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Turned on by her Tutor




Week 1

Sophia slipped into the small tutorial room, her heart racing for no reason she could articulate. Second year was supposed to be easier—she knew the campus, understood the expectations, had mastered the art of balancing assignments with just enough social life to stay sane. Yet something about this particular Friday afternoon had her stomach in knots.

Then he walked in.

Nathan Parker, PhD. The name on her schedule hadn't prepared her for the reality. He couldn't have been more than twenty-five, with shoulders that filled out his casual button-down. When he smiled at the small group, Sophia felt heat rise to her cheeks.

"Welcome to your first Advanced Human Biology tutorial," he said, voice deeper than she'd expected. "I'm Dr. Parker, but please call me Nathan. We'll be spending the next twelve weeks together supplementing Professor Jones’s lectures and exploring the intricacies of the human body together."

The human body. Sophia swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of her own. She crossed her legs under the desk as Nathan began distributing the syllabus.

"To get the obvious out of the way first, as this is a tutorial group, I expect participation," he said as he began distributing notes to the assembled students. Their fingers brushed as he handed her the papers, and Sophia nearly gasped at the contact.

"And you are?" he asked, eyes meeting hers.

"Sophia," she managed, voice embarrassingly breathy. "Sophia Reyes."

"Sophia," he repeated, and somehow her name sounded different in his mouth. "Nice to meet you."

About twenty minutes into the session, Sophia realised she'd retained nothing about homeostasis or cell structure. Instead, her mind had wandered to how Nathan's hands might feel against her skin once more, how his stubble might scratch against her neck if he—

"Sophia? Your thoughts on the reading for next week?"

She blinked, mortified. "I'm sorry, could you repeat the question?"

His eyes lingered on her face a moment too long. "Chapter three. The endocrine system. Particularly the section on hormones and their effects on human behaviour."

How appropriate, she thought, feeling her own hormones betraying her completely.

"I… It looks a bit dense, but I'll make sure to review it thoroughly," she said, trying to sound professional despite the heat pooling low in her belly. The muffled sniggers from other students raised a blush in her cheeks. Clearly she hadn’t quite covered that she’d been caught daydreaming.

When class ended, Sophia gathered her things slowly, watching from beneath lowered lashes as Nathan spoke with another student. His hands gestured animatedly as he explained something enthusiastically, and Sophia found herself once again imagining those same hands exploring her body with equal enthusiasm.

This, she thought, was going to be a very long semester.

∞∞∞

Week 2

Sophia was five minutes early this time, claiming a seat in the second row where she could see him clearly without being too obvious. She'd spent the past seven days replaying their brief interaction, obsessing over it, analysing the moment their fingers had touched, wondering if she'd imagined the slight lingering of his gaze.

Each night, she'd opened her textbook with determined focus, only to find herself staring at the same paragraph about hormone receptors while her mind wandered to far less academic thoughts about her tutor.

When Nathan walked in, Sophia's mouth went dry. He wore a navy button-down today, the colour making his eyes appear deeper somehow. He greeted everyone with that same easy smile that made her chest tighten.

"I hope everyone's had a chance to read through chapter three," he said, setting his materials on the desk. "The endocrine system is fascinating—it's essentially the body's chemical messenger service."

Sophia nodded along, pen poised above her notebook, but the words blurred as she watched him move around the small room. What was it about him that made concentration impossible? Perhaps it was the way he existed in that perfect space between student and professor—close enough to her age that she could imagine conversations outside of class, yet possessing a confidence and knowledge that made him seem worlds away.

Nathan leaned against the desk, discussing feedback loops and glandular secretions while Sophia found herself fixated on the way his shirt stretched across his chest when he crossed his arms.

"It's getting warm in here," he commented casually, reaching for his sleeves. "Mind if I…?"

No one objected. Sophia certainly didn't, though her heart hammered as he methodically folded each sleeve up to his elbows, revealing tanned forearms with a light dusting of hair, the muscles shifting subtly beneath his skin as he moved. She watched, transfixed, as he reached for the whiteboard marker, focusing on one prominent vein that ran the length of his forearm. It put into her mind other potentially prominent veins… and other lengths.

Her breathing shallowed. She pressed her thighs together under the desk, suddenly aware of a pulsing warmth between them.

"Sophia, since you seemed interested in hormones and behaviour last week—would you like to explain how adrenaline affects the sympathetic nervous system?"

Her head snapped up, meeting his eyes. Was he teasing her? His expression remained professionally neutral, but something in his eyes—a slight crinkle at the corners—suggested he might have been enjoying her discomfort.

"Adrenaline," she began, voice steadier than she expected, "increases heart rate and respiration. It diverts blood flow to essential muscles, preparing the body for…" She paused, licking her suddenly dry lips. "For fight or flight."

"Excellent." His smile widened slightly. "And what physical signs might indicate elevated adrenaline levels?"

Sophia felt her cheeks flush. "Dilated pupils. Flushed skin. Rapid breathing."

"Precisely." He said, holding her gaze as if assessing her for just those physical signs.

She swallowed hard, half worried—half hopeful—that he might be able to read her mind, to somehow know what she thought about every time he looked at her. But he moved on without further comment.

Sophia stared down at her notes, the letters swimming before her eyes as her cheeks burned. What was wrong with her? She'd never been this distracted by anyone before, certainly not a teacher. She mentally scolded herself for acting like some lovesick teenager rather than a serious university student. These fantasies were ridiculous—inappropriate, unprofessional, and completely unbecoming of someone who genuinely prided herself on her academic focus.

And yet… even as she tried to concentrate—and she really did try—her mind kept drifting back to Nathan. Why him? Why now? Why here? Perhaps it was precisely because they were here. Here in this room full of other students. Here, where she had to maintain a façade of scholarly interest, even while her insides melted every time he glanced her way. The forbidden nature of her attraction, the need to hide it beneath a veneer of academic curiosity—that made it all the more intoxicating.

She recalled Jennifer from last week, how the petite blonde had lingered while everyone else was leaving, asking Nathan something, just the two of them. Sophia had packed up slowly, watching from the corner of her eye as Jennifer had leaned forward, her question delivered with such focused attention. And Nathan had responded in kind—his full concentration on Jennifer alone, his expression animated as he explained, those strong arms gesticulating.

Sophia wanted that—those precious moments of his undivided attention, just for her.

She spent the remainder of the class half-listening to the discussion about pituitary functions while crafting the perfect question. Something intelligent enough to showcase that she'd done the reading, but complex enough to warrant an extended explanation. Something that would make him look at her the way he'd looked at Jennifer—with respect and interest.

The tutorial raced by in a blur of hormones and chemical pathways. When Nathan finally closed his notes and reminded everyone about next week's reading, Sophia's heart began to pound. Students around her packed up, chairs scraping against the floor as they filed out. She deliberately took her time organising her notebook, waiting until the room had nearly emptied.

"Um, Nathan?" Her voice came out softer than intended as she approached his desk. She cleared her throat. "I was… hoping I could ask you something about the feedback mechanisms we discussed today."

He looked up, his expression shifting from distraction to focus as he registered her presence. "Of course, Sophia. What's on your mind?"

Now that she had his attention, standing so close that she could smell his subtle cologne, her carefully prepared question evaporated. "I was wondering about, um, the relationship between cortisol and…" she fumbled, her fingers nervously twisting the strap of her bag.

"Cortisol and?" he prompted, standing up from behind his desk.

"Well," she said, finding her footing. "I understand its role in stress response, but I'm curious about its influence on emotional processing. The textbook doesn't go into much detail."

His eyes lit up with what she hoped was genuine interest. "Ah! That's actually a fascinating area,” he beamed. “So, recent research suggests cortisol doesn't just prepare us physically for stress, but it alters our perception and emotional reactions too." Nathan stepped closer, pointing to a diagram in her textbook that she hadn't even realised she'd opened.

Sophia nodded mechanically as he continued explaining, but his proximity scrambled her thoughts. He leaned in further, his arm brushing against hers as he turned a page. The casual contact sent electricity through her body. And even after it, she could feel the warmth radiating from him, making her skin tingle where continued to almost touch.

His voice continued, deep and melodic, but the words lost meaning. All she could focus on was the strong column of his neck, the way his Adam's apple moved as he spoke, the hint of collarbone visible at his open collar. Her gaze travelled over his broad shoulders, noting how his shirt stretched across them. This close, she had to tilt her head up to look at his face—his height overwhelming in the most delicious way.

The scent of him—clean, masculine, with hints of cedar—filled her lungs. She fought the urge to lean forward those few remaining inches, to press herself against his chest, to will him to wrap those arms around her. Her fingers itched to reach out and touch him, to confirm he was real and not just another one of her increasingly vivid fantasies.

Something inside her shifted as she stood there, entranced, a realisation crystallising. This wasn't just some fleeting attraction. This was need—raw and undeniable. The tutorial, the textbook, the pretence of academic interest—hiding behind those layers of protection wasn’t enough anymore. She wanted more. Needed more.

"Sophia?"

His voice cut through her haze, and she blinked rapidly, reality rushing back in around her. Nathan was looking at her expectantly, his head slightly tilted.

"Did that help with what you were wondering about?" His expression was kind, patient, with no indication he'd noticed her mental departure.

"Yes! Thank you," she stammered, suddenly mortified by her wandering thoughts. "That's exactly what I needed to know."

She gathered her things with clumsy movements, nearly dropping her textbook in her haste. "I should go. I have another class," she lied, backing toward the door.

"Of course. See you next week, Sophia."

She nodded, mumbled something that might have been goodbye, and fled into the hallway, her cheeks burning. Outside, she leaned against the wall, clutching her books to her chest as if they might shield her from her own embarrassment.

That question invaded her thoughts once more… What was wrong with her? She was acting like some tongue-tied schoolgirl with her first crush. The way she'd just stood there, staring at him like he was some Greek god descended from Olympus rather than her biology tutor discussing stress hormones…

I’m twenty years old, for fuck sake, she screamed silently, not thirteen!

And yet, back in her apartment, Sophia felt anything but the young adult she was. She tossed her bag onto her desk chair and collapsed onto her bed with a groan, pressing her palms against her flushed cheeks. The memory of Nathan—his proximity, his voice, his scent—lingered like a physical presence in the room with her.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered to the empty room, but even as she said it, her body hummed with the aftermath of their brief encounter. She rolled onto her stomach, burying her face in her pillow, but that only intensified the sensations coursing through her, the pressure against her hips sending a jolt of pleasure through her core.

She flipped onto her back again, staring at the ceiling, trying to focus on anything else—her upcoming paper for Professor Wilson, the reading she needed to finish for tomorrow's lecture—but Nathan's face kept materialising in her mind.

Last week, she'd limited herself to innocent daydreams—Nathan's eyes lingering on her, perhaps his hand brushing hers intentionally. But now, with the fresh memory of how he'd looked at her today, how he'd stood close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, those innocent fantasies no longer seemed to satisfy her.

Sophia closed her eyes, surrendering to the images flooding her mind. Her hand drifted down her stomach, hesitating at the waistband of her jeans. This was crossing a line, wasn't it? Making him the object of her private fantasies felt both thrilling and… forbidden.

But the ache between her thighs had grown too insistent to ignore.

