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CHAPTER ONE

 


She rounded the corner, plowed into him, and
lost her grip on the plastic cup. A cascade of Milwaukee’s finest
christened a navy tee shirt tight enough to ripple with the muscles
it covered. The golden brew dripped down to the crotch of
comfortably faded jeans while large hands gripped her
shoulders.

She straightened the crinkled napkin she’d
clutched in her left hand and mumbled apologies while she swabbed
the paper over the navy blue waves. A low rumble uncoiled from the
chest she patted. It startled her into following his backward lurch
onto the brick casement. His seated position put her at face level,
so she stood between his legs when her mouth fell open. This was
either the other side of the looking glass or a bizarre new faculty
test to figure out how far they had to go to destroy the sanity of
the One L’s.

“Since Jerry Falwell’s ghost just poured me
a beer it only makes sense that I’d christen McDreamy with it,
doesn’t it?” She snarled the question as her patting hand ventured
to the lower region of his chest. It rumbled again, startling her
into meeting navy eyes as they went black.

“You do know the dean of the law school is
manning the tap, right?”

“I thought the good Reverend would be
haunting his law school in Virginia, but if you say so.”

He reached into the pouch of the computer
case perched beside him, withdrew a handkerchief embroidered with a
G and handed it to her. “You doused my pants too.”

The pull of those lapis lazuli eyes
sparkling with gold flashes so mesmerized her that she took the
cloth and lowered it within an inch of the lap that grew as her
hand approached. What was she doing? This guy could be a serial
killer stalking the first year’s, intent on saving one from joining
the dark side. He could be a mind-melding rapist, fully aware that
her whore button started vibrating when her mouth fell open. She
had to get out of here and dive into the mountain of reading she
had one day to accomplish.

He must have read her return to sanity in
the clarity returning to her emerald eyes because she hadn’t yet
moved when he shook his head no and folded her closer. It felt like
running to the ocean on her first day home. He must have felt it
too because his chest puffed with his breaths and his eyes widened
in shock.

He said, “Damn, this is so not smart.”

She nodded. “I should go. I have some work
to….”

He shook his head no again, slower this
time. “It’s too late for that.” He scooted forward and pulled her
face to his. “Don’t close your lips, baby. We greet never with open
mouths, like this.” His lips surrounded hers, wide and hungry. He
nibbled her quivering lower lip. She gasped and his tongue surged
inside. His palms curved around the back of her neck to tilt her
head slightly so that he could plant himself more fully, and he
did. It wasn’t a kiss so much as a feast – a buffet of sensation -
and oddly, a homecoming with a total stranger she’d known
forever.

Sometime during the embrace he rose and
pushed her towards the street. By the time he lifted his mouth they
stood beside a black navigator parked in a loading zone between the
law school and the engineering building. He shrugged. “I stopped by
to pick up my laptop.” He reached for his keys and unlocked the
door. “The thing is an appendage. I’ve never left it behind
before.” He grimaced and fiddled with his keys for a minute before
he added, “If I didn’t know better I’d think it was
Iyudalisdanedi. But I do know better, which is all that
matters.”

“Lyu…. what’s that?” She asked.

“Fate or crap, which is the same thing. We
walk the path we choose.” He wished the itchy suspicion in his gut
would ease off. No longer was he the gullible idiot he’d been the
last time he felt like a chick pecking its way out of an egg, but
the flutters in his chest felt the same. He took a deep breath and
held out his hand for her to shake. “Given how well I’m about to
know you, introducing ourselves seems like a smart thing to do. I’m
Grey.”

A long pause drew out the moment before she
extended her slightly unsteady hand in return. “I couldn’t have
picked a sexier guy to spill my suds on if I’d tried. I’m
Shea.”

The sparklers in his eyes sputtered the
second she uttered her name. His face sharpened and the sensuality
in his grin changed to accusation. His grip on her fingers
tightened until it hurt. And then he stepped closer to twist her
hand behind her back as he bared his teeth in a snarl. “This is a
set up. You’re a damned plant. I’d say I was flattered that my
family cared enough to try but I’d be lying. The truth is, I’m
flabbergasted that those backwoods drumbeaters gathered the wit and
the gumption to put this together. You can tell them you had me so
hot for your pussy that it nearly worked. Maybe you’ll get paid
even if you didn’t reel me in.”

The pain of his grip made her eyes water but
it was nothing compared to the fury that charged her when she felt
the erection still pressing against her despite his ugly words.
Being called a scheming whore shoved her way past the slight
tolerance she might have otherwise felt for someone who shared her
aversion to family manipulation. She recalled a self-defense lesson
from a sorority sister in college who had a black belt. She took a
second to force herself before she suddenly arched her crotch to
cradle his erection, feeling it swell when she swiveled against
him. He thrust his head back, closed his eyes and groaned before he
stepped back a pace.

She wore the malevolent grin of the
conqueror when her knee slammed into his crotch. He released her to
double over, panting against the searing agony in his refusal to
throw up all over her little black sandals. He still huddled into
himself when he managed to open his eyes without crying. She backed
up three paces and clutched her purse like a shield.

“I’m a plant all right,” she said, “a
cactus. The thorns are a bitch, aren’t they?”

As she turned to run those damned
cracking-through-the-shell sensations jolted him upright with the
unwise intention to pursue her. He managed two steps before he
doubled over again. He watched every step she took until she
disappeared around the corner.

******

It was tough to say who felt the most
surprised when they encountered each other face to face two days
later, even if only one of them looked shocked. Grey had practiced
wearing his mask of imperturbability until the fiction became
reality. The only time it slipped was when he wasn’t alone in bed.
He was nowhere near a bed when he caught sight of her again. So he
ended up teaching a roomful of fidgety first year law students who
had no idea that Professor Griffin never conducted class sitting
down.

He’d been standing when they entered,
leaning against the lectern reviewing his notes. The early arrivers
trickling in brought a small smile as they tromped upstairs to the
coveted back row spots. That would soon change. It wouldn’t take
them long to figure out that he frequently picked on the back row
first to recite one of the cases they’d allegedly read the night
before. He crossed out a word on his notes and poised his pen to
replace it. He hadn’t intended the new word to be damn but that’s
what he wrote when the air in the room changed.

Her mouth dropped and she stopped cold when
she spotted her Con Law professor. She mouthed the word shit just
as he looked up from his legal pad. His mouth didn’t fall open only
because he started biting it when the electrical current sizzling
through the room stirred the hair on the back of his neck. When she
halted the tall blond fellow behind her crashed into her. The
brawny youth showed excellent reflexes by grabbing her arms far too
close to the girl’s breasts to suit the man who held his fate, not
to mention his dignity and his GPA, for the next year. The squinty
unblinking navy focus surely alerted the lad that he had a problem
even before the growl reached his ears. Young, blond and studly
lacked the foggiest idea why the professor gave a damn but he was a
first year, too low on the feeding chain to raise a protest, even
had that idea occurred to him.

