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Forbidden Extra Credit


Alex Thompson was the kind of guy who had college figured out—or at least, that's what everyone thought. At 22, he was in his senior year at Evergreen University, majoring in business with a minor in literature. He was tall, broad-shouldered from years of playing intramural soccer, with messy dark hair that always looked like he'd just rolled out of bed, and piercing blue eyes that made girls (and a few guys) do double-takes in the hallways. He aced his economics classes, dominated group projects in marketing, and even pulled off an A+ in advanced statistics, a course that had half the class dropping out by midterms. But there was one class that was kicking his ass: Introduction to Modern Literature, taught by the enigmatic Dr. Elena Voss.

It wasn't the material. Alex loved books—Hemingway, Fitzgerald, Woolf. He devoured them in his spare time, scribbling notes in the margins of dog-eared paperbacks. No, the problem was Dr. Voss herself. From the first day of the semester, when she strode into the lecture hall in a fitted black pencil skirt and a silk blouse that hugged her curves just right, Alex was done for. She was in her mid-30s, with long auburn hair that cascaded over her shoulders like a waterfall of fire, sharp green eyes that seemed to see right through you, and a voice that was equal parts velvet and authority. She moved with a confidence that made the room feel smaller, her lectures on passion and forbidden desires in classic novels hitting a little too close to home for Alex.

He'd sit in the back row, trying to focus on her analysis of The Great Gatsby, but his mind would wander. What would it be like to run his fingers through that hair? To hear her whisper those literary quotes in his ear, not as a professor, but as a lover? The fantasies distracted him during exams, turning his usually sharp essays into rambling messes. His midterm grade came back a C-, a glaring stain on his otherwise perfect transcript. In every other class, he was golden—professors praised his insights, classmates begged him for study tips. But in Dr. Voss's class, he was a lovesick fool, barely scraping by.

As the semester wore on, Alex knew he had to do something. Graduation was looming, and a failing grade could torpedo his GPA, his scholarships, everything. He wasn't the type to beg, but desperation breeds boldness. One crisp autumn afternoon, after a particularly riveting lecture on erotic undertones in Victorian literature, Alex lingered as the other students filed out. His heart pounded like a drum in his chest. Dr. Voss was packing her notes at the front, her back to him, the curve of her hips accentuated by the way she leaned over the desk.

"Dr. Voss?" His voice came out steadier than he felt.

She turned, those green eyes locking onto his. A small smile played on her lips. "Mr. Thompson. What can I do



































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Sorbidden
EXTRA CREDIT

When desire rewrites the syllabus...

«é “,
ROMAN HART

A STEAMY PROFESSOR-STUDENT ROMANCE





