
  
    [image: Office Hours]
  


  
    
      Office Hours

      A TABOO ROMANCE

    

    
      
        EDEN SCARLET

      

    

    
      EDEN SCARLET PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Office Hours

        A Taboo Romance

        By: Eden Scarlet

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        eBook Edition

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Eden Scarlet ©2026

      All rights reserved.

      This e-book is the sole property of the author and may not be reproduced or transmitted without the permission of the author.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, places, events, or occurrences is purely coincidental.

      Betas: Brittany, Christine, Emily, and Talon.

      Cover Design by: Through the Booking Glass Designs

      Editing and Formatting by: Through the Booking Glass Literary Services

      *This book is smut. Graphic sex, language, and situations are within the pages. Not intended for those under the age of 18 or prudes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For those who like to be taken and appreciate sex that isn’t vanilla.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          I. Grade Me

        

        
          
            1. Come to My Office

          

          
            2. You Get An “A”

          

          
            3. Office Hours Only

          

          
            4. Extra Credit

          

          
            5. Final Grade

          

        

      

      
        
          II. Test Me

        

        
          
            6. Test Me

          

          
            7. Don’t Beg

          

          
            8. Someone Always Sees

          

          
            9. Mine

          

        

      

      
        
          III. Own Me

        

        
          
            10. Say It

          

          
            11. Still Learning

          

          
            12. Say Please

          

          
            13. Break Me

          

        

      

      
        
          IV. Keep Me

        

        
          
            14. Don’t Leave

          

          
            15. Let Me Go

          

          
            16. You’re Mine, Aren’t You

          

          
            17. Ruin Me Forever

          

        

      

      
        Epilogue- Always

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Part One


          

          
            Grade Me

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Come to My Office

          

        

      

    

    
      Him

      

      She gives me a C.

      Me.

      On a paper I wrote three drafts of, cited six sources, and revised twice.

      I was up until the library closed every night for a week working on this fucking thing.

      I stare at the grade circled in red at the top. Bold. Sharp. Almost smug.

      
        
        C

      

      

      I manage to sit through the rest of her lecture with my jaw tight and my knee bouncing. I don’t hear a single fucking word she says after handing it back to me. All I can think about is that mark and how it isn’t fair. How it doesn’t make sense. How it’s not the kind of grade I get.

      When the class empties out, I wait. She doesn’t look up. She never does. Fucking, Ice Queen.

      I cross the room and my voice comes out tighter than I mean it to. “Can I talk to you about this?”

      She lifts her head slowly, her dark hair pulled up, pen still in hand, and looks at me through her red glasses. The lenses are perfectly clear. She’s not even wearing a prescription. Her tone is almost bored as she says,  “About?”

      I hold the paper out, proud that it isn’t shaking in my rage. “The grade. I don’t understand why I got a C.”

      She blinks once, then gestures lazily toward the door to the auditorium. “Close it.”

      Crossing the room, I do. It clicks shut behind me, echoing in the now empty auditorium. My stomach tightens as I turn back to face her.

      She leans back in her chair, one leg crossed over the other. Her skirt is just long enough to be legal. Her heels are sharp. She watches me from across the room as I make my way back down to her. She doesn't motion for me to sit. She might be gorgeous, but she’s too harsh.

      “What part of your performance are you unhappy with?” she asks, her voice flat but edged, as she carelessly twirls her red pen.

      “The paper.” I walk forward, setting it in the center of her desk and pointing at it. “You said we’d be graded on content, structure, and argument strength. I hit every point.”

      She flips the pages without really looking at them. Her gaze is bored. “Did you?” she replies.

      Is she really this cold? What the fuck?

      “I… yeah. I did.” My jaw is clenched.

      Her eyes finally meet mine. They're sharp. Light and cold, while somehow being hot as hell.

      Dammit…

      “If I can’t remember a single thing about your argument five minutes after reading it,” she says, “you didn’t.” She leans back in her chair and I desperately try not to stare at her centerfold-worthy rack.

      “I—”

      “Sit down.” She says.

      I drop into the seat across from her. My heart’s pounding harder than it should be. It’s just a conversation. But her gaze feels like a scalpel, like she’s already cutting through me.

      “You wrote a technically correct paper,” she says, “but it didn’t say anything.”

      “I thought the thesis was strong.” I argue.

      “It wasn’t.” She shakes her head, only once.

      I worked my ass off on this.

      That stings more than it should. I look away and grit my teeth as I stare at the beige wall. She’s still watching me, like she’s waiting for something else. I see her from my peripheral vision.

      “What can I do to bring the grade up?” I ask, looking back at her.

      Her smile barely lifts. “Do you want to improve your writing?” she asks, tone silky. “Or do you just want a better grade?”

      I flinch but answer. “Both, I guess.”

      “Which one is more important?”

      My damn grade! I’ve never made a C in my fucking life.

      I don’t answer her.

