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Shy Teacher One - Dee

I kicked off my sensible flats at the door, my feet aching after a day of chasing toddlers around the classroom. The apartment smelled like day-old pizza and the faint musk of unwashed laundry. Donovan sprawled across our secondhand couch, thumbs dancing over his controller, eyes fixed on the television where digital soldiers ducked behind cover.

"Hey," I called softly, setting my tote bag down. Finger-painted masterpieces peeked from the top, tomorrow's craft supplies nestled beneath.

Donovan grunted without looking up. "There's leftover pizza in the fridge if you're hungry."

I padded to the kitchen, found a single cold slice with the toppings picked off. My stomach growled, but I returned to the living room empty-handed.

"How was your gig last night?" I perched on the far end of the couch, tucking my legs beneath me, careful not to disturb his game space.

"Fine." His character died on screen. "Shit! These fucking campers." He glanced at me finally. "Can you spot me forty bucks? Bar only paid half what they promised."

"Again?" I twisted a strand of hair around my finger. "I just paid the electric bill yesterday, and—"

"Come on, Dee. You know I'm good for it when my music takes off." His attention returned to the respawning character. "Besides, I let you live here practically rent-free."

Heat crept up my neck. "I pay half the rent. And groceries. And utilities."

"Yeah, but it's my name on the lease." He paused the game, setting the controller down. His smile softened his words as he scooted closer. "Hey, don't be like that. You know I appreciate you."

His hand slid up my thigh, and I fought the urge to pull away. Instead, I lowered my eyes.

"I just thought maybe we could go out sometime? There's this new restaurant—"

"We don't have money for that fancy shit." His fingers moved higher. "Besides, we have everything we need right here."

I wanted to argue but couldn't find the words. When his lips pressed against my neck, I closed my eyes. Maybe this was appreciation. Maybe this was love.

"You're so beautiful when you're not talking," he murmured against my skin.

His controller clattered to the floor as he pushed me back against the cushions. I didn't resist. At least when we were like this, I felt wanted, even if just for a little while.

I could practically feel the weight of Donovan's expectations as he undressed me, his eyes roaming over my body like a predator sizing up its prey. My heart pounded in my chest, the familiar mix of anticipation and dread coiling in my stomach. I closed my eyes, willing myself to relax as his hands roughly caressed my breasts, squeezing them as if they were nothing more than objects for his pleasure.

His lips found their way down to my neck, trailing hot, wet kisses that left goosebumps in their wake. I bit my lip to stifle a moan. His fingers slid between my legs, probing roughly as if he were checking for ripeness.

"You're soaking wet," he groaned in my ear, as if this were some sort of accomplishment on his part. "You love it when I take control."

I didn't have the heart to tell him that it wasn't him I was turned on by; it was the idea of being wanted, needed by someone—anyone. I arched my back slightly, giving him better access as he continued to explore between my thighs. He knew exactly what buttons to push to make me submit, and tonight was no exception.

Donovan flipped me onto all fours and yanked down my panties in one swift motion. "Stay right there," he growled against my ear before disappearing for a moment. When he returned, he was sheathed and ready to go—no foreplay or warmups necessary. This was about him and only him tonight.

He entered me from behind with one hard thrust, filling me completely and eliciting a muffled cry from deep within me. The couch creaked under our combined weight as he started moving in and out of me with practiced ease—thrust after thrust driving home how disposable I felt in this moment.

I bit my lip to stifle a moan, hating myself for the way my body betrayed me. It always did this, didn't it? No matter how much I tried to convince myself that I deserved better, my traitorous body craved even the smallest crumbs of attention he threw my way.

Donovan's grip on my hips tightened as he angled himself deeper inside me, his breathing ragged in my ear. "You like it when I take control, don't you?" he growled, his voice low and menacing.

As he moved inside me, a part of me drifted away—a defense mechanism I'd perfected over time. My mind wandered to happier times before Donovan; before the insults and the constant belittling took its toll on my self-esteem...

I bit my lip as Donovan's thrusts grew more urgent, my body responding despite my mind's reservations. I could feel the familiar tingling sensation building up deep within me, a small spark of pleasure that threatened to consume me. But just as I was about to let go, Donovan pulled out with a grunt, his fingers digging into my hips as he spilled his cum all over my naked back.

I felt a wave of humiliation wash over me as I collapsed onto the couch, my body still trembling with unfulfilled desire. Donovan fell back against the cushions, panting heavily as he wiped the sweat from his brow. He didn't even bother to look at me as he reached for the game controller, his fingers already dancing over the buttons as if nothing had happened.

I couldn't help but feel like a used toy, discarded and forgotten the moment he had gotten what he wanted. My body still ached for release, but I knew better than to ask for it. Donovan had made it clear that my pleasure was secondary to his own, and I had long since given up trying to change his mind.

I slowly got up from the couch, my legs shaky as I made my way to the bathroom. I could feel Donovan's cum dripping down my back, a sticky reminder of my own inadequacy. I turned on the shower, letting the hot water wash away the evidence of our encounter.

As I stood there under the spray, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of sorrow. I had once believed that love was supposed to be about mutual respect and understanding, but now I wasn't so sure. Donovan had shown me time and time again that he saw me as nothing more than a convenient outlet for his own desires, and I had let him.

I knew that I deserved better, but I couldn't seem to find the strength to leave. I was trapped in a cycle of self-doubt and self-loathing, unable to break free from the chains that bound me to Donovan. I closed my eyes, letting the water wash away my tears as I silently vowed to find a way out.

But for now, I would have to settle for the small moments of pleasure that I could find, even if they were few and far between. I would have to learn to accept the fact that my own desires would always come second to Donovan's, and that I would never truly be seen as an equal in his eyes.

As I stepped out of the shower and dried myself off, I couldn't help but feel a sense of resignation. I knew that things would never change between us, and that I would have to learn to live with the humiliation and sorrow that came with being in a relationship with someone who didn't truly value me.

But I also knew that I couldn't give up hope entirely. I had to believe that there was something better out there for me, even if I couldn't see it yet. And so, I would continue to search for that elusive spark of happiness, even if it meant enduring the pain and heartache that came with loving someone who didn't love me back.

________________________________________________________________________

I slept fitfully that night, my mind replaying the encounter with Donovan over and over. When my alarm blared at six, I dragged myself out of bed with heavy limbs and a heavier heart.

By eight, I'd transformed into Miss Dee—the cheerful preschool teacher who finger-painted and sang songs about friendship. The children's laughter was healing, their innocence a welcome distraction from my broken relationship.

"Miss Dee! Miss Dee! My daddy's coming today!" little Jake bounced around the art table, paintbrush dripping blue onto his smock.

"That's wonderful, Jake. Is he picking you up early?" I steadied his hand before the paint could reach the floor.

"Uh-huh! He's back from his big trip and promised ice cream!"

At three o'clock, while helping Mia zip her jacket, the classroom door swung open. I glanced up and froze. The man who entered wasn't what I'd expected from Jake's father. He filled the doorframe with broad shoulders encased in a tailored charcoal suit that probably cost more than my monthly rent. Dark hair with just enough silver at the temples to look distinguished rather than old.

"Daddy!" Jake launched himself across the room.

The man caught him mid-air with practiced ease, his laugh deep and genuine. "There's my little man!"

When he looked up and our eyes met, my breath caught. His were the clearest blue I'd ever seen—ocean deep and just as magnetic.

"You must be Miss Dee." He crossed the room in three confident strides, Jake perched on his hip. His free hand extended toward me. "Tim Harrington. Jake talks about you constantly."

My hand disappeared in his. "All good things, I hope."

"The best." His smile reached those incredible eyes, creating small crinkles at the corners. "He said you have the prettiest hair in Miami."

My cheeks burned. "Oh, I—"

"He wasn't exaggerating." Tim's gaze lingered on my face a beat longer than necessary. "We're new to the area. Any recommendations for that ice cream I promised this guy?"

"Scoops on Fifth is a favorite." My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

"Perfect." He shifted Jake higher on his hip. "Maybe we'll see you there sometime."

The way he said it—casual yet somehow not—made my stomach flutter in a way it hadn't in years.

I watched from the classroom window as Tim crossed the parking lot, Jake skipping alongside him. My hands worked mechanically, straightening art supplies while my eyes tracked their movement. There was something magnetic about Tim's confidence—the way he moved like he owned the ground beneath his feet.

A flash of color caught my attention. A woman in a crimson dress approached from the opposite direction. Even from a distance, I could see she was stunning—tall and willowy with cascading dark hair that caught the afternoon sunlight. She held the hand of a little girl about Jake's age.

Tim stopped. The woman stopped too. They exchanged words I couldn't hear, their body language suggesting they were strangers. Jake and the little girl seemed to recognize each other, bouncing excitedly between the adults.

After a brief conversation, Tim crouched down to Jake's level. The woman did the same with her daughter. Then, to my surprise, both children darted off toward the playground where Ms. Patty and Mr. Ben supervised the after-school program.

Tim and the mystery woman turned in unison and began walking back toward the school building. Not to their cars. Not separate ways. But together, towards the school building.

I stepped back from the window, heart suddenly racing. What was happening? Was she another parent? A friend? They'd clearly just met, but there was an easy comfort in their stride as they approached the entrance.

I ducked away from the window, heart hammering against my ribs. Before I could process what I was doing, I found myself slipping out of my classroom and following at a distance as Tim and the mystery woman entered the building. They moved with purpose, not toward the front office as I'd expected, but down the empty corridor that led to our multipurpose room.

The afternoon sun slanted through high windows, casting long shadows that provided perfect cover. I hung back, telling myself I was just being cautious about strangers in the school. But the lie tasted bitter even in my thoughts.

They disappeared through the double doors of the multipurpose room. After counting to ten, I eased one door open just enough to peek inside. The large space was empty of children—the after-school program was outside today—but the stage curtains at the far end swayed slightly.

My sensible teacher brain screamed to turn around, to mind my own business. Yet my feet carried me forward across the polished floor, each step silent in my practical flats. The closer I got to the stage, the more clearly I heard it—the unmistakable sound of hushed laughter, followed by a soft moan.

I froze. This was wrong. I should leave.

Instead, I found myself slipping behind the heavy curtain, into the shadowed backstage area where we stored props and costumes. Through a gap in the fabric, I saw them.

Tim had the woman pressed against the wall, his suit jacket discarded on the floor. Her crimson dress was hiked up her thighs, his large hands gripping her waist. Their mouths moved together hungrily, desperately, like they were devouring each other.

I couldn't breathe. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away.

The woman's fingers worked at his belt while he pushed the thin straps of her dress down her shoulders. When the fabric fell away, revealing her bare breasts, Tim lowered his head to taste her skin.

"I've wanted this since I saw you," he growled against her neck.

My cheeks burned with shame and something else—something that pooled hot and dangerous in my belly as I watched them. Their bodies moved together with an urgent rhythm, clothes falling away piece by piece.

My heart pounded in my ears as I stared, transfixed, at the scene unfolding before me. Tim's pants pooled at his ankles, revealing... My breath caught. He was... enormous. Thick and long, his arousal straining against his boxer briefs. The woman's eyes widened when she saw him too, her hand flying to her mouth in a silent gasp.

But any hesitation she might have felt was short-lived. She tugged him closer, grinding her hips against his impressive length through their underwear. A low moan escaped her lips, and my cheeks burned even hotter as I imagined what that must feel like—to be wanted so desperately by someone like Tim.

His boxers joined his suit jacket on the floor, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of him—hard and throbbing, veins standing out against tanned skin. The woman reached down, wrapping her hand around him tentatively before guiding him between her legs.

"Oh god," she breathed as he slid inside her inch by agonizing inch. Her nails dug into his shoulders as he filled her completely, stretching her in a way that made me bite my lip involuntarily.

He moved slowly at first—gentle thrusts that soon turned more urgent as their moans echoed off the empty walls around us. His hands gripped her hips roughly as he plunged into her with abandon; their bodies slapping together in a primal rhythm that sent shivers down my spine despite myself.

"God yes," she panted against his neck as he angled himself to hit some invisible spot within her that made her arch back with pleasure. "Right there!"

Their coupling grew wilder now—their bodies slick with sweat and the evidence of their desire on the cold concrete wall behind them. I found myself clutching at my chest, unable to look away from the raw display of passion before me.

As if sensing my gaze upon him, Tim's head snapped upward... and our eyes met across the dimly lit space between us through a gap in the curtains separating us like an X.

My heart leaped into my throat, and I froze, certain he could hear its frantic beat. His hips stilled for a moment, but then he resumed his relentless pace, his eyes never leaving mine.

His gaze was like a brand searing into my very core, and I couldn't look away—not even as the woman beneath him arched her back and cried out in ecstasy. The sight of their passionate union, coupled with the knowledge that he knew I was watching, sent a wave of heat crashing over me.

