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To all of my English teachers, especially the ones who encouraged my writing (none of you are the inspiration for Professor Rick Carter, I promise)

DRAWN TO HIM
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Rebecca 
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I WONDERED IF PROFESSOR Carter was as authoritative in bed as he was in the classroom. It was a turn on— a big fucking turn on. I couldn’t help it whenever I watched his tall and muscular body move confidently about the classroom as he talked. He had this way of getting everyone’s attention, and commanding a sea of people without hesitation. 

I wanted to know if that stern expression ever changed, or contorted when he was making love. He just seemed like the type of man who knew what the hell he was doing in the bedroom, and also be in charge there too. An alpha male, for sure.

The thought made my stomach flutter. I shifted in my seat when I felt a trickle of wetness between my legs. Daydreams were for private time, but whenever I entered Professor Carter’s class, I found it was impossible for me not to daydream about him. 

Not that he was boring. 

He made Shakespeare way more passionate than the class last semester had. It was just too passionate for me, and that was the problem. His voice had a husky timbre that I loved. All I wanted to do was think about him taking me on the podium he stood behind, his hands gripping the sides of it as he looked around the lecture room. I’d much rather do that than take notes about love and sex in literature. 

I wanted to experience it. 

I blinked a few times thinking that I had imagined him staring at me. His eyes didn’t falter or look away. They were staring dead straight at me, and his lips were moving, but I didn’t hear a word he said. 

“I-I’m sorry,” I stammered, and blushed when giggles erupted in the lecture room. “I didn’t hear the question. I was—”

“Daydreaming,” he supplied, and a wry smile tugged at his sinfully good looking lips. “I noticed that you were. You have no idea what I have been talking about, do you?”

I twisted my hands nervously in my lap as I shook my head. I couldn’t bring my gaze back up to his. It was just too much, given that I had just been daydreaming about what it would be like to have sex with him. 

“No,” I said. “I’m sorry. I have no idea what we are talking about.”

“Obviously,” he responded. “Try to pay attention, class. Many of my test questions will come from these lectures. It might be prudent to keep up.”

He turned away to continue talking. I let out a trembling breath as I sank further down behind my desk when I heard a gaggle of the usual girls whisper behind their hands. Not that I didn’t consider myself unpopular. I had a good social life. I had several friends and I dated on a regular basis, but these girls were never in my social circle. I was almost grateful for that fact. 

It had been an entire month since Fall classes had started. Professor Carter had replaced Professor Jordan when he announced his sudden retirement during the summer. Not that any of us minded because Professor Jordan had been a cranky sixty-year-old man who graded so strictly that even the honor students could never get a passing grade. No one got an “A” because no one was perfect. I couldn’t help but wonder if Jesus would fail his classes too. 

Professor Carter was considerably better looking, which was helpful to my daydreams for sure.

I sighed as I tried to concentrate on the rest of the lecture, but it was hopeless. My mind insisted on fantasizing about him in the most wicked and sexy ways possible. Had it really been that long since I had enjoyed a man’s touch that I couldn’t concentrate in class? 

College had always been a serious thing for me. Several classmates of mine had slacked off over the years, preferring the social side of the college experience, but that had never been me. Crazily enough, I loved homework and it often put me on the wrong side of love. Not that it mattered. Getting a boyfriend was the last thing I needed to think about right now. Especially after my last breakup.

I frowned in contemplation when Professor Carter dismissed everyone with a promise of an exam next week. Shoving my notebook into my backpack, I rose from my desk to hurry down the aisle in the direction of the door. I felt someone’s eyes on me, but when I looked up, I found Professor Carter surrounded by the same group of female students who had snickered when I stammered after being called upon.

Typical. Fucking typical. 

They were always front and center in trying to get his attention.

I passed by them without sparing any of them a second glance. A lunch crowd had gathered around the dining hall when I spotted Tess scowling and tapping her foot impatiently. 

“Where have you been?” Tess asked. “I’ve been waiting for at least ten minutes.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t have a choice,” I said, and we started up the stone steps. “Professor Carter kept us, past class.”

Tess gave me a knowing look. “Because none of you were paying attention again, right?” 

“Can you blame any of us?” I sighed dreamily. “The man is fucking gorgeous. It’s impossible to talk about literature and sex without wondering what he’s like in bed.”

“You need to stop thinking about things like that,” Tess said, rolling her eyes. “I’m serious. He’s older than you. He also happens to be a Professor here. There’s a snowballs chance in hell that you end up getting his attention. There are rules around this stuff.”

“Yeah, but a younger Professor,” I said, defensively. “He can’t be that much older than us. Maybe a few years older?”

“Try like his early thirties is what I heard in the admissions office. By the way—” Tess slithered a glance at me as we stood in line at the salad bar. “Have you gotten any bites on your job hunt yet?”

