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      Professor Hot Stuff is going to be mine! Yes!

      Drew Richards is everything you would want in a man – enigmatic, alpha, hard, powerful, compassionate…

      The perfect man to lose my V-card to.

      The problem?

      He’s twice my age, and my teacher.

      Yet, I am addicted to him.

      Everything’s going perfect until the day,

      I walk into his kitchen wearing nothing but a towel…

      And I’m introduced to his son.

      His son….my ex!

      Umm…Did I tell you I’m carrying Professor McS@xy’s baby!
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      Sunny

      After nearly four long, grueling months in my third year at the University of Toledo, I earned a shiny new degree. It was a degree in patience. I officially had the patience of a saint. Well, maybe not a saint, because what I was thinking about was quite sinful. I had waited and waited and waited and now it was time to make my move. Professor Hot Stuff was going to be mine. Technically, his name was Drew Richards and he was my bio professor. The very moment I laid my eyes on the tall drink of sexy, I knew I wanted him.

      I knew he was older than me—a lot older—but I didn’t care. I was mature for my age, at least that’s what I had always been told. Guys my age annoyed the hell out of me. I hated how insecure and immature they were. It was as if they had to go around beating their chests and hiking their legs on everything to show just how manly they were.

      Not Drew. He had innate charisma, class and quiet dignity. He could quiet a room by simply walking into it. He was tall, probably around six feet, had jet-black hair that he kept a little longer than the usual professor-look with little dark chunks that sometimes fell over his forehead and framed his handsome face. But it was the dark blue eyes that did me in. His eyes were a legit baby blue. I’d heard of Frank Sinatra and his trademark blue eyes, but there was no way anyone had the same shade as my handsome professor. They were framed by the fluffiest dark brows that might be a little obnoxious to some, but I loved them. They made his blue eyes and long, black eyelashes pop. Add in a strong jawline that usually had a little bit of a dark shadow by late afternoon and those defined, muscular arms, and he was a walking, talking orgasm.

      Now he was going to be mine. The term was over. He was officially no longer my professor and there were no rules keeping me from going after him. I knew I was going to have to convince him he wanted me, but I had seen the way he looked at me. That single kiss we had shared in his office had been electrifying. I was sure he wanted me as much as I wanted him. He was just doing a better job keeping it to himself. Not me. I openly lusted after him, ogled him, stared at his ass when he walked away and thought about the many things he could do to my body.

      Okay, so my imagination was very active because technically, the things I was thinking about him doing might not even be realistic. I wouldn’t know because I was probably the only twenty-one-year-old female in the world still carrying my V-card. I couldn’t seem to give it away. I was too picky. Although I probably would have happily given it to my ex-boyfriend of two years, Jacob Sanders, but he didn’t want it. He wanted to wait until we were married. While that was frustrating, it wasn’t the reason we broke up.

      Jacob was an old-school kind of guy, which had initially drawn me to him. He believed in the old ways, like waiting until you were married to have sex and that women were meant to be barefoot, pregnant and in the kitchen while the man worked. Hence our problem. I wanted to be a doctor. Jacob didn’t think I should try to have a career. He wanted to marry me and have me stay home and bake pies while raising a gaggle of kids. I had tried to convince him I could have kids, bake pies and still be a doctor. He refused to compromise and I sure as hell wasn’t going to give up the one dream I had been holding on to since I was a little girl.

      I got it. I understood Jacob’s motivation, but I wasn’t the woman for him—not if that was his idea of a happy family. Jacob was trying to create the family he’d never had. When I first met him our freshman year at college, I had fallen for his charm. He’d been so sweet and nurturing, even if it did border on the controlling side. My entire life I had grown up in a small town with my dad as the county sheriff. Most of the boys stayed far away from me for fear of earning my father’s wrath. The minute I got to college, I planned on going a little wild. Then I met Jacob and realized I didn’t have to go wild to have fun.

      I had been convinced he was the one I would finally lose my virginity to. And then he didn’t want it. At least, he didn’t want it before he had a ring on my finger and a marriage license hanging on our wall. He was convinced I would get pregnant. I explained birth control, in depth. He said there was never a sure thing and he wouldn’t risk getting me pregnant out of wedlock. The guy had some pretty deep-seated issues. His mom had gotten pregnant fresh out of high school and his father had walked out on them when he was a baby. Jacob did not want to do that to another child.