My hand crept to my chest, fingers trembling as I tried to still the pounding of my heart. Heat pooled between my thighs as I imagined what it would be like to be in her place—to have him look at me like that... to feel him inside me.

The woman's moans grew louder, more desperate now as her climax approached. Tim's jaw clenched in determination as he drove himself deeper into her with each powerful thrust. Their bodies were a blur of motion behind the thin fabric of the curtain; their cries of pleasure bouncing off the empty walls around us.

And then it happened—the woman threw her head back and cried out his name on shuddering breaths as her orgasm crashed over her in waves. Tim's grip on her hips tightened even more before he too stiffened, burying himself deep within her one final time before groaning out his release...

________________________________________________________________________

I gripped the steering wheel so tight my knuckles turned white as I navigated through evening traffic. My mind kept replaying what I'd witnessed—Tim with that woman, his powerful body moving with such raw intensity. The image of him noticing me, our eyes locking while he continued his passionate encounter, burned in my memory.

"Stop thinking about it," I whispered to myself, but my body betrayed me. Heat crawled up my neck, and my heart hammered against my ribs. I couldn't shake the vision of Tim—his muscular form, the size of him, the way he'd taken control so completely.

A car horn blared. I'd drifted into the next lane without signaling.

"Sorry!" I called out uselessly, correcting my steering with trembling hands.

By the time I pulled into my driveway, my entire body felt like a live wire. I fumbled with my keys at the front door, dropping them twice before managing to unlock it.

The house was dark and silent. Donovan's note on the counter confirmed what I already knew—he'd be gone until late with his band. Relief washed over me. I needed to be alone with these confusing feelings.

I leaned against the closed door, letting my purse slide to the floor. My legs felt weak, like they might give out any moment. The shame of watching such an intimate moment warred with the undeniable excitement it had stirred in me.

Tim had seen me. He knew I'd watched. How could I face him at the next parent-teacher conference? What must he think of me?

But beneath that worry lurked something else—something I hardly dared acknowledge. The way he'd looked at me, maintaining eye contact while continuing his passionate encounter... had he wanted me to see?

I made my way to the bathroom on unsteady legs, splashing cold water on my flushed face. My reflection stared back at me—cheeks pink, pupils dilated, lips parted. I barely recognized myself.

"What's wrong with you?" I whispered to my reflection. Donovan was my boyfriend. I shouldn't be thinking about another man this way—especially not a parent of one of my students.

But as I changed into comfortable clothes, my mind kept drifting back to Tim's powerful body, to the intensity in his eyes when he'd spotted me watching him.

I couldn't stop thinking about Tim as I changed into my pajamas. My hands trembled as I buttoned my nightgown, the silky fabric doing nothing to quell the fire burning inside me. Donovan's words echoed in my head, but tonight, for once, I didn't care.

I slid into bed and turned off the light, but sleep evaded me. The image of Tim's muscular body, his raw passion, filled my mind. Heat pooled between my thighs as I recalled the way he'd looked at me through that fogged-up window.

With shaking fingers, I reached beneath the sheets and slipped a hand inside my panties. My fingertips found their target—already slick with arousal. A small moan escaped my lips at the first touch.

My thoughts drifted back to that fateful night in the parking lot. His eyes on mine, his hips driving into that woman with primal need...

I moved my fingers faster now, mimicking his thrusts as best I could remember them. My breathing quickened in time with each imagined stroke. "Oh God," I gasped aloud—a noise so foreign to my own ears it sent shivers down my spine.

My other hand found its way to my breasts, teasing the hardened nipples through the thin fabric of my nightgown. The sensation sent bolts of pleasure straight to my core, heightening every sensation tenfold.

In my mind's eye, it was Tim's hands on me—his strong fingers teasing and pinching my nipples until pleasure coiled low in my belly like a tightly wound spring. I arched my back into the mattress, moaning his name as I imagined him above me, those deep blue eyes boring into mine with primal hunger.

My fingers moved faster, desperate to recreate the sensations he'd awakened in me that fateful night. The memory of his muscular body, drenched in sweat and demanding control, was seared into my memory.

"Oh Tim," I gasped aloud, unable to keep the wanton moan from escaping my lips. My hand slipped lower, seeking out the slick heat between my legs as I imagined it was him touching me—not Donovan, not some faceless stranger... but Tim.

The tension inside me built higher and higher with each stroke of my fingers, each remembered glance and stolen touch from afar. Tonight had been different though... tonight there had been no denying the hunger in his eyes when he'd seen me watching him...

_______________________________________________________________________

"Alright, everyone, time to go outside and play!" I clapped my hands, watching as twenty excited preschoolers scrambled to line up by the door. "Remember to stay with your buddies!"

My assistant teacher led them out while I stayed behind, gathering scattered crayons and half-finished art projects. The classroom fell quiet except for the soft rustle of papers as I organized the day's work.

A shadow fell across the floor. My hands froze mid-motion.

"Ms. Dee."

That voice. I didn't need to look up to know who stood in my doorway. My heart hammered against my ribs as I slowly raised my eyes.

Tim leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad chest. His tailored suit couldn't hide the muscular frame I'd seen in such vivid detail last night—both in the parking lot and in my shameful fantasies afterward.

"Tim—Mr. Reynolds," I stammered, dropping the papers I'd been holding. They scattered across the floor. "Jake's already outside with the others."

His lips curved into a knowing smile. "I'm not here for Jake."

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. The soft click of the lock turning sent a jolt of panic through me.

"What are you doing?" My voice came out barely above a whisper.

Tim moved to the windows, pulling down the blinds one by one. Each metallic rattle made me flinch.

"Did you enjoy the show yesterday?" he asked casually, as though discussing the weather.

My face burned. "I should not...."

"But you did." He turned, those intense blue eyes pinning me in place. "I saw you watching us. You couldn't look away."

"That was—I wasn't—" The words died in my throat as he took a step toward me. "Please," I managed, backing up until I hit my desk. "This isn't appropriate. The children—"

"Are outside for at least twenty minutes." He closed the distance between us, not touching me but close enough that I could smell his cologne. "Plenty of time for us to talk about what happened."

"There's nothing to talk about." I gripped the edge of my desk. "What I saw was none of my business. I should have left immediately."

"But you didn't." His voice dropped lower. "You stayed and watched. Why is that, Dee?"

Tim's question hung in the air like a dare. My heart pounded in my ears, and my breath came in short, ragged gasps. I knew I should have left the moment I saw him with that woman in the parking lot last night. But now, here we were, alone in my classroom, and his proximity was doing things to me that I didn't want to admit.

"I-I don't know why I stayed," I stuttered, averting my gaze.

His hand shot out and cupped my chin, forcing me to meet his intense blue eyes. "Don't lie to me, Dee." His voice was low and commanding. "You liked it. You wanted it."

Heat crept into my cheeks as I struggled to form a denial, but the words wouldn't come. Instead, he stepped even closer, his body pressed against mine, trapping me against the desk. His scent engulfed me—clean laundry and something else—something uniquely Tim. My nipples hardened beneath my blouse, betraying me further.

"That's what I thought." His voice was a growl in my ear as he reached for the button of my blouse. My mind screamed at me to stop him, but my body had other plans. My back arched into him as his deft fingers undid each button with practiced ease. The fabric pooled around my ankles, leaving me in only my bra and panties.

"Such a sexy teacher," he purred against my neck, sending shivers down my spine. His warm breath tickled my sensitive skin, sending goosebumps dancing across my flesh. Tim's strong hands reached for the clasp of my bra, and with one swift motion, it joined my blouse on the floor. My breasts spilled free, aching for his touch.

His eyes roamed hungrily over my exposed body, as if he were a starving man and I was his last meal. His gaze lingered on my hardened nipples before meeting mine again. "You're even more beautiful than I imagined."

I couldn't find the words to respond. My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions: lust, guilt, and excitement all vying for dominance. But in that moment, lust won out as Tim's rough fingers brushed against my swollen nipples. A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

He smirked in response, knowing he had me under his spell. "I knew you'd like that." Tim teased one nipple between his thumb and forefinger before flicking it with his tongue, eliciting a gasp from me. He repeated the same torturous process on the other breast while his free hand slipped below my waistband to caress the damp heat between my legs through my panties.

"Oh God," I moaned as he rubbed circles against the fabric of my underwear, teasing me mercilessly without actually touching me there directly—a delicious torment that had me arching into his touch. My nipples ached for more of his attention, and I couldn't believe this was happening. Tim, the sexy single father of one of my students, was seducing me in my own classroom.

"You're so wet for me, Dee," he purred in my ear, his voice sending shivers down my spine. His fingers dipped beneath the lace of my panties, and at last, they found what they'd been searching for—me, hot and throbbing with need. A whimper escaped my lips as he stroked me gently, expertly coaxing even more moisture from between my legs.

"You've been thinking about this too, haven't you?" he asked smugly. "Thinking about how it would feel to have your student's daddy's fingers inside you?"

I couldn't deny it; the thought had crossed my mind more than once since I first laid eyes on him during orientation. But now that it was happening, with his strong fingers caressing me in ways my current boyfriend never did, I couldn't believe how much better it felt. Tim's touch sent shivers down my spine, and I bit my lip to muffle a moan.

"That's right, Dee," he purred in my ear. "You like that, don't you?" His fingers picked up the pace, expertly rubbing circles around my clit as he continued to tease my nipples with his free hand. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and I could feel myself getting closer to the edge by the second.

"Tim...I...I..." Words failed me as pleasure coursed through my body like wildfire. My legs trembled beneath me, and it was only his firm grip on my hips that kept me upright.

"That's it, baby," he growled in approval. "Let go for Daddy."

The taboo nature of his words sent me over the edge, and I cried out as an intense orgasm ripped through me—my first real one in years. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as Tim continued to stroke me through it all, ensuring every last drop of ecstasy was squeezed from my trembling body.

As the haze of lust began to clear, reality crashed down on me like a ton of bricks. What had I just done? Sleeping with a parent—let alone one whose child was in my class—was a major no-no for teachers everywhere! And yet...a part of me didn't want it to end there.

Tim must have sensed my inner turmoil because he brushed a stray strand of hair from my face and whispered, "It's okay, Dee. No one ever has to know."

His words should have made me feel better, but they didn't. I knew the consequences if we were caught. My career would be over before it even started. But as he traced his fingers along my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine, I found myself unable to care.

"You're so wet for me," he purred in my ear, his voice dripping with confidence and lust. "I can feel how much you want more."

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words died on my lips as he unzipped his pants and freed his impressive erection from his boxers. He was huge—bigger than any man I'd ever been with before—and a part of me balked at the thought of him fitting inside me.

"Relax," Tim coaxed, sensing my hesitation. "I'll be gentle... at first." He winked mischievously before guiding himself to my entrance and teasing me with the head of his penis. "Just tell me to stop if it gets too much."

Before I could formulate a coherent response, Tim plunged inside me in one swift motion, filling me completely and stretching me in ways I never thought possible. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as our hips met; the sensation was unlike anything I'd ever felt before—both painful and exhilarating at once.

Tim's hardness invaded me, filling me in ways I never thought possible. His girth stretched me to my limits, and a sharp gasp escaped my lips. The pain was excruciating yet exhilarating at the same time. He didn't stop there; he kept going deeper, harder, and faster. My back arched off the desk as he pounded into me relentlessly.

"Shh," he whispered against my ear, his hot breath tickling my neck as he cupped a hand over my mouth to muffle my moans. "I know it hurts, but it'll get better."

Tears welled up in my eyes as the pain became too much to bear. My body trembled beneath him, but I couldn't find the words to tell him to stop. A part of me—a very depraved part—wanted more. Wanted him to take what was mine and claim me as his own.

And then, just when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, something miraculous happened. The pain began to subside, replaced by a slow-burning fire that started between my legs and spread throughout my entire body. My nipples hardened again, aching for his touch as he continued to thrust into me mercilessly.

"That's it," he groaned in approval, his breathing ragged in my ear. "You're so tight... so wet for Daddy."

His words sent a shiver down my spine and straight to where our bodies were joined together as one. Tim angled his hips slightly upward with each thrust, hitting a spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyes—a spot I didn't even know existed until now. The pressure built within me, like a dam about to burst, and I knew I couldn't hold back much longer.

"Oh God, Tim," I moaned into his shoulder as he continued to pound into me relentlessly. "I'm...I'm..."

He must have sensed my impending orgasm because he gripped my hips tighter and increased his pace even more. "That's it, baby," he growled in my ear, his voice raw with lust. "Let it all out for Daddy."

His words pushed me over the edge, and I came undone in his arms, screaming into the fabric of his shirt as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. My nails dug into his back as the intensity of my climax threatened to tear us both apart at the seams.

