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HUNTER

I should’ve known this class was going to screw with me the moment I stepped inside.

Psych 214: Human Sexuality.
Guys on the lacrosse team swore it was an easy A — sit through a couple PowerPoints, turn in a reflection essay about “modern intimacy,” and coast.
But the second Professor Silas Hale walks into the lecture hall, everything in my body goes tight.

He moves with this slow, controlled confidence, like the room bends around him. Dark shirt, sleeves rolled neatly up his forearms, sharp jaw, hair slightly graying at the temples — all combined like a punch to the chest I don’t understand.

He sets his leather folder on the desk, taps the mic once, and the entire class falls silent without him raising his voice.

“Good morning,” he says. Deep. Even. Calm. “Today we begin with an overview of consensual power dynamics in adult relationships.”

Power... dynamics?

The girl next to me perks up in interest.
I choke on my own spit.
“This includes dominance, submission, bondage, discipline,” he continues smoothly, “and the psychological frameworks behind why some individuals crave structure or surrender in intimate environments.”

My heart starts thudding like I ran a sprint.

He keeps lecturing — clinically, professionally — but I swear his eyes flick toward me. Just once. Just enough to see me squirm.

I shift in my seat, trying to discreetly adjust myself.
Why am I reacting to this?
Silas Hale moves to the whiteboard, writing in clean strokes:

Six Core Principles of BDSM Dynamics

My throat tightens.

He turns back toward us, expression unreadable.

“First,” he says, “consent. Contrary to common misconception, BDSM is not about harm. It is about permission. Mutual agreement. Clear boundaries. Open choice.”

I feel heat crawl up my neck.
Why do I feel like he’s talking directly to me?
“Second,” he continues, “communication. Dynamics fail without it. Negotiation forms the backbone of any power exchange.”

His voice does something to my spine — a low hum, a pull I can’t explain.

“Third. Trust.”

The word lands heavy.

Some girl raises her hand. “Trust in what sense?”

“In the sense,” Silas replies, stepping closer to the front row, “that one individual agrees to relinquish control. Sometimes physically. Sometimes psychologically. Sometimes both.”

My stomach drops.
My hands grip my notebook too tight.
I don’t know why I can’t breathe right.
I catch him looking at me again — or maybe I’m imagining it.

“Fourth,” he says, “structured power dynamics. Dominance and submission are not random roles. They arise from need. Desire. Internal wiring.”

Desire.

I swallow hard.

“Fifth,” he goes on, “aftercare. A dominant is responsible for the emotional safety of the submissive after an intense experience. The bond often strengthens here.”

Something twists in my chest.
This is too intimate.
Too raw.
Too much.
“And finally,” Silas says, writing on the board again, “internal versus external control.”

A guy in the back snorts. “Kinky way to start the semester.”

Silas turns his head slowly.
Just a look.
Cold. Sharp.
The guy shuts up instantly.
Silas returns to the lectern, eyes sweeping the room again.

“For some,” he says quietly, “structure is liberation. Surrender is peace. Control is connection. Understanding these dynamics is essential to understanding human sexuality.”

My pulse is pounding.
Why am I reacting like this?
This isn’t me.
I force myself to look down at my notes, but the lines blur.
Every word he says gets under my skin and sits there.
Deep.
I’ve never responded to anything like this before — not to any guy, not to any teacher, not to any voice.

But him?

It’s like he’s explaining a part of me I didn’t know existed.
A part I don’t want to exist.
When class ends, students start packing up.
I stay seated a second too long, pretending to organize my bag while trying to calm down.
Silas Hale closes his folder and looks up.

Our eyes meet.

Something in the center of my chest pulls toward him — like gravity.

He doesn’t smile.
Doesn’t look surprised.
Doesn’t look away.
Then, in the softest, most devastating voice I’ve ever heard, he says:

“We'll continue next class. Make sure you’ve reviewed the readings.”

My entire body goes hot.

I mutter something like “yeah,” though it probably comes out wrong.

I shove my things into my bag and head for the door, trying like hell not to let anyone see the way I’m adjusting myself.

As I walk out, I can feel him watching me.

And for reasons I can’t explain,
I don’t want him to stop.
***
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BY THE TIME I MAKE it halfway across the quad, my pulse is still thudding in my ears.
I keep my head down so no one stops me. I need air. Water. Something.
I’m a ladies’ guy.
Always have been.
I’ve had girlfriends. Hookups.
People on the team joke that I could walk into a bar and walk out with someone in twenty minutes.
It’s not even bragging — it’s just been my life.
I know what I look like.
Six-one, broad shoulders, clean cut, that whole “jock next door” thing.
Coach calls me “made of fast-twitch muscle and bad decisions.”
And he’s not wrong.

