
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Clockstopper

I always knew I was different. Even as a child, there were moments when the world seemed to stutter around me, seconds stretching into miniature eternities before snapping back to normal. My parents chalked it up to daydreaming, teachers to inattention. No one—least of all me—understood that I was experiencing temporal slips, brief moments when my consciousness operated on a different timeline than the rest of reality.

It wasn't until my nineteenth birthday, during my sophomore year at Westlake University, that I discovered I could control it.

I remember the moment with perfect clarity: sitting in the campus coffee shop, watching the cute barista fumble with my change. As he reached across the counter, a five-dollar bill slipped from his fingers. I instinctively reached out, thinking "stop," and everything froze—the bill suspended in mid-air, the barista's apologetic smile locked in place, the steam from the espresso machine hanging in perfect, motionless curls.

Everything except me.

I pulled my hand back, heart hammering in my chest, and thought "start." Instantly, the world resumed—the bill falling, the barista apologizing, none the wiser that for me, several minutes had passed in their frozen state.

That night, alone in my dorm room, I experimented. I could freeze time with a thought, move freely while the rest of the world remained motionless, and restart the flow with equal ease. Objects could be moved, manipulated, but would remain exactly as I left them when time resumed. People were different—they stayed rigid, unmovable as statues, completely unaware of anything that happened during the freeze.

The implications were staggering—and immediately tempting.

Because what nineteen-year-old girl with the power to pause reality wouldn't think about using it to satisfy her curiosities? Especially when those curiosities centered around Marcus Reynolds, the gorgeous personal trainer who ran the campus gym and starred in my most frequent fantasies.

The Gym Crush

Marcus was twenty-five, with skin the color of burnished copper and muscles that rippled beneath his fitted trainer shirts. His smile lit up his entire face, crinkling the corners of his eyes in a way that made my stomach flip every time he spotted me struggling with weights too heavy for my frame.

"Need some help with your form?" he'd ask, and I'd nod mutely, hyperaware of his hands positioning my shoulders, adjusting my stance, his cologne—something woodsy and masculine—enveloping me in a dizzying cloud.

I'd been working up the courage to ask him out for months, but the timing never seemed right. Either the gym was too crowded, or he was busy with another client, or my courage would fail at the last second.

But now, with my newfound ability, timing was entirely within my control.

I chose a Tuesday evening when the gym was relatively quiet. Marcus was at the front desk, scrolling through his phone, his profile illuminated by the screen's glow. I approached, heart pounding so loudly I was certain he could hear it.

"Hey, Marcus," I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

He looked up, that smile spreading across his face. "Hey, Ellie! Didn't expect to see you tonight. Tuesday's not usually your day."

The fact that he knew my schedule made my cheeks warm. "I, um, wanted to ask you something, actually."

His phone chimed with a notification, and he glanced down. "Sorry, just a second. My manager's been on my case about—"

"Stop," I whispered, focusing my intention.

The world froze. Marcus remained perfectly still, his finger hovering over his phone, those dark eyes fixed on the screen. The distant sound of treadmills and clanking weights ceased, replaced by an eerie silence that pressed against my eardrums.

I stepped closer, studying him without the self-consciousness that usually accompanied our interactions. His eyelashes were impossibly long, casting faint shadows on his cheekbones. A small scar curved along his jawline, something I'd never noticed before. Up close, without the pressure of him noticing my attention, I could appreciate the perfect curve of his lips, the slight stubble darkening his chin.

"What am I doing?" I murmured, suddenly uncertain. Was I really considering this?

Moral questions swirled through my mind as I circled his frozen form. This wasn't like the innocent experiments I'd conducted—moving objects around, exploring normally restricted areas of campus, reading over people's shoulders. This was different. More intimate. More invasive.

But the longer I stood there, drinking in every detail of him, the more my reservations faded. He would never know. Time would resume, and for Marcus, not a second would have passed. No harm done, really. Just me, satisfying a curiosity that had burned inside me for months.

With trembling fingers, I reached out and touched his face, tracing the line of his jaw. His skin was warm, surprisingly soft in contrast to his rugged appearance. Unlike objects, which I could move freely in frozen time, people remained fixed—I could touch, but not reposition.

My hand drifted down to his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his fitted staff shirt. The steady rhythm of his heart continued even in frozen time, a reminder that he was alive, just... paused.

"I've wanted to do this for so long," I whispered, though I knew he couldn't hear me.

Emboldened, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his. They were soft, slightly chapped, and tasted faintly of mint. I lingered there, savoring the connection, before pulling back with a racing heart.

A new, reckless desire took hold. I glanced around the gym—everyone remained frozen in their various activities, oblivious to what was happening. With careful movements, I began to unbutton Marcus's shirt, revealing the sculpted chest I'd imagined countless times during boring lectures.

"God, you're even more perfect than I thought," I breathed, running my palms over the ridges of his abdomen, tracing the line of dark hair that disappeared beneath his waistband.

My hands shook slightly as I unfastened his belt, then the button of his jeans. The logical part of my brain screamed that this was wrong, that I should stop, but desire drowned out those warnings. I slowly lowered his zipper, tugging his jeans down just enough to reveal black boxer briefs stretched taut over an impressive bulge.

I hesitated, my conscience making one last attempt to assert itself. But I'd come too far to stop now. With a deep breath, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his underwear and pulled them down.

"Oh my god," I whispered, taking in the sight of him—thick and long even in his relaxed state.

I dropped to my knees, my hands sliding up his muscular thighs as I leaned forward. The first touch of my lips against him sent a shudder through my body. I took him into my mouth, marveling at the smoothness of his skin, the weight of him on my tongue. Though he remained unresponsive in frozen time, the experience was intensely erotic—the forbidden nature of it, the complete privacy despite being in a public space.

After several minutes of exploration, I reluctantly pulled away. My body ached with need, but I knew I had to be careful. This was my first time using my ability this way; I needed to maintain control.

I carefully redressed him, making sure everything was exactly as it had been. Then, with shaking hands, I adjusted my own clothing and hair, taking several deep breaths to compose myself.

