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      CALLUM

      Another semester. Another group of students who weren’t interested in learning.

      It was like this every year, but I still taught because the stories of the gods were still very much needed in today’s society. The students who actually cared about it learned more about themselves than anyone I had met.

      “Alpha Lee,” Levi, one of my pack members, said from my university office door.

      I glanced up from my desk, gathered the rest of the materials for the first day of Classics I taught to first- and second-year students, and nodded to the door to signal for him to enter. Levi shuffled into the room and closed it behind him, bowing his head.

      While many of the students at Arcane University in New Hampshire knew about the paranormal that haunted these woods, some—even professors—were still human. If any one of them found out about us, The Wolf Council would chew me out.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      Levi stuffed his hands into his ripped jeans. “I spotted wolves from the Goldtooth Pack at our borders.”

      My entire body stiffened. “Goldtooth Pack? Are you sure?”

      “Yes. Beta Milo told me to relay the information to you.”

      I drew my tongue across my teeth, feeling the prick of my canines. “Don’t engage. If the Goldtooth Pack is here, they’re looking for something and will do anything to find it, which includes killing our pack members.”

      Levi nodded and stepped toward the cherry oak door. “Will do,” he said. And just as he was about to step out the door, I called his name. He paused in the hallway, tensing when a human professor walked opposite of him. “Yeah?”

      “Go to class. I’ll handle it,” I ordered.

      “But—”

      “You’re not missing another one of my classes. You’re taking Classics again because you failed the first time.”

      “Can’t you pass me? We⁠—”

      “No.”

      After rubbing his hand across his face and grumbling under his breath, he walked down the hall toward the auditorium, where class started in fifteen minutes. I hiked my bag over my shoulder, locked my office door behind me, and started toward the exit. I didn’t have time to run back to my pack before class started; I had to get one of the patrols in the forest to do it.

      Glancing down at my watch, I shoved the door open, the crisp fall air blowing through the scruff on my face. Someone stumbled back, a phone and some Classics books tumbling to the ground in the middle of the doorway.

      She gasped and leaned down to grab them. “Oh my gosh. I’m so sorry!”

      My breath caught in the back of my throat as her sweet scent drifted through the air.

      Mate.

      I crouched down and grabbed some of her books from the walkway, admiring the way strands of her dirty-blonde hair blew into her face. “It’s my fault,” I said, wanting to hear her voice again and so desperately wanting her to look at me.

      In a moment, she glanced up at me with piercing blue-violet eyes. Cheeks flushing a rosy red, she grabbed her books from my hand, our fingers grazing against each other’s. My wolf growled inside of me, demanding that he feel her skin against his again.

      Mate.

      “No, I was, uh, trying to find my class and not paying attention.” She stood up and brushed out her knee-length black skirt that had a slight split in it, and my wolf went wild. “Is this the Classics Building?”

      “It is.”

      In an attempt to control my wolf, I stuffed my hands into my pockets and clenched my fists.

      She was a student who didn’t know the campus; it was probably her first year. Touching her was forbidden, no matter how much I wanted her right here and right now. If The Wolf Council found out about it, they’d remove me and all the other teachers who were wolves from this place.

      “Okay, thank you.” She scooted by me and into the building. “I don’t want to be late.”

      Forcing myself not to turn around to grab her by the waist and pull her closer, stuff my nose into the crook of her neck and breathe her in, I inhaled her scent until it disappeared completely. I hurried toward the forest, finding the first damn wolf I came across, and told him to relay the information back to my beta.

      If our mind links worked for long distances, I would’ve done it myself.

      But they didn’t anymore, thanks to The Wolf Council.

      After racing back to the building, I took a shortcut toward the auditorium, knowing that the only classics class in this building today was mine, which meant one thing—my mate would be there, sitting in one of the many desks and staring up at me with those breathtaking eyes almost every day for the rest of the semester.

      Stepping into the class, I scanned the room for her, yet I couldn’t pick up her scent from the hundred mixed smells of the students. I relaxed only slightly and walked down the auditorium steps to the front, giving everyone a tight smile when they looked up at me and began quieting down.

      I placed my bag on the front desk and looked around the room again. The door opened, her scent drifting into the room and her clumsy, cute ass nearly tripping over the carpet as she walked into the room.