      I didn’t get it, but in Jacob’s eyes, it made perfect sense. He wanted to be the breadwinner, the super dad and the perfect husband. I wanted to be happy while having a career as a doctor and maybe a family. Jacob and my dad agreed on one thing, exactly one thing—I couldn’t and shouldn’t be a doctor. It infuriated me and was actually a little hurtful that the two men in my life that were supposed to love me didn’t think I was good enough to make it as a doctor.

      I always felt like they were patting me on the head when they told me I should try and be a nurse first to see how I liked the field. As if I was too dumb to realize what I wanted. It hurt that they didn’t think I had the dedication or the brains to make it as a doctor. They saw me as a fluffy, chipper redhead and not as the woman inside. It pissed me off and what they didn’t realize was their constant disapproval and chastising fueled me. I used their words to push myself when I was studying for a particularly hard test or feeling a little overwhelmed with the pre-requisites to get into med school.

      I pushed all of that to the side. I was confident I had pulled off the grades I needed to get into the premed program. I had been refreshing the screen on my laptop every minute, waiting for the grades to be posted. I wasn’t worried, but once I saw the grades and could officially consider the semester over, it was game on. Hot Professor would be mine.

      I already had my plan of attack ready. I pulled out the revealing black lace teddy I had bought with this very night in mind. I was going to go the whole nine yards and even had the garter and the black stockings. On a whim, I had picked up some red stilettos to go with my seduction outfit. They were bold and daring and very unlike me. I loved them.

      I had pampered myself earlier, getting the full-body treatment at a local, cheap spa. I had waxed and moisturized and felt like I was as good as I was going to get. My skin was satiny smooth, and I felt pretty. I had to feel pretty to bolster my confidence. What I was about to do was crazy and completely unlike me, which was exactly why I was going to do it. I wanted to shed that shy side right alongside my virginity.

      I pulled on the black lace that clung to my curves. I wasn’t in the Kardashian realm of booty, but I was definitely not a size two either. I was big-boned. At least that’s what my dad always said when I tried to wear the tiny little clothes my friends were wearing in high school. Jacob had told me he loved my womanly body with all its curves. I was healthy and that’s all I worried about. I’d long ago given up on the idea of looking like the supermodels of the world.

      I turned left, then right, staring in the mirror and making sure everything was tucked in where it was supposed to be. The tight teddy gave me an hourglass figure à la Marilyn Monroe. I walked back to my open laptop on my bed and hit the refresh.

      “Seriously!” I scowled, my patience growing very thin.

      Sunny Baker had a date with her destiny and the stupid delay in the posting of grades was killing me. I had been practicing what I would say to convince Professor Drew that it was okay for us to be together.

      “One night only,” I whispered, staring in the mirror as I said it.

      I wanted my voice to sound husky and sexy and exude sex. I grabbed chunks of my strawberry blond hair and fluffed the thick layers, wanting a tousled, yet exotic look. I had carefully applied just enough eye makeup to give myself the perfect smoky look, highlighting my green eyes. I had avoided lipstick, not wanting to leave the man covered in it when I finally got my chance to smother his gorgeous body with kisses. My plump lips were already plenty noticeable. I kept it simple with a light gloss.

      “Hi, Professor Drew. Can I come in?” I practiced saying the words in the mirror.

      I wanted to sound breezy, sexy and mature. Was I pulling it off? I walked to the bed where I had laid out the simple dress I would wear over my lingerie. I pulled it on before slipping on the red heels. I grabbed the red coat I would be wearing and took another look in the mirror.

      “Hi, can I come in for a minute?” I said the words with a soft smile playing on my lips.

      I nodded my head. “Perfect. You’ve got this, girl. He can’t resist you. Be cool, be casual and then ask him to take your virginity,” I said with a small laugh.