"That was just the beginning," I promised his unaware form, placing a final kiss on his lips before stepping back to the position I'd been in when I stopped time.

"Start," I whispered.

The world lurched back into motion. Marcus continued mid-sentence as if nothing had happened. "—membership renewals. What was it you wanted to ask?"

I smiled, a secret warmth flowing through me. "I was wondering if you could help me with a new workout routine sometime?"

He nodded enthusiastically. "Absolutely. How about Thursday? The gym's pretty quiet in the mornings."

"Thursday sounds perfect," I agreed, knowing that our next encounter would be even more intimate—at least for me.

As I left the gym, a new world of possibilities unfurled before me. That night in my dorm room, I touched myself to the memory of Marcus's frozen form, his perfect body, the thrill of my secret exploration. As I came, crying out into my pillow, I knew this was just the beginning.

Thursday couldn't come soon enough.


The Gym Crush: Round Two

Thursday morning arrived, and I was at the gym before it officially opened. My heart raced as I waited outside, both from anticipation and the chilly pre-dawn air. At precisely 5:30 AM, I saw Marcus approach, keys jingling in his hand.

"Early bird!" he called out with a grin. "Eager to start that new routine?"

I nodded, not trusting my voice. He unlocked the door and ushered me inside, flipping on lights as we entered.

"Let's start with a warm-up on the treadmill," he suggested, leading me to the cardio area.

I hopped on the machine, starting a light jog while Marcus went to the front desk to boot up the computer systems. As soon as he was out of sight, I whispered, "Stop."

The whir of the treadmill ceased instantly, the numbers on the display frozen mid-change. I stepped off, my footsteps echoing in the eerie silence of the time-stopped gym.

I found Marcus at the desk, bent slightly over the keyboard. This time, I didn't hesitate. I circled behind him, pressing my body against his back, my hands sliding around to his chest.

"If only you knew how much I think about you," I murmured, nuzzling my face against his neck, inhaling his scent.

With careful maneuvering, I turned his frozen form so he was sitting on the edge of the desk, facing me. I took a moment to drink in the sight of him - those chiseled features, the hint of stubble along his jaw, the way his shirt clung to his muscular frame.

"Let's see what you're hiding today," I whispered, slowly unbuttoning his shirt.

As I revealed his sculpted chest and abs, I couldn't resist leaning in to taste his skin. My tongue traced the lines of his muscles, savoring the salt on his skin. I took my time exploring every inch of his torso, occasionally grazing my teeth against his nipples, imagining how he might react if he could feel it.

My hands moved lower, unfastening his belt and jeans with growing confidence. This time, when I pulled down his underwear, I was greeted by his already impressive length.

"Mmm, someone's excited for our workout," I teased, wrapping my hand around him.

I stroked him slowly, marveling at how he felt in my grip - smooth, warm, pulsing with life even in frozen time. Unable to resist, I lowered myself to my knees, positioning myself between his spread legs.

I took him into my mouth, relishing the weight of him on my tongue. Without the need to breathe or worry about my gag reflex, I was able to take him deeper than I ever could in real time. I explored every inch of him, alternating between long, slow licks and taking him fully into my throat.

As I pleasured him, my own arousal grew unbearable. I stood up, quickly shimmying out of my workout shorts and underwear. With trembling hands, I positioned myself over him, the tip of his cock just brushing against my wet entrance.

"I know this is wrong," I whispered, "but I can't help myself."

Slowly, I lowered myself onto him, gasping at the stretch as he filled me completely. The sensation was incredible - he was bigger than anyone I'd been with before, and the forbidden nature of the act only heightened my pleasure.

I began to move, riding him with increasing urgency. My hands braced against his frozen chest as I rolled my hips, finding the perfect angle to hit that spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

"Oh god, Marcus," I moaned, my movements becoming frantic. "You feel so good inside me."

I was getting close, the pressure building low in my belly. With one hand, I reached down to circle my clit, pushing myself toward the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I gasped, though no one could hear me. "I'm going to cum all over your perfect cock."

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, muscles clenching around him as waves of pleasure coursed through my body. I bit my lip to stifle my cries, even though I knew no one could hear me in this frozen moment.

As the aftershocks subsided, I carefully lifted myself off him, legs shaky. I took a moment to catch my breath before the reality of what I'd done began to sink in.

Guilt mingled with lingering pleasure as I quickly cleaned both of us up, redressed him, and made sure everything was exactly as it had been. I returned to the treadmill, my body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss.

"Start," I whispered.

The gym lurched back to life - the hum of electricity, the whir of the treadmill, the numbers on the display continuing their count.

Moments later, Marcus reappeared. "Alright, ready to really get started?"

I smiled, a secret thrill running through me. "Absolutely. I'm all warmed up and ready to go."

As we began the workout, I marveled at how normal everything seemed to him. But for me, every instruction, every touch as he corrected my form, was charged with the memory of what had just transpired.

I left the gym an hour later, sore in all the right places and already planning my next encounter. The guilt was still there, a nagging voice in the back of my mind, but it was quickly drowned out by the intoxicating power I now possessed.

Who would be next, I wondered? The possibilities were endless, and I was just getting started.


The Professor's Private Lesson

Professor James Bennett was everything Marcus wasn't—lean where Marcus was muscular, cerebral where Marcus was physical, older (thirty-four to Marcus's twenty-five) with a quiet intensity that manifested in piercing blue eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses and elegant hands that gestured expressively when he discussed Keats or Shelley.

His Modern Poetry class met twice a week in one of the older buildings on campus, a gothic structure with high ceilings and windows that filtered sunlight through stained glass, casting colorful patterns across the worn wooden floors. I always sat in the front row, ostensibly to better engage with the material, but primarily to watch him move—the way he rolled up his sleeves when particularly passionate about a verse, exposing forearms laced with veins; how he ran a hand through his tousled brown hair when students asked challenging questions; the slight smile that played at the corner of his mouth when someone offered a particularly insightful comment.