Tim didn't stop there, however; if anything, my orgasm seemed to spur him on even more. He pounded into me harder than ever before, grunting with each powerful thrust until he finally stiffened above me and groaned out his own release. His hot seed filled me up in long, thick spurts that left us both gasping for air.

Tim's warmth enveloped me as he collapsed against my heaving chest, his breathing ragged in my ear. I could feel his heart pounding against mine, the evidence of our passion still throbbing inside me.

"That was..." I began to say, but he placed a finger on my lips to silence me.

"Shh," he whispered, "We need to get dressed."

Reluctantly, I nodded and began to extricate myself from his embrace. Our clothes were strewn across the floor, a testament to our impulsive tryst. My cheeks burned as I hurriedly pulled my panties up and buttoned my blouse, trying to ignore the stickiness between my legs.

Tim zipped up his pants and straightened his shirt in the mirror's reflection. He looked every bit the composed businessman, as if nothing had just happened between us mere moments ago. Meanwhile, I knew I must have looked like a complete mess—hair disheveled and makeup smeared.

"We should go," he said matter-of-factly, glancing at his watch. "The kids will be back soon."

Panic surged through me as the gravity of our situation set in. What had we just done? We couldn't keep doing this; it was too risky—for both of us and for Jake. But as Tim opened the door and peered down the empty hallway, all I could do was follow him out of the classroom and lock the door behind us.

"Tomorrow," he said over his shoulder before disappearing around the corner. "Same time."

I stood there for a moment longer, trying to process what had just happened between us—the way his touch had made me feel alive in ways I never thought possible...and how wrong it all was at the same time. My heart ached at the thought of never feeling that way again...but I knew it couldn't continue like this indefinitely; sooner or later we'd get caught...and then what?

With a heavy sigh, I smoothed down my skirt one last time before making my way back outside to greet my students—including Jake—with a smile plastered on my face that hid more than they could ever


Shy Teacher Two – Priya

I'm on my back again. Same bed. Same man. Same feeling of waiting for something that never arrives. Raj moves above me, his breath hot against my neck, his weight pressing me into the mattress. Not too heavy. Not too light. Perfectly average.

Like everything else about him.

"You good?" he asks but doesn't slow his rhythm to hear my answer.

"Yes," I lie.

My bedroom is dim, just the yellow streetlight filtering through thin curtains. It catches the contours of his face, the planes of his chest. He's handsome in that safe way—symmetrical features, trim body from regular gym sessions, neat haircut. The kind of man my mother would approve of. The kind who looks good on paper.

The kind who makes me feel invisible.

His fingers dig into my hips, not quite hard enough to bruise. Not quite hard enough to make me feel anything real.

"Damn, you're tight. I have to go slow with you every time," he pants, mistaking my tension for arousal.

"It's fine..." I whisper, but he doesn't catch the resignation in my voice.

I stare at the ceiling, counting the shadows. One, two, three. My body is here but my mind is elsewhere, floating somewhere above us, watching this ritual with detached curiosity. Is this what everyone else feels? This hollow performance?

My thick hair is spread across the pillow. Raj once told me it was beautiful, but he never touches it anymore. My brown skin gleams in the half-light, curves and valleys he maps with disinterested efficiency. My body is a terrain he's already explored and found unremarkable.

I close my eyes. Maybe if I can't see, I can feel. Maybe if I concentrate hard enough, I'll understand what I'm missing.

His pace quickens. The headboard knocks against the wall in a steady rhythm that reminds me of a ticking clock. Counting down to his finish. Counting down to my relief.

"I'm close," he says, unnecessary words for an obvious conclusion.

I nod, my large eyes open again but unfocused. My hands rest lightly on his back, not pulling him closer, not pushing him away. Just there. Present but passive. Like me.

He pulls out, "I want you to taste yourself," he whispers, his voice rough with desire.

Same story. Different chapter. Always the same ending.

He turns on his back, sheets rustling beneath his weight. The mattress dips and rises like a tide I've learned to navigate.

I whip my hair in a pony, fingers trembling slightly as I work the elastic band. I gently take hold of his erection—average, unexceptional, neither disappointing nor impressive—while my mouth slips over the tip. He stares down at me, eyes half-lidded, a muscle in his jaw twitching. I feel the weight of him on my tongue, warm and pulsing, familiar yet somehow always foreign. Like reading a book I've memorized but never quite understood.

I continue mechanically, using techniques I've read about in articles with titles like "10 Ways to Drive Him Wild." Nothing about this drives me wild. My jaw aches. My mind wanders to tomorrow's lecture on Victorian literature. I need to revise my notes on gender dynamics in Jane Eyre.

Raj groans, his hands finding my hair, guiding me faster than I'd choose. I let him. It's easier this way.

"Just like that," he murmurs.

I make the sounds he expects. Soft moans that sound rehearsed even to my own ears. I've become an actress in my own bedroom, playing the role of a woman fulfilled. The performance feels mechanical, like reciting lines from a script I've memorized but never internalized. My mind catalogs his responses, noting what works, what doesn't—clinical observations filed away for future reference.

He finishes with a shudder, his fingers tightening in my hair. I swallow, then sit back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. The taste lingers, slightly bitter. I watch his face—eyes closed, breathing heavy—and wonder what it feels like to be so completely abandoned to pleasure. To not be thinking about tomorrow's faculty meeting or whether I remembered to grade those sophomore essays.

"That was amazing," Raj says, already reaching for his phone on the nightstand.

I nod, though he isn't looking. "I'm going to clean up."

In the bathroom, I stare at my reflection. Large dark eyes, flushed cheeks, swollen lips. I look like a woman who's just had sex. I don't look like a woman who's just had pleasure.

The cool water feels good against my skin as I wash my face. I brush my teeth longer than necessary, scrubbing away the taste of obligation.

When I return to the bedroom, Raj is scrolling through emails, the blue light from his screen illuminating his profile. He doesn't look up.

"I should probably head out soon," he says. "Early meeting tomorrow."

Relief floods through me, though I mask it with a small frown. "Of course."

"We should do dinner next week," he adds, already pulling on his boxers. "I'll text you."

* * *

Morning light filters through the glass doors of Rosemont College's faculty entrance. I check my watch for the fourth time in ten minutes, shifting my weight from one sensible flat to the other. The clipboard in my hands feels heavier than it should, and I adjust my grip, trying to appear calm and collected despite the flutter of nerves in my stomach.

Breathe, Priya. He's just another visiting lecturer. You've done this a dozen times.

But Wes Calder isn't just another lecturer. His historical fiction has topped bestseller lists for three consecutive years. His latest novel about Victorian-era women defying societal expectations sits dog-eared on my nightstand, underlined in places that made my heart catch. And now I'm supposed to greet him, show him around, introduce him to my students as if he's just a normal person.

As if I'm just a normal person.

I smooth down my navy midi skirt, tuck a stray curl behind my ear, and straighten my spine. The entrance doors swing open, and everything in the room—including the air in my lungs—seems to pause.

He is impossibly tall. That's my first thought. My second is that photographs don't do him justice.

Wes Calder fills the doorway like he owns it, broad shoulders stretching the fabric of a charcoal wool coat that hangs open to reveal a fitted button-down the color of storm clouds. Coarse blond stubble lines his jaw, catching the light in a way that draws attention to the strong cut of his face. His hair is shorter on the sides than I expected, slightly longer on top, ash-blond with threads of silver at his temples that make him look distinguished rather than older.

But it's his hands I can't stop staring at—huge and veined, one wrapped around a leather messenger bag, the other pushing the door closed behind him. I wonder absurdly what those fingers would look like wrapped around a teacup. Or a wrist.

I blink the thought away, horrified at myself.

He spots me and crosses the marble floor in what feels like three strides. Up close, he's even more overwhelming. Steel-blue eyes lock onto mine with an intensity that makes me want to look away. I don't.

"G-good morning, Mr. Calder," I manage, extending my hand. "I'm Assistant Professor Priya Kapoor. Welcome to Rosemont."

His palm engulfs mine completely, warm and dry, his grip firm but careful, as if he's conscious of his strength. A slight smile plays at the corners of his mouth.

"Wes," he corrects, his voice low and smooth like river stones. "Mr. Calder sounds like someone who writes angry red notes in the margins."

He doesn't release my hand immediately, and I feel heat creep up my neck. When he finally lets go, I have to resist the urge to flex my fingers.

"Of course. Wes." The name feels intimate in my mouth. "I'll be your liaison during your visit. I've prepared a schedule—" I glance down at my clipboard, grateful for something to focus on besides his face.

"Priya, right? Beautiful name." There's a pause, and when I look up, his head is tilted slightly, studying me. "Doesn't suit someone who hides behind silence."

My mouth goes dry. I force a smile, unsure if I've been complimented or called out. "I'm not—I don't hide."

"Don't you?" His eyes crinkle at the corners, not unkindly. He shrugs off his coat, revealing shoulders even broader than they appeared. "So, what's first on that very official-looking clipboard?"

He's joking, right? He's not actually... looking at me like that, is he?

I clear my throat. "Coffee in the faculty lounge, if you'd like. Then a tour of the campus before your first lecture at eleven."

"Lead the way, Professor."

We walk side by side down the corridor, my sensible flats barely making a sound against the polished floor while his boots echo authoritatively. I'm acutely aware of how much space he takes up beside me, how students and faculty alike turn to watch him pass. To watch us pass, as if we're together.

"Your work on gender representation in Victorian literature is impressive," he says suddenly. "I read your paper on the female gaze in Brontë."

I nearly stumble. "You—you read my paper?"

"I make it a point to know who I'm working with." His voice drops lower. "You write with passion. Makes me wonder where else that passion shows up."

Heat blooms across my chest and face. I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, a nervous habit I've never been able to break. "That's very kind of you to say."

"Not kind. Honest." He holds the faculty lounge door open for me, and I have to pass so close to him I catch his scent—cedar and something darker, like ink or coffee. "I don't say things I don't mean, Priya."

Why does my name sound different when he says it?

The faculty lounge is mercifully empty except for the department secretary who smiles brightly at us.

"Coffee?" I offer, moving toward the machine.

"Black," he says, settling into a chair that suddenly looks too small for his frame. He stretches out long legs, crossing them at the ankles, watching me with those piercing eyes. "Tell me about your students."

I pour coffee with hands that only tremble slightly, grateful for the mundane task. "They're bright. Engaged. The Victorian literature seminar you'll be speaking to is small, just fifteen students, but they've all read your work."

"And you?" He accepts the mug I offer, our fingers brushing. "What did you think of my latest?"

I sink into the chair across from him, careful to maintain professional distance. "It was... affecting. Your portrayal of Elizabeth's internal struggle between duty and desire was particularly resonant."

One eyebrow arches. "Resonant? That's an academic word. What did you really feel when you read it?"

The directness of his gaze makes me feel exposed, as if he can see right through my carefully constructed professional facade to the woman underneath—the one who stayed up until 3 AM finishing his book, who cried at the ending, who pressed her thighs together at his descriptions of forbidden longing.

"I felt..." I swallow hard. "I felt seen."

Something flashes in his eyes—recognition, perhaps, or satisfaction. He leans forward, elbows on his knees, closing the distance between us. "That's what good writing should do. See people who aren't used to being seen."

The intensity of his focus makes me feel both uncomfortable and oddly validated. I shift in my seat, clutching my coffee cup like a shield.

"Your tour," I say, standing abruptly. "We should probably get started if we want to cover the whole campus before your lecture."

He rises to his full height, towering over me again. "Of course. Don't want to keep you from your duties."

There's something in his tone—amusement, maybe—that makes me wonder if he knows exactly how much he affects me. If he can sense the strange, unwelcome flutter in my stomach every time he says my name.

As we leave the lounge, he places his hand lightly on the small of my back to guide me through the door. It's a brief touch, barely there, but I feel it like a brand through the thin fabric of my blouse.

"After you, Professor," he murmurs, and I step forward on legs that suddenly feel unsteady.

It's going to be a very long day.

* * *

The tour begins with the usual landmarks—lecture halls, administrative offices, the eternally broken copy machine that faculty members treat like a temperamental deity. I point out each feature with rehearsed precision, the same way I've done for every other visiting lecturer.

Except nothing about this feels the same.

Wes walks beside me with unhurried confidence, his strides measured to match mine despite the difference in our heights. He asks thoughtful questions about the college's history, the department's focus areas, things that show he's actually listening. But I can't shake the feeling that he's studying me more than the building.

"And this is the faculty library," I say, pushing open heavy oak doors to reveal floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. "It's small but well-curated. We have some first editions in the glass cases."

Wes steps inside, his presence immediately making the room feel smaller. "Impressive. Mind if I look around?"