      I was going to convince him that he would absolutely have a good time. What man could resist the offer of sex with no strings attached? I knew the good professor well enough to know he was probably going to try and tell me it was wrong and that I wouldn’t be able to handle a one-nighter. I would tell him I could absolutely handle it. Could he handle it?

      I burst into nervous laughter as I played out the conversation in my head. “Can you handle me, Professor Drew? Am I too much for you to handle?” I cooed.

      I closed my eyes and imagined him lunging for me, unable to resist what I was offering. He’d pull me close, towering over me. His hard body would be pressed against mine and I would get the chance to feel his lips again. I had been longing for his kiss every night since the first one. He was older, wiser and probably way out of my league, but I trusted him to know what he was doing. I wanted my first time to be with someone who could give me pleasure and not act like a rutting beast. I wanted a man. I didn’t want some college jock who would walk around with his chest puffed out telling all the guys he met that he’d been the one to pop my cherry. No thank you.

      The professor—or Drew, I had to remind myself to call him—Drew was the man I needed. Maybe, just maybe, he’d realize he was madly in love with me and we would live happily ever after. Now, if only the damn grades would hurry up and get posted I could get on with my future.
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      Drew

      It was a warm September day, but not nearly as warm as it would have been on the West Coast at my old college just north of Los Angeles. I kept telling myself not to think about LA and the beaches. I was in Toledo because I needed to reconnect with my son. I was hoping now that he was old enough, there would be a chance for us to talk like men. So far, my attempts had crashed and burned. The kid wouldn’t return a phone call, text or email. It’d been that way for years, which was why I’d uprooted my life and given up my job in California to come to Ohio. I was determined to make him understand I wasn’t a bad guy. I’d made mistakes, but I wasn’t the monster he seemed to believe I was.

      I couldn’t very well tell Jacob it was his mother that had been in the wrong. I had tried for years to have a relationship with him. I had begged and pleaded and when her antics became too much, I’d given up. Not entirely, but I did stop trying so hard. I buried myself in my studies and made it through grad school, focused on making something of myself.

      I had regrets—a lot of them. I was a thirty-eight-year-old man with no one in my life. I had a son who didn’t know me and didn’t want to know me. I could only imagine the horrible things my ex, the lovely Lana Sanders, had filled Jacob’s head with. It wasn’t fair, but I had quit crying over my situation a long time ago. I was in a good job. I had a nice house and my life was good. A little lonely, but good.

      I took a last look around my classroom. It was a good school and I was happy to have gotten the job, but there were a lot of things I missed about my old college. I just hoped the kids, scratch that, young adults, were eager to learn. I hated trying to teach the ones that felt like they had to endure my class and could care less if they learned anything. Biology was exciting and interesting, and I loved it. I tried to infuse my passion into every one of my lectures but sometimes I’d look out into a group and see dead eyes staring back at me. That was always a bummer.

      I took a last look at my notes and decided to run down the hall to grab a cup of coffee before the first day got going. I nodded and smiled at the fresh faces milling about. It was easy to spot the freshmen with the look of awe, fear and excitement on their faces. The upperclassmen were dressed in whatever they’d rolled out of bed in, walking through the hall with purpose, as if they had a job they needed to get done and then they could get right back on with their lives.

      “Hi, you must be new here,” a middle-aged woman greeted me as I walked into the teacher’s lounge.

      I smiled and extended my hand. “I am. Andrew Richards, but everyone calls me Drew. I’m teaching biology.”

      “I’m Jeannie Burrows. I’m not too far down the hall in the chem lab.”

      I made an exaggerated grimace. “Scary business there.”

      She giggled softly. “I’ve only had to have the fire department come out twice in the four years I’ve been here.”

      “I think that’s good,” I teased.

      “Are you from the area?” she asked as I poured my coffee.

      “No, actually I’m from LA. I moved here last month after securing my position here.”

      She raised an eyebrow. “You lived in LA and you moved to Toledo, Ohio?”

      I shrugged a shoulder, not wanting to get into my sordid history. “I needed a change. I’m looking forward to four seasons.”

      She scoffed. “You say that until you have to scrape ice from the car and you’ve slipped on it a few times.”

      “I’m looking forward to it,” I said with a wink. “I better get back to my classroom. I’m scheduled to start in a couple minutes.”

