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"I wasn't sure you would actually show up."
The handsome lines of Professor Corbin's face are set into a
pleased expression, as he drags a possessive look along Noel's
body, the pair of tight jeans and the almost-too-small t-shirt Noel
has chosen for the occasion. Corbin is a big man—built tall and
thick and strong as an ox—and his presence seems to take up the
entire door frame.

Even on level ground, Noel's slight figure
would be outmatched by Corbin's big frame. But today Noel stands at
his professor's front door, two steps down from the threshold, and
it is ridiculous just how much taller Corbin looms above him.

If Noel had any goddamn sense, he wouldn't
find this contrast such a turn-on.

Then again, if Noel had any goddamn sense, he
wouldn't be here at all. He wouldn't have spent the better part of
two semesters flirting shamelessly with his physics instructor. He
wouldn't have followed up a miraculous discovery—that Corbin is
part of the city's kink scene—with a brazen proposition of his own.
He certainly would not have accepted Corbin's suggestion of an
experiment in domination and pain, while the man is still his
teacher.

But Noel has done all those things,
and he is here. He still can't entirely believe he got so lucky.
The night he finally worked up the nerve to visit a local fetish
club, he never expected to glimpse Professor Corbin mingling among
the patrons. There too, he surely should have been more
circumspect. He probably could've snuck back out without letting
Corbin spot him.

He can't bring himself to regret the wordless
intensity of the look they exchanged across a BDSM club. And he
sure as hell isn't sorry about anything that has happened since.
More than anything else, Noel is hungry to see everything this man
is capable of.

"Of course I showed," Noel says, letting
bravado puff his chest up. "You invited me. You promised you would
put me in my place. How could I turn down an offer like that?"

The more honest truth is that Noel isn't
entirely sure what he's getting himself into. He knows, in detailed
but purely clinical terms, what Corbin intends to do to him
tonight. They negotiated this encounter in excruciating detail last
week, when Noel made wholly inappropriate use of Corbin's office
hours to proposition his most distracting professor. But Noel has
vastly exaggerated his own experience in order to get here,
desperate to know what it's like for a man like Corbin to take him
completely apart.

Experience or not, Noel knows what he
craves—what fantasies hold him in thrall—and while he hasn't pushed
his own boundaries very far yet, he knows he likes pain.

He doesn't want Corbin to hold back tonight.
He wants to be treated as a competent sub who knows his limits. He
wants to be manhandled and pushed around and dominated.

And whether Noel is truly ready or not,
Corbin is going to give him exactly what he needs.

"Come inside." Corbin steps back and opens
the door wider, gesturing Noel into his home. It's a relief when
the door shuts out the glaring sunlight and leaves them in
solitude. Noel takes in the surprisingly cozy confines of Corbin's
small but well-appointed house. Hardwood floors are covered with
tasteful rugs, and all the furniture looks expensive. The soft
leather couch, the stonework fireplace that takes up most of one
wall, the low coffee table near the middle of the room.

There's a sliver of kitchen just barely
visible through a doorway beyond entry and living room, but even
that gives the appearance of more wealth than Noel would have
guessed a university professor could easily obtain.

"You still sure you want this?" Corbin's
concern sounds sincere, if not especially urgent. No matter how
covetously he has been watching Noel, it's clear he won't begrudge
a change of plans, even before he goes on to explain, "Of course
you can use your safe word if you need to, and I'll stop
immediately. But once you're restrained—once we're in the
scene—there might be moments you're unable to speak. I don't want
to hurt you."

Noel grins and arches an eyebrow.

Corbin chuckles wryly. "You're right. Of
course I very much want to hurt you. But only within reason."

"I am. I'm completely sure." Noel injects
every scrap of confidence he feels into the assertion. He is
sure. He may be getting in over his head, but he has never wanted
anything quite as desperately as he wants Professor Corbin to
utterly demolish him. To overpower him and claim him and force Noel
to the floor without any care for his comfort.

He wants something brutal and primal. He
wants to be used so hard that he struggles to walk across campus
tomorrow.

And if that makes him a freak, so be it.

"You remember your safe word?" Corbin
presses, crowding closer and sending an eager thrill along Noel's
nerves with the combined threat and promise of his proximity.

"Yes, sir," Noel breathes.

"And you truly want this? All those
things you asked me for? The rough handling? The restraint? The
pain?"

Noel's eyes flutter shut at how easily Corbin
speaks these delights into existence. "Yes. All of
them."

