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      Shhh… don’t tell anyone, but I’ve got the hots for my Professor.

      And a twenty-year age difference doesn’t matter (to me)!

      His touch, his eyes, his lips, his chiseled chest, his muscular arms…

      Well, those are just some of the things that make him irresistible.

      Oh…and he’s helping me restore a very rare plant for my botany project,

      But there’s a chemistry project too that we’re doing together –

      A project that has resulted in two positive lines on the pregnancy strip.

      Screw the ‘no fraternization’ policy,

      I’m going to make sure this baby gets a mom and a dad.
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      I opened one eye when my alarm on my phone went off. It was still dark outside. No one should have to get up while it was still dark outside. I checked my phone to be sure of the time and to make sure that I had set it for the right time. It was as I had feared. It was five in the morning, and I had to pry myself out of bed.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t want to go to school. I was so close to my dream, but at the same time, it seemed so far away. It was like it was at the very tip of my fingers, just barely out of reach.

      Four years of undergraduate school, two years of graduate school, and now I had two and a half years of my doctorate behind me. I needed to get through this semester and work on my dissertation. Then, I would be Dr. Kara Richards. I would be the first person in my family to not only graduate from college but to be a doctor.

      I was motivated to succeed, but at five in the morning, getting up for class was hard. I had always been more nocturnal. I guessed I would have to get used to mornings, though. I was determined to use my knowledge of plants to create more healthy alternatives to some of our medications.

      After sliding into my jeans and sweater, my car managed to find its way to school nearly on its own. I was actually surprised when my car pulled into my usual parking spot on campus because I didn’t remember the drive over.

      Still sleepwalking, I found my class. I slid into my seat and waited for Dr. White to arrive. The room was buzzing with conversation, but silence fell over the room as soon as he walked in. My heart stopped, and I sat up straight in my chair. I had seen him before at my best friend’s wedding.

      Dr. White seemed to have some aura about him that was powerful and magnetic. Simply by walking into the room without saying a word, he managed to capture the attention of men and women alike.

      He was extremely handsome. His dark brown hair reached his collar and curled against his neck, and a couple of curls rested on his forehead. Dr. White’s face was finely chiseled. His body was that of Adonis, with his arms bulging through his black suit jacket and his well-defined chest visible through his dress shirt.

      Shut your mouth, Kara. It would not create a good impression if you were to drool all over yourself.

      “Good morning. I’m Dr. David White. Welcome to Advanced Botany.”

      His deep voice reverberated through my body, causing my bones and internal organs to turn to Jell-O. I wouldn’t have been able to stand up if I tried.

      It wasn’t simply his physical appearance or the sound of his husky voice that had captured my attention and the attention of my fellow botanists. It was a magnetic force that originated from inside of him that reached out to something primal inside of all of us, calling to us, drawing us to him.

      This was going to be an interesting semester.

      As he spoke, he drew me into the world of plants. I could picture, in my mind’s eye, every detail, every fine line in the leaves of the plants he described. Everyone in the class was riveted to the professor, hanging on to his every word. I was sure that we were all shocked when the class ended.

      I waited until everyone else had left the lecture hall. Then, I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. Slowly, I approached Dr. White, much like a person approaches a wild wolf.

      Holding out my right hand, I said, “I’m Kara Richards.”

      His smile melted any last remaining façade of calm that I had. My racing heart was jumping out of my throat, and I had lost my ability to breathe normally.

      “I remember you from Amanda’s and Thomas’s wedding. You were her bride’s maid.”

      I smiled back. “I was. You were Thomas’s best man.”

      He nodded. “I’m sorry we didn’t have time to talk more. I felt as though everything happened in such a whirlwind that I barely had time to talk to myself.”

      “I know what you mean. One minute I was hiking on the trail with Amanda, and the next, I was in a formal dress holding flowers.”

      I took a step forward, not realizing that there was one more stair that led down to where Dr. White was standing.

      Aand…I ungracefully fell forward, right into the professor’s arms.

      Our eyes met, and time froze.
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      The gold and green flecks in his eyes mesmerized me. It seemed as though he were reading my soul. I tried to speak, but the words caught in my throat. Abruptly, Dr. White set me back on my feet, startling me back into reality. He shook his head as though he were shaking the cobwebs out. I stumbled again as he set me back down, although I didn’t know if it was from being suddenly put back on my feet or the lightheadedness that resulted from his piercing gaze.

