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      Forbidden Professor is part of the ever-growing Forbidden series. The Forbidden series is a steamy taboo series filled with fun, high heat and swoony happily-ever-afters. All books are standalone and feature hot-as-hell heroes and smart, quirky, relatable heroines who go after what they want.

      

      Hope you enjoy it!

      

      XOXO,

      

      Carmen

      

      Never miss a release or sale! Subscribe NOW to Carmen’s non-spammy mailing list to get sneak peeks, join exclusive giveaways and more.
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      Grayson is shocked when he finds an intimate video on a random student’s cell phone. That recording can crush his career and eliminate any chance of him becoming the next dean—a dream his family fought against from the start. To avoid a scandal, he follows the student to get more information about the person who hacked the computer. Cornered, she says she’ll help him find the culprit on one condition—he must kiss her.

      Perpetual good girl Frankie has always crushed on her hot professor, Grayson Braddock. But she knows he would never give a student a shot. When the opportunity presents itself, she decides to be bold for once in her life, because she knows this is her only chance to act on her feelings. But her innocent demand for a kiss quickly shifts into a scorching hot affair, and she has to choose between going back to her safe life or walking on the wild side with Grayson permanently.
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      “Have you heard?” Virginia asked, leaning closer as they walked down the packed hallway of the liberal arts building of Claremont University.

      Frankie Mancuso shook her head. Her best friend, Virginia, always had some gossip from the last party they attended—who was screwing who and all that. Frankie lived vicariously through Virginia’s wild stories and rumors. If only she had the guts to make her own fantasies come true. She sighed. The man she’d been crushing on for the last year would never look at her once, let alone twice. “Tell me,” Frankie said.

      Virginia glanced around as if to make sure no one saw them and fished out her cell phone from the pocket of her skinny jeans. “Don’t tell anyone. I don’t want to get them in trouble.”

      Frankie came to a halt near the wall. “What is it?”

      “Look.” Virginia pulled up a recording and pressed play.

      The video started, and a woman wearing a Venetian style black mask stroked a cock. Not just any cock—it was the supersized version of a dick, with an impressive girth and length. Warmth flooded Frankie’s cheeks and she peered around her, but thankfully, students were too busy getting to classes.

      She held the phone with both hands and brought it closer to her face, mesmerized.

      The woman lapped her tongue at the cock and then moaned. The man must have been holding the camera. And what a man… He said a string of dirty words, then pulled her hair, filling her mouth with his cock.

      Another wave of heat surged through Frankie. God, who were these people?

      Frankie parted her lips, moisture evaporating from her throat. Now the woman reached to his smooth balls, squeezing them and earning a growl from the man.

      “Enough,” Virginia said, grabbing her phone back from Frankie. “I don’t want your glasses to fog. Look at you, dirty girl. Overheated.” She chuckled.

      Frankie hesitated. She wanted to deny, but damn, that was a hot video. “How did you get this?” she asked, a trace of apprehension in her voice. She doubted whoever made that video gave Virginia their consent to show it around.

      Virginia flashed a look filled with mischief. “The right question is, ‘who’s this hot guy?’”

      Frankie leaned in. Fine, she would bite. “To which the answer is?”

      Virginia came closer and whispered in her ear, “Professor Braddock.”

      Frankie’s eyes widened. Ever since he’d transferred to Claremont a year prior, Professor Braddock had caused a stir. Though he’d never seemed to flirt back to all the female students who threw glances and innuendos his way. His demeanor was cool, cocky, and even a bit distant.

      But in her fantasies, he was nothing but distant. He was seductive, sweaty, and in charge. “Are you sure? Who is she?” Who is this lucky woman? Frankie asked inwardly. She’d never given a man a blow job before, but after seeing this, she was tempted. Especially to Professor Braddock. If only he would receive it from her…

      Virginia tossed her hair to the side, all witty attitude and stuff. “Apparently, he went out with someone from the faculty. She had this video, and when one student hacked into her account to change his grade, he saw this.”

