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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Romance 

	Has very Adult… Themes
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.
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Chapter One

	Saint Steven’s

	University…
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	As I stood…

	[image: Image] looking out the window absently listening to my student explain why he thought Romeo was a punk for killing himself over some chick; I silently wished I were somewhere on an exotic island. 

	The thought of another harsh winter instantly depressed me, even though the weather forecast said light drizzle. I frowned at that. 

	The weatherman should’ve been slapped twice, not just the once for this hot mess.

	I continued to look out the window, and it amazed me how wrong he was! It was coming down in buckets and didn’t seem likely it would be stopping anytime soon. I longed for black sandy beaches, hot island men, and a nice cool Mojito. 

	The native drink to us Cubans. 

	I was working on my second year here at Saint Stevens, and I really rather hated it.  I took the position sort of under duress, if I could actually say that. I’d taught for five years at a community college in California, where I’d lived for the last thirty-two years of my life; and now here I was at one of the most prestigious private colleges in the nation.  

	The position came through a very dear friend, who thought I was spreading myself too thin working city. However, for me, I loved the very idea of waking each day ready to fill young minds with a zest, and an almost zealot’s desire for literature. 

	Ha!

	I woke up real fast my first year of teaching. Not only did most of the students not care for the classics or anything like that, but most of them only did the bare minimum just to get by. With the exception of the very few and solitary English major every now and then. 

	I took the job mainly because of the pay increase. It was almost three times my salary at city. The only catch was I would have to move three thousand miles, to an East Coast college town. Not only did it suck not having the California sun, but the winter here was a bitch! Yeah, we have Big Bear, Summit, even Baldy, but this is real snow! Nothing in California could ever prepare you for an East Coast winter if you’d never been in one. Five to ten feet of real snow. So much, you had to shovel snow each day just to get to work. 

	This was so not just catching some powder!

	I turned from the window and realized my students were looking at me as though I’d just grown two heads. 

	“Did you hear anything I just said Ms. E?” Victor asked exasperated at the fact I seemed to be not listening to his long drawn out explanation. I looked up, then slowly walked to my desk, and sat down.

	“Of course, I did Vic; you can take your seat now. It’s ten till, so I’ll let you guys go; but I expect to have those essays in by Wednesday after next. As well, I also anticipate them to be at the very least five pages.” This announcement got me a chorus of awe’s, and I ignored them. 

	“Hold up a minute!” I said as they bolted for the door. 

	“I want Mid-term essay proposals on my desk next Monday. If anyone needs to talk to me to run over his or her ideas, you guys know my office hours. If any of you are unsure, I’d take me up on it because it’s fifty percent of your grade.” The aghast on their faces was comical.

	“But Ms. E, you said it was only thirty percent before!” Lola nearly screamed at me. Lola is the resident kiss ass, and the very idea of me veering from the syllabi, why it’s preposterous to her.

	“This I know too Lola, but because we are nearly two weeks behind in class, it’s either continue with the three other essays which are due; or scratch them and concentrate on the Mid-term. Now, seeing most of the class would probably rather concentrate on the Mid-term, it seems you may be out voted on this. However, if the class would like to do the three essays and the Mid-term, I guess I can make the time for it.” I came back with shrugging, and the class immediately erupted in protest and Lola cringed.

	“Why can’t you ever just shut up? You’re such a fucking suck up Lola.” Jeremy Stone muttered.

	“Now…now class.” I cajoled. “Hey…hey… everybody calm down. I’ve already arranged it with the Dean, but if Lola feels I have somehow neglected her academics by shortening the essays; we can see what can be done about changing the scheduled back.” I offered looking at Lola, and she frowned.

	“No, that won’t be necessary Ms. E.” Lola murmured as she slowly walked towards the door. I gathered by the looks she got from the other students, even if she didn’t agree, it was probably in her best interest to let it go anyway.

