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Chapter One

Natalia Greco loved the moment just before she began.

The low murmur of voices, the shuffle of bags, the expectant quiet that settled as she stepped into place. She liked the way the room adjusted to her without being asked, eyes lifting, conversations thinning out, attention narrowing. These were young minds, curious, impressionable, still learning how to listen properly. She took a private pleasure in guiding that focus, shaping it, knowing she could hold it as long as she wished.

Psychology wasn’t just her subject; it was her language. Behaviour, desire, compliance, self-deception. She loved teaching it because she understood it, because she believed she stood slightly apart from it, an observer rather than a participant.

She began to speak.

Her voice carried easily, calm and confident, and she watched the room respond. Pens paused. Heads tilted. She moved naturally as she lectured, shifting her weight, gesturing without thinking, comfortable in her authority. The fitted blouse she wore that afternoon was professional, buttoned properly, but the fabric stretched softly across her chest when she breathed, catching the light just enough to remind her, distantly, that her body was part of the picture whether she acknowledged it or not.

She was used to that too.

The pencil skirt hugged her hips when she turned, the line of it smooth and precise, her legs visible as she paced a little, then stopped. She didn’t flaunt herself; she never needed to. The effect was quieter than that, cumulative. Attention lingered. It always did.

Natalia enjoyed it in an abstract way, as evidence rather than indulgence. She told herself it was simply confidence, the ease of someone who knew her place at the front of the room. She liked the awareness that she was being watched while remaining just out of reach, untouchable behind her role, her title, the lectern between her and them.

She spoke about agency, about how people believed they made free choices even as they followed patterns they barely recognised. She enjoyed the irony of it, the way heads nodded, the way students leaned forward as though proximity might help them grasp the concept more fully.

From the corner of her awareness, she felt a steadier kind of attention.

Not the scattered curiosity she was used to, but something more focused, patient. She didn’t look at it immediately. She finished her point first, let the silence stretch, then allowed her gaze to travel.

That was when she saw him.

He sat easily among the others, tall enough that he didn’t quite blend in, his posture relaxed but attentive. He wasn’t trying to impress her. He wasn’t hiding either. His eyes met hers without urgency, without apology.

For a brief moment, the rhythm of the lecture shifted.

Natalia continued speaking, smoothly, but she became aware of herself in a way she hadn’t been a moment earlier, of the way her blouse moved with her breath, of the subtle pressure of the skirt at her waist, of the warmth in the room. It was nothing, she told herself, just awareness, just the natural feedback of being seen.

She had the floor. She had the authority.

She always did.

Still, when the lecture ended and he waited until the room had nearly emptied before approaching, she felt a faint, unexpected spark of anticipation she did not immediately recognise.

“Dr. Greco,” he said, his voice low, controlled. “Can I ask you something?”

She nodded, polite, distracted. “Of course.”

He didn’t step closer. He didn’t smile.

“You mentioned self-awareness as a stabilising force,” he said. “But isn’t it just as often the thing that destabilises people first?”

The question landed more heavily than it should have.

Natalia looked at him properly now. He was taller than she had first realised, broad through the shoulders, lean and self-assured in the way he held himself. His features were striking, the balance of his mixed heritage giving him an easy, natural attractiveness that felt effortless rather than performed. There was a confidence in him that didn’t ask for approval, something calm and grounded that made her suddenly, inexplicably aware of the space between them.

It was an observation, she told herself. Nothing more.

“That depends on context,” she replied. “And readiness.”

Kane inclined his head slightly, accepting the answer without argument. “That makes sense.”

He thanked her, simply, then turned and left.

Natalia watched him go, aware of the quiet in the room after the door closed, aware of her own stillness. Her pulse felt just a touch faster than before.

Interesting, she thought.

Nothing more than that.

But long after she’d packed her bag and locked the office, the sense of being observed lingered, as though the lecture hadn’t ended quite when she believed it had.


Chapter Two

Natalia left the lecture theatre with a lightness she didn’t quite trust.

Her heels clicked softly against the corridor floor as she made her way toward the next building, notes tucked under one arm, mind already beginning the familiar shift toward her next session. She told herself she was simply in rhythm now, warmed up, in flow. Teaching always did that to her, pulled her forward, sharpened her focus.

Still, as she walked, she was aware of her body in a way she usually wasn’t between lectures.

The pencil skirt moved with her stride, snug at the hips, the blouse still smooth against her chest but warm now, faintly marked by the heat of the room she’d just left. She adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder, an unconscious movement, posture settling back into something confident and composed.

Students passed her in small groups, voices low, glances brief but present. She registered them without really seeing them. This corridor belonged to her, to staff, to familiarity.

“Natalia.”

The voice stopped her cleanly.

She turned, already knowing who it would be.

Professor Marcus Adeyemi stood a few paces behind her, tall and unmistakably distinguished, his presence filling the corridor without effort. He was immaculately dressed as always, dark jacket, open collar, glasses catching the light. His hair was threaded with grey at the temples, his posture straight, assured, the kind of man who never needed to hurry.

“Marcus,” she said, smiling, genuinely pleased despite herself.

He stepped closer, not invading her space, just enough that conversation felt private. Up close, he was even more imposing, broad-shouldered, calm, his deep voice carrying an easy warmth.

“I thought that was you,” he said. “You looked… very much in command back there.”

She laughed lightly. “I hope so. First years can smell hesitation.”

“I don’t imagine that’s ever been a problem for you.” His gaze lingered for a fraction of a second longer than strictly necessary, not crude, not hidden either. Appreciative. Familiar.

Natalia felt it, the attention, settling on her like something warm and familiar. She was used to Marcus’s interest, had been for some time. He had always been generous with it, never inappropriate, always framed as admiration for her work, her insight, her presence.

She was used to men looking at her in general.

She understood it. She taught this terrain, after all. She understood how the mind worked, how visual attention operated, how men absorbed women almost instinctively, the sweep of their gaze taking in form and proportion before thought ever caught up. She knew how eyes followed the line of a body, how they registered the fullness of breasts beneath fabric, the curve of hips, the quiet emphasis of a rounded backside, the length and shape of legs as a woman moved through space.

It didn’t trouble her.

If anything, it reassured her.

She understood the need behind it, the simple, reflexive pull of attraction, and because she understood it, she believed she stood outside it. She could recognise the looks without being claimed by them. She could feel the attention without surrendering to it. It was background noise, predictable, manageable.

She was in control.

Her role, her intellect, her authority placed her safely above the instinctive responses she provoked. She could enjoy the awareness of being attractive without it costing her anything, without it threatening the clear lines she drew around herself. Men might look, might appreciate, might quietly want, but she decided what any of that meant.

Marcus’s attention fit neatly into that understanding. Warm. Flattering. Contained.

As she walked on toward her next lecture, composed and assured, she felt settled again inside that familiar certainty.

She did not question it.

She had no reason to.

“How’s your day going?” he asked. “Still enjoying shaping young minds?”

“I am,” she said easily. “I love it. The theories, the discussions, watching things click for them.”

He nodded. “You were always going to thrive here. Psychology suits you. You wear authority very well.”

The comment landed softly, but she felt it all the same. Wear. As if it were something visible, something that sat on her as clearly as her clothes.

“I should let you get to your next lecture,” he added, though he made no move to step away. “But perhaps we could catch up properly later in the week? I’d like to hear more about the direction you’re taking with your research.”

Natalia hesitated for half a beat, then smiled. “I’d like that.”

“Good,” he said, satisfied, as though the answer had never really been in doubt.

As she walked on, she was aware of the way his eyes followed her briefly before she turned the corner, the familiar comfort of being admired by someone safely established, someone whose interest came with no uncertainty, no risk.

It steadied her.

By the time she reached the next lecture hall, her stride had settled, her thoughts neatly back in order. Whatever odd flicker had accompanied her earlier lecture was gone, absorbed into routine, into the familiar warmth of respect and attention she understood.

She stepped inside, ready once more to take her place at the front of the room.

What she did not notice was how different that earlier attention had felt.


Chapter Three

Back in her small studio flat on the edge of the city, barely five minutes from campus, Natalia moved through the familiar motions of the evening on instinct.

She kicked off her shoes by the door, set her bag down, and let the quiet settle around her. The flat was warm, intimate, just one open space where her sitting area bled into the bedroom, everything softened by low light and routine.

She undressed slowly, not with intention, just with ease, and stepped into the shower. The water sluiced over her shoulders, down her back, over curves she rarely considered directly during the day. Teaching demanded her mind, not her body. This was one of the few moments where the division softened.

When she emerged, towel wrapped loosely around her, the mirror caught her eye as it always did.

She stopped.

Natalia let the towel fall.

She stood there quietly, studying herself with the same detached curiosity she brought to so many things. Her breasts were full and firm, 36D, heavy enough to give her posture a natural lift, still defying gravity in a way she sometimes forgot wasn’t guaranteed. They had always been like this, generous, unmistakably feminine, shaping the way clothes fit her, the way people saw her.

Her waist narrowed beneath them, slender but not hard. There was a gentle softness at her stomach, not toned, not flat, but right for her body, for the way she lived. It suited her, she decided, the smooth curve completing rather than interrupting her shape.

She turned slightly, angling herself toward the mirror, taking in the swell of her hips, the way her body curved outward before rounding into a full, heart-shaped backside. From this angle she could see the length of her legs too, long and shapely, carrying her height with quiet elegance.

She turned back, her gaze dropping, noting the soft curls at her lower abdomen, the subtle transitions of skin and shadow, the completeness of herself.

Natalia wasn’t dissatisfied with what she saw.

If anything, she wondered why this woman, confident, attractive, accomplished, stood alone so often.

She wrapped the towel back around herself and moved to the edge of the bed, sitting down slowly.

She had been single since starting her post at the university, nearly two years now. The time had slipped by more easily than she would have expected. Before that, there had been two relationships, both with men who were kind, attentive, emotionally available.

They should have worked.

She had cared for them. She had enjoyed their company. And yet something had always been missing, something she’d never quite been able to name. Not romance exactly, not desire either. Just a sense that she was performing a role rather than inhabiting it.

She had never understood why.

From the outside, everything about her life suggested satisfaction. Stability. Fulfilment. Control.

Lying back on the bed, the towel loosening slightly around her hips, Natalia stared at the ceiling and wondered, for the first time that day, whether understanding desire in theory had made her strangely distant from her own.

The thought lingered longer than she expected.

Her mind drifted, unbidden, back to the end of the lecture. To Kane. To the calm way he had stood there, confident without effort, tall, handsome, unsettlingly composed for someone so young. The steadiness of his gaze. The way his question had felt less like curiosity and more like assessment. She imagined him across a small table, coffee between them, that same quiet attention turned fully on her, and felt a faint, surprising warmth at the idea.

Then, just as naturally, her thoughts shifted.

Marcus.

Older. Established. The weight of authority resting easily on his shoulders. Head of department. Head of faculty. A man who knew exactly who he was and where he stood. She pictured a different kind of evening with him, something slower, assured, filled with conversation and expectation, his interest open and deliberate, his confidence rooted in experience rather than promise.

Both men were attractive in their own ways.

Both represented something different.

The towel slipped further as she shifted, until it fell open entirely, forgotten. She lay there without self-consciousness, skin cooling in the quiet of the room, aware of her own body against the sheets, of its softness and weight and shape. She wondered, not for the first time, whether either of them would look at her the way she imagined, whether they would find her as compelling up close as she appeared from a distance.

The thought wasn’t shameful.

It was curious.

Natalia closed her eyes, letting the images blur, feeling the strange pull of possibility settle somewhere low and unfamiliar. For all her understanding, for all her confidence, she realised she did not know the answer.