      The layers of what her friend told her barely registered in her mind. Student hacking. Sex video. The fresh image of Professor Braddock’s cock unfurled once again. Could that really be him? A part of her wished that it wasn’t. That Professor Braddock had a horrible-looking cock, not something that could win medals at Dick Olympics. Discovering he wasn’t all she built him up to be would make her life so much easier. Disappointments were easier to overcome than perfection. “But the man in that video can be anyone.”

      “Yes, but there were emails exchanged between the two of them. That’s how he knows.”

      Frankie clapped her hand to her mouth. “Will they get in trouble?”

      Virginia shrugged. “No. You can’t see their faces well, and this is on the down-low anyway. I’m sure whoever hacked it talked to her and got his grade changed in exchange for his silence.”

      Frankie frowned. Virginia certainly skipped on the ethics class. “Silence is a loose term. If you know, then everyone must know.”

      “No one will rat them out. I mean, we can’t prove anything anyway. She’ll be fine, and so will Professor Braddock. Or should I say, Bradcock?”

      A chuckle floated up her throat. “You’re bad, Virginia.”

      “You can be bad too, Frankie. You just need to let go more.”

      Frankie fixed her glasses. She wished she could be as carefree as Virginia. From an early age, her parents had instilled in her the many benefits of being virtuous and conservative. And while she told herself she was nothing like them, she also wasn’t that different from them.

      She thought differently, of course, but didn’t act on those yearnings.

      Now, at twenty-one, on her second year studying for her English major, she kept asking herself how much fun she’d missed. Her friends and roommates went out and had sex all the time.

      The last time Frankie had sex had also been the only time—three years prior, during her prom party. She’d dated Craig for a year and decided to lose her virginity that day. The experience had been functional at best, and disappointing at worst. After that night, their relationship fizzled and they broke up.

      And now, for the first time, she felt like taking a risk and putting herself out there again. Not with a guy like Craig, of course, but maybe the poor man’s version of Grayson Braddock.

      The real Braddock, a sexy beefcake in his forties with a tall, fit body and shoulders broader than the state of Texas, would never look at a girl like her. She could pass for pretty but wasn’t the kind of sophisticated woman he’d go for. Besides, she was his student.

      Not that she had that much hope, anyway. Though she could settle for the next best thing. “Hey, Virginia, can you text me that video?”
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      Grayson Braddock glanced around his global cultures class, all students focusing on their quiz. He surged from his chair and walked around the stadium style seating, all seats occupied. His students knew not to miss his classes.

      He gave no handouts. Ever.

      He’d transferred to Claremont to be the head of the World History and Anthropology Department and enjoyed every minute of it. His family considered him a bit crazy after he’d chosen teaching instead of following in his father and grandfather’s footsteps and becoming a part of the family business in technology and robotics.

      He’d also seen what the family business had turned both men into and refused to follow the same path. Not like the one he was in was much better. He sighed. He hadn’t been the same since his wife’s death. Rose died to save him, and that memory would haunt him until his last breath. It should have been him.

      A student coughed, yanking him from his thoughts.

      He kept striding, his gaze darting around, making sure they all did what they were supposed to. His foot bumped into something soft, and he glanced down to see a purse sitting on the carpeted step. He took it in his hand, and he was about to give it to the female student sitting next to it when an item on the outside pocket grabbed his attention. A cell phone.

      “Mr. Braddock, I’m sorry. I forgot to put it in the bin,” she said, nervousness lacing her voice.

      Francesca Mancuso. Medium height, she wore black-rimmed glasses, the kind that made women have this catlike look. Her brown hair was usually in a ponytail or up, a few strands falling around her pretty face. She would stick them behind her ear, like she was doing now.

      He reached for the phone and slid it in his pocket, then handed her the bag. “You can see me in my office at five.”

      “O-okay,” she said.

      He turned around, and he could feel the looks behind him, a few students exchanging glances. He had a strict rule that his students leave their phones inside the bin located by the entrance. Not enforcing it, especially during a quiz, would be wrong. Soon, people would peg him for a softie.

