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      The lecture hall was buzzing with anticipation as I slipped into a seat near the middle, eager yet nervous for my first college literature class. The lights were dimmed just enough to create an intimate atmosphere, a setting almost too perfect for distraction. As the clock ticked closer to the start of the session, I focused on arranging my notebook and pens, trying to quell the fluttering in my stomach.

      And then she walked in.

      Professor Laura Scott commanded the room without saying a word. Her presence was magnetic; every eye turned to her, including mine. She had that confident stride that said she knew exactly who she was and where she belonged. Dressed in a fitted black blouse and sleek pencil skirt, she moved with an elegance that seemed effortless. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves, catching the light as she turned her head slightly to greet the class with a welcoming smile.

      "Good afternoon, everyone," she began, her voice rich and smooth, carrying through the room with an authority that demanded attention—and compliance. "I'm Professor Scott and this semester we'll be exploring some of the great works of modern literature."

      I felt like I should be taking notes or something—anything other than staring at her—but my pen hovered uselessly above the page. My eyes traced over her features: sharp cheekbones, lips curved in a subtle smile, and those eyes—a piercing green that found mine more than once during her introduction. Each time our gazes met, it sent a jolt through me, making it hard to breathe.

      My focus drifted treacherously from the content of her lecture to the way her blouse clung perfectly to her frame, hinting at contours beneath the fabric that made my heart race and cheeks flush with heat.

      "Maddy, right?" she asked suddenly, snapping me back from my reverie with a start.

      "Y-yes," I stammered, feeling a rush of embarrassment coloring my face as several heads turned in my direction.

      "What do you think about Joyce's use of stream of consciousness?" Professor Scott inquired casually, as if she hadn't just caught me staring like I'd never seen anything so captivating in my life.

      "I think it's... uh... it mirrors... our thoughts?" I managed to answer vaguely, wishing desperately that the floor would open up beneath me.

      "In a sense," she replied with an approving nod that sent a warmth spreading through my chest. "It's all about representing how we truly experience life—disjointed and filled with random musings."

      I nodded along, caught somewhere between relief and awe. How could someone be so intimidatingly intelligent and impossibly beautiful at once? It made me feel naive—like a schoolgirl lost in fantasies I had no business entertaining.

      Professor Scott continued speaking about narrative techniques but all I could concentrate on was how utterly out of place these thoughts felt. I was here to learn about literature, not indulge in daydreams about someone twice my age—my professor no less! But each glance from her seemed deliberate, as though acknowledging some silent connection between us that only I could sense.

      By the end of class, I'd scribbled barely coherent notes punctuated by doodles born out of anxious energy rather than scholarly dedication. As students began packing up their belongings and shuffling out of the room, Professor Scott's eyes lingered on me once more, and I found myself glued to my seat, a hesitant curiosity bubbling beneath my skin. There was something about the way she watched me—intense yet unreadable—that compelled me to approach her, despite knowing how inappropriate it felt and how my thoughts had wandered far from academic propriety.

      Finally, with a discreet clearing of my throat, I gathered the courage to rise from my chair. My legs felt shaky, like the first time I'd stood to speak in front of an audience, and I carefully made my way to the front of the room where she collected her notes with practiced ease.

      "Excuse me, Professor Scott?" I ventured, my voice barely above a whisper as if afraid someone might overhear the very act of my speaking to her.

      Her eyes flicked up, meeting mine with that same disarming intensity. Close up, she was even more striking—those green eyes contrasted beautifully against her fair skin, and I noticed a faint dusting of freckles across her nose that made her seem just a touch more human amidst the aura of perfection.

      "Yes, Maddy?" she responded warmly, though there was an edge of professionalism in her tone that reminded me of our respective roles in this awkward little dance.

      "I wanted to introduce myself properly," I said, trying to regain some semblance of composure. "This is my first literature class and... well, I'm really looking forward to your lectures."

      She smiled—a gesture that sent a flutter through my stomach—and extended a hand. "It's nice to officially meet you. I'm glad you're excited; literature has a way of opening doors to new worlds."