      She tucked some dirty-blonde hair behind her ear, gnawed on her pretty pink bottom lip, and anxiously searched the small auditorium for a seat, brows furrowed together. I stiffened and stared at her, my heart thrashing against my chest.

      Mate.

      Canines lengthening, I pressed my lips together and let them cut into my gums because not everyone who attended Arcane University was a werewolf, including her. I didn’t want to scare her out of my class just yet. I didn’t even know her name.

      When she looked at me, I sucked in a breath and quickly looked away. She slowly walked down the wooden stairs of the auditorium to the second row, glanced down the aisle to see if she could find a seat. There was one, right in the center, right where I could see her, look at her, watch her without it seeming creepy.

      Instead, she moved even closer to the front row and sat down toward my right. I inhaled her sweet beachy scent. She smelled so good—too good. I wanted to sink my teeth into her neck, right here and right now, not caring who it was in front of. I needed her to be mine.

      So. Fucking. Badly.

      After sitting, she placed her laptop and phone on her desk. She chewed on her bottom lip and tapped on the messages on her phone, staring down at messages from someone that she hadn’t seemed to respond to yet. A moment passed, and she shook her head and shut the phone off, then looked back up at me.

      Being taken off guard by those breath-fucking-taking eyes, I cleared my throat and looked down at my computer screen, shifting through the names on my attendance list to find hers. In a hundred-student class, I would never take attendance, but it couldn’t hurt to try to spot her name.

      Gracey Neal

      Malak Ivo

      Selin Flowers

      Antonina Nichols

      Bria Benton

      Codey Spence

      Malachy Herbert

      Cain Wheeler

      “Hey,” Levi said to her, sitting beside her and holding out a hand. “I’m Levi.”

      My hands balled into fists behind the desk, and I pressed my lips together to suppress a growl. While I wanted to break them apart right then and there, I wanted so desperately to hear her voice, wanted her name, needed to have more of her.

      “Bria,” she said, cheeks flushing again.

      She was blushing.

      My mate was blushing because of someone other than me.

      “Don’t touch her,” I scolded Levi through the mind link.

      Before she could shake his hand, Levi pulled away. She widened her eyes and gave him a small, embarrassed smile, then turned back toward her computer. Levi glanced up at me, brows furrowed together, but I ignored him and cleared my throat, silencing the other students.

      “Welcome to Classics: Ancient Mythologies. I’m Professor Lee. Let’s get started.”
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      BRIA

      Professor Lee talked so freaking fast.

      I typed furiously on my keyboard, trying to keep up between getting all the notes down and desperately trying not to stare at him. Walking around the front of the class with his biceps bulging against his tight dress shirt, dark brown scruff, and those piercing hazel eyes that I couldn’t look into without warmth spreading through my core, he was the epitome of any Greek god we were learning about this semester.

      When I had chosen to attend Arcane University, it wasn’t because of the hot professors, but that was definitely a plus. I wasn’t complaining, but … I figured that I wouldn’t retain much this semester even though I so desperately wanted to. Mythology was my favorite subject, like, ever.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow, bright and early,” Professor Lee said, crossing his huge arms over his chest and looking oh-so fine. “Don’t forget about the readings. Pages three through eighteen in your textbook.”

      After typing the last of my notes, I glanced up to see the rest of the students already either heading out the door or forming a line in front of Professor Lee to introduce themselves. My advisor told me that I should introduce myself to my teachers, but … I was always so nervous around people.

      I told her that I wasn’t going to, but Professor Lee kept glancing over at me during class. Part of me wanted to go over to him to at least apologize for bumping into him earlier. I didn’t know what possessed me to do something so out of character, but I found myself lingering at the very back of the line, letting people cut me to talk to him first because my stomach was in knots.

      The last student said her good-byes to him, walked out of the auditorium, and left me there alone with him. Alone with a hell of a man who I couldn’t stop gawking at.

      He stared at me with a pair of hazel eyes and smiled. “Hi.”

      “Hi, I’m Bria.”