"Please," I gesture, watching as he moves toward the shelves with deliberate steps.

His fingers trail along book spines like he's reading braille, pausing occasionally to pull one out, examine it, return it with care. There's something mesmerizing about his hands—the way they dwarf the books yet handle them with such precision.

"You have your own section here," I point out, nodding toward a shelf that holds his three novels.

A half-smile plays at his lips. "So I do." He turns his attention to the adjacent shelf. "And what about you, Professor Kapoor? What do you read when no one's watching?"

The question feels invasive, though I can't pinpoint why. "I read everything. It's my job."

"That's not what I asked." He moves closer, scanning the shelves near my office section. "These are the faculty's personal collections, right? Which ones are yours?"

Heat creeps up my neck. "Third shelf from the right."

He crosses to it, examining my carefully arranged books. I resist the urge to step between him and my collection—it feels oddly like he's rifling through my underwear drawer.

"Brontë, Austen, Eliot... the usual suspects." His finger stops at a worn paperback. "Dickinson. Quiet. Controlled. Burning underneath."

"She's one of my favorites," I admit.

Wes pulls the book out, thumbing through pages marked with my notes and underlines. When he looks up, his gaze locks onto mine with unsettling directness.

"Makes sense. You look like someone who burns in silence."

My breath catches. How can he see so much with just a sentence?

"I don't know what you mean," I manage, though we both know it's a lie.

He returns the book, moving on to examine others. "Your selections reveal a pattern, Professor. So much longing in your favorites, Priya."

The way he says my name—slightly elongating the first syllable, his voice dropping on the second—makes my skin prickle.

"Literary analysis is my specialty," I counter, attempting to reclaim professional ground. "I'm drawn to complex emotional landscapes."

"Is that what we're calling it?" His eyes crinkle at the corners, amusement playing across his features. "Seems to me you're drawn to characters who want more than they allow themselves to have."

I shift my weight, uncomfortable with his accuracy. "We should continue the tour. Your lecture is in forty-five minutes."

"Lead on."

We exit the library, and I'm acutely aware of his presence behind me—the subtle sound of his breathing, the faint scent of his cologne. This is just a job. It's not... a date. So why does every nerve ending in my body feel electrified?

"My office is just down this hallway," I say, pointing. "In case you need anything during your stay."

"I'll remember that." The subtle emphasis on "anything" makes my stomach flip.

We pass the department's display case of faculty publications. Wes pauses, scanning the spines and journal covers.

"Which ones are yours?"

I point to three slim journals and a hardcover anthology. "Those, and the chapter in that collection."

He leans closer to read the titles, his shoulder nearly touching mine. "'Desire and Denial: The Female Gaze in Victorian Literature.' Interesting."

"It's my primary research area."

"And what drew you to that particular focus?" He turns to face me, and suddenly the hallway feels too narrow, the air too thin.

"I..." I clear my throat. "I'm interested in how women's desires were systematically suppressed yet continued to find expression through coded language and metaphor."

"Suppression." He nods slowly. "Creates pressure. And pressure eventually demands release."

My eyes drop involuntarily to his mouth as he speaks, then to his hands. I catch myself and look away quickly, but not before noticing the slight quirk of his lips.

"There's a book on the top shelf I co-authored," he says suddenly, pointing above my head. "Mind if I grab it?"

Before I can answer, he steps forward, reaching up. His chest brushes against my shoulder as he stretches, his other hand settling briefly on my lower back for balance. The heat of his palm sears through my blouse, and I jump at the contact.

"Sorry," he murmurs, though he doesn't sound sorry at all. He retrieves the book and steps back, but not far enough. "Didn't mean to startle you."

"It's fine," I say, my voice higher than normal. "I just—I wasn't expecting—"

"The touch?" His eyes hold mine, challenging. "Or your reaction to it?"

My face burns. "We should head to the lecture hall. Students will be arriving soon."

Wes tucks the book under his arm, still watching me with that penetrating gaze. "Of course. Wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable, Professor."

But we both know he already has—not because he's been inappropriate, but because he's somehow peeled back layers I thought were well-hidden. He sees the longing in my book choices, the burning beneath my quiet exterior. Sees me in a way Raj never has, never even tried to.

And that's more terrifying than any inappropriate advance could be.

"This way," I say, gesturing toward the lecture hall, desperate to put some distance between us, to reclaim my professional composure.

As we walk, I feel his eyes on me, and I wonder what else he sees that I've tried so hard to keep hidden.

* * *

The lecture ends with enthusiastic applause. Students cluster around Wes, eyes bright with admiration as they pepper him with questions about his writing process, his research methods, his inspiration. I hang back, gathering my notes, watching how easily he commands the room.

He catches my eye over the head of an eager sophomore and offers a slight nod, as if we share a secret. I look away.

Three hours later, I'm alone in my office, grading papers with mechanical precision. The department has emptied for the day—most faculty rushing home to families or evening plans. I have neither waiting for me, just an empty apartment and leftover curry.

A knock startles me. I look up to find Wes filling my doorway, sleeves rolled to his elbows, top button undone.

"Working late, Professor?" His voice fills the small space.

I straighten papers that don't need straightening. "Just finishing up some grading."

"Mind if I come in? I wanted to grab that anthology we discussed—the one with your chapter."

"Of course." I gesture to the bookshelf behind me, then turn back to my desk, pretending to focus on the paper before me. The words blur.

I hear him moving around my office, the soft brush of his fingers against book spines. His presence makes the room feel half its size.

"Found it." The chair across from my desk creaks as he settles into it, making no move to leave. He opens the anthology, thumbing through pages. "Your perspective on female desire as a form of rebellion is fascinating."

I glance up, surprised. "You've read it already?"

"Between your tour and my lecture." He taps the page. "You write with conviction about women's hunger being systematically denied, yet you can barely look at me when I speak to you."

Heat floods my face. "I'm looking at you now."

"Are you?" His eyes—those impossible blue eyes—hold mine, unblinking. "Or are you looking through me, the way you look through most things that make you uncomfortable?"

I set my pen down with deliberate care. "Mr. Calder—"

"Wes."

"Wes," I correct, folding my hands on the desk. "I appreciate your interest in my work, but I'm not sure what you're implying about my... personal behavior."

He leans forward, elbows on his knees. "I'm not implying anything. I'm stating what I see. You hide. Behind your papers, your posture, your politeness." His voice softens. "I'm curious why."

"That's rather presumptuous, don't you think?" I try for professional indignation, but my voice wavers.

"Maybe." He shrugs, unapologetic. "Or maybe I recognize it because I've done it myself."

The unexpected vulnerability catches me off guard. I study him—this imposing man who seems so comfortable in his skin—and try to imagine him hiding from anything.

"What would you know about hiding?" The words slip out before I can stop them.

A smile plays at his lips. "More than you'd think." He closes the book, setting it aside. "You wrote an entire chapter about Victorian women whose desires were too dangerous to name, yet you flinch when someone looks at you directly. Makes me wonder what desires you're afraid to name, Priya."

My name in his mouth feels like an intrusion. Or an invitation.

"This is hardly appropriate—"

"You're deflecting." He says it gently, without judgment. "What are you afraid of?"

"Nothing." The lie tastes bitter.

He waits, silent. Patient. Something about his stillness, the quiet intensity of his focus, makes me want to fill the space between us.

"Everything," I amend, surprising myself. "I'm afraid of everything."

His expression softens. "That's more honest."

I look down at my hands, suddenly aware of how tightly I'm gripping them. "I should really finish this grading."

"What happened to make you so careful, Priya?"

The question lands like a stone in still water, ripples spreading outward. I could deflect again. Change the subject. Ask him to leave.

Instead, I hear myself say, "I wasn't always like this."

He doesn't speak, just waits. Somehow his silence is more compelling than words.

"My last relationship ended badly." I swallow, throat suddenly dry. "He said I was... difficult. In bed."

Wes remains perfectly still, but something flickers in his eyes.

"He said I made sex feel like a chore." The words tumble out now, unstoppable. "That I was too tense, too tight. Like it was my fault it didn't work." My voice cracks. "He told his friends I was frigid."

Shame burns through me. Why am I telling him this? A virtual stranger. A visiting lecturer who will be gone in days.

Wes's jaw tightens, a muscle twitching beneath his stubble. When he speaks, his voice is low, controlled, but with an edge that makes me shiver.

"No one who says that deserves to touch you."

I blink, unexpected tears threatening. "It wasn't just him. I've never..." I trail off, unable to finish.

"Never what?" he prompts, so gently it hurts.

"I've never really enjoyed it." The confession hangs in the air between us. "Any of it. With anyone."

His eyes darken, not with pity but with something that looks like carefully restrained fury. He leans forward, and the air in the room seems to thicken.

"That's not your failure," he says, each word precise and weighted. "That's theirs."

I shake my head. "Maybe I'm just not built for it. Maybe I'm broken."

"You're not broken." The certainty in his voice makes me want to believe him. "You've just been with men who didn't know how to touch you."

Heat blooms across my skin. I look away, unable to hold his gaze.

"I've made you uncomfortable." He sits back, giving me space. "I apologize."

"No," I say quickly. "It's not that. It's just... no one's ever said that before."

He studies me for a long moment, then leans forward again, lowering his voice to something just above a whisper.

"I don't want to touch you like that. I want to ruin you for anyone else."

My breath catches. The air between us crackles with something dangerous and electric. I should be offended. I should ask him to leave.

Instead, I meet his eyes and whisper, "What if I can't be ruined?"

His smile is slow, predatory, certain. "Everyone can be ruined, Priya. It's just a matter of finding the right pressure points."

He stands, towering over my desk, and picks up the anthology. "Thank you for the book. And the conversation."

I nod, not trusting my voice.

At the door, he pauses. "Have dinner with me tomorrow night."

It's not a question, but it's not quite a demand either.

"I don't think that would be appropriate," I say, the words automatic, protective.

"I'm not asking for appropriate." His eyes hold mine. "I'm asking for honest."

He leaves before I can respond, the scent of cedar lingering in his wake.

I sit motionless, heart hammering against my ribs, wondering what just happened—and why, for the first time in years, I feel awake in my own skin.

* * *

I can't focus on anything after he leaves. The papers before me blur into meaningless shapes as his words echo in my head.

I want to ruin you for anyone else.

My hands tremble as I gather my things, switching off my desk lamp. The hallway is empty, silent except for the hum of the janitor's vacuum in a distant corridor. I should go home. I should forget this conversation ever happened.

Instead, I sit in darkness, replaying every word, every look.

You've just been with men who didn't know how to touch you.

How can he be so certain? He doesn't know me. Doesn't know my body's stubborn resistance to pleasure, the way I freeze when things get too intense. And yet...

The knock startles me so badly I nearly fall from my chair.

"Priya." His voice, low and certain, filters through the door. "I know you're still in there."

My heart hammers against my ribs. I could pretend I've left. I could ignore him.

"Yes," I call instead, my voice barely audible.

The door opens slowly. Wes stands silhouetted against the hallway light, a takeout bag in one hand.

"You didn't eat dinner," he says, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. The room plunges back into near-darkness, only the glow from my computer screen illuminating his face. "I thought you might be hungry."

"How did you know I hadn't eaten?"

He sets the bag on my desk, the scent of garlic and spices filling the small space. "You're still here at nine PM. Academic types always forget to eat when they're working."

I should tell him to leave. I should maintain professional boundaries. I should remember all the reasons this is a terrible idea.

"Thank you," I say instead.

He moves around my desk, leaning against it beside me rather than sitting across from me. His proximity makes my skin prickle with awareness.

"Turn on your lamp," he says softly. "I want to see your face when we talk."

I reach for the switch with unsteady fingers. Warm light floods the corner of my office, casting long shadows. Wes looks down at me, his expression unreadable.

"What are we doing?" I whisper.

"Right now? We're having dinner." He unpacks containers from the bag. "After that... it depends on you."

"On me?"

"On what you want." He hands me a plastic fork. "On what you're brave enough to ask for."

I accept the food, not because I'm hungry but because it gives me something to do with my hands. "I don't know what I want."

"I think you do." His eyes hold mine. "I think you've known for a long time. You just haven't found someone worthy of hearing it."

Heat blooms across my skin. "And you think you're worthy?"

"Yes." No hesitation, no false modesty. Just certainty.

We eat in silence for a few minutes, the tension between us thickening with each passing moment. When I can't bear it anymore, I set my food aside.

"Why me?" The question bursts from me. "You could have anyone. Why focus on... this?" I gesture vaguely at myself.

Wes sets his food down, turning to face me fully. "Because I see you, Priya. Not just the careful professor. Not just the brilliant mind. I see the woman underneath who's starving for something she's never been given."

"And what's that?"

"Permission." He reaches out, brushing a curl from my face with gentle fingers. "Permission to want. To take. To feel without apology."

