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        For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      

      

      
        
        For every romance reader who loves a good, forbidden romance with a hot, sexy, alpha male.
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            AMBER

          

        

      

    

    
      “Guys, please stop handing me all of these shots,” I pleaded, laughing when Jhenna handed me yet another one. I was already pretty tipsy, but these girls were aiming to get me wasted.

      Liquor and I never mixed well. It normally ended with me doing something I was sorely going to regret the next morning.

      “Please just get wasted with us this one night,” Marge begged me. “You never have any fun with us anymore.”

      I rolled my eyes at her. “Do you not remember what happened the last time I got wasted with you all? I went home with some random guy. His girlfriend caught us. And I got fucking arrested for the fight.”

      Jhenna grinned at me, her eyes lighting up with laughter. She was the one that had to come bail me out. “We won’t let you do anything stupid,” she promised. “Now, drink!” she yelled.

      I was hoping like hell that God was with me tonight because I was going to need every bit of help I could get from the man upstairs.

      I threw the shot back. Here goes nothing.

      
        
        ♦ ♦ ♦

      

      

      The man upstairs either wasn’t real, or he got a kick out of my misery.

      I slowly ripped my eyes open. My skull was pounding. My mouth felt extremely dry – almost like I’d stuffed cotton balls inside of it.

      I moaned in discomfort and slowly sat up, squeezing my eyes shut when the room began to spin. Whoever’s house I was at had left the room dark, for which I was thankful. There was also a bottle of water and some Tylenol sitting on the bedside table.

      Very thoughtful.

      I reached for both items, but a door in front of me opened, light spilling out into the room. I squinted and looked up.

      My stomach disappeared. I was pretty sure my heart stopped.

      Oh, my God.

      My eyes widened in horror. Anxiety settled in the pit of my stomach. Fear for my college career and my reputation settled deep within my bones.

      Standing in front of me with only a towel wrapped around his waist, water running in rivulets down his hard, toned chest, was my English professor.

      Mr. Rollins.

      I swallowed thickly, my hands tightly clenching the blankets. My heart was thumping so hard and fast in my chest that it actually hurt.

      He walked over to a dresser and yanked it open, grabbing out a white t-shirt. He handed it to me. “Here. Put this on,” he gruffly commanded.

      My cheeks flushed when I realized I’d actually been sitting here naked in front of him, my tits just hanging out. I quickly pulled the shirt on, unable to help myself when I inhaled the scent of his laundry soap and his cologne – a smell he couldn’t entirely seem to wash out of his clothes.

      He dropped his towel and pulled on a pair of gray sweatpants, not even bothering with boxer briefs. I swallowed thickly. The man was well endowed, and he walked around like he knew it.

      I snapped my eyes down to my lap, unsure of what to do. Internally, I was freaking out. I wanted to run, but considering I was completely naked except for his t-shirt and I had no idea where my clothes were, running wasn’t an option right then.

      I felt the bed dip, and a moment later, Mr. Rollins sat next to me with the bottle of water and two Tylenol tablets. “Take these. Your head has got to be hurting.”

      With shaking hands, I slowly took the medicine from him and guzzled the bottle of water, my mouth and throat extremely parched.

      “Did we . . .” I let my voice trail off. I kept my eyes cast downward, unable to meet his eyes.

      He hooked his finger under my chin and lifted my head. Our gazes clashed. My heart rate accelerated. “We did,” he confirmed. I squeezed my eyes shut. Fuck; I’d slept with my professor. “I was a bit drunk myself last night,” he sighed. “Doesn’t make it right, but I’ve had my eyes on you from the very first moment you stepped foot into my lecture hall. I guess my restraint snapped last night.”

      My lips trembled. I rolled them into my mouth and drew in a deep breath. I would not cry. I would face this shit head-on like I did everything else in my life.

      Before I could respond, he leaned forward and smoothed his lips over mine, kissing me.

      I couldn’t help myself. I moaned, my hands coming up to grip his naked waist. He was all hard, firm muscle and man – so much man.

      His hand slid under the blanket and over my smooth thigh, his palms surprisingly rough and calloused. I jerked in response, pleasurable chills running up my spine.

      “Easy, baby,” he rumbled.

      I slowly pulled back, my breath coming in short, quick pants. “We can’t do this – not again.” Who was I really trying to convince though? Me or him?

      He frowned. “The fuck we can’t.”

      “Mr. Rollins—”

      “Jack,” he corrected. “My name is Jack.”

      I swallowed thickly. “Jack,” I corrected myself, “you’re my professor.”

      He shrugged. “And I don’t give a fuck. I want you, Amber. And now that I’ve had a taste of you, I’m not letting you walk away, you hear me?”