It had been two weeks since my encounters with Marcus—two wonderful weeks filled with time-stopped moments in the gym, watching him train other students while I whispered things in his ear he couldn't hear, stealing touches when no one was looking. But even as I indulged this secret obsession, my thoughts kept drifting to Professor Bennett, wondering what hidden depths existed beneath his professional exterior.

My opportunity came during his office hours, scheduled for Wednesday afternoons in a small room tucked away in the English department. I arrived early, heart pounding as I knocked on his partially open door.

"Come in," he called, that voice like warm honey sending a shiver down my spine.

He looked up from a stack of papers, surprise and pleasure registering on his face when he saw me. "Ellie. I didn't expect to see you today. Your last paper on Dickinson was excellent—not much to discuss there."

"Thank you, Professor Bennett," I said, closing the door behind me and taking the seat across from his cluttered desk. "I actually wanted to talk about the creative assignment due next week. I'm struggling with the format."

He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, giving me his full attention. "The poetry response? I thought that would be right up your alley, given your writing skills."

I fidgeted with the strap of my messenger bag. "That's kind of you to say. I'm just not sure if my interpretation of 'To His Coy Mistress' is... appropriate."

His eyebrows rose slightly. "Marvell's poem is about seduction and the urgency of time—'Had we but world enough and time, this coyness, lady, were no crime.' It's inherently about desire. There's no inappropriate interpretation, only honest or dishonest ones."

The irony of discussing a poem about the limitations of time when I was about to transcend them wasn't lost on me. "My response is very... personal."

"The best poetry always is," he said, a hint of something unreadable crossing his features. "Ellie, is there something specific troubling you about this assignment?"

It was now or never. I took a deep breath and whispered, "Stop."

The world froze—the clock on his wall halting mid-tick, the dust motes suspended in the shaft of afternoon light, Professor Bennett's expression caught in a moment of curious concern. The stillness wrapped around us like a cocoon, creating an intimate space where only I could move.

My heart raced with anticipation as I rose from my chair, circling the desk slowly. Unlike with Marcus, where I'd acted primarily on physical attraction, my feelings for Professor Bennett were more complex—intellectual admiration tangled with visceral desire and a new, mischievous urge to leave a mark he would unconsciously feel.

I stood beside his frozen form, taking in details I could never openly study in real time: the slight silver at his temples that made him look distinguished rather than old, the faint stubble along his jaw suggesting he hadn't shaved that morning, a small freckle just below his ear.

"You have no idea how many times I've imagined this," I murmured, leaning down to inhale his scent—sandalwood and old books with a hint of coffee.

I noticed his coffee mug sitting on the desk, still steaming in its frozen state. A wicked idea formed in my mind, making me blush even as I considered it.

But first, I wanted to explore him. I brushed my lips against his, softly at first, then with growing urgency. His lips were softer than I'd imagined, warm and slightly parted as if to offer a thought now forever paused.

My hands moved to his tie, loosening the knot and pulling it free. I unbuttoned his shirt slowly, revealing a lean chest with more definition than his academic appearance suggested. A light dusting of dark hair narrowed to a trail that disappeared beneath his belt.

"Well, well, Professor," I breathed, running my hands over his surprisingly firm torso. "You've been hiding quite a bit under those tweed jackets."

I continued my exploration, unbuckling his belt and unfastening his slacks. My fingers trembled slightly as I lowered his zipper, tugging his pants down just enough to reveal navy boxer briefs with a subtle pattern that looked like—I laughed softly—tiny books.

"Of course your underwear would be literary," I murmured, tracing the outline of his erection beneath the fabric.

I pulled his underwear down, gasping softly as I revealed him fully. He was different from Marcus—not quite as thick, but elegantly proportioned with a slight upward curve that made my inner muscles clench in anticipation.

A reckless desire seized me. This wasn't enough—not when I'd fantasized about Professor Bennett for so long, not when his office was private and locked, not when time itself bent to my will.

I stripped off my own clothes quickly, letting them fall to the floor beside his desk. The cool air of his office raised goosebumps on my naked skin, my nipples hardening both from the temperature and my growing arousal.

"I want more than just to look this time," I whispered, climbing onto his lap in the office chair.

The position was awkward with him frozen in place, but I managed to straddle him, my knees on either side of his hips. I took him in my hand, guiding him to my entrance, already wet with anticipation.

"Oh god," I moaned as I sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed inside me.

The sensation was exquisite—different from Marcus, but no less intense. I began to move, finding a rhythm that worked with his frozen form. My hands braced against his shoulders as I rode him, rolling my hips to take him deeper with each movement.

"If only you could feel this," I gasped, the pressure building rapidly as his cock hit that perfect spot inside me. "How wet I am for you, how tight..."

I increased my pace, chasing my pleasure with growing urgency. One hand left his shoulder to slide between us, my fingers circling my clit as I bounced on his lap.

"I've thought about this during every lecture," I confessed to his unaware form, my voice breaking as my orgasm approached. "Watching you talk about passion in poetry while imagining you inside me just like this."

The forbidden nature of the act—fucking my professor in his office while time stood still—pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me in violent waves, my inner walls clenching around him as I cried out his name.

"James! Oh god, James!"

What happened next surprised even me—the intensity of my orgasm triggered something I'd only experienced a few times before. I felt the rush of wetness, the unmistakable sensation of squirting as my release soaked us both.

As the aftershocks subsided, I remained seated on him for a moment, catching my breath. My eyes landed on his coffee mug, and the wicked idea returned with renewed force.

"I wonder..." I murmured, lifting myself off him and moving to the mug.

I positioned myself over it, my fingers returning to my still-sensitive clit. It didn't take long to build myself up again, the taboo nature of what I was about to do heightening every sensation.

"This is so wrong," I whispered, grinning as I felt another orgasm approaching. With careful aim, I let myself go, gasping as I released directly into his coffee mug, watching as drops of my essence mixed with the dark liquid, invisible to the naked eye but very much present.

