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      Kade Rowan stared at the email on his laptop screen, the one from Professor Rafe Mercer's office that had pinged him right in the middle of a frantic all-nighter in the dorm's communal lounge.

      The subject line read simply: "Portfolio Review - Immediate Follow-Up."

      His stomach twisted. He'd submitted his digital portfolio for the visual arts critique two days ago, a collection of charcoal sketches and digital renders he'd poured his soul into, capturing the raw energy of urban decay and human form.

      But in his sleep-deprived haze, he'd uploaded the wrong file.

      The nude self-portrait—bold lines tracing his own muscular, 19-year-old body in a moment of vulnerable experimentation—had slipped in among the safe, academic pieces.

      Fuck.

      He adjusted his glasses, the frames slipping down his nose as he ran a hand through his tousled brown hair, wondering if he could just ghost the meeting. But he respected his art professor far too much to stand him up.

      And so, Kade drew a deep breath, ready to be torn apart by one of the most revered art academics in the country.
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      The art department building was a relic of Brutalist architecture, all raw concrete and echoing corridors that smelled faintly of turpentine and forgotten coffee.

      Kade pushed open the heavy door to Mercer's office on the third floor, his heart pounding like a bass drum in a silent film.

      At 40 years of age, Professor Rafe Mercer was legendary in the department—not just for his cutting-edge installations that had graced galleries from Berlin to Brooklyn, but for his intensity. The man could dismantle a student's work with a single arched eyebrow, leaving egos in tatters.

      Kade had always admired him from afar, the way Mercer's broad shoulders filled out his tailored button-downs, his salt-and-pepper hair cropped close, and those piercing hazel eyes that seemed to see straight through the canvas to the artist's soul.

      Truth be told, Mercer had always been a forbidden crush, but one Kade buried under layers of professional distance.

      "Come in, Rowan," Mercer's voice rumbled from inside, low and commanding without effort.

      The door clicked shut behind Kade, sealing them in the cluttered sanctuary of bookshelves overflowing with art tomes, half-finished sculptures on pedestals, and a massive drafting table dominating the center. There were no windows, just the harsh glow of overhead fluorescents casting long shadows.

      Mercer leaned against the table, arms crossed over his muscular chest, his sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms etched with faint tattoos—abstract swirls that hinted at his "intensely arty" reputation.

      Kade swallowed, shoving his hands into the pockets of his jeans. "Professor Mercer, about the portfolio⁠—"

      "Sit." Mercer gestured to a worn leather stool, his gaze unyielding.

      Kade obeyed, perching on the edge, his own athletic build—honed from years of pickup basketball and gym sessions—feeling suddenly exposed under that scrutiny.

      Mercer picked up a tablet, swiping to the offending image.

      The screen lit up with Kade's nude sketch: him reclined on a rumpled sheet, muscles taut, cock half-hard in the pose, shadows playing over his thighs.

      Heat flooded Kade's face.

      "This," Mercer said, voice like gravel, "was not what I expected from your submission. But it's... compelling. Raw. Why hide it?"

      "I didn't mean to include it," Kade stammered, pushing his glasses up. "It was a practice piece. For figure drawing class. I fucked up the upload."

      Mercer set the tablet down, stepping closer. The air between them thickened, charged like the moment before a storm.

      "Accidents reveal truths, Rowan. Your other work is competent—sterile, even. This? This has fire. Confidence in the lines, vulnerability in the shading. But it's incomplete. The pose lacks tension. You're holding back."

      Kade's pulse raced. Mercer's proximity was intoxicating—the faint scent of sandalwood cologne mixed with clay dust, the way his eyes flicked over Kade's body as if appraising a sculpture. "I... I don't know what you mean."

      A slow smile tugged at Mercer's lips, intrigued.

      He touched his fingers to Kade’s chin and tilted his head slightly, studying him with open fascination now. “Do you know how many great artists crossed lines with their models?” he asked quietly. “Caravaggio filled half his canvases with beautiful young men he seduced first. Street boys, assistants, apprentices. Desire and art have always been tangled together. The Church condemned him for it, patrons whispered about it, but the paintings survived longer than the outrage ever could.” His gaze flicked slowly over Kade’s body. “Artists have been ruining themselves over beautiful subjects for centuries.”

      As though a decision clicked in his mind, Mercer straightened, unbuttoning his shirt with calm precision, revealing a chest sculpted from discipline, dusted with dark hair trailing down to his belt. "Take off your clothes. Let's see the real thing. Model for me."

      Kade's breath hitched. This was crossing every line—student-professor boundaries blurring into something electric and wrong.

      But the command in Mercer's voice, the forbidden pull of that crush igniting, made refusal impossible.

      Every rational thought told him to walk out. He stayed anyway.

      "Professor, I⁠—"

      "Don't look at me like that," Mercer cut in, his tone laced with amusement, eyes darkening as they met Kade's. "Here, let me help you."

      Delicately Mercer slid the glasses off Kade’s face, folded them and placed them carefully on a side table. “Now your turn.”

      Kade stood, fingers trembling as he peeled off his shirt, exposing the lean ridges of his abs, the V of his hips.

      His jeans followed, pooling at his ankles, then his boxers—his cock springing free, already thickening under the weight of Mercer's stare.

      Naked, vulnerable, he felt the cool air kiss his skin, nipples hardening.

      Mercer circled him slowly, like a predator assessing prey, his own shirt discarded now, pants tenting noticeably. He made no attempt to hide it.

      "Good," Mercer murmured, voice husky. "But stiff. Relax into it. Pose like your sketch—recline on the table."

      He cleared a space amid the sketches and tools, guiding Kade onto the smooth wood surface.

      Kade lay back, legs parted slightly, arms draped overhead, his dick twitching against his thigh.

      Mercer's hand brushed his calf—electric, igniting sparks. "Technique starts with observation. Let me show you."

      What followed was a lesson in anatomy neither of them had planned. Mercer's fingers traced Kade's lines, not with a pencil, but skin on skin—mapping the curve of his bicep, the dip of his collarbone.

      "See here," Mercer said, pressing a thumb into the muscle of Kade's thigh, inches from his groin. "Tension builds confidence. Feel it."

      Kade gasped, his cock hardening fully, bobbing against his stomach.

      Mercer's touch lingered, deliberate, sliding up to cup Kade's balls gently, rolling them in his palm. "Try not to flinch. Accept your role. You're the model. Focus."

      But Kade couldn't focus. The forbidden heat of it—his professor's strong hands exploring, claiming—had him arching, a low moan escaping.

      Mercer chuckled, deep and throaty, shedding his own pants in one fluid motion.

      His body was a masterpiece: thick thighs, a trail of hair leading to a cock that was impressively rigid, veined and leaking at the tip.

      He climbed onto the table, straddling Kade's hips without touching, just hovering, the heat of him palpable.

      "Practice posing," Mercer ordered, grabbing a silk scarf from a nearby drawer—meant for binding canvases, now repurposed.

      He looped it around Kade's wrists, tying them loosely to the table's leg, not tight enough to hurt, but enough to pin him.

      "Hold the
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