      I shifted from foot to foot, not knowing what to say. I didn’t have anything planned to say. I didn’t even have plans to come up here and introduce myself to him. If I did, I would’ve practiced in front of the mirror in my dorm room until I knew I didn’t look so awkward and stupid.

      “I wanted to, um …”

      He leaned against the front of his desk and thrust his hands into his pants pockets, full lips set in a small smile. “Bria,” he said, my name rolling off his tongue so naturally that it did something to me that it really freaking shouldn’t have.

      Warmth gathered in my core, my heart racing a bit faster.

      “Bria.” I repeated my name like a dumbass, completely absorbed in how attractive my Classics professor was.

      He had to be at least in his early forties, his dark scruff decorated with silver specs and a crease between his brows. And I was just an eighteen-year-old kid who went to college to run away from her family.

      “Sorry,” I said quickly, cheeks flushing. “I’m … I, uh, wanted to say that I’m looking forward to Classics. I’ve been obsessed with mythology since I was, like, five, so I’m excited to read some more this semester.” With his intense gaze on me, I looked down at my feet and scrambled to hike my backpack up my shoulder. “I should get⁠—”

      “Which is your favorite?” he asked quickly, kicking himself off the desk and moving a couple inches closer to me.

      My breath caught in the back of my throat, my heart pounding in my chest.

      “My favorite?” I asked almost in a whisper by how close he was.

      “Favorite story, favorite god?”

      “Oh, um, Hephaestus isn’t my favorite god, but I’ve reread stories about him a couple times.”

      “Any particular reason?”

      Cheeks flushed, I shifted from foot to foot and tried hard not to gaze up into his hazel eyes that seemed to look right through me. I sucked in a breath and found myself staring anyway, the tension between us growing by the moment. He was close, and I couldn’t get myself to move away, and I didn’t want to either.

      “I don’t know,” I whispered.

      He paused and arched a hard brown brow, lips curling into a smirk. “Well, you have all semester to figure it out. Everyone gravitates toward a story or a person for a reason.” He lifted his finger, and I thought he was going to push a strand of hair behind my ear. But instead, he stopped midway and drew his fingers across the scruff on his face.

      “What’s your favorite story?” I asked.

      After a moment, he paused and cracked another breathtaking smile. “You’ll find out with time, Bria.”

      When he said my name, tingles rushed through me. “Anyway …” I glanced down and tried hard to ignore them. “Sorry for bumping into you earlier. I’ll be more careful tomorrow.” I took a couple steps backward. “Bright and early.”

      “Bright and early,” Professor Lee repeated.

      After giving him one last smile, my cheeks flaming hot, I turned on my heel and hurried up the auditorium stairs, careful not to trip again. “Get yourself together, Bria,” I whispered to myself once I started up the walkway toward the exit.

      He was my Classics professor, for fuck’s sake, and it was the first damn day of college.

      It was forbidden.
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      CALLUM

      “Why are Goldtooth Pack wolves near our property?” I asked Milo, pacing on the cream tiled floors of my home office. Fingers running through my scruff, I tried fucking hard to think straight, but Bria seemed to be all I could think about.

      Goldtooth wolves were some of the most ruthless around, originating about two hours south, near a beach town. They had killed two humans last year during tourist season, and those were only the ones the police found.

      I was not about to have them come near my property, especially not when my mate was human and couldn’t protect herself against fiends who would do anything to get some even if that meant raping and killing an innocent girl.

      Milo sat on one of my two saffron couches, tapping his finger against the leather. “We’ve watched them all day and couldn’t uncover the reason why they’re here. Don’t think we will be able to without engaging.”

      After pushing out a breath, I shook my head and headed for the door. “Don’t engage unless they do first. You know what they’re capable of. It’s too risky for us to start anything with college back in session.”

      “Where are you going?” Milo asked.

      “I need a run.”

      Once I grabbed a spare set of training clothes, I headed out on a needle-covered path back toward the university. I never ran on their trails, especially during school months, but my wolf had been aching to search for Bria again. It had barely been a couple hours.

      “Find mate now.”

      I pushed myself harder, inhaling the calming scent of softwood. Leaves rustled gently above me, rays of sun slipping through the tree branches. When I found myself jogging onto Arcane University property, I slowed and decided on a trail that would take me throughout the campus, an easy way to pick up her scent.