"Something to remember me by," I giggled, stirring the coffee with his pen to distribute my secret addition evenly.

But I wasn't finished yet. My exploration of Marcus had awakened a boldness in me that now sought new territories. I returned to Professor Bennett, gently turning his office chair so I could access him from behind.

"Let's see if you're as sensitive here as other men," I whispered, retrieving a small bottle of hand lotion from his desk drawer.

I squeezed a generous amount onto my fingers, then carefully spread his cheeks. With gentle pressure, I circled his entrance, feeling the tight ring of muscle. Slowly, I pressed one finger inside him, just up to the first knuckle.

"I bet no one's ever touched you here before," I murmured, working my finger deeper with care. "This will be our little secret."

I found what I was looking for—that small, firm gland that could bring such intense pleasure. I massaged it gently, imagining how it would feel for him when time restarted—a strange, persistent sensation he wouldn't be able to identify or explain.

After a few minutes of this intimate exploration, I carefully withdrew my finger and cleaned him thoroughly, making sure no trace of lotion remained visible. I redressed him with meticulous care, straightening his tie and smoothing his hair to exactly how it had been.

After putting my own clothes back on and checking that everything was in place, I returned to my seat across from his desk. But before restarting time, I had one final touch to add.

I took his pen—the one I'd used to stir my essence into his coffee—and carefully placed it between the pages of the book on his desk, making sure it protruded just enough that when he opened the book later, he would find it marked at a particularly erotic passage of poetry.

Taking a deep breath to compose myself, I whispered, "Start."

The world resumed—the clock ticking, papers rustling in the breeze from the small fan in the corner. Professor Bennett continued exactly where he'd left off, completely unaware of what had just transpired.

"—that you'd like to discuss specifically?" he finished, his hand completing its reach for his coffee mug.

I watched, barely suppressing a smirk, as he took a long sip of the coffee. For a split second, his brow furrowed slightly, as if detecting something unusual about the taste, but he seemed to dismiss it.

"Actually, I think I've figured it out," I said with a smile. "Sometimes you just need to approach things from a different perspective."

He nodded, setting down his mug and shifting slightly in his chair. A look of confusion crossed his features momentarily, and he adjusted his position again, clearly experiencing the phantom sensation I'd left behind.

"Are you alright, Professor?" I asked innocently.

"Yes, just..." He frowned, shifting once more. "Just a bit uncomfortable suddenly. Strange."

"Maybe you've been sitting too long?" I suggested, enjoying his puzzlement.

"Perhaps," he agreed, though he didn't look convinced. He took another sip of coffee, that same slight furrow appearing between his brows. "Is there anything else you needed, Ellie?"

I rose from my chair with newfound confidence. "No, that's all. Thank you for your time, Professor Bennett."

As I reached the door, he called after me, "Ellie? I'm looking forward to reading your interpretation of Marvell."

I turned back with a small smile. "I think you'll find it quite... stimulating."

Walking across campus afterward, I felt electric with power. Not only had I satisfied my desire for Professor Bennett, but I'd left behind little sensory ghosts that would haunt him throughout his day—unexplained tastes, mysterious physical sensations, a marked passage in a book he wouldn't remember opening.

The thrill of my secret encounters was becoming addictive, each one more daring than the last. As I passed the football field where practice was underway, my eyes locked on Jason Mercer, our star quarterback, his golden hair catching the afternoon sunlight as he threw a perfect spiral.

A new desire stirred within me. Marcus had been about pure physical attraction; Professor Bennett about intellectual connection made physical with a side of mischief. But Jason... Jason represented something else entirely—the unattainable golden boy, the campus celebrity who would never notice someone like me in normal time.

But my time was far from normal.

I smiled to myself, already planning our encounter and what special surprises I might leave behind for him to unconsciously discover when time resumed its natural flow.

This power of mine was opening doors I'd never imagined possible, and I was only just beginning to explore its potential.


The Quarterback's Timeout

Jason Mercer was Westlake University royalty. Six-foot-three with sun-kissed golden skin, tousled blond hair, and a smile that had graced the cover of the campus newspaper so many times they might as well have given him a permanent spot. As quarterback of our championship-winning football team, he enjoyed a level of celebrity that created a natural barrier between him and "normal" students like me.

We shared exactly one class—Introduction to Environmental Science, a general requirement that most students fulfilled in their first or second year. I'd put it off until junior year, landing me in a lecture hall three times a week with Jason, who sat surrounded by teammates and admirers while I occupied an anonymous seat halfway up the stadium-style classroom.

Our interactions had been limited to exactly two occasions: once when he'd held the door open for me with a casual "hey" that had sent my heart racing, and again when we'd been randomly assigned to the same lab group for a water quality testing project. During the latter, he'd been surprisingly engaged, demonstrating an intelligence that contradicted the dumb jock stereotype. That afternoon had sparked a crush that I'd kept carefully hidden, knowing the social gulf between us made anything more than friendship impossible.

Or at least, it had been impossible before I discovered my ability.

The opportunity presented itself during the biggest game of the season—Westlake versus our bitter rivals, Eastridge University. The stadium was packed, a sea of blue and gold face paint, pompoms, and school spirit. I'd never been much for sports, but after my encounters with Marcus and Professor Bennett, I found myself drawn to the game with a new purpose.

I'd secured a seat near the field, close to the home team bench. The energy was electric—cheerleaders performing gravity-defying stunts, the marching band blasting the fight song, students and alumni alike screaming themselves hoarse with every play.

And at the center of it all was Jason, golden boy and campus hero, orchestrating the offense with confident signals and perfect spirals. Even through his helmet and pads, I could appreciate the powerful grace of his movements, the authority in his stance as he called plays.

We were down by three points with just two minutes left in the fourth quarter. The crowd was on edge, the tension palpable as Jason led the offense back onto the field for what would likely be our final drive. They huddled up, broke, and lined up at the forty-yard line.

Jason stood behind the center, surveying the defense, calling audibles. The stadium held its collective breath.

"Set, hut!" His voice carried across the field.

