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      I have Alice’s rapt attention. Her pretty blue eyes are bright and wide, her fingers idly twirling her blonde hair. She’s so different from me, virginal and sweet, and I love scandalizing her.

      “So Johnny and I are making out on my bed. The mood is all set. You know, the music, the lights. My dorm mate was out for the night. I was wearing that black skirt and the lace top. You know the one.”

      “The see-through one?” she whispers to me, and Professor Danek looks our way. Alice is the good girl, so she instantly snaps her attention back to the easel in front of her, adding some more bright pink into the edges of the mountains she’s painting.

      “The see-through one,” I confirm, taking a beat to enjoy her repressed excitement. My hazel eyes meet our professor’s, and I’m once more struck by how handsome he is. He’s tall, thin, a little gaunt in the cheeks. His dark eyes are sharp like a rock star’s, and he has this nonchalant polish to his outfit. Today it’s a heavy cobalt sweater and dark, tailored pants. It suits his carefully styled hair, the pure silver suiting his tanned skin.

      Professor Danek watches my gaze travel up and down him before he moves around the classroom. I continue my story. “His hands were all over me, his thigh between my legs. I was grinding on him, my skirt flipped out, and then bang bang bang. Knock at my door.”

      “What did you do?”

      “What do you think I did?” I grin, pushing some of my dirty blonde hair back from my face. Dark crimson paint stains my cheek, and I curse. Spitting on a napkin, I try to wipe it off, feeling slightly less suave at making a mess of myself.

      “Open the door?”

      “Of course not,” I scoff. “We kept going. A few minutes later, his pants were down around his legs. He was about to stick it in when suddenly the door opens and there’s my RA. Long story short, I need to find a place to live.”

      “Oh my God, Cait. Mid-semester? There’s not going to be anything available!”

      Her panic is unexpected, and it catches me like an oil-soaked rag. When I catch Professor Danek hovering over my shoulder this time, I turn sullenly back to my hell-inspired artwork and feel the flames licking closer.

      “See me after class,” he says lowly, his breath catching the shell of my ear with the intimacy of the words. Alice gives me a look of pity, and reality seems far less welcoming than my painting.
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      “I’m nearly finished the piece,” I start in defensively after all the other students filter out of the art studio. Professor Danek has a nice sized class room. Tenure was treating him well, and he’s developed this casual aloofness that always puts me on edge. I want him to see me as a real artist, but he’s tight with compliments, and his criticisms always cut right to my inner core.

      He looks at me over the rim of his silver glasses that match his hair and beard so perfectly. He’s leaning casually against his desk, but no matter how nonchalant he appears, he’s too insightful for me to let my guard down. The more relaxed he seems, the more on edge I am around him.

      “I didn’t ask you to stay after to chastise you for talking in class, Caitlynn. Paint needs time to set. The artist needs time to see what it really is they’re painting. No.” He pauses, taking off his glasses and begins to clean the lenses. He makes me wait for him to continue, and I tug nervously at the side of my skirt. My legs are long, and the black platforms make them look longer. The tights I’m wearing are getting a bit itchy, and I have to resist the urge to scratch.

      “No, I called you here,” he finally continues, putting his glasses back on and looking up at me. What does he see, I wonder? A nineteen-year-old college girl with dark eyeshadow, maroon lipstick, and a chip on her shoulder?

      No, that’s too pedestrian. He sees beneath the surface, and that’s why I’m so nervous around him.

      “Because I heard you were kicked out. We just had a faculty meeting last week about the housing shortage for students. The administration has asked us to consider next semester offering up any guest rooms we have for students in need. A rental enterprise. I, naturally, rejected the notion and told the Provost it was an entirely inappropriate idea. I expressed my feelings about the power imbalance, and of the blurring of lines, and yet…”

      What does this have to do with me getting kicked out of the dorms?

      I stare at him, but he doesn’t continue, and I’m forced to probe.

      “And yet, Professor?”

      “And yet, I did do some due diligence. Research. In searching for affordable accommodations within a walking distance to the Campus, I found absolutely zero acceptable rentals available.”

      “Oh. Well, thanks for letting me know, I guess.”

      Without a place to live, it’s only a matter of time before I have to find something else. So long, art school. So long, dreams.

      “Come stay the rest of the semester with me. I do, in fact, have a guest room, and no expected guests, and looking for a place will distract from your work. I only ask that you follow some rules if you’re to stay under my roof.”

      “What?”

      My face lifts, a flush of relief painting my cheeks. He smiles, and it’s such a rare expression that I swoon. The little crinkles at the corners of his eyes, the flare of his nostrils, the pull of his lips. He’s intoxicatingly handsome.

      I never thought of myself as having a thing for older men until I first saw him and instantly fell in lust. For him to invite me to live with him is a lot, but it’s also the solution to my most pressing problem, so can I really say no?

      “I won’t charge you rent. I’ll be doing this as a favour to you, because I believe in your talent. In return, you will help prepare meals, tidy up after yourself. You will not stay out later than midnight—the walls are thin, and I need my rest—and you will not bring anyone else back to my house. Are those terms agreeable to you?”

      “Yea. Hell yea!”
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      It’s been a month since I moved in, and it’s all gone really well. He’s a perfect gentleman, and I’ve learned more about art theory than I could have pursuing my MFA.

      And I’ve fucked it all up.

      It’s not my fault! I know. That’s what every bratty daughter who misses curfew says, but it’s true. My ‘date’ was supposed to bring me back before midnight like I’m Cinderella, but he instead got so high that he passed out. I called an Uber and it just never showed up.

      It’s pitch black. My feet are killing me in my platform boots, my miniskirt and tubetop are too cold for the fall weather, and I’ve walked three miles. Staring up at Professor Danek’s old Victorian-style house, the light is still on in his bedroom.

      It’s one in the morning.

      Do I wait for him to go to bed and hope I can sneak in?

      Or do I hope he won’t hear me open the old door with the rusty hinges?

      I’m exhausted, so I decide to take my chances. As quietly as I can, I unlock the front door and slowly pull it open. It doesn’t squeak, and I’m so relieved as I slip into the porch. I sit on the bench, untying my laces, and I feel his presence before I see him. The air shifts around him, like a gathering storm. Suddenly I’m a little girl again, awaiting a scolding, and I can’t bring myself to look up at him.

      “I know I’m late. I tried.” It’s a weak excuse, my voice soft.

      “Trying is known to lead to failing,” he says so calmly, standing there in his black pants and a cable-knit sweater. Even late at night, before bed, he’s looking sharp and well dressed. Always so put together.

      It makes the pause all the more painful as I try to come up with something more to say. But before I can, he continues.

      “We had a very simple agreement. Generous too, was it not, Caitlynn?” he says, taking out his silk kerchief to wipe his glasses, before studying me up and down.

      I feel naked under his gaze, so much
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