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      I unlock the door to my apartment, feeling a mixture of relief and frustration as I step inside, having just returned home from a ball the University had thrown for the faculty and staff.

      The ball is usually a grand occasion for everybody, but for me, it serves as yet another reminder that I'm still single, nearly a year after my divorce.

      At thirty-nine, I’m in the best shape of my life, but what does it matter when I spend every night alone?

      I toss my keys on the kitchen counter and strip off my formal wear, replacing it with my go-to biking outfit—tight black mesh shorts that hug every contour and a sleeveless shirt that accentuates my toned arms and torso.

      The mirror reflects a version of myself I once think long gone—a build from my soccer days now restored thanks to countless hours spent biking and working out since my divorce. I was a halfway decent soccer player on the University team—the same University I now teach at—so it feels good to have some confidence about my body again while getting up in front of classes and holding lectures.

      Just as I reach for my helmet, the doorbell rings.

      It's almost midnight; who could possibly be visiting at this hour? Curiosity swells inside me, but so does fear. The college is in a very safe neighborhood, so I’m not exactly expecting to be confronted by a serial killer or anything, but I’m not used to having my doorbell rung at midnight on a Friday night, either.

      I stride to the door and, just before I open it, squint through the peephole. My heart does a somersault when I see who’s standing there: June Mathison, one of my students.

      “Maybe a serial killer would be better, after all,” I chuckle to myself and take a deep breath.

      Since I’ve turned the porch light on when I looked out the peephole, I’ve given away the fact that I’m home (genius of me, I know). So, since there’s no hiding from her, I unlock and pull the front door open.

      I feel my breath hitch in my throat.

      Even though I’m straight, June is gorgeous in an almost otherworldly way—for a girl. I immediately reprimand myself for thinking this about not only another girl but one of my very own students—somebody half my age—but I can’t help myself. She looks like female perfection from head to toe. She’s got that sort of beauty that makes me wonder: Does she look that perfect underneath her clothes, too?

      I shouldn’t be thinking any of this about her, but I can’t seem to stop—not when the eighteen-year-old is standing—for some reason—right here on my front porch.

      Though she’s not very physically imposing—on the shorter side, with a slender and sinewy build—she is strikingly beautiful, with big blue eyes that seem to see straight through me the moment I appear in my front doorway, and neatly styled blonde hair that drifts around her in the night breeze.

      Her flawless complexion, which almost glows in the yellow porch light and the pallor of the moon, is starkly complemented by her rosy, pouty lips.

      Clad in tight blue jeans and a black crop top that fits like a second skin, she looks like she stepped off the pages of a fashion magazine.

      But I know all of this already. I’ve been well warned about June, not only about her looks but also her tendency to use her looks to get what she wants. So, knowing what I know about her, my mind is on high alert. I’m just as cautious and suspicious of her standing there in my doorway as I probably would be if it were actually a serial killer on my front porch. I know I have a lot to lose if I slip up and let June manipulate me.

      “Professor Benton,” June says, her voice soft and nonthreatening, yet assured and confident.

      “I’m sorry to bother you so late at night,” she continues, her eyes still locked on mine as she looks down slightly toward my chest.

      My mind races with warnings from fellow professors about this 'freshman seducer,' but those get drowned out by the sight before me. June’s eyes then seem to travel downwards and land squarely on my hips, lingering. Her gaze is unabashedly admiring.

      My body shudders as her gaze remains unashamed and indulgent, lingering on my body while she bites her pouty pink bottom lip. Even her smallest movements and gestures are so sensual that I can almost feel their effect throughout my body.

      “It’s... okay,” I reply, trying to steady my voice though it comes out slightly husky. “What can I do for you, June? Is there something wrong?”

      She steps closer, her proximity sending heat rippling through me.

      “I wanted to talk about my grades,” she says, looking up at me through those impossibly long lashes. “I know it’s late, but it’s been on my mind all week. I hope you don’t mind me showing up like this.”

      Was this part of her game? The rumors painted her as someone who uses her looks to get what she wants from male and female professors alike. But standing here now, all I can think about is how much I want her despite knowing better.

      I remember being in the professor’s lounge for the science department. One of my colleagues, who had just been laughing with another professor about some “blonde-haired girl” in her biology class, turned to me and said, “Melissa, if June Mathison ever ends up in your class and approaches you one-on-one, run the other way—for the sake of your career.” Of course, I laughed it off.