Grey gripped the stand to prevent himself
from ripping off the lad’s fingers and feeding them to him. The
heritage he’d disavowed rose up within him and he recognized the
shift, saw the new path even if he couldn’t take it. He was already
committed to a life, a fate and a future, none of which could
include this girl, even if she wasn’t his student. Griffin’s Law -
he never, ever, got involved with a student. Still, he didn’t trust
himself enough to release his kamikaze grip on the lectern until
the boy finally, finally, gulped and got his hands off of her.

Comprehension returned as she felt the chair
under her, looked around, and saw that she sat in the aisle seat of
the first row. She had no recollection of getting there. How could
the man she’d damn near gelded be one of her professors? Why would
a professor be dallying with a student anyway? Worse, the man kept
flitting through her head every waking second, including the ones
she should have spent studying. At least she could control her
waking thoughts. The things he did to her in her dreams turned her
face pink just as their eyes collided again.

He couldn’t keep his eyes away from her even
before she blushed. Great green toad frog, he was no shaman but he
could read her thoughts, her dreams, as clear as any vision ever
conjured. Worse, they brought his own forbidden nighttime fantasies
back to his head, to his loins, to his…no, not there. Never there.
Such dreams had no place in his world, let alone in his classroom.
She shifted in her seat and her nipples went hard beneath her silky
white shirt. He felt her heat stretch his sex as his mouth went dry
from an urge to suckle those peaks. His tongue darted out to
moisten his dry lips and her delicate pink tongue flicked out to
lap hers. This time his mouth opened on a pant. Now he shifted in
his seat.

What was she doing in his classroom?

If he didn’t get his eyes off of her this
second he would break Griffin’s Law in front of a room full of
student witnesses. He had to put his attention somewhere else-
anywhere else. His eyes narrowed as he spotted the enrollment
roster under his legal pad. He pulled it out and scanned it until
he reached the name Shea Ramsey. Shit, maybe she wasn’t a plant.
But if she wasn’t a plant then that would mean, could mean, might
mean, couldn’t mean……..

To halt his roiling thoughts, he started
talking. It wasn’t until he spotted the pamphlet in his own hand
that he realized he read from some portion of the student handbook.
Why? He had no earthly idea. He got a new one every year and threw
it away. He hadn’t known he owned a copy that hadn’t been trashed.
He tossed it on his desk and started over but gave up altogether
about ten minutes later. If someone handed him a pop quiz on what
he’d just said he would have failed. He couldn’t recall a single
solitary word, although a glance at his watch told him that he’d
been running his mouth for about a half-hour. For a professor
aiming for tenure, blanking out in the middle of a lecture was
pretty damned scary. Still, gut clench for gut clench, it couldn’t
compete with the sheer terror he felt when he realized that had
someone handed him a pop quiz on every move, expression or gesture
of the girl at the end of the first row he’d have aced it.

What was it with his oddball fascination
with this female? Perhaps it was that she said no. He hadn’t heard
that word from a woman since college. No, it had to be more than
that. Was it that she kicked him and now he wanted her to kiss it
and make it better? Yeah, that scenario had swollen his dick more
than a few times over the last couple of days. Seeing her lick her
tongue hadn’t soothed that fantasy.

He didn’t want to believe he was that
egotistical but she was the one who got away. Hell, she’d unmanned
him and then walked away. If he faced her and heard her voice here
and now it would be ended, over. He would face her and hear her and
know he’d built up a fantasy that existed only in his mind. So he
grabbed the enrollment sheet.

“I think that’s enough material for the
first day, ladies and gentlemen. But be warned, the grilling will
commence tomorrow when you will be responsible for the pages you
read today from your textbook along with pages 30 through 55. For
the rest of the class period, I’d like to spend a little time
getting to know some of you better.” He expected the chuckles, the
quick feminine smiles and batting eyelashes, which he got from most
of the straight women in the room, save the one this whole exercise
was aimed at.

He quirked a half smile, and tilted his head
as he added, “Not that much better.” Then some heretofore unknown
demon added with a wink right at the unsmiling lady in the front
row, “But you should never say never.” The laughter grew as he
threw out his hands. “Wait. I did say never, didn’t I? Guess you
all know about Griffin’s Law.” Most of the heads nodded. Hers
didn’t. Her eyes narrowed like she viewed him through the scope of
a gun. At her continuing hostility, his voice went soft. “Popular
wisdom says that every law is bound to get broken.”

He picked up the enrollment sheet to find a
name, feeling like a middle school kid passing notes. Okay, the
rest of the class wouldn’t know how obvious he was being he called
on her first. But she’d know and he refused to act like a lovelorn
puppy begging to be petted. Wait, bad image.

He studied the list as Shea stiffened her
spine, knowing this exercise to be a mind game, pure and simple.
He’d been playing them since she walked in the room. Not for a
second did she believe that her appearance had rattled him so badly
that he spent half the class reading the University’s dress code
policy. Her older brother, Gregg, warned her about Professor
Griffin. “Adore the mind but never the man, sis. He’s buff and
brilliant. Women chase him and he picks and chooses a fair number
of them but he never gets involved with law students.”

Did he plan to draw her back into his
sensual web so she’d be turned on and tormented when he rejected
her? He’d been genuinely aroused when she took him out by playing
on the one vulnerability men resented most. He’d hissed at her,
flinging accusations that she only understood today. But through
all of it, he’d stayed aroused. Had she not gotten scared off,
never might have come a couple of nights ago. It wouldn’t have
counted because neither of them would have known the law applied.
Regardless, this man defined the word player and whether he broke
his rule about playmates or not, she would never mean anything to
him. He could forget his games because she wouldn’t wear a bunny
tail for any man. She’d not fall for his sensual spells again, damn
it. If she told herself that often enough, maybe she could convince
herself that she wasn’t already wiggling in his web.

He started generically, asking harmless
questions of the first few students about what they liked and
disliked about lawyers or law school. When one student mentioned he
expected the workload to play hell with his dating life, Grey honed
in. He asked follow up questions about what Mr. Josephs liked and
disliked in those women he was seeing. While the fellow droned on,
Grey took off his sports coat and slung it over his arm before he
rose from the desk and walked towards the first row.

When Josephs paused for breath, Grey jumped
in. “Now perhaps we should get a female perspective.” He strolled
to the front of the room, appearing aimless as he arrived beside
Shea, leaning over the long table with his weight balanced on his
arms. “Sh…..Miss Ramsey, how about giving us the female point of
view.”

She chose to blame first day nerves for her
difficulty in breathing. “I’m attracted to men who are honest,
honorable and able to keep their sense of humor in difficult
situations. I detest men who use temper and physical intimidation
against women as tactics in winning an argument.”

