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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Top cover photo is by Arren Mills

Bottom cover photo is by Jens Lindner: https://unsplash.com/@jens_lindner
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This story depicts a college student engaged in a sexual relationship with his professor. The student's enthusiasm does not remedy the vast gulf in power between the two characters, and this scenario would be unacceptable in any real life context. Please approach the series with caution, and heed the content tags.
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"Professor Slater, do you have a minute?"

"For you?" Jeff says, not even turning around to acknowledge the familiar voice that is matching pace from behind him. "Absolutely not."

He doesn't slow his steps, but even so he is well aware this refusal will do nothing to dissuade the brilliant and maddening young man hurrying to catch up with him. Not many people can easily keep stride with him when Jeff really puts his mind to moving at a good clip, but Henry has ridiculously long legs, so of course he keeps up without difficulty. The hallway is busy around them as students and faculty hurry to classes, labs, office hours. No one is paying any attention to Professor Jeff Slater and the student dogging his heels.

His heart speeds up anyway, as Henry moves easily into step beside him, following Jeff out of the crowded science building and onto the equally bustling quad.

"You're being incredibly rude," Henry says cheerfully, unperturbed by Jeff's standoffish reception, but thankfully holding himself back from the flirtatious smile that has become such a problem of late.

If only Jeff didn't enjoy that smile quite so much.

"Is it rudeness or necessary caution?" Jeff does not let himself look directly at Henry, striding along beside him. The glimpse in his peripheral vision is distracting enough.

Jeff is painfully aware in this moment, of just how public a space their conversation is occupying. Countless students and instructors rush along a needlessly complicated pattern of sidewalks that make up the campus's main quad. Overhead, bright sunlight shines past the few scattered clouds dotting an otherwise clear sky, turning the day so warm that even the students who aren't in a hurry to get somewhere have moved outside to soak up the first truly pleasant day of spring.

Every direction he looks, there are endless people. And though he trusts Henry not to say anything damning in public, he still feels uncomfortably exposed.

Instead of being dissuaded by the way Jeff is practically running away from him, Henry says cheerfully, "University professors are supposed to maintain accessible office hours, within reason, and make them available to any student who may need additional instruction outside of class."

"You don't need additional instruction," Jeff retorts, as glibly as he can, unsurprised when Henry follows him up a set of stone stairs and over the threshold into another building.  "You've got the highest grade of any student in any of my classes. And frankly, I think it's a bad idea for us to be alone together."

It's not as though he needs to expound on why. Even Henry, stubborn and pretending not to understand just how many of Jeff's buttons he pushes on a daily basis, cannot feign confusion over the fact that Jeff has been putting extra distance between them. Or why. There's no skirting around the fact that last time Henry turned up at Jeff's office—under the thinnest pretext of a question about the course work—Jeff kissed him.

Never mind the fact that it was exactly what Henry wanted. Never mind that Henry has been flirting, teasing, angling for this all goddamn semester. Never mind how sweetly Henry encouraged and kissed him back. Jeff still knows better. He's nearly forty years old, for fuck's sake. Henry can be forgiven a lapse in judgment; at twenty-two, he's still got plenty of years left to learn from stupid mistakes. But Jeff is a tenured professor who needs to get his shit together.

Keeping his job and putting his hands all over an undergraduate coed are not goals that align. He needs to do better.

Yet somehow, despite all of these endless admonishments echoing within his head, he realizes with a jolt that he has arrived at his office with Henry in tow. The rest of the department is a noisy bustle through the frame of his open door, and Henry is standing beside him, just inside the threshold. Watching Jeff with a hopeful sort of longing that makes Jeff's whole chest ache.

"Did I do something wrong?" Henry asks quietly, and Jeff really looks at him for the first time all day. There's no sign of the usual careless flirtation that usually shines so brightly in Henry's expressive eyes. His face, all narrow angles and delicate features, is set into an expression so pleading and earnest that there is no denying his questions. The tension in his skinny shoulders is barely discernible, but it's there. The elegant lines of his hands and fingers are wrapped too tightly around the strap of his messenger bag, and his dark eyebrows furrow low with worry.

Jeff wonders how he looks by contrast. Big, broad, looming. More like a thug than a professor. He has always been painfully aware of his own intimidating size—and yet Henry has never once given any sign of being intimidated by him.

He sighs now, recognizing the futility of resisting this conversation. Trying to ignore the problem—not to mention his own guilt—hasn't done any good. Jeff already fucked up. The last thing he should be doing is avoiding the victim of his monumental mistake.

"No, Henry." He shakes his head. Hesitates. Finally shoves the door unceremoniously shut, closing out the chaotic and bustling sounds of the rest of the department with surprising effectiveness. "You haven't done anything wrong."

Professor Jeff Slater is not usually a man beholden to his basest urges—and he tries not to be selfish or careless with the authority he wields as a tenured member of the university faculty—but when Henry responds to the closed door by stepping directly into his space, it's all Jeff can do not to reach out and touch him. He can smell just a hint of lavender lingering in the air, some vestige of Henry's preferred hair product or laundry detergent or something. Hell, from this close he can count the freckles on the bridge of Henry's long, narrow nose.

"I didn't expect you
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