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I’ve been thinking about this moment for months. Every night in bed, my fingers toying between my legs, dreaming of the day I would finally have him.

For most of my peers, today is the end of the semester. They’re stressing about handing in projects, passing their final exams, and deciding what they’re going to wear to any of the dozens of parties happening around campus tonight.

Typical college student troubles.

Not me.

Projects? I turned all of mine in early.

Finals? Aced. I could have passed them in my sleep. 

Parties? No, thanks. Fraternities gross me out, and sororities have never been appealing. There’s only one person I’m interested in seeing loosen up tonight, and he doesn’t fraternize with the student body—yet.

The clock on the wall of his office ticks by like it hasn’t been greased in years. Does time always move this slowly when you’re waiting for desire to arrive?

All around me, bookshelves stretch toward the low ceiling, leaning and buckling under the weight of decades of acquired knowledge. It’s clear that every book present has been used and refiled many times; the pages bleed post-it notes, and the covers hold on like desperate lovers after years of torment.

Before today, I’d always felt intimated here. It felt like the bookshelves would collapse at any moment, crushing me under the weight of intelligence and wisdom that would always be out of reach.

Today will be different.

None of the other faculty paid me any mind when I let myself into his office; I’m one of his best students, constantly utilizing those office hours that other students seem intent on ignoring. I’m supposed to be here.

Finally, the door swings open and the man of my dreams walks in.

“Tracy?” He cocks his head at me as he closes the door, smiling with those beaming brown eyes from behind his spectacles. “What are you doing here? There’s no way you’re here to beg for extra credit with the other grovelers. You could have failed the final and still passed the class with how perfect your papers have been.”

“No, Dr. Brighton.” God, I just love saying his name. Doctor David Brighton. There’s something so sexy about a man with enough focus and ambition to attain a Ph.D. “I don’t need any extra credit, and I certainly passed your exam.”

He raises an eyebrow at me, challenging me as he tends to do.

“Trust me,” I respond, hands in my lap. “It was a great test, just no match for me.”

“Ah.” He nods, taking a sip from the cup of coffee that’s perpetually glued to his hand. “It appears that nothing ever is... a match for you, that is.”

For a moment, it seems that his eyes linger somewhere other than my face for once. 

I haven’t held back for our final meeting, donning a tight black pencil skirt, black heels that force the fine muscles of my calves to stay flexed, and a blood-red blouse that does wonders for my breasts. I didn’t bother with the top few buttons of the blouse, and it seems that the good Dr. Brighton has finally taken notice of my assets that are usually hiding under hoodies and sweatpants. 

“You... Uh...” he stammers, slowly rounding his wide desk. “Do you have a job interview today or something? You’re certainly dressed to impressed.”

My heart pounds like a heavy bass line. 

He’s never even so much as remarked on the color of my nails. All semester, I’ve had to guess whether the man harbors any interest in me whatsoever. I’ve chosen to believe that my professor simply refuses to cross any line that would jeopardize his career.

There have been too many signs to suggest that he only sees me as a pupil: the long, stolen glances during lectures, the extra care he gives in critiquing my papers, all of the laughs we’ve shared during office hours...

And now that the semester is over, we can finally explore a subject that has been off-limits for nearly five months.

“Well, Sir,” I say, clearing my throat and sitting up straight. “I actually got dressed up for... you...”
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