      He couldn’t lose his edge. He was on track for becoming the dean in a few months. Nothing was official, but emails had been exchanged. Hints here and there. The current dean would retire, and the department would start receiving applications soon.

      Not only was Grayson’s record phenomenal, but he also appeared as a commentator on national TV news programs. His social media following had exploded after he’d posted some videos commenting on a recent crisis in the Middle East. He’d be a true asset to Claremont and in a position that would allow him to do even more.

      He returned to his desk and sat on his chair. He grabbed a pen to sign some papers he’d printed earlier. The ink bled into his palm, the black liquid streaming over his flesh. With his other hand, he made a hand signal to his assistant, who nodded and came closer. “Keep an eye on the class, I need to wash my hands.”

      He dashed to the men’s bathroom and quickly turned on the tap.

      When he reached for the paper towel, he noticed an extra weight in his pocket—Ms. Mancuso’s phone.

      He took it out, turned his head to make sure no one else was in the bathroom. Did she cheat during her quiz? Was this a coincidence, or did she have answers in her photo albums? It’d happened before. Kids these days became lazier when it came to real studies but were extremely eager to find an easy way out.

      In fact, in the past two months, he’d caught three students trying to cheat by using their cell phones.

      He held her phone, and a part of him rejoiced at the lack of passcode or facial recognition requirement. Was Ms. Mancuso bold to cheat or naïve for not securing her phone? I’m about to find out.

      He swiped to the photo album, looking for evidence that she’d cheated. But the first thing that came into his tunnel vision was a video.

      His gut clenched, and a chilly sensation pumped into his bloodstream. He recognized that video too well.

      A few weeks prior, he’d dated Emma, an art history teacher from his department. Didn’t work out, but when they had sex a couple of times, he’d filmed her. With her consent, of course. How did the video end up in his student’s phone? Who else knew about it?

      This question rang in his ear after the class ended and during the next couple of classes.

      Frankie was no longer in the room, but he could see her face. Was she more threatening than he gave her credit for? What if she planned on blackmailing him? Either way, he needed to know.

      When five o’clock came, he was in his office.

      Too restless to sit, he paced around, sure he’d make a hole in the Persian rug he’d inherited from his grandfather. Most people didn’t think much of it, as the brown and beige patterns blended with the set of dark brown leather chairs and the oak wooden table.

      When someone knocked on his door, he mentally counted until five, then allowed himself to open to the door. His assistant, a student named Jeff who helped him part time, had already left for the day.

      “Ms. Mancuso.”

      “Professor Braddock,” she said, walking in, looking down like she’d been told she was in trouble.

      He gestured for her to sit, then closed the door behind them. She sat on one of the chairs in front of his desk. He walked around, then sat and faced her. “You know you’re supposed to leave your phone in the bin.”

      She cleared her throat, and when she stared at him, he stared back. Had he noticed the golden flecks around her hazel eyes before? Probably not. When it came to students, he kept them at arm’s length. He ignored the ones who flirted with him and certainly didn’t pursue the ones that did not. “I’m sorry. I forgot that it was in my purse. May I please have it back?”

      He rocked back in his chair, squaring his shoulders. He could pretend he hadn’t seen anything. Admitting he had could make him weaker. After all, he’d deleted the video. But a part of him knew someone had sent it to her. He needed to know who wanted to blackmail him and get a leg up.

      Losing the possibility of becoming the dean wasn’t an option. He’d worked hard for it, deserved it, and would love to see the look in his parents’ eyes after they’d laughed at his ambitions. You’re stuck in the past, his father would say. History is the past. Technology is the future. Maybe his father had been right, but there would be no future, no present, without the past. He knew his present and future would always carry a big part of his past—Rose.

      “First, I need you to tell me something. When I got your phone, I went through your recent photos to make sure you didn’t have any notes to cheat on the quiz.”

      A shade of pink spread on her cheeks, and she lifted her hand to her neck, her fingers hovering over the pulsing point. “What? That’s not appropriate. You can’t go through my personal property.”