      After several seconds, I managed to regain my composure. “I was wondering if you tutored your students. I am set to start my dissertation soon, and you are highly recommended for a committee chair. I was hoping you would be my chair, as my specialty is very close to yours.”

      He stared at me for a minute, as though I had lost my mind.

      “I do tutor,” he answered slowly. “Although we have only just started our class, so I can’t imagine that you need too much help.”

      I simply waited for him to answer the other part of my question. I could literally stand there and look at him all day, waiting for him to answer. I was in no hurry.

      “You can come in tomorrow afternoon, around one, if you wish to speak to me about your dissertation and the study you are proposing.”

      He looked as though he wasn’t sure that he wanted to make that appointment. Did I frighten him that bad?

      I had a job at a nursery, but that afternoon, I couldn’t keep my mind on my job. Luckily, the plants didn’t mind. As I culled the herbs and flowers that were not doing as well as the others, I only saw his hazel eyes. They spoke to me in a way that I had never experienced before.

      Dr. White was a very sexy man. However, as Wynonna Judd sang in Give a Little Love, there is more to attraction for a man than that. It was apparent in his eyes that he was a person who was capable of giving so much love and care. Looks and bodies fade, but what is in the heart and soul never fades. It only grows stronger over time.

      I arrived at his office promptly at one. He was finishing up with another student. The woman was standing a little too close to him for my happiness, but what could I do or say? Get off my professor? Somehow, I didn’t think that would work out too well for me. It would just make me look like an ass.

      Although I would have loved to arrive wearing something sexy, I wasn’t going to try to go the slut route. Besides, it simply wasn’t in my nature. However, I did decide on a pair of jeans, a lace blouse, and eye make-up that enhanced my blue eyes. His eyes flashed up and down my body when I walked in. I could only interpret the slight smile as approval, which created a rush of heat that flooded through me.

      I pulled up a chair next to him and took out my notes. While ninety percent of my visit was simply because I was irresistibly drawn to him, I wasn’t about to show up and look foolish.

      His office was so small. It was actually more of a glorified closet than an office, just big enough for a filing cabinet, a bookcase, a desk, and a couple of chairs. Our knees kept touching. Every time there was the slightest touch, an electric thrill pulsed through me. I was a grown woman, but I felt like a high school girl.

      The first time our knees touched, Dr. White’s voice hitched up a pitch. He was in the middle of discussing my methodology options and what would work well for my particular study. He jerked his knee away as though he had been burned. When our knees touched after that, he let the touch linger a bit, but then moved his leg away. I thought that he was reluctant to end the touch. Finally, at one point, he scooted his chair over a tiny bit—just enough that the touching would stop. A bead of sweat seemed to appear on his forehead.

      He adjusted his tie a little bit, and it seemed to me that he was just as affected by our contact as I was. Good. I didn’t want to be the only one suffering here. I also didn’t want to be the only one who felt the heat wave rolling through the office.

      After an hour, there was a knock on his office door. I could have sworn that he heaved a huge sigh of relief.

      “Can I come back on Thursday so we can talk about this some more?” I asked him.

      His eyes widened as though he had been frightened by an evil monster. “Um, sure. I guess that would be okay.”

      “I appreciate your help today,” I told him.

      In a rare impromptu move on my part, I hugged him. For just a second, I simply held him close to me, my hands enjoying the feeling of his muscular body close to mine. I breathed in a minty smell that seemed to emanate from his clothes. He stood still, as though he were a frozen statue. Then, he awkwardly patted my back and gently pushed me away.

      “Yes, well, you’re welcome,” he said and literally pushed me out the door.

      He told the man waiting for him that he needed just a minute and he would get back to him. I was glad that I seemed to have some kind of effect on him. After all, why would he need a moment to collect himself if I hadn’t caused some type of reaction?

      Amanda and I met for mochas at our favorite bookstore that afternoon, and I told her about Dr. White and how he affected me. She listened and nodded her head, letting me know that she understood how I was feeling. She had recently fallen in love herself, so I guessed that she did know.

      “What are you going to do about all of this?” she asked me. “You are a student in his class, and most, if not all, schools have a policy against fraternization between students and professors.”

      “I know. But I can’t help it.”

      She nodded sagely.

      “I guess all I can tell you to do is to follow your heart. Do what you think is best for yourself. I’ve got your back whatever you decide.”

      About that time, Amanda’s belly jiggled. Apparently, one of the babies had decided to say hello. She smiled in delight. She was sixteen weeks pregnant, and she had felt the babies move for the first time yesterday.

