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Me: Professor Marissa Burke. Forty-five years old, happily married mother of three, professor of Russian Literature at a medium-sized private university in the Midwest. Average height, but very athletic. I’m a runner, with a lean muscular frame, built for endurance. My hair is naturally very light blonde, most often tied back in a single braid, framing a face that blends sharp cheekbones with a natural down-to-earth appeal, or so I’d been told anyway. My clear blue eyes were intelligent, while my well-practiced posture—straight-backed and deliberate—conveyed both poise and physical presence. I’d been told I had a magnetism about me, not flashy beautiful, but striking in the way that intelligence and confidence can be when carried with ease. 

Him: Will Davidson. Twenty-two years old, graduate student at my medium-sized private university, charming humble alpha male, brilliant mind who could be a model if he wanted, young man with the world at his fingertips and my heart in his palm. He possessed a striking, almost timeless physical presence. He towered over me at six foot three, with a lean, broad-shouldered body, the kind of build that carried both strength and elegance without excess. His face was carved with classical symmetry—high cheekbones, a square jaw, and a straight, distinguished nose. His thick dark brown hair was often swept back in relaxed waves, framing a pair of piercing blue eyes that held a steady, unhurried intensity. There was a quiet charisma in his expression, a calm confidence that did not demand attention but drew it naturally. His movements were fluid, his posture effortless, conveying control without stiffness. There was something inherently cinematic about him, like a figure out of mid-century Hollywood, reimagined in modern style and clarity. He was handsome not simply in a conventional sense, radiating a composed, thoughtful masculinity, blending physical allure with understated intelligence. He always seemed to me like the surface was only hinting at something much deeper underneath. 

In case it’s not already obvious, I had a terribly intense crush on him. 

I felt horrible about having that crush. I definitely felt like I should not be feeling that way. I did my level best to ‘fake it until I made it,’ with regard to not having a raging full-on girl-boner crush on this young man. But to claim I was successful would be a lie, would be to deny reality. The simple truth was, he made me feel like a teenager pining over a pretty face I saw in Teen Bop or Tiger Beat or whatever those magazines used to be. The simple truth was, he made me feel like a groupie, standing behind a velvet rope, barely restrained by an overworked, underpaid security guard, as I screamed my love for and threw my underwear at the boy band just trying to get on their plane in peace. 

That was some kind of tortured metaphor. What would Tolstoy think? 

How many different ways could I feel badly, about how I felt about Will Davidson? I felt badly for my husband, my children, my colleagues, my university, concepts of morality and good civil behavior, myself, Will. He was my student, so it was beyond wrong. Yes, he was legally of age, but the power differential there made things completely unacceptable. And yet... some part of me felt like there was a power differential in the other direction, like it was actually the inverse of what it would seem. If we were ever to be together, he would absolutely be the dominant one between us, just by virtue of... well, by virtue of him being his perfect self. But I had to believe that was probably just me justifying my wrong, taboo attraction. Nobody in the world would see things that way, except me. 

There was absolutely nothing good about me wanting to jump Will Davidson’s bones, and there was absolutely everything bad. And yet, if he offered himself to me at any time, any place, I’d have accepted. My mind and spirit would not have been strong enough to resist my attraction to him. It was that simple. 

Will Davidson had a lovely age-appropriate girlfriend. I had a wonderful husband, a family, a career, a life I’d worked unbelievably hard to build. There was nothing else to it. That was that. My immoral taboo thoughts could stay secret from the world, so long as they stayed inside my head. 
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