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Chapter One


 


 	Sarah



 

 


 

 	“You did not,” I said.

 	Jamie shook her head back and forth, nibbling at her bottom lip with her teeth. Her mascara was running in streams down her face, and she was doing a hiccup cry. “I thought he liked me, Sarah. I really did.”

 	I didn’t. I knew Cole was an asshole. I had told her. She called me crazy and went out with him anyway. Now look at her. This wasn’t the first time Jamie gave it up to a guy. She done this every few months, date a new guy, sleep with him, he leaves and I was there to pick up the pieces. “Jamie,” I said, wrapping my arms around her small shoulders. She started to shake, crying into my neck. “You deserve better than Cole. You’ll find someone else way better. I promise.” That wasn’t a lie. Jamie found boys like I found dirty clothes from my roommate scattered around. All the time.

 	She sniffled, let out a loud obnoxious cry and finally sat back up. She wiped at her face, smearing the remains of her mascara all over her cheeks. “Promise.”

 	I nodded, and rested my hands on her shoulders. “I do. Now, let’s get going. I need to get back to the apartment. I have a test tomorrow in Survey of Civ.”

 	Jamie slid down from the concrete wall in front of the library and fell into step with me. “It’s the first week of the semester, you already have a test?” she asked.

 	“Unfortunately, yes.” I rubbed at my eyes, thanking God I didn’t wear any make-up today. Jamie was going to run me to death. I didn’t have any drama, it was always Jamie’s I was dealing with. Matt, my boyfriend, always got mad that I was dealing with Jamie’s drama, when we had none of our own. It wasn’t liked I asked for it, she was my best friend, I couldn’t just throw her out to deal with her own problems. Not in my nature.

 	Jamie climbed in the side of my blue Jeep and curled into a ball. I sighed. She really needs to learn how to control her hormones. I drove toward the Pine Valley Apartments, right off the main drive toward the school. I pull into the overly priced green building A’s parking lot and parked.

 	“Is Matt here?” she asked, glancing over at me before opening the door. Jamie didn’t like Matt, either. She said he was ‘overly controlling.’ This was kind of true. He was a UAM baseball player, and gone to practice a lot. I enjoyed my free time without him. Sometimes he drove me crazy. How many times can you check your reflection in the mirror? Almost as much as my roommate Cody. Who was gay and had the right.

 	I shook my head. “He isn’t here,” I said, sliding down my seat to the pavement. “He is at baseball practice.”

 	“Thank, God,” she mumbled, straightening at her hair with her fingers.

 	We walked up to room 203A and opened the door. “Zeus come back!” Cody yelled, running into the living room. He was holding a hair dryer, two pink bows and running toward my long haired Chihuahua, who was sliding along the wooden floor. “Please, you’ll look so pretty.”

 	“Jesus,” I mumbled. “Cody. What in the hell are you doing to my dog?” I asked, slinging my bag on our pink futon. “Come here, baby.” I picked him up and he started to growl at Cody.

 	Cody rolled his blue eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “I give up. He won’t let me put the bows in his hair.”

 	“He is a boy,” Jamie said from the kitchen.

 	He shrugged. “Maybe he likes boys.”

 	I smiled and let Zeus down, so he could run and hide under the futon. “Leave him alone, Cody. What are you doing home anyway? I thought you had to work?”

 	I followed him to our little bistro table, where he sat down. “I’m gonna leave in about five minutes.” He rolled his eyes. He worked at Piggy Sue’s in the kitchen. He hated it only because he would get his perfectly quaffed hair greasy in the kitchen. I personally loved the place. The food, the owners, but grease and Cody didn’t mix. “But, I’m glad you’re here, I have got to talk to you.” He flipped his brown bangs over his forehead and his big brown eyes widened.

 	I grabbed an apple off the center of the table. “What is it?”

 	“We have a new neighbor,” he said, wagging his eyebrows up and down. They’re perfectly plucked and I regretted not letting him do mine. Why does he look prettier than me?

I laughed. “Next door? Who?”

He shrugged. “Have no idea but he is a freaking hottie.” He pretended to shiver and stood up. “You girls need to check him out when you get the chance. But, I guess I’ll go ahead and go to work. See you two tonight.” He grabbed his ‘man purse’ and walked out of the door. I told him to stop carrying that thing. This was Arkansas and not too accepting of homosexuals. But, he said he was sticking to the man. I admired him.

“So, new hottie next door,” Jamie said, a Cheshire cat like smile crawling up her jaw. She started to run her fingers through her brown hair.

I rolled my eyes. “Didn’t you just call me up to the school to pick up the pieces of last night? Why would you want to throw yourself at another guy so quickly?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Tell me what you really think, Sarah,” she said, her lips pressed into a tight lipped grin.

“Just saying,” I said.

“Well,” she stood up, adjusting her shorts. “I’m going to go home. I have some homework.” She walked out of the door and slammed it.

I sighed. Jamie could be such a drama queen. She never did homework either. I walked to the master bedroom and pulled my blonde hair into a high bun. Dark circles were under my eyes, from staying up with Matt. He was a night owl and wanted to watch movies all night. That’s hardly true. He wanted to do other things all night. I wasn’t a virgin when I got with Matt but I hadn’t had that much experience. After several months, he took it into his own hands to experience me. He has been around the block a few times, but it’s hard to find one that hasn’t these days. Since Matt spent a lot of his nights at my house, instead of his dorm room, I didn’t get much sleep.

 	I pulled out my notes and started studying the different places in Africa. I watched the ID channel while studying and munched on some Chex Mex. This was the calmest part of my day, when no one was here but me.

 	A couple of hours later Zeus started barking at me. He had to go. It was eight, and Matt and Cody would both be back around ten-ish. I slipped on a pair of old HHS cheer shorts, a tank top and my UGG boots.

 	The fresh Arkansas air was cool against my skin. The crickets chirped as I walked down the stairs with Zeus. He pulled with all his four pounds toward the back of the apartments close to the woods. “Hold on, goober,” I said, rounding the corner. I took the last step and tripped over something large. “Shit,” I yelled out, fumbling to the ground. The rocks crunched underneath me and my wrist started to burn. Ouch.

“Oh my, God. I’m so sorry,” someone said in a true southern accent, from the darkness.

I fumbled around, waiting for the motion lights to come on. When they did, I saw a man staring down at me, hand outstretched. Holy Fucktarts. My stomach tightened as I glanced up at him. His outstretched arm acquired long, lean muscles, and tattoos covering from his wrist to the top of his shoulder. Oh shit, he doesn’t have a shirt on. I stumbled around trying to find words. He furrowed his dark brows, his full lips parting. “Are you okay?” he asked, his southern drawl dark and sexy. I used to hate how I talked, and hated the country guys I grew up around. But this was different, this made my insides heat. He tilted his head to the side, and I noticed his scruffy face. He hadn’t looked like he’d shaved in a while. It was sexy.

 	“I’m fine,” I finally said, taking his hand. It was calloused, warm and strong. The muscles in his arm contracted when he helped me up from the ground. His dark gray eyes were searching my body. I was sure it was because I had fallen, but it made my most personal place warm at the thought. “What the…” I trailed off, looking at the massive chocolate lab standing at my feet. His tongue flopping out, tail thumping against the ground.

 	“That’s Layla,” he said, a deep chuckle slipping from his throat. It felt like silk crashing over me.

 	“I didn’t see her, she must have been what I tripped over. Damn it,” I said, rubbing at my wrist. A trickle of blood ran down to my elbow.

 	“Let me see,” Gray Eyes said, taking my arm in his hand. I bit my lip and fought the urge to lean into him. He smelled like rain, but I could see the sweat dripping from him. He must have been running. He sure looked like he worked out.

 	“Looks like ya got yourself a little scratch, darling. I’m sorry. We didn’t see ya coming. Let me take care of that,” he said. Zeus came running up on us, barking, growling and showing his teeth. I rolled my eyes. He is mean to everyone.

“Hi puppy. Is he yours?” Gray Eyes asked, offering Zeus his hand.

“Yeah, better watch out, he isn’t that friendly.” I saw Gray Eyes smile and he rubbed Zeus’ head, who rolled over on his back and offered his stomach to him. He never does that.

“Wow, he never does that,” I said.

Gray Eyes smiled, stood straight up and winked. “I have a way with dogs.” He bent over and unhooked his dog’s leash. I took a minute to watch his muscles in his back work. His shoulders are so broad…“I’m Liam,” he said, offering me his hand. When did he stand back up?

“Sarah,” I said. He smiled, a dimple denting in his cheek. Fuck, a dimple, too? Jamie better be glad she didn’t run into him. Because, right then she would have had her clothes off and screwing him behind the apartment building. Jealousy twisted in my stomach. Wow where did that come from? I’m with Matt?

“So, let’s get up here and I’ll bandage that up for you.” He tossed his head toward the building. He walked toward the pavement and the streetlights beamed down on him. My blood started to pump in overdrive. He had basketball shorts low on his slender hips, running shoes, toned tanned legs and a killer six-pack. Why do you tease me so?

“Um,” I swallowed a dry lump in my throat. “I think I can handle it,” I said, rubbing the cut.

He tilted his head to the side and smiled. “I’m not gonna hurt ya, Sarah. Let me bandage you up. I live in 204A.”

Oh, God. My stomach dropped from my belly. It’s so not normal to have this feeling. He doesn’t matter. Matt does. “Oh,” I said. “I live in 203A.”

 	“You and your boyfriend? I saw another boy come out from there. Cody, maybe?”

 Boyfriend? Ha. He has to know Cody is gay. I smiled. “Roommate. It’s Cody, he doesn’t exactly like girls.”

 	“Thought so. Nice, Kid. Come on, let’s get that wrist bandaged up. I promise I’ll be gentle,” he said. The way he said gentle made my stomach feel heavy and my nipples hardened.

 	I gulped.

 	Liam walked me to my door where I dropped Zeus off. He opened his door and the smell of take-out flooded my nose. Ameca’s takeout boxes where on his dining room table. They were the best Mexican restaurant in town. There were boxes everywhere. “As you know I just moved here, so I haven’t unpacked everything. So, excuse the mess.”

 	I nodded. “Of course.” He had a huge TV in the living room, and hardly anything else but some chairs and a recliner.

 	“Ugh, sorry for all of this mess,” he said again, walking into the living room holding a first-aid kit. “I’m not much of a cook and I love takeout. Ameca seems like a good place.”

 	“It is the best Mexican restaurant. Piggy Sue’s is good if you like barbeque. Then La Terraza is pretty good.”

 	Liam smiled and patted the seat next to the bar. “Sit down and I’ll get to work.” I walked over toward the bar stool and sat. He pulled out some spray and a Band-Aid. “This may sting.” He grabbed my hand, sprayed my wrist and began to rub the spray in. I winced, my stomach tightening from his touch. “Sorry, it’ll stop hurting in a minute or so.” Doubtful. He pulled the Band-Aid off the strips and placed it over the scrap. “There ya go,” he said, stepping back.

 	I examined his job and smiled. “Thanks a lot. It feels better already.” It never really hurt that bad anyway.

 	He leaned against the bar. “So, what are you doing in Monticello? You work at the college?” he asked, his gray eyes intensely watching me.

 Wait? He thinks I work at the college. I almost laughed. Everyone always said I looked older than twenty two. “I--,” my phone playing Carry On by Fun started blaring through his apartment. Matt’s name crossed the screen as I heard footsteps outside. Damn it.

“You need to take that?” he asked, cocking an eyebrow.

I nodded. “Yeah, I actually need to go. Thanks so much Liam. It was so nice to meet you.” Literally.

He smiled, waving me off. “No problem. Sorry about the wrist. It should get better.” He walked me to the door, opened it and leaned against the frame.

“Thanks again Liam. I--,”

“What in the hell?” I heard from behind me. Matt was standing at our door, mouth ajar, baseball pants on, muscle shirt and cleats. His black hair was messy underneath his backwards UAM baseball hat. “What are you doing, Sarah?”

My faced began to heat as Matt glanced over at Liam, who was cocking an eyebrow and smiling. Stop that. Not to mention he was half-dressed. “Um…I…”

 	Liam laughed. “She tripped over my dog and scratched her arm. I offered to fix it. No worries.”

 	Matt narrowed his eyes and cracked his neck. Matt was muscular, but more of weight-lifting than hard work. His blue eyes were what drew me to him at first, not to mention his sexy smile. “Well, ya finished, Sarah? I’d like to eat sometime tonight.”

 He is mad. I glanced back over at Liam who winked and smiled. “Nice to meet you both. See ya around.” He shut the door and I felt my stomach shrink.

 	“Sarah,” Matt said, gesturing toward the door. “What was that about?”

 	I shook my head. “Nothing….he told you he just helped me.” I walked passed him and unlocked the door. Zeus started attacking his feet and he grumbled underneath his breath.

 	“Damn it, dog. Get off of me.” Matt took off his shirt, his cleats and his hat. “I’m gonna jump in the shower really quick. Got anything to eat?”

 	I fought the urge to roll my eyes. Matt wasn’t a bad guy, just jealous. He was raised in a man bring homes the money and women cook kind of family. I wasn’t. He was kind, gentle and kissed really good. He always remembered our anniversary and my birthday. He took me out, but he was obviously stubborn and jealous at times. But, I loved him. “Sure.”







Chapter Two

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 	“Shit,” I mumbled tugging at my shorts. The fabric had grown too tight under my massively huge erection. I rolled my eyes and glanced down at Layla. “Could I have been more embarrassing?” She rolled over on her back, begging for me to rub her belly. I bent over and rubbed her a few times before going to the living room.

 	Sarah’s little cheer shorts were just too small, not to mention the swell of her breast in that small tank top. I slammed my opened palm against my forehead. “Way to go, Liam.” I sat down in my recliner and turned on the TV. I had too much unpacking to do, and I didn’t want to think about it. New Orleans is only around five hours from Monticello, but it felt like eternity. When I was offered the job at UAM, I knew I needed to take it. I had to get out of my home town. Monticello isn’t big at all, but it had a southern feel to it that I liked. Now, I’m thinking it was a good investment.

I shook my head and leaned back further into the chair. I shouldn’t even be worried about her. Her boyfriend was standing right there, angry and I couldn’t blame him. I had his girlfriend in my apartment. Not that anything happened, but it did look bad. Plus, I was checking out her ass when he started getting hostile. What was with him anyway? Was he a student? He looked way younger than her, and looked like he played for UAM. Maybe she doesn’t work at the college?

I rubbed Layla’s head and turned up the volume. All I need is some sleep. My phone beeped as soon as I closed my eyes. My mother’s name displayed across the screen. Great. “Hi, Momma.”

 	“Why didn’t you call me when you made it, son? I was worried sick. There was this wreck on the I-40, I thought you were in it.”

 	I rolled my eyes. “Mom, calm down. I took Layla for a run. I’ve had a long day.”

 	“Your dad is working,” she said. I knew what she meant by that. I knew she meant that was the reason he wasn’t waiting for my call. But, it wasn’t. It was because he didn’t want me to move. He wanted me to stay, enlist and go into the Marines like he had. That wasn’t me. It wasn’t what I was meant to do.

 	“Great for him,” I mumbled, rubbing my eyes. “Look Mom, I have got to go, I have to get up early tomorrow.”

 	She sighed, loudly. “Okay, son. Call me in a few days. I love you.”

 	“Love you, too,” I said, pressing the End button. I tossed my phone on the end of the recliner and closed my eyes. It wasn’t long before I had fallen asleep.

 

 “Mr. Downs, this is the Survey to Civ room,” Dean Spencer said, gesturing toward the room in front of us. He smiled, and pushed his glasses up his nose.

 	I walked in and tugged at my button-down shirt. It covered my tattoos nicely. I’d gotten them on senior trip, not thinking about jobs in the future. I wouldn’t be wearing any short sleeved shirts in front of the faculty anytime soon. The overhead was nicely positioned in the corner of the room, and there were around fifty desks total. As far as I could tell I was taking over Dr. Evert’s job, and he had a test scheduled for today. Damn, it’s the first week of school. None of his students knew that he was quitting, he didn’t want them to stop applying themselves before the new teacher, me, showed up.

 	“Does everything look okay?” Dean Spencer asked, hands in his pockets.

 	I nodded. “Sure thing. Everything looks great.” He had briefed me about everything last week over the phone. I glanced down at my watch. “Looks like I have fifteen minutes before my class gets here.”

 	Dean Spencer nodded and handed me a grade book. “This was the grades from Dr. Evert. You can copy them down and give this back to me whenever you get finished. They are mostly participation grades, and one bonus question before each class. Call me if you have any questions. Have a good day, Mr. Downs.”

 	I nodded and walked over to my desk. Nerves were racing underneath my skin. This was my first time teaching, I’d only graduated the year before. At twenty-six I was glad to have a job, the economy sucked. I unpacked my book, grade book and started to copy down the grades.

 	When I got to the last one, I heard laughter fill the hallway. I glanced up and noticed it was time for class. I shut the grade book, stood and leaned against the front of the desk, legs crossed at the ankles.

 	A few minutes later the room started filling up. Everyone stopped and checked the room number before walking in. I smiled to myself, then wrote you’re in the right room on the board. A few of the girls giggled to themselves, and most of the guys talked and I picked up on a few football players in the room.

 	When it turned eleven ten, I started toward the door but stopped dead in my tracks. “Sarah,” I mumbled, staring straight at her. Her mouth dropped opened, and she stared right at me. Her low cut shirt hung snuggly to her chest, and her jeans tight to her slender waist. Fuck. I quickly thought of dead puppies, rotten food and chair legs. I am not getting hard in class.

Her lips parted and she said, “Liam.” My dick jumped in my jeans. Damn it.

 




 Sarah




 

 	“Liam,” I mumbled again, not realizing I’d said it twice. My mouth was ajar, eyes wide and my books loosely in my grip. He was staring straight at me, a confused look on his face. I knew it was because he thought I was a teacher, and I didn’t get a chance to tell him different. I try to take my eyes off of his broad shoulders, his button down shirt stretched to fit them perfectly. My stomach tightens as his tongue darts out to wet his lips.

 	Liam clearing his throat brings me back to reality. “Hi, you can take your seat, Sarah,” he said, eyeing the classroom. I glance over at everyone, and all eyes are on me. Damn it.

“Of course….” I trailed off, making a quick dash toward my usual seat.

Tyler, one of Matt’s baseball friends, leaned toward me. “What the hell was that about, Sarah?”

I pulled out my book and bit my lip. “I met him yesterday at Java City, I didn’t realize he was a teacher.”

Tyler nodded, and turned his hat around backwards, causing his cowlick to stand straight up. “Yeah, dude doesn’t look like a teacher.”

Hell no, he doesn’t.

“Okay, people,” Liam said. “My name is Mr. Downs, or Downs. I prefer you not to call me Liam, it’s kind of unprofessional.”

“Sarah called you Liam,” someone said from the corner of the room. Blood rushed to my ears. I couldn’t look up, I continued to look at my notes.

“I live close to Sarah, so I met her before this.” Liam turned his back to us and wrote Mr. Downs on the board. His ass looked so right in those jeans. Damn it, Sarah. Stop it.

