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BRETT POWERS

PASADENA, CALIFORNIA

 

“I can’t make it up, Richard.” I lean forward for my glass of scotch while he throws back his head and laughs.

“I mean, when I saw my mom and the priest walking toward the bathroom… Christ.” Shaking my head, I lean back in the leather chair.

My mentor stands and walks to his desk, retrieving a box of Cuban cigars. “Well, I’m happy for Jett.” He hands me one and steps over to open his French doors, which leads to his manicured backyard. Sunlight reflects off the pool, and the giant inflatable pink flamingo in it slowly glides to the edge.

“Diane is threatening to divorce me if I don’t open these doors when I enjoy the last of my vices.” He chuckles, walking back to his chair as the air conditioner clicks on.

“We can go outside.” I grin.

“Hell no, it’s too hot out.” He crosses his thin legs and reaches for the cigar cutter to swiftly slice off the end of his cigar, then hands it to me.

“Brett.” He sighs, absently looking out the doors as the warm air from the afternoon fills his office. “It’s no secret I’ve been tossing around the idea of retiring…” He glances at me as I hesitate, knowing where this is going but needing to hear it.

“I’m seventy-six years old.” He flicks on his black torch lighter and slowly spins the end on the flame until it glows nice and orange before he brings it to his lips and takes a small puff.

I lean back, stretching out my legs, waiting, letting him have this moment. Richard used to be a heavy smoker. After having a mild heart attack a couple of years ago, he’s switched his habit to expensive cigars. Smoke swirls out of his mouth, and he takes another puff, then tosses me the torch lighter.

“I’ve made my mark on the university. Gave up numerous things in my life to achieve where I am, and now…” His brown eyes turn to me as he points the cigar my way. “It’s your turn.”

I sit up and lean over to light the tip of my cigar. “I’m not going to lie and say I don’t want it.” With a smile, I place the fragrant tip in my mouth and take an easy puff, the earthy, citrusy taste swirling around as I let it escape, and look at him.

“You do understand that what I’m about to do will make you the youngest head dean in the school’s history?” He recrosses his legs.

“Yes.” My voice remains steady. This is what I have been working for, and being the youngest dean in the university’s history, yeah, that makes my cock hard.

“Jenners is going to cause a stink. He believes it should be his. Convince me that he’s wrong.”

My eyes narrow, and the edges of my lips curve up. “I don’t have to convince you, Richard. It’s pretty simple. I’m a genius. He’s not.”

Richard snorts. “You’re also arrogant and single.”

“Exactly. I have zero distractions because I’m married to my work. Might as well give me the title.” I grin, bringing the cigar back to my mouth.

“Brett, you need to know that we have started the vetting process. Is there anything I need to know? Being a chair and vice dean of the environmental engineering department and becoming the head dean of the school are completely different beasts. I can’t have this backfire on me. Dean Jenners is in his fifties. He’s married, his kids are grown. The trustee likes these things. But you getting the Nobel nomination has made you the frontrunner.” Richard watches me.

I shrug. “I’m an open book, Richard. And my work speaks for itself,” I say, looking him in the eye. This is not me being arrogant; this is fact. I’m way better equipped all around for the job, and Richard knows it, even without the Nobel nod. My age is the only thing holding him back. Thirty-eight is not unheard of, but very few have been appointed to a coveted position like this at my age.

Being a rising star professor at any Ivy League or prestigious private research university is huge, but being the dean of one of the top schools in the nation… well, let’s just say, my parents will have bragging rights.

“What about Professor Carter?” he says casually, not even looking at me while he focuses on the ash forming on the end of his cigar.

“She’s a colleague and a friend whom I’ve had a casual sexual relationship with,” I state slowly because I don’t lie. I might try to charm, but I don’t lie. Glancing over at their housekeeper, I notice she’s staring at me as she walks by with a load of laundry.

“Brett. This is where Jenners can make his case—”

“It’s not against the rules to date a colleague.” I interrupt because I refuse for someone as inconsequential as Skylar to be the reason I have to fight for this.

“It’s frowned upon, but no, it’s not against the rules, not like a student would be.” He spits out the student part like that would be the end of the world.

I shake my head. All of this is simply laughable and a non-issue. “You have nothing to worry about.” My teeth instinctively clamp down on the end of the cigar as I think about Skylar. I haven’t returned her calls and texts since I’ve been back. I thought I’d made it clear that we were not exclusive, and what we had has run its course, for fuck’s sake.

“Well, you might want to reiterate that to her. Apparently, she’s still holding on to hope, if her interview is any indication,” Richard says dryly.

I nod, setting down my cigar as I think how best to choose my words. This needs to be shut down, but I can’t let him know I’m aggravated. That implies guilt, and I have none. I lean forward, resting my elbows on my knees as my eyes drift around his office. It’s large with dark-wood paneling covering the side wall. His giant wood desk and dark, cherry-stained leather chairs give it that old-money feel. Not my taste, but I don’t have to live here.

“Professor Carter is in another department, but she’s up for tenure herself this year, so…” His meaning is clear.

“I will make sure there’s no confusion,” I grumble. I’m the foremost expert in my field, so having to deal with Skylar, a woman I had sex with maybe a handful of times, is a waste of my time. But I also don’t need her causing problems.

“Excellent. At the end of the semester, if all goes the way it should…” He stands, placing his cigar in his large crystal ashtray. “It’s an honor to shake the hand of the newly minted dean of the whole engineering school at California University.” He holds out his weathered hand to me, and I stand. “Congratulations, son. I see great things for you. Please don’t disappoint.” His voice is strong, but his hand slightly shakes.

Adrenaline rushes to my head as I reach out to clasp his, mine steady and sure. “Thank you, Richard. You have nothing to worry about. I never disappoint.”
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ALEXANDREA

 

Preparing to knock on my sister’s door, I sigh deeply and straighten my shoulders. God, I feel like I’m Anna in Frozen standing outside Elsa’s door. I have to stop myself from humming “Do You Want to Build a Snowman?”

“Just knock,” I whisper and gently tap on her door, fighting the need to bolt.

Nothing.

I put my ear to the door like that will do anything. Jesus, what is she doing? I mean, I haven’t seen her since last night when she breezed past me, not even responding to my cheerful, “Hi, how was your day?”

“Skylar?” I knock a little harder. “You oka—”

“What?” The voice makes me jump back as I almost give in to my need to run. This is, without a doubt, the most uncomfortable week of my life. All my hopes and dreams about moving to beautiful Southern California to attend CAU and bond with my sister are pretty much gone.

The truth is, I’m starting to wonder if she’s not unstable. From the moment I pulled into town with my car stuffed with all my belongings, she’s been, well… a bitch.

“I was wondering if I could maybe get a ride with you this morning since it’s the first day, and I…” Her door swings open as I back up. God, stop cowering. She can’t be all that bad.

When she stands in dark slacks and a cute, ruffled sleeveless white top, her makeup perfect aside from her puffy eyes, I plaster on a big smile. A wave of compassion flows over me. Maybe she’s sad, heartbroken. That’s probably why she’s looking at me like I’m an annoyance. She just got dumped. Yes, she was in a serious relationship and had her heart broken. That would explain this terrible behavior.

I almost reach out to touch her arm, but she snaps, “Why? What’s wrong with your car?” She walks around me, and my nose twitches at her perfume.

“Oh, I… hold on a second.” I turn and sneeze. For some reason, my allergies act up around her.

“Sorry.” I sniff, my eyes watering as I try to fight back the next sneeze. “I just thought we could carpool, maybe talk, save gas…” I hold up my hand and turn my head to sneeze again.

“No. And if you’re sick, stay away from me. I have way too much going on to risk catching whatever plague you’ve brought with you from Ohio.” Her glossed-up lip curls, and she shakes her head as if Ohio is a dirty word or something. Annnd, there goes my compassion as I watch her proceed to the kitchen, heels clicking on the hardwood floors.

“Unbelievable,” I whisper. So what if she’s nursing a broken heart? She’s vicious. God, I’m nothing but nice. Turning, I march straight to the bathroom for a tissue. That, and I need to get away from her bad energy.

All right, this is it. I’ve bent over backward to make some sort of connection with her. That stops today. Clearly, it’s unwanted.

All she does is work, or stay locked in her bedroom or the bathroom crying. At first, I just thought she was upset that our dad was making her take me in. But, come on, this is like a whole ’nother level. I’m also the best roommate ever. I keep to myself and try to give her space and privacy. It’s not my fault this house is small and I can hear her crying and talking to herself.

God, the only reason I even thought I’d try asking for a ride is because my car is broken. I blow my nose again and toss the tissue in the trash as I look around and weigh my options. I don’t have much because my car is freakin’ broken, and from what little I know, you absolutely need a car in LA. I glance at myself in the mirror and straighten my ponytail. I’m already nervous and excited about today. Why does she have to be such a dick? I mean, she’s a professor at the university, for God’s sake. This is ridiculous…

“Make sure you lock the door, Alex.” Her snippy voice alerts me that she is, in fact, leaving, and if I don’t somehow get in her car, I’m gonna be screwed on my first day.

“Wait, Skylar.” I run out, only to see her backing out of her tiny garage. Unless I want to throw myself onto the hood of her Mercedes, I need to face the fact that it’s too late.

“Fuck,” I scream, not caring that the neighbor’s dog runs down their steps to bark at me.

Skylar lives in a super cute neighborhood in Santa Monica, where most of the houses on her street are still small and were built in the 1950s. Sure, there are the McMansions down the road, but for the most part, this street is mostly singles or old couples.

“Oh shush, Walter,” I snap at the dog that’s now growling at me through the white wooden fence that separates our yards. Walking back into the house, I slam the door with so much force the windows shake. Then I flop down on her couch and look at my watch: 7:15 a.m. My first class isn’t until nine o’clock. Do I chance taking my car? I mean, it’s just down PCH. It should be fine, right? I bite my bottom lip, lean back, and cover my face with my hands. This is just not how I visualized my first day going.

I should have known something was weird when my dad called me into his office the night before I left. I thought he’d tell me how much he’d miss me. Instead, he went on and on about how my sister was difficult. That I was a smart girl, and he was confident I could make it work. See, Skylar is from his first marriage. She’s fifteen years older than me and clearly lives way beyond her means, which is why I’m being forced to live here. Our dad already pays for most of the rent. Why get me an apartment when Skylar has an extra bedroom?

Yet she’s done absolutely everything to make me feel unwanted. The other day she told me to separate all the food in the refrigerator, that she was going to bill our dad extra since I keep eating her food. I had one peanut butter and jelly sandwich. It took all I had to stay quiet.

“Oh God,” I groan. My car breaking down was a sign, a foreshadowing. As soon as that check engine light came on, I should have stopped, called my dad, and gotten it fixed. Instead, I ignored it and kept driving, hoping it would turn off. It didn’t, and by the time I pulled into Skylar’s garage it had started making noises. To be honest, I was just so relieved I made it, I blocked it out of my mind until I tried to drive around a couple of days ago.

My phone on her kitchen island starts vibrating. I stand to get it.

“Kill me,” I plead into the phone as my twin brother, Jude, laughs.

“Why? What’s wrong now?” His upbeat voice bugs me at the moment.

“Everything. I’ve been texting you,” I grumble into the phone and grab a mug out of the cabinet. Might as well have some of Skylar’s coffee while I decide what to do.

“Alex, I’ve been at practice nonstop. College ball is a bit different than high school.” I hear laughter in the background, and all of a sudden, I’m homesick. Maybe packing up and moving across the country wasn’t a good idea.

“Where are you?” I take a sip of the hot coffee, not even caring when I burn my tongue. With the way this day is starting off, if that’s the last crappy thing that happens, I’ll be thrilled.

“At a frat house… Dude, I’m on the phone… Tell her I’ll be right there,” my brother yells at someone. I lean against the counter, wondering why Jude is always so lucky.

“Alex, you okay?”

“No, I’m not okay. My car is broken, and Skylar is just…” I take a deep breath.

“A bitch? Cunt? Go ahead. It’s okay to say it if it’s true.” He laughs again.

“Jude, you cannot call a woman the c-word, and you know it,” I grumble, taking another sip of coffee.

“Wait, what happened to your car? Did you tell Dad?” Jude’s voice cuts in and out. Clearly, the reception is not great where he’s at.

“The check engine light is on. I thought maybe it just needed oil, but I put some in and it’s still jerking and making that horrible noise. What do I do? I need to be in class in an hour,” I snap.

“Alex, you need to tell Dad—”

“I can’t tell Dad. He’ll freak, and I really want to save my misery card so that I can hopefully talk him into letting me move out. If he has to fix my Honda, that’s it. I’m stuck here with Skylar.”

“Ignore Skylar. She’s only jealous because you look better than her.” Jude laughs again at something or someone. I shake my head as I set my mug down to spy out the window at a couple of gardeners taking their lawnmower and blower out of their truck.

“You haven’t seen her in a while.” I snort. “I think she got her nose done. She looks really beautiful, Jude. So it’s not a jealousy thing. It’s more like she’s so self-centered that she thinks I’m beneath her or something. I don’t know, it’s hard to explain.” Turning, I dump my coffee into the sink, then reach for a banana. Screw it, I’m starving.

“Just get an Uber. Here, I’ll send you sixty bucks on Apple Pay,” he says. “Look, you wanted to go to the West Coast so bad. You worked your ass off to get into that fucking entitled school. You should pack your shit and go to Ohio State with me. It’s time you let loose and had some fun.”

“You got a full scholarship to play football, Jude,” I remind him, rolling my eyes as I quickly eat the banana, trying not to let it sting that he’s right—my whole life I’ve been “good.” God, I hope that’s not what happened to Skylar. She spent all her life being perfect, and now she’s insane. I mean, look at her house—it’s immaculate, but there’s a sadness, like it wants to be used. Hardwood floors gleam, and the sweet smell of potpourri drifts through the place. It has two bedrooms and a great yard; the only drawback is the one bathroom. But at least it’s a decent size with an old clawfoot tub.

“Alex? You still there?” My brother’s voice makes me focus on the now, and how I wish I was him at the moment. Jude’s not only smart, but he’s also athletic. Things seem to come easy for him. Again, that bugs me.

I pop the last bite of the banana in my mouth, toss the peel into her stainless steel trash can, and like a paranoid weirdo, reach for some paper towels to toss on top of it.

“Yeah, I’m still here,” I mumble, my mouth still full while I try to swallow. “I’m literally hiding a banana peel. I wouldn’t put it past her to have a nanny cam watching me.” Turning, I wash my hands in the sink.

“What are you hiding? You’re breaking up. Look I’ve gotta roll. Text me later.” He hangs up before I even have a chance to complain more.

“Perfect,” I mutter into the now-disconnected phone propped between my chin and shoulder as I finish washing my hands.

And I’m back to being alone. I hate that. Maybe it’s a twin thing, but it’s something I struggle with all the time. What if Jude’s right, and I should have stayed in Ohio and gone to the state university like him?

“Just stop,” I whisper, running my hands up and down my black jeans. I deserve this. When all my friends were doing the minimum so they could have fun, I was studying or volunteering because that’s who I am. Getting into CAU was my dream come true, and I’m not about to let a couple of bad days and a bitchy sibling make me pack up and leave.

My phone dings and I look down to see a text from Jude. It’s that stupid GIF of Kim Kardashian tossing money. Then sixty dollars shows up from Apple Pay, which I instantly deposit, then order an Uber.

This is crazy. I don’t have money to Uber back and forth to school every day. I’m either gonna have to call my dad, or figure something else out, but right now I need to get there and get day one over with.

Closing my eyes, I take a deep, calming inhale and exhale. Everything is fine, fantastic really. It’s been a little bumpy lately, but that’s to be expected in a new environment.

Just get to school, Alex, and find your classes. Everything else will fall into place. What more can go wrong?
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BRETT

 

“Fuck, Misty, you can suck a cock,” I hiss, looking down at the blond head of the woman currently deep throating me. Her big, tan fake tits push out of her sports bra. I twist one of her nipples, my other hand tightening on the back of her hair.

“You gonna swallow this morning.” It’s not a question because I know she’ll swallow. With a grunt, I let go, shooting my load straight down her throat. She gags but takes it all like the pro she is. Jerking her head off me, I grin while she licks her lips like a cat who just drank some cream. Standing, she reaches to pull off her black leggings, but I slap her ass.

“Not today, Mist. First day of classes.” I flash her a grin.

She freezes midjerk to straighten, giving me a prime view of her toned body and fully waxed pussy.

“But I’ll be quick.” She pouts, her fingers trailing up and down her well-toned abs.

“Can’t. But feel free to take care of yourself while I shower,” I say over my shoulder, jerking my sweaty T-shirt off. We had just finished our morning run on the beach when Misty attacked my cock.

Literally.

Hank, her eighty-six-year-old husband, is at his dermatologist appointment, getting another laser treatment so his old face can look even more waxy.

Who am I to say no to her? It wouldn’t be friendly, or neighborly for that matter. When she flounces onto my dark-green couch, I smirk.

“You’re lucky you have a giant cock and are pretty,” she huffs as she shimmies out of her leggings and promptly starts to rub her clit. Her loud porn star moans make me smile as I walk into my bathroom to start the shower.

Misty’s been my neighbor, and sometimes workout partner, for years. We hook up when I don’t have someone in my life. She was a huge porn star in her early twenties; then she met and married her current husband Hank, retired, and moved to Malibu to be a trophy wife.

Hank can’t get it up anymore. Misty is fun and no drama. That, and she can take my giant cock and deep throat it.

I don’t bother turning on the hot water—I take cold showers to keep my mind and body sharp—and soap myself up as I go over my day. I have the welcome back breakfast meeting for the engineering school, where one-hundred-and-fifty of my colleagues and staff will listen to the same shit we hear every year. I’ll stop by, smile, nod, grab a cup of coffee, and leave.

Next, I need to make a quick syllabus for this Engineering 101 class I said I’d cover. Jamie Knight just had a baby and is on maternity leave, so I said I’d help out. It’ll be good for me, keep me on my toes since I taught only one freshman class last year.

I shut off my shower and step out, grabbing my towel to dry quickly. I don’t hear Misty, so I assume she left. This is why we’ve stayed friends for so long. She wants nothing from me, well, besides my dick. We both get off with no strings attached.

Rubbing the towel back and forth on my wet hair, I toss it in the corner.

Walking into my bedroom and grabbing a pair of dark jeans, I pull them on and look out at my ocean view. I inherited this house from my grandparents. Well, both Jett and I did, but since he’s a multimillionaire, I got it.

It’s prime property on the ocean in Malibu. I could never afford anything close to this on my salary, and over time, I’m slowly remodeling it. This summer, I spent the break making it completely solar, even replacing the entire front of my house with energy-efficient windows. Now, when you walk in, you’re greeted with nothing but the sky and ocean for as far as you can see.

The house is my pride, my joy, and pretty much my baby. I pull a dress shirt off a hanger and walk out to the kitchen for my phone. I know a lot of deans like that old feel of corduroy and a tweed blazer, but that’s not me. I don’t even wear a suit unless I’m forced to wear one.

Turning off sleep mode, I move to my refrigerator for some orange juice, checking the traffic on PCH. It’s crap as usual, so I’ll take my bike—it needs to stretch its legs, so to speak, anyway.

“Jesus.” I sigh and frown at the text from Skylar.

SKYLAR: Want to grab lunch?

Taking another quick swig, I glance at the five, no six, texts from her earlier. They range from questions about my trip to what kind of wine did we drink on our first date.

I don’t bother responding or reading the rest, and pocket my phone. I should have known better. This is my fault. But what part of it’s over is she not comprehending? It’s been almost a month. When I was in Spain, I was lulled into thinking she’d moved on, since her calls and incessant texts had slowed.

Clearly, we’re not going back to our former friendly banter. Who am I kidding? Much like all my relationships, as soon as I put my dick in, the friend thing goes out the window.

Women can’t seem to understand I’m not boyfriend material. And it’s not like I lie to them or lead them on. I’m nothing but honest.

I. Don’t. Want. A. Relationship. Pretty simple. I don’t have time for one, and honestly, no one holds my interest mentally or physically for more than a month or so anyway. And they all say the same thing: Don’t worry, we’re on the same page. Then I fuck them, and that page changes.

With a shake of my head, I jerk on my shoes, grab my bag full of work stuff, and suit up for the ride. Trying to shrug off an incoming headache thanks to Skylar and her drama, I lock my door. Good thing Misty blew me. It’s left me with a small amount of calm and patience.

Heading to my Suzuki Hayabusa, I take a breath and look around. The morning mist is burning off, I’m getting ready for a new semester, and life is good. All this other shit is just dribble and will work itself out as I straddle my baby and start her up. An instant buzz of adrenaline flows through my veins as I twist the throttle and gun the bike out of my garage and onto PCH.

I should obey the law and wear a helmet. Not today, though. Leaning forward, I grin, my dick getting hard with the vibration of the bike. Shifting, I increase my speed, swerving in and out of the lanes as the ocean breeze whips my face.

I need this. Even if I get pulled over, I’ll accept the consequences. Because right now I crave the rush, the feeling that I’m completely alive. A shrink would say I’m an adrenaline junkie, and that would be right.

I do push myself.

I do get off on things that might scare others.

It’s how I’m wired. It drives me to want more, be more. It’s how I succeed. Pushing boundaries, living on the edge, that’s what turns me on.
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ALEXANDREA

 

I want to cry, but I can’t. I’m frantically running down the hall, trying to make it, yet I know I’m out of time. I’m late.

Late.

It’s like a foreign word to me. I’m never late. I’m always the early one. But the Uber driver showed up fifteen minutes behind schedule, and we hit morning traffic on PCH. All that was still bearable. I didn’t completely lose it and panic until I lugged my hefty, overpacked backpack out of the car, only to be reminded of the sheer magnitude of this campus.

It’s huge.

And gorgeous, with enormous white Spanish villas, and lots of smaller buildings wrapped around picturesque green lawns, almost like a giant square. Palm trees sway with the ocean breeze as I take in the center courtyard. White rocks with red and purple flowers form the famous CAU logo. Flags for the state of California, CAU, and the United States slam home that this is one of the oldest, most prestigious private universities on the West Coast.

My parents came with me last year for the tour, but I don’t it remember it being this awe- inspiring. Originally, I’d planned to visit the campus on Friday to walk around and become a little more familiar with it so I could avoid what I’m doing right now.

“Stupid car,” I hiss under my breath. I can’t think about that right now. I’ll freak out later. Right now, please God, let this be the right room.

I look at my schedule on my phone, then up at the room number. This is it. I swing the door open, glancing at the time on the phone. Twelve minutes late. That’s not too bad. I mean, it’s the first day and all. Hopefully, class hasn’t even started.

“How can our earth, with a projected population of nine-billion people by 2050, still allow us to maintain our desired high quality of life…” The deep, growly voice makes me freeze, and my whole body tingles.

Oh dear God. The entire class stares at me along with the owner of that gravelly voice. Sniffing, I straighten my back, quickly move to a long table close to the back, and flop down, my backpack hitting the ground in the quiet room with a thud and tipping over.

“Jesus,” I hiss, feeling my cheeks heat like I’ve just come out of the sun and didn’t wear protection.

Just start talking, please… Why isn’t the professor talking? I look up and hear it before I see it.

“No, no…” I whisper, watching in horror as my Aquafina water bottle, that apparently fell out of the side pocket, slowly rolls across the classroom floor toward that growly voice.

Blinking, I stare at what might be the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. This can’t be the professor. I thought it was a woman. Jamie Knight… Professor Knight. My brain is already operating on slow motion, or maybe I’m in protection mode because why am I just sitting here like an idiot while my water bottle rolls and crackles as it makes its way toward him?

My eyes dart to the guy to my left who’s leaning back, smirking and shaking his head. I need to move, do something… anything, but instead I stare in misery as that god of a man squats down, his dark jeans hugging his thighs, and picks it up.

And I die.

I take in the full effect of him. He’s not only tall, but he’s also got thick, dark hair that seems to curl in only the perfect spots, like around his ears. A jawline that makes Brad Pitt’s look weak, and his eyes… his eyes have me frozen in place.

Deep blue, like an ocean, almost turquoise in color, I think. Oh fuck, he can’t be walking over to me… No.

“This is a perfect example as to why we are all in the situation we’re in.” He holds up my water bottle, stopping in front of me.

Dead. Just kill me now because whatever is happening is making me feverish and slightly lightheaded.

“As much as big corporate companies say they’re trying, the truth is… they’re not.” The room snickers as I look around—then my eyes dart back to him.

He stands, staring down at me, his full lips in a smirk as he holds out the dreaded bottle of Aquafina for me to take. And if I thought I was mortified before, I’ve now reached a new level of humiliation. How long has he been holding my bottle out to me?

“I’m so sorry.” I reach for it, only to gasp when our fingers touch, and an electric shock zaps us. The class laughs as Professor Knight frowns, his eyes narrowing on me.

“Name?” His voice… Jesus, am I sweating?

“Alexandrea,” I croak, bringing the water bottle to my chest as if that can protect me from this attraction I have to this man.

“Class starts at nine o’clock. If you can’t make it on time, and by that, I mean early, don’t bother continuing with this class. My office hours are at eight o’clock. If any of you need to meet with me, my door is always open.” His eyes hold mine, then shift as he looks around the classroom. The heat from his body almost burns into mine.

“How many of you, like Alexandrea, have a plastic water bottle in your backpacks?” He walks away, and I take a breath—I really am getting lightheaded. Looking down, I see my arms are covered in goose bumps. What is wrong with me? The way my name sounded on his lips, I’m almost shivering…

“You okay?” the guy to my right leans over, whispering.

Reaching down to heave my backpack onto the back of the chair, I nod.

“Hey, don’t let Dean Powers upset you.” I slowly turn to look at him. He’s cute enough. Blond hair with stylish black glasses. My eyes dart back to Professor Knight, wait, did he say Dean Powers?

“That’s not Professor Knight?” I whisper, motioning with my head as I bring out my laptop.

“Um, no.” He chuckles, moving closer to whisper, “Professor Knight is on maternity leave…” He freezes as the room is silent again.

No, please, just no. I close my eyes because I can’t look. I know the hot professor is staring at us. I can feel it.

The guy clears his voice and sits up straighter, when all I want to do is slide down the chair and dissolve into the floor. Again, snickers fill my ears. I bite my lower lip and stare back at my fellow students, their faces showing nothing but happiness at my pain. What the hell is happening?

Why? Why did this stupid guy talk to me? And why did I talk back? What was I thinking? I’m the good student in class. I listen, take notes… and I don’t chitchat.

Screw this, so the professor is rather distractingly gorgeous, and yes, I was a little late. But I’m still a person, and my tuition pays his salary… I plaster on what I’m hoping is a confident look, turning slightly so I can give him my undivided attention.

Blue fire stares back at me, and my pulse leaps to my throat. Holy shit, my pussy instantly throbs and is becoming wet. I shift uncomfortably.

He looks bored, kind of. I mean, his tone is, but his eyes… they go from me to the poor guy next to me, then back to me, and he speaks again.

“In this class, I will expect you to rethink things. Open your minds. You are the future. Fix our systems. Examples: production and consumption of food, air, energy…” I can’t look away. He’s mesmerizing as he leans against his desk, weaving a spell on us. Somehow, my fingers touch my keyboard, trying to keep up with his thoughts as they spill from his full lips.

Jesus, he’s not only beautiful, but he’s also brilliant. And for the first time in my life, I want something.

Him.

I want Dean Powers. I know it can’t happen… but what would it be like to have him want me back? Have that kind of intensity unleashed on me?

“Okay, that’s it for today.” I’m jolted out of my fantasy world and back to the reality of the classroom as everyone packs up.

“I’m Jordan.” The chitchat guy stands and smiles.

“I’m Alex.” I shove my laptop into my backpack as he waits to the side for me, students laughing and walking past.

“You need a hand?” He moves to help me sling my backpack onto my shoulder.

“Oh, thanks.” I smile.

“Office hours start at eight o’clock, or you can email me with any questions.” Dean Powers smiles as he picks up his phone from his desk.

“Alexandrea, a word please.” And my heart, which was already pounding, skips. Nodding, I walk toward him.

“You can go, Jordan,” he says, not even looking up from his phone.

Taking a few deep breaths, I try to calm myself. The last thing I need is to humiliate myself more than I already have.

When he looks up from his phone, the world stops, and I know two things. One: I need to drop this class because it’s not healthy to lust over a professor.

Two… does it really matter what two is?
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“Alexandrea, a word please,” I say absently and pick up my phone. Though I barely look at all the text messages, I need something to distract me.

Fuck, I haven’t had this type of attraction since middle school. The moment my classroom door opened and this latecomer, this Alexandrea, stepped in, her breasts pushed forward, nipples hard in her white T-shirt as she tried to catch her breath. Her big cat eyes so alert as she took her seat. But it wasn’t until I stood next to her, felt that electricity—as if she’d been sleepwalking up until now, and fate decided I should wake her up.

Back in the present, I acknowledge that a) it can’t happen and b) Christ, my cock is hard. I grit my teeth, knowing Jordan is going to wait for her.

I would.

“You can go, Jordan.” Refusing to look up at him, I hear him leave. I had him last year in my Engineering for Humanity class. He’s smart and enthusiastic, but he’s sniffing around someone who is out of his league. I set my phone down and cross my arms while I wait for her.

Jesus Christ, the closer she gets, the harder my cock becomes. She’s stunning, but that doesn’t matter to me. I love all women. This one, though…

“You wanted to see me?” Her voice rasps slightly.

My eyes peruse her face. “Yeah.” I turn and motion to my laptop. “What’s your major?” Her eyes widen, and I notice the gold circle around her deep green irises.

“I’m undecided.” She straightens her shoulders, and her long ponytail sways from side to side.

I nod as she nervously licks her puffy lips. Plump and perfect to suck on. At first, I thought she had shit injected into them. But no. Alexandrea, it seems, has good genes. Her skin is like peaches and cream, void of any cosmetics. My eyes drift down to her breasts, which strain against her T-shirt, rising and falling with her quick pants.

She feels it.

Her nipples harden as I lift my gaze, and we connect. This cannot happen. She needs to go. I’m not one for denying myself, so I need her out of my sphere, especially now, with everyone watching me.

“This is an engineering class for students who desire to become engineers. That’s not you, is it?” My voice is harsh, and her green eyes flash with shock.

Taking a step closer to me, she holds up her hands. “Yes, it is. I may not have actually declared it as a major, but Professor—”

“Dean,” I correct her. Her scent invades me. Fucking coconut, like a warm day at the beach, where, out of nowhere, the ocean breeze entices you with that scent.

I want to take my tongue and lick her…

“Dean Powers, to you. I don’t think this class is the right fit for you.” My tone remains tight, dismissive. “I wish you the best of luck.”

I step around the table to gain some much-needed space. Christ, it’s a good thing my shirt is not tucked in.

“Oh.” Her lips form a perfect O, and all I can think of is grabbing the back of her hair tight as she drops to her knees and I shove my cock deep into that O.

“You can go,” I hiss at her stunned face.

Spinning on her tennis shoes, she moves to the exit, and I watch her ass in her tight jeans leave, the door slamming with finality.

“Perfect,” I say under my breath and pack my laptop into my bag, wondering if I should go to my office and jerk myself off, release some poisons, even though not more than three hours ago I shot my wad down Misty’s throat.

I’m wound up. I’ve never had this kind of instant attraction to a woman, much less a student.

Ever.

I’m sure it’s mostly because I can’t have her. That must be what’s making me detour from my lab, where I have a full day of meetings and calls, to my office. This won’t take long. A couple of fast, hard jerks, and all this blue balling will be gone.

Maybe this weekend I’ll take my dirt bike out into the desert and race? Too bad Jett is on his honeymoon. My brother is always fun to compete against.

I round the corner only to see Skylar standing next to my office door, and I almost laugh, because are you fucking kidding me? All I want to do is close my eyes and see long brown hair and red lips while I fucking stroke my cock.

Not her.

“Skylar.” I nod, inserting my key.

“Congratulations, Head Dean Powers,” she purrs as I swing the door open and turn to look at her. She’s the opposite of what I want right now. Nothing about her pretty face does anything for me. In fact, my erection deflates.

“Thanks. I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I gripe, pissed that she’s standing here, smiling with her red lips and way-too-made-up face.

“Brett, it’s me. You know I know about you getting the head dean position. You don’t have to pretend with me.” She bats her blue eyes, and I almost laugh. Instead, I walk in, turning on my lights.

“O-kay, clearly you don’t want to talk about it.” She walks behind me, and my nose twitches at her perfume. It’s not that it’s repulsive; it’s that I’m being unreasonable and want coconuts and warm beaches, not flowers and patchouli.

“Are you mad at me?” she whines as I dump my bag on the large wooden desk.

“No, why would I be?”

“You’re acting… different.” She bites her lower lip, a strand of blond hair falling over one shoulder.

“Skylar, I’m no different than I’ve ever been. This is me. I never lied to you.” My voice remains flat, monotone, as if I have a thousand other things to do than speak to her. I cross my arms, waiting.

She sighs and looks up at the ceiling, then back at me. “I know. I’m sorry. That’s kind of why I stopped by. I wanted you to know I’ve had some personal issues lately, and I guess I probably drank a little too much wine…” She takes a step closer as I stare at her, realizing I don’t even care enough to confront her about all the incessant texts and voicemail messages.

“I’m late.” I nod and move around to my desk, hoping she has enough sense to fucking leave.

She doesn’t. Of course, she doesn’t.

“Wait, Brett, I value our friendship more than anything else…” Her voice drifts off, and I can’t look at her. Nodding, I open my drawer for a pad of paper and toss it in my bag, giving up on masturbating.

I move toward the door and turn toward her. “Friends works for me.” With a smile, I cock my head at her, waiting for her to move.

“Good.” She smiles. “I guess I’ll see you around then.”

“Yep.” I clench and unclench my jaw as she moves at a snail’s pace. Can she drag this out more? Now that I won’t be jerking myself off, I’m in complete work mode. I need to get ready for my call to New York.

“Are you going to the fundraiser tonight?” Her hand absently touches my chest as she passes. Shit. I had forgotten about that. Now that I am the head dean, I have to go, and she knows it.

“Yes, thank you for reminding me.” I lean forward to lock my office door.

“Well then, see you tonight.” She reaches up to tap my nose, and before I can even respond, she’s walking down the hall toward the exit.

What the fuck is happening today? Christ, I shake my head as I walk in the other direction toward the stairs, taking them two at a time.

Skylar has made us way more than we ever were. Visions of plump lips, a sassy brown ponytail, and an ass that makes me want to bite and suck on it invade my thoughts. The scent of coconut wraps around us as I jerk her hair back so I can come on her face…

Yeah, she needs to go. She’s already occupied way too much of my thoughts as I enter my lab.

“Dean Powers, I was just texting you. Professor Weston from Stanford has called three times…” Josh, my top student and aide, can’t help but hide his glee at this.

“Is everything ready for the eleven o’clock meeting with New York?” I demand, going to work, pushing all thoughts of Alexandrea and anything but my job out of my head.
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I’ve never wanted a day to be over more than this one. Not that it was all bad. In fact, if my first class hadn’t been so mortifying, I’d actually be excited. As it is, I’m exhausted and want to crawl into bed, listen to some music, and figure out what the hell I’m doing.

But first, I need to get home. The thought of calling another Uber and wasting more money that I don’t have makes my anxiety go up a notch.

Heaving my backpack to my other shoulder, I watch a couple of guys get off those electric scooters. These particular ones I’ve seen all over campus, are called Lime…

“Hey, excuse me.” I walk over to the guys who stop talking to stare at me.

“Are these things easy to use?” I point at the scooter thing, looking at the handles that kind of remind me of a motorcycle. Not that I’ve ever been on one, but it looks more difficult than I originally thought.

“Yeah, all you need to do is download the app,” the taller of the two guys says.

“Okay.” I look at the scooter. This might be my answer. I mean, Santa Monica is just down PCH. How hard can this be?

“And you can just take it everywhere?” I pull out my phone and scan the barcode for the app.

“Well, you can’t go on the freeway, but yeah, cheap as shit. You need help?” He smiles and moves closer as I type, creating an account.

“No, I’ve got it, but thanks.” I smile, only to frown when he moves closer and his friend snickers and walks away.

“What’s your name?” The guy gets so close I can smell that he had garlic for lunch. And I’m done with all men today.

“Look, I don’t want to be rude, but all I asked was if these things were easy to use,” I snap, then feel like a complete ass when his smile fades, and he holds up his hands like I have a gun pointed at him.

“Wow, I was just trying to help.” He shoves the scooter at me. “Bitch,” he mumbles, and I almost drop my phone to catch it since it’s heavier than expected. The jerk runs after his friend.

On a deep inhale, I close my eyes and exhale slowly. I’m letting all this stress get to me.

“You can do this, Alex,” I say under my breath, looking at the many scooters parked in a row.

Again, a wave of homesickness floods over me. I miss my brother. He’d be making me laugh, saying this is not a good idea, but supporting my decision anyway.

Stop lying, Alex.

Okay, he’d freak and say I’m going to break my neck and to take an Uber. Then I’d suck it up and call our dad.

My teeth gently nip at my lower lip, and I look back at this scooter thing. Come on, this has to be a piece of cake. Everyone rides one.

I’m doing this.

I’m not calling my dad. And I’m also not getting bullied into dropping a class. Dean Powers will have to deal with me not being an engineering major.

There. All my anxiety is taken care of. I finish creating my account, then watch a quick video on how to ride it. Looks simple enough.

Clearing my throat, I walk over to a different e-scooter than the one the jerk shoved at me, scan the QR code, and like magic, it unlocks.

This has to be like skateboarding, only easier, I assure myself, trying not to remember the reason I stopped skateboarding. I’m still traumatized at the memory of having my dislocated shoulder popped back into place.

Puffing out some air, I put the other arm strap on so my backpack is ready and sweep the kickstand like the cartoon character did on the video… and nothing.

“What the–?” I jerk it as it moves forward, and the kickstand goes up. “Oh, thank God…” With a quick glance around, I hope no one was watching all this. Thankfully, I appear not to be of interest as I try to remember what’s next. The thing on the throttle says, Kick, Press, Go.

“Fantastic,” I mumble and push it. It instantly jerks forward. Holy shit, it works. My heart pounds with nervous excitement. This machine is my independence. It’s also good for the environment and cheap, win-win.

I swerve around a couple, ignoring them as they yell at me. I might need a little practice, but I’m doing great for a beginner. Just me and the e-scooter, and the wide open road.

“Okay,” I whisper, glancing at the bunch of cars behind me as I cautiously jerk forward and stop at the light. I think I need to stick to the bike lane, and smoothly turn when the light turns green. If I can do that, there should be no problems the rest of the way to Santa Monica.

Jesus, my hands are sweating and kind of aching as I try to relax my grip. Just focus, stay calm, and relax, I chant over and over as the car to my right speeds past me, alerting me that the light is now green, and green means go.

“Don’t panic, just look straight ahead,” I whisper as I push the throttle and move forward, slowly turning. Now that I’m actually on the road, I’m not seeing anything but cars. Just stay in the bike lane. I clutch the handlebars, trying to swallow and not scream as cars fly by me. A loud honk makes me instinctively jerk to the right as an SUV driver flips me off as they pull out of a parking lot.

“Oh my God,” I scream because I’m not in the bike lane, and all I can hear are horns and people yelling. This is how I die. I tried to save money, and I’m going to be run over.

“Get off the road.” A car jerks around me, pulling out into the lane intended for oncoming traffic except for a small window where it’s clear.

“Over that way.” A guy points.

Trying not to look, I jerk my head. But now cars are passing me on the other side, so I can’t do anything but go straight and pray I don’t crash or get plowed into.

“You fucking idiot,” he screams, then guns it forward.

Hot tears spill down my cheeks. I’m clinging to the handlebars. My knees feel like they’re about to buckle, and I’m trying to block out the fact that I’m literally in the middle lane on Pacific Coast Highway with what feels and sounds like hundreds of vehicles honking, their drivers screaming terrible things at me.

“I’m going to die.” Because now it’s just a steady flow of cars. They’re going around me on both sides of the highway…

“Alexandrea.” The warmth of the motorcycle and his strong voice makes me wonder if I’ve lost my mind. Like am I conjuring him up as though it’s my last dying wish?

“Listen to me. I need you to follow everything I say.” His voice is calm and strong. I guess I’m not dead because I can hear him… and I’m about ready to throw up.

“Help me,” I scream, turning to look at him, but his voice stops me as my body instinctively obeys.

“Do not look at me. I need you to stay focused. Don’t take your eyes off the road. Follow my lead, and I’ll get you to safety,” he yells, and suddenly, I’m sweating even more.

“That’s it, Alex, nice and easy. Stay with me.” His voice is like a caress, like a security blanket wrapping around my tired limbs as I maneuver the scooter to the right.

My eyes remain glued to the shiny black bike and Dean Powers’s thigh. He holds up his hand to the traffic and, as though he were a god, all the horns and vehicles seem to obey and stop.

I can’t breathe. I can barely see, but I can feel him as I maneuver the scooter to the right side and into a parking lot with a building that says Fish Market.

Cars whiz by. I’m pretty sure I hear people cheering. I know I hear fuck-yous, but none of that matters as I jump off the scooter and drop my backpack.

I’m alive.

Dean Powers saved me. The world stops as I watch him get off his bike and walk toward me. My eyes connect with his, and suddenly, the oncoming traffic might be safer? If I jump on the scooter, maybe I can get away. No question, I need to run.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” he growls when I start to back away.

Out of nowhere, the terror racing through my veins is nothing compared to the throb between my legs.

Holy fuck, I’m on fire, and what’s worse, I think he knows it.
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“Don’t you fucking dare,” I hiss, trying to rein myself in and not shake her so much her teeth rattle. I’d paddle her ass so hard she couldn’t sit for days without thinking about this moment. She deserves it. In fact, she needs it. What the fuck was she thinking?

If someone had told me that one woman would completely torpedo into my life and fuck everything up, I’d have laughed in their face.

Christ, had I not left when I did… I grab her arm and drag her around the corner of the small market so at least we’re out of sight, then swing her around to face me.

“Dean Powers…” she pants out, her eyes huge and spilling with tears, and for a second, I almost soften. She’s hysterical, but I’m fucking livid.

“Are you crazy?” I tighten my grip.

She reaches to hold on to my jacket.

“I was just… oh God, I don’t feel good,” she pants out, her grip tightening on my jacket.

Every time she breathes, her body presses closer to mine. My jaw twitches.

“Alexandrea,” I murmur.

Her head snaps back, her green eyes spilling with tears as the adrenaline of what just happened floods straight down to my cock. She keeps clinging to me, trying to get air in her lungs.

“I just wanted to get home. Someone cut me off—”

“What the hell are you talking about? You can’t ride a fucking e-scooter on Pacific Coast Highway.” This time, I do shake her as her eyes darken. Her cheeks, which were pale, are now stained pink. I’m literally holding myself in check, but if she says one more thing…

“It’s not my fault—”

And that’s it.

Done.

I grab the back of her ponytail and pull it tight as she whimpers and then I crush my mouth on hers.

Hard.

Punishing.

This is wrong on so many levels, yet my tongue takes hers, and I tighten my hold on her hair. Primal lust pumps through my veins. Her body shudders and submits, giving me exactly what I need. My tongue takes and takes, and I swallow her candy taste and smell her fucking scent…

“Everything all right out here?” A loud voice makes me break away, both of us panting as I try not to attack some man who’s only trying to help.

“We’re fine.” I hold up a hand, stopping him from coming closer. Trying to catch my breath, I force my brain to work.

“You okay, young lady?” The man’s voice makes me turn to look at him. He’s older, maybe sixty, wearing a white apron, his concerned eyes focused on Alex, then me.

“Yes.” She nods, her hands still holding on to my forearms.

The man squints at me, then motions with his head. “You need to move that scooter. It’s gonna get run over. And take that business”—he gestures at us—“somewhere private.” He shakes his head and turns, walking back toward the fish market.

“Fuck.” I remove her hands, and they fall limply to her sides. Her lips are swollen and red from my aggressive kiss. I need to back away. If I don’t, I’m going to fuck her against this brick wall.

“Alex, this can’t happen.” I state, moving toward the scooter and backpack laying in the middle of the entrance where Alex dumped them.