That's when I whispered, "Stop."

The world froze in an instant—players caught mid-motion, the football suspended in the center's hands, ready to be snapped. The roar of the crowd silenced, replaced by that now-familiar stillness that accompanied my temporal manipulation.

I made my way onto the field, heart pounding with the boldness of what I was about to do. Unlike my previous encounters, which had taken place in relative privacy, this was happening in front of thousands of frozen spectators.

The risk made it all the more thrilling.

I approached Jason, standing tall and commanding behind his offensive line. His face was partially visible through his helmet's facemask—intense concentration, blue eyes focused downfield, jaw set with determination.

"Hello, quarterback," I murmured, circling him slowly, taking in every detail of his frozen form.

Unlike with Marcus or Professor Bennett, I couldn't easily undress Jason—not with all his pads and equipment. But that constraint only fueled my creativity.

I started by unfastening his chinstrap and carefully removing his helmet. His golden hair was damp with sweat, plastered to his forehead in a way that somehow made him even more attractive. His face, unobscured now, showed the full intensity of his focus—a side of him rarely seen off the field.

"You're even more handsome when you're serious," I said, running my fingers through his damp hair, messing it up slightly from its usual perfect style.

I traced the strong line of his jaw, the fullness of his lips. Unable to resist, I pressed my mouth to his, tasting salt and the faint mint of his mouthguard. The kiss was electric, even with him unresponsive, and I found myself deepening it, my tongue exploring his mouth with growing urgency.

When I finally pulled away, I was breathing hard, my body humming with desire. I needed more, but the constraints of his uniform presented a challenge.

"Let's see what we can do here," I murmured, my hands moving to his football pants.

With some effort, I managed to loosen his belt and lower his pants just enough to access what I was after. His compression shorts strained against an impressive bulge that made my mouth water in anticipation.

I peeled the tight fabric down, gasping softly as his cock sprang free—thick and substantial even in its relaxed state, nestled in a thatch of golden hair a shade darker than the locks on his head.

"Well, well... the rumors about you might actually be true," I whispered, wrapping my hand around him, feeling him warm and heavy in my palm.

I stroked him slowly, imagining how he would react if he could feel my touch. Would he be shocked? Aroused? Would he push me away or pull me closer?

The forbidden nature of the act—pleasuring the school's star quarterback on the field during the biggest game of the season—had me achingly wet. I glanced around at the frozen spectators, the motionless players, the paused cameras that would have been broadcasting the game live.

"Our little secret," I whispered, dropping to my knees on the turf.

I took him into my mouth, savoring the salt of his skin, the masculine scent that penetrated even the strong odor of the field and athletic gear. I worked him with growing enthusiasm, one hand sliding beneath his compression shorts to cup his balls, the other braced against his thigh for balance.

After several minutes, I reluctantly pulled away, knowing I couldn't leave too much evidence behind. But I wasn't finished yet.

A wicked idea formed in my mind. I quickly stripped off my panties from under my skirt, balling them up in my hand. With careful movements, I tucked them into his uniform, positioning them so they were hidden but would definitely be felt once time resumed.

"Something to remember me by," I murmured, "even if you don't know it's from me."

But I needed one more thing—something for myself, something more intimate than what I'd done with Marcus or Professor Bennett.

I hiked up my skirt and straddled his thigh, the hard muscle providing perfect pressure against my center. Grinding against him, I chased my pleasure with shameless movements, my hands gripping his shoulder pads for leverage.

"God, Jason," I moaned, increasing my pace as the tension built within me. "If only you could feel how wet you make me."

My orgasm approached rapidly, spurred by the taboo nature of the situation. With a strangled cry, I came against his thigh, my release soaking through to his uniform pants in a visible dark patch.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, I carefully dismounted, adjusting my skirt. I surveyed my work—the wet spot on his uniform would be noticeable when time resumed, my panties hidden within his gear, his hair mussed in a way that didn't align with the rest of the frozen moment.

One final touch remained. I reached into my bag and pulled out a tube of tinted lip balm—cherry red and slightly shimmery. With deliberate strokes, I applied it generously to his lips, making sure the color was obvious but not comically so.

"There," I said, admiring my handiwork. "Let's see how you explain that during the post-game interviews."

I replaced his helmet, carefully fastening the chinstrap exactly as it had been, though I purposely left it one notch looser than before. Then I made my way back to my seat in the stands, straightening my clothes and hair.

With a deep breath to steady myself, I whispered, "Start."

The world exploded back into motion—the center snapping the ball into Jason's hands, the linemen colliding with thunderous force, the crowd roaring back to life. Jason dropped back, scanning the field for an open receiver, seemingly unaware of the alterations I'd made.

But then, a subtle change—he reached up to adjust his helmet, a momentary look of confusion crossing his features as he felt the loosened chinstrap. He licked his lips, brow furrowing slightly at the unfamiliar taste there.

Despite these distractions, his muscle memory took over. He spotted his receiver breaking open downfield and launched a perfect spiral that hit the player in stride. The crowd erupted as our wide receiver sprinted into the end zone for the game-winning touchdown.

The stadium went wild, students pouring onto the field as the final seconds ticked off the clock. In the chaos of celebration, I watched Jason carefully. He was swarmed by teammates, slapped on the back, hoisted onto shoulders. Through it all, I could see his continued confusion—touching his lips again, adjusting his uniform with a puzzled expression, clearly feeling something off but unable to identify what.

When a sideline reporter thrust a microphone in his face for the obligatory post-game interview, I had to suppress a laugh as she did a double-take at his cherry-tinted lips.

"Uh, great game, Jason," she said, visibly thrown off but professional enough to continue. "That final touchdown pass was perfect. Talk us through what you saw on that play."

Jason, still riding the high of victory but clearly distracted, ran a hand through his inexplicably mussed hair. "I, uh... saw the safety bite on the play action and knew Ramirez would be open on the post route." He shifted uncomfortably, adjusting his uniform again. "The offensive line gave me the time I needed to make the throw."