	“Then if there’s nothing else, see you guys on Wednesday. I’d advise not to forget the proposals. If it’s not on my desk by next Monday I’ll assume whoever doesn’t have it in isn’t doing the Mid-term, and I’ll grade accordingly.” I warned, and the groans were laughable as they went out the door.

	 


Greek God…

	Indeed…
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	As the…

	[image: Image] students shuffled out I caught a glimpse of Professor Dante Alesandro Sean Poptoppolous. 

	Yes Dante, just like the inferno. 

	This may sound corny as hell, but just looking at this man could start an inferno in any woman he dared to glance at. Shall I describe this Greek god for you? Six feet four, emerald, green eyes, black hair, and the tightest body I’ve ever seen. 

	Believe me, being from California I’ve seen many a tight body. 

	He poked his head into my classroom.

	“We’re going over to Paddy’s pub after work, you going Al?” He asked grinning and I tried not to. Al is short for Alexandria. Most of my friends just call me Ale, but for some reason he likes to shorten it even more, not that I mind. 

	He can call me whatever the hell he likes, just as long as he calls me.

	“Not tonight Sean, too much work to grade.” I returned with a smile. Sean teaches Greek Mythology wouldn’t you know it and loves the tragedies. As I watched the sly smile slowly creep over his features, I thought damn.  

	It’s a tragedy for any man to look like that! 

	What I wouldn’t give to wake up next to those features every morning. Shaking myself mentally, I said,

	“Maybe next time.” I said smiling.

	“Awe c’mon, Al, you never go. Charlie’s promised to do his rendition of a Flock of Seagull’s “I ran.” He coaxed grinning. 

	Damn! 

	This man is gorgeous.

	“What time are you guys leaving tonight?” I sighed, and his grin widened.

	What harm would it do? 

	 I always found some excuse not to go each week, and it appeared I was running out of excuses. It’s just; I don’t trust myself where Sean is concerned. This man is too, too hot! He could cause any woman to sin. 

	However, it’s not just his looks. He even has the sensitive side, which we women know is a major plus. The more I looked at him, the more I thought; he’s just as close to perfect as anyone could be? I tried to busy myself, pretending to look over my essays.

	“Not sure yet. Come on, just this once? Let me buy you that drink I’ve been promising to buy you for a year now?” He begged, and I sighed. I looked up and noticed he was suddenly propped against my desk looking at me. Was I that deep in thought I hadn’t heard him approach my desk? He placed his hand on the essays on top of mine, which caused me to look at our hands. 

	For some reason I have this thing about a man's hands. Hands seemed to portray strength to me, and his hands were very large and strong looking. I looked up, and just happen to be looking directly into those emerald pools, and my breath caught. He heard it, tilted his head to one side, then gave me a weird look. I quickly looked away removing my hand. 

	Fuck!

	An entire year of me trying to keep my attraction for him concealed might have just been shot to hell, in that one look!

	“Maybe, just one drink.” I laughed, and he grinned. He rose from my desk then walking towards the door, then paused.

	“I’ll expect to see you there Al in say--” He looked at his watch. “An hour?” He questioned his eyes holding mine.

	“Yeah, I guess.” I returned smiling slightly. “I’ll just stop off at my place first, then see you guys there.” I said.

	“Okay, see you at 8:30 then?” He questioned again waiting for my reply.

	“Sure.” I muttered, gathered up the papers, then my briefcase. I walked to the door, and as we both exited the classroom, he placed his hand at the small of my back, and I would swear I felt an electrical current shoot up my spine. I inhaled so quickly, I almost choked on the breath, then looked at him. He gave me a look which said he’d felt it too. I cleared my throat. “So…I’ll see you there at 8:30.” I stated, but before he could answer, I made a b-line for the door leading to the parking lot. 

	 


Parking

	Lot C…
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	I quickly …

	[image: Image] eased into my car turned over the engine, put the car in drive, then took off. As my breath returned to its normal pace, I asked myself what the hell was wrong with me?

	It’s not as if I’ve never dated a man before! 

