He was hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur, his name a prayer on her lips.

“Shaun… I’m… I’m gonna…”

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense, burning gaze. “Come for me.”

The command, the raw possession in his tone, shattered her. Her climax ripped through her with the force of the storm outside, a convulsive, mind-blowing wave of pleasure that made her scream his name into the echoing space. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, and that was all it took. With a guttural roar, he found his own release, pulsing deep inside her, his body shuddering violently beneath hers.

They collapsed together in a tangled, sweaty, breathless heap on the narrow couch, the coats long since fallen to the floor. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal, the wind now a distant murmur.

After a long while, he shifted, pulling what was left of their coats over them. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her forehead. “Alonis,” he whispered, his voice raw with emotion. “That can’t be the only time. I don’t want it to be. I… I think I’m in love with you.”

She snuggled closer into the solid warmth of his chest, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across her face. “I’ve been in love with you since organic chemistry,” she admitted, her voice sleepy and sated. “But Shaun… your job…”

“I know,” he said, his arms tightening around her. “It has to be our secret. For now.”
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Amy’s heart pounded as she stood in the sterile lab, her fingers trembling slightly as she adjusted the microscope. Dr. John Porter was only a few feet away, his tall frame leaning over a workstation, his crisp white lab coat hugging his broad shoulders.

She’d been working under him for weeks now, and every day, the tension between them grew thicker, more electric. It was in the way his eyes lingered on her just a little too long, the way his voice dropped when he spoke to her, low and smooth. She tried to focus on the slides in front of her, but her mind kept drifting to him—his scent, his hands, the way he’d brushed against her earlier, sending a jolt through her body.

“Need help with that?” His voice cut through the silence, and she jumped, turning to face him. He was closer than she expected, his piercing blue eyes locked on hers, a small smirk playing on his lips.

“I—I think I’ve got it,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing. But he didn’t back away. Instead, he stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, his warmth radiating through the space between them.

“You sure?” he asked, his voice dropping, his gaze flickering to her lips for just a moment.

Her breath caught, and she nodded, though she wasn’t sure at all. He reached out, his fingers brushing against hers as he adjusted the microscope, the contact sending a shiver up her spine.

“There,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Much better.”

He didn’t move away, and neither did she. The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, and for a moment, it felt like the world had narrowed down to just the two of them.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice shaky. He smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flip.

“Anytime,” he replied, his tone laced with something deeper, something that made her pulse race. He finally stepped back, and she let out a breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding.

—

The rest of the day passed in a blur, her thoughts consumed by him. When he offered to give her a ride home, she accepted without hesitation, her heart leaping at the thought of spending more time with him. The car ride was filled with easy conversation, but there was an undercurrent of tension, a barely restrained hunger that neither of them acknowledged.

When they pulled up outside her apartment, she turned to him, her voice soft. “Do you want to come in for a cup of coffee?”

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes searching hers, before nodding. “I’d like that.”

Inside, she busied herself making coffee, her hands trembling slightly as she poured the steaming liquid into two mugs. He stood in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, watching her with an intensity that made her skin heat.

“Here,” she said, handing him a mug.

Their fingers brushed, and she felt that same electric jolt as before. He took the mug, but his eyes never left hers.

“Thanks,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

They sipped their coffee in silence, the tension between them growing thicker with each passing moment. Finally, he set his mug down and stepped closer, his gaze burning into hers.

“Amy,” he said, her name like a caress on his lips.

She looked up at him, her heart racing, her body trembling with anticipation. He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek, his touch sending a wave of heat through her.

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

And then, he kissed her, his lips crashing against hers with a hunger that mirrored her own. She melted into him, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling him closer. His kiss was intense, demanding, and she responded eagerly, her body pressing against his.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing was ragged, his eyes dark with desire. “I should go,” he said, though his voice lacked conviction.

“Stay,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Please.”

He hesitated for a moment before nodding, his hands sliding down to her waist. “Okay.”

They moved to the bedroom, their kisses growing more urgent, more desperate. He pushed her lab coat off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor before unbuttoning her blouse, his fingers trailing over her skin. She shivered under his touch, her body burning with need.

When she was finally bare before him, he paused, his gaze sweeping over her with a hunger that made her stomach clench.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough.

She blushed, her body trembling as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, her collarbone, her breasts.

Amy gasped as his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, her hips arching toward him. He continued his exploration, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire across her skin, until he reached the apex of her thighs.

He spread her legs, his breath warm against her as he kissed her inner thigh, teasing her, making her squirm with anticipation. And then, his tongue found her, and she cried out, her back arching off the bed.

He licked her slowly at first, savoring her taste, before increasing his pace, his tongue circling her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“John,” she gasped, her body trembling on the edge of release.

He didn’t stop, his tongue driving her higher and higher until she finally shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with such intensity that she saw stars.

He kissed his way back up her body, his lips finding hers once more. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only made her want him more. He unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, hard length, and she couldn’t help but stare, her mouth watering at the sight.

He positioned himself between her legs, his tip brushing against her wet entrance. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” she breathed, her body aching for him.

He pushed into her slowly, inch by delicious inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. She moaned, her walls clenching around him, her body adjusting to his size.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deep at first, but gradually increasing in speed and intensity. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, her nails digging into his back.

“Fuck, Amy,” he groaned, his pace becoming harder, more urgent.

She could feel every thrust, every movement, as he drove into her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her see stars. “John,” she cried, her body trembling on the edge of another orgasm.

He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit, and it was all she needed. She came with a cry, her walls clamping down around him, milking him until he followed her over the edge, his release spilling inside her.

They collapsed together, their bodies still joined, their breathing ragged. He pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her, and she nestled against him, her heart still racing.

As they lay there, tangled together, Amy couldn’t believe what had just happened. But she knew one thing for sure—she wanted more.

John pressed a kiss to her forehead, his voice soft. “We should keep this between us.”

She nodded, her stomach fluttering with excitement. “I won’t tell anyone.”

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. “Good.”

And as she lay there in his arms, she couldn’t wait to see where this would lead.
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The studio was quiet except for the soft hum of the fluorescent lights overhead. Deidre stood in front of her canvas, brush in hand, lost in the strokes of color she was layering onto the surface. Her professor, Dr. Blake Fox, had been watching her all afternoon, his gaze lingering longer than it should have. When he finally approached, his footsteps were deliberate, purposeful.

“Deidre,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “This is... impressive.”

She turned, brushing a strand of hair from her face, her heart skipping at the intensity in his eyes. “Thank you, Professor Fox. I’ve been working on it for weeks.”

He stepped closer, his eyes scanning her work. “The texture, the depth—it’s raw, emotional. You have talent.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine. “That means a lot coming from you.”

He didn’t step back. Instead, he leaned in slightly, his voice dropping. “I’d like to discuss your work further. My office, after class?”

Her breath caught. “Of course.”

—

The walk to his office felt like a blur. Deidre’s mind raced, her pulse quickening with every step. When she arrived, the door was slightly ajar. She hesitated, then pushed it open.

Dr. Fox was sitting at his desk, his sleeves rolled up, revealing the faintest hint of muscle beneath his shirt. He looked up, a small smirk playing on his lips. “Come in. Close the door.”

She obeyed, the click of the latch echoing in the quiet room. He stood, circling the desk, his eyes never leaving hers. “Your work today... it struck me. You have a fire in you, Deidre. A passion.”

She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. “I just... I want to create something real.”

“You’re doing more than that,” he said, stepping closer. “You’re making art that moves people. Including me.”

His proximity was intoxicating. She could smell his cologne, something warm and woodsy, mixed with the faint scent of paint that clung to his skin.

“Professor—”

“Blake,” he interrupted, his voice soft. “Call me Blake.”

Her heart pounded. “Blake...”

He closed the distance between them, his hand brushing her cheek. “Do you feel it? This... connection?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

His lips met hers, slow and deliberate, and the world around them disappeared. His kiss was hungry, demanding, and she responded in kind, her hands fisting in his shirt as she pulled him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath uneven. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want you to stop.”

His hands moved to her waist, lifting her effortlessly onto the desk. Papers scattered to the floor, but neither of them cared. He kissed her again, his hands roaming her body, exploring every curve.

He pulled back, his eyes dark with desire. “You’ve been driving me crazy, Deidre. Every time you’re in my class, I can’t focus on anything but you.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

His fingers trailed up her thigh, pushing her skirt up as he went. She gasped as his hand found the lace of her panties, his touch sending a jolt of electricity through her.

“So wet already,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal.

He hooked his fingers into her panties, pulling them down her legs. She lifted her hips to help him, her body already craving more.

He knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue tracing a slow, torturous path up her slit.

She moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. His tongue flicked over her clit, and she arched into him, her hips moving instinctively.

“Blake...” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He didn’t respond with words. Instead, he pressed his mouth harder against her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. She could feel the tension building, her body tightening with every stroke.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her legs trembling.

He didn’t let up, his fingers joining his tongue as he worked her over. When she came, it was with a cry, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

He stood, his own need evident in the bulge straining against his pants. He unzipped them quickly, freeing himself, and she couldn’t help but stare. He was thick, hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough.

She obeyed, bending over the desk, her hands gripping the edge. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She moaned, the stretch burning just enough to be delicious.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, his rhythm steady and unrelenting. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, her body rocking with every movement.

“God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

She could feel her climax building again, her body tightening around him. He seemed to sense it, his thrusts growing faster, harder.

“Cum for me, Deidre,” he urged, his voice low and commanding.

She didn’t need to be told twice. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing around him as she cried out. He followed soon after, his hips slamming into her as he spilled himself inside her. For a moment, neither of them moved, their breathing heavy and labored. Then he pulled out, zipping up his pants as he stepped back.

“This stays between us,” he said, his tone firm but not unkind.

She nodded, her legs still shaky as she reached for her panties. “Of course.”

He watched her as she dressed, his eyes lingering on her body. When she was done, he stepped closer, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“I’ll see you in class,” he said, his voice quiet.

She smiled, her heart still racing. “See you there.”
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“Stay,” Dr. Blackwell said, his voice low, almost commanding.

Nia froze, her hand hovering over the doorknob. The other students had already left, their chatter fading into the night. She turned, her heart thudding in her chest. “Excuse me?”

The professor stepped closer, his eyes locked on hers. He was older, yes, but there was something magnetic about him. The way he carried himself, the weight of his gaze—it made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t before. “You’re different from the others, Nia. More… intriguing.”

She swallowed, her lips parting slightly. “Different how?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he closed the distance between them, his fingers brushing her cheek. The touch was soft, almost reverent. Nia’s breath caught. This was wrong, wasn’t it? He was her professor. Too old. Too experienced. But when his lips met hers, she didn’t pull away.

—

It started a week ago, when Nia received a large envelope in the mail. What could this be? She wondered, tearing it open. It was an invitation to a party, hosted by her professor.

Dr. Blackwell’s annual gatherings were legendary. He only invited a few select students—the best and the brightest. Nia felt honored to be one of the chosen. She spent hours finding the perfect outfit, settling on a sleek black dress.

Dr. Blackwell’s house was impressive. The living room was full of modern furniture and fine art. A sweeping staircase led to the upstairs, and the backyard was beautifully landscaped, featuring a large swimming pool. Nia looked around, taking it all in.

When dinner was served, everything looked fantastic. Each course was more delicious than the next. But as Nia took another spoonful of the creamy lobster bisque, she noticed that Dr. Blackwell was staring at her. And the look in his eyes was making her stomach twist. For the rest of the dinner, Nia could barely focus on the lively conversation.

As the rest of the guests said goodbye, Dr. Blackwell took Nia’s hand. “Leaving so soon?” he asked, his voice sending a shiver down Nia’s spine.

—

Now, they stood in the foyer. Nia thought about walking out the door, but she knew she wanted this.

The kiss was slow at first, tentative. Testing the waters. But then his hand slid to the back of her neck, holding her in place as he deepened it. His tongue swept against hers, and Nia felt a jolt of heat straight to her core. She whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark, hungry. “I’ve wanted to do that since the moment you walked into my classroom.”

Nia’s mind raced. Was this really happening? She should leave. She knew that. But the way he looked at her, the way he made her feel… she couldn’t. “Dr. Blackwell—”

“Tom,” he corrected, his voice rough. “Call me Tom.”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Tom.”

He smiled, a slow, knowing curve of his lips. “Come with me.” He took her hand, leading her through the house.

Nia followed, her pulse quickening with every step. The house was massive, filled with expensive art and antiques, but all she could focus on was the way his hand felt against hers.

They reached a bedroom—his bedroom. It was just as lavish as the rest of the house: a king-sized bed with silk sheets, a chandelier hanging from the ceiling, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the city.

Tom turned to her, his gaze sweeping over her body. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Nia flushed, her cheeks burning. “Thank you.”

He stepped closer, his hands coming to rest on her hips. “I want to see you. All of you.”

She bit her lip, hesitating. But the look in his eyes—pure, unadulterated want—made her decision for her. Slowly, she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. Her bra and panties followed, leaving her completely exposed.

Tom’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on every curve. “God, you’re perfect,” he breathed. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers once more. This time, there was no hesitation. His hands roamed her body, exploring every inch of her.

Nia gasped as his fingers brushed her nipples, her back arching into his touch. “Tom…”

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. “Patience,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “I want to take my time with you.”

He guided her to the bed, and Nia sank into the plush mattress. Tom knelt between her legs, his eyes never leaving hers as he kissed his way down her body. His lips trailed over her collarbone, her chest, her stomach, until he reached the apex of her thighs. Nia’s breath quickened, her fingers tangling in the sheets as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit.

She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. Tom groaned, the sound vibrating against her sensitive flesh. He wrapped his arms around her thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. His tongue worked in rhythmic strokes, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body. Nia’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles turned white.

“Oh God, Tom,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Please…”

He looked up, his lips glistening. “Please what?”

She whimpered, her desperation clear. “I need you. Inside me.”

Tom smirked, a predatory glint in his eyes. “As you wish.”

He stood, his fingers working at his belt. Nia watched, her breath hitching as he undid his pants, pulling out his cock. It was thick, veiny, the very sight of it making her pulse quicken. He stroked himself once, twice, his gaze never leaving hers. Then he climbed onto the bed, hovering over her.

Nia wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

Tom groaned as the head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing her. “Ready?” he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, her nails digging into his back. “Yes. Fuck me.”

With one thrust, he was inside her. Nia cried out, her back arching as he filled her completely. Tom growled, his hips moving against hers. He started slow, each thrust deliberate, measured. But it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken, his movements becoming more frantic. Nia clung to him, her moans mingling with his.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

Nia’s nails raked down his back, her hips meeting his with every thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, building with each movement. She could feel herself getting closer, her body tightening around him. “Tom, I’m going to—”

He cut her off with a kiss, swallowing her moans as he pounded into her. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound lost in their cries of pleasure. And then, with one final thrust, they both came undone. Nia’s body shook as the wave of ecstasy crashed over her, her screams muffled by Tom’s mouth on hers. He groaned, collapsing onto her as he emptied himself inside her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together, their breaths mingling. Then Tom rolled onto his side, pulling her with him. Nia rested her head on his chest, her heart still racing.

“Stay,” he murmured, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. “Stay the night.”

Nia looked up at him, her eyes wide. “Are you sure?”

He smiled, his hand cupping her cheek. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.”

Tom’s smile widened, and he pulled her closer, his lips brushing her forehead. “Good.” His hand slid down her back, his fingers teasing the curve of her ass. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

12 - ART HISTORY AND FORBIDDEN PASSION
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Dharma lingered after class, her notebook clutched tightly to her chest as she approached Professor Quincy Carlsen’s desk. The lecture had been on Renaissance masters, and she was fascinated. His voice had carried a passion that made the subject come alive, and she couldn’t help but want to know more. He looked up from his papers, his sharp blue eyes locking onto hers with a warmth that made her stomach flutter.

“Professor Carlsen,” she began, her voice steady despite the nervousness bubbling inside her, “I had some questions about the lecture. About Caravaggio’s use of light.”

Quincy’s lips curved into a smile, and he leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “Ah, Caravaggio. A man who knew how to play with shadows. Sit, Dharma. Let’s talk.”

She sat, and they talked. His knowledge was intoxicating, and before she knew it, the classroom was empty, and the sun was setting. Quincy leaned forward, his voice dropping slightly. “You’re very sharp, Dharma. I’d love to continue this conversation over dinner. What do you say?”

Her heart skipped a beat. Dinner? With her professor? This was risky. But the way he looked at her—like she was the most intriguing person in the room—made it impossible to say no. She nodded. “I’d love to.”

—

They went to a small, intimate Italian restaurant downtown. The wine flowed, and so did the conversation. Quincy was charming, his laughter deep and inviting. He told her stories about his travels through Europe, about the art he’d seen in person, and the way he described it made her feel like she was there with him. Dharma found herself leaning in closer, her hand brushing against his on the table. The air between them was charged with something she couldn’t quite name.

“You’re different, Dharma,” Quincy said, his voice low. “Most students don’t see art the way you do. They don’t feel it.”

She felt her cheeks flush. “Thank you, Professor.”

“Quincy,” he corrected with a smile. “Call me Quincy.”

—

They left the restaurant, and he offered to walk her home, but instead, they ended up at his apartment. It was luxurious, filled with art and books, and Dharma felt a thrill of excitement as she stepped inside. Quincy poured them both a glass of whiskey, and they sat on the couch, the conversation shifting to something more personal.

“You’re very beautiful, Dharma,” he said, his eyes darkening as he looked at her.