And that unsettled her more than she cared to admit.

The cool air of the room meeting the heat of her body, a shiver tracing a path from her collarbones down to the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. This, she thought, this physical reality, was what her lectures never touched. It was one thing to chart arousal on a diagram, another to feel the low, persistent hum of it between her own legs.

Her thoughts, unbidden, drifted back to the men who’d populated her day. Marcus. His attention was a warm, heavy blanket. Safe. Recognizable. She pictured his distinguished face, the confident set of his shoulders in his tailored suit, the way his gaze had lingered on the neckline of her blouse earlier, not covertly, but with an appreciation he felt entitled to. A man of his stature, his authority. The fantasy was straightforward. Him in her flat, his large hands, palms broad and sure, cupping her face before sliding down to her shoulders, pushing the strap of her silk camisole aside. His mouth, claiming hers with a practiced, deep kiss. It was a fantasy of being taken care of, of submitting to a power that society had already sanctioned. Her breath hitched slightly as her own hand drifted from her stomach to the underside of her breast, her fingers brushing her nipple. It hardened instantly, a tight, aching peak against her palm. Yes, that was the sensation. Marcus would be thorough. Appreciative. He would worship her curves with a reverence that still left him in charge.

But then Kane’s face superimposed itself over Marcus’s. Younger. Calmer. More dangerous. Kane didn’t look at her with open appreciation; he observed, as if noting her physiological responses for later use. In her mind’s eye, he wasn’t pushing a strap aside. He was simply standing at the foot of her bed, watching her touch herself, his expression unreadable. Commanding without a word. The thought sent a sharp, liquid pulse through her core that was entirely different from the warm swell inspired by Marcus. It was a jolt. With Kane, there would be no ceremony, no safe script. His youth wasn’t a lack of experience; it was a raw, focused intensity. He would know exactly where to touch, and he would do it not to please her, but to test her. To see how she reacted. To condition her. Her other hand slid down her belly, through the damp curls, her middle finger finding her clit with a practiced, circular pressure that made her hips arch off the mattress.

Oh god. The contrast was electrifying. She imagined Marcus’s weight on her, his mature body moving with a slow, deep rhythm, his murmurs of praise in her ear. Simultaneously, she imagined Kane’s lean, muscular form kneeling between her legs, his head dipping down, his mouth, his impossibly knowing mouth, covering her where her own fingers worked. Not one after the other. Together.

The fantasy exploded in her mind, vivid and shocking. Her eyes flew open, staring at the ceiling as her fingers stilled for a heartbeat. Both of them? Here? A flush of pure heat, part shame, part exhilarating thrill, flooded her chest and face. She had never… that wasn’t her. She was Natalia Greco, lecturer, controlled observer of human folly. She didn’t have filthy, taboo fantasies about being with two men, a student and her department head, no less. The intellectual part of her brain tried to categorize it, to pathologize it as a mere byproduct of contrasting power dynamics. But the throb between her legs, the slickness coating her fingers, told a different, more honest story. This is you. This is what you want. The realization was a giddy, terrifying freefall. She was kinkier than she’d ever admitted. The idea of being the sole focus of two such different types of male attention, of being used between them, laid bare and completely at their mercy… it made her feel more alive, more real, than any theoretical understanding ever had.

Her breath came in short, sharp gasps now. She surrendered to the images, letting them play out in lurid detail. Marcus behind her, his strong hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him as she knelt. Kane in front of her, his cock in her mouth, his fingers tangled in her hair, setting the pace. The feeling of being full, stretched, utterly possessed from both ends. The sounds, the sweat, the complete loss of her professional self. It was chaos. It was perfection.

Her fingers dove back into her wetness, two slipping inside herself with ease. She curled them, finding that sweet, spongy spot deep within, while her thumb pressed hard circles on her clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. She matched the rhythm to the fantasy, the slow, deep thrusts of Marcus, the faster, more demanding cadence of Kane. Her back bowed, her free hand flying to her own breast, squeezing and pinching the nipple, the sharp pain only heightening the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly. She was moaning aloud now, short, desperate sounds that echoed in her quiet bedroom. “Oh, fuck… yes… right there…” She didn’t know who she was begging in the fantasy, and it didn’t matter. She was begging for her own climax, for the release from this newfound, hungry version of herself.

The orgasm tore through her with violent, unexpected force. It wasn’t a wave; it was a convulsion. Her thighs clamped around her hand, her entire body seizing as a silent scream ripped from her throat. White light flashed behind her closed eyelids. Pleasure, hot and electric, radiated out from her core in relentless pulses, milking her own fingers, leaving her trembling and gasping. It felt like it went on forever, wringing every drop of tension from her muscles until she was a boneless, sweating heap on the rumpled towel.

Slowly, sensation returned. The cool air on her damp skin. The frantic hammering of her heart beginning to slow. The profound, heavy ache between her legs where she was still tender and sensitized. She lay there, naked, legs splayed open, staring at the ceiling once more. The images were fading, leaving behind a hollow, restless yearning. A physical satisfaction, yes. But it was a shallow echo. Her body felt used, but by a ghost. The fantasy had exposed a depth of hunger that her own touch could never truly sate. She needed… more. The weight, the heat, the presence of a man. Or men. The shocking truth of that thought lingered, a dark, delicious secret in the afterglow. She was sated, but utterly, profoundly empty. The proper attention was still missing.


Chapter Four

By the end of the lecture, Natalia was aware of the familiar, quiet hum that followed a session well delivered.

Questions had been sharp. Attention had held. She gathered her notes with the small satisfaction of having done exactly what she came to do. As students began to file out, she stayed where she was, unhurried, letting the room empty at its own pace.

She felt him before she saw him.

Kane waited until only a handful of students remained, then approached without hesitation. He moved easily, confidently, tall enough that he never seemed to shrink into the space the way others did. When he stopped a few feet from her, he didn’t crowd her, didn’t hover.

“Dr. Greco,” he said. Calm. Even. Familiar now.

“Yes?” she replied, professional, composed.

“I wanted to follow up on something you said,” he continued. “About authority being most effective when it isn’t enforced.”

She tilted her head slightly, interested despite herself. “And?”

“And I wondered whether that applies equally when the authority is assumed rather than challenged.”

The question was thoughtful, precise. Not flirtatious. Not deferential either.

Natalia felt the subtle shift inside herself, the alertness that came when someone met her on her own terms. She answered him carefully, enjoying the exchange more than she meant to. Kane listened without interrupting, eyes steady, his attention complete in a way that felt oddly intimate for such a brief interaction.

When she finished, he nodded, a small smile touching his mouth.

“That helps,” he said. Then, after a brief pause, his gaze lifted again, more casual now, almost offhand. “You’ve changed your hair, haven’t you?”

Natalia blinked, caught slightly off guard. “Have I?”

“Not dramatically,” he said easily. “Just… different. It suits you.”

The comment was simple, almost careless, but it landed with unexpected precision. She felt a faint warmth rise, an awareness of herself she hadn’t had a moment earlier, of the loose fall of hair against her shoulders, of being looked at rather than listened to.

“Thank you,” she replied, keeping her tone neutral, professional.

Kane’s smile lingered a fraction longer. “I thought so.”

Then, as if nothing of note had happened, he thanked her again and stepped away, leaving Natalia with the faint, inexplicable sensation of having been noticed more closely than she would have chosen.

That was all.

No lingering. No attempt to extend the moment. He thanked her again and left, slipping back into the stream of students as though nothing unusual had occurred.

Natalia stood there for a moment longer than necessary, aware of the faint echo he left behind. He hadn’t asked anything of her. That, somehow, was what stayed with her.

An hour later, she found herself walking down the quieter corridor that led to the faculty offices.

Marcus’s door was open, as it often was.

“Natalia,” he said warmly when he saw her. “Come in.”

His office was spacious, orderly, lined with books and soft light. He rose as she entered, tall and assured, his presence immediately grounding. Where Kane’s attention felt focused and unsettling, Marcus’s felt expansive, confident, enveloping.

“You wanted to see me?” she asked.

“Just a quick check-in,” he replied. “I like to keep an eye on my brightest lecturers.”

She smiled at that, relaxed, letting herself sink into the chair opposite his desk. They spoke about her classes, her progress, the direction of her research. Marcus listened with genuine interest, occasionally offering insight, encouragement, perspective drawn from years of experience.

She liked the way he looked at her openly, without disguise. His appreciation felt earned, anchored in shared professional ground. When his gaze lingered, it felt deliberate rather than curious, confident rather than searching.

Two men, she realised.

Both attractive. Both attentive.

And yet the difference between them couldn’t be a greater contrast.

With Marcus, she felt seen as she expected to be seen. As a woman, yes, but also as a colleague, an equal in intellect, someone whose place in the hierarchy was secure.

With Kane, there was no hierarchy she could clearly define.

That was the problem.

When she left Marcus’s office, his parting smile still warm, his invitation to dinner lightly implied but not spoken aloud, Natalia walked back toward her own space with a faint tension humming beneath her skin.

She was aware now of how differently her body responded to each presence. The ease with Marcus. The alertness with Kane. The way one reassured her sense of control, while the other quietly questioned it without ever saying a word.

That night, as she prepared her notes for the following week, Natalia found herself thinking not about what either man wanted from her.

But about what each of them represented.

And why one of those thoughts refused to settle comfortably into place.


Chapter Five

Natalia liked Friday lectures.

The students were looser, less defensive, more willing to admit confusion and ask questions they’d swallowed earlier in the week. The energy in the room felt warmer, less performative. She enjoyed that. She enjoyed being the fixed point at the front of the room while everything else shifted, the person who could pull their attention back with a sentence, a pause, a look.

She arrived early, set her notes neatly on the desk, and took a moment to breathe.

Her outfit was intentional today, though she hadn’t admitted that to herself when she chose it. A fitted blouse, smooth and clean, tucked into a pencil skirt that held her hips with a quiet firmness. Professional, flattering, uncomplicated. She told herself she dressed like this because it suited her role. Because she liked how composed it made her feel.

The lecture began.

She spoke about compliance, about social pressure, about how people mislabel their own choices to feel less vulnerable. She watched the room as she always did, reading small movements and micro-expressions. Students leaned forward. Pens moved. A few heads nodded as if the concepts were familiar in a way they hadn’t expected.

She was halfway through an example when she caught Kane’s gaze.

He sat in his usual place, relaxed but attentive, long legs angled neatly under his chair this time rather than stretched into the aisle. He didn’t stare. He didn’t look away either. His attention felt steady, almost calm enough to fade into the background.

And yet, every time Natalia’s eyes flicked in his direction, he seemed already there.

Waiting.

She finished the session cleanly, set a final question for them to consider over the weekend, and dismissed the class. The room emptied in a rush, chairs scraping, bags zipped, laughter and chatter spilling into the corridor.

Natalia began to gather her things, enjoying the small quiet that followed. She liked that moment, the afterglow of attention dispersing, the room returning to silence.

“Kane.”

She hadn’t meant to say it aloud. It happened before she realised, she’d noticed him still sitting there, waiting, unhurried.

He stood and approached as if her attention had been expected. Not demanded, expected. He stopped a few feet from the desk, hands loose at his sides, shoulders relaxed.

“Dr. Greco,” he said.

“Kane,” she replied, then immediately corrected herself internally. She shouldn’t be using his first name. Not like that. Not without thinking.

He didn’t comment on it. That was part of what made him difficult to read.

“I wanted to ask you something,” he said, same as always.

Natalia glanced toward the door. The corridor outside was quieter now, most of the students already gone.