“I’ll call you a cab. I can’t take you home on my bike—”

“No.” Her voice sounds loud and high-pitched. “I can call an Uber. I want to.” She shakes her head, reaching for her backpack. As she sits down on a concrete slab, her back to the ocean and PCH, she types on her phone.

“Goddammit.” I hesitate, and I never hesitate. I always know what I want and what I’m doing.

Get your head on right, Brett. Grabbing the scooter, I walk it over to the end of the parking lot, popping the kickstand out as I watch it shut off. I turn back to Alex, who still sits on the concrete. I want to pull her on my lap, kiss her, pet her… Goddammit. This will end badly. Nothing good can come from it.

“Look at me.” My voice sounds harsh to my own ears.

When she jerks her head up, her big emerald eyes lock with mine. I almost adjust myself because what I see in hers… is everything a man like me should never be teased with.

We’re kindred souls with the same needs.

I don’t trust myself.

I’m fighting not to break every rule and take her back to my place. Blow off the fundraiser and fuck until this insane attraction is sated.

“Drop the class, Alexandrea.” I force myself to break eye contact and walk toward my bike.

I hear her snort, and she calls out to me, “Thanks for everything. Don’t worry about me. I’m fine…” Her sassy mouth makes me turn because I just saved her. Eyes narrowing, I watch her as she looks over at the silver car pulling into the parking lot.

“Look, I’m sorry. My Uber is here,” she snaps, biting her bottom lip as she waves at the idiot in the Toyota Camry smiling away. Irrational jealousy spikes through me, and all I can hear is my teeth grinding.

Walk away, Brett. This one is bad news. Instead, I grab the door before she can shut it and lean down, glaring at the Uber driver who looks at me through the rearview mirror.

“Drop the class, Alexandrea.” I straighten.

She reaches over and violently slams the door on me. I back up and watch her mouth something to the driver as my fist opens and closes.

I’ve always been competitive, but never a jealous man. So this feeling that I’d like to beat the shit out of the driver’s smiling face solely because he’s pulling away with her is unacceptable.

Unacceptable.

“Fuck this.” I walk to my bike and start it up, not caring that I’m playing Russian roulette with oncoming traffic. My mind purposely ignores her scent, which clings to my jacket, and the pineapple taste of her mouth as I zigzag back into my lane and head toward my house.

I’ll change into a suit and get completely smashed so that everything that happened today will be gone tomorrow.

Tonight, I’ll be charming. I’ll laugh and shake hands with all the arrogant pricks pretending to wish me well. Then I’ll find a willing woman and let her erase all visions of red lips, dark hair, and a pair of emerald eyes.
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I sit back as Lucas, my Uber driver, seems happy carrying on a conversation with himself. Me? I’m silently freaking the fuck out.

“Oh God,” I groan, my elbow resting on the window.

Numb. I’m numb because not only did I almost die, but I just had a kiss that… I don’t even know how to describe it.

Savage.

Consuming.

Screw that, addictive is the only way I can even try to sort through these feelings making my stomach twist and flip. My lips almost throb as if he’s branded me.

What am I going to do? He wants me to drop the class. Strike that, he demanded I leave, permanently.

Closing my eyes, I barely register that Lucas is still talking. My hand drops to my abdomen as I do my best not to scream, Shut up. I need quiet in here to think! It’s not this guy’s fault that my life is spiraling out of control.

“This is so bad,” I whisper as I sit up to gaze out the window, barely admiring the ocean and its majestic waves flowing in and out. All I see is him.

Full lips as they slammed down on mine. His hands jerking my hair back… Jesus, it was like my whole body became his. Had that man not come out of the fish market…

“So anyway, if you ever want to laugh, I can get you a ticket. Just let me know. Here.” Lucas’s annoying hand appears in front of my face with a purple card.

Blinking, I pull back to let my eyes focus, realizing I’m home, or at least at Skylar’s home.

“Oh, thanks.” I try to smile, but my lips seem to still be tingling. Grabbing the business card he dangles in front of me, I force myself to read it.
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“Actually, I’m at the Comedy Store this Thursday night. Not headlining, but I’m still there. You should check it out. Are you twenty-one?” I don’t even get a chance to respond when he continues, “I mean, if you’re not, it’s okay, but it’s always more fun if you can drink, and there is a two-drink minimum.”

“I’m not, but I have a fake ID.” Why would I tell him that? What if he’s a narc? I finish giving him a tip on my phone and swing the car door open, dragging my stuffed backpack out. I must go through it tonight, or I’ll throw out my back—I already feel lopsided. But first, I need a cold shower because it feels as though a fever’s burning through me. God, I feel raw, vulnerable, and yeah, the whole scooter fiasco was awful. But I can recover from that. Kissing Dean Powers, though? I don’t know if I’ll ever be the same.

“That’s cool.” Lucas’s voice interrupts my sphere again, and I almost start laughing.

A narc? Really, Alex? This guy literally looks like a wannabe Tom Holland.

“I’ll try to stop by,” I say, hoping that makes him drive away. As I walk up the small sidewalk, it’s the first time I’m grateful for the neighbor’s dog barking nonstop at me. Lucas is still talking, but the dog drowns it out. I turn to wave, then dart inside, leaning my back against the door as my backpack hits the hardwood floor.

“Nightmare.” I bring my fingers to my lips as my mind replays the way he tasted like chocolate, maybe even a cappuccino? And his smell… like fresh, not cologne, but clean with a slight spice. I push off the door and walk down the small hallway toward the bathroom. Music spills out from under Skylar’s door. God, she’s blasting Miley Cyrus’s “Flowers” again. Don’t get me wrong, it’s a toe tapper, but she’s been playing that song over and over for the past week.

“Jesus.” I roll my eyes, happy she’s not locked in the bathroom as I sneak in and lock the door. Kicking off my white Converse, I quickly strip off all my clothes and almost scream as the cold water stings me. Instantly, I turn on the hot water and lean my back against the cool tile as I wait for it to warm.

“What should I do?” I close my eyes and try to breathe. Might as well give up trying to fight this. My pussy is literally a gooey mess. Reaching for my wet breasts, I swallow a groan as I pinch my hard nipples. My eyes close, and I see his ocean-blue eyes staring at me as his hand grabs the back of my hair, snarling for me to open my legs.

“Fuck,” I hiss as my middle finger rubs my swollen clit back and forth. I’m so achy and wet, and all I want is… him. My eyes dart open. Focusing on the steam as the hot water dances near my toes, I rub my clit hard, already climbing.

“Yes,” I whimper as I go over, orgasming on my finger, my pussy pulsing as I open my eyes and try to get ahold of my breathing. Beforehand, I didn’t have a face to think about, but now… now, I have Dean Powers, the most unattainable man I could ever think about having.

He’s your professor, the freaking dean. I’m not positive on this, because we’re both adults, but I have to think it’s against the rules to have any type of relationship with a professor… And then there’s the whole “he wants me out of his class” thing. Maybe he wants me to drop the class because he’s actually interested. That kiss was amazing.

“Right, Alex, I’m sure that’s it,” I hiss, grabbing my shower gel and quickly washing myself. You have to get Dean Powers out of your head. After a deep, cleansing breath, I let the steam and my coconut shower gel soothe me because there’s no way in hell I’ll ever forget him.

My twin has basically been my personal bodyguard, which is absurd since he’s been having sex for at least three years. Complete double standard for me. Not that I was all that interested in any of the high school guys back home, but Jude would never have allowed it. He got suspended our senior year for fighting with one of his buddies after the guy asked me to a dance. Thankfully, he was the star quarterback in the state, so it was only for a day.

And I love him for wanting to always be there for me, wanting to defend my honor. But come on, I’m almost nineteen. Yet another reason I wanted go out of state. Because no matter who I pick, he’ll always think I deserve better. So, basically, I’d die a virgin.

“Poor Jude.” I bite my bottom lip as I turn off the faucet. If he knew what happened today, how I had a life-changing kiss with my professor…

Absently, I dry myself, nicely fold the towel as I grab my pink silk robe, and peek out the door. Hmm, Miley Cyrus is not playing anymore. I wonder if I could be lucky enough to find that Skylar is gone.

I tiptoe out, then roll my eyes because this is stupid. I live here, at least for the time being. I need to get a lot of reading done. Maybe I’ll order a pizza. That way I can have it for dinner and have the rest for breakfast tomorrow. My mind is already going over the massive amount of work I need to get done. I intend to earn straight A’s. Heaving my monstrosity of a backpack onto my bed, it strikes me that the one thing I could really work on is being more organized. I feel like I never want to throw anything away in case I need it later. Unfortunately, all it does is create a massive amount of disorganization, but hey, no one’s perfect.

I grab my philosophy textbook and sit on the bed. Reaching for my phone to order a pizza, I wonder if I should see if my sister is actually home and might want a slice. The house is quiet, though, and something tells me she won’t. I lean back and contemplate whether I want extra cheese on my pie, locking all thoughts of my hot professor away.
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“We’d love to have you over for dinner,” Mrs. Coolidge coos at me, her hand remaining on my forearm. Her husband stands to her right, laughing with Phil Datson, one of the professors of the Economics Department. The Coolidges are generous donors, so I smile at her—even when her eyes narrow on my lips—then lean back in my chair, bringing my arm with me.

“Actually, how about next week?” Mrs. Coolidge tries again, but fucking other men’s wives is not my thing, even if they don’t care. Well, besides Misty, but we have an arrangement, so I make an exception for her.

“I’m going to get another whiskey. Can I get you anything?” With a smirk, I stand and glance around the lavish hotel banquet room, absently thinking if we spent less time spending money on wining and dining our donors, maybe we wouldn’t need as much money in the first place.

“I’d love another martini.” She licks her fat lips and juts her fake tits out, making my eyes dip to them.

Why do women feel the need to do this to themselves? “Gin or vodka?” I say as my mind drifts to a pair of bee-stung lips that are all natural and taste like sweet pineapple.

“Gin…” Again, she runs a tongue across her bottom lip. I know she thinks it’s enticing, but all I can think of is that she somewhat resembles a lizard. Christ, I should cut myself off. I’m turning mean.

I nod, having zero intention of returning to this table, and make my way to the lavish bar.

“I’ll take a Basil Hayden straight up.” I lean on the bar as the pretty bartender grins and turns for the bottle.

“Make that two.” A woman rubs her chest on my back and glides around next to me.

I raise a brow at her as she rests her elbow on the bar.

“Sorry, I tripped,” Skylar yells over the crappy sound of the music, which sounds muffled amid the loud conversations surrounding us.

“Having fun?” She smiles, her white teeth almost gleaming in the darkening room. They’ve turned the lights down to give it a trendy vibe, I’m assuming. Which is stupid. All we need is one of our decrepit old donors to faceplant…

“Loads.” I straighten as the bartender places the two whiskeys in front of me, and I toss her a twenty.

“Thank you.” I look down at Skylar, and her big blue eyes blink up at me. I should walk away, but to be honest, she’s here, she’s willing, and my cock needs a release.

“Drink up, and let’s get the fuck out of here.” I hand her the whiskey.

“Absolutely. To us.” She clinks my glass, and I frown, almost telling her not to talk. Instead, I shoot the whiskey, letting the burn distract me. Christ, is there anyone else? My eyes trail around the room. Everyone’s blurring together.

“My place?”

She shimmies close to me as her tits touch my chest. I should say no. I’m gonna regret this tomorrow. Instead, I grin and say, “Why not?” I can always have her blow me if she tries to talk too much. That, and I can leave when I’m done. If I have her come back to my place, I’ll have to kick her ass out after I come, and that just breeds hostility.

She reaches for her small clutch. Resting my hand on the base of her back, I escort her through the masses.

“You two have fun.” Belinda, a colleague, laughs and waves as we pass. Skylar smiles, snuggling closer. Again, this all should make me turn and get my own cab, but I already jerked off in the shower to a pair of green eyes and long legs. The thought of going home alone and doing that again is like acknowledging that I’m borderline obsessed with Alexandrea, and that can’t be true.

So Skylar it is. She’s not perfect, but at least she’ll distract me. You get what you get and don’t get upset. Christ, I really am drunk.

“I’m gonna rock your world tonight.” Skylar’s voice brings me back to the now, and the fact that a valet has the door to a cab open.

“Thanks, man.” I nod at the kid, who looks about as bored as I am.

“Have a good night.” He slams the door after I slide in and lean back.

Skylar gives the driver her address. “Brett?” She slithers closer to me as she whispers, “Did you hear me?”

“Hear what?” I almost turn away, but force myself to focus on her since she’s coming in slightly blurry.

“I said I’m gonna rock your world,” she murmurs, her hand resting awkwardly on my leg. Christ, this was why I broke it off. We have zero chemistry. And now she’s talking dirty?

“Look, Skylar—” Even with the massive amount of alcohol I’ve consumed tonight, my brain is blasting get out like a foghorn on a cloudy day.

“Shh.” She places a finger on my lips.

I cock my head at her as the lights from other cars and the moon filter into the cab. “This might not be a good idea—”

“Come on, Brett. One drink… please.” She moves closer, leaning into me as the cab driver clears his throat.

“Hey,” the cab driver says, his voice scratchy. “Not trying to listen or anything, but we’re here.”

“Thank you.” She shoves a fifty at him, then slides out.

I look expectantly at the driver who’s wearing a baseball cap backward and a smirk on his face.

“Can’t, man.” He shakes his head at me. “My shift is done.” Well, I guess that’s the universe’s way of telling me I should fuck Skylar.

“Have a good night.” I kick open the door and almost start laughing because I’m seriously hammered. I’d have to be to let Skylar’s cold hands pull me toward the door.

“Are you hungry?” She smiles, batting her eyes up at me as she pushes the door open, and I reach for her, dipping my nose into her neck as she gasps and moans loudly.

“I see you are hungry…” She giggles.

“Don’t talk,” I growl, walking inside and slamming the door. Then I freeze because I smell… Jesus, it’s the scent I’ve been craving all night.

Warm coconut, maybe even vanilla, infiltrates my rather numb brain, and I pull Skylar closer to breathe in her scent again. Wait, this is not right. She’s not coconut; that’s floral perfume.

“Brett.” She giggles loudly, sashaying backward, motioning for me to follow as I strip off my suit jacket. Christ, I’m like a dog smelling a bitch in heat, literally inhaling the air as if that can direct me to my destination.

“Come on, big boy, this way.”

Gritting my teeth, I focus on walking toward her. If she doesn’t shut up, I’m leaving. Having been here a couple of times, I know what’s next. Eyeing her bed, I have one goal in mind: to come quickly and pass out.

“I’ll do anything you wan—”

“Just be quiet and suck my cock,” I interrupt her.

She simply stares at me.

“Or don’t.” I shrug, taking off my tie and unbuttoning my dress shirt. At this point, I think it’s best if I just pass out.

“Let me get us some champagne.”

Barely hearing her voice, I kick off my dress shoes.

“Brett?” Her annoying voice filters in and out of my consciousness as I tumble straight into her bed.

“Wait, wake up. I thought we were going to…”

Her voice sounds far away as I smile and grunt out, “You can suck my dick in the morning…” Then all goes black.
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Vowing that today will be a better day, I straighten my shoulders, prepared to face it.

Last night I fell asleep around ten o’clock while reading, only to be awakened at one thirty when my sister and some man came home. No wonder I’m exhausted today. On a positive note, I really hope this is the guy who’s been making her act so weird.

Hopefully, she got laid, and now she’ll be a nicer person. I strum my fingers on the tile counter as I wait for the coffee to finish brewing. Maybe we can still bond? I mean, if she’s happy, that has to make her a more pleasant person, right?

The three loud beeps make me sigh, and I pour myself a cup. Relieved that I got to the machine first. Skylar usually does, and not gonna lie, it’s like drinking brown water.

Taking a deep sip of the bitter brew, I savor it for a moment.

“Brett, you don’t have to leave. We can drive in together…” Skylar’s voice does not sound different. If anything, she sounds frantic. I turn and grab the pot, ready to fill my mug so I can dart back to my room.

“No. I need to change.” I freeze, and chills slither up my spine. That voice… it can’t be.

“I can drive you. It’s no hassle. Please, I want to—” And that’s when my hope of having a better day vanishes. All thoughts, in general, are gone as I stand frozen, staring into his shocked blue eyes.

“Alex! What the hell are you doing?” My sister’s harsh voice makes the world come back into focus. That, and the scalding coffee I’m spilling from the pot. How can this be happening? I can’t be staring at the one man who makes my heart skip and stomach flutter.

I can’t.

“Christ.” His warm hand takes the pot from me as I back up, covering my mouth in horror. Staring at him, I pray this is just my imagination, but the loud slam of the carafe into the Cuisinart machine, and his ocean-blue eyes, force me to snap out of this numbness.

This is real. He’s here.

My professor, Dean Brett Powers, stands in the kitchen, wearing a wrinkled suit, his dark hair looking like he just got up.

“Look at my floor,” Skylar wails. “Are you stupid, Alex? It even got on Brett’s shirt!” She pushes me aside and grabs the roll of paper towels off the counter. Because apparently, I can’t move. All I can do is gawk at him.

Him.

This is the man who’s been making my sister lose her mind? I can almost feel the laughter getting ready to burst out of me. Out of all the men in Los Angeles, this is her boyfriend?

“Oh, Brett, look at you. I’m so sorry. Alex can pay for your dry cleaning. That is going to stain. Seriously, what is wrong with you?” Standing, she points the wad of dripping paper towels at me.

I go to open my mouth, but nothing comes out. Not with the way her eyes narrow at me, as though I’m not even human, and more like an insect she’d like to squish.

“Move,” she demands, making me slide to the right as she tosses the paper towels in the trash can.

“Skylar, fucking relax. I don’t care about my shirt.” His deep, voice makes my eyes dart back to his, and suddenly, I’m cold. Because he does not look amused or in shock anymore. He looks… Jesus, he looks angry. More so than even yesterday, and look how that turned out.

“I’m so sorry. You startled me… I wasn’t expecting—”

“Oh my God. Shut up, Alex. You’re embarrassing yourself.” Skylar holds a hand up in my face, and I almost slap it away. Except I’m trapped, prisoner to Dean Powers’ stare. It’s like I’m his prey, a rabbit waiting to be caught by a predator. His eyes narrow as they sweep me from top to bottom.

“I’m late.” His voice makes me grab the counter behind me to steady myself.

“I’m driving you.” Skylar moves in front of me, her blond head blocking my view of him.

My eyes trail down to a big coffee stain on her left hip. Here comes the laughter again, and I bite my bottom lip. She’s going to lose her mind when she discovers it since her pants are cream colored, but to be honest, I don’t care.

“Brett, let me grab my keys and I’ll drive you to your place,” she calls after him.

“Let’s go, now.” He sounds so different talking to her. It’s like his tone changes with Skylar. Not that he sounds inviting to me, but he does sound invested.

Skylar spins toward me. “This isn’t going to work out. I’m calling our father and telling him you need your own place,” she snaps, grabbing her purse off the counter.

“And thank you for ruining my morning,” she spits out the last part as she walks past me.

The loud slam of the front door echoes around the kitchen. My eyes shift to the small drip of coffee slowly making its way off the counter, and I finally take a deep breath, then exhale and groan because just when I think things are going to be okay, it gets worse.

“Don’t panic. Everything is fine.” I chant, but it’s impossible to stop replaying what happened moments ago. Forcing myself to move toward my room, I pull off my dress that apparently I also spilled coffee on.

If anything positive can come of this, it’s that Skylar is calling our dad to kick me out. See, I knew there was a reason I didn’t fully unpack. As I jerk open my closet, I kneel to open one of my large suitcases and dig around for something to wear.

I grab a floral hippie dress, not caring what I look like anymore. This morning I had fixed myself up, even took the time for makeup and to straighten my hair. But now, after what went down, I just need something comfortable and easy to slip on.

When did I start having such bad luck? I cover my face with my hands and finally let myself digest the fact that Professor Powers is Skylar’s boyfriend.

“Shit.” I shake my head, trying really hard not to see his face staring at me, but that’s not gonna happen. This whole morning will haunt me. Dropping my hands, I march out of the closet and go straight to my nightstand. I grab my phone off the charger, pick up my backpack, and when I start to text for an Uber, my dad’s picture lights up the screen. And this time, I do laugh, or maybe it’s a sob. Whatever, let’s get this over with. Throwing my bag onto Skylar’s white couch, I drop down next to it.

“Hey, Dad,” I say, looking down at my brown lace-up riding boots.

“Alex.” My father’s voice is loud, and he does not sound happy.

I sigh, then say, “I’m assuming you heard from Skylar? In all honesty it’s for the best—”

“Listen to me, young lady,” he cuts me off.

My head throbs, and my heart sinks. This isn’t going my way—I can already tell.

“I just hung up the phone with your sister. Now I have no idea what the hell is going on, and to be honest, I don’t care. I told you I wasn’t paying for two places.”

“Dad, she’s the one kicking me out. You need to understand that this is her, not me. And by the way, she’s not difficult like you warned me. She’s downright vicious.”

“Well, she’s changed her mind. That is, after I informed her I would take the money I send her to pay for a studio for you.”

I almost burst into tears. I have to get out of here.

“Please, rethink this. What if I get a job?”

“Alexandrea, your job is school. Do you have any idea what I’m paying for tuition, books, food, rent? All so you can get an excellent education. I’m sorry, sweetheart. You’ll not be getting a job your freshman year. But I’ll tell you what you will be doing. You’ll stop sabotaging your sister’s relationship with her boyfriend. Why would you dump coffee on him?”

“What?” I bolt up. “Wait. What did she tell you?” My face heats again.

“Something about you were staring at her boyfriend, and you dumped coffee on him—”

“Oh my God, that’s not what happened. Not exactly, anyway.” I start to pace. “Please, listen to me. I have really tried this week to be friends with Skylar, but something is wrong with her—”

“Alex. You’re almost nineteen years old. I refuse to play referee between my two grown daughters. Figure this out. Deal with it, and make it right.” There’s a finality to his voice, and I want to throw my phone in frustration. I know my dad. He’s super stubborn, and when he sets his mind on something, there’s no changing it.

“Fine. I understand completely,” I snap. He’s not the only one who’s stubborn. He wants me to deal with things?

Done.

“Hold on one moment, Sara. Please tell them I’ll be right there,” my dad mumbles. “Look, sweetheart.” His voice softens. “I need to go into a meeting. I have all the faith in you. Go take the world by the balls.”

“Absolutely. Don’t you worry about any of this. I’ll take care of everything.” I shake my head. This is it. I’m over trying to be Skylar’s friend. It’s not happening, and I can accept that. My dad wants me to take charge.

Fantastic.

“That’s what I like to hear. And call your mother later on. She’s waiting to hear about your first couple of days.”

I almost start laughing again because I’ve purposely avoided my mom’s phone calls. What am I going to say? I had a life-changing kiss with my professor who happens to be Skylar’s boyfriend? Yeah, no.

“I will. Bye, Dad.” I press End, then instantly start to look up the closest Honda dealership. If I’m not allowed to get a job, then he can fix my car. He wants me to take the world by the balls? Balls it is. Okay, it looks like there’s one on Santa Monica Boulevard, ten minutes away.

Perfect.

An hour later, I’m running through the halls again, wondering if I should just drop this class. I mean, nothing good can come of this. But instead of stopping, I reach for the cool metal handle and open the door. I’m late, but at least my Honda limped its way into the dealership. Unfortunately, I had to wait twenty minutes for a ride from them to the university, but at least that headache is gone.

“That’s an excellent analogy, Lila.” His deep voice instantly makes me flush and my core turn wet. But unlike yesterday, I don’t stumble or hesitate. I just slide right into the same seat and unzip my backpack as if I’m supposed to be showing up the last ten minutes of class.

“Ms. Carter?” His voice is deceptively calm, making me straighten my shoulders and look at him.

And Jesus.

He’s clearly showered and changed out of his wrinkled, coffee-stained dark suit. He looks so hot that for a second I do that gawking thing, until I force myself to focus. It doesn’t matter that his black T-shirt showcases his abs, or that I want to run my fingers through his dark hair. God, is there nothing that can make this man unappealing?

“Sorry.” I smile. “I had some car problems. It won’t happen again.” My voice remains calm and clear, and if my stomach wasn’t doing somersaults and my cheeks weren’t on fire, I’d actually think I was unaffected by him. Dead silence greets me, but at this point, I’m kind of used to it.

“Please see me after class.” His eyes narrow, and now I hear the familiar chuckles from my fellow students as if they think I care. I have nothing to lose at this point. All my self-respect has been shredded away, so they can laugh all they want.

I don’t care.

“Of course.” I smile, but it’s forced. It’s like being back in grade school when you get your school picture. You know, the really bad one that you still cringe at because your mom has it in the family photo album.

“Lila, if you could repeat what you just said before you were rudely interrupted by Ms. Carter?” Dean Powers turns his attention to the girl on my left. I barely listen to anything she says as I try to get ahold of my emotions. To be honest, I’m disappointed and pissed at myself. I let his beautiful face and incredible body distract me. Thinking he was exciting and special, I let him take my breath away with his lips .

But he’s not—not at all.

He’s also sadly mistaken if he believes I’ll drop his class because he demanded it. I almost smile as I cross my legs. I have no intention of giving him that satisfaction. I deserve to be here as much as anyone else.
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She’s got guts, I’ll give her that. But she can’t possibly think I’ll allow her to stay in this class. The only reason my headache was starting to subside from all the booze I drank was because she was not here.

But now? Walking in almost a half hour late, again? With her nose stuck in the air, spinning as she sits to tease me with a view of her long, tan legs?

Fuck. My pulse pounds in my temples. I’m in a shit mood, and that’s sugarcoating it. I might be in one of the worst moods of my life.

Rolling my neck, I feel it crack as I try to relax my jaw. It’s clenched so hard my teeth ache. Fucking waking up confused with Skylar trying to kiss me was bad enough. I can blame that decision on mixing my alcohol to drown out visions of a dark-haired beauty with puffy red lips.

But then to walk out and find the actual dark-haired beauty standing in Skylar’s kitchen, dressed in a tight lavender dress, spilling coffee all over the counter and saturating not only herself, but also me. It’s almost comical.

I didn’t even put up a fight when Skylar insisted she drop me off at my place. All I could think of was get the hell out of there. Since apparently Alex seems to be my own kryptonite.

Not that it means I’m going to stay away. No, the universe seems not to want that to happen. Maybe, I should just accept that I want to fuck her. I’m beginning to think the more I deny myself, the more this obsession will grow, and that’s making me angry.

Yet I’m not an angry man, for fuck’s sake. I consider myself a lucky man. I have a job I love. I’m healthy, my parents and brother are great, and I’m preparing to become one of the youngest head deans ever. Christ, my latest published paper, “Getting Off the Grid,” will more than likely win me a Nobel Prize. I’ve dedicated my life to engineering technology solutions to save our planet, so to have my dick betray me this way over this one particular cunt is unacceptable.

Unacceptable.

Yeah, all this drama needs to stop. My eyes focus on the large clock at the back of my room as the bell finally rings. A surge of adrenaline spikes through me as I turn to load my laptop into my bag. In my peripheral vision, I notice her laughing with Jordan again.

Take it easy, I remind myself as I straighten, cracking my knuckles as she swings her backpack on her shoulder, then leans over for her phone. Her backpack makes her dress ride up slightly and Jordan instantly checks out her legs and ass.

“Jordan, you have somewhere to be,” I say, amid the loud voices and the sound of feet scraping across the floor as my students leave.

“Actually, I was gonna wait for Alex.” He smiles at her, but it fades as he looks at me.

“Ms. Carter has somewhere to be also,” I inform him, daring him to do anything but leave. Easy, Brett. It’s all I can do to look away. Otherwise, I might do something I’ll regret, like attack a student.

“I’ll see you later for notes, Jordan.” Alex sounds way too cheerful. She can’t possibly like that punk, can she? I don’t need to look up to know she’s getting close—I can smell her.

“You wanted to see me?” Her voice reveals her annoyance, but I ignore her until I’m done shoving all my shit into my bag.

“Yep. This won’t take long,” I hiss, grabbing her elbow and propelling us toward the door, aggravated that my cock is so hard that it’s uncomfortable to walk.

Her eyes dart up to mine as she bites her bottom lip. I escort her toward my office, stopping at the door. I nod at a student, then look down at her, and for a second, she robs me of all oxygen.

She’s flawless, skin glowing like sweet cream, hair wild and spilling over both shoulders, but it’s her eyes that make a man like me need to stay away.

Jesus Christ, what was I thinking? I shouldn’t be alone with her. The way I’m feeling…

“Let’s make this quick. We both have places to be,” I growl, swinging the door open and dipping my head to inhale her as she breezes past me. Which pisses me off, so I take it out on the door and slam it.

Keep it together, Brett. You’re just hungover and in need of Advil and fluids.

“Sit.” I motion with my head to one of my large brown leather chairs. Ignoring me, she’s seemingly engrossed in the framed photos hanging on my office wall.

“You do extreme sports?” She looks over at me.

“I said sit,” I bark out, not engaging in her question as I jerk open my drawer to grab the bottle of Advil stashed in there and dump three into my mouth and swallow.

“I always wanted to learn how to surf.” She speaks to the picture as she casually moves toward me, her eyes still on my photos.

This shit has to stop now.

“You should. It’s a spiritual experience. Now, I thought we agreed you were dropping the class, yet here we are.” I pull out my chair and drop into it as her eyes trail up my legs to my face.

“Well, I decided that wasn’t best for me,” she fires right back, finally looking at me. My eyes narrow on hers. She’s testing what little patience I have left.

“How do you know Skylar?” I snap. Because what happened this morning seems like days ago, and to be honest, I tuned Skylar out on the whole car ride to my place. I’m guessing they’re sisters? Cousins? Only because they share the same last name.

“She’s my half sister.” Her tone makes her sound about as happy as I am right now, and she finally takes a seat.

I nod. “You do understand CAU is one of the best universities in the world, right? You need to produce. You can’t just think because you have a relative on the staff you won’t be expelled. You must be able to do the work.” I watch the play of emotions on her face. It might be harsh, but it’s true. Something about her seems to bring out the worst in me.

“Excuse me?” she puffs out as if it’s only now dawning on her what I said. She holds up her hands as if she truly is insulted.

“Trust me. Skylar did not help me get in,” she snarls as her nails dig into the leather armrest of the chair.

“I got in here on my own merit. I worked my ass off. I was valedictorian…Got a sixteen hundred on my SATs—”

“Whatever. It doesn’t matter,” I cut her off as her lips and cheeks flush a deep red. “What does matter is that this class is for engineering students—”

“Are you kidding me?” She jumps up and leans her hands on both ends of my desk. “I won the STEM student award last year out of all the seniors in Ohio, Professor Powers. I deserve to be here.”

“Dean. That’s Dean Powers to you.” I stand, and her eyes widen. “We’re finished here.”

When I walk around my desk, she spins to face me.

“I’m not dropping the class,” she announces, her hands clenched like she’s holding herself back from attacking me.

Interesting.

I cock my head, and my eyes dip to her breasts rising and falling in time with her fast panting.

“You don’t want to do this, Alexandrea. I don’t play games. You understand me?” The entire energy in the room has changed. You can almost feel the erotic need we both have. My nostrils flare at her fucking primal scent.

She wants me.

Adrenaline flows straight down to my already-hard cock as I fight myself.

Rules. Remember them? You can’t fuck a student…

Her eyes widen as I move closer, watching her puffy lips slightly tremble. Goddammit, I’m losing this battle. Fuck the rule, I need just one more taste.

“I understand everything.” Her voice is raspy. Her neck pulses rapidly, and I want to suck on it, lick all the way up to those berry-stained lips…

“I mean, you have nothing to worry about.” She puffs out some air as if my presence makes her breathless.

I like that.

“Breathe, Alex,” I command as she puts her hands up to my chest, as if that could actually stop me.

“I just…” She nods and takes a deep breath. “I want you to know I won’t tell anyone about how I heard you tell my sister to suck your cock.” Her eyes widen, her cheeks flushing even more if that’s possible, and all I can think about is how suck and cock sounded coming out of her mouth.

“Oh my God.” She shakes her head. “That came out wrong. What I was trying to say is, I can keep secrets…” Her voice trails off as I lift her and sit her ass on the end of my desk.

“Are you a nasty girl?” Looking down at her, I notice her eyes are almost black.

“What?” She swallows as her voice cracks.

“Does it turn you on to watch? Spying on your sister while she sucks my cock?” I reach to rub my thumb back and forth on her warm, red lips. Her eyes are huge with needy tears.

“Talk to me. It’s okay, you can tell me you’re a naughty girl,” I coax, my head dipping so I’m inches from her lips. Everything is heightened, the danger of getting caught, the rules…

“No,” she whispers. “I would never… I don’t know what’s wrong with me…” She hisses out the last part.

“Breathe,” I demand, and she does, obeying like the good girl I know I can train her to be.

“Yeah.” My eyes caress her face. “You’re a naughty girl,” I inform her as she shakes her head.

Bad decisions are about to be made.

“I think you are. You just don’t know it yet.” Reaching for her hair, I jerk her head back so I can take what’s mine and slam my lips onto hers. She moans, allowing my tongue to take over.

Claiming.

Tasting.

Fucking unleashing two days of pent-up need on her as I tighten my fist in her hair. She moans again, and I know I’m fucked when her nails dig into my neck. Our tongues tangle, and I slide my other hand up her leg. Frantically, she spreads her legs a bit, allowing me to pull her ass to the edge so I can rub my cock on her soaked panties.

“Christ.” I jerk her head back more, forcing her eyes to connect with mine.

“Tell me to stop.” Not caring if I sound harsh, I’m giving her a chance to end this.

“Don’t stop.” She arches her back, shoving her tits into my chest, and that’s it. I’m done denying myself. I push her back to lie on my desk. Her hair spills around my white papers, her eyes slits as she licks her lips.

“Tell me what a naughty girl you are. Because only naughty girls get to have their professor eat their cunt,” I growl.

Her eyes widen, and her chest rises up and down as if she’s panting.

“Please…” she moans, her hands reaching for me, but I step back.

“Say it…” More turned on than I can ever remember, I look down at her, daring her to play my game.

“Please… Dean Powers…I’m a naughty girl…” Her voice goes to a whisper, and I smile.

“Yes. Yes, you are.” Leaning forward, I flip her dress up and stare at her cute pink panties, which have a wet spot. And the beast has been released. I kneel.

“Pull your panties to the side and spread your legs wider,” I order, my cock so hard I almost unzip my jeans so I can jerk off. But I’m gonna finger fuck her as I suck on her clit. I can wait. Her hand reaches down and slides her panties to the side, and I grab her boots off my desk and put them on my shoulders. Leaning forward, I circle my tongue on her slick, juicy nub, and all thoughts of right and wrong, good and bad, vanish.

“Oh my...” She groans as I suck on her clit.

“Alex, you taste good. Look at this wet pink pussy.” My tongue trails back and forth as she opens her legs wider. I shove my tongue inside her, fucking her tight pussy with it, her juices already covering my face as her greedy cunt tightens.

“I’m going to…” she moans out.

Pulling back, I stand. Her left boot falls off my shoulder, her eyes pop open, and she wails, “Nooo.”

“Quiet,” I hiss, putting my hand next to her head and shoving two fingers deep inside her unbelievably tight core.

“Jesus Christ.” I’ve never felt any woman as tight as this, and my cock starts to leak. Her eyes lock onto mine. Gazing at her beautiful face, I keep fucking her with my two fingers.

“I’m gonna… Please, Professor… Dean, can I come?” Her hands grab the side of my desk, and I can’t decide if I want to eat her again, or watch her face as she goes over.

“Yeah, come for me.” I pull my fingers out and rub her wetness back and forth on her clit with such intensity, her eyes roll back in her head.

She freezes, and I kneel to suck on her clit, needing to taste her honey nectar as she orgasms in my mouth.

“Brett?” Is someone knocking on my door?

“Busy, I’m eating,” I grumble, my mouth against her clit. Then I latch onto it as it pulses and contracts.

“Holy shit,” she hisses and tries to sit up, but I shove her back and lick her, only to hear another knock, this time harder, and my pussy fog starts to evaporate as I wonder if I locked the door. Someone walking in right now, with Alex on my desk and my head in her cunt, would probably not go over well.

“It’s Dan Beck,” the voice filters in.

“Shit,” I whisper, standing, then wiping my mouth with my hand.

“Oh God,” she whispers, sitting up and frantically pulling down her dress. Her eyes are the size of saucers, her breathing still harsh, and all I can think is, this is the one who’s going to be my downfall.

Because, Christ, that was the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt, and I must have it.

I scrub my hands up and down my face and smell her scent, trying to get my dick to calm down enough to go out and have the meeting I completely forgot about with Senator Beck.

“Give me five minutes,” I say as I drop my hands and look at her.

“What are we going to do?” She bites her lower lip.

“Well, as soon as my cock calms down, I’m going to walk out and deal with the senator.”

“Senator?” She covers her mouth, looking around as if she’s trying to find a place to hide.

“Alexandrea.” I grin. “If we were gonna get caught, it would have happened.” Her eyes dart back to mine.

“Just go into the bathroom and fix yourself up. Wait about five minutes, then casually walk out. It’s not against the rules for me to have office meetings with students.”

“Exactly.” She nods, shimmying off the desk.

“What about Skylar? Jesus, what did I just do…” She shakes her hands as if she needs to get blood flow to them, clearly ready to freak out. Any other time, I’d walk away, already bored with the theatrics, but I want to comfort her for some reason.

“Stop.” I grab her hands. “Look, I need to go, but we’ll discuss this later.” My calm voice soothes. It’s what she needs. She has no idea that I couldn’t care less about her sister. But what just went down in here really might explode, so this is my opportunity to get her away from me. Otherwise, I will fuck her next time, and with the way her pussy tasted, I’m not gonna stop until I’ve been in every one of her holes.

“I warned you not to play with me. Drop the class.” I kiss the top of her head as she stiffens and pulls away like I slapped her.

Maybe it’s best if she hates me. “Bathroom.” I walk to the door, waiting for her to move, but she just stands there.

“Alex, I don’t have time for this.” She shakes her head but turns and walks toward the bathroom as I open my door and step out.

Dan Beck stands a few feet away in his uptight suit with his assistant, frowning at me as I walk toward them, clearly not happy to be kept waiting.

“Dan.” I hold out my hand, and he shakes it.

“My apologies. I did not mean to keep you waiting. I lost track of the time eating pie.”

He raises an eyebrow at me. “Pie? This early in the day?” I motion for them to follow me toward the Engineering Department lab and conference room.

“Dan, I can eat pie anytime and all the time. It’s my favorite thing.” Unable to help it, I grin.

“I’ll remember that. My wife and I have this bakery down the street from our house that makes the most incredible pies. I’ll have Stacey send you one.” I open the door, smiling at him as he passes.

“Well, thank you, Dan. You certainly don’t have to. I have one I’m kind of addicted to right now.” It’s impossible not to laugh as we keep walking. I’m such a dick. I shouldn’t be in this good of a mood. There’s nothing funny about the fact that I have blue balls, and Alexandrea’s cunt tastes like peach pie.

“Don’t be ridiculous. It’s the least I can do.” He turns to his assistant. “Make sure you send Dean Powers a few pies.” He looks at me. “What flavor?”

I smile. “I’m on a peach kick right now.”

“Ah, yes, fruit pies are the best.” Dan nods as I pull out one of the chairs for him to sit, his assistant sitting in the chair to his right. Matt walks in as I sit across from them and passes out the folders for our presentation.

“They are, indeed.”
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Holy shit. Just keep walking, I chant in my head. Stunned, I make my way into the bathroom not quite believing what just happened. I just came in Dean Powers’s mouth.

“Holy fuck.” I grab the cold ceramic sink and look at myself in the mirror as the sound of his voice makes me freeze.

“Sorry to keep you waiting. I was eating pie.” He did not just say that, did he? I cover my mouth.

“Pie? This early in the day?”

“Dan, I can eat pie anytime and all the time. It’s my favorite thing.”

“Jesus.” I blow out some air as I look around. There’s not much in here but a toilet, a small shower, and a sink. So I sit on the toilet lid and try to get my breathing under control.

“I’m a horrible person,” I announce, closing my eyes, yet all I see is him. I bolt up and turn on the faucet and splash cool water on my burning cheeks. My mind on rewind, I see his eyes watching me and his lips saying the most filthy things… and I loved it.

“Oh my God.” Placing my hand under the cold water, I bring it to the back of my neck. I’m on fire and not sure if I’m mortified or just burning for this man. It’s like I’m not in control of my own body around him.

And he’s Skylar’s boyfriend, not to mention my professor, or dean, like he demands I call him. I roll my eyes, turning off the faucet to look at myself again.

My cheeks and lips are dark pink, and my chest is still splotchy from the intense orgasm, but I’m really hoping most people would simply think I look healthy.

I touch my lips, still feeling his. You have to get out of here, Alex. Stop overthinking it. You can figure everything out later. Now walk out of his bathroom and go to class. If Brett can tell a senator he was busy eating pie… I can exit this room and finish my day.

Leaning forward, I wipe away the bit of mascara under my eyes, satisfied that I look fine to leave. Then turn and slap off the light switch. I’m on a mission, and that is to put one foot in front of the other. I reach for my backpack and swing his door open to step out into the real world.

“Alex? Took you long enough.” Jordan’s voice makes me let out a yelp, and I turn to look at him. He stops walking to hold up his hands like I have a gun pointed at him.

“God, you scared me.” I sag against the closed door, my earlier high from the orgasm fading. Staring at Jordan’s concerned expression is the last thing I want to see.

“Sorry, I thought you saw me.” He laughs, moving closer, and all of a sudden, I panic. How long has he been there?

“Have you been waiting for me?” I say, trying to keep my voice calm, but what the hell? He can’t possibly have heard anything, right?

“Yeah, my next class isn’t until eleven fifteen. Come on, I’ll buy you a coffee and give you my notes so you’re not behind.” He smiles. Jordan is kind of cute with that honey-wheat blond hair and tan skin he has going for him… but compared to Brett Powers, he looks like a kid dressing up in Daddy’s expensive casual clothes.

“I can’t. I need to go to philosophy.” I push off the door, trying to act normal.

He glances at his phone. “Um, Alex, you’re already a half hour late.”

And I want to scream.

“Are you okay?” He pushes up his stylish black-rimmed glasses, his hand kind of patting my back.

“Yes, it’s just that I had no idea it was that late.” Looking around the massive hallway, I see people coming and going, but I feel guilty standing outside his office.

“Let’s go.” Jordan smiles. “I’ll even buy you a muffin. Have you had anything to eat?” And I almost start to choke as my mind instantly goes to Dean Powers saying he was busy eating pie.

“Jesus, are you all right?” Jordan leans over to look at my face, which of course is on fire.

“I’m fine. I’m just… disappointed in everything that is my life right now. It’s only day two, and I’ve been late twice, and now, I’m missing philosophy.” I shake my head as we walk.

“I mean, I worked my ass off to get into this school, and right now, I feel like I’m falling to pieces,” I mumble, not elaborating that it’s all Dean Powers’s fault.

Eliminate him, and no more issues. He warned you not to play with him… then went down on you.

“Oh God.” With a groan, I realize I said that out loud.

“Alex?” Jordan stops us at the doorway. “You need to relax, girl.” He grins as he opens the door for me, and I fight the eye roll at his slang. It doesn’t work for him, but considering he’s my only friend, I simply nod and walk into the sandwich shop.

“Coffee? Muffin? What’s ya poison?” He waggles his eyebrows at me. And all I can think of is thank God my brother is not here. Jude has limited patience for guys who try too hard to be cool.

“Coffee, black would be great, and you don’t have to buy it for me.” I swing my backpack off my shoulder and unzip it to search for my wallet.

“Nonsense, I insist. Why don’t you grab us a table.” He motions with his head. I hesitate because I can pay for myself, but given the look on Jordan’s face, I don’t have it in me to argue about a cup of coffee.

“Thank you.” I smile, as I weave around the cute wooden tables to a small one next to a large window. Sitting, I cross my legs, ignoring my still-wet panties and try to figure out my next move. I stare out the window at the beautiful day. Compared to Ohio, Southern California is like heaven on Earth, sunny, not too hot, no bugs…

“Here you go.” Jordan sets down a large cup of coffee and a blueberry muffin.

