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	[ The Student and the Professor ]

	Professor Blackwood's office smelled of old paper and something sharper, something like impending storms. Rain lashed against the tall, arched window, blurring the university quad into a wash of grey and green. I stood before his massive oak desk, my heart a frantic bird against my ribs, clutching my essay so tightly the edges crumpled. He took it from me without a word, his long fingers brushing mine. The contact was a jolt, electric and wrong, sending a shiver straight to my core.

	He read. The silence stretched, thick with the rain's drumming and the ticking of a grandfather clock in the corner. I could feel the heat climbing up my neck, a fever of shame and something else, something sick and thrilling. Finally, he looked up. His eyes were the color of dark whiskey, and they held a light that made my stomach clench.

	"Sentimental drivel," he said, his voice a low rumble. "You write with your feelings, not your mind. You're clever, but you're lazy. You want to be handed praise for mediocrity."

	I flinched. "I don't—"

	"Don't lie to me," he cut me off, standing. He was tall, a broad-shouldered shadow in the dim light from his desk lamp. He moved around the desk, the fabric of his trousers whispering. "You came in here hoping for a pat on the head. Maybe something more." He was so close now I could smell the wool of his coat, the faint, clean scent of his skin. "You think I haven't seen the way you look at me in lecture? The way you press your thighs together?"

	My breath hitched. I couldn't deny it. I couldn't speak. The accusation hung in the air, filthy and true.

	He reached out, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw. "This is what you want, isn't it? To be seen. To be… corrected." His other hand came up to tangle in my hair, the grip not gentle, a firm anchor at the nape of my neck. He tilted my head back, forcing me to meet his gaze. "On your knees."

	It wasn't a request. It was a statement of fact, as undeniable as gravity. My knees hit the worn Persian rug with a dull thud. The floor was hard through the thin fabric of my jeans. His thumb pressed against my lower lip, then pushed inside, hooking behind my teeth. I tasted salt and skin and the raw, metallic tang of power.

	"Open," he commanded. I did. He unbuckled his belt, the rasp of leather a loud crackle in the quiet room. He freed himself, thick and heavy, the head flushed and glistening. The sight was a punch to the gut, a wave of pure, unadulterated filth that made my own hips twitch.

	He guided himself to my mouth, not slow, not hesitant. The stretch was immediate, a burning ache that bloomed into a deep, throbbing pleasure. He set a brutal rhythm, one hand fisted in my hair, the other gripping the back of my neck. He used my mouth, his breath coming in harsh grunts, the sounds wet and obscene in the rain-soaked office. My eyes watered, tears tracking through the light makeup I wore, mingling with the spit that slicked my chin.

	"That's it," he growled, his hips pistoning. "Take it. This is your education. This is the only thing you're good for." The words were poison, but they were also a key, unlocking some feral, desperate part of me. I reached up, my nails digging into the hard muscle of his thighs, holding on. I wanted to choke on him. I wanted to drown in him. The friction, the fullness, the sheer, overwhelming presence of him filled my senses until there was nothing else.

	He pulled back suddenly, leaving me gasping, a string of saliva connecting us for a moment before snapping. "On the desk," he ordered, sweeping a stack of books to the floor with a crash. "Face down."

	I scrambled up, my limbs clumsy with adrenaline. He was behind me in an instant, yanking my jeans down to my knees. The cool air hit my heated flesh, making me shiver. Then his hand was on me, a sharp, stinging slap on my bare ass that echoed in the room. I cried out, more from shock than pain.

	"Count," he demanded.

	Another slap, harder this time. "One."

	Again. "Two."

	He gave me five, each one a brand of fire, each one a jolt that went straight to the aching center of me. By the fifth, I was trembling, my slickness coating my inner thighs. He kicked my feet wider, positioning himself. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance, a question I didn't have to answer.

	He pushed in, one long, ruthless stroke that buried him to the hilt. I screamed, my hands flat on the cool, polished wood of the desk. He filled me completely, a painful, perfect stretch. There was no gentleness, no preamble. Only the raw, primal act of fucking.

	He gripped my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to leave bruises, and began to move. The desk scraped against the floor with every thrust, a rhythmic protest against the assault. The rain beat a frantic tattoo on the window, a wild percussion for the brutal symphony he was conducting on my body. Every drag of him against my sensitive walls was a fresh wave of pleasure-pain, building into an impossible pressure.

	"Is this the praise you wanted?" he snarled, leaning over me, his chest to my back. His teeth grazed my earlobe. "Is this what you came in here for, you greedy little slut?"

	The words were the final push. I shattered, my orgasm a violent convulsion that stole my breath and sight. My inner muscles clamped down on him like a vise, and he cursed, his rhythm faltering before he slammed into me one last time, his own release a hot flood deep inside. We stayed there for a long moment, locked together, our harsh breathing the only sound.

	He pulled out, leaving me feeling empty and wrecked on his desk, my jeans tangled around my ankles. I heard the rustle of clothing, the click of a zipper. When I finally pushed myself up, my arms shaking, he was back behind the desk, composed, as if nothing had happened. He slid my essay across the polished wood.
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