“So, as you know Mr. Evert is no longer here. He is leaving to go to a different school.” He flipped through some pages, biting on his lip. “Looks like he had a test planned for y’all today.” He shook his head. “We’re going to postpone it. It’s the first week of school,” he said, glancing over at me. I quickly looked back down at my papers.

“So, why don’t we have introductions today? Hmm? Let’s stand up tell me your name, where you’re from and what your major is. My goal is to get to know you all.”

He pointed toward a girl on the first row.

“Looks like we’re gonna have it better this semester,” Tyler said, leaning closer to me. “Mr. Evert seemed like a drag,” he whispered, pulling his phone out from under his desk.

“Yeah, easier,” I said, keeping my eyes on my desk. Taking a chance, I looked up. Liam was staring at me, and nodding at what the person was saying. Heat burst underneath my skin.

 	“So, I heard Cole hit it and quit it with Jamie.” Tyler shook his head. “He is such an ass. I warned her,” he said.

 	“I did too,” I mumbled, watching Liam stroke his jaw with his thick fingers. I wondered what it would be like to be touched places by him. He was too beautiful, too masculine. Isn’t it a crime to be that good-looking? He let that laugh slip, sending my stomach on a roller coaster ride.

 No, stop. I can’t believe I’m checking my teacher out like this. I have a boyfriend and he is my professor. I swallowed a large lump in my throat and pulled my shirt away from my body. I was sweating like I’d been running a marathon.

 	“Sarah,” Tyler said, waving his hand in front of my face. He was leaning over his desk rail, staring at me, wide brown eyes worried. “Are you okay? I asked you a question.”

 	“Oh, sorry. I was daydreaming.” Understatement. “What did you ask?”

 	He frowned but asked, “Do you think Jamie would go out with me?”

 Of course I do. I nodded. “Yeah, of course she would.” Tyler seemed like an okay guy. He was always polite, held the door open for people and made descent grades. Tyler wasn’t bad looking either, he had a strong jaw, pretty brown eyes and we built steady.

 	“Great, I can’t wait. I think I’ll--,”

 	“You talking over there,” Liam said, rather loudly. He had his finger pointed right at Tyler. “Your turn.”

 	Tyler furrowed his brow but started talking. Liam wasn’t paying any attention to him, I watched as he watched me. Tyler kept talking, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying.

 	“Great, thanks. Now, what about you Sarah?” Liam asked. How did he even hear what Tyler was saying? I couldn’t take my eyes off of his lips.

 	“Sarah?” he asked again, dipping his head lower, to hide a smile.

 	“Oh!” I said, swallowing the embarrassment from the class snickering beneath their breath. “Um. My name is Sarah. I grew up in Hermitage, about forty miles from here. My major is creative writing, and that’s about it.”

 	“How old are you?” Liam asked, cocking an eyebrow. Everyone is staring at us.

“Twenty two,” I mumbled, gnawing at my lip.

“How old are you?” some girl yelled from the back.

Liam smiled, and my breath caught in my throat. Damn. “Twenty six,” he said, rolling up his sleeves. The tattoos I’d seen from the night before show on his forearm.

 	“Nice tats, where’d you get ‘em?” some guy asked.

 	“Louisiana. Now, since we know each other pretty well know. Class is dismissed. We’ll pick up Friday. Plan on having your test next week.”

 	The entire class got up and started scurrying out of the door. I took my time picking up my books, looking at my desk and the floor.

 	I exited my row and feel Liam’s arm on my elbow before I can get out of the door. “Can you wait a second?” I nodded at the ground and waited for everyone to leave. Liam walked over and shut the door. “Well, this is awkward,” he said.

 	I glanced up. “I didn’t know you were a teacher. You don’t look like one,” I said, shaking my head. “I don’t…I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to tell you that I’m a student. I just look older.”

 	Liam bit his lip and exhaled a huge sigh. “Well, I guess I didn’t come out and tell you either. It’s not a big deal or anything, I was just shocked to see you walk in. I think it probably raised some questions from the other students.”

 I know it did. Half of the girls were staring at me the entire time. I waved my hand at him, giving him a shaky smile. “Nah, I’m sure it’ll be fine. I told Tyler I saw you at Java City and didn’t realize you were a student.”

 	“Is Tyler the kid that was sitting next to you?”

 	I nodded. “Yeah, he is one of Matt’s friends. I have a few classes with him, he is an English major, too.”

 	Liam clicked his tongue and finally smiled. “Well, I guess that’s all I need to know. I guess I’ll see you Friday?”

 	Grabbing my books, I squeeze them to my chest. “Okay, Liam…Mr. Downs,” I said, before dashing out of the classroom.

 What. The. Fuck. I shook my head all the way down the stairs and into the writing center. Could this get any worse? I’d been checking out my teacher’s ass and I didn’t even know it. How could a teacher be this freaking hot? It’s not logical? They’re supposed to have spenders, loafers and comb overs. Not low rise jeans, boots and a fucking sexy smile.

I dropped my bag at the computer desk and sat in the rolling chair. I pulled up my homework for math and started on it. I worked as a tutor in the writing center, but when no one was there we’d do our homework or talk. I didn’t feel like talking, I might have screamed if I opened my mouth.

This semester is going to be torture.







Chapter Three

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 How could I be so stupid? Picking up my books, I walked out of my final class for the day and toward my Hummer. She was clearly a student. Her boyfriend played baseball, she lived in apartments right beside the college. Maybe I had wanted her to be available and my age so bad that I imagined her looking older.

 	I shook my head and ran my fingers through my hair. Way to fuck up everything, Liam. Way. To. Go.

“Excuse me,” someone said.

I turned and saw a woman standing behind me. Her hands were wrapped around the handle to a briefcase, and she was smiling ear to ear. Her reddish hair was combed back into a ponytail on the nape of her neck.

“Hi,” I said, clearly not in the mood to chat but I gave her a fake smile anyway. “Did you need something?” Can’t you see I’m day dreaming about my student’s ass? God, I sound like a perve.

“My name is Shay, I teach Literature here. You’re new, right? Liam Downs?”

Word travels fast. “That’s me. Nice to meet you Shay.”

 	She nodded. “I just wanted to introduce myself. Maybe some time when you’re free I can show you around campus.” She looked nervous, fidgeting with her briefcase, giving me a simple smile. She is probably your age. I fight the urge to close my eyes.

 	“Yeah, maybe I’ll take you up on that. I’ll see ya around,” I said before walking to my car. Shay was walking away when I glanced back up.

 	I rode the two minute drive to my house in silence. I listened to the passing cars, the football team run by and the birds. I took my time climbing up the stairs and faced room 203A for a second too long before turning toward my door. The door slammed opened and a short girl with brown hair stood eating a popsicle in front of me. It slipped from her grip and hit the floor.

 	“Damn it,” she mumbled bending over to get it.

 	“What are you doing out here?” I heard from inside Sarah’s apartment. She came to the doorway and stopped to look at me. “Oh hey, Liam—I mean Mr. Downs.”

 	I bit my tongue. If she calls me Mr. Downs one more freaking time. “Hi, Sarah. Nice to see you again.”

 	“I’m Jamie,” the brown haired girl said. I glanced in her direction, irritated that she interrupted us.

 	“Hi, Jamie.”

 	She grinned and Sarah grabbed her arm. “You were just leaving, weren’t you Jamie?”

 	She shook her head back and forth, her hair swinging with every move. “Actually, I forgot something inside. Let’s go get it. Nice to see you, Mr. Downs.” She pulled on Sarah’s arm and I caught a glimpse of Sarah’s green eyes before the door was shut in my face.

 	Her eyes were so large, full and bright. She had called me Mr. Downs. I rolled my eyes and hit the briefcase on the side of my leg. Damn it.

I collapsed onto the bed my bed once I got inside and took my shirt and shoes off. This semester was going to be too hard.

 

 




 Sarah




 

 	“Please tell me that’s not your new Survey to Civ teacher? It’s the same guy Cody was saying was hot?” Jamie asked, her tongue practically dropping out of her mouth.

 	I sighed and walked over to the futon. “It is my new teacher. I meet him last night when I took Zeus to the bathroom. I tripped over his dog.”

 	“Is that a sexual innuendo?” Jamie wiggled her eyebrows.

 	“Yes, I tripped over his penis. Shut up,” I said, throwing a pillow at her face. She blocked it and smiled brightly.

 	“What a fucking hottie. You have to know he is sexy. How on earth are you going to learn with his hotness radiating in the room?”

 	“I’ll manage,” I said, which was a small lie. He was almost too hot. I rolled my eyes at myself. How pathetic can one person be? “Anyway, I have some homework to do. You were just leaving…remember?”

 	She rolled her eyes and staggered to the door. “Oh, Tyler text me and asked if I wanted to go to the movies.” She pressed her teeth into her lip to keep from smiling.

 	“Oh yeah,” I picked at my jeans, “what’d you’d say?”

 	“Yes,” she said. “We’re going this weekend. See ya later.”

 	I laughed, as I picked up Zeus’ toys from around the house. I swear it was like I had a damned kid. I tossed my book bag on my bed and winced at the soda stain on my comforter. Matt. He’d gotten mad about Liam and threw his glass on my bed. Two minutes later he was apologizing and kissing me. He had one hell of a temper.

 Knock. Knock. Damn, Matt’s home early. I walked to the door. Matt was leaned against the door frame, hands wrapped around the top. “Hey, baby,” he said, kissing my cheek. He smelled like sweat, dirt and boys.

 	“Hey, you’re here early,” I said.

 	He walked past me and went straight for the kitchen. “Yeah, we have a game tomorrow. Coach let us go home early. I’m starved. I think I’m gonna call for Chinese. Does that sound good?”

 	Anything were I don’t have to cook. “Yeah,” I said, sliding down on the coach. Matt walked over and slid in beside me, his blue eyes wide and raking over me.

 	He nuzzled his mouth into my neck and kissed along my collar bone. “You smell good, babe.” Too bad you don’t. He pulled me closer and I leaned against him, letting him wrap his arms around my waist. “I heard a few girls talking in class about a new teacher. He’s supposed to be cute or something.” He turned on the TV.

 Fuck. Should I tell him? Better me than someone else. “Yeah, actually it’s our next door neighbor. He is my new Survey of Civ teacher.”

 	Matt stopped channel surfing and turned toward me. His jaw flexed and he tilted his head to the side. His black hair was a mess underneath his cap and his shirt stuck to his chest. “You mean the guy that was checking out your ass last night is your new teacher?”

 He was checking out my ass? My stomach warmed at the thought of him touching it with his large hands. No, Sarah. “I doubt he was really doing that, Matt. But, yeah, he is my teacher. That should make you feel better. He is my teacher, not some random college guy.”

 	Matt groaned and clenched his fist. “Just because he is a teacher doesn’t mean he isn’t still a man. He was looking at your ass, and if I see him do it again I’ll beat the hell out of him,” Matt said, turning back toward the TV.

 	I didn’t doubt that Matt would pick a fight, he done it all the time. But, I had nothing to worry about because Liam was my teacher, and I was the one acting like a love-struck puppy not him.

 	Around thirty minutes later Matt went to get the Chinese. Somewhat relieved that he was gone, I walked out onto our balcony. Zeus followed me and curled up in his bed outside. I watched as the sunset over the woods across the road, and leaned against the railing. The wind blew in my face, and it smelled like rain. When I figured Matt would be on his way back home, I turned and something caught my eye. Running down the road and into our driveway was Liam and Layla. I ducked back into my chair, so he couldn’t see me well. He stopped in front of the building, stretching. I watched as his muscles tightened as he stretched above his head. His brown hair was a sweaty mess, but he pulled it off too well. I bit my lip as he bent over and touched his toes.

 This isn’t right. Standing up, I leaned over the railing to get a better look. Layla sat beside him, tongue out and wagging her tail.

 Bark. Bark. Oh no. Zeus jumped out of his bed and started barking down at Liam and Layla. Fuck. “Shut up, Zeus,” I mumbled, swatting at his behind.

 	He continued to bark, loudly.

 	Liam’s head popped up and he glared up at me. A smile rose from the corner of his lips and he jogged toward us. “Damn it. I hate you,” I mumbled to Zeus.

 	“Hi, Sarah,” Liam said, craning his neck to get a good look at me. “You spying on me?” he asked.

 You have no idea. “Ha. No, just enjoying the sunset. Sorry to interrupt you, Zeus doesn’t have good manners.” I smiled. “Or does he mind,” I mumbled to myself.

 	Liam waved me off. “No worries, I was just heading back in. It was such a great night for a run. You wouldn’t happen to know how to get to Lake Monticello, would you? I heard they have a great place to run. It’s opened and spacey.”

 	I gulped and nodded. “Yeah, I do. It’s kind of hard to explain.”

 	“Would you mind showing me some time?”

 	My heart began to beat against my ribcage hard. Is this appropriate behavior? Am I supposed to give my teacher directions? After school? In his car with him? My palms were sweaty so I rubbed them against my legs. “Um, sure. Maybe tomorrow or something?” I asked. I knew Matt would be gone tomorrow for his game, and being alone with Liam was starting to consume me.

 	“Yeah, that’d be great.” He ran his fingers through his hair and smiled. “I’ll come get you.” He laughed. “Next door. What time is good for you? Seven?”

 	I nodded. “Yeah.”

 	“You don’t have work or anything do you? I wouldn’t want to take you away from anything.”

 	“I have a work study at the writing center. It’s during the day. Seven tomorrow will be fine.”

 	“Great, I’ll see ya--,”

 	“Sarah?” I heard and looked down to my right. Matt was getting out of his truck with two arms carrying the food. I was glad his arms were occupied, I didn’t want to have to deal with him hitting Liam. “What are you doing?” he asked, through gritted teeth.

 	“I was just letting her know that we have a test next week. I’ll see you in class Friday, Sarah. Nice to see you again, Matt.” Liam disappeared into the darkness, and Matt walked up the stairs.







Chapter Four

 


 	Liam




 

 What have I done? I sat in my office, looking through my student’s work and thought about Sarah. I couldn’t believe I’d asked her to show me the lake? What possessed me? She is your student, not some random girl.

I was busy wallowing in my stupidity when my phone lit up. Dad. I growled to myself. I answered. “Hello.”

 	“Hi, it’s Mom.”

 	I sighed. “What are you doing calling on Dad’s phone?”

 	“Mine is dead. I told you to call me, Liam. Why haven’t you? Are you okay? Are your classes going alright? Are the kids nice?”

 Wow, I’m a teacher not a new student in elementary school. “They’re fine, Mom. It’s going great, but it’s only the second day.”

 	“I know, I know. Just making sure you’re okay. How is Layla? Is she adjusting to the change okay?”

 	“She is a dog, she is fine wherever, as long as she is being fed.”

 	“Well, you don’t have to be so snooty about it, Liam. Is something bothering you?”

 Yeah, my dick gets hard every time I see my neighbor/student. I’d say that’s a major problem. “Everything is fine, Mom. I’m grading papers, can I call you back?”

 	“Will you?”

 	“Yes, tomorrow. I love you.”

 	“Okay, love you too. You better call,” she said before hanging up.

 Jesus Christ, you’d think I was twelve not twenty six. Packing up my papers, I grabbed my briefcase and headed toward my Hummer.

 	When I got home, I stripped and climbed into the shower. I couldn’t help but think about Sarah sitting in the passenger seat with me. The swell of her breasts, her full lips, and flat stomach. I wondered what she’d look like naked.

 	“No, Liam,” I mumbled to myself. My dick disagreed, showing me just how much she pushed my buttons. I grabbed myself and began to push up and down my shaft. “What are you doing, Liam?” I leaned my head against the shower wall and finished myself off.

 This is ridiculous. After humiliating myself, in front of myself, which is hard to do, I dried off. I pulled on a tight white shirt and some jeans. I remembered my last girlfriend had liked it, so maybe Sarah would. No, it doesn’t matter if she likes it. I put on my boots and filled Layla’s water and food bowl.

 	At six fifty five I walked over to her door and knocked.

 	It swung opened and Cody was standing in the doorway. His mouth was half-full of some chips and his eyes were wide. He swallowed loudly and smiled. “How may I help you?” he asked.

 	“Cody, it’s for me,” I heard her from behind Cody. He turned around and looked back at her. My dick tightened and I pushed back the urges I had to do bad things right then and there. She was wearing the tightest white tank top, some blue jeans shorts and flip-flops. Her cheeks turned pink and she pushed her hands deep into the depth of her pockets.

 	“This is the friend you’re showing around, Sarah?” Cody asked, eyebrow rose.

 	She narrowed her eyes and jabbed her finger over her shoulder. “Would you please make sure Zeus’ water bowl is filled up for me?”

 	Cody stuck his tongue out and ran off toward his room. “Sorry about him, you’ll get used to him.”

 	I smiled down at her, and bit my lip. “Well, are you ready to go?” I asked, gesturing for her to lead the way.

 	She nodded slightly and walked out of the door. I followed her downstairs, watching as her hips switched. Come on, you’re not a fifteen year old boy. “So,” I said. “Where is Matt at tonight? He didn’t mind?”

 	Sarah didn’t look up as I opened her door for her. “Her doesn’t know,” she whispered before I shut it.

 Holy fuck. I winked at her. “Well, some things we can keep to ourselves then.” I walked around and started down the road.

 	We rode in silence for a long while before she pointed toward a road to our left. When we pulled up I saw a sign that said ‘Lake Monticello.’

 	“No, don’t pull in that way, go around this way,” she pointed out. I followed her instructions, and we pulled along a dirt road, and into a clearing. No one was out here, and I could tell it was a secluded spot.

 	“Well, this is nice. I’m sure this would be a great place to run,” I said. That was my main reason for wanting to know where the lake was, to run. But, now that I’m here with her I don’t want to leave.

 	“A lot of people run out here, it’s so peaceful. Sometimes I come out here during lightning storms and watch the lighting hit over there,” she said, pointing across the lake.

 	She chuckled. “Don’t think I’m strange, it’s really pretty.”

 	I laughed and opened my door. “Come on, let’s get some air.” I walked toward the edge of the water and watched the geese swim across. “This isn’t appropriate,” I finally said. I didn’t want to say it, but it needed to be said. I needed to let her know I couldn’t have her the way I wanted. I wasn’t sure if she wanted me or not, but fuck did I want her.

 	She twisted her blonde hair around her finger and kicked at the mud. “Then why did you ask me, Mr. Downs.”

 Mr. Downs. I wanted to shake her until she stopped calling me that. “Well, that part I’m not quite sure of. I just needed to tell you that I didn’t know you were my student when I helped you with your cut. It’s not a big deal, but I’m sure teachers aren’t supposed to have their students in their apartments.”

 	She nodded. “Well, of course not. But, we didn’t know. So, no harm done.” She smiled up at me, her green eyes warm and large. “And plus, I have a boyfriend anyway. It would be wrong even if you weren’t my teacher.”

 	A ping of something lit fire in my stomach. I am not jealous of him. Yes, the fuck I am. I couldn’t stand the thought of him touching her, kissing her or making love to her. I bit my tongue hard. “Of course. I’m glad we’re on the same page.”

 	“Should we head back now?” she asked. “Since it’s not appropriate.” Her tone was bitter, and I tried not to smile. Did she want to be out here with me?

“Well, there is no need to rush, hold on a second.” I ran back over toward my truck, grabbed the blanket and two Cokes. “Here we go,” I said, laying the blanket out. “Thirsty?”