“Oh, Jordan. You did not have to get me a muffin.” I tilt my head up at him as he sits.

“Stop it. My dad is loaded.” He leans back, pushing his glasses up, and I can’t decide if I should be grossed out that he’s a braggart or if he’s just trying to impress me.

“Well, thank you.” I smile and take a sip of coffee, thankful the place is crowded and everyone is talking. Otherwise, this would be awkward.

“So. My notes.” He reaches down to pull out his laptop.

I sigh. “You know what? I think I’m going to drop engineering, so don’t worry about it.”

His eyes, which I’m just now noticing are brown, widen. “Why? You can’t. I mean, if you’re worried about being behind, I’ll help you.” He moves his coffee to the side so he can place his computer on the table.

“No, it’s just everything, you know? I mean, my car is broken, and it’s in the shop, and I seem unable to make it on time. Which is not making Dean Powers happy…” My cheeks flush because I’m trying to be casual, yet just saying his name makes my stomach flip, so I bring the coffee to my lips, barely even tasting it.

“Why didn’t you say something? I could have picked you up, and as far as Dean Powers goes, he believes he’s God around here, but my dad can make or break him.” He leans back as my eyes narrow on him.

“Wait, what?”

“Look.” He shrugs, opening his laptop. “I know everyone thinks he and his brother walk on water. All I’m saying is he still has to answer—”

“I’m sorry.” I sit up and put my coffee down. “His brother? I’m confused.”

Jordan looks up from the computer. “Jett Powers.” He pauses like I should know this name. “That’s his brother. You didn’t know that?” He smiles like this makes him happy.

“No. I mean, I’m from Ohio,” I say, fighting my need to grab my phone and google him.

“Anyway, you can’t drop the class. You’re my only friend in there, and it’s only day two. You need to give it a chance.”

I purse my lips. “The thing is, I hate having to get notes from you…” He holds up a finger at me as he dramatically hits a button.

“There, sent. Now you’re not behind.” He shuts his laptop.

I take a deep breath and glance around the busy place. There are way more people here now, and a line is forming. “I feel like all I say is thank you.” I smile. “But thank you.”

He laughs. “You’re welcome.” When he tries to hold my gaze, it’s uncomfortable again.

“Well, I had better start toward my next class.” I move to stand.

“Wait.” He bolts up, causing the couple to my left to look at us. “What are you doing on Friday? Because my fraternity is having a party, and it’s going to be epic. You need to come with me.”

Reaching for my backpack on the back of the chair, I shake my head. “Can’t. I need to get organized and caught up on everything.”

“Alex?” He reaches for my wrist, then catches himself and clears his throat, his hands going into his pockets. “You need to have some fun. You just got here. Have you even been to a party yet?”

“No, but I don’t go to parties.” With a laugh, I reach for the muffin. I’ll eat it as I walk.

“You have to come. Please, as my friend…” He cocks his head at me.

I sigh. This is exactly why I hate for people to buy me anything or do stuff. I feel guilty saying no. Like I accepted his notes, and now I feel obligated to go to his stupid party.

“I’ll see. Thanks again for everything.” I start toward the door.

“It’ll be fun. I’m gonna remind you on Friday, and wait—” He types on his phone. “There, I just emailed you my number. If you need a ride while your car is getting fixed, let me know.” He smiles.

“I will.” I nod. “And thanks again for this.” I hold up the muffin. “And again for the notes,” I say over my shoulder. Pushing the door open, I walk out into the warm day and make my way toward the English building. I’m forcing myself to get there before I stalk Brett and his brother on the Internet. Walking over to a large palm tree, I pull out my phone and type Jett Powers. Pictures of a truly gorgeous man pop up as I scroll.

“God, I’m really out of it,” I hiss because his brother is like the biggest defense attorney, and kind of famous. This is when my childhood friend Christy would have come in handy. She loved to keep up with all the trends and who’s who. I was always way too busy studying. Not that I don’t love social media, but I mostly scroll through dog videos and makeup tutorials rather than staying up to date with the latest gossip news.

“Whatever,” I grumble, typing in Brett Powers. And there he is. I look up just to make sure no one can see that I’ve now been reduced to stalking my professor. So apparently he went to Stanford and went on to earn his doctorate here. He’s single… interesting. But maybe he and Skylar are too new for anyone to know about it.

My heart flutters, and I puff out some air as I look at pictures of him with a bunch of different women, none of them my sister. He’s basically the foremost expert in environmental engineering, and it looks like he just got green-lighted for a fifty-million-dollar project…

“Jesus.” I swipe away my browser. He’s a fucking hot genius. What am I doing? I head toward class. Something is not right. I mean, maybe he’s not with Skylar? God, Alex, it doesn’t matter anyway. He’s dangerous in that he could steal your heart in seconds. He’s also the dean, and on his way to great things. What happened earlier was probably nothing to him.

Push him out of your mind. Maybe Jordan was right. Maybe I do need to have fun. Because if Brett Powers is with my sister, and he just… with me, on his desk… then he’s an asshole. And if he’s not with my sister, but he’s letting me think he is… still an asshole.

Therein lies the problem: I don’t really think he’s an asshole. Exciting, fucking hot, and dangerous? Yes.

I realize I have to let all this go as I walk into my literature class. Stay on course, and see what happens. Focus on getting my car fixed, remain positive, and everything else will work out the way it’s supposed to.
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“Three days. You said that’s how long it would take,” I yell into the phone, dodging a bunch of people running past me as I move outside to hear.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Carter, but the part we need didn’t come in today like I had hoped. If we’re lucky, it will arrive Monday morning, and we’ll have your car ready for you by Monday night.” The mechanic’s voice sounds like he’s barely even paying attention. Biting my lower lip, I look out at the sunset, which at any other time I’d find stunning with its deep oranges and reds, but not now.

“This is very disappointing. I need my car,” I snap.

“We can offer you a rental, but as it’s already six o’clock, you’d have to come right now.”

“Really? You tell me this now? Look, just… call me when it’s ready,” I say, looking down at my white Converse.

“Will do. You have a nice weeke—” I hang up on him, not in the mood to hear anymore crap. Because the last three days have been exactly that.

Shitty.

My whole positive attitude has slowly disintegrated like fruit left out too long. That’s me, a three-day-old banana, once yellow, now rotten and angry. Not only have the last few days been miserable with my sister, but Dean Powers has not said one word to me.

Nothing.

Literally glances over me as if I’m a ghost. At first, I thought he was just playing it cool and would ask to see me in his office, but Wednesday came and went, and here I am on Friday, standing outside a fraternity house with nothing but my phone.

“Yo, Alex.” Jordan comes stumbling over to me carrying two red plastic cups as I look at all the mayhem around me. Basically, he guilted me into coming to this party. I know I should be more excited. After all, this is a real fraternity party, but to be honest, I’m exhausted. I’m running on coffee and nervous energy. I stayed up until three in the morning on Thursday fine-tuning my first paper for engineering. Not just because I’m going to be judged by Brett, but also because writing is something I excel at.

“Thanks.” I take the plastic cup from him and wrinkle my nose at the red liquid, which smells like rubbing alcohol.

“Is your car ready?” He smiles. See, Jordan promised if we just stopped by his fraternity party, he’d drive me to get my car as soon as it was ready. But from the looks of him, he’s already drunk.

“No. The part didn’t come in,” I grumble. “Are you drunk?” My eyes take in his flushed cheeks.

“No. No way, I was just arm wrestling.” He laughs as a couple of guys shout behind us.

I almost ask why, but who cares. Taking a sip, I almost gag. “What is this?” I shove the cup at him.

Laughing, he chugs his.

“It’s Danny Boy’s famous punch,” he yells even though we’re outside. “Trust me, after the first couple of sips, it tastes good.”

“Come on, Alex, let’s have some fun. We survived the first week.” He holds up his hands and does a really bad dance, which of course makes me grin at him.

“Fine.” I take another sip, feeling like I’m drinking some sort of acid, but he’s kind of right—it does go down easier the second time.

“Let me show you around.” He wraps an arm casually around my shoulders as we walk back inside the large two-story, white-pillared house. I don’t know why I visualized his fraternity house as some kind of shack with beer cans and empty kegs everywhere. This is not like that at all. It’s huge and gorgeous with hardwood floors, expensive furniture, and the kitchen is state of the art. Like I wish I lived here.

“For some reason, when you invited me to your frat party, I visualized Animal House,” I yell over the loud music as we enter the large front room where a lot of people are laughing and drinking.

“What?” He cocks his head as if he’s confused.

“Animal House… remember the Delta House?” I laugh. “Toga, toga.” I keep going, because has he not seen Animal House? I know it’s old, but come on, who hasn’t seen Animal House? It’s a classic.

“It’s a movie, right?” He looks over my head at someone.

“Yes.” I take another sip, and my tongue’s kind of tingling. The phone vibrates in my hand, and my heart skips a beat.

“Holy shit.” I elbow him, and he acts like I just gut punched him, spilling half his punch on the floor.

“Oh God, sorry.” I look around for something to mop up the spill.

“It’s fine. Darren hired people to clean up. Don’t worry about it.” He pulls away from the mess, and we move to a corner. “Now, what’s up?” He steps in closer. I know Jordan likes me, and if I could get Dean Powers out of my head, I might actually be interested. As it is, though, I can’t think about anyone but the dean.

I hold up my phone. “Our grade just came in for the engineering paper.” I take a long sip of punch. My face flushes, but I need the liquid courage.

Jordan snorts, leaning his shoulder against the wall. “Fucking Dean Powers. Giving us grades on a Friday night just to ruin our weekends. Typical.” He pulls out his phone from his pocket.

Glancing around the large room, I realize I’m underdressed, if the girls wandering around in short skirts and heels are any indication. In my defense, I wanted to go home and change out of my jeans and tee, but Jordan insisted it was casual.

“Wow,” he hisses, jolting my attention back to him.

“What did you get?” I almost grab him and shake him as he looks up from his phone with a small grin on his lips.

“You first, although I already know it’s an A. I read your paper, remember?” He smirks.

Taking a deep breath, I push on the class, taking me to the grades, and blink at the screen.

C

That can’t be right. I’m not bragging, but I know how to write a killer paper, so a C is unacceptable. To be honest, I don’t think I’ve ever gotten a C.

“What did you get?” My eyes remain focused on my phone.

“Fucking arrogant prick gave me a B.”

Looking at Jordan, I shove my phone in his face. “I got a C.” My head spins, and tears threaten to spill, so I bring the cup to my lips and start chugging.

“That can’t be right.” He takes my phone and stares at it. “Fuuckkk.” He looks down at me. “He straight up robbed you.” Shaking his head, he says, “You’re not gonna freak out and do something drastic, are you?” He bursts out laughing.

I grab his cup and down the remaining punch, then snatch my phone back.

“Whatever. Make fun of me.” I sniff, my entire mouth now numb.

“Sorry.” He keeps laughing. “Look, that has to be a mistake. I read your paper. It was perfect.” He pulls my arm to follow him. “Let’s refill your punch. You can email him, and then we can get fucked up.” He fist pumps a random guy walking by. Eminem’s “Not Afraid” is so loud that not only is my tongue tingly, but so are my ears.

“I need some air,” I yell at his back.

“What? Come on, we can grab our drinks and sit on the roof,” he calls back over his shoulder.

“No.” I stop as the room kind of spins. “I’m not drinking any more until I email the dean.”

He shakes his head at me. “Bad idea. He won’t respond until Sunday at the earliest, so let’s drinkkkk.” He pounds his chest.

Rolling my eyes, I step toward the front door, miming that I’m going outside to use the phone.

“Excuse me,” I mumble at a group of stupid guys blocking the door.

They keep laughing and smoking.

“I said, move.” Not waiting, I duck under one guy’s arm and keep walking while I press on Dean Powers’s email.

 

Dear Dean Powers,

I just got my paper back, and as I got a C, I am sure there is a mistake. Please change it.

Thank you,

Alexandrea Carter

 

I don’t even reread it and press Send, growing more pissed by the second. Because Jordan is right. He’s not gonna respond until Sunday. Almost immediately my phone vibrates with a message.

 

Ms. Carter,

I assure you, that is your grade. If you are unhappy or confused, please make an appointment on Monday during my office hours to discuss.

Best,

Dean Powers, Ph.D and MBA

The Rice Family Professor of Energy Solutions

Vice Dean and Chair of the Environmental Engineering Department

Barrett School of Engineering

California University

 

“Oh my God.” I stare at the email and walk away from the annoyingly loud party so I can think. I should probably just make a stupid appointment, but whatever, screw him. I’m emailing again.

 

Dean Powers,

I’m not waiting until Monday!

Alexandrea

 

I lick my suddenly dry lips as I wait for a response. If he can eat me out on his desk, he can talk to me now. I look up at a couple of girls getting out of a cab, both laughing and taking selfies. And for a second, I want to be them. Just a pretty girl, wanting to have fun. No worries, no pressures, just going out to party and have fun. Unfortunately, I’m me, and I do worry.

Fantastic, I guess he has decided to ignore me. I’m ready to email again when my phone vibrates.

 

Ms. Carter,

You seem determined to ignore my request for Monday. I’m having dinner at Marix if you are available right now. I have a few minutes to explain your work.

Best,

Dean Powers, Ph.D and MBA

The Rice Family Professor of Energy Solutions

Vice Dean and Chair of the Environmental Engineering Department

Barrett School of Engineering

California University

 

“Shit.” I gulp. I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t that.

“Hey, wait.” I move toward the cab that the girls exited and knock on the passenger side window.

“Hi.” I wave at the startled cab driver who’s on his phone.

“Sorry,” I say when he rolls down the window. “Can you please wait while I grab my purse? I need a ride down the street.”

He tosses his phone to the passenger seat and leans over. “Make it quick, I’m off in thirty minutes.”

“I’ll be right back.” Spinning, I speed walk toward the house. Maybe I should find Jordan and let him know I’m leaving, but I can always text him. I grab my purse from one of the top kitchen cabinets and zigzag around people as they kind of blur together.

I almost stop to grab a cup of Danny Boy’s punch for the road, but I’m definitely already feeling the first two, so I probably should keep my wits about me since I intend to win this argument.

Fuck Dean Powers. If he thinks giving me a bad grade is going to get rid of me, he’s got another thing coming.
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“Thank you, I’ll take the check.” Leaning forward for my wallet, I spot Alexandrea marching in.

I hand my American Express card to the server and lean back in the booth watching her, unable to stop myself from smiling. Even from where I sit, I can see her hard nipples in her tight white T-shirt.

I can almost feel her anger all the way to my booth. She’s like a wildcat, ready to claw and scratch her way to the top, and apparently, that means going to battle with me.

But, unfortunately, I’ve worked too hard to play. If it was anyone but a student, I’d engage. As it is, I’ve already crossed the line when I ate out her cunt on my desk. I shift uncomfortably just thinking about her taste, like sweet, ripe peaches.

I reach for the last of my margarita, and my eyes follow hers. She’s searching, then as if she feels me, she turns and glares right at me.

“Here you go.” The server smiles as she gives me back my card. Yet everything has dulled as I bring my drink to my lips. I watch the way she moves, graceful as she points me out to the hostess, then comes toward me, allowing my eyes to feast on the way her full tits move as she approaches.

“Dean Powers,” she huffs, running her hands through her hair, as if it was up and she just put it down. Her cheeks and lips are flushed.

“Sit.” I motion to the other end of the booth.

“Oh, um, can I get you anything?” the server looks confused at her then me.

“No, we’re not staying long, thank you,” I inform her, then hand a wide-eyed Alexandrea my water, waiting until she’s out of earshot.

“Have you been drinking, Ms. Carter?” She has. I can tell.

“Just stop.” She slaps her hands on the table, causing the couple to my left to look over.

“Excuse me?” My eyes narrow as I lean forward. “Did you drive?” My voice is almost a caress, yet my heart rate spikes.

“No.” She looks insulted. “I got a cab. But I’m here to discuss my C—”

I stand. No way am I having this conversation here. “Let’s go. I’m taking you home.” I take her arm and pull her out of the booth.

“Wait. What? I just got here.” She stumbles into me.

I grind my teeth, her fucking tits burning a hole in my chest. Turning, I look down at her.

“You’re intoxicated, which is fine. I don’t care. But I’m not having a discussion with you on how I asked my students to write a simple paper on ideas they are passionate about. To think out of the box, not give me a textbook-perfect paper.” Placing my hand on her lower back, I move her forward.

“But…” Her voice trails off. Frowning, she bites her lower lip. “I gave you passion,” she hisses, trying to move away as we exit, the ocean making the night air cooler. I hand the valet my ticket.

“No. You gave me the same shit ninety percent of my students give me.”

“Look, that is not true. I worked my ass off to give you a perfe… an excellent paper. You’re being—”

“I’m being honest.” I cut her off, handing the valet a twenty when he steps out of my vehicle leaving the driver’s door open.

“Is this your car?” Alex stares at my matte black Audi RS e-tron.

“Stop talking and get in.” I open the passenger door for her.

“O-kay…” She rolls her eyes at me, then drops into her seat while I walk around to the driver’s seat.

“Put your seat belt on,” I grit out, not even trying to psychoanalyze myself. Nothing good can come out of this. I’m rationalizing that she needs a ride. That, and I’m trying to ignore my erection.

“I’m taking you home,” I growl. “Make an appointment on Monday during my office hours if you want to cont—”

“To Ohio?” she interrupts loudly, leaning back into my leather seats.

“What?” I pull out of the parking lot.

“Ohio. That’s my home, not your girlfriend’s house.” She props her two feet on my black leather dashboard.

Stopping the car, I stare at her, then smile. Gotta hand it to her, she’s got fucking balls.

“Forgive me.” I turn right. “I’m dropping you off at the place you’re currently staying.”

“Don’t bother,” she snaps, then looks out the window. “You know what? Stop here. I’d rather sleep on the beach than see Skylar tonight.” She drops her feet and reaches for the door handle.

“Baby doll, I’m all for thrill seeking. But I’d think twice before jumping out of a moving car.” My hands tighten on the steering wheel as I watch her hesitate before turning to me.

“Then pull over,” she spits out.

My hand almost tingles when I consider swatting her ass. She needs it. She’s drunk and being unsafe. Goddammit, has my cock ever been this hard?

“I’m not pulling over.” I shake my head, eyes glued to the road, because if I look at her…

“Well, I refuse to sleep there tonight.” She brings her purse out and sets it on her lap, pulling out her phone.

“I’ll see if I can stay with Jordan tonight. You can drop me off there.” And my jaw clenches so hard that my eye twitches.

“Or I can stay with you…” she says slyly, bringing the phone to her ear.

I glance over at her. “Put your phone away, Alexandrea.”

“Sorry, Dean Powers. I refuse to be in the same house as your girlfriend—”

“Don’t test me on this.” I glance at her, noticing the way her full puffy lips are parted, then look back at the road. “I warned you not to play with me.”

“So you don’t want to eat pie? I thought you could eat it ‘any time, all the time’?” She almost sings it.

I do a U-turn, my hands clenched so tight I could snap the steering wheel in two.

Lowering her phone, she looks out the window. “Wait. Where are we going?”

“My place.” I stare straight ahead at the dark street, nothing but the lights from storefronts on one side, and the moon bouncing off the ocean on the other.

“What?” Her voice goes up a notch as though she’s shocked.

I raise an eyebrow at her. “I’m going to fuck you. So if you’ve changed your mind and want to go home, speak now.”

“Oh… well, I haven’t.” Her voice cracks, and all this pent-up energy, this white-knuckling, is over. I’m gonna fuck her, saturate myself in her.

Because if I’m going to break the rules, I’m fucking shattering them.

I pull into my garage. “Let’s go.” Stepping out, I walk around to open her door.

She sits, biting her bottom lip, then takes my hand.

“Brett?” I look down at her. That’s the first time she’s said my first name, and I like it.

But not tonight.

I smile, reaching under her chin. “I expect you to call me Dean Powers until I say otherwise.”

She swallows, her neck almost beckoning me to suck it. Maybe it’s the full moon or the way she likes to battle me, but I want her naked on my lap while I spank her ass. Then when it’s nice and fucking hot, I’m gonna ruin her cunt for all other men.

“You understand, right?”

“Yes, Dean Powers.”

Christ, she’s gonna be my downfall, but at this moment, I almost relish it. Opening my door, I watch her walk in.

“Strip,” I demand, shutting my door and walking past her to my liquor cabinet, where I pour myself a bourbon. She stands frozen, her big eyes traveling around.

“Alexandrea.” She jumps when I say it.

My eyes narrow. “I said strip.” Dropping down onto the couch, I rest one hand on the back as I bring the whiskey to my lips.

She nods and kicks off her Converse. “Aren’t you going to get undressed?”

Even with nothing but the full moon’s light, I can see her cheeks pinken, but her fucking scent makes my nostrils flare.

“Ah, my beautiful Alexandrea. As usual, you’re not understanding.”

Her chest rises and falls in a pant. She holds tight to one shoe.

“I said strip, or don’t. I can always jerk off in my bedroom and pass out watching the news.”

She drops the shoe with a loud thud.

“I listen fine. Have you ever thought it’s the way you instruct?” She pulls off her shirt in quick, angry movements, and I hide my grin behind my glass.

I shouldn’t play with her like this. More than likely, she’s only been with high school boys. But she seems to bring out the best and worst in me.

“Baby, I’m the best teacher.”

Her eyes dart up to mine while she shimmies out of her pants. When I stand and come nearer, her breathing picks up. My eyes travel the length of her. If I thought she was beautiful before, seeing her in nothing but a tiny G-string and see-through bra…

“You’re exquisite.”

“Thank you,” she whispers.

“Tell me, how many cocks have been inside that pussy?” I ask, watching the pulse in her neck race.

“A couple,” she breathes out.

She’s lying.

A liar… I like that. Taking her hand, I walk us back to the couch and sit again. She bites her lower lip.

“Take your bra off.” She lifts her chin and slowly unhooks it, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts are full, yet her nipples hold my attention—I want to suck and bite them. But I can play with them later. Right now, I want the truth. The pieces are falling into place.

She has, without a doubt, the tightest pussy.

I could barely get two fingers in her on my desk.

I reach for her hips to move her between my legs as adrenaline pumps through my blood. I lick her belly button feeling her slightly shake.

“You a virgin, Alexandrea?”

She takes a deep breath as I look up and watch my answer play across her face.

Despite that, she clears her throat. “No.”

“Hmm, you know what happens to bad girls who lie, right?” Ready to release my cock and shove it down her throat, I consider making her gag on it until she admits to what I already know.

I shouldn’t be getting off on this, but I am. The thought of being her first…yeah, I like that.

“I’m not lying,” she states, looking down at me.

“All right.” I pat my lap. “Sit.” Her eyes widen, and she lowers herself next to me.

“Here. Let me help instruct you.” I grab her wrist, pulling her down so she’s lying with her face in the couch and her ass across my lap.

“What the hell?” She wiggles when I spank her right cheek, the sting and heat on my hand making me grunt. Alex lets out a shriek as I swat her again on the other side.

“Just tell the truth.” Caressing her warm cheeks with my tingling hand, I wait for her answer.

“You can’t spank me.”

Ignoring her, I swat her again, then pull her thong to the side.

“Spread your legs,” I command.

Together, we groan.

“Look how wet you are. And so fucking tight,” I murmur, sliding my middle finger in and out of her.

“Oh God,” she whimpers as I remove my finger, dragging her slick wetness onto her rosette hole. Jesus Christ, I’m ready to blow my load just looking at it. I swing her legs to the floor and weave my hand in her hair till I’m jerking her head back. Our eyes lock, and everything else seems to cease as I peruse her face and increase my grip. She licks her lips, but if she’s unsure, it’s not in her eyes—they’re almost pleading.

“Last chance, Baby Girl. Anything you want to tell me?”

Her breath stutters as a moan escapes her puffy lips. “Fuck me, Dean Powers.”
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“Fuck me, Dean Powers.” My voice sounds breathy, his fist tightens in my hair as he makes me stand with him. I feel like I’m in a deliciously erotic dream, where I demand my hot professor take my virginity.

“Such a nasty girl. I hope you know what you’re demanding,” he growls inches from my mouth, his eyes sweeping my face, almost as if he wants to memorize every single thing on it.

“I know you’re lying, Alexandrea,” he whispers, his voice like velvet before his lips claim mine.

My nails dig into his shirt, and I hold on. God, my head is spinning. I’ll never be the same. Excitement flows up from my stomach, and my tongue twists with his. He tastes like sugar from the bourbon. As he jerks my head back to smile down at me, my scalp tingles.

“Wrap your legs around me.” He lifts me, and I do. At this point, I’d take cyanide if he wanted me to.

“Give me those lips.”

At the sound of his voice, goose bumps cover my arms and legs. I think I could come merely from hearing him speak—that’s how much his voice turns me on.

Lightly, he bites the fleshy bottom part of my lip and sucks on it. As we walk, my hands weave through his thick hair, and I close my eyes, allowing myself to just feel.

Because this is it. I know I should tell him I’m a virgin. And I know that everything about me being here is wrong.

But holy shit, my pussy throbs. It can’t be wrong if it feels this good, right? When he stops, I open my eyes and lock my gaze onto his. He smirks, and suddenly, I’m falling back into a fluffy comforter on the bed.

“Take your panties off,” he demands.

He pulls off his shirt and unzips his jeans. Arching up, I kick off my thong.

Breathe, Alex, you need to breathe. Otherwise, you’re going to… “Holy fuck, you’re huge.” And I want to die because I said that out loud.

“You need to tell me something?” He stands, looking down at me, naked. Jesus, he can’t be real. The moonlight kisses his eight-pack and that delicious V while his large hand strokes his giant…

“Oh my God,” I wheeze out. I should tell him because that can’t fit, ever. Instead, I watch his hand slide up and down on it, speechless.

“Scared?”

All I can do is stare at it. My lips suddenly go dry, and I run my tongue over them.

“Eyes. I want them on me.”

He grabs my ankles and slides me to the edge, and I gasp.

“You can scream,” he says. “No one can hear you.” And before I can even respond, he thrusts his massive cock inside me.

It’s fast, it’s hard, and I do scream because even with my head spinning, it feels like he ripped me in half.

“Jesus Christ,” he hisses, his arms holding the backs of my legs as my eyes stay on his.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby, you’re doing it. Look at your pussy taking my cock,” he grunts as he pulls out and slides in again, his hands digging into my hips as if he’s struggling to hold on.

“It stings,” I hiss.

“Breathe, Alex.”

I gasp for air, pain searing through me.

“Relax and wrap your legs around me. Let’s see if I can fit my entire cock into this virgin hole.” He pulls out, then thrusts in again. My hands grab the comforter.

“Fuck, you’re tight.” He hisses, “Goddamn, I’m gonna come,” and pulls out, jerking on his cock as his warm seed spurts over and over onto my breasts.

“Don’t move,” he demands, moving down between my legs. “Such a good girl taking all of my cock. I’m gonna reward you.” His mouth remains right at my sensitive core.

“Tell Dean Powers how you want to come.” He licks my swollen nub back and forth.

“Yes.” I moan, throwing my head back.

His mouth takes over, and all thoughts of any pain vanish. I’m floating, climbing while he sucks on my clit. I reach for his hair, arching tighter in his mouth.

“I’m going to…” I groan.

“That’s it, baby, you come in my mouth,” he growls, then sucks.

I can’t stop. His filthy words heighten everything, and I spill over, screaming words, not sure what they are, while he holds me tight, as I pulse and climax in his mouth over and over until I can barely move.

He lifts his head, and our eyes lock. Yes, I should be horrified because his mouth is covered with my arousal and blood from him being my first.

A normal girl would, but I guess I’m not normal because I can’t lie—it turns me on. He’s exciting. It’s as if the world vanishes, and only he and I exist.

“Let’s get cleaned up.” He reaches for me, and I let him, too tired to move.

“That’s my baby girl.” Lifting me in his arms, he holds me close, and I snuggle my nose in his neck.

“You can call me Brett now.” He kisses my forehead and brings me into his bathroom. My stomach flutters, but I can’t think about that right now. All I know is I want him, all of him. The rest of the world can stay away.
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Birds. Is that a seagull? My eyes sluggishly blink open as it dawns on me I’m not in my room back in Ohio, but staring out at the ocean.

“Holy fuck.” I bolt up, looking around the spacious bedroom that has nothing but large windows as a wall on my right side. The smell of salt and seaweed slowly drifts through one that’s slightly open.

“Oh my God.” I cover my mouth as last night comes flooding back into my slightly hungover brain. The stupid party, Danny Boy’s punch… sex with Dean Powers, over and over. I kick off the covers to look down at myself. I look fine. Turning, I reach over to his side of the bed. It’s cold.

“Dean…” I clear my voice hating how raspy it always sounds in the morning, but today… “Dean Powers?” I call out. God, Alex, you sound like an idiot. Bringing the white fluffy comforter to my chin, I almost scream at the large bloodstain on it.

“No.” I leap up, my legs instantly shaking. “What the fuck?” I twirl around, looking for, well, I don’t know what I’m really looking for, but my mind is racing.

“Breathe, Alex, and think.” I make myself take a breath, and another, as I try formulating a plan. It’s a simple one.

Run.

Run like the fucking wind. Drop the class, and if you see him in passing, pretend you don’t. Or dye your hair, get a facelift, anything but stay here only to be thrown out in the morning light.

Jesus, that’s why he’s gone. He’s letting me have the massive walk of shame, alone. Which then brings me to my other problem: where are my clothes?

“Alexandrea?” Brett’s voice makes me freeze.

“Shit,” I hiss. The sound of a door closing makes me jump and dart like the wind into what I’m hoping is his bathroom. It might be his closet, but that could work to my advantage. I can hide behind his clothes.

Thank God, it’s his bathroom. I have to pull myself together. Grabbing a towel off his dark wooden shelf, I wrap it around me and look at the large glass container next to it holding a bunch of bar soaps. Another one holds seashells, and is that a cactus?

“Alex?” The knock on the door cuts into my brain enough so that I stop admiring his meticulously clean bathroom, and face the fact that I have to speak. Either that or hide in the shower. What is wrong with me?

“Just a minute,” I croak out, looking myself over in the mirror, then down at the sink, where I notice a brand new toothbrush. I glance at the door, then at the toothbrush. Maybe he didn’t want me to leave? Or maybe he simply wants me to have clean teeth?

“Stop it,” I whisper, ripping open the back part to get the toothbrush out.

“You want coffee, baby?” And I freeze.

Baby. He just said baby. My stomach flips, and for a split second, I’m worried I might faint.

I clear my voice. “Um, yes, please,” I call out, turning on the water so I can frantically brush my teeth. When I glance back up at my appearance, I literally do a double take. Because my cheeks are flushed, my lips are red and puffy, and my chin is slightly pink from Brett’s kisses.

I lean down and spit, then rinse. My hair is wild since we took two showers last night and this morning, and I guess I slept on it wet. I look around for a brush.

“Whatever.” I try to run a hand through the curls, almost screaming when Brett taps on the door again.

“Stop hiding, Alex.”

Dammit, how does he know? I straighten my shoulders and try to look casual. Clutching his blue towel, I swing the door open.

Blue eyes, like the ocean, stare at me as he blocks the exit, leaning against the doorframe and holding a white mug with the purple and red crest of CAU on it.

“You okay?” He grins.

“Yes. Fine, why wouldn’t I be?” I bite my lower lip. Barefoot and dressed in jeans and a blue T-shirt, he’s so incredibly hot, it’s not fair.

Bare feet. I almost groan because something is really sexy about barefoot guys.

“Black okay?”

“What?” My eyes dart up to his as he pushes off the frame and hands me the mug.

“The coffee?”

As if on autopilot, my hands automatically take it. Closing my eyes, I shake my head.

“Yes, I like it black… I’m sorry, I’m just… I didn’t know where my clothes were, and you were gone, so I thought I should leave, then—”

“You decided to hide?” He laughs, leaning over to give me a slow kiss, and my heart races. My brain screams danger because I need to remember he’s my professor, not someone I can fall in love with.

“How’s my peach pie feeling this morning?” He keeps smiling, and all thoughts of him being my dean fly out the window as I lean into him, waiting for him to kiss me again.

“What?” My eyes pop open, and he laughs. And I learn two things.

One, Dean Powers is a morning person.

Two, he’s got a dimple on his right cheek when he smiles and laughs.

“My pie, it’s got to be sore.” He steps back and motions to his bed. My clothes are neatly folded, and the comforter is now dark blue.

“Get dressed if you want to learn to surf,” he says, leaving me with my coffee and a throbbing wet pussy.

I take a deep breath, trying to get ahold of all these feelings. Not only is he not kicking me out, but he’s going to teach me to surf?

“You know I don’t have a bikini.” I look around his bedroom for a coaster so I can set my coffee down. His room is celery green with dark wood furniture, and I guess the ocean is his art because he’s got a million-dollar view.

“Hurry up. The tide is coming in,” he yells back.

After chugging the coffee, I set the mug on his nightstand and look at my clothes. Even my tiny panties are folded perfectly. Are these clean? Did he wash my clothes? Yep, these are clean. I quickly get dressed, then grab his mug and walk out into the large room. It’s all open. The kitchen is to the right, then the living room, with his couch and TV. But it’s the large windows and that view that make me hesitate.

“Your place is unbelievably beautiful.” He looks up from reading something on his laptop, which sits on his blue granite island. And I have to bite my tongue not to say, and so are you.

“Thank you.” He shuts the laptop. “I inherited it.” He walks over and takes the empty coffee mug from me, his fingers grazing mine, leaving behind invisible red-hot sparks.

Burning. As I wait for him to kiss me, it’s like I have a fever and he’s the only thing that can cure me.

Instead, he says, “Let’s go. You need a bikini, board, and wetsuit.” He reaches around me for his keys.

“Dean Powers…”

Smiling again, he kills me with his next words. “You can call me Brett. You’ll know when I’m Dean.”

He takes my cold hands, and I swallow because I can’t afford all that stuff. My dad literally watches every dime I spend.

“I, look, I can’t… that is, I don’t have money for any of that stuff…” My voice trails off as he walks me over to the couch and points at my shoes and purse.

“Just get ready.” He walks away, and all I can think of is that I’m in way over my head.
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“Hey, brother.” I grin at Curtis, the owner of the small surf shack where I’m a regular, and pull a reluctant Alexandrea inside.

Her eyes sweep the Hawaiian vibe. You have to duck under the fake thatched roof just to get into the shop. Colorful murals of surfers riding waves fill the walls. Racks and racks of clothes make it like an obstacle course. Boogie boards, skateboards, shoes, anything you could possibly want, and then some, are crammed in here.

“Oh wow.” Alex looks down at the rotting wood floor that’s mostly covered with sand.

“Brett Powers is in the house. ’Sup, bro?” He grins. Curtis is pushing fifty and looks way older. The sun and wind have made his hands and face look like leather, but he’s a true seeker; the surf and ocean are his religion. He’s owned this shop for thirty years and still sounds like a teenager.

“You catch those waves this morning? They were epic, man.” He shakes his head like he can’t believe it.

“I heard.” I grin, looking up at all the surfboards stacked in a long row.

“Pick one of these,” I say to Alex, motioning to the middle section.

“Brett, I told you, I can’t afford—”

“You got a wetsuit that would fit Alexandrea?” Cutting her off, I turn toward him. Curtis’s eyes rake over Alex’s thin form. And I want to kill him, or at least beat the shit out of him.

Curtis is a friend, I remind myself. I roll my neck, hearing it crack as I relax my clenched fist and jaw.

“Dude. Does a bear shit in the woods? Let me grab her one. You like pink?” he yells over his shoulder, his flip-flops scraping on the sand floor.

“Black is fine,” I snap, then take a breath because I need to tamp down this possessive shit.

So she has the tightest pussy? Big deal. She was a virgin, that’s all this is. The racks of bikinis clack loudly as I rush through them, finally stopping at one I can’t help but grin at.

“Put this on,” I say, holding up the black bikini with all kinds of tiny fruits on it, including peaches.

“You’re kidding me?” She rolls her eyes as I walk to her.

“It’s perfect.” I wink.

She tries to fight her smile, and I grab her, spinning her so she faces the full-length mirror. Her eyes are like big glittering emeralds as they blink at me through the mirror.

“What part are you confused about, Dean Powers? I have no money—”

“Dude, you’re in luck. Last one.” Curtis interrupts her tirade. With a grin, I glance at the plain black wetsuit he’s holding.

“Perfect. And we need a beginner’s board.” Dismissing him, I stare at my obsession in the mirror. He stands on his toes, grinning at us like a juvenile. He must get my vibe because he walks away before I can say anything like Keep looking at my girl, and that’ll be the last time you smile again.

What is with me? I’m like the alpha dog that needs to piss on her so everyone knows she’s mine.

Mine.

I shove the bikini into her hand. “You won’t have to pay. You’re gonna steal it.” My voice is low, but not low enough to make it obvious I’m doing something bad. If she had won the lottery, I think she would look less shocked.

“What?” she whispers, her eyes wide open, and my cock, which has been hard all morning, gets even harder.

“I take it by the look on your face this will be your first time?”

“What?” she repeats, her nipples pebbling into hard rocks.

Pulling her back, I rub my erection on her ass. “You know you want to…” I growl in her ear.

“I do not.” She puffs out air; her chest starts to flush.

“Come on, baby… It’s a feeling that can’t be described, only felt. Because it starts here.” I press my hand tight on her flat stomach.

“Then floods right here.” Her eyes widen as my hand cups her hot pussy. I can feel her torment through her jeans.

“Oh God…” Groaning, she licks her puffy lips as I nip her earlobe and watch her through the mirror.

“I’m gonna pay for the wetsuit and board. Go into the changing room and put the bikini on under your clothes and walk out. It’s just that simple, baby.”

I move back as she reaches for me, trying to stop me as I say casually, “Then I’ll fuck your cunt raw.” Walking away, I hear her hiss and plead for me to come back.

I grin, adjusting my erection to the side. Alexandrea is everything I crave: brilliant, kind, and a kindred spirit. Which is why I know she’ll do it. Because as much as it goes against what she believes is her nature, I know differently.

The second she stumbled into my class, I felt that pull to her. The fact she has the tightest magical pussy will be my cross to bear. I walk over to Curtis, who’s busy waxing her board.

“Thanks, brother, we’re on our way to the beach, so she’s gonna wear the bikini under her clothes. Just put it on my tab.” I reach for my wallet, almost feeling guilty. I can sense her struggling with her conscience, at war with her innate nature. But it’s time for her to wake up and push her boundaries. I’m gonna take her to the edge, then she can decide if she wants to take the plunge.

People like Alex and me are different. It’s like a secret club.

I want her.

And, let’s be honest, instructing her is a fucking rush. I know she’s afraid of not being perfect, but deep inside, she knows something’s missing. When I was a kid and teenager, I’d chase that feeling with surfing, drinking, and drugs. You name it, I’m sure I’ve tried it at least once. As an adult, I can accept it. I channel other ways to feel that adrenaline, that split second of life and death merging together, at peace with the knowledge that only one will win.

Alexandrea doesn’t understand any of this yet. I grin because I can set her free. All she needs to do is trust herself, let go, and she’ll set the world on fire.

“That your girl?” Curtis grunts as he hands me the board and the bag with the wetsuit. I ignore the question and start toward the purple door that has Billabong painted in red across it.

“She’s fucking fly. You’re the man, Powers.” His voice gets louder as he points at me.

I give him a nod. “Good seeing you, Curtis.” Kicking the door open, I head toward my Audi, squinting since the sun finally burned through the morning overcast. I toss the board and bag in the back, then sit.

Fuck, that’s it, baby. Take the plunge… My pulse is pounding, my cock is leaking, and I smile, starting the car and backing up so that I’m by the door and she can jump right in. My hands tighten on the steering wheel as three, two, one… the door opens, and my heart leaps to my throat.

She’s fucking magnificent, head held high, cheeks flushed, tits pushed forward as she gasps for breath while she speed walks out, only to be followed by fucking Curtis.

“Wait,” he calls after her as she runs to the car in full panic, fumbling to open the door.

“Dude.” He stands next to her. “Just wanted to give you this.” He hands her a stupid clear visor with Surf’s Up on it.

“Oh my God.” She laughs, or maybe it’s a sob. “Thank you. I’ll treasure it.” Flinging open the door, she literally jumps in.

“Go,” she screams even though she has a huge smile plastered on her face. And I can’t help but laugh. I don’t think I could have dreamed it better.

As I speed out of the parking lot, she grabs my shirt and yells, “Are you insane? Oh my God, I thought I was going to jail. I thought—”

“You did it, baby. Show me,” I demand, looking at the road as I speed, zigzagging around cars. I need to pull over.

“Holy shit, I’m shaking…” She holds out her hands, then squeals as she jerks off her shirt.

I smile as I look at her full tits in the black, fruit-covered bikini. “Naughty girl,” I growl, turning right into the parking lot of an insurance company. It’s the weekend, so it better be deserted. I slam the car into park.

“Pants,” I grunt, already unbuttoning my own while she watches me release my cock.

“God, your dick is huge.” She stares at it and lifts her hips, kicking her pants off as I look around.

Besides a single car at the entrance of the office, we appear to be alone, but at this point, it wouldn’t matter. I push my seat back as far as it can go and reach for her.

“You’re gonna fuck me, baby. Show your dean how good it can feel to be bad.”

As she straddles me, I grab my cock, and she holds on to my leather seat.

“I hope I can take him.” She slams her slick, wet core hard on my cock, and my eyes roll back in my head. I don’t have to direct her. She’s gone, her own needs taking over.

“That’s it, fuck me. You like being a bad girl, don’t you? Tell me how it felt?” I breathe through my nose. I’m not gonna last long if she keeps impaling herself this hard on me.

“Tell me,” I command.

“I loved it…” she whimpers. “My pussy got wet and achy…”

“Yeah? Did you want to touch yourself?”

“I wanted you, only you…” she groans out.

Jesus Christ, she’s gonna be the death of me. I grab her hips, forcing her to rub her slick core on me.

“Such a good girl. Look at your pussy taking my cock,” I grunt.

She looks down, both of us groaning as her slick pink folds slide up and down on my angry glistening cock.

“Brett…” she whimpers. “Dean Powers, I need to come.”

“Give me those fucking lips.” She lowers her head, her lips inches from mine as our breaths mingle.

“Tell me thank you.” My hands hold on to her ass, controlling the rhythm. Scooping up our arousal that’s dripping down my balls, I slowly insert my middle finger into her rosette hole.

“Oh fuck… Oh God. I’m going to come,” she moans almost frantically. “Thank you…” She leans her forehead on mine, and I smile.

“That’s it, baby.” Stealing her breath, I say into her parted lips, “You like my cock in your tight pussy and my finger fucking your ass, don’t you?”

Her eyes stay on mine while her nails dig into my chest, and she’s clearly ready to come undone.

“I… do. I’m gonna come.” She nods and whispers almost pleadingly.

“Yes, you are,” I praise her, and that’s all it takes. Her breath stutters, her cunt and ass clench tightly, grabbing on to my cock and finger so hard I can’t hold myself back any longer.

“Jesus Christ.” My other hand slaps her ass. Leaning forward, I capture her lips while my cock jerks so hard I see spots as I unload my hot, pulsing seed deep inside her.

“Holy shit.” Alex collapses on me.

Slowly, I remove my finger so I can hold her, kiss her face… the fuck is that noise?

I look over her shoulder, trying to focus on my console screen, which says Richard Murphy.

“Shit.” Alex lifts her head as if she, too, is confused about what a phone sounds like.

“Babe, I need to take this.”

“What—?”

I push a button on my steering wheel. “Richard? Everything okay?” My hand strokes Alex’s hair, her eyes wide and her body frozen as my cock jerks inside her, making those gorgeous eyes grow bigger.

“Sorry to bother you on a Saturday, Brett. I just got off the phone with Finley and they need you. I’ve already booked you on the next flight to London.”

My hand freezes as Alex leans back, and I can’t help but groan.

“Richard, what time are we talking? I’m not at home.” I kiss her puffy lips and lift her off. She drops into the passenger seat, and I lift my hips to jerk my jeans on.

“One o’clock,” he states as I start the car, bringing my seat forward.

“What am I walking into?” I look over at Alex who is trying to button her pants.