“All right,” she said. “Go on.”

Kane’s eyes held hers a moment longer than necessary, not challenging, not flirtatious, just steady. Then he spoke.

“I’d like to understand something better,” he said. “If you have a minute.”

Natalia felt that slight internal tightening she’d begun to associate with him. She kept her face neutral. “What is it?”

“The difference between influence and control,” Kane said. “Not the textbook definition. The way it works when someone thinks they’re choosing.”

Natalia’s lips parted slightly. She closed them again, considering.

“That’s a broad question,” she said.

“I know,” he replied simply. “That’s why I’m asking you.”

It was the calmness of it that got her. The lack of performative charm. The way he made the question sound like a genuine pursuit of understanding rather than a hook.

She folded one hand over her notes. “In practice, influence is usually invisible. Control becomes visible when someone resists.”

Kane nodded slowly, as if letting the words settle. “So, the most effective influence is the kind people feel as their own choice.”

“Yes,” she said, a little more sharply than intended. “That’s the point.”

Kane’s mouth curved slightly. “That’s what I thought.”

Natalia watched him carefully. “Why are you so interested in this?”

He didn’t flinch at the question. “Because I don’t think most people are honest about it,” he said. “They want control without admitting they want it. Or they want to be controlled without admitting that either.”

The room felt a fraction smaller.

Natalia shifted her weight, aware of her posture, the line of her skirt, the way the blouse held across her chest as she breathed. She hated that she noticed it at all.

“And you?” she asked, letting a trace of professional coolness return. “Which one are you?”

Kane’s eyes flicked briefly to her mouth, then back to her eyes. It was subtle enough she might have imagined it.

“I’m interested in what’s true,” he said.

Natalia let out a small breath, an almost laugh that didn’t quite form.

“You’re very confident for a second-year student,” she said lightly, as if that made this normal.

Kane’s expression didn’t change. “Is that a criticism?”

“It’s an observation.”

He held her gaze. “Then I’ll take it as neutral.”

Natalia should have ended the conversation there. She should have packed her things, smiled politely, and left.

Instead, she found herself saying, “These are the kinds of conversations you should be having in office hours.”

Kane nodded once. “I tried to book one. Your slots were full.”

She frowned. “Were they?”

“They were,” he said calmly. Then, as if offering a solution rather than a request, “I don’t need long. Ten minutes. I just… I’d like to understand it better.”

Natalia felt the pull of it, the neatness of the framing. Academic. Reasonable. Short.

Still, her instincts reached for the boundary.

“Kane,” she said, letting the name come out more formally this time, “it’s not appropriate for me to….”

“I understand,” he said immediately. No protest. No pleading. He didn’t step closer. If anything, he stepped back half a pace, as though giving her room.

“I’m not asking you to do anything inappropriate,” he continued. “If it’s easier, it doesn’t have to be here. It can be… a coffee shop. Near campus. Public. Ten minutes.”

Natalia blinked, caught.

He said it like it was nothing. Like it was the most practical solution in the world.

Coffee.

Public.

Ten minutes.

Her mind immediately began building the justification before she’d even decided.

It’s not a date.
It’s academic.
It’s public.
It’s brief.
It’s harmless.

She could almost hear her own lectures in her head, the way people rationalised choices they’d already begun making.

Kane watched her quietly, as if he wasn’t impatient for her answer. As if he already knew she would give one.

Natalia felt heat rise, not embarrassment exactly, something closer to being seen.

“I… have another lecture,” she said, reaching for the easiest obstacle.

Kane nodded. “Of course.”

He didn’t ask when she was free. He didn’t ask again.

He simply said, “If you ever do have ten minutes, I’d appreciate it.”

Then he turned slightly, as if prepared to leave, prepared to let it drop.

And that, more than anything, made her speak.

“Monday,” she heard herself say. Too quickly.

Kane paused, looking back at her.

Natalia steadied herself, keeping her tone clipped. “I have a gap between eleven and twelve. There’s a café near the library. It’s busy.”

Kane’s eyes held hers, calm and unreadable. “Eleven fifteen?” he asked.

Natalia nodded once. “Fine.”

“Thank you,” he said, and there it was again, that faint smile that didn’t quite soften him. “I’ll be there.”

He didn’t linger. He didn’t add anything. He didn’t make it sound like more than it was.

He left.

Natalia stood alone for a moment, hands resting on her notes, aware of the silence, aware of the decision she had made without feeling the moment it became inevitable.

Coffee.

Ten minutes.

Public.

Harmless.

She repeated the words in her head as if they were a shield.

But as she gathered her things and walked toward the door, her body felt subtly alert, as though it had already begun preparing for something her mind refused to name.


Chapter Six

The shower steamed the small bathroom; the mirror fogged over until Natalia barely recognised her own reflection.

She stood under the water longer than necessary, letting it run over her shoulders and down her back, her mind drifting in lazy, disconnected fragments. Monday mornings usually felt contained, predictable. A reset. She liked that about them.

When she stepped out, wrapping a towel around herself, the flat felt cooler, quieter.

She crossed into the main room, hair damp, skin still warm, and stopped short when she saw the bed.

She’d laid the clothes out the night before without thinking about it, or at least that was what she told herself now. Two sets. Two versions of the same day.

On one side, sensible. Brazilian-cut panties, neat and comfortable. A supportive, understated bra. The knee-length pencil skirt she wore when she wanted to feel firmly professional. A blouse that skimmed rather than clung, opaque, safe.

On the other, the alternatives.

A skimpy thong, light in her fingers when she picked it up, barely there. The lace bra, elegant and undeniably feminine, the kind she wore when she wanted to feel aware of herself beneath her clothes. The shorter pencil skirt, still professional, still appropriate, but finishing just past mid-thigh rather than the knee. And the blouse, pale and light, not sheer, not quite, but thin enough that in the right light the outline beneath might be suggested rather than hidden.

Natalia stood there for a long moment, towel loosening slightly around her, considering the choices with more care than the situation warranted.

This has nothing to do with the coffee; she told herself firmly.

The coffee was incidental. Ten minutes. Public. Academic. She wasn’t dressing for Kane. She was dressing for her students. For the staff she’d pass in the corridors. For herself.

She moved closer to the bed, absently touching the fabric of the lighter blouse, feeling how soft it was, how it would fall against her body. She imagined standing at the front of the lecture theatre, moving as she spoke, light catching fabric, attention held.

She exhaled.

On a Monday morning, she reasoned, it made sense to look sharp. To look confident. To remind herself, and everyone else, that she was composed, capable, and very much in control.

Dressing to impress wasn’t vanity. It was professionalism.

She reached for the thong first.

The lace bra followed, cool against her skin as she fastened it, adjusting it carefully, aware of how it shaped her, lifted her, made her feel more present in her own body. The shorter skirt slid into place easily, hugging her hips, sitting just high enough to change the way she stood, the way she walked.

When she pulled on the lighter blouse and turned toward the mirror, she paused.

In the softened morning light, she could see it, just barely. The faint suggestion beneath the fabric. Not obvious. Not deliberate. But there, if someone were paying attention.

Natalia studied herself with a critical eye.

This is appropriate, she decided.
This is confident.
This is me.

She finished getting ready methodically, drying her hair, applying makeup with a light, practiced hand. By the time she checked the clock, her thoughts felt neatly ordered again.

Eleven fifteen was hours away.

Plenty of time.

As she gathered her bag and headed for the door, she did not acknowledge the quiet sense of anticipation settling beneath her calm, or the way her body seemed just a little more awake than usual for a Monday morning.

After all, it was just coffee.


Chapter Seven

Natalia left the lecture theatre with the familiar hum still in her ears.

The class had gone well, better than well. She’d felt sharp, engaged, comfortably in command. As she walked across campus toward the café, her heels struck a confident rhythm against the paving stones, her bag tucked neatly under her arm. The morning light caught her blouse as she moved, pale fabric shifting softly with each step.

She told herself she was simply on schedule.

“Natalia.”

She slowed, then turned.

Marcus Adeyemi stood near the edge of the path, immaculate as ever, jacket draped perfectly, posture easy and assured. He smiled when he saw her, that calm, familiar warmth she had come to associate with him.

“Good lecture?” he asked.

“Very,” she replied. “They were awake for once.”

He laughed quietly, then his gaze took her in, openly but without impropriety. “You look very smart today,” he said. “Confident. It suits you.”

The comment was professional, framed carefully, but she felt it land all the same. She smiled, appreciative, grounded by the familiarity of his approval.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’ve got a meeting, though. I should….”

“Of course,” he said immediately, stepping aside. “We’ll catch up properly soon.”

She nodded, offered a polite farewell, and continued on her way.

As she walked, she became aware of the subtle shift inside her, the contrast between the reassurance Marcus offered and the quiet anticipation that now threaded beneath it. The café came into view ahead, a low buzz of voices and clinking cups spilling out through the open door.

She stepped inside.

The warmth hit her first, then the smell of coffee. The place was busy but not crowded, the kind of midday lull where conversations softened and time felt slightly suspended.

Kane was already there.

He sat at a small table near the back, positioned just out of the main flow, not hidden, but private enough to feel intentional. He looked up as she approached, his expression calm, unreadable, as though he had been waiting without checking the time.

“Natalia,” he said, standing as she reached the table.

She noticed, with a flicker of surprise, the two cups already there.

“I hope that’s all right,” he added easily. “I remembered you said you don’t take sugar.”

She paused for half a second, then smiled. “That’s fine.”

It was a small thing, but it impressed her more than she expected. The confidence of it. The assumption, not arrogant, just assured, that she would sit, that this moment would happen.

She took the seat opposite him, smoothing her skirt without thinking.

“Thank you,” she said. “That was… thoughtful.”

Kane shrugged slightly. “It saves time.”

She laughed, softer than she intended, and reached for the cup. Their fingers didn’t touch, but she was aware of the space between them, the quiet that settled once she sat down.

For the first time since leaving her lecture, Natalia felt the edges of the morning blur.

This wasn’t the corridor. This wasn’t the classroom. There was no desk between them now, no title to lean on. Just a small table, two cups of coffee, and a young man watching her with steady, unapologetic attention.

She took a sip, gathering herself.

“So,” she said, lifting her eyes to his. “You wanted to understand something better.”

Kane met her gaze, unhurried.

“Yes,” he said. “I did.”

And for reasons she could not quite name, Natalia felt as though she had just stepped into something that would not be as brief, or as simple, as she had promised herself it would be.


Chapter Eight

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The café hummed around them, cups clinking, voices rising and falling in a gentle blur, but their table felt slightly removed from it, tucked just far enough back to soften the edges of the room. Natalia noticed it now, the choice of seat, the way they were angled away from the main flow without being hidden.

Intentional, she thought.

She lifted her cup, buying herself a second. “Thank you for this,” she said lightly. “I don’t usually have much time between lectures.”

“I know,” Kane replied. “That’s why I suggested ten minutes.”

Not asked, she noticed. Suggested.

She smiled, a little wry. “All right. What is it you wanted to understand?”

Kane leaned back slightly in his chair, relaxed, unhurried. He didn’t rush to answer. Instead, he watched her for a moment, as if taking in the way she held herself here, outside the classroom.

“It’s easier to explain if I start somewhere else,” he said. “You enjoy teaching.”

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” she replied automatically. “Very much.”

“Why?” he asked.

Natalia paused. “Because I’m good at it,” she said after a beat. “And because it matters.”

He nodded once. “That’s the answer most people give.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And you think it’s incomplete.”

“I think,” Kane said carefully, “that you enjoy the moment when the room goes quiet.”