	However, he made me feel very strange; almost vulnerable, and that I just can’t do. 

	Not again. 

	I’ve had a serious crush on Sean ever since the first day I happened to see him teaching from the hallway. The Dean of students was giving me the customary tour and there he was propped against, half sitting on the edge of his desk lecturing to his class. 

	He’d worn a black button-down shirt, black slacks, and those sort of Drew Carey glasses, which made him look like the hottest nerd I’d ever seen.  I knew all he had to do was look at me once, and I’d be putty in his hands. As I pulled into my parking structure, I was regretting the fact that I’d said yes. 

	I walked up the two flights of stairs, unlocked my door, then plop down on the sofa. I looked at the clock and it said 7:30.  I exhaled deeply for a second time then. I had exactly one hour to make myself presentable. I rose, walked into my bedroom, considered my closet, then sighed for what seemed like the tenth time. I can’t get dressed up, because if I do it’ll look like I’m trying too hard. 

	But if I don’t do something to this rat’s nest which is my heritage, I’ll look as though I just left class. 

	I walked back to the closet, picked out a pair of black slacks, which rode rather low, a soft tee, and black boots.  

	“It’ll have to do.” I said as I looked in the mirror, and my hair was a fright as usual. My mother’s Puerto Rican, Native American, Irish, and African American, and my father’s Cuban. I take my looks after my mother, and it appears my hair came from my Afro-Cuban roots, because to be able to get a comb through it sometimes seemed to be a miracle in and of itself.

	I showered, washed my hair, changed clothes, used nearly a pound of gel to smooth all my hair back in a Sade look, knotted it into a bun, then looked at myself in the mirror again. 

	It’ll have to do, I told myself once more and jabbed a pair of chopsticks into the bun, then grabbed my make-up kit to do damage control.  I exhaled loudly, looked at myself in the mirror once more, then headed for the living room. I glanced at the clock, put my boots on, my jacket, grabbed my purse, then left the apartment.

	 



	




	Paddy’s

	Pub…
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	As I …

	[image: Image] headed back towards the school because Paddy’s is just down the street from campus, it’s where the students hang out; I was beginning to feel like this might have been a bad idea. 

	Oh well, too late. 

	I thought as I pulled up to Paddy’s, then saw Lisa and Joe waving at me.  Lisa, one of my closest companions now, is the history department’s chair, and does a damn good job of it too. We became friends instantly. 

	I loved the way she made me feel at home immediately, not to mention she’s the most optimistic person I’ve ever met. Lisa is from the Upper East Side, which is one of the richly- rich stereotypical images people get of NYC. I would say mostly because it’s the area where many of the wealthy people live. You have 5th Avenue, Tiffany’s, The MET, and tons of stuff like that. If Gossip Girl was about actual real people, this is probably where they would live. Nevertheless, Lisa is nothing like that, and that infectious laugh of hers made me like her instantly.

	Joe on the other hand is more the pessimist. It was friends at first sight for Joe and me, because we just connected with each other. Maybe it was the Boricua blood.  Being of the alternative lifestyle and from Chelsea, Joe is a riot! 

	Chelsea is NYC's very own little West Hollywood, and 8th Avenue is full of the “scene”. You also have straight people living in Chelsea too though. In addition, there are tons of traditional brownstones and lofts literally up the street from random businesses and high-end restaurants. I loved this area so, because it reminded me of home, and was probably the only place I’d felt truly at home.

	Joe and I readily agree on all the little clicks at the college. I am not just talking about the students either. Joe was offered the position sight unseen, yet when the school found out Joe was gay, they tried to resend the offer until Joe threatened to sue. Joe’s being gay is almost like my being Afro-Latina. 

	We’re both seen as the scourge of the campus, if you let the snobbish elitists of this school tell it. I turned off the engine, got out of the car, and both Lisa and Joe gathered me up in an embrace, guiding me into the bar.  

	As I stepped through the door the atmosphere in the bar was affable, and of course with lots of students.