      Her hand was cool against mine, a brief connection that lingered long after she'd withdrawn her touch. I struggled for words that didn't betray the tumble of thoughts racing through my mind. Words like captivating and breathtaking seemed woefully inadequate yet dangerously revealing.

      "I just wanted to say," I started again, "that your lecture today was... inspiring." It was all I could manage without giving too much away.

      "Thank you," she replied genuinely. "I hope you'll find the stories we explore both challenging and enlightening."

      Her gaze lingered for a fraction longer than necessary before shifting back to her notes. The moment passed like a fleeting shadow, leaving me standing there grasping at its remnants with an unspoken regret that it couldn't last just a little longer.

      I nodded mutely and turned away, heart thumping with an unfocused fervor as I made for the exit. The warmth from our brief interaction clung to me like an autumn sunbeam refusing to yield its light.

      As I walked down the hall toward the next class—a blur in comparison—I couldn't shake the feeling that beneath every word we exchanged lay something deeper.

      It was only day one and already literature was opening doors I never expected—ones within myself.

      Weeks passed in Professor Scott’s class, but my infatuation only grew. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself, so I hung back. I hadn’t spoken to her one on one since the first day. But today, she handed back papers with grades and notes. “If you have any questions about the notes I made,” she said, “come by during office hours.”

      That was it. That was my in. I studied her notes and picked something I could pretend to be confused by. I made a plan to go by her office the next day, after I’d put on a sexy outfit.

      Once I finally stopped by, wearing a fitted navy blouse and skinny jeans that flattered my figure just the right amount, I found myself standing outside her office door, my hand hovering uncertainly over the wood. The corridor was quiet, save for the faint rustling of leaves brushing against the windows, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.

      With a deep breath to steady myself, I knocked gently. Her voice—from within—bid me enter.

      When I stepped inside, it was like crossing into another world. Her office was a haven of books and warm light, with stacks of paper neatly organized on every available surface. Professor Scott sat behind her desk, those enigmatic green eyes lifting from her work to meet mine.

      "Maddy," she greeted me with a soft smile that brought warmth flooding to my cheeks. "What can I help you with?"

      I held up my paper as if it were a shield. "I wanted to ask about your notes on this section," I said, pointing to a paragraph where she'd written something about strengthening my thesis.

      "Of course," she replied, leaning back slightly in her chair. Her blouse shifted as she moved, offering a glimpse of her graceful collarbone that made me question the very definition of professionalism. "Have a seat."

      I settled into the chair opposite her desk, trying to ignore how close we suddenly were in this enclosed space. My mind waged a war between focusing on her critique and surrendering to the awareness of her proximity.

      "So," she began, turning her full attention to the paper between us. "What part are you finding unclear?"

      It took a second for me to remember the line I'd rehearsed. "Uh... here," I indicated nervously, gesturing toward the relevant passage. Her fingertips brushed mine as she adjusted the page for better viewing—a fleeting touch that sent electricity sparking up my arm.

      She leaned forward, studying the text with furrowed brows that only added depth to her striking features. There was something inherently magnetic about watching her think—intellect intertwining seamlessly with beauty—as though each thought passed through some secret filter that only enhanced it.

      "You've got a strong foundation here," she said thoughtfully, glancing at me over the rim of her glasses. "I just think you could delve deeper into how this theme relates back to your main argument."

      Her words were sensible; they floated like a gentle current through my preoccupied thoughts. Yet all I could focus on was how intensely blue those reading glasses made her eyes appear.

      "I see what you're saying," I replied slowly, not entirely sure if I was responding to her analysis or simply acknowledging her presence.

      "Good," she nodded approvingly and handed back the paper—a gesture that seemed less professional than before and more personal somehow—as if she'd entrusted me with something significant.

      Our fingers brushed again ever so briefly as I accepted it, and there it was: that lingering gaze—that split second where time suspended and we might just have been two people meeting across some unspoken boundary rather than professor and student.

