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Agnese’s private library, tucked in an ancient corner of Florence, was a sanctuary of knowledge, a place that seemed frozen in time. The walls were lined with towering dark walnut shelves, laden with leather-bound volumes, some so old their covers looked ready to crumble at the slightest touch. Late afternoon light filtered through lace curtains, bathing the room in a warm orange glow that sparked golden glints on the wooden surfaces. The air was thick with a scent that blended the dusty tang of aged paper with a subtler, almost hypnotic note of refined Indian jasmine—Agnese’s perfume, which pleasantly teased the nostrils of anyone who stepped inside. Now and then, the silence was broken by the rustle of pages or the song of a blackbird that habitually perched on the windowsill overlooking the lush inner garden.

Agnese, seven decades of life worn with grace and treated kindly by time, sat at her workspace, an antique table at the room’s center. Her long, silky white hair was gathered in a soft braid that draped over her right shoulder, brushing against the cream silk blouse that flattered her complexion. The silk blouse was her favorite garment, making her feel poised and elegant, and she wore it with a few buttons undone, revealing a slender neck and a glimpse of pale skin marked by faint lines that spoke of a life of good habits, study, and passion.

Her long, flowing pearl-gray skirt fell softly over her hips, concealing a still-slim figure that she had learned to cloak in layers of discreet, almost austere elegance. But her dark eyes burned with a lively fire, gleaming with an insatiable curiosity that had made her one of the finest medieval history professors of her generation. Her voice, warm and slightly low, carried the weight of years of university lectures but also a sweetness that could turn into a weapon of charm, if she chose.

Across the table sat Ben, twenty-six, the embodiment of rebellious, hungry youth. His black, curly hair framed a face with sharp features—high cheekbones, a square jaw, and striking blue eyes rimmed with thick dark lashes that seemed to pierce whatever they gazed upon. A mischievous smile tugged at the corners of his mouth, giving him the air of a good boy who knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it. He wore a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up, showing off muscular arms honed by years of swimming, and tight jeans that left little to the imagination. Ben was a brilliant student, a history graduate with top marks and a passion for the Middle Ages. But he was also impulsive and unpredictable, driven by an energy that made him both irresistible and dangerous. And Agnese knew it.

They were immersed in a lesson on Constantinople, a topic Agnese had taught countless times but which, today, she couldn’t fully command. Her words came mechanically as her mind wandered, caught by Ben’s gazes. He wasn’t listening, not really. His eyes kept drifting, tracing the curve of Agnese’s neck, the line of her collarbone, the way the sunset light sparked golden flecks in her white hair. And she felt that insistent warmth, each glance like a caress brushing her skin, stirring something she had buried years ago after her husband’s death. Widowed for fifteen years, she had devoted herself to her studies, suppressing every desire, every thought, every fleeting fantasy not tied to scholarship and knowledge. But Ben... Ben was different. There was a hunger in his eyes, a promise of something forbidden that made her heart race.

“Ben, you’re getting distracted again,” she said firmly, though a faint smile played on her lips. She adjusted her glasses to regain composure, reminding herself who she was—a professor, a mature woman, level-headed, not a giddy girl swayed by a young man’s gaze or swept away by hormonal emotions. “If you don’t grasp Mehmet II’s role, you’ll never pass the exam.”

Ben leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. His smile widened into a grin with a hint of hunger. “Professor, it’s not Mehmet distracting me,” he said, lowering his voice to a tone that seemed to stroke her senses. “It’s you. Your perfume... it’s driving me wild. It smells like sin, you know?”

A shiver ran down Agnese’s spine. His words were like flames licking her skin, and for a moment, she was lost in their heat. A faint blush warmed her cheeks, impossible to hide. But she forced herself to stay composed, to avoid looking foolish. “Don’t be cheeky, Ben,” she replied with a reproachful tone that couldn’t mask the tremor in her voice. “I’m old enough to be your grandmother. Focus!”