	“Hay Ms. E!” Someone shouted, and I saw my student Jessie from Saint Steven’s football team. I smiled, waved, then headed for the booth where Elise was waving from. Elise is Saint Stevens’ Business and Econ professor. 

	She’s not one to be messed with either when it comes to Stocks, Portfolios, and CD’s. I waved back as I spotted Sean. I guess he must have followed suit, because instead of his usual buttoned-down Calvin Kline sex God look, he was dressed in a yellow Depeche Mode tee, green hoodie, and beige Dickies. 

	As I looked down on him, his eyes appeared to be even greener than usual. He smiled and gestured to the seats. As we sat down, the server came to the table.

	“Can I get the three of you something to drink?” She asked, and I immediately replied.

	“I’ll have a Cuba Libre, but with crushed ice please.”

	“I’m sorry, we don’t serve Cuba Libre. Can I get you something else?” She asked with a beaming smile, and I chuckled to myself. 

	I guess a refusal with a smile still guarantees your tip

	Nevertheless, I should have known. 

	Why would I ever expect anything in this town to be normal?

	“Then I’ll have a zombie.” I countered with a tight smile.

	“Me too.” Lisa chimed in and I frowned at her. 

	Lisa was a lightweight.

	“I’ll take a slow gin fizz.” Joe purred, and I burst out laughing.

	Joe could never be anything else but gay.

	“That seems a little strong don’t you think Ale?” Elise whispered with a slight frown.

	“Not really.” I challenged. “I’m sure before the night is over, I’ll need a couple.” I muttered with a slight frown of my own now as I caught Sean looking at me from my peripheral. 

	As the server placed our drinks on the table, Lisa turned to Sean and asked;

	“So…what the feck…was up with that lecture today, Sean?”

	“What lecture?” He returned grinning slightly.

	“Don’t play dumb, you know damn well what lecture I’m talking about. I just happen to be passing your class when I heard it. The one ON THE FALL OF MAN! And the fact that had man not been given pain in the ass, wo-man, he would still be perfectly sated in the Garden of Eden worry free?” Lisa snapped, Sean laughed, and it’s to this statement Charlie walked up.

	Charlie is the only African American in his department at Saint Stevens, but it doesn’t seem to be a problem to Charlie. He knows he got there on his academia, not something like affirmative action either like some asshole seem to think. Charles is a hoot and a half, because he takes every opportunity to make those around him laugh.

	“What is up my weeples?” He cried as he took a seat next to Elise. I think Charlie has the hots for Elise, and from the way I always catch her watching him, I think it’s mutual.  Elise is Japanese, and as she puts it; she has a thang for bruthas. 

	I personally think it’s great and was surprised when she asked me if I would ever be upset if Charles dated a woman outside of his race. I wasn’t sure why she asked me, until she said she knew some African American women didn’t like the fact that African American men dated women other than their race. 

	I laughed so hard she thought something was actually wrong with me. 

	When I could breathe again, I remembered saying; 

	“First off, I’m not sure I would classify myself as just black. It’s somewhat hard to when you’re as mixed up as I am, and second, I’m sure Charlie will date whomever he chooses. Moreover, that’s whether I or any other black woman likes it or not. From that point on, our friendship just grew rapidly. 

	As for Charlie, just like me and Joe, we wus cool from jump. I guess you could say it was a black thang! No really, it was because Charlie was a wonderful person who in no way fit the stereotype some people like to put to black men, both inside and outside his race. 

	Just from speaking with him, you could tell Charlie was intelligent, well mannered, and just loved his students. Charles is from Midtown, actually Battery Park. Anything south of Midtown is known by its neighborhood name. 

	 On the lower Westside, under Chelsea, you have Battery Park, which is the nice, rich, financial type of neighborhood. It’s also the area where Wall Street is, where the Twin Towers used to be, but is now known as Ground Zero. Then then you have Little Italy, Chinatown, The Meatpacking District, and the Village - which is also divided into east, the East Village, and west, Greenwich Village. 