      “Good luck on your first day,” she said, smiling and waving as I walked back down the hall.

      The truth of it was I was not looking forward to snow and ice, but none of that mattered. I wanted to get to know my son. He had to see I was putting in the effort. I wasn’t even expecting him to meet me halfway. I was willing to go most of the way, I just needed him to pick up the phone or accept one of my many invitations to coffee, lunch, dinner or even a drink. I was willing to set aside my pride and beg.

      I walked into the room, listening to the soft hum of various conversations. I was happy to see it looked to be an older crowd. I didn’t see any of the bright-eyed freshmen that had been roaming campus. My class was typically offered to second-year students and up and only after they completed specific prerequisites.

      I automatically pegged a few as early dropouts. I’d been teaching long enough to know the ones that weren’t serious and couldn’t handle the course workload. My gaze scanned the room, coming to a dead stop when I met a pair of the prettiest green eyes I’d ever seen. Peridot. They looked like peridot. It was my birthstone. Her eyes held mine. I felt captured. I couldn’t look away. She was a beautiful young lady with a look of innocence about her, but I knew immediately she wasn’t a freshman.

      Her pale skin had freckles dotted over her nose and on her cheeks, giving her a youthful look but her figure was all woman. She was wearing a simple black blouse with holes where the shoulders should have been, the sleeves loose around her upper arms. She was sitting down, blocking my view of her lower half, but I guessed her to be of average height. There was something different about her. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I pegged her to be my A student. She had intelligent eyes and seemed to be light years ahead of everyone else in the room. It was like looking at a colleague rather than a student.

      “My name is Professor Richards,” I announced to the room, grabbing everyone’s attention while my eyes still held those of the green-eyed beauty.

      I realized I was staring and quickly looked away, feeling shaken to my very soul. I had to fight to keep from looking back. I wanted to gaze into her eyes for hours. I could get lost in them, fantasize about what she was thinking and so many other things.

      Student!

      She was a student. I could not think like that about a student. It was my first day on the job. I was going to get myself fired before I ever got a chance to talk with my son. I wouldn’t just lose my job but ruin my career. I’d never get another teaching job again.

      I cleared my throat. “I’m handing out a syllabus I’d like everyone to review,” I said in a loud, clear voice, going back to my desk and picking up the stack of papers I had printed.

      I moved around the room, putting a paper in front of every student. I didn’t even look at the green-eyed woman, afraid I would find myself paralyzed by her beauty once again. I did the full round, making snap judgments on each of the students. I pegged at least a quarter of them to drop by next week and another quarter to struggle.

      “Does anyone have any questions about the syllabus?” I asked, leaning my butt against my desk and crossing my ankles as my eyes roamed around the room.

      Once again, I was drawn to the redhead. She daintily raised a hand. I wanted to ignore her. I didn’t trust myself to talk to her without making my attraction to her blatantly obvious. I mentally steeled myself to look directly at her.

      “Yes?” I asked her.

      “Hi. I’m Sunshine Baker, but everyone calls me Sunny,” she started, her smile bright and friendly.

      “Nice to have you in class, Sunny,” I managed to say. “What was your question?”

      “Will we be working in a lab at all? I don’t see that on here,” she asked, and her voice had a soft lilt that soothed and teased at the same time.

      I was afraid to look directly at her again. I didn’t want her and everyone else to see what I was feeling in that moment. Lust. Lust is what I felt and that was wrong. I couldn’t think of a student in that way. I couldn’t let my carnal instincts rule. She probably had a boyfriend on the football team who would pick a fight or report me to the dean if there was any hint of impropriety.

      I managed to look just over her head. “Yes. Any more questions?” I asked, hoping my star student had nothing else to ask.

      There were a few mumbles about the heavy workload the first week of classes. I ignored the complaints. The scary syllabus was my way of scaring off the ones who weren’t serious. There was nothing I hated more than wasting my time on people who didn’t give a shit. I had a passion for the sciences and I could get a little exuberant at times when I lectured. I wanted to teach those who could share my passion, not make fun of it.