She stared blankly down at the blanket and then back up at me. I could see the conflicting emotion on her face and I felt guilty. I shouldn’t push her. “We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. Don’t think I’m trying to do anything else inappropriate.”

She stared at me for a few long uncomfortable minutes. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

I let out a small chuckle. “Scout’s honor,” I said, lying down on the blanket.

She laid beside me, her body so close to mine. We laid there and watched the sky for a while before either of us spoke. “Did you feel that?” she asked.

I felt something alright, but I was sure it wasn’t the same thing she was talking about. “What?”

“Rain. I smelled it last night, I knew it was coming”

Damn it. I didn’t want to take her home just yet. I knew we weren’t doing anything but lying there but it felt so good. “Let’s just sit out here for a little longer, then I’ll take you home.”

 	She turned on her side, quickly and held her head up with her hand. “I wasn’t saying I wanted to go home. I was just warning you. It’s supposed to storm, we could watch the lightening, if you wanted to.”

 	Her cheeks turned pink. A piece of blonde hair fell from her ear and I pushed it back. “That’s fine. I’d love to see it,” I said.

 	Her cheeks turned redder, and she smirked, lying back down. “Tell me about you,” she finally said. “Have you always wanted to teach?”

 	I lay as still as I could, not wanting her to see how I really felt. “Yes. I wanted to teach my entire life. My dad wasn’t for it, he said I should go into the military, and make a man out of myself.” I laughed. “But, I didn’t follow him. I had to do what I wanted and loved. I had to teach.”

 	Sarah was still staring at me, eyes wide. I tried to ignore that her breast were hanging over her shirt. I could see the roundness of them. I wanted to reach out and touch her. “I think you did the right thing. What you want to do.”

 	“I just wish my dad thought that way. But, enough about me, what about you? How long have you been with Matt?” I cursed myself for saying it as soon as I said it.

 	She frowned and turned to look back up at the sky. “A year,” she said. I wanted to pry but I didn’t want to force her. “Are you seeing anyone?” she whispered.

 	My heart pounded an extra beat. “No.”

 	I swear I saw the corner of her lip crawl up. “There it comes,” she said, slowly. “The rain.”

 	As if on cue, the rain started pouring down. We jumped up, laughing, and ran toward my truck. I could hear her breathing hard, and glanced over at her. Her hair was wet, her shirt stuck to her breast. Fuck, she looks so beautiful.

“You’re all wet,” she whispered, her eyes raking over my chest. My dick moved and I prayed she didn’t see it.

“It’ll dry,” I said without looking away from her. Her lips parted and lightning struck across from us. She pointed. “It’s beautiful,” I mumbled, as another hit almost in the same spot.

She started to breathe faster, her chest rising and falling. Her eyes met mine but she didn’t look away. Her eyes darted toward my lips, her own parted and she squirmed in her seat. Does she want to kiss me, too? Would it be too old fashioned to ask? She glanced back up at me, nodded once and I knew that was exactly what she wanted.

 	So, I gave her what she wanted.

 




 	Sarah




 

 Oh. My. God. He kissed me. I was basically begging him for it. He reached across the console of his truck and he found my lips with his. They were full, soft and gentle at first. This is wrong. I knew it was but I couldn’t not take the chance. Just once, and I would never do it again. His tongue ran across my bottom lip and I parted my own, letting him slip his tongue into my mouth. I moaned. Damn it. I couldn’t help it. He seemed to fuck my mouth with his. I’d never felt so vulnerable with a kiss before.

 	He returned with a growl, grabbing the nape of my neck and dragging my closer to him. I was half way over the console, my arms gripping at his t-shirt. Am I really making out with my teacher? He is sexy, but it’s still wrong. I have a boyfriend.

Before I could make myself come to my senses Liam gripped my ass, and pulled me over to straddle him. Holy fuck. I could feel his erection between my legs, as he pushed me down on it. Oh, God. “Sarah,” he mumbled into my ear, sliding his tongue against my neck. “This is wrong,” he said, wrapping a tattooed arm around my waist.

 	“I know,” I said back, grinding down on him. “We need to stop,” I said.

 	Liam pushed me back from him. His gray eyes were wide with excitement, his mouth parted and his breathing heavy. “I’m so sorry.”

 	I shook my head, all the guilt slamming into me at once. “It takes two,” I mumbled. “I’m sorry I told you to. You’re my teacher, I have a boyfriend.” I crawled over the console and sat in the seat, my head leaning back.

 	Guilt was one of the worse things to feel…ever. It ate at me on the way home, my entire body overcome with it. It was almost like a virus that spread and took over me. I’d kissed another guy. A man. A sexy man.

 	I rubbed the bridge of my nose with my pointer finger. “This can be like it never happened,” Liam said. “I shouldn’t have done that to you. You are taken and my student. It can’t happen again.”

 	I nodded in agreement, even though hearing it made my stomach hurt. “Of course, it was a onetime slip up. It won’t happen again,” I said, matter of fact.

 	Liam was staring at me in the parking lot. He licked his lips and patted my hand. “To a new beginning.”

 	I winced. “New beginning,” I whispered. “I guess I’ll see ya in class tomorrow,” I said. I walked up the steps, not looking back and closed the door behind me.

 	“Tell me what the fuck happened now,” Cody said from the futon.

 Ah, shit.

After I explained everything that happened, I realized I was a much worse person that I thought I was.

“Did he kiss good? He has those big lips.” Cody pretended to moan and fan himself. I frowned and held my face in my hands.

“Ah, come on now, Sarah. Matt is an asshole anyway .Why don’t you just storm over there and take Mr. Teacher Man right now. I’ll cover for you if Matt comes home early.”

I shook my head. “It never happened. We defined our relationship and now we’re moving on.”

Cody rolled his eyes. “Come on, Sarah. You have to see the man every Monday, Wednesday and Friday. You know that it’s gonna be hard as hell not to pounce on him after class.”

I sighed. “I’m going to bed, Cody. I can’t think about this anymore than I have to,” I said.

“Ah, don’t get cha self down in the dumps about it. Mr. Hottie is a very big upgrade from Matt anyway.”

“Good night, Cody,” I said before shutting my door. What in the hell did I do? I climbed into the shower and turned on the hot water. I let it run down my skin, washing away where Liam had touched me. His hands so large on my waist and ass. His lips and tongue caressing my own. My thighs began to feel heavy, and I leaned against the shower wall. Why had he felt so much different from Matt? Why had he turned me on so quickly?

In between my thighs began to heat, as I run my hand down my stomach to my most sensitive spot. Fuck, I wished he had stoked me there. No, Sarah. I shook my head but continued to rub myself, feeling where I wished he had touched. I rubbed harder, thinking of his mouth on my neck, until I exploded thinking of his face. His hands. His touch.

 What have I gotten myself into?







Chapter Five

 


 Liam



 

 


 

 	Layla’s tongue was what woke me up the next morning. I opened my eyes and the sunbeams hit my eyes. I winced. It looked like it had cleared up since the rain the night before.

 	Layla was sleeping beside me, her tongue lapping at my cheek. “Alright,” I said, pulling her to my chest and rubbing her head. “I’m getting up, girl,” I said, sliding the sweaty sheets off of me. The dream from the night before left me sweaty and sticky. I hadn’t had a wet dream since high school. I’m a fucking pussy.

I slid into the shower and scrubbed away the grim. I tried to not think about the night before. Sarah’s soft skin, her thick lips and breasts pushed against my chest, but it wasn’t working. She’d said she had a boyfriend. I knew it well before I’d kissed her. I couldn’t help it? Fuck. I placed my forehead against the shower wall and closed my eyes. I’d made out with my student. I sat her on my lap, gripping her ass.

 	“Way to go, Liam,” I mumbled through the water falling down my face. Then I’d told her ‘to new beginnings.” What kind of fucktard am I? She was probably glad I took her home to get away from my awfulness.

 	I growled and slipped out of the shower, drying off and getting dressed. I made myself a fresh cup of coffee and slipped out on the balcony. It was only seven forty five. My first class wasn’t until ten but Layla never did like to sleep in.

 	I was halfway through the coffee when I heard a door slam. “Where were you, Sarah?” I heard someone shout.

 	Backing up against the wall, I watched from the corner as Matt followed Sarah out from under the walk way. “I said I was out with Jamie.”

 	He scoffed, grabbed her elbow and turned her around. “Wanna try that again, huh? You weren’t out with her?”

 	Sarah snatched her arm away, taking a few steps backwards. “Yes, I was. How in the hell would you know? Why don’t you call her and ask then Matt?” Would Jamie cover for Sarah? My stomach twisted as Matt grabbed her upper arm, bringing her close to him. Anger rose in my throat, and I stepped forward. He whispered something into her ear and she relaxed.

 	He grabbed her face and kissed her. My anger turned to jealousy and I stalked back inside before I had to see anything else. I sat on my chair, rubbing my hands over my face. Why am I so worked up over my student? You knew she had a boyfriend. It’s better like this anyway.

Layla pawed at my feet and I glanced down at her. “I know girl. I’m a fuck up.”

 

I pushed my way through the hallway. They were kids standing around the lobby in the MCB. It felt like high school and the bell had just rung. “What’s going on?” I asked a random guy at the back.

 	He glanced up at me. “They have some kind of dance they’re announcing for the UAM Baseball team or something. Who knows?” he said, shrugging his shoulders and walking off.

 	Baseball team. That made me think of Matt. Frustrated, I walked up to my classroom and sat behind the desk. I knew I had to teach today, and teach Sarah. I groaned into my hand.

 	This was a terrible idea. “You okay?” someone asked. I glanced up and saw one of my female students standing in front of my desk. I couldn’t remember her name. Ashley maybe? I wouldn’t be sure. I was too busy trying to keep that Tyler kid from talking to Sarah. What a dumbass.

I smiled up at her. “Of course, I’m fine. Just a little tired.”

She smiled, showing a set of dimples. She was an attractive girl, and I saw a couple of guys talking to her during class last time. She had a small waist, pretty smile and long brown hair. But, I didn’t want to date her. I didn’t want to jump on her, like I did Sarah.

“Yeah, I know what ya mean. My boyfriend broke up with me last night and I was up half the night crying,” she said, in a true southern accent. She fluttered her lashes and kicked her foot against the front of my desk.

Oh, Jesus. “That’s too bad. His loss,” I said, looking down at my papers.

 	“You’re pretty young, aren’t you, Mr. Downs?”

 	I gritted my teeth. Get your cleavage out of my face, kid. “Well--,”

 	“Ouch,” the girl yelled, looking back over her shoulder. Sarah was standing behind her. “Why’d you do that for?” she asked, reaching down to pick up her books. She’d knocked them out of her hand?

Sarah’s green eyes never left mine. She gnawed at her lip with her teeth before storming off toward her seat. My stomach tightened. The girl stood back up, jabbed her finger toward Sarah and rolled her eyes before sitting as far away from her as she could.

What. The. Fuck. She can’t do that. She went and made out with Matt and another student can’t even talk to me. Regardless that she was flirting, it shouldn’t matter. God! I wanted to grab her and kiss her. Take her somewhere I was sure Matt couldn’t.

 	She kept her eyes down on her notes the entire period. Tyler tried to make conversations with her, but she smiled and continued ‘pretending’ to read. I went over their map test for next week and gave them the next map to look over. We were going over the UK next week. I dug up some facts and decided I’d give it to them as a bonus for the next test.

 	“Okay, class. Test next Wednesday study those maps for me,” I said, sliding my papers in my grade book. “Sarah, can I speak with you?” I asked, and I could see most of the class staring at me.

 	“Yes, Mr. Downs,” she said. My jaw clenched. Mr. Downs. I wanted to strangle her. I hated when she called me that.

 	I waited patiently for the rest of the class to leave. Sarah walked up to my desk and I noticed her shirt for the first time. It was low-cut, her breasts hanging over the silky camisole underneath. Damn it. “Um,” I cleared my throat. “May I ask why you decided it was a good idea to throw her books down?”

 	Sarah pressed her teeth into her lip and I swear she was trying not to laugh. “It was an accident, Mr. Downs,” she said, her voice as silky as her blonde hair hanging down past her shoulders.

 	I gripped my rolling chair and stood up. “Cut the crap, Sarah. I know you did it on purpose,” I said.

 	She narrowed her green eyes and pushed the strap of her bag up her shoulder. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. It was an accident, Mr. Downs.”

“Stop calling me that,” I said through my teeth, walking around the desk to stand in front of her.

She glared up at me, her breathing heavy. Was she mad at me? Obviously? But why? She had agreed that this was too risky. But looking at her stern face, I knew she was mad and she looked hot as hell, too.

 	“Why? Mr. Downs. That’s your name isn’t it?”

 	Biting the inside of my lip, I kept myself from bending her over my table and making her scream my name. “Sarah--,.”

 	“Liam?” I heard from behind me. I turned around, my eyes wide like I’d been caught actually doing what I wanted to do.

 	Shay stood behind me by the door, arm wrapped around her books. She smiled, and pushed her red hair from her shoulder. “Is this a bad time?”

 Yes. “No, what is it?” I asked my voice a little too bitter. I tried to give her a smile to ease the worried look on her face. She bought it.

 	She glanced over at Sarah gave her a small smile and I swear her cheeks turned red. “I’m going to Monroe tonight and thought I would show you around. Are you interested?”

 	She glanced up at me, brown eyes wide. I could feel Sarah behind me, and I knew I was being immature but I had to get Sarah out of my head. “Sure, you want me to pick you up at seven?”

 




 	Sarah




 

 	I wanted to punch Raggedy Ann in her fucking head. She smiled, wrote down her name, address and phone number on a piece of paper. She waved at me, but I gave her my best go straight to hell and never come back look.

 	“Okay,” Liam turned to me. His gray eyes were watching me closely. He was doing this on purpose. But I didn’t give him time to say anything, I pushed past him. He grabbed at my arm but I snatched it away and went straight down the hallway toward my car. I was not going to any other classes today.

 	I drove sixty down the twenty five mile limit roads toward my apartment. I wanted to be alone. I wasn’t going to tell Matt I was home. I didn’t want him anywhere near me right now. He had a traveling game that weekend, and I was super excited about it. I had the weekend to think about how stupid I’d been to make out with my teacher. How stupid I was to believe that Mr. Downs would even want me anyway. Not to mention Matt jumped down my throat earlier because he called me and I didn’t answer. I was out with Mr. Downs but he didn’t need to know that. Then he said I was lying about being with Jamie. He knew I was lying. What the fuck did that mean? He called her before he called me to ask where I was? What kind of shit is that?

“God,” I mumbled, grabbing my bags and running upstairs. Cody was sitting on the floor, a canvas stretched out and paint covering him. “What are you doing?”

I glanced around and caught a glimpse of Zeus underneath the futon hiding. He was scared of Cody. Probably because he could be a tad overbearing sometimes. “I’m painting this damned tree for art class.” He sighed and wiped his forehead. “I hate this shit,” he mumbled.

I faked a smile and walked into the kitchen to grab me a drink. “So, why do I get the feeling you are feeling pretty blue right now?” Cody asked from the living room. “Come in here so I can see you.”

I took baby steps into the living room and held my head against the wall. “What, Cody?”

He sighed, and stood up holding his hands out so that he wouldn’t touch anything with the paint. “What happened?”

I shrugged. “I got mad…I pushed some books out of this student’s hands that was talking to Li-Mr. Downs.”

Cody grinned. “That a girl.”

I shook my head. “No, then he asked me why I did it? Then he accepted an invitation to go out with Ms. Shay. The History professor.”

Cody eyes widened. “Did you push her books down, too?”

I flipped him the bird.

“Come on. I’m sorry. You did agree that it couldn’t happen, right? He actually has the right to go out with her if he wants to. Just saying. Not to mention that you have a boyfriend of your own. Though, I think you should toss him to the curb.”

I knew that. “I know.”

“Hey,” Cody nudged my shoulder, “Why don’t we go out tonight. Let’s go to one of those clubs in Monroe. How about Scruff’s Night Club? Yeah, that’ll do.”

“I don’t feel like going--,”

“Yes, you do. And you will. We’ll leave at eight.”

Curse him.

 

Cody and I left Pine Valley at eight. If Cody was one thing it was punctual. He might leave his clothes everywhere, but he wasn’t going to be late. We weren’t even to Crossett yet when Cody started singing along to Taylor Swift on the radio. He had a pen in his hand and using it as a fake microphone. I laughed, and settled back into his Honda’s leather seat. Cody looked perfect, as usual. He had on a button down shirt, tucked into a pair of dark jeans and his hair perfectly quaffed.

 	If it hadn’t been for Cody I would have worn what I did to school. He threw a huge fit, so I changed. He had put me in a tight strapless shirt, a pair of white blue jean shorts and a pair of wedges. I sighed. It was adorable, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to look adorable. I just wanted to stay at home.

 	Shay had said they were going to Monroe, but I doubted they would be at a club. I’m sure they would be eating fancy and fucking in the backseat of Liam’s Hummer. She would be screaming his name, they’d get married and then have little teacher babies.

 Oh, God.

“Hey, darling. We’re almost there, are you still being a Debby Downer? This is going to be fun.”

I faked a smile and glanced out the window as Monroe started to turn into the night life, I was hoping I would get lost in.

We pulled up to Scruff’s ten minutes later. Cody held his arm out for me, and I linked mine through his. “So, I’m driving home. So, you can liquor up as much as you need to, girl,” Cody said, giving me a get drunk face.

 That did sound good.

We stepped into the club and were hit with the smell of smoke, liquor, sweat and horny college students. The music was thumping, making the walls shake and the DJ turned the music up a little louder. There was a bar to the left, and the dance floor in the middle surrounded by table, where people sat and drank.

“Whoo!” Cody yelled, throwing his free arm in the air. “Let’s get drinks baby doll, then let’s dance until the sun comes up.”

I couldn’t help but smile and let Cody pull me to the bar. I ordered a strawberry daiquiri and swallowed half of it in one drink. Cody lifted an eyebrow and motioned for the bartender to start a tab. I was on my third drink when Cody pulled me off the stool and into the middle of the dance floor.

We pushed our way to the edge of the floor and Cody turned my ass toward him. “Let’s dance,” he yelled. There was a fast paced rap song on and I grinded against Cody knowing I would never have to worry about roaming hands. This was why I loved going out with him.

I had started to sweat, my hair wild and my hands in the air. I couldn’t make myself stop dancing. Cody was right, this was exactly what I had needed. In the middle of the twentieth song, my heart stopped for a few seconds. I swear my world came crashing down.

“Liam,” I said to myself, sure Cody couldn’t hear me over the music. He was standing at the bar, leaned against it, Shay was sitting beside him, a drink in her hand laughing. Son of a bitch.

I turned and looked up at Cody. He was downing his second Jagerbomb, since he couldn’t drink that much since he was the DD. And he was grinding against the air. “What’s wrong?” he asked when he finally noticed I wasn’t dancing back.

 	I jabbed my finger over my shoulder. I watched as the recognition showed on his face. His mouth turned into a perfect O. “What the hell are they doing here? Shit, Sarah.”