I deflated at the thought. “Nada. I’ve literally heard nothing, and it’s not for a lack of trying. I’ve put in applications everywhere.”

“Rent is due in three weeks,” Tess said. “We need to find you a job, or a rich boyfriend who is willing to pay our rent.”

“No kidding.”

After fixing up our salads, we found a table in front of one of the windows that overlooked the teacher parking lot. I spotted Professor Carter as he slipped into his car with a phone glued to his ear. Probably calling his wife, or girlfriend. A man that attractive had to have some sort of woman attached to him. It was just the laws of the universe. Not that any of those laws were fair to me. 

I could never find the right man no matter how careful I was when it came to dating. Tess insisted it was all those stupid “romance books” I read all the time that made me pick the wrong men. 

Mistakes. That was what I called my past boyfriends. I had made some horrible decisions when it came to the ‘mistakes’ in my life.

A pang of lust went straight through me as I watched Professor Carter back his convertible out of his parking spot with Ray Bans over his eyes. He looked badass, especially with the tattoo that I caught peeking out from beneath the collars of his shirt. 

“Are you listening to me?”

“Sorry, what?” I turned to look at Tess apologetically. “What were you saying?”

“I said I’ve done some legwork for you,” she said in exasperation. “Good leg work that I think you’d appreciate me doing.”

I tensed up in suspicion. “Legwork in what area specifically?”

“In finding you a good guy—”

“No, Tess.”

“—to date. Oh, come on, Becca.” Tess gave me a critical look. “Are you honestly going to shoot me down before you hear what I have to say about who he is? It’s not like you’re dating anyone right now. And you’re the kind of girl who dates.”

I gave her a look. “Meaning?”

She snorted. “You know what I mean. You love sex and all that romantic stuff that leads up to it. I’m just saying that as your best friend­-”

“I’m not interested,” I said, flatly. “You were the one who has been pushing me to find a new job too, by the way. There’s only so many things I can do in a day.”

“We have to pay our bills somehow. My parents are only going to flip so much money at us.” She tilted her head to the side and studied me. “Don’t get upset with me. You know I love you. I’m just trying to help.”

I wanted to bark at her not to bother with it, but I knew she meant well. She always had. A headache pounded in my head. I let out a resigned sigh at the pouty look Tess gave me.

“Fine,” I said. “Who is he?”

“His name is Ben Hanson.” She wagged her eyebrows as if that would help her case. 

“How old is he?”

Tess’s hopeful face fell. “He’s twenty-one, but—”

“No fucking way,” I hissed, vehemently. “Do you not remember the debacle of Mistake number 2 our sophomore year?”

“Not all twenty-one year old frat boys are like that,” Tess said, defensively. “He’s a good a guy. It’d do you some good to try and revert back to meeting someone your own age verses fantasizing about someone older and off limits, Becca... for God’s sake a Carter is a teacher at our school!”

“There’s nothing wrong with finding an older boyfriend,” I replied, stabbing at my salad with more force than necessary. “What’s wrong with lusting after a man whose past all the wish-washy-I-don’t-know-what-I-want shit?”

“You aren’t going to find a man who doesn’t do that. All men do it.”

“Not past the age of thirty, it seems like,” I pointed out. 

Tess arched her eyebrows at me. 

“Right. Let’s talk about mistakes three through six.” She kept going on despite my protests to not dish out the details. “Mistake four, Brett, was a mommy’s boy despite being thirty-five. Mistake number five, Trent, was a misogynist asshole. Do I honestly need to remind you of mistake number six?”

I grimaced at the thought of him. 

We had met at the beginning of summer in Wal-Mart parking lot when Tess and I were trying to load a new entertainment center into the back of her SUV. He was covered in tattoos, rode a Harley.  

Looks wise, the guy could’ve landed a job on a show like the Sons of Anarchy. He was a complete bad boy who was rough and forceful in bed. It was something I wasn’t used too, but despite his rough exterior, he was actually quite sweet.

We went out for three weeks, and I was falling pretty hard for him when he dumped me out of the blue because I was too “inexperienced” for someone like him. He needed the type of woman who could keep up with his lifestyle and a university student like me wouldn’t cut it... 

‘Oh, and by the way, I’ve met somebody else.’

Bastard! 

“No,” I said, sighing. “Let’s not talk about it. I get your point. Stop thinking about Professor Carter because it never ends up good for me.”

“Not really,” Tess said, wryly. “I’m tired of listening to you cry your damn eyes out every single time you date, so I found someone you’d probably like. All I’m asking is for you to give it a chance.”

I hesitated in answering. 

While the novelty of a boyfriend sounded wonderful as it always did, I had tons of homework this year in order to graduate. I needed to find a job too, one that paid well so I wouldn’t have to call my parents to loan me the money for rent and whatever else we needed. Tess did everything she could to make sure that we always had the necessities. She had a good job working for the University, and wealthy parents who helped out from time to time, but in all honesty, we were on our own.