I should pull away from his touch. I don't.

"I've never been good at... at that."

"At what?" His thumb traces my cheekbone, feather-light. "Say it."

"At sex," I whisper, the word feeling forbidden in my mouth.

His eyes darken. "Because no one's shown you how good it can be."

"Maybe I'm just not built for it."

"Let me prove you wrong." He leans closer, his breath warm against my ear. "Let me show you what your body is capable of."

A shiver runs through me. "Here?"

"Here. Now." His lips brush my temple. "If you want it."

My breath catches. "The door—"

"Lock it," he says, not moving away.

I hesitate only a moment before standing on shaky legs. The few steps to the door feel like miles, each movement deliberate as I turn the lock with a decisive click.

When I turn back, Wes has moved to stand in the center of my small office, watching me with predatory focus. The space between us crackles with possibility.

"Come here," he says, his voice deeper than before.

I move toward him slowly, drawn by some force I can't name. When I reach him, he takes my face in his hands, thumbs stroking my cheeks.

"Say yes," he murmurs.

"To what?"

"To everything I want to do to you. Everything you've been afraid to ask for."

My heart pounds so hard I'm certain he can hear it. "Yes," I whisper, the word barely audible.

His smile is slow, satisfied. He doesn't kiss me immediately as I expect. Instead, he takes my hand, bringing it to his lips. He kisses my fingertips one by one, his eyes never leaving mine.

"I'm going to take you apart," he says against my palm. "Piece by piece. And when I put you back together, you'll never be the same."

He leads me to my desk, clearing papers aside with one sweep of his arm. Before I can protest the disorder, he lifts me effortlessly, setting me on the edge. He steps between my knees, spreading them wider to accommodate his broad frame.

"I'm going to kiss you now," he says, his hands sliding up my thighs, bunching my skirt. "And then I'm going to taste you until you can't remember your own name."

My breath comes in short gasps. "Wes—"

His mouth covers mine, swallowing whatever I was about to say. The kiss is gentle at first, almost reverent, but quickly deepens into something hungry and demanding. His tongue slides against mine, and I moan into his mouth, my hands clutching at his shoulders.

He tastes like cinnamon and something darker, something that makes me dizzy with want. When he pulls back, I chase his lips without thinking.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, pressing kisses along my jaw, down my neck. His hands work at the buttons of my blouse, exposing skin inch by inch. "So beautiful."

I should feel exposed, vulnerable. Instead, I arch toward him, desperate for more contact. He pushes my blouse from my shoulders, his eyes darkening at the sight of my simple cotton bra.

"Take it off," he commands softly. "Show me."

With trembling fingers, I reach behind my back, unclasping the hooks. The bra falls away, and cool air pebbles my nipples. I resist the urge to cover myself.

"Perfect," he breathes, cupping my breasts in his large hands. His thumbs brush over the sensitive peaks, and I gasp at the sensation. "So responsive."

He lowers his head, taking one nipple into his mouth, and pleasure shoots straight to my core. I cry out, my hands tangling in his hair.

"That's it," he murmurs against my skin. "Don't hold back. I want to hear every sound."

His mouth works magic on my breasts while his hands push my skirt higher, exposing the cotton of my underwear. When his fingers brush against the damp fabric, I jerk in surprise.

"Already wet for me," he says, satisfaction evident in his voice. "Let's see how much wetter I can make you."

He drops to his knees before me, looking up with those intense blue eyes as he hooks his fingers into the waistband of my underwear. "Lift," he commands.

I raise my hips, allowing him to slide the fabric down my legs. Cool air hits my most intimate place, and I fight the urge to close my thighs.

"Don't hide from me," he says, his hands on my knees, keeping them apart. "Let me see all of you."

No one has ever looked at me there with such focused attention. I feel my face flame with embarrassment, but it's mixed with something else—a heady, powerful feeling of being truly seen.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, leaning forward to press a kiss to my inner thigh. "So beautiful."

His mouth moves higher, and I tense in anticipation. When his tongue finally makes contact with my center, I cry out, unprepared for the intensity of sensation.

"Wes—" I gasp, my hands gripping the edge of the desk.

He looks up at me, his mouth still against me. "Tell me to stop and I will."

"Don't stop," I whisper. "Please don't stop."

His smile is wolfish before he returns to his task with renewed focus. His tongue explores me thoroughly, discovering places that make me gasp, make me moan, make me tremble. When he finds a particularly sensitive spot, he lingers there, circling with deliberate pressure until my thighs shake.

No one has ever touched me like this—like I'm precious, like my pleasure is the only thing that matters. I've never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, yet so powerful.

"That's it," he murmurs against me. "Let go, Priya. Let me feel you come."

His words, combined with the relentless pressure of his tongue, push me toward an edge I've never approached before. Tension coils tighter and tighter in my belly, my breath coming in short, desperate pants.

"I can't—" I gasp, not even sure what I'm trying to say.

"You can," he assures me, sliding one thick finger inside me as his tongue continues its assault. "You will."

The dual sensation is overwhelming. My back arches, my head falls back, and something inside me shatters. Pleasure crashes through me in waves, each one more intense than the last. I cry out, uncaring who might hear, as my body pulses around his finger.

He works me through it gently, easing me down from heights I didn't know existed. When I finally stop trembling, he rises, looking down at me with dark, hungry eyes.

"That," he says, "is just the beginning."

He unbuttons his shirt slowly, revealing a broad chest dusted with golden hair. His muscles flex as he shrugs the fabric from his shoulders, and I stare, unable to look away. When his hands move to his belt, I swallow hard.

The metallic sound of his zipper seems impossibly loud in the quiet office. He pushes his pants and underwear down in one motion, and I gasp.

He's massive—thick and long and intimidating. I've never seen anything like him, never imagined a man could be so... much.

"Wes..." My voice catches. "I don't think I can—"

"You already are." He steps closer, his hand cupping my face. "Your body was made for pleasure, Priya. Made for this."

"You're too big..." Fear mingles with desperate want.

"Then I'll go slow." His thumb traces my lower lip. "You'll beg me not to by the end."

The confidence in his voice makes me shiver. He lifts me from the desk, turning us so he can sit in my chair, positioning me to straddle him.

"This way," he says, "you control how much you take. How fast we go."

His consideration only makes me want him more. I sink down slowly, feeling him press against my entrance. The stretch is already intense, and he's barely inside.

"Breathe," he murmurs, his hands on my hips, steadying me. "Relax into it."

I take a deep breath, forcing my muscles to loosen. He slides in another inch, and I gasp at the fullness.

"That's it," he encourages. "You're doing so well."

No one has ever touched me like I was precious. No one has ever looked at me the way he does now—like I'm a miracle, like he's witnessing something sacred.

Inch by agonizing inch, I take him inside, my body stretching to accommodate his size. When I finally settle fully on his lap, both of us are breathing hard.

"So perfect," he whispers, his forehead pressed to mine. "So perfect for me."

He's too much—but I want every inch. I want all of him, want everything he promised to show me. There's pain—sharp and insistent—like my body is arguing with my desire. A burning stretch that makes me gasp and dig my fingernails into his shoulders. But then it shifts, transforms into something else entirely. The discomfort melts into a deep, throbbing pleasure that radiates outward from where we're joined. My body softens, yields, accepts. Each tiny movement sends sparks racing up my spine, makes me shudder against him. The sensation is so intense I can barely breathe, barely think—just feel. This fullness, this completion I never knew I was missing.

I begin to move, tentatively at first, rising and falling in small, experimental motions. Wes groans, his hands tightening on my hips.

"That's it," he whispers against my neck. "Find your rhythm."

I've never been in control like this. Never felt so powerful yet vulnerable at the same time. His size still overwhelms me, but the discomfort has transformed into something else—a fullness that borders on too much but somehow isn't enough.

"More," I gasp, surprising myself.

He guides me with his hands, showing me how to roll my hips, how to take him deeper. Each movement sends sparks shooting through my body, building on the pleasure he already gave me.

"Look at me," he commands softly.

I open my eyes, not realizing I'd closed them. His gaze is intense, focused entirely on my face as I move above him.

"I want to see you," he says. "When you come. I want to watch you fall apart."

His words send a fresh wave of heat through me. One of his hands slides between us, his thumb finding that sensitive bundle of nerves. The dual sensation—his thickness inside me, his thumb circling precisely—is overwhelming.

"Wes—" I gasp, my movements becoming erratic. "I can't—"

"You can," he insists, his voice rough with restraint. "Let go, Priya. I've got you."

The pressure builds impossibly higher, my body tightening around him. When it finally breaks, it's nothing like before—it's deeper, more intense, consuming me entirely. I cry out his name, my back arching, nails digging into his shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me.

"Beautiful," he groans, watching me with awe. "So fucking beautiful."

Before I can recover, he stands, still inside me, and lays me back on my desk. His control snaps, and he begins to move with purpose, driving into me with powerful thrusts that make me gasp with each one.

"Need you," he growls, his rhythm becoming uneven. "Need this."

His face tightens, jaw clenched as he fights for control. Then he stiffens, a low groan tearing from his throat as he pulses inside me, his massive body shuddering with release.

* * *

I lie sprawled across Wes's chest, my body humming with aftershocks. His heartbeat pounds against my ear, gradually slowing. My office is wrecked—papers scattered, chair askew, my clothes flung in various directions. The small lamp casts a golden glow across our tangled limbs.

"You okay?" Wes's voice rumbles through his chest.

I nod, unable to form words yet. My body feels different—used in the best possible way, stretched and filled and thoroughly claimed. I've never felt so physically present, so aware of every inch of my skin.

His fingers trace lazy patterns on my back, sending pleasant shivers through me. "You're incredible, you know that?"

I lift my head to look at him, my hair falling in a tangled curtain around us. "I didn't do anything."

"You did everything." He brushes my hair back from my face, tucking it behind my ear. "You let go. You trusted me. You let yourself feel."

The tenderness in his voice makes my chest ache. With Raj, the aftermath was always awkward—a rush to clean up, to pretend it hadn't happened. This feels different. Sacred, somehow.

"I've never..." I start, then stop, unsure how to explain.

"I know." He kisses my forehead. "But you were made for this, Priya. Made for pleasure. You just needed the right hands to show you."

I press my face into his chest, embarrassed by how much his words affect me. My body, which should be exhausted, stirs again at his praise.

"Still think you're not built for this?" he asks, amusement coloring his voice.

I look up at him, a half-smile tugging at my lips. "I think I just hadn't met the right author."

His laugh is deep and rich. "Good answer."

My gaze drifts down his body, taking in the broad expanse of his chest, the hard planes of his stomach. Lower still, I see him beginning to harden again.

Something shifts in me—a new confidence, a desire to explore rather than be explored. I slide down his body, pressing kisses to his chest, his stomach.

"Priya," he says, his voice tight. "You don't have to—"

"I want to." And I do. For the first time, I want to taste, to touch, to give rather than endure.

I take him in my hand, marveling at the contrast—his hardness, my softness. When I lower my head, taking him into my mouth, his sharp intake of breath sends a thrill through me.

"God," he groans, his hand coming to rest gently on my head. Not pushing, just connecting.

I take my time, exploring what makes his breath catch, what makes his muscles tense. There's power in this, I realize—power in giving pleasure freely, in wanting to give it.

His fingers tangle in my hair. "Priya," he warns, his voice strained. "I'm close."

I don't pull away. Instead, I take him deeper, wanting to taste all of him. When he comes with a low groan, I swallow, savoring the intimacy of the moment.

After, I rest my head on his thigh, looking up at him. His eyes are dark, intense.

"Dangerous," he murmurs, stroking my cheek. "You're dangerous in the right hands."

I smile, feeling something unfamiliar bloom in my chest. Pride. Satisfaction. Worth.

* * *

Morning light spills across my office floor, highlighting the evidence of last night—papers still scattered, my desk slightly askew. I run my fingers over the wooden surface, remembering the weight of his body, the impossible fullness, the way he looked at me like I contained universes.

He's gone now. Left at dawn with a lingering kiss and whispered words I'm still turning over in my mind.

"Remember who you became last night. She's the real you."

I gather my things methodically, smoothing my skirt, adjusting my blouse. My body feels different—tender in places, awakened in others. There's a pleasant soreness between my thighs that reminds me with each step that last night wasn't a dream.

On my desk sits a package wrapped in brown paper. I unwrap it carefully to find his latest novel—the one I'd underlined and dog-eared at home. But this is a new copy, pristine except for an inscription on the title page.

"To Priya—Stop letting the world write your story. Take the pen. —Wes"

My fingers trace his bold handwriting. He's gone to another campus today, another city tomorrow. Our night together was never meant to be more than what it was: a revelation, an awakening.

