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The homework sat between them like a dare.

Rae had placed it there, square in the center of his desk, three pages of AP Calculus she hadn't touched. The paper was wrinkled at the corners where she'd shoved it in her bag and forgotten about it for a week. A coffee ring stained the top right corner. She hadn't even written her name on it.

Justin Harlow looked at the homework. Looked at Rae. Back at the homework.

"You want me to do it for you."

"Mhm."

She sat on the edge of the desk opposite his, legs crossed at the ankle, her school skirt riding up her thighs in a way that he was trying very hard not to notice. The late afternoon sun came through the blinds in horizontal bars, striping the empty classroom in gold and shadow. The building had gone quiet twenty minutes ago. Last bell. The hallways had that hollow, after-hours sound, just the occasional squeak of a janitor's cart somewhere on the floor below.

"Rae, that's not how tutoring works."

"I know how tutoring works." She tilted her head. A strand of dark hair fell across her cheek and she didn't move it. "I'm offering you something better than tutoring."

He should have said no right there. Should have slid the homework back across the desk and told her to come back Thursday prepared to work through the problem sets. Should have been the professional. The adult in the room.

But the word offering did something to the air between them, and he was aware, in the precise and damning way a man becomes aware of such things, that her top button was undone. Just the one. It revealed nothing except the hollow of her throat, a small triangle of skin that shouldn't have mattered. But she'd undone it after she walked in. He'd watched her do it. She'd held his gaze while her fingers worked the button free, casual, like she was adjusting to the warmth.

The classroom wasn't warm.

"What are you offering?"

He shouldn't have asked. He knew that. The question was a door, and once you step through certain doors, you can't find them again from the other side. But the classroom was empty and the hallways were empty and Rae was looking at him with an expression he'd spent the last four months pretending he didn't understand.

She uncrossed her ankles. Recrossed them the other way. Her skirt shifted. The fabric pulled across her thighs, taut over the curve of muscle, and he could see where the plaid pattern stretched and distorted over the widest part of her leg before disappearing underneath.

"If you do my homework," she said, and she spoke slowly, measuring each word like she was setting stones in a row, "I'll look at your cock."

The clock on the wall ticked. Once. Twice. A car horn sounded somewhere in the parking lot, distant and irrelevant.

"I'm sorry?"

"You heard me, Mr. Harlow."

He had heard her. That was the problem. The words sat in his skull, sharp and specific, and his body reacted before his mind could override it. Heat in his face. Heat somewhere else. A pulse of blood that he couldn't pretend was anything other than what it was.

"That's... Rae, you can't say things like that."

"I just did."

"I'm your teacher."

"You're my tutor. After hours. Nobody's here." She glanced toward the closed door. The little rectangular window in it showed an empty corridor. "I've seen how you look at me. Don't bullshit me. I'm not stupid."

He opened his mouth. Closed it. The denial was right there, right on the tip of his tongue, but it would have been a lie, and they both knew it. He'd been careful. He'd thought he'd been careful. But four months of twice-weekly sessions in this same room, just the two of them, and Rae wore her skirts like questions he wasn't supposed to answer.

"Even if that were true," he started.

"It is true."

"Even if it were, what you're suggesting is..."

"I'm not suggesting sex. I'm suggesting you take your clothes off and I look at you. That's it. That's the deal."

There was something disarming about the directness. No coy dancing around it. No hint of seduction beyond the undone button, which she seemed to have already forgotten about. She spoke about seeing his cock with the same flat practicality she used when asking to borrow a calculator.

"Why?" The word fell out of him, genuine and confused.

Rae shrugged. One shoulder lifted and dropped. "Curious."

"Curious."

"I've never seen one in real life. Just, you know." She waved a hand vaguely. "Online. And those are all weird. Like, aggressively lit. I want to see what a normal one looks like."

"And you picked me."

"You're here. You're male. And you stare at my legs so much I'm surprised you can still do long division." She smiled. It wasn't sweet. It was the smile of someone holding a winning hand and showing it to you card by card. "So here's the deal. You do my homework. All three pages. And I sit right here and you show me. That's fair, right? Equivalent exchange."

"That's not what equivalent exchange means."

"I got a D in chemistry too. Maybe we can work out a deal for that one later."

He laughed. He didn't mean to. It just happened, a short bark of sound that echoed off the linoleum floor and the whiteboard covered in equations he'd written that morning. Third period. He'd been explaining derivatives while Rae sat in the second row and chewed on the cap of her pen and watched him with those steady brown eyes.

The laugh died. The room got quiet again.

"Rae. I could lose my job."

"For doing my homework? Probably."

"For... the other thing."

"Nobody's going to know. The door's closed. School's empty. Mrs. Patterson left at three. I saw her car pull out." Rae leaned back on her hands, and the posture lifted her chest, the fabric of her white shirt tightening across her breasts. She wasn't wearing the school blazer. She'd taken it off when she'd walked in, tossed it over a chair like she was settling in for a long stay. "I'm not going to tell anyone. Why would I? I want my homework done."

He should have said no. He was thirty-one years old with a master's degree in mathematics and a contractual obligation not to show his cock to students. The logic was clear. The ethics were clear. The consequences, if caught, were catastrophic and career-ending and probably criminal.

But Rae sat on that desk with the sun in bars across her bare legs and the skirt riding higher than dress code allowed and that one button undone at her throat, and the truth was that Justin Harlow had been hard in his slacks for the better part of an hour. Since she'd walked in. Since she'd said hi, Mr. Harlow in that voice she used when they were alone, lower than her classroom voice, like she was telling him a secret.

He picked up the homework. Looked at it. Derivatives and integrals. He could do this in fifteen minutes.

"Just... look at it."

"Just look at it. I'll sit right here. You can stand right there." She pointed to the space between his desk and hers. About four feet of open floor. "I won't touch you. You won't touch me. I just want to see."

"And then we're done."

"And then we're done. I get my homework. You get... whatever you get out of it." Her eyes dropped to his crotch for half a second. Quick. Clinical. Like she was checking a watch. "Looks like you're already getting something out of it."

His hand moved to cover himself. Then stopped. The gesture would have confirmed what she'd already clocked, and covering it up now felt more pathetic than letting her see the outline of his erection pressing against his trousers.

He put the homework down. Picked up a pen. His hand was steady, which surprised him. "I do your homework first."

"Sure."

"And you stay over there."

"Cross my heart."

He sat down. Pulled the first page toward him. The numbers swam for a moment, rearranging themselves into gibberish before his training kicked in and the equations resolved into meaning. Problem one. Find the derivative of f(x) = 3x⁴ minus 2x³ plus 7x minus 1.
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