Natalia felt a small, unexpected stillness inside her.

“The moment when everyone is listening,” he continued, tone even. “When you know you have their attention. Not because you demanded it, but because they’ve given it.”

She took a sip of her coffee, more slowly this time. “That’s hardly unusual.”

“No,” he agreed. “But it is specific.”

She set the cup down. “Go on.”

Kane smiled faintly. “That’s it,” he said. “That’s the influence you were talking about. They choose to listen. You don’t have to make them.”

Natalia felt the familiar satisfaction of being understood. “Yes,” she said. “Exactly.”

“And you’re comfortable with that,” he added. “With being watched.”

The word landed softly, but it landed.

“In that context,” she replied. “Of course.”

Kane tilted his head slightly. “Do you think it only applies there?”

She hesitated, then smiled, dismissive. “You’re asking whether authority transfers.”

“I’m asking,” he said gently, “whether attention does.”

Natalia felt the shift then, subtle but undeniable. The way the conversation had moved from theory to something closer, more personal, without a clear line marking the change.

She straightened slightly. “People project all kinds of things,” she said. “That’s not the same as control.”

Kane didn’t disagree. He nodded again, accepting her statement without challenge. “True,” he said. “Control implies resistance.”

“And influence doesn’t,” she finished.

“Influence feels voluntary,” he said. “Even when it isn’t.”

Natalia’s breath caught just enough that she noticed it.

She told herself it was the caffeine.

“You speak very confidently about this,” she said. “For someone with limited experience.”

Kane’s eyes met hers, calm, unoffended. “Experience isn’t always obvious.”

“No,” she agreed. “But it matters.”

“Does it?” he asked. “Or does certainty matter more?”

She studied him, suddenly aware of how easily he held the space between them, how little he seemed to need to assert himself. He wasn’t leaning in. He wasn’t posturing. He wasn’t flirting.

He was simply present.

“You’re very composed,” she said finally.

He smiled then, just slightly. “So are you.”

The words lingered.

Natalia shifted her legs under the table, aware of the way she was sitting, the line of her skirt, the way the light caught the pale fabric of her blouse. She had the faint, unsettling sense that Kane noticed without needing to look directly.

“How do you think this applies,” she asked, steering deliberately back to safer ground, “outside of academic settings?”

Kane didn’t answer immediately. He reached for his cup, took a sip, then set it down carefully.

“I think,” he said, “that people are more honest when there’s less structure.”

She frowned slightly. “Less structure invites chaos.”

“Or clarity,” he countered. “When there’s no role to hide behind.”

Natalia felt the quiet tension coil again, that sense of being gently nudged toward something she hadn’t agreed to discuss.

“This is a very interesting conversation,” she said, her tone cool, measured.

“It is,” Kane agreed. “That’s why I wanted it here.”

She looked around the café, suddenly aware of how public it was, how safe that should have made her feel.

“And yet,” he added, “it still feels private.”

She met his gaze.

It did.

Natalia glanced at her watch and froze.

She stared at it for a moment, not quite trusting what she was seeing. More than half an hour had passed. The realisation hit her with a small, sharp jolt. They had been talking, properly talking, and she hadn’t once checked the time. Hadn’t once felt the familiar internal pull toward the clock.

Her next lecture was close now. Too close.

“I….” She straightened suddenly, a faint rush of heat moving through her. “I really have to go. I’m going to be late.”

The words felt strange in her mouth. She was never late.

“Of course,” Kane said at once, rising smoothly with her. No protest. No apology. No hint that he had planned it, or even noticed the time passing at all.

That was what unsettled her most.

As she gathered her bag, she felt a flicker of something unexpected, not annoyance, not regret exactly, but a faint, disorienting awareness that she had been enjoying herself more than she realised. Enjoying his attention. His focus. The way the conversation had carried her along without effort.

Control mattered to her. Structure mattered. And yet, without meaning to, without even seeing the moment it happened, she had stepped outside her comfort zone.

Or been led.

She met Kane’s eyes briefly, a question hovering there she didn’t quite understand yet, then turned and headed for the door, her pace brisk, her thoughts just a little less ordered than they had been when she arrived.

Behind her, the café continued as normal.

But something in her did not.

“This was… useful,” she said. “If you want to continue the discussion, you can book office hours.”

Kane smiled, calm and untroubled. “I might.”

He stepped back, giving her space, letting her pass. As she moved toward the door, she felt his attention on her again, steady, contained.

When she reached the street, the cool air hit her face, and she realised something had changed.

He hadn’t asked for anything.

He hadn’t needed to.

And she was already thinking about what she might say the next time they spoke.


Chapter Nine

The university café was busier at lunch, louder, less forgiving.

Natalia stood in line with her tray, the low din of conversation pressing in from all sides. She welcomed it. After the morning’s disruption, the noise felt grounding, impersonal. She chose a table near the window, set her bag beside her chair, and took a moment to exhale.

This was familiar territory again.

“Mind if I join you?”

The voice came from too close.

Natalia stiffened almost imperceptibly before she turned.

Paul Whitaker stood there, tray already in hand, hovering without waiting for an answer. He was in his early forties, about five foot eight, carrying a little too much weight around the middle, his shirt slightly creased as if it had been pulled from a chair rather than a wardrobe. As always, there was that faint, stale smell about him, not unpleasant exactly, just… neglected, like clothes that hadn’t quite dried properly.

“Paul,” she said politely. “I’m actually just….”

He was already pulling the chair out.

“I won’t keep you,” he said quickly, sitting down. “Just thought I’d say hello.”

Natalia forced a small, professional smile and sat back, angling her body slightly away from him. It made no difference. She could feel his eyes on her immediately, heavy and undisguised, moving with a lack of restraint that made her skin prickle.

He didn’t look at her face first.

His gaze travelled openly over her, taking in the fullness of her bust beneath the fitted blouse, lingering there longer than was comfortable before drifting down over the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips pressed into the chair, the length of her bare legs beneath the table. There was no subtlety to it, no attempt to hide the appraisal, just a slow, unembarrassed inventory of her body.
The attention made her acutely uncomfortable, not flattering but invasive, as though something private had been taken without her consent.

“You’ve been busy lately,” he said, his eyes lifting at last, though they flicked back down again almost immediately. “Hard to get a minute with you.”

The familiarity of it made her jaw tighten. This was the kind of attention she disliked most, blunt, entitled, careless, a man mistaking proximity for permission. She felt suddenly exposed, not because of what she wore, but because of how openly he reduced her to it.

“I’ve had a full schedule,” she replied evenly.

He laughed, a little too eagerly. “I bet. Students must love you.”

She let that pass without comment.

Paul leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice. “You know, I’ve always admired the way you present yourself. Very… put together.”

Natalia’s smile tightened. She met his gaze directly now, calm, composed.

“I prefer to keep things professional, Paul.”

There it was. The line she’d drawn before, clearly, cleanly.

He flushed faintly, eyes dropping to his tray. “Of course. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

“I’m sure,” she said. “But I think it’s best we keep our conversations focused on work.”

There was a brief, awkward silence.

Paul nodded, shoulders slumping just slightly. “Right. Yes. Of course.”

He ate in quiet embarrassment for a minute longer, then made an excuse about a meeting and left, his disappointment visible in the way he avoided her eyes as he stood.

Natalia watched him go with a familiar mix of irritation and relief.

This, she thought, was what unwanted attention looked like. Obvious. Clumsy. Easy to manage. She knew exactly how to handle men like Paul. A firm boundary. A neutral tone. Professional distance.

Control restored.

She finished her lunch calmly, checking her phone, mentally reviewing her afternoon schedule. The earlier tension had eased, replaced by the reassuring certainty of experience.

And yet, as she gathered her things and stood to leave, one unwelcome thought surfaced.

Kane had never looked at her like that.

The realisation unsettled her more than Paul’s attention ever had.

She dismissed it quickly and walked out into the corridor, posture straight, expression composed, unaware that the comparison had already lodged itself firmly in her mind.


Chapter Ten

The light was already fading as Natalia crossed the quad, the end-of-day lull settling over the campus. Lectures were finished, offices closing up, the steady movement of students thinning into small clusters heading for buses, bikes, evenings elsewhere.

She liked this time of day. It helped her decompress, let the intensity of teaching ebb away as her body took over the rhythm of walking home. Her bag hung from her shoulder, her heels clicking lightly against the path, her thoughts comfortably scattered.

“Natalia.”

She slowed, then stopped.

Kane fell into step beside her as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“I’m glad I caught you,” he said easily. “I wasn’t sure I would.”

She looked at him, genuinely surprised. “Kane. I didn’t hear you coming.”

“I was coming from the library,” he said. “Saw you ahead and thought I’d take the chance.”

There was no apology in his tone. No sense that this might be an imposition.

“We didn’t really finish our conversation,” he added. “Yesterday.”

Natalia hesitated, instinct flickering. This wasn’t planned. This wasn’t scheduled. This wasn’t a classroom or a café.

And yet, as they began walking together, she felt the familiar ease return almost immediately.

“That depends on what you think we were talking about,” she said lightly.

Kane smiled. “Influence,” he said. “And honesty.”

She laughed softly, despite herself. “That does tend to come up a lot in my work.”

“So, I’ve noticed.”

They walked side by side, the campus unfolding around them. Kane kept his pace matched to hers without comment, his presence close but not intrusive. As he spoke, she found herself listening, genuinely interested, the conversation flowing in a way that felt effortless.

He asked questions that made her think. He listened when she answered. When he complimented her, it was never obvious, never about how she looked, but about how she framed an idea, how clearly, she explained something complex.

It was flattering in a quieter, deeper way.

Natalia became aware, again, of the way her body responded to that kind of attention, the alertness beneath her calm, the warmth she refused to name. She told herself it was simply intellectual stimulation, the pleasure of being met rather than managed.

The main gate came and went without her noticing.

It wasn’t until she turned into her street that reality snapped back into focus.

She slowed abruptly.

This was wrong.

Being seen here, with a student, this close to her home, would look… inappropriate. It didn’t matter how harmless it felt, how engaging the conversation had been. Perception mattered.

“I should….” She gestured vaguely ahead. “This is me.”

Kane stopped with her, unruffled. He followed her gaze, taking in the quiet residential street, then looked back at her, thoughtful rather than surprised.

“I wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable,” he said. “That wasn’t my intention.”

Relief flickered through her.

“Of course,” she said. “It’s just… boundaries.”

“I understand,” he replied. Then, gently, he nodded toward the corner behind them. “There’s a pub there. Just on the edge of campus.”

She followed his glance.

“I was actually heading that way anyway,” he continued. “One glass. Then we go our separate ways.”

It sounded reasonable. Contained. Public.

Natalia hesitated, weighing it. She told herself she was already this far, that it was still early, that it would be rude to cut the conversation off so abruptly. One drink didn’t mean anything. One drink didn’t cross a line.

“All right,” she said, surprising herself. “One.”

Kane’s smile was immediate but restrained. “Of course.”

He turned without waiting, confident she would follow.

And she did.

The pub was warm and softly lit, the kind of place that blurred the line between day and evening. Kane ordered with easy familiarity, guiding them to a small table near the side, not hidden, but removed enough to feel contained.

As Natalia took her seat, wrapping her fingers around the cool glass, she felt the faint, unmistakable sense of having stepped into something again.

Not because he had pushed.

But because she hadn’t stopped him.

And as they resumed their conversation, voices low, the outside world falling away more quickly than she expected, Natalia realised that she had once again lost track of time.

Which, for her, was becoming a pattern.


Chapter Eleven

By the time Natalia noticed the time, it was already too late.

