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She yelps out in surprise when he twists her around and pushes her down with a hand on her back. "Stay," he says and eases her legs apart. The new position gives her yet another thing to worry about other than the unlocked and opened door. The windows are all glass and they're on the bottom floor. While it is hard to look into the classroom, what with them hidden in mostly darkness, there are lights on the pathways that gives them just enough light that if someone were to stick their faces up to the windows, they would be able to see them.

Again, she isn't able to keep her thoughts there for long because his hands are on her thighs, spreading her legs opened wide and then his mouth is suddenly on her, in her, his tongue sliding into her folds, sending maddening ecstasy through her body.

"Oh, oh god," she gasps, trembling under the ministration, pleasure raking through her body in strong waves. Her fingers grasp for something- anything to hold onto, desperate to capture some semblance of control. "Pro-professor," she cries out, forgetting the need for quiet.

"Keep it down, little mouse," he hums. "We don't want to get in trouble now, do we?" he asks, but he is whispering the words between her legs, his breath tingling the sensitive skin there. His tongue darts out even before he has finished talking, licking between her trembling folds.

She struggles to keep her legs apart, to keep her noise to an acceptable level, to not melt into a puddle on the desk. There is so much to focus on and not enough. She has only heard of blowjobs, but she didn't know that the reverse is also possible. For a moment, she wonders if the others know about this, if the boys in her class put their mouths on their girlfriends. Then, her mind is drawn back to the abyss of pleasure that his tongue and fingers are giving her.

It is impossible to focus on anything except how good that feels.

Her breasts ache to be touched and she finds herself rubbing and gyrating against the table like an animal in heat, desperate and needy. She wishes she had control of her hands, but they are trapped in the mess of clothes that he had wrapped around them.

"Shhh..." he murmurs, sliding forefingers from both hands inside of her and opening her up wide by pulling in opposite directions. His tongue dances on her clit and slides into the hole.

She wonders how she looks, wonders if he can see her insides. The thought makes her toes curl and she cries into the desk, her body shaking and shivering not from the cold, but from all the different sensations she's feeling.

"Quiet, darling," he warns, his breath going directly into her pussy, fingers staying firmly in place to keep her gaping open. She wishes that he had another hand free so he could take a video of her pussy when it's stretched as wide as it is.

She's trying her best to be quiet, but it's so hard with the maelstrom of pleasure fighting for dominance inside of her.
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Ophelia's first close encounter with the infamous Mr. Erik is hardly a positive one.

She runs into him, quite literally. She turns a corner without looking and crashes directly into his chest. At first, she thought she had misjudged the length of the wall and slammed into it, his chest so solid and firm that it is indiscernible from cement. She drops her books in shock, scattering the notes that she has slid between the pages while he drops his briefcase rather deliberately in order to catch her before she crumbles together with her notes.

Ophelia blinks up at the imposing man, their difference in height making it so that she has to strain her neck to look up at him. She struggles to capture her breath. He's good-looking and more than a little terrifying. Not just his impressive stature. There is something in his glare that warns of unspeakable pain if one were to step on his metaphorical tail. Still, the dark-skinned professor instills a begrudging sense of respect from all of her course mates because it's clear that he knows what he's doing.

He is the best professor most of them have ever had and his stern character only leads him to having a fan club of students who are probably much too young and inexperienced for the likes of him. A student-professor relationship is frowned upon in their college.

Not that her body understands the meaning of the word. She quickly scrambles out of his grip, yanking herself free with a multitude of apologies streaming from her lips as he cheeks turn a bright sort of red that she knows is impossible to hide. "I'm so sorry, Professor Erik. I didn't look where I was going. I didn't mean to run into you. Oh gosh. Let me pick that up for you," she blabbers, filling the silence with words. Even with her eyes averted, she can feel his gaze on her, staring at her the way a hawk would stare at a rat, like he's deciding which chunk of her body he would like to take a bite out of first.

She's always made fun of because of how easily she blushes and she can feel the heat going all the way to her chest. She's really glad she had thrown a hoodie over her tank top that morning.

As soon as she's free, she misses the warmth of his body wrapped around her own. She feels like there's something missing without him gripping onto her. There's still the phantom sensation of his strong arms around her body, keeping her grounded. It's odd to feel so untethered without his hand on her. It's not as though they are familiar with each other.

She squats down, careful to keep her skirt from revealing too much as she picks up his briefcase first, making an embarrassing squeaking noise at the weight of the thing before standing to hand it to him.

He holds his briefcase in one hand, his muscles flexing as he lifts it easily.

"I can help you with those," he offers, gesturing to the papers that have flown all around them.

It's a hot mess, really. It's not like she needs so many notes reminding her of the things she's learned and she definitely shouldn't be doodling when she's supposed to be studying, but her classes have her completely stressed out. She's only halfway through her day's classes and she's already weary down to her bones (and brain). It's a good sort of weary though, the kind that she gets when she's learning so much. She spent the morning figuring out a complicated chemistry formula that has eluded her fro the better part of the semester and something finally clicked in her brain, the synapses making the right links and connections and she gets it now.

From the corner of her eyes, she sees him bending down to help her with gathering her notes and she thanks him gratefully.

"You shouldn't be running around in the hallway, Ophelia," he says in a mild tone.

"I know. I'm so sorry again, Professor Erik. I lost track of time and I didn't want to be late for class. I won't do it again, I promise," she says, looking up and noticing that he has paused on some of her sketches.

"I wasn't aware that you took art classes for the semester," he hums.

"I'm not," she says. "I just- it just- drawing relaxes me when I'm stressed."

"Are you?" he asks.

She blinks, confused by the question for several seconds before it clicks. "Oh um-" she murmurs. I- A little?" she confesses.

"If it's about my class, I assure you that you have nothing to worry about," he says, smiling more with his eyes than his lips. She notices the crows feet at the corner of his emerald green eyes and feels herself blushing harder.

"You're teasing me, Professor Erik. I know I'm not doing well for your class," she admits. She wishes she was, but she had taken his course on a whim and math really isn't her forte. She chews on her bottom lip and looks away.

He frowns for a second. "Nonsense," he says. "Judging by your latest exam results, you're looking at a solid B."

She grimaces. A 'B' isn't good enough for her. She is used to excelling in everything she does and the idea of anything less than perfect makes her feels like a failure.

"Ah," he says after a second, understanding dawning on him. "I may have something that can fix that," he offers.

She blinks at him. "Really?" She had been considering dropping his course altogether, to be honest, but it feels like such a waste. It won't be completely terrible to get a 'B' in something.

"Perhaps some extra credit?" he offers, smiling at her, showing a hint of his pearly whites.

She glances at him, uncertain if he is being serious of merely teasing her. "It's not- you don't think it's stupid?"

"There's nothing foolish about wanting to excel, darling," he says.

Heart lightening significantly, she beams at him. "What do you want me to do?"

"I have a few of your classmates join me for this afternoon. Why don't you join us?" he offers.

She nods eagerly and proceeds to ruin that cool by blushing again when he hands her all her papers, his fingers touching hers. It feels like a jolt of electricity coursing through her skin.

"I will text you the time later," he says.

It isn't until she is in the class that she isn't really late for that what he said sinks in and she wonders where he intends to get her phone number.
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