“They just need the world’s expert to deliver the keynote speech, meet with the leaders of the UN and World Bank.” he says, sounding like a proud father.

“You know I spent hours yesterday on a bunch of Zooms going through everything with them.” Running a hand through my hair, I try to get my head in the game.

He chuckles. “Not everyone is a genius, and I don’t need to remind this can’t hurt your chances with the Nobel Committee, they will probably be watching. Keep me posted. I don’t think this will take more than a couple of days, right?”

“I didn’t think I’d have to get on a plane for this, but it’s fine.” I press End on the steering wheel and pull out, driving toward Santa Monica. When I look over at Alex, she’s now dressed and searching inside her purse.

“I need to drop you off. If you left anything at my house, I can give it to you when I get back.”

She nods and brings out her phone. “I think I have everything. Thank you.” By the sound of her voice, she’s clearly uncomfortable, and if I didn’t have to catch a plane in two hours, I could better discuss things. But the reality is, I have a job that requires all my time. I broke the rules last night and today…

“Look, Alexandrea…” My eyes drift over at her and her phone as she types. I look up at the road, then back down at her phone. Is she texting Jordan?

Jordan: WTF

Alex: I’m sorry! I got drunk and took an Uber home.

Jordan: I have your backpack in my room. U want me to bring it to U?

Alex: Yes.

My jaw clenches. I should look at this as a blessing. Clearly, she’s not going to be clingy, but are you fucking kidding? I tighten my grip on the steering wheel, not trusting myself not to grab her phone and toss it out the window. She’s just made this really easy. I enjoyed her, got off several times, and she got to lose her virginity. Now we go back to the fact that I’m the dean, and she’s a student.

“I just came inside you. Do we need to get you a morning-after pill?” Her fingers stop texting as she slowly looks over at me.

“Well, considering you have a plane to catch…” Her voice trails off as she shakes her head and goes back to her phone.

“Alexandrea, I’m not going to ask you twice.” My voice sounds calm even though I’m anything but.

“Relax,” she snaps as she stops texting to turn toward me. “I’m on the pill, Dean Powers.” And it takes everything I have not to ask why. Instead, I continue making my way toward Skylar’s in silence.

This is not how I saw this ending, but everything happens for a reason. Because I’d just keep fucking her. I’m hardly sated.

Yeah, getting on a plane and flying five-thousand miles away is exactly what I need to get my head on straight. Focus on work. All thoughts of Alexandrea will dissipate.
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ALEXANDREA

 

I prop my hand under my chin because if I don’t, I’ll yawn again, and with the anxiety in Jordan’s eyes, I think that would make him lose it. So I clear my throat and reach for my cold coffee, forcing myself not to get up and refill it. He needs my attention more than I need coffee, I remind myself. Straightening my shoulders, I nod supportively.

Jordan is presenting his theory in physics today. I’m trying to keep up, but Jesus, it’s really early for this.

“So what did you think?” He leans forward, and all I can focus on is that he’s getting a zit on his forehead.

“It was amazing. You have nothing to be worried about.” I jump up and walk to the carafes, which have five different flavors of coffee set up in a row. “Do you want more coffee?” I ask as I refill my cup.

“No,” he grumbles, looking at his computer. “Was I able to explain it? Like, do you understand what I was saying?”

Oh shit, this could be tricky. What if he quizzes me? I was in a complete other world for ninety percent of it.

“Do I need to slap you?” I walk back with my steaming cup of joe, hoping I picked the dark roast. I’m kind of smelling a hazelnut flavor.

“You are brilliant. And you’re passionate, and that is what’s going to put you ahead of everyone else.” I sit and cross my legs as Jordan leans back in the chair and beams.

“You fucking rock. I really needed this.” He runs his hands up and down his pant leg, and again, I have to look away because that zit…

“Of course.” I take a sip, then say, “What are friends for?”

He stops rubbing his pants and frowns.

“Yeah, well anyway, we should probably head over to class,” he says. “I think Dean Powers is back, and the last thing I need is him up my ass today about being late. Shit, are you okay?”

He reaches forward to help while I choke on my coffee, my heart pounding at the mention of Dean Powers’s name.

It’s been five days. Five days, of me having a gamut of emotions, from anger to anxiety to excitement to anger…

I hold up my hand before he can slap my back and wheeze out, “I’m okay.” As I take a breath, my eyes water. All of a sudden, I just don’t feel good because I’ve secretly been telling myself he’s too busy to call or even text as he’s in London.

“How do you know he’s back?” I say, trying to sound nonchalant as I wipe under my eyes.

“I saw him yesterday afternoon.” He leans down for his backpack. “He was actually with your sister.” And I start to cough again.

“What?” I hiss, reaching for the coffee.

“I know.” He shakes his head, shoving his laptop in. “I can’t believe Professor Carter is your sister. She’s hot…” He looks over at me as I sit with the coffee cup poised at my lips, absorbing this information.

He’s back.

And he was with my sister… I’m either going to puke or do something violent.

“I mean, she’s nowhere as hot as you. There’s no comparison—”

“Jordan,” I snap, setting the coffee down. “Tell me exactly what you saw.”

“Wait, what?” He looks at me like I have something on my face, and I might, but if he doesn’t start talking, I won’t be responsible for my actions.

“My sister and Dean Powers? Were they close or touching? I mean, isn’t that against the rules?” I grumble as we both stand.

“Um, they were walking. That’s it.” He swings his backpack on his shoulder, waiting for me to do the same. “They’re together, right? Or they were? He’s getting vetted, you know. I overheard my dad talking about it.”

I grab his arm. “What? Like people are digging stuff up on him, like, watching him?” My voice cracks.

Holy shit.

“Well, yeah, it’s the process they do. They have to make sure he’s not a mass murderer or on drugs…” He opens the café door for me. “Or sleeping with students, you know, something that could put a stain on the university.” He looks at me as I pass like this is just so simple, and I should be completely aware of this.

“So he’s cleared? Like the vetting process is over?” I ask, trying to sound normal even though my heart pounds.

“Yeah, I guess. Dean Powers is an arrogant dick, but he’s not suicidal or stupid. He wants the deanship at California University bad. I can’t imagine he would allow anything to stop it from happening. I need to get on his team. I’ll have my dad take care of this.” He says all this like it’s just that easy.

I feel like I’m in some weird dream, like I’m walking and nodding, but all I hear is sleeping with students over and over.

“Course, in my opinion, the right choice would be Dean Jenners, but it’s not up to me.” Jordan moves closer as we walk down the hall with the masses, heading to his class.

“Why? You just said he’s a genius.”

He shrugs. “I don’t know. Dean Powers is just… Look how he is in the classroom. He always has his favorites and gets to travel around the world. Everyone kisses his ass because they believe he’s the ‘only one’ who can actually change the world’s energy future by getting off the grid.” Jordan does air quotes on the only one part.

We stop at the classroom door. I can’t move, can barely breathe. He’s in there. I can feel him.

Jesus, Jordan’s right. Brett is all those things. He’s also exciting, addicting, and can fuck like a… Oh God, what if he really is with my sister? I tried to ask her; well, as much as I could with her ignoring me. Ever since our dad put his foot down and she’s had to accept that I’m staying, she’s maybe said ten words to me, and none of them were nice. Two days ago, when my conscience was eating away at me, I asked her how long she and Brett had been dating. She looked at me like I was crazy. Like I was so unworthy she could barely respond but to sneer out, “Why? It’s none of your business.” Then she slammed her door loudly.

Not gonna lie, I felt a lot less guilty. Everything that happened with Brett was out of my control. A nuclear bomb could have gone off, and I couldn’t have stopped.

“So are they together?” Right now, I want to shake Jordan.

He cocks his head at me. “She’s your sister. How should I know?” He motions for me to enter as everyone walks past us, thanking Jordan for holding the door.

“I told you, we’re not close.” Marching in, I try not to look for him, but my eyes go straight to his table. Then can’t decide if I’m happy he’s not there, or want to cry.

“Whatever. He’s gonna be the head dean. He’d have to do something really bad at this point…yeah, I definitely need to get on his team.” Jordan slumps into the seat next to mine as I look around the room.

Breathe, Alex. You can’t faint as soon as he walks in. He’ll know you’re obsessed, and that can’t happen, so sit and look calm.

The side door opens, and he walks in. I rub my lips together as that energy, that weird electrical charge that happens whenever he’s near goes straight to my core. Like a creeper, I stare at him, drink in his physical beauty as he throws his head back to laugh at something a blond woman was saying. My eyes sweep her form. She’s nothing special. Why is he laughing with her?

Jealousy snakes up my spine, wrapping itself around my heart. She goes to a seat where her laptop is already open, and he rolls up his sleeves. And for the first time in my life I feel like someone has just taken a knife and inserted it into my heart.

My eyes stare daggers at the back of the blonde’s head. What the hell? My eyes go to his as he leans casually on the end of the table, making jokes and talking about something that happened in London.

Not once does he glance at me. And I know he knows I’m here. He can feel me. I’m not stupid. Or maybe I am because I thought he would come back and… what? Continue? He’s the dean.

The head dean, soon-to-be boss. He’s being vetted, but knowing all this, I still crave him. Just get through this class, Alex, then go to his office later. I’m so involved in torturing myself about him that I almost scream when Brett says, “See you all Monday.”

“I need to ask Dean Powers a quick question, so you go along.” I don’t wait for Jordan to respond. I need to get to him, but a small circle of mostly women surrounds him.

“I’m late. Make appointments during office hours or email me,” he says, again not looking at me as he exits the room.

Stunned, I almost sink into an empty chair. Instead, I start to walk to my next class. I don’t know why I’m surprised; he didn’t reach out the whole time he was gone. I should leave this alone. What exactly am I going to say? Why didn’t you get ahold of me? Are you fucking Skylar? Why can’t I stop thinking about the way your big dick felt inside me?

Yeah, no. Screw Dean Powers. He wants to ignore me? I’ll do the same.
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BRETT

 

“So, Jordan. What can I do for you?” I bring the cup of coffee to my lips, my eyes narrowing on him.

“I wanted to see if I could be part of your team?” he says, pushing his glasses up, his whole entitled air about him pissing me off. Not that it’s his fault he’s been given a silver spoon.

“Why?” I rock back in my chair. We’re in the conference room since I had to stop what I was working on in the lab to take this meeting. Jordan’s father is on the board of trustees, an alumnus, and a Hollywood producer. I said I’d meet with his son. I did not agree to let him join my team.

“Well, I’m going to be an engineer…” His voice trails off, and his cheeks flush.

I set my coffee down. “That means nothing to me. I’m going to be honest. My team breathes for this project. Yes, it was my idea.” I point toward the lab area. “But every single one of them deserves as much of the glory as I do. They eat, sleep, live for their work. Is that you?” I know it’s not. Jordan Staple is smart, but he doesn’t have the drive for what I require of my team. That, and he won’t keep his eyes off Alexandrea.

It’s been two weeks since I’ve been back from London. And this dance she and I seem to be playing is about to end.

There’s a reason I don’t deprive myself of things. It will just grow and build until you go off and saturate yourself in it. I’d hoped London would make my craving for her disappear. It didn’t. If anything, I found myself thinking I could fuck Alexandrea here, or she’d like that, or I can’t wait to see her…

Insane shit.

“Well, my father said you would let me…” Jordan’s annoying voice brings me back to the present and the fact that I don’t bow to anyone. I had my meeting, and now I need to go back to work.

“Are you willing to give up all your free time for this project?” I stare at him as his phone vibrates.

“Well, when you say all my free time, what do you mean?” He rubs his hands up and down his legs and reaches for the phone in his pocket. “Let me just turn this off.”

“Josh?” I yell, watching him look down at his phone, a small smile on his lips, as I feel that irrational jealousy flow through me. I don’t even know if it’s her, but the thought of Alex texting him pisses me off.

“Yeah, Dean?” Josh pokes his head in.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” I take a breath because I can’t punch a student. I’ll never hear the end of it from my brother.

“Um, no…” Josh looks at me, then Jordan, confused.

“And are you in a fraternity? Out partying all the time?”

“No.” He walks in and smiles, suddenly understanding what I’m doing. It’s why he’s my right-hand man.

“Thank you.” I nod and stand, pointing at where he exited. “That is what I’m talking about. I’ve seen you with Ms. Carter, and I know you’re in a frat. Which is fine, just not the dedication that I seek in a new team member.” His face turns red as he stands.

“Are you really saying no? You can’t be serious?” He looks around as if the room can help him.

“Do you understand who my dad is?” he snaps, looking like he might throw himself on the floor and have a tantrum.

And this is what I’m talking about. I literally have zero patience for people like him. He thinks the world owes him everything. I think the world comes to those who work for it.

My lip twitches. “I know exactly who your father is, which is why I’m speaking with you. If he has questions, I’ll inform him what you said.” I glance at my phone.

“What? I said nothing. You did all the talking.” His voice rises. “Look, I don’t have a girlfriend, and so what if I’m in a fraternity?”

His phone starts vibrating again. “This is unfair, Dean Powers. I know you think that you are like a god around here, but my dad is on the board. You have to—” He brings his phone out of his pocket, pointing it at me, and I’m done.

“I’m gonna stop you before you say something you might regret.” My voice is full of warning as he swallows, the realization that he just hung himself dawning on him as I stand, a good head taller.

“Whatever. I’ll let my dad know.” He shakes his head. “Thanks for meeting with me.” Setting his phone down, he jerks his backpack off the back of the chair.

And there on his phone is a picture of Alexandrea laughing, holding her hand up at the camera. He reaches down for his phone and storms out as I force myself not to grab him and demand the truth.

Jesus Christ, if he’s been inside her? I open and close my fist.

“Everything okay, Dean?” Josh walks in and frowns, looking at me, then over at Jordan’s retreating back.

“I know, he’s a tool. Dean Patrick called while you were talking to—” I hold up my hand.

“Handle everything. I don’t want to be disturbed.” I walk past his surprised face and head downstairs, pausing to shoot off a text.

ME: My office NOW

I don’t wait for her response before I pocket my phone. She’ll come because I own her cunt. She can fight it, pretend she doesn’t want it, even fuck other men, but at the end of today, there will be no confusion. My dick is so hard I have to adjust myself before I unlock my office, ignoring all the greetings from students as I walk in and wait, like a snake curling up and readying for its prey. I need to calm my mind. She should not matter, and had I not left town, maybe we could have run our course, and I wouldn’t be ready to put my fist through a wall.

Fuck, get your shit together. My hands curl around the sides of my wooden desk as I fight this primal caveman feeling.

My eyes narrow and I straighten, looking at my phone vibrating on my desk.

She’s here.

Adrenaline spikes through me. I’m not in control, not at all. She taps on the door. I should tell her to go away.

“Hello?” She pokes her head in, and her eyes find mine.

Time, space, all of it stops as we stare at each other.

This is wrong. She’s my student. I despise this pull, this force that seems to be connecting us. She must feel it also, or she sees the violence in my eyes, because for a split second I can see it in her eyes that she wants to run. She should. Nothing good can come of this. Instead, she straightens her shoulders and enters, shutting the door to lean against it.

“Lock it,” I snap, barely holding my anger in check. It might be irrational, but I don’t care. My eyes travel up and down her form. She’s in a cute black dress and white Converse high-tops.

“Now.” My voice holds no room for negotiation.

She licks her puffy lips and pushes off the wall to lock the door.

“We’re all normal,” she snips, putting her hands on her hips.

I walk toward her. “Are we?” I murmur, lifting her chin. Jesus Christ, she’s truly stunning. Her cheeks are flushed with a healthy glow, green eyes sparkling, and for a second, I look at her as my hands tighten on her chin.

“Did you let Jordan touch you?”

Her eyes widen. “No…” Her voice is soft, as if she’s guilty, but not completely, since her eyes are still locked on mine.

“No.” She tries to back up, but I tighten my hold, bringing her face close as I smell her delicious scent.

“Careful, beautiful, I’m this—”

“Let go of me, Dean Powers. I wouldn’t want it to slip to my sister that her perfect boyfriend wasn’t so per—”

That’s it. I spin her around, and a small gasp is all I hear as I shove her chest down on my desk, toss her dress up, and slap her ass hard.

“Are you insane? You can’t do that here—” I stop her and spank the other cheek. The satisfying warmth and sting make me hiss.

“I can do anything with you, and you want to know why?” My other hand holds her neck as she wiggles.

“I fucking own this wet cunt, and you know it. Now again, did you let him touch you?” I’m beyond caring what the answer is. Unzipping my jeans, I kick her legs open, pulling her panties to the side as I look at her red ass and glistening pink pussy.

“Maybe I did. What do you care, Dean Powers?” She hisses as she tries to push herself up.

“Fuck,” I rasp, pushing her back down. Tightening my one hand on the back of her neck, I swat her ass again, then massage it as I slide two fingers into her wet core.

“That’s it, Alex. Look at what a little slut you are. Do I need to spank this ass sore?”

She gasps, but her pussy gets wetter.

“No,” she says between breaths.

I remove my fingers and line my cock up. “No, he didn’t touch you? Or no, don’t stop spanking this ass?” I growl, leaning over her and slamming my hard cock deep into her slick, wet pussy. “Jesus Christ.” Closing my eyes, I don’t move. As I struggle to breathe, the pleasure is so intense I’m ready to come.

Alex moans loudly as her hands reach out to brace herself on the side of my desk.

Pulling out, I thrust inside her again. “Hold on.” I grab her hips to keep her still. “Tight. Fuck, you’re tight.” I thrust in and out deeply, slowly, almost torturously.

Her pussy squeezes my shaft as I pick up speed, her breathing labored, her body sliding forward with each hard thrust.

“This is my cunt. No one but me gets it,” I say as our bodies slap together. “Unless I say so, you understand?” My stomach muscles tighten as I dominate her with my cock.

“I’m going to...” she whimpers as I lean forward and impale her deeper, pounding into her.

“Understand?” I hiss in her ear, her tight pussy latching on as it starts to pulse.

“Yes…I understand,” she screams.

My lips spread into a grin. “Good girl. Now.” I pull out, then slam back in her slick, tight core.

“Come.” She moans loudly again. Her eyes close and flutter. Her cunt contracts on my cock, her lips part as she gasps, and all I can do is ride the high because nothing has ever felt this good. She’s so unbelievably tight, the way her pussy grabs my cock, squeezing it as she spirals over.

“That’s it, Baby Girl.” Letting go myself, I make one last thrust and erupt, my cock jerking as I empty my seed deep inside her.

“Christ.” I lean my forehead on the back of her head as we both try to catch our breaths. The fuck is happening with me? I take a breath and slowly straighten, grabbing her hips for one last rough thrust, causing her eyes to open as I pull out.

She stays spread out on my as if she’s too spent to move. Jerking my jeans up, I almost spank that red ass again, but I was already hard on her. Anything more can wait until we get to my place.

“Let’s go, Alex.” I walk around to the front of my desk.

She slowly rises, “Where are we going?” She blinks as if her brain is trying to process what just happened, and that tug, pull, whatever it is makes my heart race.

“You’re coming back to my place.” I open my side drawer and bring out my bag, then shove my laptop into it.

“Wait.You spanked me again.” She grabs the desk for support as if her legs can’t hold her.

“I did.” Slamming the drawer shut, I move to her. She blinks at me like she’s shocked I admitted that.

“But… I mean, you…” She runs her hands through her hair, then straightens her panties, groaning while she tries to fix herself.

“I’m not going to your house. You can’t possibly think I would. I haven’t heard from you in weeks,” she snaps, her eyes going from me to the door as she shakes her head. “What did I just do?”

“You came on my cock, loudly. I hope Jordan doesn’t mind.” I reach for her arm. The mere thought of that arrogant shit makes me grit my teeth.

“Wait.” She jerks her arm away. “We can’t walk out together… I mean, I need to think for a second.”

“Relax, Alex. If you act like nothing is wrong, everyone will believe it.” Looking around the room, I make sure I’m not forgetting anything. Besides my desk being messed up, everything is normal.

“But I’m a mess…” Her voice trails off, and I glance down at her.

Christ, she really does look like she’s been fucked hard. With her flushed cheeks, red pouty lips, and glowing skin, I almost want to pull out my phone and take a picture of her.

“Alex. It’s okay to like all of it.” Unable to stop my grin, I chuckle as her green eyes flash with anger.

“I don’t… that is… I… I hate it–”

“I’m not going to argue with you,” I say, interrupting her stuttering denial. “Wipe that guilty look off your face. And yes, you’re coming home with me. We’re not done.” My dick twitches at the thought of having her all weekend. Come Monday, I’ll be calm, satisfied, and my life can carry on. Then if she wants to fuck Jordan, she can.

But not yet.

My hand reaches for the door, but her voice stops me. “You get off on this, don’t you? You really think no one will notice or say anything?” She motions to the door.

Turning, I take her hand, putting it on my hard cock. “Does this answer your question?” Her eyes widen as she jerks her hand away as I open the door and step out, holding it for her.

“Don’t forget your backpack.” Her eyes narrow on me, then she spins around to retrieve it.

I wait, nodding at a couple of students who greet me.

“God,” Alex groans. Straightening her shoulders back, she starts to walk out.

“What about my car?” She clears her throat.

Locking my office door, I walk ahead of her.

“You can get it Monday.” I glance around. It’s after regular school hours, so the hallway is not packed, but it’s hardly deserted. She’s right. I should not be doing this. I smile as I smell her scent on me and hear her walking behind me.

This is a dangerous game we’re playing, but fuck, my cock is hard.
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What am I doing? I need to walk in the other direction toward my recently repaired Honda, not follow him.

What if someone sees us? Why is he so calm? Most importantly, why would I let him fuck me on his desk? My head screams all these things because my traitorous body just wants more.

Dean Powers is an addiction like no other. I’m reasoning with myself that he seems to want me just as bad. God, I need to have my head examined because I’m tingling. My pussy is swollen and slightly throbbing. I can’t believe I’m actually considering doing this.

“Excuse me, Alex? What the hell?” And it’s like a bucket of cold water has just been thrown in my face. Please God, not Skylar.

“Alex?” Skylar screams, and for a second, I almost bolt. But that would imply guilt, and yes, I may just have had Dean Powers’s cock deep inside me, but she doesn’t need to know that, ever.

Stopping, I turn at last, schooling my face to look confused even though I’m in full panic mode. She speed walks toward me in her pumps. I can’t breathe, my heart races, and suddenly, my mouth is dry.

“What are you doing?” she hisses, and I can sense Brett behind me. Every single cell in my body comes alive at his nearness. It’s taking all I have not to forfeit and hide behind him.

“I asked you a question? Are you creeping on Dean Powers?” Her blue eyes skim over me to focus above my head at him.

“Skylar.” His voice makes my cheeks heat, and since they were already on fire, I’m sure I look ridiculous.

“What is going on? Is she—”

“I just had a meeting with your sister. Why are you screaming?” His voice remains calm, controlled.

Her pale cheeks pinken. “Oh.” She stands up straighter. “So she wasn’t bothering you?”

“Bothering? She’s my student and had an appointment to discuss her theory on African ants in the Sahara. What are you insinuating?” His voice sounds condescending.

My eyes bolt up to his.

He’s brilliant and fearless. I bite my lower lip so as not to groan out loud—he’s that awe inspiring. Skylar takes a step back, as if she, too, feels his massive power.

“I… I’m…” She opens and closes her mouth and turns her wrath on me. “I saw you following him, and I thought you were stalking him.” Her voice is filled with venom, and I almost scream, What have I ever done to you? Instead, I swallow and look her straight in the eye.

“He’s my professor,” I say, ignoring my conscience that’s screaming cheater. This is all so wrong. Skylar has some weird grudge against me, and Dean Powers did just fuck me on his desk. Jesus, am I the bad guy? She ignores me and turns her attention to Brett.

“Sorry.” She smiles up at him. “I just wanted to make sure she wasn’t making you uncomfortable—”

“I can take care of myself. Excuse me.” He grins, holding the glass door open for me to exit.

My eyes dart to Skylar. She looks at him, then me. Forcing my legs to move, I step out into the warm sun and feel Brett walking behind me. Jesus God, he cannot really be doing this, can he?

“Where are you going?” His voice sounds demanding with just the right amount of gravel, causing me to shiver even with the sun beating down on me.

“What are you talking about? I’m going to my car,” I hiss, forcing myself not to look back at him as I move straight ahead.

“No,” he says, and I almost trip. He can’t be serious! My sister is right there staring daggers. I don’t have to turn around to know she’s watching us.

“Your girlfriend is—”

“Skylar is nothing, a non-issue. Go right. I’ll pick you up at the second stop sign.” And before I can say anything logical, like there’s no way I’m going home with you, he’s gone.

“God.” Taking a breath, I look around. I’m at the end of the campus and the ocean is straight ahead. I have two choices: go left and walk to parking lot C to my car, or go right and burn in hell…

“Don’t do this, Alex,” I mumble, even as I walk where he directed me to go. My stomach flutters, and I bite my lower lip, trying to reason that I’m only going toward the stop sign so as not to cause a scene. Because if I live to be a hundred, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to wrap my brain around the fact that I don’t have control over myself. It’s like he’s cast some dark spell on me, and I want him to end this constant craving.

The black car slows down and stops at the red stop sign. I still have time to stop this madness…

“Let’s go, Baby Girl.” His voice goes deep into my heart. This is it. If I get into that car, my life is going to change. The fact is, I want him. Crave him, need him like the air I breathe. My eyes scan the couple of vehicles behind his. What if someone recognizes his car? I mean, we’re off the actual campus but still on the—

“Get in, Alexandrea.” His words cut off all my thoughts, and I stare mortified, then move before he yells my name again or something else.

“Oh my God.” I slam the door and turn toward him. “Do you want us to get caught?”

“Seat belt,” he demands, completely ignoring my question, and I automatically obey, though my hands shake.

“Something is wrong with me.” I lean back into his buttery-soft seat and close my eyes, trying to control my breath and heartbeat.

“Relax. It’s out of your control. I own your cunt.”

“You can’t say the c-word. You’re a professor, for God’s sake.” My eyes bolt open when he bursts out laughing. “It’s not funny. You shouldn’t say it… that.” I turn to look at him, trying not to be distracted by his smiling full lips as he drives.

“Alexandrea, that”—he glances at me, and our eyes clash, causing my heart to leap to my throat—“is my cunt. I will fuck it, suck it, and spank it if I so choose. Do you know why?”

I can barely breathe, much less talk, so I shake my head.

“You need me to set you free.”

“What? I’m free,” I snap, looking out the window to make sure no one is watching us. “What does that even mean?”

“You need to accept yourself,” he states, watching the road as my mind races.

“Trust me, I accept myself.”

“Do you?” He glances over at me. “You like me spanking you, yet you can’t admit it because society has made you think certain things are bad.” He grins, and that damn dimple of his just makes my heart ache.

“There is no good or bad, Alexandrea. What one person thinks is right may be wrong for another. So when two people have the same needs, they can accept it, or they can fight it, but ultimately, your real nature will always win because humans are innately greedy.” He stops at a stoplight, turning to watch me.

“But I don’t…” I shake my head, then stop. Why deny it when he knows?

He freaking knows. Pretending I don’t like or want him to take me to the edge is ridiculous. I’m literally squirming in my seat.

“Do you trust me?” His blue eyes hold mine, and it’s almost more intimate than if he were inside me. Because that’s a loaded question, and if I admit it out loud, I’m opening myself up for nothing but heartache.

His eyes caress my face as if he, too, feels this web of intensity being weaved around us. Then he turns to the road as the light turns green.

“That’s what I mean by setting you free.” He speeds around a car as I try to get ahold of my emotions. Everything with him is just heightened. It’s like he has one speed, and that is fast.

“Now say it,” he demands as my pulse pounds. Seconds tick by, and all at once, I’m scared. He could hurt me, my heart, my soul, my very being if I’m not careful.

“I trust you,” I whisper.

“Now, say Dean Powers owns my cunt.” He looks over at me again, the challenge all over his face, then back at the road.

“I… can’t say that.” Biting the lower fleshy part of my lip, I try to sit still.

“You can.”

I blink at him, and for the first time in my life, I stop judging myself or worrying about anything more than these feelings. Maybe he is right. There is no good or bad because who’s to really say what’s right?

“You own my cunt, Dean Powers,” I state as my pussy grows wetter and his nostrils flare.

“That’s right, I do.” His voice gets deeper, like we’re the only two people in this universe as he turns and pulls into his garage.

Jesus, this energy, it’s literally suffocating. He turns off the engine and grabs the back of my neck to bring my lips to his while his tongue demands mine. I groan when I taste and feel him because this kiss is deep and slow, like he’s branding my soul.

He lifts his head and says, “Inside, now,” but freezes when my phone rings like a dreaded rattlesnake warning me it’s in a corner, only this one is in my backpack.

His eyes narrow on mine. “Do you need to answer it?”

“No.” I shake my head, puffing out some air as I wait for it to stop. Guilt slithers up my spine. I already know it’s Jordan because I agreed to get Indian food with him tonight.

Brett cocks his head as his lips brush mine as I will the phone to just stop.

“Let’s go, Alexandrea.” I shudder because even though he said it like a caress, it’s anything but as he exits his door.

“Shit,” I whisper as I reach for my backpack. The door opening almost makes me jump.

“Thanks.” I try to smile as I walk to his side door when my phone starts ringing again.

This time, it’s almost echoing as his garage has amplified the sound. No. Just, no, this can’t be happening. I smile up at him because if I act like I don’t hear it, maybe he’ll play along?

“It’s probably my mom.” I say as I walk in. Great, Alex, way to pretend. He just smiles and tosses his keys on his island.

“Let me get it for you.” I lick my lips as I watch him try to take my backpack, and for a second, I wonder if I’m brave enough to drop down to my knees and give him a blowjob to distract him. Something tells me he should not see my phone.

“No.” I grab at his hand, almost crying in relief that it stopped. He cocks his head at me and then, in one quick jerk, takes it from me.

“Wait, Brett. It’s just that…” I swallow and point at it.

“That…” Oh God, where am I going with this? “My mom’s religious an–” My phone rings again, and he unzips the side pocket, bringing my cell out.

Jordan’s name lights up the screen in white, and I close my eyes. Because this is ridiculous. I’ve done nothing wrong. He’s the one who went to London and didn’t call. He’s the one who’s been ignoring me. I don’t need his permission to have Jordan as my friend.

“Answer it. And you don’t hang up until you come.”
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She looks so horrified I’d almost take pity on her if it was anyone but that frat boy. “What?” Her voice goes up a notch, as if she’s trying not to panic but is failing spectacularly.

My eyes dip to the rapid pulse in her neck, then drop down to her delicious rosy nipples beckoning me to suck and bite on them through her tee. She stands frozen, like a deer in headlights.

“Answer it.” I hand her the phone, and she looks down at it like I’ve just placed a spider in her hand.

“But… it stopped ringing.” Lifting the phone to look at it, she takes a deep breath, her tits jutting out, but the relief on her face makes me smile.

“Call him.”

She gasps when I tilt her chin up, her green eyes growing bigger, if that’s possible. She shakes her head.

“No?” I coax as my thumb brushes back and forth on her puffy lips. My cock jerks in excitement at her agony. I’m not even angry per se. After all, I have her with me.

“Give me your phone. I’ll take care of this.” Then again, maybe I am pissed.

“No.” She clutches the cell close to her chest.

“Call him, or I will.” She stares at me, then looks around the room, as if she’s considering running. Christ, my dick jumps in excitement at the thought of Alex actually running from me… Her phone saves her when it rings again.

“Fuck,” she groans, closing her eyes and then opening them as she accepts her fate. “Hello?” Her voice remains soft as I run my hands up her pebbled legs.

“That’s my girl,” I praise her.

Clearing her throat, she says, “Hey, Jordan.” Her eyes lock on mine as I pull her dress up and slide my hand inside her panties.

“Shit.” She hisses. “Sorry, I forgot about dinner…” Her voice is fast and clipped as her one hand grabs my forearm. Her nails dig into my arm as my fingers rub her wet, swollen clit.

“I can’t. I’m in the library…studying.” Her voice sounds breathy, and I smile because she’s so perfect, like she was made for me and me alone, as I insert my middle finger deep inside her.

“Oh God.” She closes her eyes. “No, don’t come to the library… I’m leaving. I’m not feeling well.” Her eyes flutter as I start to finger fuck her deep.

“Jordan, I need to…that is, I’m going…” She swallows her pants as I find her G-spot. Then I grin because she’s not gonna last. She’s already ready to orgasm.

“You come when I say so,” I remind her, kissing her forehead.

“Easy, baby.” I stop rubbing her spot because she’s going to come; she’s already tightening.

“I can’t…Jordan. Wait, Dean Powers did what?” She moans as she brings the phone down as I start on her clit again.

“Tell your boyfriend you’re gonna come, beautiful.” And that’s all she can take as her body tightens, her forehead rubs back and forth on my lips as she frantically brings the phone up to talk to him.

“Yes, Dean Powers is not a good guy…” she hisses while her pussy starts to pulse and contract. I can feel her sweet breath on my neck as she spirals over.

“Alex? Are you there, Alex?” Jordan’s voice comes in loud over the phone.

Slowly, I remove my fingers to take it from her stiff hands and press End. Her head rolls back as she blinks at me. The phone rings again, but I’m done with him, turning it on sleep mode and tossing it on my kitchen island.

“Kneel.” I back up, allowing her to obediently slide to her knees as I unbutton my own jeans and jerk my angry cock out. My mind goes to all the ways I’m going to corrupt her. But first things first. I reach for the back of her head, holding her hair tight.

“Who owns your cunt?” I demand.

She blinks up at me and licks her lips like a cat needing her milk. I hope she’s ready because she’s gonna get a lot of it.

“You do,” she states.

“That’s right.” I bring her head forward, shoving just the tip in her mouth. Her lips wrap around it, and she sucks.

“Jesus… fuck, just like that,” I growl, then shove my thick member in as far as she can take it.

She instantly gags, and I’m barely halfway in.

“Breathe through your nose and relax your throat,” I command her, moving her head back and forth.

She gags but does what I say, her saliva dripping down her chin and onto my hard balls.

“Fuck. I’m gonna come.” I jerk her lips off me and hold her head while I jack myself off. My hand slides up and down easily, hard and fast, as she watches.

“Open your mouth,” I grunt, feeling the ecstasy all the way to my toes as I let go, shooting my seed into her mouth and on her face, marking her as mine.

“Jesus Christ.” My hand tightens on my cock as I look down at her. My cum drips off her lips, neck, and cheeks, and for some fucked-up reason, my heart tightens.

Dangerous, this one is dangerous… I’ve never wanted anything like I want her.

“Let’s take a shower,” I say, locking that thought out of my head.

She’s forbidden.

It’s an adrenaline rush—that’s all this is.
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I smell coffee… and tapping. Is it raining? I’m so comfortable, so warm, and…

“You ever gonna wake up?” Brett’s voice makes my eyes bolt open. I thought I was dreaming.

“What time is it?” My voice trails off as my heart skips a beat. Somehow, Brett Powers is still in bed with me, shirtless and propped up with pillows behind his back, typing on his laptop in gray sweatpants and black-rimmed glasses.

Glasses.

Just kill me now because he’s so beautiful it almost hurts to breathe.

“Early.” He smiles and brings the mug of coffee to his lips, his dimple showing off before he takes a sip.

And I just stare like a creeper, not even sure I’m blinking since my eyes are watering.

I’m in over my head. Like I’m playing with fire, and I can only hope I get slightly burned and not completely singed when he deems this encounter is over.

Clearing my throat, I force my eyes to break away, to stop what I can only imagine looks like obvious adoration, and sit up, bringing the sheet with me. I look out the window at the waves gently rolling in.

“Your coffee is on your side.”

My eyes dart back to him, and I wonder how he got so lucky. He’s perfect. I can’t think of one thing I don’t like about him.

“What?”

He grins again and motions with his head. “Coffee.”

“Oh.” And here goes my face heating up as I straighten more. “Thank you.” God, Alex, can you at least try to act like you have a brain?

“You ready to learn to surf?”

“Sure.” I reach for my matching mug of coffee on the nightstand. Glancing out his window, I find the sun isn’t fully out yet.

“Wait. Now?” I try not to spill the coffee as I look at him.

“Alex, if I stay in bed any longer, I’m gonna fuck you, and after last night, your cunt needs a break.”

My cheeks grow warmer. He’s so dirty, just full-on filthy, that I instantly feel achy and wet. But he’s right. I’m so sore, like not just my poor vagina, which has its own pulse, but my legs and arms. Having sex with Dean Powers is a serious workout.

Nodding, I take a sip of coffee and try to cover up my emotions because I feel so raw, like none of this feels casual.

“Alex?” He reaches for the mug, which I’m gripping like it has a magical potion inside. “What’s going on?”

Worried I’ll spill coffee all over his white sheets, I let him have the mug.

“It’s nothing…” I look away because… those glasses… great, now I feel shy.

“Look at me.”

I hear him set down the mug, then he pulls me against his warm body, and I bury my face in his neck.

“I can’t,” I mumble, inhaling his scent, needing to memorize it. Lock it inside my brain so I can carry it with me forever. This is ridiculous. I’m literally hiding my head in his neck.

“What is it?” He laughs, and I take another deep breath. He smells so clean and fresh, like an ocean breeze next to a spice market.

“I… didn’t know you wore glasses,” I babble. Really, Alex? Glasses? That’s what you say?

“I need them when I work. Otherwise, I get eye fatigue.” He kisses my forehead.

Shifting, I stare at the erection straining against his sweats as he stands.

“Alex, focus.” His voice makes me force myself to leave his cock and look him in the eyes. “Bathing suit.” He tosses it next to me as my mind instantly goes to that day. I want to cover my face with the sheet because what was I thinking? I don’t steal or cheat, but I did. And what’s worse, I loved it, and somehow, Brett knew that.

“And here’s your wetsuit.”

I blink, coming back to the present as he pulls off his sweats. Jesus, he really does have a giant dick. No wonder my pussy is pulsing. He grins because he knows it and pulls on some black board shorts.

“Up, Alex. I’ll fuck you later.”

And those are the magic words. I’m ready to start singing I’m so happy.

“Give me five minutes,” I say, tossing the sheets off me as all thoughts of singing vanish when I try to walk straight. My legs are shaking so much I almost scream.

His lips twitch as I pass. “You need help.” Then he throws back his head to laugh as I give him the stink-eye.

“The ocean will be good for you,” he calls out as I shut the bathroom door and sink down onto his toilet seat.

“How am I going to surf?” I can barely pull on the bikini bottoms. I need to stretch. Maybe take a quick shower?

“Baby Girl.” His voice goes straight to my stomach, causing butterflies. Everything about Brett is hot, but his voice calling me Baby Girl? Well, I’m back to wanting to burst out in song again.

“Careful, Alex.” Looking at myself in the mirror, I blow out air. “Guard your heart.” I nod, then tie the top because this is a critical time right now. I cannot fall for this man. He’s my dean. And he’s not going to give up his career for you, and you’re not gonna drop out of college… so enjoy the sex, the excitement of everything that he is, but do not fall in love with him. Straightening my shoulders, I give my reflection one last look, like that’s gonna make a difference, but at least I feel more in control when I open the door.

“Wetsuit.” He stands while texting on his phone. When he glances up at me, I can tell he likes the bikini. His eyes go from a turquoise blue to a deep ocean blue when he gets excited.

“Thanks.” I grab the wetsuit and step into it, trying to look unaffected as I feel his eyes on my body.

“Jesus.” It’s way tighter than I thought. As I zip it up, my breasts almost pop out of the bikini.

“Now. There are rules to surfing.” Brett tosses his phone onto his dresser. “You need to stay quiet, watch, and listen.” His voice is sharp.

“Aye-aye.” I go to salute him but stop midway at the intensity in his eyes. “What?”

“Nothing.” He frowns as he peruses me from top to bottom.

I look down at my legs, which are bare since this wetsuit is a spring suit. Everything seems right even though I’m stuffed into this thing, and it feels like a thick layer of extra skin.

He takes my hand, and my eyes feast on his broad back. He’s tan with a sprinkle of freckles on his shoulders. My tongue tingles at the thought of licking them.

“Alex? What did I just say?” His voice snaps me out of my fascination with his tan back and up to his disapproving face.

“Um, I need to focus.” Please let that be right.

“Wrong.” His voice sounds sharp and disapproving.

We walk through the outside door and down the steps to the beach. The sand is slightly cool on my feet, the sun just now burning through the morning haze. For a moment, I’m jealous. This whole glorious landscape is his backyard.

“Take your board.” He hands me the giant board, which is way heavier than it looks.

“This is not a joke, Alexandrea. We don’t fuck with Mother Nature.” He puts his board under his arm and walks toward the water.

“What does that mean?” I ask, dragging mine.

“That this is not a joke. We respect the waves. Besides sex, surfing is one of life’s most powerful experiences.” He looks out at the ocean. “How well can you swim?”

“Well.” I look out at the waves and shiver because they looked way smaller a minute ago.

“Drop your board.” He sets his down, and I happily let go of my giant one. “Now, Curtis already waxed yours, but next time, you’ll do it.” And there goes my heart again, leaping to my throat because he said next time.

With a gasp, I breathe out, “Okay.”

He looks down at me, his hair curling a little around his ears, but I try to ignore it and make myself focus.

“The waves are small today. All I want you to do is get a feel for your board. It needs to be one with you. It’s all about balance.” I nod.

“Question?” I say, raising my hand.

He cocks his head and grins. “Yes, Alexandrea?”

“Why is my board giant-sized?”

“Because you should know bigger always feels better.” His ocean-blue eyes twinkle.

“You said to be serious.” I laugh as he reaches for me.

“I did,” he responds. “I take surfing and all things that are dangerous for you very seriously.”

He leans down and brushes my lips with his as I stand on my tiptoes, giving him more access to me. Instead, he swats my ass. I squeal.

“That’s for distracting me. Now, lie on your board, and let’s get the basics down, so you can go in the water later,” he says.

“Wait. You bragged that you were the best instructor. I want to learn how to surf today. Now, teach me.” I look down at the board. Sand sticks to the wax, already covering the humongous thing.

“As you wish. Lie on it.”

“Like this?” I lower myself, resting my elbows on the top.

“Christ.”

My eyes meet his. I smile at the sight of his nostrils flaring and his eyes caressing my ass.

“Farther down.” I squirm until he hisses, “Stop.” Then take a breath as he crouches down, his hand on my lower back.

“Lean up.”

“How’s this?” When I arch up, our eyes lock.

“Yeah, just like that, baby.” Nodding, he stands and moves in front on me. “When I say pop, I want you to use your upper body strength and your core to bring your legs under you. Don’t use your toes.”

“’Kay. Good thing I do yoga.” I grin, loving every second of this.

“You’re also limber and thin.” He walks around me and straightens my body. “I want you to launch forward. Now, pop.” And it’s like my brain is in sync with his as I obey and miraculously get up on my feet.

“Oh my God, I did it,” I shout. Looking at him, I promptly fall off onto the sand.

Brett stands, arms crossed as he watches me. And this time, I do stop breathing. I stop doing anything but stare as my body floods with liquid warmth.

“Good girl.” It’s real, and my insides light up. This man might be dangerous, and I might be in over my head, but having him look at me like this? I never want it to end.

“Again,” he demands. “And this time, plant your feet like this.” He walks to me and grabs my hips. “Look straight ahead. This foot lands here, and this one here.” His hands trail down my legs as I suck in a breath. Does he feel this? Is it just me burning at his touch?

“You feel it?” My eyes zip to his, and I wonder if I just said my thoughts out loud.

“Do you?” Planting his hands back on his hips, he growls into my ear.

“Yes.” I lick my lips, knowing he’s probably talking about my feet placement and balance, but all I can feel is this thick, magnetic pull between us.

“Good. Now lie down.” He steps back as I lower myself. “That’s it, Alex. You’re a natural.”

I smile at his praise.

“Now, pop.” And like before, I swing forward, landing on my feet, but I stay on the board this time.

“This is easy, Dean Powers. What else have you got for me?” I squeal and laugh as he grabs me and lifts me like I’m a weight he’s working out with.

“You might not be thinking that in two hours.” He grins as I wrap my legs around his hips.

My hands lace into his curls. He holds me tight, and his full lips take mine, our tongues touching and tasting enough to make me groan before he pulls away.

“Again.”