He took the blow to his ego stoically,
absorbing it while trying to recall the last time a female called
him to task for anything. He couldn’t help leaning fractionally
closer, nor could he prevent his eyes widening when she began
unbuttoning her jacket. He nearly stepped behind her to help remove
the garment, taking a step in her direction before he halted. The
professor couldn’t render that courtesy to a student and if he laid
aside the coat slung over his arm every person in the room would
see that his feelings for this student were already far too
warm.

“The men I despise most are those that hurt
women,” Shea said, holding up her right arm to display the bruises
on her wrist and upper arm.

She moved to lower her arm but found her
hand caught. He squeezed her fingers, whispering her name as the
bell rang to end the period. She didn’t look at him while she tried
to jerk her hand away, but when she met resistance her eyes flew to
his face. He squatted in the aisle, holding her hand, and looking
worse than when she’d kneed him in his privates.

“Did I……,” he whispered.

“Excuse me, professor,” requested a young
woman behind him, and he looked up to see that he was blocking the
class exodus, which forced him to release the arm he held.

The second she regained her freedom, Shea
shrugged into her jacket and grabbed her book bag. She stood to
leave and found herself face to face with him. He hadn’t left when
he cleared the aisle after all, had only stepped into her row of
seats to allow traffic to pass. She faced him, not wanting to do
the cowardly thing and retreat by travelling the full length of the
now unoccupied row of seats. The turbulence in his eyes filled his
face, the only spot of color after his olive skin paled. He stood
still, very, very still.

“I didn’t mean to…,” he began, halting when
he heard Doug Farnsby at the door calling for him. Shit. He’d
agreed to substitute for Doug this morning in the rather unusual
terrain of torts. He closed his eyes in dread. Based on his
sterling performance teaching material he knew cold, torts would be
a bitch. Maybe he should bring that handbook.

At the opportunity afforded by his closed
eyes Shea gave into her cowardice and fled the row the way her
classmates had - traveling to the other end. She was halfway down
before he opened his eyes again.

“She……Miss Ramsey,” he called, tripping over
his words, finding the formality incredibly hard to tolerate
despite the presence of the colleague in the doorway making it
mandatory.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t pause. Actually,
she sped up, and he took three quick steps after her before he
darted a quick look at Doug whose curious expression questioned
such rudeness from a student, especially on the first day of
class.

“Grey, I’d like a word before we get to
class,” Doug called, staring at the clock pointedly.

He held up a finger and raised his voice,
inserting the note of command that for the first time in years he
had to force. “Miss Ramsey.”

She halted at the doorway but didn’t turn to
face him. “Yes, sir?”

The courtesy went down like hot soup on a
Carolina August afternoon. “Don’t…,” he snapped and then halted to
try again. “My office is Room 335 in the faculty wing. Be there at
1:30 this afternoon so we can complete this conversation.”

She still didn’t look at him. She nodded and
darted away, grateful this was a free period. She made quick time
down the quiet hallway to the Ladies’ room, where she ran into a
stall, latched the door with shaking hands, leaned against the wall
and damned the quiet tears streaking down her face.

******

“Trouble already?” Doug asked as they walked
towards his classroom.

“Oh yes,” Grey replied, already questioning
why he insisted she come to his office. The last thing he needed
was a second alone with the delectable young woman who could
destroy much more than his career. But wait, they wouldn’t be
alone. His law clerk would be there checking citations on the legal
manuscript Grey finally finished over the summer. The most privacy
he would have would be a whispered word in the tiny outer chamber.
He couldn’t lay a hand on her in such close confines with his clerk
just feet away.

******

Her last class for the day ended at 1:15 in
the afternoon. She was due in Griffin’s office in fifteen minutes.
Pacing outside the front door, she held her car keys in one hand
while she weighed her options. A professor had commanded her
presence, so she really didn’t have a choice, did she? The phrase
echoed in her head, and suddenly she heard it said in the faintly
Gullah tones of the late Betty Brantley.

About eight months ago, Betty hobbled into
the battered woman’s shelter where Shea volunteered. Betty bore a
black eye, two broken ribs, a list of bruises too long to
catalogue, and an absolutely irrational belief that Jim really
loved her. Over the three months she was there, Shea spent a lot of
time talking while Betty wove sweet grass baskets. Betty’s niece
would pick up the completed baskets, bowls, or “slave lunch boxes”
and drive them back to Charleston to sell in the family’s stall
along the Sweetgrass Basket Maker Highway. One week the niece
slipped in a note from Jim along with the weekly delivery of sweet
grass.

The note was full of apologies and promises.
The paper was dotted with wet spots, which the other woman took to
be tears and Shea considered a nice touch. Sure enough, Betty
decided to go back to Jim – again. Despite every argument Shea
could summon, the woman remained adamant. When the niece arrived to
pick up her Aunt, Shea made one last effort to convince the woman
not to go back. Betty’s response? “We share a house, a life and
dreams. Besides, I purely love the stuffin’ out of that man so I
really don’t have a choice, now do I?”

Three weeks later, Jim beat Betty for the
last time and ended all her choices.

Despite what she had deliberately suggested,
Shea didn’t consider Grey physically abusive. She suspected that
any emotional trauma women suffered from him followed a torrent of
pleasure and resulted from the goodbye kiss bound to come sooner
rather than later. Why did he want her to come today? Likely to
apologize and assure her that it would “never” happen again because
she was a “never” to him. She didn’t need to hear the spiel to know
that it had to be true for many reasons. She couldn’t even think of
the man by his last name and he was her professor. The first year
of law school would be challenging enough without signing up for a
boatload of entirely avoidable grief.

She called the law school on her cell and
asked for his voice mail. “Professor Griffin, this is Shea Ramsey.
I will not be coming to the meeting this afternoon. I consider the
entire episode concluded and understand that there will never be an
occasion for it to be repeated.” The message was perfectly
respectful. If she happened to lift her middle finger at the phone
during his voice mail greeting he’d never know. If she happened to
add a word that rhymed with “sass” after she ended the call, well,
he’d never know that either.

******

He checked his watch every ten minutes; a
fact that boded poorly for his career, his future and his life,
which were all perfectly ordered and perfectly planned. It boded
poorly even if every time he lifted his wrist he put it back down
with a promise that he would apologize and nothing more. A second
year female student showed up at his office thanks to his famous
open door policy. He tried to be available to help whenever
students needed him, but this one showed up ten minutes before Shea
was due. He wasn’t actually rude but his brusqueness bordered on it
as he got her out just in time.

Aware that his clerk observed his
clock-watching in amused amazement, Grey stood at the window,
straightening his tie before he turned abruptly to the small mirror
over a table and pulled out a comb. “Shut up, Steve.”

“I didn’t say a word, sir.”

“You’re grinning very loudly.”

He watched the clock tick the seconds away.
When fifteen minutes passed, Steve ventured a suggestion. “Perhaps
your appointment got delayed. Have you checked your voice
mail?”

