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Dedication

I dedicate this book to anyone who has ever loved someone so much that it hurt. This book is for you!
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Introduction

Hank was abandoned as a child and left with a family totally unlike him in every way. The most important thing that he found was love and care. He stood out like a sore thumb because of the color of his skin but there was always love in abundance.

He had received much love and wanted to love someone else. The person he picked, Jasmine wanted to love him back but wanted public approval and more afraid of what others thought than what her heart said. Hank’s body may have been with another but his heart always stayed with Jasmine. Would he ever love Jasmine in the open for the world to see or would he always just keep her in his heart to cherish for eternity?







Chapter 1

Mama Lori always said, “When it’s right, it’s just right. When the right love comes along, you’ll know it and you should do everything in your power to hold on to it because it may only come around once.”

Hank Simpson stood with his coffee in his hand, looking out his office window thinking about those words. Last night felt good to his body but it wasn’t right for his heart. April was just not right for him. She was right for him now, and when he was in the mood for sex.

Hank Simpson sat down at his desk and opened his email. In the subject line it read, “New faculty member.” After reading over the email, Hank realized that someone would be moving into their office today. Hank was the Vice President of Operations for the Robert Junction’s campus of Indiana University. It was his job to get a crew and it would be his job to make sure that the new faculty member got all of their belongings moved in safely. He reluctantly clicked on the link and to his surprise, he read the name, “Jasmine Reed.” She was to be the new Humanities Department Director. The shock of seeing that name made him get up out of his chair. He was hoping that he had misread the name or that his eyes were playing tricks on him but when he looked back at his monitor for the fifth time, it still read, Jasmine Reed. He thought, ‘maybe there is another Jasmine Reed.’ He read the body of the email which listed all of her qualifications, a brief bio and a picture. It was his Jasmine Reed. Well, not his Jasmine Reed exactly but it was the Jasmine Reed that he knew. She was back in the area and she was going to be working at his campus.

He wondered why she came back. Was she still married? Did she have kids? Did she still look the same? Would she remember him? He knew that he didn’t have to see her because he could send one of his crew members to move her into her office. The Director of Operations didn’t have to do any lifting, cleaning or moving. His job consisted of paper work, overseeing and managing.

“Hey boss, good morning.” Duane came in happy as ever, which brought Hank out of his day dream and into the present.

“Hey D, what’s up?” Hank asked.

“You alright?” Duane asked concerned.

“I’m fine, it’s just that we have a new faculty member coming in today with all of the things that will need to be moved into their office.” Hank said officially.

“Alright, do you want me and two others to move them in?” Duane asked.

“Uh, yep, but I’ll check in on you guys a little later,” Hank said.

“Alright, when are they scheduled to arrive?” Duane inquired.

“They should be here at 9 a.m. It is 8:30 now so, in a few minutes,” Hank said.

“Well, I will go round up Danny and Les. Give me the room number and I will take care of it,” Duane said.

“Thanks D. I’ll print out everything for you,” Hank said.

“Great. I’ll be right back after I get my coffee,” Duane left Hank’s office and headed for the break room. As Duane was walking down the hall, he passed a classy brunette with a Gucci purse, matching heels and a short, Chanel dress.

“Hey D, how are you today?” April said.

“I’m fine. He’s in,” Duane replied.

“Thanks,” April said with a smile and she picked up her pace to Hank’s office. Hank could hear her heels and smell her perfume even before he could see her face.

“Good morning, April,” Hank said.

“How did you know it was me?” April asked seductively. She smiled as she placed her purse on his desk.

“I heard your heels and smelled your perfume,” Hank said as he picked up the paper from his printer.

“What are you working on?” April came around Hank’s desk to get closer to him.

“Stuff. What can I do for you, April?” Hank asked, trying to ignore her closeness.

“A lot and you know it. You left early this morning so, I didn’t get to give you an early morning, sunrise sampler. Can you come by later tonight?” April asked unashamedly. She had two hands on his desk and her body was bent in two so that he couldn’t pass without missing her behind. She didn’t care what it took to get Hank. His body was what she craved.

