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By Riley Storm

"Professor Hayes? You asked for the attendance sheet." The voice snapped her back to reality—some grad assistant hovering by the lectern with a clipboard. Dr. Hayes blinked at him, suddenly aware of the dampness between her thighs. Had she been staring? The way his shirt sleeves hugged his forearms shouldn't fascinate her this much.

She snatched the clipboard with a tight smile. "Thank you, Jeremy." His name lingered on her tongue like something forbidden. Her wedding band—a thin gold thing she hadn't bothered polishing in months—caught the fluorescent light as she flipped through the pages. Names blurred together. Two absences in the front row. That meant Ethan's usual seat sat empty. She'd memorized his habits weeks ago: the way he chewed his pen cap during lectures, the distracted drumming of his fingers when she discussed post-structuralism.

Outside, rain smeared the classroom windows into liquid gray. The radiator hissed. Thirty-two undergrads waited, some doodling, most scrolling. Routine should've settled her. Instead, every rustle of a notebook, every cough, made her skin prickle. She cleared her throat. "Last week we discussed Foucault's panopticon as metaphor. Today..." Her own voice sounded alien. Distant. The words "disciplinary society" died halfway out as her gaze snagged on a latecomer slinking into the back. Broad shoulders. Dark hair curling at his collar. Not Ethan. Disappointment coiled hot in her stomach.

The clock's minute hand lurched forward. Fifty minutes to go. Fifty minutes of pretending she wasn't imagining hands—younger, rougher—sliding up her stockings under this very lectern. Her husband hadn't touched her since last Thanksgiving. A dry peck on the cheek this morning. Coffee breath. She adjusted her glasses, forced herself to breathe. "Turn to page eighty-seven." The book crackled in her grip. Pages smelled like dust and highlighter ink. She wondered if any of them noticed her pulse jumping in her throat.

Behind her, the projector hummed. Foucault's text shimmered on the screen. Words about power. Surveillance. Her own hypocrisy burned worse than the radiator's metallic heat. She pictured Ethan's mouth—chapped from skateboarding, he'd mentioned once—parting around her finger. Would he suck gently? Bite? She swallowed, tasted chalk and something darker. The back-row latecomer stretched, arms overhead. Fabric pulled taut across his chest. Her nipples tightened against her blouse. God, when had she last bought new underwear? These were beige. Practical. The kind her mother would approve of.

A pen clattered to the floor. She jumped. "Sorry, Professor!" A girl giggled. Blonde. Pretty. Dr. Hayes' fantasy twisted abruptly: the girl kneeling between Ethan's spread legs in the empty seminar room after hours. Watching. Her own thighs pressed together. Would they let her join? Would they—Stop. She gripped the lectern's edge. The metal was cold. Real. "As Foucault argues," her voice only wavered slightly, "the gaze itself produces docile bodies." If only they knew how hers rebelled.

Someone coughed. A phone buzzed. She should confiscate it. Should do a lot of things. Instead, she let her eyes drift shut for one illicit second. Imagined walking straight out mid-lecture. Leaving her bag. Her dignity. Letting the department door swing shut behind her while she climbed into some boy's beat-up Civic. Letting him drive. Anywhere. The fantasy dissolved when she blinked open to thirty-two expectant faces. Rain tapped the windows like impatient fingers. She wet her lips. "Who can tell me how this applies to modern social media?" Her voice didn't sound like her own. It sounded hungry.

A hand shot up—Liam, with his perpetually smudged glasses and eager grin. She nodded at him without seeing. His answer was probably brilliant. Probably correct. All she heard was the rush of her own blood as her mind rewrote the scene: Liam pushing her against the chalkboard after class while Ethan watched from the front row, knees apart, lazily palming himself through his jeans. Her blouse tearing under Liam's grip. Her chalk-dusted fingers leaving desperate streaks on the wall. The sharp citrus of his aftershave mixing with the musk of her own arousal. She exhaled sharply through her nose. Her thighs trembled.

A chair scraped. She jerked her head toward the sound. Just some athlete adjusting his posture. But the interruption crystallized the fantasy further—now they were in her office, door locked, blinds drawn. Ethan's skateboard propped against her filing cabinet like some adolescent trophy. Liam's mouth hot between her legs while she gripped his hair hard enough to hurt. Her books knocked off the shelves. Her framed degrees rattling on the wall with every thrust. She'd cum with her teeth buried in Ethan's shoulder, tasting salt and cotton and—

"Professor?" Liam repeated. The entire class stared. She'd missed his entire response.

She swallowed. Adjusted her blazer. "Excellent point," she lied, though she had no idea what he'd said. Her pulse throbbed in her wrists, her throat, between her legs. The projector's fan whined. Foucault's words glared reproachfully from the screen. She should feel ashamed. Should. But all she felt was the slick heat pooling beneath her sensible wool skirt. All she wanted was to hike it up right here, let some boy—any boy—see what their middle-aged professor hid under her tweed and tenure.

The clock ticked. Twenty-three minutes left. Twenty-three lifetimes. She uncapped her water bottle with shaking hands. Drank. Imagined it was something stronger. Imagined it was someone's—

No. She exhaled sharply through her nose. Focus. Think of Mark. Her husband. The way he'd kissed her neck in the limo after their wedding, his hands fumbling with the pearl buttons of her dress. How he'd groaned into her mouth when she finally guided him inside her, clumsy with champagne and nerves. The memory should've anchored her. Instead, her traitorous brain rewrote the scene: Ethan's scuffed Vans hooked over her hips now instead of Mark's polished Oxfords. Liam's tongue tracing the lace at the top of her stockings—stockings that hadn't existed on her actual wedding night, because Mark preferred her bare.