Three hours later, I’ve decided that not only is surfing quite possibly the hardest thing I’ve ever attempted, but I want to kill Brett Powers.

“No more.” Exhausted, I drag myself out of the ocean. It’s like my board decided about an hour ago to turn on me and become my enemy.

The ocean, which at first was refreshing, seems determined to make sure I swallow enough so if I don’t puke soon it’ll be a miracle.

And Brett…

Fucking Brett is relentless. He didn’t even allow me to try catching a wave. We’ve been practicing my balance this whole time.

I unzip the wetsuit, peeling it off me, then drop down onto the sand, not even caring that I don’t have a towel.

“Alex, come on.” He holds his hand out to me. I take it, moaning as he pulls me up.

“Rinse off at my outdoor shower while I get our boards.”

I nod. Washing the salt water and sand off me has incentivized me to put one foot in front of the other. I close my eyes as the warm water rains down on me, gasping as strong hands wrap around me, pulling me back into his warm chest, the sun’s heat transferring from his back to mine.

“Let’s go take a real shower. I’ll rub some CBD oil on you, and we can order Chinese food.” He kisses my earlobe, and I tilt my head back onto his chest and sigh.

“I’d like that.” Smiling up at him, I’m too exhausted to pretend anything but the truth.

After he turns off the water, we silently climb the stairs together. As we enter, a phone rings. My mind instantly goes to Jordan and yesterday.

Filthy, nasty, and fearless.

Poor Jordan. I can only pray he bought my lie that I wasn’t feeling well, though maybe he’ll think I’ve lost my mind. I mean, that’s what I’d think if I had heard me yesterday.

Brett walks over to his kitchen island and glances at his phone before he moves to his refrigerator.

“Here, babe, drink some water and take a couple of Advil.”

He pours me a glass and hands me some pills. Our fingers touch, and I slowly look up into his ocean-blue eyes.

“Thank you.” I smile.

“You’re welcome.” He smiles back, his eyes caressing my face.

“Go take a shower. I need to return some calls.” He pulls back and walks over to his phone.

Trying to steady myself, I take a deep breath. This man makes me dizzy. It’s like I’m in a constant whirl of the unknown, and I never want it to end.
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I scroll through a slew of texts, forcing myself to focus enough to actually look at them. My cock and my head seem to want only Alexandrea. Her face, delicious body, sugared lips, and sweet-tasting pussy have taken priority over everything else.

I’m about to toss my phone aside and join her in the shower since most of these texts and missed calls are from Skylar. My jaw clenches as I read the last message, which came in at ten o’clock this morning.

SKYLAR: Can I come over and talk?

It’s followed by a stupid wink emoji.

She’s going to be a problem. Not that I care what she says about me. But I do care how she treats Alexandrea. It’s a headache I don’t need. Skylar knows I’m done, but if I’m not careful, she could become desperate enough to do something all of us will regret. Whatever, I’ll deal with her later. Frowning, I read my mom’s texts.

MOM: Don’t forget, honey.

MOM: It’s 3:00 p.m. Call me.

I press her number, looking out my window as I try not to grin like a fucking teenager at the sound of Alexandrea singing in the shower.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Mom, what’s up?” I look over at the clock hanging above my stove.

“Oh, Brett, honey, I was going to have you pick up some of that whiskey you and your dad and brother like, but Jett is bringing it.” She sounds busy, like she’s holding the phone with her shoulder because I can barely hear her.

“Mom, what are you talking about? And I can barely hear you.”

“Oh, wait. Okay, is that better?” Her voice comes in clear.

“Yes, much.” I grin. My mom is one of my favorite people. At sixty-eight, she might be in better shape than me.

“Now, what’s up?” I ask her, hearing the shower turn off.

“What do you mean? Oh, you can put those flowers on the dining room table,” she says to someone. “Are you on your way?”

“Mom, just stop moving and talking to other people and tell me what’s happening.” I roll my neck, hearing it crack.

“What do you mean? Tell me you’re on your way and did not forget dinner. Jett and Raven are almost here.” Her voice instantly sounds concerned. I search my brain and have zero recollection about any dinner.

“Brett.” She sounds horrified. “I told you last week about dinner. We’re celebrating you becoming the head dean and being nominated for the Nobel Prize, and also Jett and Raven’s return home.”

“I don’t remember any of that. If it’s tonight, I can’t make it.” I walk into my room, only to hear her say something to my dad. Then she comes in real clear.

“Brett Thomas Powers, if you think you are not coming to dinner tonight, you are sadly mistaken. Your brother and his new wife are back and—”

“Mom, I have to stop you. I’m busy. I have work—”

“I have to stop you. I will drive over to your house and get you. Please don’t make me do that.” Her voice has a finality to it. I watch Alex through the crack of my bathroom door, drying herself off.

“Jesus, Mom. Fine, I’ll be there. But I’m bringing someone, so set another plate.” Dead silence greets me, and I can imagine her head dancing with questions. As for my own? I’m wondering what the hell I’m doing, but fuck it.

“Really?” she says.

“Yes.”

“Well… We have plenty of food and—”

“Okay, let me go if you want us to come.” I laugh as I hear her whispering to my dad.

“Bye, Mom.” I press End and toss my phone on the table. Walking into my bedroom, I find Alex brushing her long hair, her body wrapped in my oversized towel.

“So, change of plans.” I start the water, kicking off my board shorts as I enter the shower.

“We’re having dinner with my parents and my brother along with his new wife.” I wash myself quickly.

“What?” she shrieks.

“Dinner. I guess I forgot about it,” I call out, unable to stop grinning at her horror.

“I can’t go to dinner. I have no clothes…” I don’t hear much more as I rinse the soap from my hair, turn off the shower, and step out to her beautiful, angry face.

“You’re joking, right?” she puffs out, holding the towel tight.

“I wish I was.” I grin, reaching for the towel wrapped around her.

“But… I have no clothes,” she repeats as I lightly run the towel over my chest and up and down my hair.

“We’ll stop by a store on the way and get you a dress.” After tossing the towel in my hamper, I reach for her.

“I can’t meet your family—” I cut her off as my lips take hers, our tongues tasting, tangling. She must have just brushed her teeth because she tastes like peppermint, the slight sting on my own tongue making me groan and deepen it before I raise my face to look down at her. Her lips are deep red and swollen. Her face is already turning a golden tan and her cheeks are pink, but it’s her emerald eyes that make my heart burn.

Deep forest green. With long black lashes, she’s stunning, but it’s more than that.

“You did good today.” She just feels right in my arms. It’s almost unnerving because I like being with her. Usually, I’m trying to get them out of my house, not insisting they meet my family. I pull back and walk into my room as I jerk open a drawer for some jeans.

“Brett?” She peeks out of the bathroom, her face looking unsure.

“It’s dinner, that’s it,” I say, pulling on a T-shirt.

She purses her lips as if she’s deciding whether she’ll come. “Did you take Skylar to your parents?”

“No,” I state, watching as she slips into her panties and then straightens.

“Really?” I walk toward her. She smiles. If she was stunning before, she’s now glowing.

“I see that makes you happy.” I lift her chin with my hand.

“Very.”

“Go get ready.” Lowering my head, I demand her lips. She flashes me another smile, then spins and walks to retrieve her backpack.

What the fuck am I doing? I can feel myself smiling as I watch her put on her bra. The way she moves, it’s graceful, the simplest flick of her wrist as she moves her hair off her shoulder seems to be interesting to me. I force myself to proceed as I stare out my window because come the fuck on.

“How long were you and Skylar together?” she calls out.

“Not long.” I frown, watching the waves roll in and out.

“How long is not long?” She walks out of the bathroom, and her scent of coconut and the sun makes my nostrils flare as I turn.

“It means not long enough to talk about it.” I growl as she pulls her wet hair back away from her face.

“Six months? Two weeks? What?” she demands right back, and my mouth twitches.

“Alex, I really don’t know, maybe a month. She and I were incompatible, and I broke it off before leaving to go to Spain for Jett’s wedding.”

“Then why did you come home with her that night?” Her eyes not even trying to hide her hurt as she stares up at mine.

“What?” I snap, getting aggravated because, yet again, I’m defending myself over a woman who was like fucking a couch. I move past her.

“You came home with her; you remember I spilled coffee on you in the morning.” She follows, and I turn.

“Alex, I’m going to say this once. Skylar means nothing to me. She’s a colleague, and that’s it. I try not to regret things because it’s a waste of my time, but as for my feelings, or lack thereof, for your sister, you have nothing to worry about.” I’m not used to having to explain myself.

Her eyes search my face as we both stare at each other.

“Okay.” She walks past me, reaching down to get her shoes, then sits on the end of the couch as I grab my key fob.

“We’re already late, and we need to get you clothes. Let’s go.” Pocketing my phone, I wait for her to finish.

“Brett, I don’t know.” She hesitates as I hold out my hand for her to take. “I can barely walk. You have to buy me clothes… Maybe you should just drop me off at my car?”

“You’re going,” I state, grabbing her hand.

It’s that simple. I’m not ready for this to end.
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ALEXANDREA

 

Trying hard not to freak out, I take in the gorgeous, large green Tudor. Just breathe, Alex. So you’re going to meet his family. I’m sure it’s nowhere near as big of a deal as you’re making it.

Brett zips up the brick driveway, parking us next to a black Tesla and a white Mercedes Macabre. The green manicured lawn is perfect, along with colorful, strategically placed flowers.

“What should I say if they ask questions about me?” I say, distracted by the wealth that oozes from the property. We haven’t even gotten out of his car yet.

“Just be yourself.” He smiles and turns the car off, his cute dimple making me want to poke it. I don’t. I just rub my hands, which have suddenly become clammy on my new pale pink dress.

We stopped at a boutique down the street from his house. Brett picked out my dress. It’s a cotton racerback, so it clings to my body.

He also insisted on buying me black-heeled wedge sandals. If I wasn’t so nervous, I’d be impressed with how good I turned out, especially since all I had for makeup was some lip gloss and mascara I keep in my backpack. As for my hair, I just pinned it back in a low bun using a hair band from my wrist.

“So your parents are rich?” I look over at him as he grabs his phone.

“No, my parents are wealthy. My brother is rich. I’m the poor one.” He winks, and my stomach flutters.

If I thought he was gorgeous before, a charming, relaxed Brett Powers is lethal.

“You scared?” The low timbre of his voice makes me instantly wet.

“Yes,” I shout, and he laughs, reaching over to give me a quick kiss.

“Too late.” He opens his door. “Hey, Mom,” he calls out to the woman waiting for us on her large porch. And I want to die, which is absurd. We’re adults, but he’s off limits. Suddenly, I feel sick. What am I going to say if they ask me how we met?

“Alexandrea.” His deep voice makes me look up as he waits for me. Screw it, my parents are not rich, but they have money. I know how to behave; I’ve been entertaining with my mom for years. I step out and square my shoulders, ignoring Brett because he’s not even trying to be discreet as he blatantly stares at my breasts, which of course hardens my nipples.

“Jesus,” I whisper. “Stop it.” He keeps laughing and grabs my hand, pulling me with him as we climb the steps.

His mom stands waiting, hands on her hips, wearing stylish black slacks, heels, and a deep sapphire top.

“Mother, this is Alexandrea. Alexandrea, this is my mother, Natalie.” His eyes twinkle as she points at him.

“You’re late.” Her blue eyes narrow as she looks at him, then me. I’m startled by how much Brett resembles her.

She swats at him, and he hugs her, planting a kiss on top of her dark bob.

“Your baby boy has arrived.”

She laughs and shakes her head at him, but you can tell she’s crazy about him. Turning to me, she smiles.

Good God, I’m completely underdressed. My outfit screams beach chic, not elegant sophistication. Then again, Brett is wearing jeans and a light blue T-shirt, so maybe it’s just his mom who dresses up.

“Welcome. I’m so delighted to meet you.” She gives Brett a sassy look of approval and my whole body relaxes. Mrs. Powers may look intimidating, but her energy is wonderful.

“So nice to meet you, Mrs. Powers. Your house is gorgeous.” I smile as I hold out my hand to shake hers.

“Oh, call me Natalie.”

She escorts me inside. Briefly, I turn to look back at Brett, then face forward, blinking at the large foyer and the giant crystal chandelier hanging from a ceiling that must be three-stories tall. Dark hardwood floors match the impressively ornate wooden staircase. The walls are a deep yellow, and a beautiful round, ornate table holds an enormous flower arrangement.

“Everyone is in the living room watching the game and having cocktails.” She motions toward the right.

“Perfect.” Brett takes my hand, pulling me into his arms.

His mother looks stunned for a second.

“Well, can I get you something to drink, Alexandrea?” She cocks her head, her large diamond earrings sparkling in the light.

“Um, I’ll just have water.” It’s the safest bet, considering I’m not sure what to do because again, am I being my real age or am I older? I wish Brett had given me a plan instead of telling me to be myself. What does that even mean?

“Flat or sparkling?”

“Sparkling would be lovely.” My nails dig into Brett’s hand as he leads us toward the sound of laughter. We walk through a large room with massive windows looking out over large pool and what looks like a guesthouse.

“Brett, am I supposed to lie or tell the truth?” I whisper.

“Just relax.” His hand squeezes mine.

My eyes dart ahead to the sound of loud cursing and the sight of a huge television with football on.

“Who’s winning?” Brett calls out as all eyes turn toward us.

“Brett,” I hiss, suddenly shy as he drags me into the middle of the room with him.

“Finally.” A man who has to be his brother Jett laughs and takes a sip of his beer, his arm casually draped around the shoulders of what might be one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.

“I’m not that late.” Brett grins and gives the stunning woman a kiss on the cheek. And again, I feel completely underdressed. Not that they’re wearing suits or a ball gown, but they all carry themselves as if they are.

“Raven, Jett, Dad.” He brings me forward, and all I want to do is hide behind him, but I plaster on a smile as he says, “This is Alexandrea.”

“Alexandrea, are you a football fan?” His dad walks over to shake my hand, and I blink. If I thought Brett resembled his mom, he and his brother really favor their dad, save for the salt-and-pepper gray hair.

“I am.” I shake his hand as I purposely stay focused on his curious eyes rather than Jett’s and Raven’s.

 

“Really? What’s your team?” Jett demands, and I’m forced to turn to them. Dark-blue eyes stare back at me, not like Brett’s turquoise ocean-blue orbs, but rather a deeper blue. And it’s almost like I’m a lab rat, and he’s preparing to dissect me.

“Jett, stop it.” Raven shakes her head and looks up at him, rolling her eyes.

“I’m more of a college football fan,” I respond, feeling Brett’s warmth and strength behind me. His hand casually wraps around my stomach.

“Oh my God.” Raven’s eyes get huge, and she smiles, looking up at Jett as if gloating.

“I’m sorry, where did you two meet?” Jett asks.

“Here you go, Alexandrea,” Natalie interrupts as she walks in carrying two glasses, one with my water, the other filled with wine.

“Thank you,” I murmur. I really don’t care that Brett’s brother is a famous attorney, or that he’s gorgeous, or that he’s trying to intimidate me. That can’t happen.

“Okay, I know you boys would love to eat in here, but dinner is ready. I made spaghetti and meatballs from scratch, so you can finish the game later.” Natalie takes a sip of her wine.

Jett’s eyes, which were lasered on me, turn to his mom. “From scratch? Does that mean you’re finally using my Christmas gift?” He flashes her a smile that is almost identical to Brett’s. As all three of them walk toward yet another area of the house, his dad stays glued to the TV.

“You two go along. I’ll be right there,” he grumbles.

“Nice, Dad. Takes the pressure off me for being late.” Brett grins at his dad who gives us a distracted grunt as we pass.

“I love this house,” I say as I look out the massive windows to the backyard, the pool glittering like broken mirrors in the setting sun.

“It’s big, way too big for my parents now, but my mom loves it, and my dad lives to make her happy.” His fingers lace with mine as I bite my lower lip and nod, trying to remain unaffected, but the way it feels when he touches me? It’s intimate, like we’re in our own world. Brett makes everything heightened, so just a look can make me feel unique, yet his touch burns.

“Is that you?” I stop to look at all the photos. There have to be at least fifty on the wall. Baby shots of Brett and Jett, family shots, graduations, weddings.

I move closer to examine one and smile. It’s Brett diving in midair off a cliff that looks like it may never end.

“Yep.” He laughs as he tries to pull me along.

“You’re crazy. Look at you.” I point at another one of him on a dirt bike. I know he said he does extreme sports, but I had no idea.

“You’re an adrenaline junkie,” I state.

He stops and looks down at me. “Probably.” His hand reaches for my chin, and he rubs my lips back and forth with his thumb, then shoves it deep in my mouth.

“Suck,” he growls as my pussy clenches.

Obsessed.

It’s the only way I can describe this. Because I can’t control myself. My brain screams danger over and over. He’s reckless, scary, and exhilarating. And I almost lower myself to my knees and take out his cock.

I would.

That’s how out of control I am. His eyes darken and narrow while he watches me suck.

“That’s it, baby.” Pulling his thumb out, he murmurs into my mouth, “You like the rush too.” I close my eyes, my whole body tingling with this pull, this raging need I have for him.

“Yes. I do.” I’m accepting the truth. Why lie? I do get off on him taking me to the edge.

“Look at me,” he demands.

My eyes open, and his intense gaze holds mine, locking us in our own cocoon. And this is the moment I stop lying to myself. I’m through beating myself up. I may get hurt, but I can accept that. Because at the end of the day, I choose him. I’m gambling for the first time in my life, and win or lose, at least I can say I’ve lived. A slow smile graces his lips as if he knows my thoughts.

“Oh, there you guys are.” Raven comes around the corner. “Natalie sent me to get you.” Her eyes go from me to Brett, a knowing smile on her face. “We’re outside on the patio.” She points, then walks around us.

Jesus, I need to pull myself together. Next thing you know, I’ll be thinking I’m in love with him, and that can’t happen.

“Let’s get this over with,” he grumbles, taking my hand.

“Oh, Brett.” His mom turns as we come out the French doors to an outside patio encased in wisteria. Small bistro lights hang from the rafters. Bottles of wine, along with bread and olive oil, are set up on a large table covered in a colorful tablecloth.

“Look at what Raven and Jett brought back from Italy.” She turns in her chair, motioning to the table. An incredibly large charcuterie board filled with prosciutto, cheeses, and what looks like buffalo mozzarella and anchovies sits in the middle. The smell of fresh-baked bread fills the air, and it’s only then that I see the built-in, wood-fired oven with two baguettes in it. My eyes take in the full effect of the backyard. Gray stone leads out to the pool, succulent plants spill out of the large pots, and is that a putting green?

“You baked bread?” Brett sounds shocked as he holds the chair for me.

“No, Chef Chris dropped the bread off this morning. I can’t seem to master that yet.” She sighs, then smiles at me kindly.

“I really love your house.”

“Aw, thank you. It’s taken me thirty years to get it this way, and now Charlie is trying to talk me in to moving to the beach.” She takes a sip of her wine.

“What’d I do now?” Brett’s dad grumbles as he and Raven walk out.

“Charlie, don’t you dare put that game on,” Natalie snaps, and he bursts into laughter as a television rises up out of what I thought was a bench to our left. He gives her a kiss on the top of her head.

“It’s the last ten minutes.” They stare at each other, then she rolls her eyes and waves her hand.

“No volume.”

“As you wish.” His lips twitch, and he sits down at the head of the table.

“So now that we are all here, let’s hear all about the honeymoon.” Natalie sings the last part as she reaches over to cut some cheese before slathering it on a slice of bread.

“Should I tell, or you?” Raven straightens, smiling into Jett’s eyes.

His hand caresses her hair as if it’s the most natural thing to do. “Well, you, of course.” He looks at her like she walks on water. Jesus, he worships her.

I look down at the table, feeling like a voyeur. Because it hurts to watch them. Which is terrible. I should be happy for people who are in love, not jealous. But I want that. I want Brett to look at me the way Jett looks at Raven. Brett’s tan arm reaches over me for a bottle of red wine, and he pours a glass for me and one for himself.

“It was absolutely beyond amazing. Half the time I thought I was dreaming it was so perfect.” Raven proceeds to tell us in detail about all the places they went. The food they ate, the romantic sunsets… apparently, they’ve been all around Europe on a yacht this past month.

Plates full of Natalie’s spaghetti and meatballs are served as everyone laughs and talks, and I sit soaking it up like a sponge. Clearly, Brett loves his family and is super close with them. I gaze at him sitting in his chair, his arm casually on the back of mine as he laughs at something his dad said.

And there goes my heart again. I’m so focused on Brett I’m not even listening to the conversation anymore.

“Alexandrea?”

My eyes shift to his mom, who sits with her hands under her chin, clearly waiting for my answer to a question I did not hear.

“Sorry, what was that?” My face burns, and I can tell they all know I was staring at Brett.

“I asked you where you’re from.” She leans back as a member of her staff removes her plate.

“Oh, well.” I sit up and lick my lips. “I’m originally from Ohio, and I have a twin brother whom I miss terribly, but I’m really proud of him because he got a full-ride football scholarship to Ohio State, so…”

“Really?” Brett’s dad reaches for more wine. “I’m a huge college football fan. What position?”

“He’s a quarterback. But he’s a freshman, so I don’t think he’s had much playing time yet–”

“Your twin is Jude Carter?” he asks as the whole table goes silent.

Brett’s hand tightens on my shoulder.

“Um, yes,” I say slowly, and it dawns on me that if Jude’s a freshman, that means I’m a freshman… fuck.

“Where exactly did you meet my brother?” Jett’s voice makes my eyes dart to his and then Brett’s, as if he can rescue me. He just sits back and smiles, his eyes almost daring me to do it.

So I do.

“I’m his student in his Environmental Engineering class.” And that shuts the table up. Besides the sound of a dog barking, it’s like we’re in Sleeping Beauty, and everyone has been frozen in sleep until Natalie jumps up.

“Dessert? I made a pie.” Her voice is loud, and I almost choke on the wine I just brought to my lips.

“You know me, Mom. I love pie.” Brett turns to rub my back. “You okay? Here, drink some water.” He takes the wineglass from me and replaces it with water as I gasp.

This has gone from a wonderful dinner to a nightmare in seconds.

“Thank you,” I say, my eyes finding his, and again all I can do is think he’s fearless, like he is not fazed at all that I told his family I’m his student. In fact, he basically told the table he likes to eat… Oh my God.

“Brett, why don’t we give Mom a hand with the pie.” His brother’s voice makes me want to cover my face because he got it and doesn’t look happy.

“Absolutely.” He stands, leaning down to give me a quick kiss on the lips, then walks away.

My brain is spinning, silently begging him to return.

“So you go to California University? Now that we’re home, Jett has been throwing a fit for me to go back to school, but he wants Stanford.” Raven moves over to Natalie’s empty seat. “Do you like CAU?” Her kind eyes almost make me want to cry. It’s like she gets it and is trying to be my friend. I take a deep breath and look over at Brett’s dad, who is staring at his glass of bourbon as if he’s deep in thought, then back at Raven.

“So far, I love it.”
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“Are you fucking kidding me?” Jett doesn’t even wait for us to get into the kitchen as he turns and gets in my face. We’re almost the same height, so having his face close to mine makes me want to punch him. Instead, I walk around him toward the kitchen.

“I’m talking to you,” he calls out, and I turn.

“Jett, I’m not impressed by you.” I shake my head.

“You arrogant fuckup, you broke the cardinal rule.” He takes a step closer, fists clenched.

“What?” I hiss.

“You’re fucking a student.” His voice sounds annoyingly calm—the same sanctimonious tone he uses in the courtroom.

“No. I’m fucking Alexandrea.” I take a step toward him. “And you, of all people, really aren’t thinking about giving me a lecture on this, right?”

His eyes change, and for a split second, I think he actually might punch me, which would mean I’d have to beat the shit out of him.

“Boys.” Our mom’s voice makes me take a breath and step back.

“Brett Thomas.” Her voice is so demanding that I break my brother’s stare and turn to her. She stands with oven mitts and the pie in her hands.

“I know you, son. We all do.” Her eyes go to Jett’s, then back to me. “This is not the time to get stubborn and do something just because we all think you shouldn’t. Listen to your brother, for heaven’s sake,” she snaps, her smooth face marred only by her frown as she passes, which is somewhat of a miracle since she’s been using fillers since she was forty.

I wait for her to walk out onto the patio before I turn back to Jett. “I appreciate your concern, but I can handle this.”

He snorts. “Really?” Walking into the kitchen, he steps over to the counter where a bottle of bourbon sits.

“I do.” Folding my arms, I lean against the doorframe. I’m trying hard not to call him on all his shit, but if he keeps this up, who knows.

“So what you’re saying is that you’re willing to risk everything for her?” He pours himself a large glass of whiskey and shoots it.

“I’m saying it’s none of your business.” My voice holds a warning because he’s my brother, but he’s got fucking balls right now.

“You made it all of our business bringing her here.” He points the bottle at me as he pours himself another.

And that’s it. I push off the doorframe and walk into the room. “Jett, you fucked your fiancée’s daughter.” It’s a cheap shot because I hated his bitch of an ex and love Raven, but he needs to stop pushing.

Pouring the bourbon, he smirks, then looks up at me as he puts the cap back on. “You’re right, I did. But I had already made my mark. You…” He takes a sip. “You are right at your moment of greatness. The Nobel Prize nomination, youngest head dean, the fifty-million-fucking-dollar project, are you really gonna throw it all away?”

And all I can think of is my fist connecting with his nose and smashing it because I don’t need this shit right now.

“Again, you don’t have anything to worry about.” My voice remains tight.

“Spoken like a true Powers.” He sets his glass down. “Look, you’re my brother. I’ll always support you. Just think with your head. You’re gonna get caught and lose everything, man.”

My eyes narrow on his. I get what he’s saying, but this is not what he’s making it out to be. I’ll tire of her, like I always do, and that will be that.

“Jesus Christ.” He shakes his head. “Fine. You do it your way. I’m not saying another word.” He takes his drink and rams his shoulder into me as he passes.

“And don’t ever say anything about my wife again. I risked it all for her.” He walks back out onto the patio, and my jaw clenches. Jett just has to get the last word in.

I walk out and look over at Alex and Raven sitting together laughing. I don’t need to look at anyone else in my family to feel their disapproval.

“Alex?” Yes, I’m interrupting them, but I don’t care. I need to get her out of here.

“Yeah?” She smiles up at me, then frowns.

“Let’s go,” I demand as my mom reaches for my arm.

“But sweetheart, you haven’t had pie.” She looks at me pleadingly, but I’m done. This was a mistake.

“I have pie at my house,” I growl as Alex stands and follows me, calling over her shoulder that it was nice to meet everyone. I swear I hear Raven say she’s gonna call her. If I wasn’t so pissed, I’d laugh.

“Everything okay?” Alex looks up at me, eyebrow raised.

I grab my key fob off the table in the foyer and hold the door open for her as we walk out.

“Yes.” Walking around to hold her door open, I let my eyes dip to her long legs. Fuck Jett, I’m not done. I sink into my seat, start the car, and back up, briefly glancing at Alex who sits staring at her feet.

“I can call an Uber…” Her voice drifts off as my hands tighten on the steering wheel.

“Why?” I snap.

“Because you look angry,” she snaps back. “And clearly your brother and parents disapprove of me.”

“I don’t give a fuck what other people think.” Looking straight ahead, I accelerate onto PCH.

Alex takes a breath and reaches up to grab onto the oh-shit handle. She watches me zigzag around cars but stays silent. I’m wound up too tight. She’s right. I am angry, and it’s not even at Jett; it’s at myself. I just had to push the boundaries, dare anyone to confront me. Well, much like I’m not impressed with Jett, I guess the same could be said about him. I pull into my garage and turn off my car.

“You might want to get your stuff and let me take you home.” I look over at her. She puffs out some air, her lips slightly open as she nods and swallows.

“If that’s what you want.” Her hand reaches for the door handle, but I grab her arm.

“What I want?”

She looks at me, her breath coming in small pants that makes my cock throb with need.

“I want your ass. I want to be in every fucking hole you have,” I hiss.

She tries to swallow, her eyes locked onto mine, and that need that’s eating me up is mirrored in hers.

“Okay.” She pulls her arm away and steps out.
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“Okay.” My eyes follow her as she climbs out of the car and starts toward my door. This is when I tell her no. Just pick up her stuff, take her arm, and dump her off at Skylar’s. Instead, I’m unlocking the door and dipping my head to smell her addictive scent as she passes. My eyes narrow as I adjust to the dark room. Alex spins on her heels, the moonlight finding her and caressing her form as I submit to my demons.

Fuck, maybe Jett is right, and I’m losing it. Because my cock is leading this madness, and tonight I’m gonna take what’s mine.

Mine.

Alex slowly peels off her dress, then shimmies out of her G-string, tossing both items onto the floor as she walks toward the bedroom. My eyes focused on her tight ass.

Adrenaline spikes through me. I grab a bottle of Jack Daniel’s and follow her, then stop at the entrance. The lights are on, and Alex sits on the end of my bed, naked, with nothing on but her heeled sandals, waiting for me like the fucking downfall she very well may be.

I unscrew the bottle and toss the top on my dresser. When I take a swig of the spicy liquid, the sting makes my dick harder as it goes down my throat.

“Come here, Alexandrea.”

She swallows and nods, preparing to stand.

“Crawl,” I demand, submitting to my darkness. This craving that’s eating me up like a disease will be cured tonight.

She hesitates, then slides to her knees, getting on all fours. Power surges through me. My pulse pounds as she slowly places one hand after another. Her ass… fuck, her ass almost teases me while she moves toward me on all fours.

“Do you trust me?”

She’s taking short breaths. Her hair, which she’s let down, falls on either side of her like a dark waterfall. Reaching down, I caress it, then jerk her up to a kneeling position. Leaning her head back, she locks eyes with mine.

“Yes.” Her voice is almost a whisper, but I don’t need to hear her, to feel her own darkness needing to be freed.

“Drink.” I take another swig, then place the tip at her lips. She allows me to give it to her. “We need to work on this.”

The brown liquor trails down her lips, finding its way to her full tits. My other hand tightens in her hair. She tries to breathe through the burn.

“Again.”

Her eyes widen, glistening with tears at the sting of the whiskey, though this time she swallows fast.

“Good girl.”

When I set it down, she exhales, and I can almost taste the bourbon from her mouth.

“Now, go to my nightstand.”

She blinks and swallows. I see a flicker of fear and close my eyes and count in my head because I have to get a handle on myself. I’m ready to blow my load already.

“’Kay.” Her voice sounds raspy.

I open my eyes to watch her rise gracefully. While I pull off my shirt, she pulls out my nightstand drawer and stares down, then looks back at me.

“Bring me the lube,” I demand, unbuttoning my jeans.

“’Kay.” She nods, her eyes like giant emeralds.

She licks her lips. I smile and kick off my jeans, cupping my hard balls, my cock already leaking.

“Brett…” She clears her throat.

“Yeah, baby? Scared?” Her eyes dash to mine, then back to the drawer. As I approach, her eyes trail down to my throbbing erection. “I asked if you trusted me. This won’t work if you don’t.” I reach for her chin.

“I trust you.” She swallows.

“How about I take over?” There’s a finality to my voice. She licks her lips and nods. I grab the lube and squeeze a ton on my cock.

“Give me your hand.”

She looks up at me, brows knit in confusion.

“Now jack me off,” I murmur, and she reaches for my dick.

“Oh God,” she groans as her hand glides up and down on my gelled-up cock.

“Faster,” I grunt, gripping her hand in my fist, so I can show her how hard I like it. “Fuck, just like that.” My nostrils flare. “Look at you jerking me off.” Peering down, I watch her hand going up and down on my cock, the thick red mushroom tip looking angry.

“Brett…” she moans as I grab her hand to stop. Otherwise I really am gonna come.

“What did you call me?”

Her eyes shoot up at me.

“Spread your legs,” I say, slapping her pussy.

Gasping, she digs her nails into my shoulder and abdomen. I’m beyond trying to be gentle. Alex can take it.

“Get on the bed.” I turn her, and instantly, she climbs on all fours. My hand caresses her ass cheeks as I push her cheek down onto the bed.

“That’s my girl. Stay just like that.” I grab the lube and squeeze more on my cock and on my finger. Slowly I rub back and forth on her tiny hole. She groans loudly.

“Such a nasty girl wanting me to fuck your ass.” I ease my middle finger into her tight, hot hole.

“Holy shit.” She moans out as her nails scrape and claw on my comforter while I move my finger slowly in and out of her ass.

“Yeah, that’s it, Baby Girl, just relax.”

“I… Oh my God.” She pants as I keep going in and out, adding another finger, trying to get her prepped.

“I think… can I come?” Her tiny hole is already pulsing and contracting. Smiling, I let her chant and scream yes over and over. I pull out my fingers and grab my cock, lining it up at her pulsing hole. Pushing forward slowly, I watch my tip stretch it open and close my eyes because this pleasure can’t be described.

“Jesus Christ, you’re fucking tight.” As I slowly go in a little more, her body instantly tenses.

“Breathe, Alex. You’re doing so well.” My voice sounds harsh to my own ears. I’m ready to fucking come, but it feels too good to end. She takes a breath and my hands tighten on her hips as I look down and groan. My cock is not even halfway in, but fuck, it looks hot.

“Dean…Brett…fuck, oh fuck,” she chants over and over. I watch as I pull out and slide back in, inch by inch.

“Baby. Do you have any idea how fucking good you feel? Rub your clit, Alex.” Sweat drips down my back. Frantically, she reaches for her clit and almost sobs as I go farther in, still chanting.

I close my eyes, and my stomach muscles tighten. “Rub that clit hard and come,” I grunt.

“Yes.” She pants. Her ass starts to pulse and clench so tight I see black dots. I stop moving because this is ecstasy as her body does the rest.

“Oh God, Brett, I’m coming… Dean, Brett.” She pants, her tiny hot hole just latches on my cock, continuing to contract.

“Yeah, Fuck, baby…” Letting go, I find my own nirvana, maybe even see God as my cock spits out my seed in hard, pulsing waves inside her ass.

“Christ, Alex.” I blink, trying to bring the world back into focus before I slowly pull out of her. Truth be told, I barely made it halfway in.

“You did good, baby,” I praise her as she lies panting and spent on my bed, my seed spilling out of her as she still pulses.

“That was…unbelievable” She sounds stunned.

Reaching for her, I lift her into my arms and walk us into my bathroom.

“It was, right?” Snuggling her nose in my neck, she mumbles, “I know I’m not as experienced, but—”

“You, Alexandrea, are without a doubt the best fuck I’ve ever had.” I grin, letting her body slide down mine, and turn on the shower.

She laughs. “You’re so romantic, such a smooth talker.” She sighs dramatically, then laughs as I look down at her, waiting for the water to heat, trying to ignore the way my heart aches and almost burns as I fight the need to rub it.

“I can’t lie. You have the tightest cunt and ass I’ve ever had.”

Her eyes widen. Pulling her into the shower, I silence any of her outrage with my mouth.

I need to take her to her car.

I should be sated. My obsession and needs appeased.

Instead, I deepen the kiss, all thoughts of anything but her swirl down the drain.
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“Wake up, Baby Girl.”

I groan and bury my head in the pillow, my hand reaching out for him.

“Alex, we need to go.” His voice prompts me to sit up.

Blinking, I try to focus. The room is dark, and my body feels like I’ve walked a hundred miles.

“Why? What time is it?” Closing my eyes, I try to ignore his demand. I was so comfortable only moments ago…

“Babe.” My eyes pop open as he sits next to me, and my brain slowly starts working again.

“It’s four thirty in the morning, but we need to get your car out of the parking lot.” His hand pushes my hair off my shoulders.

He stands. “You’re lucky I’m not making you go running with me first.” With a laugh, he tosses the covers off me, and I groan.

“Oh my God,” I say. In my attempt to stand, I reach for his arm like I’m ninety. “I’m never surfing again.”

I push off his arm, wanting to crawl to his bathroom. Instead, I straighten, holding up my hand. “Give me five minutes.” Slamming the bathroom door, I moan again and turn on the light.

“I’ll get you some Advil,” he calls out.

I turn the faucet and splash water on my face, blinking at how tan my face got in just one day. I grab my toothbrush, which sits next to his in the holder, and my heart aches. I don’t want to leave. See, I’m getting attached, and I only spent the weekend with him.

I take a deep breath. In a way, I’m so exhausted I don’t have time to fully analyze my feelings. Maybe I should just skip classes today and sleep, I think as I brush my teeth with my eyes closed.

“Alexandrea, we need to go.” Brett’s voice makes my eyes pop open. I lean over and spit, then smile as I drop my toothbrush back next to his.

Turning off the light, I open the door to be greeted by the deep orange, red glory of the sun rising. I move back to the bed where my two dresses are both folded perfectly along with my one pair of black panties.

“Ready?”

I turn to him as he hands me the Advil and some water. “Did you do my laundry?” I say, popping them in my mouth.

“Yes.”

I swallow them and give him back the water.

“When do you sleep?” I cock my head at him.

He doesn’t respond, just walks back into the kitchen. With a sigh, I acknowledge Brett’s amazing skill at avoiding questions, either by ignoring them or distracting me. I reach for my panties and groan again as I pull them on, then slip on my dress.

When I walk out into the main room, I spot my backpack on his island, along with my tennis shoes and sandals on the floor.

“I’m ready,” I call out, slipping the sandals on since those are easier.

“Brett?”

Resting my chin on my hand, I notice my phone sitting next to my backpack. Jesus, I’ve literally been so occupied with Brett that I haven’t checked it. I grab it and toss it inside. I can’t deal with that right now. I jump when the door opens, and Brett walks in, talking quietly on the phone. His eyes sweep my form, and he grabs my backpack. I follow him out into the dawn.

I’ve never been a morning person, and today is no exception. Barely able to see, I follow Brett in the early-morning darkness.

“That sounds good,” he says as he hangs up on whoever he was talking to and opens my door.

I slide in, biting my lip so as not to ask him who he was talking to. He walks around to his side and starts up the car. We drive in silence.

“I’m gonna follow you back to Skylar’s.” He reaches over, his hand rubbing my knee, and I almost burst into tears. Which is completely irrational.

“You don’t have to.” I look around as he turns onto the empty campus property.

“Come here, Baby Girl.” He puts his car in park.

Unbuckling my seat belt, I want to climb into his lap, but instead, I simply turn toward him. He reaches for me, his hand at my neck, bringing me to his lips as he kisses me. Softly and slowly, so different from last night when everything was rough and intense.

“See you in class.” He drops his hand from my neck.

I force myself to move. Just get out of his car and into yours. You can go over everything later.

“Thanks, Professor Powers,” I say over my shoulder as I exit, slamming his door. I head to my car. There’s a note on the windshield, but he’s sitting there watching me, so I put all my focus on not dropping my key fob. I climb in and start it.

As I move forward, I turn to wave, only to see him following me. My heart aches; he really is going to make sure I get home safe. I don’t know what to think.

Is he just doing this so he doesn’t have guilt? Or is he doing this because he feels the same as me? My stomach flutters at that thought. I turn into Skylar’s driveway, turn off my car, and get out.

The neighbor’s dog barks, but to be honest, I’m too tired and emotionally raw to quiet him. I just pull my backpack out and run up the steps, putting my key in, getting ready to wave, but he’s already pulling away.

I slowly slide inside and gently lock the door. The last thing I want to deal with is my sister. I’m too delicate right now. Maybe if I lie down, I can get a couple of hours’ sleep. I’ll curl into a ball, hug my pillow, and pretend it’s him.

“Where the fuck have you been?”

I scream and drop my backpack with a thud as I spin to see Skylar in her doorway. She’s in her robe, but she’s wearing makeup already.

“Jesus, you scared me.” I reach for my doorknob.

“I asked you a question.” She steps out, and I take a breath.

“Out,” I snap back, swinging my door open only to have her perfumed body block my entrance.

“With who?” she spits and I almost gag.

“None of your business.” I wipe at my face as she sniffs me. “What the hell are you doing?” I back away. Is she completely deranged?

“Where were you?” she screams, and I’m done.

Maybe it’s because of Brett, and this weekend, or maybe I’ve just had enough of her.

“I’m going to give you exactly three seconds to get out of my way, or I’ll move you myself.” My voice doesn’t waver as I stare straight into her eyes. She must see I’m not kidding because she steps away.

“I can smell him on you,” she hisses, walking back into her bedroom and slamming her door.

“Psycho.” I grab my backpack. Lifting the edge of my dress, all I smell is a fresh, downy scent. She’s trying to trip me up, right? I drop down onto my bed, kick off my sandals, and flop across the mattress.

Ten minutes. I’ll take a ten-minute nap, then deal with her, my feelings, and everything else.
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“What the hell is that?” Bolting up, I glance around my room, trying to adjust to the light. Turns out the loud beeping and violent rumbling sound is coming from the garbage truck outside. It prompts me to drag my ass out of bed. I’m still sore but better. At least I can bend down to reach my backpack and grab my phone.

Seven thirty in the morning. Okay, I’ll take a quick shower, then I’ll tackle my life. I turn my phone off sleep mode and hesitate before I open my door. Memories of Skylar a couple of hours ago make me cringe. Clearly, she’s not stable. Even though I’m sleeping with Brett, there is no way she could know that.

Plus, he’s assured me they’re not together, and I believe him. Breathing deeply, I exhale and crack my door open. I can instantly tell she’s gone. It’s like the house itself is happier. Too bad she does live here. I could definitely enjoy this cute place if she didn’t.

I’m in and out of the shower in ten minutes. After pinning my wet hair up in a messy bun, I do my eyes and slather on some shimmering pink lip gloss. I step back to assess myself. The sun definitely helps: that and orgasms. I’m practically glowing, and excitement makes my stomach flutter. As I run my tongue over my lips, my pussy throbs at the mere thought of last night. The way it burned, yet somehow felt good. He’s just so… filthy and exciting.

I walk back into my room, wondering if I should get myself off. Just close my eyes and think about him. It won’t take long. Letting my towel fall to my feet, I lean against the door. My hands touch my sensitive breasts. Closing my eyes, I pinch one nipple and moan, then freeze. Is that my fucking phone?

Like an annoying wasp, it vibrates on my bed. I don’t move, just wait for it to stop. Closing my eyes again, he’s there, his full lips smiling as he demands me to—

“Holy fuck. What?” I scream into the air because my phone is going off again. I push off the door and grab it. If it’s Skylar or Jordan, they picked the wrong time to mess with me.

“Hello?” I snap.

“You being a naughty girl?” His deep voice stops my breath, and I sink down onto my bed.

“Brett,” I whisper, clutching the comforter.

“I asked you a question.” His voice sounds so demanding.

I swallow. “No…” I wonder if I sound guilty, and I can almost see him smile.

“I think you are being naughty.” His voice goes straight to my throbbing clit. “Baby Girl? Talk to me. Tell me you weren’t getting ready to touch my cunt.”

Holy shit, how could he know? Swallowing, I glance around my room.

“I wasn’t.”

“Liar.” He laughs as my cheeks burn.

“How did you know?” I demand as I start to smile.

“Because I’m sitting in my office with my cock in my hand, thinking about how I wish it was deep inside your tight cunt.” His voice is deep and gravelly.

“Now tell me the truth. Are you being a naughty girl?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Yes, what?” His voice reaches down to my core, making me so wet it’s almost dripping out of me.

“Yes, I’m being a naughty girl, Dean Powers,” I say breathily.

“Such a dirty little slut, Alexandrea. What are we to do? Last night, my cock was fucking your ass, and already you need to touch my cunt.”

I moan out at his words, which should be making me angry. Instead, I think I could come listening to his filthy mouth.

“I can still smell you, feel you. Take your hand, baby, and rub that clit.”

I shiver. It’s as if I’m on fire, but my body is covered in goose bumps.

“Oh God,” I stutter out. Leaning back on my bed, I open my legs and rub my clit.

“Talk to me.” His voice is tight. “Are you thinking about my hand stroking my cock? Because I didn’t lock my office door. Anyone could come in.” His voice is low as I rub hard back and forth on my clit. “What if I told you I had a woman in here, and her mouth was sucking on my cock?” he grunts.

My eyes pop open. “What?”

He chuckles. “Or what if that woman is in your room, and her head is between your legs, licking your sweet, swollen clit as I watch.”

“Brett, what are you doing?” I gasp.