      Students sat on benches and at picnic tables, eating early dinners. Others passed a volleyball back and forth on the square. And then there was Bria, who lay on her stomach, reading her classics book for tomorrow, on the lawn in front of a dormitory.

      Like a fucking creep, I stopped about fifty feet away from her and watched her flip page after page, smiling to herself like she was actually enjoying the reading. Nobody ever enjoyed classics books—at least not in the classes I taught. Strands of her dirty-blonde hair swept into her face, and it took everything inside of me not to walk over to her and tuck them behind her ear. Goddess, I had wanted to do that this morning too.

      Rubbing a hand over my face, I shook my head and turned away. I couldn’t fucking do this. Why the hell was I standing around and watching one of my students? If she saw me gawking at her, she could report me to the board and get me kicked out. Worse than that, The Wolf Council would find out about it too.

      “I have an idea,” my wolf said in my mind.

      “What?” I asked, desperate for something to get me closer to her.

      Before I could stop, I found myself heading right in her direction, my legs moving on their fucking own, thanks to my wolf.

      “What are you doing?” I scolded.

      “Going to talk to mate.”

      “That’s your idea?!”

      When he didn’t respond, I dug my heels into the ground and forced myself to stop ten feet away. Ten fucking feet. And in the midst of the softwood and food from the café a street down, all I could focus on was her sweet beachy scent that did nothing but drive me fucking crazy for her.

      “Professor Lee!” someone called to my left.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Bria look over at me. And being the alpha I was, I couldn’t help but feel my body tense. Not because I was nervous she saw me staring at her, but because I wanted her to like me, to find me attractive in the sea of frat boys and horny college kids from Arcane University.

      “Hi,” I said, giving the girl a small smile.

      Don’t look over at Bria. Don’t look over at Bria. Don’t look over at Bria.

      I glanced over at Bria, my gaze lingering for a moment longer than it should’ve. She gave me a soft, small smile, then looked back at her textbook. When she pushed her legs a bit closer together and I smelled her cunt, I nearly lost it.

      “Do we have—” the girl started.

      “A quiz tomorrow morning?” I finished, canines extending. “Yes. Don’t forget to read.”

      It was a lie. I didn’t have any quiz planned for tomorrow, but I guessed I had one now because I needed to get the fuck out of here before my wolf seized complete control of my body and took Bria on the university lawn.

      All I could imagine was running my nose down her neck and sinking my canines into her neck, claiming her, taking her, making her mine. I’d bet her pussy tasted so fucking good. One damn smell of it, and my wolf had already gone wild.

      Turning my back toward Bria, I gave the girl a forced smile and jogged in the opposite direction, passing Levi and only stopping when I stepped into the forest. I rested my back against a tree, taking deep breaths to suppress my wolf.

      “Hey!” Levi called with a grin, jogging in Bria’s direction. “Bria, right?”

      I tensed and glanced from behind the tree to see them chatting. My hands balled into fists, anger rushing through me so heavily that even with my enhanced hearing as a wolf, I couldn’t seem to listen. All I saw was him making my mate smile again.

      After a moment, Levi nodded and turned back to the forest.

      When he reached me, I growled, forcing him to stop right in his damn fucking tracks. “Don’t touch Bria.”

      “I was just inviting her to a party. She’s a first-year and⁠—”

      Unable to stop myself, I wrapped my hand around the front of his throat and thrust him against a tree, my canines lengthening past my lips and my claws nearly cutting into his neck. “Don’t fucking touch her. Do you understand me?”

      Levi widened his eyes at me. “Yes.”

      “Yes?”

      “Yes, Alpha,” he said, bowing his head.

      I shoved him away from me and looked back at Bria, who now lay on her back and shielded her eyes from the setting sun as she continued reading her classics book. I should claim her right here, right now. No horny fraternity asshole should have his hands all over my mate at a party.

      Bria Benton was mine. Only mine.
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      BRIA

      After pulling on my fifth outfit for the night, I stood in front of the mirror and sighed at my reflection. Love handles, love handles, and more freaking love handles. All of my party clothes were either too tight around the waist that it shoved all my fat above the beltline or fit me perfectly but didn’t look sexy.

