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NEVER IN A HUNDRED, thousand, million, billion years did I ever believe that I would end up fucking a student. 

Sorry. Let me back up. 

My name is Doctor Ellen Sun. Korean-born, but I moved to America as a teenager. I was a forty-seven-year-old chemistry professor now, and so spoke English as well as any native, though I had kept vestiges of my accent. I still spoke Korean perfectly as well, though I never had much chance or reason to do so, unless I was talking online with my cousins back home. I had three kids, all in their mid-to-late-twenties, all having gone academic fields like me, and I was quite proud of that. My husband, their father, had passed ten years ago. He'd been much older than me, a fellow Korean academic, but cancer had still taken him far too young. He was a good man, though I can't say there'd ever been much passion between us. I'd met him when I was 'fresh off the boat,' as it were, and we'd just sort of gravitated towards each other, both being Korean. He was never really 'the love of my life' or whatever; I don't think it was rude or insulting to his memory to admit that. I'd been a good faithful wife, in my actions, if not in my thoughts. I hadn't even really dated much since he'd been gone. I'd tried, but it just felt... I don't know, odd. Awkward. Nobody ever really seemed to fit. 

It wasn't that I couldn't date; there were certainly offers. I was petite and pretty, and I was aging extremely well, in keeping with my people's genetic advantage in that area of life. My slim build, dark brown eyes, and long, well-styled dark black hair could be easily seen as very attractive. My sharp jawline and expressive eyes gave me a sophisticated look that got me invited onto science television shows now and then. 

Friends and colleagues would try to set me up with other friends and colleagues, but I just wasn't into it. I had my kids; I had my family. That was good enough for me. I kind of didn't even really feel horny anymore, if I was being honest with you. My libido had crashed to about zero. 

At least, that's how life was before I met Alexander Magnusson. He had split my life into two parts, pre-AM and post-AM. 

The Swedish exchange student was a chemistry genius, first of all; the word 'prodigy' would not be misapplied. He'd graduated his undergraduate work at eighteen, and was now well on his way to his doctorate already at the ripe age of twenty-three. His genius was not the first thing that anybody would notice about him, however—the man was simply beautiful, like an old Hollywood actor was beautiful. He stood six foot four, his lean, muscular frame presenting a commanding presence in any room, exuding a quiet, magnetic strength. His chiseled jawline and high cheekbones gave his face a sculptural quality, further framed by perfect runway model-length beard stubble, while his piercing blue eyes carried both intensity and charm. His tousled blonde hair and perpetually relaxed confidence gave him a rugged, yet refined appeal, and his Nordic features—fair skin, strong brow, and broad shoulders—evoked the image of a modern-day Viking. He radiated a magnetic physicality that blended masculinity and subtle sensuality, an image that lingered long in my thoughts after he left my lecture hall. It was all I could do not to stare at him while he was there. 

It was so wrong to even think it; he was my student. But the undeniable reality was that Alexander had awoken something in me. Some part of me that had lain dormant for years was awoken when Alexander Magnusson sat down in my lecture hall. He was gigantic, beautiful, vibrant, powerful, masculine, alpha. He was everything that my husband, God bless his soul, had not been. He was a human work of art. 

We barely interacted, Alexander and me. It was a lecture class, so there was really not much reason to interact. While we never interacted in the real world, though, we interacted a great deal in my fantasies. 

The first time I ever laid eyes on him, I began masturbating to him that very night. 

It felt so wrong, and unnatural, and taboo, and immoral. Thoughts aren't criminal, is how I justified it to myself. I had not even wanted to masturbate for the better part of a decade, but after that fateful day when that beautiful Swede sat down in my lecture and I laid eyes on him and the angels sang hallelujah... the moment my head hit the pillow most nights thereafter, I couldn't keep my hands off my pussy. I'd cum three or four times a night, thinking about the things I wanted that gorgeous man to do to me. It was so odd, feeling that way. We'd barely spoken two words to each other, and he'd made me feel like a horny college girl. 