Her fingers slipped beneath denim and cotton, finding slick heat that confirmed just how affected she'd been by their interaction. Sophia gasped, surprised by her own arousal. She pictured Nathan's hands instead of her own—those strong, expressive hands—now exploring her body with scientific precision.

"Nathan," she whispered into the darkness of her room, testing how his name felt on her lips when no one could hear. Her movements quickened as she imagined him hovering above her, his blue eyes dark with desire, his voice low as he explained exactly what he was going to do to her body.

Afterward, as her breathing slowed and reality reasserted itself, Sophia felt a mixture of satisfaction and shame. This was more than a crush now—it was becoming an obsession. And somehow, instead of satisfying her curiosity, giving in to these fantasies only intensified her hunger for the real thing.

She changed and crawled under her covers, setting her alarm for the morning. Sleep wouldn't come easily tonight, she knew. Not with the knowledge that she'd crossed a threshold. Not with the realisation that during her next tutorial, she would have to look him in the eyes, knowing exactly what she'd done while thinking of him.

But most troubling of all was the certainty that tonight wouldn't be the last time. That tomorrow night, and the night after, she would find herself feeling that same satisfaction. And that same shame.

∞∞∞

Week 3

Sophia slunk into the tutorial room a couple minutes late, keeping her eyes fixed on the floor as she made her way to the back row. She could feel Nathan's gaze following her, but she couldn't bring herself to meet it. Not today. Not after what she had done last night. Not after what she had done every night since their last class.

"As I was saying," Nathan continued after her interruption, "the hypothalamic-pituitary axis regulates many of our basic drives…"

Basic drives. Sophia bit her lip, sinking lower in her seat. If only he knew how well she understood those drives now. How intimately familiar she'd become with her own body's responses—all while picturing him. Her cheeks burned at the memory of lying in bed, one hand between her thighs, the other pressed against her mouth to muffle any sounds that might escape as she imagined Nathan above her, inside her, whispering in her ear.

She'd come three times last night alone, each orgasm more intense than the last, each followed by a wave of guilt that did nothing to diminish her desire. If anything, the shame only heightened her arousal, the forbidden edge rendering her fantasies all the more potent.

Sophia opened her notebook mechanically, not really seeing the pages. A student in the front row asked a question, and Nathan's rich laugh filled the room. The sound sent a shiver down her spine, pooling warmth between her legs. She pressed her thighs together, trying to focus on anything else—the clock on the wall, the rain pattering against the windows, the diagrams in her textbook.

But her mind kept drifting back to her bedroom, to the things she'd done there, the words she'd whispered into her pillow. Her skin felt hypersensitive, even the gentle brush of her sweater against her breasts making her acutely aware of how her body was betraying her.

"Sophia."

Her head snapped up at the sound of her name. Nathan was looking directly at her, one eyebrow slightly raised.

"Would you care to share your thoughts on the reading?"

She hadn't done the reading. She'd opened the textbook, certainly, but the words had blurred as her mind wandered to other, more enticing subjects. Like how Nathan's mouth might feel against her skin, how his weight might feel pressing her into the mattress.

"I'm sorry," she mumbled, heat rising to her face. "I'm not feeling well today."

It wasn't entirely a lie. She did feel feverish, her skin too tight, her pulse too rapid. But the cause wasn't viral—it was sitting at the front of the room, looking at her with those penetrating blue eyes.

Nathan's expression softened slightly. "See me after class if you need an extension on the assignment."

Sophia nodded mutely, lowering her gaze back to her notebook. The thought of being alone with him after class sent another wave of heat through her body. What would happen if she actually told him why she was so distracted?

The class continued, Nathan's voice washing over her like warm water as he explained the intricate connection between the brain and body. But Sophia's attention had drifted inward, back to the sanctuary of her bedroom with its rumpled sheets and the soft glow of her bedside lamp. She could almost feel the phantom stroking of her fingers, recalling the way her back had arched as she bit her lip to keep from crying out his name.

But in her mind, of course, it hadn’t been her hand but his—those strong, elegant fingers that gestured so expressively as he taught, now expressing so much more. She'd imagined his voice, low and husky in her ear, telling her how wet she was, how good she felt.

The memory alone was enough to make her shift in her seat, uncomfortably aware of the growing dampness between her thighs. Right here. In the middle of class. Thinking about him. About what she'd done. About what she wanted him to do.

A dangerous thought flickered through her mind, so wrong it made her breath catch. What if…? No! She couldn't possibly. Not here.

But the idea had taken root, spreading through her like wildfire. Her pulse quickened as she glanced around. She was in the back row. Everyone's attention was fixed on Nathan or their notes. No one was looking at her. No one would know.

Her heart hammering against her ribs, Sophia right hand slowly let go of her pen and began to slide from the desk. She breathed heavily as she took in what was happening—and it did feel like something that was happening, not something she was doing. She felt like an observer in her own body, powerless to resist its urges.

Her hand settled on her lap. Her fingers trembled slightly as they traced their way up her thigh, pausing at the seam of her jeans. This was insane. Reckless. She could get caught. She could get in serious trouble.

But she realised then that the risk only heightened her arousal, sending another pulse of wetness to her already damp underwear.

With a tiny adjustment of her posture—leaning back slightly, legs parted just enough—she pressed her hand against the juncture of her thighs. Even through the denim, the pressure sent sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.

"The pleasure centres of the brain," Nathan was saying, "are activated by various stimuli…"

Sophia bit back a smile at the irony. She stared at him as she squeezed her thighs around her hand, and ground against it as surreptitiously as she could manage. It was dangerous. It was wrong. And it was so, so good. But it wasn’t enough.

Moving with agonising slowness, never taking her eyes off Nathan as he continued with his lesson she popped the button of her jeans, careful not to make any noise. He was oblivious to her desire, her need, her actions. And, for now at least, she had to keep it that way. The quiet rasp of her zipper being lowered sounded thunderous to her ears, but no one turned around. Nathan continued his lecture, unaware that one of his students was about to cross a line that could never be uncrossed.

Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her underwear, finding slick heat. Sophia had to stifle a gasp as she made first contact with her own sensitive flesh. This was madness—touching herself in class, mere meters away from the object of her most explicit fantasies. Yet she couldn't stop now, not when that first gentle stroke had sent such exquisite pleasure coursing through her.

She inserted one finger, then a second, curling them towards herself. Her entire body rigid with tension. Nothing moved above her wrist—not her shoulders, not her other hand, not even the expression on her face, which she fought desperately to keep neutral. The students in front of her provided perfect cover, their bodies as well as her own desk concealing her transgression. Nobody will know!

Nathan's eyes flicked up, meeting hers across the room.

Sophia froze, fingers buried inside herself, suddenly certain that he would somehow see through her sham impassivity. But he merely continued what he was saying, his gaze moving across the class. The next time his eyes returned to her, moments later, something in his expression seemed different—a slight narrowing, a subtle intensity that made her wonder again if he could possibly know.

And that possibility sent a jolt of electricity through her.

She should stop. She absolutely should stop. But instead, she curled her fingers further, finding that perfect spot inside her that made her toes curl in her shoes. Her breath caught as Nathan made eye contact again, holding her gaze far longer than necessary. Why was he looking at her? Why now?

"The body's response to stimulation follows predictable patterns," he was saying, his voice seeming to speak directly to her. "Increased blood flow, muscular tension, respiratory changes…"

Each symptom he listed described her current state perfectly. Sophia's inner walls clenched around her fingers as Nathan's eyes remained locked with hers. The room around them seemed to fade, the other students dissolving into meaningless shapes as she maintained that forbidden connection.

It was the most illicit thing she'd ever done—touching herself while he looked directly at her, unknowingly witnessing her most private act. The wrongness of it, the taboo nature, pushed her rapidly toward the edge. Her pulse thundered in her ears as pressure built inside her, a dam about to break.

And when it happened, she was staring straight into Nathan's eyes. And he was staring right back.

The orgasm crashed through her with such force that she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from crying out. Her thighs trembled beneath the desk, her inner muscles pulsing around her fingers as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core. It took everything in her power not to collapse, not to let her eyes roll back, not to reveal through even the slightest change in expression what was happening beneath her desk.

Nathan's brow furrowed slightly, perhaps noticing something—a flush on her cheeks, a dilation of her pupils—but he continued speaking without pause, finally breaking their eye contact to address another student's question.

Sophia slowly withdrew her hand, her entire body still trembling with aftershocks. The intensity of her climax dwarfed anything she'd experienced alone in her bedroom. And so did the shame. As the pleasure ebbed, it left behind a tide of remorse so powerful she could taste it—metallic and sharp in the back of her throat.

Maybe, she thought, the two were linked. Perhaps she'd needed that element of risk—of wrongness—to push her pleasure to new heights. The thought should have disturbed her, but instead it sent another small aftershock vibrating through her.

She discreetly zipped her jeans closed, her fingers still slick with the evidence of her transgression. The recognition of what she'd just done—of the line she'd crossed—left her simultaneously horrified and exhilarated. She'd just brought herself to orgasm in the middle of a lesson while maintaining eye contact with her tutor. The taboo nature of it made her dizzy.

When Nathan finally announced the end of the tutorial, reminding everyone about next week's assignment, she hastily gathered her belongings. His voice cut through the rustling of papers and scraping of chairs.

"Sophia, a moment about your extension?"

Her stomach dropped. She couldn't face him now—not with her scent still on her fingers, not with her pulse still racing from what she'd done. She caught a glimpse of his expectant expression and quickly looked away, shoving her notebook into her bag without care.

"Sorry, I can't," she called over her shoulder, already moving toward the door. "Late for… something."

She slipped into the stream of departing students, using their bodies as shields. The corridor outside felt too bright, too exposed. She hurried toward the bathroom, desperate to wash away the physical evidence of what she'd done, if not the memory.

Alone in the stall, she leaned against the door, hands trembling. What was happening to her? This wasn't who she was. She wasn’t the kind of girl who would do… that… in class. In public. With him watching.

Yet she couldn't deny the intensity of her pleasure. The wrongness had heightened everything, turned an ordinary orgasm into something transcendent. The possibility of discovery, the forbidden nature of it all—that was what had transformed her experience completely.

She washed her hands thoroughly, avoiding her reflection in the mirror. She couldn't bear to see herself right now, afraid of what she might find looking back at her—shame or pride, regret or… hunger for more.

That night, as she lay in bed staring at the ceiling, her mind raced with possibilities. If such a small transgression could feel so overwhelming, what about something more daring? What about actually touching him? Or letting him see her? Really see her?

The thoughts both terrified and aroused her. But exhaustion soon overcame her racing mind. The emotional toll of maintaining her composure after such an intimate violation of norms had drained her completely.

"Not now," she whispered to the darkness. "Not yet."

She needed time to process what she'd discovered about herself today—this craving for risk, this hunger for the forbidden. She needed to understand it before she acted on it again.

Because she would act on it again. That much she knew with absolute certainty.

∞∞∞

Week 4

Sophia arrived earlier than usual this time, her heart pounding as she stood outside the empty tutorial room. The corridor was quiet, most students still making their way across campus. Perfect. She smoothed down her blouse, adjusted her glasses, and took a deep breath before pushing the door open.

Nathan was already there, back turned as he arranged papers on his desk. The sight of him—the broad slope of his shoulders, the way his hair curled slightly at the nape of his neck—sent a familiar heat through her body. A week of reflection had solidified her desires into something sharper, something more focused. No more running. No more hiding.

