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Jung L.E. Fever Presents: 

Molly Sinclair sat on the very thing she promised herself she would never sit on again. Again is the keyword. The first time was the worst lapse in judgment of her life. This year, she would not fall victim, and yes, she had been his victim. Victim to emotions that were never felt before. Who does that? Who hits on their boss? He does. Plus, he is good at it. Damn him for it, she thinks. How could a wife and mom in a boring relationship ever resist his advances? He is Trouble. 

Moments earlier, Molly Sinclair had stood in the reflection of her office window, smoothing the cuffs of her blazer until the fabric lay perfectly flat. It was a small ritual, a way to steady her nerves and remind herself—firmly, deliberately—that she was in control. She had to be. Newly appointed Principal of Cream City High, she was determined to set a higher standard for the entire building. Over the summer, she had sworn to herself that everything was over: the late-night glances, the messages she should’ve deleted, the nights she let her guard down and answered him. She insisted she would be stronger this year. She needed to be stronger. A principal couldn’t afford mistakes. And she couldn’t afford him at all.

But promises had a way of fraying, unraveling thread by thread when Damon Carter entered the picture. All it took was hearing his name in a hallway, or passing him unexpectedly in the staff lot, and the resolve she’d built crumbled like cheap chalk. He had that effect—effortless, disarming, dangerous. Molly hated how easily her pulse changed around him, how her breath betrayed her, how desire clung to her bones like a memory that refused to die. It wasn’t rational. It wasn’t wise. It certainly wasn’t professional. But the mere thought of him was enough to pull her back toward everything she had worked so hard to leave behind.

Her job required professionalism above all else. Observations and performance reviews were part of her duties, and she had always prided herself on being thorough, calm, and objective. Each semester, she rotated through classrooms, observing lessons, taking notes, and assessing pacing and student engagement. It was routine. Expected. A pillar of structure in a job full of unpredictability. She had done it for years without incident. Without slipping. Without letting her personal life bleed into her clipboard.

But today refused to be routine. Today, she walked the hallway with a tightness in her chest and a heat rising under her collar because today’s observation was scheduled for the one person she had avoided for months. The one her phone still—shamefully—listed under the name Trouble. And everyone in the building knew why. They talked in whispers, in the break room, behind doors that didn’t close all the way. They didn’t know details—Molly would never allow that—but they knew the energy, the stories, the way Damon seemed to carry power without trying. His presence filled a space before his voice even entered it, commanding attention, stirring curiosity, drawing eyes that shouldn’t linger.

He was a storm she kept pretending she could walk through without getting struck.

He was temptation dressed like a colleague.

He was the reason she kept reminding herself to breathe.

And now, she was on her way to his classroom with a clipboard, a schedule, and a heartbeat far too unsteady for a principal who should’ve known better. Every step echoed louder than she intended, as if the building itself sensed her hesitation. Her polished heels clicked down the hallway in a rhythm that betrayed her calm façade, and the closer she came to his door, the more her resolve thinned. Damon Carter had a way of reducing even the strongest boundaries to suggestion. The thought of standing in the same room with him again—professional posture or not—sent a tight tremor through her spine. She reminded herself she was the principal, the decision-maker, the authority. But the truth lingered like a shadow: she did not feel in control when it came to him.

Damon Carter. Young. Built like Adonis sculpted with intent. Smooth bald head catching the hallway lights. A perfectly shaped beard that framed a jaw too sharp for her sanity. Charisma that poured off him in waves. Brilliant in the classroom—students adored him, colleagues sought him out, and even the superintendent had taken notice of his rising star. But everywhere else? Molly knew better. She knew the fire beneath the professionalism, the magnetic danger hidden under the calm voice and easy smile. Damon was temptation wrapped in respectability, and the contradiction made him even harder to resist. He was the man her body remembered, even when her mind screamed at her to forget.

Molly had tried to trade the assignment away—first by casually bringing it up in scheduling meetings, then by attempting to rearrange her entire observation calendar. She’d even drafted an email to her vice principal, half a dozen times, offering flimsy excuses about timing conflicts and urgent paperwork. But excuses only went so far. If she skipped his review, someone would notice. If she avoided him entirely, the whispers she feared most would start swirling again, or worse, new ones might appear. And avoiding the only Black male teacher at Cream City High would invite questions she didn’t want the district office—or Damon—to even consider. So she deleted the email, straightened her blazer, and accepted that she had run out of places to hide.

