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Intro Chapter: Her First Time

The room was small, the kind of boxy student accommodation that smelled faintly of laundry powder and too many old books. A desk lamp glowed in the corner, throwing a warm yellow haze across the narrow bed where Clara Whitmore sat with her knees drawn up, fingers fidgeting nervously with the hem of her cardigan.

At twenty, she was still very much the countryside girl from the Peak District, wide-eyed, delicate, her cheeks quick to flush. Everything about her was untouched: her voice, her manner, her body. Until Peter, she had barely let a boy hold her hand, and now here she was, heart thundering at what he was asking of her.

Peter sat close beside her, twenty-four and already carrying himself with the mild self-importance of a young academic. He reached for her hand, his thumb brushing her knuckles as though coaxing her gently but firmly toward a choice she couldn’t quite bring herself to make.

“It doesn’t have to hurt,” he murmured. “I’ll be careful. I just… I want to be close to you, properly close.”

Clara’s breath caught. For three months they had dated, fumbling kisses in the dark, his hand beneath her blouse, the secret thrill of her body yielding a little more each time. But she had never gone further, too scared, too unsure. Tonight, though, something in his voice, his persistence, his tender smile tipped the balance.

She nodded faintly and whispered, “Okay.”

Her cardigan slipped from her shoulders, followed by her dress. She lay back in just her underwear, trembling, her pale skin glowing in the lamplight. Peter leaned down, kissing her with gentle insistence, easing away her nerves. Piece by piece his own clothes fell away until he was naked above her.

When she finally saw him, his dick, slender, about five inches in length, her anxiety eased. Not the frightening size she had half dreaded, but something she could manage, something that belonged to her in this moment.

The instant he entered her; her lips parted in shock. It didn’t hurt. Not like she had feared. Instead, warmth spread through her, filling her, making her gasp and cling to him.

“Are you alright?” Peter whispered, his forehead pressed to hers.

Clara nodded quickly, breathless. “It feels… good.”

The rhythm was clumsy at first, awkward, both of them unsure. But her body began to move instinctively, her hips rising, a soft cry spilling from her lips. The sensations swelled faster than she thought possible, a pressure, a trembling, then a rush that broke through her in a sudden wave. For the first time in her life, Clara felt her body seize, tighten, then melt into the bliss of her very first orgasm.

Afterwards she lay flushed and glowing, hair spread across the pillow, heart still racing. Peter looked down at her with a mixture of triumph and tenderness, certain he had given her everything she would ever need.

For Clara, it was more than that. It was a discovery. A door had been opened inside her, one she hadn’t even known existed.


Chapter One: The Professor’s House

Eighteen months later, the little student room in Durham felt like a different lifetime. Clara Whitmore sat in the passenger seat of the hatchback, watching as the motorway gave way to the sprawling edges of London. A wedding band gleamed on her finger, two weeks old, a promise still so new it made her stomach flutter each time she noticed it.

Beside her, Peter drove with an eagerness that made his knuckles pale against the steering wheel. Twenty-five now, still thin, still with that earnest, slightly distracted look, but his voice brimmed with pride. He had secured a junior research post at a London university, in the department of neuroscience, no less, under the guidance of one of the most respected professors in the field.

“You’ll like him,” Peter said for the third time that morning. “Professor Mensah is brilliant. He’s published more papers than anyone in the department. This is… this is exactly where we need to be.”

Clara smiled, though her thoughts were elsewhere. The scale of London intimidated her, the roads, the noise, the endless rows of houses pressed so close together. She had grown up with rolling hills, quiet lanes, skies wide and open. The city felt like a different planet.

When they turned off into Feltham, she sat up straighter. The professor’s house rose ahead of them, detached, imposing, with a long driveway that curved past immaculate hedges. It wasn’t just a house. It was a statement. Beside it, tucked above the large garage, was a smaller flat with its own side entrance. That would be their new home.

Peter parked and sprang out of the car, beaming with excitement. Clara followed more slowly, her sundress brushing against her knees in the warm August air. She was adjusting the strap of her bag when the front door of the main house opened.

Professor Mensah stepped out.

He was taller than Peter by a head, mid-forties perhaps, with broad shoulders that filled his tailored jacket. His skin was a deep, rich brown, his movements unhurried, confident. When his gaze fell on Clara, she felt it immediately, steady, assessing, lingering in a way that made her pulse quicken before she could stop it.

“Peter,” the professor said warmly, extending a hand. His voice carried the smooth authority of a man used to commanding a lecture hall. “Welcome. And this must be your wife.”

Clara stepped forward, offering her hand. “Clara,” she said softly.

His grip was firm, his palm warm around hers. For a second longer than was proper, he held her eyes. She flushed, withdrawing quickly, telling herself she was simply nervous.

Peter, oblivious, was already launching into thanks for the accommodation, the opportunity, the position. The professor nodded, smiling with patience, but every so often his eyes flicked back to Clara. Each glance sent an unfamiliar tingle low in her belly.

Their flat above the garage was neat, clean, smaller than their old student rooms but private enough. Peter bustled about, unpacking, making plans, rehearsing in his head the first days of his new job. Clara stood by the window, looking down at the professor’s garden where he walked across the lawn with the easy grace of a man entirely at home in his world.

That night, in their new bed, Peter kissed her goodnight, already half-asleep from the exhaustion of the move. Clara lay awake longer, staring into the dark. London was overwhelming, their new life uncertain, but one thought pressed unbidden into her mind, one image she couldn’t shake.

The professor’s eyes on her. The weight of his gaze.

And the unsettling truth that it had made her body stir in ways she had never felt before.


Chapter Two: Settling In

London did not ease itself into Clara’s life. It pressed in on her from the moment she stepped outside the flat above the garage. The air felt heavier than home, the streets tighter, noisier. Even the sky seemed smaller.

Clara stood at the small kitchen window, mug warming her hands, watching as Peter backed the car out of the driveway. He waved up at her, already half-absorbed in the day ahead, and she lifted her hand in reply, smiling until the car disappeared from view.

She was just turning away when movement at the far end of the drive caught her eye.

Professor Mensah was coming back from his morning run.

He jogged up the drive at an easy, unhurried pace, breath steady, posture relaxed. He wore a dark running vest and loose jogging bottoms, the fabric clinging faintly with sweat. Even through the glass, Clara could see how fit he was, the solid breadth of his shoulders, the easy strength in his stride. It wasn’t showy or exaggerated, just unmistakably real.

She found herself lingering at the window as he slowed to a walk and stepped out onto the lawn. He rolled his shoulders once, then began to stretch, unselfconscious, using the wide garden. When he bent forward, the vest lifted slightly at his back, revealing firm skin beneath.

Clara became suddenly aware of her own stillness, of the quiet in the flat now Peter was gone. She hadn’t meant to stare, but when the professor glanced up and their eyes met through the window, she felt a flicker of heat rise to her cheeks.

He didn’t wave. He didn’t say anything.

He simply held her gaze for a brief moment, then smiled, calm and untroubled, as if her watching him was the most natural thing in the world.

Only then did Clara step back from the window, her heart beating just a little faster than before. She told herself it was nothing, just the strangeness of a new place, a new routine. But the flat felt suddenly too quiet, too still. On impulse, she carried her mug downstairs and out into the garden, needing air, needing to ground herself in something real.

Professor Mensah was already there, standing near the far hedge with a mug in his hand. He looked as though he belonged outdoors, relaxed and assured, his presence grounding the space around him. When he noticed her, he smiled.

She startled slightly, then smiled back. “Good morning.”

“Settling in?”

“I think so,” she said. “It’s very kind of you, letting us stay here.”

He waved the thanks away. “It suits me. And Peter is doing good work already.”

The way he said her husband’s name felt deliberate. Measured. His eyes rested on her as she spoke, not wandering, not crude, but attentive in a way that made her suddenly aware of her posture, the light cotton top she had chosen without much thought.

“If you’re free this evening,” he continued, “I’d like to have you both over for dinner. Nothing formal.”

Clara hesitated for half a second too long. “I’m sure Peter would like that.”

“I was hoping you would too.”

The words lingered after he turned away.

That evening, Clara dressed with more care than she admitted to herself. Nothing dramatic. A simple skirt, a blouse she had worn many times before. But she checked her reflection twice before leaving the flat.

Dinner was held in the professor’s dining room, spacious and warm, the table laid simply but with an ease that spoke of money and confidence. Peter talked endlessly, eager to impress, animated by his new role. The professor listened, asked thoughtful questions, guided the conversation effortlessly.

Clara felt herself being drawn in more quietly.

When she spoke, he listened. When she laughed, his attention sharpened. Once, as he reached across the table to pass her the wine, his fingers brushed hers. It was brief, almost accidental. Still, she felt it long after.

Later, while Peter followed the professor into his study to look at some papers, Clara found herself alone in the kitchen. She was rinsing glasses when she sensed someone behind her.

“You don’t have to do that,” the professor said gently.

She turned. He stood closer than she expected, his presence filling the doorway.

“I don’t mind,” she replied.

“I imagine you don’t mind many things,” he said, not unkindly.

She wasn’t sure how to answer. Her cheeks warmed. He watched the reaction with interest, not stepping back, not stepping closer either.

“You grew up somewhere quiet,” he said. “It shows.”

She nodded. “The Peak District. Very quiet.”

“And now London.”

“Yes.”

“Do you like it?”

She thought of the noise, the house, the way she felt smaller here. Then she thought of the dinner table, of being seen. “I’m still deciding.”

He smiled at that. A knowing, restrained smile.

“Take your time,” he said. “You’re allowed to.”

When Peter returned, the moment slipped back into place, perfectly ordinary. They said their goodnights soon after.

Back in the flat, Peter fell asleep quickly, satisfied and content. Clara lay awake again, staring at the ceiling.

It was not what the professor had done that troubled her. It was how little he had needed to do at all.


Chapter Three: The Morning After

Clara woke earlier than she needed to.

The house was quiet again, the memory of the previous evening still lingering in the air, the taste of wine, the low murmur of conversation, the way Professor Mensah had listened when she spoke, as if her words mattered. Peter lay asleep beside her, breathing evenly, already slipping back into the rhythm of work and ambition that seemed to carry him effortlessly forward.

She rose quietly and moved into the small kitchen, wrapping her hands around a mug as she stood at the window. Outside, Peter’s car sat in the driveway, the garden still, damp with morning dew.

When Peter left a short while later, she watched him from the same spot. He waved, distracted but affectionate, already turning his thoughts toward the university. She smiled back, dutifully, until the car disappeared from sight.

As the silence settled in, her thoughts drifted somewhere she hadn’t quite approved of since the night before.

She found herself remembering the professor at the dinner table, composed, attentive, grounded in a way that felt very different from Peter’s restless energy. It wasn’t a judgment, she told herself. Just an observation. Still, the contrast lingered. One man always reaching ahead, the other entirely present in the moment he occupied.

She didn’t allow herself to name what she felt. It wasn’t desire. It was awareness. A sharpening of her senses, a quiet recognition of something she had never learned to notice before.