 	I nodded and bit my lip, looking back over at him. Shay was staring up at him, and I instantly felt jealous. His shirt fit his chest so tight. I wanted to run my hands over it. “Well, I guess we can still enjoy ourselves. Or do you want to leave?”

 	“I’ll stay,” I nodded. “It’ll be fine.”

 	“Are you sure?”

 	I nodded. He handed me the rest of his drink. “You need this more than me.” I downed it.

 	Cody and I kept dancing. The drink was almost making me forget that Liam was here, until I looked up and saw him staring at me. His eyes were intent on me, his posture tight. Shay’s mouth was moving but he didn’t seem to be answering her. His gray eyes seemed iridescent in the flashing lights of the club. His hand was clutched around a beer bottle and his jaw clenched.

 	I bit my lip and started dancing with Cody. I bent over, grinding against his front. “Wow, Sally,” Cody said, straightening me up. He had a worried expression on his face like my ass might bite him. “I have a better idea,” he said, over the music.

 	Two seconds later, a tall, muscled blond haired boy was standing in front of me. He was stereotypically handsome. Strong jaw, shaggy hair, football player built. He smiled down at me. “Wanna dance?” he asked.

 	I nodded. He turned me around and wrapped his arms around my waist. It felt uncomfortable only because I didn’t know this kid from Adam. But, that’s what you do at a club, you go dance.

 	I leaned back into him, swaying my hips to the beat. He pressed his front into my ass and I could feel his erection. I closed my eyes and pretended it was his cell phone in his pocket.

 	When the music changed I continued to dance, letting myself go in the motions. When his lips traced my neck, my body turned to ice. I couldn’t do that, it was cheating. And I had done plenty of that already. I opened my mouth to say something when something firm jerked my arm and lunged me forward.

 	Mr. Downs was looking down at me, arm clutched around my arm. My breath was coming in short gasps. Before Blond Boy had a chance to object, Liam was pulling me toward the boy’s bathroom. There were a few guys standing at the urinals. “Get out,” Liam yelled. The two guys exchanged looks and ran out of the room. Liam locked the door, turned around and stared at me.

 	“What in the hell do you think you’re doing, Sarah?” he asked. A vein in his forehead was bulging out, and his face looked outraged.

 	With shaky shoulders, I shrugged. “What’s it to you, Mr. Downs? Aren’t you leaving your date alone? What’s her name…Ms. Shay?”

 	His eyes were wide, and his chest rising and falling in a fast pace. “Stop fucking calling me that.”

 	I raised an eyebrow. I knew I was walking on thin ice, but I pushed it farther. “Well, that is your name isn’t it? Mr. Downs. You are my professor, aren’t you, Mr. Downs.”

 	A look of outrage crossed his face, and he stepped forward, pushing me against the counter. “Say it again, and you’ll regret it.”

 	Adrenaline raced through me, as I watched his lips part. “Mr. Downs,” I mumbled lowly. I’d always had a smart mouth, and I couldn’t help it.

 	A smile rose from the corner of his lip. He reached around squirming his tattooed arm around my back. His finger traced my lip, making me shiver. “I don’t think you know what you’re asking for, Sarah.”

 	I couldn’t make my words come out, I just stared up at him. His finger parted my lips, running inside my mouth. My eyes widened and my stomach clenched. ‘Suck,” he mumbled.

 	I didn’t. I stood there stunned.

 	“Suck me,” Liam said again, pressing his growing erection into my stomach. “I wanna feel it, Sarah.”

 	Wetness pulled in between my legs. It was hot and consumed me. I took his finger in my mouth and sucked it. It tasted like alcohol. He watched as I sucked on his finger, his other arm brining me closer to him.

 	He groaned, resting his head beside me on the wall. Oh. My. God. I couldn’t make myself calm down. I’d never been so turned on in my life. While I sucked harder, twirling my tongue around his finger, he reached up and wiped at my neck. I furrowed my brow.

 	He pulled his finger from my mouth and gripped my neck with his palm. “He kissed your neck,” he whispered into my ear. The hair on my body stood on end. “I don’t like that, Sarah.” His other hand traveled up my side to grip my breast. I let out a soft moan, unable to hold it in. “I don’t want anyone else kissing your neck, do you hear me?” he asked, softly but firm.

 	I knew that was a promise I couldn’t keep. Matt always lurched onto my neck like a leech. But, nobody had ever made me feel like this. He was like a predator. So masculine, taking what he wanted. I’d yet to see this side of him, but it turned me on so much I could have stripped and begged him to take me. This is wrong, Sarah.

My legs felt weak, my stomach hot and heavy. “Okay,” I whispered out. Liam grinned, leaned in and ran his tongue on my neck, right where Blond Boy had. It was like he was marking me, tasting me, making me his.

“Don’t you ever deliberately try to make me jealous again, Sarah,” he whispered in my ear. Holding my neck with his palm, he forced me to look at him. “Tell me to kiss you, Sarah. Say it.”

Holy fuck. “Kiss me,” I whispered out, my body shaking with want. He growled, grabbed me and slid me up onto the bathroom counter. I was too far gone to even think about what I was sitting on.

 	His arms went around me, dragging my crotch to the front of his pants. I wished there was no material between us. I wished he would take me. His mouth found mine, and his tongue plunged into my mouth. I wasted no time kissing him back, letting myself get caught in his taste.

 	His fingers slid underneath my shirt, trailing up to my bra. He pulled down the cup and took me in his hands. “Oh, God,” I whispered into his neck, while his finger nail raked over my nipple.

 	“You going to make me jealous again, Sarah?” he whispered into my ear.

 	He palmed my breast, his calloused palm rubbing against the sensitive skin. “Fuck, no,” I moaned, wishing I had more self-control.

 Bam. Bam. Bam. “Open the fucking door! Security!”

 	Liam groaned into my neck and pulled back staring at me. His gray eyes were heavy, dark and on me. “We’re not finished, Sarah.” He reached up wiped underneath my eyes hard. It had begun to burn. I didn’t ask what he was doing but watched.

 	“Open the door!”

 	Liam walked over to the door and unlocked it. It swung opened and a bald headed security guy stormed in. His face was red, and trailing him was Shay. “What the hell?” bald man yelled. His eyes softened when he looked at me. “Are you okay?”

 	Shay was staring blankly at me. “Yeah, just leaving.”

 	“You’ve been crying,” bald man said.

 	“Yeah, I’m fine now,” I said. Shay wrapped her hand around Liam’s forearm and my high came crashing down. Who was I kidding? He was here with another woman? I had a boyfriend. And he was my fucking teacher. I closed my eyes for a brief second, gave Mr. Downs the worst go to hell look and stormed out of the men’s bathroom.







Chapter Six

 


 	Liam




 

 	I was livid. Despite the fact from being totally turned on, and wanting to bend her over the counter, she gave me a go to hell look and stormed out. What had happened? I glanced down at Shay and I figured it out very quickly. She had wrapped her hand around my arm.

 	“I think we better go,” I said, nonchalantly taking my arm from her hand. “It’s getting late,” I said.

 	Shay’s big brown eyes widened and she frowned. “We hadn’t even gotten a chance to dance yet. What was up with that girl? Isn’t she one of your students?”

 Damn it. Shut the hell up. I nodded. “She was crying so I talked to her. No big deal.” It was a big deal. A hugely inappropriate, horny big deal. I walked out of the bathroom and into the night. I could hear Shay’s heels clacking on the pavement behind me. I knew I was being rude, but I couldn’t stand to look at her. I wanted to go back into the bathroom and have my way with Sarah. God, her skin was so soft. I could have touched her all night. I went into predator mode when I saw her dancing. I couldn’t stop myself. And making her suck my finger. God, she might get turned off by that. Her lips felt just right around it, sucking and stroking it with her tongue. I rolled my eyes and prayed the trip back to Monticello would be a quick one.

 	Shay was uncharacteristically quiet. She had been an okay date. She wasn’t really my type. No, because my students are my type. I knew how ridiculous I sounded but I couldn’t help it. I wanted her.

 	“This was fun,” she whispered as I pulled her up in front of her house. I knew she was being polite, it wasn’t fun at all. She glanced over at me. She was waiting on something and I knew what it was.

 	“Yeah, it was fun. Maybe we could do it again sometime,” I said. Shay frowned when she realized I wasn’t going to kiss her.

 	“Yeah, for sure. I’ll see ya at school okay?” She shut the passenger side door a little harder than necessary. I sighed, rubbed my hands over my face and started my Hummer.

 	When I got back to my apartment, I sat on my balcony, patting Layla’s head. I sat there until I heard Cody and Sarah pull up. Cody was laughing hysterically and Sarah was staggering along the side of him.

 	Anger rose in my throat. The look she gave me made me want to rip her clothes off. I waited until I heard their loud footsteps coming up the stairs. When I heard their keys fumbling around, I snatched the door opened.

 	Cody and Sarah both stood motionless, wide-eyed at me. “Can I talk to you, Sarah?” I asked as nicely as I could.

 	She glanced over at Cody who shrugged. “I’m actually kind of tired,” she said, crossing her arms.

 	I gritted my teeth. “Get your ass in my apartment, Sarah,” I growled at her. Way to go, Liam. That’s the way to make a girl want to come in your home.

She narrowed her eyes. “I said no,” she snapped back.

Cody stared at me, eyes wide. Before he could say anything I walked over, slung her over my shoulder and looked at Cody. “This won’t take long.”

He was laughing when I shut the door.

“Let me the fuck down now!” she screamed, hitting me in the ass. Her legs were wild and I assumed it was because of the drinking she had been doing.

When I got to the kitchen, I tossed her on a bar stool. She stood up straight, eyes ablaze. “How dare you,” she spit out.

“How dare I what, Sarah?” I asked, stepping closer to her.

“How dare you take me into the bathroom and then have Shay on your arm. I’m not even supposed to be here. I’m supposed to be in my apartment with Matt. Not here, wanting you to take me. You’re not who I need in my life. You’re confusing me. I just fucking met you and now I want all of you. I’ve never had a desire to cheat, until now. I’ve never wanted my…teacher. What the hell is wrong with you?” She pushed against my chest.

 	Red swarmed my vision. This is my fault? I grabbed her wrists, holding them in one hand, gripping her chin with the other one. “How dare I, Sarah? If I’m not mistaken, I didn’t make you kiss me. I didn’t make you straddle my lap, or suck my finger. You willingly let me. Just like you’re going to willing let me have you now.”

 	She didn’t stop me. I knew she should, but I was utterly glad she didn’t. Gripping her hips, I pulled her toward me, encircling her legs around my waist.

 	She struggled to unleash her hands, but finally grabbed the nape of my neck and dug her fingers into me. Finally. My tongue parted her lips, and my dick jumped at the feeling of her tongue on mine. Reaching around I squeezed her ass, feeling the tightness and wanted to see it without any clothes between us. She kissed me harder, pushing me further into her legs, with her own. Sliding my hands up her sides, I slipped her shirt over her head. My mouth dried at the sight of her black lace bra, her silky breast hanging over it.

 	Tugging at the clasps, her breasts fell from their hold. Her nipples were pale, small and made me push back the overwhelming feeling to fuck her instantly.

 	I took one in my mouth, swirling my tongue around her nipple. She held my head, as if she was scared I would let go. “Don’t stop, Liam,” she moaned.

 	Smiling in her breasts, I traveled back up to her ear. “You want me to keep going, Sarah?”

 	She dug her nails into my arm. “Liam--,”

 	“Mr. Downs to you,” I said, nibbling at her ear. “Tell me what you want me to do to you, Sarah. Say it.”

 	She was quiet for a few long seconds. “I want you to take my breast in your mouth, Mr. Downs,” she said, lowly.

 	My dick jumped again. If I didn’t stop I would come all in my pants. “Say it louder,” I growled into her ear.

 	She whimpered, but it sounded more from pleasure. “Mr. Downs, take me in your mouth. Please,” she begged.

 	I smiled into her neck and took her nipple in my mouth. She gasped, holding my head still. She tightened her legs around me, grinding into my thigh. Fuck. With my other hand I gripped her other breast, it felt so full in my palm.

 	Unable to stop myself, I sat up. I grabbed her jean shorts unzipped them, and tossed them to the side in two seconds. Holy fuck. She was in matching panties a little pink bow on the front.

 	“Spread your legs,” I said, my voice low.

 	She obeyed, sliding them opened. Bending to my knees, I pulled her to the edge of the bar stool. Sliding my fingers over her, on the outside of her underwear, almost made me come. “Ah,” she groaned.

 	“Sarah it’s okay if you’re not ready for this. I think we should savor this. But, I want to see you come first. I want you to look at me, watch me so I can see your face.”

 	She was silent, body shaking. She nodded once, a look of pleading on her face. Pulling her panties to the slide, I slid my tongue against her. “Liam,” she gasped, holding my head in place. She shivered, but I pressed her thighs wider, keeping her in place. Lapping at her, I ran my tongue over her. “Liam,” she yelled this time, her body shaking.

 	“Open your eyes, look at me.”

 	Her eyes popped opened, her mouth parted and she looked down at me. “Liam,” she begged.

 	Giving her what she wanted, I slipped two fingers inside her and she exploded around me. Her face was the hottest damned thing I’d seen in my life. Her mouth was ajar, eyes wide, cheeks pink and she was panting at me like she never wanted anyone else.

 	When she came down from her high, I picked up her shorts and helped her into them. She didn’t say anything for a long time. Finally she looked up at me. “That shouldn’t have happened.”

 	I nodded. “No, but it did.”

 	She smiled, showing her teeth. They were perfectly white and straight. “I’m glad it did,” she whispered.

 	I smiled, reached around and pulled her to me. She tilted her head upwards, offering me her mouth. There were things I wanted to do to that mouth. But good things come to those who wait.

 	“You have a smart mouth,” I whispered.

 	She smiled, cocking an eyebrow. “I do.”

 	“I’ll have to fix that,” I whispered into her ear. She laughed and groaned when her phone started to ring.

 	She looked down at her phone and then back up at me. “I need to take this,” she mumbled.

 	I nodded, and strained myself to listen to who was on the other end. “Hello,” she said. It was too low. I couldn’t hear a thing.

 	“What do you mean…strange? What’d she do? Wait…now? Ugh…okay, come on over.” She pressed the End button and looked up at me. “That was Tyler he is upset. He had asked my friend Jamie out. He said she was acting strange.” She scratched her forehead. “It’s late anyway. I guess I’ll see you…later.”

 	I tried to hide my disappointment. I wanted her to stay. I wanted to cook her dinner, to talk to her. I’d just made her come on my fingers, and I wanted so much more. “Sure,” I said. I gestured toward the door. She walked out and stopped.

 	“I don’t know what I’m doing. Just so you know. I’m not normally like this.”

 	I nodded. I knew she wasn’t. “I know. Me either. We’ll get this straightened out. I swear it.”







Chapter Seven

 


 	Sarah




 

 

 	My head was spinning when I walked back into my apartment. Cody was sitting on the couch, legs shaking. “Finally!” he yelled. “What happened, did you do it? Did he kiss you?”

 	“He kissed me alright,” I mumbled, slumping to the couch.

 	“Ah!” he yelled. “Tell me. Please!”

 	I laughed. “Calm down, Cody.” I gave him some details and he fanned himself, lying back on the couch.

 	“Why are you here? You need to get your ass back over there and let that sexy man take you. Teacher or not, he is fucking hot.”

 	I sighed. “Tyler called. He had asked Jamie out, and said she was acting very strange on their date.”

 	“You’re telling me you left his apartment to come here to talk to Tyler about Jamie? Jamie is weird, Sarah. She jumps from guy to guy.”

 	I sighed. I heard three quick knocks on the door. “Come in,” I said.

 	Tyler walked in. His eyes were wide, and he looked utterly confused. It was weird to see him in descent clothes rather than baseball attire. His hair was combed, he’d shaved, his shirt was tight and tucked into his dark jeans. “Hey,” he said, scratching his head. He took a seat on the zebra print bench on the other wall.

 	“So, what’s going on? You said Jamie was acting weird.”

 	“Weirder than normal?” Cody mumbled.

 	I gave him a shut up look and waited for Tyler to answer.

 	He shrugged. “We went to Ameca, then to the movies. She was fine, but then she got a text and started mumbling shit to herself.”

 	“What was she saying?”

 	He sighed and ran his fingers over his face. He looked like he actually gave a damn that she was upset. “I don’t know. It was more to herself than anything. And then,” he sat up straight, looking at me, “when I mentioned your name she got pissed. Are you two in a fight or something?”

 	I bit my lip. “Not that I know of. She had gotten mad at me earlier this week, but she’s been over here since then and everything was fine. I don’t know what could be wrong with her. But, I’ll find out.”

 	Tyler nodded, stood and walked toward the door. “Thanks, Sarah. Let me know if you find out what I done wrong.”

 	Cody let out a laugh when he left. “That kid doesn’t need to get too upset about Jamie. She isn’t worth it.”

 	I slapped her arm. “Don’t be a butthead.”

 	“We aren’t in third grade anymore, you can talk like an adult.” He smiled.

 Take me in your mouth, Mr. Downs. My face heated but I pretended to punch Cody in the arm. I was talking like an adult.

 	“Well, anyway. I’m heading to bed. I have to open in the morning. Love ya.” Cody walked toward his room and I got up once I heard the door shut. I dug my cell out of my pocket and called Jamie.

 	It went straight to voicemail. What is wrong with her? I checked my messages and I had one from my mom and two from Matt. They lost their game and was heading back to school tonight. I groaned. I got up and walked into my bathroom. I didn’t need to deal with Matt right then. I had just made out with my teacher, and my best friend was mad at me. Not to mention, I needed sleep. I wiped my makeup off and slipped under the covers. Zeus jumped up beside me, curling in behind my legs.

 	It only took me a couple of minutes to drift off, dreaming about Liam’s hands on me.

 

 When I woke up the next morning Matt wasn’t beside me. It was shocking but I was kind of glad that he wasn’t there. It was eleven so Cody would already be at work. I took a shower, pulled my hair into a sloppy bun and grabbed my backpack. I had a writing assignment due next week and I hadn’t started.

 	I didn’t really need to go to the library but I went anyway, just to get out of the apartment. I fought the urge to walk over to Liam’s apartment. I didn’t think I needed to see him so soon. I wasn’t that kind of girl. I couldn’t believe my lack of self-control. I was sure everyone would hate me if they knew I was interested in my teacher.

 	I rolled down my windows and let the wind numb me on the way to the library. After driving around for ten minutes, I caught a car pulling out of the library parking lot. I slid in after him. The library was deserted, so I grabbed a table on the second floor. I pulled out my notebook and started writing. I loved to write, but sometimes I would get carried away. Before I knew what I was doing, I had described Liam perfectly on paper. I bit my lip and started to tear the paper. “No,” I whispered to myself. “No one would know. My teacher would be the only person reading, and it wasn’t like she would piece my hero of the story to Liam.

 	I continued writing, describing his gray eyes, the freckle on his chin, the strong line of his jaw. Thirty minutes later, I had a short (fictional) story written about a girl seriously attracted to this guy. I almost laughed at myself. This is pathetic.

“Hi, Sarah,” I heard from in front of me. I looked up at Ms. Shay. She was giving me this small smile, gesturing toward the chair across from me. Really? You can’t find one more seat in the damned empty library?

“Sure,” I said, turning the page so that she didn’t see anything and piece them together.