She felt her breath catch, her heart pounding in her chest. “Thank you.”

He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, and then he leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was electric. Dharma hesitated for a moment, the thought of him being her professor flitting through her mind, but then she gave in, kissing him back with a hunger that surprised her.

Quincy’s hands were everywhere, pulling her closer, his kiss becoming more insistent. She could feel the heat of his body through his clothes, and she wanted more. He stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her to the bedroom. His hands were on her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, his lips trailing down her neck as he exposed her skin.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear.

Dharma shivered as he slid her blouse off her shoulders, his hands moving to her skirt. She stepped out of it, standing before him in just her bra and panties. Quincy’s eyes darkened with desire as he looked at her, and then he was on her, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss.

He laid her down on the bed, his hands exploring her body as he kissed her. His touch was expert, knowing exactly where to linger, how to make her gasp. He undid her bra, his lips moving to her breasts, his tongue teasing her nipples until she was arching against him.

“Quincy,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He kissed his way down her stomach, his hands sliding her panties down her legs. She was completely exposed now, and she could feel his eyes on her, taking her in. Then he was between her legs, his mouth on her, and she gasped, her back arching off the bed.

His tongue was relentless, licking and teasing her clit until she was trembling, her hands gripping the sheets. She could hear the sound of him stroking himself, and it only made the heat between her legs grow. She was close, so close, and then he slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she came with a cry, her body shaking with pleasure.

Quincy didn’t stop. He kept licking her, his tongue lapping up her arousal until she was panting, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. Then he was on top of her, his cock pressing against her entrance. She could feel how big he was, and it made her shudder with anticipation.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her eyes locking with his as he pushed inside her. He was huge, filling her completely, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back. Quincy started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, and Dharma could feel every inch of him as he buried himself inside her.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his hips picking up speed.

Dharma wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, and they moved together, their bodies in perfect sync. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting close again. Quincy’s thrusts became more frantic, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

“I’m gonna cum,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

“Cum for me,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him, and Quincy followed her, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his release. They lay there for a moment, their breathing heavy, before he rolled off her, pulling her into his arms.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

Dharma snuggled closer, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. “It was.”

Quincy hesitated for a moment before speaking. “Dharma, we need to keep this a secret. If anyone found out, it could ruin my career.”

She nodded, understanding the gravity of his words. “I won’t tell anyone.”

As they lay there, the reality of what they’d done sinking in, Dharma couldn’t wait to do it again.

13 - THE PROFESSOR’S PUNISHMENT
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Betty’s heart pounded as she clicked her pen nervously against the edge of her desk. The history exam loomed in front of her like a trap, and she hadn’t studied nearly enough. She glanced around the classroom, her eyes darting to the clock, then to the paper, then to the professor, Mr. Ramone, who stood at the front of the room with his arms crossed, his sharp gaze scanning the students like a hawk. She swallowed hard. This was a bad idea, she thought. But it was too late to back out now.

Under the cover of her desk, she hiked up her short skirt just enough to glance at the words scribbled on her inner thigh. Napoleon’s downfall. Treaty of Versailles. Industrial Revolution. She’d written them in tiny, precise letters that morning, her hand trembling as she pressed the pen to her skin. Now, in the heat of the moment, the words seemed to blur together. She squinted, trying to make sense of them, but her heart was racing too fast to focus.

She flipped her skirt back down, her cheeks burning as if the entire class could see what she’d done. She scribbled down what she remembered, hoping it was enough to scrape by. When the timer went off, she handed in her exam with a shaky smile, convinced she’d pulled it off. Foolproof, she told herself. No one could’ve seen.

But as she was packing up her things, Mr. Ramone’s voice cut through the chatter of the room. “Miss Robinson, a word in my office, please.”

Her stomach dropped. She froze, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “Of course, Professor,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

The walk to his office felt like an eternity. Her heels clicked against the tile floor, each step amplifying the dread building in her chest. When she stepped inside, he closed the door behind her with a soft click that made her jump.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair in front of his desk. His tone was calm, but there was a sharpness to it that sent a shiver down her spine.

She obeyed, sinking into the chair, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“Do you know why you’re here, Miss Robinson?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of him. His dark eyes bore into her, unyielding.

She shook her head, her throat too dry to speak.

He leaned forward, his voice low and measured. “Let’s not play games. Lift your skirt.”

Her breath hitched. “W-what?”

“You heard me." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. “Lift. Your. Skirt.”

Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her skirt, lifting it just enough to reveal the words scrawled on her thigh. She felt exposed, vulnerable, as if he’d stripped her bare with just a glance. His eyes darkened as he took in the evidence of her cheating, and she could feel the weight of his disapproval like a physical force.

“I thought so,” he said, his voice soft but laced with disapproval. “You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you, Miss Robinson?”

She couldn’t meet his gaze, her face burning with shame. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Quiet,” he interrupted, his voice sharp. “Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Her heart raced as she stood on unsteady legs, her mind racing with a mix of fear and something she couldn’t quite name. She bent over the desk, her hands gripping the edge as he lifted her skirt, exposing her white lace panties.

The first smack of his hand against her ass made her gasp, the sting sharp and unexpected. She clenched her teeth, her cheeks flushing as he continued, each spank sending a jolt of pain—and something else—through her body. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her body betraying her as heat pooled between her legs.

“Do you understand what you’ve done?” he asked, his voice steady, his hand pausing mid-air.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I’m sorry, I’ll never cheat again.”

He chuckled, a low, dangerous sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Good girl. But I’m not sure I believe you.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide. “I promise, Professor. I’ll be good.”

He hesitated for a moment, his gaze lingering on her before he sighed and unzipped his pants. Her breath caught as he pulled himself free, his cock already hard. “Prove it,” he said, his voice rough.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, her hands trembling as she took him in her mouth. She gagged at first, the size of him overwhelming, but she forced herself to relax, her tongue swirling around him as she worked to take him deeper. His hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan.

“That’s it, good girl,” he murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She gagged again, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. She sucked him like her life depended on it, her own need growing with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he came, she swallowed every drop, her body trembling with a mix of relief and arousal. He pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her hips as he turned her around and bent her over the desk again. She gasped as he slid into her, his cock filling her completely, and he set a brutal pace, fucking her hard enough to make the desk creak.

She moaned, her nails digging into the wood as he pounded into her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he came inside her, she cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her with an intensity that left her breathless.

He pulled out with a groan, his hands still gripping her hips as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “You’ll pass this test, Miss Robinson. But if I ever catch you cheating again, the punishment will be much worse. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her body still trembling as he helped her stand. “Yes, Professor.”

He zipped up his pants, his expression unreadable as he turned back to his desk. “You may go.”

She left his office on shaky legs, her mind spinning. As she walked down the hall, a small smile played on her lips. What can I do to make him punish me again?

14 - ROMANCE AT THE ANIMAL CLINIC
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“Helen,” Miles murmured, his breath hot against her neck as his hand slid up her thigh, “you’ve been driving me crazy all day.”

Her heart raced, her body responding instantly to the rough texture of his fingers brushing against her sensitive skin. She hesitated for a moment, the rational part of her brain screaming that this was wrong. He was her mentor, her boss, and decades older than her. But the way he looked at her—the way he touched her—made it impossible to resist.

“Miles,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “I shouldn’t…”

“You should,” he interrupted, his lips grazing her ear as his hand inched higher. “You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you? Just as much as I have.”

Helen’s breath hitched. She had. God, she had.

—

It had started innocently enough. Helen, a bright-eyed college student with dreams of becoming a veterinarian, had landed an internship at Dr. Miles Langston’s animal clinic. From the moment she stepped into the clinic, Miles had taken a special interest in her. His knowledge of animals was unparalleled, and he seemed to relish teaching her everything he knew. Helen admired him—his expertise, his confidence, the way he carried himself.

But as the weeks went on, she began to notice the way his eyes lingered on her just a little too long. The way he’d stand closer than necessary when they were examining an animal. The way his compliments about her work started to feel… different. She told herself it was nothing. He was just being kind, fatherly even.

Except she didn’t feel like a daughter around him.

The first time he flirted with her, it was subtle. They’d been discussing a complicated procedure, and he’d said, “You’re going to make one hell of a vet, Helen. Smart, beautiful, and determined—you’re the complete package.”

She’d laughed it off, but the way he’d said “beautiful” had sent a shiver down her spine.

—

Now, sitting in her apartment with Miles’ hand on her thigh, Helen realized she’d been lying to herself. She wanted this. Wanted him.

“Miles,” she said again, this time with less hesitation.

He cupped her face in his hands, his eyes searching hers. “Tell me to stop, and I will. But if you want this as much as I do…”

She didn’t let him finish. Instead, she leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that was equal parts tentative and desperate.

Miles groaned, deepening the kiss as his hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. Helen’s fingers tangled in his hair as she kissed him back, her body alight with a need she hadn’t realized was there.

He broke the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Let me see you, Helen,” he murmured against her skin.

She nodded, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he lifted her shirt over her head. Her bra followed, and then his mouth was on her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples as his hands explored the rest of her body.

“Miles,” she moaned, arching into his touch.

He pushed her back onto the couch, his hands working to undo her jeans. Helen lifted her hips, letting him slide them off along with her panties.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice husky as he took her in. “So fucking gorgeous.”

He knelt between her legs, spreading them wide as he leaned in to kiss her inner thigh. Helen’s breath caught as his lips moved higher, closer to the place she needed him most.

“Please,” she begged, her hands gripping the couch cushions.

Miles didn’t make her wait. His tongue swiped through her folds, and Helen cried out, her back arching off the couch. He circled her clit with his tongue, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place as he devoured her.

“Oh my God,” Helen moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth. “Miles, that feels so good.”

He growled against her, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through her body. He slipped a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck her clit.

Helen’s orgasm hit her hard and fast, her body trembling as she came undone beneath him.

Miles stood, his eyes dark with desire as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze locked on Helen as she watched him with wide, hungry eyes.

“Suck me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Helen didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees in front of him, taking him into her mouth with a moan. She worked him with her tongue, her lips stretching around his girth as she took him deeper.

“Fuck,” Miles groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. “You’re so good at this, Helen.”

She looked up at him through her lashes, her mouth filled with him, and that was all it took for Miles to pull her to her feet.

“I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice thick with need.

Helen nodded, her body still humming from her first orgasm as he led her to the bedroom.

Miles laid her down on the bed, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her deeply. Helen wrapped her legs around his waist, her core aching for him.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his cock resting against her entrance.

“Yes,” Helen breathed, her hips lifting to meet him.

Miles pushed into her slowly, his eyes never leaving hers as he filled her completely. Helen clawed at his back, her nails digging into his skin as he began to move.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his thrusts steady and deep. “So fucking perfect.”

Helen wrapped her legs tighter around him, meeting each of his thrusts with one of her own. The friction was divine, each stroke driving her closer to the edge.

“Miles,” she moaned, her hands sliding down to his ass as she urged him on. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. Helen’s second orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing around him as she screamed his name.

Miles followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his release filling her completely.

As they lay tangled together in the aftermath, Helen’s mind was reeling. She’d never felt anything like that before.

“Miles,” she said softly, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

“Hmm?”

“What happens now?”

He turned to look at her, his eyes soft. “Whatever you want, Helen. You’re in control here.”

She hesitated for a moment before speaking. “I… I want to be with you. For real.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Then you’ve got me.”

Helen smiled back, her heart swelling with a mix of emotions she couldn’t quite name. But there was one thing she knew for sure—age was just a number, and she wanted Miles more than she’d ever wanted anything.

15 - FORBIDDEN BIOLOGY LESSONS
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Katie’s heart pounded as she stepped into Dr. Stanley Carver’s office, the door clicking shut behind her. The room smelled faintly of old books and his cologne, a scent that had become oddly comforting over the semester. She’d been here countless times before, staying late to help him with experiments, but this time felt different. The air was charged, heavy with something unspoken.

Stanley stood by his desk, his tie slightly loosened, his sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. He looked at her with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. “Katie,” he began, his voice low, almost hesitant. “We need to talk.”

She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. “Is everything okay, Dr. Carver?”

He ran a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, his expression conflicted. “No, it’s not. I’ve been… struggling with something. Something I shouldn’t be feeling.” He paused, his eyes locking onto hers. “I’ve developed feelings for you, Katie. And it’s unprofessional. Inappropriate. I think it’s best if you switch to another class.”

Her breath caught. She’d been drawn to him from the start—his intelligence, his confidence, the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention. But she hadn’t dared to hope he felt the same. “I don’t want to switch classes,” she said, her voice trembling. “I… I feel the same way.”

For a moment, he just stared at her, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. Then, without warning, he closed the distance between them, his hands cupping her face as his lips crashed into hers. The kiss was hungry, desperate, and Katie melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

Stanley broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough.

“Yes,” she whispered, her heart racing. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer as he kissed her again, deeper this time. Katie’s fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. He shrugged it off, revealing a toned chest that made her mouth water. She ran her hands over him, marveling at the way his muscles tensed under her touch.

Stanley’s hands slid under her blouse, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her stomach. She shivered, her breath hitching as he pushed the fabric up and over her head. His lips trailed down her neck, nipping and sucking at her sensitive skin, and she tilted her head back, giving him better access. His hands found her bra, and he unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bare chest.

He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her back arching into his touch. He leaned down, taking one nipple into his mouth, and she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair. He sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud, and she felt a jolt of pleasure shoot straight to her core.

Stanley’s hands moved to her skirt, unzipping it and letting it pool at her feet. He knelt in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs, and she trembled, her legs threatening to give out. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, and she stepped out of them, her heart pounding in her chest.

He looked up at her, his eyes dark with lust. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit, and she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the desk for support. He licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her, and she moaned, her hips rocking against his face. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Stanley,” she whimpered, her voice trembling. “Please…”

He stood, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the desk. Papers and books tumbled to the floor, but neither of them cared. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and Katie’s eyes widened at the sight of it. He was big, thick, and she felt a thrill of anticipation as he positioned himself between her legs.

He slid into her slowly, inch by inch, and she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. He began to move, his thrusts deep and steady, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her.

The desk creaked under their weight, but neither of them noticed. All Katie could focus on was the way he felt inside her, the way he made her body come alive. She could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter, until it finally snapped, and she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Stanley’s thrusts became more erratic, and she could tell he was close. He buried himself deep inside her, his body tensing as he came, and she held him close, her heart racing. For a moment, they just stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged.

Finally, he pulled away, his hands trembling as he helped her off the desk. “Katie,” he said, his voice soft. “This has to stay between us. No one can know.”

She nodded, her heart still pounding. “I understand.”

She got dressed quickly, her hands shaking as she buttoned her blouse. Stanley watched her, his expression unreadable. When she was ready, she turned to him, her eyes meeting his. “I’ll see you in class,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded, and she turned to leave, her legs still unsteady. As she walked down the hallway, her mind was racing. She knew this was dangerous, reckless even, but she couldn’t help the thrill of excitement that coursed through her. She wanted more. She needed more. And she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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Excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

The words swam on the page of her Norton Anthology, a blur of black type that made no more sense than a foreign language. His words from last week echoed instead, drowning out the lecture on post-modernism. Dr. Rhett Carver’s voice, usually a dry, academic monotone, was now forever layered in her memory with a husky, commanding tone that made her stomach clench.

“The agreement is simple, Callie. Your submission for my… sponsorship.”

She shifted in the hard plastic chair, the move entirely unconscious. A faint, pleasant soreness between her legs served as a constant, physical reminder of what that submission had entailed.

“Ms. Pierce.”

Her head snapped up. The entire classroom was silent, and every pair of eyes was on her. Dr. Carver stood at his podium, one eyebrow arched. His gaze was cool, professional, but she saw the flicker in his dark eyes, the subtle twitch of a smile at the corner of his mouth. He knew. He knew exactly where her mind had been.

“I asked for your thoughts on the author’s use of a fragmented narrative,” he said, his voice smooth as silk.

“I… I think it mirrors the character’s fractured psyche,” she stammered, pulling the first coherent thought she could find from the jumble of her mind.

He held her gaze for a moment longer than necessary, a silent verdict. “Adequate,” he finally said, turning back to the whiteboard. “Though perhaps a bit simplistic.”

The heat that flooded her cheeks had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the sudden, molten pulse between her thighs. Adequate. It was a challenge. A promise. The dismissal bell rang, and the spell broke. Students scrambled to gather their things. Callie moved slowly, deliberately, stacking her books with trembling hands.

“Ms. Pierce. A word,” his voice cut through the chatter.

She approached his desk, the worn linoleum floor feeling like a mile-long walk. He waited until the last student filed out, the door clicking shut with a sound of immense finality. The air in the room grew thick, charged.

“Eight o’clock. Be ready.” He didn’t look up from his papers. “Wear something… show-stopping.”

He picked her up in a car that cost more than her entire tuition. The leather seat was cool and soft against her skin, a stark contrast to the worn fabric of her sofa. She’d chosen a little black dress she’d saved for months to buy, but sitting in the quiet luxury of his sedan, she felt absurdly naïve. He drove in silence, his profile stern and unreadable in the dashboard’s glow.

His house wasn’t a house; it was a fortress of modern wealth, all sharp angles, glass, and steel. Inside, it was pristine, cold, and silent. Her shabby apartment with its leaky faucet and worn carpet felt a universe away. He led her without a word down a hallway to a heavy, oak door.

He opened it.