      Why hadn’t she locked her phone? Did she want him to find it? His gut clenched. Maybe he was being played. Either way, he’d find out. “I can if you break a rule. You’ll be happy to know I didn’t find any evidence you cheated on the quiz.”

      She parted her lips, and his gaze dropped to her mouth. She had very kissable lips, plump and inviting. A surge of lust coursed through him. Wanting her was the wrong emotion at definitely the wrong time. “I have no words.”

      “I do. I found a very inappropriate video, and I want you to tell me where you got it.”

      She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, shuffling in her seat. Fidgety. “The videos in my phone shouldn’t be of your concern if they’re not related to class.”

      He cleared his throat. He could play dumb and talk around the subject that could land him in a world of trouble. But finding the video in her phone was too much of a coincidence to ignore. If she wanted something from him, or if she planned on blackmailing him, he needed to know it now. His shoulders tensed up, his body contracting as his pulse rocked in his veins. “They are if I’m in them.”

      “Are you?” She leaned closer, lifting an eyebrow.
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      Frankie chewed her bottom lip.

      A few weeks prior, she’d removed her passcode security feature. One night, she’d been so busy working a double shift at the coffee shop, she wanted quick access to her phone. Then she’d forgotten to turn the passcode back on. Boy, do I regret it.

      Did he admit to her he was the one in the video? With the massive cock and saying those dirty, dirty words to the lucky woman?

      Her pulse kicked up a notch. Tension settled in his office, charging the air around her like little particles from a short circuit.

      He smoothed his hand over his crisp long-sleeved shirt. Then he ran his fingers through his hair—short dark brown with enough silver strands blending in. “Who sent it to you? If someone is sending it to my students, trying to ruin my reputation, I need to know why.”

      She swallowed. I can’t tell him Virginia showed it to me. Her friend was already struggling in his class, and if she told him, maybe he’d target Virginia and flunk her or something. Who knew? Rumor said Professor Braddock came from a prominent family. He probably was used to getting things his way. “I’ll tell you what happened. A friend told me that someone she knew hacked into someone from the faculty’s computer to change a grade. And they looked up her email inbox and found that video, sent from you, and forwarded it to my friend,” she said, hoping in this case, that honesty was the best policy.

      “And your friend sent it to you. Why?”

      “She didn’t send it to me, she showed it to me,” she said, then added like it was no big deal, “In passing.”

      He looked at her. Intensity gleamed in his dark green eyes. Damn, was he hot. She’d admired his beauty before, but in a class full of people. Now, in the dimmed lighting of his office, without anyone else around, the air thick… Now, she could really see him. Her nipples tightened, an ache forming behind her breasts and stirring something warm and gooey inside her.

      “And how did it end up in your phone, Francesca?”

      Fuck. Because she wanted to watch it again later, alone? “She must have thought I wanted to see it again. I just watched a glimpse.”

      “I’m glad I could entertain you,” he said, and she detected the sarcasm in his voice.

      You have no idea, she added inwardly. Though his anger made sense. If she’d made an intimate video that ended up in the wrong hands, she’d be pissed too, and feel exposed. She wanted to tell him everything would be okay, but she couldn’t. She didn’t know how many other people Virginia had shown the video to. Could have been a few or dozens.

      Bile rose to her throat. When she’d seen it, she’d been entranced by the act and how it aroused her. She hadn’t considered what seeing it or passing it along could cause his career—and the female professor’s. “Can I please have my phone back?” She stretched out her hand. “I promise you this conversation never happened. I’ll delete the video and move on.”

      “I already deleted it.”

      Her shoulders sagged. “Oh.”

      A small smile curled at his lips. “You seem disappointed.”

      “I am. I’m disappointed that I was part of this…situation.” She surged to her feet, even if her knees felt wobbly. A rush of adrenaline raced through her. “I need to go.”

      He opened the drawer, grabbed her phone and gave it to her. When her fingers brushed on his, a short-circuit reaction shot up her arm. Zings of awareness raised bumps on her skin, and she licked her lips, feeling her throat dry again. The only part of her that shouldn’t be wet was.