      Who cares about a harmless freshman girl, especially given that I’m straight? I thought to myself.

      I knew I had nothing to worry about, and the odds of June ending up in my physics class didn’t make any of this a certainty anyway.

      But then I saw her in my class the following semester, her beautiful face standing out among the sea of others. I was captivated by her looks before I realized that this was the same June Mathison on my attendance sheet. And then I knew I wasn’t as safe from June’s magnetism as I had so arrogantly thought that day in the teacher’s lounge.

      “Well, the thing is, June,” I say cautiously, leaning against the doorframe to ground myself and give the appearance that the teen hasn’t rattled me. “This really isn’t an appropriate time or place to discuss grades,” I continue. “I’m flattered that you care enough about your grades to approach me at home, but it’s very late. Why don’t we meet after class on Monday, instead?”

      “I understand,” she says innocently enough but makes no move to leave.

      Instead, she slides her tongue over her lips—a gesture that sends a jolt straight through me. “It’s just... I’ve been struggling so much lately. I feel like I’ll be up all night unless I get this figured out.”

      June’s eyes widen as she looks down at my body, again, and she shakes her head. “I figure I might as well come over here—if I’m going to be up all night anyway, right?”

      Her vulnerability feels genuine. Maybe she's not just another pretty face with ulterior motives? Maybe the warnings of my colleagues have been a bit silly? The thought makes me soften slightly. After all, June seems harmless enough.

      After a deep breath and a long, introspective pause—where my instincts try to give me a reason to shut the door in June’s face—I finally relent to the beautiful teen.

      “Come in,” I finally say, stepping aside.

      A smile forms on June’s lips as she happily obliges. She enters slowly, brushing past me just close enough for our bodies to almost touch. My breath catches as the scent of her perfume—something fresh and inviting—fills the air between us.

      “Um, just down the hallway—we can talk in the living room,” I say. She seems to ignore me and heads straight for the stairs. In my townhouse, the only thing on the second level is the master bedroom and bathroom, which isn’t exactly where I pictured having a teacher-student conference with June.

      I start to follow June up the stairs, my eyes drawn to the tantalizing movement of her ass in those tight jeans. I try to look away—I know I should—but it’s already captivated me.

      I’m not a lesbian, but if I were, a girl like June is exactly what someone like me would want.

      Each step she takes sends a jolt through me. I should stop this, redirect us back downstairs, I think to myself, but I'm entranced and want to see where this is going.

      "I think I'd be more comfortable in the bedroom, to be honest," June calls over her shoulder, as if reading my thoughts. Her voice is low and inviting.

      "Um, okay, sure," I reply, my resolve crumbling. What am I doing? This is wildly inappropriate. Yet I can't seem to stop myself from following her.

      We enter my darkened bedroom. The only light comes from the soft glow of a streetlamp outside, filtering through the sheer curtain at the window.

      The light casts June in an ethereal glow, her features softly illuminated. Having her in my home already feels like a dream, but the soft light on her skin makes her seem even more surreal. She appears almost innocent, yet there's a devilish glint in her eye that quickens my pulse.

      I reach for the lamp, but June's voice stops me. "Please don't. It's already so nice in here like it is—I guess I like the dark."

      Again, I find myself acquiescing to her strange requests.

      A voice in my head screams that this is a bad idea, that my colleagues' warnings were right. But a larger—perhaps reckless—part of me is curious, excited even, to see where this is leading me.

      June sits on the edge of my bed, facing the window.

      I hesitate for a moment before joining her, hyper-aware of the small space between us as I take a seat next to her. The bed creaks slightly under our combined weight, and I swallow hard.

      "What did you want to discuss, exactly?" I ask, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

      June turns to me, her eyes dark and intense in the dim light. "I think you know, Professor," she murmurs, her hand suddenly on my thigh.

      My breath catches in my throat.

      This is it. She's going right for the jugular; I think to myself.

      It’s just as I feared. Or hoped? Fuck, I don't even know anymore. My mind is a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts and desires.

      "June, we can't—" I start to say, but she cuts me off.

      June takes a moment to glance towards the window and that mischievous glint in her eyes that makes me acutely aware of the trouble we're inching towards.