Callie’s breath caught. It was a bedroom, but unlike any she had ever seen. The walls were a deep, blood red. In the center sat a massive, four-poster bed, its polished mahogany posts reaching toward the ceiling. But it was the other things that held her gaze, that sent a jolt of pure, undiluted adrenaline through her. Gleaming metal cuffs dangled from the bedposts. A glass case displayed an array of vibrators, paddles, and things she couldn’t even name. The air smelled faintly of leather and antiseptic.

“Close the door,” Rhett said, his voice low. He shrugged off his tailored jacket, folding it neatly over a chair. He turned to her, his eyes dark and hungry, finally shedding the last vestiges of the professor. “Now. Strip.”

Her fingers, clumsy with a heady mix of fear and desire, went to the zipper at the back of her dress. It slid down with a whisper. The dress pooled at her feet. Then her bra. Her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze was a physical touch, roaming over every curve, every inch of her. He didn’t move, just watched, letting the silence and her nakedness stretch until she felt her composure begin to fracture.

Then he unbuckled his own belt, the sound unnaturally loud. He freed his cock, already thick and hard. It was exactly as she remembered—long, veined, imposing. Adequate, his voice echoed in her mind. This was anything but.

“On your knees.”

She sank down, the plush rug soft beneath her shins. She leaned forward, tentatively taking the head of him into her mouth. She swirled her tongue, tasting the clean, masculine scent of him. He let her set the pace for a moment, letting her remember the rhythm. Then his hands came down, tangling in her hair. Not roughly, but with an absolute authority that made her whimper around him.

He began to move her, guiding her head, setting a slow, deep rhythm. “That’s it. Take it.”

His thrusts grew more forceful, pushing himself deeper into her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he held her firmly, not letting her pull away. The sensation was overwhelming, a dizzying mix of helplessness and raw, carnal power. She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, and a strange, submissive pride bloomed in her chest. She was taking him. All of him.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet pop. “On the bed. On your back.”

She scrambled onto the vast mattress. He produced soft leather cuffs from a drawer. In a few efficient motions, he’d secured her wrists to the bedposts, her arms stretched above her head. She was utterly exposed, completely his. He trailed a finger down her body, from her throat to the wet heat between her legs, making her shudder.

“Such a responsive little thing,” he murmured. He reached into the glass case and selected a small, gleaming silver plug and a bottle of lubricant. He coated it generously. “Relax.”

She felt the cool, slick pressure against her most forbidden entrance. She gasped as he pushed, the initial sting giving way to a deep, stretching fullness as the plug settled inside her. It was an intrusion, a constant, thrilling reminder of his control. Before she could process it, he picked up a slender, black vibrator. He flicked it on. A low, insistent hum filled the air.

He started at her collarbone, trailing the buzzing tip down her body. He circled one nipple, then the other, the vibration shooting directly to her core, making her cry out. He traced patterns on her stomach, her inner thighs, everywhere but where she needed it most. She was writhing, tugging against the restraints, a desperate litany of please, please, please falling from her lips.

He finally brought the vibrator to her clit.

The sensation was so intense her back arched clear off the bed. A sharp, electric jolt of pure pleasure seized her. He held it there, his eyes locked on hers, watching her come completely undone under his command. Just as she was hovering on the very brink of orgasm, he pulled it away.

“No…” she whimpered, the denial a physical pain.

He moved between her legs, lowering his head. His tongue replaced the vibrator, but it was a different kind of torment. Slow, languid, knowing. He licked her with agonizing patience, savoring her taste, tracing every fold until she was mindless with need. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to press against that delicious spot deep within while his tongue worked her clit. The dual sensation, combined with the fullness of the plug, was too much. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a tidal wave of ecstasy that made her scream his name, her body convulsing against his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was positioned above her. He pulled the plug from her ass, the sudden emptiness a shock. He drove his cock into her in one swift, powerful thrust. She was so sensitive, so stretched and wet, that the feel of him was almost painful in its intensity. He didn’t gentle his pace. He fucked her with a relentless, piston-like rhythm, each thrust punching a gasp from her lungs. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, percussive beat. She came again, a weaker but no less shattering wave, her inner muscles fluttering around him in a frantic, gripping rhythm. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and deep inside her.

He stayed there for a long moment, his weight a comforting pressure, before pulling out and unbuckling the cuffs. Her wrists were tender, her body humming and utterly spent. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable.

“Did you enjoy your lesson, Ms. Pierce?”

She met his gaze, her voice hoarse. “Yes.”

The ride back to her apartment was just as silent as the ride there. But the space between them was different now, thick with the scent of sex and unspoken words. He pulled up to her crumbling building, the car’s interior light illuminating the peeling paint on her front door. She reached for the handle.

“Callie.”

She paused, turning back. His face was in shadow.

“Don’t tell anyone about… our arrangement,” he said, his voice calm. “If the wrong people find out, everything will be ruined.”

“Okay,” she whispered, her heart racing. “I won’t.”

“I’ll see you in class,” he declared, and it wasn’t a reminder. It was a promise.

She walked into her empty, shabby apartment, the ghost of his touch still on her skin, the memory of his wealth burned into her mind. She leaned against the door, her legs still weak. And she had to admit, as a confusing, thrilling heat began to pool in her belly once more, that she was desperately, hopelessly attracted to him. She wanted more. She wanted him.

17 - GRADUATION DAY DESIRES
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Excerpt from On Her Knees: Callie’s Education by Brandi Moore:

Callie walked across the stage, her black gown rustling with each step. I can’t believe I’m finally graduating, she thought. Her eyes, wide and shining, snapped from the blur of proud faces in the audience to the one man who mattered. There he was, seated with the other professors, looking impossibly handsome and severe in his academic regalia. Dr. Rhett Carver. His gaze was a physical touch, a warm hand on her skin, and when he gave her a slow, deliberate wink, her breath hitched.

The dean’s voice became a distant hum. The weight of the diploma in her hand, the stiff black cap on her head, the way the satin of her gown whispered against her thighs—it all faded into a dull periphery. There was only Rhett. And that wink. It was a promise. A key turning in a lock. An end and a beginning, all at once.

The ceremony finally concluded in a deafening cheer of thrown caps. Callie moved through the celebrating crowds in a daze, accepting hugs from classmates she barely registered. She was searching for one person. A strong hand closed around her elbow from behind, pulling her gently but firmly away from the throng.

“You looked beautiful up there,” Rhett’s voice murmured near her ear, his breath warm.

A shiver, hot and immediate, raced down her spine. He didn’t give her time to reply, simply guided her through the people, his grip possessive and steadying. He navigated the chaos with an effortless authority that left no room for questions. His driver held the door of a sleek, black car open for them, and within moments, they were gliding away from the university, ready to start a new chapter.

She watched the campus shrink in the rearview mirror, her heart hammering against her ribs. She was free. They were free. The carefully constructed wall between professor and student was now rubble, and the air between them in the car’s quiet interior crackled with everything that had been pent up behind it for so long. He didn’t touch her, just watched her with that intense, unreadable expression, letting the tension build until she felt she might scream with it.

They arrived at his estate, a modern monolith of glass and steel overlooking the city. The silence felt heavier here, sacred. He led her inside, the click of the door echoing in the vast, minimalist foyer. Late afternoon light streamed in, catching the dust motes dancing in the air.

Callie turned to him, her graduation gown rustling. “Rhett, I don’t even know how to thank you for everything you’ve—”

He silenced her not with a kiss, but with a look. His eyes held hers, dark and serious, as he slowly, deliberately, went down on one knee.

The world stopped.

Her lungs seized. Her hand flew to her mouth. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening.

He pulled a small, black velvet box from his pocket. The click of the hinge was deafening in the stillness. Nestled inside was a solitaire diamond, a flawless stone that caught the light and fractured it into a thousand brilliant sparks. It was enormous, elegant, impossible.

“Callie Pierce,” he said, his voice low and thick with an emotion she rarely heard from him: reverence, stripped bare of all its dominance. “I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

He took her left hand, his fingers warm and sure against her suddenly cold skin.

“The world is yours now. But I want you to be mine. Officially. Completely.” He slid the cool, heavy platinum band onto her finger. It fit perfectly. “Marry me.”

The word wasn’t a question. It was a statement, a demand, a plea—all woven into two syllables that changed everything. The diamond glittered, a captive star on her hand, a symbol of every secret lesson, every suppressed desire, every dream she’d been afraid to name.

Tears welled in her eyes, blurring his handsome, expectant face. Her voice, when it finally came, was a breathless, joyous whisper.

“Yes.”

Rhett stood up, pulling Callie into a passionate embrace. His lips found hers in a fiery kiss. This was the raw, claiming kiss of a man who had finally, officially, won.

I’m engaged, she thought, the words a dizzying loop in her mind as his tongue plundered her mouth, tasting of champagne and pure, undiluted desire.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged, his dark eyes blazing with a fire that made her knees weak. “No more hiding,” he growled, his voice a low rasp that vibrated through her entire body. He took her hand, his grip firm and sure, and led her not toward the main staircase, but down a secluded hallway towards the playroom.

He opened a door to a room that had become their sanctuary of sensual delight.

“My brilliant, beautiful fiancée,” he murmured, his hands already at the zipper of her graduation gown. His movements were precise, deliberate as he unzipped the garment, dropping it on the floor. His knuckles grazed the swell of her breasts above her lace bra, and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. He left her in just her delicate underwear, his gaze raking over her with possessive intensity. “All mine.”

From a drawer, he produced a single object: a black leather ball gag. He held it up, a silent question in his eyes. Her answer was the rapid, eager nod of her head, the way she already parted her lips for him. The leather strap felt cool and tight against the corners of her mouth as he secured it, the solid sphere filling her, a palpable symbol of her submission. Her world narrowed to the sound of her own muffled breathing and the dark promise in his eyes.

He sat on the edge of the bed and patted his thigh. “Over my knee, Callie.”

A fresh wave of heat flooded her core. She went willingly, bending over his solid legs, her bare stomach pressed against the fine wool of his trousers. The position left her exposed, utterly vulnerable. His hand came to rest on the curve of her ass, warm and heavy through the lace of her panties.

Then came the first spank.

It wasn’t a gentle tap. It was a sharp, stinging crack that echoed in the quiet room, a jolt of pain that instantly bloomed into a deep, throbbing heat. A muffled yelp was all she could manage, the sound swallowed by the gag. He spanked her again, and again, a steady, rhythmic punishment that painted her skin a warm pink. Each impact sent a shockwave through her, a confusing, exquisite cocktail of sting and pleasure that made her squirm against his leg. The pain was a focus, a sharpening of every sense until she was aware of nothing but the weight of his hand, the sound of the impact, and the building, coiling tension between her thighs.

When her skin was hot and sensitive to the touch, he stopped. He gently helped her up, his fingers tracing the warmed flesh he’d just reddened. “So perfect for me,” he whispered, his voice thick with affection and lust.

He produced a coil of soft hemp rope. With practiced, efficient knots, he tied her wrists to the headboard posts. He moved down, looping the rope around her ankles, pulling her legs apart and securing them to the foot of the bed. She was stretched out before him, completely open, completely his. Her chest heaved with each breath, her skin flushed. She tested the bonds, not to escape, but to feel their unyielding strength, and a thrill of helpless desire shot through her.

He stood at the foot of the bed, drinking her in. The silver vibrator hummed to life in his hand, a low, threatening buzz. He brought it to her inner thigh, tracing a path upward with the relentless vibration, making her muscles jump and twitch. He circled her soaked core, the sound of the motor mingling with her muffled, desperate moans. Closer. Please.

When the plastic tip finally made contact with her swollen clit, her back arched off the bed, a silent scream caught in her throat. The vibration was an electric current, straight to her core. He held it there, his other hand pinning her hip down, his eyes locked on her face as he watched her unravel. He moved it in tiny, torturous circles, the pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. Tears welled in her eyes. She was begging him, the words incoherent grunts and whimpers around the gag. More. Don’t stop. Please.

Just as the first violent tremors of orgasm began to threaten, he turned the vibrator off and tossed it aside. The sudden absence of sensation was its own exquisite torture. Before she could process the loss, he was on the bed, his mouth between her thighs.

His tongue was a brand, hot and seeking. He laved her, his technique not soft or teasing, but hungry and direct. He fucked her with his tongue, then sucked her throbbing clit into his mouth, applying just the right amount of pressure. The orgasm he’d denied her with the toy now crashed over her without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that ripped a raw, guttural sound from her chest, the gag doing little to stifle it. Her body convulsed against the ropes, her vision spotting as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering pulse.

He rose above her, unbuckling his belt, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, the tip glistening. He positioned himself at her entrance, and for a heart-stopping moment, he just held himself there, letting her feel the impending stretch.

Then he drove into her.

It was a single, powerful thrust that buried him to the hilt, punching the air from her lungs. She was so wet, so sensitive from her climax, that every nerve ending was alive, screaming with sensation. He set a brutal, possessive pace, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. The bed frame creaked in protest. The ropes bit into her wrists, anchoring her for his onslaught. His grunts filled the air, a primal soundtrack to their joining. He leaned down, his chest brushing against her sensitized nipples, and captured one of her gag-muffled moans with his mouth.

“You take me so well,” he grunted against her lips, his thrusts becoming even more frantic, more desperate. “My perfect, filthy fiancée.”

The pressure built again, impossibly fast, a supernova gathering in her core. She was so overstimulated, every touch, every slam of his hips, sending her higher. He felt it too, his rhythm faltering, his control shattering. With a final, deep, grinding thrust that pressed directly onto her swollen G-spot, she came again. This orgasm was deeper, a rolling, endless convulsion that clenched around his length, milking him. Her cry was a broken, muffled thing of pure ecstasy.

Her internal spasms triggered his own release. He groaned, a deep, raw sound from the depths of his soul, and poured into her, his hot cum flooding her depths as he pulsed within her. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor, his face buried in her neck as they both struggled to breathe.

After long moments, he stirred. With tender, deliberate care, he untied the ropes from her wrists and ankles, his lips brushing over the faint marks they’d left. He gently worked the ball gag loose, and she swallowed, her jaw aching sweetly.

He gathered her into his arms, her back to his chest, and held her tightly. “I cannot wait to make you my wife,” he whispered into her hair, his voice hoarse with emotion and exhaustion.

Callie turned in his embrace, her body humming, every inch of her skin hyper-aware of his. She looked into the eyes of the man who had been her obsession, her teacher, her challenge, and was now her future. “I love you, Rhett,” she breathed, the words finally free and clear.


18 - THE PROFESSOR’S POETIC PASSION
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The scent of old paper and chalk dust usually comforted Anna, but today it felt like a cage. The final student had shuffled out, leaving her alone in the classroom that felt a thousand miles from her beige-and-gray life in the suburbs. She stacked her copies of Paradise Lost, the routine motion doing nothing to quiet the hum in her veins.

A shadow fell across her desk. Marco. He’d lingered again.

“Professor,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate right through the cheap particleboard.

“Marco. I thought you’d left.” She kept her tone professional, a flimsy shield against the sudden, frantic beating of her heart.

He didn’t smile. He just held out a single, neatly folded piece of paper. “I finished it. The poem I was telling you about.”

She took it, their fingers brushing. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot up her arm. She unfolded the page, her eyes scanning the lines of precise script. It was beautiful. Raw and aching and full of a longing so profound it made her chest tight. It spoke of dark eyes that held entire universes, of a hunger that was more than physical, of a connection that defied reason. Her eyes flew to his. He wasn’t writing about some abstract muse. He was writing about her.

“Marco, this is… it’s incredible,” she breathed, the words inadequate.

“It’s for you,” he said, his gaze unwavering, holding hers captive. “It’s always been for you.”

The air left the room. I’m married. The thought was a ghost, insubstantial and weak against the roaring need rising in her. She saw the hard lines of his jaw, the tattoos snaking up his corded forearms, the way his hoodie stretched across his broad shoulders. He looked like a thug, a stereotype she’d been warned about. But his poetry… his poetry was the soul of a man who felt everything too deeply. That contradiction was a drug.

And the other thought, the one she’d secretly harbored, bloomed hot and shameless in her mind. She’d heard that Black men were wonderful lovers. Were the rumors true? She was curious.

“Your husband,” Marco stated, not a question, but a challenge.

Anna’s throat was dry. She looked down at the poem, then back at him. The silence stretched, heavy and damning. Yes. The word was a stone in her heart. Yes, I’m married. And yes, I want you anyway.

She didn’t say it. She just nodded toward the door. “Let’s get out of here.”

His apartment was a few blocks away, a small studio that smelled faintly of sandalwood and him. Books were stacked precisely next to a sleek stereo system. The thug, the poet. The dichotomy made her head spin.

The door clicked shut and his body was against hers, pinning her to the wall. No more pretense. His mouth crashed down on hers, not asking, taking. It was nothing like the polite, familiar kisses from her husband. This was a conquest. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of mint and danger. Her hands came up, grasping at the hard planes of his back, pulling him closer. Her sensible blazer was shrugged off, her silk blouse torn open, buttons pinging against the wall. She didn’t care.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes blazing with a fire that threatened to consume her. He took a step back, his hands going to the buckle of his belt. The rasp of the zipper was the loudest sound in the world. He shoved his jeans and boxers down his hips in one fierce motion.

Anna’s breath hitched. Oh, god.

It was… monumental. Thick and long and impossibly hard, curving up against his stomach, a deep, dark ebony that stood in stark contrast to his grip. Her husband was… adequate. This was something else entirely. A primal, awe-inspiring piece of anatomy that made her mouth water and her knees weaken. Her curiosity ignited into a bonfire of pure, unadulterated lust.

She dropped to her knees on the rough carpet, not caring about the burn. Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers barely meeting around his girth. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the broad, smooth head into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from his throat. “Fuck, Professor.”