The pub had softened around them, the low light deepening, the after-work crowd thinning into quieter conversations and the occasional burst of laughter from the bar. They are half way through their second bottle of wine.

Natalia almost never drank like this.

One glass, perhaps, at a departmental dinner. Rarely more. But the conversation had carried her along effortlessly, one thought leading into the next, Kane listening with an attention that felt focused rather than intense. He asked questions that interested her, that drew her out, that made her laugh more easily than she would have expected.

She found herself watching him as much as listening.

The way his eyes held hers. Dark, steady, expressive. The shape of his mouth when he smiled, when he paused before answering. There was something quietly physical about him, something grounded and contained. Attractive, undeniably so, but not in the obvious way that demanded response.

Sexy, she realised, with a small internal jolt.

The thought surprised her.

She shifted slightly in her chair, becoming aware of a faint, pleasant lightness in her head, the warmth spreading through her limbs. Not drunk, she told herself. Just… relaxed. And yet there was something else too, a quiet, unfamiliar heat gathering low in her body, subtle but undeniable, as if her thoughts had begun to sink somewhere deeper than her reason was prepared for.

“I think that might be my limit,” she said lightly, gesturing toward the glass.

Kane smiled. “I was wondering when you’d notice.”

She laughed, a little breathless. “I don’t usually drink much.”

“I know,” he said simply.

That made her pause. “You do?”

“You carry it differently,” he said. “People who drink often don’t notice it the same way.”

She studied him for a moment, then shook her head, amused. “You’re very observant.”

“I pay attention,” he replied.

When they stepped back out into the evening air, the coolness sharpened her awareness immediately. She adjusted her bag on her shoulder, steadied herself without thinking.

Kane noticed.

“Do you want me to walk you home?” he asked, casually, as though offering nothing more than company.

Natalia hesitated, then nodded. “That would be… sensible.”

They walked in easy silence at first, their steps falling into rhythm again. When they reached her building, she slowed, gesturing toward the narrow entrance.

“I’m right at the top,” she said. “Attic flat.”

Kane glanced up at the steep staircase and smiled. “I’ll walk you up,” he said lightly. “Just to make sure you don’t take a tumble. Those stairs look unforgiving.”

She laughed, a little too easily. “I’ll survive.”

“Humour me.”

She didn’t argue.

The climb was slower than she remembered, the space narrow, the air warm. At some point she became aware of Kane’s arm around her waist, steadying rather than holding, his touch firm and reassuring. It felt natural. Comforting.

Too natural.

They stopped outside her door.

Natalia turned to face him, suddenly very aware of how close he was, of the quiet, of the intimacy of the space. The alcohol, the conversation, the walk, it all seemed to gather there between them.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “For walking me up.”

“Of course,” Kane replied.

She smiled, lifted her chin slightly. “Good night.”

He didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he leaned in.

The movement was unhurried, deliberate enough that she could have stopped it, should have stopped it. She didn’t. The kiss was gentle, controlled, his mouth warm against hers, brief but unmistakably intentional.

And to her own shock, Natalia kissed him back.

For a moment, everything else fell away, the roles, the boundaries, the careful distance she’d maintained for so long. There was only the sensation of it, the quiet certainty of choice made without analysis.

When they finally pulled apart, her breath felt shallow, her thoughts slow to return.

Kane’s expression was calm, searching, but not triumphant.

She turned the key, the lock clicking softly in the narrow stairwell. Kane followed her inside without hesitation, the door closing behind them with a finality that made her breath catch.

Whatever line she had crossed, she was no longer standing on the safe side of it.


Chapter Twelve

The air in her small studio flat felt thick, charged with a silence that was louder than any conversation. The walk from the campus wine bar had been quiet, the tension between them a living thing. Now, standing just inside her door, Natalia was acutely aware of Kane’s presence filling her private space. His calm was a vacuum, sucking away her professional composure. He wasn’t looking around, assessing her books or her decor. His gaze was fixed on her, a steady, patient weight that made her skin prickle.

“It’s… not much,” she said, the words feeling foolish as they left her lips.

“It’s enough,” he replied, his voice low. He took a single step forward, closing the distance. She could smell him now, clean cotton, night air, and something uniquely male beneath. Her heart began a slow, heavy thud against her ribs. This is happening. You invited him. You are in control. But the thought rang hollow.

He didn’t ask. He simply reached for the first button of her silk blouse. His fingers were long, deft. The snick of the button releasing was deafening. Natalia held her breath, her eyes locked on his. He worked slowly, methodically, peeling the fabric open to reveal the lace of her bra, the swell of her breasts pushing against the cups. The cool air hit her skin, and her nipples tightened into hard points, visible through the lace. A flush crept up her chest. He’s seeing you. All of you.

When the blouse slid from her shoulders to pool on the floor, his hands went to the waistband of her pencil skirt. He eased the zipper down. The sound was obscenely intimate. He knelt, not in supplication, but in command, helping her step out of them. She stood before him in just her bra and panties, the full, lush curves of her body on blatant display. His eyes travelled over her, not with hungry lust, but with a deliberate, appreciative study that made her feel more naked than being physically bare ever could.

This is the reversal. He’s observing the subject.

“Your turn,” she managed, her voice barely a whisper. She reached for the hem of his simple t-shirt. He lifted his arms, allowing her to pull it over his head. His torso was exactly as she’d imagined, lean, defined, the muscles of his abdomen and chest corded but not bulky. Beautiful. Younger. Potent. Her hands, of their own volition, splayed across his warm chest. The feel of his skin, the steady beat of his heart under her palm, sent a jolt straight to her core.

He stood, and his hands went to his own jeans. He pushed them and his boxers down in one smooth motion, and Natalia’s breath caught in a shocked gasp.

Oh, my God.

He was… substantial. Thick, uncut, and impressively long, resting heavily against his thigh. His testicles were full, a weighty sac that spoke of virility. It was a weapon of pure, carnal power, and he displayed it with the same unnerving calm he displayed everything. No pride, no preening. Just fact. Her mouth went dry. A primal, thrilling fear, and a surge of wet heat between her own legs, flooded her system. You will not be able to handle that. The thought was immediately followed by a deeper, darker one: You want to try.

He closed the gap again, his hands coming to the clasp of her bra. It gave way. Her full, heavy breasts spilled free, the 36Ds swaying slightly with the release. He didn’t grope them. He cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, feeling their hardened state. A soft groan escaped her. Then his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties and drew them down her thighs. She stepped out, completely naked now, utterly exposed in the dim light of her flat.

“Lie down,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

She moved to the bed, her legs feeling unsteady. She lay back against the pillows, watching as he followed, kneeling between her spread legs. He didn’t pounce. He just… looked. His gaze travelled from her face, down her throat, over the slopes of her breasts, the soft plane of her stomach, the flare of her hips, and finally settled on the apex of her thighs, where she was already slick and open for him.

“You’re beautiful, Natalia,” he stated, as if noting a clinical fact. Then he leaned down.

He didn’t kiss her mouth. He bypassed it entirely, his mouth going first to her nipple. He took the peak deep, sucking strongly, his tongue flicking the rigid tip. A sharp cry tore from her. The sensation was direct, overwhelming. His other hand found her other breast, kneading the full flesh, his fingers pinching the nipple rhythmically. Pleasure-pain shot through her, making her back arch off the bed. He knows. He knows exactly what he’s doing.

His mouth began a slow, torturous descent. Open-mouthed kisses down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel. He nudged her legs wider with his shoulders. And then his breath was on her, hot and damp against her wet folds. He didn’t dive in. He exhaled, warming her, making her shudder. Then the flat of his tongue delivered one long, slow lick from her entrance to her clit.

“Kane…” His name was a plea.

He established a rhythm that was maddeningly precise. Broad, languid strokes interspersed with focused, flickering attention to her clit. He used his lips to suck, his tongue to trace circles, his fingers to gently part her, exposing her completely to his gaze and his mouth. He was studying her responses, learning what made her hips jerk, what made her fists clutch the sheets, what made the soft, begging sounds fall from her lips. He was conditioning her with pleasure, and she was willingly, desperately, submitting to the program.

“Please,” she gasped, her mind fracturing. “I need… I need you inside.”

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. His eyes were dark, satisfied. “You’re ready.”

He moved up her body, his thick cock nudging against her soaked opening. He paused, the broad head applying pressure. She braced herself. He didn’t thrust. He pressed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion that stretched her beautifully, shockingly wide. A broken sob escaped her as he filled her, an inch, then two, then more, the burn of the stretch morphing into a deep, full ache of completeness. He was so thick, so deep, she could feel him in her stomach.

He began to move. Slow, deep, measured strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve inside her. Each withdrawal was a loss, each penetration a breathtaking reclaiming. He set a pace that was entirely his own, one that allowed her no illusion of control. She could only take it, her body rocking under his, her breasts bouncing with each firm thrust. The sounds were obscene, the wet slap of skin, her ragged breaths, his low, controlled grunts near her ear.

Natalia felt something shift deep within her, a visceral understanding that she had never been so completely owned. His size, his dominance, the way he filled her to the brink, it was more than just physical. It was as if he were claiming her in ways she hadn’t known were possible. The thick, relentless stretch of him, the way his cock pressed against her cervix with every deep thrust, left her breathless. It wasn’t just penetration; it was an invasion, a claiming of territory she hadn’t realized was negotiable. She could feel the heavy, blunt head of him pushing deeper, reaching places that made her gasp, as though he were trying to break through to her very womb. It was overwhelming, almost unbearable, and yet she craved it, needed it, needed him.

The sensation was primal, raw. Every stroke felt like he was carving himself into her, leaving a mark that went beyond the physical. Her body clenched around him instinctively, as if trying to hold on, to keep him there forever. She could feel the weight of his balls slapping against her with each thrust, a reminder of the sheer potency he possessed. It was as if he were imprinting himself on her, not just in the moment but for eternity. Her mind reeled, unable to process the depth of the connection, the intensity of the possession. She had never felt so seen, so known, so utterly his.

And yet, there was something almost surreal about it. The stretch was almost too much, the depth almost too far, and yet she wanted it all. She wanted him to push her limits, to test her boundaries, to own her completely. The thought of him filling her so thoroughly that she could feel him in her throat, in her very core, sent a shiver of fear and desire through her. It was a paradox, fear of the unknown, the untested, and yet an insatiable need to submit, to give herself over entirely. In that moment, Natalia knew she had crossed a threshold. There was no going back. She was his, body and soul, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Then his hand left her hip. It rose, and came down in a sharp, stinging crack on the full, round curve of her ass.

The sound echoed. A shock of pain bloomed, hot and bright, followed instantly by a searing wave of pleasure so intense her vision blurred. She cried out, not in protest, but in shocked, delirious ecstasy.

He did it again. And again. Alternating cheeks, his rhythm on her ass matching the deep, pounding rhythm of his cock inside her. Each slap sent a jolt through her core, tightening her around him, pushing her higher and higher. The humiliation, the surrender, the sheer rightness of it unlocked something feral in her. She was giving herself to this younger man, letting him use her body, mark it, dominate it, and she was loving it. Her intellect was gone, burned away by sensation.

“Come for me, Natalia,” he commanded, his voice rough now, finally showing a sliver of the intensity he’d banked for so long.

It was all she needed. The orgasm detonated, a cataclysm that ripped through every cell. She screamed, her body clamping around his invading length in violent, rhythmic pulses, her hips bucking wildly against his as he drove into her through the convulsions, his own release following with a deep groan, his hot spill filling her, sealing her complete submission.