“That’s it, baby. It feels good, doesn’t it?” He praises me. “I’m right here with you. Now close your eyes and let her eat what’s only mine.”

“Oh my God…” Something is wrong with me. As I pant, my pussy gets even wetter, and I frantically rub myself.

“Yeah, just like that. Look at her eat you, baby. You getting ready to come? Because I am.” And I’m barely holding on as my eyes flutter shut, letting his dark fantasy spill out of his mouth.

“Brett…” I whimper, my hand gripping the comforter as my other hand keeps rubbing. “I… need…” As the pressure builds, I moan loudly.

“That’s my little slut. Come while I watch her get you off,” he growls, and I do, spiraling over, pulsing and jerking again and again.

“Fuck, Alexandrea,” he grunts, and I listen to his own release.

Staring up at the ceiling, I struggle to catch my breath, then sit up.

“What the fuck, Brett?” I say, mortified, when he starts laughing as I look around, wanting to crawl under my bed and never come out.

“Alex, relax, it’s only phone sex. You’re okay.”

“I… you just,” I sputter.

“I tried to have her suck my cock, but you weren’t digging it.” He laughs again, and I can hear he’s moving around.

“I didn’t… I just…”

“Okay, I’ll make a deal with you. From now on, I’ll keep it just us.” He starts laughing again.

“I need to go,” I snap, standing.

“Me too, office hours.” His voice sounds way too happy as I press End.

“Fucking adrenaline junkie.” Tossing my phone on the bed, I march over to my dresser. In seconds, I’m jerking on my bra and panties. “He’s turning me into one of them,” I huff, grabbing a black tee and some leggings, ignoring my phone, which is ringing again.

It’s not Brett. I can feel it’s not him by the way my stomach doesn’t flip. As I hop on one foot, putting on my ballet flats, I glance around to make sure I’m ready for my day.

I have a physics quiz that I need to focus on since I got zero studying done this weekend. Maybe I’ll skip English and go to the library for a quick review. I grab my backpack and stupid phone.

“Christ.” I groan at the massive line of notifications. Missed calls from Jordan, of course, then Skylar, rolling my eyes because I’m surprised she knew my number, my dad, my mom, Jordan again and again, and now Jude.

Fantastic.

I’ll call my brother back in the car, I decide, as I lock the front door. I need a solid plan here. People know I always answer my phone and return texts.

“Hey, Walter.” I smirk at the neighbor’s dog waiting for me on his porch. The dog happily runs to the fence, jumping and barking as I walk by. He’s starting to grow on me, probably because he’s the only one happy to see me come and go.

I toss all my crap onto my passenger seat and push on Jude’s number, then start my car, making the call go to Bluetooth.

“So you’re alive?” Jude pants into the phone.

“Of course. I lost my charger.” I wince a little. Not only do I suck at lying, but I don’t even know why I’m trying to. Jude’s gonna know.

“Hold on, I’m in the gym.”

“No, that’s okay. I need to go to class. I saw you called, so I’m just returning–”

“Yeah. Nice try.” He cuts off my frantic, cheerful rant, as I mouth shit. “Okay. What the fuck is going on with you?” His voice comes in clear, aggravating me while I attempt to concentrate on the road.

“Why? What have you heard?”

“Well, Mom and Dad have been calling you and me because Skylar called crying this weekend, saying you’re fucking up in school and fucking her boyfriend.” His tone sounds dry, which means he’s pissed.

“Wow.” That’s all that comes out because I don’t really know what to say.

“Wow? That’s it?” he yells as I take a deep breath, my hands tightening on the steering wheel.

“Calm down. I’m driving,” I shout back. “Okay.” I take another breath. “I’m only telling you this, and you have to promise as my brother, my twin, that you will not tell Mom and Dad.”

“Fuck that. No way, talk, or I will let Dad pay for me to come to LA, which would be bad for everyone since I might be playing on Saturday,” he gripes.

“All right, I met someone. It’s not her boyfriend…” My voice trails off because technically, I’m not lying, although the line goes silent. “Jude? Are you there?”

A loud sigh then, “Yeah, who is this guy?” I swallow. Do I tell him? No, that would be bad. Visions of Jude barging into my Environmental Engineering class and confronting Brett make my chest start to itch and flush.

“A guy I met in class.” Silently exhaling, I wait at a stoplight.

“So not her boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Jesus Christ, Alex.” He laughs. “She’s a real piece of work. You should hear the crazy shit she’s feeding Dad.” He sighs. “Thank fuck. I really didn’t want to have to come kick some ass.” I have to bite my tongue not to say, Yeah, that might be harder than you think. Brett is the same height as Jude, but Brett is… well, Brett. He’s got that whole I don’t give a crap vibe, which makes him dangerous. I push all that aside and focus on Skylar.

“What else did Skylar tell Dad?”

“She’s convinced that you’re out to ruin her life. Apparently, this man, whom she says is her boyfriend, is going to propose, but only if you’re gone. And you’re eating all her food and costing her a fortune on utilities. I don’t know, Alex, is she on medication?”

“Who knows. She’s so weird. Like I really can’t get a read on her, I’m starting to think she’s a compulsive liar.” I sigh, turning right into the campus lot.

“Well, whatever, I’ve got to go. Call Mom and Dad, and just stay away from Skylar, and answer your fucking phone,” he yells over a siren in the background.

“I will. I was just trying to spend time with him…” But he’s already hung up. I sit for a second and think. Clearly, I need to tell Brett about her. I mean, if she’s telling my dad stuff, is she telling others? God, I can’t imagine anyone being her friend, but anything is possible. I wonder how bad it would be if it got out about us. Would it ruin his career? Of course, it would.

“Jesus.” I sigh and rub my forehead. He’s just so confident, it feels like nothing can touch him or bring him down, but what if that’s not true?

Suddenly, I’m scared, and not for me. Brett needs to be careful. People are watching him. The last thing he needs is Skylar talking. She’s angry and delusional, and that makes her dangerous. She could hurt him.

I pick up my phone and text my parents saying I met a guy and forgot my charger. Not that they will be thrilled, but at least that sounds better than the truth. Now, I need to talk to Brett. How did things get so out of hand so fast? My heart burns, and here I thought I was guarding it, protecting myself for exactly this reason.

As I walk toward class, it hits me: more than likely, this is over. He will, of course, break it off, much like he should. That doesn’t make it hurt less. Suddenly I stop and glance around at the campus. People are coming and going, everyone having no clue that I’m suddenly in pain, that my heart hurts, even though it has no right to.

He’s always been off limits.

You broke the rules.

Now you need to pull your shit together and focus on school.

I start walking again and weave around people, dreading the thought of seeing him. I’ll tell him about Skylar and hope I can still drop the class, because if I don’t… I can’t even think about it.
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“Jenners, I’m not approving that.” I lean back in my chair and scrutinize my colleagues’ faces. Both look stunned, and Pete Jenners looks like he might be ready to blow a blood vessel.

“I told Richard you would try to sabotage us, and that’s clear.” His voice almost shakes with rage.

I can’t help but smile. He’s grasping at straws, and he knows it. “I’m sorry you feel like that, because I’m not. If Richard wants to green light more money for this, fine. But he doesn’t, which is why you two are sitting here.”

Sally Hemsworth scoots forward in her seat. “Look, Powers.” She points at the graphs and blueprints. “I know you think it’s been done, but what we—”

“Sally,” I interrupt her. “It has been done—by Stanford last year. I get your disappointment, I really do. But as scientists, you know that we are always racing the clock to be first. Sadly, they got it done first. I can’t dump more of the university’s money into funding this,” I say.

Jenners narrows his eyes at me. “I don’t know why we even thought to bring this to you. You’re not the head dean yet.” He stands.

With a nod, I hand him the blueprints.

“I’m not. Dean Murphy’s office is down the hall to your—”

“Just keep making jokes, Powers, but you think you’re above everything because you lucked out. I work ten times harder. I put my family life on hold and—”

“Dean Jenners, we don’t need to do this.” Sally clears her throat and stands as I lean back in my chair.

This day has been one shit show after another. Starting with Skylar barging into my office minutes after I hung up with Alex, to the president of the university letting me know Jordan’s dad just made an enormous donation to the school, begging me to please rethink my criteria for my team, and that he’d be forever grateful. Now this.

“Fine.” He stuffs papers into his briefcase. “I’d watch my back, Powers. You might need friends someday.”

I cock my head and smile, because if I could fire him, I would. Instead, I turn to Sally.

“How’s George doing?”

“Oh, um, good. He’s actually in Hong Kong right now…”

A light tap on my door distracts us, and Alex comes barging in, then stops, frozen as she stares, horrified. My cock instantly wakes up.

“Oh, I’m so sorry. I had no idea…” She waves her hand around at Jenners and Sally who simply stare at her in shock.

“Ms. Carter, you’re a few minutes early for your appointment.” I adjust myself in my chair. “But as Dean Jenners and Professor Hemsworth are done, please have a seat.” I smile as Jenners’s face grows redder. Fucking arrogant, jealous dick. It’s not my fault he can’t seem to be first at anything.

“No, I’ll wait outside. I shouldn’t have barged in.” She goes to leave.

“Stay.”

All three of them peer at me.

Sally recovers first. Smiling tightly, she heads toward the door saying over her shoulder, “We will let you get back to work.”

“Send my best to George.” I bring my coffee to my lips and take a drink, not bothering to stand.

“I will be talking to Richard about this,” Jenners mutters. “Don’t think I won’t.” Straightening, he stares at Alex, who looks down and quickly moves out of his way so he can pass, jumping as he slams the door.

“I’m so sorry, I had no idea. I’m mortified.” She points at the door.

With a smile, I stand and step over to lock the door, her fucking coconut scent teasing me. What is it about this one? All day long, my mind kept drifting to her. I’m borderline obsessed.

“Don’t be. Jenners is a bitter man, pissed that I’m going to be head dean, and that I’m ten times smarter than he is.” Reaching for her chin, I tilt her head up. “What’s wrong?” I ask.

Her eyes fill with tears and I clinch my jaw. If anyone hurt her…

“Skylar knows.” She pulls away.

“What?” I hiss, grabbing her arm, forcing her to face me.

“Yeah, she suspects we are sleeping together. She believes in her wacko world that you’re hers and supposedly going to propose—”

“Alex.” I stop her. “Breathe, baby.” My voice sounds calming, and for her sake, I hope it is. She blinks up at me, and I’m lost, sucked into a pool of glistening emeralds.

“Now, calmly tell me what happened.”

“I…” She takes a breath and exhales. “I came home this morning, and she was up, like, I think she was waiting for me. Then she blocked me from getting into my room and smelled me.”

“She what?” I frown.

“Yes, she said she smelled you on me. Then after our phone call this morning…” Her cheeks flush.

Trying not to smile, I take her in my arms. She’s clearly upset. “Go on.” I stroke her hair.

“Apparently, she called my dad and told him I was sleeping with you. And if she told him, I would think she’s telling others.” She sniffs into my chest like this is the worst thing possible.

“So your dad knows about us?”

She raises her head, “Well, no. I mean, I don’t know. My brother just said it was ‘her boyfriend.’”

“I’ll handle Skylar,” I tell her.

“But.” She looks shocked. “You aren’t freaking out?”

“Baby, she has zero proof. Skylar’s up for tenure. She’s not going to say anything that would ruin her career.” I bring her close. “You hungry? How about dinner?”

I kiss her lips, and she leans into me. I rub my nose on hers.

“Brett, isn’t it bad for us to… I mean, isn’t it against the rules?” she mumbles as I brush my lips on hers, then lift my head.

“What? Me fucking you?” I grin as her eyes get big and instantly look at my door.

“It’s one hundred percent against the rules.” I laugh as she stands frozen, as if she’s been blindsided. I grab my keys from the desk, her eyes following me.

“Pizza? Cheeseburger? Salad?”

“Wait.” She holds up her hands. “You don’t care if we get caught?” She says this slowly, as if she’s trying to digest it all.

“No. I care. I just know we’re not getting caught. There’s a difference.” I take her hand, but she pulls it away.

“Brett, are you kidding me? I’ve had a really bad day. Been terrified that you’re going to be ruined because of me.” She dramatically puts her hand on her chest. “That you were going to be fired. And you’re a genius, so all of mankind would suffer because of me.” She exhales and looks up at the ceiling.

My eyes trail down her slender neck to her hard nipples, beckoning me through her tee.

“And all you can say is you know we’re not going to get caught?” she snaps. “And do I want pizza?”

I grin. Can’t help it. “So you don’t want pizza?”

“Oh my God.” She goes to slap my chest, laughing.

I pull her into my arms again, liking everything about her.

“Pizza is great.” She rolls her eyes, looking up at me.

“Look, why don’t you pack a bag, and we can hide out at my house. You can study, and I’ll work between your legs…” I waggle my eyebrows at her.

Pressing her lips together, she doesn’t full-on smile.

“I hope you feel bad,” she huffs at last. “I’m pretty sure I failed my physics test worrying about you.”

“I do. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.” I step back, holding the door open for her as I watch her face fight a battle that’s futile. I can’t stop this fucking need any more than she can. I cock my head, my eyes narrowing as we both stare at each other. Our energy thick, erotic…

“Well?” I demand.

She takes another deep breath, straightens her shoulders, then walks out, head held high, and my heart gets that weird ache again as I follow her to the exit.

She’s right. Everything she said is true. We are breaking rule number one. I smile, making my way to my car. Fuck it. Rules are made to be broken.
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“Can I get you another coffee refill?” I blink at the guy in the green apron staring down at me with a couple of muffins in his hand.

“Oh.” Straightening in my seat, I glance down at my cup. “I’m okay. If I need another, I can get it. Thank you, though.” I smile at the clearly disappointed barista.

“You sure? It’s no problem, I’m heading back that way.” He smiles, pretending to run in slow motion.

“I’m sure.” I laugh, stopping when I see a group of guys walk in. “I’m good,” I say again, looking down at my laptop screen, wondering if I should pretend I don’t see him.

This is ridiculous. I’ve apologized to Jordan so many times this week, I can’t do anything more. I felt bad and told him that, yet he said it was fine. But clearly he’s still holding a grudge if the death stare he just gave me is any indication.

I sigh, then drink half my coffee in three gulps so I can go stand in line with him and a couple of his buddies I recognize from the frat party.

“Hey, Jordan.” I peek around his shoulder. He looks back, nods, then stares forward.

“Hey.”

Annnd perfect. I look down at my coffee cup and try again. “Can we talk for a second? I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.” While I’m standing here trying to be cheerful, his buddies snort and walk up to the counter to order.

“Nah, Stan’s buying,” he says, straightening his glasses, still looking straight ahead.

“O-kay. Well, enjoy.”

I shake my head. He’s making me feel like the worst person. It’s not like I was dating him. He’s a friend, for God’s sake. Yes, I forgot dinner, and I apologized. That’s pretty much all I can do. Returning to my table, I take my seat. Great, now I’m almost out of coffee, and I can’t get more until they leave. Crossing my legs, I look down at my phone.

BRETT: Morning, beautiful.

My pulse leaps to my throat, and I can’t help but smile. I love when he uses endearments. Glancing around, I pick up my phone and text.

ME: Morning.

Not gonna lie, the last two weeks have been the best of my life. I straightened everything out with my parents, informing them I met a guy. My dad wasn’t happy, but my mom was thrilled, so that balanced it out. I’ve barely had to see Skylar since I’m hardly at her place, and when I am, she’s either working or locked in her room playing depressing songs over and over.

What started out as dinner morphed into a thing—we’re kind of a couple. Well, a couple who hides inside his house, but come on. He’s the most exciting, brilliant man alive, so being tucked away in our own world suits me fine.

BRETT: Dean Powers is in need of you.

I grin. He’s so deliciously filthy. I prepare to type.

“Who are you texting?” Jordan’s voice makes me let out a little shriek, and I drop my phone.

“Holy shit, you scared me,” I say, my face instantly heating as I reach down to retrieve the phone and plaster on a smile. Great, the whole café is looking at us.

“I thought you saw me,” he grumbles, plopping down in the chair across from me.

Clearing my throat, I set my phone facedown. His eyes follow my every move.

“Look, I’m trying not to be a dick, but I have a lot of shit going on.” He slumps forward and bounces his leg up and down, then sits up.

“Again, I’m so sorry.” I smile supportively, ignoring the vibration on my phone that another text has come in. I mean, I can’t jump up and leave him. That would be awful. He looks around the café, then at me.

“You know who my dad is, right?”

I take a small sip of the last of my cold coffee and nod. “Yes, why?” Jordan does tend to brag. And I’m already going to be in trouble for keeping Brett waiting. My pussy pulses at the thought of that.

“Well, he donates a lot of money to this school.” He moves closer. “He personally asked Dean Powers to put me on his team, and the fucking arrogant prick said no.”

“Oh.” Where is this going?

“Yeah. I’m telling you, he thinks he’s above everything because he passed the vetting process—”

“He did?” Interrupting, but still trying to act casual, I sip the last of my nonexistent coffee.

“Yeah.” He shakes his head as though he’s deep in thought. “Somehow, he has no skeletons that anyone can find in his closet. Do you need more coffee?” He frowns at me as I set my cup down with a rattle.

“No, I’m fine.” Taking a deep breath, I try to school my features into looking calm.

“The thing is, no one doesn’t have some kind of secret. He can’t be perfect is all I’m saying. My dad is fishing around. He’s on the board, you know.” Jordan pulls his phone from his pocket to look at it.

“I thought you said he passed. If he had a secret, they would have found it.”

“Not necessarily. I mean, it’s pretty casual. Run his name through the system, interview a few of his colleagues, that kind of shit. But he fucked with my dad, so…”

I frown and shake my head.

“What?” He looks at me as though I should be on board with this.

“That’s horrible, Jordan. And why would you want to be on his team if he doesn’t want you?” What the hell is wrong with people? Does nobody wish anyone well anymore?

“What are you talking about? Alex, he’s a genius doing groundbreaking work. The people on his team are going to be able to write their own ticket. I deserve to be on his team.” His leg starts bouncing again.

Shaking his head at what I guess is my stunned face, he continues, “Oh, relax. If my dad found anything on him, he’d just use it to urge Dean Powers into doing the right thing.”

“Which is bribing him to put you on his team.” I stare at him, wondering why I’m only now seeing what a pig he is. That old saying keep your friends close but your enemies closer seems fitting right now.

“Exactly.” Sipping his coffee, he nods at his buddies as they leave.

“Okay.” I shrug. “But I think having your dad trying to find dirt on him… is wrong.” I reach for my backpack.

“You’re kidding, right?” He snorts. “Why are you defending him? He thinks you’re an idiot, you know.”

“What?” I stop packing my laptop to stare at him.

“Yes, Alex. He made a comment in our meeting about me dating you. I could tell he disapproves. Christ, maybe he likes to suck dick, and that’s why he won’t let his team have relationships.”

I blink at him. “Who he sleeps with is no one’s business,” I snap, completely uncomfortable. What the hell?

“Nah, he can’t be gay. They’d have found that out. Also, Alex, you’re naïve to think who Dean Powers fucks is not a huge issue. That’s why Professor Jenners is pissed. He thought he had a chance since he’s twenty years older and married with kids. It’s all sorts of drama.” He stands up with me, helping me put my backpack on my shoulder.

My head spins. “What exactly did he say about me?”

“I can’t remember it word for word but…” He reaches for the door to hold it open for me like he’s a nice guy, when, in fact, he’s a spoiled brat, thinking he’s entitled to everything because of his last name.

“I asked why he passed on me, and he called in one of his lackeys, asking him if he parties or has a girlfriend. Of course, the loser said no. Then he said your name and talked shit about me not having the work ethic he needs for his team because I’m in a fraternity.”

I stare straight ahead. “When was this?”

“A couple of weeks ago, the day you dumped me.” He shakes his head.

“Jordan.” I grab his arm to stop him because he needs to understand me. “I didn’t dump you. We’re friends.” My voice sounds bitchy even to my ears, but I’m surrounded by vipers: first my sister, and now Jordan.

“Yeah, I get it. But I like you, really like you, and I thought…” He rubs the back of his neck.

“I like you too, but not in that way.” I start to walk again.

“Let me try again. How about dinner tonight?”

I take a breath as I enter the engineering building. “I can’t. I need to finish my paper for English,” I say over my shoulder, wishing he would go away. I have a horrible feeling something bad is going to happen.

“Alex?”

Sighing, I turn to face him.

“If you just want to be friends, I’m down with that.”

“Thanks, Jordan. I think it’s for the best.” Though I’m trying to smile, I can’t stand the sight of him anymore, so I dart into the classroom, purposely not looking at Brett, going straight to the back where there’s only one seat.

“It’s too crowded up there.” Jordan grabs my arm, stopping me at a table that has only one person at it.

Oh God, please, please, don’t let Brett be watching, I chant as I quietly sit in the middle seat and Jordan sits next to me.

“You know what really sucks?” he grumbles. I almost scream, Shut up, Jordan, but I take a deep breath and suck it in. This is already a mess, and I don’t need to make it worse. I know Brett’s looking at me. I can feel it.

“It doesn’t even matter if my dad finds something. He’s still gonna get the Nobel Prize, probably.” He snorts, then coughs out, “Shit. Heads up, he’s coming.”

“Jordan.” His deep voice makes my heart skip a beat and face heat up.

God, I’m so screwed. This is all so bad. I’m falling for him, like I might never recover, and I can’t have him.

“Dean Powers,” Jordan mumbles as he takes out his laptop.

“Alexandrea?” My heart pounds. Swallowing, I look up at him. “You missed your office visit this morning. See me after class,” he demands.

I nod, trying not to be obvious, and stare at him as he walks away.

“Dick,” Jordan says under his breath.

“Maybe you should just drop the class,” I say.

Jordan turns dramatically in his chair to look at me. “Screw that. I’m not dropping; although, you should. Dean Dickhead is glaring at you again.” He snickers, and I wonder if I’m in the twilight zone, or if this is just a bad dream. It’s like Jordan is trying to antagonize Brett.

I turn and swallow as my eyes lock with his ocean-blue ones, and suddenly, I know I’m fucked. Because Dean Powers doesn’t look mad; he looks furious, making my heart pound and my pussy clench. Something might really be wrong with me. Like I’m sick and only he can cure me. Why does the thought of him dominating me arouse me like this?

I’ve come to need it so much that it’s ruined me for all others. For the hundredth time, I wonder if people can see it on my face.

God, I shouldn’t have had so much coffee this morning. That, and I should have gone to his office. Why did I talk to Jordan? He’s ruined everything, and all I can do is sit in agony.

I can’t focus.

I can’t type.

Only half listening to him as he lectures, I squirm in my chair. This is absurd. I’m on edge, and what’s worse is that I seem to love it. Just breathe, Alex. What’s he gonna do that he hasn’t done already?

I lick my lips and gaze down at my computer, almost willing time to stop. Yet it doesn’t, and I jump in my chair at the sound of Jordan standing.

“You want me to go with you?” he asks, and I almost burst out laughing. As if that would go over well.

“No. I forgot I made an appointment to ask him a question this morning. It’ll only take a minute.” Lies, they flow so easily from my mouth these days.

My eyes shoot over to where he stands. A god instructing mere mortals, and unfortunately, most of them are women who hang on to his every word.

“Look at him, thinking he’s all th—”

“Jordan.” I cut him off as I stand. “I’ll see you around,” I snap.

My eyes focused on the skinny blond girl moving closer to him. She laughs at something he’s said. Visions of me grabbing her bleached roots and jerking her ten feet back fill my head as I walk up to him and wait.

“I hope that helps. If you have any more questions, stop by during office hours, Denise.” He smiles, grabbing his laptop and phone, then turns to me, blue eyes narrowing.

“Let’s go.” He doesn’t wait for me, just rudely walks, expecting me to follow. I take a breath; how bad would it be if I walked in the other direction?

Bad, something tells me. You don’t want to go head to head with Brett Powers. He gets off on it. And as much as I’d like to take my nails and scratch the blood out of his muscled back, I can’t. Who knows who’s watching? So I follow him and try to ignore my traitorous body that’s in constant need of relief. It’s like I’m on a treadmill and can’t get off, chasing something that’s a temporary fix because my heart needs more.

Could I be addicted to him? Everything that he is has become my fixation. But it’s just a Band-Aid because I’m not merely obsessed. I might’ve gone and done the stupidest thing alive and fallen in love with him, knowing full well I can’t ever have the happily ever after I crave.

Jesus, I’ve full-on gone to the dark side this morning. My stomach flutters.

He swings his office door open, bringing his cell to his ear to answer a call. “Yeah, that’s good. Bring it to my office, Connie. I’m working all day.”

Setting his laptop down, he rests his hip against the desk, his energy making my body temperature spike. His eyes travel up and down my body, and I sink my teeth into my lip so as not to fidget.

Who the fuck is Connie?

“Sounds good.” When he hangs up, he tosses his phone and stares at me, the room swirling with our energy. Mine desperate, his angry…

“Brett… I know you might be wondering… that is, the reason I didn’t come when you texted was I was talking to Jordan. Apparently, his dad is out to get you for not letting Jordan be on your team.” I vomit all that out so fast my eyes are watering.

“Huh.” He pushes off the desk and walks around to sit. A king on his throne—that’s what he reminds me of right now. A beautiful, exciting king deciding if he’s going to order to have my head chopped off.

“Come here, Alexandrea.” His voice is deep and controlling.

My heart drops. No, this might not be good. Still, I drag myself around to face him.

He swivels in his chair. “Do you have any idea how busy I am? What I have going on?”

My cheeks and chest are instantly warm. “Of course, I do,” I snap. “I’m busy also–”

“Really? Are you the brain around a multi-million-dollar project? Because if you are, then keep me waiting because you’re talking with fucking Jordan.”

“I was… only trying to be friends, and I did find out that his dad is spying on you…” My voice trails off, and his eyes turn darker. Great, I’m making this worse.

“Do you think I give a fuck about Jordan’s dad? David Staple is a fucking entitled prick like his whiny son,” he snarls, and again, when he says it like that, it does sound far-fetched. But that’s the beauty of Brett. He can twist anything.

“He is watching you. It’s not my fault you have so many enemies.” And as soon as I say it, I regret it.

He cocks his head and peers at me. “True. But if it wasn’t for you, my love, my enemies would have nothing, and I wouldn’t have to worry, would I?”

I blow out some air. He doesn’t play fair.

“I’ll go, Dean Powers. I wouldn’t want to be the cause of your downfall.”

I turn, but he stands, grabbing me as I struggle. This day has gone from me daydreaming about how wonderful my life is, to wanting to run and never come back.

“God, Jordan’s right. You are a dick,” I hiss as he grabs my arms. Our eyes lock, and suddenly, I’m shivering.

“Kneel.”
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“Kneel.”

My ears ring. I’m barely holding on to what little control I have left. Alex stands before me, panting, slowly shaking her head. A slight wheeze escapes her parted, berry lips.

“No?” My voice stays surprisingly calm, yet my hands tingle with the need to shake her, jerk her down by the hair, so I can shove my cock in her mouth and gag her into submission. I do not need this today.

“I’m not going to say it again, Alexandrea.” My hands tighten as she starts to pant.

“Is this all a game to you? People hate you, Brett. Do you even care? Did you even lock the door? Because we are going to get caught and—”

This time, I do shake her, and her head falls back.

“We’re gonna get caught by you screaming.” My mouth slams down on hers, and I unleash myself.

She gasps and tries to break away, but my hand snakes up to hold her still, my tongue thrusting in to twist with hers only to have her bite down on mine.

“The fuck?” I lift my face.

Her eyes widen as if she can’t believe she just did that. The metallic taste of copper confirms it. Slowly my lips spread into a smile.

“Brett…You forced me to. I needed your attention—”

“Oh, my love, you have it.”

All bets are off now. She just fucking upped the stakes, and I’m done. I shove her against the door. Her nails dig into the wood. Unzipping my jeans, I take out my cock.

“Lock it,” I demand.

Her eyes do battle with mine as her hand feels its way over to turn the bolt.

“Now, kneel,” I command, my own breathing turning harsh I’m so wound up. I swear to God, if she tests me… Blinking, she sinks to her knees, and if I wasn’t vibrating with rage, I’d fucking praise her.

As it is, I grab the back of her hair. “Breathe through your nose.” Holding my cock, I thrust her head onto it. She instantly gags, and I pull her head back to look at her. Saliva’s already dripping from her lips. “Who owns you?” I growl, impaling her mouth again.

She reaches up to hold me. In and out, I deep throat her, the pressure building, my head swimming. While she sucks, I sense her trying to relax her throat to take more of me. My balls tighten.

“Who, Alexandrea?” I hiss, jerking her head off me with a loud pop.

She stares up at me, her green eyes shiny but full of battle.

“That’s it, baby, you fight it. Let’s see who’s gonna win?” I pull her up by the hair, and she groans in pain and pleasure.

“We can do this the easy way, or the hard way, Alex.” With my lips inches from hers, she stays quiet, her scent making my nostrils flare.

“Fine.” I spin her around till she braces herself on the wood door. “You don’t come until you tell me who owns you. Understand, my love?”

Again, she stays silent, save for her excited pants as I kick her legs open. My one hand moves the wet string of her panties to the side as my other holds her flowy dress in a fist. I thrust into her so hard, we both groan in pleasure.

“Jesus Christ, you’re fucking wet. Look at you fight me, but your body needs my cock, doesn’t it?” I murmur as I fuck her hard against the door. “Doesn’t it?”

Her underwear snaps off and my hand drifts to the back of her neck. I push in and out, each time going deeper.

“Say it,” I demand, feeling her pussy grab my dick like it doesn’t want to ever let go.

Moaning loudly, she bites down on her lip so hard, I’m sure she’s tasting her own blood.

“Alex?”

“Brett…” she cries out as I slam in again, this time hitting her G-spot. I’m in so deep that her cunt’s starting to pulse already.

When I pull out, she screams, and I turn her around.

“Say it. Tell me what we both know, and I’ll let you come.” Her eyes fill with frustrated tears, and I take her lips in a rough kiss. Lifting her, I relish the way her legs wrap around my waist as my cock easily slides into her slick, hot pussy, and I rut into her.

Back and forth, I fuck her against the door. “Say it.”

“I hate you,” she sobs out, nails digging into my neck.

I smile triumphantly into her mouth. “That’s it, Baby Girl. Hate me as you come on my cock.”

“I do, I hate you,” she snarls, then kisses me. Or tongues battle, touch, taste until her cunt clenches and pulses.

She pulls back, eyes boring into mine. Time ceases, and nothing but our own need takes over. Her eyes change as she submits. For a split second, I truly do own her, body and soul, and she owns me.

Undone.

It’s all I can think of as my seed pulses deep inside her. She’s not just the best fuck I’ve ever had, she is my rush. Things like jumping out of a plane seem dull compared to owning her cunt and mouth.

I stay inside her while our breathing returns, holding one of her legs up as she slides the other to the floor. She’s blinking back tears, and I lean forward to lick and kiss her eyes, her lips. What the fuck is happening to me?

She was not supposed to happen, but for the life of me, I can’t let her go.
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“Brett.” Richard waves at me when I enter the giant ballroom of the Beverly Hills Hotel for yet another fundraiser I couldn’t give two fucks about. Nodding, I turn right, heading toward the bar before I have to start schmoozing, which up until a month ago, I enjoyed.

Now, I’m distracted with Alexandrea and work, so listening to a bunch of rich suck-ups talk about how great I am means nothing.

“Double bourbon straight up.” I nod at the bartender.

“Make that two.”

I glance over at my brother’s grinning face.

“Nice of you to make it,” Jett says.

“I had an overseas conference call that ran late.” When I reach into my suit slacks for a twenty to tip, Jett beats me to it.

“Thank you.” Taking my drink, I down it in two gulps. “Another.” I motion to the bartender as I take Jett’s. He can have the other one since he looks so happy.

He raises a dark brow at me. “Ah, it’s that kind of a night.” Laughing, he orders us another.

“What’d I miss?” My eyes scan the room and land on Richard slowly making his way over, his head bent as he listens to something Skylar is saying. I grind my teeth.

“Christ,” I hiss as the muscles in my back of my neck tighten.

“Brett, Jett.” Richard approaches, along with Skylar who smiles at my brother and me.

“I have big news. Let me get Jenners over here.” Richard turns, motioning to a group of colleagues to come over.

Picking up my drink, I down the bourbon; it goes down so smooth, I barely feel the sting.

“Take it easy,” Jett mumbles as he smiles at the ever-growing group.

“So, we all know I’m retiring.” Richard puts his hand on my shoulder. “I’m happy to announce that I will be leaving next week.”

I look up from my drink. He grins.

“I’m thinking we announce it officially on Friday morning. Have the students and faculty attend so they can see their new head dean.”

“The board approved this?” Jenners interrupts him, his face turning an almost purple with his jealousy.

“Dean Jenners.” Skylar laughs loudly, as if he just told a hilarious joke. Jett turns back to the bartender, motioning for two more.

“Is everything all right?” I turn to Richard. The entitled elitists swarming the gaudy gold and silver ballroom were already getting on my nerves. A server stops by, carrying what looks like tiny Gorgonzola and caramelized onion tarts.

“Brett, I feel lighter than I’ve felt in years. Diane has already booked our first cruise, and we’re leaving in two weeks.” He grabs a tart and a napkin.

“All of you need to have one of these. Here.” He hands his to Skylar who stands smiling and nodding like she’s a politician’s wife.

“Jenners, Michael, try one.” Richard motions to them. Each reluctantly takes one from the server. Even he must feel the bad vibe from us. He turns and offers Jett and me one.

“No, thank you.” I bring the whiskey to my lips as Michael, professor in the History Department, holds his hand out to me.

“Well… this is news.” He smiles. “I mean, your groundbreaking grid project, and the Nobel nomination.” He nods, his voice projecting over Miles Davis, and I can’t help but grin at his pathetic attempt at ass-kissing.

“Thanks, Michael. I’m as surprised as you all are. Richard, I thought you were waiting until the end of the semester.”

“Why wait? You’ve been vetted and approved. Diane is ready to travel, and quite frankly, so am I. My kids and grandchildren are going to join us in Greece.” Richard pops the whole tart into his mouth. He does look more relaxed than I’ve seen him in years.

“It’s wonderful. I’m so happy for you, Brett,” Skylar gushes, putting her hand on my forearm. I look down at it, wondering how I was able to stomach her, much less put my dick in her.

“Agreed. You need anything, I’m your man…” Michael keeps on ass-kissing. I completely tune it out, along with all the other sucking up around me as my gaze shifts over his shoulder.

Jordan’s dad David, and I’m assuming his wife, are heading this way. This ought to be interesting. Considering the mood I’m in, it’s a good thing Jett’s standing next to me.

My mind goes to Alex and her beautiful face, and I blink. Shit is getting complicated, and lines have been blurred. Fuck that, they’ve been full-on railroaded over, and with Richard leaving next week…

“I hear we have a new head dean. Congratulations.” David Staple pats Richard’s shoulder so as to maneuver his way in.

“Let me get a couple of bottles of Cristal champagne. Put it on my tab,” David yells to the bartender. Turning, he looks up at me as if I should be impressed by him.

I’m not, not even a little. In fact, that same surge of wanting to beat the shit out of his son doubles when I look at him.

My hand tightens on my drink, and I take a deep swig before I motion to Jett. “David Staple, my brother Jett. I think you know everyone else.” David smiles tightly as he holds out his hand, which Jett ignores.

“Actually, we’ve met. I defended the star in the last movie he produced,” Jett states as David laughs uncomfortably.

“And worth every penny I paid you.” He smiles, turning to Richard.

“When are you announcing? I know the board will want to throw a party. After all, we have one of the most sought-after scholars and leading experts as our new head dean. That’s something that deserves to be publicized.”

Fist in the face, just one good punch…

“Well, I’m officially retiring on Friday. I thought we could have faculty and students come out onto the field and announce it there.”

“Victoria and I would love to host the party at our place.” David grins, and I cut Richard off before he can accept.

“Thank you, but that’s completely unnecessary. Richard’s the one who will be missed. A celebration of all he’s done is definitely needed. Thank you for offering.” The sound of the champagne popping covers most of Jett’s laughter as he excuses himself.

“I need to go find my wife. Richard, I’m thrilled for you.” He holds up his drink as I shoot mine again, already feeling the bourbon going to work. The warmth flows down my throat as I smile at David and his wife’s stunned faces.

“Well, as long as it’s before we leave, I’d be delighted.” Richard takes a glass of Cristal from the tray the server has brought to us.

“We’d still love to have Dean Powers—”

I take the stupid glass of champagne that a server is handing me because I can’t completely spit in their faces.

“I appreciate it, but with all that’s going on, I think I need to focus on how I’ll ever be able to fill this man’s shoes,” I say, smiling at Richard’s own weathered eye raise.

“I’d like to make a toast.” David takes a glass. “To our new head dean and all the great things to come.” He holds his up as I smile and start to drink, letting everyone talk around me.

“Brett?” David moves to my right. “A word, please.”

“Yes?” I stare straight ahead, getting ready to get the fuck out of this area because I see my brother and Raven talking with Reed and Tess Saddington across the room, and would much prefer their company.

“I’m sure there was some kind of misunderstanding with you and my son Jordan, as I hear he was passed over for joining your team.”

“There was no misunderstanding.” I stare down at him—he’s a good head shorter.

“Really? I don’t need to remind you that having powerful friends makes life so much easier.”

I cock my head and smile. “So I’ve been told.” I set my glass down.

“David, you need to understand this about me. I don’t care. Jordan was passed over because he doesn’t have the work ethic I require, and because his father is standing here threatening me.” My voice remains calm. Men like him sicken me. “Excuse me.” I move around him.

“Watch your back, Powers. Everyone has a vice. I’d hate to have a man as great as yourself be brought down because of it.”

Slowly, I turn and nod. “That’s true. But I’ll take my chances.” I stare at him until he nods and turns back to Richard and his wife.

“Brett, wait.” Christ. I turn toward Skylar.

“I just wanted to say congratulations. Is everything okay?” Her blue eyes blink up at me. Like she’d really be able to tell if anything wasn’t.

“Fine.” I turn toward my brother.

“Wait.” She grabs my suit. “I never see you anymore. I feel like we never talk.”

Sighing, I look down at her. “Skylar, I’m busy. We never talked much to begin with.”

I need another drink. At this point, I’m already feeling no pain. I’m on a mission to drink Alex’s face away.

“Brett, I don’t know if I should say anything—”

“You probably shouldn’t then.” I look around her at my brother and Reed laughing. Fucking Jett, and Reed, for that matter, both rich, married, lives uncomplicated. Unlike me. I used to think they were the saps. Now I want to trade.

“If someone you care about is doing something you know is going to get him fired, wouldn’t you want to warn him? I mean, then he will stop and maybe see that the person who warned him is the right person.” She says all this like a cat getting ready to sink her claws into a canary.

Throwing my head back, I laugh. This day just keeps getting better.

Her face pales, and her eyes narrow. “I fail to see what’s funny, Brett. I was trying to be there for you because I know,” she snarls. Her face, which I once thought pretty, twists into an ugly grimace. It’s almost comical, like I’m in a comic book, and the villain transforms into an ugly monster that wants to destroy the world, except this particular monster wants to destroy mine, and that I won’t allow.

“Skylar, I have no idea what exactly you think you know. But I can tell you to stay out of my life. It won’t end well. Trust me on that.” My voice stays flat, and she takes a step back as if she wasn’t expecting that.

“But I know.”

“Then tell.”

She blinks. “Wait. Do you even understand what I’m saying?” Her voice goes up an octave as her hands become animated.

“I don’t care. Do what you’ve got to do.”

When I walk around her, she spins and reaches for me. “Wait, Brett…”

I keep walking, smiling at people, ignoring the pulse pounding in my temple. Approaching Jett, I take his drink and nod at Reed and Tess.

“Tess, Raven, looking gorgeous, as usual.” My voice remains tight.

Jett and Reed stare at me.

“You okay, man?” Reed looks around as if some magical sign will pop up and tell him why I’m in a mood.

“Fine,” I respond, hissing out the fumes of bourbon. I’ve been neighbors with Reed since he bought one of the most sought-after and expensive properties in Malibu, but we go back before that.

“Brett?” Tess moves closer, her hand on my bicep as she looks up at me. “Are you sick?” And for a second, I think she might check my forehead for a fever.

“He’s fine.” Reed rolls his eyes and pulls his wife close to him. “Maybe lay off the booze, brother. I mean, you are the man of the hour. Soak it up. It doesn’t get much better than this.” He grins, motioning to the room of leeches.

“Yeah, I’m thinking you stay with Raven and me tonight. Did you drive?” Jett stares at me with a frown.

“I’m fine,” I growl, swinging my gaze to his.

“Raven, why don’t you have Iain bring the car out front.” Jett shakes his head at me, then looks down at his wife warmly. Much like Tess, she’s staring at me as though I’m a rare and special creature in a zoo.

“Yeah, I think you might be right.” She nods.

“I said I’m fine.” I grimace at Jett.

My brother just grins. I swear to God, does everyone just want me to kick their ass?

“Brett?” Tess’s voice makes me slowly turn to her stunning face. I used to hang out with her when she first moved to LA, before she got back with Reed. Nothing ever happened romantically, but she’s a good friend.

“Raven and I were thinking.” She cocks her head at me, as if making sure I’m listening to her.

“Yeah?” I prompt.

“Well, since we already know you’re gonna get the Nobel Prize, we thought we would throw a party in Stockholm… you know, after the ceremony. What do you think? Get a huge place, we can all hang out, and you can do all that extreme sport stuff you love. I know Luke and Lilly would love it.” She looks so sincere that for a second, I don’t even compute what she’s saying.

“You do know you two just jinxed me, but sure, whatever, I don’t care,” I tell her as she laughs.

“Oh dear, maybe he does need to stay at your place.” Tess looks at Jett.

“Okay, Iain is out front,” Raven announces.

“Good seeing you, man,” Reed says.

That’s followed by a muffled, “Oh my God, I think Brett met someone,” from Tess.

I’m about to explain I have not when Raven loops her arm with mine.

“Ready?” She smiles up at me. Jett’s hand on my shoulder annoys me, and I shrug it off.

“Raven, tell your husband to go. I’m getting another drink.” Stopping midstride, I narrow my eyes on Skylar and David Staple standing in the corner, talking like fucking rats.

“Jett? How much time would I get if I beat that man to a bloody pulp?” I point at David as Raven grabs my arm to bring it down. David’s eyes widen, but he keeps talking to Skylar.

“Let’s go,” Jett hisses, and I grin at them.

“Lay it on me. I’m right here,” I call out to both of them, who simply stare, although Skylar smiles.

“Goddammit,” Jett snaps. “I swear to God, Brett, walk away. You’re bringing attention to us.”

I ignore him. All sound in the room seems muted, and I smile back at her and let out a laugh. Fuck them all. The way I feel right now, I could take this whole room down.
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ALEXANDREA

 

Blowing out some air, I pull into the driveway of the address Raven gave me and wait as a man in a dark suit walks over to my car and motions for me to roll down my window.

“Jesus,” I mumble, plastering on a smile and lowering it down. “Hi, I’m here for Raven?” Leaning forward, I try to peek around him and up at the lavish gate. God, what if this is the wrong house?

“Raven Powers? She asked me—”

“Name?” He cuts me off.

“Oh, I’m Alex, or Alexandrea, but everyone calls me Alex… so…” I let my voice trail off as his lips twitch.

“Drive up and park to the right, Alexandrea Carter.” He moves back as the massive wrought-iron gate opens.

“Oh, thank you,” I croak and power the window back up. That’s odd. I know I’m nervous, but I did not give him my last name.

“Okay.” I swallow and ease my car up the driveway, only to be greeted by a mansion. Like a real Beverly Hills mansion. When Raven called me this morning asking if I’d like to hang out and maybe go shopping, I jumped at the chance. I mean, I have no friends now that Jordan is showing his true colors, and after yesterday with Brett in his office… I shake my head. I can’t even think about that. At this point, I’m getting dangerously close to throwing away all my hard work and dreams of attending CAU and transferring to UCLA. If I did that, Brett and I could be together. But just because I’m obsessed with him doesn’t mean he feels the same way. I know he wants me, and sometimes I catch him looking at me in a way that leaves me breathless. But as far as us actually talking about where, and if, this is going anywhere… yeah, neither of us has gotten that far.