He snatched the phone from the cradle. His
lips stretched to a straight line as he played the message three
times. She wasn’t coming. He wouldn’t have the chance to apologize
and let her down gently in person. In fact, he didn’t have to worry
about ending whatever they hadn’t actually started because her
message took care of that. Best of all, he didn’t have to see her
to say goodbye so there would be no test of his willpower. He
should be dancing on his desk.

“Fuck!” He swiped a precariously balanced
stack of Southeastern Reporters to the floor. He strode to his
window clenching and unclenching the hands tucked in his pants
pockets. He would have told her never but instead, she said it
first. Never? He would never kiss her again? He would never see her
clothed in nothing more than moonlight and the lust in his eyes? If
kissing her felt magical, what would sex with her feel like? He
could never find out.

“No. NO. NO!”

She hadn’t left his head since he laid eyes
on her. He would have found her eventually if he’d had to tear the
world apart to do it. Now he should see her three times a week,
never touch her and still hold onto his sanity? Not bloody likely.
He’d been erect or semi-erect since she kicked him and walked away.
Hell, he was hard before he healed, hard while he still hurt so
much he couldn’t stand up straight. He had to see her again to
convince his skeptical soul that his memory had played tricks on
him. He had to see her to convince himself that what passed between
them was lust and nothing more. Lust he could satisfy with other
women, safer women. If there was something more….well, there wasn’t
because nothing more existed. People dressed up desire in fancy
duds and called it love because they considered sex for the sake of
sex dirty. Give him real dirt instead of concocted nonsense any
day.

Damn it, he had to see her again so he could
get his life back.

 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


The second the front door of her apartment
closed behind her, Shea started shedding her suit, grateful she
only had to wear one for the first day. She’d have to set a
non-suit-wearing trend when she started practicing because no way
could she face twenty or thirty years confined in one of the darned
things. In deference to the heat she grabbed her oldest, frayed
pair of blue jean shorts and a cut off green tee shirt, foregoing
even the bra she hated but bounced without. She zipped the shorts
after a hefty tug and swore she would loose five pounds and defy
the 1L tradition that predicted she’d add a few instead.

She settled to watch her favorite soap with
a tall glass of sweat iced tea. The previews for the next one
enticed her but she turned the television to a classic rock music
station, gathered her stack of books and dove into the full night
of work awaiting her. She didn’t realize how long she had been
lying in one spot on the floor until the doorbell rang. She wasn’t
expecting anyone, but she rented the river front apartment from one
of her old college roommates who lived in the main house next door.
Sometimes Marie popped in unexpectedly.

Expecting her red headed friend, she flung
the door open while she stretched out the kinks in her back.
Instead of her perky chum, an enticing pest leaned against the
portal, glaring at it balefully. She glared back, resenting his
presence and the impact of his allure in his navy and gray shirt,
with sleeves rolled up to reveal the crop of hair on his forearm.
Her hands itched to fondle that crop, when they weren’t busy
pushing that lock of black hair away from his forehead. Worst of
all, he hadn’t shaved and looked like that again, albeit a
grumpy version.

Grey stood juggling cargo totally
inappropriate for his alleged purpose – unless he had a screw loose
somewhere. Wine and flowers shouldn’t accompany an exorcism.

“Is that supposed to be an apology?” She
asked, gesturing towards the offerings with one hand before
planting it on her hip. She held the door with the other hand,
gripping it like she might slam it in his face at any second.

He nodded yes before he shook his head no,
unable to summon enough blood flow to his lips or vocal chords to
respond verbally. As they swept repeatedly over her barely covered
form his eyes widened until his pupils nearly covered his face. He
swallowed reflexively and widened his stance a pace to accommodate
the area his blood flow engorged.

“Why don’t you leave them on the stoop,” she
suggested, pressing against the door to swing it closed. He stepped
forward and put his weight against it, shoving so hard that she
staggered backwards as he stepped into the room. He put his
inappropriate cargo on the small table beside the entry before he
turned to close the door. Into the sudden well of silence, the
deadbolt clicked like an alarm.

The alarm sounded internally, signaling her
heart to pound. When he turned to close the door her eyes traced
how his tight jeans hugged his firm ass. She was still looking in
that direction when he turned around so that she got an eyeful of
the load straining the snaps of those pants. Her unbound nipples
tightened in response before her sparkling emerald eyes flew to his
face to find he wasn’t meeting her gaze. His was focused lower.

“Why are you here?” She stammered, adding
unintentionally, “Why are you aroused?”

“Why are you?” He answered in a drawling
growl.

“I live here.”

“Smart ass.” He drug his eyes up to hers at
long last to find she wasn’t looking at his face either. Against
his better judgment and best intentions, his body responded to her
dark fascination so dramatically that the top snap of his pants
popped open. “Christ,” he said, whirling to the patio window to
look at the river and will himself calm.

He heard shuffling behind him but didn’t
dare look around. He opened the sliding glass door and leaned
against the railing as his eyes focused on the Saluda and his mind
ventured to more dangerous waters. “How old are you, Shea?”

“I turned 24 a couple of weeks ago, on
August 18th.”

“I’m 33,” he said, working to keep his gaze
on the frisky Saluda and his thoughts off the friskier portion of
his anatomy. “I’m your professor and I’m on track for tenure. Not
to mention the fact that I’m…,” he halted abruptly, his disclosures
crashing to a stop.

“What?” She asked.

He gripped the railing, closed his eyes and
opened his mouth to finish the sentence that he sensed would end
any possibility of any sort of encounter or relationship with her
outside the classroom. That was why he was here, right? To
apologize and end the thing that had never really started but he
couldn’t stop thinking about. “I’m here because you didn’t show up
for our appointment.” He grimaced at his evasion.

She walked out to the patio, perching a few
feet away from him at the corner of the railing. She squinted at
his back. His words didn’t complete the sentence. What had he
planned to say? Stop it, girl, she ordered herself. Just let him
say whatever he came to say. Then get him out of here. “No, I
didn’t, but I thought my message covered everything.”

“It didn’t,” he said, whirling. He stared
but said nothing further. He didn’t move towards her either so she
warily held her place in the corner, thinking she’d give anything
to be inside his head so she could read the thoughts circulating
behind that avid, speculative gaze.

Silent seconds ticked into silent minutes as
she remained in the corner examined meticulously by an intense
appraisal he’d never focused on a woman. If it surprised her, it
astonished him. What was it about this one female that lured him
so?