      Her jeans hug her hips in a way that's nothing short of distracting, those tight curves indelibly burned into my mind from our staircase encounter. Her fingers are soft and lithe, sitting on my bare thigh—dangerously close to my short, skin-tight bicycle shorts.

      “I need help with my grades,” June says, immediately easing my concern that she might suggest something inappropriate.

      “I just… I’m trying, but it’s really hard. I’m sure you’ve seen my grades—you know I’m struggling,” she continues. “I would do anything to get you to go a little easier on me for a while.”

      “I understand,” I say to her. “But the thing is, I can’t give you preferential treatment—you know that. It wouldn’t be fair to the other students in your class.”

      June shrugs and says, “But I’m willing to work for it. I don’t see anything unfair about that. Maybe if another classmate comes to you and says they, too, are willing to do anything for help with their grades, you could feel comfortable working with them—provided they are genuinely willing to put in the effort, you know?”

      “Well, um… maybe,” I hesitate.

      I make my best effort to diplomatically reject June’s hand, trying to push it off my leg. I succeed, but I can’t help feeling a bit guilty. I don’t know what it is about this beautiful eighteen-year-old that has me in such a bind, but she must know the power she holds. I’m sure she can see it in my eyes—see how captivated and helpless I am before her.

      Yet June doesn’t realize that my helplessness stems not from being afraid of her, but from my own desperate struggle to keep my urges—my hunger—at bay.

      She doesn’t understand that a woman like me, divorced and deprived of sex for quite some time, is more than ready to take a teasing girl like her and dominate her. All I need is a trigger, and June seems motivated to find it. I feel like a werewolf beside a teasing girl who seems foolishly intent to show me the full moon.

      “The thing is, your grades would improve if you focused more on your studies,” I say. “I remember what it’s like to be eighteen and new to school, wanting to party all the time and get laid—all that good stuff.” I quickly pivot for my own little investigation and add, “I know what it’s like to want to chase guys all day instead of studying.”

      “Guys, huh?” June smirks.

      “Yeah,” I nod. “Or… whatever you’re into.”

      “The thing is, I’m doing well until we get to the lessons on force and motion—all that stuff about inertia. The mathematics involved makes my head spin, and I just—I don’t know—I get so tense that I keep needing a big release.” June shifts in her seat.

      I discretely roll my eyes at this. I’m no fool—I know what she’s trying to do.

      "Force and motion, huh?" I echo, trying to keep my focus on the academic issue at hand rather than the more carnal one currently building in my lower belly.

      The faint light casts shadows across June's face, making her continue to seem both ethereal and utterly enticing.

      My colleagues' warnings echo in my mind over and over, but June's presence is like a drug—dangerous and addictively alluring.

      I can’t believe how easily I’ve been hooked by this college freshman—a straight woman like me, twice her age.

      Yet here I am sitting in soaked panties thinking of June down on her knees—her pouty pink lips hanging open, ready to eat me out.

      "Yeah," June says, her eyes flickering back to mine. "When you talk about inertia... it's like there's this barrier in my brain that just won’t budge, no matter how much I pussy…I mean push."

      June gives me a slight chuckle. With her eyes still down at my hips, she bites her lip, runs a hand through her hair, takes a deep breath, and then looks back up at me.

      I clear my throat, forcing myself to maintain composure. "Inertia is essentially an object's resistance to change in its state of motion. It's... uh... a fundamental principle of physics." My voice wavers slightly as I catch a glimpse of June's tongue darting out to wet her lips again. My pulse quickens, betraying my professional façade.

      “Resistance?” June smiles. “That sounds pretty intense,” she adds with a small smirk. “If the power is strong enough, though, the resistance is overcome, right?”

      “How do you mean?” I ask.

      “Well, let’s say you have a submarine in the ocean, speeding along. It has to navigate through a really tight cave,” June begins, her voice low and smooth. “Even if the cave is tight, the submarine could keep moving through it if it’s powerful enough.”

      “Well, um, that changes things being underwater—with everything being very... wet,” I say. I start to take her hypothetical literally but then can’t help joining in on the sexual innuendos.

      I reprimand myself. I don’t blame June for engaging in such immature sexual wordplay, but for a woman my age to play along? I can’t help but feel annoyed with myself for tolerating her any longer. I know I should have kicked June out of my bedroom by now. Yet here I am, sitting beside her, my heart pounding in my chest and my nipples puckering beneath my shirt.