“How are you?” she asked, still staring at me.

I glance up at her brown eyes, they were narrowed. “Fine, you?”

“Great. Are you okay from last night? You seemed…flustered when I came into the bathroom. What happened?”

None of your damned business. Of course I couldn’t say that to a teacher. “My boyfriend broke up with me,” I blurted out. It was the first thing that came to my mind.

 	I tugged on the end of my blonde ponytail. “So sorry,” she said, biting her lip. Yeah, you look really sorry.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, chewing on the end of my pen.

“Look, Sarah. We need to cut the crap, okay? I’m sorry that your boyfriend broke up with you, but I know you like Liam. I can see the way you look at him.”

I fought the urge to let my eyes widened. Instead, I cocked an eyebrow and tilted my head to the side. “He’s my teacher, Ms. Shay. What are you insinuating?”

I heard her grit her teeth from the other side of the table. Her fingers were wrapped tightly around some book and her chin tilted into the air. “Don’t play coy with me, Ms. Thomas. I know he’s young. I know he’s good-looking, and I know you’re after him. Don’t let me catch you alone with him again. Or I’ll sing like a canary.”

My jaw almost fell to the floor. “Don’t know what you’re talking about, but I would appreciate if you left me alone. I have things to do,” I said, pointing toward my paper.

She glanced down and back up at me. She stood, hovering over the seat, watching me intently. This woman in a fucking freak.

“Hey, babe,” I hear from behind me. I glanced over my shoulder at Matt, walking toward me.

Ms. Shay smiled. “Really looks like he broke up with you last night, huh, Ms. Thomas.” She then turned on her heel, her red ponytail swinging and walked away.

“Broke up with you?” Matt asked, taking a seat beside me. His black eyebrows were pulled down and he was frowning.

“I have no idea what she was talking about. I heard she was crazy.” I spun a circle around my temple with my finger.

He smiled. “They’ll hire anyone these days. So, what’d you do last night?”

“Went out with Cody to Monroe. We danced.”

“Did any guys flirt with you?” he asked. I don’t know why he always asked that, it wasn’t like he would go track down the guys and beat the hell out of them. And plus, the only guy really on me was Liam.

“Nope,” I lied.

He nodded and fidgeted with his phone. It had started buzzing a few seconds before but he didn’t answer it. “You gonna get that?”

He shook his head. “Nah, it’s not important. But, hey, you know we have that baseball dance coming up. You wanna go?”

Not really. “Yeah, sure. When is it, next week?”

 	He nodded. “Yeah, you’ll have to have a dress.”

 	I nodded. “I’ll get one.”

 	“Okay,” he said, standing up. I saw his fingers tighten around his cellphone but I didn’t ask. “I’m going to head over to Tyler’s apartment.”

 	“Okay, hey, did you hear about Tyler going out with Jamie? He said she started out really weird. I wonder what’s wrong with her?”

 	Matt’s jaw tightened. “When?”

 	“Last night. She won’t talk to me either. I don’t know what the hell is going on with her.”

 	Matt gave me a small smile. “Don’t worry about it.” He kissed my forehead. “It’s probably nothing.”
 He ran down the stairs and disappeared. I figured I’d had enough excitement for one day and went home.







Chapter Eight

 


 Liam



 

 


 

 	Shay had called me several times over the weekend. I didn’t answer. I was sure I’d see or hear from her Monday at school but I didn’t feel like making any more excuses to her. I didn’t like her, I wanted something I couldn’t have. Of course.

Layla and I took a run at the lake, and I tossed her toy into the waves from the boats passing by. It was peaceful, Sarah had been right. I hadn’t heard from her since that Friday. It was Sunday and I wanted so bad to just go over to her apartment, but I wasn’t sure who all was there.

Layla brought her bone back to me, and I tossed it out further. What would happen if Matt opened the door? He already suspected me. Would he pick a fight? I wasn’t scared, I could hold my own. Or would he go and tell? I’d lose my job for sure. It was in the handbook about student/teacher relationships. It was against the rules, and I wanted to break them over and over again.

 	Layla trotted back up to me and flopped on the dirt. She was tired. I patted her head and walked over toward the truck. I heard the faint sound of my cell phone ringing. Dad’s name popped up. I was sure it was my mom again.

 	“Hello,” I said.

 	“Hey, son,” Dad said. My heart began to beat even faster. What did he want? He’d already told me everything he needed before I left.

 	“What’s going on?” I asked, leaning against the seats.

 	“Just checking in on you. Is everything alright?”

 	I nodded but remembered he couldn’t see me. “Yes, sir. Everything is fine.” Why are you really calling?

“I wanted to check in, because your mother and I are coming down next weekend. We wanted to make sure you were free. You don’t have any plans?” He laughed but it was bitter. “We both know you don’t have anything serious, because woman aren’t after teachers.”

Anger rose in my throat. That was another lame excuse for a reason not to teach, in his eyes. The only thing women want was a hardcore military man. Bullshit. Sarah would disagree with him. But, Sarah isn’t mine.

“Actually, I do have plans. But, I can break them.”

Dad was silent for a moment. “Oh, really? Why don’t you bring her to meet us then? We’ll get to know your new squeeze.”

My head began to spin. How can I get out of this? There wasn’t anything I could think of. “Okay, we’ll be ready.” I hung up the phone and tossed it in my truck. What a fucking dick.

I patted the seat and Layla jumped in and over into the passenger’s seat. I started the truck and spun out of the lake. I only had three options and all three were risky. I could call and cancel, but Dad would know I was lying. I could ask Shay to go, but I didn’t want to lead her on. Or, what I wanted, was to bring Sarah with me. Show her off to my dad. But that could get me fired or in jail.

“Fuck. Way to go, Liam.”

 




 	Sarah




 

 	Liam was perched on his desk when I walked in ten minutes early. His head snapped toward mine and blood rushed to my cheeks. God, I hope he can’t tell I’m blushing.

“Hey,” he said, sliding off his desk. I groaned because he looked utterly delicious. “You’re early.”

I nodded and played with the strap on my bag. “Ms. Shay knows,” I said.

“Knows…” Liam trailed off into silence. “Shit,” he mumbled, running his hand over his face. “What did she say? How do you know she knows?”

I gave him a quick recap. “She is creepy as fuck,” I said.

He laughed. “Well, she has no proof. So, that’s good.” He smiled down at me and I returned a half-hearted one. I hadn’t said what I needed to say yet, because I was chicken shit. “Why do I get the feeling you have something else to tell me?”

Shit. “Um,” I mumbled. “See, I think that we need to cool it. First off, I have a boyfriend. I’m not sure what I’m doing. I don’t know why I’m feeling this way, and I’m confused. Secondly, it’s against the rules and you could get fired. Thirdly, we have someone on to us.”

Liam’s face was unreadable. I wanted to grab him and shake some words from his mouth. God, his mouth. Stop, Sarah.

“You’re one hundred percent right, Sarah.” He nodded, looking at the ground. “We do need to stop. But, I’m not sure I can.”

Butterflies started to dance in my stomach. “But, I’ll try. If you do something for me.”

I swallowed a large lump in my throat. “What is it?”

“It’s kind of a long story. But, my parents are coming down this weekend. And I kind of lied and said I had a girlfriend. My dad doesn’t approve of me teaching and doesn’t think women will be attracted to me because of it.”

Has he looked at his son? Every woman in her right mind would want him. “Okay…”

 	“I want you to pretend, just for one night, to be my girlfriend. Please.”

 How in the hell was I supposed to say no to that? His eyes were hopeful and he was biting on his bottom lip. “Sure. But, what if someone sees us?”

 	He shook his head. “They won’t. We’ll go out of town to eat. Does that sound okay? I really appreciate it, Sarah.” He reached over and touched my cheek. I leaned into the feeling but before I could appreciate it, he pulled away.

 	Disappoint sat in. But it was the right thing to do, I think. I sighed, and walked over to my seat.

 	Liam barely looked at me during class. We reviewed for our map test Wednesday and then I went out to work study.

 	Cody was waiting on me, two Sonic cups in his hand. “One strawberry slushy for you,” he said, handing me the drink.

 	I took a large gulp and closed my eyes. Heaven. “So, how did class go?” he asked, sucking on his straw.

 	I eyed him and shook my head. “I told him that we needed to cool it and he said okay. Then he asked if I could pretend to be his girlfriend when his parents came down.”

 	Cody chocked on his straw. “No fucking way,” he said laughing. “That should go over well, what did you say?”

 	“I said yes. Because, I’m a sucker for him. I wanted to pounce on him during class. Something is wrong with me.”

 	Cody smiled. “Something would be wrong with you if you didn’t want to pounce on the man, Sarah. You had a connection before you found out he was your teacher. Now you are both attracted to each other, you kissed, and done other things. Now, it’s hard to let that connection go. It’s simple math, Sarah. Hot plus hot, and chemistry plus chemistry equals something beautiful.”

 	I snickered behind my hand. “You should write Hallmark cards.”

 	“Laugh all you want, I’m going to be famous at something one day. I just don’t know what yet.”

 	“I’m sure you will be--,” I trailed off when I heard someone shout outside the hallway door. ‘What in the hell?” I asked.

 	“I’ll go see,” Cody said, walking over to the door. His mouth screwed up in a hard to read expression. “Come here,” he mouthed, motioning me toward the door.

 	I walked over and saw Matt and Jamie arguing in the hallway. He was pointing his finger in her face and she was on the verge of tears. “What are y’all doing?” I busted out, hands on my hips.

 	They both turned to me at the same time. Jamie pressed her mouth into a thin line and Matt smiled. “Hey, baby. Sorry…” he trailed off, clearly trying to think of something to say, “I’m just talking to Jamie about Tyler.”

 	‘What about him?” I asked, irritated at the people watching us.

“She was just concerned if he was serious about them or not. I was just making sure she understood.”

 	I narrowed my eyes. “Why haven’t you answered me back yet? I’ve text you ten times Jamie.”

 	She shrugged and pulled at her hair. “I’ve been busy. Sorry, I have to go.” She turned around and ran down the hallway.

 	Matt shrugged, walked over kissed my forehead and said, “I’m going to baseball practice, I’ll see ya tonight.”

 	I waited until he disappeared down the hallway before looking at Cody. “What the fuck was that about?” he asked.

 	“I have no idea.”

 	“Excuse me would you look over my essay?” someone asked from behind me. I watched down the empty hallway and grabbed their paper.

 	“Sure.”







Chapter Nine

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 	Sarah had been pretty forward about us today. She wanted us to cool down, and I didn’t think I could. I would because I said I would try. She did say she’d go with me to see my parents. Which, I knew was a bad idea, but I wanted to take her. I slammed my forehead against the bathroom wall. It would be hard pretending to be with Sarah, knowing I really wanted to be with her.

 	Reaching over I tried to turn on my water, but the shower head oozed out a slow drizzle. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” I picked up my phone to call the landlord when I remembered she’s a fucking bitch. It’d be three hours before she sent someone up. Frustrated, I bit my lip, grabbed my clothes and marched over to 203A.

 	Sarah opened the door. Her long tanned legs barely covered with a pair of cheerleading shorts, and her flat stomach showing between the elastic waist of her pants and the bottom of her tank top. “Hi,” I said, finally finding her eyes.

 	She smiled. “HI, what’s up?”

 	“My shower will not work, is there any way I could use yours?”

 	Her faced turned pale. Maybe this was a bad idea. But before I could run from humiliation, she opened the door all the way. “Sure, you can use Cody’s.”

 	“No he can’t,” Cody said from the kitchen. He tugged off his shirt. “I’m getting in. You can use Sarah’s.” He gave Sarah a smile and ran into what I assumed was his bathroom.

 	She looked back at me and motioned for me to follow her. I tried not to laugh at her face. Then I saw her ass in those shorts and my dick reminded me not to ever laugh at her again. “Okay, here it is,” she said, opening the door. The smell smacked me in the face when I walked in. It smelled like vanilla, a scent I’d smelled on her the night at the lake. She had orange, pink and yellow towels, shower curtains and orange rugs. I smiled and looked over at her.

 	She was nervously picking at her shirt and not meeting my eyes on purpose. “There are towels in the cabinet, shampoo, body wash and conditioner. Let me know if you need anything, okay?”

 	I licked my lips and nodded at her. “Sure.”

 



 

 


 	Sarah




 

 Holy Hell. I shut the door and slid against the wall. He was naked in the next room, no clothes, just all manly inch of him bear. I shivered.

 	I heard the shower turn on and then my door creaked opened. “What are you doing in here? You said you had to take a shower,” I said.

 	Cody rolled his eyes. “That was a ploy to get him in your shower. Don’t cha just want to sneak in there and take a little peak?”

 	I shook my head. “No way, you couldn’t pay me.” That’s was a lie, I would have done it for free.

 	“Sureee,” Cody said, shutting the door. “Tell me how it is,” he said. I heard his feet and then his door shut.

 Jesus. Biting my lip, I sat on my bed and watched the door. I didn’t figure it would do anything, but I imagined what lied behind it. Liam. Naked. Sexy. Chest. Arms. Tattoos. That was what my brain felt like, a mush of words surrounding him. I need some help.

 	I turned on my TV and laid against the headboard. Zeus chased his tail on the end of the bed. When I heard the shower turn off, I sat up straight, waiting for him to come out. When the door finally opened, he walked out in just his jeans, hanging low on his hips. Mother fucker. His hair was still wet, water traveling down his chest and dissolving in his jeans. My mouth felt dry, I couldn’t make myself speak.

 	“Thanks, Sarah,” he said, bringing me back to the present.

 	I nodded, nibbled on my lip and smiled. “Sure, anytime. You should call the landlord and tell her about your water. But, she is kind of a bitch.”

 	He laughed, his Adam’s apple moving in his throat. “That she is. I just hope that she can get it fixed soon.”

 	I twisted a ring around my finger. “Well, if you need to, my shower is opened anytime.”

 	Liam cocked an eyebrow and a cat like grin spread across his face. “Really?” he took a small step toward me. “Will you be in that shower that’s opened anytime?” He took another step toward me.

 	My breath started to come in short gasps. Control your hormones, Sarah. I bit my lip and took a step backwards. “That really isn’t something we should talk about, Mr. Downs.”

 	He stopped, smiled wider and took two steps toward me. “Something we shouldn’t and something you want to, is two different things, Ms. Thomas. Tell me,” he said, trailing a finger from my jawline to the V in my shirt. “Do you not want to be in that shower, or do you think we shouldn’t be in that shower?”

 Shouldn’t. His hand dipped below my shirt, caressing against the top of my bra. Jesus. I exhaled shakily and glanced up at him. He winked. “Shouldn’t,” I mumbled.

 	He made a soft purr sound and leaned into me. Yes, I wanted to scream. But before his lips touched mine, he turned and kissed my cheek. “Just checking,” he mumbled into my ear, before turning around and walking out.

 Bastard.

I lay in my bed, watching the door. Did he just tease me? I couldn’t describe the feeling I had when he walked out of the door. Asshole. I wanted to slap the shit out of him and pull his clothes off at the same time. My body was on fire, he was hot as hell and I wanted all of him. I had gotten up three different times determined to barge over to his house, but decided against it. I had told him we needed to cool down, and I was anything but cool. I was scolding hot with need. Aggravated, I turned on my side and buried my face in my pillow. I don’t know how long I laid there, until I finally fell into a Liam filled sleep.

 

 The next morning, I got up early, and went to Java City. I ordered an Oreo Java and headed toward class. Jamie still hadn’t texted or called me. For some reason, she was mad and wasn’t getting over it. Not to mention Matt, who hadn’t stayed the night in two nights. Not that I was complaining, getting sleep was something I had missed. But, it was out of character for him.

 	When I got to class I swept into the room and took my seat by Tyler. He was in my creative writing class, too. “Hey,” he said, leaning toward me.

 	I sat down. “Hey, what’s up?”

 	He shrugged and spun his pen around his desktop. “Nothing. Haven’t heard from Jamie. She won’t have anything to do with me. Any news on your end?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

 	I shook my head. “She has been ignoring me for days. I don’t know what the hell is up with her. She and Matt were talking in the hallway and I asked her. She said she’d been busy. We all know that’s a damn lie. She doesn’t do anything. Ever.”

 	Tyler smiled and shook his head, turning his hat around backwards. “Did you do your homework?”

 	I pulled my notebook close to my chest. Yeah, I had done it. I had basically written a fucking porno. Not exactly, but close. “Yeah, I did.”

 	He rummaged around in his bag and slid me his. We always did that. I read his, he read mine. “Um, I’d rather not--,” I said but he had already placed his on my desk and took my notebook.

 No! He opened it up and then his brows furrowed. “What in the hell?” He looked up at me. “I’d say this was a nice piece for Matt to see, but he doesn’t have brown hair or gray eyes.” He held the notebook out to the side. “Who is this about?”

 	I leaned over and snatched my notebook. “No one. This is fiction writing, I made him up.” Lie. Lie. Lie.

He furrowed his brow but finally smiled and shrugged. “You’re such a girl,” he mumbled.

I sighed. I had been feeling more like a hormone case than a girl lately.

When class was over, I walked toward the library. I had the day off from the writing center, so I decided to do a little studying for the Survey of Civ class on Friday. I sat down at my table and pulled out my books. I had the places down probably as much as I could. After an hour, I decided to go get me a drink. The drink machine was on the other side of the second floor.

I made it to the third row over when I heard something. What was that? I strained my ear and listened. Moaning? I rolled my eyes. Again, moaning louder. Damn. Tip-toeing I walked over to the bookshelf, and peeked around the corner. My heart fell from my body.

 	“Matt?” I asked, even though I knew it was him.

 	His head whipped around, turning his make out buddy to face me. “Jamie?” I screeched out, my hand covering my mouth.

 	“Baby,” Matt said, pushing Jamie away. “It’s not what it looks like.”

 “It’s not what it looks like? So, I’m imagining you making out with my best friend. I’m pretty sure it is what it look like, Matt.”

 	“I’m sorry, baby. She doesn’t mean anything. I fucked up.”

 	Jamie stomped her foot, letting out a scream. “I don’t mean anything?” she yelled, her brown eyes huge. “What was last night then, Matt? Did you fuck me just because I’m nothing?”

 	He’d slept with her. My face was burning, and I couldn’t stop the rage in my throat. Grabbing the nearest book, I threw it right at his head. He tried to duck but it nicked his eye. “Fuck,” he yelled, grabbing at his eye. A thin line of blood ran down his face and I smiled.

 	“Serves you right, mother fucker.”

 	“You made him bleed,” Jamie yelled, running to his side.

 	I laughed without humor. “Don’t you ever talk to me again, you stupid slut. Do you see he was so easily going to toss you away? You. Mean. Nothing.”

 	Tears started to build in my eyes but I pushed them back. I will not let them see me cry.

A firm hand grabbed my elbow, pulling me back from the aisle. I glanced up and looked into Liam’s eyes. “You going home?”

I nodded. “Anywhere but here.”

Liam didn’t say anything to me on the way back to Pine Valley. He sat in the driver’s seat, no music, no talking just silence. I needed it. I couldn’t tolerate any more words, talking, sounds or looks. I was on the verge of tears and a scream was teasing my throat. How could they do this to me? How could my best friend sleep with my boyfriend? How could my boyfriend sleep with my best friend?

