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Drew hates winter.

Not just the icy weather—though he's not fond
of the cold either—but the way nighttime descends long before day
has ended. It's not even seven o'clock yet, and the sky looks like
midnight as he crosses campus. There are plenty of people around,
all bundled tight and hurrying between buildings. Underground
tunnel systems connect some of the older edifices, but those get
crowded and noisy, and Drew would rather brave the cold for a brief
span than elbow his way through a close crush of his peers.

He hates this campus. There's only one thing
he likes about his school—one person who makes it all
worthwhile—and he can't wait for spring and graduation and getting
the hell out of here with his degree in hand.

At last, he reaches the four-story science
building, with its giant windows and pretentious metal sculptures
lining the front foyer. The flow of students has slowed to a
trickle, as the last classes of the evening clear out. Drew makes
his way along tiled floors and quieting hallways, climbs a set of
stairs up to the physics labs on the top story. Perfect silence
greets him, and he smiles as he unwinds his scarf and unzips his
coat, overheating now from the building's thermostat and the long
climb.

The door he approaches looks no different
from the rest, heavy wood tightly set in a metal frame. It's a
sturdy thing designed to prevent the spread of fire—as are all of
the lab doors throughout the building—and no light so much as peaks
beneath. Only long experience makes Drew confident he'll find who
he's looking for on the other side.

He doesn't bother to knock before stepping
through, and he grins when he spots Professor Robert Bennett
tidying up a stack of binders at the far end of the room.

It's a small lab, with only six stations, and
rows of shelves and cupboards along every wall. Only one door too,
unlike most of the labs on the lower floors. If it weren't a
pristinely polished science lab, Drew might almost call it
quaint.

The sound of the door clicking shut draws the
professor's eyes up from his work, and a smile crosses his face as
he sees who just entered the otherwise empty classroom.

"Drew." Professor Bennett stands taller—a
futile effort considering he clocks in at barely five-foot-four—and
turns to face Drew directly. "What brings you tonight?"

With a careless shrug, Drew answers, "End of
the semester. Couldn't let you ditch for winter break without
saying goodbye." Drew has Robert Bennett's cell phone number, of
course. He's been enrolled in at least one of the professor's
classes nearly every semester of his college career, and while he
has never pushed outside the bounds of a normal teacher-student
dynamic, he has gone to great lengths to make sure they're on
friendly terms.

But even with all the groundwork he's already
laid, he doubts he would get anywhere with a phone call out of
nowhere. Better to do this in person, and gauge Bennett's reactions
with his own eyes.

He lets his gaze devour the professor as
subtly as he can, savoring the view with an undeniably possessive
hunger. Bennett's small stature makes him look compact, but not at
all delicate. There's an intensity about him that conveys a
perpetual readiness to fight, despite the smile he always seems to
have at the ready. Passion—for both his area of expertise and
academia in general—renders him charmingly ferocious, and Drew
suspects the man can hold his own in a physical altercation.

Violence isn't Drew's cup of tea—never mind
the fact that he himself is built like a heavy-weight prize
fighter—but he'd bet a semester's tuition that Bennett could win in
a brawl.

"For fuck's sake, Drew." Bennett rolls his
eyes, but unmistakable amusement—and carefully veiled
affection—brighten the words. He would never cuss so brazenly in
front of any other student. "It's only a month. You're enrolled in
my January-term seminar."

He says it lightly, but Drew knows him well
enough to read the undercurrent of heavier feeling concealed
beneath the words. This thing between them is as unacknowledged as
it is inappropriate, and Drew's presence here tonight is a wild
gamble at best. Rationally he knows he should wait. One more
semester and he will graduate and be in a position to court Bennett
properly.

Calling him out now, for feelings he probably
thinks he's done a successful job hiding? It's got just as much
chance of blowing up in Drew's face as going the way he hopes.

But Drew's heart is too impatient—as are
other parts of his anatomy—and the thought of waiting another
five-plus months to make his move sounds like indefensible torture.
Better to rip off the bandaid now. If it blows up in his face, he
still has time to drop the January seminar, but if it doesn't…

If it doesn't, the possibilities are endless,
and Drew has a full semester to enjoy his favorite professor's
charms before everything changes around him.

Robert Bennett is the only person on campus
Drew truly likes, and 'like' hasn't been sufficient to describe the
sentiment in a long time. Adoration has taken its place, along with
a longing, aching desire to lay claim before he misses his
chance.