      I managed to get through the ninety-minute class without sporting a major woody, but it was difficult. I found myself constantly looking at her. She was staring at me every time I glanced at her. Of course, I was the guy standing front and center demanding her attention, but I liked to think that maybe, just maybe, there was a mutual attraction.

      I was too old for her. I had no business even thinking of her that way. It was those full, red lips that were killing me. I imagined what they would feel like against mine or other places. Class had gotten over ten minutes ago, and I was still sitting behind my desk fantasizing about the one woman in the world I could never have.

      When she had left, I caught her looking back. She’d offered me a sweet smile before disappearing into the crowd. That smile was why I was sitting at the desk. I didn’t have another class for an hour and I knew I should use the free time to grab something to eat, but I didn’t want to move. I wanted to sit right where I was and explore my little fantasy with the beautiful young lady who’d caught my eye like no other woman had ever done.

      It was the forbidden fruit that was pulling me in, I reasoned. I wanted what I couldn’t have. The little smile and the looks on her end were the typical teacher crush. I had been the subject of a crush many times before, but never had I felt the same way toward a student. She was different. Sunny Baker was going to be a true test of my self-control. I only hoped I was up for the challenge. At the moment, I certainly didn’t feel I was.
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      Sunny

      “I’ve got it bad, got it bad, I’m hot for Teacher,” I quietly sang as I walked along the sidewalk across campus.

      I did have it bad. The man was hot! Like wet my panties with one look hot. He was older than me by a lot, I guessed, but he didn’t look old. He looked to be in his early thirties. I doubted he was that young, but he was aging well. Better than fine wine, much better. I knew it was completely normal to have a crush on a teacher. There were countless songs and stories about just that. It was hard not to be attracted to a handsome man who had charm and charisma and just enough power to make him sexy.

      I had felt a connection to him. I saw him staring at me and had to wonder if he felt the same way. I rolled my eyes, chastising myself for such fantastical ideas. The guy was probably married to a beautiful woman with two kids and a perfect house. There was no way a man that hot would be single. I could only hope that once I finished school and was working as a doctor, I could find a sexy, mature man like that to settle down with.

      I was not about to let myself get caught up in a crush that waylaid my goals of kicking ass in biology and getting that early admittance to med school. No way, no how. I was going to keep my eyes on the prize. Professor McSexy would just be a little eye candy on my way to the finish line. I was going to have to do a much better job paying attention in class though. Today I had pretty much been lost in a daydream as I watched him move around and stripped him naked with my eyes. Although my fantasy about the good professor was a little on the PG side. I didn’t have any actual experience with men or sex. I knew what a man’s body looked like from a very clinical side of things. Never had I seen an erection live and in person, but I was already assuming my sexy professor would be large.

      “Oh,” I gasped when I nearly bowled over Jacob. “What are you doing?” I asked, a little frustrated and alarmed.

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I thought I would wait for you and see how your first class of the new year went,” he said easily.

      I let out a sigh, looked up the steps that led to the building where my dorm room was and realized I wasn’t going to get away quite so easily. I didn’t want to be mean to the guy. After all, at one time I thought I loved him. We’d only broken up two months ago and had promised to remain friends. Friends checked in on each other.

      “It was good,” I answered.

      “I miss you,” Jacob blurted out.

      I couldn’t be mean to the guy. “Let’s sit,” I mumbled, moving to the empty bench outside my hall.

      “We’ve been apart for two months and I’ve hated every minute of it. We belong together. Everything about us was right,” he said, sitting down beside me and grabbing my hand in his.

      “Jacob, we’ve talked about this. We want different things,” I said, looking into the deep brown eyes I had once admired.

      Jacob Sanders was an attractive guy. I remembered thinking the first time we met that he was way out of my league. He was good looking, tall, athletic and could have any girl he wanted. When he asked me out, I had been thrilled. We immediately hit it off. I was convinced he was the one for me. After two long years of dating and the relationship going nowhere, I had made the decision to end it. Jacob wasn’t taking it well.

      “Sunny, this is ridiculous. You know I’m right. We can work out our problems. You’re the only woman I’ve loved like this. I want to be with you,” he insisted.