      June leans back on her hands, causing her shirt to ride up just enough to reveal a sliver of taut, tan skin below the band of her bra. "Maybe if you showed me... in more practical terms, I'd get it better?"

      The suggestive undertone isn't lost on me, and I can't help but let out a nervous chuckle. "I'm not sure how practical we can get outside of the classroom," I manage to say. But even as I speak, I can't shake the growing heat pooling below my waistline.

      “I was thinking we could actually do a lot outside the classroom,” June says with a smile.

      June’s gaze drops again, focusing on my breasts and then my hips. My nipples have puckered so much that they’re even slightly visible in the dark, pressing against the tight fabric of my shirt.

      With deliberate slowness, she reaches out and places a hand on my thigh—just above the knee—and an electric jolt shoots through me. I know I’m losing the battle with myself. If it goes on any longer, I’m going to surrender to whatever it is June wants.

      "Professor," she murmurs, voice dropping an octave. "I've always thought you were more... hands-on. That’s the only reason why I figured I could come over here and have you show me a thing or two."

      I swallow hard, feeling trapped between duty and desire.

      Her touch burns through the fabric of my shorts like molten lava, and it takes every ounce of willpower to remind myself why we’re here—why this is so wrong.

      "June," I start, but she cuts me off by sliding her hand higher up my leg. The friction against my skin is maddeningly seductive.

      "Please,” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear now as she leans closer. “Just this once…I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

      “Wh—what?” I stammer. It doesn’t matter what I said, though, because I feel June’s palm slide over my mound. I wonder if I’m dreaming as I take a deep breath.

      She looks over at me and whispers, “Are you going to teach me about physics—or not? I’d remember any lesson you give me if you used this body to do it.”

      My resolve crumbles like sandcastles against the tide as her fingers trace over the slit of my pussy through the fabric and I shudder and groan softly.

      Desperation tinges June’s voice—whether from academic stress or other urges—and it’s intoxicatingly compelling. My logic tangles into knots; every rational thought drowns beneath waves of want.

      “June, I’m straight,” I tell the eighteen-year-old.

      June shrugs and smiles. “So? I think your body is willing to make an exception,” she chuckles.

      She looks back down at my hips and licks her lips, making it clear what she wants. I inhale sharply and shake my head, knowing I’m going to give in. I just wonder how I’ll live with myself afterward. But one thing is certain: if June goes one step farther, I’ll give her everything I’ve got.

      June then leans over towards my face, closing in.

      Before I can stop myself—before sanity reasserts its grip—I lean in closer too; our lips mere inches apart now as we hover in suspended anticipation.

      “Or are you going to teach me or not, Professor Benton?” June whispers with a giggle.

      I feel her tugging at the front of my bicycle shorts. I know what June is thinking—that if I don’t resist, it might as well be a green light for her to continue.

      And she’s right.

      I feel her pulling firmer until suddenly, the cool air touches my exposed skin, and I realize she’s yanked down the entire front of my shorts. In a daze, I reach down and pull them the rest of the way off, still gazing into June’s eyes, transfixed. She then presses her lips against mine. I immediately feel her tongue slide into my mouth as her fingers wrap press against my pussy through the wet fabric of my panties. I inhale against her kiss and taste her sweet breath.

      June then pulls away and slowly slides down to the floor, getting on her knees before me as I kick my cycling shorts off my legs—along with my shoes.

      June’s eyes widen and she shakes her head. “Fuck,” she laughs. “Professor Benton… holy shit. You have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen.”

      June looks excited, as if she’s just opened the greatest gift of her life. She swallows and teases my clit with her thumb, in slow torturous circles. “You’re beautiful,” she says. “You’re… you’re fucking perfect.”

      She licks her lips and brings her mouth to my pussy, parting her lips around me until I feel the wet, velvety touch of her tongue gliding up and down my slit. She brushes my arousal over my clit and then dips it back in.

      “Fuck,” I moan as she takes the entirety of my mound into her warm, unbelievably soft mouth.

      I watch in awe as June eats me out. The sensation is indescribable - her lips are so soft, so plush, like nothing I've ever felt before. June's tongue swirls around my clit, applying just the right amount of pressure.

      I can't help but let out a deep moan as she sucks me like her life depends on it.

      The thought flashes through my mind - she's going at my pussy like she wants to make me cum as quickly as possible.