She wasn’t the most beautiful woman he’d
ever seen. He’d bedded and forgotten some of the most spectacular
women on the planet. She was tall but still a head shorter than his
6-foot height. She wasn’t stick skinny but neither was she plump.
His past women had been of the counting calories to death variety.
Now his palms itched with a need to measure her curves. Her hair
wasn’t blonde or brown. It was a golden concoction of both. It was
tawny, like her tanned complexion. Everything about her was tawny
and golden except her eyes, which were the exact shade of a
flawless emerald. Mischief, nerve, moxie and a sharp intellect
shone from those green eyes along with, God help him, desire and
wariness. She was a tawny cat who wanted to hop on his lap but
feared she’d be brushed off. He ached to pet her but knew he had to
brush her off at some point just like he knew it was smarter never
to pet her at all.

But nature intended cats to be petted and if
she didn’t curl up in his lap, she’d end up in someone else’s. The
unorthodox way he structured his life reflected his disdain for
petty emotions like jealousy. Still, the thought of another set of
hands petting her and absorbing her mischievous zest rattled him in
ways he refused to consider and set off alarm bells he couldn’t
ignore. He didn’t need a curious, inquisitive cat in his life any
more than he needed the trouble she would bring. He would apologize
courteously and walk away. She would never mention his lower salute
and he’d never remind her of her upper one.

The silence had stretched too long and his
visual survey prompted naughty fantasies that should be listed in
Webster’s as synonyms for trouble. Waiting this long for him to act
or react was uncharacteristic. Waiting a second longer was
unimaginable. So she donned her most obsequious smile and kept her
tone, unlike her thoughts, respectful. “Do missed appointments by
students always prompt personal visits, Profess…”

Her words were blocked by his hand and
halted by his whispered, “Don’t. Please, don’t.”

He leapt across the space when she got out
the first syllable and placed his left hand lightly over her mouth
before the whispered plea left his lips. The rather tender press of
his palm gave way to the slow brush of his fingers over her lips as
he traced them with closed eyes, like he wanted to memorize their
shape by touch. Involuntarily she opened her lips against the brush
of his fingers. His eyes held hers as he halted the teasing brush
and slipped a single finger into the moist cavern.

She didn’t respond to the intrusion,
awaiting his answer to the question she asked with her eyes and a
tilt of her head.

The gold flecks in his eyes glittered and he
opened his mouth to draw in a deep breath and then another. He
stepped close enough to surround her corner and spoke in a mumbling
rumble that mirrored the river’s flow. “We’re not in a damned
classroom. We’re here, alone together in your apartment where I
have absolutely no business being. I barged into your home, invaded
your space without invitation.” He stepped closer and the glitter
kindled to a flare. He bared his teeth and took the last step that
fetched him up against her. “I came to apologize and to tell you
how much I regretted that there couldn’t be more between us. One
look at you stole my good intentions. One look, damn you, and
this,” he swiveled his engorged phallus against her, “happened. You
do something to me, take something from me that I don’t have to
give.”

He paused, aware that his finger still
rested in her mouth and she hadn’t accepted it, hadn’t accepted
him. As much as he needed her rejection, he couldn’t tolerate it.
so he stroked the end of her tongue, his gentle touch at odds with
his words. “Suck it, baby,” he growled. “Don’t lie to me. Don’t lie
to yourself. You want this. You want it as much as I do.”

After a second’s pause with no response he
barked an obscenity and thrust his free hand under her shirt to cup
her breast, gentle still despite the expletive. His palm cupped the
weight of the full globe in massaging motions but never ventured
further. She arched towards his hand, trying to thrust her nipple
into his palm. He held her eyes and shook his head in refusal.
“Suck it and accept me and what passes between us that neither of
us can prevent anyway. Do it and I’ll change your ache into
pleasure.”

Her mouth drew in his index finger with
powerful suction he felt keenly in his tortured nether regions. He
reached up so she could grind her nipple into his palm. She moaned
and took his finger with a sudden fierce inhalation she accompanied
with strokes of her tongue. This time he moaned and withdrew his
finger to free a hand so he could pull her ass close enough to tuck
his rigid length in the crevice of her legs. Both of them felt the
hearty palpitation of his erection when his second snap gave way.
He felt the twitching alert that warned of an imminently premature
eruption that hadn’t occurred since his earliest teenaged petting
sessions. Under normal circumstances, he thought resentfully, he’d
never question his control but whatever this was, it wasn’t
normal.

He released her bottom and cupped her face
with both hands. His eyes filled her vision as his mouth lowered
towards hers, but he halted a breath away. “Say my name.”

It was her turn to pause and she did it
panting, reaching for reason. It seemed a small thing but it
wasn’t. If she gave in with his name she removed this encounter
from the structure that had to define their relationship. What
would replace it? How could he be one person to her within the law
school and another outside of it? She risked a career and what
would she get in exchange? Think, Shea, use your brain, girl. This
isn’t smart or safe and it promises nothing but heartache for you
and another notch for him.

She pulled back or rather, she tried to pull
back. The pressure of his fingers on her cheeks increased to hold
her in place and temper joined the snapping fire in her navy blue
field of vision. “What is this? What do you want from me?” She put
a hand on his chest for leverage, trying to push away only to feel
the grip of his fingers harden as stiff as the line of his
mouth.

His eyes narrowed, his nostrils flared and
he hissed. “Stop it.”

“Answer me,” she insisted.

The gush of fury spurting through his system
transformed craving to necessity, as impossible to walk away from
as to justify. The heady emotional cocktail prevented him from even
attempting the facile charm that allowed him to saunter unscathed
through nearly every romantic interlude of his life. She wanted
explanations and assurances and he had none to give save the only
truth he knew with absolute certainty. He surged forward, holding
her cheeks, following as she backed up. When the railing surrounded
her and she could go no further, he lowered his face.

She twisted to avoid his lips and shouted
the demand. “Answer me.”

Her scream didn’t undo him but the slow
welling of her emerald eyes did. “No, no, sweetheart,” he crooned,
changing the direction of his mouth to capture the falling tears
with his kisses and soft laps of his tongue. “Don’t cry, love,
please don’t.”

The word surprised both of them. “Grey,” she
whispered and as his frantic trail of kisses passed from her nose
to her mouth she said it again against his lips.

The hands framing her face swept her hair
away from her face as his kisses trailed from the corner of her
mouth to her ear. He licked his way around the shell before he soul
kissed her ear, curling the moist tip of his tongue to a point to
surge inside the shell before he paused to pant out disjointed
words. “No tears. Don’t work. Impervious to them. Except
yours.”

At the reminder of what he was to so many
women, she gathered the few fragments of opposition not already
crumbled into damp, musky bits. With the last of her resolve, she
shook her head no as she repeated the word. He jerked away from her
ear and a glazed look crept from his eyes, growing to an expression
that wasn’t a squint or a scowl but held traces of both. He tensed
against her before going limp everywhere but in his arms. Those he
flexed while he clenched the railing. He leaned over in slow
stages, wilting until his forehead lay buried against her
shoulder.

His whisper was the tortured lament of a
penitent in purgatory. “What is this? What do you want from
me?”

