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      A member of the notorious bad boy motorcycle club, Fallen Angels, Jared West is the epitome of the roughened, tattooed biker. So Professor Rachel Anders is notably confused when on the first day of classes he saunters into her Renaissance history course.

      Jared plays the role of the good student—but he’s anything but.  From the smoldering looks he gives her from the first row of the class, to the way he absently brushes against her arm when he asks her a question during office hours, Jared is slowly and methodically chipping away at the Professor’s ice cold exterior and working his way past her defenses. 

      Before Rachel knows it, it’s the end of the semester, and she is relieved that Jared will be graduating and moving on, except he has other plans for them.  Jared carefully orchestrates a late night encounter in the professor’s office on the last day of classes, an encounter she won’t be able to avoid or worm her way out of.

      Now that he is no longer her student, the handsome, young biker fully intends to take the always prim and proper professor, hard and without protection and finally show her that he’s always been hot for his teacher.

      Warning: This is an erotic short love story that contains sexually explicit content which is only suitable for mature readers 18+.  It features taboo erotica themes which some readers may find objectionable.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          RACHEL

        

      

    

    
      The way he always walked into my lecture hall, as if he owned the place, full of confidence and cocky swagger—it irritated me to no end.  But what I would never confess to anyone; I could barely admit it to myself, is that like every other woman in the room, his muscular frame and steady gate drew my attention like a moth to a flame. I was just better than all the other women at masking my appreciation. Naturally, I had to be, since I was the professor. 

      I was a consummate professional, a stickler for the rules, and it irked me that the rugged Fallen Angels biker got under my skin, and that he knew it too.  With his black muscle tees and collage of tattoos lining the thick corded muscles of his arms, I had no idea what Jared West was doing in my senior level Renaissance history course.  I knew he wasn’t a major, and I just couldn’t picture him choosing my course as an elective—and yet, he’d been there from day one and not once had he missed a class.  Or any of my office hours, despite that he was well on track to earn an A in my course. 

      Thankfully, today was the last day of classes, because the way he stared at me, his eyes following my every movement as I traversed the lecture hall always had my heart pumping a little faster, my voice just a bit shakier.  I could feel his gaze on me every second of the three hour long class, the intensity of it scorching me all the way to the bone.  Every class was worse than the last, and yet, I couldn’t deny the erotic tingle that always stroked down my spine in those moments when I caught him watching me, or called on him to answer a question and his deep, baritone would turn his every syllable into an erotic auditory caress.   

      I breathed a sigh of relief when class finally ended, and I was able to retreat to my office with the students’ final papers.  I decided to do my best to grade as many as I could that evening, because the sooner I finished and submitted final grades, the sooner my summer break could begin. 

      I had been in my office for several hours huddled over papers, that I didn’t realize how late it was until I had to turn on my office lights, when the sun light began fading from my windows.  I’d almost made it back to my desk after flipping on the lights when I heard a firm knock at my door. 

      It was late, too late for any other faculty members to still be in their offices, and I knew they weren’t since the hallway had been quiet for at least a couple of hours.  Assuming it was our building custodian, Mr. Myers, who always knocked before entering to collect the trash for the day, I didn’t hesitate to open the door. 

      But it wasn’t Mr. Myers, and I was so startled by the presence of the unexpected guest outside my office, that all I could do was stand there wide-eyed and speechless.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          JARED

        

      

    

    
      Jared couldn’t stop the smooth grin from spreading across his face. Rachel Anders had to be the sexiest professor alive; she was definitely the sexiest professor he’d ever met.  And what was even sexier was that she seemed to have no idea.

      She stood there in her office doorway, with the top three buttons of her white silk blouse undone, revealing just a hint of what he knew was velvety soft skin.  Her dark brown curls, which she normally kept up in a tidy bun now brushed along her shoulder, framing her beautiful heart shaped face.  He was a tall man, well over six feet, and normally she barely made it to shoulders, but today she was eye level with the barrel of his chest because in the comfort of her office she’d apparently removed what he knew were three inch heels because he’d stared at her legs every time she walked past him in the classroom. 

      Dr. Anders was the picture of rumpled, sexy disarray, and Jared had to stifle a groan when the unbidden image of her popped into his head, just as she was now, except she was naked and twisted in the sheets of his bed.

      “Jared. What are you doing here?”

      The soft lilt of her voice thankfully brought him back to the present and his grin notched up even higher.

      “Hi Professor.” He gestured over her shoulder with a nod.  “Can I come in?”

      He half expected the frowning pout that now curled her lips.  She always did that when she was pondering a question, even though he was sure she had no idea she even did it. 