Movement at the end of the drive caught her eye.

Professor Mensah was returning from his morning run.

He came into view at an easy pace, vest darkened with sweat, jogging bottoms sitting low on his hips, his breathing steady and unforced. Even from behind the glass, Clara could see the strength in his body, the assurance in the way he moved, as though the space around him naturally made room.

She lingered at the window longer than she meant to.

When he glanced up and their eyes met, there was no surprise in his expression. Only calm acknowledgment. A brief smile.

Clara stepped back from the window, heart beating just a little faster than before, and told herself it was nothing more than the aftertaste of a long evening and a new city still settling under her skin.

She picked up her mug and, almost without thinking, headed downstairs.

Professor Mensah was still in the garden when Clara came down. He was stretching from his run, unhurried, methodical, the kind of routine done so often it required no thought. His vest was darkened with sweat, clinging lightly to his chest and shoulders, the lines of muscle beneath unmistakable as he rolled one shoulder, then the other.

He straightened as he sensed her approach, not startled, simply aware. For a moment he continued stretching, entirely at ease in his body, before turning toward her.

“Good morning, Clara.”

The word landed softly, familiar already, and she felt again that quiet awareness settle in her chest as she stepped fully into the garden.

Clara hesitated at the edge of the lawn, unsure whether she was interrupting. The professor noticed immediately.

“You don’t have to hover,” he said, smiling. “I promise I’m not about to collapse.”

She laughed before she could stop herself, the sound surprising her. “I was just making sure.”

“That’s kind of you,” he replied, straightening. “Most people assume I’m indestructible once I’ve finished a run.”

“I don’t think anyone is indestructible,” she said.

“Ah,” he said lightly, “that’s because you’re observant.”

The compliment slipped in so naturally she barely registered it until she felt her cheeks warm. He reached for his mug, taking a sip, then glanced at her over the rim.

“You look more awake today,” he added.

“I had coffee,” she said, smiling again. “And perhaps I’m just getting used to things.”

“London does that,” he said. “It asks a lot at first, then rewards those who pay attention.”

She tilted her head. “I didn’t realise cities had expectations.”

“They do,” he replied easily. “People do too. The trick is noticing which ones are worth meeting.”

Her smile widened, laughter bubbling up again, softer this time. She felt herself relax, shoulders loosening, the conversation flowing without effort. With Peter, she often found herself filling silences, explaining herself. Here, the pauses felt comfortable, almost deliberate.

He watched her as she laughed, not openly, but with a warmth that made her feel seen rather than assessed.

“You have a good laugh,” he said. “Unforced.”

“I’ve never had a review of it before,” she said, amused.

“First impressions matter,” he replied. “And yours are making quite an impression.”

The words were light, almost teasing, but they stayed with her long after the smile faded. As the conversation drifted on, Clara became aware of something that unsettled her more than any overt flirtation.

She was enjoying herself.

And the ease of it made the guilt that followed feel sharper, quieter, and harder to dismiss.


Chapter Four: The Shape of Things

By the time Clara was twenty-one, sex had become easy.

Not frightening anymore. Not something she had to brace herself for or talk herself into. It arrived quietly at the end of the week, usually on a Saturday night, when lectures were done and Peter’s mind had finally loosened its grip on work.

They would shower, climb into bed, and he would kiss her with the same familiar affection he always had. She liked that part. The certainty of it. The way his hands knew her body well enough now not to hesitate.

It was comfortable.

Predictable.

Peter moved with care, as though still conscious that she had once been fragile. He watched her face, checked in with small questions, always careful, always considerate. Afterwards, he would pull her close, satisfied, already half drifting toward sleep.

Clara would lie there too, relaxed, warm, content in a gentle way.

But now she no longer always orgasmed.

She noticed it gradually, the absence. At first, she told herself it didn’t matter. Not every time, she thought. That was normal. She still enjoyed being close to him. She still loved him.

Yet sometimes, as she stared into the dark, she felt a faint, unnameable restlessness stir beneath the calm. Her body felt awake in a way the moment had not quite met. There was no disappointment exactly, just a sense of something unfinished.

She did not blame Peter. He had been her first. He was kind, patient, familiar. With him, nothing felt unsafe.

But nothing surprised her either.

She began to realise that the intense pleasure she had once felt came now only occasionally, like a memory she couldn’t quite recreate. Her body still responded, still welcomed him, but the deeper release came less often, slipping just out of reach.

Sometimes she wondered if this was simply how things settled. How adulthood worked. A softening. A quieting.

Other times, usually when she was alone, she felt a sharper awareness flicker through her, brief and confusing. A sense that her body was capable of more than it was being asked to feel.

The thought made her uncomfortable.

She loved her husband. She had chosen him. Wanting more felt disloyal, even ungrateful. And yet the wanting persisted, faint but insistent, like a question she didn’t yet know how to answer.

When Peter kissed her goodnight and turned away, Clara lay awake a little longer than she used to, aware of the steady rhythm of his breathing beside her.

And of her own, still quietly searching for something she could not yet name.


Chapter Five: Quiet Evenings

Peter liked their Sundays.

He liked the way the week softened toward the end, the way everything felt settled and orderly. After dinner he would clear the plates while Clara dried them, the radio low in the background, nothing demanding their attention. Later, they would go to bed at the same unhurried pace they always did.

To him, it felt like contentment.

He kissed her with familiar affection, hands knowing where to go, how to move. He took care not to rush her, not to surprise her. When it was over, he would pull her close with a small, satisfied sigh, as though the closeness itself were proof that everything was exactly as it should be.

“You’re happy, aren’t you?” he asked one evening, not looking at her, already relaxed.

“Yes,” Clara said automatically, because it felt like the correct answer.

Peter smiled in the dark. He liked that word. Happy. It meant calm. It meant safe. It meant he was doing things right. He kissed her temple, murmured something about how lucky they were, and soon his breathing evened out beside her.

Clara lay awake.

She wasn’t unhappy. That was the strange part. There was nothing wrong she could point to, no moment she could accuse of failing her. And yet her body felt quieter than it once had, as though something bright had dimmed without her quite noticing when.

Her mind drifted back to that first night, unbidden.

The nervousness. The anticipation. The way sensation had rushed through her so suddenly she hadn’t known what was happening until it overwhelmed her. She remembered clinging to him, breathless, surprised by her own response, by how deeply her body had answered.

That intensity had felt like discovery.

Now, she knew the shape of things too well. She could almost predict the arc of the moment before it began. Her body still welcomed him, still responded, but the sharpness, the edge, the sense of being carried somewhere beyond herself rarely came.

When it did, it felt accidental, fleeting, like a door opening briefly before closing again.

She wondered if this was simply how love matured. How excitement gave way to steadiness. She told herself that calm was a gift, not a loss. That wanting more was childish, selfish, ungrateful.

Still, the memory lingered, stubborn and bright.

She turned her head slightly and looked at Peter’s sleeping face, peaceful, certain. He had no idea anything was missing. To him, the absence of drama was proof of success. He mistook her ease for fulfilment, her quiet for completion.

Clara closed her eyes.

She loved him. She believed that. But as she lay there, caught between affection and a low, persistent yearning, she felt the first clear understanding take shape inside her.

Whatever she had felt that first night had not returned.

And somewhere beneath the guilt and the loyalty, beneath the calm she had learned to wear so well, a question began to form that refused to be soothed away.

What else might her body be capable of, if it were truly asked?


Chapter Six: The Invitation

Monday morning unfolded as it always did.

Clara stood at the kitchen window, mug warming her hands, watching Peter gather his bag and keys. He waved up at her, distracted but cheerful, already stepping into the momentum of his week. She waved back, smiling until the car disappeared down the drive.

Only then did she exhale.

She carried her tea downstairs and out into the garden, the grass still cool with dew. Professor Mensah was there, finishing his stretches after his run. His vest was darkened with sweat, the fabric clinging to his chest and shoulders as he bent and rolled his arms, unhurried and methodical. He moved with the assurance of someone entirely at ease in his body.

“Morning,” he said, straightening.

“Good morning,” Clara replied, settling herself on the low step, careful to keep her distance while still wanting to be close enough to feel included.

They talked easily about nothing at first. The weather. The neighbourhood. How quickly the week seemed to gather speed. He asked her what she planned to do with her day. Not out of politeness, she realised, but genuine interest. She found herself laughing more than she expected, answering without thinking too hard about her words.

It felt natural. Too natural.

As he finished stretching, he reached for his towel, wiping his face. Then, as though the thought had only just occurred to him, he glanced at her.

“You know,” he said, casually, “you might enjoy joining me sometime.”

She blinked. “Joining you?”

“For a run,” he clarified. “Nothing strenuous. Just a loop. It’s a good way to see the neighbourhood properly.”

The suggestion landed with more force than it should have. Her first instinct was shock. She wasn’t a runner. She had never been. The idea of it felt bold, almost inappropriate.

And yet, beneath the hesitation, something else stirred. A flicker of excitement that made her pulse quicken.

“I don’t know if I’m very fit,” she said, though the words felt like a weak defence.

“That can be worked on,” he replied lightly. “No pressure. Just a thought.”

He didn’t push. That was what unsettled her most. He simply smiled, picked up his mug, and changed the subject as though nothing of consequence had been said at all.

But the rest of the morning, Clara couldn’t quite shake the feeling that something had shifted.

By midday, she found herself on the train into the city.

She told herself it was practical. If she was going to run, she would need proper clothes. There was nothing wrong with that. Peter would approve. He always encouraged sensible decisions.

The shop was bright, mirrors everywhere, mannequins posed in effortless motion. Clara drifted between racks, touching fabrics, lifting hangers. She bypassed the looser, shapeless options without really noticing. Her hand paused instead on something more fitted, more current. Trendy, she justified. Comfortable. Supportive.

In the changing room, she studied her reflection. The outfit hugged her in a way her usual clothes did not. It showed the curve of her waist, the line of her hips, the shape of her body in motion.

She told herself it was just modern design.

She stood in front of the mirror and really looked at herself, perhaps for the first time in a long while.

The gym outfit was undeniably tight. The short shorts hugged her closely, tracing the gentle roundness of her hips and the curve of her backside. She turned slightly, studying the way her body filled the fabric, noticing how firm she looked, how naturally feminine her shape was. There was nothing exaggerated about it, just a quiet solidity she hadn’t given herself credit for before.

The vest top left her midriff bare, exposing her flat stomach. She found herself lifting her chin a fraction, liking the clean line of it, the subtle strength there. The fabric fitted neatly over her chest, supporting her firm bust and framing it in a way that felt confident rather than showy.

She didn’t feel embarrassed. She felt… pleased.

She had a good body. A healthy one. A woman’s body. And standing there, she allowed herself to admire it, to acknowledge the fact without apology.

Still, she lingered a moment longer than necessary before changing.

And though she didn’t quite say it aloud, she knew this wasn’t about comfort alone. It was about stepping into a version of herself she was only just beginning to recognise.