"Are you alright?" Bennett asks, and Drew
realizes he has been silent too long. He failed to answer Bennett's
teasing riposte, and in the absence of a retort, the air between
them has turned unexpectedly serious.

Drew could brush the question off easily
enough, but that's not why he's here. Instead, he locks the
door—turning the deadbolt with an audible click—and crosses the
room to stand directly in front of his suddenly wary professor.
Bennett has to tilt his head back to meet Drew's eyes from so
close, and Drew fights to keep his hands at his sides. He could so
easily reach out and touch. Another step and he would be crowding
into Bennett's space, his intentions unmistakable.

For now, he lets suggestive ambiguity hover
in the air as he answers, "Honestly, professor? I've been
better."

A less wary sort of worry touches Bennett's
face. "Whatever's wrong, I hope you know you can talk to me. If
there's anything I can do to help…"

"There is," Drew says, pitching his voice to
the softest murmur imaginable. "But I don't know if you're gonna be
into it, and you might be pissed at me for asking."

Bennett's brow furrows. "What the hell can
you possibly—?"

The question cuts short when Drew takes a
final, irrefutable step forward, looming over his professor but
still careful not to touch. "I'd really, really like to kiss
you."

In the span of an instant, Bennett's face
flushes red, his pupils dilating with shock and his mouth dropping
open. Drew half expects him to come back with spluttered denials,
but only silence answers the pronouncement. He appears to be
shocked beyond the capacity for words—a possibility Drew honestly
did not predict. He's never seen Robert Bennett speechless.

Slowly and carefully—measuring his movements
to give Bennett plenty of time to retreat or refuse—Drew raises his
hands, framing the professor's face between his palms. Up close
like this, Bennett is even more devastatingly gorgeous, his big
eyes wild with feeling, mouth ajar, nose and cheeks sprinkled
generously with freckles. Drew stares down at soft lips and barely
reins himself in.

"Can I?" he asks in a throaty rasp.

Staring up into his eyes, Bennett gives a
barely perceptible nod.

Drew should be gentle. Careful. He
should take this slow, start with a soft kiss and gradually deepen
it into the filthy claiming he craves.

Instead, he takes Bennett's mouth with a
force that catches them both off guard. He slides his tongue
aggressively past parted lips, using his intimidating bulk to shove
Bennett hard against one of the empty lab stations.

The smooth countertop can't feel good digging
into Bennett's backside, but he offers no protest. Hell, if
anything, he melts against Drew's body, clinging to the bulky
winter jacket as he submits with telling eagerness to the almost
violent kiss.

At last they break apart, breathing hard and
holding tightly on to one another.

"Don't tell me I'm the only one feeling
this," Drew pleads, earnest and sharp. "Don't lie to me. Tell me to
fuck off if that's what you want, but don't pretend you haven't
thought about it."

"Drew…" Bennett's gaze keeps flickering
between Drew's eyes and his mouth, a damning tell that makes Drew's
heart race.

"I can't keep hiding." Drew leans down to
touch their foreheads together, letting his eyes fall shut and
honesty ring through his voice. "How long have we been doing this
dance? How long are we going to keep pretending not to want the
same thing?" Drew doesn't know the precise answer to his first
question. He knows how long he's been pining—ever since the
first week of his freshman year, when he walked into Bennett's
introductory physics class and heard the man work himself into a
passionate tirade about the principles of thermodynamics—but
Bennett is a different matter. He's only suspected his professor's
answering interest since somewhere around junior year, and he's
only been certain or four months.

Maybe the shitty optics of the situation
should bother him, but Drew can't find it in himself to be rational
about this. He wants Bennett too much.

"What… are you proposing?" Bennett's voice is
thick with strain, threaded through with an emotion that makes
Drew's entire soul thrill as though victory is in sight.

Drew steps back only long enough to shrug his
coat off, letting it thump to the floor, and drops his scarf and
hat after it. Then he steps in close and wraps his arms around
Bennett's waist—it's so easy, Bennett's skinny frame utterly
enveloped by Drew's big muscles—and ducks down to nuzzle at the
trembling line of his professor's throat. He doesn't know what
inspires the brazen burst of confidence in his answer.

"I'm going to fuck you." His lips brush
Bennett's racing pulse point. "Right here. Right goddamn now. I'm
going to bend you over
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