"You seem a bit distracted," the reporter noted. "Something on your mind?"

He laughed, a hint of confusion in his eyes. "Just... weird game, you know? Felt like something changed mid-play. Probably just the adrenaline."

As the celebration continued, I slipped away, a secret smile playing on my lips. Unlike my previous encounters, this one would leave Jason with visible evidence that something unexplainable had happened—the taste of cherry on his lips, the mysterious dampness on his uniform, the foreign texture of my panties hidden within his gear.

He would never connect it to me, of course. But the next time I saw him in Environmental Science, I would know. And that knowledge was its own special kind of power.

Walking back to my dorm, I felt the familiar post-adventure high, the electric thrill of getting away with something so brazenly inappropriate. Three conquests down, and my appetite was only growing stronger.

My thoughts turned to my next target—someone even more forbidden, more taboo than a professor or campus celebrity. My roommate Zoe's father was visiting this weekend, a distinguished silver fox whose lingering gazes had not gone unnoticed during parents' weekend last semester.

Mr. Reynolds was married, successful, and completely off-limits... in normal time, at least.

But my time was anything but normal.


The Forbidden Fruit

Zoe's father, Mr. David Reynolds, arrived on campus Friday afternoon for Parents' Weekend. At 48, he cut an impressive figure - tall and fit, with salt-and-pepper hair and the kind of confident swagger that comes with success. He was a prominent surgeon, wealthy and well-respected, and had always been polite but distant during previous campus visits.

But I hadn't missed the way his eyes had lingered on me last semester, appreciative glances when he thought no one was looking. At the time, I'd dismissed it as harmless - after all, he was happily married and I was his daughter's roommate.

Now, though, with my newfound abilities, those lingering looks took on new meaning.

Zoe and I met her parents for dinner at an upscale restaurant just off campus. Her mother, Elizabeth, was glamorous in that effortless way of women who have both time and money for self-care. But my attention was firmly on David, watching the way his hands moved as he spoke, admiring how his tailored shirt stretched across broad shoulders.

"So, Ellie," he said at one point, piercing blue eyes focused on me. "Zoe tells me you're top of your class this semester. Very impressive."

I felt a flush creep up my neck at his attention. "Thank you, Mr. Reynolds. I've been working hard."

"David, please," he insisted with a warm smile. "Mr. Reynolds makes me feel old."

The rest of the dinner passed in pleasant conversation, but I could feel the tension building between us - stolen glances, the briefest brush of hands as we reached for the bread basket simultaneously. When we stood to leave, his hand on the small of my back as he ushered us out felt like a brand against my skin.

"Why don't you girls go enjoy your Friday night?" Elizabeth suggested. "David and I are just going to head back to the hotel, we're exhausted from the drive."

Zoe readily agreed, already texting friends to meet up. But I had other plans.

"Actually, I'm not feeling great," I lied smoothly. "I think I'll just head back to the dorm and get some rest. You go have fun, Zo."

As we said our goodbyes, I made note of their hotel and room number, offered casually as Zoe confirmed brunch plans for the next day.

An hour later, freshly showered and heart pounding with anticipation, I stood outside room 412 of the Westlake Grand Hotel. I took a deep breath and whispered, "Stop."

The world froze - the distant ding of the elevator, the muffled voices from neighboring rooms, all suspended in time. With trembling fingers, I swiped the keycard I'd obtained from the unwitting front desk clerk and entered the room.

The scene that greeted me made my breath catch. David stood by the window in nothing but a towel, clearly just out of the shower. Water droplets clung to his broad chest, sprinkled with salt-and-pepper hair that narrowed to a tantalizing trail disappearing beneath the towel. His back was to the bed, where Elizabeth lay sleeping, an eye mask in place.

I approached David slowly, drinking in the sight of him. Up close, I could see the definition in his arms, the subtle signs of age that only made him more attractive - laugh lines at the corners of his eyes, a small scar on his chin.

"If only you knew how long I've wanted this," I murmured, reaching out to trace the line of his jaw.

My hand drifted lower, following the path of a water droplet down his neck, across his collarbone, lower still until I reached the edge of the towel. With a mixture of nervousness and excitement, I tugged the fabric loose, letting it fall to the floor.

"Oh my," I breathed, taking in the sight of him fully nude. He was impressive, thick and long even in his relaxed state. Unlike the boys I'd been with, David's body spoke of maturity and experience.

I couldn't resist touching him, wrapping my hand around his length, feeling him warm and heavy in my palm. "I bet you know exactly how to use this," I whispered, beginning to stroke him slowly.

Lost in the moment, I leaned in and pressed my lips to his. He tasted of mint toothpaste and something uniquely masculine. I deepened the kiss, my tongue exploring his mouth as my hand continued its ministrations below.

Feeling bolder, I sank to my knees before him. I'd never been this close to a man his age before, and the differences were intoxicating - the broadness of his thighs, dusted with coarse hair, the subtle softness around his middle that spoke of a man who enjoyed good food and drink.

I took him into my mouth, savoring the weight of him on my tongue. As I worked him with growing enthusiasm, I imagined how he would react if he could feel this - his daughter's barely-legal roommate on her knees before him, pleasuring him while his wife slept mere feet away.

The thought sent a thrill through me, and I redoubled my efforts, one hand cupping his balls gently as the other gripped his thigh for balance. I lost myself in the act, the forbidden nature of it all only heightening my arousal.

After several minutes, I reluctantly pulled away, knowing I couldn't leave too much evidence behind. But I wasn't finished yet. I stood, quickly stripping off my own clothes, and pressed my body against his. The contrast of his larger frame against my smaller one was exhilarating.

"I wish you could feel this," I murmured, grinding against him. "Feel how wet you make me."

I maneuvered us carefully until the back of his legs hit the room's armchair. With gentle pressure, I guided his frozen form to sit. Once he was positioned, I straddled him, my heart racing as I prepared to take things further than I had with any of my previous encounters.