She did not think of Peter seeing her in it. Not really. She imagined running, the rhythm of breath, the city passing by.

And, uncomfortably, she imagined the professor beside her, unhurried, attentive, aware.

The thought sent a small thrill through her, quickly followed by guilt. She pushed it away, folded the clothes neatly, and took them to the till.

That evening, the bag sat unopened at the foot of the bed. Peter talked about his day, his research, his plans for the coming term. Clara listened, nodded, smiled at the right moments, her thoughts drifting back to the folded clothes waiting quietly nearby.

When there was a pause, she spoke lightly, as though the idea had only just occurred to her.

“Oh, I meant to tell you,” She said. “Professor Mensah suggested I try going for a run with him tomorrow morning. Just around the area.”

Peter looked genuinely pleased. “That’s great,” he said without hesitation. “I’m really glad you’re getting on with him so well.”

She watched his face as he spoke, searching for something she didn’t quite expect to find and didn’t.

“It’ll be good for you,” he continued. “Fresh air, routine.” he added with a small laugh. “He’s old enough to be your father.”

Clara smiled back, letting the moment settle as though everything about it were perfectly ordinary.

But later, when the lights were off and Peter’s breathing slowed beside her, the words echoed again in her mind. Innocent. Harmless. Sensible.

She lay awake, aware of the unopened bag, the early morning ahead, and the quiet, unsettling truth she wasn’t yet ready to face.

It felt innocent.

That, somehow, was what made it feel dangerous.

Tomorrow, she told herself. It was just a run.

But as she lay awake later, she knew that wasn’t quite true.

It was a choice.

And for the first time, she was beginning to understand exactly who that choice was for.


Chapter Seven: The Run

Clara woke before the alarm, her body already alert.

Peter slept on, turned away from her, breathing slow and even. She slipped out of bed quietly and dressed in the half-light, taking her time. The gym outfit felt different in the morning. More deliberate. The shorts sat high on her hips, close and snug, the top fitted and light, leaving her stomach bare. She checked herself once in the mirror, not critically, just carefully. She’d never dressed in such a revealing outfit before, never chosen clothes that showed quite so much of her body so deliberately. The realisation made her pause for a moment longer than necessary. Then she tied her hair back, took a steadying breath, and went downstairs.

Outside, the garden was cool and still. She stood near the path, shifting her weight, suddenly aware of how exposed she felt, how visible. This time, she wasn’t just passing through the morning. She was waiting.

Footsteps sounded on the drive.

Professor Mensah came into view, returning from his run, vest darkened with sweat, shoulders loose, breathing steady. He slowed when he saw her.

Really saw her.

His gaze took its time. Not crude. Not rushed. It travelled from her shoes to her legs, paused briefly at her hips, then lifted to her face. The look was long enough for her to feel it, long enough for her pulse to answer before she could stop it.

“Well,” he said at last, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Baby-girl, you’ve got the outfit.”

Heat rushed up her neck. She should have bristled at the nickname. Instead, she laughed, surprised by how easily it came.

“I thought if I was going to do it, I should at least look like I knew what I was doing.”

He chuckled, setting his towel down and stretching his calves, entirely unbothered by her reaction. “I’m worried I’ve taken on too much,” he added lightly. “Don’t embarrass me too much this morning.”

She laughed again, more freely now. “I’ll try to keep up.”

“That’s all I ask,” he said, glancing at her once more, the look softer now, approving.

As they set off together, Clara felt the familiar flicker of guilt stir, quickly chased by something brighter. Excitement. Anticipation. The simple thrill of being chosen, invited, noticed.

This wasn’t just a run.

And as they fell into step, side by side, Clara knew she had crossed another quiet line, smiling as she did, already wondering how many more she might be willing to step over before she finally made herself stop.

When they returned from the run, Clara’s cheeks were flushed, her breath light and quick, her body buzzing with exhilaration she hadn’t expected. The pace had been steady, manageable, but enough to make her feel alive in a way that surprised her. Professor Mensah, by contrast, barely seemed to have broken a sweat. His breathing was calm, his posture unchanged, as though the run had been little more than a warm-up.

Peter’s small car was already gone from the drive. He must have left for work while they were out.

The realisation made the garden feel suddenly more private.

The professor gestured toward the stretch of grass near the hedge. “It’s important to cool down properly,” he said. “Otherwise, you’ll feel it tomorrow.”

She followed him without thinking, standing where he indicated. He demonstrated the stretches slowly, deliberately, explaining each one as he went. Clara copied him, aware of her body in space, of how exposed she felt in the open air.

“Like this,” he said at one point, stepping closer.

Before she could adjust herself, he placed his hands on her hips, firm and steady, guiding her into position. The contact was brief, practical, entirely justified by the movement he was correcting. Still, she felt the difference immediately.

His hands were large, confident, unmistakably strong. They held her securely, without hesitation, without the careful uncertainty she was used to. For a fleeting moment, she found herself thinking of Peter’s hands by comparison, smaller, lighter, always tentative, almost delicate.

The thought unsettled her.

She felt something shift inside her then, something she had no name for yet. A warmth that had nothing to do with exercise. A quiet, unfamiliar stirring low in her body that made her inhale sharply before she could stop herself.

“Better,” he said, stepping back as though nothing of note had happened. “You’ll feel the stretch properly now.”

“Yes,” Clara replied, though she wasn’t entirely sure what she was agreeing to.

As they finished and stood there in the early morning light, Clara became aware that this wasn’t just about running, or fitness, or routine. Something in her had responded instinctively, without permission, without reason.

And as she followed him back toward the house, she knew, with a clarity that made her pulse quicken, that whatever she was feeling now was not something she could easily ignore.




Chapter Eight: Change in the Body

By midweek, the runs had become routine.

Each morning followed the same pattern. Clara woke early, dressed, waited. Professor Mensah set the pace, steady and unhurried, never pushing her beyond what she could manage, but never letting her coast either. Her body adapted quickly. Her breathing steadied. Her legs felt stronger. She began to look forward to the mornings with a sense of anticipation that had nothing to do with fitness.

The stretches afterward changed more subtly.

At first, he had demonstrated from a distance, correcting her with words. Then, gradually, his hands began to intervene more often. A palm at her lower back, encouraging her deeper. Fingers at her waist, steadying her balance. Each adjustment was practical, justified, explained.

And yet, each day, his touch lingered a fraction longer.

He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t announce it. He simply assumed the right to guide her body, to move her where he wanted her to feel it. Clara noticed how naturally she responded, how her body yielded without resistance.

She also noticed the difference.

His hands were strong, confident, entirely unselfconscious. Where Peter’s touch had always been careful, almost apologetic, the professor’s was assured. Directive. Clara felt it not just in her muscles, but somewhere deeper, an awareness that sharpened rather than faded as the week went on.

By Friday morning, she felt it before he touched her at all. A warmth, low and insistent, that made her restless long after the run had ended.

Saturday night arrived quietly.

Peter suggested their usual routine, and Clara agreed without hesitation. They showered, went to bed, followed the familiar pattern that had shaped itself over months of comfort and predictability. It began as it always did.

But this time, something in her refused to stay still.

She felt more present. More awake. Her body responded with an urgency that surprised even her. Without quite deciding to, she shifted, guiding Peter onto his back, settling herself astride him with a confidence she had never shown before.

Peter froze for a second, startled.

Clara didn’t hesitate. She moved instinctively, setting the rhythm herself, aware of the control in the movement, the way his hands tightened at her hips in response. They came together, they were both breathless, caught in the same moment, the same release.

Afterward, they lay side by side in the quiet.

Peter turned his head, studying her in the dim light. “You’ve never done anything like that before,” he said, not accusing, just surprised.

Clara stared up at the ceiling, heart still racing. “I felt it was time to switch it up,” she replied calmly.

He laughed softly, still a little stunned. “Didn’t you enjoy it?”

She turned toward him then, meeting his eyes. “Didn’t you?” she asked. “You seemed to. You came hard.”

Peter smiled, satisfied, already settling back into himself. “Yeah,” he said. “I did.”

Clara lay awake long after he fell asleep, her body humming with a quiet energy she didn’t recognise as her own anymore.

She knew exactly where it had come from.

And she knew, with a clarity that made her pulse quicken, that this was only the beginning.


Chapter Nine: Monday Again

Monday morning found Clara already downstairs, waiting.

She stood in the garden, stretching lightly, dressed for the run in a new jogging outfit she hadn’t owned a week ago. This one was tighter still, the shorts cut shorter, the fabric clinging to her hips and thighs. The top fitted close, leaving her midriff bare. She felt exposed in it, but also strangely confident. As though she had stepped into a role she was only just learning how to play. And today she wore no bra underneath. She felt brave and also liberated to be so daring.

She heard the door open behind her.

Professor Mensah stepped out onto the path and she turned automatically, ready with a greeting that stalled halfway to her lips.

He wasn’t wearing his usual sweatpants.

Instead, he had on a pair of athletic shorts, clearly old, clearly well worn. They sat low and snug on his hips, shorter than she expected, the material stretched tight across his thighs.

And there was no polite way to ignore what else they revealed.

Clara froze for a fraction of a second too long. The outline was obvious, unapologetic, impossible not to notice. The bulge at the front. Bigger than she had expected. Bigger than anything she had ever seen through fabric before.

She dragged her eyes up to his face, heat rushing to her cheeks.

He caught the look, of course he did.

“Well,” he said easily, glancing down at himself and then back at her, a hint of amusement in his voice. “Look. Dug out my old university training shorts. Thought I’d see if they still fit.”

He gave the waistband a small, casual tug, which somehow only made matters worse.

“They do,” he added, dryly. “Just.”

Clara let out a breath that turned into a laugh before she could stop it. “They’re… very snug.”

“Occupational hazard,” he replied, smiling. “Don’t worry, I’ll try not to embarrass you too much this morning.”

She shook her head, laughing again, grateful for the levity, even as her body remained acutely aware of him standing there. “I think you might already have.”

“That so?” he said lightly. “Then I’ll consider it motivation.”

He didn’t linger on it. That was the trick. He moved straight into stretching, entirely unbothered, as though nothing about the moment had been unusual at all. Clara stood beside him, trying very hard to focus on her own movements, on the air, on anything except the easy confidence with which he wore his body.

When they finally set off together, her pulse was elevated before they had taken three steps.

This wasn’t just nerves. And it wasn’t just humour.

It was the unsettling, undeniable awareness that what had once felt accidental now felt intentional on both sides.

And Clara knew, even as she matched her pace to his, that she was no longer pretending she hadn’t noticed.

After the run, they moved naturally into their usual routine.

Professor Mensah gestured toward the stretch of grass near the hedge and set his towel aside. “Let’s slow everything down properly,” he said. “You’ve earned it.”

Clara followed his lead, lowering herself onto the cool grass. He watched her for a moment, then nodded approvingly.

“On your back,” he said. “This one’s easier if I guide you.”