The taste of him, musky and clean, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the crown, learning his shape, before sinking down, taking more of him. Her jaw ached beautifully. She used her hands on the base he couldn’t reach, pumping in time with her mouth, her lips stretched taut. His hands fisted in her perfectly styled blonde hair, not guiding, just holding on. The power was intoxicating. The beautiful, intimidating poet was unraveling because of her mouth.

He pulled her up, his breathing ragged. “My turn.”

He led her to the bed, laying her down and stripping her completely. His eyes devoured her—the pale skin, the swell of her breasts, the blonde triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs. He kissed his way down her body, nipping, licking, worshiping every inch. When his mouth found her core, she cried out. His tongue was a revelation, lashing her clit with a ruthless precision that had her back arching off the bed instantly. He wasn’t gentle; he was thorough, feasting on her as if he were starving.

“I want to taste us together,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

In a fluid motion, he shifted them both, maneuvering her until they were a tangled, gasping heap in the center of the bed, her mouth on his cock, his mouth buried in her pussy. Sixty-nine. The intimacy was dizzying. The sounds she made around his length were muffled by his flesh, the sounds he made vibrating through her entire body. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the give and take, her climax building with terrifying speed, coiling tight in her belly.

He felt it. He pulled away from her, flipping her onto her back. He positioned himself at her entrance, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her wetness. He looked into her eyes.

“Tell me you want it,” he commanded.

“I want it,” she gasped, the words ripped from her soul. “Please.”

He thrust forward.

It was a stretch, a glorious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He filled her completely, in ways she didn’t know were empty. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly turned frantic. Each powerful stroke hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. The headboard slammed against the wall in a steady, frantic beat. His sweat dripped onto her breasts. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a gasp.

He rolled them over, letting her ride him, her blonde hair a wild curtain around them. Then he took control again, pulling her up onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, one hand gripping her hip, the other coming down in a sharp, stinging slap on her ass.

The sharp pain bloomed into a wave of pure pleasure. “Yes!” she screamed into the comforter.

He pounded into her, his pace becoming animalistic, frantic. She could feel her orgasm detonating, a supernova starting deep within her core and exploding outwards, her inner muscles clenching and milking his length in violent, uncontrollable pulses. Her vision whited out. As her own cries faded, she felt his rhythm stutter, his thrusts become ragged and deep. A low, broken roar was torn from him as he buried himself to the hilt, his own release pulsing hot and deep inside her, flooding her with his warmth.

They collapsed onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled mess of limp limbs and spent desire. After a long while, his arm draped over her waist, pulling her back against the solid wall of his chest. The guilt arrived then, a cold trickle at the edges of her blissful haze.

She turned her head slightly, her voice a whisper. “No one can know. Promise me.”

His lips brushed her shoulder. “Our secret, Professor.”

The guilt was there, a sharp stone in the river of her satisfaction. But as she felt the steady, strong beat of his heart against her back, and the delicious, aching throb between her legs, only one thought echoed in her mind. I want to do that again.
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Antoinette’s heart raced as she stood outside Dr. Cole Bradley’s office, her fingers nervously smoothing down the fabric of her dress. The black, form-fitting number hugged her curves in all the right places, and she knew exactly why she’d chosen it. The message he’d sent her after seeing her photos still burned in her mind. Hot didn’t even begin to cover it. She’d never expected her professor to be so bold, but she wasn’t complaining. Flattery had a way of making her feel powerful, and tonight, she intended to wield that power.

She knocked lightly on the door, and his deep voice called out, “Come in.”

When she stepped inside, the air felt charged, heavy with something unspoken. Cole sat behind his desk, his eyes immediately locking onto her. He didn’t bother hiding the way his gaze traveled down her body, lingering on the curve of her hips and the swells of her breasts. Antoinette felt a thrill shoot through her. He wanted her. She could see it in the way his jaw tightened, the way his hands gripped the edge of the desk just slightly too tight.

“Antoinette,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve just enough to be teasing. “Thank you, Professor. I wasn’t sure if you’d notice.”

“Notice?” He chuckled, a sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “How could I not? You’ve been the center of my attention all day.”

She stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. The room felt smaller now, the space between them shrinking with every step she took. She stopped just in front of his desk, leaning slightly forward so that her cleavage was impossible to ignore. “Is that so?”

Cole didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stood, his movements slow and deliberate. He rounded the desk until he was standing right in front of her, so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His hand reached up, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. “You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Antoinette’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to be so direct, but she wasn’t about to back down. She tilted her head, looking up at him through her lashes. “What are you going to do about it, Professor?”

The question hung in the air between them, and for a moment, neither of them moved. Then, without warning, Cole’s hands were on her, pulling her into a kiss that was anything but gentle. His lips claimed hers with a hunger that made her knees weak, his tongue sliding into her mouth with a possessive ease. Antoinette moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

When he finally pulled away, both of them were breathless. Cole’s eyes were dark, filled with a desire that made her pulse quicken. Without a word, he reached down, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. Antoinette’s eyes widened at the sight. He was big—much bigger than she’d expected for a man his age.

“Touch me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She didn’t hesitate. Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly at first, then faster as she felt him grow even harder in her grasp. Cole groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he pulled her into another kiss. This one was even more intense, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip as his hips moved in time with her strokes.

“You’re driving me crazy,” he growled against her lips.

Antoinette smiled, her hand still moving on his cock. “Good.”

Cole’s hands moved to her dress, quickly unzipping it and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing but a lace bra and panties, and the look in his eyes told her he liked what he saw. His hands roamed over her body, tracing the curves of her waist, the swell of her hips, the softness of her breasts. He kissed her again, this time moving down her neck, leaving a trail of hot, wet kisses that made her shiver.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice thick with need.

Antoinette obeyed, lying back on his desk as he pulled her panties off. His fingers traced the edge of her pussy, teasing her before sliding inside. She gasped, her hips lifting off the desk as he pushed deeper, his fingers moving in a rhythm that had her moaning his name.

“Cole, please,” she begged, her body trembling with need.

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. When he pushed inside, Antoinette let out a loud moan, her back arching off the desk. He filled her completely, stretching her in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

“Fuck,” Cole groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

Antoinette’s nails dug into the edge of the desk as he fucked her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel every inch of him, the way he filled her, the way his hips moved against hers. It was overwhelming, and yet she wanted more.

“Harder,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

Cole didn’t need to be told twice. He increased his pace, his cock slamming into her with a force that had her screaming his name. Antoinette could feel her orgasm building, the pressure in her core growing with every thrust. When she finally came, it was with a force that left her breathless, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Cole wasn’t far behind. With a final, deep thrust, he came inside her, his seed spilling into her as he let out a low groan. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together as they caught their breath.

When he finally pulled away, Antoinette could barely move. Her legs felt like jelly, her entire body humming with satisfaction. Cole leaned down, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“Don’t tell anyone,” he murmured, his voice soft but firm.

She nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “I won’t.”

As she gathered her clothes and got dressed, Antoinette couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. She knew this was just the beginning.
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Mimi stood outside Dr. Reginald Carter’s door, her heart pounding in her chest. The weight of the failing grade on her midterm paper pressed heavily on her mind, but it wasn’t the only thing making her nervous.

She’d noticed the way he looked at her during lectures—those lingering glances, the subtle smiles that felt more personal than professional. Sure, she’d been flattered, but he was her professor.

When Dr. Carter had invited her to his house for a study session, she’d hesitated, telling him she already had plans that evening. But then she’d gotten back her midterm paper. She knew she had to fix her grade.

Now, standing here, she felt a strange mix of anticipation and anxiety. She raised her hand and knocked.

The door opened almost immediately, as if he’d been waiting for her. Dr. Carter—Reginald—stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway. He was dressed casually, a stark contrast to his usual buttoned-up professor attire. A crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and dark slacks that hugged his legs just right. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly disheveled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

“Mimi,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “I’m glad you came.”

She swallowed hard, forcing a small smile. “I didn’t have much of a choice, did I?”

He chuckled softly, stepping aside to let her in. “Come in. Let’s talk.”

She stepped into his home, her eyes immediately drawn to the luxurious surroundings. The living room was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city skyline. The furniture was sleek and modern, and the air smelled faintly of sandalwood. It was the kind of place that screamed success, and it only added to the allure of the man who lived here.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, already moving toward the bar.

“Sure,” she replied, her voice a little shaky. “Whatever you’re having.”

He poured two glasses of red wine, handing one to her. Their fingers brushed as she took the glass, and she felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She took a sip, the rich flavor doing little to calm her nerves.

“So,” he began, leaning casually against the bar. “You’re here because of your grade.”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “I worked really hard on that paper. I don’t understand why I got such a low score.”

He studied her for a moment, his gaze thoughtful. “You’re a bright student, Mimi. But sometimes, effort isn’t enough. You need… guidance.”

She frowned, unsure of what he was getting at. “What kind of guidance?”

He set his glass down and took a step closer to her. “The kind that goes beyond the classroom. The kind that requires a more… personal touch.”

Her breath caught as he reached out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face. His touch was warm, and she felt her body respond almost instinctively. She knew what he was suggesting, and part of her wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong. But another part—a much louder part—was curious. Excited, even.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, a slow, knowing smile. “I’m saying that I can help you, Mimi. But it’s up to you to decide if you’re willing to accept my terms.”

She hesitated, her mind racing. This was crazy. Dangerous, even. But the way he was looking at her, the way his presence seemed to fill the room, made it hard to think straight. She took another sip of wine, trying to steady herself.

“What exactly are your terms?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

He stepped even closer, his hand resting lightly on her waist. “Spend the night with me,” he said, his voice low and husky. “And I’ll make sure you pass the class.”

Her heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. She knew she should say no, should walk away and never look back. But the thought of failing, of having to retake the class, was unbearable. And then there was the undeniable attraction she felt for him. He was older, yes, but there was something undeniably sexy about his confidence, his authority.

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

His smile widened, and he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss. She felt a shiver run down her spine as his hand slid up her back, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, his tongue slipping into her mouth, and she moaned softly, her body melting against his.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

She nodded, her heart racing as he took her hand and led her down the hallway. The bedroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large, king-sized bed dominating the space. He turned to her, his hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. She stood still, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he slowly undressed her.

Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her bra, and she felt a rush of heat as his eyes roamed over her bare skin. His hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her body arching into his touch. He leaned down, his mouth closing over one nipple, and she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He moved to the other breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and she felt a throbbing ache between her legs. His hands slid down her body, unbuttoning her jeans and sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her panties.

He straightened, his eyes dark with lust as he looked at her. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She felt a flush of heat spread through her body as he reached for the waistband of his slacks, unbuttoning them and pushing them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and she felt a jolt of excitement. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips thrusting forward.

She dropped to her knees, her mouth closing over the head of his cock, and he let out a low, guttural moan. She swirled her tongue around him, tasting the salty pre-cum that had gathered at the tip, and he tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her as she took him deeper.

She sucked him eagerly, her mouth moving up and down his length, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She could feel him growing harder, thicker, and she moaned around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her to her feet. He turned her around, pushing her toward the bed. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as she climbed onto the bed. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and she felt the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, and she gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly growing more urgent. She moaned, her body rocking back to meet his, and he gripped her hips tighter, driving into her with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening with each thrust. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, and she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, and she lay there, her mind reeling. She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but as she looked at him, a slow smile spread across her face. She knew she wanted more.

He turned to her, his hand brushing her cheek. “You’ll get your grade,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “And if you’re interested, we can do this again.”

She nodded, her heart racing with excitement. “I’m interested.”
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“I can’t concentrate,” Jani admitted, her voice trembling as she looked up from the playbook. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the page, the tension in the room thick enough to choke on.

Ned paused, his eyes narrowing slightly as he studied her. “What’s going on, Jani?” he asked, his voice low and steady, though there was a flicker of something else beneath it.

She hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. This is wrong, she thought. I have a boyfriend. Ned is my coach. But the words spilled out before she could stop them. “I’m attracted to you,” she confessed, her cheeks burning. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but… I can’t.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Ned’s expression shifted, his usual composed demeanor cracking ever so slightly. He leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers. “Jani, you’re a fantastic player. You’ve got a bright future ahead of you. This… this isn’t a good idea.”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Ned’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, he looked like he was struggling with himself. Then, without warning, he stood up and closed the distance between them in one swift motion. His hands cupped her face, and before she could protest, his lips were on hers.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. Jani gasped into his mouth, her hands instinctively gripping his shirt. This is happening, her mind screamed. This is really happening.

Ned’s tongue slipped past her lips, exploring her mouth with a heat that made her knees weak. She could feel the strength in his hands as they moved from her face to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. His hard chest against her soft curves only fueled the fire burning inside her.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Jani’s lips felt swollen, and her heart was racing. She looked up at Ned, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire.

“This can’t happen,” Ned said, though his voice was anything but convincing. “You’re with Kyle.”

“I know,” Jani said again, her voice trembling. “But I want you. Please.”

That one word seemed to shatter whatever restraint Ned had left. Without another word, he took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, down the hallway, and into his bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jani felt a surge of adrenaline rush through her veins.

Ned wasted no time. His hands were on her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Jani reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling as she tried to undo it. The sound of his zipper being pulled down sent a shiver down her spine.

He stepped out of his pants, and Jani’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him. He was hard, his cock standing at attention, and the sight of it made her mouth water. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his hips as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Ned groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she began to move. She started slow, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she couldn’t stop herself from moaning as she sucked him off.

Jani’s guilt threatened to surface—Kyle’s face flashed in her mind—but she pushed it away. This is what I want, she told herself. This is what I need. She bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. Ned’s grip on her hair tightened, guiding her movements as he thrust gently into her mouth.

“Fuck, Jani,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so good at this.”

The praise sent a thrill through her, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking him harder, faster. She could feel him trembling beneath her hands, and she knew he was close. But before he could reach the edge, he pulled her up, his lips crashing onto hers once more.

Ned’s hands were everywhere now, undressing her with an urgency that left her no time to think. Her bra was unhooked and discarded; her jeans and panties were yanked down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing bare before him, her chest heaving as she waited for what would come next.

Ned pushed her back onto the bed, his hands spreading her legs open. He knelt between them, his eyes locked on her as he leaned in and buried his face between her thighs. Jani cried out, her back arching as his tongue found her clit. He licked her hungrily, his tongue flicking over her sensitive nub before plunging into her.

Jani’s hands fisted the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body responding to every touch, every lick. Ned’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her. She was spiraling out of control, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared the edge.

But just as she was about to tip over, Ned pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Jani could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she looked up at him, her eyes pleading.

“Are you sure?” Ned asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” Jani gasped. “Please, I need you.”

That was all the confirmation he needed. Ned thrust into her, filling her completely in one smooth motion. Jani cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. He started slow, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding into her, his hips slamming against hers with a force that left her breathless.

Jani wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, stretching her, filling her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. The guilt she’d felt earlier was gone, replaced by an all-consuming need to feel Ned deeper, harder.

“Harder,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Please, Ned, harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more desperate. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and moans. Jani could feel the coil of pleasure tightening in her stomach, threatening to snap.

And then it did. Her body convulsed, her muscles tightening around Ned as she came. Her cries were muffled by his lips on hers, his tongue invading her mouth as he continued to thrust. He wasn’t far behind her, and with a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let out a guttural groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling. Then Ned pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Jani lay there, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Reality began to creep back in, and with it, the guilt she’d been able to ignore.

But before she could say anything, Ned spoke. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice firm. “No one can know.”

Jani nodded, though her heart ached at the thought of keeping this a secret. She knew it was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more.
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“Dr. Morton, I…” Marion’s voice trembled as she felt his lips press against hers, warm and demanding.

Her back was against the classroom door, the handle digging into her spine, but she didn’t care. His hands were already sliding down her waist, pulling her closer. She gasped into the kiss, her mind racing, but her body didn’t hesitate. She kissed him back, her fingers tangling in his neatly combed hair.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her ear. “No one’s coming in here,” he whispered, his voice low and reassuring. “The room’s locked.”

Marion’s heart pounded, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She glanced over his shoulder at the empty classroom, the desks neatly arranged, the chalkboard still scrawled with diagrams from the lecture. This was wrong. She knew it. But the heat pooling between her legs told her otherwise.

—

Earlier that day, Marion had stayed behind after class, as usual. Dr. Morton’s biology lectures were fascinating, but today’s topic had been… different. Human reproduction. The diagrams, the terminology, the way his voice had faltered when he talked about certain anatomical details—it had all left her feeling oddly restless. She needed clarification, or so she told herself.

“Dr. Morton,” she began as the last of her classmates filed out of the room, “can I ask a few more questions about today’s material?”

He looked up from his desk, his glasses slipping down his nose just enough to make him seem more approachable than usual. “Of course, Marion. Take a seat.”

She pulled a chair up to his desk, her notebook open, her pen poised to take notes. But as he started explaining, his usual confidence wavered. He stumbled over words, his cheeks flushing as he described the mechanics of human anatomy.

Marion found herself staring at him, her grip on her pen tightening. There was something about the way he hesitated, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed, that made her stomach flutter.

“Do you… understand?” he asked finally, his voice quieter than before.

She nodded, her throat dry. “Y-yes. Thank you.”

Neither of them moved. The air in the room felt heavier, charged with something unspoken. Marion’s heart raced as she watched his gaze linger on her lips, then drop to her chest. She should have left then. She should have stood up, gathered her things, and walked out. But she didn’t.

And then he kissed her.