      “Go, Ms. Mancuso.”

      

      “So nice to see you, honey,” Frankie’s mom, Linda, said as she walked in what had been her childhood home. Different sizes of crosses adorned the walls, and the rest of the décor continued the theme, with pictures of psalms on display and a huge bible near the bay window, on the top of a stand. Her parents’ home looked like a Hobby Lobby explosion. “Dad is working late. I hope you’re eating here?”

      “Sure, Mom.” Frankie sighed. She’d driven home after she left school because she needed to clear her head in the one place where she couldn’t think of anything else. Whenever her parents were around, conversations rotated around their expectations of her, whether she was dating someone, and when would she finally join their church to meet a good man. Preferably, a man who could commit to her and make babies in the future. Good, Christian babies. “How’s everything?” she asked, following her mom into the kitchen.

      Her mother slid on her apron and looked at the oven. Their kitchen had modern appliances and a nice granite countertop, despite the dozens of tchotchkes crowding the shelves and countertops. Linda Mancuso prided herself in her collection of porcelain corgis, even though she couldn’t have a dog because of her severe dander allergy. “It’s good. I’ve started attending a new workshop on marriage with your father at church.”

      “Attending? You should be the one presenting. Y’all have been married for thirty years.”

      Her mother chuckled. “Nothing wrong with tune-ups. Since we’re talking about relationships, how are the boys at school?”

      “They’re good, Mom.”

      “Met anyone interesting?” Her mother winked at her.

      Interesting? Oddly, Professor Braddock’s face unraveled in her mind. He was interesting, all right. She wasn’t one to fantasize about guys she couldn’t have, aside from celebrities. But ever since she’d seen that video, and afterward, talked to him in his office, she couldn’t stop thinking about him.

      He was a lot older than her—twenty years or so. Though he could pass for a fit thirty-two-year-old. His demeanor, though, gave away his age. His voice was deep, cultured. He walked like he had a place to get to and no time to waste. Unlike the boys her age, who feigned confidence to mask their unresolved insecurities, Braddock was all man.

      A thrill of excitement ran down her spine. “No one,” she said.

      Her mother opened the oven and took out a king ranch chicken casserole and set it on the counter. Then she removed her oven mitts and patted her daughter’s back. “Well, don’t get discouraged, honey. You’re young, and I’m sure there’s a good man out there for you.”

      Frankie forced a smile. Maybe there was a good man out there for her, but what if she longed for a bad one?
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      Grayson knocked on Emma’s office. He’d texted that he had to talk to her, and she’d sent him a time.

      Two days had gone by ever since he’d seen his intimate video in a student’s phone. He waited to see if he’d receive an email or message about it, maybe anonymously. A lot of these privileged kids didn’t have better things to do with their time and got high on feeling like they had control over people.

      He should know—he’d grown up with a lot of them. Hell, he’d been one of them, maybe still was. He swallowed. Rose wouldn’t agree. She’d always seen the best in him.

      “Come in,” said the female voice, and he twisted the door handle, entering her office.

      “Thanks for seeing me,” he said with an unnecessary formality. A few weeks ago, his dick had been in her mouth. And it would have happened a lot more had she not tried to rush things when he’d told her he wasn’t ready.

      Hell, one of the reasons he’d filmed her wearing a mask was he liked fantasizing about Rose. Ever since Rose’s death, two years prior, he hadn’t been able to sleep with a woman and not imagine Rose with him. Sick, he knew it, but he couldn’t help it.

      Emma tossed her blonde hair to the side and leaned back in her chair, curling her lips into a smile. An attractive woman in her thirties, she was also an accomplished professor and a valued member of the community. “What’s up? You don’t miss me, do you?” she asked, and he couldn’t tell from her tone if she was joking or a bit intrigued.

      He sat in front of her. “I came for a different reason.”

      “Fine, be that way.” She folded her arms over her chest, lifting her chin. “What is it?”

      “That video we made… Did you share it with anyone?”

      Emma narrowed her eyes, like she registered his outlandish question, then shook her head
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