My parents loved me, but it was always a lecture over how I spent my money despite it all going straight to college payments. 

And then I didn’t want to give up on those idiotic fantasies of Professor Carter either. I craved something exciting and carefree, and he was in the center of that.

“All right,” I said. “I’ll go out with this Ben Hanson.”

Tess grinned happily.

“Good,” she said. “Just give it a shot. He doesn’t have a girlfriend or anything. We work together in Admissions. You’ll like him, I swear.”

I bit my tongue to keep myself from replying negatively. I had my doubts about that because there was only one man in the forefront of what I desired— Professor Carter. 
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Rick 

One of my students was giving me the “fuck me hard” eyes. Sure, all my female students were attractive in their own unique ways. I couldn’t lie and say I didn’t enjoy the nice views afforded me from my podium, but this particular student who sat three rows back didn’t dress to impress like the others. She usually wore jeans and shirts with an occasional tank top. Her dark, wavy hair was shoulder length and she wore it out most of the time and she didn’t wear a lot of makeup. 

While the other girls in class wore trendy clothes that exposed their perky breasts, and short skirts and shorts to showcase their nice legs, she effortlessly outshone them. I couldn’t get my eyes off her, and I hadn’t even matched her face with a name yet. 

We were only one month into the semester, and I was fucking terrible with names. I considered writing name tags, but the Dean had been adamant that sort of thing wasn’t necessary, or entirely appropriate. 

I amused myself by looking over at her, lost in what I assumed was some sort of fantasy. She’d stammered and blushed when I called her out, and I wondered what it would be like to have her in bed. Was she quiet? A screamer? A gasper? 

I had to concentrate hard to get my mind on the job. This was a job that I had been asked to do. Teaching had always been a passion of mine along with literature. It paid the bills and then some. I had a good schedule. This University was prestigious for their English program too.

It also happened to be an all women's College. My sister, Hannah, had a good time laughing about that when I had called to tell her that I could take finally move into our parent’s home on the coast.

She told me that keeping it in my pants was not going to be easy. I begged to differ. I thought I had it handled until that one student caught my attention by not actively seeking it like the others. 

I waited for the last gaggle of students to leave my classroom before I picked up my books from my desk. From the corner of my eye, I watched her slip through the row of desks in the direction of the door. She tucked a long strand of hair behind her ear. 

“Professor Carter?”

My eyes snapped down to Lauren Conner who stood in front of me dressed in a tight pink tank with an equally tight black skirt. Her blonde hair was silky straight with dark highlights. Sorority chick I gauged from the way the other girls clung to her. 

“Yes?” I asked.

“I was wondering if you’d be in your office later,” she asked, and a sultry tone dripped off her question. “I have some questions about the exam coming up.”

The door clicked shut. Young women like Lauren Conner were tempting. I knew her type. She didn’t care about consequences. Her family probably had money to shelter her from anything and everything. Almost certainly she was also wild in bed. 

Unfortunately, in my experience, she probably wild in bed with other men. Not that I could ever judge. I had done some questionable shit over the years when it came to women. I enjoyed sex, a lot. More than I should.

Still, my position meant a lot to me. The Dean had been very thorough in explaining that relationships between professors and students were forbidden despite the age of consent. He didn’t want that sort of environment being spread around his campus. Unfortunately, he had an agreement that I signed that would result in far more than a hand slap should I step over the line. It seemed stupid that they could stop two consenting adults from being together. But it was what it was. 

“I have a few students coming in tonight,” I said. “You are more than welcome to join us to get prepared for this exam, Ms. Conner.”

She pouted prettily. “I’d really like some alone time to—”

“My apologies, ladies,” I said, cutting in curtly. “I have a meeting to get to off campus before my next class. You all are welcome to email me with questions about the exam, or I will be back in my office tonight.”

I didn’t stick around to see Lauren’s expression of disappointment. Hell, I felt blue all over just walking away from that sort of temptation. It’d be easy to give in, but I couldn’t now that I had this new position. Plus my parent’s house was now in my possession. They had lived there for 30 years, and it was going to keep me plenty busy renovating.

It was in desperate need of a makeover and a good clean up too. Hannah and I had been too busy to handle it ourselves since our parents passed away two years before. We kept it in our family with the intention one day to come back, and now that I had a little bit of time, I could focus on getting it fixed up. It would be quite the impressive home once I’d modernized it.

There was a packet of papers stuffed in my in basket. I grabbed them as I unlocked my office door and thumbed through the packet. Inside were papers from my freshman writing class. I double checked the count since first-year students were often scatter brained. There were always a few nugget heads who turned in late for the critique packets. 