So she walked into his classroom at 9:15 sharp, clipboard in hand, pulse thudding like a student about to be graded. The door swung open smoothly, and for a moment, the world felt suspended. Students looked up, but she barely saw them. All she saw was Damon at the front of the room, sleeves rolled to his forearms, voice mid-sentence, gaze lifting to meet hers. The temperature in the room seemed to shift. Molly inhaled, steadied her features, and stepped inside—knowing that every part of her day, maybe her year, was about to get harder.

Damon was in his element. He paced at the front of the room, sleeves rolled to the elbows, chalk dust smudged against the curve of his forearm. His voice filled the space, deep and magnetic, pulling students along with every question—the baritone vibrating energy to her bones. The focus blocked the effects of the incredible voice, but she wouldn't be able to hold out forever. 

Molly forced herself to focus on the lesson: the way he asked open-ended questions, how he redirected a distracted sophomore without raising his voice, the clever pacing of his slides.

But focus was dangerous, because the more she watched him, the more she remembered other nights — the laughter, the heat, the promises she broke.

She scribbled notes, the words shaking. Strong rapport. Engaged students. Clear objectives. Professional phrases for a review that was anything but professional in her own mind. The mind slipped, and suddenly she was in her office, his lips pressed against her neck. Molly coughed to shed the memory and went back to typing. The slight blush is a sign of inner tension. The memory 

When the bell rang, the students filed out, still discussing the lesson they had just completed. Damon gave a few fist bumps on their way out the door, then turned to Molly with a smile that could melt a stronger woman. His position wouldn’t allow an easy escape. 

“Principal Sinclair,” he said, voice too smooth. “Hope I passed the test.”

“This isn’t a test,” she managed, rising. “It’s a... conversation. About growth. Feedback.”

He leaned against the door frame with the kind of confidence that didn’t need to be announced, arms crossed loosely over his chest as a slow, knowing smile curved at the corners of his mouth. It wasn’t an innocent smile—not with him. Damon’s smirk carried history, memory, and challenge. It told her he remembered every moment she was trying to forget, every late-night confession she had sworn she’d never make again. His eyes flicked over her just once—professional enough to pass, intentional sufficient to make her breath catch. He looked relaxed, casual, as if he hadn’t spent months occupying the quiet corners of her thoughts. But she knew him too well. This wasn’t casual. This was calculated.

Then he moved—slowly, deliberately—pushing off the door frame and stepping closer. Too close. Close enough that she felt the warmth of him before she felt the air shift. Her boundary, the invisible protective zone she relied on to keep herself smart and steady, evaporated the moment he breached it. That invisible space was where her professionalism lived, where she kept her promises to herself, where she held the line she’d spent all summer rebuilding. But Damon crossed it like he always did—effortlessly, intentionally—reminding her exactly why he was dangerous. Because when he closed the distance, when his presence wrapped around her like something she couldn’t outrun, it became harder to remember all the reasons she shouldn’t want what she had once allowed herself to want.

“Then let’s have it,” Toruble said. His eyes were raking her body like they had many other times. Her naked flesh writhing under his touch. “The feedback that is.” 

They sat across from each other at a small round table in the corner of his classroom. Molly unfolded her clipboard like a shield. The tactic of pretending they have done what they have done over the last two years may not have been the best. The tension in the room was thick. 

“You have excellent classroom management,” she began. Her voice was steady, but her pulse was not. “Your pacing is strong. Your students are clearly engaged.”

“Mm.” Damon leaned forward, his gaze too direct. “What about me?”

Molly blinked. “What do you mean?”

“You always give me notes with that look. Like you’re not just reviewing my teaching. Like you’re... holding something back.”

“That’s not appropriate.” Her voice snapped sharp, but inside, she was unraveling.

He chuckled. “I know. That’s why you saved me as Trouble in your phone.”

Her stomach dropped. “Damon—”

“Do you know what I have you saved in my phone. Delicious. You
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