	Charles teaches Archaeology, which also breaks another stereotype, because there are very few black Anthropologists. He was in the field for ten years, then decided he would teach. The server brought the drinks, and I nearly drained my drink straight off.

	“Damn gurl!” Charles cried, then began laughing. “Somebody wonna get slizered tonight.” He said dancing in his seat.

	“Shut up Charlie, I do not.” I laughed back, as I ordered another drink.

	“You might want to take it slow.” Elise whispered close to my ear.

	“My limit is six, and you know it. I’m cool, stop mothering.” I whispered back. I guess it’s the Escalantè blood, because we drink rum like it runs through our veins. I looked over at Sean, and he was staring at me strangely. I suddenly licked my lips as I felt the zombie rush to my head, closed my eyes for a full ten seconds, and when I open them, I looked directly into his. I quickly looked away, then caught him grinning again in my peripheral.  

	The DJ was spinning some of the popular tunes. What was a Lil Wayne cut, turned into Ludacris and Niki Minji, and nearly every student in the bar rushed to the dance floor. Lisa laughed, grabbed Joe by the arm, and they headed for the dance floor. It’s funny how gay men can almost dance sexier than women. 

	I laughed to myself watching them, and Charlie pulled Elise from her perch and dragged her to the dance floor as well. You would think from the way Elise dances; she had some black blood of her own! The prim and proper Elise could get crunk just like the rest of us if given enough drink. I laughed to myself again.

	I realized their move to the dance floor left me alone with Sean. The muscles in the pit of my stomach tightened, and I nearly down my second drink as soon as the server brought it. I noticed Sean slowly sipped his beer watching me. 

	“So, Al, it looks like it’s just you and me. Do you dance, or would you rather just sit here and talk?” I weighed the two choices in my alcohol-induced brain. 

	Should I stay here and salivate over this gorgeous man where he can ask me whatever the hell comes to his mind, or dance with him; which would staunch the flow of conversation? To be on the safe side I rushed to the latter, because at least that way I wouldn’t have to talk.

	“Of course, I dance.” I said, rose from my seat and took off my jacket, when he reached for my hand and led me to the dance floor.

	As I looked around, I saw Charles and Elise dancing rather close for just friends, and Lisa and Joe were in the midst of freaking each other. Lisa seems to have the notion she can make Joe straight, and I don’t have the heart to tell her it will never happen. Joe is not only openly gay in the sense of being gay, but he is gay in the sense of being happily in love with men. 

	Sean and I edged in between the two couples, dancing at arm’s length. If I felt buzzed earlier, I must have been drunk, because I suddenly felt very flushed, lightheaded, and my mouth was dry. However, was it really the drink, or the man I was dancing with, which made me feel lightheaded? He pulled me closer to him as the tempo of the music slowed, and I frowned, turned my back to him, and I could feel his chest pressed against my back.

	 The song changed once more.

	As his hands slowly came to encircle my hips, I felt him keep the beat as he tapped my hips. I was much shorter than him even with my three-inch boots on, so his chin came to rest on the top of my head, when he bent into me resting it against the pulse at my neck, and I felt his soft breath on the side of my face then.

	Secretly I was in heaven. 

	To say Sean was attracted to me would be a moot point, or the bulge I felt behind me would be non-existent. 

	I chalked it up to the drink. 

	The song changed once more, a salsa afro-Cuban beat, and I was surprised he could actually salsa. We both swayed with the music, he spun me, then pulled me close. So close in fact, that our lips were mere inches apart. 

	As I looked into his eyes, I could almost believe I saw something more than just lust there. His lips hovered over mine for an instant, and I would swear he was just about to kiss me, when Lisa and Joe broke in on the dance. Joe spun me off in one direction, and Lisa spun Sean off in another.

	“¿Qué pasa mami, le gusta Sean así?” What’s up, you like Sean, Joe asked with a knowing smile.

	“No, no me oyes decir mierda.” You didn’t hear me say shit, I replied looking over his shoulder.

