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The main English Department Lecture Hall, dark and cool and cavernous as always, was half-filled with students, the usual buzz of conversation trailing off as Professor Katherine Wheeler walked into the room.

Doctor Wheeler was a striking woman, in her mid-thirties, with long dark brown hair tied into a sleek ponytail. Her sharp intellect and no-nonsense attitude made her a respected figure in the academic world. Her equally sharp beauty made her the object of much intense fascination from a particular graduate student, Lucas Montgomery. 

She was tall with an athletic, but still curvaceous body, and her face was almost startlingly beautiful, with high cheekbones, a radiant complexion, full lips and bright green eyes. Everything about her, from looks to how she carried herself, suggested the polished elegance of a starlet from Hollywood’s golden age.

Lucas Montgomery was utterly smitten.

The rumors that she was a Futanari certainly did not hurt at all. The women with both male and female parts had become an internet sensation and rumor, ever since they’d begun appearing in Japanese media, primarily manga, many years back. Of course, the internet whispers had begun almost immediately afterward that they really existed. Somehow, those whispers and rumors had come to include Doctor Katherine Wheeler, and that did not hurt Lucas Montgomery’s interest in her one iota, no sir. In fact, it just made Lucas all the more interested. He’d never been with a man, or a transwoman, anyone with a penis. But he found the Futanari–enigmatic, mysterious, alluring as they were–to be utterly fascinating in the best way. He supposed it had become something of a fetish for him, and he couldn’t believe his luck that his lovely professor might just be one.

When he’d first heard the rumors, he would spend most of her lecture watching the front of her skirts, looking for any hint of a hidden member there as she walked, turned, gestured. He never once saw any such indication, and yet he was undaunted. The Futanari, assuming they existed at all, were well-known for their ability to conceal themselves. She would wear clothes that did not show her true nature, probably to stave off unwanted attention from... well, from people like him, if he was being honest. The Futanari were the object of great sexual fascination by a sizable percentage of the populace, both men and women. It was a real, true, honest-to-God, full-on fetish, one in which he certainly shared.

If he’d have any chance at all of catching her attention, it would depend on a great many factors. He had no idea if she liked men or women... or even only other Futanari, that was certainly also a possibility. But, there was only one way to find out.

He had to get her to notice him.

As she made her way to the front, her heels clicked against the floor, commanding the attention of every student present. Lucas wasn’t sure how many of the other students were here for the class, or simply as fans of Doctor Wheeler. He suspected there was a healthy blend of both. Doctor Wheeler set her notes down on the podium, gave a quick nod to the class, and then began the lecture. The topic of the day was Jane Austen—specifically her novel Persuasion.

“Persuasion,” Katherine began, her voice calm yet authoritative, “is often hailed as one of the most mature and profound of Austen’s works. But why? What is it about the narrative that elevates it beyond the scope of the usual romance tropes?”

Lucas put his hand up immediately. He had been planning for this. He had been one of the more vocal students all term, doing everything he could to catch her attention, to engage her intellect, to get her to notice him. He had a bit of the gift of gab, and he had no shyness at all about speaking in front of a crowd, particularly when the goal was to catch Katherine Wheeler’s attention. At bare minimum, he could be certain that she knew who he was, and he could certainly not say that for every student in attendance.

“Yes, Mister Montgomery?” Katherine asked, raising an eyebrow.

He didn’t mind the skepticism in her gaze there. All term he had at times put forth controversial spicy hot takes, just to keep her engaged with him. If she had been aware that he was mostly only doing so for her attention, she hadn’t shown it. Some of the opinions he’d put forth, he’d actually believed. Some of them had been pure devil’s advocate trolling, just to keep her going. He had no regrets at all. His goal—getting her to notice and engage with him—was a worthy one. He’d be willing to do a lot worse to achieve it.

And anyway, he was extremely easy on the eyes himself, with his handsome face, sharply-defined jawline, high cheekbones, and bright blue eyes. He was tall and muscular himself, with always well-styled brown hair and a permanent five o’clock shadow that gave his natural good looks an air of ruggedness. He’d have no problem whatsoever getting girls his own age. But he wanted Doctor Katherine Wheeler like he’d never wanted anything else in his life. He’d been doing a lot to get her attention, but once he had it, he surely hoped his own good looks would help him keep it.

Lucas stood, leaning forward and putting his hands on the empty lecture hall seat in front of him. “I think the novel is overrated. Austen’s portrayal of Anne Elliott’s relationship with Captain Wentworth is overly idealized. There’s no real emotional depth. The whole narrative feels forced—more about social commentary than an actual exploration of love.”

A low murmur spread through the room as several students exchanged glances. Katherine smiled that lovely smile of hers, and chuckled, beginning to pace the stage. Lucas knew that was a good sign, that he’d successfully baited her. If she was pacing to compose her thoughts before responding, she was on his line. Her voice remained steady, but there was an edge to it now.

“I think you’re missing the point, Lucas,” she said, her tone cool but sharp. “The relationship you mentioned comes off as idealized because Elliott and Wentworth are playing their social roles, perfectly to a T, at least for a while. The novel is about second chances, personal growth, and the complexity of relationships. What’s forced about a love that evolves over time, through emotional maturity?”

“So, you think the novel is perfect, then? That it doesn’t have any flaws?”

“I never said it was perfect,” Katherine responded, her voice hardening. “But its flaws reflect the society it critiques. Now, I suggest you come see me after class to discuss this further. I think we need to have a more serious conversation about your views here, before we begin dissertation work next week. My office, half an hour after class.”

The room went silent as Lucas stared at her. There was a charged moment, and then he nodded curtly, his jaw tightening. He had actually gotten a little into the debate with her, even though he’d gotten exactly what he’d wanted. This had all been simply about getting her attention enough to get a private meeting where they wouldn’t be interrupted, but some part of him had actually not wanted to give her the satisfaction of seeing him back down.
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