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Me: Professor Marissa Burke. Forty-five years old, happily married mother of three, professor of Russian Literature at a medium-sized private university in the Midwest. Average height, but very athletic. I’m a runner, with a lean muscular frame, built for endurance. My hair is naturally very light blonde, most often tied back in a single braid, framing a face that blends sharp cheekbones with a natural down-to-earth appeal, or so I’d been told anyway. My clear blue eyes were intelligent, while my well-practiced posture—straight-backed and deliberate—conveyed both poise and physical presence. I’d been told I had a magnetism about me, not flashy beautiful, but striking in the way that intelligence and confidence can be when carried with ease. 

Him: Will Davidson. Twenty-two years old, graduate student at my medium-sized private university, charming humble alpha male, brilliant mind who could be a model if he wanted, young man with the world at his fingertips and my heart in his palm. He possessed a striking, almost timeless physical presence. He towered over me at six foot three, with a lean, broad-shouldered body, the kind of build that carried both strength and elegance without excess. His face was carved with classical symmetry—high cheekbones, a square jaw, and a straight, distinguished nose. His thick dark brown hair was often swept back in relaxed waves, framing a pair of piercing blue eyes that held a steady, unhurried intensity. There was a quiet charisma in his expression, a calm confidence that did not demand attention but drew it naturally. His movements were fluid, his posture effortless, conveying control without stiffness. There was something inherently cinematic about him, like a figure out of mid-century Hollywood, reimagined in modern style and clarity. He was handsome not simply in a conventional sense, radiating a composed, thoughtful masculinity, blending physical allure with understated intelligence. He always seemed to me like the surface was only hinting at something much deeper underneath. 

In case it’s not already obvious, I had a terribly intense crush on him. 

I felt horrible about having that crush. I definitely felt like I should not be feeling that way. I did my level best to ‘fake it until I made it,’ with regard to not having a raging full-on girl-boner crush on this young man. But to claim I was successful would be a lie, would be to deny reality. The simple truth was, he made me feel like a teenager pining over a pretty face I saw in Teen Bop or Tiger Beat or whatever those magazines used to be. The simple truth was, he made me feel like a groupie, standing behind a velvet rope, barely restrained by an overworked, underpaid security guard, as I screamed my love for and threw my underwear at the boy band just trying to get on their plane in peace. 

That was some kind of tortured metaphor. What would Tolstoy think? 

How many different ways could I feel badly, about how I felt about Will Davidson? I felt badly for my husband, my children, my colleagues, my university, concepts of morality and good civil behavior, myself, Will. He was my student, so it was beyond wrong. Yes, he was legally of age, but the power differential there made things completely unacceptable. And yet... some part of me felt like there was a power differential in the other direction, like it was actually the inverse of what it would seem. If we were ever to be together, he would absolutely be the dominant one between us, just by virtue of... well, by virtue of him being his perfect self. But I had to believe that was probably just me justifying my wrong, taboo attraction. Nobody in the world would see things that way, except me. 

There was absolutely nothing good about me wanting to jump Will Davidson’s bones, and there was absolutely everything bad. And yet, if he offered himself to me at any time, any place, I’d have accepted. My mind and spirit would not have been strong enough to resist my attraction to him. It was that simple. 

Will Davidson had a lovely age-appropriate girlfriend. I had a wonderful husband, a family, a career, a life I’d worked unbelievably hard to build. There was nothing else to it. That was that. My immoral taboo thoughts could stay secret from the world, so long as they stayed inside my head. 

The first incident happened at the department holiday party.

It was in the Literature Department, which was plenty spacious and comfortable enough to host a party for the professors and the grad students. It was not a dry party, so undergrads were not invited. The night wore on and conversations were enjoyed and drinks were consumed. 

When it was time for me to leave, I happened to be leaving at the same time as Will Davidson. My heart bounced from my throat to my loins when I realized it was just the two of us in the elevator. I smiled at Will, and he smiled back. In spite of my absurdly intense crush on him, we didn’t actually know each other well. His smile was so beautiful, it felt like that classic movie scene where the chorus of angels sang. I wanted to cry right then and there. Drunk absurd thought. 