"And you're really sure you want me to
fuck you dry?"

"More than anything." The words come out a
pleading sigh and Noel wonders if this is what swooning feels like.
He is swaying into Corbin's space, and he can feel the warmth of
body heat at close range now. The certainty that any moment, Corbin
is finally going to touch him.

Some distant, unpersuasive, increasingly
irrelevant part of his brain recognizes how deeply and
fundamentally fucked up this is. The fact that Corbin has invited a
student into his home for such brazen purposes—the fact that Corbin
has expressed every intention not just of sleeping with Noel, but
of indulging his fascination with pain kink and domination. Of
claiming him, rough and violent and without mercy.

Yes, Noel has begged him to do it. Yes,
Corbin will stop if Noel changes his mind. Yes, they are both
consenting adults who can do exactly as they please.

But Noel is still a student. Corbin is his
professor. And no amount of negotiation can change that simple and
unconscionable imbalance of power.

Noel doesn't care. He has wanted this far too
long—and far too desperately—to be at any risk of running away now
that he's finally here.

"Then welcome to my home," Corbin says, and
so much heat smolders in his voice that Noel has to close his eyes
for a moment to recover.

He kicks off his shoes by the front entrance
before letting Corbin lead him away from the door. It's a
single-story home with an air of expensive luxury. Not very large
at all, and yet Noel feels like he is crossing a vast and daunting
gauntlet as he follows Corbin one eager, trembling step at a
time.

As they move farther into the living room,
Noel could swear he sees a transformation change Corbin's posture.
Subtle and smooth—so subtle, in fact, that Noel wonders if he's
imagining the change at first. By the time they reach the center of
the room, Corbin has shed the casual and friendly ease with which
he usually carries himself. Even at the front of a classroom, the
man usually maintains a relaxed stance. A habitual pose that makes
it clear he is comfortable, not just in his own skin, but in the
very classroom where he holds court, as though it is his god-given
domain. He always moves with a distracting grace, but he does not
usually look intimidating. Students wouldn't be nearly as willing
to utilize his office hours, if Corbin weren't such a cheerfully
approachable man.

He still looks perfectly comfortable in his
own skin, but there's a new intensity now in the way he moves. Like
he's shedding one persona and putting on another—one infinitely
more suited to the scene about to play out—one capable of the rough
handling and stern command that Noel wants so urgently to
experience.

When Corbin stops moving, Noel stops too. A
heartbeat stretches taut with anticipation. Then another. Silence
and stillness, and Corbin is watching him without any sign of
impatience. There is a new and predatory glint in his eyes, and
Noel's mouth waters at the sight. The wordless promise in that look
is the only thing preventing Noel from dropping to his knees and
begging Corbin to touch him already.

Then, so quick and sudden that Noel has no
time to react, Corbin's hand wraps around his throat. The grip
isn't tight enough to choke him out—not even when those long
fingers squeeze deliberately tighter—but the threat is delicious.
It sends a sharp spike of arousal through Noel and makes his dick
stiffen beneath his jeans.

"What do you think?" Corbin asks, and his
tone sounds like a total stranger compared to the warm and amiable
man Noel knows from the classroom. "Are you going to behave
yourself? Do as you're told? Go to your knees for me and open that
pretty mouth?"

Noel could probably answer these questions
with words if he really wanted to. Corbin's grip is circling his
throat uncomfortably, but he isn't truly cutting off Noel's air. He
hasn't taken Noel's voice away. But instead of speaking, Noel licks
his lips and stands a little straighter. Defiant now, instead of
docile.

Submission has its appeal, yes. But Noel
wants something more vicious.

He wants to be overpowered.

And Professor Corbin is more than strong
enough to give him exactly that.

Corbin's eyes narrow at this grandstanding,
but he allows a barely discernible twitch at one corner of his
mouth. Amusement? Pleasure? Something else entirely? Noel doesn't
know him well enough to decipher the flicker of an expression, but
it warms his blood anyway and makes his heart race in his
chest.

Or maybe it's the covetous inferno smoldering
in Corbin's eyes that's truly the thing setting him off. No one's
ever looked at Noel quite like that before. It feels heady and
dangerous, and god, he could so easily get used to this.

Stillness lingers between them, off-balance
and full of energy. And when Corbin abruptly lets go of Noel's
throat in favor of tangling his blunt fingers in Noel's











































































THE END
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