Yet something fundamental has shifted inside me. The woman who walked into this office yesterday is not the same one preparing to leave it now.

I tuck the book into my bag and lock my office door behind me. The hallway stretches before me, sunlight streaming through tall windows. Students pass, some nodding in recognition. I notice a group of girls from my Victorian Literature seminar whispering, glancing my way.

Before, I would have ducked my head, hurried past, assumed they were criticizing my lecture or my outfit or my accent.

Today, I meet their eyes. Smile slightly. One of them blushes and waves.

"Professor Kapoor! Your recommendation of that Wes Calder novel was spot on. I stayed up all night finishing it."

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," I reply, my voice steadier than it's ever been. "His understanding of female desire is... quite remarkable."

The words hang in the air, bold and unapologetic. The student nods enthusiastically, unaware of the double meaning, but I feel a small thrill at my own daring.

I continue across campus, noticing details I've overlooked for years—the way sunlight dapples the brick walkway, the scent of blooming jasmine near the humanities building, the sound of laughter from the student union. My senses feel heightened, as if Wes unlocked not just my body but my perception.

My phone buzzes with a text from Raj: Dinner tonight?

Three days ago, I would have said yes automatically, would have endured another evening of half-pleasure and full disappointment, would have told myself it was all I deserved.

I type back: No. I don't think we should see each other anymore.

Simple. Direct. True.

His response comes immediately: ???

I slip the phone back into my bag without replying. There's nothing more to say.

Near the campus gates, I pass a reflective window and catch a glimpse of myself—the same navy skirt, the same sensible flats, the same dark curls pinned back from my face. But something's different. My shoulders are straighter. My chin is higher. My eyes meet my own reflection without flinching away.

Wes saw something in me that I'd forgotten existed—a woman who burns, who wants, who takes. A woman unafraid of her own hunger.

He's gone, but what he awakened remains. That knowledge settles in my chest, warm and certain as I step through the gates and into the bright morning.

For the first time in years, Priya Kapoor wasn't afraid to take up space.


Shy Teacher Three - Amelia

The bedroom is too hot, or maybe it's just me. Ethan's weight pins me to the mattress, his lean body moving with practiced precision above mine. His eyes are closed, face twisted in concentration. I try to focus on the moment, on the sensation, on anything that might make my body respond the way it's supposed to.

But I'm floating somewhere near the ceiling, watching us like a science experiment gone wrong.

"You like that?" Ethan grunts, thrusting harder.

"Yeah," I lie, the word small in my throat. My fingers clutch at his shoulders, not from passion but to steady myself against the increasingly uncomfortable rhythm.

The dim light from my bedside lamp casts harsh shadows across his gym-sculpted body. Six months ago, when he first asked me out at the faculty mixer, I couldn't believe someone like him would notice someone like me. Now I understand why. Ethan collects experiences like trophies.

He shifts his angle, pushing deeper, and pain shoots through me.

"Wait—" I gasp, my body tensing. "That hurts."

Ethan's rhythm falters. "Just relax," he says, not slowing down. "You're too tense."

I try to make myself smaller beneath him, to accommodate, to be good at this. My hips twist away involuntarily.

"Ethan, please—"

He groans, frustration evident in his voice. "Fine." He pulls out abruptly, grabbing my hand and wrapping my fingers around his erect cock. The sudden shift makes me flinch.

His skin is hot and slick beneath my palm. I don't know what to do, how to move. Each awkward stroke of my hand produces a wet, sliding sound that fills the quiet bedroom. My cheeks burn with embarrassment.

"Like this," he commands, placing his hand over mine, setting a rhythm that's mechanical, impersonal.

I'm invisible now. Just a tool. His breathing grows ragged, head thrown back, eyes closed. He's not seeing me at all. My stomach knots as his hips jerk forward. Seconds later, he tenses and hot spurts land across my stomach and chest. The warm, sticky sensation makes me want to disappear into the mattress.

He collapses beside me, satisfied. I lie there, dirty and hollow, wondering how something so intimate could feel so empty.

I pull the sheet up to cover my chest, my 5'1" frame disappearing into the bedding. My thick red hair, which had started the evening in a neat bun, now sticks to my neck in sweaty tendrils. I feel the familiar heat of embarrassment creeping up my neck and across my cheeks.

Ethan falls beside me, breathing heavily. "You're just really tight. You should stretch more or something."

I stare at the ceiling. The statement hangs between us, clinical and cold, like we're discussing proper form for a deadlift instead of my apparent sexual inadequacy.

"Maybe it's me," I whisper, hating how small my voice sounds.

He shrugs, already reaching for his phone on the nightstand. "Maybe. You should look into that."

The blue light from his screen illuminates his face as he scrolls through Instagram, double-tapping gym selfies and protein shake advertisements. I watch his profile, wondering how someone can be inside you one minute and completely absent the next.

"I should probably head out," he says after a few minutes, not looking up from his phone. "Early training session tomorrow."

"Right." I nod, relief and disappointment mixing in my chest.

I don't move from the bed as he dresses, gathering his clothes with efficiency. No lingering touches, no soft kisses. Just the rustle of fabric and the jingle of keys.

"I'll text you," he says at my bedroom door, finally looking at me. His eyes drift over my body with detached assessment. "Maybe try those stretches? It could be fun."

The front door clicks shut behind him, and silence fills my small apartment. I sit up, pulling my oversized hoodie from the floor and tugging it over my head. The soft cotton feels like armor against my skin, still pink from awkward friction.

I hug my knees to my chest, my deep blue eyes fixed on nothing in particular. The bedsheets smell like his cologne and disappointment.

I don't think I'm broken. I just don't think he's the one who could fix me.

My phone buzzes with a text. I expect it's Ethan with some afterthought, but instead, it's an email notification from Principal Webber:

Staff Announcement: Temporary Department Restructuring

I scan the message, my eyes widening at the words "gym teacher swap" and "interdepartmental collaboration." Mr. Reid from Physical Education will be working with the Science Department for the next six weeks on a special health curriculum project.

Jaxon Reid. The mountain of a man who barely acknowledges my existence in the teachers' lounge. The one whose deep voice makes something in my stomach flip even when he's just asking someone to move so he can reach the coffee pot.

I set my phone down and pull my fuzzy-socked feet closer to my body. Six weeks working with Jaxon Reid. Six weeks of feeling even smaller and more invisible than I already do.

Maybe this is just what sex is for girls like me. Maybe this is just what life is for women who take up as little space as possible.

I reach over and switch off the lamp, darkness flooding the room. Tomorrow I'll be Miss Bryne again—composed, professional, hiding behind glasses and cardigans. No one will know about tonight. No one will see the way my body refuses to cooperate, the way pleasure seems to exist in some parallel universe I can't access.

No one will know how much I wish someone would look at me—really look at me—and see something worth staying for.

* * *

I've never liked Mondays, but this one feels particularly cruel. My alarm blares at 5:30 AM, dragging me from fitful sleep filled with dreams of inadequacy. I fumble for my glasses on the nightstand, the world coming into focus with harsh clarity.

In the shower, I scrub at my skin like I'm trying to wash away the memory of Ethan's hands. The hot water turns my pale skin pink, my freckles standing out in stark relief. I close my eyes and let the water run over my face, wishing I could dissolve down the drain with it.

By 7:15, I'm at Westlake High, cardigan buttoned to my collarbone, hair twisted into a neat bun, sensible flats clicking against linoleum. Miss Bryne: invisible, reliable, safe. The halls are still quiet as I make my way to the staff room to prepare for first period Chemistry.

The coffee machine gurgles in the corner as I slip through the door. A few early-bird teachers cluster around the center table, their Monday morning faces a mix of resignation and caffeine-fueled determination. I keep my head down, making a beeline for the electric kettle. Tea, not coffee. Predictable, like everything else about me.

"Morning, Amelia," says Diane from English. She's wearing a bold geometric print dress that makes my pastel cardigan feel even more washed-out.

"Morning," I murmur, dunking a tea bag into hot water. The bergamot scent rises in comforting tendrils.

Principal Webber bursts through the door, his balding head shiny with sweat despite the cool September morning. "Crisis, folks," he announces, waving a clipboard. The room quiets immediately.

"Coach Michaels is out with pneumonia. Doctor says at least two weeks." He scans the room, eyes darting from face to face. "We need coverage for girls' PE, third period. State regulations require a female staff member present during gym for the girls' classes."

The women in the room suddenly find their coffee cups fascinating. Linda from Math develops a sudden interest in her phone. Diane starts rifling through papers in her bag.

Principal Webber's gaze lands on me, and I feel myself shrinking behind my mug. "Amelia, you're free during third, right? I checked the schedule."

My mouth opens, then closes. I want to lie, to say I have lab prep or a doctor's appointment or literally anything else. But the words stick in my throat.

"I—" My voice comes out small. "I haven't been in a gym since I was seventeen."

Principal Webber waves away my concern. "You're just supervising. Coach Reid will handle the actual teaching. You'll be fine."

The universe has a twisted sense of humor. Last night, I couldn't even handle basic human intimacy, and today I'm expected to face thirty teenage girls and their judgment in a gymnasium.

"Sure," I hear myself say, the people-pleaser in me winning out. "I can help."

Principal Webber beams. "Excellent! Crisis averted." He scribbles something on his clipboard.

The staff room door swings open again, and the air changes. It's subtle—a collective intake of breath, a straightening of spines, a shift in energy. I don't need to turn around to know who's entered.

Jaxon Reid.

He fills the doorway like it was built too small, 6'4" of solid muscle and quiet authority. His tracksuit—always black—stretches across broad shoulders and thick thighs. The sleeves are pushed up to his elbows, revealing forearms corded with veins and dusted with dark hair. His jaw is square, stubbled, set in a permanent expression of calm assessment.

He nods at the room, hazel eyes scanning until they land on Principal Webber. "You needed me?"

His voice is deep, unhurried. The kind of voice that doesn't need to raise to command attention.

"Ah, Reid! Perfect timing. Miss Bryne here has graciously agreed to supervise the girls' PE class while Coach Michaels is out."

Jaxon's gaze shifts to me, and I feel it like a physical touch. His eyes—golden-green in the fluorescent light—take me in from head to toe. Not leering, not dismissing. Just... seeing.

I clutch my mug tighter, suddenly aware of how small I am. My 5'1" frame feels impossibly tiny in his presence. Heat crawls up my neck, spreading across my cheeks in what I know is a vivid blush.

He crosses the room in three strides, stopping a respectful distance away. Up close, he smells like clean laundry and something woodsy. His hand, when he extends it, is twice the size of mine.

"You're the science sub for PE?" he asks, his voice quiet but clear.

I place my hand in his, feeling calluses against my soft palm. "Apparently I'm brave enough to die in sneakers today," I say, attempting humor to mask my discomfort.

The corner of his mouth lifts slightly—not quite a smile, but something. His hand engulfs mine completely, warm and steady.

"You'll survive," he says, releasing my hand. "Just stay close to me."

Something in my stomach flutters traitorously. The way he says "stay close" doesn't sound like a suggestion. It sounds like a command, like a promise.

I swallow hard, nodding.

He turns to grab coffee, and I watch the muscles in his back shift beneath his shirt. This man is made of concrete. And I'm... Play-Doh. Soft, malleable, easily squished.

The bell rings, signaling five minutes until first period. Teachers scatter, gathering papers and last sips of coffee.

"Third period," Jaxon says as he passes me on his way out, those hazel eyes meeting mine again. "Gym three. Bring water."

Then he's gone, leaving me clutching my cooling tea, wondering how I'm supposed to spend an hour in a gymnasium with a man who makes me feel like I might combust from a simple handshake.

I smooth down my cardigan with trembling fingers. It's just PE. Just one class. Just six weeks.

What could possibly go wrong?

* * *

The next three hours of Chemistry and Biology classes are a blur. I explain molecular structures and cell division on autopilot, my mind fixed on third period like an impending doom. By the time the second-period bell rings, my stomach is a tight knot of anxiety.

I rush to the faculty bathroom, splashing cold water on my flushed face. The mirror reflects my wide blue eyes, pupils dilated with nerves. I tug at my cardigan, straightening it unnecessarily, and attempt to smooth flyaway strands of copper hair back into my bun.

"It's just PE," I whisper to my reflection. "You're an adult. A professional."

My reflection doesn't look convinced.

I change into the emergency sneakers I keep in my classroom closet for lab days. They're pristine white—barely worn—unlike the scuffed, well-used trainers the other teachers sport. One more way I don't fit in.

The hallway to the gymnasium stretches before me like a gauntlet. I clutch my water bottle, remembering Jaxon's instruction. The double doors loom ahead, and I push through them with a deep breath.

The gymnasium is empty. A note taped to the equipment room door reads: "FIELD 3 - SOCCER" in bold black marker.