      But I have other plans for this beautiful woman.

      Her mouth is so fucking nice, I can’t help but want her to use it on other parts of me. I pull her up for a moment and slip off my shirt. I kiss her hard and she knows what to do. She kisses her way down my jaw, neck, and collarbone before landing on one of my puckered nipples, sucking it in.

      While she sucks on my tits, she plays with my pussy until I’m arching like I’m completely out of control, which is what I am. After a few minutes of having her mouth on my tits, I push her head down between my legs. “Finish eating me out. Then we’ll talk about your grade.”

      She obeys, that talented tongue sliding down to explore my most private area.

      “Ugh, fuck,” I groan as I feel the tip of her tongue against my clit, sliding downward into my tunnel. I cannot believe how incredible it feels against my pussy.

      The feeling of her soft, wet tongue probing me nearly makes me explode right then and there.

      She licks a trail back up, over my clit before diving back in, alternating her attention between my swollen clit and aching pussy. The longer she goes, the harder it is for me to keep from cumming.

      “Fuck,” I groan over and over, reaching down and sliding my fingers through her soft, blonde hair.

      When it all becomes too much, I finally cum. I rock my hips against her while clutching her to me like my life depends on it. Her tongue keeps lapping, her lips sucking until I come undone completely. After I catch my breath, I sit up abruptly. "Get naked. Now,” I tell her.

      June happily scrambles to comply, peeling off her t-shirt and shimmying out of her jeans.

      My breath catches as I take in her lithe, lean body with her subtle curves.

      She's perfection incarnate - smooth, pale skin stretched over subtle muscle definition. Her breasts are small, but perky with little pink nipples standing to attention. I lick my lips at the sight before leaning forward and taking one into my mouth, followed by the other. I delight in the moans she gives me and the way her fingers run through my hair.

      Then my eyes land on her tempting pussy—pink, pretty, and already dripping with arousal. I immediately feel like need to taste her.

      "Switch places with me," I order gruffly.

      June perches on the edge of the bed and I drop to my knees. I sink my mouth over her pretty little pussy and flick my tongue against her swollen clit. June cries out, her hands fisting in my hair.

      I feel like a madwoman, overcome with uncontrollably hunger. It is exactly what I knew June was going to bring out of me if she kept pushing me.

      “Fuck, professor Benton!” June spits out.

      As I dip my tongue inside her, June whimpers louder than ever, her moans vibrating through her entire body.

      I hold her legs open and in place as I continue, listening to her constant moans and feeling her legs tremble. I taste the sweetness on my tongue and inhale the floral scent of her skin as it rests against my nose. I continue until her whole body is shaking and her pussy is involuntarily pulsing.

      “Please,” she keeps begging. I figure June must know better than me about what she can or can’t handle. So, I waste no time, I devour her.

      “Oh, fuck…” she moans. I feel like I’m going to collapse from how incredible it feels. The walls of her pussy are like velvet against my tongue.

      “Oh, fuck!” June cries out. It doesn't take long before she grunts and cries out, "Don't stop! I'm about to cum!"

      I heed her request and lap at her quickly while sucking on her clit, as if my sole purpose is to completely ravage her.

      I want to take everything she has to offer me. I want her to be so cum-drunk that she remembers my mouth on her for weeks, so that when she sits at her desk in my class, she can feel the residual ache in her hips. I want her to glance at me and nod, silently acknowledging that she can still feel my tongue inside her, while I give lectures to a room full of her unsuspecting classmates.

      “Fuck!” June cries over and over. The fire grows and finally bursts, leaving her roaring at the top of her lungs as each wave of release surges through her.

      June pulls me up and presses her lips to mine. I feel her tongue slide into my mouth, tangling with mine. The moment our tongues wrestle, a jolt of pleasure travels all the way up my spine.

      I can’t believe what I’ve just done, but it’s over now; there’s no going back.

      I feel a twinge of foolishness. My colleagues warned me about June, after all.

      But I don’t care. I’m glad I gave in. Nothing on earth has ever felt as good as tasting her and feeling her mouth on me.

      “How was that for a physics lesson?” I smirk.

      “Good,” June replies. “I’m getting there,” she adds. “I might need a few more lessons, though, to connect it perfectly.”

      “I was warned you would be trouble,” I say to her.

      “Is that right?” June smiles at me, almost proudly.
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