He turned at the sound of the door, surprise registering on his face when he saw her.

"Sophia," he said, her name sounding almost like a question.

"Hi," she replied, closing the door behind her. She approached his desk with measured steps, more confident than she felt. "I wanted to apologise for last week. For rushing out like that."

Nathan's expression softened. "Are you feeling better? I was concerned when you left so abruptly."

"You were?" She tilted her head, letting a small smile play across her lips. "That's sweet of you."

"Of course. I worry about all my students," he replied, but something in his tone suggested otherwise.

"Well, I'm completely fine now. I don't need that extension you offered." She leaned against the edge of his desk, closer than strictly necessary. "But I appreciate your concern. It's nice to know you were thinking about me."

A faint colour rose in his cheeks. "I, uh—it's my job to—" He fumbled with his papers, dropping a sheet to the floor.

They both bent to retrieve it, fingers brushing as they reached for the same corner. The contact sent that same electricity racing up her arm as the first day they’d met. Nathan pulled back first, clearing his throat.

"Anyway," he said, straightening. "I'm glad you're feeling better."

"Much better," she confirmed, not moving from her position at the edge of his desk. "I've been doing a lot of thinking this past week. About the course. About… other things."

His eyes flickered to her lips, then quickly away. "Other things?"

"Mm-hmm." She didn't elaborate, simply holding his gaze until he looked away first.

The small victory emboldened her. She'd come with a plan, and seeing his reaction—the slight flush on his neck, the way his fingers fidgeted with his pen—confirmed she was on the right track. He wasn't as immune to her as he pretended.

"I should get settled before everyone arrives," she said, finally pushing away from his desk. Instead of retreating to the back as she had last week, she chose a seat in the front row, directly in his line of sight. Nathan busied himself with his notes, but she caught him glancing her way multiple times as she arranged her materials.

When the other students filed in, Sophia kept her eyes on Nathan, enjoying the subtle tension that stretched between them. As he began the lesson on neural pathways, she sat up straighter, pen poised over her notebook.

"Who can explain the difference between sympathetic and parasympathetic nervous systems?" Nathan asked, scanning the room.

Sophia's hand shot up immediately. "The sympathetic prepares the body for 'fight or flight’, increasing heart rate and releasing adrenaline, while the parasympathetic controls 'rest and digest' functions, slowing heart rate and increasing digestive activities."

Nathan's eyebrows rose slightly. "Very thorough, Sophia. Thank you."

She beamed at him, her chest warming at his approval. For the next forty minutes, she transformed into the model student she'd always tried to be—before the distraction called Nathan had stolen so much of her focus. She answered questions before others could raise their hands, nodded enthusiastically at his explanations, scribbled notes with fervent attention.

"The hypothalamus regulates which basic functions?" Nathan asked later, marker poised at the whiteboard.

"Body temperature, hunger, thirst, fatigue, sleep, circadian rhythms, and…" Sophia paused deliberately, meeting his eyes, "…sexual behaviour."

Something flickered in Nathan's expression—surprise, perhaps, or recognition of her emphasis on those last words.

"Correct again," he said, his voice slightly tighter than before.

Sophia smiled to herself, aware of how different she must appear today. She'd abandoned her usual oversized sweater and worn a light blue blouse instead—nothing provocative, but definitely more form-fitting than her typical attire. Her new skinny jeans hugged her curves in ways her standard choice of baggy denim never had. She'd noticed Nathan's gaze drifting over her when she'd first walked in, lingering just a heartbeat too long on her hips.

At some point during her ‘teacher’s pet’ performance, Nathan turned to write something on the board, distracted long enough for her to take a chance. Sophia glanced quickly around. Everyone was either looking down at their notes or at the diagram he was drawing. With steady fingers that belied her racing heart, she undid the top button of her blouse. The fabric parted just slightly, revealing little more than a hint of cleavage—but the subtle change felt monumental.

When Nathan turned back around, his eyes swept the room before landing on her. She watched as his gaze dropped momentarily to the now-open collar of her blouse, his sentence faltering almost imperceptibly before he continued.

"As I was saying, the… the neural connections between the thalamus and the amygdala are what allow for emotional responses to physical stimuli."

He knew. He'd noticed. And he was affected.

The realisation sent a heady rush of power through her veins. This brilliant man, this authority figure who commanded the room's attention, had stumbled over his words because of her. Heat pooled between her legs, that now-familiar ache building once more. But unlike last week, there would be no chance this time to relieve the tension. No coverage in the front row for such activities. Sitting mere feet from Nathan, she was completely exposed to his gaze, not to mention that of her classmates. She crossed her legs tightly, bouncing one thigh on the other ever so slightly. So out in the open, the minimal pressure—and the minimal pleasure it provided—was enough, to send a shiver through her—not of fear, but of excitement. There would be time enough for proper relief later.

Throughout the remainder of the tutorial, she felt his eyes repeatedly drawn to her. Each time he looked away from her unbuttoned blouse, a slight flush coloured his neck. Each time he forced his attention back to his notes, she noticed the tightening of his jaw. The power she felt was intoxicating.

When Nathan finally dismissed the class, Sophia took her time packing up, letting the other students file out ahead of her. She had been preparing for this moment all week. Her laptop was already open to the document she wanted to show him—her draft essay on neural pathways and pleasure responses. The irony wasn’t lost on her.

“Nathan?” she called softly as she approached his desk, laptop in hand. “Could I get your opinion on something? It’s about the assignment.”

He hesitated just briefly. “Of course.”

Instead of positioning herself across the desk, Sophia circled to his side and placed her laptop directly in front of him. “I’ve been working on this section about dopamine release,” she said, leaning closer than necessary.

Before he could rise from his chair to meet her at her level, Sophia instead dropped to a squat, her knees bending gracefully as she positioned herself to point at specific paragraphs on the screen. Nathan swivelled slightly to accommodate her, creating a space between his knees where she settled naturally.

She’d thought it through. Her cover was being eye-level to her own screen, the easier to talk him through what she’d drafted. The reality, of course, was much different. The position placed her at a lower level than him, forcing her to look up from below. Forcing him to look down at her. Offering a view of her that was sure to set his mind racing.

“See here?” she pointed to a paragraph on her screen, acutely aware that two students still lingered by the door, gathering their belongings. The risk that they might turn and see her, might understand exactly what game she was playing, sent adrenaline coursing through her veins. "I'm not sure if I've explained the reward pathway correctly," she asked, her voice deliberately soft and innocent, betraying none of her hidden intent as she looked up at him through her lashes.

Nathan's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. From her vantage point, she could see the slight widening of his pupils, the way his chest rose and fell with quickened breaths. His gaze kept slipping from the screen to her face, then lower, to where her blouse gaped open from this angle, revealing the delicate curve of her breasts and the lacy edge of her bra.

"The, um, the reward pathway," he began, his voice slightly hoarse before he cleared his throat. "Yes, let me see."

Sophia leaned in closer, ostensibly to point out a line in her essay, her shoulder brushing against his inner thigh. She felt him tense at the contact but didn't pull away. Instead, she tilted her head to read the screen, knowing exactly how this positioning must look to him—her on her knees between his legs, looking up with parted lips. It was a pose straight from fantasy, and the slight bulge in his pants seemed to confirm he wasn't entirely immune to its implications, that he wasn’t entirely immune to her.

"Do you think this section flows logically?" she asked, reaching across to tap at a paragraph, her movement causing her blouse to fall open further. She was so close now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell his cologne again, but this time mingled with something more primal.

"It's…" Nathan shifted in his seat, clearly attempting to create distance without being obvious. "The structure is sound, but you might want to elaborate on how dopamine affects decision-making processes."

Sophia nodded thoughtfully, allowing her fingertips to brush against his hand as she pointed to another section of text. "Like here? Where I discuss impulsive behaviour?"

"Yes," he said, his voice tighter than before. "Exactly there."

She could feel his eyes on her, not on the screen. The pretence of academic discussion was growing thinner by the second. When she glanced up again, she caught him staring directly down her blouse, his lips slightly parted before he quickly averted his gaze.

"Is something wrong?" she asked, all wide-eyed innocence despite the deliberate positioning of her body.

"No, no," he said too quickly. "Just… thinking about your… approach."

Sophia shifted her weight, deliberately pressing her arm against his thigh for balance. "And what do you think of my approach, Nathan?" The double meaning hung in the air between them, charged and dangerous.

His breathing had become audible now, a slight tremor in his hands as he gripped the arms of his chair. "It's… very direct," he managed. "Perhaps too direct for an academic context." His voice dropped lower, the words carrying a weight beyond their surface meaning.

Sophia's heart skipped. Was he acknowledging her game? The careful emphasis on "too direct" seemed deliberate, a warning wrapped in ambiguity. Their eyes locked, and in that moment, she felt certain he understood exactly what she was doing—and that he wasn't entirely opposed to it.

"I see," she said, processing his words. "I'll consider a more… subtle approach then."

A ghost of a smile flickered across his face. "That might be wise."

Something had shifted between them, something fundamental. The professional distance he'd maintained was still there, but thinner now, more permeable. He wasn't looking at her as just another student anymore—she could see it in the darkness of his eyes, the slight flush creeping up his neck.

"Thank you for your feedback," she said, suddenly feeling satisfied with what she'd accomplished. She reached for her laptop, letting her fingers brush against his as she did so.

"Of course," he replied, his voice still carrying that slight roughness.

Sophia stood up slowly, deliberately, turning as she rose so that her back was to him. She straightened to her full height, knowing exactly how her tight jeans would showcase the curve of her ass, now right at his eye-level. She took her time closing her laptop, bending slightly at the waist.

"I should get going," she said, glancing over her shoulder just enough to see his gaze fixed exactly where she'd intended it to be.

She walked across the room to collect her bag from her desk, accentuating the natural sway of her hips with each step. The silence behind her was deafening—no shuffling papers, no movement. Just stillness. She smiled to herself, imagining him watching, unable to look away.

"Thanks again, Nathan," she called over her shoulder as she gathered her things. When she finally turned around, his posture was rigid, his eyes slightly glazed as if emerging from a trance.

"See you next week," he managed, sounding nothing like the composed academic he’d presented as for the past month.

"Looking forward to it," she replied, letting the door close softly behind her.

In the corridor, Sophia pressed her back against the wall, exactly where she had two weeks ago when she’d realised this crush wouldn’t be fleeting. Her heart was pounding. Had she really just done that? Had she really just knelt between her tutor's legs and practically invited him to imagine what she could do down there? And more importantly—had he really responded exactly as she'd hoped?

The memory of his flustered expression, that unmistakable bulge in his pants, the way his eyes had darkened when she rose and turned—these images would fuel her fantasies for days to come. Tonight, and every night until their next meeting, she would replay that scene in her mind, each time allowing it to go further than reality had permitted.

As she walked across campus, a new confidence infused her steps. She had power—a power she'd never fully recognised before. And next week, she would make sure to push the boundaries even further. Though, as Nathan himself had suggested, she would need to be… subtle.

Sophia smiled to herself. I can do “subtle”, she thought.

∞∞∞

Weeks 5… 6… 7…

The next few weeks flew by in a haze of calculated escalation. Sophia’s entire existence seemed to revolve around those Friday tutorials. Planning for them, living them, and then reliving them at night—a stream of consciousness punctuated only by the time spent in that one room with Nathan.