My vision blurred from the tears but the sick realization that I had done this to Matt with Liam struck me. Regardless that it wasn’t his best friend I had done it with, it was still wrong. I sighed, and ran my fingers over my face. “Is this a sign?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” Liam asked.

“A sign that what I’m doing it wrong? Or is it a free pass out. A free pass to not be with Matt anymore. To do what I want to do.”

Liam’s jaw clenched and he closed his eyes. “What do you want to do?” he asked.

He knew. He wanted me to say it. “For you to take me,” I said as calmly as I could. I hoped that he couldn’t tell that my heart was beating erratically against my chest.

“What I want to tell you is that it’s your free pass, you can have all of me you want. But the other side of me says to do what you think is right. If you love Matt and want to give him another chance than I’ll be here when you’re finished.”

He glanced over at me, gray eyes iridescent. He pulled into the parking lot, the hot sun beating down on his truck. “What is it, Sarah?” he asked, his voice a soft whisper.

I swallowed. “I think you need to bring me to your room.”







Chapter Ten

 


 Sarah




 

 

 	Liam opened the door, well flung it against the wall. He hadn’t put me down since the parking lot. I was beginning to think that he really wanted me. I almost laughed as he swiftly sat me down on his bed and shut the door behind him. But when he turned around I saw the darkness to his eyes, the stormy gray in his eyes erupting.

 	“I want all of you, Sarah,” he said, striding forward, dropping to his knees in front of me.

 	I almost whimpered. “Okay,” I whispered.

 	He gave me a wide smile, that made me one hundred percent that being here was the right thing. I wanted my teacher and I didn’t give a fuck who knew or cared. “Why don’t you strip for me,” he said, leaning back on his heels.

 	I glanced down at him, blood rushing to my cheeks. “Come on, Sarah. Strip for me.” He stared up at me, eyes wide.

 	Swallowing a large lump in my throat, I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it over my head. The air was cool against my skin but I was so hot that it melted away. With shaky fingers I had try to unbutton my pants, but failed. Liam’s warm, calloused hands assisted me, sliding the fabric down my legs.

 	I felt naked in my pink see through panties, but Liam never looked away. Liam’s tongue left his lip wet, and bit it afterwards. “You have no idea how many time I’ve fantasied about being inside you, Sarah. I’ve wanted to fill you up, ever since you tripped over Layla.”

 Fuck. My insides lit fire. I could make out his strong muscles beneath his shirt and I reached over the pull it off. He watched me, trailing his finger from my ankle to the tip of my panties. The warmth of his hand hovered over my sex, before he moved my panties to the side and slipped one finger over my clit. I threw my head back, enjoying the circles he made against me.

 	“Liam,” I mumbled, gripping his comforter.

 	“Do you like that?” he asked, standing up, never stopping touching me. He leaned over the bed until he was lying on top of me.

 	“Yes.”

 	He didn’t make it simple. “Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

 	“Touch me.”

 	“Where?”

 	“Everywhere.”

 	He laughed, and let his mouth drop to my ear. “Say where you want me to touch you right now, Sarah. Or I’ll stop.”

 	Screwing my eyes shut, I said, “My clit. I want you to rub my clit.”

 	He groaned in my ear, slipping one finger inside of me, while continued to run against me. I bucked my hips toward him. “Fuck,” I whispered, riding his finger.

 	“Will get to that, darling.”

 	I almost laughed, but he increased his pace and slipped another finger inside of me. “Liam, please….” I trailed off not knowing what I was even begging for.

 	He knew. He quickened his pace, sliding his tongue against my neck. “I’m gonna take care of you, Sarah.”

 	I was on the verge of exploding when he pulled his fingers out of me and bent between my legs. Oh, God. Grabbing his hair, I pushed his face into my sex. He lapped at me, hands reached underneath me gripping my ass. He sucked harder on my clit, sending me closer to orgasm.

 	“I’m gonna come, Liam,” I said, my body shuddering.

 	He made a low moaning sound in his throat and rubbed his thumb against my clit, sending me over the edge. “Ah,” I groaned, gripping his hair as hard as I could. My body shook, my breathing heavy and I felt lightheaded in the best way.

 	Liam leaned over me, kissing me harder than I’d ever been kissed. I could taste myself on his mouth, and it excited me. “Lay down, Liam,” I said, shoving him on his back.

 	He raised an eyebrow but he laid back. He was still in his jeans, but I could see his cock in his pants, stretched over his length. In between my legs turned hotter while I unzipped his pants, sliding them away with his boxers.

 	Liam groaned, bringing up a tattooed arm and slipping it around my back. “You don’t have to do that, Sarah. I want to make you happy. I’d be happy with that.”

 	Shaking my head, I kissed down his body. His dick was hard and ready for me. Looking up at him, I took him in my mouth, making him moan. “Fuck,” he said, grabbing my hair.

 	I slid up and back down again. I took his balls in my hand and squeezed slightly. “Fuck, Sarah,” he moaned, guiding my head up and down his shaft. I opened my mouth wider, letting him hit the back of my throat. His stomach tightened and then he pulled me away from him and tossed me on the bed in one fluid motion.

 	“I’m going to make you mine, Sarah,” he whispered in my ear. “Hold on tight.” Without any other notion, he slipped inside of me.

 	“Ah,” I said, tossing my head back into the pillow. “Fuck,” I mumbled, biting my lip. Liam watched me, as he slid slowly into me.

 	“Does that feel good?”

 	I nodded. “More,” I mumbled against his ear.

 	He nodded, and slipped all the way into me. I felt myself widen for him, and I spread my legs, offering him all of me.

 	“You’re so tight,” he mumbled into my ear, nibbling along the lobe. “Tell me how you want it.”

 	I closed my eyes, wanting nothing more than him to slam into me. “All of you. Slam into me, Liam.”

 	He made the sexiest noise I’d ever heard, grabbed the inside of my knees spread them wider and slammed into me. I cried out, my body shivering from want. He bent down and took my mouth with him, never stopping grinding into me. “Tell me your mine, Sarah.”

 	“I’m yours.”

 	“Tell me to fuck you. Tell me you want me.”

 	“I want you,” I screamed, my muscles tightening around his dick. “I’m coming,” I said, digging my nails into him.

 	“Tell me when you’re about to again,” he said, breathing heavy into my ear. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pushing him deeper into me. He closed his eyes and slammed harder, giving me everything he had.

 	It wasn’t long before I was convulsing around him, my body coming undone. “I’m coming,” I said. “Please, don’t stop. I’m coming.”

 	“I’m not gonna stop, baby.”

 	He slammed into me harder, making me cry out with my orgasm. A wicked smile stretched across his face. He buried his mouth into my neck and gave me three more hard strokes before he groaned and his stomach clenched.

 	He lay there on top of me for a few seconds, staring down at me. His finger felt feather soft on my cheek. “Sarah,” he whispered.

 	“Don’t say it.” I held a finger to his lips. “I’m not worried about anything else than us. I don’t’ know how it will work out, but I don’t want to think about that tonight.”

 	Liam laughed, showing me his straight white teeth. “Okay,” he said. “But, there is one problem. We probably need to stay at your house. My water isn’t working.”

 	“Oh,” I said, leaning up. “Well, we need to hurry and get over there, before Cody gets home. I don’t need that drama.”

 	Liam laughed, stood up and offered me his hand. “Okay, let’s go.”

 	I glanced down at him. Butt naked. “Maybe, we should get dressed first. I think us walking out of your apartment naked, may cause suspicion.”

 	Liam cocked an eyebrow. “If you insist.”

 	We dressed, filled Layla’s food bowls and made a mad dash toward my apartment. We opened the door and stopped dead in our tracks. “Cody, what are you doing home?”

 	His eyes were wide and he knew exactly what we had been doing. Since Liam didn’t put his shirt back on, I could see why he thought that. Not to mention, I had serious sex hair. “Um, I played sick. Thought we could hang out, but it seems you’ve been doing your own hanging out.” He smiled. “I’m just gonna go over to Jonathon’s, see ya later you two.” Then he was gone. You never had to hint around about leaving to Cody, he got it, and left fast.




 	“He didn’t have to leave,” Liam said from behind me. “But, I’m glad he did.”







Chapter Eleven

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 	Sarah led me into her room, and locked the door behind her. She was flushed, her hair messy and smiling to herself. She’d been…amazing. I wondered how it would be since she was obviously not as experienced as I was. I didn’t give a damn, I wanted to make her come. I wanted that girl in more than one way. She had taken charge and took me in her mouth. I groaned, begging my dick to stay down for at least another hour. I could still taste her on my lips, and that was a taste I’d never forget. I knew I was playing with fire, but the burn felt too good to stop now.

 	She lay back on her bed, smiling over at me. “Does this mean I get an A?”

 	I barked out a laugh and crawled onto the bed with her. “Are you asking me to cheat, Ms. Thomas?” I snaked an arm around her back.

 	She smiled up at me, green eyes laughing. “On the contrary. I’m only asking for you to help me a little. Since I did do you a favor and all. Giving you something you wanted so badly.” She trailed her finger down my stomach to the front of my jeans.

 “You’re a vixen, Sarah. Manipulative.”

 ”We’ll you’re a rule-breaker, Mr. Downs. You had a student in your bed.”

 	“And I’ll have her again.” I kissed her neck. “And again. How about I help you study for the test tomorrow.”

 	She shook her head. “Now, you’re starting to sound like a normal teacher. Regardless, that you look like a bad boy out of a New Adult novel.”

 	“New Adult?”

 	“College aged. Anyway, I don’t have a mind set to study.”

 	I grinned down at her. “I bet I could help you with that.” I slipped my fingers under her shirt and traced her tanned, flat stomach. “I’m sure we could make the study session fun. What do you say?”

 	She placed a finger on her pink lips and tapped it there a few times. “I might be willing to take a chance. What do you have in mind?”

 	Smiling, I stood up. “Do you have a marker? An erasable one?”

 	She nodded. She disappeared into her closet and came back with a black, blue and pink erasable marker. “Here.” She sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as I took the cap off of each one.

 	“We’re going to play a little drawing game. Stand up.”

 	She raised an eyebrow but obeyed. “Now what?”

 	“Take off your shirt.”

 	“Wow, take me out to dinner first,” she giggled, sliding the fabric over her head. She tossed her shirt on the floor and stood staring down at me. Sitting on the side of the bed, I pulled her to where she was standing between my legs.

 	“Okay,” I said, tracing the marker over her skin. “I’m going to draw the UK on you belly.” She laughed, placing her hands on my shoulders. “There will be dots to where cities would be. You’re going to point to each one and let me know what goes there. Afterwards, I’m going to grade you. For how many you get wrong, you have to strip. If you make an F, then so be it.”

 	She laughed. “I think this is more of a pleasure than studying.”

 	I shrugged. “You say potato. Okay, lay down.” She slid toward me, laying her head on the pillow. “Now,” I said sliding my finger toward a dot in the middle. “How about here,” I whispered, my mouth close to hers. She tapped her finger, while I traced the outline of her bra.

 	“Um, Carlisle.”

 	I smiled to myself. She got one. I grabbed her waist, and carefully wrote Carlisle onto the center dot. “Good job, Sarah.”

 	She smiled up at me, her chest rising and falling faster. “I’m brilliant.”

 	“That you are. Next.” I tapped her right side, and she laughed. Ticklish? I’d have to remember that.

“Um” she said, her breath coming slower. “Liverpool.”

Wrong. That’d be her jeans. I smiled and wrote Liverpool on her side. “Did I get it right?”

 	I shook my head, a grin rising up my face. “Nope,” I said, bending my head to kiss her stomach. I marked an X on the spot.

 	She exhaled. “Next.”

 	“Here,” I said, placing my finger in the center south of Carlisle.

 	“England,” she said. “I’d always get that right. It’s on my bucket list to go there.”

 	“Hmm. Maybe you’ll get there one day. I’ve heard it’s beautiful. I’ve always wanted to go to England myself.”

 	She shifted beneath me, her hips wiggling. I wanted to snatch her up, tear her clothes off and make her say my name again. But, I didn’t. I traced a line from England to right under her bra. “Here,” I whispered.

 	She sighed at my touch and said, “Outer Hebrides.”

 	I smiled to myself. “Another wrong, sweetheart. That’s two and two.”

 	She smiled, closing her eyes. “How many more?”

 	“Two more,” I said. Bending over her, I trailed from Ben Nevis down to her hipbone where Plymouth was located. “Here,” I said.

 	She was panting. I knew it wasn’t fair. She couldn’t possibly concentrate. Hell, I barely could. “Um,” she panted. “Plymouth.”

 	I laughed into her hipbone. “Right,” I said. “Two for three.”

 	Sliding my tongue from one hipbone to the other I said, “Here.”

 	“Liam,” she whispered.

 	“What?”

 	“Please, you’re killing me.”

 	“Answer the question, Sarah.”

 	She shook her head and screwed her eyes close. “Um…London.”

 	“Close, but no. Three for three. Three pieces of clothes, Ms. Thomas.” She smiled, eyes still shut and then sat up.

 	“Hmm,” she said, looking over herself. “What to take off, Mr. Downs? I really only have three articles on.”

 	“Even better. Strip, Ms. Thomas.”

 	A cat like grin traveled up her jaw. She slid off the bed, and stood before me. I sat on the edge, with her in between my legs. With ease, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. Her breasts fell from there holds, and my dick jumped in my pants. Damn it.

“Two, please?” I asked. I wanted to beg but I kept my composure.

“Begging already, Mr. Downs?” She shook her head. “Good things come to those who wait.” I raised an eyebrow daring her. She smiled, reached around and pulled her jeans off. “Two,” she whispered.

Fuck. She looked amazing. Topless, only in her underwear, standing in front of me. Bearing all. I’d dated girls embarrassed to stand completely naked in front of me. But, Sarah didn’t care. She even wore a come and get me smile. I planned on it. Even if her stomach had the UK drawn on it, she was too hot to care.

 	“Three,” she mumbled, sliding her underwear off. My jeans grew tighter, and my blood was pumping hard. I took her in from head to toe. All the way down to the little strip of hair on her mound. Nothing turned me on more than that. She was made for me.

 	“Three,” I said, swallowing the large lump in my throat. “Three was my favorite.”

 	She laughed and took a step toward me. “Now, how about I get an award for doing so horribly on my test.”

 	I gripped her waist. “What did you have in mind?”

 	She ran her fingers along my shoulders. “How about you take off ones for the ones I got right. Doesn’t that seem fair?”

 	“It does.” I nodded. “But, I only have two pair of clothing articles on. And you got three right.”

 	She licked her pink, full lips. “Well, you’ll have to think of something to do for the third prize.” Her finger trailed down to the zipper of my pants. “I’m sure you’ll think of something, Mr. Downs.”

 	“Oh, I know I will. Come here.” She giggled when I picked her up and ran with her to the shower.







Chapter Twelve

 


 	Sarah



 

 


 

 	My entire body was sore. I stretched feeling every muscle clench in disapproval. “Ouch,” I mumbled, burying my head into my pillow. Nine fifty five. My alarm close would go off in five minutes. I reached over and turned it off then the memories from last night slammed into me. I sat straight up in my bed. There was an indention where Liam had slept with me, but no Liam. I almost frowned but noticed a small Post-It note on his pillow.




 Had to get to class. Didn’t want to wake you.



 


 I’ll see you at eleven, and don’t jump me in class,



 


 like you did in the shower. Don’t forget to study.



 


 Mr. Downs.




 

 	I laughed and placed the note on my bedside table. I snuggled my head into his pillow and it smelled like him. Sandalwood, rain and man. All man. My stomach tightened at the thought. I hadn’t thought twice about Matt since I caught him with Jamie. It still boiled my blood, because that was my best friend. I’d never do that to him. I would never get together with Tyler. But, I couldn’t complain much, I had made out with my teacher.

 	I got up and headed to the kitchen. Cody was sitting at our table with a coffee cup in his hand. There was one for me across from him.

 	“Sit down, Sarah. And tell me what the hell happened. I heard some noises from the shower.” He wiggled his eyebrows. My hand automatically went up to my stomach, where he had washed away the UK. He was so gentle, his hands trailing all over me. We done it again in the shower, but it was slow, more passionate. We had already had our fix on one another and it was time to take it slow. Though not much about our relationship had been slow so far. It was a nice, hot change.

 	“Hello!” Cody yelled, pushing his bangs away from his blue eyes. “I need details, Sarah. Like why Matt has been calling my cell phone nonstop talking about how he messed up? Secondly, how your mind-blowing sex was with Mr. Hottie?”

 	I trailed my finger around the top of my cup. “First, I caught Matt making out with Jamie in the library.”

 	“Gasp. No fucking way. That little slut. And Matt, that douche. I would beat him the hell up if I knew I wouldn’t get my ass kicked.”

 	I shrugged. “I cheated on him, too, Cody. With my teacher.”

 	“True. But with your best friend makes it worse. That’s probably why Jamie had acted so weird around Tyler and you. And it explains their episode in the hallway the other day. I knew it was weird. I’m sorry, sweetie. But, you do need to spill. Tell me everything.” He held his chin with hand.

 	I filled him in and he was panting by the time it was over. “Damn it, Sarah. I don’t care if it’s against the rules. You are one lucky son of a bitch.”

 	I rolled my eyes. “I have to get ready for class. I have a test today.”

 	“Do you even remember any of your studying with him?”

 	I shook my head. “Hell no.”

 

 I walked into the classroom right as Liam was passing out the test. His eyes darted to me and a small smile rose on his lips. “Hello, Sarah. You can take your seat.”

 	I nodded, and sat beside Tyler. He looked terrible. “Hey, Sarah. Really sorry about Matt and Jamie.”

 	I grabbed a pen, and tucked my bag underneath my desk. “Yeah, I wasn’t expecting that one. I’m sure that’s why Jamie was acting so strange.” He nodded. “But, we’re both better off without them.”

 	“Yeah. I was going to ask her to the dance, all the baseball players normally have dates. Now, I’ll have to find one.” He ran his fingers over his face. I felt bad for him, he probably had really liked Jamie. She was pretty, and normally nice.

 	“Well, I’ll go with you as your date. If you don’t think it would cause any problems. I’m sure Matt and Jamie will go together.”

 	Tyler nodded. “Yeah, sure, that’d be fun. I can pick you up around seven?”

 	“Sure.”

 	Liam had made it around to my row by that time. He looked totally delicious. I could have stripped him down right there in front of everyone. He had a button down shirt on, tucked into a pair of khakis. I could see his muscles stretched out underneath his shirt. He smiled, and gave the person behind me her test first. I furrowed my brow, and took the test he offered me. “Here ya go.” He winked.

 	He walked back to the front of the classroom and leaned against the desk. I glanced over my test and couldn’t help but laugh. Everyone in the room looked over at me. “Sorry,” I mumbled.

 	Next to every dot on the map was a different body part. Right side. Belly. Right hip. Left hip. Breast. Liam’s gaze caught mine and he winked.

 	Smiling, I took the test. I waited until everyone had finished before walking up to the front. “Well, this was a rather hard test, Mr. Downs. I’m not sure if I passed or not.”

 	Liam reached forward, took my test and scanned over it. “Only missed one. That’s a shame, because I’d love to take more than on piece of clothing off of you right now.”