A colleague of mine, a slight man in his fifties named Doctor Johnson, tried to reach the elevator as it was closing, but didn’t quite make it. I often wonder how life would have been different if Brian Johnson had reached that elevator door, and I wouldn’t have been alone with Will Davidson.

We were both just a little bit drunk, I could tell. We started the seven-floor elevator ride in silence. Just being that near to him, being alone with him for the first time ever, I felt a heat and pressure growing in my tummy, my loins, my sex. I’ve got to get the fuck off this elevator, I thought. I gotta get home and get out my dildo. Try not to wake Sam.

Somewhere between the third and fourth floors, the elevator stopped. 

Will Davidson and I stood there in stunned silence, not sure what to do next. I think we were both pretty certain it was a momentary thing, that it was going to start moving again in seconds. Maybe at most a minute. 

That did not happen.

I think I was the first one to glance at him. He was dressed in a button up burgundy shirt that clung beautifully to his muscular torso, untucked, and black cargo pants. I was in what I’d worn to work that day, a conservative steel-grey skirt, blazer, and white blouse. Looking at him was a mistake. For one thing, it got his attention. I think if we’d just managed to ignore each other, I’d have gotten out of there without making any bad decisions. For another thing, Dear Sweet Lord Baby Jesus, he was so, so fucking sexy. He’d look sexy in a prison outfit, in a hospital gown, in a potato sack. In his actual clothes, he was a god.

“Well,” I huffed, my voice just a little bit too drunk-loud. “Now what the hell do we do?”

Will looked at me sideways. “Shall we debate decolonial readings of Dostoevsky?”

I laughed, again, perhaps a little too loudly. “Ready when you are, Mister Davidson.”

“I know what I’d suggest if you were a girl my age,” Will laughed, and then he immediately looked horrified. It was obviously bawdy humor, intended entirely as a joke, something he would never have said in a million years if he’d been sober. His instant horror was proof of that. “Oh God, Doctor Burke, can we forget I said that—”

It had been bawdy humor, no question. At least, that’s how it was intended. 

For me, it was the last crack in my willpower. 

“Sure,” I said, cutting Will off. “As long as you can forget I did this.”

I leaned over and kissed him. 

How much simpler it would have made my life, if that kiss had sucked. 

Like, if it had been truly repulsive. 

It was not. Of course it was not. 

It was the greatest kiss of my life. Probably of anyone’s life. It was the greatest kiss in history. 

His lips were divine, his tongue was divine, his taste was divine, his smell was divine. All of it was perfect. The way he moved was perfect. The way he pressed his lips against mine with just enough force, like he was... commanding me, putting me where he wanted me... but also giving me room to move. I had agency in the kiss. He led the way, like he was leading a dance. I had freedom of movement, though I didn’t want it. I’d follow him wherever he wanted to go, wherever he wanted to take me. His personality of being an alpha male king, but also humble and modest, all of that came through in how he kissed me back. It was... simply exquisite. The English language doesn’t have words for how perfect a kiss that was; I’d have to dip into the Ancient Greek to properly describe it.

Reluctant as I was, I was the one to break the kiss. 

Staring up into his eyes, I felt like I’d gone insane, like some manic demon had overcome me. 

“I need your cock in my mouth,” I said. “Right now. I’ve wanted your dick in my mouth ever since I first laid eyes on you, Will. Every time I see you step and I can see your bulge through your pants, I’ve wanted to rip your pants off right there in front of the class and empty those big balls of yours. Every lecture I’ve ever given with you sitting in the front row, I’ve wanted to suck you absolutely bone dry. And... I’m gonna suck you dry right now.”

And, without waiting for an answer, I dropped to my knees and began undoing his belt.

Will did not try to stop me. He only stared down at me, a slight smile on that beautiful face of his. 