She wore a pleated skirt to her fifth tutorial, a light grey number that barely reached mid-thigh. It was a subtle tease, nothing that would cause comments, but it did the job. Nathan's eyebrows arched upward as soon as she walked in. She claimed what she now viewed as her ‘usual’ seat in the front row, crossing her legs slowly as she settled herself. The fabric rode up, exposing a stretch of bare thigh that drew his gaze like a magnet before, with evident effort, he forced his attention back to his notes.

Sophia uncrossed and recrossed her legs throughout the hour, each movement causing a momentary stutter in Nathan's voice. By the end of class, she'd perfected the timing—wait for him to look her way, shift in her seat, watch his rhythm falter.

"I had a question about mechanoreceptors," she said afterward, approaching his desk as the last students filed out. She leaned forward, elbows on the desk, her blouse gaping just enough. "Specifically how they interpret… pressure."

Nathan's throat worked as he swallowed. "Pressure?"

"Mmhmm. Light versus… firm." Her voice dipped lower on the last word.

"That's—" he cleared his throat. "That's actually quite complex."

His explanation was thorough, professional, but his eyes kept drifting downward, then snapping back to her face with guilty speed.

Week six brought rain, and Sophia arrived with droplets glistening in her hair, her white blouse clinging to her skin in patches. Nathan's pen froze mid-note when she shrugged off her coat.

"God, I'm so wet," she said, loud enough for only him to hear as she passed his desk.

He didn't respond, but she caught the rapid rise and fall of his chest as she took her seat, legs bare beneath another skirt in spite of the weather, this one a shade shorter than the last.

After class, she lingered with questions about the limbic system and emotional responses. Standing beside him rather than across the desk, she pointed to diagrams in her textbook, her arm brushing his, her hip occasionally bumping against him as she shifted position.

"Do emotions always follow physical responses, or can it work the other way?" she asked, looking up at him through her lashes.

"Both," he said, voice rough. "It's bidirectional. Physical sensations can trigger emotional responses, but emotions can also create physical reactions."

"I think I understand," Sophia said, straightening up. She glanced at the clock. "I should probably let you go."

Nathan nodded, a hint of relief—or was it disappointment?—crossing his features. "Yes, I actually have a meeting to prepare for."

"Of course." She turned away, moving toward her desk where her bag lay on the floor. Instead of squatting down as she normally might, Sophia bent forward at the waist, her back to Nathan as she reached for the strap, her short skirt riding up to reveal first the smooth expanse of her thighs and then the soft curve of her cheeks. She took her time, adjusting the contents of her bag as if something had shifted during class, prolonging the moment.

Behind her, the silence was absolute. She knew without looking that Nathan was frozen, staring at what she'd so deliberately exposed to him.

When she finally straightened and turned, his face was flushed, his pupils dilated. He quickly looked down at his desk, shuffling papers that didn't need shuffling.

"See you next week," she said cheerfully, as if nothing had happened.

"Right," he managed, his voice strangled. "Next week."

As she walked out, she could feel his eyes burning into her back—could almost picture him replaying what he'd just seen, struggling to reconcile his professional role with the desire she was deliberately stoking.

The look on his face—that raw hunger barely contained beneath his professional veneer—confirmed what she'd suspected. This wasn't one-sided. This wasn't just her fantasy anymore.

This was absolutely worth pursuing.

And pursue it she did.

The following week brought fine weather, the perfect excuse of for a thin sundress. The deliberate indiscretions and innuendos continued. But Sophia noticed that something had changed since she’d practically outright flashed Nathan. And his gaze fell across her more often, now—not just when she was actively trying to draw his attention. And his eyes didn’t dart away nearly as quickly when she caught him looking. Rather, they lingered.

When she inevitably approached him after class with another of her questions, his voice was surer, deeper. His posture was more upright, as if asserting himself. And when she leaned in and chanced a glancing touch of his arm with her chest, he didn’t pull away. Quite the opposite. As if playing his own game—as if challenging her—he outwardly ignored it, merely continuing to address her query, allowing the contact between them to remain.

And—though she couldn’t be entirely sure—she thought she felt him push back. Was he really taking that risk? Was he really pressing himself more fully against her breast? Was he really, finally, taking an active part in all this?

In her bedroom that night, in her memory of that moment, the answer to all of her questions was an emphatic “Yes".

∞∞∞

Week 8

The unseasonable warmth was yet to break. Sophia stood before her closet, the soft yellow sundress from last week hanging there like a challenge. Her fingers brushed across the light cotton material as she considered her options. The dress had worked well before—Nathan's eyes had trailed her bare shoulders, lingered on the way the fabric hugged her waist, and dipped below her desk more than once in the hopes of a misplaced hem.

But today needed to be different. Today needed to be more.

She pulled the dress from its hanger, holding it against her body as she studied her reflection. The neckline was modest enough, but the material was thin, almost gauzy in the sunlight that streamed through her bedroom window.

An idea formed, daring and terrifying all at once.

"No bra," she whispered aloud to her reflection, the words sending a thrill through her body.

She'd never gone braless in public before. The thought of walking across campus, sitting in that tutorial room with nothing but a thin layer of cotton between her breasts and the world… it made her stomach flip with equal parts anxiety and excitement.

But something felt different about today. After weeks of escalation, of pushing boundaries and watching Nathan's composure crack bit by bit, she sensed they were approaching a breaking point. His response last week—the way he'd leaned into her touch instead of away—had shifted something fundamental between them.

If not now, when? she asked herself, already slipping her nightshirt over her head.

She stepped into the dress, letting the fabric settle against her bare skin. Without the usual barrier of a bra, her nipples pressed visibly against the material, their outline unmistakable. Sophia turned sideways, studying her profile. The sight of herself like this—somehow both innocent in the sunny yellow dress yet undeniably provocative in what it revealed—sent a pulse of heat between her legs.

This was dangerous. This wasn't just for Nathan anymore. Anyone could see—her classmates, other professors, students she passed in the hallway.

But the risk, like all the risks she’d taken so far, only heightened her arousal. The thought of Nathan seeing her like this, of his eyes darkening with desire as they had last week, of him finally breaking that professional façade he clung to so desperately… that was worth any potential embarrassment.

She grabbed her bag, her heart already racing. Today felt significant, charged with possibility. Seven weeks of teasing, of innocent questions and not-so-innocent positioning, had been building toward something. And that something felt very close now, hovering just beyond reach.

As she walked across campus, Sophia felt eyes on her—or imagined them, which was almost as thrilling. The light breeze pressed the thin fabric against her body, and she resisted the urge to cross her arms over her chest. Instead, she straightened her shoulders, letting the sun warm her skin through the dress.

By the time she reached the building, her nipples had hardened from the combination of cool air and nervous excitement. She paused outside the tutorial room, taking a steadying breath. Through the small window in the door, she could see Nathan already inside.

The door opened silently under her careful touch. She slipped inside without announcement, a ghost entering the realm of the living. Several students were already seated, but none looked up from their phones or notes. And neither did Nathan. She made no effort to draw his attention. If today was to change everything, she wanted the decision to be mutual—his choice as much as hers.

Sophia glided to her seat in the front row. The afternoon sun streamed through the western windows, bathing her in golden light. She could feel the warmth against her skin, through the thin yellow fabric of her dress.

Almost instinctively, her eyes dropped to her chest. The sunlight rendered the dress nearly translucent, and against the illuminated fabric, the darker circles of her areolas were unmistakable. The outline of her nipples pushed against the material with brazen clarity.

Her breath caught. She'd known they would be visible, but… not like this—not so clearly defined, so utterly exposed. The realisation sent a rush of heat through her body, and she watched, fascinated, as her nipples tightened further in response, becoming even more prominent against the delicate cotton.

Each breath she took seemed to make them more obvious, more demanding of attention. Her lungs felt constricted, her breathing shallow and quick. The room suddenly seemed too warm, too small, too full of possibilities.

Slowly, deliberately, Sophia raised her eyes.

Nathan was staring directly at her chest, his tutorial notes forgotten in his hands. His lips were slightly parted, his eyes dark with an unmistakable hunger that sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core. For several heartbeats, he didn't move, didn't speak, didn't even seem to breathe—just stood there, transfixed by the sight she had prepared for him, the sight he knew she had prepared for him.

When he finally tore his eyes away, the flush creeping up his neck was visible even from where she sat. He cleared his throat, addressing the class with a voice that sounded rougher than usual.

"Let's, uh, get started with today's topic," he managed, shuffling papers without looking at them. "The, um, the nervous system's response to… to external stimuli."

Sophia shifted in her seat, crossing her legs slowly. The movement drew his gaze again, his eyes dropping to her chest, then her bare legs, before snapping back up to her face. She offered him a small, innocent smile, as if unaware of his struggle.

"As I was saying," Nathan continued, visibly collecting himself, "external stimuli trigger electrochemical signals that travel along neural pathways…"

His words washed over her, but Sophia barely registered their meaning. All she could focus on was the way his eyes kept returning to her—brief, furtive glances that grew longer and more frequent as the tutorial progressed. Each time she caught him looking, a fresh wave of arousal pulsed between her legs.

The sunlight streaming through the window seemed to intensify, transforming her thin dress into something almost ethereal, something that barely existed at all. She'd thought this was about displaying herself to him, but now, under his increasingly bold gaze, she realised it was about what his looking did to her.

Each time Nathan's eyes returned to her breasts—lingering longer now, his attempts at discretion crumbling—a fresh pulse of liquid heat surged between her thighs. This was different than the previous weeks. Different than her bedroom fantasies. Different than even her brazen act of touching herself during class.

She squeezed her thighs together, the pressure sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her core. The subtle movement caused her to rock almost imperceptibly against the hard seat, creating the barest friction where she needed it most. Her breath hitched as her body responded instantly, her arousal building with frightening speed.

Unlike the previous weeks, Sophia made no effort to hide her reactions. She let her lips part slightly, her teeth catching her bottom lip as a particularly delicious wave of sensation washed over her. Her chest rose and fell with increasingly rapid breaths, the movement only emphasising the hardened peaks of her nipples against the sunlit fabric.

When Nathan's eyes met hers, she didn't look away. Didn't feign academic interest. Instead, she held his gaze, letting him see exactly what his attention was doing to her—letting him witness her pleasure unfold in real time, surrounded by others but alone in their shared knowledge.

Something shifted in Nathan's expression. The professional mask slipped further, revealing raw hunger beneath. His voice faltered, a sentence left unfinished as their eyes locked in silent communication.

"I… um…" He swallowed visibly, glancing around at the other students, none of whom seemed to notice the electric current arcing between their tutor and the girl in the front row. "Let's take five minutes. Get some air, stretch your legs."

As chairs scraped and students filed out, grateful for the unexpected break, Sophia remained seated. Nathan turned away, busying himself with papers on his desk, but the tension in his shoulders told her everything she needed to know.

When the last student had left, closing the door behind them, the silence in the room became a living thing—heavy, expectant.

"You should go too, Sophia," Nathan said without turning around, his voice strained.

"Should I?" she replied softly, rising from her seat. The movement caused her dress to shift against her sensitised skin, drawing a small gasp from her lips.

He turned then, his eyes immediately dropping to her chest before jerking back to her face. "This… whatever this is… it needs to stop."