 	“Oh, Mr. Downs. I believe that’s very unprofessional of you.”

 	He smiled. “That is my middle name.”

 	“Ahem,” I heard from the door. I turned and saw Ms. Shay standing at the door. Her brown eyes were squinted and she was tapping her heel on the floor. “Hi, Liam. How are you?”

 	I couldn’t read Liam’s expression. “Fine, Shay. What’s up?”

 	“I wanted to tell you that you haven’t checked your teachers box yet. Here is your mail. Also, there is a fundraising dance this Friday and we need chaperons. Are you interested?”

 	Liam shook his head. “Nah, no thanks. But, thanks for bringing my mail. I’ll try to keep up with it for now on.”

 	I cleared my throat. “Mr. Downs, it will be fun to go to the dance. You should go, I’m going with Tyler.”

 	Liam’s jaw clenched. “Well, then. I guess I’ll have to go.” He turned toward Shay. “Then count me in.”

 	She smiled, and glanced over at me. “Sarah.”

 	I smiled. “Shay.” She narrowed her eyes before stalking out. “I can’t believe I forgot to tell you. Shay threatened me the other day in the library. She said I needed to stay away from you. She knows.”

 	Liam sighed. “Well, I guess we’ll have to try and keep it a secret. Now, onto the important matter. You’re going to the dance with Tyler?”

 	“Oh, yeah. I was going to go with Matt, and he with Jamie, but since that’s not gonna happen. I said I’d go with him.”

 	“Okay,” Liam said.

 	“Okay? That’s all you have to say? Okay what?”

 	“Okay,” he wrapped his arms around my waist. “As long as he doesn’t try anything. Or I’ll have to beat his ass.”

 	I sighed. “Sure. Because, teachers beating up students go over so well these days.”

 	Liam winked. “Get ya pretty little ass to class, before I take you on my desk.” He slapped my ass and whistled as I walked out of class.

 	After my classes I met Cody at Java City. We got our lunch and sat down at our usual table. He was telling me about Jonathon when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to see Matt staring down at me. “Sarah,” he said. His blue eyes were wide, watery and sad. “Can I talk to you? I’ve been trying to call you.” He had called me around thirty times. Then I turned my cell off.

 	“What is there to talk about?”

 	He tugged on his cap, turned it around backwards and bent down beside me. He tried to put his hand on my knee, but I slid it off. “I’m so sorry, Sarah. I never meant for this to happen. It was a few moments of weakness. It’ll never happen again, I swear.”

 	“If it doesn’t happen again it’s up to you. I don’t care what you do from now on. I’m over it.”

 	Matt closed his eyes. “Please, baby. I swear. She didn’t mean anything to me. I fucked up. Please, just give me another chance.”

 	“No, now leave me alone, Matt.” I turned back to my sandwich and took another bite.

 	“Sarah,” he tugged on my shoulders. “I’m not just going to leave you alone. I’m not.”

 	I shrugged and took another drink.

 	He sighed, kissed my forehead and walked off.

 	Cody looked at me over his coffee. “Brutal. It’s his own fault though.”

 	I nodded. “It sure is.”







Chapter Thirteen

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 	Shay had slipped a note into my mail. It asked if I wanted to get together after the dance. I sighed. I grabbed my cell and sent her a quick text. I told her my family was coming down early Saturday and I needed to get good nights sleep. That wasn’t all a lie. My parents were coming down but I didn’t plan on sleeping Friday night. I planned on burying myself inside of Sarah. Since my water was finally working again, I was planning on keeping her locked in my apartment as much as possible.

 	My phone rang and my mom’s name popped on the screen. “Hello,” I said, sighing.

 	“Hey, baby. I’m just calling to make sure that we’re still on for tomorrow night.”

 	“Yes, Mom.”

 	“I can’t wait to meet this girl of yours. What’s her name again?”

 	“Sarah, Mom.” I pulled on my leather jacket and made sure my hair was still in place. I had to be at the fundraiser dance in ten minutes.

 	“Yes, Sarah that sounds lovely. Well, your dad and I are leaving tomorrow morning. We’ll see you tomorrow evening.”

 	“Okay, Mom. Talk to you later.”

 	“Bye, hon.”

 	Sliding my phone into my pocket, I grabbed my keys and walked outside. I went straight toward the baseball house. Finding a place to park was a pain in the ass. There were too many people there already. Vehicles were parked in the grass and all along the pond outside. I guessed I should have showed up early, but I was too busy texting Sarah. Tyler had already came and picked her up. She was here already.

 	The music was loud, when I walked in. There were two people sitting at a table to take the money. I handed them my five and made my way all the way in. Sweat hit me in the face. There were hundreds of people there. Damn it. I felt like I was in college again, which hadn’t been too long ago.

 	I wanted to look for Sarah, but I made my way to the kitchen were all of the other chaperons were. Shay was standing against the counter, staring at me. I squirmed underneath her gaze. She had suspicions about Sarah and I. It would be harder than I thought to sneak away to her.

 	“Reminds me of my college days, right?” Shay said as soon as I got close to her.

 	I rolled up my sleeves and nodded. “Yeah.”

 	“How are you liking teaching so far?”

 More than you’ll ever know. “It’s great. I love it.”

 	She smiled and tilted her head to the side. “You wanna dance?”

 	“I’m not a dancer, sorry.” I turned and poured myself a drink. God, I wish they had something with alcohol in it. I took a large gulp of the punch and leaned against the counter.

 	I searched the crowd, stopping when I saw Sarah leaning against the staircase, her eyes on me. She curled a finger toward herself. The green dress she was wearing was low cut and clung to her hips. Fuck. Dead puppies. Chair legs. Shay’s desperation.

“Did you hear me?” Shay asked, looking up at me.

“No, actually I think I saw some alcohol that a student had. I’ll be back, promise.” I walked away before she had a chance to say anything. I pushed my way through the crowd of swaying students. Sarah had made it to the top of the stairs when I got to the bottom. Her long tanned legs went on for miles underneath her short dress.

“Mr. Downs, I think I saw someone with some alcohol. Would you come up here and check?”

I smiled. “Sure thing, Ms. Thomas.” I took the stairs two at a time. She was smiling when I got to her. “I think you’re hiding something under that dress for me, Sarah.”

She laughed as I threw her over my shoulder. I went toward the first bedroom locked the door and threw her up against the wall. “You should be ashamed wearing that dress in front of me,” I growled into her ear, my fingers running up to her underwear.

“Mr. Downs, I believe you like it.” She ran her tongue against my throat, tugging my jacket off of my shoulders. “Now, I want to see those clothes on the floor for my great grade today.”

“Not a problem,” I grumbled, tearing my shirt and pushing my pants down. She pulled her dress off and my mouth dropped off.

“I’m going to fuck the shit out of you, Sarah.”

“You like it?” she whispered.

I nodded and ran my hand down the lingerie hooking from her underwear to her bra. “I love it,” I said. “Now, let’s get it off before I explode.”

She laughed, unclasped her bra and slipped out of it. All the while, I slipped down to my boxers. Before she could comment I slipped my tongue inside of her mouth and gripped her ass with my palm. She moaned and parted her lips wider.

“Liam,” she moaned, while I traced down her jaw to her breast.

Bam. Bam. Bam. “Who is in my room?” someone yelled.

 	Sarah glanced up at me and widened her eyes. “Shit.”

 Bam. Bam. Bam. “Put your clothes on,” I said. She pulled her dress over her head while I put my jeans back on and grabbed my shirt and jacket. “We’re going to have to go out that window.”

 	“What? Do you want us to fall and die?”

 	“Do you want to get caught?”

 	She huffed. “Come on then.”

 	Grabbing her arm, I pulled her over the window and slid it up. All the while, the guy continued to slam his fist on the door. “I’m going to bust the door down in five seconds. One. Two. Three. Four. Five.” He started to kick the door.

 	“Shit,” I said, sliding out before her onto the top of the roof. “Come on, baby. Put one leg over. The Hulk over there is gonna bust the door down, you heard em.”

 	Sarah nodded, and crawled out the window carefully. She clung to me while I shut the window. “Here, there is a trellis. I’m going to climb down first, then I need you to come down. Hide over there for now, okay?”

 	Sarah smiled over at me. “Isn’t this some shit?”

 	“You’re telling me.” I climbed down the trellis and motioned for Sarah to come down. I could see up her dress as she climbed down but it wasn’t the time or place to be turned on. I had completely lost my hard on once The Hulk started beating on the door. “Okay, I gotcha.”

 	She huffed and pushed her blonde bangs from her forehead. “Okay, so that didn’t go as planned. I heard the guy stalking through the room when I was about half way down. God, what a crazy ass.”

 	“He needs to get some anger management.”

 	“So, what now?” she asked.

 	I grabbed her waist. “I guess we go home.”

 

 The sun was blinding me from a crack in my blinds. It was early, but Layla was licking my face. I smiled and patted her back, running my fingers over her soft fur. “Hey, girl. I’m up. I’m up.”

 	I leaned up and looked to my left. Sarah was lying on her back, no shirt and her arm over her head. My morning wood reminded me how damn hot she was. She stirred, turning over on her belly. The soft skin of her back was begging to be touched. I leaned over her, letting my lips press between her shoulder blades.
 “Um, good morning,” she said, rolling over to face me.

 	“Yes, it is.” I smiled.

 	“Today is meet the parents day, right?” She yawned, stretching her hands over her head.

 	“It is. But, don’t seem too happy about it. My parents are…”

 	“A pain in the ass?”

 	“Hit the nail on the head. But, it should be fine. They just want to see that I’m doing okay. Now, of course, you can’t be a student. You’ll have to pretend to be a teacher or something.”

 	She stroked her chin. “Can I be a math teacher?”

 	“If ya want.”

 	She sat up. “I do. I’m not good at math and pretending I am makes me feel better.”

 	I laughed and pulled her on top of me. “Sorry about last night.”

 	She raised a blonde eyebrow. “Why? I had a lot of fun last night. The couch, the kitchen counter.”

 	“I meant the dance. I know you wanted to go and we kind of got pulled away.”

 	“I didn’t really want to go, I had just felt bad for Tyler. I saw Matt there, but he wasn’t with Jamie. I haven’t seen her since the library.”

 	I kneaded her backside, and watched her. “Matt is stupid, you know that, right? He had a good thing and threw it away.”

 	“He came up to me in Java City begging forgiveness. I told him to get away from me.”

 	“What’d he say?”

 	“No, but I haven’t heard from him since.” She climbed off of me and onto the floor. “I’m going to get in the shower. I need to do some homework and I have a few errands to run today. I’ll meet you back here at five?”

 	I nodded, reached over and slapped her ass. “Five it is.”







Chapter Fourteen

 


 	Sarah




 

 	After I took a shower, I met Cody downstairs. He was brushing through his hair with a tiny comb and picking at his face.

 	“Stop picking at your face.”

 	“Gotta look good, Sarah. I can’t go into town looking any kind of way.”

 	I got into my Jeep and started toward town. “So, after errands where are we going? Wanna go get lunch?”

 	“Yeah, and I need to go look at Suzi Page 2. I need something to wear tonight that’s not too flashy but shows I have class. You know I’m a professor now.”

 	Cody held back a laugh. “That’s right, dinner with his parents. And sure Ms. Thomas, I’m sure you’d be a great teacher…not. You hate kids.”

 	“Well,” I straightened up. “I’m teaching adults not children. Although, most act like children.”

 	Cody nodded. “Oh, what was up with the text last night. What happened at the party?”

 	I gave him a brief rundown and he covered his face laughing. “You and him seem to be prone to accidents, Sarah. Let’s hope you two don’t get caught.”

 	“We’re going to Monroe to eat. We can’t risk eating here. Everyone would know in point two seconds.”

 	“Isn’t that the truth.”

 	After we paid a few bills, and ate, we headed to Suzi Page 2. It was a nice, small shop on the square up town. It was the only place in town, besides Stage, to get anything decent to wear. Cody and I walked in and started to take a look around.

 	“This is cute,” Cody said holding up a small dinner dress. It was fitted on the sides, and flared at the waist. It was super cute. He raked through the rack and pulled out a size six. “Here, go try this on.”

 	I changed in the dressing room, then stepped out so Cody could see. He raised an eyebrow and smiled. “You look hot, almost hot enough to kiss, but I don’t think I’m there yet.”

 	I laughed and twirled around in the mirror. “I love it. I think that he will--,”

 	“Love it,” someone said from the counter. I glanced over and Ms. Shay was standing behind it. Her brown eyes were narrowed and her hands intertwined on the desk.

 	“What are you doing here?” I blurted out. You’ve got to be kidding me.

“I work here. I have a little girl, and sometimes teacher salaries aren’t enough. Who you going out with tonight? Matt?”

I gritted my teeth. “No, actually, he cheated on me with my best friend. I have a different date tonight. Go ahead and ring this up, I’m getting it.”

 	I walked to the dressing room and stripped. How fucking nosy can one person be? I wanted to strangle her. Did she not get it? Liam didn’t want her. They had been out once. I didn’t know what exactly happened on that date, but I was pretty sure nothing. Nada. Maybe that’s why she is so bitter.

Cody rapped his fingers against the door and I let him in. “She is a freak,” he said, helping me out of my dress.

“Ugh, I know! I want to strangle her. She is always in my business, and she stops by his classroom all the time,” I whispered, pulling my jeans and shirt back on. “Can you get anymore desperate?”

“She is riding the line,” Cody agreed. “Now, let’s go so we can get you ready.”

I paid for my dress, giving her a wide smile before leaving.

Liam was waiting in my apartment when we got home. Zeus was curled in his lap and Layla sitting beside the futon. “Are you a professional burglar?” Cody asked.

He smiled and motioned for me to join him. “No, but y’all should keep your doors locked. I heard Zeus barking and came to check on him. It was unlocked.”

Cody sighed. “I could have sworn I had locked that door. Good Lord, I’m going nuts. I’m heading to change, I have work tonight.”

We watched Cody leave and as soon as his door closed Liam looked over at me. “What you got in the bag? Some more lingerie?”

I tapped a finger on his nose. “Wishful thinking. A dress for tonight. I’m getting a little nervous actually.”

Liam tipped my chin to look at him. “Don’t worry about it. Be yourself. Well, pretend you’re a math teacher and be yourself. We met at work, we wanted each other as soon as we saw each other.”

I nodded. That was true on my end. “Okay, it’s five. So, I guess I’ll get ready and meet you where at seven?”

 	“I’ll pick you up. My momma would have my head if I didn’t pick you up.”

 	I laughed and nodded. “Okay. See you then.”

 




 	Liam




 

 	“Fuck, I’m nervous,” I mumbled to myself. I was standing in front of my bathroom mirror. I had a pair of nicer jeans on and a white tank top. I’d have to wear a long sleeved shirt or my mom would have a panic attach, she didn’t approve of my tattoos.

 	“Don’t look at me like that, Layla,” I said, staring down at her. She was wagging her tail and drooling. I patted her head and pulled on a long sleeved button down. It was white and looked good against my skin. I had acquired a tan since moving.

 	My mom had text me saying they would meet us at Walgreen’s, since they didn’t know where I lived. I tried to explain but she wasn’t listening. I locked up and walked toward Sarah’s door. I knocked three times and she answered the door. She had a worried expression on her face, but fuck if she didn’t look hot. Her dress was fitted to the waist, then spread out, coming to her mid thigh. Her long legs looked longer with the shoes she had on.

 	“Do I look okay?” she asked, clutching her purse.

 	I nodded. “Fuck yes.”

 	“Okay.” She nodded.

 	Offering her my arm, I helped her down the stairs to my truck. I opened the door for her. “Listen, there is no reason to be nervous. They would never be mean to you, it’s me they’re disappointed in.”

 	She frowned and touched my face. “They’re stupid if they are really disappointed in you. You know that, right?”

 	I nodded. No. “Yes. Now, let’s go. Mother gets antsy having to wait.”

 	We drove to Walgreen’s and I noticed my parent’s SUV quickly. It was perfectly washed. Mom and Dad weren’t rich per say, but they had enough to live comfortably. Sarah gripped my hand when I pulled up beside them. Mom got out first. Her dress was over the top for anywhere other than somewhere in New York. Monticello wasn’t exactly the Ritz and neither was Monroe. “Liam,” she said, smiling an overdone smile. She reached her arms out, taking me into her embrace. She smelled like home. A part of me missed it. Then Dad walked around the side of the car. He still had his hair cut military style, even though he was retired. His gray eyes matched mine, but his serious face didn’t.

 	“Son,” he said nonchalantly.

 	“Dad.” Shaking my head, I looked to my left where Sarah was standing. She looked petrified. I grabbed her arm gently. “Mom and Dad this is Sarah. Sarah, this is Mom and Dad.”

 	Mom giggled and offered her a hug. “You’re a pretty little thing.”

 	“Thank you, ma’am.”

 	“No, call me Cheryl.”

 	Sarah nodded and looked up at my dad. He offered her a hand and a barely there smile. He could have at least spoke.

 	“So, where are we going tonight?” Mom asked.

 	I wrapped an arm around Sarah. “Monroe, it’s about an hour from here.”
 “No,” Mom said, shaking her head. “I’ve been in the car all day and I want out. Let’s eat here. Is that okay?”

 	“No,” I said, gritting through my teeth. “There aren’t very many places to eat here.”

 	“Son, your mother doesn’t want to drive any longer. We’re going to eat here. We’ll find somewhere. Come on.”

 Oh, fuck.

Dad pulled up to the only Italian restaurant in town. Panorama. “Liam what are we going to do? Everyone here knows I’m in college and there are probably students eating or working here. We’re going to get caught.” Sarah’s eyes were wide and I swear I saw tears swell in them. “You can’t get fired.”

I leaned over and pressed my lips to her. “It’s gonna be okay, I promise. If we see someone we’ll just play it by ear. Hide behind the menu or something. Go to the bathroom.”

“I’m going to seem like I had an upset stomach. Because, there will be people in there that we know.”

“Come on.” I lead Sarah inside behind my parents. I quickly scanned the room, but didn’t see anyone I knew. That didn’t mean they didn’t know Sarah. I squeezed her hand and walked behind my mom. Pulling the chair out for her, I searched again. We were in the corner, and I hoped no one could see us here.

“Lovely place, for such a small town,” Mom said. “Have you eaten here before, Liam?”

I shook my head. “No, not yet.” We placed our drink order and made small talk.

We had gotten our appetizers when I finally relaxed. It didn’t seem like anyone we knew was going to come in. “So, Sarah,” Dad said. “How did you and Liam meet?”

She smiled. “I teach math at UAM and we met through work.” She glanced over at me and winked.

Dad snorted. “You approve of him teaching?” He said it like it was a curse word.

She furrowed her brows, and I touched her leg underneath the table. “Yes. We need more teachers in the world. And Liam has…different ways of helping the student’s study.”

I choked on my bread. “Sorry, wrong hole,” I said through a laugh.

Dad narrowed his eyes but dropped the subject. Sarah’s leg tapped my shin and traveled up my thigh. I tried not to smile, but it slipped.

“What are you smiling about, Liam?” Mom asked, furrowing her brow. The waitress was sitting our food down and Mom thanked her.

“Nothing, just happy.”