      I licked my dry lips. I’d been dying for a guy to be like this. I guess the man upstairs had answered one of my prayers, but why did it have to be my professor?

      Jack groaned and kissed me again, this time toppling me back to the mattress. His chest pressed against mine, and he thrust lightly between my legs. My back arched, and I gripped at his biceps, urging him to do that again.

      “I want you, Amber,” he rasped. I moaned as his breath fanned the skin of my neck. “Please don’t fight me on this, baby.”

      Oh, God. I was helpless to say no to him because I wanted this just as badly. I couldn’t deny that I’d been eyeing him all semester. I’d even fantasized about something like this.

      But it didn’t change the fact that it was morally wrong.

      “Only this time,” I gasped out.

      He growled in displeasure. “No.”

      “Yes,” I pushed back. He gripped my wrists and pinned them above my head, raising his head to look down at me. His dark eyes were intent on my face. “This is wrong, Jack.”

      He nipped lightly at the skin of my neck. I gasped, closing my eyes, tilting my head to the side to grant him more access. “Does this feel wrong to you, Amber?” he rumbled against my neck. “Because to me, it feels fucking perfect.”

      I succumbed. I rocked my hips up. His lips took mine in a hard kiss as he reached between us and drove two fingers up inside of me, curling them just right. I cried out his name, my legs shaking, my entire body trembling as he quickly drew me to that edge.

      He yanked the shirt I was wearing up above my tits with his other hand and lowered his head, sucking on my nipples, biting them before laving his tongue over the stiff peaks.

      I cried out as my orgasm washed over me, momentarily blinding me. I writhed beneath him, gasping, clawing at the skin of his back.

      He sucked my cum from his fingers before yanking my shirt off of me completely. I watched as he yanked his sweats off and grabbed his cock in his hand, slowly stroking it as he ran his hand over me, tweaking my nipples, gripping my waist.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he groaned, splaying his hand over the pudge of my belly. “So goddamn perfect.”

      I couldn’t even bring myself to be embarrassed by my weight at that moment because with the way he was looking down at me? I truly felt beautiful.

      He grabbed a condom from his nightstand and rolled it over himself before sinking himself into my wet heat. I moaned loudly, my ankles immediately linking behind his back. He gripped my ass cheek in one hand, using his other arm to brace himself above me.

      And then, he fucked me.

      I climbed that mountain of ecstasy over and over again, continuously falling off the edge just for Jack to send me running up it all over again.

      He was leaving hickeys all over my body, marking my skin, leaving blatant reminders of himself all over me.

      And I couldn’t bring myself to give a fuck, not when he was sinking deep inside of me over and over again, his focus solely seeming to be on my pleasure.

      He felt so fucking good inside of me.

      He suddenly leaned up and reached between us, his thumb working my clit. I screamed, my body shaking. He shouted my name as he came, his fingers tightening on my ass so much that I knew without a doubt I would have bruises there later.

      
        
        ♦ ♦ ♦

      

      

      “Stay for breakfast?” Jack asked me a few minutes later, his fingers lazily tracing designs over my skin.

      I shook my head. “I told you – once.” If I stayed, I knew we would have sex again, and it couldn’t happen.

      This wasn’t okay.

      And that was truly heartbreaking, especially since Jack was being so fucking sweet.

      “Please?” he quietly asked me. “I’ll make pancakes and bacon.”

      My stomach rumbled in answer. He raised himself up onto his elbow and grinned down at me, his hand splaying over my stomach. “I believe your stomach is agreeing with me,” he teased.

      I huffed. “If I stay, no sex.”

      His eyes lit up with amusement before he rolled out of bed, dragging on his sweatpants again. “Whatever you say, baby.” I scowled at him. He just grinned and nodded his head towards the bathroom. “Go ahead and have a shower. Dress in whatever of mine you’re comfortable with wearing. Your clothes are in the washer.”

      With that, he strode out of the room. I frowned at his back, unsure of what the fuck was happening. Right now, it felt like I was on a never-ending roller coaster ride, and I wasn’t sure how it was going to end.

      
        
        ♦ ♦ ♦

      

      

      I stepped down into the kitchen. I was wearing a pair of Jack’s black sweats rolled at my waist with one of his t-shirts. My hair was hanging wet down my back, and I smelled ridiculously a lot like him from having to use his body wash and shampoo.

      It was oddly erotic.

      He flashed me a devilish smirk. “You look fucking amazing in my clothes, baby.” I squeaked in alarm when he suddenly grabbed me around my waist and settled me on the dining room table in the corner of the kitchen.
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