Slowly, I lowered myself onto him, gasping at the stretch as he filled me completely. Even unmoving, he felt incredible inside me. I began to ride him, establishing a rhythm that had me seeing stars.

"God, David," I moaned, bracing my hands on his broad shoulders. "You feel amazing."

I lost myself in the sensations, the thrill of the forbidden act driving me quickly toward climax. As I felt my orgasm approaching, a wicked idea formed through the haze of pleasure.

With my last coherent thought, I leaned in and whispered in his ear, "I'm not on birth control."

Then I came, wave after wave of ecstasy crashing over me as I shuddered in his lap. As the aftershocks subsided, I carefully lifted myself off him, legs shaky.

I knew I had to clean up, to erase any trace of what had happened. But I wanted to leave something behind, some small sign of our encounter that would torment David without him knowing why.

An idea struck me. I retrieved Elizabeth's hand lotion from the bedside table and carefully worked some into David's skin - not enough to be noticeable, but enough that the scent would cling to him, a feminine fragrance that wasn't quite his wife's.

I redressed quickly, making sure everything was exactly as I'd found it. I replaced David by the window, adjusting his towel to how it had been. As a final touch, I pressed a soft kiss to his lips, leaving the faintest smudge of my lipstick behind.

"Until next time," I whispered, then made my way out of the room.

Back in the hallway, I took a deep breath and said, "Start."

The world lurched back into motion - the elevator dinging, voices resuming their muffled conversations. I hurried to the stairwell, not wanting to risk running into anyone who might question my presence.

Back in my dorm room, I allowed myself a satisfied smile. I imagined David's confusion when he tasted unfamiliar lipstick on his lips, when he caught a whiff of lotion that wasn't quite right. I wondered if my whispered words about birth control would linger in his subconscious, causing a spike of irrational panic.

As I drifted off to sleep that night, my body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss, I marveled at how far I'd come. From stolen kisses with Marcus to full-on sex with my best friend's married father - all without any of them ever knowing.

My power was growing, my encounters becoming bolder. And I was already planning my next conquest - the stern, handsome campus security guard who had given me a warning last week for being in the library after hours.

Officer Rodriguez wouldn't know what hit him. But I certainly would.


The Officer's Inspection

Officer Miguel Rodriguez was the most intimidating figure on campus - six-foot-two of solid muscle in a crisp security uniform, with intense dark eyes that seemed to see right through student excuses. At 35, he was younger than most of the security staff, with a military background that showed in his rigid posture and no-nonsense attitude.

I'd had a run-in with him last week when he caught me in the library after hours. He'd let me off with a stern warning, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine as he lectured me about campus safety regulations. The entire time, I'd been distracted by the way his uniform stretched across broad shoulders, the glimpse of a tattoo peeking from beneath his sleeve when he checked his watch.

That encounter had planted a seed that had grown into an obsession. After my adventures with Marcus, Professor Bennett, Jason, and Mr. Reynolds, I was craving something more intense, more dangerous. Officer Rodriguez represented authority, power, and discipline - everything that made my pulse quicken with forbidden desire.

My opportunity came on a rainy Tuesday night. I'd deliberately stayed late in the Arts building, waiting until the janitors had locked up and the campus had emptied. At precisely 11:45 PM, I triggered the fire alarm by holding my lighter to the smoke detector.

I hid in a nearby classroom, watching through the window as emergency protocols kicked in. Within minutes, campus security arrived to investigate, Officer Rodriguez among them. They quickly determined it was a false alarm, and I watched as Rodriguez volunteered to stay behind and complete a thorough check of the building while the others returned to their patrol routes.

Perfect.

I followed him silently as he moved methodically through the building, checking each room, his flashlight beam sweeping across darkened spaces. When he entered the small security office where the building's surveillance equipment was housed, I knew my moment had arrived.

He sat at the desk, logging the incident into the system. I stood in the doorway, watching his focused expression, the way his fingers moved efficiently over the keyboard.

"Stop," I whispered.

The world froze - the rain suspended outside the window, the ticking of the wall clock silenced, Officer Rodriguez immobilized mid-keystroke. The blue glow of the computer monitor cast shadows across his stern features, creating an almost ethereal effect in the darkened office.

I closed and locked the door behind me, heart racing with anticipation. This was by far my riskiest encounter yet - a security office with cameras potentially recording my every move. But I'd done my research. The building's security system operated on a closed circuit, with footage only accessible if specifically requested by administration. And the cameras in the security office itself were dummy units, installed to deter students from messing with the equipment.

I approached Officer Rodriguez slowly, circling his seated form like a predator. Up close, he was even more impressive - the clean line of his jaw darkened with five o'clock shadow, a small scar bisecting his left eyebrow, strong hands that looked capable of both protection and punishment.

"Officer Rodriguez," I murmured, running my fingers through his short dark hair. "Always so serious, so by-the-book."

I perched on the edge of the desk, studying him from this new vantage point. His eyes were fixed on the computer screen, unaware of my presence or intentions. I traced the outline of his lips with my fingertip, imagining how they would feel against mine.

"I wonder what it would take to make you lose control," I whispered, leaning in to brush my lips against his.

Unlike my previous encounters, where I'd taken my time exploring, tonight I felt reckless, almost frenzied with need. I wanted to break through that disciplined exterior, to leave marks that would confuse and torment him when time resumed.

I unbuttoned his uniform shirt with urgent fingers, pushing it open to reveal a tight black undershirt that clung to every ridge of muscle. As I expected, a tattoo covered his right bicep - intricate military insignia that spoke of service and sacrifice.

"So that's what you're hiding under all this authority," I murmured appreciatively, running my hands over his chest.

I pulled his undershirt up, exposing a torso that confirmed my suspicions - washboard abs, pectoral muscles defined by years of rigorous training, a light dusting of dark hair narrowing to a trail that disappeared beneath his uniform pants. A large scar curved across his left side, evidence of a story I would never know.

My hands moved lower, unbuckling his heavy utility belt with its handcuffs, radio, and flashlight. I set it carefully aside, then unfastened his pants, tugging them down just enough to reveal black boxer briefs stretched taut over an impressive bulge.