Collapse. Silence, broken only by their heaving breaths. He shifted his weight off her but didn’t pull out, staying embedded within her as they lay on their sides. Natalia’s mind was a blank, white static. Her body felt utterly used, profoundly sated, every muscle liquid. The sting on her ass was a warm, thrilling brand. She lay there, his arm heavy across her waist, his softened cock still nestled inside her, and a single, clear thought finally formed through the haze.

I have never been taken like that. And I loved it.


Chapter Thirteen

The week did not unfold the way Natalia expected it to.

She told herself, the morning after, that it had been an aberration. Wine. Proximity. A moment of reckless indulgence she would quietly put away and not revisit. She showered, dressed, went to work, lectured with her usual composure.

But by the end of the day, Kane was there again.

Not waiting. Not lurking. Simply present, as though their time together had created a new, unspoken normal. He didn’t speak about what had happened. He didn’t need to. The ease with which he fit back into her space unsettled her more than guilt ever could.

She slept with him again that night.

And again, two nights later.

Each time, she told herself it was temporary. Each time, she was wrong.

The sex did not soften with repetition. If anything, it sharpened. There was a confidence now, an assumed familiarity that stripped away her remaining illusions of control. Kane didn’t ask what she wanted. He read it. He didn’t rush. He didn’t reassure. He simply took what she offered, as though her body had already agreed to terms her mind was still negotiating.

By the third night, she stopped pretending she was surprised by how deeply it affected her.

She went to work during the day and felt different in her own skin. Quieter inside. More aware. The boundaries she once guarded so carefully now felt theoretical, things she lectured about rather than lived by. She caught herself replaying moments when she should have been focusing on her notes. She caught herself dressing with him in mind, then resenting herself for it.

Friday passed without incident.

On Saturday morning, Natalia woke slowly, sunlight filtering through the thin curtains of her studio flat. For a moment, she lay still, disoriented by the unfamiliar weight beside her. Then memory settled in.

Kane lay on his side facing her, one arm heavy across her waist, his breathing slow and even. In sleep, his face was softer, younger, stripped of the composure that so often unsettled her. She watched him without waking him, taking in the contrast between the calm man beside her and the force he had become in her bed.

This was no longer a mistake she could name easily.

It was something else now. Something established.

Natalia closed her eyes briefly, feeling the warmth of him against her, and realised with a quiet, unsettling clarity that this was not just about desire anymore.

It was about pattern.

And she had allowed one to form.


Chapter Fourteen

The morning light was a pale, dusty gold, painting a stripe across the rumpled sheets and the long, lean line of Kane’s back as he slept. Natalia woke to the warmth of him beside her, the unfamiliar weight of a man in her bed. For a disoriented second, the events of the previous night felt like a vivid, impossible dream. Then she moved, and the subtle, delicious ache between her legs, the tender memory of a sting on her ass, confirmed it. It was real. She had done that. She had let him do that.

She lay still, watching him. His breathing was slow and even, one arm tucked under the pillow. In sleep, he looked younger, the intense observation banked. But even relaxed, there was a latent power in the shape of him, the defined shoulders, the taper of his waist under the sheet. Her body, naked and pressed along his side, felt hyper-aware. Her full breasts, soft against his arm, her hip curved into his, the thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs just brushing his skin. 

He stirred. A slow inhalation, a shift of muscle. His eyes opened, dark and unclouded by sleep, and immediately found hers. There was no grogginess, no confusion. Just that same calm awareness. He blinked once, then his gaze travelled down, taking in the sight of her beside him, the sheet pooled around their waists, her bare torso exposed.

“Morning,” he said, his voice a quiet rumble.

“Morning,” she echoed, her own voice still thick with sleep.

He didn’t ask if she was okay. He didn’t make small talk. He simply turned onto his side to face her, his movements languid and deliberate. His hand came up, and the back of his knuckles stroked a slow, feather-light path from her temple, down her cheek, over the line of her jaw. The touch was so simple, so possessive, it stole her breath. His eyes followed the path of his fingers, studying her reaction.

Then he leaned in and kissed her.

It wasn’t the hungry, devouring kiss of the night before. This was slow. Deep. Confident. His lips were soft but firm, moving against hers with a knowing ease that spoke of ownership already established. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him without thought, a soft sigh escaping into his mouth. He tasted of sleep and man, a dark, intimate flavour that made her belly clench with fresh desire. One of his hands slid into her hair, cradling the back of her head, angling her to deepen the kiss. The other hand rested on her waist, his thumb stroking the soft indentation of her hip bone.

This is different, she thought, dazed. This isn’t crossing a line. This is morning on the other side of it. The realization was a thrill. He kissed her like he had every right to be here, like her mouth belonged to him in the daylight, too.

His kisses trailed from her mouth to her throat, sucking gently at the pulse point there, making her arch into him. His hand left her hip and moved to her breast. He didn’t grope or fondle; he claimed. His palm was warm, covering the full, heavy swell, his fingers kneading the soft flesh with a firm, rhythmic pressure that made her nipple peak instantly against his touch. He rolled the tight bud between his thumb and forefinger, sending sharp, bright sparks of pleasure straight to her core. She moaned, her own hand coming up to clutch at his shoulder, feeling the hard muscle shift under his skin.

He moved down, his mouth replacing his hand on her breast. He took her nipple deep, sucking strongly, his tongue lashing the sensitive tip. The sensation was so direct, so wet, it drew a gasp from her. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, worshipping the large, soft mounds with a focused intensity that left her breathless and squirming. His free hand drifted down over the gentle slope of her stomach, through the soft curls, and found her already wet and swollen from his kisses.

“Already so wet,” he murmured against her skin, his voice a vibration she felt in her bones.

His fingers parted her folds, finding her clit with unerring accuracy. He applied a steady, circling pressure, his touch firm and knowing. He was watching her face, she realized, her eyes fluttering open to meet his dark, focused gaze. He was cataloguing every hitch in her breath, every twitch of her lips, every helpless roll of her hips into his hand. He was learning her, even now. The thought should have unnerved her. Instead, it poured gasoline on the fire of her arousal. She was laid bare, psychologically and physically, and it was the most erotic thing she’d ever known.

“Kane, please,” she begged, the words a ragged whisper.

He shifted his weight, moving over her. His body blocked the morning light, casting her in his shadow. He knelt between her spread legs, his erection, already thick and hard, resting against her inner thigh. He reached down, guiding himself to her entrance. The broad, smooth head nudged against her wetness, and she held her breath.

He entered her in one slow, continuous, deep push.

There was no hesitation, no tentative exploration. He filled her completely, the glorious, stretching fullness a familiar shock now. A low groan tore from her throat as he seated himself to the hilt, her body accommodating him with a slick, hot ease that spoke of their earlier intimacy. He was home inside her.

He began to move. And this, too, was different from the frantic pounding of their first time. This was assured. Dominant in its utter lack of hurry. He set a deep, rhythmic pace, each withdrawal slow and deliberate, each thrust a firm, penetrating reclaiming. He braced his hands on the pillow on either side of her head, his arms caging her, his eyes locked on hers. The only sounds were the soft, wet slide of their bodies joining, the creak of the bed, and their mingled, heavy breathing.

He was in complete control, and he didn’t need to say a word to prove it. His body did the talking. The angle of his hips, the depth of his strokes, the unyielding strength of his presence above her, it all communicated a quiet authority that she surrendered to utterly. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Her hands roamed over the shifting muscles of his back, feeling the power there. She was his to use, and the freedom in that surrender was intoxicating.

The pleasure built, a steady, mounting pressure. It wasn’t the frantic race to the finish of the night before; it was a deep, rolling wave gathering force. He adjusted his angle slightly, and the head of his cock dragged perfectly over that sweet, spongy spot inside her with every thrust. Her moans became continuous, broken pleas. “Right there… don’t stop… Kane…”

He dipped his head, catching her mouth in a messy, open kiss, swallowing her cries. His rhythm never faltered, never sped into desperation. He was fucking her with the calm certainty of a man who knew exactly how to make her come, and exactly when he would allow it.

The orgasm, when it broke, was immense and profound. It didn’t shatter her; it unfolded her. It rolled up from her core in deep, convulsive waves, making her inner muscles clamp around his invading length in a rhythmic, milking pulse that seemed to go on and on. She cried out against his mouth, her body bowing, her vision whiting out at the edges. He kept moving, riding her through it, his own control finally fracturing. With a low, guttural groan that was pure release, he drove deep and held, his body shuddering as he spilled his heat inside her.

Collapse. The heavy, sated weight of him upon her. The smell of sex and sweat in the morning air. The feel of him, still semi-hard, nestled within her as their hearts hammered against each other’s chests. He shifted after a moment, rolling to his side, taking her with him so they lay facing each other, still joined. He brushed a strand of damp hair from her forehead, his touch almost tender.

For a few minutes, there was only the sound of their breathing slowing. Then he spoke, his voice casual, as if commenting on the weather.

“Make some coffee.”

She blinked, the post-coital haze thickening for a second. “What?”

“Coffee. I want coffee.” His dark eyes held hers. “Stay like this. Naked. I want to watch you make it.”

The request landed like a physical touch, a different kind of penetration. A flush, part embarrassment, part immediate, shocking arousal, spread across her chest. He wasn’t asking her to get up and cover herself. He was telling her to get up and display herself. To move around her small kitchen, fully exposed, while he watched from her bed. It was a command that reinforced everything about the previous twelve hours. The power shift. The normalization of his access. The expectation of her obedience, not just in bed, but in the mundane.

She swallowed, her throat dry. He wants to watch me serve him. Naked. The thought was humiliating. And it made her clench around the softening length of him still inside her.

Slowly, she nodded.

She extricated herself, feeling the cool air hit her damp skin as she sat up. She felt his gaze on her like a physical weight, on the full, swaying curve of her breasts as she stood, on the round, heart-shaped slope of her ass as she walked the few steps to her small kitchenette. She was hyper-aware of every movement: the shift of her hips, the bounce of her breasts, the way her long, shapely legs carried her. She kept her back to him, feeling exposed in a way that was entirely new. This wasn’t the passionate nudity of sex; this was the deliberate, casual nudity of a servant.

His gaze was unyielding, drinking in the sight of her vulnerability, the proof of his possession. She could see the faintest hint of satisfaction in his expression, a quiet acknowledgment that she was his to command, his to use. The warmth of his spill on her thighs felt like a brand, marking her as his in the most primal way possible.

She filled the kettle, her movements slow, her skin prickling. She took two mugs from the cupboard, measured the coffee grounds. All the while, she could feel him watching. She didn’t dare look back. The simple act of making coffee became an erotic performance, her naked body the main attraction. When she bent slightly to reach for a spoon on a lower shelf, she knew he had a perfect view of the cleft of her ass, the damp, tender lips between her legs still glistening from their coupling. A fresh, hot pulse of arousal throbbed through her at the thought.

Her thighs parted slightly as she knelt, and she could feel the slow trickle from her opened and slightly gaping little pussy. His seed, still warm and liquid, began to leak out, a gentle reminder of where he had been. It dribbled down her inner thighs, a glistening trail that marked her body as his. She could feel his eyes on her, tracking the movement, seeing the evidence of their connection. Her pussy, no, his pussy now, was on display, raw and tender from their earlier coupling.

The sensation was both humiliating and arousing, the way his spend escaped her, sliding down her skin in a slow, deliberate path. She felt exposed in a way that went beyond physical nudity; this was a visceral reminder of his claim; of the intimacy they had shared and the power he now held over her. Her breath hitched as she leaned forward, her hands trembling slightly as they rested on his thighs.

