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The clock on my office wall ticks past 9 PM as I lean back in my leather chair, rubbing my temples while trying to focus on the stack of freshman essays before me. Each one bleeds into the next, a river of mediocrity that threatens to drown what little patience I have left after another long day of disinterested students. That's when she appears in my doorway, Emily Ross, her innocent face betraying nothing of the calculated temptation beneath.

She's wearing that ridiculously short plaid skirt I've explicitly forbidden in my syllabus dress code, her thighs bare and inviting as she leans against my doorframe, biting her lower lip as if she's nervous rather than orchestrating my downfall.

My jaw clenches as I adjust my position behind the desk, hoping she doesn't notice how my body betrays me already. I know this is wrong. I know she's nineteen to my forty-four. And I know she's the kind of girl who could ruin everything I've built with a single word to the dean.

"Professor Hale," she begins, her voice sweet like honey laced with poison. "I know it's late, but I was hoping we could discuss my paper." I motion for her to enter, watching her move with that deceptive innocence as she sits opposite my desk, crossing her legs deliberately, giving me a glimpse of what lies beneath that skirt. I can smell her perfume, a subtle vanilla that's been haunting my dreams since the semester began. My knuckles turn white as I grip the pen, reminding myself of my position, my responsibility, the boundaries that should never be crossed. But her eyes hold mine, challenging me, daring me to be the man she clearly believes me to be beneath this stern facade.

"Your paper was lacking structure, Emily. You're bright, I've seen your potential in class, but this work is lazy." I keep my voice steady, professorial even, as she leans forward, resting her elbows on my desk, the top buttons of her blouse straining against the swell of her breasts.

I notice the smudge of lip gloss on her front tooth, that messy yet tempting look that's been distracting me all semester. She's trouble, the kind that comes wrapped in innocence but carries the bite of a viper. I should tell her to leave, to come back during proper office hours, to respect the boundaries between student and teacher. But the words catch in my throat as she uncrosses her legs and leans back, the fabric of her skirt riding up just enough to make me question everything I thought I stood for.

"I know, Professor. That's why I was hoping... maybe there's some extra credit I could do? I'd really do anything to improve my grade." The emphasis on "anything" hangs in the air between us, thick with implication. I watch her tongue dart out to wet her lips, and suddenly all I can imagine is those lips wrapped around my cock. And those wide innocent eyes looking up at me as I teach her lessons she won't find in any textbook. My hand moves of its own accord, reaching across the desk to touch her thigh.

But  I catch myself, pulling my hand back and pretending to adjust my papers instead.

She notices, of course. This is all according to her plan, and I'm fighting a losing battle against my own desires and her calculated seduction.

"The university has specific guidelines about extra credit, Miss Ross. I suggest you review the syllabus." My voice is harsher than I intended, a pathetic attempt to regain control of this situation. She just smiles that sly smile of hers, standing up slowly and walking around my desk as if she owns the place. I should stop her, should demand she return to her seat, but I'm paralyzed by the sight of her hips swaying with each step, and the click of her heels on the hardwood floor echoing in the silent office. When she stops beside my chair, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her skin, I know I'm in danger of crossing a line from which there's no return.

"I think you and I both know the guidelines don't apply to people like us, Professor." Her fingers brush against my shoulder, and I shudder despite myself. "People who see what they want and aren't afraid to take it." She's bold, bratty, exactly the kind of student I've built my reputation on breaking down and reshaping. But as I look up at her, meeting those challenging eyes that dare me to give in to temptation, I realize that tonight, it's not her who will be broken, it's me. I'm seconds away from losing everything I've worked for, and the terrifying part is that I'm not sure I care anymore.
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I can see the war raging behind Professor Hale's gray eyes as I stand beside his chair, my heart pounding with anticipation and fear. I planned this, wore this ridiculously short skirt just for him, knowing exactly how it would affect the stern literature professor everyone on campus fears. The truth is, I do respect him, I think he's brilliant, but that's exactly why I can't get him out of my head. Every lecture, I watch him command the room with that deep voice and those large hands that I imagine gripping my hips as he bends me over his desk. I've been failing his class on purpose, craving the attention, the one-on-one sessions in his office where I can test the boundaries of his self-control.

"I shouldn't be here this late with a student, Emily," he says, but his voice lacks conviction. I notice how his eyes keep dropping to my legs, then snapping back to my face as if he's angry at himself for looking. That's when I know I have him. I've spent months studying him, learning what makes the imposing Professor Marcus Hale tick, and I've discovered his weakness: me. Or rather, the forbidden fruit I represent to him.

"We're just talking about my paper, Professor. There's nothing wrong with that, is there?" I ask, letting my voice drip with false innocence as I deliberately use the title that makes him clench his jaw. I take another step closer, until my knees are nearly touching his armrest. He doesn't move away, doesn't tell me to stop. That's progress.

I lower myself slowly into his lap, expecting resistance, but he just watches me with those intense gray eyes that seem to strip me bare. I feel powerful, desired, wanted. For once in my life, I'm not just the messy-haired girl with the good grades and no social life. I'm the seductress, the one in control, at least for now.

"You're playing a dangerous game, Miss Ross," he warns, but his hands have found their way to my hips, fingers digging into my flesh through the thin fabric of my skirt. This is what I've been waiting for, what I've fantasized about during countless nights in my dorm room. The stern Professor Hale, reduced to a man overcome with desire for his student. It's taboo, it's wrong, it could get him fired and me expelled, but the thrill of it makes me wetter than I've ever been before.

"What can I say, Professor? I've always been drawn to danger." I lean in, letting my lips brush against his earlobe, feeling his sharp intake of breath. "Especially when it comes in a package as tempting as you." That's all the encouragement he needs. Suddenly his mouth is on mine, rough and demanding, his hands gripping my hair as he takes what I've been offering for months. I melt into him, my body responding instantly to his touch, my brain short-circuiting with pleasure as his tongue explores my mouth. This is everything I imagined and more, the intensity, the power, the raw desire that's been simmering between us all semester.

His hand slides up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher as he breaks the kiss, his breathing ragged. "You've been driving me crazy, you know that? These skirts, the way you look at me in class, the 'accidental' touches after lecture." His voice is rough with desire, his fingers tracing patterns on my inner thigh that make me squirm in his lap. I can feel his erection pressing against me, hard and insistent, and it takes all my self-control not to grind against him. I so want to take what I need right here on his office chair.

"I know, Professor. That was the point," I admit, meeting his gaze head-on. "I wanted you to notice me." He shakes his head, a conflict playing out on his face between desire and duty. For a moment, I think he's going to give in completely, to take me right here on his desk among the essays and books, to finally fulfill the fantasy that's consumed us both. But then his expression hardens, and suddenly I'm being pushed off his lap, stumbling slightly as I regain my footing.

"This is wrong, Emily. You're my student. I could lose my job." He stands up, putting distance between us, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair in frustration. "You need to leave. Now." The rejection stings more than I expected, but I don't miss the
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