My heart was thudding out of my chest, like I’d run a marathon and was coming down the final stretch. This is happening. This is really happening. I’d wanted it so much, and now it was here, it was happening, and there was no taking it back. My hands were shaking terribly—with excitement, with nerves, it was hard to say—as I opened his belt buckle, unbuttoned his pants, and dropped his zipper. Staring up into his eyes, I slid his pants and boxers down slowly with both hands. 

His cock was a goddamned revelation. 

I had known it would be, but Jesus Christ. It was certainly the most beautiful cock I’d ever seen in person, putting my husband’s (God bless his heart) to absolute shame. Giving it a moment’s thought, I decided it was the most beautiful cock I’d ever seen, anywhere, in person or on a screen or a page. It was a shade under nine inches, girthy and veiny and already so erect it was pointed upward slightly. My first thought was it was a porn cock, but that wasn’t right. It was too beautiful for porn. To call it porn-worthy was to degrade its perfection.

His cock may be too beautiful for porn, but, on my knees there in front of one of my graduate students who was less than half my age, I absolutely made the astonished dick reveal porn face. You know the one. The open mouth, the eyes wide, the look of sheer astonishment and glee and anticipation. It’s like Christmas morning. I’ve been a very good girl, evidently. 

The first touch of his cock was electric. I had his pants around his thighs, so the angle was slightly awkward, but still, the moment I took him in hand and felt his cockhead against my palm, it was... amazing. It was a revelation.

“Oh my God,” I murmured, looking up at him. “You are so hard, Mister Davidson. This is some kind of beautiful cock.”

“Well, a woman as gorgeous and brilliant and powerful as you, on her knees, wanting my cock, and staring up at me like she’s ready to devour me?” Will asked. “How could I not be rock hard, Professor Burke?”

Good God, he was too much. Here I was on my knees about to worship his manhood, and he was humble and demure, talking about how wonderful I was. 

How could I not suck the cock of such a man, when presented the opportunity?

The first lick of his cock, from the base to the tip, was an event. It was the single best thing I’d ever tasted. I couldn’t quite believe the intensity of my reaction to his delicious, ambrosia-of-the-gods flavor.

“You know,” Will murmured. “I’ve spent a lot of time fantasizing about you sucking my cock, Doctor Burke. This moment has happened a thousand times in my thoughts, while you’ve been giving those lectures.”

“I’ve spent a lot of time fantasizing about the reverse, Mister Davidson,” I said, and I took his cockhead between my lips.

He groaned, his legs trembled, and he gripped my hair tightly.

I moaned, closed my eyes, and slid his cock deep into my mouth.

The sensation of him inside me was otherworldly.

The way he stretched my lips and mouth and throat, the way his cock pressed against every part of my mouth, the weight and taste and smell and feel of him. There was something about him, some combination of the physical sensations, that was so much more than the sum of its parts. Sucking him, getting him wet, sliding his cock deep inside me, pulling him out, doing it again, was better than any sex I’d had in my entire life. I loved doing this, and I’d never loved it before. I’d sucked dick before, of course, and had kinda liked it, more tolerated it if I’m being honest, but this...

I was a woman possessed.

Will gripped my head with both hands, holding me firmly, not guiding, but just holding on, like I was a raft in a raging river and he was scared to drown.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “You suck cock better than anyone has ever sucked my dick.”

I moaned around his shaft, and took him a little deeper.

“Fuck,” he growled.

He was holding me tighter, gripping my hair harder, and he started pushing his cock a little deeper. Not too deep, just a few inches. I didn’t mind. In fact, I was glad. I wanted him to enjoy himself, I wanted him to fuck my face, if that was what he needed. I didn’t want him to hold back.

Will held my head in his hands and started pushing his cock deeper in my throat.

When we’d started, I was in control. I think he was just so stunned that one of his professors was on her knees, sucking his dick, that he could do little else but stand there and watch and enjoy. Now, though, he was getting into it. He held my head perfectly still and in place; his arms and hands might as well have been steel restraints. While I was restrained and held there, he began thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

His thrusts were shallow, and they mostly did not go deep enough to get to my throat, but they were fast, and the sensation was intense. His cock, sliding in and out of me, his big balls bouncing and slapping against my chin, his hands in my hair. I had zero control over any of it, and the lack of control, the feeling of him taking complete charge and command, was thrilling.