—

Now, pressed against the door, Marion’s body was on fire. Dr. Morton’s hands moved to the hem of her blouse, slipping underneath to feel the warmth of her skin. She shivered as his fingers trailed up her sides, her breath catching when they brushed against her lace bra. He pulled her blouse over her head, leaving her in just her skirt and bra. His lips found her neck, his tongue tracing a line down to her collarbone.

“Dr. Morton…” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Call me Ron,” he murmured against her skin, his hands already working on the clasp of her bra.

It fell away, and his eyes darkened as he took her in, her breasts bare, her nipples hard from the cool air and the heat of his touch. He cupped one in his hand, his thumb brushing over the peak, and Marion let out a soft moan.

She didn’t protest as he guided her toward the nearest desk, clearing it with a sweep of his arm. He lifted her onto the surface, her skirt hiking up as she spread her legs instinctively. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing the fabric higher, revealing the thin lace of her panties. He traced the edge with his finger, his eyes locked on hers, and she couldn’t help but squirm.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

He hooked his fingers into her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. She was completely exposed now, her wetness glistening under the fluorescent lights. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands spreading her thighs wider.

She gasped as his tongue found her, slow and deliberate, exploring every inch of her with a skill that made her head spin. Her hands gripped the edge of the desk, her back arching as he circled her clit, his tongue flicking against it until she was trembling.

“Ron…” she moaned, her voice shaky.

Her hips moved against his mouth, chasing the pleasure he was giving her. He slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she cried out, her orgasm building fast.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice muffled against her. “Let me hear you.”

She came with a gasp, her body tightening around his finger, her legs trembling as he worked her through it. When she finally slumped back against the desk, her chest heaving, he stood, his hands already working on his belt.

She watched, her mouth dry, as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was thick, the tip already glistening, and she bit her lip as he stroked himself, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice firm.

She obeyed without hesitation, bending over the desk, her hands gripping the edge for support. She felt him press against her, the head of his cock nudging her entrance, and she held her breath as he pushed inside. He was big, and it took a moment for her body to adjust, but once he was fully sheathed inside her, it was all she could do to stifle a moan.

He started slow, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts shallow at first. But soon he was moving faster, his cock stretching her with every stroke. She bit her lip to keep quiet, the sound of skin against skin filling the room. Each thrust sent sparks through her, her body responding to his rhythm.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his grip tightening on her hips. He bent over her, his chest pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. “So good, Marion.”

She couldn’t hold back any longer. Her second orgasm hit her hard, her body clenching around him as she came, her head dropping onto the desk. He growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, and then he was spilling inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his warmth.

He stayed like that for a moment, his forehead resting against her back, his breathing heavy. Then he pulled out, tucking himself back into his pants as she straightened, her legs unsteady.

“That was… amazing,” she said, her voice still shaky as she turned to face him.

He placed a finger over his lips, a mischievous glint in his eyes. “Not a word.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” she promised, her heart racing.
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“Dominique,” Edgar murmured, his voice low and rough as his fingers traced the curve of her jaw. “You’ve always been extraordinary. Tonight, I want to show you just how much I’ve come to admire you.”

Her breath caught, her heart pounding as his lips brushed hers. The warmth of his tongue slipped into her mouth, and she melted into the kiss, her hands gripping the front of his crisp white shirt. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the hard outline of his desire pressed against her stomach.

“Edgar,” she whispered against his lips, her voice trembling. “I never thought… I never imagined this would happen.”

“Neither did I,” he admitted, his eyes dark with longing. “But here we are.”

—

The evening had started innocently enough. Dominique had graduated that afternoon, and Edgar had been there, front and center, clapping louder than anyone else. He’d taken her out to celebrate at a high-end restaurant, the kind of place she could never afford on a student’s budget. The food was exquisite, the wine even better, but it was the company that had left her feeling lightheaded.

Over dinner, Edgar had opened up in ways she hadn’t expected. He’d spoken about his past, his regrets, and his hopes for the future. And then, just as dessert was served, he’d looked at her with those piercing blue eyes and said, “Dominique, I’ve been captivated by you from the moment we met.”

She’d been stunned, her fork clattering against the plate. “Edgar, I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you feel the same,” he’d urged, his voice soft but insistent.

And she had. Because she did. The attraction had been there for years, simmering beneath the surface, but she’d never allowed herself to acknowledge it. He was her mentor, her guide, and she’d convinced herself that her feelings were nothing more than admiration. But now, with his confession hanging in the air between them, she couldn’t deny it any longer.

—

Back at his home, the tension had reached a boiling point. Dominique’s hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. Edgar’s eyes raked over her body, lingering on the lace of her bra and panties. His fingers brushed against her skin as he unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor. His breath was warm against her neck as he kissed her, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples until they hardened.

“Edgar,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. She needed to feel his skin against hers, needed to feel the weight of him on top of her.

He helped her, shrugging out of his shirt and pants, revealing a body that was far more muscular than she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his abs tight, and his cock… Her eyes widened as she took him in, her mouth watering at the sight. He was already hard, his length thick and heavy, the tip glistening with precum.

Dominique dropped to her knees, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly, her eyes locked on his as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking against the head of his cock. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him deep, her tongue sliding along the underside of his shaft.

“God, Dominique,” he growled, his hips bucking as she took him deeper, her throat constricting around him. “You’re incredible.”

She pulled back, her lips slick with his cum, and looked up at him with wide, innocent eyes. “I want to make you feel good, Edgar.”

“You already are,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “But I need to taste you now.”

He lifted her to her feet, his hands sliding down her body until they reached her panties. He hooked his fingers into the lace and pulled them down, his eyes darkening as he saw how wet she was. He knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart as he buried his face between her legs.

Dominique cried out as his tongue found her clit, circling it slowly before flicking it with rapid strokes. Her hands gripped the edge of the bed, her hips bucking against his mouth as he devoured her. He slid a finger inside her, curling it just right, and she nearly came undone right then and there.

“Edgar, please,” she begged, her voice a desperate whimper. “I need you.”

He stood, his hands gripping her hips as he lifted her onto the bed. She spread her legs, her body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself between her thighs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she held her breath as he pushed inside, inch by glorious inch.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely.

He was so big, so hard, and she could feel every ridge, every vein as he moved inside her. He started slow, his hips rocking against hers, but soon he was thrusting harder, faster, his cock slamming into her with a force that left her breathless.

“Dominique,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her. “You feel so good.”

She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as he drove her closer to the edge. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, and she cried out as she came, her body convulsing around him. He followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his cum deep within her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their hearts pounding in unison.

Dominique turned to face him, her fingers tracing the lines of his face. “Edgar,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “What happens now?”

“I love you, Dominique,” Edgar declared, his voice ringing with passion. “I wanna be with you.”

Even though Edgar was much older, it felt so right. “I love you, too,” Dominique said with no hesitation.

Edgar gave Dominique a tender kiss. And she knew she was in exactly the right place.
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Janetta’s heart pounded as she stood in the middle of the gym, her bright red cheerleading uniform clinging to her toned frame. The judges’ eyes were on her, their pens poised, ready to mark her every move. She had practiced this routine a hundred times, maybe more. But now, under the glaring lights, her legs felt like jelly, her hands shaky. She took a deep breath, forcing a smile, and began.

High school cheerleading had been easy, but Janetta was in college now, and the competition was tougher. She’d have to nail this routine if she wanted to make the squad.

Her first few moves were flawless—high kicks, sharp turns, arms slicing through the air with precision. But then, as she launched into her final tumbling pass, her foot caught the edge of the mat. She stumbled, her body twisting awkwardly before she hit the ground with a muffled thud. The gym fell silent. Janetta’s face burned with humiliation as she scrambled to her feet, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She tried to finish the routine, but the damage was done.

The judges’ faces were unreadable as she walked off the floor, her dreams of becoming a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader slipping through her fingers. She couldn’t let this be the end. She wouldn’t.

Janetta found herself standing outside the office of Coach George a short while later. She knocked softly, her hand trembling.

“Come in,” his deep voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, her heart racing. George sat behind his desk, a ruggedly handsome man in his fifties, his sharp eyes studying her as she stepped inside.

“Coach,” she began, her voice wavering. “I know I messed up out there, but I’d do anything to be on this team. Anything.”

George leaned back in his chair, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Anything?”

Janetta didn’t miss the way his gaze lingered on her body, his eyes darkening with interest. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening. She had to do this.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady now. “Anything.”

George stood, his tall frame towering over her as he walked around the desk. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Then let’s see how far you’re willing to go,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to her waist.

Janetta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Lock the door,” he commanded, his voice low and husky.

She obeyed, her fingers fumbling with the lock before turning back to face him. George’s eyes were on her, hungry, as he stepped closer, his hands reaching for the hem of her uniform. He lifted it slowly, revealing her toned stomach, then higher, until the fabric was over her head and discarded on the floor.

Janetta stood before him in nothing but her red lace bra and panties, her body on full display. George’s eyes raked over her, his approval evident as he reached for her bra.

He unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples hardening under his gaze. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, sending a jolt of pleasure through her.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, before lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth.

Janetta gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as his mouth worked on her, his tongue swirling around her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body, exploring every curve.

When he finally pulled away, Janetta was breathless, her skin flushed with desire. George cleared a space on his desk with a sweep of his arm, papers scattering to the floor.

“Up you go,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

Janetta climbed onto the desk, her legs spreading instinctively as he stepped between them. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside.

George knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs wider, his breath hot against her skin. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to tease her folds, tasting her.

Janetta moaned, her back arching as his tongue flicked over her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. He lapped at her greedily, his fingers sliding inside her, curling to find that sweet spot that made her cry out.

“George,” she whimpered, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as he devoured her, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony.

He didn’t stop until she was shaking, her orgasm building, ready to explode. But just before she could tip over the edge, he pulled away, leaving her desperate and aching.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

Janetta obeyed, bending over the desk, her ass in the air. She heard the sound of his zipper, then the feel of his hands on her hips as he positioned himself behind her.

He entered her in one smooth thrust, his cock filling her completely. Janetta gasped, her nails digging into the desk as he began to move, each thrust deeper, harder than the last.

“God, you feel amazing,” George growled, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, his pace relentless.

Janetta could feel every inch of him, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned, her body tightening around him as her orgasm approached, fast and overwhelming.

George’s thrusts became erratic, his own release close. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in quick circles.

Janetta came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure ripped through her. George followed, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself, groaning her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, both catching their breath, before George pulled out and stepped back.

“You’re on the team,” he said simply, as if nothing had just happened.

Janetta turned to face him, her body still trembling, her heart racing. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude.

George nodded, a satisfied smile on his face as she gathered her clothes and dressed quickly. She left his office, her legs still unsteady, but a smile on her face.

As she walked down the hallway, her mind was already racing, wondering when her next encounter with George would be. And she couldn’t wait.
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Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 1: Getting Started by Brandi Moore:

The first time I saw him at the club, my stomach dropped. Professor Mitchell. Of all people, him. He was sitting in the back corner of Velvet Dreams, a glass of bourbon in his hand, his eyes scanning the room like he owned it. I was on stage, halfway through my set, when our eyes met. His froze—narrowed, then widened in recognition. My heart hammered in my chest, and for a split second, I wanted to bolt off that stage and never look back. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. This job paid my tuition, and I wasn’t about to let embarrassment ruin that.

I kept dancing, my hips swaying to the beat of the music, but I could feel his gaze burning into me. When my set ended, I grabbed my robe from the edge of the stage and wrapped it tightly around myself. Before I could slip away, though, he was there, standing in front of me with a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips.

“Brandi Moore,” he said, his voice smooth, almost teasing. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

I forced a smile, my cheeks burning. Keep it together, I told myself. “Professor Mitchell,” I replied, trying to sound casual. “What brings you here?”

He chuckled, low and deep, and took a sip of his drink. “Just unwinding after a long day. And what about you? Is this where you spend your evenings?”

There was no judgment in his tone, just curiosity, but it still made me squirm. “It pays the bills,” I said, shrugging like it was no big deal. Inside, though, I was spiraling. What if he told someone? What if word got back to the school?

But then he leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “You’re incredible up there, Brandi. Truly mesmerizing.”

Was he flirting with me? I glanced up at him, searching his face for some kind of clue. His eyes were dark, intense, and they held mine for a moment too long. A shiver ran down my spine, part nerves, part something else entirely. Before I could respond, he pulled out a wad of cash and handed it to me.

“How about a private dance?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated, my mind racing. This is wrong, I thought. He’s my professor. But another part of me was intrigued—aroused, even. There was something dangerously thrilling about the idea, something that made my skin tingle and my breath hitch. And then there was the money. I needed it. Badly.

“Okay,” I said, nodding. “Follow me.”

Professor Mitchell grinned, and I led him to one of the private rooms at the back of the club. It was dimly lit, with plush couches and a small stage. I turned to him, my heart pounding, and began to peel off my robe. His eyes followed every movement, hungry, devouring. I stepped closer, my body swaying to the music that played softly in the background.

He sat down, and I climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Our faces were inches apart, and I could smell the bourbon on his breath, mixed with something faintly musky. His hands rested on my hips, firm but not demanding. Slowly, I started to move, grinding against him as the rhythm of the music pulsed through me. His breath hitched, and I felt his cock hardening beneath me.

“Fuck, Brandi,” Professor Mitchell muttered, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I smiled, leaning in so my lips brushed his ear. “You like that, Professor?”

His groan was answer enough. I continued to move, my ass pressing against his crotch, my breasts brushing against his chest. The air between us was thick, charged, and I could feel the heat radiating off his body. When I finally slid off his lap, he was practically panting.

“Come home with me,” he said, his voice rough.

I hesitated again, knowing this was crossing a line I hadn’t crossed before. But the way he looked at me—like I was the only thing he wanted in the world—made it impossible to say no. “Okay,” I whispered.

His condo was everything I expected: sleek, modern, and expensive. The moment we stepped inside, he was on me, his hands roaming, his mouth claiming mine. We stumbled into the bedroom, and he pushed me down onto the bed. I lay there, staring up at him as he undressed, my breath catching at the sight of his cock, hard and ready.

Then he reached into the nightstand and pulled out a dildo, handing it to me with a wicked grin. “Show me how much you want this.”

My cheeks flushed, but I didn’t hesitate. I spread my legs and positioned the dildo at my entrance, sliding it in slowly. The sensation was electric, and I moaned, arching my back. Professor Mitchell watched, transfixed, his hand stroking his own length in time with my movements.

When I was dripping wet, he knelt between my legs and buried his face in my pussy. His tongue worked magic, licking, sucking, driving me wild. I came hard, screaming his name as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Then he climbed on top of me, his cock pressing against my soaked folds.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

I nodded, wrapping my legs around him. He thrust into me, filling me completely. The feeling was overwhelming, and I cried out, clawing at his back as he moved inside me. His pace quickened, his breaths coming in ragged gasps. When he finally came, spilling himself deep inside me, I came again, my body trembling with ecstasy.

Afterward, the professor handed me five hundred dollars. I stared at the cash, shocked, confused, but also…relieved. I needed the money, and he clearly had more than enough to spare. As I left his condo that night, I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. It was the beginning of something dangerous, something addictive. And I didn’t care. I wanted more.

“Same time next week?” he asked, his voice smooth as silk.

I smiled, folding the money into my purse. “Absolutely.”

26 - CAUGHT CHEATING BY DOMINANT PROFESSOR

FM / Femdom / Teacher Student / BDSM / Verbal Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Face Sitting / Cunnilingus

Chad’s heart thudded in his chest as he approached Dr. Dionne Hudson’s desk, his test clutched in his trembling hand. The fluorescent lights of the classroom seemed to buzz louder than usual, adding to the tension. She wouldn’t notice, he told himself, she couldn’t possibly know. He’d been careful, glancing at the answer key written on his water bottle only when he thought no one was looking.

But as he set the test down, her voice cut through the silence like a knife. “Chad,” Dr. Hudson said, her tone firm but calm, “let me see your water bottle.”

His stomach dropped. How? His plan had been perfect—or so he thought. The answers were scrawled in tiny, meticulous print on the label, nearly invisible unless you knew what you were looking for.

Chad hesitated, his mouth dry. “I—uh, why?” he stammered, trying to sound casual.

Her dark brown eyes locked onto his, unyielding. “Hand it over.”

Reluctantly, he passed her the bottle, his fingers brushing against hers in the exchange. She turned it over, her gaze narrowing as she spotted the incriminating text. For a moment, she said nothing, and the silence was unbearable.

“My office. Now,” she finally said, standing and grabbing her bag.

The walk to her office felt like a march to the gallows. Chad’s mind raced. She’s going to report me. I’m going to get expelled. He was already on academic probation; this would be the end of his college career.

The door clicked shut behind them, and Dionne gestured for him to sit in the chair across from her desk. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

“Dr. Hudson, please,” Chad started, his voice shaky, “I—I can explain. I was just—“

“Cheating,” she interrupted, her voice cool. “I saw you looking at that bottle the entire time. Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

He slumped in his seat, defeated. “I’m sorry. I just—I didn’t know what else to do. I’m going to fail out if I don’t pass this class.”

Dionne studied him for a long moment, her gaze piercing. Finally, she spoke again, her voice low and measured. “Here’s the deal, Chad. I’m not going to report you—if you agree to play my game.”

“Game?” he echoed, his brow furrowing. “What do you mean?”

A small, almost imperceptible smirk tugged at the corner of her lips. “Take out your cock.”