      She leans forward with her chin propped on one elegant, red-nail-tipped hand. “Confidence, Mr. Sophomore, is not something you can fake. But it is something I can teach.”

      “I didn’t come here to be⁠—”

      “Humiliated?” she offers.

      I swallow.

      She stands slowly and grabs her purse and her papers. Walking around the desk, she heads up the stairs and out of the door.

      I stare at her with my mouth agape and mutter, “Did she just walk the fuck out of here and leave while I’m trying to talk to her?”

      The echo of her heels starts to fade, and I grab my paper from the desk, my backpack from the floor, and race after her, taking the stairs two at a time. I see her enter her office down the hall and run as fast as I can to catch up. Grabbing the door as it’s about to close, I slip in, out of breath. She merely raises a brow at me and rounds the desk, drops her stuff and sits down, looking at me as I glare at her. “Did you need something else?”

      I fall into the chair in front of her desk and lean forward on my elbows as my heart thunders in palpable anger. “We were having a discussion.”

      The corner of her lips lift. “It was over.”

      I sit up straighter.

      “Let me tell you a secret,” she murmurs. “Grades are just leverage. But want?” Her voice dips lower, “Want is currency.”

      She moves in front of me and perches on the edge of her desk. Her knees are practically touching me as she looks down at me.

      What the fuck?

      My heart thuds louder as I see a flash of black lace as she uncrosses her legs. She doesn’t move to close them.

      I can’t stop looking. I know I should look away, but her panties are pulled tight against the shape of her pussy, and her skirt’s hiked up enough that I can see the curves of her thighs. I can practically feel the heat coming off her.

      “Want to know how to get that grade up?” she asks softly.

      I nod, jaw clenched, and move back in the chair slightly, trying to adjust myself without her knowing. But her gaze dips down and she smiles. I’m rock hard and we both know it.

      Her hand slowly slides down her thigh. She’s not being at all subtle. Her fingers disappear between her legs, rubbing herself lightly through the black lace. Her thighs widen, giving me a better view and I sit frozen to the spot, unable to look away. She moans as she continues to stroke along her seam with those red-tipped nails.

      My cock throbs against my zipper. I’m so hard it hurts.

      “I gave you a C,” she moans, “because I wanted you in this chair.”

      What?

      I can’t fucking breathe.

      Her fingers stroke slow. She leans back on her palm, widening her legs more, giving me a clear view of the wet lace and her touching herself. She moans again, soft and unhurried.

      “God,” she murmurs. “Do you know what it does to me watching you pretend you're not hard while I’m this fucking wet?” She laughs. “You’re so flushed.”

      I shift in my seat, again, swallowing a groan. My jeans are too tight. I feel like I’m going to explode.

      “You’re not saying anything,” she says, lifting her fingers from her panties. They're slick and wet. She licks them from knuckle to tip before sucking them into her mouth and rolling her tongue over them. I watch raptured. Releasing them with a pop, she murmurs, “Don’t tell me I’ve stunned my top student speechless.”

      I choke out, “What the fuck is happening?”

      She slides off the desk, brushing against my legs, walks back to the door, and locks it.

      As she turns around, she unbuttons her blouse.
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      Her

      

      He’s so tense, I can practically smell it. Hard. Quiet. Aching.

      I love this part. The part where his entire sense of control unravels. Where he realizes he isn’t the one asking questions anymore.

      Unfastening the last button on my blouse, I push my bra up, slow and deliberate, exposing both tits to him. My nipples are peaked, flushed, and aching to be sucked. He stares at them like he’s been starved.

      Good.

      As I reach my desk, I hike up my skirt to my hips and crawl onto the desk in front of him. I’m on my hands and knees with my legs parted. My back is arched. Shoving my panties to the side, my pussy is bare and soaking wet before him.

      Looking back at him, I revel in the view.

      His mouth is gaping open. His eyes are wide and he isn’t blinking. He doesn’t even seem to be breathing.

      I meet his eyes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            You Get An “A”

          

        

      

    

    
      Her

      

      My bra is shoved up. My titties are out. I’m on my hands and knees and my cunt is soaked.

      I don’t beg. I command. “Make me cum.”

      The door’s locked. The blinds are drawn. And he’s staring like I just dropped to my knees in front of an assembly and spread my legs wide. His t-shirt is rumpled. His breath’s coming fast. But his cock’s already hard, tenting the front of those jeans like he’s ready to explode.

      Good.

      I don’t have time for hesitation.

      I don’t want to teach him. I want to be used. Or use him. I haven’t quite decided yet.

      “You gonna keep staring,” I snap, “or are you gonna eat me?”

      That gets him moving.

      He drops to his knees in front of the desk fast, not the least bit smooth about it. There’s no experience in the way he grabs my ass, but there’s hunger. Both hands grip me like he doesn’t know if he’s allowed to touch, but can’t stop himself. I feel the first flick of his tongue before I hear the groan it pulls from his chest.
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