      "Thank you," I managed when words returned at last—a whisper edged with sincerity meant for more than academia's confines alone.

      "My pleasure," she responded softly—a phrase imbued with layers beyond its surface meaning—and then turned her focus back to the stack of papers awaiting her attention.

      Leaving was torture. Who knew when I’d get another opportunity to be alone with her again? Short of asking her out on a date, to which I was certain she’d say ‘no’ to, I had no excuses to be alone with her.

      Fate, however, had other plans. A few weeks later, I’d gone out to a bar with some friends and I saw her sitting there, nursing her drink.

      The bar was dimly lit, a sanctuary of laughter and clinking glasses that wrapped us in a cocoon of privacy despite the crowd. My friends were somewhere in the thrumming mass of people, but my focus was singular, drawn inexorably to Professor Scott as I spied her across the room.

      She looked different outside the confines of academia—relaxed, almost casual—in a sleek black dress that skimmed her curves just so. Her hair, normally pinned up meticulously, fell in loose waves past her shoulders, softening her sharp features. What struck me most, though, was how genuinely at ease she appeared, a stark contrast to the composed professionalism she exuded during lectures.

      With a flutter of nerves spiraling through me like a mischievous breeze, I threaded my way through the crowd until I stood beside her table.

      "Professor Scott," I began tentatively, gripping the edge of my own drink as if it offered some form of stability. "It's nice to see you here."

      She looked up from her contemplative gaze into her glass, surprise flickering briefly in her eyes before it settled into that familiar warmth. "Maddy," she greeted with a hint of amusement dancing on her lips. "What are the odds?"

      Her voice was a melody amidst the clamor—a steady note that resonated deeply within me. I took an unspoken invitation and slipped into the seat opposite her.

      For a moment, we simply sat there, two islands in a sea of noise, our presence together unexpected yet perfectly natural. She tilted her head slightly, studying me with those perceptive green eyes that seemed to glimpse beneath surface appearances.

      We talked—about inconsequential things at first—the kinds of drinks we liked and funny stories from classes. Yet with each passing minute, layers peeled away until we found ourselves sharing truths neither had anticipated disclosing.

      "I never pictured you as someone who frequents bars," I remarked lightly when a lull inevitably settled between us.

      She laughed softly—a sound like silk brushing over skin—and took a sip of her drink before responding. "Even professors need a break now and then," she said with a wink that sent my heart racing anew.

      There was something liberating about conversing without pretense; no longer bound by titles or roles but rather existing as two individuals carving out momentary reprieve from expectation's weight.

      A comfortable silence enveloped us again until curiosity got the better of me—a daring confession hovering unspoken upon my tongue. "I feel so comfortable with you."

      Her expression shifted subtly, a look passing over her eyes that I couldn’t decipher. She opened her mouth and closed it as if she was holding something back. Finally, she said, "Funny, because you make me feel quite uncomfortable.” Her throat bobbed with a swallow. "Because every time I see you, I wish I wasn’t your professor."

      My heart raced to escape its cage. I wanted to tell her that I felt the same, that I wished I wasn’t her student. I wanted to push this and see how far it would go, but suddenly my friends were calling out my name.

      “Maddy! There you are!” Rebecca and Layla approached, looping their arms in mine. They caught sight of Professor Scott and nodded. “Hello, Professor,” Rebecca said.

      Professor Scott diverted her gaze, trying to regain composure. “Hello, girls. I trust you three are being safe?”

      Layla nodded. “That’s the best part about having a bar on campus. We can all walk home.”

      Professor Scott’s eyes shifted to me one more time before darting to the shelves of liquor behind the bar. My friends dragged me off, never to know where tonight could’ve gone if I’d been at that bar alone.

      But I had a stronger resolve than ever. I was going to visit her office hours again, only this time, I wouldn’t pretend it was for schoolwork.

      When I finally did visit her during office hours, she seemed more surprised to see me. “Can I help you with anything, Maddy?”

      “I want to talk about the other night.”