She lay down, heart beating a little faster now, eyes on the pale sky above. He positioned himself beside her, careful, deliberate. One foot pressed lightly against her shin, anchoring her leg. With his hand, he took hold of her other foot, firm but controlled.

“This is a great stretch for the hamstring,” he said calmly.

He lifted her leg upward and gently toward her shoulder, increasing the stretch a fraction at a time. Clara inhaled sharply, the sensation deep and intense but not painful. She felt her muscles lengthen, her body opening in a way she hadn’t experienced before.

And then she became aware of something else.

As her leg rose, the fabric of her shorts shifted, riding higher than she expected. The snug material pulled and moved, leaving her far more exposed than she’d intended when she dressed that morning. The cool air against her skin sent a sudden, electric awareness through her.

She didn’t move to correct it.

He adjusted his grip slightly, focused on the stretch, his expression professional, composed. “Tell me if it’s too much,” he said, voice even.

“It’s… fine,” she managed.

The word came out softer than she meant it to.

Her body felt acutely present now, every sensation heightened. The pressure of his hand, the steadiness of his stance, the stretch itself all blurred together into something that made her chest rise and fall a little faster. She was aware of how open she was, how vulnerable, and how intensely awake that made her feel.

After a moment, he eased her leg back down carefully, releasing her as though nothing about the position had been remarkable. And repeated with the other leg.

Once he’d stretched both of her legs, “Good,” he said. “You’ll feel that later.”

Clara lay there for a second longer, staring up at the sky, her skin warm, her thoughts anything but steady. She knew, with a clarity that unsettled her, that the stretch had worked in more ways than one.

And she also knew she hadn’t felt anything like that before.


Chapter Ten: The Line

The following day the same routine, run then stretch and again the professor got her to lie down for the ‘hamstring stretch.’

The stretch ended the way it always did, quiet and controlled.

Clara lay on her back in the grass for a moment longer than necessary, the sky pale above her, the morning air cool against her skin. Her pulse was still up, not wild, but present. Her body felt open in a way she had never learned to interpret properly. Not just tired, not just worked, something else threaded through it, something warm and restless that did not settle when the run was done.

Professor Mensah lowered her leg carefully and released her heel with the same calm patience he used for everything. He did not hurry. He did not step away straight away.

“Sit up slowly,” he said. “Don’t rush it.”

Clara pushed herself upright, hair slipping loose at the back of her neck. She brushed it away, trying to make a small, ordinary gesture out of a moment that felt anything but ordinary.

He offered his hand as though it were only practical. Clara took it.

His grip was steady, firm, and it held a second longer than it needed to once she was balanced. Not long enough to be obvious. Long enough for her to notice. Long enough for her breathing to change.

He let go.

The garden fell into a stillness that Clara suddenly felt too sharply. Birds somewhere in the hedge. The faint sound of traffic beyond the property line. Her own pulse like a quiet insistence in her throat.

She expected him to say something light, the way he often did. A joke about her pace. A comment about her progress. Instead, he stayed where he was and looked at her without smiling.

Not cold. Not harsh.

Simply attentive.

“You’re doing well,” he said at last.

Clara managed a small laugh, automatically. “I’m managing.”

“That’s not what I said,” he replied. “You’re doing well.”

The difference in wording made her chest tighten. Praise from Peter had always felt like reassurance. Praise from the professor felt like something else, like it carried an expectation with it.

Clara glanced down at the grass, then back up. “Thank you.”

He nodded, as though that was settled. Then, after a pause that was too deliberate to be accidental, he added, “You respond quickly to being guided.”

Clara blinked. Her first instinct was to misunderstand him on purpose.

“In running?” she asked.

His mouth twitched, almost a smile, but he didn’t give her the escape. “In general,” he said calmly.

The words landed softly and then seemed to spread. Clara felt heat rise under her skin, and with it came the familiar reflex to make herself smaller, to soften the moment into something harmless, something she could safely misunderstand.

But beneath that instinct was something else, something she had never learned to recognise properly. She felt the implication in his words, the quiet suggestion that she follow his direction, his authority. The idea of it settled deep inside her, stirring something almost primal, a warmth that had nothing to do with the run and everything to do with being guided, claimed, and seen.

The sensation startled her. It was deeper than excitement, slower, heavier. And unmistakably real.

She stayed very still, afraid that if she moved at all, she might admit what her body already knew.

She could laugh it off. She could stand up, thank him, go back inside. She could pretend she hadn’t heard what he meant.

Peter’s face flickered through her mind for a second, not vivid, not urgent, just present. Peter sleeping. Peter trusting. Peter calling all of this innocent.

The thought should have steadied her.

Instead, it made her feel strange, as though she were remembering something from far away.

Professor Mensah watched her closely, not staring, not assessing her as an object, but reading her the way he read everything else. His gaze stayed on her face, the small movement of her throat as she swallowed, the hesitation in her eyes that told him more than words ever could.

Then, briefly, his attention dropped.

It wasn’t a leer. It was acknowledgement. He noticed her the way a man could not help but notice a woman standing openly before him. The fullness of her breasts, firm and clearly outlined by the tight vest. The bare line of her flat stomach, unguarded and unhidden. The length of her legs, toned and strong, exposed in the morning light.

It was not indulgent. It was simply recognition.

And when his eyes returned to hers, Clara knew, without him needing to say a word, that he saw her fully now. Not just her uncertainty. Not just her hesitation.

She didn’t feel exposed under his gaze. She didn’t feel embarrassed or diminished. What she felt instead was something steadier, more unsettling in its calm. She felt admired. Desired. Not in the eager, tentative way she was used to, but with a composed certainty that carried weight.

It was the first time she had been looked at like a woman rather than someone being handled carefully. There was no rush in it, no hunger that needed to be satisfied immediately. Just recognition, appreciation, and a quiet confidence that made her feel more solid rather than less.

The difference struck her all at once.

With Peter, desire had always felt tentative, something approached gently, almost apologetically. Here, it felt assured. Unquestioned. And that, more than anything else, made her breath catch.

Because being seen this way didn’t make her want to hide.

It made her want to stand still and let it happen.

He waited.

Clara said nothing.

She didn’t move. She stayed where she was, rooted by a mixture of caution and curiosity and something quieter that felt dangerously like relief.

The professor’s gaze held hers for a moment longer. Then he gave a small, almost imperceptible nod, as if he had just confirmed something he already knew.

“Good,” he said.

The word made Clara’s stomach dip.

He moved closer, slowly enough that she could have moved away at any point. He didn’t crowd her. He didn’t trap her. He simply entered her space with a confidence that suggested he belonged there.

His hand came to her waist, low at her side, where the fabric of her outfit met bare skin. The touch was not rough. It was not groping. It was placed, deliberate, and it changed the meaning of the morning in one quiet second.

Clara felt her breath catch. Her body reacted before her mind could organise a response. A warmth unfurled low in her, immediate and unmistakable, and she hated herself for it even as she felt it.

She looked up at him.

He was calm. Untroubled. As if he had done nothing more than correct her posture again.

“You’ve been pretending this is only about fitness,” he said quietly.

Clara’s lips parted, but no words came.

He didn’t fill the silence for her. He didn’t rescue her. He simply let her sit in the truth of it.

Her heart beat hard once, then again. She became acutely aware of the garden, the openness of it, the fact that they were not hidden at all. Only private in the way that mattered, in the way that existed between two people who understood something without naming it.

“I’m not asking you to do anything you don’t want,” he said.

The sentence should have been comforting. Instead, it felt like a mirror.

Because the problem was not what he was asking.

The problem was what she wanted.

Clara swallowed. The guilt came first, sharp and automatic. Then the excitement, quieter but persistent. She felt both at once and did not know which was more frightening.

The professor’s thumb pressed lightly at her waist, not moving, simply holding her in place as if to ground her.

“You’re allowed to want,” he said.

Clara’s eyes stung with something that wasn’t tears. It was an emotion she didn’t have a clean name for. Shame, relief, hunger, all tangled together.

“You don’t know what I want,” she managed, her voice thinner than she expected.

He smiled then, not kind, not cruel, just certain. “I know what you’re becoming aware of.”

Clara’s chest rose and fell. She could feel his hand on her skin as if it had left a mark. She hated how much she noticed it. How much she wanted it to stay.

“Peter,” she said, and the name came out like a warning, like a last rope thrown across a widening gap.

The professor’s expression didn’t change. “Yes,” he said simply. “Peter.”

He didn’t say anything else about her husband. He didn’t insult him. He didn’t compare them. He didn’t need to. The contrast already lived inside her.

He removed his hand.

The sudden absence was almost worse than the touch.

“You should go inside,” he said, voice steady. “Drink some water. Eat something. You have a day to get through.”

Clara stared at him, confused by the restraint, by how quickly he was ending the moment when she had braced herself for it to become something she couldn’t manage.

He picked up his towel and mug as though this were still the same harmless routine as every other morning.

“Tomorrow,” he added, casually, as if he were referring only to the run, “we’ll go a little farther.”

Then he walked away across the lawn, leaving Clara standing where she was, the grass cool beneath her shoes, her skin warm, her mind unsteady.

She went inside on legs that felt oddly light.

Upstairs, the flat was quiet. Peter was gone. The bed was made. The ordinary shape of her life waited for her as though nothing at all had happened.

Clara closed the door behind her and stood still for a moment, pressing her palms lightly against the wood, breathing in and out until the house felt solid again. Then she moved into the bathroom and began to undress, peeling the gym clothes from her skin slowly, deliberately, as though each layer carried some of the morning with it.

She turned the shower on cold.

The water hit her shoulders with a sharp intake of breath, stealing it from her lungs, raising goosebumps along her arms. She stepped fully beneath it, letting the chill run down her back, over her stomach, grounding her in sensation that had nothing to do with desire.

She tilted her head forward and closed her eyes, letting the water soak her hair, her thoughts scattering under the shock of it. She had wanted this, she realised. Not the cold, but the quiet. The reset. The hope that she could rinse away the warmth still coiled low inside her, dampen the fire before it burned any brighter.

It didn’t vanish.

But it softened, enough for her to breathe again.

She stood there until the pounding in her chest slowed, until the familiar outlines of herself began to return. Wife. Routine. Morning. Ordinary things she could hold onto.

When she finally turned the water off and reached for a towel, Clara knew she had succeeded only partly.

The heat was quieter now, banked rather than blazing.

And that, she understood with a clarity that made her pause, might be even more dangerous than before.

But the truth would not fold itself away.

He had made his move.

And she had responded, not with words, not with action, but with the simplest, most damning thing of all.

She had stayed.

And now she knew, with a certainty that frightened her, that tomorrow she would be back in that garden.

Not because he asked.

Because she wanted to be.


Chapter Eleven: Recognition

Another morning. Another run.

Clara had begun to recognise the pattern in her body before she recognised it in her mind. The quiet anticipation when she woke. The alertness that settled into her limbs as she dressed. The way her pulse lifted before she even stepped into the garden. Leaving Peter asleep in the bed.