“Fuck,” he murmured.

His thrusts got faster.

“Oh fuck,” he said.

Now his thrusts were deep. Not the full nine inches, but six or seven. I could hear myself gagging and choking on him, feel the tears forming at the corners of my eyes. I didn’t care. Actually, I loved it. Yeah, I thought. Make me choke on that big perfect dick, Will. I’m old enough to be your mother, but who fucking cares? We’re not breaking any laws. Make me choke on that cock, baby. Make me your slut, you beautiful big-dicked man. 

“Oh fuck,” he muttered.

It was all happening very quickly.

“Fuuuck!”

He grunted, pushed his cock all the way into my mouth and down my throat, and came.

The sensation was amazing. I felt his cock pulsing, his thick hot cum sliding down my throat. My body had an instinctual response, a natural gag reflex, but he held me in place, not allowing me to pull off, forcing me to swallow everything he had. At the last moment, for his last few pumps, I pulled him out of my throat so just the head was in my mouth. I wanted to taste him, fully and completely.

After the last twitch, I slowly slid him out, until his cockhead was resting on my lower lip.

“Mmm,” I moaned. “That was incredible.”

Will smiled and helped me to my feet. “I’d say the same, Doctor Burke, but you were doing all the work. I’m just sorry it was so quick.”

I laughed, as the elevator began moving almost immediately afterward. 

“Actually,” I said, “You couldn’t have timed it better.”

––––––––

[image: ]


WEEKS PASSED. I HAD time to fully process my guilt and shame about the incident, chalking it up to drunken foolishness and total bizarre chance happenstance. What were the odds that he and I would get into that elevator together, that it would break down for several minutes, leaving us drunk and horny and in an enclosed space? That could have happened to anyone. 

I didn’t tell my husband, and I was pretty sure that Will hadn’t told his girlfriend. It was what it was. These things happen every day, dozens, hundreds, thousands of times to thousands of different marriages and couples, and little secrets get kept for the greater good. A world where everyone was one hundred percent honest all the time would be a dangerous and terrifying place to live. If my husband could be rational about it, I’m sure he’d understand that it was better that he not know about the incident with Will in the elevator. The reality was, I was doing him a favor, and doing what was best for our family. 

Or so I could tell myself at least. It helped me sleep at night. 

Will, to his immense credit, acted as if nothing strange or untoward had happened between us. He acted the same in class, and I noticed none of his friends or classmates making funny faces at me, or otherwise suggesting that he had let them in on our little secret. I ought to have not been surprised by this—Will Davidson was too classy and mature to kiss and tell, even with a professor—but so far it seemed like his discretion but perfect and absolute.

Anyways, the next incident happened in my office. 

It was my late office hour, because of course it was. Seven to eight p.m. on Thursday, the only other time I could squeeze in a required office hour. Because of the oddity of it being so late, I was generally the only one there. Even the janitors were gone. No students ever visited me on that office hour. What student, even the most passionately dedicated graduate student, wanted to come talk about Anton Chekov so late in the day?

On that particular Thursday, Will Davidson did. 

He came to me about 7:30, softly knocking on the door and letting himself in. He legitimately had wanted to talk about his dissertation. Though I wasn’t his advisor, he did want to pick my brain on a few things, gathering a breadth of opinion and all that. That much was legitimate, and we did have a legitimately good conversation about apolitical humanism in Chekov. Of course, my hackles had gone up when he’d come in—I’d made peace with our little elevator tryst, I’d mostly gotten over my guilt (resolving to tell my husband about it someday), and I was ready to move on from it. I basically felt like I’d gotten it out of my system, and never needed to discuss it again, with anyone except maybe my husband at that later date. But Will Davidson, perfect, charming, beautiful, humble Will Davidson, had been a perfect gentleman, perfectly professional, over the course of that academic meeting. 
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