      She swallowed. “I shouldn’t have said those things. I was drunk.”

      

      Still, I locked the door behind me. Her eyes widened at the click of the lock, and I saw a flicker of something—fear, excitement, anticipation—all wrapped into one look. "Maddy," she began, but I was already moving toward her, a constellation of feelings guiding my steps.

      I perched on her desk, feeling the cool wood beneath my thighs as my skirt rode up provocatively. I spread my legs just slightly, enough to send a clear message. Her gaze dropped for a heartbeat before snapping back to mine.

      "Are you sure you want to be doing this?" Her voice was shaky now, the usual confidence replaced by uncertainty and desire warring within her.

      "Yes," I breathed, leaning forward just enough to let my hair cascade over one shoulder. "I can't stop thinking about you."

      Her eyes darkened with something primal, and I felt a thrill race through me. She took a step closer, her hand reaching out almost unconsciously until her fingers brushed against my knee. It was tentative at first—a mere whisper of contact—but then it grew bolder, tracing the line of my leg until she paused between my thighs.

      A quiet moan escaped me, unbidden but powerful enough to embolden her touch. Her fingers danced higher along the inside of my thigh while she battled with herself internally.

      "This is crossing so many lines," she murmured, though her hand remained firmly in place, caught in the tension between what should be and what could be.

      I leaned forward further, closing the space between us until our breaths mingled in the air. "Please," I whispered desperately. "I’ve wanted this for so long."

      She hesitated for just a moment more before capturing my lips with hers—a decision made in an instant yet seemingly inevitable all along. The world narrowed down to that single point of contact, where energy surged and we became untethered from reality.

      But even as desire consumed us both, a sliver of doubt lingered in her words when we broke apart, breathless and raw. "Maddy… if someone finds out…"

      "No one has to know," I promised fervently, threading my fingers into her hair and pulling her close once more. "This can be just for us."

      In that moment, nothing else mattered—none of it existed outside the sphere we created together in those stolen seconds.

      Professor Scott’s fingers continued to trail up my thighs until they brushed along my soaked silk panties. She moaned against my mouth and bit my lower lip as she slid a finger under the wet fabric.

      My hips rocked forward, chasing her touch and she slid a finger inside me. My head rolled back, exposing my neck where she peppered me with kisses.

      She unfastened the buttons on my blouse with her free hand and pulled down the cups of my bra.

      The room seemed to pulse with a life of its own, the quiet hum of fluorescent lights and the faint echo of students outside the only witnesses to our clandestine affair. Her pace never faltered, her tongue a masterful dance that pulled me closer and closer to that edge I both feared and craved.

      I clung to her, my fingers tangled in her hair, urging her on, surrendering to the waves of pleasure that built with each stroke. Somewhere in the haze of my mind, I knew this was a line crossed, one we could never uncross. But in that moment, there was no room for anything but us—every worry suspended in the amber glow of forbidden desire.

      When release finally came, it crashed over me like a tidal wave, pulling me under with violent force. I let out a cry that echoed off the walls, a raw note of ecstasy that left me breathless and trembling. Laura's hands were gentle as they held me through the aftermath, grounding me even as they set me free.

      I traced my thumb along her cheekbone as I caught my breath, marveling at the way we fit together in this perfect imperfection. Her eyes were soft when she looked up at me, pupils blown wide from something more than just lust.

      "I want..." My voice was husky, each word a struggle against the tide of post-orgasmic bliss. "I want to taste you."

      Her expression flickered—a dance of emotions I couldn't quite read—before settling into something like resolve. But before she could give voice to whatever decision she had reached, there was a sharp rap at the door.

      We both froze, the sound slicing through our private world with cruel efficiency. My heart lurched into my throat as reality rushed back in with startling clarity.

      “Professor Scott?” A muffled voice called from outside. “It’s Mark. Are you still available?”

      Laura’s eyes widened with a mix of frustration and fear. She stood quickly, smoothing her skirt and wiping at her mouth with the back of her hand as if it could erase what had transpired between us.