      “I can’t wait to meet them,” she said, rubbing her tummy.

      “You will be a wonderful mother,” I told her. I knew she would be, too. She was the most caring woman I had ever met.

      We chatted for a bit longer, and then she went home to her husband, and I went to the nursery. Blueberry bushes awaited my attention.

      Dr. White was a tad bit late getting to class the next morning. I wondered if that was because he didn’t want to run into me as I came into the room.

      I sat in the middle of a group of people. I needed to be able to concentrate on the lesson. Being too close to him would distract me. As it was, I imagined I could smell that same minty scent I noticed yesterday. I only needed to close my eyes to picture those beautiful hazel orbs that had captured my heart. If I was closer, I would spend the entire class time seeking them.

      The other reason why I sat in the middle of the students was that I didn’t want to distract him. With the similar effect I thought I had on him yesterday, I thought I needed to make myself less of a magnet for him, too. He had to be able to do his job.

      He delivered another amazing lecture, and it wasn’t just because I was attracted to him that I thought that. The rest of the students were mesmerized, as well. Dr. White had a way of making the plants seem almost like humans with superpowers.

      As soon as it was time for the class to be over, he quickly disappeared. I wondered if he was trying to avoid me.

      I oozed nervousness the next morning at the nursery. I kept biting my lip. I would stop every so often and take a deep breath because I felt as though my lungs were not getting enough air. At one point, Elaine, my boss, put her hand on my shoulders.

      “If you don’t knock that off, you are going to eat your face clean off. You are making my plants nervous.”

      I smiled at her and tried to calm down. After all, it was a simple meeting with my professor. I wasn’t going to go in front of the firing squad. Yet.

      Promptly at one Thursday afternoon, I was standing at his door. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself and then knocked. This time, he had no students with him, so I was able to go straight in without waiting. That was a good thing because if I had to wait for him just outside his office, I was pretty sure that I would have a coronary.

      Once again, I had my notebook available.

      “There is a trend in natural pharmaceutical remedies, especially for common ailments. We have a lot of plants in the area that have not been explored extensively for their medicinal properties. We even have a couple of rare plants that grow in this area.”

      He looked thoughtful as he thumbed through my photo montage of the different plants I would like to explore.

      “I would like to do a case study and present findings of the different plants in the area, discuss their rarity, their properties, what they have been used for in the past, if they have, and then their possible uses in the future.”

      About that time, our legs brushed against each other. The electricity exploded through me. I waited for him to jerk his leg away immediately, but he left it there, almost as though he didn’t notice it. Then, with a slow movement, he rubbed his knee against mine and then moved it away.

      I bit my lip to keep it from trembling.

      “A narrative would allow me to explain the importance of the plants in this area. The end product would be a booklet that showcases the plants, how to care for them, how to harvest them, and how to prepare them for the different medicinal uses, in layman’s terms.”

      He nodded, and this time I swear that his leg moved against mine, briefly touching, then moving again. It was as though he was conflicted. He wanted to touch me, but could not because of his ethics. I understood his ethics and the reasons behind them. However, sometimes, I felt as though some things trumped policies. Matters of the heart were more important than rules.

      I continued with my explanation. “My study would be useful for future projects. Scientists could then use the analysis of the plants from my study, and use them to address medicinal needs on a wide scale.”

      Once again, our legs touched, and this time he left it there longer. I was struggling to focus on what I was saying. The thoughts jumbled in my head, and words were not coherent.

      “I believe…” I started to say. Then, I stopped. My mouth could not form the words I needed to say. “The study would have a tremendous impact on…”

      I swallowed hard, and my hands started to shake. My arm swept my notebook off the desk. We bent over at the same time to pick it up. As we rose, our eyes met. He peered deep into the blue depths of my eyes, searching for something. I could see the flames flickering behind the golden and green gemlike flecks in his eyes. For just a moment, I thought that he was going to kiss me. He leaned slightly forward, toward me. Then, just as our lips would have met, he jerked back as though he had been kicked.

      Dr. White closed his eyes for a second and took a deep breath. Then, he pulled completely away from me, putting as much distance between the two of us as possible.

      To be completely honest, I felt a little shaken up, too. However, I knew one thing. This man had touched something deep inside of me. It was as though he filled a deep dark void that I never knew existed before he came into my life. Now that I had found him, I needed him. I was pretty sure that he felt the same as I did. The slightest touch between us affected him. When our eyes locked, I saw a need and a heat that I had never seen in anyone else’s eyes in my entire life.