The kettle boiled. She poured the water, the steam rising around her. She stirred, added a splash of milk to his mug, just as she remembered he’d taken it the night before. The domesticity of the act, juxtaposed with her complete nudity, was surreal. This is how he wants me, naked on display, the thought whispered, equal parts terrifying and exhilarating.

She carried the two mugs back to the bed, her breasts bouncing gently with each step. She handed him his, their fingers brushing. He took it, his eyes never leaving her body. He took a slow sip, his gaze appreciative, like a man enjoying a fine view with his morning brew.

“Good,” he said. Then he nodded toward her mug, still in her hand. “Put it down.”

She did, setting it on the nightstand.

He shifted, sitting up straighter against the headboard. He placed his own mug beside hers. Then he looked at her, standing naked beside the bed, and his expression was one of calm expectation.

“You need to clean my cock before we drink the coffee,” he said, his tone utterly matter of fact. “Use your mouth.”

Natalia caught her breath, a sharp, audible intake. The command was so lewd, so specific, it seemed to hang in the air between them. A final, shocking reinforcement of the dynamic. The coffee, a symbol of morning normalcy, was now contingent on her performing a blatantly sexual service. The eroticism of it, the humiliation, the obedience, the sheer taboo of being ordered to do such a thing in the calm morning light, flooded her system, making her knees feel weak and her core clench with empty, wanting heat. She looked at him, at his relaxed posture, at the softening curve of his penis against his thigh, and without a word, she knelt on the edge of the bed.


Chapter Fifteen

The buzz was a low, insistent vibration against the worn oak of the lecture hall podium. Natalia, in the middle of explaining classical conditioning to a sea of bored first-year faces, faltered mid-sentence. Her hand, holding a dry-erase marker, stilled. The phone screen, face-up, glowed with a single new message notification.

She forced herself to continue. “So, Pavlov’s dogs began to… salivate…” The word felt thick and wrong in her mouth. “At the mere sound of the bell. A conditioned response. Please, turn to page two-thirty-seven and read the case study silently. You have five minutes.”

A rustle of pages filled the hall as sixty students dutifully bent their heads. Natalia’s pulse, however, was a frantic drum against her ribs. Her fingers, seeming to move of their own accord, closed around the phone. She tilted it just enough to see.

The sender was Kane.

The message was terse, devoid of any greeting or preamble. Meet me after your lecture, by the loos nearest to the hall.

That was all. Nine words. Nine words that sent a bolt of pure, liquid heat straight to her core, pooling low in her belly with an instantaneous, shocking intensity. Her breath hitched. The air in the vast room suddenly felt thin, charged. She could feel the dampness gathering between her legs, an immediate, humiliatingly physical reaction to his command. He didn’t ask. He told. And your body is already obeying.

The five minutes stretched into an eternity. She tried to pace, to look professorial, but she was acutely aware of her body in the tailored cream silk blouse and pencil skirt. The fabric felt like a flimsy barrier. The silk brushed against her hardened nipples with every step, a constant, maddening reminder. Her full breasts felt heavy, sensitive. The waistband of her skirt pressed just below her navel, a line of tension that seemed to connect directly to the throbbing ache he had so easily ignited. She clutched the edge of the podium, her knuckles white, waiting for the clock to tick down.

The moment she dismissed the class, she was moving. She didn’t walk; she nearly ran, her heels clicking a rapid, urgent tattoo on the linoleum floor. She didn’t think about her bag, her notes, the students who might look back. Her entire world had narrowed to the corridor, the turn, the sign for the men’s toilets. The hall was emptying, the buzz of post-lecture chatter fading behind her.

He was there, leaning against the wall beside the door, looking infuriatingly calm. He saw her, and a ghost of a smile touched his lips. Without a word, he pushed the door open and held it, his dark gaze compelling her forward.

She stepped into the stark, tiled space. It smelled of disinfectant and urinal cakes, a jarringly sterile backdrop for the illicit heat coiling inside her. He took her wrist, his grip firm but not painful, and guided her past the row of sinks and urinals to the very last cubicle. He pulled her inside, locked the door behind them. The space was cramped, close.

“All I’ve thought about,” he said, his voice low and intimate in the small space, “is how hot our weekend was.”

A flush of pleasure, simple, female pride, warmed her cheeks. He’s been thinking of me.

Then he leaned closer, his breath fanning her ear. “I need your beautiful lips around my cock.”

The shift was so abrupt, so crude, it stole the warmth and replaced it with a dizzying rush of shame and arousal. He wasn’t offering romance. He was stating a need, one he expected her to fulfil. Right here. Right now.

“Kane, we can’t….”

“Show me your lovely big fat tits,” he interrupted, his tone leaving no room for debate. It was a command, delivered with the same calm authority he’d used in her flat.

Her hands trembled as she obeyed. Fingers fumbling with the delicate buttons of her blouse. Each snick of a button releasing felt like a surrender. She pushed the silk open, then reached behind to unclasp her bra. The lace gave way, and her full, heavy 36D breasts spilled into the cool air of the cubicle, her nipples already tight and dark. She held the garments against her chest for a futile second before letting them drop to the tiled floor.

“Good,” he murmured, his eyes drinking in the sight.

As she watched, mesmerized and horrified, he unbuckled his belt, popped the button of his jeans, eased the zipper down. He pushed his trousers and boxers just low enough to free himself. His cock, already thick and half-hard, sprang free, lengthening and thickening rapidly before her eyes. It was a beautiful, terrifying sight, the dark skin stark against the pale fabric of his clothes.

Without another prompt, Natalia sank to her knees on the hard, cold floor. The tiles bit into her kneecaps. The position was submissive, debasing. She looked up at him, seeing the cool approval in his eyes. Then she leaned forward, her long brunette hair falling over her shoulders, and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him, clean skin, salt, male, flooded her senses. He was already leaking a bead of pre-cum, which she swirled with her tongue. She worked slowly at first, taking just the broad head, using her lips and tongue to coax him to full, rigid hardness. Then she took him deeper, relaxing her throat as he had taught her, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base. One of his hands came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding, setting a slow, deep rhythm.

This is insane. You are a lecturer. On your knees in a campus toilet. Sucking a student’s cock. The thoughts were a distant buzz, drowned out by the primal reality of the act. The stretch of her lips around his girth. The low groans vibrating from his chest. The way his fingers tightened in her hair when she hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard. Her own arousal was a slick, aching flood between her thighs, her empty sex clenching around nothing, craving the fullness only he could provide.

Natalia’s mouth worked in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her lips stretched around his thickness as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling along his shaft. Kane’s low groan rumbled above her, his fingers tightening in her hair. She could feel his hips twitch, betraying his restraint.

“Such a slut,” he murmured, his voice rough with pleasure. The words sent a shiver through her, mingling shame and arousal into a potent cocktail that coiled low in her belly. “You love this, don’t you? Loving my black cock.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t stop, couldn’t stop. Her body was betraying her, responding to his taunts with a humiliating eagerness. She moaned softly around him, the vibrations making him curse under his breath.

“That’s it,” he growled, his tone dark and approving. “Just desperate to taste me. I can feel it. You’re fucking obsessed.”

Her eyes fluttered shut as she focused on the weight of him in her mouth, the way her body seemed to pulse in time with his heartbeat. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, her lips sealing tightly around him. His grip on her hair tightened briefly, guiding her pace, urging her deeper.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Take it all.”

The words stoked the fire inside her, making her ache with a need that went beyond the physical. She wanted to please him, to prove herself, even as the rational part of her mind screamed that this was wrong, twisted. But the rational part was losing ground, drowned out by the steady, intoxicating rhythm of his dominance.

She felt him swell further, his breathing growing ragged as he neared the edge. His thighs tensed, and she braced herself, knowing what was coming. His praise had only intensified her own desire, leaving her teetering on the brink of something she couldn’t, wouldn’t, name.

The hand on her head stilled, holding her firmly in place. “I’m gonna come,” he gritted out, the first sign of lost control she’d heard from him.

She didn’t pull away. She opened her throat, taking him as deep as she could, her eyes watering. His release was sudden, hot, and copious. Jet after jet of salty-bitter fluid painted the back of her throat. She swallowed desperately, trying to keep up, feeling some of it escape to coat her tongue, her cheeks. She sucked gently until he was spent, until he softened in her mouth, and she drew back with a soft, wet pop.

He tucked himself away, zipped up, buckled his belt with efficient movements. He looked down at her, still on her knees, her lips swollen and glistening, a stray trickle of his spend on her chin. His expression was one of detached satisfaction.

“I’m late for a lecture,” he said, as if commenting on the time. He unlocked the cubicle door, opened it, and stepped out without a backward glance.

Natalia was left kneeling on the cold tile, the taste of him stark in her mouth, humiliation and a wild, undiminished arousal warring in her chest. She scrambled to her feet, her legs shaky. She grabbed her bra and blouse from the floor. Her fingers fumbled with the clasp of her bra behind her back, her breasts swaying heavily as she struggled. She got it hooked, then pulled the silk blouse on, buttoning it with frantic haste, not caring if it was straight.

She took a deep, shuddering breath, smoothed her hair, and pushed the cubicle door open.

Two young men, first years, surely no older than eighteen or nineteen, were standing at the urinals. They froze, mid-stream, as she emerged from the end stall. Their eyes widened, darting from her flushed face to her hastily buttoned blouse, down to her skirt, and back up. One of them openly stared, his mouth slightly agape. The other quickly looked away, a blush creeping up his own neck.

Natalia’s face burned. She walked, head held high in a pathetic attempt at dignity, past them, out the door, into the bright, indifferent corridor. The click of her heels echoed her frantic heartbeat. She was humiliated, exposed, used.

And her body, traitorously, was still throbbing, wet and wanting, a silent scream for more of his dominance.


Chapter Sixteen

The lecture did not go the way Natalia expected.

Kane sat in the second row, exactly where she couldn’t avoid seeing him, his posture relaxed, his attention steady. He looked like any other student, calm, composed, unremarkable to anyone else in the room. To her, he felt impossibly present. He gazed calmly towards her, so relaxed as if the weekend, the number of times he had fucked her hadn’t happened, as if the morning in the loos, her on her knees, tits out, swallowing his cum, hadn’t happened.

She stumbled once over a sentence, caught herself, forced her voice steady. Her cheeks felt warm, her awareness sharp in a way she hadn’t experienced since her own student days. She hated that he could do this to her without moving, without speaking.

He watched as though nothing had happened.

As though the weekend hadn’t happened.
As though the intimacy they now shared existed entirely outside the lecture theatre walls.

That was what unsettled her most.

When the lecture ended and the students filed out, she focused too carefully on tidying her notes, arranging papers that didn’t need arranging. She felt him before she saw him step closer.

“Dr. Greco,” he said, perfectly neutral.

She looked up, colouring immediately, her composure slipping despite her effort. “Yes?”

“I had a question,” he continued, his tone measured, academic, contained. “About the section on control and submission.”

The words landed with surgical precision.

Natalia felt it immediately, the faint tightening in her chest, the way her attention narrowed despite her effort to stay composed. Control and submission. She kept her face neutral, her posture steady, reminding herself that this was a lecture theatre, that the context mattered.

“Yes?” she said calmly. “What about it?”

Kane didn’t step closer. He didn’t lower his voice. He spoke exactly as he would have in front of anyone.

“You described control as something most effective when it isn’t enforced,” he said. “When the subject believes they’re acting of their own volition.”

She nodded. “That’s correct.”

“And submission,” he went on, “as something that often emerges not from weakness, but from trust. From a perceived sense of safety.”

Natalia swallowed.