	“Claro, eso es lo que dice la boca, pero sus ojos dicen diferentes.” Sure, your mouth says that, but your eyes say different. 

	“You do know Sean is a straight up P.I.M.P don’t you? Just ask Charlie. That’s why they always hanging together. They’ve been friends since the eighth grade.” Joe stated laughing.

	“No, I hadn’t realized. Since when?” I sent back frowning.

	“Since all ways Nena. Don’t get involved with him unless you know what you’re doing.” Joe said, and I sighed.

	“I have no intentions of getting involved with anyone Joseph, or should I say papí?” I snapped back.

	“Don’t get that Rican attitude with me. I’m just looking out for my gurl, that’s all. Even though I am the handsome Costa Rican Spanish teacher the young girls covet since they don’t know I be gay, and even though I am intelligent beyond my years, suavecito, guapo y un regalo de Dios a los hombres; not to mention charming, I do got my gurl’s back.” Joe laughed, and I pinched him, and he screamed like a girl.

	“I know, but I don’t like him like that. Moreover, we were only dancing. Not to mention we work together. I’m sure you have nothing to watch my back for, because he doesn’t even like me like that.” I cried, and Joe gave me a knowing look.

	“Girl please! I’m gay, not stupid. I can see, and smell lust written all over that man’s face when he looks at you. He been wantin to hit that since the first day he laid eyes on you.” He cried pumping the air between us with his butt out. I couldn’t help laughing. “And when I say layed, I mean Laid on you.” He cackled.

	“Oh, shut up! Mentiroso tonto.” I yelled silly liar punching him in the shoulder.

	“Ay…no mi melestes! I am not. I see the way he looks at you at school. All mouthwatering and shit. I’m just warning you; so, you know what you’re getting yourself into, if you do decide to go there.” He cried stop beating me laughing, and I pinched him again for good measures.

	“Well I haven’t decided to go there, so there.” I replied sticking my tongue out at him. “Not to mention, if I had it’s not cho business.” I replied bobbing my neck. 

	“All right, don’t go there.” He countered snapping his fingers, as he spun me back to Sean and Lisa. As he deposited me back into Sean’s arms, he and Lisa sailed away laughing.

	“It seems as though I’ve been warned, as Ms. Hoffman so nicely put it to keep my mitts off of you unless I’m serious.” Sean drawled the laughter evident in his voice. I gasped as my eyes shot in the direction Lisa and Joe sauntered off in, then narrowed as I saw them laughing.

	“They mean well.” I said trying to escape his hold a little. He bent his head, so he could look directly into my eyes now. Our noses nearly touched his lips just above mine.

	“And is it your wish, that I keep my mitts off of you Ms. Escalantè?” He whispered, and his soft breath sent a chill down my spine. I suddenly felt petrified and stammered. 

	“Ahaa…I …need to go to the ladies’ room.” I bolted from his arms, heading straight for the front door.  I can’t do this! I said to myself, as I nearly ran from the bar to my car.  I was instantly sober and knew I could not handle Sean Poptoppolous. 

	I turned over the engine, and before I knew it, I was headed toward my apartment. Normally I would never drive after drinking, especially since I bitch at my students for doing it, but this was an emergency.

	I was completely sober now.

	 


Brier

	Courts…
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	As I …

	[image: Image] drove into my parking lot and turned the engine off, I groaned, then exhaled deeply feeling like a total eejet. 

	I’d finally, completely loss my mind! 

	What the fuck was wrong with me?

	I got out the car, headed for the stairs, then realized I’d left my coat and my purse at the fricken bar. Not to mention, all of my friends would probably think I was suffering from some kind of acute mental disorder! Thank God, I kept a spare key in the planted pot outside my door. 

	I moaned to myself again, unlocked the door, kicked off my boots, then slumped down on the sofa. I sat there for what seemed like hours, just thinking what an idiot I was. Somewhere through my tunnel vision, I heard the doorbell. 