“For your information, I left last night. We’ll see.” Hank knew what April was up to and he couldn’t miss her butt or her legs in that very short dress. It was as if there was a bright light shining on them.

“I’ll take that as a maybe. Hopefully you’ll remember what happened last night and I will get a knock on my door around 9.”

“We’ll see,”

“Well, I’ll take that and be on my way,” April said.

“Have a good day,” Hank replied.

“You too,” April said as she picked up her purse and made her way down the hall. She was headed to her two seater Mercedes that was parked in a reserved parking space. As the campus President’s daughter, she had a black credit card, a car that was paid in full, and a custom decorated suite in her parent’s million dollar home. She had no need for work. Hank was her obsession and even if it took every trick in the book, she would make him love and marry her. She didn’t care if it was the last thing that she did. She loved a bad boy who was rough around the edges. Her parents were appalled but April didn’t care.

Duane came back in, “I see that your girl is gone.”

“That is not my girl,” Hank said sharply.

“I’m sorry, boss but, you have to admit that she wants you—bad.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want her,”

“As your friend, I’m going to tell you that you need to stop sleeping with her. You are leading her on and you know it.”

“I know it, but a brother got needs.”

“I understand that, but I think that she wants more than you are willing to give. She may not take no for an answer. I’m just saying.”

“You are right. I’ve got to let her know soon, but it’s complicated.”

“I know that her daddy’s the head man and all, but you could find yourself at an altar saying I do and then you would be in an even bigger mess than you are in now. You didn’t work all of those years to get here only to end up unhappy at home. You feel me?”

“I got you. You are right. I know that you know because you were right there with me all of those years in the schools when we were cleaning up behind kids. I’ve got a lot to think about. Here’s the room number for Jasmine, I mean, Dr. Reed. She’s in the Humanities Building. I’ll meet you guys over there in a few minutes. Thanks, man.”

“You’re welcome, but you don’t have to stop by and check on us,”

“I know, but I will,” Hank said quietly. He secretly knew that he just had to see her.

“Jasmine, are you excited about your first day?” Asked her father, James Jones.

“Yes, daddy. It’s been a long time since I first started teaching in a public school. This will clearly be so different. I’m running my own department of faculty instead of teaching a class of little ones each day.”

“Exactly, baby girl, but that’s what that Ph.D. and all of those awards in Virginia did for you. Why you came home, I don’t know, but I’m just glad that you are here.”

“I could have stayed. The President begged me to stay, but I needed to come home, regroup and start over again. You and mom have been wonderful, as always.”

“You are welcome but know that you will always be our baby until we die. There is no way around it. I just hate that Mark…”

“Stop right there, daddy. We don’t need to go down that road again. It’s over and I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

“I know, but I’m just so sorry that you had to go through all of that.”

“I’m back here now so, what’s done is done,”

“Have a good day. Call your mom and I tonight and tell us how it went.”

“I will. Love you,”

“Love you too baby girl.”

Jasmine looked at herself in the mirror one last time with a smile and a wink. Her short haircut, pink suit and matching purse and shoes made her feel alright. She was proud of her looks but she was even more proud of all of the things that she had accomplished at thirty-five years old. She loved teaching. She had always known that she would become a teacher one day. After having a wonderful kindergarten teacher named, Mrs. Schultz, she knew that was all that she wanted to be when she grew up. Nothing in high school or college made her change her mind. She remembered the sweet and very inquisitive elementary schoolers, and the trying middle schoolers with their antics made her thankful that she didn’t have to see them this morning. The high school students still had her heart because she was able to challenge them and they challenged her right back. She was no longer walking those halls, but would now be guiding an entire department of professors, part-time and adjunct professors as well as graduate students. She was ready for the challenge and she quietly told herself, ‘Bring it on.’

As Jasmine backed her car out of her garage, she remembered a very smooth janitor who later became a plant operator. He seemed to follow her to every school she worked. When she thought of Hank, her mouth watered and her heart fluttered. She wondered where he was working now
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