Professor Mensah was already there when she came downstairs, loosening his shoulders, rolling his neck as though preparing not just for movement but for control. He greeted her with the same easy calm as always, no comment on her outfit, no acknowledgement of how closely she now stood beside him.

They set off together without ceremony.

The run itself had become familiar, almost meditative. Clara no longer struggled to keep up. Her breathing matched his more easily now, her stride longer, more confident. She felt strong in a way she hadn’t before, aware of her body not as something to be careful with, but something capable, responsive.

When they returned, warm and flushed, the routine continued as it always did.

Stretching.

He guided her through it patiently, correcting her posture with quiet instructions. At first, his hands stayed where they always had, practical and purposeful. Then, gradually, they lingered more. A palm pressing at her lower back, encouraging her deeper. Fingers firm at her hips, steadying her stance. His touch was confident, unhesitating, as though he assumed her body belonged in his hands for this purpose.

Clara felt it immediately.

The difference between instruction and something else had become impossible to ignore. His hands were strong, sure, and they moved her without asking. She found herself yielding instinctively, her muscles relaxing under his guidance, her body responding faster than her thoughts could keep up.

With each stretch, she felt the heat build again, slow and unmistakable. Not sudden, not frantic. Something heavier. Something that settled low and stayed there.

She lay back when he asked her to, trusted him when he positioned her, let herself be guided without questioning why it felt so natural now. By the time he helped her sit up again, her skin felt too warm, her breath a little unsteady.

He released her carefully and stepped back.

That was when the stretch ended the way it always did, quiet and controlled.

Clara remained still for a moment, the sky pale above her, the grass cool beneath her palms. Her body felt open, awake, as though it had been tuned to a different frequency and left there deliberately.

Professor Mensah watched her without speaking.

She pushed herself upright, brushing her hair back, trying to make something ordinary out of a moment that no longer felt that way. He offered his hand. She took it.

The contact held a second longer than necessary.

He let go.

The garden settled into a stillness that pressed in on her awareness. She expected him to say something light, something easy.

Instead, he stayed.

“You’re doing well,” he said.

“I’m managing,” she replied, automatically.

“That’s not what I said,” he corrected calmly. “You’re doing well.”

The words landed softly and then seemed to spread. Clara felt heat rise under her skin, and with it came the familiar reflex to make herself smaller, to soften the moment into something harmless, something she could safely misunderstand.

But beneath that instinct was something else, something she had never learned to recognise properly. She felt the implication in his words, the quiet suggestion that she follow his direction, his authority. The idea settled deep inside her, stirring something almost primal, a warmth that had nothing to do with exercise and everything to do with being guided, claimed, and seen.

She stayed very still.

Professor Mensah watched her closely, not staring, not assessing her as an object, but reading her the way he read everything else. His gaze stayed on her face, the small movement of her throat as she swallowed, the hesitation in her eyes that told him more than words ever could.

Then, briefly, his attention dropped.

It wasn’t a leer. It was acknowledgement. He noticed her the way a man could not help but notice a woman standing openly before him. The fullness of her breasts, firm and clearly outlined by the tight vest. The bare line of her flat stomach, unguarded and unhidden. The length of her legs, toned and strong, exposed in the morning light.

It was not indulgent. It was simply recognition.

And when his eyes returned to hers, Clara knew, without him needing to say a word, that he saw her fully now. Not just her uncertainty. Not just her hesitation.

She didn’t feel exposed under his gaze. She didn’t feel embarrassed or diminished. What she felt instead was steadier than that. Admired. Desired. Not with urgency or hunger, but with a composed certainty that carried weight.

It was the first time she had been looked at like a woman rather than someone being handled carefully.

He stepped close enough that Clara became aware of him again without him touching her. Not crowding. Not pressing. Just near enough that his presence settled into her senses.

“You’re thinking about yourself the wrong way,” he said softly.

The words were not sharp. They were corrective.

He spoke again, reframing her without asking permission, and Clara felt something inside her shift, quietly, irrevocably.

By the time he stepped back and told her she should go inside, she knew the truth she could no longer avoid.

This was no longer about running.
And she was no longer pretending that it was.

She loved Peter. That truth remained steady and unquestioned. But what was happening here, with the professor, belonged to a different category entirely. As Peter himself had said, he was old enough to be her father. He wasn’t a partner, or a boyfriend, or a husband competing for her affection.

This wasn’t about romance.

It was something more elemental than that. Physical in a way she hadn’t experienced before. About presence, authority, and the way her body responded to being seen and directed without apology. It existed outside the careful structures of love and commitment she shared with Peter, and that was precisely what made it feel so dangerous.

And so impossible to ignore.


Chapter Twelve: Restraint

The moment lingered longer than Clara expected.

The garden was still, the air warm against her skin, her body humming with a low, unsettled energy that had nowhere to go. Professor Mensah stood close enough that she could feel him, not touching, not pressing, simply there. The space between them felt charged, as though it had been deliberately shaped and left unfinished.

She waited without quite realising she was waiting.

For a touch.
For a word.
For something to happen that would make sense of what she was feeling.

It didn’t come.

Instead, he stepped back.

It wasn’t abrupt. It wasn’t dismissive. It was measured, controlled, the kind of withdrawal that made its absence felt more keenly than any advance. He reached for his towel, draped it over his shoulder, and took a slow breath, as though resetting himself rather than retreating.

“That’s enough for today,” he said calmly.

The words landed with a surprising weight. Clara blinked, disoriented by the sudden return to structure, to boundaries that felt newly imposed rather than always present.

“You’ve pushed yourself,” he continued. “Physically. You don’t need to do more right now.”

She nodded, though she hadn’t realised she’d been expecting something else until it was taken away.

He glanced toward the house, then back at her. “Peter will be home later,” he said, not as a warning, not as a challenge. Simply a fact.

The mention of her husband grounded her in a way that felt almost sharp. The world she lived in, the life she shared, reasserted itself at the edge of her thoughts. She felt the faintest flicker of relief, followed immediately by something that felt like disappointment.

Professor Mensah noticed both. He always did.

“You don’t need to explain anything,” he added, voice steady. “And you don’t need to decide anything.”

He picked up his mug, as though this were still just another morning, another routine completed.

“We stop here,” he said.

Not I’m stopping.
We.

The choice was framed as mutual, as deliberate. As something he was in control of not because he lacked opportunity, but because he possessed it.

Clara watched him walk away across the lawn, his pace unhurried, his posture unchanged. He didn’t look back.

She stood where she was for several seconds after he disappeared into the house, her body still holding the shape of the moment. The warmth hadn’t faded. If anything, it felt sharper now, more focused, as though the restraint had given it definition.

She didn’t want to stop.

The truth surfaced fully formed, impossible to soften or dismiss. She didn’t want this to end here, suspended and unresolved. She wanted him. Not in the abstract, not as a fantasy she could tuck away later, but here, now, in the clarity of the morning.

More than that, she wanted him to speak.

To tell her what he wanted.
To tell her where to stand.
To tell her what came next.

The thought sent a quiet, insistent heat through her that had nothing to do with the run.


Chapter Thirteen: Over the line

Clara turned toward the house before she could talk herself out of it.

The path to the back door felt longer than it ever had, each step deliberate, each one a small refusal to retreat into the life waiting upstairs. When she reached the door, she paused, her hand hovering just short of the wood.

This was the line.

Not the stretch.
Not the touch.
This.

She knocked.

Once. Then again, more softly.

And waited.

The seconds stretched, thick with awareness, with the sound of her own breathing, with the certainty that whatever happened next would not be something she could later pretend hadn’t been chosen.

She didn’t step back.

She didn’t look away.

She stood there, open and waiting, knowing that the knock itself had already answered every question that mattered.

Or exactly the right one.

The door opened.

Professor Mensah stood there, composed, as though he had been expecting her. He didn’t look surprised. He didn’t step aside either. He simply looked down at her, taking in her flushed face, her unsteady breathing, the way she stood a little too close to the threshold.

Clara lifted her eyes to his.

Whatever she had rehearsed on the walk up the short path vanished. What remained was written plainly on her face. Need. Want. A quiet, undeniable hunger she no longer tried to disguise.

“I didn’t want you to stop,” she said softly.

Her voice didn’t tremble, but something inside her did.

“I don’t want this to be unfinished,” she continued. “I don’t want to keep pretending I don’t know what I’m responding to.”

She swallowed, her gaze never leaving his.

“I want you to tell me what you want from me,” she said. “I want you to decide what comes next. Whatever you want.”

The silence that followed was thick, deliberate.

She hadn’t touched him. She hadn’t crossed the threshold. She had offered herself in the only way that mattered.

Choice.

The professor studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, he reached out and rested his hand on the doorframe beside her head, not trapping her, but making the space suddenly feel smaller.

He didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, he studied her, searching her face for something beyond want. Certainty. Resolve. The kind that didn’t flicker when challenged.

“You need to be sure,” he said at last, quietly. “Completely sure.”

Clara’s throat tightened, but she didn’t look away.

“If I take this any further,” he continued, voice calm, unembellished, “there’s no pretending afterward. No easing back into what you were before.”

He leaned a fraction closer, not touching her, but close enough that his presence felt undeniable.

“I won’t approach you the way your husband does,” he said. “Careful. Tentative. Always checking whether you’re ready.”

The words landed with deliberate weight.

“I don’t take people halfway,” he went on. “And I don’t stop once I begin.”

He let the silence stretch, giving her the space to step back if she wanted it.

“If you come inside,” he said finally, “you’re choosing something that will change how you understand yourself. And what you respond to.”

Not a threat.
Not a seduction.

A boundary.

And the most dangerous thing of all.

A choice.

It wasn’t a question.

And Clara, standing there with her heart pounding and her body alive in a way she no longer denied, knew that by knocking on his door, she had already given him her answer.

“Come inside, Clara.”

His voice was a low command, no trace of question in it. It was the same tone he used to correct her form, to tell her to hold a stretch for five more breaths. But the air in the darkened hallway behind him was thick, charged, and this was not about running.

She stepped over the threshold.

The door clicked shut behind her with a soft, final sound. He didn’t move to touch her. He simply stood, a solid presence in the dim light of his entryway, watching her. The quiet of the house was absolute, a stark contrast to the distant hum of London traffic she could hear from her flat above the garage. Here, there was only the sound of her own heart, a frantic drum against her ribs.

“You understand what this means,” he said, not moving. His gaze was steady, assessing. “You are choosing to leave a door unlocked. You cannot close it again.”

She nodded, her throat too dry for words. She understood. This was the choice he’d given her on the doorstep: walk away now, back to safety, back to Peter’s gentle, predictable touch. Or step into the unknown, where he would not be careful, would not stop, would not treat her like something fragile.

She had chosen.