I put my car in park and bring the visor down to look at myself. I have no money to be doing any of this, but I can tag along with Raven while she shops. I’m wearing more makeup than usual because Raven is drop-dead gorgeous, and I guess I’m trying to pretend I fit in. I take another calming breath, then exhale and slap the visor up, pull my ponytail tighter, and swing my door open.

God, why am I so nervous? I shake my head, as if that can get rid of this feeling of dread. Grabbing my oversized black leather satchel, I lower my large Chanel sunglasses and pull down my short black dress before I take the stairs.

Brett wasn’t kidding when he said his brother was rich. This place is unreal. My eyes take in the massive property. It’s like it should be on the cover of Architectural Digest or something; it’s that impressive. After walking up the stairs, I’m greeted by a massive pot of flowers next to the door. I ring the doorbell.

The door opens to a stunning Raven, dressed in cute black dress slacks, heels, and a black spaghetti strap top. “Hey,” she says.

My first thought is how will we shop with her in those heels?

“I love your bag.” She gives me a hug. “Come in. I’m ready. I just need to tell Jett I’m leaving. Not gonna lie. I’m thrilled to be getting out. Last night was ridiculous.” She rolls her eyes and motions for me to follow.

I look around. It’s an open-floor plan with pale-yellow walls and giant windows, large glass French doors along with a whitewashed brick wall and an ornate fireplace and mantel.

“My bestie was supposed to fly in today, but had a business emergency to deal with, so she canceled.”

I follow, wishing I knew Raven better and could stop her to look at all the art hanging on the walls. Is that a Jackson Pollock?

“I’m thrilled you called. With school and… everything, I haven’t really gotten out of Malibu and Santa Monica yet.”

She turns, waiting for me to catch up before we step out into a backyard that should make me speechless with its desert rocks, succulents, and drought-resistant flowers. There’s a huge outdoor kitchen and bar built to my left by the pool, along with what looks like hundreds of tiny bistro lights hanging over it, several cabana-style couches, a long table filled with a platter of fresh-cut fruit, bacon and eggs, and what looks like a large pitcher of Bloody Marys.

“Okay, you two, be good. I’m off to go shopping.” Raven glides over to Jett, leaning down to kiss him as he looks up from his phone and smiles at her, then stops.

My eyes dart over to the man sitting next to him.

“The fuck?” Brett and Jett say at the same time, and if this wasn’t happening to me, I’d laugh at their shocked faces.

“God, language.” Raven kisses Jett as he grabs her wrist when she goes to move away.

“What are you doing?” he hisses, and I want to be anywhere but here.

No wonder I was so nervous.

“Yes, what is going on?” Brett stands, and suddenly, I can’t breathe because as usual, he doesn’t look happy to see me. My heart is in my throat as my eyes take in his appearance, which pretty much screams rough night. He’s still in black dress slacks, his white dress shirt hanging open like he just threw it on to come outside. My eyes travel down to his tan eight-pack, then up to his bloodshot blue eyes and bedhead hair, which looks like he’s been running his hands through it.

“What? I’m going shopping with Alex.” She smiles and tugs at her wrist.

“Raven.” Jett sighs and looks at Brett, who hasn’t moved, minus the tic under his right eye.

“That… this”—he lets go of her wrist, and she puts her hands on her hips—“is not a good idea,” he says, reaching for his Bloody Mary.

“Really? Why not?” She stares down at him, then over at Brett, whose gaze hasn’t left mine.

“Let them go, Jett.” Brett sits in the chair, leaning his head back on the cushion.

Raven smiles. “Thank you, Brett. Not sure why we need permission from you two, but thanks.” Her sassy tone makes me stifle a grin.

Eyes closed, Brett snorts, and Jett stares at her, his lips inching their way into a smile.

“Fine. Iain will take you.” He grabs his phone as she leans down to whisper something in his ear, then kisses him, and that pang of jealousy flows over me again. They are so in love it kind of takes the air out of me.

“All right, we’re off.” She kind of sings it, grabbing my hand.

“Alexandrea?” Brett’s deep voice stops us both, and I turn.

“Yes?”

He raises his head so his eyes lock with mine. “Be good.” And my core instantly floods with need.

“Oh, wow,” Raven mumbles, smiling at me, then back at Brett. “Don’t worry, I’ll take perfect care of her.” She walks us back into the mansion.

“It’s not you I’m worried about,” Brett says, which is insulting because I was such a rule follower and good girl before I met him.

“This is actually perfect. We have Iain driving us, which means we can have champagne. You like Cristal?” she calls over her shoulder as she takes a right.

I keep walking, trying to calm my breathing and my pulse. It’s like he has some voodoo hold on me that I can’t break free of, even if I wanted to.

“Alex?”

“Sure,” I call out, staring at the giant painting. This can’t be a real Jackson Pollock, can it?

“Amazing, right?” Raven walks over to stand next to me, one hand holding a gold bottle of champagne, and the other with two glasses. “You like art?”

“I love it.” I nod, looking at the painting and the colors. The sheer size alone makes it intimidating, awe-inspiring, reminding me of Brett… Jesus, I’m so fucked. I can’t even look at art without thinking about him.

“Next time you come over, I’ll show you Jett’s whole collection. He has a Monet that’s unbelievable.” She smiles.

“I’d love that.” And I almost say let’s skip the shopping for the art, but I need to get away from Brett and these feelings that I can’t seem to control. He pushes my buttons. Like he didn’t have to say behave. What could I possibly do while shopping?

“Come on.” Raven brings me back to the now, and I follow her outside. A sapphire-blue Tesla is running with that same man from the front gate holding the back door open for us. Climbing in, I smile at him, but he looks around as if he’s expecting to see something, and Raven gets in next to me.

“I want to hear everything.” She pours champagne into a glass. “Because I have never seen Brett like this.”

When she hands me the glass, my stomach flips at her words.

“Do you love him?”

I almost choke on the champagne as my eyes drift to the suited man driving us.

“Don’t worry about Iain. He’s family.” Raven waves her hand and turns sideways to face me. I glance out the window. Lavish green yards blur past us. I look back at her. Do I love him? Is wanting to be with him 24/7 love? Knowing that he’s the one man who truly understands me? That every day I love him more than the last?

“Yes.” I nod, then close my eyes because it’s true, and I’m done lying to myself. Opening my eyes, I look at her. “I think I fell in love with him the moment I entered his classroom. I dropped my water bottle, and he walked over to me and I looked up and saw…”

“What? Saw what?” She reaches to squeeze my hand supportively.

Smiling, I shake my head. “It sounds ridiculous, but I looked up and saw my future in his eyes. I don’t know, it’s like whatever’s inside him is the same inside me?” I cringe, bringing the champagne to my lips and guzzling the whole glass like water.

“It’s not ridiculous. I knew Jett was it the moment I saw him.”

I bring the glass down, and she instantly refills it.

“Was Jett off limits?” I snort.

“Um, yeah.” She looks at me like I should know this. “Alex, Jett was engaged to my mother, so pretty off limits.”

I stare at her. “Wait, what?”

“I’m surprised Brett didn’t tell you.”

My cheeks heat, and I shake my head. “No, I just knew he was crazy about you and thrilled his brother was finally happy, but that… Oh my God.” I’m shocked, and maybe it’s the champagne, but if they can be together, maybe Brett and I do have a chance?

“Yeah, I’ll get into the details another time. Right now, we need to focus on you and what your plan is.”

“I don’t have a plan.” Still shell-shocked and with my mind spinning, I take a sip of Cristal.

“You need a plan,” she states. “I think you need to confront him, then tell him how you feel.”

“Well, is that what you did?”

“Yes, kind of. Listen, Brett’s not Jett.” She takes a sip and recrosses her legs, looking out the window, then back at me. “And I can tell he’s in love with you. It’s just hard for them. They’re so… powerful and stubborn. They can’t admit that they can actually fall in love.”

I roll my eyes at her. “He’s not in love with me. He’s also going to be head dean. God, what am I talking about? He’s already a dean. He’s my professor.” I cover my mouth because when I say it out loud it sounds really bad.

Raven laughs like it’s nothing.

“If we get caught together, he’ll be fired, humiliated. The man is a genius.” I shake my head at her.

“Brett won’t get fired, trust me. They need him too much.”

She smirks as I glance out the window. We’re on the famous Rodeo Drive, and I can’t even enjoy it because I’m so fucked.

“Oh, let’s go to Jimmy Choo. Pull over, Iain.”

The suit guy glides the Tesla over, turning to us to say, “I’ll be right here, waiting.” His eyes scope everything out again. I’m starting to wonder if he’s like Raven’s bodyguard or something.

“Thanks, Iain.” She opens the door. “Let’s spend money. Do you have Brett’s credit card?”

“No.” My cheeks flush with horror as I step out.

“Don’t worry, I’ll buy whatever you want and have Brett pay me back.” She snickers, like that makes her happy. I won’t tell her there’s no way I’d do that when she seems genuinely excited. So I merely smile and let the full magnitude of Beverly Hills hit me as she loops her arm with mine, and we walk toward the gold letters that spell JIMMY CHOO.

There’s something great about Raven. Her self-confidence and sassy attitude have to be what attracted Jett. They fit. With some people, you wonder what they see in each other, but not them.

“Oh wow, these are so pretty.” My hands almost itch to touch the sparkling stilettos up front and center as we walk into the shop. The white walls, silver carpet, and giant gold chandelier slam home the glamour, telling me that I have indeed entered a fairy tale. That, and dammit, these wedge sandals are so freaking cute, but they’re $750.

“I’m just here to look and help you shop,” I say because my dad would literally have a heart attack if he saw a charge that high on my credit card for a pair of sandals.

“Stop it, you have to try some on. What fun is just looking?” Raven winks as a woman approaches us.

“How many do I need to bring out?” She smiles as Raven starts pointing. “What size are you?” she demands.

I sigh. “A 37, but again, I’m just looking,” I say to the saleswoman who has unnaturally white teeth.

“Shh.” Raven looks at me, then back at the woman. “I’m a 36, so we need all of this row, and then, Oh my God, look at these!” She holds up a pair of pink wedge sandals with Jimmy Choo embroidered on the top in gold. “And they wrap up the ankles. These have your name all over them, Alex.”

I can’t help but laugh. Raven is fun, and with the champagne making me feel warm and suddenly happy—or else it’s the beautiful shoes—I’m going to have fun. You only live once. Sitting on one of the velvet couches, I wait for the boxes to appear. We kind of have the whole front of the store to ourselves. There’s an older woman with her dog in the back, and a couple of dark-suited men in the corner. Not sure if they are shopping or store security.

“Here we go.” The woman comes out, followed by a slender man in stylish glasses, both of them carrying at least six boxes each.

Raven turns to me. “Shall we?”

I smile as I kick off my flats and slip into a pair of stilettos that have dangling rhinestones on the ankle.

“Those are hot.” She stands, wearing a pair of heeled black boots as we look into the mirror. Box after box, we try all of them on.

“You need to get those.” She points at the pink wedge sandals I’m wearing. Not gonna lie, my legs look amazing in them. Sitting back down, I wait for her to decide which pair she wants before I take them off.

“I can’t decide between this one or this one.” Raven has one of each shoe on her feet and goes back and forth, looking in the mirror.

My phone vibrates.

“I think the boots? Although, those heels are amazing.” I laugh as I grab my phone.

BRETT: Are you behaving?

I look up at Raven who is distracted looking at herself, and catch a glimpse of my own flushed face in the mirror. As usual, adrenaline pumps through my body, and I take a breath before texting him back.

ME: Do you want me to be bad?

Nibbling at my bottom lip, I wait, already regretting that I sent it. Knowing Brett, he’ll say something filthy… and my phone vibrates.

BRETT: Do you still hate me? I want you to sit on my face.

“Who’re you texting with that big smile?” Raven’s voice makes me jump.

I stash my phone away, my eyes taking in the store. No one is looking… I stand, grab my bag, and move over to her.

She cocks her head questioningly at me. “Everything okay?”

“You ever steal anything?” My voice cracks. Excitement pounds through me with each beat of my heart.

“No.” She looks horrified at me as I pick up her purse and walk to the door.

“Meet you in the car.” Then I run, well, as fast as I can in five-inch heeled sandals, my heart beating so hard I’m breathless as I hear Raven squeal.

“Oh my God, I can’t get the door open,” I scream, frantically feeling around, trying to open the stupid door on the Tesla.

And then the world explodes. Or maybe it’s just the alarm because everything is happening in slow motion.

Raven’s driver is holding up his hands at the guys in black suits, keeping them away from us.

Screaming. Is that coming from me or Raven? Run. I need to run…

Oh fuck!
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BRETT

 

“All I’m saying is you need to–” Jett’s phone starts ringing, thankfully interrupting his nonstop bitching about what I need to do and not do. I’m hungover as fuck, and my brother acting like he’s so superior makes me want to leave, but I’m stuck here until Alex comes back.

I bring my Bloody Mary to my lips and down the last of it. That’s my second. I roll my neck, closing my eyes as the sun beats down on my face. Christ, I’m actually starting to feel human.

“What did you say?” Jett stands with so much force the table moves forward. “An incident? Are they in jail?”

My eyes bolt open, and my pulse spikes. “What is it?”

“I’m on my way.” His voice sounds dead calm, which makes the hairs on my neck stand. I grab my phone to call Alex, but Jett is already walking to his Ferrari.

“Jesus Christ, what?” I demand, swinging the door open. Fear. It’s an emotion I usually chase, and at the moment, it’s bringing me to my knees. I collapse into the seat.

“Your girlfriend shoplifted at Jimmy Choo and got Raven involved,” he hisses.

I barely hear him above the loud pounding of my heart.

Pull it together, Brett.

“There has to be a mistake.” I push on her number, listening to it ring as Jett swerves around a car.

“Mistake? The mistake was letting Raven go with her. I mean, what the fuck?” He grips the steering wheel like he might snap it as I hear Alex’s phone message come on.

“Just relax. They haven’t been arrested, right? I’m sure it was just a misunderstanding.” I grab his oh-shit handle, wishing he’d let me drive.

“She’s clearly insane. Shoplifting? Why would she even think she could get away…”

I tune him out as the pounding of my heart goes straight to my temples.

“Jesus.” I scrub my hands up and down my face. She wouldn’t… Christ, she did.

“What?” Jett snarls.

“It’s my fault.” I lean my head back on his buttery headrest.

“The fuck are you talking about? What did you get my wife involved in?” Jett is now yelling and laying on his horn for people with the right-of-way to get off the crosswalk.

“A while ago, I had Alex think she was shoplifting a bikini, only I had paid for it.” He looks over at me, almost as if I have horns growing out of my head.

“The fuck is wrong with you?”

“It’s a rush. I guess I should have told her I paid for it. It’s not—”

“You’re a fucking idiot, and both of you deserve each other. Raven is a fucking innocent. If she is traumatized, the fuck?”

I look ahead to see small crowds watching something, as well as a police car.

“Fucking button your shirt,” Jett says.

“Why are the cops here? I thought Iain had this handled,” I snap. Jett swerves next to a car and puts his hazards on. “You say nothing, and let me handle this.” He slams the door shut.

I see Iain talking to the cops, my eyes searching…

And there she stands, in her cute short dress, legs to die for, wearing a pair of pink-heeled sandals. Her eyes are downcast, and Raven stands next to her crying.

That’s my girl. I almost grin when she lifts her head, and our eyes lock.

“Hello, officers, I’m Jett Powers, and there has been a mistake.” Jett approaches the two cops. The woman cop is talking to what looks to be a frazzled saleswoman.

“I’m her lawyer.” He points at Raven, who runs and throws herself into Jett’s arms.

We both look down at her feet—she’s wearing a boot on one and a heel on the other.

“Sir, step away. We’re still trying to take statements,” the cop says as I maneuver around a couple of women to get to Alex.

“You okay?” I take in her flushed cheeks, but her eyes are dry. She sucks on her lower lip and shakes her head as I pull her into my arms, ignoring the cop telling me to step away. I tune out my brother, who’s saying that Raven was just following her sick friend to the car, and that she was coming back to pay… Tune out all of it, because none of it matters as long as Alex is safe.

I kiss her forehead and step back. “Those are some shoes,” I say, grinning at her pale face.

She takes a breath, her hand clutched to mine.

“Look, who’s in charge? How much do I need to pay to make this go away?” I pull out my wallet as the woman who’s talking to the cop looks at me, then Jett, who looks like he wants to punch me.

“What my brother is trying to say is we would love to take this off the street and inside the shop. As you can see, my driver was here, no one left, it was a misunderstanding. Now my wife is upset, and I’d hate to have to sue because she experienced post-traumatic stress from a misunderstanding.” Jett’s in full damage control. There’s a reason he’s made millions defending people.

The cops look at the woman. “He says he’s going to pay. Do you want to press charges?” She hesitates as she looks back at the other salesclerk, who shakes his head vehemently no.

“No, that’s fine. Sorry for the confusion, officers. Now, who is paying?” She looks around as Jett walks in and goes to the counter with Raven who is still crying.

“I want all the shoes my wife was trying on,” he demands as she hides her head in his shoulder.

“What about the ones the… the other lady has on?” the man in the glasses says as they all turn to look at Alex.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, put them on my card.” I hand them my American Express only to have Alex wail no, and my brother to hand over his Black card.

“Put everything on this one.” His blue eyes are like ice as he glares at both of us. “You two can walk.” He kisses Raven, turning to focus on the saleswoman.

I gaze down at Alex, who almost looks as if she’s in shock, and grin.

“I guess we’re walking.”

“I’m so sorry, Brett. Raven, I’m so—” I drag her out of the shop because the less we say, the better. People are still staring, but most are back to walking and sightseeing.

Iain looks at me. “You need a ride to pick up her car?”

“Nah, we’re fine.” I take her cold hand, and we start walking.

“I’ll drop it off later on.” He nods, arms crossed as he waits.

Alex shakes her head, leaning in close to me. “I’m mortified. I literally don’t know what came over me. I think I—”

“Alex, that time I told you to steal the bikini, I paid for it. It was all for the rush. I would never put you in danger.”

She stops and pulls her hand away. “What?” Her eyes are huge now as if the pieces are all falling into place.

“Yes.” I let out a laugh. “But fuck, baby, you even got my heart pumping today.”

And her eyes, which one second ago looked guilty, now flash like emerald-green lasers.

“Are you kidding me?” She takes her bag and slaps me with it as Jett drives by slowly, honks, and flips us off while Raven sadly waves.

“Oh my God, perfect, they hate me.” She points at the Ferrari, but I grab her, pulling her into my arms so I can bury my nose in her neck and inhale her coconut scent.

“Forget them. Let’s go get some lunch. We can watch your brother. Isn’t he playing today?” I smile into her neck, trying to lighten this whole situation. Lifting my head, I rub my nose back and forth on hers.

“You want to eat after what just happened?”

“Yeah, I’m starving.” I grin as people walk around us.

“Let’s go eat some bar food, drink, and cheer on Ohio State, then you can sit on my face.” I move forward, taking her hand.

“Brett.” She slaps at me, laughing, and my heart aches.

Christ, what the hell? I feel like a fucking teenager. Just one laugh, a smile from her ruby lips, and the world feels right. The sun does shine brighter, and it has everything to do with her.
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“You know how to play pool?” Brett looks back at me as we enter a swanky billiards room. It’s completely in red: the walls, carpet, tables, even the ceiling.

“Yeah, I had one in the basement growing up,” I say, distracted by all the TVs that seem to be everywhere, playing sporting events from around the world.

“Really?” He arches a dark brow at me, and I give up, just accepting the way my heart leaps and my stomach flutters when I look at him.

Even in his dress slacks and wrinkled, untucked dress shirt, with his hair standing up, he’s hot. God, he might actually look better like this.

“Pick a table that has the Ohio State game on.” He motions to the row of TVs. “I’m gonna order us some food.” My gaze follows him as he weaves his way to the bar, where there are no seats available. It’s all one line of people on barstools, drinking and watching a game.

I take a breath and slowly head toward the back, which is actually full. A bunch of guys are at one table, an older man has another, and a couple of women sit over on the other side, not playing pool but drinking as their kids play on their iPads.

Taking a seat at an empty high-top table, I wait for Brett. I look down at my shoes. The fabric almost sparkles when the light catches it the right way.

“God.” I’m cringing. I mean, what happened? It was like a gremlin took over my brain. Poor Raven will probably never be able to go back to Jimmy Choo, and with the way Jett looked at me, I’m assuming I’ll never see her again. I rub my forehead. It’s like I’m spiraling. I should have stayed home and finished my English paper. Clearly, I can’t be trusted to go outside. The only person who accepts me and thinks it’s funny is apparently Brett, but he’s the reason I’m in this situation. I never in a million years thought to shoplift for fun before. Jesus, what if they had arrested us? Jett looked mad enough earlier; he might have lost it completely.

“Alex.” Brett’s voice prompts me to look up. He sets two drinks and a round beeper thing down.

“You need to let this go, okay?” His fingers go under my chin, forcing my eyes to meet his.

“I feel really guilty about Raven. She’s probably never going to be able to shop at Jimmy Choo again.”

“Raven is fine. Trust me, she has enough shoes, and my brother has enough money. She can do whatever she wants. She’s the last person you need to feel bad about,” he says as his thumb caresses my lips.

“Okay?”

“’Kay.” I nod.

“Here. Drink.” He puts the straw to my mouth, and I take a sip.

“Another.” His voice sounds deep, intimate.

I take another sip, the citrus from the lime and slight sweet flavor of the gin making my whole mouth feel refreshed.

“Now, let’s see what you’ve got.” He leans down to brush his lips against mine.

I smile and whisper, “Not gonna lie, I’m good. I played pool every night with my brother in the winter.”

“Not gonna lie.” He grins as he leans forward and bites my lower lip. “I see the whole table as a mathematical equation of lines and angles. Bring it.”

And there goes my stomach again. Does he have any idea how intoxicating he is? Of course, he does, but whatever. I’m here with him. I do plan on kicking his ass, though.

He sets the drink down and cages me in with both arms. “Is that your brother?”

God, that dimple. Wait, what?

“My brother?” I lean back and look over his arm.

“The TV, babe. Remember? We’re watching the game.”

I blink at him, then start laughing. It’s either that or cry, because this day…

“You scared me,” I huff. “That would be a disaster.” I glance up at the TV.

“What? You don’t think your brother would like me?” He tosses the straw out of his glass to bring the drink to his lips.

“No.” I laugh, then stop because he frowns. “I mean, he would not approve because you’re my… you know…” I mouth, “Professor,” as my eyes dart around the loud room. Thankfully, no one is paying us any attention.

Brett turns and leans his elbows on the table. “Does he know about us?”

“Of course not. I mean, he knows I’m seeing someone, that I… like someone.” What is with me today? At this point, I’m thinking I shouldn’t have gotten out of bed. I grab my drink.

Brett watches me, then looks up at the screen. And there’s Jude’s handsome face. He nods as he listens to his coach, and my heart aches because I forgot to text him this morning to say good luck.

“You guys are close?”

“Very. He’s my best friend.”

I turn, our faces inches apart. His eyes caress my face, and it’s there. This wild, uncontrollable connection. He has to feel it, right? He must hear the way my heart pounds just being near him. God, I’m so in love with him, it hurts.

“Talk to me, Baby Girl.” His full lips are right next to mine.

Do I dare tell him?

I open my mouth—this is it, screw the consequences—only to scream as the annoying buzzer goes off. Like an alien bug on our table, it vibrates around loudly, red light flashing.

“Relax, babe, it’s just our food.” Brett laughs, kissing me, then grabs the buzzer and walks to the bar.

“Jesus.” I exhale. I was going to tell Brett Powers that I’m in love with him. I close my eyes, trying not to beat myself up, but seriously, What am I doing?

This is not the time or place to do this. I take another calming breath and open my eyes to see Brett and the bartender carrying plates of food.

Brett places some nachos with what looks like the kitchen sink on them and a Caesar salad in front of me. The bartender goes around me to place fried cheese sticks and potato skins on the table.

“Can we get two shots of Jameson, also?” Brett calls out.

“A salad?” I say, looking at the table.

He smiles. “Balance, my love, it’s all about balance.” This time I’m the one laughing as he scoops up a glob of sour cream on a cheesy chip and feeds it to me.

“Oh God, that’s really good,” I groan.

His eyes darken, and he feeds me another bite, then leans down to take my mouth, his tongue twisting with mine, stealing all the nachos from me as I moan.

“Here we go.” The bartender clears his throat.

Brett slowly lifts his head, but stays focused on me while the bartender places the two shots in front of us.

“How about we make a bet?”

I arch a brow. “Sure.”

“If I win, you sit on my face.” He winks as I freeze midbite, eating a cheese stick.

“God, Brett.” I shake my head. “Sure, since I know I’m gonna kick your butt. What if I win?”

He shrugs, eating a chip. “Name it.”

My eyes narrow as the crowd at the bar cheers at something.

“Hmm.” I stand, pulling my dress down. “Anything I want…?” I walk over to the pool cues.

“Anything.” He motions to the screen. “And your brother just scored a touchdown.”

The bar explodes again, and I turn.

He laughs as he backs up, raising his hands. “This is not my fault that you’re distracted and not watching the game.”

“It is too,” I snap, watching the replay, digging my nails into his bicep. “I’m so proud. Look at him, Brett.”

“You should be. He’s gonna go all the way. I bet he goes pro.” He walks over to the pool table and starts racking the balls.

“You think so? I don’t know. I mean, my dad has made it really clear he expects him to get his degree in case something happens.”

Reaching for my drink, I try to stay focused, which is not easy because Brett is moving the rack in place with his strong hands. It’s enough to almost make me groan out loud.

“What do you think he should do?” He looks up at me, and the world stops when I lose myself in his fucking blue eyes. And for the first time in my life, I actually say what I think, not what my dad or even Jude would say.

“I think he has a million-dollar arm and should go for it.”

He straightens and grins. “I think you’re right. You want to break?”

“Yes,” I puff out, trying to calm myself as my nipples harden. I reach for the chalk to use on the end of the cue stick.

Smiling, I can feel his eyes on me when I lean over. Getting ready to break, I look up.

“If I win…” Leaning forward, I gracefully snap the cue ball hard. The balls scatter like mice, and I pocket two.

I smile triumphantly. His eyes lock onto mine, and I feel like I just scored a touchdown.

“Lay it on me, Baby Girl.”

“If I win…”
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I smell coffee and the ocean… I groan, blinking my eyes open only to close them at the bright sun in his room.

“Oh my God.” Resting my hand over my eyes, I try to decide if the alcohol I drank is going to stay down, or if I need to puke.

“Drink some water.” Brett’s voice makes my fevered body pebble with goose bumps.

“Why? Why, why?” I groan as I dramatically slap my arm down on the bed. He needs to understand that I feel like crap.

“Why are you so beautiful? Accident of birth…”

I glare over at him as he sits with a huge, dimpled grin, pillows propped behind him. The white sheet laying right at the end of his muscled abs, at the end of that V…

“Here, let me help you.” He reaches for me. “I have something that will cure your hangover.” Lifting me on top so I’m straddling him, he slides down.

“Grab the headboard, and if I can talk, you’re not fucking my face hard enough.” God, he’s just so nasty. Grabbing the wood headboard, I stop him from lowering me onto him.

“Brett, you didn’t win the bet.” My voice gives away my dark need while my head’s slightly spinning. Not sure if it’s the alcohol, or just him.

“I let you win,” he murmurs, biting the inside of my thigh as I look down at him, unable to hold back my smile.

Yesterday might have started off as a nightmare, but it ended up the best day ever. His blue eyes, which are a bright turquoise in the morning light, stare up at me in challenge. That pull, need, grows every day. It’s almost as if it gets stronger with each second.

Hunger.

Power.

It surges through me. I can feel he’s connected to me. This obsession goes both ways.

“You didn’t win. I kicked your ass, along with everyone else’s.” I smile as my hands tighten on the headboard.

“Fuck my face, Alex,” he demands as I slowly lower myself. “That’s my girl, sit on Dean Powers’s face.” He praises me.

And while his hands dig into my hips, I do. Closing my eyes, I let go and rub my pussy hard on his face, fucking him like I need to get to the finish line as if my life depends on it, and at this moment, it might.

“Oh fuck.” I dig my nails into the headboard as I climb, chasing it, aching into his mouth while he holds me still. Coming, not caring that I might be smothering him, unable to think about anything other than this all-consuming pleasure. All I can do is sob out his name as the ecstasy flows through me.

He pulls me up, and I look down at him. His eyes… I shiver. With his face covered in my juices and cum, he says, “Now fuck me, just like that.”

I obey, sliding backward. His turquoise eyes have gone almost black as he watches me take his thick, pulsing cock in my hand and thrust my slick, wet pussy on it.

“Fuck,” he hisses, and I whimper, my nails digging into his chest.

I’m so sensitive, but it feels so good. I raise myself up and let go, slamming down on him again and again.

“Jesus Christ, that’s it. Fuck, you’re gonna be the death of me.” He grabs my hips and prompts me to rub my clit on him.

“Deep, you feel it?”

I almost scream, How can I not feel you? Your cock is giant-size, but I’m rubbing and pulsing, ready to explode and take him with me.

“Brett…” I whimper. “I’m going to...” And I come, can’t help it. Everything is heightened as I shatter into a million pieces. His fingers pinch my nipples as he goes over, pulsing his own release inside me. I float in this magical world that’s just us and this feeling.

“Fuck.” His voice sounds hoarse.

I collapse on him, my own breath needing his; my lips part to steal it. His hand caresses my back, and I never want to move. If I could, I’d keep him inside me forever.

“I love you,” I whisper into his mouth.

He reaches up to hold the back of my head, almost as if he hasn’t come down from his own high, and he kisses me, his teeth lightly biting my lower lip as he sucks on it for a second, then lifts me off. Together, we groan at the loss.

I smile, lying on my side, watching his chest rise and fall while he catches his breath.

“Brett?”

The room is silent, save for the ocean. He stands and walks to the bathroom. And suddenly I’m cold, like everything that seconds ago felt right, might not be.

“Brett?” This time I sit up, clutching the sheet, because I just told him I love him, and he said nothing.

Horror stains my cheeks. No. This can’t be happening. He can’t seriously think he gets to walk away.

I may not be his age, but I’m not stupid. I know what I feel, and I know he has feelings for me. I mean, what exactly are we doing here? The toilet flushes, and he walks out, saying nothing. I stare at him. And my world that seconds ago seemed magical, dies.

I pull my knees up, clutching the sheet tighter as if that can shield me from this pain. Fuck it, I said my truth. Now he can tell me his. It can’t be worse than this silence.

“Did you hear me?” I’m hating how raspy my voice sounds, like I’m going to cry, but I’d rather die than cry right now.

He stares at me… and that’s all he does.

Time. It’s a tricky thing.

Moments that are powerful, so fucking incredible, all we want is to freeze time, allowing us to cherish them. A desperate need to cheat Father Time so that we can keep that moment with us longer.

Then there’s this…

Awful.

Humiliating.

That sick feeling that can’t be gone fast enough, but it stays, attacking the brain. Like a fucking virus, it spreads, fighting to keep itself alive. Eventually, it wins, because as much as we try to lie to ourselves, it’s there inside us, haunting us day and night.

He walks over to his dresser and jerks it open.

“I said I love you.” I try to swallow past the lump in my throat.

He pulls on some Adidas sweatpants.

“I heard you.” His voice… that voice that makes my stomach flutter and heart skip is gone.

I look up at the ceiling. My eyes are stinging, my face is on fire, but I will not give in and let those burning tears out. Standing, I jerk on my black dress, which was laying on the floor.

“I won,” I state, straightening my shoulders.

He walks over to his window and looks out at the view, arms crossed.

“You won what, Alexandrea?”

“I won yesterday. You said name it. I want your truths.” I take a breath, grabbing my $750 pair of Jimmy Choos and walk toward him. He stands, not moving as I wait.

“Silence?” I try to swallow. “What are we doing?”

He looks over at me, and I take a step back because his eyes… his eyes are nothing. Just blue eyes staring into my pained ones.

“Am I just a rush? Is that what this is? You getting off on taking me to the edge?” My voice cracks, and for a second, I see a flash of pain, maybe even fear, but it’s gone as he turns and stares out the window.

“I’m a scientist, Baby Girl. I’m not wired for these things that you seek. I don’t want anything that takes me away from my work.” His eyes travel over my face, and he turns back to the ocean.

And this is my second, my moment that I understand what true pain is. Because that lecture, that speech that just came out of his mouth is bullshit, lies only a fucking robot that’s programmed would say.

Not Brett.

Not the man who makes me breathless with just a look… Reaching up, I brace myself against his cold window.

“What’s wrong with you?” I whisper accusingly.

Silence, nothing but my own harsh breathing. My head pounds so hard I might have a stroke.

“I’m going to go.” I shake my head as the tears I swore wouldn’t fall somehow win. Hot, salty tears wet my cheeks. “Let me ask you one more thing.” At this point, I don’t care anymore if I’m humiliating myself. Things like that mean nothing now.

“How long was this going to go? Had I not told you I love you, would you have continued sneaking around? Fucking me in your office like a… a… dirty secret?” I can barely get it out I’m crying so hard.

Turning, he tries to pull me into his arms as if I’m a charity case who needs a pat on the back.

“No!” I slap his hands away. “Fuck you. I thought…” I look up at the ceiling. “I thought you loved me, the same way I love you,” I scream at him, shaking with anger.

“Alexandrea, enough!” he yells, and though it’s the first real emotion to come out of him, I’m done.

“You’re right, Dean Powers. It is enough,” I spit. Turning, I grab my bag, not caring that I’m barefoot as I run outside, almost slipping on the sand.

I drop my bag on the driveway, frantically searching for my keys in my purse. Thank God, Iain returned my Honda from Jett and Raven’s last night before Brett and I got home in an Uber.

“Where are they?” I scream like a crazy person, wiping enough of the tears that won’t stop for me to find the fucking key fob.

“Alex, Jesus Christ, come back inside. I’m not letting you drive like this.”

Hands shaking, I grab my pepper spray and stand, holding it straight at him.

He stops.

“Don’t. Fucking. Come. Near. ME!” I’m panting, but so is he. Our eyes lock, and suddenly, I’m strangely calm.

I crouch down, and this time, I instantly find my key fob. I pick up my bag, sling it over my shoulder, grab my shoes, and unlock my car.

I don’t look back at him as I pull out. I don’t care that as soon as I’m away from him I start to cry again.

In fact, I don’t care about anything.
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“Pam, is Dean Murphy in?” Barely waiting for her to stop talking on the phone, I head toward Richard’s office, or should I say my office in two days.

“Dean Powers, he’s on a call…” I don’t stop and open his office door because that’s how I roll these days.

It’s been eighty-two hours since she left my house. My mind cannot let go of her pain as she aimed that pepper spray at me. Her love, pain, and anger spurred her forward while I stayed and drank.

I just walked back into my house and cracked open the bottle of Jack Daniel’s. It’s never failed me before, and I’m still waiting for him to come through this time.

Richard looks up as I burst in, boxes scattered around, all his diplomas and pictures already gone, nothing but his large desk and his big wingback leather chairs remain. He frowns when I drop into one and continues to talk.

I lean forward, resting my elbows on my knees, because I’ve come to confess. Christ, maybe I’m still drunk from last night, but he needs to know.

“Okay, that sounds excellent. He actually just walked into my office. I’ll pass on the good news.” Richard smiles, his wise eyes narrowing on my face because I’m not hiding.

Not anymore.

“You got it. I’ll send you a postcard.” He laughs, then hangs up.

“Christ, you smell like a goddamn brewery,” he says, sitting back in his large chair. “That was Ted Johnson. He’s excited about you taking over—”

“I need to stop you, Richard.” My voice is harsh, but then again, I’m starting to get used to it since that seems to be my new tone.

“You know that I think of you not just as my mentor, but as a friend?”

Richard leans forward, and his old hands reach for a box at the end of his desk.

“Why do I feel like I need one of these?” He pulls out a cigarette.

I don’t stop him as he lights up and closes his eyes, inhaling deeply as if he’s stealing a kiss from an old love, a secret, private obsession.

And there my own obsession floats around in the smoke, her big green eyes blinking at me as her lips whispered her love.

Christ, I’m tired. I just want peace. Just one second when I don’t see her.

I clear my throat and he takes another deep inhale, then opens his eyes to look at me.

“I broke the rule,” I state.

“Go on.” He exhales.

“I fucked a student.”

His hands shake. Nodding, he leans forward to snuff the cigarette out.

“Diane would kill me if I had more… her and my cardiologist.”

“I will, of course, put in my letter—”

He holds his hand up, stopping me. I lean back in my chair.

“Is it over?”

“Yes.” The pain in my chest makes me stand and walk to the window. Otherwise, I might actually rub it, like that can make it stop burning.

Unacceptable.

“Does anyone know?” His voice sounds way stronger than I thought it would.

I look over my shoulder at him sitting calmly, hands crossed on the desk. “Only my family.”

“Then what’s the problem?” He looks at the massive piles of paper on the desk.

“Richard–”

“Let me stop you, Brett. You’ve been like a son to me. We all make mistakes. I don’t know why you feel like you need to confess your sins, but we’re not Catholic priests, for fuck’s sake.” He shakes his head.

“I heard nothing, Dean Powers. Friday, I will be honored to stand in front of the faculty and students and welcome you as head dean. It is everything you’ve worked for all these years and deserve.”

I cross my arms and stare at him. “Richard, if you’re worried about the project–”

“Worried? I’m not worried about anything. Brett Powers doesn’t disappoint, ever.” He cocks his head at me.

“Is there anything else?” he goes on. “I’m having the painters come tomorrow morning. Are you still wanting the walls white? I, myself, think a color would be better, but it’s your office.”

“Green. I want that wall green, almost emerald. The rest can be white,” I snarl, not sure why I feel almost robbed.

He just absolved me. Richard looks behind him at the wall I pointed at.

“Interesting choice.” He reaches for the phone. “I’ll call Freddie and let him know. Anything else?” But he’s already talking to Pam to get Freddie on the line.

“No, just let me know when I can start moving in.”

Walking out, I nod at Pam who lowers her reading glasses.

“See you on Friday, Dean Powers,” she calls after me.

I keep walking. Pulling my phone from my pocket, I text Derrick to go to my office and get it ready for the move. Then I text Josh.

ME: Going to work from home.

I turn the corner, my phone instantly vibrating.

JOSH: Is everything okay?

Is everything okay? I almost laugh because on paper it’s better than okay.

ME: Fine.

Pocketing my phone, I throw the glass doors open. I took my bike this morning and walk over to my reserved spot. The sight of two Lime scooters parked on the sidewalk makes my head pound. I straddle my bike, ignoring them, blocking out any thoughts of her, or the way she looked that day with her hands gripping the handlebars, her face when the cars passed her and drivers yelled and flipped her off.

Fearless.

I start my bike, the usual adrenaline that always accompanies it gone. Just like it’s been for days.

Fucking pathetic. Not even work makes me happy. I twist the throttle numerous times as I take off, splitting lanes, kissing fenders, anything to make myself feel alive.

But it’s gone.

None of it helps. I’m in a dark cave, and I can’t find the light to get out.

When I lean forward, the wind stings my face, and I let my mind go blank, feeling the warmth of my bike.

I lied when I said I was going home to work.

I’m not.

I’m gonna crack open a new bottle and see where I end up, because anywhere is better than this.
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“Are you sure you’re all right?” Misty looks back at me as I wonder for the hundredth time how I let her convince me working out would help.

It hasn’t. All it’s doing is making me pissed. Running right now, with my head pounding and sweat pouring out of every pore and my legs feeling like twenty-pound weights have been attached to them, is not fun.

“I think this might be the only time I’ve ever been able to beat you.” She jumps up and down, her fake tits not even moving.

“I told you this was a bad idea,” I grumble, my lungs burning from too much tequila and an impulsive decision that Taco Bell would be good last night. Not only did I spend more than I should have on my DoorDash order, but this morning I felt like shit.

“Well, you turned down a blowjob, which you’ve never done. I didn’t know what else to do.” She keeps jumping and running backward as I stop to catch my breath, my hands on my knees.

“Christ, I’m done for today,” I say, trying to gulp in the ocean air, willing myself not to think about her after a whiff of coconut from Misty’s sunscreen hits me.

“Oh, honey.” She walks over to rub my back. “Are you sure you don’t want me to fuck you? Might help you snap out of whatever this is.” She keeps rubbing my sweaty back, and as much as I appreciate her offer, nothing about Misty sounds appealing, which means I’m fucked.

Misty is always my go-to. I make her feel good, and she returns the favor. So when she showed up this morning trying to crawl into bed with me, and my dick wouldn’t work, I dragged my ass outside and tried to sweat out the poisons. My thought process was to get myself up and going, and maybe my cock would work. Well, besides with my hand; then it works fine—I just close my eyes and see Alex.

I shake my head and straighten, looking at Misty. She’s the same as always. Just go in the house and let her blow you, and all thoughts of Alex will be gone…

Fuck.

“I’m sorry, Mist, I just have shit going on.” I start to walk toward my stairs.

“Don’t be. I only wish I could help. I’m worried about you.” She frowns. “Well, if you need me, just holler, or if you want to come over for dinner, I know Hank would love to see you.” She stretches her hands up in the air, then goes into Proud Warrior stance.

“Thanks.” I grin, because coming from anyone but Misty, that would sound fucked up. I strip off my shirt and walk up the stairs leading to my side door, which stands wide open.

Jesus, did I forget to shut it?

“Well, well, well. At least I don’t have to call the hospitals.” Jett stands in the middle of the room on his phone. “I hope you don’t mind if I get some air in this tomb of alcohol and shit.” He kicks at the bags of fast food.

“What’s wrong? Why are you here?” I snap, walking around him to the refrigerator for a Gatorade.

“You tell me.” He pockets his phone, rolling up a sleeve.

“Jett.” I toss the Gatorade lid into my sink, which is full of dirty dishes. When was the last time Denise came and cleaned?

“If you came here to lecture me, I’m not in the mood.” I chug the orange-flavored sports drink.

“Yeah.” He nods. “Because I love driving over from Beverly Hills on a fucking Thursday morning. Richard is borderline hysterical that his protégé is derailing.”

I snort as I keep guzzling. “I’m fine,” I say and let out a burp so huge it echoes around the room.

His fists open and close. Clearly, he doesn’t find it funny. My eyes narrow. Jett and I haven’t gotten into a fistfight in years, but the thought of smashing my fist into his face makes me smile.

“Go ahead, big brother…” I set the bottle down.

He shakes his head and smiles. “Forget it, Brett. I’d love to knock some sense into that thick skull of yours, but you have a big day tomorrow, remember?”

“Then get out.” I move to the couch and drop down, reaching for my remote.

“Jesus Christ.” Jett looks up at the ceiling, as if that can give him patience. It can’t. It’s not one of my brother’s fortes.

“You’re making it really hard to be sympathetic, man.”

I sit up and mute the TV. “Sympathetic? I don’t want your sympathy, Jett. I have everything under control. I’m working from home today. You can assure Richard I’ll be dressed and ready to accept his job tomorrow morning.”

“Tell him yourself. Do you even want it anymore?” Jett’s question makes my heart ache, and I’m not even sure why. Standing, I walk to my liquor cabinet.

“Of course, I do.” It sounds hollow even to my ears as I grab a bottle of Jack.

“You want a drink?”

“Sure. I’ll drink with you.” He sits down on one of the kitchen barstools.

After taking a swig, I hand it to him.

“Look.” He takes a blast, then another, and sets the bottle on the island.

“I’ve been where you are, brother.”

I throw my head back and laugh. “Jett, you’re so full of shit. When? You have no idea what’s going on in my fucked-up head.” Taking the bottle again, I continue, “I’ve lost my passion. Trust me, you don’t understand.” I want to punch myself. That’s why I’ve been drinking so much. I’m grasping at anything to make this ache go away.

“I’m not here to compete with you about who has had more pain. I’m here to make sure you’re making the right decision.”

“Jesus, I’ll be there. You can all relax. She’s gone,” I grumble as I put the bottle down and hold my hands up.

“Alexandrea?” I yell as I walk around. “Are you hiding?” I wait, dramatically cocking my head to listen. “No?”