Chad froze, his mind scrambling to process what she’d just said. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Take it out.”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t refuse. Not with expulsion hanging over his head. Slowly, he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his half-hard cock, his hand trembling as he held it. Dionne’s gaze lingered for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Now stroke it.”

“I—I don’t—“ he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Do it.”

Chad hesitated, then obeyed, wrapping his fingers around his shaft and giving it a tentative tug. To his surprise, he felt himself hardening almost immediately, despite the awkwardness of the situation. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, but he didn’t stop. His strokes became more confident, his breathing ragged.

“Faster,” Dionne instructed, her voice calm but commanding.

He obeyed, his hand moving in a steady rhythm. The room was silent except for the soft sound of skin on skin and his own shallow breaths. This is insane, he thought, but he couldn’t deny the heat building in his gut, the way his cock throbbed in his hand.

“Stop,” she said suddenly.

“Wh—what?” Chad stammered, his hand stilling. “But I’m—“

“I said stop,” she repeated, her tone brooking no argument. “Lie down on the floor.”

He hesitated, then slid off the chair and onto the carpet, his cock still hard and aching. Dionne stood, smoothing her skirt as she stepped around the desk. She looked down at him for a moment, her expression unreadable, then pulled up her skirt, revealing that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Chad’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her bare pussy, glistening and inviting.

“Open your mouth,” she said, straddling his face.

He obeyed, his heart pounding as she lowered herself onto him. Her wetness smeared against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Dionne moaned softly, one hand gripping the edge of her desk for balance. “Keep stroking your cock,” she ordered.

Chad’s hand returned to his shaft, jerking it in time with the movements of his tongue. The taste of her, the sound of her soft gasps, the feel of her thighs pressing against the sides of his face—it was overwhelming. His hips bucked involuntarily, his cock twitching in his hand. I’m not going to last, he thought, his strokes becoming frantic.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Dionne said, her voice breathy but firm. “Not until I say so.”

He groaned against her, trying to hold back, but it was almost impossible. His tongue worked faster, his hand tightening around his shaft. Dionne’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Finally, her body tensed, a low, shuddering moan escaping her lips as she came, her thighs clamping around his head. Only then did she say, “Now cum for me, Chad.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a strangled cry, he came, ropes of cum shooting onto his stomach and staining his jeans. His body went limp, spent and trembling. Dionne climbed off him, smoothing her skirt back into place. She looked down at him, her expression unreadable.

“Promise me you’ll never cheat again,” she said, her tone firm.

“I promise,” Chad gasped, still catching his breath.

She nodded. “Good. And if you’re willing to learn, I have a lot more to teach you.” She smiled faintly, a glint in her eyes that sent a shiver down his spine. “But that’s entirely up to you.”

27 - A SPOILED BRAT SUBMITS

MF / BDSM / Blowjob / Spanking / Handcuffs / PIV Sex

Felicia stormed down the hallway, her designer heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. She clutched her test paper in her hand, the large red F glaring up at her as if mocking her every step. Her chest tightened with fury. How dare Professor Jenkins give her such a grade? Didn’t he know who she was? Who her father was? She was Felicia fucking Carmichael, and she didn’t get failing grades. Not from anyone. Not ever.

She rounded the corner, her vision blurred with frustration, and that’s when it happened. She didn’t see the statue until it was too late. Her arm swung out in a sharp, angry gesture, and her elbow connected with the base of the ancient marble figure. It teetered for a moment, as if suspended in time, and then crashed to the ground, shattering into pieces that scattered across the tile.

Felicia froze. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at the wreckage. It wasn’t just any statue—this was one of the university’s prized artifacts, a priceless relic from the 18th century. And she’d just destroyed it.

Before she could even think of bolting, a deep, stern voice cut through the silence. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She turned to see Richard, the security guard, striding toward her. He was in his late thirties, with broad shoulders, a square jaw, and a no-nonsense expression that made her stomach drop. His eyes flicked from her face to the broken statue, his lips tightening into a thin line.

“Oh, shit,” Felicia muttered under her breath. She forced a smile, trying to mask her panic. “It was an accident, I swear! I didn’t mean to—my dad can pay for it, okay? He’ll cover the cost, no problem.”

Richard crossed his arms over his chest, his gaze unwavering. “You think that’s all this is about? Money? That statue is irreplaceable. And you just destroyed it because you were throwing a tantrum. I’m calling the police.”

Her heart raced. The police? No, no, no. This couldn’t happen. Her father would kill her. Worse, he might actually cut her off. She took a step closer, her voice softening as she tried to turn on the charm. “Please, Richard. There’s no need for that. I’m really sorry. Let’s just… talk about this in your office or something?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “Talk? You think a little apology is going to fix this?”

She tilted her head, letting her long, dark hair fall over her shoulder as she bit her lip. “I don’t know. Maybe I can… make it up to you?”

He stared at her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, he gestured toward the security office. “Move. Now.”

Felicia hesitated, but the look in his eyes told her he wasn’t bluffing. She followed him into the small, dimly lit office, her pulse quickening as he closed the door behind them. The room smelled faintly of coffee and aftershave, and the desk was cluttered with paperwork and a pair of handcuffs that she couldn’t stop staring at.

Richard leaned against the desk, his arms folded once more. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Flirting your way out of trouble like some spoiled brat who’s never had to face consequences.”

Her cheeks burned, but she held his gaze. “I’m not a brat. And I know how to make things right.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “You? Please. You don’t have what it takes to please me.”

Her eyes narrowed. Challenge accepted. She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “You don’t know what I’m capable of, Richard. Let me show you.”

For a moment, he said nothing. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Felicia’s breath hitched as he freed his cock, already half-hard and impressive in size. He gestured toward the floor. “Get on your knees.”

She hesitated for only a second before sinking to her knees, her heart pounding in her chest. She’d never done anything like this before, but there was no backing out now. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, her fingers trembling slightly, and leaned forward to take him into her mouth.

Richard let out a low groan as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he started to thrust, setting a rhythm that made her eyes water. She gagged, but he didn’t stop, pushing her limits until she was taking him all the way, her nose pressed against his abdomen.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Now, let’s see if you can handle the rest of your punishment.”

Felicia’s knees trembled as she stood, her lips swollen and her face flushed. Richard turned her around, his hands firm on her hips as he bent her over the desk. She felt the cool air hit her bare skin as he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, leaving her exposed and vulnerable.

The first slap came without warning, the sharp sting of his hand against her ass making her gasp. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Felicia,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And bad girls need to be taught a lesson.”

Each spank sent a jolt of pain and pleasure through her, her body growing hotter with every strike. She could feel herself growing wet, her arousal undeniable as his hand came down again and again. Then, she heard the metallic click of the handcuffs, and her wrists were pinned to the desk, leaving her completely at his mercy.

Richard stepped back, and she heard the rustle of his clothes as he undressed.

Her heart raced as he positioned himself behind her, his cock teasing her entrance. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Richard.”

He chuckled, the sound dark and thrilling. “You’re going to have to beg harder than that.”

Felicia clenched her fists, her body aching for him. “Please, fuck me. I need it.”

“That’s more like it,” he said, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside her.

She gasped, her body stretching to accommodate him as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements controlled and teasing, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Then, without warning, he picked up the pace, fucking her hard and fast, his hips slamming against hers as she moaned his name.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, crashing over her as she cried out, her body trembling with release. Richard groaned, his rhythm faltering as he spilled himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he rode out his own climax. When it was over, he released the handcuffs, letting her slump forward on the desk, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

He pulled up his pants, his expression calm and composed as if nothing had happened. “You’re free to go,” he said, his voice firm. “But don’t let me catch you causing trouble again.”

Felicia straightened slowly, her legs still unsteady as she pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. She turned to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her lips curving into a small, satisfied smile. “So… can we do this again sometime?”

Richard raised an eyebrow, his lips twitching with the hint of a smirk. “Maybe. But you’ve got a lot to learn, princess.”

28 - PIANO LESSON LUST

MF / Taboo / Age Gap / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The moment Elsie stepped into Jim’s house, the air felt different. Thicker. It was as if the world had slowed down, every breath deliberate, every movement charged with something she couldn’t quite name. The familiar scent of aged wood and polished ivory greeted her. Jim’s grand piano stood in the center of the room like a monument to his talent—and to everything she secretly craved.

Jim was an accomplished pianist, and Elsie was a student of music at a local university. Her father-in-law had been giving her piano lessons ever since she’d married his son. But now, their meetings were starting to feel like more than just sheet music and notes.

“Right on time,” Jim said, his voice smooth and warm as he gestured to the bench. “Let’s see how much progress you’ve made.”

Elsie’s heart raced as she sat down. She wasn’t sure if it was the anticipation of the lesson or the way his gaze lingered on her a second too long. She placed her fingers on the keys, but before she could begin, his hands were on hers, adjusting her posture.

“Your wrists are too tense,” he murmured, his breath brushing her ear. “Relax. Let the music flow through you.”

Her skin prickled where he touched her. God, his hands were so much larger than hers, so firm yet gentle. She could feel the heat radiating off him, and it was all she could do not to shiver. She tried to focus on the keys, but his presence was overwhelming. His cologne—musky and woodsy—filled her senses, making her head swim.

“Jim…” she started, her voice trembling. “I… I can’t seem to focus.”

He chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt straight to her core. “Maybe you’re thinking too hard. Music isn’t about perfection. It’s about feeling.”

She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. Feeling. That’s exactly what she was doing—feeling things she shouldn’t. Things that made her pulse quicken and her stomach twist with guilt. But she couldn’t help it. Not when he was this close, not when his fingers brushed her skin like he was playing her instead of the piano.

“You’re a beautiful musician, Elsie,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “And not just because of your talent.”

Her breath hitched. “Jim, I’m married. To your son.”

“I know,” he said, his tone unapologetic. “But that doesn’t change what I feel for you.”

She turned to face him, her eyes wide. His gaze was intense, unwavering. There was no mistaking the desire in his eyes, and it mirrored the ache building inside her. Her lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned in, closing the distance between them.

The kiss was electric. His lips were firm and insistent, claiming hers with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned softly, her hands clutching at his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. It was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so damn right. She could feel the heat pooling between her legs, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

“Elsie,” he growled, pulling away just enough to look at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her chest heaving. “Yes. Please.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hallway to his bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them, and suddenly the world outside ceased to exist. It was just the two of them, and the unspoken tension that had been building for weeks.

He reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her bra followed, and then his hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She gasped, her head falling back as he leaned in to take one into his mouth.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

His tongue flicked over her sensitive flesh, sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel her panties growing damp, her body throbbing with need.

He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them, standing before him in nothing but her skin. His eyes raked over her, dark and hungry, and she felt a thrill of power knowing she had this effect on him.

“You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that was every bit as impressive as she’d imagined. His chest was broad, his muscles defined, and between his legs… Oh, God. He was huge. Thick and hard, jutting out proudly.

He stepped closer, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her again. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, and it only made her want him more. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she worked him with her lips and tongue. She could taste him, salty and musky, and it only spurred her on. She sucked him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she took as much of him as she could. His hips rolled forward, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Elsie,” he rasped, pulling her to her feet. “Not like this. I want to feel you.”

He guided her to the bed, laying her down and spreading her legs. His eyes locked on hers as he knelt between her thighs. His breath was hot against her skin as he leaned in, his tongue flicking her clit.

She cried out, her back arching off the bed. He licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. She was soaked, her walls clenching around his fingers as he worked her toward the edge.

“Jim, I’m so close,” she panted, her hips bucking against his mouth.

He didn’t slow, his tongue and fingers relentless as he drove her higher and higher. She came with a strangled cry, her body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

But he wasn’t done. He kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips.

He slid inside her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. She gasped at the stretch, her walls adjusting to his size as he began to move.

His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting a spot that made her toes curl. She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder, faster. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound drowned out by their moans and the slap of skin on skin.

“Elsie,” he groaned, his forehead pressed to hers. “You feel so good.”

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as another orgasm built inside her.

He didn’t. His hips pistoned against hers, his cock driving her wild. She came with a scream, her body convulsing around him as he followed her over the edge, spilling himself deep inside her.

They lay there, panting and tangled in each other, as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. But Elsie didn’t care. She’d never felt anything like this before, and she knew she’d do it again in a heartbeat.

“We can’t tell anyone,” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“I know,” Jim replied, his voice equally hushed. “This stays between us.”

But as she looked into his eyes, she knew this wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning.

29 - THE COACH’S PRIVATE TRAINING

MF / BDSM / College / Sports / Age Gap / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

Nikita’s legs trembled as she held a handstand on the balance beam, her muscles straining under the pressure. Mitch stood just below her, his hands firmly gripping her waist to steady her. His touch sent a shiver down her spine, a familiar warmth pooling low in her stomach. She could feel the heat of his breath on her skin, the faint scent of his cologne mingling with the sterile smell of the gym.

“Hold it,” Mitch commanded, his voice low and steady. “Focus, Nikita. You’re wobbling.”

She tried to steady herself, but her mind was elsewhere. God, his hands… She could feel every callous on his palms, every rough edge of his fingers as they pressed into her flesh. She’d been training with him for years, but lately, his touch felt different. It wasn’t just professional anymore. There was something else, something electric that made her heart race and her breath catch.

Nikita’s concentration faltered, and in an instant, she lost her balance. Her body tipped, and she landed hard on the mat below, a sharp gasp escaping her lips. Mitch’s hands were on her instantly, pulling her upright, his grip almost too tight.

“What the hell was that?” he snapped, his dark eyes piercing through her. “You’re better than this, Nikita. You know you are.”

She flinched at his tone, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding his gaze. “I just—I got distracted.”

Mitch sighed, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair. “Distracted? You can’t afford to be distracted. Not if you want to be the best.”

Nikita nodded, but her mind was still buzzing. It wasn’t just his words that stung—it was the way he was looking at her, like he could see right through her, like he knew exactly what she was thinking. Does he feel it too? She wondered, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mitch stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. “Listen,” he said, his voice softening just a fraction. “I’m not just your coach. I want to be more than that. I want to be your mentor, someone you can trust completely. But you have to do as I say. Do you understand?”

Nikita’s breath hitched. There was something in his tone, something that sent a thrill through her. “I understand,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good,” Mitch said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Now, let’s try that again. And this time, focus.”

They resumed the training session, Mitch pushing her harder than ever before. Every touch, every correction, felt like fire against her skin. Nikita was hyper-aware of his presence, of the way his body moved around hers. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her every move, and it only fueled her determination. She wouldn’t let him down.

By the time the session ended, Nikita was exhausted but exhilarated. Mitch had pushed her to her limits, and she had risen to the challenge. He looked almost… impressed. It was a rare expression for him, and it sent a rush of pride through her.

“Not bad,” he said, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “You’re stronger than you think, Nikita. But there’s still room for improvement.”

She nodded, catching her breath. “Thank you, Coach.”

Mitch hesitated for a moment, then said, “Come on. Let’s go back to my place. I want to show you something.”

Nikita’s heart skipped a beat. She wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but she wasn’t about to say no. She followed him out of the gym, her mind racing with possibilities.

When they arrived at his house, Mitch led her straight to the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, filling the tub with steaming hot water. “Get in,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Nikita hesitated only for a moment before she began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. She could feel Mitch’s eyes on her, watching her every move. She stepped into the tub, the hot water enveloping her body, and let out a soft sigh.

Mitch lit a few candles, the flickering light casting a warm glow over the room. Then, he knelt beside the tub, a small box in his hands. He opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys. Nikita’s breath caught in her throat as he picked up a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum.

“This will help you relax,” Mitch explained, his voice low and soothing.

He moved the vibrator closer, and Nikita’s eyes fluttered shut as he pressed it against her clit. A soft moan escaped her lips, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Good girl,” Mitch whispered, his free hand brushing against her stomach beneath the water. “Just let go.”

Nikita’s mind was a haze of sensation as Mitch worked the vibrator over her, his touch both gentle and commanding. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her. Then, he pulled the vibrator away, and she whimpered in protest.

Mitch chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent shivers down her spine. “Patience,” he said, his hand slipping beneath the surface of the water.

Nikita’s breath hitched as she felt something cold and smooth pressing against her entrance. It was a dildo, and Mitch was guiding it into her with practiced ease.

“Oh, God,” Nikita gasped, her back arching as the dildo filled her.

Mitch moved it slowly at first, then faster, his grip firm as he fucked her with it. Nikita’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the edges of the tub as she surrendered to the pleasure.

“That’s it,” Mitch encouraged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for me, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her voice echoing in the small bathroom. Mitch didn’t stop until she was spent, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

When he finally pulled the dildo out, Nikita was panting, her mind still reeling. Mitch stood, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before he said, “Let’s move to the bedroom.”

Nikita nodded, her legs still shaky as she stepped out of the tub. Mitch wrapped a towel around her, his touch surprisingly gentle. He led her to the bedroom, his hand resting on the small of her back.

“Lie down,” he instructed, his voice firm but not unkind. Nikita obeyed, stretching out on the bed, her heart pounding in anticipation.

Mitch grabbed another toy, this one smaller and more slender. He coated it with lubricant, his movements slow and deliberate. Nikita’s breath quickened as she realized what he was about to do.

“Relax,” Mitch murmured, his voice soothing. “You’re doing great.”

He pressed the vibrator against her asshole, and Nikita’s body tensed.

“Easy,” he said, his hand gently massaging her lower back. “Just breathe.”

Nikita did as she was told, forcing herself to relax as Mitch worked the vibrator into her ass. The sensation was strange at first, but as he turned it on, a low hum vibrating through her, it quickly turned into something much more pleasurable.