Of course. It's a beautiful September day. Why would they stay inside?

I follow the path around the building to the athletic fields, where the unmistakable sound of teenage girls chattering and laughing grows louder. Field 3 comes into view—a wide expanse of green where thirty girls in gym uniforms stand in loose formation.

And there's Jaxon, towering above them like a sentinel.

He's changed into shorts that reveal thick, muscular legs dusted with dark hair. His black polo shirt stretches across his broad chest and shoulders, the school logo small and white against the expanse of fabric. A silver whistle hangs around his neck, catching sunlight.

He spots me immediately, raising a hand in acknowledgment. The girls turn, following his gaze, their expressions curious as I approach.

"Miss Bryne," he calls, voice carrying across the field. "Just in time."

I hurry over, conscious of thirty pairs of teenage eyes assessing my cardigan, skirt, and too-clean sneakers. I don't belong here, and everyone knows it.

"Sorry," I say, though I'm not late. "I wasn't sure where—"

"You're fine," he interrupts, and something about the way he says it makes my cheeks warm. He turns to the class. "Ladies, Miss Bryne will be assisting while Coach Michaels is out. Give her the same respect you'd give me."

A few girls nod. Most look skeptical.

Jaxon blows his whistle, and the girls scatter into pre-arranged teams, leaving us momentarily alone.

"What should I do?" I ask, my voice small against the open air.

His eyes scan my outfit, lingering on my sensible skirt. "Just watch. Make sure no one's injured or causing trouble. I'll handle the rest."

I nod, relieved. Observation I can do. It's practically my default state.

The next twenty minutes pass in a blur of running girls, shouted instructions, and the rhythmic thud of feet against soccer balls. I stand at the sidelines, trying to look authoritative while feeling completely out of place.

Jaxon moves among the players with surprising grace for such a large man. His instructions are clear, direct. The girls respond to him without question, their faces flushed with exertion and—for some of the older ones—obvious admiration.

I can't blame them. There's something magnetic about the way he commands space. The sun catches in his dark hair, highlighting strands of copper I hadn't noticed before. Sweat glistens on his forearms as he demonstrates a proper kick, the muscles flexing with controlled power.

I'm so distracted watching him that I don't notice the ball sailing toward me until it's too late.

"Miss Bryne! Heads up!" a girl shouts.

I turn, eyes widening at the black and white sphere hurtling toward my face. Instinct kicks in—I step backward, trying to dodge, but my heel catches on something. The world tilts. My arms pinwheel uselessly as I fall backward.

Instead of hitting ground, I slam into something solid and warm. Large hands grip my waist, steadying me. My back presses against a hard chest, and I feel the rumble of a deep voice through my spine.

"I've got you."

Jaxon's hands span my entire waist, his fingers nearly meeting at my front. Heat radiates from his palms through the thin fabric of my blouse. I'm hyperaware of every point of contact—his chest against my shoulders, his breath stirring the hair at my temple, his thighs behind mine.

He turns me to face him, hands still gripping my waist, and I'm struck by our size difference. My head barely reaches the middle of his chest. I have to tilt my neck to meet his eyes.

Those eyes. Golden-green in the sunlight, intense and unreadable. They hold mine, searching for something I'm not sure I want him to find.

"Are you okay?" he asks, voice low enough that only I can hear.

I'm not. Every nerve ending in my body has come alive under his touch. I can feel the hard planes of his body, the strength in his hands as they grip me. There's a solidness to him that makes me feel fragile and protected all at once.

"I'm—I'm fine," I stammer, my voice breathless. "That was nothing."

His expression shifts, something darkening in his eyes. His hands tighten fractionally on my waist.

"That wasn't nothing," he says quietly.

The moment stretches between us, taut with something I don't dare name. His thumbs brush against my sides—so subtle I might have imagined it. I'm suddenly, acutely aware of how my body responds to his proximity: heart racing, skin flushing, a warmth pooling low in my belly.

A girl's voice breaks the spell. "Coach Reid! Are we still playing?"

He releases me slowly, one hand sliding to my lower back as he helps me fully upright. That hand stays there, warm and steady, as he turns to address the class.

"Five-minute water break," he calls, voice normal despite the tension still vibrating between us.

The girls disperse, but his hand remains on my back. Five fingers splayed across my spine, burning through cotton and, I'm certain, leaving an imprint on my skin.

"His hands are so big. They covered my entire waist," my mind whispers traitorously.

When he finally drops his hand, I feel its absence like a physical loss. I step away, putting distance between us, suddenly terrified of my body's response to his touch.

"Why didn't he let go? Why didn't I want him to?"

He watches me retreat, something unspoken in his gaze. For the first time, I wonder if Jaxon Reid sees more of me than I've ever let anyone see.

The thought is terrifying. And thrilling.

* * *

The girls file back to the field, red-faced and giggling. I stand awkwardly at the sidelines, my skin still humming from Jaxon's touch. For the remainder of class, I catch him watching me when he thinks I'm not looking. Each time our eyes meet, something electric passes between us.

When he blows the final whistle, I exhale with relief. Survived. Barely.

"Miss Bryne, can you help collect the cones?" Jaxon asks as the girls head toward the locker rooms.

"Of course," I say too quickly, my people-pleasing instincts kicking in before my brain can process the request.

The field empties until it's just us, gathering scattered equipment under the September sun. I stack orange cones, their plastic warm from baking in the heat. My cardigan feels too heavy now, sweat prickling along my hairline and between my shoulder blades.

"Equipment room's this way," Jaxon says, nodding toward a small building adjacent to the field. He balances a mesh bag of soccer balls on one shoulder, the muscles in his arm flexing with the weight.

I follow him, struggling with my armful of cones. The door to the equipment room is heavy steel, and he holds it open with one hand, gesturing for me to enter first.

"Watch your step," he warns as I squeeze past him, our bodies briefly touching. Even that fleeting contact sends a jolt through me.

The equipment room is smaller than I expected—a cramped concrete space lined with metal shelving. It smells of rubber, sweat, and the faint chemical tang of cleaning supplies. The overhead fluorescent light flickers, casting everything in harsh, uneven illumination.

Jaxon steps in behind me, and the door swings shut with a heavy metallic clang. Suddenly, the space feels impossibly small. He takes up so much of it, his presence overwhelming in the confined area.

"Cones go on that shelf," he says, pointing to a spot above my head.

I move toward it, stretching on tiptoes, but I'm several inches too short. The shelf might as well be on the ceiling.

"Let me," he says, stepping closer. His chest presses against my back as he reaches over me, taking the cones from my hands. His body heat envelops me, and I freeze, caught between the cold metal shelving and his solid warmth.

As he places the cones on the shelf, his shirt rides up slightly, revealing a strip of tanned skin and the defined muscles of his lower abdomen. I look away quickly, but not before noticing the trail of dark hair disappearing beneath his waistband.

My hands shake as I step away, bumping into a plastic bin of smaller cones. It topples, scattering bright orange pyramids across the concrete floor.

"I'm sorry," I gasp, dropping to my knees to gather them. "I'm so clumsy—"

"You're fine," Jaxon says, kneeling beside me. In this position, we're face to face, closer than we've ever been. I can see the flecks of gold in his hazel eyes, the slight shadow of stubble along his jaw, a tiny scar near his right eyebrow.

His hand covers mine as we reach for the same cone, and I freeze. He doesn't move away. Instead, his fingers curl around mine, warm and rough with calluses.

"I've seen you around for months, you know," he says, voice low and quiet in the small space.

My heart hammers against my ribs. "You have?"

"Hard not to." His thumb traces a small circle on the back of my hand. "Especially when you blush every time I look at you."

Heat floods my cheeks, confirming his observation. "I don't—"

"You're doing it right now." The corner of his mouth lifts in a half-smile that makes my stomach flip.

I pull my hand away, clutching the cone like a shield. "We should finish cleaning up."

"We should," he agrees, but makes no move to stand.

I rise shakily to my feet, and he follows, his body unfolding to its full height. In the cramped space, he seems even larger, towering over me. I back up instinctively until my spine presses against the metal shelving.

"You're... you're very... large," I stammer, immediately regretting the words.

His eyes darken, that half-smile growing more pronounced. "That's not a complaint, is it?"

The question hangs between us, loaded with meaning. My breath catches in my throat.

"It's... definitely a warning," I manage, my voice barely above a whisper.

He steps closer, one hand coming to rest on the shelf beside my head. "Warning received," he murmurs. "But I don't think you want me to back away."

He's right. God help me, he's right. I should be backing away. I should be making excuses to leave. I should be worried about what would happen if someone walked in and found us like this—me pressed against the shelving, him looming over me, the air between us thick with tension.

But all I can think about is how his mouth would taste. Just once. Just to know.

"You're not saying anything," he observes, his voice dropping lower. "Tell me to step back, Amelia. Tell me I'm reading this wrong."

My name on his lips sends a shiver down my spine. Not Miss Bryne. Amelia. Like we're equals here, in this hot, cramped space that smells of sweat and possibility.

"I can't," I whisper.

"Can't what?" He leans closer, his breath warm against my cheek.

"Can't tell you to step back." The confession escapes before I can stop it. "I don't want you to."

His free hand comes up to brush a strand of hair from my face, tucking it behind my ear. The gentle gesture from such powerful hands makes me tremble.

"What do you want, Amelia?" he asks, his fingers trailing down my neck to rest at the pulse point hammering beneath my skin.

I should back away. I should leave. I should scream if someone sees us.

But I want to know how his mouth tastes. Just once.

"I want—" I start, my voice failing me.

His eyes drop to my lips, then back to my eyes, asking a silent question. I answer by tilting my face up toward his, a barely perceptible movement, but he catches it.

His hand slides to cup the back of my neck, fingers threading through the hair at my nape. The touch sends electricity racing down my spine, and I gasp softly.

"Last chance to stop this," he murmurs, his lips hovering just above mine.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the pull between us. "I don't want to stop."

His mouth meets mine, and the world narrows to this single point of contact. The kiss is tentative at first—a question, not a demand. His lips are softer than I expected, a gentle pressure that makes my knees weaken.

Then his hand tightens in my hair, tilting my head back further, and the kiss deepens. His tongue traces the seam of my lips, asking for entry. I open to him with a small sound that's swallowed by his mouth.

The taste of him—mint and coffee and man—floods my senses. His other arm wraps around my waist, lifting me slightly until I'm pressed fully against him, my feet barely touching the ground. The solid wall of his chest against my softer curves makes me acutely aware of our size difference.

He breaks the kiss, his breathing ragged against my cheek. "Is this okay?" he asks, his voice a low rumble that I feel through my entire body.

I can't speak, can only nod, my fingers clutching at his shoulders for stability.

"I need to hear you say it," he insists, his hand still cradling the back of my head. "Tell me you want this."

"I want this," I whisper, the words feeling like a confession torn from somewhere deep inside me. "I want you."

Something flashes in his eyes—relief, hunger, satisfaction. He lowers his head again, but instead of returning to my mouth, his lips brush against my neck. Soft, exploratory kisses that trail from my jaw to my collarbone. Each touch of his lips sends shivers cascading down my spine.

"Been thinking about this," he murmurs against my skin. "Since the first time I saw you in the teachers' lounge. All buttoned up in those cardigans."

His words shock me. "You noticed me? Before today?"

He pulls back, his expression almost offended. "Of course I noticed you." His thumb traces my lower lip, still sensitive from his kiss. "Hard not to notice the only woman in the building who blushes when I walk into a room."

Heat floods my cheeks at his observation. I've been so careful, so contained. The thought that he's been watching me, noticing me, while I thought I was invisible makes my heart race.

His hand slides from my waist to my hip, squeezing gently. "You're so small," he says, wonder in his voice. "My hand covers half your waist."

I look down at where his fingers splay across my body, tan against the pale blue of my blouse. He's right—his hand is massive compared to my frame. The sight of it sends a jolt of arousal through me that I don't fully understand.

"You're really..." I hesitate, then push the words out, "...big."

His eyes darken at my observation, pupils dilating until only a thin ring of hazel remains. "Does that scare you?"

"Yes," I admit, then surprise myself by adding, "but not enough to stop."

He smiles—a real smile that transforms his usually stoic face. "Good."

His hands move to the buttons of my cardigan, pausing with a questioning look. I nod, and he begins undoing them one by one, his large fingers surprisingly deft. The cardigan falls open, and he pushes it off my shoulders, letting it drop to the floor.

I should be cold in just my thin blouse, but heat radiates from his body, enveloping me. His hands return to my waist, then slide upward, skimming the sides of my breasts. Even that indirect touch makes me gasp.

"Sensitive," he observes, his voice thick. "I like that."

His thumbs brush over my nipples through the fabric of my blouse and bra, and my head falls back with a soft moan. No one has ever touched me like this—with such deliberate attention, such focus on my reactions.