      "One second," she called back, her voice admirably steady despite everything.

      I slid off the desk hurriedly, adjusting my clothes in an attempt to appear composed despite the heat still radiating through my cheeks. The air felt charged with unspoken tension as Laura gathered herself enough to answer the door. Her hand lingered on mine for just a heartbeat longer than necessary—a silent promise that this was more than just a one-off.

      I stepped out of her office and Mark filed in after me, his gaze lingering on us as if he could tell something wasn’t right. I disappeared before he could scrutinize us any further.

      The next class with Professor Scott was excruciating. Watching her lips move while giving a lecture only served to remind me how amazing those lips felt on my pussy. My panties were drenched and my mind was unfocused, hazy.

      Professor Scott never once made eye contact with me, which I felt was deliberate. Maybe she knew she’d unravel too.

      I waited for her office hours to begin and then paid her another visit. Once she saw me, she smiled, looking both happy and panicked at the same time.

      I locked the door behind me and she approached me, pushing me up against the wall. Her lips came crashing down on mine and she pinned my wrists above my head. “Does this mean you don’t regret what we did last time?”

      “Not at all,” I assured her.

      She kissed me long and hard with a moan and then pulled away. “We can’t be together here. It’s too risky.”

      I nodded, dying to be touched by her. “When? Where?”

      She moved back to her desk and scribbled an address down on a notepad before tearing it off and handing it to me. “Tonight. 7 pm.”

      I smiled and nodded. I couldn’t wait.

      Professor Scott’s house was nestled in a quiet neighborhood, the kind where the streetlights cast long shadows and the only sound was the rustle of leaves in the gentle breeze. I parked my car a little down the street, nerves prickling at my skin despite the anticipation thrumming through me.

      The path to her front door was lined with lavender bushes, their scent wrapping around me like a soothing balm. I paused on the porch, taking a deep breath before ringing the bell. My heart skipped as I heard her footsteps approach, each one echoing like a promise.

      When she opened the door, Laura looked different—softer somehow, dressed in casual clothes that highlighted her natural beauty. She smiled, but there was an edge to it, as if we both acknowledged that what we were about to do would change things irreparably.

      "Come in," she said softly, stepping aside to let me pass.

      Inside, her home was warm and inviting, filled with tastefully chosen furniture and personal touches that spoke of someone who valued comfort and style. A soft jazz record spun on a vintage player in the corner, setting the perfect atmosphere for our reunion.

      She led me to the living room, where a fire danced warmly in the hearth. We sat on the sofa, close enough that our knees touched. The moment stretched between us, rich with possibility and promise.

      "I've thought about little else since the office," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

      The vulnerability in her eyes mirrored my own feelings. "Me too," I confessed. "I haven't been able to concentrate on anything."

      Laura reached out to cup my face with her hand, her touch grounding yet electric. The world shrunk until it was just us sitting there in the fading twilight.

      "I'm not naive," she continued softly. "I know this is complicated... dangerous even."

      A part of me wanted to soothe away her concerns, to promise things I had no way of guaranteeing. But words fell away when she leaned closer and captured my lips with hers—gentle at first, then fiercer once we'd both tasted what we had been craving since our last encounter.

      Time became meaningless as our hands explored familiar territory under new circumstances. Her touch was magic against my skin; every sigh she drew from me felt like a secret shared between just us two.

      Our clothes fell into a pile on the floor and I leaned her back against the sofa, eager to taste her for the first time.

      I kissed her neck, lowering toward her perfect, full breasts.

      Professor Scott's skin was warm beneath my lips, a tantalizing softness that beckoned me further. Her breath hitched as I circled my tongue around one nipple, feeling it harden under my touch. I lavished attention upon her breasts, alternating between gentle nips and languid swirls of my tongue, eliciting gasps that only fueled my desire.

      Her hands wound into my hair, urging me on but never pushing too hard—as if she was caught between wanting this and knowing we should stop. But the pull between us was undeniable, a magnetic force that defied reason and clung to passion.