"What exactly do you think 'this' is, Nathan?" She took a step toward him, emboldened by weeks of tension, by the undeniable evidence of his desire for her.

"You know exactly what I mean. These past two months," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper as he gestured between them, "we both know what's been happening. The looks, the… provocations." His eyes flickered down to her chest again before he forced them back to her face. "It can't continue, Sophia. It can't go any further."

She took another step closer, close enough now that she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

"I'm your tutor," he continued, his hands gripping the edge of his desk as if to anchor himself. "You know I can't—"

"I know you shouldn't," she interrupted, her voice soft but steady. She reached out, not quite touching him but letting her fingers hover near his arm. "What I don't know… is what you're capable of." Her eyes locked with his, her heart pounding so loudly she was certain he could hear it. "But I'd very much like to find out."

The words hung between them, charged and dangerous. For one breathless moment, Nathan leaned forward, his resolve visibly crumbling as his gaze dropped to her lips.

Sophia stepped back suddenly, breaking the spell. "I should join the others," she said, surprising herself with her own restraint. "Get some fresh air."

She turned toward the door. This wasn't a retreat—it was strategy. Let him stew in the possibilities she'd presented. Leave him alone to imagine what he might be capable of.

"Sophia," he called after her, his voice strained.

She glanced over her shoulder, taking in his conflicted expression—desire warring with professional obligation. "I'll be back in five minutes," she promised, allowing a small smile to play across her lips. "Just like everyone else."

Outside, the afternoon sun felt cool compared to the heat that had built between them in that room. Sophia spotted her classmates gathered near a bench, chatting casually. She joined them, nodding along to someone's complaint about some upcoming deadline, but her mind remained fixed on Nathan—on the way he'd looked at her, on how close he'd come to breaking.

When they filed back into the tutorial room minutes later, Nathan had composed himself. His voice was steady as he resumed the lesson, his eyes carefully avoiding her. But Sophia noticed how his knuckles whitened when he gripped his marker, how his jaw clenched whenever she shifted in her seat.

The remaining thirty minutes of the tutorial passed in a blur of technical terms and diagrams that Sophia barely registered. When Nathan finally dismissed them, she gathered her things slowly, deliberately, but she didn’t approach him as usual. No prepared questions this time. The decision was now his to make.

Time seemed to stretch as the other students packed up around her, each rustle of paper and scrape of chair legs amplified in Sophia's hyperaware state. She watched the mundane scene unfold around her in slow motion—a girl laughing as she slung her bag over her shoulder, two boys discussing weekend plans, someone asking about next week's reading. Ordinary moments rendered extraordinary simply by the tension that hung in the air.

Nathan stood at his desk, methodically gathering his materials, his movements deliberate and controlled. Sophia looked at him from beneath lowered lashes, trying to decode the set of his shoulders, the tightness around his mouth. What was he thinking? Had these past weeks meant anything to him, or had she simply been making a fool of herself?

And then, just as the last group of students were filing passed him, just as she herself was giving up hope and making to leave with them… he spoke.

"Sophia," Nathan's voice came softly. "If you wouldn't mind waiting behind one moment."

Her breath caught in her throat. Those simple words—professional, innocuous—sent her pulse racing. She gripped the edge of her desk, suddenly light-headed. Was this it? The culmination of all her careful escalation? Or would he simply repeat his earlier warning, make it clear once and for all that nothing could happen between them?

Her heart thundered against her ribs, excitement mingling with a fear she hadn't anticipated—the fear that he might truly reject her, might end this dance they'd been performing. The fantasy she'd built in her mind, the one she'd rehearsed so many times alone in her room, trembled on the precipice between realisation and disintegration.

Nathan closed the door behind the last of the class. And then he turned the small lock with a decisive click. The sound echoed in the empty classroom, a declaration of intent that made Sophia's knees weak.

"We need to talk," he said, his voice lower now, rougher. "About what's been happening these past weeks."

Sophia nodded, not trusting herself to speak. He approached slowly, stopping a few feet away—close enough that she could smell his cologne, far enough to maintain the illusion of propriety.

"What you're doing," he continued, "what we've been doing… it's dangerous."

We, she thought. An admission of complicity. But all she managed in response was a weakly whispered, "I know."

"Do you?" His eyes searched hers. "Do you understand what could happen if someone noticed? If anyone realised what's been going on between us?"

She swallowed hard. "Nothing's happened."

"Hasn't it?" Nathan took a step closer, close enough now that she had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "Tell me, Sophia, what exactly was your intention coming to class dressed like this?" His gaze dropped deliberately to her chest, lingering on her nipples still visible through the thin fabric.

Heat flooded her cheeks, but she didn't look away. "I… I think you probably know."

"I need to hear you say it.”

Sophia's breath caught in her throat. The challenge in his eyes, the demand for honesty—it left her nowhere to hide. She'd spent weeks orchestrating these moments, crafting each encounter, but now that he was asking her directly, the words seemed to evaporate.

"I… wanted you to see me," she finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "To really see me."

"See you how?" Nathan pressed, taking another step closer. The space between them had shrunk to inches, his presence overwhelming her senses. "Be specific, Sophia. What exactly were you trying to accomplish with all of this?"

Her heart pounded. She could feel her pulse in her constricted throat. "I wanted you to… to look at me and see more than just another student. I wanted…" She paused, gathering her courage. "I wanted you to want me…” Her voice dropped lower still, “…the way I want you."

Nathan stood silent for a moment, considering her words. But he didn’t acknowledge them just yet. Instead he pressed on with his interrogation. "And the dress today?" His eyes flickered down again, his voice tight with restraint.

"I needed to know if you felt it too." Her hands trembled slightly at her sides. "If I wasn't just… imagining what's been happening between us."

Nathan's jaw clenched, his internal struggle visible in the tension of his shoulders, the slight furrow between his brows. "Do you have any idea how difficult these past weeks have been for me? Trying to maintain professionalism while you've been—" He cut himself off, running a hand through his hair in frustration.

"While I've been… what?" she challenged softly.

"Driving me crazy," he admitted, his voice dropping to a near-growl. "Making it impossible to think about anything else!"

His words sent a surge of triumph through her, followed by a wave of molten heat that pooled low in her belly. "Then… it worked," she breathed.

"Yes," Nathan said, his eyes dark with an intensity that made her shiver. "It worked, Sophia. Are you satisfied now?"

The confirmation—so simple, so direct—hit her with unexpected force. She'd wanted this, planned for it, dreamed of it for weeks, but the reality of Nathan standing before her, openly acknowledging his desire, was overwhelming. The familiar heat between her legs intensified, the butterflies of possibility fluttered wildly in her stomach, and a light-headedness that wasn't entirely arousal made her sway slightly where she stood.

But there was something else too—something she hadn't anticipated. A warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with physical desire. The way he looked at her now, seeing all of her—not just her body, but her determination, her boldness, her vulnerability—stirred something deeper than lust. Something that made her throat tight and her eyes sting with unexpected emotion.

"I—" she began, surprised by the sudden thickness in her voice. "I didn't know it would feel like this."

Nathan's expression softened slightly. "Like what?"

"Like…" She struggled to articulate the complexity of emotions swirling within her. "Like I can finally breathe. I've felt so guilty… all these weeks, fantasising about you, planning these… encounters. It felt wrong. I knew it was wrong."

Nathan stepped closer, his expression shifting from tension to something softer, more vulnerable. "What exactly have you been fantasising about, Sophia?" The question came not as a challenge—this was something he clearly wanted to hear.

Heat flooded her cheeks. This was different than the calculated seduction she'd been orchestrating. This was raw, honest exposure. "I… I can't just… tell you that," she stammered.

"You can," he said, his voice gentle but firm. "I think we're past pretending now, don't you?"

Sophia looked down, fingers twisting nervously in the thin fabric of her dress. "I've imagined you… touching me. Your hands on my skin." She swallowed hard. "I've thought about what it would be like if you… if we…" She trailed off, unable to form the explicit words.

"If we what?" he pressed, his eyes never leaving her face.

"If you… bent me over your desk," she whispered, the admission sending a tremor through her body. "If you took control of me. If you… gave me exactly what I've been asking for."

Something dramatic changed in Nathan's expression—a final barrier crumbling, the last thread of his restraint snapping visibly. His eyes darkened, pupils dilating as he took in her confession.

"The last thing I want," he said, his voice dropping to a register she hadn't heard before, "is for you to feel guilty about desires you can't control." He moved closer, close enough that she could feel his breath against her cheek. "Do you know what happens when you try to suppress natural urges, Sophia?"

She shook her head mutely, transfixed by his proximity.

"They build," he continued, slipping—consciously or unconsciously—into his teaching voice. "Pressure accumulates until release becomes inevitable. It's basic biology—the body needs outlets for its most primal drives."

His hand rose slowly, hovering near her face without touching, the potential energy between them almost painful in its intensity.

"Sometimes," he continued, "theoretical understanding isn't enough. Some concepts require… practical demonstration." His eyes searched hers. "Do you think that would help you, Sophia? A more… hands-on approach to learning?"

She understood perfectly what he was asking, what he was offering, the line they were about to cross together. Her answer came not in words but in a silent nod, her eyes never leaving his.

Something primal and possessive flashed across Nathan’s features. "Sit on my desk," he commanded softly.

The authority in his voice sent a shiver down her spine. Without hesitation, she moved to his desk, perching on its edge, the cool surface a stark contrast to her heated skin. Her dress rode up slightly as she settled, exposing more of her thighs.

Nathan followed. He stood before her, his body so tense it seemed to vibrate with restrained energy. The air between them crackled with electricity, with weeks of tension finally reaching its breaking point.

His hands hovered near her knees, not yet touching, as if crossing that final threshold required one last moment of certainty.

"Sophia," he said, his voice rough with desire but eyes clear with purpose. "Before this goes any further, I need to know—are you absolutely sure this is what you want?"

The question stretched between them, weighted with significance. This was her last chance to retreat, to maintain the status quo of tutor and student, to keep their relationship in the realm of fantasy rather than reality.

"I'm sure," she whispered, her voice steadier than she felt.

His features shifted, revealing his mind to her—relief, hunger, and something deeper, something more profound. His lips curved into a smile that transformed his face, making him look younger, less… burdened.

"Good," he said, the single word carrying weeks of pent-up longing. "Because Sophia…" he paused, his eyes never leaving hers, "I've been wanting this too. Wanting you."

His hands finally made contact with her bare knees, the warmth of his palms against her skin sending jolts of electricity up her thighs. Slowly, deliberately, he applied gentle pressure, easing her legs apart.

The intimacy of the gesture—being spread open before him, exposed in the afternoon light—brought a flush of embarrassment to her cheeks. This wasn't like her bedroom fantasies where she controlled every aspect. This was real, raw, happening in a tutorial room where anyone might knock on the door at any moment.

And yet, as Nathan's hands slid higher up her thighs, that embarrassment melted beneath a wave of pure need. His touch was reverent, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her.

He lowered himself, crouching between her spread legs, his face now level with her hips. With agonising slowness, he pushed the yellow fabric up her thighs, bunching it around her waist to reveal the thin, soaked material of her thong.

"Christ," he breathed, his thumbs tracing the edges where lace met skin. "You're so wet."