I have to admit; it felt... good. I felt alive, for the first time in a long time. I didn’t even realize how bad I’d felt all those years. It was like I was waking up from a coma. 

Again, I thought to myself, fantasies aren't a crime. Not that it would have been a crime if anything ever were to happen, maybe a crime against good sense and morality given he was less than half my age, if not a legal crime. You know what I mean. 

Nothing would ever actually happen, though. 

Or so I thought.

I guess it's time to talk about the snowstorm. 

It had been snowing lightly throughout the day, but—and this was relatively common for me—I hadn't been outside since noon, so I hadn't noticed the storm intensify as time went on. By the time everyone was gone for the day and I had the labs to myself, the snow and the wind were howling outside and the evening freeze was on. Lost in my work as I was, I ignored it, carefully adding a reagent to my flask, watching the solution shift from clear to deep violet—an encouraging sign for the catalyst I'd been testing all that week. 

Wiping my hands, I opened the state DOT app on my phone. My heart sank as I read the red banner at the top: "All roads closed in your area. No travel advisory in effect."

Fuck. Just great. 

Trapped alone at work. 

The storm had picked up its pace while I was focused on reaction yields and temperature logs. Guess I was sleeping in the lounge that night. Sighing, I unzipped my lab coat and put my blazer back on, cleaning up and settling into the stiff rolling chair to consider my options, try to determine if I had any.

I nearly jumped when I heard footsteps echo down the hallway. My heart jumped when Alexander appeared in the doorway, cradling a notebook and looking equally surprised to see me. 

"Doctor Sun? You're still here?" he asked, in that wonderfully sexy little accent of his. 

"I could say the same to you," I replied with a chuckle. "Let me guess—term project?"

He nodded. "Thought I'd get a few quiet hours in. I didn't realize the storm had gotten so bad."

"It did," I said, holding up my phone screen. "Roads are closed. We're stuck."

He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "Well, at least I've got data to analyze."

I gave him a sympathetic smile. "No sense freezing down here all night. Come with me to the staff lounge. It's not luxurious, but it's got heat and couches."

"Actually, that sounds amazing," he said. "Let me clean up really quick."

We walked down the quiet hallway together, riding the elevator in silence, snow tapping against the building's exterior like fingers. We were a strange pair together—I the professor, he the student, so therefore me being in the power position of our relationship, though he was a full fifteen inches taller than me, and about twice as wide. Physically, he so much the dominant one between us that it was almost comical. I guess, in a professional sense, I was the dominant one, though it wouldn’t be long before he eclipsed my career accomplishments. 

The entire place creaked with the wind. Somehow, having someone else there just made it feel less eerie—less like we were stranded, and more just like we were pulling an all-nighter. Not for the first time did Alexander Magnusson make me feel like I myself was back in college. 

The moment we got in the doorway to the lounge, the power went out. 

We just looked at each other and laughed. 

"It just gets better," said Alexander. 

"Come on," I said. "I know where there's some candles."

By the light of the secretary's scented candle collection, we set up a pair of makeshift beds on two of the lounge's many couches. Being in this close proximity to the object of my affection, the only object of my lust for the past decade, had compelled a strange response from me. Though I was feeling a physical reaction to being so close to him, my loins and crotch getting warm and fluttery, I found myself wanting to be on my best behavior otherwise. I was very dutifully not ogling him, not giving any indication whatsoever of impropriety. I did not want to make him feel weird or awkward, in spite of how beautiful he looked in that candlelight. It was the greatest act of willpower in my life not to ogle him while we were making our beds. 

"You know, I'm not quite ready for sleep," Alexander said, his hand on an old dusty chessboard somebody had left on the table that held the lounge's Keurig machine. "You fancy a game or two? A little intellectual stretching to get us tired?"

I smiled. Any excuse to gaze into those eyes for a little longer. "Sure."

And so, by the light of the secretary's incense candles, the worst snowstorm in our area in a decade howling outside, I played chess with the half-my-age graduate student who was the object of my sexual obsession. We drank K-Cup hot cocoa and we chatted. He told me about growing up in Sweden, when he realized he was smarter
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