Luck was on my side today. Twenty-three stories and poems were all turned in on time for me to go over. 

I placed them on my desk before grabbing my wallet and phone from where it had been charging during class. I noted a missed called from the Hire-A-Maid-to Order company I had found on the internet. They were a high-end company that only catered to well-to-do neighborhoods like the one where my parent's home was located. 

It was also the fact that they allowed you to put in special requests for the type of maid you wanted that lured me curiously to the company. I’m sure Hannah would have a fit knowing I had called a place like this, but I was going to get some sort of entertainment out of this. Maybe a nice maid outfit that showed off some little hotties assets.

“I’m glad you called us back, Professor Carter,” a male voice said, jovially when I called back. “We are pleased to have a client like you on our growing list.”

“Yeah,” I said, and rolled my eyes. I was never into the customer service bullshit of being nice. I just wanted a maid to help clean, so I wouldn’t have to listen to Hannah lecturing me over dust collecting in the corners. “What information do you need? I got a voicemail asking for some preferences.”

“Right, of course. We have clients that prefer a certain type of maid.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Like the ‘fuck you’ type of maid?”

“Absolutely not!” he replied in a horrified voice. “We do not encourage that here. We encourage the best service possible. They do not leave the house until it is clean by your standards, and nothing else. This is the wrong company if that’s what you’re after.”

“Calm down. It’s not, but do explain what preferences you were referring to,” I grumbled, irritation filling me. I flicked my wrist up to look at the time. “I have to get going here in the next few minutes, so let’s make this as short as possible.”

“Of course. What is the age you prefer?”

“Age?”

“Yes, age,” he said, calmly. “We do not send younger maids into families where a spouse may not be comfortable with the idea of them cleaning their house with their husband around.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “I don’t know. Maybe early to mid-twenties?”

“Noted in the system.” I could hear the click of keyboard buttons as the man typed away furiously. “Hair color?”

My mind immediately flashed to my daydreaming student.

“Brunette. Definitely a brunette.” 

My body woke up at the thought, which was a little more than disturbing. I was ordering a maid to clean the house for fuck’s sake, not a hooker dressed like a maid coming over to wax my cock. 

“Tall? Short? Race?”

“Five-four, Caucasian, big brown eyes.” I felt a little light headed. Stop it. Shit.

It had been too long. Way too long. 

“Right. Now, is there anything else that I can help you with, Mr. Carter?”

“Not that I can think of,” I said. “Was that all you really needed to know?”

“Yes. That is all along with your credit card information for payments. We will charge you as soon as we find a maid that fits your description.”

He hung up after wishing me goodbye. I shook off the strange conversation as I locked up my office to go and meet up with Hannah to go through one of the rentals my parents had owned in a decent part of the city. The last tenants had destroyed the house from the inside-out from what Hannah had describe to me over the phone, although she was prone to exaggeration.  

Thirty minutes later, I parked outside the red brick town home to spot Hannah standing on the front porch with our go-to lawyer, Georgie Miller. Georgie, handled all of our parents’ financial portfolios. He had been our rock when our parents passed away in a car accident and in helping Hannah and I navigate the sudden amount of wealth and responsibility we found ourselves with. 

Hannah smiled at me as I approached despite the tension on her face. She hugged me lightly when I reached them both. 

“Hi, Sis,” I said, and shook Georgie’s hand. “Nice to see you, Georgie. It seems we have a problem here from what Hannah told me.”

“There is some stark damage to the house,” Georgie said. “The majority of it is inside.”

I scanned the dead flowerbeds on the porch and yellow patches of dead grass with a sigh. “I can see that they didn’t bother watering any of mom’s beloved flowers.” I looked over at Hannah who jammed a key into the front door. “Who were these tenants again? Why did we lose the ones that were in here for years after mom and dad died?”

“They were tired of renting,” Hannah said, and pushed the door open. The smell of rotten garbage hit me square in the face.  I wrinkled my nose as I stepped into the house. “What is that fucking smell? Did someone die in here too?”

“I just took the garbage out yesterday.” Hannah gasped and reached up to pinch the bridge of her nose. “I don’t trust leaving the windows open since we are going to take these punks to court over this shit. They’re likely to come back in retaliation.”

I pushed one of the living room windows open before turning to survey the damage with a wave of anger. The hardwood floors were smeared in a brown color I didn’t want to know about. Food was splattered all over the walls. Dirt and grime covered the porcelain. Spiders had also been running rampant in the house. I stomped on one as it darted across the floor in front of me. 

“Shit,” I sighed, and looked over at Hannah standing behind me. “They destroyed this place after you served them an eviction notice?”

“I had to,” she said. “They were four months behind on rent. They kept giving me excuses, but the neighbors were complaining about parties. They have no respect for anyone or anything from what I could tell.”
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