The radiator clanked. A pipe shuddered inside the wall. She gripped the lectern tighter, knuckles whitening. Fantasy-Mark dissolved like mist. In his place: Ethan's skateboard abandoned on the honeymoon suite carpet. Liam's graduation ring leaving indents in her thigh as he pinned her against the headboard. The headboard that was her own damn lectern, she realized with a jolt—the fantasy had cannibalized her surroundings. Two of her students were defiling her in front of thirty-two witnesses, and her body burned for it.

"To—to contextualize," she stammered, clicking to the next slide blindly. Some flowchart about discursive formations. It might as well have been hieroglyphics. Her inner thighs stuck together. The wool skirt scratched. Practical underwear, soaked through. She could smell herself. Could they?

At the back, the latecomer stretched again. His shirt rode up. A sliver of skin. A trail of dark hair. Dr. Hayes' mouth flooded with saliva. She imagined dropping to her knees right there, crawling between the rows of desks until she reached him. Imagined his startled gasp when her teeth grazed that strip of exposed flesh. The way his fingers would tangle in her updo—the same chignon she'd worn at her wedding—yanking pins loose.

The bell rang.

She didn't move. Couldn't. Thirty-two backpacks zipped. Thirty-two chairs scraped. Someone said, "See you Wednesday, Professor," but the words dissolved into white noise. Her body thrummed. Her cunt ached. The classroom emptied around her until only the scent of rain and adolescent sweat remained. And the ghost of two sets of hands she'd never felt.

"Dr. Hayes?" A touch on her elbow—too soft, too tentative. The blonde girl from earlier stood there, chewing her lipstick. "You look... flushed. Are you okay?"

"Fine," she snapped. Too quick. The girl recoiled, and that flicker of fear in her eyes—that was gasoline. Dr. Hayes imagined shoving her to her knees right there between the graffiti-carved desks. Imagined Ethan's cock already glistening in the girl's pink, glossed mouth. Imagined watching the girl's throat bulge, her perfect little nose bumping against Ethan's pubic bone. The wet gagging sounds. The way his fingers would knot in her hair—not tenderly like some romance novel, but rough. Needy.

"Like this?" the girl would gasp between slurps, mascara smudged, lips slick. And Dr. Hayes would grip her chin, would tilt her face up—would lick into that spit-shiny mouth and taste him. Bitter. Salty. Alive.

"Professor?" The real girl—real, breathing, innocent—stepped back.

Dr. Hayes blinked. Her lectern was gouged with fingernail marks she didn't remember making. She swallowed. Adjusted her blouse. "Migraine," she lied.

The girl nodded, hesitant. "My mom gets those." She hesitated. "Do you... want me to walk you to your office?"

Yes. No. Yes—if you let me pin you against the door and show you exactly how old women taste when they haven't been touched in a year.

"Thank you," Dr. Hayes said instead, gathering her papers with trembling hands. Outside, the rain had slowed to a drizzle. The girl smelled like vanilla body spray and laundry detergent. Nothing like the fantasy—nothing like sweat and sex and shame. They walked in silence. The hallway stretched. Her heels clicked. The girl swung her tote bag.

When they reached her office door, the girl hesitated again. "Dr. Hayes?"

She braced for it—some question about extra credit, about Foucault. Instead: "Your necklace is crooked."

Fingers brushed her collarbone. The touch lasted less than a second. But her skin burned.

She fumbled the key. Dropped it. The girl bent to retrieve it—and Dr. Hayes stared at the strip of lower back exposed between hoodie and jeans. Imagined sinking her teeth there.

The girl straightened. Smiled. Handed her the key.

Her fingers brushed Dr. Hayes' palm. Lingered.

And then—gone.

Alone in her office, she pressed her forehead to the door. The wood was cool. Her body was fire. Down the hall, a door slammed.

Somewhere, Ethan and Liam were laughing.

Somewhere, her husband was grading papers.

And here she stood—her sensible underwear ruined, her lipstick bitten off, her fantasies spiraling deeper.

She unlocked her bottom drawer. Reached for the bottle of mediocre vodka she kept behind a stack of ungraded midterms.

Drank straight from the bottle.

Closed her eyes.

And let the ghosts of two boys who'd never touched her drag her under.

The knock came again—sharp, impatient—just as she lifted her head from the desk. A string of drool connected her lower lip to her forearm. The vodka bottle gleamed accusingly in the afternoon light slanting through her blinds. She lurched upright, knocking over a stack of essays. Red pen bled across someone's thesis statement about heteronormativity. Irony tasted like bile and cheap liquor.

She stuffed the bottle into the drawer so hard the handle dug into her palm. The lock clicked a second before the door swung open—she hadn't even stood yet—and there he was, haloed by the fluorescent hallway lights. Ethan. Skateboard tucked under one arm, beanie shoved into his back pocket like he'd rushed here. "Uh. You okay, Professor?"

She forgot how to form words. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. She'd never noticed how sharp it was. How biteable. His throat would taste like salt and the spearmint gum he always cracked during lectures. She could smell his deodorant from here—something cheap and adolescent and unbearably arousing. "Migraine," she croaked. Her tongue felt too big for her mouth.

Ethan hovered in the doorway, shifting his weight. The wheels of his skateboard squeaked. Behind him, the hallway stretched empty. No Liam. No blonde girl. Just the two of them and the too-loud silence. She should invite him in. Should shut the door. Should do anything but stare at the way his ripped jeans hung low on his hips, revealing a sliver of striped boxer waistband.

He cleared his throat. "So, about the midterm grade—"

"Come in," she blurted. Too loud. Too fast. Her own voice startled her.

Ethan
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