      Jacob was persistent, I had to give him that. “Does that mean you’ve changed your mind about how you feel?”

      “About?”

      “About me becoming a doctor. You know I want to be a doctor. I can’t be with someone who doesn’t support me.”

      He groaned, leaning back against the bench, my hand still held tightly in his. “Sunny, you don’t need to be a doctor. I’m getting my degree. I’ll make plenty of money to support us. Work as a nurse part-time. When we decide to start a family, you can still work a couple days a week.”

      I snatched my hand from his. “Gee, thanks. I don’t need your permission to do anything, especially not when it comes to deciding my future. I want to be a doctor and I’m damn well going to do it.”

      He growled with frustration. “Dammit, Sunny. I know you love me. Quit being so stubborn. I’m willing to compromise here. You said you wanted a family. You know I want a family and you know how I feel about that whole situation. I want the total package. I don’t want a part-time wife and mother to my children.”

      “What makes you think I would be part-time? You’re so egotistical!” I hissed loudly.

      “I’m not egotistical. I know you can do anything you put your mind to. I’m not going to do to my kids what my parents did to me. I want my children to have two parents, present and accounted for. I don’t want them to get lost in the shuffle of their parents’ busy lives. I want them to know what it is like to have a stable home with two parents that love them,” he said, and I could hear the sadness in his voice.

      I sighed, shaking my head. It was the same old conversation. “Jacob, I’m not going to change my mind, and neither are you. You want different things out of life. I want fun and excitement. I want to feel fulfilled.”

      “You want sex,” he snapped.

      “Stop it. Don’t try and shame me for wanting something like that with a man I thought loved me.”

      “Women these days have no morals, no standards. You all want sex and don’t think of the consequences,” he snarled.

      I scooted away from him. I hated when he got into one of these moods. Jacob wasn’t violent, but he could get nasty. “I’m going inside. Goodbye, Jacob.”

      He grabbed my arm, pulling me back down to the bench. “Don’t. Stay. I want to talk about this.”

      “We’re done talking. I said I would like to be friends, but this is making me rethink that decision. Let go of me,” I said in a low voice, keeping my fear in check.

      “I just want a real family,” he whispered.

      I closed my eyes, praying for patience. I knew he’d had a rough childhood. I understood it and I always tried to keep that in mind, but enough of the free passes. He could only blame his parents for so much. It was time to move on with his life.

      “Jacob, I get that, and I want a family too, but I want to be with a man who loves me for who I am and supports me in whatever I want to do. I want a partner and a best friend. I don’t want someone who is constantly trying to change me into the person they think I should be. Don’t you understand how hurtful that is?” I asked, turning my head to look at him.

      “You’re trying to change me!” he practically shouted. “You were always pressuring me to have sex when you know I wanted to wait until we were married!”

      I felt my cheeks burning. There was a group of girls who lived in the same building standing in a huddle not more than ten feet away. There was no way they didn’t hear him. I felt ridiculous. He made it sound like I was a nymphomaniac.

      “Let go of me before I scream,” I said in a low growl.

      He dropped my arm. I got up without another word. He had embarrassed me and pissed me off and scared me a little. He was changing. He wasn’t the same Jacob I had met two years ago. Maybe if he got laid, he’d be a little nicer, I grumbled, taking the stairs two at a time, wanting to put some distance between myself and my ex.

      I quickly unlocked my room and walked inside, leaning against the door and breathing out a sigh of relief. I had expected Jacob to follow me. I wasn’t even sure how he knew where my dorm was. I was in a different hall this year.

      “Are you okay?” Christina asked.

      I looked up at my roommate and best friend, Christina Matthews, and breathed out a long sigh. “I am now.”

      “What’s going on? Did you run up the stairs?” she asked with mild shock.

      “Basically.”

      “Is everything okay?” she asked, getting up from her bed and coming over to stand in front of me.

      I nodded my head. “Yes. Jacob was waiting for me outside.”

      She shook her head. “Girl, you put a spell on that boy. He can’t seem to let you go.”

      “I know and it’s really starting to piss me off.”

      “Sit. Tell me what happened,” she said, taking my hand and pulling me to one of the two chairs in the small room.