For weeks, it had been this slow, maddening dance. The morning runs in the grey dawn, his large hand settling on the small of her back to correct her posture. The post-run stretches in his garden, his fingers finding the tightness in her hamstrings, her hips, pressing just hard enough to make her gasp. He’d named her reactions with a scientist’s detachment. “That’s your psoas. It holds tension when you’re anticipating.” Or, “Your breathing shallows when you resist a sensation. Breathe into it.”

He had rebuilt her, muscle by muscle, nerve by nerve. He had seen the hunger in her eyes long before she’d admitted it to herself. And he had done nothing but stoke it, with his calm authority and his deliberate, withholding touch.

Now, he finally moved.

He didn’t reach for her. He simply turned and walked down the hall, expecting her to follow. She did, her running shoes silent on the polished wood floor. He led her into his study, a room of dark leather, towering bookshelves, and the faint, clean scent of him. A single lamp cast a pool of amber light by a large, worn armchair.

He stopped in the centre of the room and finally turned to face her. “Take off your shoes.”

The order was simple. Obvious, even. But it was an order. Clara bent, fumbling with the laces of her trainers, her fingers clumsy. She straightened, placing them neatly by the door. The cool floorboards were a shock against her socks.

“The rest,” he said, his voice utterly calm.

Her breath hitched. This was it. The point of no return. Her hands went to the hem of her vest top, pulling it over her head. The cool air of the room brushed her skin, raising goosebumps. She avoided his eyes, focusing on the task. Sports bra, the tight shorts, socks. Each piece of clothing felt like a layer of her old self being shed. She let them fall to the floor, a small pile of cotton and lycra at her feet.

She stood before him, completely bare, shivering slightly. He didn’t praise her. He didn’t react at all to her nakedness. He simply looked, his dark eyes traveling over her with a thorough, clinical intensity that made her feel more exposed than any leer ever could.

“Come here.”

She walked to him, stopping an arm’s length away. He still didn’t touch her.

“You have been waiting for direction,” he stated. “You have been craving a hand that does not ask but knows. Is that correct?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Say it clearly.”

“Yes.” Her voice was stronger this time. “I have.”

Finally, he lifted a hand. But he didn’t grab her. He simply placed his palm flat against the centre of her chest, over her sternum. His hand was warm, heavy. She could feel the steady, powerful beat of his own pulse through it.

“Your heart is racing,” he observed. “Is it fear?”

She thought for a moment, feeling the wild thrum under his palm. “No.”

“What is it?”

“Anticipation.”

A faint, approving sound hummed in his throat. Good. His other hand came up, mirroring the first, so both his palms were splayed across her upper chest, his thumbs just brushing her collarbones. He applied the slightest pressure, pushing her back a single step. Then another. He guided her backwards until the backs of her knees hit the solid edge of his desk.

“Sit,” he commanded.

She hoisted herself up, the cool wood a shock against her bare thighs and bottom. He stepped between her knees, forcing them apart with his hips. Now he was close, his body heat enveloping her. He still hadn’t kissed her. He hadn’t touched her anywhere intimate. This unbearable focus on everything else was making her dizzy with need.

He brought his hands to her face, framing it. His thumbs stroked over her cheekbones. “You will look at me, Clara. You will not close your eyes to hide. You will watch what you have chosen.”

She forced her gaze to stay locked on his. The intensity there was a physical weight.

Only then did he lower his head. His kiss was not an exploration. It was a claiming. His mouth was firm, demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips without hesitation. It was nothing like Peter’s tentative, searching kisses. This was a taking. A flavour of dark coffee and absolute control. She moaned into his mouth, her hands coming up to clutch at the front of his shirt.

He broke the kiss as abruptly as he’d started it. A string of saliva connected their lips for a second before snapping. He was breathing harder, the only sign that he was affected at all.

His hands left her face. One trailed down her neck, over her shoulder, tracing a slow, deliberate path down her arm. The other went to her breast. Not a caress. A possession. His palm covered her completely, his fingers squeezing just shy of pain. He rubbed his thumb over her nipple, back and forth, until it was a hard, aching peak.

“You are responsive,” he murmured, his eyes watching her face. “You have been starving for this kind of attention. For a touch that doesn’t apologize for its own strength.”

“Now, if I go further,” he said, his voice a deep, unyielding current, “you must understand I will take you to places you haven’t even comprehended. You will do things you haven’t even imagined. You can tell me to stop now, and you may dress and leave. If you say you want this, then it never stops.”

She nodded, her body trembling with the weight of his words.

“No,” he corrected, his tone sharp, commanding. “You tell me you want this or you leave.”

Her breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly. His gaze burned into her, demanding clarity, commitment. She swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper at first. “I… I…” She faltered, her mind racing. But the heat of his presence, the electric charge in the air, left no room for doubt. “Yes. I want this,” she gasped, the words tumbling out in a rush, raw and unfiltered.

His expression didn’t change, but something shifted in his eyes, a flicker of satisfaction, maybe even hunger. He stepped closer, his presence enveloping her like a storm cloud about to break. “Good,” he said, the word low and final. “Then you will not question me again. You will obey. You will trust that I know what you need, even when you do not.”

She nodded again, more firmly this time, her body betraying her anticipation with a shiver that ran from her toes to the crown of her head. His hand reached out, brushing her cheek with a touch so light it was almost cruel. “This is your last chance to turn back,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin.

But she didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Her silence was answer enough.

He bent his head and took the nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was electric, a sharp, pulling heat that shot straight to her core. He suckled firmly, his tongue working the sensitive flesh, his teeth grazing in a way that made her cry out and arch her back off the desk. One of his hands slid down her stomach, fingers splaying possessively over her lower abdomen. He kept his mouth on her breast, worshipping it with a ruthless attention, while his other hand continued its journey south.

When his fingers finally brushed through the neat thatch of curls, she jerked violently. He lifted his mouth from her breast with a wet sound.

“Be still,” he ordered, his voice a rough whisper against her damp skin.

She forced her muscles to unlock, trembling with the effort. His fingers explored her, parting her folds with a clinical precision that was utterly devastating. He found her wet, soaking, and a low groan vibrated from his chest.

“Look at me,” he repeated, his gaze pinning her.

She watched as he brought his glistening fingers to his own mouth, tasting her. His eyes darkened, holding hers over his fingertips.

“You taste like decision,” he said. Then his hand was back between her legs, and this time, he didn’t explore. He pressed two fingers firmly against her entrance and pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate, delicious. He was not gentle. He filled her, his fingers curling, searching. He found the swollen, eager spot inside her on the first try and pressed down.

Her vision whited out. A ragged scream tore from her throat as her body convulsed, her hips bucking against his hand. It was too much, too fast, a brutal, direct assault on her senses that left her gasping and shaking. An orgasm ripped through her, shocking in its intensity, tearing through her.

As the waves subsided, leaving her limp and panting on the desk, he slowly withdrew his fingers. He looked down at her, at her wrecked, splayed form, his expression unreadable.

The silence after his command was absolute. Clara’s gaze dropped from his face to the front of his dark trousers. She’d seen the shape of him during their runs, straining against his shorts. She’d fantasized about it, this moment. But the reality of the command, the crude, direct words, made her lungs seize.

On your knees.

It was not a request. It was a test.

Her legs felt boneless, but they obeyed. She sank down onto the plush rug of his study, the wool coarse against her bare knees. From this position, he loomed over her, a tower of calm authority. Her eyes were level with his belt buckle.

“Take it out,” he repeated, his voice utterly even.

Her hands trembled as she reached for him. Fingers fumbled with the button of his ties of his sweatpants. She tugged the fabric down, and the heat of him pressed against the thin cotton of his boxer briefs. The size of him, even hidden, made her mouth go dry. Much bigger than Peter.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, a deep, flushed ebony against his skin. It was fully erect, curving slightly upward, the head broad and smooth. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. She stared, a wave of pure, carnal shock washing through her. She’d imagined, but her imagination had been pitifully inadequate.

“Look at it,” he instructed, his hands resting at his sides, not touching her head, not guiding her. “Understand what you have asked for.”

She did look. She saw the sheer physical reality of him, the prominent veins, the powerful thickness that promised a stretch her body could barely comprehend. A low, needy sound escaped her throat.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, tilting her head back, her lips parting. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

He didn’t thrust. He simply leaned forward, just enough to let the broad head of his cock rest against her lower lip. The skin was silken, hot. She felt the dampness from his precum against her mouth.

“Lick it,” he said, his voice dropping to a gravelly register. “Taste what you’ve been working towards all these weeks.”

Her tongue darted out, tentatively. The taste was clean, salty, musky, uniquely him. She licked again, more boldly, swirling her tongue around the crown, collecting the slickness there. A groan rumbled in his chest, the first real crack in his composure she’d witnessed.

“Good,” he breathed. “Now take it in. Slowly. Use your hand to guide what you can’t fit.”

Her fingers wrapped around the base; her finger didn’t meet her thumb. The heat was staggering. The weight on her tongue was immense. She opened wider, letting the head push past her lips. It filled her mouth completely. She had to relax her jaw, fight the instinct to gag as the thick crown pressed against the back of her throat.

“Breathe through your nose,” he instructed, his tone clinical again, though his breathing had deepened. “Control the reflex. This is about your discipline as much as my pleasure.”

She sucked in a sharp breath through her nostrils, her eyes watering. She relaxed her throat, an inch at a time, letting him slide deeper. It was a fight, a surrender. The stretch of her lips, the pressure on her tongue, the overwhelming sense of being filled in this new, shocking way, it was a violation of every gentle, timid sexual experience she’d ever had. And it was electrifying.

He let her find a rhythm, her head bobbing awkwardly at first, then with more confidence as she learned the angle. Her free hand came up to cradle his heavy sac, rolling the tight spheres gently. His hips gave a minute thrust, a barely-there pulse of need he couldn’t fully suppress.

“Eyes on me,” he commanded, his voice tight.

She dragged her watering gaze up to his. He watched her with a fierce, predatory focus, watching his cock disappear between her lips, watching her struggle and adapt. The intimacy of the eye contact was more profound than the physical act. She was serving him, and he was making her aware of every second of it.

As he looked down at her, a surge of raw possessiveness tightened his chest. God, she was beautiful. Especially like this, with her lips stretched obscenely around his thick, black cock, her eyes watering from the strain, yet still locked obediently on his. Her big, expressive eyes, usually so guarded, now reflected a mix of vulnerability and surrender that sent a jolt of desire through him. Her sexy mouth, so prim and proper in public, now worked diligently to accommodate him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

This moment, this perfect, filthy moment, was everything he had imagined when he’d first met Peter’s wife. He’d seen the curiosity in her eyes during their runs, the way she glanced at him when she thought he wasn’t looking. He’d known then that she was hungry for something Peter couldn’t give her, something wilder, darker, more demanding. And now here she was, on her knees, submitting to him completely. It was better than he’d dreamed.

Her soft whimpers, the way her lips quivered around him, the sheer heat of her mouth, it all threatened to unravel him. But he held himself steady, his breathing controlled, his gaze unyielding. He wanted her to feel every inch, every second of this. To understand what it meant to belong to him, even if only for this morning.