Sophia whimpered, her hips instinctively tilting toward him, seeking more contact. The sight of Nathan kneeling before her, his broad shoulders between her thighs, his eyes fixed on the most intimate part of her—it was more intoxicating than any fantasy she'd conjured alone in her bedroom.

"I've been this way for weeks," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "Every time I'm near you."

Nathan groaned, his fingers tightening on her thighs. "You have no idea what you've been doing to me," he said, his breath warm against her inner thigh.

His hands moved with exquisite deliberation, sliding up her trembling thighs until they reached her waist beneath her sundress. Sophia's breath caught as his fingers hooked into the delicate waistband of her thong, his knuckles brushing against her heated skin. He leaned back slightly, creating just enough space between them for her knees to press together as he tugged the saturated fabric downward.

The thin material clung to her as it went, reluctant to part from her body. Nathan guided it down her legs with careful movements, his eyes never leaving the newly exposed flesh. When the thong finally pooled around her ankles, he lifted her feet one by one, freeing her completely before dropping the scrap of lace unceremoniously to the floor.

With the same gentle pressure he had used before, he spread her thighs once more, slightly wider this time. The afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows illuminated her completely, leaving nowhere to hide. Nathan's gaze was reverent as he took in the sight of her.

"You're beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "So… smooth."

Heat rushed to Sophia's cheeks, her mind flashing back to that first night three weeks ago when she'd stood in her bathroom, razor in hand, nervous yet determined. She remembered how strange it had felt afterward, how exposed—and how each time since, maintaining that smoothness had been an act of secret devotion.

"I… I did that for you," she confessed, the words escaping before she could reconsider them.

Nathan’s fingers tightened against her thighs again as smirk raised on his lips—not mocking, but perhaps an acknowledgement of the gap in experience that existed between them. "I appreciate it, Sophia," he said softly. "It suits you."

And then the talking stopped.

His lips pressed against her inner thigh, the contact so gentle it might have been imagined if not for the trail of fire it left behind. Another kiss followed, slightly higher, then another, each one a whisper against her skin. The deliberate slowness of his approach was exquisite torture, each kiss bringing him incrementally closer to where she needed him most.

Sophia's fingers curled around the edge of the desk, her knuckles whitening as she fought the urge to grab his hair and guide him to her centre. Her hips tilted unconsciously, seeking more, but Nathan maintained his measured pace.

"Please," she finally whispered, unable to bear the tension any longer.

Nathan looked up at her from between her thighs, his eyes dark with hunger. "Eight weeks," he said, his breath hot against her most sensitive flesh. "Eight weeks of watching you, wanting you, fighting this. I think I've earned the right to take my time."

Another kiss, higher still, so close to her thrumming centre that Sofia's entire body tensed in anticipation. The ache between her legs had become almost painful, her need for release overwhelming. Each brush of his lips, each warm exhale against her skin sent another pulse of liquid heat through her core. She was trembling now, hovering on the edge of something momentous.

And then, at last, he gave her what she'd been craving. His tongue, hot and wet, met her where she too was hot and wet, sweeping along her centre in one long, deliberate stroke.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, her head falling back, eyes closing at the overwhelming sensation.

He took his time exploring her, his tongue tracing delicate patterns against her most intimate flesh. Each stroke was measured, purposeful—as if he were mapping her, learning which touches made her breath hitch, which movements caused her thighs to quiver.

Sophia forced her eyes open, needing to see him, to confirm this wasn't just another vivid fantasy. The sight that greeted her—Nathan between her legs, his eyes closed in concentration as he tasted her—was almost too much to bear. This was real. This was happening. After weeks of dreams and fantasies, of stolen glances and calculated provocations, he was finally touching her.

"Nathan," she breathed, one hand moving to tangle in his hair.

He hummed against her in response, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body. His pace gradually increased, his earlier restraint giving way to something more primal. His hands slid up her thighs and around to grasp her ass, pulling her closer to his mouth as if he couldn't get enough of her taste.

A realisation hit her with startling clarity—he wasn't just doing this for her. The groans vibrating against her flesh, the way his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, the hunger in his movements—he was enjoying this as much as she was.

His tongue circled her clit before drawing it between his lips, applying just enough suction to make her cry out. Her hips bucked against his face, chasing the sensation. One of his hands left her ass, sliding between her thighs to join his mouth. A finger traced her entrance, teasing, gathering moisture before slowly pressing inside.

"Yes," she hissed, her inner walls clenching around the intrusion. "Please, more."

He obliged, adding a second finger, curling them upward to find that spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids. Combined with the relentless attention of his tongue, it was overwhelming—pleasure building so rapidly she could barely breathe.

"I'm going to—" she gasped, her words cutting off as the first wave crashed through her.

Nathan didn't stop, didn’t slow—if anything, his movements grew more focused, more determined as she shattered against his mouth. Her thighs trembled, her body convulsing as pleasure radiated outward from her core, washing over her in waves that seemed endless.

Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, when oversensitivity began to border on discomfort, he gentled his touch, slowing to soft, soothing laps of his tongue that guided her safely down from her rapturous heights.

Nathan finally withdrew his mouth from her centre, though he allowed his fingers to remain, lazily tracing her slick folds as if reluctant to break contact completely. His chin glistened with the evidence of her pleasure, catching the sunlight streaming through the windows. A look of calm self-satisfaction was spread across on his face—eyes bright, lips curved in a satisfied smile. What a contrast, Sophia thought, to how she must look to him now, gazing down at him undone, cheeks flushed and panting. Two very different kinds of satisfaction.

"So," he said, his voice husky yet playful, "do you better understand what I was saying about release of pressure now, Sophia?"

She stared at him, momentarily speechless. After weeks of agonising tension, careful planning, calculated risks—of treating this growing connection between them with such grave seriousness—was he… teasing her? The unexpected lightness in his tone, the playfulness in his eyes… it suddenly transformed everything for Sophia.

This had been forbidden desire. This had been transgression. This had been serious, and it still was. But she’d never allowed herself to imagine that it could also, quite simply, be… fun.

The new appreciation hit her with such force that words failed her entirely. Instead, Sophia responded with action—lunging forward off the desk and into his arms, her mouth finding his in a desperate, hungry kiss. The taste of herself on his lips only intensified her desire as their tongues met, explored, danced together.

Nathan, caught off-guard by her sudden movement, lost his balance. They toppled backward together, his back hitting the floor with Sophia following, her body landing atop his without breaking their kiss. She straddled him instinctively, her still-sensitive centre pressing against the unmistakable hardness beneath his trousers.

Her yellow dress pooled around her waist as she ground against him, chasing a new kind of friction. His hands found her hips, guiding her movements as she rocked against him.

"God, Sophia," he groaned when they finally broke apart for air. His eyes were wild, pupils blown wide with desire. "You're actually incredible."

She smiled down at him, feeling powerful despite her vulnerability. "You started this," she reminded him, rolling her hips deliberately against his trapped erection.

His fingers dug into her thighs, his expression tightening with pleasure. "And I fully intend to finish it," he promised, voice dropping to that rougher register that sent shivers down her spine.

With surprising strength, he flipped their positions, pressing her back against the cool floor tiles. His weight above her felt gloriously real—solid and warm and nothing like her solitary fantasies. Nathan braced himself on one elbow, his free hand tracing the neckline of her sundress where her hardened nipples still pressed visibly against the thin fabric.

"I've been daydreaming about these," he confessed, his fingers finally, finally brushing across one straining peak. "Since the moment you walked in today."

Sophia arched into his touch, suddenly desperate to feel his hands on her bare skin. "Please," she whispered again, her hands find the thin straps of her dress, tugging them slightly downward in invitation.

Nathan's eyes darkened further as he watched her movement. "Let me," he murmured, gently brushing her hands away. His fingers found the small buttons running down the front of her dress—details she'd chosen specifically for this possibility, though she'd never truly believed it would happen.

With deliberate care, he unfastened each button, starting at her collarbone and working downward. The fabric parted beneath his touch, revealing inch by tantalising inch of her bare skin. When he reached her navel, he paused, pushing the sides of the dress apart to fully expose her breasts to the afternoon light.

"Beautiful," he breathed, his expression transforming into something softer, almost reverent. Then, unexpectedly, a small laugh escaped him—genuine, delighted. In that moment, he looked nothing like the serious academic who commanded attention from behind his desk. He looked younger, carefree, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he gazed down at her.

"What?" Sophia asked, suddenly self-conscious despite everything they'd already shared.

"Nothing, it's just—" he gestured vaguely at their position on the floor, at her dress opened like a curtain revealing her to him live some carefully unveiled monument. "If someone had told me this morning that I'd be here, like this, with you… I'd have said they were insane."

The absurdity of their situation struck her then too—the respected tutor and his student, sprawled on the tutorial room floor in front of rows of desks, her lying half-naked beneath him while, outside, the ordinary university day continued. A giggle bubbled up from her chest, surprising her with its lightness.

"I know," she agreed, her laughter mingling with his. "It's completely—"

Her words dissolved into a gasp as Nathan lowered his head, taking one straining nipple into his mouth. The warm, wet heat of his tongue circled her sensitive peak before he sucked gently, drawing it deeper. His hand found her other breast, kneading the soft flesh, thumb brushing over the hardened tip in rhythm with the movements of his mouth.

She moaned beneath him, arching into his touch, all traces of laughter replaced by sudden raw need. Her hands found his hair, fingers tangling as she held him against her chest.

Nathan released her nipple with a final lap of his tongue, his breath cooling the wet skin and sending shivers through her body. He moved to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention while his hand replaced his mouth on the first. The dual sensation was overwhelming—his tongue swirling intricate patterns while his fingers pinched and rolled with exquisite pressure.

Sophia writhed beneath him, her hips seeking friction against his thigh, which had slipped between her legs. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure radiating from her core. The pressure was building again, a second climax hovering tantalisingly close. But this time, she wanted more—wanted him inside her when she came apart.

"Nathan," she gasped, tugging gently at his hair to pull his attention back to her face. "I need you. Please."

He lifted his head, eyes dark with desire, lips wet from his attentions to her breasts. He shifted his weight, and that's when she felt it—his hardness pressing against her thigh, insistent and unmistakable even through the barrier of his clothes. The knowledge of how aroused he was, how much he wanted her, sent another pulse of liquid heat to her core.

Nathan moved up her body, hovering over her, his weight supported on his forearms. He looked down at her flushed face, her dishevelled hair spread across the floor, her lips parted.

His gaze dropped momentarily to her exposed breasts again. "They're just how I pictured them," he said.

The admission that he'd imagined her naked body sent a thrill through Sophia. He'd been fantasising about her too, creating his own private scenarios just as she had.

"I wonder if you've been picturing anything in particular all these weeks," he added, his voice dropping lower, an invitation in his words.

Her eyes widened. Her heart raced like a bird trapped in her ribcage. This was her chance to tell him—to admit the explicit fantasies that had kept her awake at night, the scenarios she'd replayed in her mind during solitary moments.

"I have," she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper.

A slow smile spread across his face. Without warning, he shifted his weight, moving up her body until he was straddling her chest, his knees on either side of her ribs, his clothed erection just inches from her face.

"Then why don't you see for yourself," he suggested, his voice husky with need.

Sophia's breath caught in her throat. This was really happening. She reached for his belt with trembling fingers, fumbling in her excitement. Nathan made no move to help her, simply watching from above, his smile growing as she struggled with the buckle.