      "Maddy," she murmured, almost a plea, her voice trembling with the weight of what we were doing. "We really shouldn't... but..."

      Her resolve waned as I trailed kisses down the plane of her stomach, feeling the gentle rise and fall as she breathed deeply. The gentle curve of her hip beckoned next, each kiss drawing a shiver from her body. Her fingers tightened in my hair again as if reminding herself that this was real.

      "Please," she whispered, though whether it was to continue or stop was a mystery even to her. Her eyes were half-closed, surrendering to the moment.

      I hesitated for just a second, but the need in her gaze spurred me onward. I reached the line where fabric met skin and smiled when Laura lifted her hips slightly, allowing me to slide off her last remaining barrier.

      Her body unfurled before me like a masterpiece—forty years of grace and beauty honed into an intoxicating form. Her skin glowed in the firelight, casting shadows that accentuated every curve.

      My fingers traced gentle paths along her inner thighs before my lips followed suit. She sighed deeply at the contact, any lingering resistance melting away as I drew nearer to where she craved touch the most.

      The first taste of her filled me with warmth and desire, a heady combination that made me ravenous for more. Each flick of my tongue was deliberate yet instinctual; every movement earned another soft moan or shudder from Professor Scott as I lost myself in the rhythm we'd created.

      "God," she breathed—a confession and a prayer—as she arched into me, fingers trembling against my scalp. "Maddy..."

      Her release came suddenly yet beautifully: an exquisite unraveling that left her breathless beneath the flickering light. I stayed with her through every wave until she lay quivering in its aftermath—contentment mingling with disbelief.

      I rose up and Professor Scott held me to her chest, stroking my hair. “God, Maddy. I think I’m getting hooked on you.”

      I glanced up at her, my own need pulsing through me. “I’ve been hooked on you since the first day of class.”

      “Get up here and let me taste you,” she said, and I eagerly obliged. I climbed over her face and lowered my hips, feeling her tongue stretch out against my pussy. She reached up and teased my nipples as I began to rock my hips.

      The sensation of her tongue exploring me sent a shiver through my entire body, a delicious tension coiling in my core. Her hands were firm on my hips, guiding the rhythm as I moved against her mouth, each flick and swirl drawing me closer to the precipice.

      I let out a breathy moan, the sound barely recognizable as my own, and Professor Scott responded with a hum of appreciation, the vibration adding another layer of pleasure that left me gasping. Her attention was unwavering, every movement precise yet full of a passion that made it clear this was as consuming for her as it was for me.

      "Laura," I groaned, using her first name—a forbidden intimacy that added another thrill to the moment. Her answering chuckle was warm against my skin, and she intensified her efforts, drawing me closer with every stroke.

      The room seemed to disappear around us; there was nothing but the heat of her mouth, the steady pressure, and the electric anticipation building within me. It was as if she'd discovered an uncharted part of myself and was determined to explore every inch.

      Her fingers tightened on my thighs, holding me steady as she redoubled her focus on that perfect spot. I could feel myself teetering on the edge, each motion bringing me nearer to the brink until—

      A sudden rush overtook me, ecstasy crashing over like a wave pulling me under. My cries filled the air as I succumbed to the sensation, surrendering completely to the release she coaxed from me so expertly. Every nerve seemed aflame; every muscle burned with sweet release.

      As I came down from the high, dazed and blissfully exhausted, I collapsed beside her. She wrapped an arm around me, holding us together in a tangle of limbs and shared breaths. The world slowly returned—our hearts pounding in tandem.

      "Now we're both hooked," Laura murmured into my hair with a soft laugh that vibrated against my cheek. She gently kissed my forehead before pulling back to look at me with eyes still heavy-lidded from our shared ecstasy.

      "More than hooked," I admitted breathlessly, tracing lazy circles on her shoulder. "Entangled."

      She smiled—a secretive little quirk of her lips—and pulled me closer still. As we lay there entwined, I knew this was just the beginning of something bigger than both of us.
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      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor
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      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.
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