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Plot Summary

Title: Until I Knew You

Genre: Dark Romance (Erotica) 18+

Tags: Taboo, Erotic, Student/Professor

Tone: Intense, emotionally layered, sensual, mature

Themes: Power, trust, healing, forbidden love, dominance/submission

Characters introduced:

Professor Adrian Wolfe – 38, cold, controlled, devastatingly magnetic.  Dom in private life. Scarred by betrayal from a past relationship that nearly ruined his career. He teaches modern literature.

Luca Heart: 24, socialized, football team captain.. extremely sexy.. student of Modern Literature.. with hidden submissive strike..

Others...

Opening Scene (Prologue):

The club breathed in shadows and exhaled heat.

Luca moved through the smoke like he belonged, even though he didn’t. Not yet.

Velvet walls. Low ceilings. Bodies pressed too close. Here, silence said more than words. Here, people came to lose themselves.

He didn’t expect to lock eyes with him.

The man stood alone, back straight, watching. Like a storm just waiting. Sharp jaw. Dark suit. A presence that coiled around Luca’s lungs before he even moved.

He was older. Beautiful in a cold, ruin-you way. Luca couldn’t look away. Didn’t want to.

"You’ve never been here before," the man said, voice deep and quiet. Like velvet stretched over something dangerous.

Luca shrugged. "First time."

A pause. A look.

“Safe word?” the man asked.

“Ash,” Luca answered without thinking.

Another pause. Then—“Come with me.”

And Luca did.

The room was candlelit and silent. Adrian didn’t touch him at first. He watched, and the watching was enough to make Luca ache.

“You want to be told what to do?” the man asked.

“Yes.”

“Then listen carefully.”

That night, Luca gave everything. Adrian took it—and gave back something no one ever had: safety in surrender.

When it was over, Luca lay tangled in silk sheets, skin humming. The man said nothing. Just brushed his thumb over Luca’s lower lip once, like goodbye.

“One night,” the man had said.

Luca agreed.

Until Monday morning, when Adrian Wolfe walked into the lecture hall—and froze when he saw who was waiting in the front row.
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Chapter One: One night
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Luca hadn’t planned to come. Not really. But here he was—black shirt unbuttoned just low enough, boots tapping over polished concrete, heartbeat too loud in his ears.

At the Club Vanta.

He’d heard stories—rules, rituals, masks. No phones. No questions. He left the world at the door.

Inside, the air was sex and smoke. Dark red lights curled through low-hung chandeliers. Music throbbed low and slow. Eyes tracked him, curiously assessing his stature.

Then his eyes found him.

He looked tall and composed. Leaning against the bar like he owned the place. All sharp cheekbones and unreadable eyes. Charcoal suit. No tie. The kind of man who didn’t need to speak to be obeyed. Luca didn’t look away. He never looked away.

The man raised a brow, just slightly. Then nodded—once.

Luca walked over.

“First time?” the man asked, voice like dark velvet.

“Yeah.”

He didn’t smile, neither did he blink. “You know the rules?”

Luca nodded. “No names. No numbers. Safe word?”

“Ash,” Luca answered.

Heat was mixed in silence immediately.

“Come with me.”

The room was tucked behind a curtain—lit by candlelight, nothing else special. The walls were soundproofed. The door locked from the inside.

“Strip,” the man said. He wasn’t barking. His voice was soft. But it wasn’t a request.

Luca’s fingers moved before his mind caught up. Buttons undone. Shirt off and then, his pants. He stood bare, chest rising with every breath.

The man didn’t undress. Not yet.

He circled Luca once, then stopped behind him. “Do you know why you're here?”

Luca swallowed. “To give.”

“And?”

“To feel.” Luca perfected his word.

A hum of approval. “On your knees.”

Luca obeyed.

The man finally knelt in front of him, hand curling under his chin. “Look at me.”

He did. And everything else vanished.

Adrian didn’t touch him the way most men did. It wasn’t rushed or performative. It was intentional. Every kiss was a command. Every breath, a question Luca didn’t know he had inside him.

When Adrian bound his wrists in soft black silk, Luca didn’t flinch. When he told him to beg—mean it—Luca’s voice broke open like glass.

Clearly, he came undone more from the man’s voice than his hands.

And afterward, when the sheets were twisted and the world had gone still, Luca remained silent, listening to his own breathing settle.

Adrian didn’t say goodbye. He just looked at him—really looked—like he was trying to memorize something he shouldn’t want.

“One night,” Adrian said.

Luca nodded. “Yeah, one night.”

**
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Next morning, Adrian Wolfe stood at the front of his lecture hall—books in hand, mind held in control.

Until the door opened. And in walked the boy from the club. Hair messy. Mouth familiar. Eyes that widened just enough to betray recognition.

Adrian’s pulse kicked once, hard.

He looked away.

But he already knew—this would not be just one night.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: Recognition
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Next day at college, in the classroom. Adrian saw him, Luca. The boy from last night, from the club. He could not believe it.

The room buzzed like every other first day—papers shuffling, laptops opening, the low murmur of students pretending not to care. Adrian stood still, calm on the outside.

Inside him was disturbance. He was trained for control, having had years of it. He could silence a room with a look. He cut through the noise with a sentence. But now?

Luca, now fully clothed, hair damp from a rushed shower, jaw set like he was trying to pretend he didn’t feel it too. He saw Adrian and froze instantly, his arms down. Then moved to the front row and sat—casually. Like nothing had happened.

Smart and dangerous.

Adrian dropped the syllabus on the lectern and forced himself to speak. “Welcome to Modern Literature,” he said, voice even. “This course explores deviance, structure, and control through the written word. If you're not comfortable with dark material, you should leave now.”
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