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	THE PROFESSOR’S OFFICE

	The mahogany door clicked shut behind her, the sound swallowed by the hallowed silence of my office. Books lined every wall, their leather spines glowing like ancient secrets in the warm pool of light from my brass lamp. Outside, the campus slept, but here, in this room, another kind of night was beginning.

	She stood before my desk, a defiant spark in her eyes that didn't quite match the slight tremor in her hands. Her skirt was too short, her blouse unbuttoned one button too many. A deliberate provocation.

	"Professor," she began, her voice edged with challenge, "I don't see why my paper requires this level of... scrutiny."

	I didn't look up from the document I was marking. Let her wait. Let the silence stretch and thicken around us until it became something tangible, something she could feel in her lungs. When I finally raised my eyes, I held her gaze, allowing the weight of my attention to settle upon her.

	"Sit," I said, my voice quiet. Not a request. A configuration of the air that left no room for refusal.

	She hesitated, a fraction of a second too long. That was all I needed. I rose slowly from my high-backed leather chair, the sound of my soles on the Persian rug deliberate, controlled. I rounded the desk, my shadow falling over her. She smelled of cheap perfume and cheaper rebellion.

	"Did you not understand the instruction?" I asked, my tone even, conversational almost. I moved behind her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of my body. I placed my hands on the back of the wooden chair she still refused to take, my fingers tracing the carved wood.

	"Or are you simply choosing to be difficult?"

	Her breath hitched. The defiance in her posture wavered. I saw the reflection of her face in the darkened window behind my desk—wide eyes, parted lips. A flicker of uncertainty.

	I leaned in, my lips near her ear, but not touching. "Sit," I repeated, the word a soft exhalation against her skin. "Now."

	This time, she obeyed. She sank into the chair, her movements stiff, clumsy. I remained standing behind her, my hands resting on the chair's back, caging her in. I let the silence return, heavy with unspoken questions. I could feel the rapid, shallow rise and fall of her shoulders.

	"You came here tonight for a reason," I stated, my voice low. "Let's not pretend it was about your paper."

	I walked around to the front of the desk, perching on the edge directly in front of her. I crossed my arms, my gaze unwavering. The lamplight carved my face into planes of light and shadow. I watched her, waiting. Giving her the space to expose herself, to name the desire that had brought her to my door after hours.

	Her eyes darted around the room, anywhere but at me. "I... I don't know what you mean."

	I smiled, a slow, knowing curve of my lips. "Don't you?" I reached out, my fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her cheek. The touch was feather-light, but she flinched as if I'd struck her. "You've been testing my patience all semester, haven't you? The late assignments, the pointed questions in lecture, the way you watch me when you think I'm not looking."

	I let my thumb trace the line of her jaw, feeling the frantic pulse beating beneath the skin. "You wanted my attention. You have it. Now, what are you going to do with it?"

	Her breath hitched. The defiance was crumbling, replaced by a raw, naked vulnerability that was far more compelling. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She was trapped between the girl she pretended to be and the woman she was discovering.

	"Look at me," I commanded softly.

	Her eyes lifted to mine, and in their depths, I saw it—the fear, the curiosity, and beneath it all, the desperate, aching need. The need to be seen, to be taken, to be broken down and remade in the fire of my will.

	"Good," I murmured, my thumb still stroking her jaw. "That's better."

	I stood, moving back behind the desk, creating a sliver of space between us. I retrieved her paper from the neat stack, holding it up. "This," I said, my tone clinical, detached, "is lazy. It's uninspired. It's the work of someone who is bored. But you're not bored, are you?"

	I dropped the paper back onto the desk. It landed with a soft slap in the quiet room.

	"You're restless."

	I circled the desk again, my movements fluid, predatory. I stopped beside her chair. "Stand up."

	She hesitated, her body tensing. The ghost of rebellion returned to her eyes.

	I sighed, a sound of theatrical disappointment. "We were doing so well."

	My hand shot out, fingers wrapping around the nape of her neck. The grip was firm, unyielding, but not painful. A point of control. I pulled her to her feet, guiding her around the desk until she stood before it, facing the polished wood.

	"Bend over," I said, my voice a low murmur against her ear.

	Her breath escaped in a ragged gasp. She planted her palms flat on the desk's surface, her back arching instinctively, presenting herself to me. The short skirt rode high, revealing the smooth expanse of her thighs, the curve of her ass straining against the thin fabric of her panties.

	I placed a hand on the small of her back, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin blouse. I applied a gentle, steady pressure, forcing her down further, until her cheek rested against the cool wood. Her breathing was shallow, audible in the stillness.

	"Look at you," I whispered, my other hand tracing the curve of her buttock. "So obedient when you're properly motivated."

	I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, slow and deliberate, baring her to the dim light. She shivered, a full-body tremor that had nothing to do with cold. I let the scrap of lace fall to her ankles.

	Her ass was perfect, pale and round, the cleft between her cheeks a shadowed invitation. I ran a single finger down that cleft, feeling her flinch and tense. I paused at her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her. She was wet. Of course she was.

	"Is this what you wanted?" I asked, my voice a dark caress. "To be put in your place? To be reminded that there are consequences for your actions?"

	I unzipped my trousers, the sound loud, obscene in the quiet room. I freed myself, my cock heavy and hard in my hand. I didn't enter her. Not yet. I rubbed the head of my cock against her slick folds, coating myself in her arousal. Her hips jerked, a silent, desperate plea.

	"Please," she whispered, the word muffled by the desk.

	"Please what?" I asked, my grip tightening on her hip.

	"Please... Professor."

	A slow smile touched my lips. That was it. That was the surrender I had been waiting for. I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed in, slow and deep, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth, controlled thrust. She cried out, a sharp, ragged sound that was equal parts pain and pleasure.

	I held myself there, letting her adjust to the intrusion, letting her feel the fullness, the stretch, the undeniable reality of my possession. My hands roamed over her back, her flanks, the globes of her ass, claiming every inch of her.

	"You feel that?" I murmured, my lips against her ear. "That's what happens when you push. You get what you're asking for."
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