She went completely still before her
laughter erupted from deep within, swelling in volume to trail away
slowly as he raised his head. He looked like the little boy she saw
in the mall last week wandering from store to store slowly,
searching each face. When she reached up to put her hands on his
cheeks and hold his face he became the child who heard a faint echo
of a familiar female voice. “Wasn’t that my line?”

It was then that he became the lad who
finally spotted the face and ran towards the voice. Of course,
being a very grown up lad, he expressed his joy a little
differently. He took advantage of her raised arms to reach for the
hem of her shirt, jerking it over her head in a single motion.
“Grey!” She shouted, reaching for the garment with one hand while
the other folded over her breasts.

He dangled the emerald fabric between his
thumb and index finger while he smiled slightly, just enough to
wrinkle that crop of stubble. “I know what we want from each
other,” he said as he grabbed the hand reaching for the shirt and
raised it to his mouth for a kiss. The breeze stirred and his hold
on the shirt grew tenuous. Just as the wind lifted it away she
jumped up, extending the strategically placed arm high to reach for
it. The cloth drifted on the wind barely out of reach for a
tantalizing moment. She made a second, running leap that came to
the end when she reached the length of the outstretched hand that
held hers.

She turned her attention from the shirt
floating away on the wind to the man clutching her hand. He didn’t
try to pretend his focus was elsewhere. He’d gone far beyond
pretense. As his eyes adored her bouncing breasts he reached his
free hand to his shirtfront and ripped it open. In the same motion
he reeled her in. Before her arm could cover the globes he snagged
it, thrusting her against the heaving tanned chest sprinkled with
wiry black tufts. The contact was electrifying and she closed her
eyes as she reflected that it should be criminal for one man to be
this irresistible. Without thought and certainly without intent,
she began moving from side to side to scrape her nipples through
the tufts sprinkling the heaving chest.

He couldn’t have shut his eyes with glue.
Other than the breaths that really seemed optional at this point,
he didn’t move at all. His superior height allowed him to watch her
wallow while her motion communicated her arousal to him in some
fashion he’d never known before. It was like some psychic version
of foreplay. It also scared the hell out of a man experiencing
something he’d written off as fantasy. Shoving that and all thought
aside, he indulged in something he never allowed himself – pure,
uncalculated impulse. He tucked his nose into her caramel hair and
breathed deeply, surrounding himself with her musk-infused,
ginger-spiced aroma. He rooted around in her hair with his nose to
make room for his chin to nuzzle when it struck him that the
gesture was as old as Adam and Eve.

The gesture lied as surely as the words he
hadn’t said. Both pretended a possessive impulse, a false claim to
something neither of them could own. Her right hand shifting in his
reminded him that he still held her captive. He needed to be pushed
away, far away, back to the other side of the looking glass. So he
forced himself to stop rooting and sniffing and lifted his head,
slowly, each inch an effort. When his head was vertical again he
bit his lower lip and ordered himself to release her hands. After
three strict instructions he did.

When he released her hands she laid them
flat for leverage. But they covered his heart and she felt the
pounding rhythm, which echoed hers and she dithered. “Push me away,
Shea,” he growled with eyes tightly clenched – if he looked at her
again it would end with touching and tasting and doing what he
couldn’t or shouldn’t or something. “You’re right, I shouldn’t have
done this. I’m as positive that it’s wrong as I am that I can’t
stop. You have to end this. You have to stop me.”

She remained immobile, feeling his heart
beating in time to the rusty and long-stifled illogical intuition
that she had once thought would lead her to the head of the
journalistic pack. She had worked so hard to kill that voice,
hadn’t heard it at all in months now. But it turned out to be alive
and well, telling her to give the woman within her way. It said she
should risk leading with her heart one last time.

“Love,” he said, desperation opening his
eyes, prompting him to make her listen to him. He grabbed her face
again, intending to force her to listen. “I didn’t mean that,” he
corrected himself. “I won’t lead you on. Whatever else I do, I
won’t do that.” He rushed his words, speaking before he could stop
himself. “Push me, hit me, or just say no. You have to stop me
because I can’t stop myself.” She seemed to be half-listening to
him, which shouldn’t be a surprise. God knows, his own hands on her
cheeks weren’t listening at all for they feathered back to her lips
to trace the full shape. Then she suckled that index finger inside
again, swirling her tongue up and down the surface with motions
that fed the potent press of his passion until his zipper slid down
an inch. The breeze rippled over sensitive flesh, a tactile
reminder that he wasn’t wearing briefs.

“NO!” He shouted, startling her into backing
away to look at his face.

He shifted his stance, spreading his legs.
“Knee me in the crotch again. Hard. I need a good solid burst of
nausea and too much pain to let me finish this. Do it, now!” With
his final command he braced himself but she still stood, listening
to something he couldn’t hear. He gritted his teeth and barked the
command again, bending his legs and thrusting his crotch forward.
With a target this large she couldn’t miss the bull’s eye. He kept
repeating his command in soft tones as he rocked himself forward.
Her eyes took on a bad kitten twinkle as she began lifting her knee
with a vengeance, swinging it forward to stop before it made
impact. But the intent was in her eyes so when she paused and
tilted her head, he closed his eyes, dreading the wake-up call.

He felt the swish of air as she swung her
knee forward hard and it made impact all right, but not in the way
he anticipated. She slowed the forward motion at the last second so
that her bare knee prodded his pounding prominence in a teasing
imitation of a kick. His groaned, “Oh God, Oh my God.” He felt
himself expand and knew he was going to break free of his zipper
just before it slid down the final inch and he burst forth, so out
of his mind with arousal that he pumped against the warm
breeze.

The dominatrix she’d willfully buried for
years felt pride that she’d brought him to this state. Her
ex-fiancé not only led but he assumed she would follow. After a
couple of abortive efforts to take a turn leading earned insults
and threats, she had followed like the silly twit she’d been such a
short time ago. Today she responded instinctively to his command by
opposing it. She was proud of that new instinct, so proud that she
would push it further. If they were going to do this, it would be
her way. Was he strong enough to follow?

She let her strength flicker in her eyes as
she drew her knee back with a questioning heft of her brows. She
bit back a small smile when he winced as she kicked, the forward
motion of her knee traveling a little closer to where his bare,
pulsing, thrusting dick reached out for it with each swing. It took
a hefty kick that nearly connected to break him.

“Please don’t,” he managed, each syllable
drawled slowly and torn from him.

“Don’t? But you asked for it.”

“Don’t make me,” he said, wincing now at the
slightly beseeching tone he hadn’t used since he was twelve.

“Hmm, let’s see.” She lifted her knee slowly
until it reached the underside of his rigid length. She tested his
weight against her knee, letting it pulse there, propped against
her tanned leg. Just the feel of it pulsing against her made her
moist. She wanted to wrap her fingers around it, wrap her tongue
around it. Bobby used to order it like a meal at a restaurant.
Serving it to him made her gag but not serving it earned weeks of
the kind of cruel punishments that belittled her until she begged
for a second chance. Until now, she’d never known that the need for
such an intimate taste could became a craving. They stood together,
watching his length grow full, and then grow further still, until
all the veins distended. All the while, she fought the urge to sink
to the floor and drink him until the salty, clawing, craving was
satisfied.