Inside, though, a storm was brewing. His words, “smells like sin,” echoed in her mind, stirring memories of a distant youth, nights spent in the arms of lovers who made her feel beautiful, alive, desired, full of love. It had been so long... too long. But the way Ben looked at her, with that raw, unfiltered hunger, made her want to forget every rule, every convention, her profession, and even her age. She felt desired, and that kind of desire was a drug she hadn’t tasted in years.

Ben didn’t back down. He leaned closer, his blue eyes glinting with mischief. “What if I don’t want to focus on books?” he whispered, his voice low and laden with promise. “What if I want to study... you?”

Agnese caught her breath. Her heart pounded so fiercely she feared he might hear it. His words were an invitation, a challenge, and she wasn’t sure she had the strength to resist. She stood abruptly, trying to break the tension between them. “I need another book,” she murmured, more to herself than to him, and moved to a shelf. But as she reached for a volume, the pen in her hand slipped, falling to the floor with a small thud. Instinctively, without thinking, she bent to pick it up. Her wide skirt lifted slightly, revealing a flash of white lace panties against the gray fabric. She didn’t notice at first, but when she stood, pen in hand, and turned, she met Ben’s gaze. His eyes were fixed on her, a new light in them that made her legs tremble.

Ben swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. His voice, when he spoke, was husky with desire. “Professor... those panties... are they an invitation?”

Agnese froze. Her face burned, a heat that spread from her chest to the tips of her hair. She wanted to say something, to deny it, to scold him, but the words died in her throat. Because deep down, a part of her—a part she had tried to stifle for years—wanted it to be an invitation. That realization terrified and thrilled her at once. The tension between them was palpable, an invisible force drawing them together. And Agnese knew that if she didn’t take a stand, that thread would snap, pulling them both past the point of no return.
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Agnese’s library, which just moments ago had been a timeless sanctuary of knowledge and composure, had transformed into an arena of suppressed desire. The sunset’s glow had faded into twilight, and now the lamp on the table cast a soft, warm light that wove a kind of spell, throwing long, sinuous shadows that danced across the book-lined walls.

The scent of old paper and jasmine still lingered, but it now mingled with the earthier aroma of tension saturating the air—a heady mix of faint sweat and anticipation, an almost aphrodisiac fragrance. The silence was broken only by the steady ticking of the antique pendulum clock in the corner, its constant rhythm a stark contrast to the racing beats of their hearts. The chirping of crickets outside added a wild, intimate undertone to the atmosphere.

Agnese stood rooted to the spot, her pen clutched tightly in her fingers like a lifeline. Her heart pounded as her face burned with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. Ben’s words—“those panties... are they an invitation?”—had lodged themselves in her mind, rekindling a fire she thought had long been extinguished. Her eyes, usually so composed, shimmered with a blend of fear and desire. For years, Agnese had convinced herself that her days of passion were over. After her husband’s death, she had locked that part of herself away, devoting her life to her studies. But now, with Ben so close, that locked drawer had burst open, and she wasn’t sure she had the strength to close it again. The memory of the white lace of her panties, which he had glimpsed, left her feeling exposed, vulnerable, yet undeniably alive.

Across the table, Ben thrummed with barely restrained energy. His blue eyes were fixed on her, a hunger in his gaze that almost frightened her. She mentally sifted through what she knew about him, what she’d heard, and what she felt, searching for reasons to resist. Ben was the embodiment of youth—strikingly handsome, an exceptional student, but also impulsive, driven by desire and unburdened by rules or conventions. And right now, his desire had a singular focus: her. He rose slowly from his chair, the wood creaking under his movement, each step deliberate, like a hunter closing in on his prey. Agnese watched him, her breath shallow, unable to move. They were inches apart now, so close she could feel the heat of his body, the faint scent of his aftershave blending with the sweet jasmine in the air. The tension was electric, a magnetic pull vibrating with possibility.

“Don’t say no, Agnese,” Ben whispered, his voice low and laced with an intensity that sent goosebumps racing across her skin. He leaned closer, their faces a breath apart. “I can see it in your eyes. You want this as much as I do.”

Agnese’s heart leapt into her throat. His words were like a blade, slicing through the walls she’d spent years building
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