      Without thinking about it too much, lest I change my mind, I wrote my address, phone number, Saturday night’s date, and the time of six in the afternoon. I pushed it over to him.

      He looked at it for a few minutes without saying a word. Then, he looked at me and said very quietly, “I can’t. It is against university policy for a professor to have any kind of personal relations with students. I could lose my job if anyone finds out.”

      Dr. White looked back at the paper. “It would also be unethical. You are a student in my class. If I am having some kind of relations with you, how could I be unbiased when I am grading your work?”

      “I have faith that you can. I am pretty sure that you would actually grade me harder than anyone else on these projects.”

      He took a deep breath and nibbled on his mustache a bit. “It just doesn’t work that way,” he said.

      “We can make anything work if we want it badly enough.” I paused, shocked at my own bravery. “Please, just think about it.”

      I gathered my notebooks while he watched me with an unreadable expression on his face. Without saying another word, I left his office, quietly closing the door behind me.
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      I had never felt so confused in my entire life. I couldn’t wait for her to leave, yet I wanted her to stay longer. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could have handled her in my office. She smelled like vanilla and lavender, and it was so easy to get lost in the deep, ocean-blue eyes.

      After she left, I simply sat in my office. I was a mixture of a thousand different emotions and thoughts. I had never been around a woman who could make my insides feel as though they were being twisted by a wringer. With her near me, physical sensations, emotions, and logical thoughts became tangled all together until I didn’t know which way was up.

      The slightest of touch of her leg against mine caused the heat to explode inside my belly and spread like wildfires on a hot, windy day. When I looked into her eyes, I saw the same heat. I saw a whirlwind of emotions, including need. It was as though our souls were silently communicating when our eyes were locked together.

      My brain, on the other hand, told me to stop. She was a lot younger than I was, and she was my student, which created ethical and moral issues on several different levels. Then, temptation struck when she passed me the paper. I wanted to go over to her place. Every fiber of my being wanted her. I wanted to pull her into my arms and hold her close to me. I wanted to feel our hearts beat in a rhythmic tattoo.

      After sitting there for a few more seconds, I growled loudly into the air. Packing up my things for the day, I headed for the gym where I would meet Thomas, my best friend, and Seth, a senior detective on the police force, who was my other best friend. The three of us had been causing mayhem for as long as I could remember. I hoped that working out would relieve my frustrations, and talking to my friends would help me figure out the knotted mess inside of me.

      The workout was intense. Today was arm and chest day, so I was bench pressing my reps of two-hundred and seventy-five pounds. I focused on my breathing and managed to push everything else out of my mind while I was working. Unfortunately, as soon as we were done, the conflicts arrived, instantly scrambling my insides.

      Seth, Thomas, and I sat at the little café. We drank our healthy shakes and ordered our usual sandwiches with turkey and avocado. I explained the situation to them. Thomas and Seth both knew Kara since she was friends with Amanda, Thomas’s wife.

      “If you are feeling something more than just lust for her, why don’t you put everything off until she graduates? She is only a year out, and if the feelings are true, deep feelings, they will still be there. That would eliminate all of the conflicts,” Seth said.

      Thomas, on the other hand, had different advice for me. “If you really feel something intense for her, then pursue it. In the end, if there is a real conflict of interest, you are highly qualified. With your degrees and experience as a university professor and as a doctor in labs, you would be able to find a job doing something that you would enjoy without pricking a guilty conscience. “

      I sighed heavily and let out my second roar of the day. “You guys are worse than the Scarecrow on the Wizard of Oz when Dorothy asks for directions. The Scarecrow pointed down two paths and told her to go both ways.”

      Thomas smiled and said, “I learned the hard way that sometimes you have to simply follow your heart. You don’t want to lose the possibility of something great. Besides, the heart usually gets its way, anyway. Somehow, it has a way of beating all the logic and doubts in the world.”

      Seth simply grunted and grimaced. He wasn’t one who really believed in love.

      I sighed, as old sorrow welled up inside of me and almost drowned me. “I used to think that,” I said softly.

      “David, what happened was more than ten years ago. It is time that you let it go, and all of the pain that goes with it. You have to start living again and move on with your life,” Thomas admonished.

      “I’ve been holding on to the pain for so long, I’m not sure I would be able to let it go.”