“Oh, fuck,” Nikita moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets as Mitch began to move the vibrator, fucking her ass with it.

She could hear the sound of his zipper, and then she felt his cock pressing against her, hot and heavy.

“You’re doing so well,” Mitch praised, his voice thick with need.

He pressed the head of his cock against her asshole, and Nikita’s breath hitched. “Just take it, Nikita. You can handle it,” he whispered.

The first push was slow, deliberate, and Nikita’s body stretched to accommodate him. She let out a low moan, the sensation overwhelming but not painful. Mitch groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed deeper, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice strained.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first, then faster, harder. Nikita’s moans filled the room, her body trembling with pleasure as Mitch fucked her ass with a raw intensity.

“Mitch,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she felt herself getting closer. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice harsh with need. “Let go, Nikita.”

Her body obeyed, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her breathless. She screamed his name, her body shuddering as he continued to thrust into her. Mitch groaned, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her, his cum leaking out as he finally pulled out.

Nikita lay there, panting, her mind a blur of pleasure and exhaustion.

Mitch leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “I want to train you in more than just gymnastics. I want to teach you about sex, about submission. Are you ready for that?”

Nikita’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation in her voice. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a newfound determination.

Mitch smiled, a satisfied glint in his eyes. “Good,” he said, his voice firm but not unkind. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

As Mitch drove her home later that evening, Nikita couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of anticipation. She had always admired Mitch, but now… now there was something more. Something deeper. And she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

The car pulled up to her apartment, and Mitch turned to her, his gaze intense. “We’ll start your new training tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Be ready.”

Nikita nodded, her heart pounding as she stepped out of the car. She watched as Mitch drove away, a small smile playing on her lips. She was ready.
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“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Brett murmured, his voice low and steady as his hands drifted down Chante’s sides, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. She shivered under his touch, her breath catching in her throat.

She hadn’t expected this when she walked into the gym for her private coaching session. She’d been nervous, sure, but not about this. The way he looked at her, the way his hands lingered on her body—it wasn’t just casual coaching. It felt… different.

“Coach,” she started, her voice trembling slightly, “I don’t know if—“

He cut her off gently, his lips brushing against her ear. “Shh. Trust me, Chante. You’re incredible.”

Her heart raced as his hands moved lower, his fingers curling around the hem of her shorts. She should’ve stopped him. She knew that. But the way he touched her, the way he made her feel—she didn’t want it to end.

—

It started last week.

Although she struggled with her weight, Chante had always been a gifted athlete. She’d heard about tryouts for the college volleyball team, and she was confident that she’d dominate the competition.

When Chante arrived at the gym, the other girls vastly underestimated her abilities. “You sure you’re in the right place?” a petite girl asked, her thin arms crossed over her chest. “The cafeteria is that way.”

Chante just glared at her, her heart racing with anger. She ignored the taunt. She’d get her revenge on the court. Chante took her rage out on the volleyball, spiking it over the net with an unmatched ferocity. She easily made the team, leaving the other players stunned.

It seemed like Chante had made quite an impression on the volleyball coach, too. “Congratulations on making the team,” Brett said, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about those other girls. They’re jealous.”

“T-thank you,” Chante stammered, suddenly aware that her hair was a mess, and she was dripping sweat. “You really think so?”

“Yes. You’re beautiful and talented. Why wouldn’t they be jealous?” he replied, his eyes sparkling with something mysterious. “Why don’t you meet me tomorrow for a private coaching session? I can show you a few things to really improve your game.”

—

Now, they were in the gym. They’d finished practicing, and it was time to stretch. But as Brett positioned Chante’s body on the exercise mat, his fingers started to wander over her body in a way that didn’t feel professional.

“Coach?” she whispered, her eyes searching his.

Brett didn’t answer with words. Instead, he kissed her, his lips firm and demanding against hers. Chante melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he deepened the kiss.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes darkened with desire. “Let me show you how perfect you are,” he said, his voice rough.

Chante’s mind was spinning, but she nodded anyway. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Brett’s hands moved to the waistband of her shorts, and she lifted her hips slightly to help him slide them off. He took his time, his fingers brushing against her thighs as he tugged the fabric down her legs. When she was finally bare, he paused, his gaze raking over her body.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, his voice thick with need.

She blushed, her cheeks burning under his scrutiny. But before she could say anything, he was on her again, his lips pressing against hers as his hands roamed over her curves.

His touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Brett,” she gasped, her back arching as he moved lower, his lips trailing down her chest.

He didn’t stop until he reached the apex of her thighs, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. She squirmed under him, her hands clutching at the exercise mat as he pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing. “I’ve got you.”

Chante bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut as his tongue darted out, licking a slow, deliberate stripe up her center. She gasped, her hips jerking off the mat as pleasure shot through her.

Brett didn’t let up, his tongue circling her clit before sucking it into his mouth. Chante’s fingers dug into the mat, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he worked her.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her.

He slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. She was close—so close—and when he added a third finger, she lost it.

Her body tensed, her back arching off the mat as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her hands gripping the mat as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down, Brett was already moving, climbing up her body to kiss her again. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only made her want him more.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her hands moving to the waistband of his gym shorts.

He didn’t argue, lifting his hips so she could slide them off. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, and Chante’s mouth watered at the sight of it.

She wrapped her hand around him, giving him a few slow strokes before leaning down to take him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“Fuck, Chante,” he muttered, his hips bucking up into her mouth.

She took him deeper, her lips stretched tight around him as she bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his shaft. He was big—bigger than she’d expected—but she didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him.

When he was close, he pulled her off, his hands shaking as he flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs for him, her body still tingling from her orgasm as he positioned himself between her thighs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice strained.

Chante nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pushed into her. He was big—so big—and she gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his skin as he bottomed out.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead resting against hers as he adjusted to the feel of her.

She was tight—so tight—and it took every ounce of his control to keep from losing it right then and there. But when she moved her hips, grinding against him, he couldn’t hold back anymore.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, drawing a sharp gasp from her. He did it again, then again, setting a steady rhythm as he fucked her.

Chante’s hands roamed over his back, her nails leaving red marks in their wake as she clung to him. He felt incredible—so good—and she didn’t want it to end.

“Brett,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pounded into her.

He kissed her, his lips hot and demanding against hers as he fucked her harder, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. She could feel his cock hitting her in all the right places, the pleasure building inside her once again.

“I’m close,” he muttered, his voice rough with need.

Chante nodded, her nails digging into his back as she felt her own orgasm building. “Me too,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

Brett fucked her through it, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. When he finally came, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he spilled his seed.

Chante’s orgasm hit a second later, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her hands clutching at his back as she rode out the waves, her body trembling with the force of it.

When he slumped on top of her, his cock still inside her as her breathing slowly returned to normal, Chante couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she lay there, feeling him breathe against her neck, she knew she wanted more.

“Chante,” Brett started, his voice soft as he pulled back to look at her.

“Yes?” she asked, her heart pounding in her chest.

“This stays between us,” he said, his expression serious.

She nodded, her eyes locked with his. “Of course.”

He kissed her again, his lips soft and gentle against hers before he pulled away and stood up, leaving her lying on the mat as he grabbed his gym shorts.

Chante watched him dress, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. She knew this was risky—dangerous, even—but she couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Same time tomorrow?” Brett asked, his eyes meeting hers as he pulled his shirt back on.

Chante smiled, her legs still tingling as she sat up. “I’ll be there.”

As she watched him walk away, her body still humming, she couldn’t help but wonder what their next encounter would be like.
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"Coach, I can't keep this a secret," Kira whispered, her voice trembling as she lay beside him, her body still humming from the intensity of what they’d just done.

Roger turned his head to face her, his expression unreadable in the dim light of her bedroom. "We have to, Kira. You know that." His voice was firm, but there was something underneath it—a flicker of guilt, maybe, or desperation.

Kira bit her lip, her mind racing. She could still feel him inside her, the way he’d filled her completely, the way their bodies had moved together like they were made for each other. "But what if people find out? What if—"

"Stop," Roger interrupted, his tone sharp but not unkind. He reached out, his hand brushing her cheek. "Let’s not talk about that right now. Just… let’s enjoy this. Us."

Kira hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew he was right, but the weight of what they’d done was starting to settle in. Still, as she looked at him—his strong jaw, the way his body seemed to radiate power—she couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through her.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a soft, tentative kiss. "Okay," she murmured against his mouth. "For now."

—

Hours earlier, Kira had been on the field, her cleats digging into the dirt as she swung her bat with practiced precision. The sun was beating down on her, and she could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she ran the bases. She was fast, always had been, but today something felt off. Her timing was wrong, and her throws were sloppy.

"Kira!" Coach Roger’s voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding.

She froze, her heart sinking as she turned to face him.

His arms were crossed over his chest, his expression stern. "What the hell was that?"

"I—I don’t know," she stammered, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand. "I just… I’m sorry, Coach."

He sighed, his shoulders relaxing slightly as he walked over to her. "You’re distracted. I can see it. What’s going on?"

Kira looked down at her feet, guilt gnawing at her. "It’s school. I’m… I’m failing math, Coach. I’ve been trying to keep up, but it’s just too much."

Roger’s expression softened, and he placed a hand on her shoulder. "You’re one of the best players I’ve ever coached, Kira. But if you don’t get your grades up, you’re not going to be able to play. Understand?"

She nodded, her throat tight. "I know. I’ll do better. I promise."

"Good." He gave her shoulder a squeeze before letting go. "Come on. Let’s get you home. You look like you could use some rest."

—

The ride to her apartment was quiet, the hum of the car’s engine filling the space between them. Kira stared out the window, her mind racing as she tried to figure out how she was going to turn things around. She felt like she was drowning, and she didn’t know how much longer she could keep her head above water.

When they pulled up to her building, Kira turned to Roger, her voice barely above a whisper. "Do you want to come in? I mean, if you’re not busy or anything."

He hesitated, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. "Kira, I don’t think that’s a good idea."

"Please," she said, her eyes pleading. "I just… I don’t want to be alone right now."

Roger looked at her for a long moment, his jaw clenched as if he was fighting some internal battle. Finally, he nodded. "Alright. But just for a little while."

Inside her apartment, Kira dropped her bag by the door and turned to face him. She could feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy, and it made her heart race. "Coach, I…" She trailed off, unsure of what to say.

"Kira," he said, his voice low and strained. "This isn’t right. I shouldn’t be here."

She took a step closer to him, her breath catching in her throat. "I know. But I don’t care."

Before he could respond, she closed the distance between them, her lips pressing against his in a desperate, hungry kiss. He froze for a moment, his body stiff, but then he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he kissed her back.

It was like a dam had burst, and all the tension, all the unspoken desire that had been building between them came rushing out. Kira’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, her fingers trembling as she pushed it off his shoulders. He returned the favor, pulling her jersey over her head and tossing it aside.

Their clothes landed in a trail on the floor as they stumbled toward the bedroom, their lips never parting. When they reached the bed, Roger pushed her down onto the mattress, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her neck, her collarbone, her chest.

Kira’s back arched as his fingers slipped between her legs, teasing her until she was gasping for air. "Roger," she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. "Please."

He didn’t make her wait. He replaced his fingers with his tongue, devouring her as she writhed beneath him. Her hips bucked against his mouth, and she cried out as the pleasure washed over her, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down from the high, Roger pulled away, his eyes dark with desire. "You’re so beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Kira reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, watching as his eyes fluttered shut and a low groan escaped his lips. "I want to taste you," she whispered.

Without waiting for a response, she slid down the bed, her lips wrapping around him. She took him deep, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside as he moaned her name. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, and it only made her want him more.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled away, moving to straddle him. "I need you," she breathed, guiding him inside her.

They moved together, their bodies perfectly in sync. Kira moaned, her head falling back as she rode him, her hips rolling in a slow, steady rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her as he thrust up into her, each movement pushing her closer to the edge.

It didn’t take long for her to fall apart, her body shattering as she came around him. He followed soon after, his grip on her hips tightening as he spilled himself inside her.

Now, as they lay in bed together, Kira couldn’t help but feel a sense of wonder. She’d never imagined that this would happen, but now that it had, she couldn’t imagine her life without it.

"Roger," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "What happens next?"

He didn’t answer right away, his hand stilling on her back. "We take it one day at a time," he finally said. "But we have to be careful, Kira. This… this can’t get out."

"I know," she whispered, her heart aching at the thought. But as she looked at him, she knew it was worth it. Whatever happened, she wouldn’t regret this.
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“I can’t concentrate,” Jani admitted, her voice trembling as she looked up from the playbook. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the page, the tension in the room thick enough to choke on.

Ned paused, his eyes narrowing slightly as he studied her. “What’s going on, Jani?” he asked, his voice low and steady, though there was a flicker of something else beneath it.

She hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. This is wrong, she thought. I have a boyfriend. Ned is my coach. But the words spilled out before she could stop them. “I’m attracted to you,” she confessed, her cheeks burning. “I’ve been trying to ignore it, but… I can’t.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Ned’s expression shifted, his usual composed demeanor cracking ever so slightly. He leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving hers. “Jani, you’re a fantastic player. You’ve got a bright future ahead of you. This… this isn’t a good idea.”

“I know,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Ned’s eyes darkened, and for a moment, he looked like he was struggling with himself. Then, without warning, he stood up and closed the distance between them in one swift motion. His hands cupped her face, and before she could protest, his lips were on hers.

The kiss was hungry, desperate, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. Jani gasped into his mouth, her hands instinctively gripping his shirt. This is happening, her mind screamed. This is really happening.

Ned’s tongue slipped past her lips, exploring her mouth with a heat that made her knees weak. She could feel the strength in his hands as they moved from her face to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. His hard chest against her soft curves only fueled the fire burning inside her.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Jani’s lips felt swollen, and her heart was racing. She looked up at Ned, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire.

“This can’t happen,” Ned said, though his voice was anything but convincing. “You’re with Kyle.”

“I know,” Jani said again, her voice trembling. “But I want you. Please.”

That one word seemed to shatter whatever restraint Ned had left. Without another word, he took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, down the hallway, and into his bedroom. The moment the door closed behind them, Jani felt a surge of adrenaline rush through her veins.

Ned wasted no time. His hands were on her clothes, yanking her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Jani reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling as she tried to undo it. The sound of his zipper being pulled down sent a shiver down her spine.

He stepped out of his pants, and Jani’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him. He was hard, his cock standing at attention, and the sight of it made her mouth water. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his hips as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Ned groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she began to move. She started slow, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she couldn’t stop herself from moaning as she sucked him off.

Jani’s guilt threatened to surface—Kyle’s face flashed in her mind—but she pushed it away. This is what I want, she told herself. This is what I need. She bobbed her head, taking him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him. Ned’s grip on her hair tightened, guiding her movements as he thrust gently into her mouth.

“Fuck, Jani,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so good at this.”

The praise sent a thrill through her, and she redoubled her efforts, sucking him harder, faster. She could feel him trembling beneath her hands, and she knew he was close. But before he could reach the edge, he pulled her up, his lips crashing onto hers once more.

Ned’s hands were everywhere now, undressing her with an urgency that left her no time to think. Her bra was unhooked and discarded; her jeans and panties were yanked down her legs. She stepped out of them, standing bare before him, her chest heaving as she waited for what would come next.

Ned pushed her back onto the bed, his hands spreading her legs open. He knelt between them, his eyes locked on her as he leaned in and buried his face between her thighs. Jani cried out, her back arching as his tongue found her clit. He licked her hungrily, his tongue flicking over her sensitive nub before plunging into her.

Jani’s hands fisted the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body responding to every touch, every lick. Ned’s hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her. She was spiraling out of control, her hips bucking against his mouth as she neared the edge.

But just as she was about to tip over, Ned pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Jani could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she looked up at him, her eyes pleading.

“Are you sure?” Ned asked, his voice strained.

“Yes,” Jani gasped. “Please, I need you.”

That was all the confirmation he needed. Ned thrust into her, filling her completely in one smooth motion. Jani cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. He started slow, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding into her, his hips slamming against hers with a force that left her breathless.

Jani wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, stretching her, filling her in ways she hadn’t thought possible. The guilt she’d felt earlier was gone, replaced by an all-consuming need to feel Ned deeper, harder.

“Harder,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Please, Ned, harder.”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming more frantic, more desperate. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and moans. Jani could feel the coil of pleasure tightening in her stomach, threatening to snap.

And then it did. Her body convulsed, her muscles tightening around Ned as she came. Her cries were muffled by his lips on hers, his tongue invading her mouth as he continued to thrust. He wasn’t far behind her, and with a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let out a guttural groan.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling. Then Ned pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Jani lay there, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Reality began to creep back in, and with it, the guilt she’d been able to ignore.

But before she could say anything, Ned spoke. “This stays between us,” he said, his voice firm. “No one can know.”

Jani nodded, though her heart ached at the thought of keeping this a secret. She knew it was wrong, but she also knew she wanted more.
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The scent of old books and stale coffee filled her office, a familiar comfort that shattered the second the two young men stepped inside. Professor Annie Reed smiled politely, setting down her red pen. “Mike, Dave. What can I do for you?” Her office hours were nearly over, and she was eager to get home.

Mike, the more forward of the two, closed the door with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoed in the sudden quiet. “We had a question about the midterm, Professor,” he said, his voice casual, but his eyes held a glint that made her stomach tighten.

“Of course,” she said, gesturing to the chairs opposite her desk. “Which part was unclear?”

Instead of sitting, Mike slipped his backpack from his shoulder. He unzipped it slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. “It’s more of a… historical question.”