But she, she will belong to him.

When she began to find her rhythm, her tongue swirling and her hand tightening around what her mouth couldn’t take, he allowed himself a low groan. She was learning quickly, adapting to his demands. It pleased him in a primal way, seeing her struggle and then succeed in pleasing him. But it was more than that. There was a connection now, an intimacy forged in this act of submission and control. He wanted her to feel it too, to know that this wasn’t just about physical release, it was about power, about trust, about her willing surrender.

He let her continue, her jaw aching, saliva slicking her chin, until her movements became smooth, practiced. Then his hands finally came up, not to force her, but to frame her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks.

“Enough,” he said, his voice rough.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a soft, wet pop. A string of saliva connected her lips to his glistening shaft for a moment before breaking. She gasped for air, her lips feeling bruised and swollen.

“Stand up.”

She rose on shaky legs. Before she could find her balance, his hands were on her hips, spinning her around to face the desk. He bent her forward, pressing her torso flat against the cool wood. Her cheek pressed against the grain. Her bare backside was exposed to him, lifted, vulnerable.

One large, warm hand smoothed over the curve of her ass, a possessive caress. The other guided his cock, nudging the thick head against her entrance from behind. She was still wet from her earlier orgasm, but he was so much larger than his fingers.

His hand came down hard on her right cheek, the sharp crack reverberating through the room. She gasped, her body jolting forward against the desk. Before she could recover, he delivered a second slap, then a third, each one firmer than the last. The sting radiated through her, igniting a mix of pain and arousal that made her breath hitch. He repeated the punishment on her left cheek, his palm leaving a faint red mark against her pale skin.

Her cries filled the air, but he didn’t stop. He gave her two more slaps, the rhythmic sound echoing like a drumbeat, before finally pausing. His fingers brushed over the heated flesh, soothing the sting as much as intensifying it. She squirmed, her body trembling with a mixture of vulnerability and desperate need.

“Do you feel that?” he asked, his voice low and commanding. “This is your reminder. You’re mine to use, to punish, to pleasure. And you will take what I give you.”

The head of his cock nudged against her entrance, teasingly slow, brushing against her wet folds without entering. She whimpered, her hips instinctively pushing back toward him, seeking more. But he held her still, his fingers digging into her hips to keep her in place.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his tone dripping with cruel amusement. “You’ll wait until I’m ready.”

He shifted slightly, the tip of him dragging against her sensitive skin, making her shudder. He teased her like this for what felt like an eternity, letting her feel every inch of his hardness without giving her the relief she craved. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her body wound tight with anticipation.

Finally, he leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his lips brushing her ear. “Beg for it,” he whispered, his voice dark and insistent.

She hesitated, but only for a moment. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, I need you.”

He chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. “Good girl.”

“This will hurt,” he stated, no apology, just fact. “You will take it. You will not ask me to stop. You wanted to be used. Now you will be.”

He pushed.

The stretch was brutal, breathtaking. A sharp cry tore from her throat as he forged past her initial tightness, filling her with an inexorable, burning pressure. He didn’t pause. He didn’t gentle. He pushed deeper, seating himself inside her with one long, relentless stroke until his hips met the backs of her thighs.

She sobbed, her fingers scrambling against the wood. She was split open, impaled, full in a way that bordered on pain. But beneath the burn, a deeper, darker pleasure was already coiling, ignited by his absolute possession.

This was nothing like it had been with Peter, not even the first time. Even then, his slender penis had felt comfortable, nice, safe. This was splitting her in two. It was like she was losing her virginity for the first time. This time to something far more primal, far more demanding. Peter had been gentle, almost hesitant, his touch soft and his movements careful. But this, this was raw, unrelenting, a claiming that left no room for gentleness or hesitation.

She gasped as he pushed deeper, every inch a new frontier of pain and pleasure. Her body protested, but at the same time, it welcomed him, stretching to accommodate his girth in a way that felt both impossible and inevitable. The stretch was unbearable, yet it was also the most intense sensation she had ever felt. She could feel every vein, every ridge of him, as he moved within her, filling her completely.

Her mind flashed back to those early days with Peter, when they had fumbled through their first time together. It had been sweet, tender, but it hadn’t prepared her for this. This was something else entirely, a brutal honesty that left no room for pretence. She had thought she knew what it meant to be intimate with a man, but now she realized she had only scratched the surface.

Peter had made love to her; this man was taking her. There was no other word for it. He was claiming her in a way that went beyond mere physicality. It was as if he was imprinting himself on her very soul, marking her as his in a way that would leave an indelible mark long after the act was over.

She whimpered as he thrust harder, each movement driving home the reality of what was happening. This wasn’t just sex; it was a revelation. She had always thought she knew her own body, her own desires, but now she realized how much she had been missing. This was what it meant to be truly taken, to surrender completely to another person.

And yet, despite the pain, despite the overwhelming intensity, there was a strange sense of liberation. She had spent so long hiding behind a mask of propriety, of trying to fit into the role society had carved out for her. But here, bent over the desk, there were no masks, no pretences. She was stripped bare, exposed in every sense of the word.

And in that moment of raw vulnerability, she felt more alive than she ever had before.

“Breathe,” he ordered, his own breath hot against her neck. He was still, buried to the hilt, letting her body adjust to the shocking intrusion. “Feel it. This is the consequence of your choice.”

Her large breasts squashed against the hard surface of the desk, the cool wood pressing into her soft flesh. The stark contrast between her vulnerability and the unyielding strength of the desk sent a shiver through her. Her nipples, already hardened from the intensity of the moment, brushed against the grain with each thrust, sending jolts of sensation coursing through her body. She could feel every inch of him inside her, stretching her, filling her, claiming her in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

She panted, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. The pain began to recede, replaced by a throbbing, aching fullness that demanded movement.

He gave it to her.

He pulled back, almost all the way out, the drag exquisitely rough, then slammed back in. A guttural moan was punched from her chest. He set a punishing, deliberate pace, each thrust a claiming, rocking her whole body forward against the desk. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, a raw, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing.

One of his hands fisted in her hair, pulling her head back, arching her spine. The other snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. He pressed and circled, the dual stimulation overwhelming.

“You feel that?” he growled into her ear, never breaking his rhythm. “That’s your body accepting its purpose. You were built for this. To be a black man’s slut.”

His words, filthy and authoritative, unravelled her. The pleasure built, a terrifying wave that dwarfed the one he’d given her with his fingers. It was deeper, rooted in her very core, amplified by the helplessness of her position, the sheer dominance of his use of her.

“Come for me, Clara,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, jarring. “Now.”

It was not a suggestion. It was a trigger.

Her world shattered. A scream ripped from her throat as convulsions racked her, her internal muscles clenching violently around his driving cock. The orgasm was endless, a searing white-hot release that felt like it was tearing her soul from her body. She shook, sobbed, her vision blurring.

Through it, he kept pounding into her, his own control fraying. His rhythm became erratic, frantic. A final, deep thrust buried him to the root, and a raw, animal groan tore from his lips as he came. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, marking her, completing the claiming.

He held himself there, his body shuddering against hers, his weight pressing her into the desk. The only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint settling of the old house.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A traitorous trickle of their combined fluids slid down her inner thigh. He released her hair, his hand smoothing over her back in a gesture that was almost… tender. Then it was gone.

He stepped back.

“Get down,” he commanded, his voice low but firm, still carrying the weight of their shared intensity. “On your knees.”

Clara obeyed without hesitation, her body moving as if it had been programmed to respond to his every order. She lowered herself onto the plush rug, her knees pressing into the wool once more. Before her, his cock, still semi-erect, glistening with their combined juices, was a visceral reminder of what had just transpired. The sight of him like this, so raw and exposed, sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

“Every time,” he continued, his tone leaving no room for negotiation, “you clean me afterwards.”

The words were crude, illicit, and they burned in her like a brand. Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth once more. The taste was unmistakable, musky, salty, a mix of their essences that was both foreign and intoxicating. Her tongue swirled around the thick shaft, licking and slurping as she worked to remove every trace of their encounter.

Her movements were slow, deliberate, each pass of her tongue bringing him back to full hardness. The act itself was shocking in its intimacy, a level of submission she hadn’t fully anticipated. Yet, as she swallowed the remnants of their union, she felt a strange sense of completion. This wasn’t just about cleaning him; it was about acknowledging his dominance, about submitting to him in the most intimate way possible.

She didn’t stop until he was spotless, until her lips and tongue had left no trace behind. When she finally pulled away, her breathing was shallow, her lips slightly swollen. She remained on her knees, awaiting his next command, her body thrumming with the echo of his control.

He looked down at her, his expression unreadable but his eyes dark with satisfaction. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice almost a purr. “Now stand. We are not finished.”

Clara rose on shaky legs, the weight of his gaze anchoring her as she prepared herself for whatever came next.


Chapter Fourteen:  His Slut

Clara stared. The low lamplight caught the slick, hard length of him, glistening from her mouth, standing hard and proud. Her jaw ached, her lips felt bruised, her entire body hummed with the aftershocks of the brutal claiming he’d just finished. And he was ready again. So soon.

He’s not human, the thought skittered through her, not with fear, but with a dizzying sense of awe.

He had stepped back and now sat in the large leather armchair, an island of calm command amidst the wreckage of her composure. His dark eyes held hers, waiting.

“Here, Clara,” he said, his voice a low rasp that vibrated in the base of her spine. “Astride me. I want to watch your lovely big tits bounce as we fuck.”

The crude, pictorial command sent a fresh jolt of heat straight to her core, which clenched around nothing, already sore but aching to be filled again. He wasn’t asking. He was describing the next scene in her instruction, and her body was the primary text.

Her legs, still trembling, carried her forward. She stopped before the chair, her gaze dropping to his rigid cock, then back up to his face. He made no move to touch her, to help her. This was her task to complete.

She placed one knee on the plush leather cushion beside his hip, then the other, straddling him. The position lifted her above him, putting her in a place of apparent control. But the illusion was immediately shattered by the intensity of his upward gaze, by the hard, hot presence of him brushing against her inner thigh.

“Lower yourself,” he instructed, his hands coming to rest on the arms of the chair, still not touching her. “Take me in. Slowly. I want to see your face when you feel the stretch.”

Clara braced her hands on his broad shoulders, the muscle firm beneath her palms. She guided him with one hand, her fingers once again dwarfed by his girth. The broad, slick head nudged at her entrance, still wet and swollen from his previous invasion. Still slick form his spend and her own juices. She took a shaking breath and sank down.

Oh, God.

It was different this way. Deeper. More intimate. She had to control the descent, had to feel every devastating inch as it speared up into her, filling a hollow she hadn’t known existed until he created it. A choked gasp escaped her as she bottomed out, her hips flush against his, his length buried to the root. Her head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat as her body stretched to accommodate him all over again.

“Eyes on me,” he commanded, his voice tight with restraint.

She dragged her gaze down, meeting his. His expression was fierce, focused, watching the play of sensation across her face with rapt attention. His jaw was clenched.