“It’s full of something all right,” she said
finally as she moved her knee up and down along the length of him
until a single drop emerged from the tender round head. “It’s milk
white and musky instead of clear and briny. If I could touch it or
taste it I’d know for sure but I think it’s another kind of liquid
entirely.”

She didn’t move her knee again and he stood
stock still, waiting for her as long as the demand of his loins
would allow. It seemed like forever to the man who could count the
beats of his heart in his cock. Actually only a couple of very long
minutes elapsed before he started thrusting against her knee. He
could feel her watching him try to grind his balls against her leg,
despite the fact that it was physically impossible because his
tight jeans only allowed his cock to swing free. It didn’t matter
that she watched him pathetically try to defy the laws of physics
and still retain his dignity. The fact that it didn’t matter shot
off a brief warning signal that would have floored him at any other
time.

He kept grinding and twisting with his
weight behind the effort until she abruptly withdrew her knee. He
staggered forward, pushing her back to the small bench. “You
stopped.”

“Yeah. I can’t do what you asked.”

His brain wasn’t the organ working so hard
at the moment. “Asked?”

“You asked me to knee you in the groin. I
tried but I kept getting distracted.” The utter artlessness of her
confession should have had him snorting or accurately calling her a
tease.

“I changed my mind. I don’t want you to knee
me in the groin.”

She didn’t smile, and didn’t even want to.
Minutes had passed since she ended up on the bench with his hugely
and obviously painfully erect cock bobbing at her. He hadn’t shoved
it towards her mouth once. Bobby would be through by now. She felt
guilty for surrendering to the inner monster that needed power and
control so badly. He didn’t deserve this. He deserved someone who
wasn’t damaged.

“I won’t try shoving you away because I’d
just get distracted again. So I’m going to take the easy route and
just say…”

She couldn’t finish her sentence. He pounced
onto the bench to kneel over her, tilted her chin back with a
finger and fastened his mouth to hers like a soldier returning from
a long deployment. His ardor infused her even before his tongue
slid back and forth rhythmically over hers; even before his hands
found her bare breasts again. “Don’t do that to me. Please,
sweetheart, please don’t turn me into that.” He pulled her forward
as he slid off the bench to bury his face between her breasts.

“Into what?”

“I can’t…….I’m not going to be able to stop,
Shea.” He shuddered from head to toe and couldn’t say whether it
was from arousal, fear she might still say the word or dread from
the premonition that his whole world had already altered. Whatever
it was, it loosened his tongue. He lifted his head but left his
fingers behind to play as he said, “I control my needs. They don’t
control me. I can always stop. Always except now, with you.” He
fastened his lips to her breasts to finish with his mouth full of
her. “If you say no it makes me a rapist because I will take you.
Right or wrong, yes or no, I will…….”

Her game had gone too far. She’d punished
him too much when she always meant to give him an out. “I teased
you and I’m sorry. You don’t have to break any rules for me. If you
will take off your pants I’ll take care of you.”

He heard four of the words first and was on
his feet, tossing his jeans behind him before the rest penetrated.
She slid forward to the edge of the bench and opened her mouth. He
couldn’t prevent the wicked quiver that wagged his dick at the
sight of the gates of paradise two steps away and open to receive
him, to give him release in an embarrassingly short time. He also
couldn’t prevent the warmth that gripped him at the sight of the
expression on her face. There was nothing on heaven or earth that
could have halted his joy at the dark glimmer in the emerald eyes
fastened to the erection still growing at an anatomically
impossible rate.

He took two steps forward before he sank to
his knees between her legs. “You’re aroused too,” he said, laying
his palm over her mons, so hungry for the sight and taste of
it that he barely restrained himself from ripping off her shorts.
He pressed the heel of his palm over the area where her clitoris
hid and drank in her low purr. “You’re drenched,” he said as he
repeated the motion, adding a vibrating massage that produced a
thin trickle he watched run down her leg. It made him pant and
massage harder so it took a moment before her small noise of
distress reached him.

Her face was red, her eyes were moist and
her lips were trembling. No, it wasn’t just her lips. She shook all
over. He shook too but this was different. She was terrified.

“I’m sorry, Grey. It’s not…what it looks
like, but I know you’re disgusted and if you’ll let me up I’ll go
clean up and come back and take care of you and……….”

“Love,” he said, bending to the inside of
her ankle. “Do I look disgusted?” His tongue flicked out and he
licked the trickle, following it carefully, not missing a drop. He
paid special attention to the tender area at the side of her knee
and grinned like a pirate when another trickle appeared.

She purred again, cutting it off when she
caught herself. She was hot and warm and itchy and achy and oh so
close to proving she was a……., “Stop,” she begged as he lingered at
her knee, using his tongue like a dam. “If you keep on, I’m going
to….I’m not a whore. I’m not. Don’t make me act like one. Please,
Grey, I’m begging.”

His fists clenched with a sudden desire to
punch a man he’d never met. He tamped down the rage and let the
lust flow, continuing his lapping up the side of her thigh until he
met the bottom of her shorts. In his pique he nipped them, shaking
his head like a wet dog and surprising a smile from her. His
patience long gone, he reached to her waist, grabbed the zipper and
yanked the shorts down, throwing them to the river like a
sacrifice. His mouth started watering in anticipation of the feast.
He gulped quickly but couldn’t swallow it all and had to dash at
the corner of his mouth with his hand to keep from drooling like
the slack jawed idiot he became at the sight of her.

Christ, her wild mop of caramel locks
sparkled. He rested his head on her knees while his eyes feasted on
the pouty, wet labia that hid the treasure he had find to retain
his sanity. Flashing his pirate’s smile again he headed for the
bounty only to be halted by urgent hands pushing his forehead
away.

“Don’t, don’t. Men hate that. Don’t do it.
I’ll fail that test, Grey, I’m not strong enough. I’m not strong
enough, I’m not….”

He pulled her hands away and leaned in to
sniff loudly. “You smell like hot buttered honey flavored with a
dash of ginger.” He leaned in again, rooting with his nose and
grinned at the spurt of moisture. He dashed his saliva away by
rubbing his chin against her leg because his hands held hers.
“Baby, you’ve got me drooling. I don’t want to get into past
history, but….What test?”

“If you do it, I’m afraid I’ll like it. I’ll
like it too much and that will mean I’m a whore or easy or whatever
and I’m not, I’m really not and…..”

“Like it too much -- are you afraid you’ll
have an orgasm? Haven’t you ever had one?”

She shook her head no.