"Want to see you," he murmurs, fingers moving to the top button of my blouse. "Can I?"

I nod, unable to form words as he slowly unbuttons my blouse, revealing the simple white cotton bra beneath. I resist the urge to cross my arms, to hide myself from his gaze. I'm not voluptuous or toned—just soft curves and pale skin dotted with freckles.

But the way he looks at me—like I'm something precious, something to be savored—makes me feel beautiful for the first time in my life.

"Perfect," he breathes, his hands sliding beneath the open blouse to cup my breasts. "Fit perfectly in my hands."

His touch is reverent, exploratory. He watches my face as he kneads gently, learning what makes my breath catch, what makes me press into his hands for more. When his thumbs circle my nipples through the cotton, I whimper.

"Like that?" he asks, his voice a low rumble.

"Yes," I gasp, arching into his touch.

He lowers his head, pressing his mouth to the swell of my breast above the bra cup. The heat of his breath through the thin fabric makes me shiver. Then his tongue traces the edge of the cup, and I clutch at his shoulders, overwhelmed by the sensation.

His hands move to the clasp between my breasts, unhooked with a quick motion that speaks of experience. The bra loosens, and he pushes it aside, exposing me fully to his gaze.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, cupping the weight of my breasts in his palms. The contrast of his large, tanned hands against my pale skin is startlingly erotic.

When his mouth closes over my nipple, warm and wet, my knees buckle. His arm wraps around my waist, supporting me as he laves the sensitive peak with his tongue. The dual sensation of his mouth on one breast and his hand on the other sends sparks of pleasure shooting through my body, converging between my thighs.

"Jaxon," I breathe, my fingers threading through his short dark hair.

He hums against my skin, the vibration adding another layer of sensation. His free hand slides down my side, over my hip, finding the hem of my skirt. He pauses, looking up at me with a question in his eyes.

"Yes," I whisper, giving him permission to continue.

His hand slips under my skirt, warm palm sliding up my thigh. When he reaches the edge of my underwear, his fingers trace the elastic band, teasing but not crossing that final boundary.

"Tell me what you want," he says, his voice rough with desire.

What do I want? The question echoes in my mind. I want everything he's willing to give me. I want to know what it feels like to be touched by someone who sees me, really sees me. I want to forget every awkward, disappointing sexual encounter I've ever had.

"Touch me," I whisper, the words barely audible. "Please."

His fingers slip beneath the elastic, and I gasp as they encounter the slick heat between my thighs. His eyes widen slightly, darkening with satisfaction at finding me so wet, so ready for him.

"So responsive," he murmurs, his finger sliding through my folds with gentle exploration. "So perfect."

When he finds my clit, circling it with light pressure, my hips jerk involuntarily. "Oh!"

"Good?" he asks, watching my face intently.

"Yes," I breathe, my eyes fluttering closed as he continues the slow, deliberate circles. "Don't stop."

He doesn't. His touch is sure, confident, reading my body's responses with uncanny accuracy. When he slides a finger inside me, I clench around the intrusion, my inner walls stretching to accommodate even that much of him.

"Tight," he groans, his forehead pressing against mine. "So tight."

A second finger joins the first, stretching me further, and I whimper at the fullness. It's not pain—not quite—but an intensity that borders on too much. He stills his hand, letting me adjust.

"Okay?" he asks, concern evident in his voice.

I nod, shifting my hips experimentally. The movement sends his fingers deeper, and I gasp at the sensation. "Yes. Just... big."

He smiles against my temple, pressing a kiss there. "We'll go slow. This is not yet big."

His fingers begin to move, a gentle in-and-out motion that has me panting against his shoulder. His thumb finds my clit again, circling in time with the thrusts of his fingers, and pleasure builds low in my belly, tightening like a spring.

"That's it," he encourages, his voice a rough whisper in my ear. "Let go for me, Amelia."

The use of my name, the intimacy of his voice in my ear, the skilled movement of his fingers—it all combines to push me toward an edge I've rarely approached, let alone crossed. My thighs begin to tremble, my breathing shallow and quick.

"I can't—" I gasp, not sure if I'm trying to tell him I can't come or I can't stop myself from coming.

"You can," he assures me, his fingers curling inside me to hit a spot that makes stars explode behind my eyelids. "I've got you."

The pleasure crests suddenly, washing over me in waves that have me crying out, my body clenching rhythmically around his fingers. He works me through it, his movements slowing but not stopping until the last tremor subsides.

I collapse against him, boneless and panting. His arms wrap around me, supporting my weight as my legs threaten to give out.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, pressing kisses to my temple, my cheek, the corner of my mouth. "So beautiful when you come."

I should be embarrassed by his words, by how easily he unraveled me, but I'm too dazed with pleasure to care. I feel his arousal pressed against my stomach, hard and insistent through his track pants.

Tentatively, I reach down, my hand brushing against the impressive bulge. He hisses through his teeth, his hips jerking slightly at even that light touch.

"You don't have to," he says, though the strain in his voice suggests he very much wants me to.

"I want to," I reply, finding courage in the aftermath of my release. "Show me."

He searches my face for a moment, then nods. His hands move to the waistband of his track pants, pushing them down along with his underwear in one smooth motion.

My eyes widen as his erection springs free, thick and long and intimidating. My hand flies to my mouth, a small gasp escaping me. "You're... oh my God."

He's massive—proportional to the rest of him, I suppose, but still shocking in its size. I take an involuntary step back, my back pressing against the metal shelving.

"I can't..." I stammer, eyes fixed on his arousal. "I've never... I don't think I can take that."

Instead of being offended, he smiles—a slow, confident curve of his lips that sends heat pooling between my thighs again despite my apprehension.

"We'll go slow," he promises, stepping closer, his hand coming up to cup my cheek. "Unless you beg me not to."

The promise in his words makes me shiver. He leans down, capturing my lips in a kiss that's gentle but insistent, drawing me back from the edge of panic.

"Trust me?" he asks against my mouth.

And despite every logical reason not to—despite the fact that we're in a school equipment room, despite the fact that I barely know him beyond stolen glances and today's charged interactions—I do. I trust him.

"Yes," I whisper.

He smiles against my lips, then drops to his knees before me, his hands sliding up my calves to my thighs. "Then let me show you how good we can be together."

His fingers hook into my underwear, drawing it down my legs with agonizing slowness. I step out of them, trembling with anticipation and nerves. His hands guide my legs apart, and he looks up at me from his position on the floor, his eyes dark with desire.

"Hold onto the shelf," he instructs, his voice deep and commanding.

I obey, gripping the metal edge behind me as he lifts my right leg over his shoulder. The position opens me completely to him, and I feel exposed, vulnerable.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, his breath warm against my most intimate place. "Going to taste you now."

Before I can process his words, his mouth is on me, hot and wet and devastating. My head falls back with a gasp, my fingers tightening on the shelf as his tongue explores me with the same deliberate attention he's shown to the rest of my body.

When his tongue circles my clit, I cry out, my hips bucking against his mouth. He steadies me with his hands on my thighs, holding me open for his attentions. The sight of his dark head between my pale thighs, the feeling of his stubble against my sensitive skin, the sound of his appreciative groans—it's all too much and not enough.

Pleasure builds again, faster this time, spiraling higher and tighter with each skilled stroke of his tongue. When he slides two fingers inside me while sucking gently on my clit, I shatter, crying out his name as waves of pleasure crash over me.

This isn't sex. This is undoing. This is being taken apart piece by piece and put back together differently. This is revelation.

As the aftershocks subside, he rises to his feet, his arousal still prominent between us. He kisses me deeply, and I taste myself on his tongue—tangy and intimate.

"Still scared?" he asks, his voice rough with need.

I shake my head, dazed and wanting. "Not scared. Just... overwhelmed."

He smiles, brushing hair from my face with tender fingers. "We can stop here. This can be enough for today."

The offer—sincere despite his obvious arousal—makes something warm unfurl in my chest. He's giving me a choice, an out if I need it.

But I don't want an out. I want him. All of him.

"I want more," I whisper, my hand reaching between us to touch him tentatively. "I want you."

His breath catches as my fingers wrap around him—or try to, unable to fully encircle his girth. "You're sure?"

I nod, squeezing gently, learning the feel of him. "Yes. Just... go slow."

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a condom. The sight of it makes this real in a way nothing else has. This is happening. Here. Now. With him.

"Turn around," he says, his voice low and commanding.

I obey, facing the metal shelving. His hands slide up my sides, pushing my skirt higher until it bunches around my waist. His chest presses against my back, solid and warm. I feel small, completely enveloped by him.

"Hands on the shelf," he instructs.

I grip the metal edge, my heart pounding. He kicks my feet wider apart, positioning me. The sound of the condom wrapper tearing sends a shiver down my spine.

"Going to go slow," he promises, one hand on my hip, the other guiding himself to my entrance. "Tell me if it's too much."

The blunt head of him presses against me, and I tense involuntarily.

"Breathe," he murmurs against my ear. "Relax for me."

I inhale deeply, trying to let the tension flow out of my body. He pushes forward slightly, just enough for the tip to breach me. The stretch is immediate, intense.

"Oh," I gasp, my fingers tightening on the shelf.

"Too much?" he asks, immediately stilling.

"No," I breathe. "Just... give me a moment."

His hand slides around to my front, fingers finding my clit, circling gently. Pleasure blooms, helping me relax around him. He pushes forward another inch, and I moan at the delicious stretch.

"That's it," he encourages, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Taking me so well."

Inch by careful inch, he works himself into me, pausing whenever I tense, distracting me with his skilled fingers until I'm ready for more. When he's finally seated fully inside me, we both groan.

"So full," I whisper, overwhelmed by the sensation of being completely filled, stretched to my limit.

"So tight," he growls, his forehead dropping to my shoulder. "Perfect. You feel perfect."

He holds still inside me, letting me adjust to his size. The feeling is overwhelming—like being split open and made whole at the same time. His breath is hot against my neck, his massive body curved around mine, protective and possessive.

"Move," I whisper. "Please."

He withdraws slightly, then pushes back in with careful restraint. The friction sends sparks shooting up my spine.

"More," I gasp, surprising myself with my boldness.

His grip on my hips tightens. He pulls out further this time before driving back in, setting a rhythm that has me gasping with each thrust. The shelf rattles beneath my hands.

"Fuck, Amelia," he groans, his control slipping. "You feel incredible."

His pace quickens, each thrust harder than the last. The equipment room fills with the sounds of skin against skin, our mingled breathing, the metal shelving protesting our movements. I should be embarrassed by how loud we're being, but I can't bring myself to care.

"Harder," I hear myself beg. "Please, Jaxon."

He responds immediately, driving into me with an intensity that knocks the breath from my lungs. One hand leaves my hip to wrap around my waist, holding me steady as he pounds into me. The other slides between my legs, finding my clit with unerring accuracy.

"Come for me again," he commands, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves. "Want to feel you come around my cock."

His crude words send a thrill through me. I've never been spoken to like this—never been fucked like this—and it's intoxicating. The dual sensations of his thick length stretching me and his fingers working my clit push me rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm close," I whimper, my inner walls clenching around him.

"That's it," he growls. "Let go."

The orgasm hits me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I've experienced before. I cry out his name, my body convulsing around him as pleasure crashes through me in relentless waves.

He groans, his rhythm faltering as my inner muscles clamp down on him. "Fuck, I'm coming," he gasps, driving into me one final time before shuddering against my back, his release pulsing inside me.

* * *

The final bell rings, and my students file out, chattering about molecular structures and tomorrow's quiz. I gather my papers, still feeling the delicious ache between my thighs, the ghost of his hands on my skin.

The classroom empties. Silence settles like dust motes in the afternoon light. I catch my reflection in the glass cabinet where I store the lab equipment—and pause.

I barely recognize the woman staring back at me. My lips are fuller, slightly swollen from his kisses. A flush still colors my neck, disappearing beneath my buttoned blouse where more evidence of his attention hides. But it's my eyes that stop me. They're... different. Brighter. Like someone lit a flame behind them.

My hair is still neat in its low bun, but a few strands have escaped, curling against my neck where his breath had been hot just hours ago. I reach up to tuck them back, and my hand trembles slightly at the memory.

A shadow passes my doorway. Jaxon. He doesn't enter, doesn't speak. Just taps the doorframe once with his knuckles as he walks by, a quiet acknowledgment that makes heat pool low in my belly.

I smile—not the shy, uncertain smile I usually wear, but something else. Something satisfied and knowing. My reflection smiles back, and for the first time in years, I don't look away.

I gather my things, each movement reminding me of how thoroughly he claimed me. The soreness is a badge, a secret I'll carry home like a treasure.

__________________________________________________________________________
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