      I sat down and told her what Jacob had said, including the last part. “He’s such an ass. I think it’s pretty clear you made the right decision in dumping him. There are too many red flags with that one. I hope you’re still not feeling guilty about it.”

      “Not anymore. I want a man who can love me and support me for who I am. I don’t want to have to sacrifice my dreams to fit into some guy’s cookie-cutter version of what he thinks a woman should be. I don’t fit into those molds—literally,” I joked.

      Chris and I were almost the same size. We were curvy girls and I had quit being ashamed of the curves a long time ago. Chris and I immediately hit it off our first year and had been sharing a room ever since.

      “You’ll find the right guy. He’ll find the right woman. You two weren’t meant to be,” she said, sounding very wise.

      I smiled, looking into eyes that were similar to my own. Mine were more of a light green while hers were much darker, almost more of a hazel. She had beautiful black hair and an exotic look about her. She was beautiful but didn’t seem to know it. I loved her like a sister.

      “Speaking of the right guy…” I said with a cheesy grin.

      “No way! You met someone on your first day!” she exclaimed.

      I burst into giggles. “Kind of. He’s my professor and oh my God, he’s gorgeous!”

      She wrinkled her nose. “Professor? As in an old guy?”

      “No! Not old. Older, but definitely not old. He’s hot, like really, really hot. You will absolutely fall in love with him the moment you see him, but you can’t have him. He’s all mine.”

      “He’s your teacher. Aren’t there rules about that?”

      “Come on. Let’s go get lunch at the cafeteria and I will tell you all about him and why the rules were meant to be broken,” I told her, the incident with Jacob forgotten.

      She was shaking her head. “You are crazy. I can’t imagine an old guy turning you on, but if that’s what floats your boat, you go right ahead and rock on.”

      I burst into laughter. “I’m telling you, this guy is not the standard old guy wearing sweater vests and loafers. Imagine the sexiest man alive—that’s him. Professor Andrew ‘Drew’ Richards is definitely not in the old and stuffy category. Not by a very long mile.”

      She obviously didn’t believe me. That was okay, because I had no problem extolling his many virtues.
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      Drew

      I stared at the words on my laptop screen but wasn’t actually seeing them. All I could see was plump red lips, a very healthy set of breasts and gorgeous green eyes. I was going to hell. I was obsessed with the sexy young woman who sat in the front of my class and stared at me. I got the feeling she was lusting after me about as much as I was after her. I knew it was wrong. It was so wrong, and it was so damn good.

      She’d come into class yesterday wearing a pretty green sweater that clung to her tits, showing off just how big and round they were. The black leggings she’d paired with it left little to my imagination about what she would look like naked. I wanted her. Fuckin’ A, I wanted that woman like nothing I’d wanted before and I couldn’t have her.

      I stared at the blinking cursor on my screen and realized I wasn’t getting anywhere. I was trying to produce an article for one of the scientific publications I often submitted to and I couldn’t get out a coherent sentence. Usually, I could get an article written in a couple hours. Not today. Today I was preoccupied and the very last thing I was thinking about was cells and their regeneration. My focus on biology was geared toward the human anatomy side of things—not my specialty at all.

      I checked my watch and realized I needed a break. I still had to take care of some stuff at the lab and now seemed like a great time to get it done. I closed the laptop, grabbed my keys and headed to campus. I had found a nice house less than a mile away, which was good and bad. It meant I could walk to work on nice days, but it also meant I was close to the nonstop parties. Fortunately, the frat houses were on the opposite side of campus and I hadn’t noticed any excessive noise.

      It was a warm day, a perfect seventy-six degrees as I walked along the sidewalk, noticing the first few leaves on the many maple and birch trees starting their fall color change. I was looking forward to the full-on fall spectacle of color. Palm trees didn’t change colors. They were green. All the time. Always green and always tall.

      When I walked into the lab, I was surprised to find Sunny with her lab partner Cade working. They both looked up, surprised to see me.

      “Professor Richards!” Cade said, sounding rather guilty.

      “Cade. Sunny,” I said, looking at them both and wondering what it was they were doing.