Her polite smile faltered. Dave stood silently by the door, a sentinel blocking her escape. Mike pulled out a magazine, its pages well-thumbed, the glossy cover obscured by his hand. He dropped it onto her neat desk, right on top of a stack of essays.

Annie’s blood ran cold. She didn’t need to see the cover. The type of paper, the layout, the very smell of cheap ink… it was unmistakably a pornographic magazine. A relic from a life she’d buried.

“What is the meaning of this?” she demanded, her voice trembling despite her effort to sound stern.

Mike flipped it open to a dog-eared page. Her page. There she was, twenty-two years old, staring back at her thirty-eight-year-old self. Her hair was wilder then, her body softer in some places, tighter in others. She was splayed across a red velvet couch, a look of bold invitation in her eyes that she scarcely remembered.

The office walls seemed to close in. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage. This isn’t happening.

“We were doing… research,” Mike said, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “And we found this. Imagine our surprise.”

Humiliation, hot and acidic, burned through her. Her professional life, the respect she’d worked for over a decade to build—it was all crumbling in an instant. “Please,” she whispered, the word choked. “You can’t… you can’t show anyone.”

Dave finally spoke, his voice a low rumble. “That depends.”

“On what?” she asked, though she already knew. A strange, traitorous pulse throbbed between her legs. The part of her that missed the thrill, the danger, the raw abandon, was waking up after a long, dormant sleep.

Mike leaned forward, planting his hands on her desk, invading her space. “We keep your secret. But we want something in return.”

Her mind raced. She could report them. Have them expelled for blackmail. It was the logical, sane choice. The professorial choice. But that other part of her, the girl on the velvet couch, was already nodding. It’s been so long since you’ve done anything reckless.

She looked at Mike’s confident smirk, at Dave’s hungry gaze. The air crackled with illicit potential. Her dignity warred with a deep, shocking need.

“What do you want?” she breathed, her decision made.

In answer, Mike unbuckled his belt. The rasp of the zipper was deafening. Dave followed suit. They freed their cocks, both already half-hard with anticipation. The sight of them, thick and real, sent a jolt straight to her core.

You asked for this, the old Annie whispered. Now take it.

Annie slid from her chair, her knees meeting the worn carpet. She looked up at Mike, her heart pounding not just with fear, but with a thrilling, terrifying excitement. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling the hot, velvety skin stretched taut over rigid strength. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean and musky, flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the saltiness, before sinking down, taking more of him. Mike groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the primal act of pleasing him. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly, her other hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach.

To her side, she heard the slick, rhythmic sound of Dave fisting his own cock as he watched, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “Fuck, Professor. Look at you.”

After a few minutes, Mike gently pulled back. “Switch,” he commanded, his voice rough.

Annie turned to Dave without hesitation, capturing his length in her wet, eager mouth. He was thicker, and she had to work to accommodate him, a low groan vibrating in her throat as she did. She moved between them, a willing servant to their pleasure, her own desire building into a desperate, aching throb.

“Now get naked,” Mike ordered, his voice husky.

Her fingers, which were so steady when grading papers, fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She shed her professional armor—the silk blouse, the sensible skirt, the practical bra and panties—until she stood bare before them, her skin pebbling in the cool office air.

Dave quickly swept a clear space on her desk, sending pens and papers clattering to the floor. “On the desk. Show us how wet you are. Play with yourself.”

Annie hoisted herself onto the cold wood, leaning back on her elbows. She let her legs fall open, offering them a blatant view. She brought her fingers to her slick folds, circling her clit with a practiced touch. A shiver wracked her body. They’re watching. My students are watching me do this. The taboo of it all sent another gush of heat through her. She moaned, slipping two fingers inside herself, fucking herself with them as Mike and Dave stroked themselves, their eyes glued to her display.

“I’m going first,” Dave growled, moving between her legs. He positioned himself and drove into her with one sharp, deep thrust.

Annie cried out, her back arching off the desk. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. He set a punishing pace from the start, each powerful thrust jolting through her, making the desk creak in protest. She clawed at his arms, meeting him thrust for thrust, all pretense gone, lost in a storm of sensation. The pressure built, coiling tight in her belly until it snapped. She came with a ragged scream, her inner muscles clenching around him wildly. That was all it took for Dave. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release filling her.

He pulled out, and Mike was there instantly. “Bend over the desk.”

Still shuddering from her orgasm, Annie obeyed, her breasts pressing against the cool wood. Mike’s hands gripped her hips, and he entered her from behind. This angle was different, deeper. Each thrust sent a jolt of pure, electric pleasure through her core. He fucked her with a focused intensity, his balls slapping against her wetness. She could feel Dave’s cum leaking out of her, and the thought of it, of being used and filled, sent her spiraling toward another climax.

“Yes… oh god, Mike, yes!” she begged, her voice a broken thing.

He pistoned into her, his rhythm becoming erratic, frantic. “Gonna cum,” he grunted. “Gonna fill you up.”

His final, deep thrust was followed by a hot flood that joined Dave’s inside her. He held himself there for a long moment, both of them panting, before collapsing over her back.

Silence descended, broken only by their ragged breaths. Mike pulled out and handed her the incriminating magazine. “Your secret’s safe, Professor Reed.”

He zipped his jeans, a slow smile spreading across his face. He looked at her, naked, glistening, and thoroughly used on her own desk. “So… would you like to see us again?”

Annie hesitated, the rational part of her screaming no. But the part of her that was still throbbing, still full of them, the part that remembered the velvet couch, answered. Her voice was hoarse, but clear. “Okay.”

34 - SEDUCED BY HER STUDENT
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The oak door of the historic study clicked shut, and the sound seemed to echo through the silent, book-lined room like a gunshot. Suddenly, Anita was hyper-aware of how alone they were. The planned tour for her top students had dissolved into this: just her and Jay, the air thick with the smell of old paper and dust… and something else, something electric.

“Looks like it’s just us, Professor Blake,” Jay said, his voice a low murmur that seemed to caress the space between them. He didn’t move away from the door.

“It would seem so,” Anita replied, her own voice sounding strangely formal and thin. She clutched her tablet to her chest like a shield. This is inappropriate. This is a terrible idea. She tried to focus on a first edition behind glass. “The craftsmanship on this binding is—”

“Anita.”

The use of her first name stopped her cold. She turned to face him. He had taken a step closer, his usual look of scholarly attentiveness replaced by an intensity that made her breath catch. The late afternoon sun streaming through the window caught the sharp lines of his jaw, and she noticed, not for the first time, how his shirt stretched taut across his shoulders.

“I didn’t come here for the tour,” he said, his gaze locking with hers. There was no hesitation in him, only a raw, disarming honesty. “I came here for you.”

Her professional facade, the one she’d carefully maintained all semester, began to crack. “Jay, we can’t… I’m your professor.”

“Not right now, you’re not.” He took another step, closing the distance. He was so close she could smell his clean, soapy scent. “Right now, you’re just a woman I haven’t been able to stop thinking about. And I think… I know you’ve been thinking about me, too.”

Every cell in her body was screaming yes. The guilt was a shrill, distant alarm, but the thrumming desire was a bass drum in her chest, overwhelming it. All those office hours, the lingering glances, the way his essays seemed to read her own mind—it had all been leading here.

“This is a mistake,” she whispered, but it was a weak protest, even to her own ears. She was tilting her face up toward his.

“Then let’s make it,” he breathed, and his mouth found hers.

It wasn’t a tentative student’s kiss. It was hungry and sure, his lips moving over hers with a confidence that unraveled her completely. His tongue traced the seam of her mouth, and she opened for him with a soft gasp, her tablet slipping from her numb fingers to thud softly on the carpet. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the front of his shirt, pulling him closer. The taste of him was like nothing she’d ever known—a heady mix of mint and pure, unfiltered want.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. The house was utterly silent, a cocoon around their shared secret.

“My place isn’t an option,” she gasped, her mind reeling.

“Mine’s a dorm,” he said, a sly, wicked grin spreading across his face. He already had his car keys in his hand. “There’s a motel off the interstate. No one will see us there.”

The drive was a blur of nervous tension and white-hot anticipation. Her hands were clenched on the steering wheel, her knuckles white. You could lose your job. Your career. Everything you’ve built. The thought was a cold splash of water, but the memory of his kiss, the feel of his hands in her hair, was a furnace, instantly vaporizing her doubts. I want this. I want him.

He guided her to a generic roadside motel, the kind of place designed for anonymity. The room was exactly what she expected: cheap floral bedspread, faint smell of bleach, the hum of the air conditioner drowning out the world outside.

The moment the door clicked shut, he was on her again. This time, there were no pretenses, no hesitations. His mouth was hot and demanding on hers, his hands sliding down her back to cup her ass, pulling her hips firmly against his. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection through his jeans, and a fresh wave of liquid heat pooled between her own legs.

“I need to feel you,” he growled against her neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin, making her shudder.

Fumbling with desperate hands, they worked at each other’s clothes. He peeled her blouse from her shoulders, his mouth following the path of his hands, branding her skin with open-mouthed kisses. When his lips closed over one nipple through the lace of her bra, she cried out, her head falling back. The sensation was so sharp, so exquisite, it bordered on pain.

He undid the front clasp of her bra and her breasts spilled free. “So beautiful,” he murmured, his voice full of awe before he took a taut, pink nipple into his mouth. He sucked deeply, his tongue flicking and circling, while his thumb teased its twin. Pleasure, sharp and electric, arrowed straight to her core, and she gripped his shoulders for support, her legs turning to water.

He lowered her onto the edge of the bed, kneeling before her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her trousers and her panties, pulling them down her legs in one smooth motion. The cool air of the room hit her damp skin, and she felt utterly exposed, utterly vulnerable, and more aroused than she could ever remember.

He didn’t give her time to feel self-conscious. He pushed her thighs apart, his dark eyes devouring the sight of her. “God, look at you. So wet. All for me.”

And then his mouth was on her.

Anita’s world dissolved into sensation. The first flat stroke of his tongue up her center made her back arch off the bed. He held her hips down, his grip firm, as he feasted on her. He licked and suckled, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot with a scholar’s attention to detail. He found the swollen, aching bud of her clit and focused his assault there, lashing it with his tongue until she was sobbing, her fingers tangled in his hair, pushing him closer, begging him for more.

The orgasm built quickly, a terrifying, wonderful pressure that coiled tighter and tighter. “Jay… I’m going to…”

He growled against her, the vibration pushing her right over the edge. She came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing under the relentless rhythm of his tongue as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering wave of pleasure.

Before she could even come down, he was moving, stripping off his own clothes. His body was all lean muscle and taut skin, and his erection stood out, thick and veined and eager. He sheathed himself in a condom he’d produced from his wallet, his eyes never leaving hers.

He covered her body with his, the weight of him anchoring her back to earth. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. It was the most primal, erotic thing she’d ever experienced.

“I need to be inside you,” he breathed, the words a raw plea against her mouth.

“Yes,” was all she could manage.

He guided himself to her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her slick heat. He pushed in slowly, an exquisite, stretching fullness that made her gasp. He was big, and for a breathtaking moment, she felt stretched to her limit. Then he slid home, burying himself to the hilt inside her.

He stayed there for a long moment, both of them panting, their foreheads pressed together, connected in the most intimate way possible. Then he began to move.

His thrusts started slow and deep, each one dragging against every sensitive spot within her. But the slow pace was swiftly abandoned. Their mutual hunger took over, and his rhythm became faster, harder, more frantic. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the cheap room, a primal rhythm alongside their ragged breaths and her wordless moans.

He shifted, pulling her up so she was on her hands and knees. The new angle was a revelation. He plunged into her from behind, and oh god, he went so deep. Each powerful thrust hit a spot that made her see stars. She pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, taking all of him, wanting more.

“You feel… unbelievable,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips hard, surely leaving marks.

She could feel another orgasm building, this one even more intense than the first, a tidal wave of pleasure gathering force deep within her. She was babbling, a stream of filthy, grateful praises she didn’t even know she was capable of.

His pace became brutal, frenzied, chasing his own release. “Anita… I’m gonna come…”

That was all it took. His choked confession sent her spiraling over the edge again. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his cock as her own orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream on her lips as pure, blinding pleasure short-circuited her thoughts.

With a guttural roar, he thrust into her one last, final time, his body shuddering as he found his own release deep inside her.

They collapsed onto the scratchy bedspread in a tangled, sweaty heap of limbs, his body heavy and warm on top of her. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He slipped out of her and disposed of the condom before gathering her against his chest, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her damp back.

In the quiet aftermath, reality began to seep back into the room. Anita nestled her head against his shoulder, the scent of their sex and his skin filling her senses. She traced the line of his collarbone, the thrill of what they’d done now tempered by cold, hard fear.

Her voice was a whisper, barely audible over the hum of the AC. “Jay… no one can ever know about this.”

“I know,” he replied, his fingertips grazing her lower back. “I won’t tell anyone.”

Anita’s heart raced. This was wrong. He was her student. “This can’t happen again. I could lose my job,” she murmured. But somehow, she knew she was lying to herself. She wanted more, and it would happen again.

35 - A LESSON IN LUST
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Monica stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the plaid skirt of her schoolgirl outfit. The fabric hugged her curves in a way that made her feel both naughty and powerful. She slipped on the white knee-high socks and adjusted the red ribbon tied at her neck.

This is going to be fun, she thought, biting her lower lip in anticipation. The door creaked open, and she heard Brad’s heavy footsteps in the hallway. Her heart raced. This was it—the moment they’d been planning all week.

Brad walked into the living room, his tie loose and his briefcase in hand. He froze when he saw her, his eyes widening as they traveled from her white button-up shirt to her skirt, barely covering her thighs. “Well, well,” he said, his voice low and playful. “What do we have here?”

Monica twirled, letting the skirt flare out slightly. “Professor, I think I need some… extra tutoring,” she said, her voice dripping with faux innocence.

Brad set his briefcase down and loosened his tie further. “Oh, really? And what exactly do you need help with?”

Monica stepped closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She ran a finger down his chest. “I’ve been a very bad girl. I think I need to be punished.”

His eyes darkened, and he grabbed her wrist gently, pulling her closer. “Is that so? You know what happens to bad girls, don’t you?”

She nodded, her breath quickening. “Yes, Professor.”

Brad smirked and took her hand, leading her toward the bedroom. The air between them was thick with anticipation, every step heightening the tension.

When they reached the bed, Brad turned her around and leaned in close to her ear. “Bend over,” he commanded, his voice firm but warm.

Monica obeyed, bending over the edge of the bed, her hands gripping the sheets. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, her body already responding to his touch.

Brad placed a hand on her lower back, his fingers splayed possessively. “You’ve been very naughty,” he said, his tone teasing but serious. “And naughty girls need to be taught a lesson.”

The first spank came without warning, his palm meeting her ass with a sharp smack. Monica gasped, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through her. “Oh!” she moaned, clutching the sheets tighter.

Brad spanked her again, this time harder. “Are you going to behave from now on?” he asked, his voice rough.

“I—I’ll try,” she stammered, her voice trembling.

Another spank, this one making her arch her back. “Try?” he repeated, his tone teasing. “That’s not good enough, Monica.”

She whimpered, her body trembling with a mix of pain and desire. “I’ll be good, Professor,” she promised, her voice breathless.

Brad’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her upright. He turned her around, his eyes burning with intensity. “Let’s make sure of that,” he said, his voice low and husky. He unzipped the front of her shirt, revealing the lacy bra underneath. His fingers traced the edge of the fabric before he unhooked it, letting it fall to the floor.

Monica’s breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard with anticipation. Brad cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her sensitive peaks. She gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her. His mouth followed, his lips closing around one nipple while his fingers teased the other. The combination of his tongue and fingers sent shivers down her spine, her body arching into his touch.

Brad pulled back, his hands moving to her skirt. He unbuttoned it and let it fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her white panties and socks. His fingers traced the line of her panties before slipping underneath, finding her already wet. “Someone’s excited,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

She moaned as his fingers slid between her folds, teasing her clit. “Brad,” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

He kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth as his fingers moved deeper, exploring her. Monica’s knees weakened, her body trembling with pleasure.

He broke the kiss, his eyes locked on hers. “On the bed,” he ordered.

Monica climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows. Brad unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock. Monica’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of him, her mouth watering. She reached for him, but he shook his head.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice firm. “You need to earn it.” He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. His fingers returned to her pussy, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes.

Monica’s hips bucked, her body craving more. “Please,” she begged, her voice desperate.

Brad smirked, clearly enjoying her desperation. He slid a finger inside her, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Monica cried out, her back arching off the bed. He added a second finger, stretching her as he worked her closer to the edge.

“Brad, I’m so close,” she moaned, her hands clutching the sheets.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice rough. He removed his fingers, ignoring her whimper of protest. “Turn over.”

Monica obeyed, getting onto her hands and knees. Brad positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He guided his cock to her entrance, teasing her before pushing in slowly. Monica gasped at the stretch, her body welcoming him.

He thrust deep, his hands tightening on her hips. Monica moaned, her body moving with his. Brad’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper. He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back slightly. The combination of pain and pleasure sent her over the edge, her body clenching around him as she came.

Brad groaned, his thrusts becoming more erratic. He buried himself deep inside her, his own climax crashing over him. He stayed there for a moment, panting, before pulling out and collapsing beside her.

Monica turned to face him, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. “That was… amazing,” she said, her voice breathless.

Brad chuckled, pulling her close. “Glad you enjoyed it. You’re an excellent student.”

She laughed, snuggling against him. “I can’t wait for the next lesson.”
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