“Now,” he said, his voice a dark caress. “Move. Make your tits bounce for me.”

Clara rose up, the drag exquisitely rough, feeling him slip almost all the way out before sinking back down in a slow, rolling grind. A breathy sigh escaped her. She did it again, finding a rhythm, her thighs burning with the effort. As she moved, her full breasts, freed and heavy, began to sway with the motion.

His eyes locked onto them, the predatory focus making her nipples pebble into tight, aching points. She moved faster, spurred on by his visual hunger, the slapping sound of their joining filling the quiet room. Her breasts jounced with each downstroke, a lewd, rhythmic dance that sent sparks of sensation straight to her clit.

“Faster,” he growled, his hands finally moving from the chair to grip her hips, his fingers digging in. He didn’t thrust up; he let her work, let her ride him, but his grip steered her, setting a punishing pace.

Clara obeyed, her body a piston, driven by his command and her own surging need. The pleasure built, a coiled spring of tension deep in her belly. The visual of it, her own body moving on his, her breasts bouncing wildly, the sheer carnality of the act, unlocked something primal in her. She wasn’t just being taken; she was performing for him, offering herself as a spectacle, and the degradation of it was fiercely, shockingly arousing.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his thumbs stroking the sharp crests of her hip bones. “Look at you. Using me for your pleasure. Needy little thing. And your big tits, FUCK!”

His words, the twist of them, making her desperate riding about her need, not just his, sent her spiralling higher. Her breaths came in ragged sobs. The coil wound tighter, tighter.

He saw it. Of course he did.

One of his hands released her hip and snaked between their bodies. His fingers found her clit, swollen and throbbing. He didn’t rub. He just pressed, a steady, unmoving point of intense pressure right at the epicentre of her need.

“Come,” he ordered, his voice absolute. “Come all over my cock. Now.”

It was the permission, the command, that shattered her. Her rhythm broke into frantic, jerking movements as the orgasm detonated. It was a silent, breathless scream, her mouth open in a perfect ‘O’ as her body clamped down around him in violent, pulsing waves. Her vision whited out, her breasts trembling with the force of her convulsions.

Through the haze, she felt his control finally snap.

His hands locked onto her hips like vices, holding her down as he drove up into her with three short, brutal, upward thrusts. A raw, guttural sound ripped from his chest as he came, flooding her with another hot, claiming rush. She felt every pulse, deep inside, marking her again.

He held her there, impaled and shuddering, for a long moment. Then, his grip eased. He leaned back in the chair, his breath slowly steadying. Clara slumped forward, her forehead resting against his, utterly spent, her body a limp, used weight atop his.

His hands smoothed up her sweaty back, a strangely soothing gesture. Then one hand fisted gently in her hair, tilting her head back so she had to look at him.

“You did well,” he said, his thumb brushing her swollen lower lip. The praise, after everything, felt more intimate than the sex. “Your body is learning its purpose.”

He shifted beneath her, his softened cock slipping from her body with a wet, intimate sound. A fresh trickle of his release leaked down her thigh. The evidence was everywhere.

“Stand up,” he said, his tone returning to its usual calm authority.

Clara winced as she pushed herself off him, her muscles protesting. She stood naked before the chair, exposed and trembling.

He studied her with that same detached intensity, his gaze lingering on the remnants of their shared undoing. The air between them was thick with the weight of what had just transpired, and yet his voice remained steady, commanding, as if the chaos he’d wrought in her body was merely another lesson to be absorbed.

“Now,” he said, his tone low but firm, “you know what to do.”

Clara hesitated for only a breath, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her own surrender. But she understood. The instruction wasn’t a question, nor was it a request. It was an expectation; one she felt compelled to meet. Her knees hit the cool floor before she could second-guess herself, the soft thud of her descent swallowed by the heavy silence of the room.

Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her fingers brushing against the warm, softening length of him still glistening with the evidence of their union. She leaned in, her lips parting, and took him into her mouth with a gentleness that felt almost reverent. The taste of him, salty, musky, uniquely his, filled her senses, and she closed her eyes, letting the moment settle over her like a shroud.

She moved slowly, carefully, her tongue tracing the contours of him with a deliberation that bordered on worship. There was no urgency now, only the quiet intimacy of this act, this service. Her heart swelled with an unexpected ache, a mixture of awe and something deeper, more primal. She wanted to do this for him, wanted to prove herself worthy of his attention, his command.

As she worked, her hands resting lightly on his thighs for balance, she felt the tension in his body ease ever so slightly. His breathing, steady and controlled, was the only sound in the room aside from the soft, wet rhythm of her ministrations. She didn’t dare look up at him, afraid of what she might see in his eyes, afraid of how deeply this act might unravel her.

When she finally pulled away, her lips swollen and slick, she lingered for a moment, her forehead resting against his thigh. Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, her entire being focused on the man who had reshaped her world with nothing but his words and his will.

“Good,” he murmured, his voice a quiet rasp that sent a shiver down her spine. His hand came to rest on her head, a brief acknowledgment of her obedience. “Now, stand up.”

Clara obeyed, her legs unsteady as she rose to her feet. She kept her gaze lowered, unable to meet his eyes. He reached out, his fingers catching under her chin and tilting her face upward until she had no choice but to look at him.

“We will run tomorrow morning,” he said, his voice low and deliberate, the tone leaving no room for debate. “But now, Clara, you need to go home.” His dark eyes held hers, steady and commanding, as if he could see straight through the haze of her spent desire. “Clean yourself up. Rest. Your husband will be home soon.”

The mention of Peter sent a flicker of something, guilt? anxiety? Through her chest, but it was quickly overshadowed by the weight of Mensah’s words. There was an implicit order there, a reminder that this, whatever this was, existed in the margins of her life, not at its centre.

“Make dinner for him,” he continued, his tone softening ever so slightly, though still laced with authority. “Spoil him. Do what you must to maintain the life you’ve built. But do not forget what you are learning here. Do not forget who you are becoming.”

Clara nodded, her throat tight, her body still thrumming with the echoes of his control. She stepped back; her legs unsteady and turned toward the door without a word. Behind her, the professor’s presence was a palpable force, pulling at her even as she moved away. She knew this wasn’t over, could never be over, not now, but he had drawn a line, clear and unyielding.

She stepped into the cool morning air, the breeze brushing against her flushed skin like a whisper of reality. Her mind raced as she walked the short distance back to the flat, her steps measured but hurried. The thought of Peter, oblivious and gentle, who would be home a little alter, gnawed at the edges of her conscience. And yet, beneath it all, there was a defiant spark, a hunger that had been unlocked and would not be easily silenced.

She would clean herself up. She would make dinner. She would play the role expected of her. But as she climbed the stairs to the flat, her heart was already racing with anticipation for the morning, for the next lesson, for the chance to surrender again to the man who had redefined her world.


Epilogue – Residue

By Saturday night, Clara’s body felt like something she inhabited differently.

The week had altered her in ways she could feel even when she stood still. There was a heaviness in her limbs, a sensitivity beneath her skin that hadn’t been there before. She was more aware of herself, of every movement, every breath. As though she had been tuned to a different frequency and left there.

In the bathroom, she caught her reflection and paused.

She catalogued the marks without flinching. The faint bruising she knew how to hide. The tenderness she carried carefully. Evidence she dressed around without thinking now, instinctively choosing softness, coverage, distance. Peter would never notice. He never did.

They showered together like they always had. Routine. Familiar. He kissed her shoulder, asked her about her week, talked about his. She answered where required, smiled when expected, moved through the motions with a calm she had perfected.

In bed, he reached for her with the same gentle certainty he always had.

Clara lay still and let him.

Her body accepted him without protest, without resistance, but without hunger either. She felt the rhythm, the closeness, the weight of him, but the sensation stopped somewhere on the surface. She could feel him inside her, but there was no stretch, no fullness. There was no urgency in it now, no depth. It was as though her body had learned a different language and could no longer translate this one fully.

She stared into the dark and waited for it to be over.

When it was, Peter settled beside her with a satisfied sigh, his arm draped across her waist. The room returned to its quiet shape.

After a moment, he shifted slightly. “You didn’t seem very into it tonight, darling.”

Clara hesitated just long enough to make it believable.

“I guess I’ve just got a lot on my mind,” she said.

Peter kissed her temple, already half-asleep. “Work’s been stressful for both of us,” he murmured. “It’ll pass.”

She lay there, listening to his breathing slow, her body still, her thoughts anything but.

Unbidden, they drifted to the morning.
To control.
To command.
To the certainty she had learned to respond to.

To his big black cock.

Her breath caught once, quietly, as she turned her face into the pillow and closed her eyes.

Tomorrow was Sunday.

And Monday would come soon enough.


Book Two Teaser: Escalation

Clara no longer pretends.

What began as secrecy has become routine. What was once restraint has become expectation. Each morning, she belongs to another world before returning home to play the role of a devoted wife.

Her husband still doesn’t see it. Still believes she is the same woman he married.

But Clara is changing.

Her body responds differently now. Her needs are sharper. Her patience thinner. And the man who reshaped her understands exactly how to use that.

In Book Two, the power dynamic deepens. Boundaries blur. Permission turns into assumption. Clara’s private surrender begins to reshape her marriage in ways that cannot remain hidden forever.

The question is no longer whether she will choose between the two men.

It’s how long her husband can remain blind… and how much of himself he will lose when he finally understands what his wife has become.

And the Professor takes her further. Testing her. He shares her. He takes her anal virginity. At home she his Peter’s dutiful wife, and when he leaves for work, she becomes the Professor’s trained slut.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: She Surrendered to Power’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: 'Black'mailed by the office boy!

Professional woman loves to be used as the office slut.

By Emma Sluttily

She broke the rules behind closed doors. Now she’s paying the price: on her knees.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery is used to control, over her career, her reputation, her cravings. Even the scandalous affair with her married boss, Mr. Pearce, is just another secret she keeps buried beneath her perfectly tailored life.

But one mistake. One unlocked door. One pair of sharp, hungry eyes watching her submit… changes everything.

Jaden, just 18 -years-old office runner, wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to see. But now that he knows, he’s not letting go. With the leverage of her darkest secret in hand, he doesn’t want her silence, he wants her. Bent. Obedient. Owned.

And Jaden isn’t interested in kindness. He wants control.

Forced into a dangerous game of obedience and surrender, Scarlet finds herself unravelling under his gaze, his commands, his hands. The shame only makes it hotter. The fear only makes her fall harder. But when dominance turns to obsession, and blackmail becomes bondage, Scarlet must face the truth:

She may have lost her freedom, but what if she’s never felt more alive?

Now her long term office crush, David Blake, get’s his use of her beautiful sexy body.

⛓️ She thought she was in control. Now she kneels for the boy who owns her secrets, and her pleasure. ⛓️

Enter the dark, dominant world where blackmail is foreplay; and surrender is the only escape.

More partners, more exhibitionism, more spanking, more illicit, kinky sex.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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