      There was no way that I was going to my first frat party ever, looking like this.

      So, I changed out my jeans for sweatpants and my halter top for the tank top that I slept in for the past four nights, then threw my hair into a messy bun—and by messy, I didn’t mean cute like all those girls on social media. I meant, hair-sticking-up-in-every-direction messy.

      Typing on her phone, Jasmine opened our dorm room door and glanced up at me. “Why aren’t you ready?”

      I gnawed on the inside of my cheek. “I’m not going.”

      “Come on, Bria. It’s our first semester of college. Don’t you want to have some fun?”

      “Yeah, but I don’t have anything to wear.”

      “You can wear something of mine.”

      Cutting my gaze to her, I raised a brow. She and I both knew that I would never fit into anything her petite ass could. I’d pop all the buttons on her shirt and stretch out her leggings until they became sweatpants on her. So, that was a no from me.

      She rolled her eyes. “You’ll look great in anything that you have.”

      “Everyone at this school is insanely small and skinny, Jasmine. It’s like everyone takes three-hour runs every day to stay fit. I don’t want to go like this.”

      I shook my head and scrolled through my emails, finding one from Professor Lee, addressed to the entire class.

      Class,

      There will be a five-question quiz on tonight’s reading. Be prepared. If you have any questions, feel free to email me back. I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.

      Sincerely,

      Professor Lee

      “Nobody cares what you look like at frat parties,” Jasmine said. “Half the guys are drunk off their asses anyway. They see a cute face like yours, and they’ll be all over you. Don’t worry too much about it, Bria. Let’s just go.”

      I grabbed my classics book from my desk. “I’ll come next time. I have a quiz tomorrow.”

      “What?! Who’s the psycho who assigned a quiz on the first day of school?”

      “Professor Lee.”

      “You have Professor Lee?” she asked with wide eyes. “Isn’t he the most gorgeous person that you’ve ever seen?”

      “Do you have him?” I asked, curious as to how she found out about him already. She was a first-year student like me and wasn’t taking any classics classes as far as I knew. She must’ve been on RateMyProfessor.com or something.

      She paused, opening and closing her mouth, then hurried to the door. “Oh, I … saw him in the hallway. One of my friends has his class. Anyway, have fun studying. Next time, you’re coming out with me. See ya.”

      When she closed the door, I slumped my shoulders forward and let out a breath. That was … easier than I thought it would be. At first, she was so adamant about me going with her, and then she quickly dropped it.

      Deciding not to think so much about it, I sat at my desk, opened my book, and studied for the next five hours until twelve a.m.. Jasmine still wasn’t home yet, and even though she told me that she wouldn’t be home until after two a.m., I was still worried. Was that what people did in college? Stay up until all hours of the night?

      As I closed my textbook and hopped up onto the bed, my phone lit up with an email notification.

      Bria,

      Have you read this?

      https://www.applebooks.com/ahd …

      —Callum Lee

      I gnawed on the inside of my cheek and suppressed a smile, my cheeks flushing for no good reason at all. Professor Lee didn’t sign his professional name like he did when he sent an email to the entire class earlier, but he signed his real name to me.

      Callum Lee.

      And an email after midnight?

      Callum—Professor Lee was up late, thinking about me.

      Surely, it didn’t mean anything, but the thought of my hot professor thinking about me and our conversation this late at night did something bad to me. I pressed my thighs together, like I did while watching him run around the campus until he stopped and saw me gawking at him earlier. God, he looked so sexy with a layer of sweat covering his body and his muscles swelling underneath his shirt.

      I swallowed hard and clicked on the link, getting directed to a book titled The Red Hammer, which explored the tales of Hephaestus and his relationship with his mother.

      While I thought I read everything on that god—at least within the classics books—I hadn’t touched this one yet. I made a mental note to pick it up tomorrow in the school library and typed out a quick reply back to Professor Lee, unable to stop myself.

      Professor Lee,

      It’s added to my TBR list! Thanks for the recommendation.

      Sincerely,

      Bria

      After scrunching my nose, I erased my sign-off, then typed the same exact words over again. I couldn’t decide if it was too formal or not formal enough. But he wasn’t formal at all in his email. Deciding not to overthink it, I hit Send and placed my phone facedown on my stomach, smiling stupidly to myself as I stared up at the ceiling.