"Well, Officer," I breathed, "looks like you're packing more than just a service weapon."

I palmed him through the fabric, feeling him firm and substantial beneath my touch. Unlike my previous conquests, I didn't want to just explore him - I wanted to leave my mark, to break through his control in ways he wouldn't understand when time resumed.

I pulled his boxer briefs down, freeing his cock - thick and long, with a prominent vein running its length. My mouth watered at the sight.

"Time to teach you a lesson about authority," I whispered, dropping to my knees between his spread legs.

I took him into my mouth, savoring the weight of him on my tongue. I worked him with growing enthusiasm, taking him deeper with each movement. Though he remained frozen, unresponsive, I imagined his reactions - the sharp intake of breath, the groan of pleasure, the loss of that carefully maintained control.

After several minutes, I pulled away, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My body ached with need, but tonight wasn't just about my pleasure. Tonight was about pushing boundaries further than I ever had before.

I stood, quickly stripping off my clothes until I was completely naked in the security office. The risk of it all - being naked in a campus building, the possibility however remote of cameras I'd missed, the sheer taboo of what I was doing - had me trembling with excitement.

I climbed onto Officer Rodriguez's lap, straddling him in the office chair. With one hand, I guided his cock to my entrance, already slick with arousal. Slowly, I sank down onto him, gasping as he filled me completely.

"God, you feel incredible," I moaned, beginning to ride him with increasing urgency.

But this position wasn't enough. I wanted more. I carefully maneuvered us, keeping him inside me as I turned in his lap until I was facing away from him. Now I could see our reflection in the darkened window - me, naked and flushed with desire, bouncing on the lap of a uniformed security officer.

The sight was so erotic, so forbidden, that I felt my orgasm approaching rapidly. I reached between my legs, circling my clit as I continued to ride him.

"Yes, yes, yes," I chanted, my movements becoming frantic as pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

When it hit, the orgasm was so intense that I cried out, forgetting momentarily that no one could hear me in frozen time. My inner walls clenched around him as waves of ecstasy coursed through my body.

As the aftershocks subsided, I carefully lifted myself off him, legs shaky from exertion. But I wasn't finished yet.

This time, I wanted to leave evidence that couldn't be easily explained away - something that would genuinely disturb Officer Rodriguez's rigid sense of order.

I retrieved his handcuffs from his belt, a wicked idea forming. With careful movements, I cuffed his right wrist to the arm of the chair. The key remained in his belt pouch, easily accessible when time resumed, but the initial shock would be profound.

Next, I rummaged through the desk drawers until I found a tube of hand lotion. I squeezed a generous amount onto my hand, then worked it over his still-hard cock, coating him thoroughly.

"Something to remember me by," I whispered, making sure to leave visible traces of the lotion on his boxer briefs.

For my final touch, I took the cherry-flavored lip gloss from my purse and applied it generously to his lips. I also dabbed some behind his ears and at the collar of his uniform - places he wouldn't immediately notice but would catch whiffs of throughout his shift.

I redressed quickly, making sure everything else in the room was exactly as it had been. I stood before him one last time, admiring my handiwork - the handcuffed wrist, the glistening cock still exposed, the cherry-red lips that would taste sweet when he licked them.

"Our little secret," I whispered, placing a final kiss on his lips.

I positioned myself by the door, smoothing my hair and taking a deep breath to compose myself. With one last look at my frozen conquest, I whispered, "Start."

The world lurched back into motion - the rain pattering against the window, the clock resuming its ticking, Officer Rodriguez continuing his keystroke. For a split second, everything seemed normal.

Then chaos erupted.

Officer Rodriguez jerked in his chair, suddenly aware of his cuffed wrist and exposed state. "What the—" he exclaimed, looking down in shock at his glistening, exposed cock and the traces of lotion on his uniform.

He yanked at the handcuff, the chair rolling slightly with the force of his movement. His free hand immediately went to his belt pouch, finding the key still there.

I used his moment of confusion to speak. "Officer Rodriguez? Is everything okay?"

His head snapped up, eyes wide with shock and confusion as he registered my presence in the doorway. He hurriedly tried to cover himself, his face flushing dark with embarrassment and anger.

"How did you— What's happening?" he demanded, voice rough with confusion.

I feigned innocence, eyes wide. "I heard the alarm and came to see what was happening. The door was open and..." I trailed off, giving him an uncertain look. "Should I get help?"

"No!" he barked, fumbling with the handcuff key. "Get out. Now. And not a word about this to anyone, understand?"

I nodded quickly, backing out of the room. "Of course, Officer. I didn't see anything."

I closed the door behind me and hurried down the hallway, heart pounding with the thrill of what I'd just done. Unlike my previous encounters, Officer Rodriguez was fully aware that something inexplicable had happened. He would have no reasonable explanation for how he ended up handcuffed and exposed, with cherry lip gloss on his mouth and lotion on his cock.

The power of it was intoxicating.

As I slipped out of the building into the rainy night, I couldn't help but smile. From Marcus to Professor Bennett, from Jason to Mr. Reynolds, and now Officer Rodriguez - each encounter had pushed me further, made me bolder, more confident in my extraordinary ability.

Back in my dorm room, I lay in bed reflecting on the past few weeks. The power to stop time had opened a world of possibilities I'd never imagined. I'd satisfied curiosities, explored fantasies, and left subtle marks on each of my conquests - none of them aware of what had transpired except for Officer Rodriguez, who would be left with questions he could never answer.

Tomorrow was another day, with new possibilities. Perhaps the handsome barista at the campus coffee shop who always remembered my order. Or the visiting poetry professor from England with the delicious accent. Or maybe I'd revisit one of my previous conquests, taking things even further.

The possibilities were endless when time itself was at my command.

As I drifted off to sleep, I smiled at a final thought: in a world where everyone else was bound by the relentless forward march of time, I alone could pause, explore, and indulge. It was my secret power, my private playground.

And I was just getting started.
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