I’ve never questioned myself.
Never been confused.
Until now.

I don’t get it — I shouldn’t be reacting like this to a professor, let alone a male professor.
But something about Dr. Hale gets in under my skin in a way I can’t explain.
And it’s not just the physical stuff, although... yeah, okay, that’s part of it.
He’s... put together. Sharp.
His shirts fit in a way that makes you notice the lines of his body even when he’s standing still.
He has this quiet grace, controlled but strong, like he’s always thinking ten steps ahead.
But what really screws with me is the emotional part — the way he talks.
The way he holds the room.
The way he gets inside your head with a single sentence.
I don’t know how to describe it except...
He’s calm. Unshakeable.
Like nothing surprises him, nothing rattles him, nothing touches him unless he decides it should.
And when he talked about power dynamics?
Consent?
Trust?
It didn’t feel dirty or taboo or wrong.

It felt... intimate.
Like he was revealing something real.
Something vulnerable.
Something I wasn’t supposed to hear, but he wanted me to hear anyway.
My face heats just thinking about it.
I actually bring my hand up to my cheek to check, because it feels like I’m burning.
Why him?
Why now?
Why at all?
I’ve never reacted to anyone this way — not even girls I’ve been crazy about.
Not with this weird electricity under my skin, or whatever this tight feeling in my chest is.
It’s like he woke something up in me I didn’t even know was sleeping.

I shake it off, trying to clear my head, but the whole walk back to my dorm, I can’t stop replaying little things:

His voice.
His hands.
The slight curve of his mouth when he spoke.
The way he looked at me like he already knew something I didn’t.
And that’s the part I can’t handle.

Because I’ve always been the guy who knew exactly who he was — athlete, ladies’ man, confident, uncomplicated.

But for the first time in my life, I feel like someone else is... reading me.
Like Dr. Hale saw something in me today — something I’ve never let anyone see.
Something I’m not ready to admit.

I open the front door of my dorm and head straight to my room, ignoring Mason calling from the couch.

I need a minute.
A cold shower.
A brain reset.
Anything.
Because right now, the last thing I want to do is admit that the only face I can’t get out of my head...
is his.
***
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PROFESSOR HALE

I close the door to my office and let out a breath I didn’t allow myself to exhale in class.

Hunters like him always arrive eventually.
A certain type:
jock, confident, comfortable in his skin, charming without effort.
The kind who walks through life assuming he understands the world because the world has made itself easy for him.
The kind who has never had to question his own desire.

And the kind who crumbles the moment he feels something he can’t name.

I sit at my desk, straighten the papers I already straightened twice, and press my fingertips against my temple. My pulse is steady, but my thoughts... less so.

I am gay.
Openly, clinically, professionally.
There’s no scandal in it — half the faculty knows, most of the students know, and the tenure committee certainly knew.
Nothing I teach is inappropriate.
Everything I lecture on is academically justified.
And yet...

Hunter Ward unsettled me today.

Not because he looked at me — plenty of students do.
Not because he’s attractive — many of them are.
But because he reacted.

That is rare.

That is dangerous.

And that is... intriguing.

He tried to hide it, but I saw everything:
the flush creeping up his neck,
the way he shifted uncomfortably in his seat,
the sudden tension in his posture,
the way his breath caught when I spoke about trust, control, surrender.
His body language betrayed him long before he even realized it was happening.

His pupils dilated.
His posture stiffened.
His chest rose in uneven breaths.
Even the faintest signs — the way the muscles of his arms tightened, the way his knee bounced under the desk — told me exactly what he was feeling.

Fear.
Curiosity.
Arousal.
All tangled together.
It was... beautiful, in its own way.
Not the arousal itself.
But the moment he realized he was no longer in control of himself.
I lean back, steepling my fingers.
Men like Hunter don’t come into my orbit often — not ones who have that specific mix of resistance and hunger.
A straight man who isn’t entirely straight.
A confident man who doesn’t know himself.
A dominant body with a submissive core he’s terrified to confront.
He is the definition of a contradiction.

And contradictions make for interesting candidates.

Candidates for what?
My eyes flick to the far corner of the office — the blank section of wall that hides the
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