A new fear struck him. “You’re not a virgin
are you? Please say no.”

She shook her head no and he looked like his
shoulders just shed an eighteen wheeler. She’d had him squirming
with need like a seasoned dominatrix. How could she possibly
believe such utter bullshit? He wanted to delve into the
contradictions, figure them all out and fix it – but not now. Now
he just needed to delve into her. Perhaps birds and bees facts
would work. If not, he’d just go for action. The latter had his
libido’s vote. “Sweetheart, you know that men have an orgasm every
time they have sex, right?”

She nodded.

“Does that make a man a hustler?” She shook
her head no. “Then why do you believe that the rules are different
for women? Sometimes a man doesn’t do the job right or gets too
eager and he comes before the woman. When that happens, a woman has
every right to expect that the man will take care of her another
way, in round two, or both. You seem to believe that men and women
are equal everywhere except in the bedroom and that makes no
sense.”

At least she looked uncertain now, which
meant she was questioning the hypocritical pronouncements of the
idiot she bedded last. At the thought, a tight knot jabbed him
somewhere inside. Rather than think about that, he decided he’d
made some headway with his words, now he’d show her what she had
been missing.

“Can you trust me?” He asked before he could
stop himself. Now who was the hypocrite Griffin? No, not so, he
assured himself. He’d tell her before they made lo……had sex. He
held his breath until she gave a small, barely perceptible nod.
Then he released her hands and slowly trailed his fingers through
that caramel mound, down to her puffy lower lips. He stroked them
gently and watched her squirm on the bench. Then he separated the
lips, winked at her, and lowered his mouth. She made a small noise,
which accounted for him missing with his mouth and lightly scraping
her with the damnable beard stubble he sprouted if he didn’t shave
twice a day. Only, she didn’t find it damnable.

She moaned and lifted her crotch closer to
his mouth. “Scrubble, again, Grey, again,” she urged. He gave it to
her and she felt herself tense, like she was closing in on the end
of a long hike on one of the mountain trails near Gatlinburg. Then
he followed the scrubble with a soothing lap of his tongue and she
stretched on a rack, so close to something magical that she knew
she would die if she didn’t get there soon, very soon. He buried
his mouth against her, giving her his pointed tongue right where
she needed it and following long bouts of licking and sucking with
light brushes. He started groaning and the throaty rumble magnified
the tension until she broke through it with a high pitched squeal.
The strain dissolved into palpitations and quivers deep inside that
trailed off to leave her floating on a cloud.

Floating peacefully, she didn’t realize Grey
had sprinted into the apartment until he ran into a flowerpot on
his way back to the patio. He started cursing about the time
something sticky dripped down her leg. She reached down her hand to
swipe at it and brought it back up coated with milky white
fluid.

“Grey?”

She looked up as he lobbed a washcloth into
her lap.

“I’ve got to go.” He raced around to gather
his shirt.

“I didn’t mean it to happen. I’m not…..”

“Where the hell are my…..there they are,” he
muttered, snatching at his jeans and getting into them at a speed
he hadn’t ever attempted. He snatched his keys out of his pocket
and turned to the door, only slowing enough to say, “This was a
mistake.”

He didn’t sprint, he out and out hauled ass.
He made it across the apartment and had the front door open before
he heard her monotone whisper a few feet behind him.

“I’m not a whore, I’m not a whore…..”

 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


Grey gunned the gas like he could
outdistance his thoughts if he drove fast enough. Several miles
later he pressed the brake to stop for a red light and his brain
caught up with him. The feel of the brake pedal against his foot
notified him that he’d run away fast enough to forget his shoes
along with his dignity, his mind and his manners. Oh yeah, and his
humanity which he doubted he’d ever get back.

The Southern Gentleman screwed up his shot
at a kinder, gentler exit. That part of him insisted the water be
warm before he doused the washcloth. Why had it mattered? Getting
rid of the evidence clinging to her thigh should have been his only
concern. He could have done that before she returned to reality and
she would never have known she’d gotten to him on a level so much
more dangerous than the physical. He’d have gotten away with it if
not for the chivalrous idiot that still occupied some portion of
his being despite all his efforts to the contrary.

He padded barefoot across the parking lot
and only cursed twice during the trip. He unlocked his door and
crossed straight to his bar to pull out a glass and the bottle of
Chivas Regal Rare he’d been saving for an emergency. This
qualified. He didn’t bother with water or ice. In his current mood,
the glass was optional. He groused over to plop into his recliner
and pulled out the handle to extend it. He tucked the bottle
between his legs and turned on Fox News so he wouldn’t have to hear
himself think. It didn’t work even after he turned up the volume.
His thoughts achieved the impossible and drowned out Hannity and
his shouting guest. He clicked the remote, changing from TV to
radio and the anthem of the South blared back at him. When his
thoughts screamed louder than Lynyrd Skynyrd, he knew he circled
the drain.

It shouldn’t have surprised him. He and a
redhead once took each other at a Skynyrd concert in ways that made
Alabama seem especially sweet. He had lain naked in the surf on
Maui while the setting sun painted the sky orange and a Fire
Goddess let him under her grass skirt. A Nordic princess climbed
him in an outdoor hot tub in the Rockies while they sipped
champagne and made enough body heat to melt the falling snow before
it settled on their shoulders. For the sake of all that was Kama
Sutra, an all-female flight crew punched his mile high card several
times while the multitasking trio flew a 747 from Atlanta to Vegas.
None of it touched more than his body. Nothing ever had until he
sipped a shy dominatrix to her first orgasm. She’d given him her
release in the most profound experience of his life.

Could he pretend that the only thing he lost
was sperm? He’d have to because he’d come so close to the fire
tonight that it singed his soul. If he risked it again, if he
joined with her, if he….. Damn, Grey, at least be honest with
yourself. It took another tumbler of Chevis before he could face
the truth. In his mind he slow danced with her while he whispered
naughty comments and erotic taunts. When the brush of their bodies
and the enticement of his suggestions turned her nipples to nubs
and her breaths to pants, he took her hand to lead her away from
the dance floor. At that point he said the lines to finish the
scene he knew cold.

“I want to get out of here and bury myself
so deeply inside you that I’m not cold anymore, not alone anymore.
I’ve needed that from every woman I’ve been with in my life and
I’ll be honest with you, there have been quite a few. Are you the
one who’ll give it to me and pry it out of my cold, locked heart in
exchange? You don’t look like a magician but tell me, will I take
you out of here for hot, grungy, grubbing but end up with a whole
lot more? It’s never happened and the realist within me says it
never will. To be truthful, I don’t believe in it and as badly as I
need it, I don’t want it and I won’t take it. So if you’re looking
for love you’d better let go of my hand. If you’re looking for a
night of wild sex with a man who’ll never be fenced off or caged
in, then let’s go.”
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As a professor of constitutional
law, he should have known some
latws were meant to be broken.