      Here I was, a first-year college student, who declined attending a frat party in order to lie in her bed and get butterflies that her much older professor was emailing her this late at night. It was a damn fantasy that would never come true, a small act of good attention that I ached for.

      It wasn’t like I ever got that at home.

      Shutting off my bedside lamp, I closed my eyes and felt the phone vibrate against my stomach. I tilted the phone up slightly, so the brightness wouldn’t blind me, and shot up in the bed when I saw another email from Professor Lee.

      I think you’ll enjoy it. It’s one of my favorites.

      —Callum

      No Callum Lee this time. Just Callum.

      My stomach fluttered. I hugged the phone to my chest and smiled like a complete idiot at the ceiling, then shook my head and plugged my phone into the charger. I couldn’t be stupid. I was making something out of nothing, and if I didn’t control myself, that something was going to control me.

      Tomorrow, I’d thank Professor Lee for the recommendation again and get the book from the library. That would be it; I’d be done with the little crush I formed because I needed to study this semester. I had worked damn hard to find the money to attend college without the help from Mom or Dad. I couldn’t let it go to waste.
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      CALLUM

      “As promised”—I passed out sheets of paper with quiz questions on the front—“a five-question quiz about the assigned reading last night. For those of you who recently switched into my class, this quiz will have to be made up during office hours.”

      After a collective groan, the room became quiet, everyone taking out pens or pencils to complete the quiz as quickly as they could so they could leave. Bria answered the questions at lightning speed, like she was ready for it, and it made me smile. In all my years of teaching, I hadn’t found anyone as enthusiastic about this material as I was. But now … my mate was here.

      “When you’re finished, please drop your quizzes up front.”

      Once everyone began finishing up, Bria sat at her desk in the front row. From where I stood, I could tell that she had answered all the questions and even written an explanation for one. But she still didn’t get up. It was as if she was waiting for everyone else to leave first.

      And when Levi, the last person to finish, stood, she did too.

      “Bria …” Levi swung his backpack over his shoulder and smiled.

      My blood fucking boiled. This kid didn’t listen to a word I fucking said yesterday.

      “Enjoy your night in? Jasmine said you wanted to study instead of party. Kinda makes you seem like a lo-ser, if you ask me.”

      “Well, if you ask me, nobody cool sounds out the word loser anymore,” Bria said, gathering her notebooks and returning Levi’s smirk. “But I had a great time, thank you. I got some studying in and”—she glanced in my direction, looking right fucking at me watching her, blushed, then looked away—“I found my next good read.”

      “Who reads anymore? I don’t.”

      “And that’s why you failed my class last semester, Levi,” I interrupted, loathing the fucking way he stood so close to her. I wanted to rip her away, claim her. It hadn’t even been two days yet, and she was already driving me wild.

      Bria smiled and raised her brows at Levi. “Maybe you should be doing that instead of partying on a Monday night.”

      Levi shook his head, turned to me, and handed me his paper. “You know, I aced the quiz. One hundred percent. Check it out.”

      I glossed over the answers and raised my brows. “This is good, Levi. You’re off to a better start this year.” I gave him my best professor smile and continued the conversation through our mind link. “But if you don’t stop messing with Bria Benton, you won’t be.”

      Straightening his back, Levi gave us a tense smile and waved us off. “Well, I gotta get going. Don’t want to be late. See ya.” And with that, he was off, rushing up the aisle and out of the room.

      After Levi exited the room, leaving Bria and me alone again, she hiked her backpack onto her shoulder and handed me her quiz. “Here you go. I was stuck between two answers for question four, so I wrote a detailed description as to why I thought it was the answer I chose.”

      I took the quiz from her, my fingers brushing against her slender ones, and my wolf howled inside of me. The mere touch sent tingles up and down my arms, her scent becoming even more powerful somehow.

      “Mate. Claim mate.”

      After I glanced over her answers, a warmth spread throughout my chest. “Oh, Bria, you’ve gotten everything right, except …”

      “Except?” she asked with big eyes, staring down at the quiz and going over the questions and answers again. She looked to be one of those students who stayed up all hours of the night, studying for a simple five-question quiz, needing to get all the answers correct. “It’s question four, isn’t it?”