      “Now is the time to learn,” Thomas said. “Maybe that’s why Kara came into your life right at this time.”

      I looked over at Seth, who seemed to be very interested in the contours of his avocado. Seth shrugged. “I’m actually with Thomas on this one. You have been holding on to old pain for too long. Maybe Kara does present you with an opportunity to heal.”

      I sighed and nodded. In a way, they were a great help, but in a way, they weren’t. To be honest, I didn’t know what I was going to do until the moment that I stood at Kara’s door and raised my hand to knock.

      She opened the door and smiled. “I’m glad you decided to come,” she said. “Please, come in and sit down. I have my famous lasagna almost ready.”

      “Famous lasagna?”

      Kara laughed. “Well,” she said, drawing out the word. “I think it’s famous because I tell everyone about it. Everyone who has ever eaten it says that they love it.”

      She looked so beautiful, it momentarily took my breath away. Her long blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She was wearing a dark blue dress that accented her curvy figure and the deep color of her eyes. I loved how it hugged her ass as she turned and went into the kitchen.

      Kara handed me a bottle of red wine and a couple of glasses and asked if I would pour us each a glass. Then, she finished putting the last touches on the French bread. In about ten minutes, dinner was served.

      After I ate every bit of my first helping and a little bit of a second helping, I had to admit that the lasagna was superb. “You are right. This is absolutely the most delicious lasagna I have ever eaten in my life.”

      Her smile encompassed her entire face, and her eyes sparkled. “Thank you. I make my own sauce.”

      She started picking up the dishes and preparing them for the dishwasher. I meandered into the living room and looked over her choice of reading. She had several murder mystery books, as well as some fantasy, such as books by Piers Anthony and Rick Roiden.

      Kara saw me looking at them and blushed a bit. “That is my guilty pleasure. I love mythology, so Rick Roiden fits great into my reading habits. Piers Anthony, especially his Incarnations of Immortality books, is awesome, too.

      We sat and talked about mythology for a while, then I asked her, “How did you become interested in botany?”

      “Since I was a little girl, I have loved plants. They seem to possess some type of magical powers. Their spirits have always called to me.”

      I nodded. To most people, that sentence wouldn’t make sense. I understood, though. Those who truly loved plants would comprehend the idea that just as humans and animals can connect spiritually, so can people and plants.

      She continued. “When I was a little girl, Dad and I would go for drives on the weekends. He would sometimes stop so I could pick leaves and petals from the different plants to add to my scrapbooks. Then, when I got back home, I would carefully label them, note where I got them, and what their properties were.”

      I looked around her house, which had an open floor plan. I noted that she had different kinds of plants in every nook and cranny.

      “At least you have a lot of fresh oxygen in here,” I joked, lamely.

      She smiled but didn’t respond.

      Kara got up to get the wine bottle and poured each of us another glass. I had to admit that I loved her full figure. What was even better was the fact that she was very confident in who she was and that she was proud of her body.

      She sat down next to me on the couch, our legs touching. I was suddenly nervous, like a young schoolboy with his first crush. Kara asked me what got me so interested in botany, and it took me a minute to process her question. Her words scrambled inside my brain, and I had to straighten them out before I could answer her question.

      “I love all things about life sciences. I love studying about the different life forms, and how every life form, from the tiniest single-cell creatures to the most complex life forms, have a specific purpose on this planet. I like how everything, in theory, at least, works together to make this Earth great.”

      She nodded and put her hand on my knee. Now, it wasn’t just my brain that was all scrambled, but all of my insides, too. My cock swelled with the need that I had for this beautiful, intelligent woman, who had so much to offer this world. My need was so intense that I had to shift my pants because the strain against the fabric was painful.

      “I need to get going,” I stammered. I almost ran to the door as Kara followed.

      The door handle shook as my shaking hand grasped it to pull open the door. I turned around to say something to Kara, and she kissed me. All will to leave left me, and I deepened the kiss.

      She whispered against my mouth, “Do you really have to leave?”

      I kicked the door shut and pressed my lips against hers passionately.

      I cupped the back of her head with my hand and held her mouth against mine. Then, as my tongue plunged deep into her mouth, I began to caress her cheek with my other hand.

      My cock hardened even more, more than it ever had. I tasted the sweet red wine on her lips. My tongue massaged hers. She moaned as I began to suck her bottom lip and nibble on it lightly. My aching member pressed against her stomach, screaming for relief.

      “Bed,” I said simply.
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