	It must be Lisa with my purse, I thought. 

	At least one of us still had a brain.  

	I ran to open the door, but as I snatched it open, the thank you on my lips quickly died as I saw Sean standing there.

	“It seems as though you left these.” He said extending my coat and purse.

	“Oh.” Was all I could say, as I mechanically took the offered apparel. “You didn’t have to come all the way here. I’m sure Lisa or Joe would have brought them at some point.” I replied, not really knowing what else to say to him.

	“Yeah well, I told Lisa I’d drop them off to you. Plus, I wanted to know why the hell you ran off like you did.” He said disbelievingly.

	“I did no such thing. I just needed some air.” I countered raising my chin.

	“The air outside the bar seemed just fine to me.” He returned as he stepped further into the door, leaning in my doorway. “Are you afraid of me Al?” He countered softly, unfolding his arms and placing his hands on the doorframe, which seemed an almost caress.

	“No.” I whispered back, but to myself declared; it was the devil inside I was afraid of not him. This man could make me do stupid shit I did not intend to do, not now or ever again! 

	Well, not really ever. 

	Well, at least not in the near future. I’d sworn off dating after Steve, and I was standing by that vow. He closed the gap between us, placed his finger under my chin and asked softly.

	“Are you sure of that?” He grinned slightly.

	 I closed my eyes and just breathed the scent of him in. It enveloped me, swirling around my head, making me even more lightheaded than I already felt. I licked my lips, because they suddenly seemed very dry. 

	I tried to speak, but before I could think through the words his head dipped, and I was reeling from the feel of his soft lips against mine. The kiss started out gentle, only to become the...most…infiltrating kiss I’d ever felt before in my life!  He placed his hand at the nape of my neck, slowly laced his fingers in my hair, tugging on the band releasing it. 

	As he steadied my head in his hand, the kiss grew deeper. I felt as if I was being consumed by fire. 

	A low moan escaped my throat; and it seemed as if this was his cue to deepen the kiss even more. I felt his other hand slowly stealing up my back to steady us both; and my traitorous hands had a mind of their own, because they too clung to his lovely locks. It felt like my entire body was an electrical current, and I was slowly beginning to suffocate. 

	I broke away from the kiss to stare at him. I drew the back of my hand to my lips gasping for air, and I noticed his eyes widened as he stared at me as well. He stared at me for several moments attempting to catch his breath; then stepped back over the thresh hold, ran his fingers through his slightly bent head, and smiled.

	“You could turn out to be v. e.. r.. y dangerous to me.” He stated softly, winked, then walked towards the elevator down the hall. I looked after him for a couple of seconds, then closed the door. 

	What had he meant by that?

	I knew he was definitely dangerous to me, and I would make every effort to stay away from him in the future.

	Nevertheless, good lord the man could kiss. 

	He would have me panting for more than just a kiss if I didn’t stay away from him!  I washed my face, dressed for bed, then laid there for several minutes still reeling from the kiss. Yes, Sean Poptoppolous was a danger to my senses, and everything else for that matter. 

	I would definitely have to watch myself around him.

	I thought drifting off with a smile. 

	Yes, watch myself I would.

	 



	

	Chapter Two
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	The sound…

	[image: Image] of the alarm clock nearly sent me into anaphylactic shock. I crawled from the bed, and slowly staggered to the bathroom, then looked at the bathroom clock. 5:30 already. 

	I turned on the shower, then closed my eyes as my head began to spin, my stomach lurched, and I ran for the toilet. 

	This was going to be one hellacious day! 

	I had to be in early today for a fricken meeting with the Dean, and here I was with a hangover. 

	Which I didn’t understand though?

	I’d only had three drinks before I’d left. 

	God, I was hating life right now.

	 I quickly jumped in the shower, washed the necessary parts, toweled off, then ran into the bedroom. I would have no time for breakfast today. I rushed out the door, jumped into the car and practically sped to work.