I look over at Jett. “See, I made the right decision.” And for a second, I think he’s finally gonna put me out of my misery and hit me. Instead, he grabs my face.

“The fuck, Brett? You love this woman. Do you need me to spell it out for you?”

I pull back, because if he had punched me it would have hurt less.

“Don’t say that.” I point at him, my voice growing louder. “I don’t know what love is.”

“This.” He looks around at the hell I’ve created. “This is love. All of this that you’re feeling is love, Brett. You love Alexandrea. You’re risking everything for her, and you don’t even know it.”

His words buzz around my head like a numerical expression. He doesn’t get it—he can’t.

“Jett.” My voice goes flat. “I’m not you.”

“No, you’re not. You always have to do things the hard way. Push the boundaries. Why did you go to Richard and tell him about Alex if you didn’t want out?”

He grabs the bottle off the island and walks over to me.

“Nothing?” he demands. “No smart answer? You know, Brett, your whole life you’ve been chasing and seeking the ultimate high. Have you ever thought maybe you’ve found it?” He hands me the bottle of Jack.

“Don’t forget, tomorrow at nine o’clock sharp. Wear a suit,” he says over his shoulder as I bring the bottle to my lips.
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Staring at my bowl of Cheerios, I force myself to take another bite. Nothing tastes good, nothing feels good. If only I could go back to bed. I’m done crying over him.

Today, I need to drop out of school. I’m throwing in the towel and surrendering. I can’t go there and pretend. It’s not my nature, and as much as I hate the thought of quitting, I need my twin.

I need my family.

Breathing deeply, I glance at my phone next to me.

Just pick it up and call Jude. You need to let him know you’re coming. I take another bite and close my eyes. With all my crying, they feel like someone threw sand in them. And it’s all I can do to breathe through this decision I’m about to make.

Inhale, exhale, it’s like putting one foot in front of the other and getting your ass out of town.

Only I don’t want to go. Leaning my head back, I stare up at the ceiling. Is today actually Friday?

It’s like the last few days have been a horrific dream, almost rendering me numb. I spent Sunday and Monday locked in my room. Tuesday, I made myself get up, take a shower, and pretend I was going to classes, only to drop into bed and cry the rest of that day. Wednesday, I actually made it to my car, where I drove around the block sobbing and screaming at my phone, asking it why he hasn’t texted or called.

Thursday, I didn’t even bother getting out of bed; I just scrolled the Iinternet watching mindless videos, getting angrier, because what the hell?

So I guess that makes it Friday. I grab my phone and press on Jude’s number. Looking out the window, I notice Walter barking at a couple as they walk by.

“Alex, I have ten minutes until class. I called three times last night. What’s going on with you?” I can tell he’s pissed, but I couldn’t talk to him yesterday, considering the condition I was in. He would have freaked.

“Sorry.” I take another deep breath and cross my legs. “I’m kind of in a situation…” Dead silence. Did the call drop?

“Jude?”

“I’m here, go on.” His voice sounds curt.

“I’m thinking that you’re right, and I should come home and go to Ohio State.” My eyes fill with tears at the thought of leaving. How am I going to make it through not seeing him? How do people survive this pain? It seems impossible when all I want to do is call him, beg him to love me.

“Are you pregnant? Is that what all this is about?” Jude’s voice jolts me out of the pity party I’m having in my head.

“What? No, I’m not pregnant.” In a way, I wish I was. At least I’d have some part of him. God, I’m losing it.

“Oh, thank fuck.” He sighs. “Then what the hell, Alex?”

“I’m in love with someone, and he doesn’t love me back… and I can’t stay here,” I say right as Celine Dion’s “My Heart Will Go On” starts playing at high volume, and I groan.

“You’re quitting college because of a guy? What the fuck is that noise? Turn it off,” he shouts, and this is when I start laughing, or maybe I’m crying, doesn’t matter. He can’t handle two seconds of this when I’ve been dealing with this song that Skylar has had on repeat blast for days?

“It’s noise torture.” I laugh, then sob. “Skylar is a vicious bitch.”

“Go outside,” he demands.

My eyes widen at her as she walks into the kitchen. That smile she’s had lately makes the acid rise in my esophagus.

“Jude, let me call you back. I need to have a word with Skylar.”

“Tell that bitch to shut that shit off–”

“I’ll call you back.”

When I hang up, she smirks and says, “Morning.”

“Turn it off,” I demand, my hand clenching the phone as I watch her sashay in and pour herself a cup of coffee.

“My house, my music.” She arches a waxed brow as she brings the mug to her lips. Her bright red lipstick, no doubt recently applied, smudges on the cup.

I take another deep breath and visualize knocking that mug of steaming coffee out of her hand and smiling at her as she shrieks at how I just ruined her perfect white blouse and navy slacks.

Instead, I pick up my bowl of cereal and walk over to the sink. I will not give her the satisfaction of engaging, I chant inwardly, rinsing the bowl.

“So I couldn’t help overhearing your conversation. You’re making the right decision,” she yells over Celine’s high note as I turn off the water.

“I swear to God, Skylar, what is wrong with you? Why do you hate me?”

“What?” She motions that she can’t hear.

Psycho bitch. I’m out of here. Mission accomplished. I pull open the dishwasher, dump the bowl in, grab my phone, and walk to my room.

“I’d rather sleep in my car before I stay here any longer,” I yell back at her, only to have that fucking song thankfully stop.

At least, I think it has. My ears are ringing, and it’s still playing in my head.

“God, he really did a number on you, huh?” She leans against my doorframe.

Rolling my eyes, I throw my closet doors open and grab one of my suitcases.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I hiss because I refuse for her to know anything. It doesn’t take a genius to know I’m in hell, but I’m not telling her that.

“You remind me of your mother,” she states as if she’s lecturing in the classroom. It’s so out of left field I actually stop unzipping my bag to look at her.

“Wait. What?”

“You. Remind. Me. Of your mother.”

“Okay?” Suddenly exhausted, I throw my arms up, and it’s not even eight o’clock yet.

“Your mother stole my father, which destroyed my mom, my family, my life,” she explodes and walks fully into my room. “And then our dad has the audacity to send you, one of his spawns from her, to live with me?” Her voice becomes louder.

“Well, I’m leaving, so relax.” My voice cracks from days of crying. That, and it hurts saying it out loud. Deep inside, I’m still hoping.

Pathetic. Stupid. Love.

I sniff, which is borderline impossible with my nose as stuffed as it is. I’ve cried so much I’m not sure I’ll ever breathe the same again.

All because of him.

Brett Powers doesn’t deserve my love or my pain. I press my lips together. My eyes sting, blurry with fresh tears.

He may not deserve it, but that doesn’t mean shit. It doesn’t make this ache in my chest go away. It’s just an empty pep talk. Things we say to ourselves so we can get out of bed and try to function when, in reality, we’re hemorrhaging with grief so much it hurts to move.

Skylar snorts. “You’re a whore like your mother, taking things that don’t belong to you.”

I jump. For a second, I forgot she was still in my room.

“Things?” Losing all patience, I want to bite my tongue off. Why did I just engage with her?

How Skylar has made it at all in the real world is anyone’s guess. At this point, I don’t care. I’ll take her word that the reason she hates me is because our dad divorced her mom and married mine. Whatever, I just need my twin, and for her to get out of my room so I can pack.

“Yes, things. You show up being all perky and happy, thinking you’re so beautiful and special and that everyone will fall at your feet. But look at you—you’re no more special than any of us. Just another notch in Brett Powers’s bedpost.”

Breathe, just breathe, Alex. She’s goading you. Do not fall into her trap.

“Out, please.” I try to smile, but it’s tight and forced. Turning back to my closet, I reach for my clothes.

“It’s fine. You don’t have to admit it. Because I know the truth, and seeing you like this is all I needed,” she says.

I look up at the dark ceiling, willing myself not to cry in front of her.

“I do need to go. Today’s the big day, you know? Dean Murphy is stepping down, passing the crown to Brett. You sure you don’t want to see it?” she calls out.

“No, you go ahead.” I grab another handful of clothes and walk out, putting them in my suitcase.

“One more thing, Alexandrea, and I was going to wait to tell you this, but seeing as how you’re leaving…” She lets her voice trail off, I guess to be extra cruel, but whatever. I’m past caring. Nothing she says can hurt me.

With a sigh, I look at her.

“Brett Powers dips his dick far and wide. When you get back to Daddy’s house, find a good gyno, and get yourself checked out. He wasn’t just fucking you.”

Check. Mate.

This was her endgame all along. I school my face to look calm even though my heart is pounding so hard I can barely breathe. She knows it. She fucking knows she finally got to me, and she smiles triumphantly.

“Ever heard of Misty Daniel, the porn star? She’s Brett’s neighbor. He’s been fucking you and her at the same time. He’s got a dirty fucking dick. You have a good day, Alexandrea.”

Then she’s gone, and I slowly slide to the floor. That knife hovering around my heart all these days, teasing me with tiny pricks, full-on inserts itself.

And what’s funny is I don’t even know if it’s true, but the damage is done, it’s out there, and I can’t stop hearing her words.

“It’s not true.” I shake my head. “Dirty fucking dick,” I repeat Skylar’s words, closing my eyes against this pain, like waves in the ocean crashing on me, threatening to pull me under. Crawling to grab my phone, I google Misty Daniel.

“Goddammit,” I scream as I angrily wipe under my eyes. I’m crying again and can’t read the words on the stupid phone’s browser. Leaning my head back against the bed, I close my eyes. This is stupid. None of it matters. Just get up and keep packing. You do not need to appease your sick curiosity or torture yourself more than you already have.

But what if I have an STD?

A porn star?

“She’s lying.” Lifting my phone, I stare at every woman’s nightmare. Bleached-blond hair, enormous fake tits, lips, and who knows what else. I scroll through all her porn movie titles, pictures of her wearing almost nothing while hugging and kissing Hugh Hefner.

“Jesus, how old is she?” I mumble as my fingers type, not caring that I’m full-on stalking… Forty-two and she’s married.

I lower my phone. Skylar really is a psycho bitch. This woman is married, not sleeping with Brett. Then, because I can’t stop myself, I continue to read. She is married, but to an old rich man, and they live in Malibu.

“Oh my God.” I stand and run to the bathroom, barely getting the toilet seat up in time as I heave and gag out what little I’ve eaten the last few days. I’m too tired to move. I’ll take a shower later. Right now, I just rest my head on the cool toilet and close my eyes.

This pain will end.

I will be fine.

Lies.

I’ll never be the same again.
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My phone vibrates again as I head up the sidewalk toward hundreds of people on the front lawn, my jaw clenched.

“Christ.” I crack my neck. This is nothing but vanity, a big song and dance to kiss donor and alumni asses. I hope Richard has a big speech planned because mine is pretty much two words: “Thank you.”

Straightening my tie, I nod, and Pam, Richard’s secretary, almost trips in her heels to get to me.

“Oh, thank God,” she says. “I thought Richard was going to have a heart attack.” She steps back to look at me in my black tailored suit. “You look so handsome. After the announcement, I need to go over your new schedule. And don’t forget you have that trip to India next week.” Pam looks down at her phone while she walks and talks to me.

I stop by a group of men. Aside from Richard, all of them pretty much despise me.

“Brett, are you trying to kill me?” Richard rushes over, huffing and puffing.

“Take it easy, I’m here.”

Frowning, he walks us over to the side, and I glance at all the chairs lined up in rows. The place is packed. The morning’s still a little overcast, but the sun is already peeking through. It’s gonna be a beautiful day.

“You’re okay, right?” His brown eyes try to search mine, but I’m wearing black aviators just for this reason. That, and I’m hungover. I did battle with that bottle of Jack Daniel’s Jett and I started drinking yesterday.

It won.

“Let’s get this over with.” I look out at the smiling faces. My parents are in the front row, along with Jett and Raven. My eyes keep looking, seeking her. She’s not here. I’d feel her if she was. But still, I look. Row after row of nameless faces laughing and talking is all I see.

“Good enough. Congratulations.” He pats my shoulder and smiles out at the crowd. His hand rests there longer than usual, and I almost say, Why don’t we cancel all this nonsense? But maybe he needs a grand finale.

“Do you have your speech?” He clears his throat and straightens the bottom of his suit. Not waiting for my answer, he climbs the few steps as everyone stands for him, clapping and cheering.

I gaze down at my shiny dress shoes.

I took my bike this morning, actually leaving early, and rode up the coast, trying to get my mind back in the game.

“Thank you. Please sit. I’ll make this quick.” Richard smiles at everyone. “First, I need to say how very proud I am to have served this institution as dean for all these years. I’ve sacrificed a lot.” He smiles down at Diane, who sits with his two daughters.

“My wife and children have been there supporting my need to find truths, seek knowledge, and challenge minds. So when I decided that I had to pass the baton, I knew I needed to find someone with integrity, passion, and maybe a little power…” He smiles as the crowd laughs and claps.

“For the job, the man I’ve picked has been carefully prepared by me. He not only lives, breathes, and attacks whatever he sets his mind to, he is quite a smart and handsome fellow.” He smiles again, then looks over at me as his words ring in my head.

Looking around again, I see my mom’s arm looped with my dad’s. Jett’s arm is casually draped over Raven’s shoulders. He arches a dark brow at me.

“Your whole life you’ve been chasing and seeking the ultimate high. Have you ever thought maybe you’ve found it?”

I roll my neck, trying to focus, because this is what I have been working day and night to achieve.

This moment, all my peers, students, all of this is what I have worked for. I’ve wined and dined and endured listening to way too many stories from strangers I don’t care about who donate to the university.

This is what I want, right?

Big green eyes blink at me, her red puffy lips smiling and laughing as she pops up on the surfboard I bought her. The way her eyes darken the moment I’m inside her. Somehow she’s managed to hijack my world, tear it open, and make me bleed.

“You love this woman. Do you need me to spell it out for you?”

I look over at my brother. Sweat pours down my back, and I remove my suit jacket and hand it to a startled Pam.

“What are you doing? You look better with the jack–” Richard’s voice calling my name makes her stop as she smiles tightly and claps.

Is this what it’s all about? This empty feeling? I walk up the stairs, rolling my sleeves up as Richard shakes my hand.

“I love you,” she whispers into my mouth.

As everyone stands, I gaze out at them, yet all I can think of is her. Her scent, her taste, her fucking love that I rejected because I didn’t think I was capable of being that kind of man.

Love?

As a scientist and a scholar, that emotion was not one that I chased. It was all about achieving that incredible high of doing something that very few can.

I smile and nod at my parents, my eyes glossing over my colleagues. When I reach the podium, I grab ahold of it, needing it to steady me.

It’s so simple. All I had to do was let myself see it.

Love!

Man seeks it or runs from it, but at the end of the day, it’s always there, chasing us in all different forms. It is that missing piece that completes us. My hands tighten as everything falls into place, like a mathematical equation you’ve been working on and finally solve. My heart is pounding as I look down and grin because what I’m about to do…

“Thank you.” I nod as everyone sits. “Let me start by saying I did not plan any speech. In fact, I was going to say thank you and get back to class.” Everyone laughs, and a few yell. “I am truly honored to be a part of this distinguished community. I’m humbled by being able to teach and hopefully inspire. I did this job because it was something that I loved. Confucius once said, Choose a job you love and you’ll never have to work a day in your life.” I look around at my mom and dad who nod and smile proudly at me.

“I live by that,” I continue. “I have been privileged to study, teach, and become a dean at CAU and have never felt like I’ve worked a day.”

The crowd claps, and I hear someone yell, “Dean Powers!”

“Which might make what I’m about to say come as a surprise to some because I will not be accepting this position.”

Richard stands. Hushed tones run through the crowd.

“I have too much respect for this university, and therefore cannot take on this leadership role. I will stay focused on my important research and the ‘National Science Trust Prize’ that I am confident will lead to an energy solution and elevate the world’s poor out of poverty.” Richard is at my side saying something that I can’t hear over all the noise. I glance over at Jenners and nod. He looks stunned as people pat his shoulder like he just won the lottery.

And for him, maybe he has.

“Please tell Diane to forgive me. Tell her she can have Jett’s house in Italy for a month, but I need to go.” I grin at Richard and walk off the stairs. Not waiting to hear anything he’s going to say, I make my way to my bike. Straddling it, I start it up.

I don’t look back.

I don’t answer my phone.

My blood pumps as I lean low, gunning it out of the parking lot. That old feeling of adrenaline floods through me, but this time I’m not seeking it out. I’m racing to it. Alex is my rush. Nothing compares to her: not surfing, not my bike, none of it.

She was worth the risk.

She’s the best rule I’ve ever broken.
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I rub my sore nose as I stare at my Honda. I either packed better on the way out, or have gotten more stuff, because I’m not sure it can hold any more. I mean, it’s weighed down so much it actually looks lower.

“God.” I huff, glancing over at a strangely quiet dog. He just sits watching me through the gate, his tail wagging sporadically.

“Now, you want to be friends?” I ask him, taking the band from my wrist and pulling my wet hair into a messy bun.

“I’m gonna need another shower by the time I’m done with this, Walter.” I sigh, looking over at him. He whines and jumps up excitedly.

I reach down for a duffel bag that I couldn’t even zip because I’ve stuffed too many clothes in it, ignoring the pain as I see my pink Jimmy Choo sandals, and try to shove it in the trunk. God, this probably isn’t even going to close.

My phone rings on the step as I run over and grab it.

“Hey.”

“What the hell, Alex? You are not the only one with shit going on,” Jude snaps.

“I’m sorry. I was going to call right back, but you said you had class, and I had to deal with Skylar,” I snap right back as I sit on the step and look out at the beautiful day, ready to start crying again because I hate the Ohio winters, and I really want a dog.

“What is her problem?” Jude sounds like he’s walking as I hear him say, “’Sup.”

“Apparently, she hates us, me, because of Mom. Whatever, she’s the least of my problems. If anything good comes out of me coming home, it’s that I don’t ever have to see her again.” I shake my head and wave at the mail lady across the street.

“Alex, you are not coming home.” He growls.

“Yes, I am. I’m already packed. I’m through, I can’t…” I bite my lip as my voice cracks, then start crying.

“I’m a mess, and I hate cold weather, and I can barely breathe because I’ve cried so much, and I can’t—”

“Time the fuck out,” Jude yells over my rant confession. “You’re not quitting and coming back here. No fucking way. We do not quit. You’ve worked too hard. Dreamed about the beach and Southern California your whole life. Now who is this dickhead you say dumped you? I want a name?” he demands.

“I can’t tell you his name, and it doesn’t matter. He’s off limits, it’s my own fault, and I’m done. I can’t stay here, don’t you get it? My heart hurts so bad it burns. It’s like all I want to do is lean over and… try to make it better, but it doesn’t.” I yell into the phone, only to be greeted with silence.

“Great.” I look at my phone. “Jude?”

“What do you mean, he’s off limits? What is that?” His voice comes in clear as I go to open my mouth to backtrack, but can’t move or speak as a motorcycle pulls into the driveway, blocking the exit of my car.

“Holy shit.” I stand.

“What’s wrong?” Jude’s voice sounds far away as my heart skips a beat, and my face instantly flushes.

“I have to go,” I whisper, ignoring him yelling not to hang up as I absently press End and watch Brett’s long-muscled thighs in his dark suit slacks get off his bike.

Holy God, he’s here. How is he here? I swallow and try to look calm, but I’m not. Not even a little. Jesus, he’s so beautiful. Like a dark god, he walks toward me. Tan skin, starched white dress shirt, sleeves rolled up.

“Breathe, Alex.” His voice, that deep, commanding voice that makes me shiver. As I stand like a mute watching him approach me.

“Breathe.” This time, I blink and suck in air as he stops in front of me.

“What are you doing here?”

“What do you think I’m doing here?” He takes off his sunglasses so I can see his eyes.

Ocean blue.

They stare at me, but this time, they aren’t blank. No, this time they are filled with…oh my God.

I shake my head because I needed this five days ago, not now. He doesn’t just get to walk up to me after I’ve been humiliated, slowly dying each day, and look at me like this.

My own eyes are getting blurry with tears as I suddenly break free of this spell he’s got over me and take a step back.

“No.” I shake my head. “You don’t get to do this!” I scream because I’m so angry I’m starting to shake, and all he does is cock his head and smile. His fucking dimple teases me, trying to trick me into giving him my heart again.

Not this time.

“I’m leaving.” I point at my car that’s stuffed so full clothes they are pushed up against the back window. He doesn’t look over. He just stares at me, and suddenly, I’m very aware of the full force of what Brett Powers really is.

Dangerous.

Intoxicating.

“Come here,” he demands, but I shake my head.

“You don’t get to do this to me. Why aren’t you at the thing…getting the head deanship?” I can’t think straight; he’s robbed me of all vocal skills, apparently.

Because Brett Powers is here.

Standing.

Looking at me like he...

“I gave it all up.” He takes a step forward as I take a step back.

“What?”

“I. Gave. It. Up.” This time, I do shiver because oh God…

“Why?” I can’t breathe, my mind is gone, spinning. I’m fighting a fight that at this point seems futile because all I want is him.

“Come here, baby.”

I swallow, my chest rises up and down as he takes the next step.

“I think you know why.” He stands in front of me, so close I can smell his fresh clean scent. So close I can feel the heat from his body claiming my own as he reaches for the back of my neck.

“You asked me for my truths.” His eyes caress my face. “Here they are. I have an I.Q. of over 166. I could read when I was two. I’ve spent my entire life missing something, trying to fill it with this constant need to be the best. I jumped out of a plane at seventeen, and for a split second, I was free. I had peace, and everything in my mind was quiet. It didn’t last. And I’ve been chasing that rush, searching for that thrill to complete me.” His hands tighten in my hair.

“Until you.”

“Oh my God.” I breathe out, feeling the tears, but not caring as his thumb wipes them away.

“I love you, Alexandrea. You’re my ultimate rush. My missing piece. Nothing in this world, not my job, the thrills, none of it compares to you.” His mouth is kissing and licking my tears.

“Those are my truths.” I cling to him, forcing my mind to think.

“Talk to me. What’s going on in that beautiful head?”

“But you love teaching…your work, tell me you didn’t quit for me...” I exhale a shaky breath.

His blue eyes darken as an arrogant smirk graces his lips. “Do you really think I’d do something I don’t want to do?”

“No.” I sniff, he’s right, no one can make Brett Powers do anything he doesn’t want to.

“I love you, Alex. You’re it, baby. I’d give up the world for you,” he states.

“Brett…I...” My voice hoarse because I’m crying and laughing as I throw my arms around his neck. His lips take mine, hard, demanding and I can’t get enough as our tongues tangle and he lifts me up.

“I love you,” I sob out.

I don’t care about the past; he loves me. I know this deep inside, I knew it the first second I saw him. He says I’m his missing piece? Well, he set me free.

My first.

My teacher.

My only love.
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BRETT

SIX MONTHS LATER - MALIBU, CALIFORNIA

 

My lips twitch as I feel her eyes on me.

“Are you done?” I turn to look at her. She sits propped up with pillows behind, her thick dark hair spilling over both shoulders. Emerald eyes blink at me as her puffy lips smirk.

“Yes…” The tiny strap of her tank top falls off her shoulder, so I lean over and slowly slide it up.

“Liar.”

She laughs. “Brett, stop it. I can finish this later.” She puts her laptop on her nightstand.

“I can’t concentrate when you wear your glasses.” Her hand strokes my abs, then slides down to rub my hard cock through my sweatpants. Her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re so hot.” She smiles as I grin back.

“Finish the paper.”

“Are you sure?” She licks her lips, and I swear to God, sometimes just looking at her hurts.

Mine.

No matter how many days I wake up with her, or how many times I fuck her, it’s never enough. That primal caveman urge to dominate her, chain her to me, is a battle I work on daily. Especially since I insisted she continue at CAU. We also just got back from India, where I was hired to consult on my energy solution. It’s been nonstop since I left the university, with winning the Nobel Prize and my project, not to mention the never-ending research. Alexandrea and I have somehow managed to build this incredible life. That being said, she needs to get caught up.

“Pick up your computer and write, my love.”

“I need you to instruct me, professor…” She bats her eyes at me, the dark sooty eyelashes fluttering against her creamy skin that’s a healthy glow from the sun. She’s so stunning I almost falter.

Almost.

I toss my phone on the nightstand. “I’ll make you a deal.”

She hops up on her knees and removes her shirt, her taut pink nipples standing erect. As I watch her fall back onto the pillows, she shimmies off her pajama shorts.

“Did I say get undressed?”

She shakes her head, a smirk gracing her lips.

“You know what happens to bad girls, right?” Taking off my glasses, I cross my arms and watch her breath pick up as she licks her lips and nods.

“I’m not spanking you.” My voice dry as her eyes widen.

“What? But I’m naughty,” she bursts out as I throw my head back and laugh.

“You’re greedy. Get your computer and write.” Her eyes narrow on mine as I raise a brow.

“Now.”

She slaps her hands dramatically on the mattress as she grabs her laptop and flips it open. Her fingers starting to glide across the keypad as if she’s a pianist.

I stand and walk to the end of the bed as she ignores me, biting her bottom lip. Her fingers don’t stop as I lean forward and grab her ankles, causing her to scream as I pull her to the end of the bed.

“The deal is, my beauty…” I take a step back, my nostrils flaring as I pull my sweats down to bring my hard cock out and slowly start stroking myself. She puffs out a small amount of air, but stays focused on the screen, her fingers still moving. Not fast, but typing.

“What? What’s the deal?” she snaps. I watch her as my hand continues to work on my cock. Christ, I’m already leaking.

“What are you writing about?” I grunt as she tries to swallow, then rasps.

“Anthropology.”

“The deal is… you write, if you stop, I stop. And I swear to God, Alex, you don’t come until I say so.”

Her eyes dart up to mine as I let go of my dick and kneel, spreading her legs open.

“Brett…” My fingers dig into her knees as I pull her ass to the edge and she falls back.

“What did you call me?” My mouth right at her slick, wet pussy.

“Dean Powers, please…” She moans, trying to arch up into my mouth as I wait for her to type.

“Oh God.” She closes her eyes and starts to type, and I smile.

“Good girl.”

“Please…” She pants, the laptop going up and down with her breathing as my thumb rubs back and forth on her clit.

“Easy. You don’t want that laptop to fall off your stomach.” She groans as her fingers type. I stop rubbing and go in to eat, and suck.

“Oh fuck, yes.” She whimpers as I grab the back of her legs and spread her wide open as she chants yes, but stops typing.

“Do you want to come?” I demand as I focus on her pink pussy and tiny rosette hole that hasn’t been fucked in a while. But if I want her to type, that’s not an option.

“Yes, Dean Powers, I want to come.” She moans as her fingers start typing, and I lean forward and lick that forbidden hole, a groan coming from her mouth.

“You want my cock to fuck your ass, my love?” My tongue goes in and out as she chants my name, and I grin. Alex gets shy, admitting she likes anal.

“Don’t worry. I’ll fuck it later.” My hands tighten on her legs, moving up to her honey core as I suck on her swollen nub.

“Yes.” She moans as she lifts her head, her fingers pounding on the keyboard as I feel her start to pulse.

“Can I come, Dean Powers?” she screams as I keep eating her, my tongue fucking her pussy, then going back to suck on her clit. But as she’s getting ready to come, the computer slides to her side as her hands reach for my head, and I stop, looking up at her. Her eyes blink at me as she screams.

“Noooo…” Her head falls back, and she grabs the laptop to frantically type again as I lick my lips.

“Such a greedy pussy, so wet and creamy, dripping down my chin. You want to come, don’t you?”

She pants out. “Yes!”

“When I read this paper, am I gonna understand it?” My mouth’s right on her clit as she arches up, trying to shove her pussy in my mouth.

“Yes.” She hisses as I stroke my cock.

“Then come.” I latch onto her clit and suck hard as she instantly pulses and contracts in my mouth.

“Brett…I love you.” She chants over and over, her fingers still typing.

“Such a good girl, coming in my mouth.” I praise her as she continues to jerk in pulsing waves. I give her one last lick, then stand.

“Move the computer.” I’m jerking up and down on my cock hard as she lets it fall to the side.

“Pinch your nipples,” I hiss, letting the pleasure take hold as her fingers rub and twist on her nipples.

“Fuck.” I pick up speed, the pleasure building as I feel my stomach muscles tighten.

“Mine. You’re mine.” I grunt as I fucking let go, just soar, my cock spitting out my seed on her tits, her stomach, and pussy. I keep jerking it, milking every last drop on her.

“Jesus Christ,” I hiss, the pleasure so intense my eyes see dots for a second.

She props herself up on her elbows. Her face is flushed, her lips red as she pants. Christ, this time I rub my heart, she looks so beautiful. She’s also literally covered in my cum.

“Are you kidding me, Brett?” Her eyes widen as we both watch my seed trickle down her breasts, and I feel almost superhuman as I lie down next to her, trying to catch my breath.

“Let me see what you wrote.” I grin, staring up at the ceiling.

“You…oh my God.” She goes to roll on top of me, and I grab her, holding her back.

“I don’t want that on me,” I say as she screams and laughs. I stand, bringing her with me.

“Wait, I’ll make you another deal.” Holding her at arm’s length, I laugh at her as she struggles, then stops as she cocks her head.

“Another deal?” She puts her hands on her hips.

“Yep.”

“What? It better be good.” She watches as I walk over to my dresser and open it.

“Oh, this is a good one.” I bring out the box.

“So the deal is...” I kneel on one knee. “You marry me, and I’ll spend every second of every day for the rest of my life making you happy.”

“Oh my God.” She covers her mouth as I open the box with the three-carat diamond that was my grandmother’s winking up at us.

“I love you, Alexandrea. Will you marry me?” My heart pounding, the adrenaline races through me. I hadn’t planned to propose today, but fuck it, it’s never been a better time. She couldn’t be more mine at this moment as I look up at her.

“Yes,” she screams, and I barely get to my feet to catch her as she jumps into my arms, covering my mouth in kisses.

“You’re making me a mess,” I murmur on her lips because I can’t stop smiling. I’ll never stop smiling as long as she laughs.

“Shut up and kiss me, Dean Powers.”
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NATALIE & CHARLIE POWERS’S HOUSE

HANCOCK PARK, LOS ANGELES

 

ALEXANDREA

 

“Oh my God, it really is gorgeous.” Raven puts her hand on her chest, her eyes filling with tears while looking at me and the ring on my finger.

“I’m so happy for you two.” She throws her arms around me as I laugh, and we sway back and forth.

“You okay?” I pull back to look at her. She looks gorgeous because she’s Raven, but she does have dark circles under her eyes.

“Just…I’m fine.” She smiles as we sit at the large table set up for Sunday morning brunch at Brett’s parents’ house. It’s kind of become something we do if we’re in town. Charlie has March Madness on his big screen outside.

“Did you tell her how I proposed?” Brett smiles as I sit next to him, then freeze because I swear to God.

I smile right back as I look back over at Jett, who casually slings an arm around Raven as he and his dad watch the game on the TV.

“I didn’t because you tell it better. Go ahead.” I raise a challenging brow at him. I know now exactly how he works.

Freaking adrenaline junkie.

“Really? You want me to tell?” His blue eyes sparkle with mischief, and I can’t help myself. I lean over to kiss him. He’s just too delicious.

“I’m positive.” I smirk as we look at each other, then he gives me a quick wink.

Wink.

And there goes my heart. It just aches I love him so much.

“Can one of you spit it out?” Jett interrupts as Natalie walks out with more champagne.

“Well, I had the ring, and I was waiting for the right moment, you know. So I was eating my favorite pie…” My hand tightens on the water glass I was bringing to my lips as I look around at everyone’s faces. Thank God, Raven seems to be the only one really listening as Natalie tries to get the champagne open.

Brett stands to take it from her. “Here, let me, Mom.” Easily popping it open, he pours everyone a glass.

“Anyway, Alex was frantically writing a paper. And I don’t know what happened. Maybe it was the sunlight coming in, but she looked like an angel. The moment was right, and here we are.” He brushes my stunned lips. Every time I dare him, thinking he won’t really do it, he does.

“Aw, that’s so romantic.” Raven sighs, looking at Brett, then me.

“It really was, right, my love?” Brett grins down at me as he hands me a glass of champagne.

“Right. You are quite romantic.” I start to laugh because he’s just ridiculous as he pours Jett and Raven a glass and raises his for a toast.

“To my beautiful fiancée, Alexandrea, you are my rush.” We all stand to clink glasses and drink as Natalie comes over to hug me.

“Welcome to the family. I’m the luckiest woman to have such great daughters.” Her eyes well up with tears, which make my own get blurry as I sniff.

“Thank you.”

“Raven.” Natalie motions for her to get in on the hug.

“Actually, Raven and I have some news.” Jett smiles as he comes around to pull her in his arms. She bites her lower lip, trying not to cry as she looks around at all of us. Natalie’s hand tightens on mine painfully as I try to casually pull it away.

“Raven’s pregnant.”

“Oh my God!” Natalie screams. Well, we all scream, even Charlie looks away from the game.

“We just found out, so don’t tell anyone.” Jett laughs.

“I feel so awful. Like I’m puking and not sleeping, but I’m so happy.” Raven laughs as she hugs Natalie again.

“It will get better, the first four months are not easy.” She squeals. “I’m going to be a grandmother, |Charlie, isn’t it wonderful?” She throws her arms around Jett.

I smile at them, then look up at Brett. “You’re gonna be an uncle. You ready for that?” He frowns, then takes my hand, moving us over toward the TV.

“What is wrong with you? You need to go say congratulations,” I whisper, looking over his shoulder at all of them laughing and talking and taking pictures on their phones, Jett literally beaming.

“No, I need you. My focus is always you.” He reaches for my chin. “Do you want kids?”

“Yes…” I reach up to smooth his frown away. “Not now. I mean, we aren’t married yet, and even though you’re an old man, I’m still…” I can’t help but laugh at his expression.

“Brett, what’s wrong? Do you not want kids?” Because I really hadn’t thought about this. I mean, I just assumed we would.

“I love you.” His voice is intense.

“And I love you.”

“No, I love you. I don’t know, Alex. Kids are a big responsibility with all our traveling and me consulting, and being the way I am…”

“Wait, what? You’re brilliant, kind, thrilling, gorgeous, sensitive, funny–”

“I’m different.” His blue eyes are serious.

“So? You’re a genius. Why is that bad?” I’ve never seen him like this. He’s always so confident.

“It doesn’t worry you? I mean, the way our earth is going. Bringing a child into it–” I place my finger on his lips.

“Shh, we don’t have to worry about this right now. And when we do, I know you will be ready.” I lean up on my toes to kiss him. “You’re brilliant, you will be the best father, and what you do in your work is groundbreaking.”

He pulls me tight as he buries his face in my neck, “Fuck, I need you.”

“I need you more.” I smile because he is my rock, my life, but he’s also my soul, and without him, I’d cease to be complete.

“Oh my God.” Raven’s loud voice makes us both look over. She stands, showing Jett something on her phone. Then runs over to the table for the remote control and changes the channel on the large-screen TV.

“Raven, just relax, do not let this upset you.” Jett’s voice goes into that calm protective mode as he brings out his phone, keeping one hand on her shoulder.

“Holy shit,” she whispers, her eyes glued to the screen.

“What?” I look at the TV, and it’s Courtney Falcon and Ammo, the guitarist from the Stuffed Muffins, walking together as a crowd of reporters follow them.

“What’s happened?” I love both Ammo and Courtney, but why does Raven care?

“Did they break up?” Completely confused, I feel Brett’s hands on my hips as I lean back into him.

“Fuck, that’s not good.” Brett shakes his head at the TV.

“What?” I demand. I mean, I get that I’m out of the loop, but what the hell? My pulse races, because whatever I’m missing is bad enough that Brett looks concerned as he glances down at Raven, then Jett.

“Christ, I need to take this.” Jett walks away as he talks on his phone, and Raven sinks into the chair Charlie brought her.

“What is happening?” I say out loud as Natalie nervously rubs her hands just staring at the news.

“That woman.” Raven points at a dark-haired woman on the screen.

“Yeah?” I look at her.

“That’s my mother…”


 

 

 

 

 

I hope you loved Brett and Alexandrea’s story as much as I did.  Do you want to find out more about Brett’s brother, the infamous Jett Powers? Start Power today!
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Want a taste of Power?  Check out this snippet…
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JETT

 

BEVERLY HILLS, CA

 

“Hand me my coffee.” I finish buttoning my starched white dress shirt and stare into the bathroom mirror.

“What?” My fiancée screeches at her phone and sits up. Her fake tits barely move when she tosses the covers off and stands, showing me her phone, as if I can see it from where I’m standing.

Reaching for my tie, I can’t help but grin. Whatever is on there is unleashing the legendary bitch. My cock hardens. Not gonna lie—seeing her be a cunt does something for me.

“Is the governor’s fundraiser tonight?” she snaps.

“Coffee,” I demand right back. Her dark eyes narrow. Licking her lips, she dramatically reaches for my mug, then sashays toward me.

My erection instantly deflates, not because Rachel isn’t beautiful. She is. At forty-eight, she looks damn good. She eats nothing but salmon and salads and exercises every day. Along with her dermatologist’s and plastic surgeon’s help, my fiancée could easily pass for mid-thirties.

I’m just a dick, I guess. Thankfully, Rachel’s on the same page. Makes things easy, uncomplicated. I get to have zero guilt that I don’t love her.

And she gets to have me. All my money, connections, power, all of it. That’s what turns Rachel on. That, and the fact she enjoys watching other women suck my cock as much as I get off watching her eat other women’s cunts.

We belong together, both selfish, workaholics, into making money and climbing the social ladder. Hell, at the rate I’m going, the sky’s the limit. And Rachel knows it.

Smirking, she invades my space and places my mug on our large marble sink. While I smooth my tie, the flowery perfume she favors makes my nose twitch. I need to discuss switching her scent. That, and her straight black bob. I’m sick of the Uma Thurman-Pulp Fiction look on her.

“So.” She holds her phone up again. “Jennifer just texted me. Apparently, it’s the governor’s fundraiser tonight, and Emily does not have it on my calendar.” She stares at me like I can actually do something about this.

“Did you text Emily?” Already thinking of other stuff, I reach for my coffee.

“Of course,” she says tightly. “I hope she doesn’t think she can slack off because I let her blow you.” Her eyes caress my face.

I grin, setting down the coffee. “You, allow her? Rethink your words, Rachel.” I cock my head. The morning rays from the bathroom skylight aren’t doing her any favors. Yeah, that hair color and style have to go.

“Jett, she’s my assistant—” Her voice trails off and she tries to touch me.

Not in the mood, I grab her wrist, stopping her. “If Emily doesn’t have it on your calendar, there has to be a reason. Before you get unreasonable, wait for her answer.”

Tossing her wrist aside, I reach for my suit jacket. Her eyes narrow on me, and she glances down at her vibrating phone.

“Be polite,” I warn.

She rolls her eyes. “You’re so obvious, Jett. Don’t worry. I won’t fire her until she fucks us both again.” She shakes her head.

I place my hand over my heart. “Aww, Rachel, you get me.”

The look she throws me makes me burst out laughing.

“Emily,” she says curtly into the phone. “Please explain to me why I had to find out from my friend that the governor’s fundraiser is tonight.” She purses her borderline-duck lips.

“Shit. That’s today?” Rachel straightens, her eyes finding mine. The look of aggravation makes me pause.

“No, I forgot.” Sighing, Rachel rubs the back of her neck and starts to pace. “Okay. Well, I still don’t understand why Jett and I are not confirmed for tonight. It’s not like my daughter is a child.” She moves the phone to her other ear.

“No, I’ll send fucking Maria to pick her up. Confirm that Jett and I will be attending the fundraiser tonight and make sure we’re sitting with the governor. Also, get ahold of Stephen for a gown. And Emily?” Her eyes dart to mine as I walk past her to grab my phone from the dresser. “Don’t ever assume anything. I don’t change my plans simply because my daughter is flying in. I do have a business to run.” She hangs up and tosses her phone on the bed.

“Un-fucking-believable. I will fire her ass if we are not sitting at the governor’s table.” Her voice grows louder and her chest flushes.

I nod and pocket my phone, not quite sure what to make of this. “You forgot that your daughter is flying in today?”

Her eyes dart back to mine. “I’m busy. You’re not the only one who works,” she grumbles, twirling a strand of her hair. It’s an annoying habit of hers. Bugs the shit out of me. One time, I actually saw her sucking on the ends.

“How does this happen?” I demand, pushing that distasteful memory away and focusing on the fact that Rachel has not once mentioned her kid coming to visit.

“How does what happen?” she retorts and marches past me toward the bathroom.

I grab her arm. “Your daughter is coming, and you forgot to tell me? Or yourself, apparently, if that phone call is true.” Her hazel eyes narrow on mine.

“Raven and I don’t get along.” Her voice is flat. “I was hoping she was going to spend the summer with her father like she usually does. But shitty Frank has impregnated his stupid girlfriend, so yes…” She takes a breath. “It appears my daughter will be spending the next couple of months with us.”
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Jett Powers is brilliant, nasty, and forbidden.He takes what he wants, has no regrets, and makes no excuses.Not to mention he’s tall, dark, and irresistible.From our first secret encounter, I’m addicted.He’s the last man that should be making my stomach flip, and heart pound.Unfortunately, my mind and body are not in sync.Because Mr. Powers is not mine.He can’t be.He’s my mother’s fiancé.
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RISE

Rise on Audio

Narrated by Troy Duran & Sarah Puckett

 

I know what I want.

 

So when opportunity knocked, I took it. I grabbed my shot, willing to do anything to make it happen.

 

From the beginning, I knew I was destined to be with the six-foot-four, bourbon-eyed Rock God. Only back in the early days he wasn’t a god.

 

Rhys Granger was my brother’s friend, the boy next door who wrote verses and played his guitar in our garage. He was talented. Exciting. Damaged. The kind of guy who made all the girls cry…

 

Except for me. I thought I was special. Turns out I’m not.

 

And now… I despise him.

 

He’s the lead singer of the Stuffed Muffins, one of the biggest bands in the world, with dark hair, full lips, and a body to die for.

 

Unfortunately, he’s a dick.

 

Not, that I care anymore. I have my own career. I’m successful in my own right. So, when offered another once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, I happily turn it down.

 

But the universe has other plans, and I’m forced back into the savagely glamorous world of rock ‘n’ roll. Thrust into battling his seductive smile, his dangerous kisses, and my own addictive needs.

 

He might be a Rock God, but he’s also a man. And I’m the woman he never saw coming.

 

Don’t forget to follow THE STUFFED MUFFINS on Instagram for VIP ACCESS!

Stalk the bit.ly/TheStuffedMuffinsIG

 

 

LETHAL

Lethal on Audio

Narrated by Troy Duran & Devon Grace

 

Blade McCormick is not a nice guy.

 

He’s pure adrenaline and smells like smoke and leather—the kind of guy you look at and know he’s going to be a combination of nasty and irresistible. The moment I allowed myself to touch his hot skin and kiss his full lips, I. Was. 

 

Done.

 

Like currency, I’ve become part of a transaction. Blade took me to pay off a debt. I try to tell myself, Eve, you should hate him. He’s a bad guy. But then again, I’m not a good girl. Blade’s the president of the Disciples, the notorious motorcycle club. I should be frightened, yet somehow, he doesn’t scare me. If anything, I think I scare him.

 

It takes a lot of work to become the club’s Queen, but I’ll stop at nothing to have the King!

 

 

Meet my deliciously HOT Reed Saddington!  Venture into my angsty, billionaire world of The Entitled.
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The Entitled on Audio

Narrated by Liam DiCosimo & Virginia Rose

 

People say you can’t find your soulmate at eight years old. I did.I found Reed and loved him more than I loved myself.We were young… beautiful… entitled.Money and private schools, our families’ lavish parties and posh, New York City apartments—it was all mere window dressing. What was real was our obsessive love, which grew right along with us as we moved toward adulthood. It consumed me, and only in his arms did I feel wanted and safe.

But I have a secret. It’s big and to some, unforgivable. And it’s why I let Reed destroy me, or maybe I destroyed us. Either way, I’m worse than broke—I’m broken.

 

Once upon a time, we were happy… Yet privilege has an ugly underside, and in the blink of an eye, my world crashed down around me.

 

I don’t feel entitled anymore.

 

The Entitled is first in The Entitled duet. Reed and Tess’s story concludes in The Enlightened.
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