“Yes,” she replied. “Submission is frequently misunderstood. It isn’t about coercion. It’s about consent, about choosing to relinquish control within a defined framework.”

Kane watched her carefully as she spoke, his expression attentive, thoughtful, entirely appropriate. To anyone else, he would have looked like an engaged student clarifying a complex concept.

“And in practice,” he asked, “how does that framework form?”

She hesitated for just a fraction of a second too long.

“Gradually,” she said. “Through consistency. Through understanding expectations. Through repetition.”

Kane nodded slowly, as if committing her words to memory.

“So, the subject isn’t forced,” he said. “They’re conditioned.”

The word hung between them.

Natalia felt heat creep into her cheeks. She kept her voice even. “Conditioning is a neutral term in psychology. It depends entirely on context.”

“Of course,” he said calmly. “Context is everything.”

Their eyes held for a moment longer than necessary.

“And once the dynamic is established,” he continued, “is it difficult for the subject to recognise when control has shifted?”

Natalia’s fingers tightened slightly around her notes.

“It can be,” she said. “Especially if the shift feels natural. If the subject believes the choices are still their own.”

Kane smiled faintly, not amused, not triumphant. Satisfied.

“Thank you,” he said. “That clarifies it.”

“Don’t you think, that a woman who sucks off a student in the uni loos like a teenage slut, should be punished,” He asks.

The gasp that escaped Natalia’s lips was pure, unfiltered shock. It echoed slightly in the emptying lecture hall, a sharp, feminine sound against the retreating footsteps of the last student. On your knees in the loos like a teenage slut. The words weren’t just an observation; they were a branding, a verdict delivered in that calm, unnerving tone. Her cheeks burned, a flush of outrage warring with the immediate, traitorous heat that pooled between her legs. A slut. He called me a slut. This cocky young man, six years her junior, standing there with his hands in his pockets as if discussing the weather, telling her what she was.

“Sluts should be punished, don’t you think?” he repeated, his dark eyes holding hers, unblinking.

Her mind screamed a dozen denials. She was Dr. Greco. A lecturer. A woman in control of her desires, her career, her life. But her body… her body was a traitor. The heat in her core wasn’t anger; it was a molten, shameful arousal, sparked by his audacity and the memory of his hands, his mouth, his cock. The silence stretched, thin and tense.

“Well?” His voice was firmer now, a low note of impatience that wasn’t a request. It was a test.

And she failed it. Spectacularly. Because in that moment, the intellectual frameworks crumbled. The theories of power and submission were just noise. What she felt was a visceral, breathtaking need, a need for him to be in control, to take the choice from her, to confirm the filthy, thrilling identity he’d just assigned her. The power he held was a dark gravity, and she was tumbling into it.

Her breath hitched. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. Not warm. Triumphant. “Lift your skirt. Pull down your panties. Bend over. Hold the lectern.” Each command was a clean, surgical cut, severing her from her dignity. “I’m going to spank your fat ass.”

The vulgarity, the public setting, the hall was empty, but the door was unlocked, anyone could walk in, should have been a bucket of ice water. Instead, it was kerosene on the fire. Her hands, trembling slightly, went to the hem of her tailored pencil skirt. She gathered the cream fabric, lifting it slowly, revealing her stocking-tops, the pale skin of her thighs, then the black lace of her panties. The air felt cool against her suddenly exposed skin. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of the lace, and with a slow, deliberate push, she slid them down her legs, stepping out of them. She kicked them aside, a small, discarded flag of surrender.

Bending forward was an act of profound exposure. She leaned over the solid oak lectern, her palms flat on its scarred surface, her cheek pressed against the cool wood. The position thrust her ass into the air, round and full and completely vulnerable. Her skirt was bunched around her waist, offering no cover. From behind, he would see everything, the plump, heart-shaped curves of her cheeks, the damp, dark cleft between them, the glistening pink lips of her sex, already visibly slick with her arousal. On full, humiliating display.

She heard him move closer. Felt his presence like a storm front. Then, nothing. A pause, long enough for her to wonder if he’d changed his mind. Long enough for shame to creep back in.

The first spank was not a tentative slap. It was a firm, measured crack of his large, open palm against the fleshiest part of her right cheek. The sound was shockingly loud in the quiet hall. The pain was bright, sharp, a sting that bloomed into a deep, throbbing heat. She cried out, a sharp “Oh!” that was equal parts shock and something else.

He didn’t speak. The second spank landed on her left cheek, a perfect mirror. Crack. Her body jerked against the lectern. The sting radiated outward, mixing with the warmth already gathering in her core. Another. And another. He alternated cheeks with a ruthless, rhythmic precision. Crack. Crack. Crack.

Each impact was a masterpiece of sensation. She could feel the exact shape of his hand, the slight curve of his palm, the firmness of his grip. He watched, in a detached, horrified fascination, as the pale skin of her ass began to pinken, then flush a deep, hot red. With every slap, the flesh rippled, a juicy, decadent jiggle that was obscenely sensual. The pain was clean, clarifying, burning away every thought except the now, the sound, the sting, the shocking intimacy of his hand marking her.

Tears welled in her eyes, not from sorrow, but from an overwhelming surge of feeling, humiliation, yes, but beneath it, a desperate, soaring need for his approval. She wanted him to see how well she took it. She wanted him to want her punished ass. A low, broken sob escaped her lips with the tenth, eleventh spank. Her cheeks were a uniform, bright crimson now, the skin hot to the touch, lightly bruising. The pain had transformed, melted into a deep, pervasive ache that was inseparable from her arousal. Her pussy was dripping, a slow, hot trickle of wetness she felt sliding down her inner thigh.

He stopped. The sudden absence of the blows was almost as shocking as their arrival. Her ass throbbed in the silence, a glowing, painful testament. She heard the rustle of clothing, the sound of his zipper. Then the blunt, slick head of his cock nudged against her soaked entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

He entered her in one deep, relentless thrust, filling the aching, empty void with his hard, thick length. She screamed, a raw, ragged sound of sheer overwhelmed sensation—the burning heat of her spanked ass contrasting with the glorious, stretching fullness inside her.

“That’s it, you filthy slut,” he growled, his voice tight with his own restrained need. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the tender, bruised flesh, and began to fuck her with hard, deep strokes. “Take it. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To get your fat ass red and get fucked like a whore in your own lecture hall.”

Each word was a lash; each thrust a punctuation. She was sobbing openly now, tears streaming down her face pressed against the lectern, but her hips were pushing back against him, meeting every drive, milking his cock with her tight, clutching walls. The humiliation was absolute. And it was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. Her orgasm built not as a peak to climb, but as a dam about to burst under the relentless pressure of his possession, his words, his perfect, punishing use of her body.

“Come for me, slut,” he commanded, his rhythm becoming punishing, frantic.

It shattered her. A violent, convulsive wave tore through her, wracking her body with spasms that clamped viscously around his thrusting cock. She screamed again, a sound of pure, unravelling ecstasy, as her vision whited out. He followed instantly, with a harsh, guttural groan, slamming deep and holding there as his own release erupted inside her, jet after hot jet flooding her trembling core.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Then he pulled out. She felt the sudden, shocking emptiness, followed immediately by the warm gush of his spend leaking out of her well-fucked pussy, dripping down her inner thighs in a thick, shameful trickle.

She heard him fixing his clothes. Then, a rustle of fabric near her feet. He stooped, and she realized he was picking up her discarded black lace panties. He didn’t hand them to her. He tucked them neatly into his pocket.

“Stay exactly as you are until I’ve left,” he said, his voice calm again, almost conversational. She remained bent over the lectern, her crimson ass and glistening, dripping sex on full display for the empty room. “I’ll see you again at your flat. By then, I’ll want to fuck you again.”

His footsteps retreated, calm and even. The door to the lecture hall opened, then clicked shut.

Natalia didn’t move. She stayed bent, exposed, the cooling air chilling the wet trails on her thighs, the throbbing in her ass a constant, glorious reminder. The scent of sex and sweat and her own submission hung heavy in the air.


Epilogue

Later that evening, Natalia lay back in her own bed, the quiet of her flat wrapped around her once again.

Kane was beside her.

They had been together again, this time in the familiar space of her home, the same space that only days ago had felt entirely her own. Here, he had been different from the man in the lecture hall. Still assured. Still quietly in control. But gentler now, attentive, almost protective in the way he touched her, the way he watched her responses, ensuring she was satisfied, comfortable, grounded.

And yet the earlier intensity had not faded.

The memory of his dominance in the lecture hall still lingered, a heat beneath her skin that had followed her home, feeding the arousal that had never fully left her. Even now, lying beside him, she could feel the echo of it in her body, a reminder that what had happened had not been imagined or exaggerated by time.

It had been real.

Kane’s arm rested lightly across her waist as they lay in the dim light, their breathing gradually settling into the same rhythm. She turned her head slightly, studying him in the quiet, struck again by how quickly everything had unfolded.

Only days ago, he had been just a student in her class.

Now he was here.

The speed of it left her in a strange, suspended state, part wonder, part disbelief. She had always thought herself deliberate, careful, someone who moved slowly through decisions.

This had been anything but slow.

As she lay there, warmth still lingering in her limbs, Natalia found herself wondering what came next. What this would become. Whether it would deepen, unravel, or simply transform into something she had never anticipated.

The coming days felt uncertain in a way she wasn’t used to.

And for the first time, she didn’t entirely resist that uncertainty.

She rested her head back against the pillow, feeling the steady presence beside her, and let the question remain unanswered.

For now.


Book Two Teaser

One moment does not make a pattern.

But repetition does.

What began as a single, reckless crossing now starts to take shape as something far more deliberate. Natalia’s world begins to narrow in ways she does not immediately recognise, her choices subtly guided, her boundaries tested not through force, but through expectation.

Kane does not demand.

He teaches.

Control becomes ritual. Obedience becomes instinct. And the shame she once thought would stop her begins instead to bind her more tightly to the role she is slipping into.

In private, she is no longer simply desired.

She is being shaped.

Each encounter leaves its mark, not always on her skin, but in the quiet adjustments she makes without noticing. The way she anticipates his moods. The way she seeks his approval. The way her identity begins to bend toward what he expects her to be.

And outside their closed doors, the risks grow.

Colleagues observe. Power shifts. The life she built on authority and autonomy begins to sit uneasily beside the woman she is becoming.

Because this is no longer about a moment of surrender.

It is about transformation. The young Kane is training the beautiful Natalia to be his personal slut.

Book Two continues Natalia’s descent into a dominated, used slut…

but how far she is willing to go once she realises she is being trained.

If you like ‘Taboo: Authority Reversed
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Taboo: His Velvet Grip

A kinky, erotic, BDSM story of Power, Obedience, and Surrender

By Emma Sluttily

Tessa Marlowe only wanted a part time job to survive university. She never expected to be drawn into the quiet gravity of Adrian Clarke, the intense and controlled owner of The Brew Room. He is twice her age, disciplined, unreadable, and carries authority like a second skin.

Tessa feels it from the moment she steps behind his counter. The way he watches her. The way he guides her. The way she responds before she even realises why.

What begins as curiosity becomes pull. What starts as mentorship becomes a dangerous intimacy neither of them admits aloud. Adrian warns her he is the wrong kind of man for a girl chasing stability. Tessa discovers she is not chasing stability at all. She is chasing surrender.

Under Adrian’s Rule is a kinky, BDSM, age-gap, interracial dark romance about control, desire, and the thrilling risk of giving yourself to the one man you cannot resist.

In Taboo: His Velvet Grip we have very illicit, erotic, kinky sexy story of interracial BDSM where Tessa trained to be his slut.
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