      “Your name.”

      She placed a hand over her heart and let out a breath, staring down at the empty line on the top of the sheet for her name. “Oh gosh …”

      “You could get points taken off for such a simple mistake.”

      “I wouldn’t be able to … to make those points up somehow?”

      My breath caught in the back of my throat, and I didn’t know if Bria really wanted extra credit or if she was flirting. All I knew was that my wolf was going wild for her right now. I needed more, a taste, something to calm him.

      “For you, Bria, there will be extra credit, but I don’t think you’ll be needing it.”

      Though I hoped she would.

      “What if I wanted it?” She gnawed on the inside of her cheek, then quickly followed up with, “You know, in case I fail a quiz or an exam or … something else. I just … I want to make sure that it’s an option for me.”

      Unable to stop myself, I grasped her chin and forced her to look me in the eye. “It will always be an option for you. I’ll have extra credit for whenever you need it. Discipline too.”

      “Discipline,” Bria whispered, shuffling her feet. “So, I, um …” She hugged the book to her chest and lingered at her desk. “I saw you running yesterday afternoon. Do you run every day around the quad?”

      “I do.” Lie.

      I never ran around the quad, but I did now. If Bria studied on the grass every afternoon like she had yesterday, I’d be running around this campus every day to see her. It was that or stalk her dorm room, which would definitely get me kicked out by the council.

      She became quiet, her thighs suddenly pressing together. “Good to know.”

      “You’re welcome to come with me sometime.”

      Fuck, why did I fucking say that? She’s my student, for Goddess’s sake.

      Instead of taking it back—because she wasn’t only my student, but she was my mate too—I leaned against the desk and patiently waited for her answer, my wolf growing restless inside of me every time she blushed.

      “God, no,” Bria said, eyes widening in surprise. She glanced up at me through her lashes. “I mean, it’s not that I don’t want to. I would love to run with you. I …” Her cheeks turned even redder, as if she thought she was digging herself an even bigger grave. But I couldn’t get enough of it. Eventually, she looked back down at her shoes. “I just hate running. Kinda with a passion.”

      “Hate running?” I asked, crossing my arms. “What do you do for exercise?”

      To my surprise, Bria looked me right in the eye with her cheeks still flushing and said, “Other things.” Her voice was filled with a tinge of sultriness, and I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about bending her right over my lap and punishing her for making me so fucking hard during class today.

      I inhaled the sweet scent of her salivating cunt.

      Goddess, Bria was going to fucking destroy me. One of these days, I wouldn’t be able to handle myself. I’d throw my office door open, pull her into the room, and claim her with everything I had, my teeth in her neck, my tongue on her pussy, my hands all over her body.

      After a few moments of silence, she smiled and pulled away. “Anyway, I should get going. I need to get to the library to pick up that book you suggested before my next class. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      “Don’t let mate leave.”

      “Wait,” I said, stuffing my hand into my bag, pulling out The Red Hammer, and handing it to her. “I had this copy lying around back home. Take it.”

      She stared at it with wide eyes. “Are you sure? I don’t want to take your personal copy.”

      “It’s fine. Just return it when you’re finished.” I collected the messed up stack of quizzes on my desk. “I hope you enjoy it.”
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      BRIA

      “How was Lee’s class?” Jasmine asked, lying on her stomach on the quad and staring at her phone, her unopened books in a pile beside her. She glanced up for a brief moment and wiggled her eyebrows. “Isn’t he, like, a god?”

      My lips curled into a small smile, and I turned the page of my book. Since I left class this morning, I hadn’t been able to put it down. It was about three hundred pages and forty sections long, but it was so good that I hadn’t done any of my actual homework yet.

      And I might’ve wanted Professor Lee to see me with it.

      Earlier in class … gosh, I didn’t know what got into me when I asked him about that extra credit. Both of us knew extra credit wasn’t what I was asking about, and he seemed to go along and even enjoyed the way I was speaking to him.






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/my-werewolf-professorv2-1.jpg
WEREWOLF
IJROFESSOR

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTH

EMILIA ROSE