	My first class started at 8:45 am, and the meeting was from 6:30 am to 7:45. I hated these stupid ass meetings, the Dean would go off on a tangent for about forty-five minutes, and the meeting would be about only she and God knew what! 

	As I walked into the conference room 30minutes later, I noticed Joe and Lisa at the far end of the room as they waved to me, and I walked to the end of the table as they both smiled.

	“So, did you get your bolsa back borrachita?” Joe asked if I’d gotten my purse back with a wicked smile.

	“Yes, and you two did that on purpose.” I hissed as I took a seat next to them.

	“We did no such thing.” Lisa cried feigning outrage “But please do tell, what happened?” Lisa said wiggling her brows and I scowled at her.

	“Nothing happened.” I whispered, blushing.

	“Ummhum, then why is your face roja Nena?” Joe countered grinning.

	“Fine, he kissed me happy now, but that was it. And I should beat the hell out of the both of you for sending him to my house in the first place.” I sent back.

	“Well… what was it like?” Lisa grinned.

	“None of your business.” I snapped as the Dean walked into the room with Sean, Charlie, and Elise directly behind her. Sean smiled at me, and I quickly looked the other way. 

	He sat down, stared at me for several moments, then looked away with a slight frown. The room began to fill with other professors, and my head started to ache.

	“The first thing on today’s agenda, is the fact that several of our under-age students have been suspected of loitering at some place called…” The Dean looked at the clipboard she was carrying, and I silently tuned her out. 

	What would I do now? 

	This was going to be very awkward. 

	As I looked at him, I suddenly got a flash back of that scorching kiss, then nearly choked on my quick intake of breath. He shot me a look, then grinned. Charles elbowed him, then bent to tell Sean something.

	I felt my face turn scarlet, coughed, then quickly excused myself, feigning the bathroom. Lisa, Joe, and Elise gave me puzzled looks as I rushed from the room. Joe smiled nodding towards the door as Sean suddenly rose and excused himself as well. As I reached the hallway, I paused with one hand on the wall panting for breath. 

	What the hell was wrong with me? 

	He was suddenly behind me and turned me to face him.

	“Are you running from me again?” He chuckled.

	“No! I have to use the restroom, if you must know.” I snapped snatching my arm from his grasp, taking a step back.

	“Then why can’t you look me in the eye?” He asked turning my face towards him. I stood quietly looking up at him, not trusting myself to speak. 

	What was it he made me feel?

	I hated women who acted like this, just because some man looked their way, and here I was making a fool out of myself! I tried to bypass him a second time to make my way to the bathroom, when he caught my arm again. 

	“Why must you always scurry from me every time I look your way?” He whispered as he drew closer to me, lifting my chin so I could look into his eyes.

	 “Because, you leave me in a ball of nerves.” I whispered back, then realized what I’d just said. 

	“So, this is why you continually avoid me? For an entire year, we’ve played your little game of cat and mouse, and frankly I grow tired of it. Just say no then. Fuck!” He snapped frowning.

	“Games? What the hell are you talking about? Have you ever even asked me out, Sean? Have you ever even said something as simple as let’s get a cup of coffee, alone? I’m playing games? You know what…kiss my ass, Sean.” I snapped back, then stormed off. 

	As I entered the bathroom, I felt like punching the wall.

	How dare he? 

	He’d never once asked me out in the entire almost two years I’d been here. 

	At least not on a real date.

	It was always one of the gang things. 

	I’m the one playing games…TFOH? 

	God, Men! 

	They were all the same wherever you went. 

	I mean the nerve of him!  

	 I splashed some water on my face, then went to the Dean’s office to wait. I made up some story saying I believed I’d gotten food poisoning somewhere and wouldn’t be able to teach my classes this morning. 

	Of course, she bitched and moaned about it, then complained she would never have enough time to find a professor to take over my classes, which I knew was bullshit. Moreover, even if she couldn’t, my students would love the day off with a sign in sheet. I frowned at her, she sighed, then finally said go to
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