Finally, she managed to undo it, pulling the leather strap completely free from the loops with a satisfying hiss. She tossed it aside, the metal buckle clattering against the floor tiles.

Before moving to his zipper, she paused, placing her palm against the impressive length straining against his trousers. The heat of him burned through the fabric. She could feel him pulse beneath her touch.

"I've wanted to do this for so long,” she said. “Ever since the first time I saw that bulge… when I was crouching in front of you."

Nathan's smile turned knowing, almost predatory. "I knew exactly what you were doing back then, Sophia," he admitted. "How could my body not react to your beautiful face down there, between my legs, looking up at me? Those big eyes, your lips parted just so…" His hand came to her face, thumb tracing her bottom lip. "You have no idea what thoughts went through my mind that day."

"Tell me," Sophia urged, her eyes never leaving his as she pressed a kiss to the pad of his thumb. "I want to know exactly what you were thinking."

Nathan's breath hitched, his pupils dilating further as he gazed down at her. "I thought about how those lips would feel wrapped around me," he admitted, the confession seeming to break something loose inside him. "How your eyes might water, gazing up at me while you took me into your mouth."

His words sent liquid heat coursing through her veins. "What else?" she prompted, her hands moving to the button of his trousers.

"I thought about how eager you seemed," he continued, watching as her fingers worked his zipper down with agonising slowness. "Like you were just waiting for permission. Like you'd have pulled me out right there in front of everyone if I just gave you the slightest hint. You looked like… just like you look right now."

Sophia's breath quickened, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for the waistband of his boxers. "Right now?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Right now," he confirmed, his eyes darkening as he recognised added question hiding in the words she’s reflected back to him.

With newfound boldness, Sophia tugged his boxers down, finally freeing him completely. His erection sprang forth, thick and rigid, bobbing slightly with his pulse. Her breath caught in her throat at the sight of him—larger than she'd imagined, his head already glistening with moisture.

She breathed deeply, her eyes wide as she took in the full length of him hovering above her face.

Nathan's expression tightened with pleasure as he watched her reaction. "Still want this?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control.

In answer, Sophia raised her head slightly, her tongue darting out to taste the bead of moisture at his tip. The salt-sweet flavour burst across her tongue, igniting a hunger she hadn't known she possessed. Nathan's sharp intake of breath above her was all the encouragement she needed.

She wrapped one hand around his base, steadying him as she took him into her mouth. The weight of him on her tongue, the stretch of her lips around his girth—it was both foreign and thrilling. His skin was velvet-soft over steel hardness, pulsing with life against her exploring tongue.

"Christ, Sophia," Nathan groaned, his head falling back as she took him deeper. "Your mouth feels even better than I imagined."

His words sent a thrill of pride through her. With him positioned above her like this, the angle was unfamiliar—challenging in a way she hadn't experienced before. Her neck strained slightly as she worked to accommodate him, but there was something intensely arousing about being beneath him this way. The weight of his thighs bracketing her chest, the way his body loomed over her—she felt deliciously trapped, wonderfully used.

She decided to use the angle to her advantage. Gripping him firmly in one hand, she raised his shaft upward. His balls hung heavy above her face. She leaned up, extending her tongue to taste the delicate skin there.

Nathan's entire body jerked at the unexpected contact. "Oh fuck," he hissed, his thighs tensing on either side of her.

Emboldened by his reaction, Sophia continued her exploration, tracing delicate patterns with her tongue. She took one testicle gently into her mouth, suckling softly while her hand worked his shaft in slow, deliberate strokes. Nathan panted above her, his composure crumbling with each passing second.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice strained. "Just like that."

She released him from her mouth with a soft pop before moving to lavish the same attention on his other ball. His masculine scent surrounded her, intoxicating in its intensity. She felt powerful despite her position—capable of reducing this controlled, composed man to trembling need with just her mouth and hands.

When she'd thoroughly explored this new territory, Sophia shifted her attention back to his shaft. Starting at the base, she ran her tongue along the prominent vein on the underside, tracing its path all the way to the head. She placed gentle kisses along his length, worshipping him with her lips before finally taking him fully into her mouth once more.

"Fuck, Sophia," Nathan groaned, the raw need in his voice sending shivers down her spine.

The sound of her name on his lips—spoken with such desperate desire—made her moan around him, the vibrations causing his hips to buck involuntarily. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing her deeper but simply holding on as if the pleasure were threatening to overwhelm him.

"Christ," he gasped, looking down at her with dark, hooded eyes. "So perfect… so fucking hot…"

Sophia hollowed her cheeks, sucking more firmly as she established a rhythm. Her free hand reached up to caress his thigh, feeling the powerful muscles trembling beneath her touch. She could sense his restraint—the careful way he held himself back from thrusting too deeply, too forcefully.

But that restraint wasn’t what Sophia wanted. The careful, controlled way he held back, treating her like something delicate that might break—it wasn't enough. Not after weeks of fantasising, of building this moment in her mind. She wanted to feel him lose control completely. She wanted to be the reason he forgot himself.

She pulled back, releasing him with a wet sound that echoed in the empty classroom. A thin strand of saliva connected her swollen lips to his glistening tip. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, panting slightly, her chin wet with her own enthusiasm.

Their eyes locked as she caught her breath. She saw the question in his gaze—wondering why she'd stopped, if she'd changed her mind. But when she spoke, her voice held only desire, not hesitation.

"Use me," she whispered, the two simple words carrying all her need, all her surrender.

Nathan's expression transformed instantly. The last vestige of the careful tutor vanished, replaced by a simple hunger. His jaw tightened, eyes darkening to midnight as understanding dawned.

"Open," he commanded, his voice unrecognisable—deeper, rougher than she'd ever heard it.

Sophia parted her lips immediately, extending her tongue in silent invitation. Nathan's hand moved to the back of her head, fingers threading through her hair, not pulling but firmly anchoring her in place. With his other hand, he gripped his cock, angling it toward her waiting mouth.

His velvety head brushed against her tongue once, twice, three times—teasing strokes that left her moaning with impatience. Then, without warning, he thrust forward, filling her mouth completely.

Sophia's eyes widened at the sudden fullness, at the way he pressed deeper than before. Her hands flew to his thighs, not to push him away but to steady herself as he established a rhythm that was entirely his own.

"So this is what you wanted?" he growled, looking down at her with fierce intensity. "To be used like this?"

She couldn't answer with words, not with her mouth so gloriously full, but she moaned her assent, the vibrations making him hiss with pleasure. Her eyes watered slightly as he pushed deeper, testing her limits, but she didn't break their gaze. She wanted him to see her taking him, wanted him to witness her pleasure in being taken.

Nathan's control was slipping now, his thrusts growing more erratic, more desperate. "Christ, Sophia," he groaned, "the sight of you like this…"

His praise washed over her like warm honey, making her glow with pride despite—or perhaps because of—her submissive position. There was power in this surrender, she realised. Power in bringing this composed man to the edge of his restraint.

Her jaw ached pleasantly, stretched around his considerable girth. Saliva pooled at the corners of her mouth, dripping down her cheeks, but she didn't care. All that mattered was the look of rapture on Nathan's face, the way his breath came in harsh pants as he used her mouth for his pleasure.

Without warning, he pulled back completely, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she could question his withdrawal, his hands were on her, hauling her upright into a sitting position. Her dress hung open, framing her naked breasts, her nipples still hard and glistening from his earlier attention.

"Stand up," he ordered, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Sophia scrambled to her feet, her legs shaky beneath her. Nathan rose with fluid grace, towering over her once more. His trousers hung open, his erection jutting proudly between his flies.

"Turn around," he said, softer now but no less commanding. "Hands on the desk."

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she complied, turning to face his desk. She placed her palms flat on the wooden surface, spreading her legs slightly as she bent forward. The position left her completely exposed, her dress bunched around her waist, her bare ass presented to him like an offering.

The sound of Nathan's sharp inhale behind her sent a thrill of anticipation down her spine. She arched her back slightly, tilting her hips in silent invitation.

"God, look at you," he breathed, his hands coming to rest on her hips. "So eager for me."

His thumbs traced the curve where her buttocks met her thighs, sending shivers across her skin. One hand slid lower, fingers exploring her slick folds from behind. She was impossibly wet—from his earlier attention, from the thrill of having him in her mouth, from the sheer forbidden nature of what they were doing.

"Still so wet," he murmured, almost to himself. Two fingers slipped inside her easily, curling to find that spot that made her knees buckle. "So ready."

Sophia moaned, pushing back against his hand. "Please, Nathan," she begged, no longer caring how desperate she sounded. "I need you inside me."

She felt him shift behind her, the blunt head of his cock replacing his fingers. He teased her entrance, coating himself in her wetness, pressing just enough to stretch her opening without entering fully.

"Is this what you've been fantasising about all these weeks?" he asked, his voice tight with restraint. "Me taking you over my desk? Right here where anyone might walk by and see us through that window?"

The reminder of their location, of the risk they were taking, sent another flood of arousal through her core. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "God, yes."

"Tell me," he demanded, still teasing her entrance, never giving her what she truly needed. "Tell me exactly what you want, Sophia."

She swallowed hard, the words catching in her throat. Not from shame, but from the intensity of her desire. "I want you to fuck me, Nathan," she finally gasped. "Hard. Like you can't control yourself anymore."

Nathan's grip on her hips tightened, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. "Like I can't control myself," he repeated, his voice dropping to a growl. "That won’t be difficult."

With one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her, filling her completely. Sophia cried out, her body stretching to accommodate his size. The sudden fullness was overwhelming—both painful and exquisite, everything she'd imagined and yet nothing like her fantasies.

"Fuck," Nathan hissed, holding still as her body adjusted to his invasion. "You're so tight."

His words sent a rush of pride through her as her inner walls pulsed around him. He felt impossibly large inside her, stretching her in ways she hadn't experienced before. The initial discomfort quickly melted into a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

When he finally began to move, it was with careful, measured strokes—pulling almost completely out before slowly pushing back in. His control was maddening, each thrust deliberate, calculated.

"More," Sophia demanded, pushing back against him. "Harder."

She felt rather than heard his chuckle—a rumble that travelled from his chest through his cock and into her core. "Such a greedy girl," he murmured, his hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts, which bounced with each gentle thrust. His fingers found her nipples, pinching them just hard enough to make her gasp.

"You have been greedy, Sophia," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper against her ear as he draped himself over her back. "All those times after class, monopolising my attention with your endless questions."

"I just—" she began, but he cut her off.

"And now you're still demanding more of me," he continued, his hips slowing to an agonising pace that made her whimper. "Do you think that's fair?"

She shook her head, suddenly understanding the game he wanted to play. "No," she whispered, the word catching in her throat. "Sorry, Nathan. I just wanted to learn. I just wanted you to teach me."

His chest rumbled against her back, a dark chuckle that sent shivers down her spine. "I'll teach you alright," he growled, and before she could process his words, his hand left her breast and landed with a sharp crack against her ass.

The sting bloomed across her skin, radiating outward in waves of heat that transformed instantly into pleasure. A moan tore from her throat, louder than she'd intended, filling the classroom with the sound of her surrender.

"Sorry, Nathan," she gasped, pushing back against him, taking control of their rhythm. She bounced on his length, her body moving of its own accord while he remained momentarily still, letting her work herself on his cock.