      “It’s awfully late, Jared, and class is over⁠—“

      “I know but with me graduating next week, I didn’t know when I would see you again and I have something I would like to give you.”

      She looked skeptical.  He didn’t blame her either.  Jared was prepared. He really did have a gift for her in his bag, but that wasn’t the only reason why he was there—and they both knew.

      For months they’d skated along the edges of their attraction, having no choice but to ignore it.  But he wasn’t her student anymore, and soon he wouldn’t be a student there at all. He had been respectful of her boundaries, never once making a move on her or asking her out.  Instead Jared had been patient, and had bided his time.  He stayed after every single class pumping her full of questions about the class, but then he would drop by her office hour sessions, never missing a single one, and that’s when he would talk to her about every thing but class.  Initially, she’d been hesitant to divulge any personal information, but over the past few months he’d watched her relax until she grew comfortable with him, eventually opening up.

      Jared knew they had developed a rapport, a budding friendship even, as he learned more about her passion for history and anything related to the Classical or Renaissance Eras.  In turn, he shared with her his love for Americana culture, especially when it came to restoring classic bikes. What had started out as fifteen minutes had eventually turned into two hours where they discussed everything from art to politics, until the conversations became even more personal.  That’s how he’d learned she was the youngest with two older brothers, that she’d gotten her doctorate when she was only twenty-five, and that she was indeed single. 

      Whether the lovely Professor Anders had known it or not, Jared had been building a foundation for him to seriously pursue her as soon as classes ended, which was today.

      “Doc, you gonna let me in?”  The words came out of him as a low, deep rumble, and the double meaning was not lost on her when her eyes rounded even more.  She slowly nodded, stepping aside to allow him to enter, and he noticed that her fingers were shaky when he gently pried them away from the door to close it and then twist the lock.

      “Jared—“

      He swallowed up her next words before she could protest again. He released her fingers, so that he could palm the soft roundedness of her hips and pull her up against him.  The fire in his gut burned a trail straight to his cock, taking it from semi-erect to rock hard in a matter of seconds. 

      Jared credited her for putting up a half-hearted fight, as she pressed her palms against his chest but that’s all she did. Within seconds he’d backed her up against her desk, his fingers working on the remaining buttons of her blouse as he deepened the kiss, his tongue probing hot inside her mouth until she was trembling against him.

      He released her lips just long enough to remove her top and then peel off her bra, a harsh groan rushing out of him, when her heavy, full breasts spilled out before him.

      “W—what are you doing?”

      She knew damn well what he was doing.  He was giving them what they both wanted—what they’d both desired from the moment their eyes had locked on the first day of class. By way of response he descended upon her, taking one tightly budded nipple into the moist cavern of his mouth and sucking on it like the hardened candy he imagined it to be.

      Her moans turned into soft cries until she was dragging her hands through his dark hair, desperately gripping the strands. He ignored the slight twinge of pain as he switched to the other nipple, stroking it with his tongue before drawing it inside his mouth to suck on it as he’d just done with the other one.

      “Oh God, Jared.” Her cries sounded aching and desperate, ratcheting higher with each stroke of his tongue.

      His cock swelled harder behind the zipper of his jeans. He’d wanted to take things slow their first time together, but he was quickly losing control. With a slight pop, he released her nipple. Then with the urgency he felt pumping through his blood, he lifted her up until she sat atop her desk.  Stepping within the V of her spread legs, he dragged his hands along her stocking clad legs, a harsh curse slicing between them when his fingers grazed the lace at the tops of her thighs.

      “Did you have these on today?” When she nodded, he cursed again.  “Do you wear them every time you’re in a skirt or dress?”  His knees almost buckled when she nodded again. Fuck, that was sexy as hell, and had he known she’d been wearing lacey thigh highs in class all the time, he probably would have failed her course. 

      As much as he wanted to linger on her stockings, Jared was singular in his focus, which at the moment was to get her out of her panties, and his mouth on her pussy.  Moving his hands higher, he skimmed across smooth, bare flesh, bunching her skirt up to her hips to reveal a black lace thong that matched her stockings.  Before she could take her next breath he hooked his fingers beneath the waistband and peeled them off, tossing them to the floor.

      Her pussy was already glistening wet with her juices, and he had to work hard to even his breathing when he drew in the sweet musky scent of her arousal. 

      “So hot and wet,” he murmured as he dragged two fingers through the lips of her pussy to taste her cream.  In the distance he heard her gasp softly, but her gasps soon turned to loud moans when he lowered his head and buried his face in her sweet smelling cunt.
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