      “Cade needed some extra help and you said the lab was available anytime during the week as long as there wasn’t a class in here,” Sunny quickly explained.

      I slowly nodded my head. “I see.”

      “We can go,” she offered.

      “No, go ahead. I just need to take care of a few things and then I’ll be on my way,” I muttered, walking away.

      I pretended to be busy, checking on some samples in the cooler and making notes. Cade didn’t need extra help. He was using it as an excuse to flirt with Sunny. I saw the way he was looking at her chest. The only thing he was hoping to get help with was getting into her pants. She seemed completely oblivious to the way the kid was staring at her. I wanted to knock the guy off the stool. I refrained. I could fantasize about fucking the shit out of a student and get away with it, but if I beat the shit out of a student, I was going to lose my job.

      “No, no, like this,” Sunny said, showing Cade how to properly work a Bunsen burner.

      I wanted to slap my hand to my forehead. How in the hell had the kid gotten into my class? It didn’t take me long to figure that out. He was passing on his good looks and charm. He was seeking out the smart girls and flirting with them in order to get them to do what he wanted. I really wanted to knock the guy out.

      “You doing anything tonight?” I heard Cade ask.

      I bit my tongue, keeping my mouth shut as I waited to hear what Sunny would say. I hoped she told him to drop dead. She was too good for any frat party. She was the kind of woman who deserved a nice dinner with wine and dessert followed by an evening walk around the park to enjoy the moonlight across the water. A frat party was beneath her.

      “I don’t think so, why?” she asked, clearly having no clue where the guy was going with his question.

      I wanted to shake her for being so naïve. Instead, I prayed she told him to kiss her gorgeous, round ass.

      “You’re new on campus, right?” he asked.

      I waited to hear what she said, hanging on every word, needing to know as much as I could about her.

      “No, not new. This is my third year,” she replied.

      “Oh.”

      “Yeah, we don’t run in the same circles,” she said, and I had to fight the urge to laugh.

      I didn’t think Cade quite got the burn she’d just delivered. I knew from the very few times we had spoken that Sunny was an academic. She was driven and focused and she probably didn’t hang out with the frat guys. She was light years ahead of them.

      “Well, maybe we should start running in the same circles,” Cade said.

      “Maybe. I’ll talk to my roommate and see if she’s interested in going.”

      “Yes! Do that. Bring your friends. It’s going to be a blast.”

      “Okay, we need to transfer our liquid into our base,” Sunny said, dismissing the party idea and making me very happy.

      “So, uh, how much longer do you think this will take? I’ve kind of gotta be somewhere,” Cade asked.

      There was a heavy sigh. I casually turned, looking at the two of them in the back of the room and saw Sunny put a hand on her hip. “Cade, I told you this experiment takes at least two hours. You’ve only been here an hour.”

      “I’m sorry, I just remembered I have to be somewhere. Can you finish up and let me know the outcome?” he asked.

      “I know the outcome. I’ve done this before, which is why I’m showing you, remember?” she asked irritably.

      “I’m sorry. I promise, I’ll make it up to you. Come by tonight and I’ll introduce you to some of my friends,” he said, stuffing things into his backpack.

      “You know there’s a lot to clean up here, right?” she snapped.

      “I promise next time I’ll do all the cleanup,” Cade said, already making his way to the door.

      “Whatever,” Sunny mumbled under her breath as he left the lab.

      She looked up and saw me watching. I quickly looked away, hoping she didn’t realize I’d been watching a while. She went back to work and I pretended to be doing anything other than fantasizing about her. I did my best for a good ten minutes before I gave up trying to be a good teacher and made my way to her workstation.

      “Everything okay?” I asked her.

      She smirked. “Everything is fine, absolutely normal. Guys like him think girls like me are dumb and don’t realize he’s only using us for our brains. Joke’s on him because I left out a very key step to the experiment. If he would have stuck around, I would have told him it was an accident. Since he left, I guess he’ll never know.”

      I chuckled, happy to know she wasn’t quite as naïve as Cade was counting on. “For the record, not all guys are like that. Some guys can see a beautiful woman and not want anything from her except the usual.”