His hands found her hips again, steadying her movements. "Good girl," he praised, his voice thick with approval. "Now you'll get what you deserve."

He leaned forward, one hand snaking around to encircle her throat. His grip was gentle but firm, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse race with the thrill of being controlled. His chest pressed against her back, his lips brushing her ear as he held her in place.

Then everything changed.

The measured thrusts, the careful control—it all vanished in an instant. Nathan's hips snapped forward with brutal force, driving into her with an intensity that stole her breath. Again and again he pummelled into her, each thrust pushing her hard against the desk, her breasts bouncing violently with the impact.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he growled, his fingers tightening slightly around her throat. "To be fucked senseless by your tutor?"

"Yes," she managed, the word barely audible as pleasure overwhelmed her. Her inner walls clenched around him, drawing him deeper with each punishing stroke.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by her desperate moans and his guttural groans. The desk beneath her palms began to inch forward with the force of his thrusts, papers sliding to the floor unnoticed.

Sophia's world narrowed to the points where their bodies connected—his cock stretching her impossibly wide, his hand around her throat, his chest against her back. Each thrust sent her higher, building a pleasure that coiled tighter and tighter in her core.

His pace never slackened, his grip on her throat maintaining that perfect pressure that made her head swim. The combination of fullness, his possessive grip, and the relentless pounding against that spot deep inside her—it was overwhelming.

"Nathan," she gasped, her voice thin and desperate. "I'm going to—"

"Not yet," he commanded, his voice harsh against her ear. "Not until I say."

His free hand slid around her hip, fingers finding her clit with unerring precision. He circled the swollen bud, timing his strokes with his thrusts, doubling the intensity of her pleasure. Sophia's legs trembled beneath her, threatening to give way as she fought against her impending climax.

"Please," she begged, tears of frustration pricking at the corners of her eyes. "I can't—"

"You can," he insisted, his fingers working mercilessly against her most sensitive flesh. "And you will."

The dual assault on her senses was unbearable. Her inner walls clenched desperately around him, her body fighting against her will to obey his command.

"Nathan, please," she sobbed, her control slipping with each thrust. "I need to come. Please let me come."

His rhythm faltered slightly, his breathing becoming ragged as he approached his own peak. His fingers tightened around her neck, his other hand pressing harder against her clit.

"Now, Sophia," he growled, his voice thick with his own approaching climax. "Come for me now."

The permission was all she needed. Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating force, her inner muscles clamping down on him as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core. She screamed—a raw, primal sound that echoed off the classroom walls. Her vision blurred, stars exploding behind her eyelids as her entire body convulsed with the intensity of her release.

Through the haze of her pleasure, she felt Nathan's rhythm grow erratic, his thrusts becoming desperate as he chased his own climax. His hands had left her throat, her clit, digging possessively into her hips now as he slammed her even harder onto himself. She was sure he would leave bruises—bruises that she would press against later, savouring the memory of this moment.

"Fuck, Sophia," he groaned. "Where—" his voice broke, but she understood immediately what he was asking.

And the answer wasn’t a decision to be made. It was something she’d known for weeks. There had only ever been one possible answer.

"Inside me," she gasped, still trembling from the aftershocks of her own release. "Come inside me, Nathan. Please."

"With pleasure," he growled, the words barely escaping before his body tensed completely.

Two more savage thrusts and he was there—his cock pulsing powerfully as he emptied himself deep within her. Sophia moaned at the sensation of his hot seed flooding her, coating her walls, marking her most intimate place as his territory. Each pulse felt like a claim being staked, each throb a declaration of possession. This was what she'd wanted all along—to be claimed so completely, to be filled with the physical evidence of his desire.

Nathan remained buried to the hilt, his body draped over hers as they both fought to catch their breath. His hands released their bruising grip on her hips, sliding back to cup the soft flesh of her ass. His fingers kneaded appreciatively, tracing the red marks where he'd struck her earlier, squeezing and caressing as if memorising her shape.

As her breathing steadied, Sophia became acutely aware of the warm trickle escaping down her inner thigh—his essence mixed with hers. Rather than feeling embarrassed, she found herself oddly proud of the mess they'd created together. A tangible manifestation of what they'd done, of what they'd become to each other.

"That was… amazing," Nathan murmured against her shoulder, his lips pressing soft kisses along the nape of her neck. "Even better than I imagined."

Sophia smiled, a languid, satisfied expression that he couldn't see. "You imagined this often?"

"More than I should admit," he confessed, his voice still rough from exertion.

With gentle movements, Nathan straightened, bringing her upright with him. He remained inside her, softening but still filling her as he guided her back against his chest. One arm wrapped around her waist while his other hand returned to her throat, not squeezing but simply resting there—a reminder of the control he'd exercised over her moments before.

His fingers tilted her chin, turning her face toward his. Their eyes met, both searching for any sign of regret, finding none. With deliberate slowness, he lowered his mouth to hers.

The kiss was tender, exploratory—a stark contrast to the raw intensity of what had just transpired. His lips moved softly against hers, tasting, savouring, as if he were discovering her for the first time. When they finally parted, Sophia's heart fluttered at the gentle intimacy of the moment.

"We should probably…" Nathan began, glancing toward the door with a mixture of reluctance and responsibility returning to his features.

"I know," Sophia whispered, though neither of them moved to separate. The reality of their situation was slowly creeping back—the locked door, the windows facing the mercifully vacant courtyard, the evidence of their encounter—his belt, her thong—scattered on the floor.

Nathan's hands traced lazy patterns on her skin as he spoke. "This changes everything, you know."

"Does it?" she asked. She turned in his arms to face him fully, his softening length slipping from her body. She felt the loss acutely—already missing the connection they'd shared.

"It has to," he said, his expression growing serious. "We can't pretend this didn't happen. And we certainly can't let it happen again. Not here. Not like this."

Sophia's chest tightened at his words, fear creeping in to replace the warm satisfaction she'd been basking in. "Are you saying you regret it?"

"God, no," Nathan said quickly, his hands cupping her face. "Never. But Sophia, if anyone finds out… my career, your studies, everything we've both worked for…"

She nodded, understanding flooding through her even as disappointment settled in her stomach. Of course he was right. Of course this couldn't be simple. Nothing about their situation ever could be.

"So what happens now?" she asked, her voice smaller than she intended.

Nathan's thumb brushed across her cheek, his expression softening. "Now we figure out how to be careful. How to be smart about this." He paused, his eyes searching hers. "Because I meant what I said—I can't pretend this didn't happen. And I don't want to."

Relief flooded through her, warm and reassuring. "Neither do I."

"Good," he murmured, pressing another soft kiss to her lips. "But first, we need to make ourselves presentable before someone comes looking for this room."

The reminder of their surroundings snapped Sophia back to awareness. She glanced around the classroom, taking in the displaced papers, a chair that had been knocked askew, her discarded underwear still pooled on the floor near his desk.

"Oh god," she breathed, suddenly mortified by how wanton she'd been, how completely she'd lost herself in the moment.

Nathan followed her gaze and chuckled, the sound rich and unrepentant. "Worth it," he said simply, making her cheeks flame even hotter.

He stepped back, giving her space to collect herself. As he tucked himself back into his trousers, retrieved and fastened his belt, Sophia hurried to button her sundress with trembling fingers. The fabric felt strange against her sensitised skin, every brush of cotton a reminder of what had just occurred. She smoothed the yellow material down over her thighs, acutely aware that she was still bare beneath it.

Nathan bent to retrieve the scrap of lace, holding it out to her with an expression that was both tender and wickedly amused. "You'll want this," he said softly.

Sophia's cheeks burned as she took the damp fabric from his fingers, their skin brushing in the exchange. The intimate garment felt foreign in her hands now, transformed by what had transpired. She stepped into the thong quickly, pulling it up her legs and settling it into place. The wet material clung uncomfortably, a constant reminder of their mingled fluids, of his seed still warm inside her.

"How do I look?" she asked, suddenly nervous about facing the world outside this room.

Nathan's eyes swept over her, taking in her flushed cheeks, her slightly swollen lips, the way her hair had come loose from its careful styling. "Like you've been thoroughly ravished by your tutor," he said with brutal honesty, though his tone held warmth rather than criticism.

Sophia's hand flew to her hair, attempting to smooth the dishevelled strands. "That's not exactly the look I want to walk out the door with."

"Here," Nathan said, stepping closer. His fingers worked gently through her hair, taming the worst of the tangles, tucking wayward pieces behind her ears. The gesture was so tender, so domestic, that it made her chest tight with emotions she wasn't prepared to examine.

When he finished, his hands lingered at her temples, thumbs brushing across her cheekbones. "Better," he murmured. "Though anyone who looks closely will still know."

"Know what?"

His eyes darkened slightly. "That you've been claimed."

The word sent a shiver through her, awakening an echo of the pleasure that had consumed her minutes before. She could feel her body responding already, nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

Nathan noticed immediately, his gaze dropping to where her arousal was becoming visible once again. "Christ, Sophia," he breathed. "We really do need to get you out of here before I lose what's left of my self-control."

She bit her lip, fighting the urge to press against him, to invite him to take her again right here against the door. But the rational part of her knew he was right—they'd already taken enormous risks, pushed far beyond the boundaries of safety. But her body hummed with renewed need, greedy for more of his touch.

"When can I see you again?" she asked, hating how needy she sounded, but unable to help herself.

He ran a hand through his hair, disheveling it in a way that made her want to reach up and smooth it back. "Sophia, we need to be careful. You understand that, right?"

"Of course I do," she said, her voice steadier than she expected. "But that doesn't mean we have to stop completely."

Nathan's expression shifted, a mix of concern and unmistakable desire. "No," he agreed after a moment. "It doesn't."

He reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. "Give me your number," he said, his tone slipping into that authoritative register that made her knees weak.

Sophia recited the digits, watching as he saved them under a name that definitely wasn't "Sophia”. The small precaution—the first of many they would need to take—made their situation feel both more real and more dangerous.

"I'll text you tonight," he promised, his voice lower now. "We'll figure something out."

She nodded, suddenly shy despite everything they'd just shared. This was new territory—extending beyond the fantasy into something real, something that existed outside these four walls.

"You should go first," Nathan said, glancing at his watch. "I'll wait ten minutes, straighten up in here."

The practicality of his plan, the careful calculation, reminded her of the risks they were taking. But instead of dampening her desire, it only heightened her excitement. The forbidden nature of what they'd done—of what they were planning to continue—added an intoxicating edge to her already overwhelming feelings.

"Okay," she agreed, gathering her bag from where it had fallen during their encounter. Before heading to the door, she turned back to him, suddenly needing one more touch, one more connection.

Nathan seemed to sense her need. He stepped forward, cupping her face in his hands. "This isn't just…" he began, then paused, searching for words. "You're not just some conquest to me, Sophia. I need you to know that."

The sincerity in his eyes made her chest tighten. "I know," she whispered.

He kissed her then—not a desperate, hungry kiss, but something softer, something that felt like a promise. When they parted, his eyes remained closed for a moment longer, as if committing the sensation to memory.

"Go," he said finally, stepping back. "I'll see you soon."

Sophia nodded, adjusting her bag on her shoulder. With one last lingering look, she slipped out the door and into the corridor beyond.
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