“I’ll say,” Sarah whispered, reaching toward my dick. It was ready to go.

“So, Sarah. Do you see yourself being happy with my son?” Dad asked.

“Kent,” Mom said, shaking her head. “They’ve only started dating, let’s not pressure them into on another.”

“I’m just asking, because I know feelings can change. And with him not taking on a job with a lot of money, she could easily be persuaded to leave.”
 “Kent!”

I saw red. I could have slammed my fist into my father’s face. Instead, I threw down my napkin and stood up. “I have to use the restroom. I’ll be back.”

How could he? I knew he would bring it up, but twice? Was he trying to ruin my life? I had moved to get away from him, and now he was coming to visit and talking down on me? What kind of man is that?

“Liam,” Sarah whispered, her hand on my back. “I’m sorry. He is wrong, ya know? He doesn’t know you well enough to know this is what you want to do.”

“Don’t talk,” I said, bending to kiss her. “I don’t want any more words.” She nodded and let me push her against the wall of the bathroom hallway.

I didn’t care who came up and saw us. I wanted her. I wanted to encircle her legs around my waist and take her hard and deep. Make her scream my name.

My hand was up her dress, stroking at her panties when I heard, “Sarah.”

We both turned to see Matt staring in the entranceway to the bathrooms.

Oh fuck.

“Matt,” Sarah said, pulling at her dress, but he wasn’t looking at her anymore, he was staring at me.

“You fucking sick prick.” He balled his hands into fist at his side. “You like to fuck your students. You get a rise out of it. You get your hands off my girlfriend.”

My jaw was twitching. I knew I shouldn’t hit a student, and could get fired but I wanted to lay his ass out on the floor. “Matt, I suggest you leave right now. I don’t want any trouble.”

He let out a bitter laugh. “Of course you don’t, you pussy. You want to fuck my girl and let me stand by and watch.”

“I’m not your girl, Matt. You fucked Jamie. It’s over. We’re over. I’ve moved on.”

Matt stared at her. “You’re fucking with me, right? He is your teacher! I will not have it. I’ll tell. Everyone will know in the morning and Liam will lose his job.”

“You had your chance, Matt. Now, step aside.”

Matt stepped forward, pushing me in my chest. God, no. Rage was running through me like lightening. “Don’t touch me again.”

 	“Matt get back,” Sarah warned.

 	He took another push at me, this time sending a punch to my jaw. I’m not gonna lie it fucking hurt. My jaw was throbbing but I stood there anyway. “Hit me, bastard!” he yelled.

 	I gritted my teeth together. “Hit me!” he screamed.

 	Unable to control my anger, I came back and knocked him in the jaw. He stumbled back over a potted plant and fell to the ground. His eyes were wide, and a streak of blood ran down his face. “What’s going on in here,” Dad said, rounding the corner.

 	Who I assumed was the manager, walked over and asked if we could leave. I didn’t ask any questions, only grabbed Sarah’s arm and drug her to the truck.







Chapter Fifteen

 


 	Sarah



 

 


 

 	I sat in his truck while Liam talked to his parents. I could see the realization that I was his student on his mother’s face. She even gave me a few evil glances. I buried my head into my knees. Matt had been so outraged. He’d asked to be hit. He wanted to fight. And now everyone in Monticello would know about Liam and I. He would get fired, and I would be left to be the girl that fucked her teacher.

 	I groaned and pushed back the tears. When Liam slammed the door to his side I looked up. He was staring at me. “Well, they’re fucking mad. But, who gives a damn.” He started his truck and started back toward the apartments.

 	“You know he is going to tell, right?”

 	He nodded. “Yeah.”

 	“What are we going to do?”

 	He ran his fingers through his brown hair and sighed. “I have no idea. But, tonight, we’re going to make it worth it.”

 	Liam carried me into his apartment. He didn’t bother with Layla who was waiting for him. He laid me on the bed and covered himself over me. “Sarah, I’m sorry about all of this, but I don’t regret it. I care about you, I like you.” He kissed my jaw, and then my lips. I was breathless when he pulled away. “I probably won’t have a job much longer, but we’ll figure something out.”

 	A tear traveled down my face, but he wiped it away. “Don’t cry. Let’s be with each tonight, okay?”

 	I nodded. He attacked my lips with his own, and grabbed my neck, holding me down on the bed. His kiss was hot and demanding. I couldn’t do anything but let him take me. I wanted to keep him here with me forever. Tears were burning my eyes. I cared about him more than I cared about Matt, and I’d only known him a week. Most would call it lust, but I called it a connection. He looked so dangerous, tattooed and hard. But, he was one bad boy that would be good to me, one bad boy that wanted what he wanted and took it. One bad boy who taught instead of fought. One bad boy who caressed instead of tugged. One bad boy who was mine.

 	His fingers found the edge of my dress, slipping it over my head. He tossed it to the side and pushed my panties to the side. Before I could handle the torture any longer he slipped inside of me, making me moan.

 	“I’m gonna make love to you, Sarah,” he mumbled against my ear. “Tell me you want me.”

 	“I want you.”

 	He trailed his finger in circles over my most sensitive place. He mumbled dirty things into my ear, while caressing me so gently. “Tell me to fuck you.”

 	I whimpered, my body igniting against him. “Fuck me.”

 	He moaned, entangling his fingers in my hair and making me look up at him. “Watch me. Don’t look away. I wanna see you.”

 	I bit my lip, shaking from the pleasure. He was a bright light, blinding the darkness. A soft breeze on a summer night. His hand gripped my ass, making it burn from the strength of his grip. He gave me slow strokes, coasting in and out of me. “Liam,” I mumbled against his neck. “You feel so good.”

 	He was breathing hard in my ear. “Come for me, baby. Look up at me.”

 	I glanced up at him, his gray eyes smoldering. How did I get this lucky? And how can it all be gone in one second. One person seeing us will end it. It was already ended.

 	He plunged his tongue into my mouth at the same time he cupped my breast. It was all I needed. I exploded around him. My muscles contracted against his length. He mumbled underneath his breath, shuddering right after me.

 	He didn’t speak afterwards, he pulled me to his chest, where we both fell asleep.

 




 	Liam




 

 	Sarah was still in the bed when my phone rang. I knew who it would be. I knew it was the chancellor.

 	I picked up. “Hello.”

 	“Mr. Downs. I need to see you today. Can you meet me?”

 	“Yes, sir.”

 	“Now.”

 	I hung up the phone and ran my fingers over my face. It was time to clean up the mess I’d made.

 




 	Sarah




 

 	The spot next to me on the bed was cold when I woke up. Liam had been up for a while. He wasn’t in the house when I walked around and my stomach dropped. Layla was pushing her food bowl around the floor, so I filled it up.

 	I bit my nail and paced before I realized I probably needed to get ready for the day. The door was unlocked when I came in and my heart thudded an extra beat. Zeus was hiding underneath the futon, and I could hear rummaging in my bedroom. I tiptoed into the hallway and barely peeked through the crack in my door.

 	Matt was throwing things around, rummaging through my stuff. “What the fuck!” I yelled.

 	He turned around. His eyes had bags underneath them and it looked as if he hadn’t had any sleep. “Sarah,” he mumbled, stumbling forward.

 	Was he drunk? It was ten in the morning?

 	“What are you doing here?” I asked, looking around at the mess in my room. “What are you doing to my room?”

 	He let out a shaky breath and held up the Post-It note Liam had left on my pillow. “How long have you been sleeping with him? Since he got here?”

 	“It’s none of your business.”

 	“Yes, the fuck it is!” He threw his hands in the air. He was wearing sweats, and a wrinkled t-shirt. He looked like shit. Exactly how I felt.

 	“No, it’s not. You’re not my boyfriend anymore, Matt. You fucked up. We don’t even love each other. We didn’t connect.”

 	“Well,” he let out a shaky laugh, “I guess you’re not going to be connecting with Liam either. I called the chancellor today. Liam is gone to meet him now.” He smiled like a Cheshire cat.

 	That’s where Liam had gone. A sick feeling erupted in my stomach. He was going to lose his job because of me. Because of me. Tears pricked at my eyes, and I swallowed the lump in my throat.

 	“Okay. But, it doesn’t make a difference with you or me. You’re not in my life anymore. I want you out of my room and my sight! Get out!”

 	“Baby,” he whispered, stepping forward.

 	“Matt. I forgive you for what you done, but I don’t want you back. I don’t want to feel comfortable. I want to be with someone who makes me feel. Makes me want him, makes me feel special. You’re not him.”

 	Matt’s eyes turned dark and he threw the lamp closet to him. “You fucking bitch.”

 	I pointed to the door, not sure how I was even keeping a straight face. He scared the shit out of me. He stormed from the apartment, and slammed the door. I fell to the ground. It was over.

 	My phone rang a few minutes later. It was the chancellor. He wanted me there. I buried back the tears and got dressed to meet them.







Chapter Sixteen

 


 	Liam



 

 


 

 	Sarah was pale. She knew. I could only imagine when she got that call how she felt. The chancellor sat behind his desk, fingers intertwined and looking at us. We didn’t dare look at each other. There wasn’t any reason to torture ourselves. I wanted to hold her to my chest and tell her it was going to be okay, but I didn’t. I kept my hands in my lap.

 	“I’m not going to fire you, Liam,” he finally said after a few minutes. “I’m not. You’re new here, it’s your first time teaching and your young. But, I am giving you a warning.” I sighed. Thank, God. “As for the situation. I’m going to have Sarah transferred from your class, and into another. I’m also forbidding you two to have any contact. If I hear or see you two together again, Sarah you will be expelled and Liam you fired. You’re about to graduate Sarah, don’t ruin your chances, okay?”

 	Sarah color hadn’t returned. She nodded and smiled at him. “Thank you, sir.”

 	“Okay, you are both dismissed. You can talk it out, but if I see you together after today, it’s over.”

 	I stood up first, my heart thumping against my ribs. “Than you, sir.” I left the room, feeling sick to my stomach. It was the first fucking week of school and I’d already fucked up.

 	I waited by Sarah’s car, and she finally came out. She was staring straight forward. “So,” I said, trying to grab her hand, but she pulled it away.

 	“I’m sorry, Liam. I’m sorry I ruined this for you. It’s all my fault. I knew it was wrong.”

 	I tried to hug her but she stepped aside. “It’s both of our faults. I am…I was your teacher and I knew the consequences.”

 	She nodded. “Well, I guess I need to go now, huh?” She glanced up at me with green eyes.

 	“Sarah,” I asked. “We could see each other at home. It will be the same--,”

 	“No!” she yelled. “We’ve already been caught. It’s over. I can’t jeopardize your job anymore than I already have. I’m sorry, Liam. I have to go.”

 	I didn’t stop her. She got into her Jeep and sped away. My stomach hurt from rejection, and her leaving me with nothing. I’d only known the girl a week and I knew I should let go, but I didn’t want to. I was selfish and greedy. And I didn’t give a flying fuck what anyone else thought. But she did, and I would respect her wishes. For now.

 




 	Three Weeks Later



 


 	Sarah




 

 	My stomach growled when I walked into my apartment. Cody must have gotten off early, because I smelled cooking from the kitchen. I placed my bags on the futon and took off my shoes. I hadn’t talked to Liam since that day. I was transferred into another class, and I never came out of my apartment except for school. Cody tried to get me to go out, but I couldn’t make myself go.

 	Liam hadn’t tried to talk to me and that was worse. I couldn’t even take a shower without thinking about the things we’d done in there. I groaned and walked into the kitchen.

 	“Something smells good…” I stopped in my tracks. Matt was standing in my kitchen, no shirt cooking. I hadn’t spoken to him since his outburst in my room. He smiled over at me.

 	“Spaghetti your favorite. Thought you’d be hungry.”

 	I stood there for a minute trying to get my mind straight. I’d seen Matt around campus, and Jamie was behind him. She hadn’t even looked at me since then, and it hurt. She’d been my best friend. Now she was nothing. “What are you doing here, Matt?”

 	His smile never faltered. “Fixing dinner.”

 	“Why?”

 	“Because, I miss you.”

 	“Oh,” I said, anger rising in my throat. “So, you think that you can just come in here after me telling you to leave and start over? News flash, buddy. You can’t. I don’t want you in here. I want you to leave.”

 	Matt slammed his pot down on the stove, and leaned over closing his eyes. “I want a lot of things that I don’t get, but I don’t get them. You see, if you’re not with anyone and I’m not with anyone, then I don’t see why we can’t work it out.”

 	“Because I don’t like you!” I screamed, my hands shaking beside me.

 	Matt yelled and stormed toward me, taking my shoulders in his grip. He pressed his mouth to mine. I tried to scream but he stuck his tongue in my mouth. No, no, no.

“Please,” I said, muffled by his mouth. He pressed harder, sliding his hand up my shirt, and pulling down my bra. Biting his lip, he pushed harder. I could taste the blood in my mouth. Without warning, he slammed me to the kitchen floor. My head began to spin, there were stars, and I could feel blood coming from my head. He held me down with his body, ripped my clothes off and held my mouth.

Tears streamed down my eyes, mixing into my mouth. Matt pushed my jeans off and slid his finger between my panties and sex. “No,” I screamed out, but he pressed his hand down harder on my mouth. Oh, God. Please, no.

I screwed my eyes shut and then his weight was lifted off of me. I felt a rush of wind, and then my body being picked up. Nothing made sense, I tried to force my mouth opened to speak, but someone hushed me. I feel back into the darkness.

When I woke up everything felt wrong. There was something poking my arm and my bed felt hard as hell. “Ouch,” I said, prying my eyes opened. There was a blinding light. Oh, no. I’m dying.

“She’s awake, doc.”

Doc? Did Jesus prefer to be called doc?

“Ah there is those pretty green eyes,” someone said. Then the light was gone. “Was that bothering you?”

I nodded. “Where in the hell am I?”

“Language, Sarah Jean.”

“Mom?” I yelled, blinking back the stars. She was in my face, freckles, blonde hair and a smile. “I’m so glad you’re okay, sweetie. Thank, Jesus.”

I nodded. “What…where is he?”

“He is in jail.” Oh, Matt. I had been talking about my hero.

 	“No, who saved me?”

 	“Oh,” Mom said, smiling. That was a he’s cute smile. “Right outside. I’ll go get him. He’s name is Liam, sweetie.”

 	Liam. My heart whelmed up with joy, and in the same instant broke. I had left him standing in the paring lot. He was willing to give us a chance. But, I knew it was for the worse. He didn’t need me in his life. He needed a job to support himself. And with me, that couldn’t happen.

 	Liam walked into the hospital room, giving the nurses and doctors a few smiles. “Hi, Liam,” the doctor said. “We’ll be out of your way in two seconds. I know you’ve been waiting for this.”

 Been waiting? How long had he been waiting? How long had I been out? What had happened? “Ms. Thomas. You suffered a concussion, and some minor wounds to the head. You’ll be up and going in no time. You can actually go home tomorrow.” The doctor said, his voice soft and gentle. He had a kind smile and a head full of gray hair. It was so dark, it reminded me of Liam’s eyes.

 	I nodded. “Okay,” the nurse said, adjusting with the IV. “We’re done for right now. Feel free to talk.”

 	After they left there was an unusual silence in the room. Liam’s eyes never left me. He had a dark blue beanie on and he looked hot as hell in it too. His white shirt fit tight to his chest, and his jeans low on his hips. He had dark circles underneath his eyes, like Matt had that night. I winced thinking about it. Why had he snapped? He had been fine before.
 “He’s bipolar,” Liam broke the silence. “They diagnosed him yesterday.”

 	I swallowed. “How long have I been in here?”

 	“Four days.”

 Four days. Damn. I shook my head. “I’m sorry. Thank you for saving me. I know we’re not supposed to be around--,”

 	“Fuck not being around each other, Sarah,” he snapped. “Fuck it. I’m not concerned about it. I’m only worried about you. I want you to be safe. I don’t give a damn about the chancellor or my job.” He knelt beside my bed. “Just get better, okay?” I nodded. He kissed my forehead and walked out of the room. A dull ache shattered in my heart. He’d risked his job and saved me.

 	The next day the doctor released me. Cody was waiting in the living room with a bunch of flowers, candy and ice cream. “Yay,” he yelled, scaring my mom who frowned.

 	“Calm down,” she said. “She isn’t on hundred percent yet.”

 	Cody stuck his tongue out when she turned her head. “Okay, Mom.”

 	She hated when he called her that. I smiled and rolled my eyes. “Okay, Cody. I can’t stay here and take care of her. I have to get back to work. So, I’m going to need you take care of her for me. I put some soup in the cabinets, some Sprite in the refrigerator and threw away those Mike Hard Lemonades.”

 	Cody narrowed his eyes. “Those were mine.”

 	She shrugged. “Ya don’t need ‘em, hon. Okay, baby,” she kissed my forehead, “if ya need anything let me know. Don’t hesitate to call.”

 	“Okay, Mom. I’ll be fine.”

 	“Okay, I love you.”

 	“Love you, too.”

 	She grabbed her purse and walked out of the door. Cody jumped down beside me once she left. “Whew, thought she’d never leave.”

 	I laughed and sat up on the couch. “I really feel better, my mom is just overprotected. My head hurts a little bit though.”

 	Cody smiled. “That’s what Moms are for. So, have you talked to him?”

 	“Who?”

 	Cody snorted. “Stop acting like you don’t know.”

 	I twirled my finger around Zeus’ hair. “Not since yesterday. I don’t know what to do. I don’t even know what I’d say to him if I did see him. I can’t get him fired. I won’t be the reason he gets fired.”

 	Cody slapped his palm against his forehead. “Sarah. I’d like you to really think about your situation right now. You have a guy that is willing to get fired and risk his life for you. Not to mention he is fucking gorgeous. You’re going to regret not going over there and at least talking to him about it.”

 	I sighed. “Ugh, you don’t have to act like my mom.”

 	He gasped. “Take that back,” he said.

 	“Okay, but stop acting like a normal mother please.”

 	He nodded. “Better. Anyway, do what you want babe. But, I think you should light a match underneath that toned ass and go get ya man.”

 	“If you stop talking like that, I’ll think about it.”

 	He smiled. “I’m going to take a shower, call me if you need anything, okay?” He winked before he disappeared behind the door.

 	Sighing, I closed my eyes and rested my head on the futon. This is nuts. I need to talk to him sometime. I need to get this over with. Decided. Done with.

Taking a deep breath, I walked over to Liam’s apartment. My hands were shaky as I rapped my fingers against the door.

A few seconds later Liam opened the door and my breath caught. I knew this had been a bad idea. I knew that once I saw him that I’d be gone. And I was. He wasn’t wearing a shirt. First problem. My eyes wouldn’t leave his abs. The perfect V poking out of his low-rise jeans, made me want to lick him. His face was scruffy. It was the first time I’d seen him so scruffy, it was worse than the night I’d first met him. His gray eyes were intense, his jaw heavy. “Sarah,” he said my name so softly, it seemed not to be real.

“Hi, Liam,” I said, giving him a pathetic wave.

“Oh,” he ran his fingers through his hair. “Come in.” I walked in and took a seat at his kitchen barstool. “So,” he cleared his throat. “You’re feeling better?”

I played with the fringe on my jeans. “Yeah, my head hurts a little but nothing major. I feel a lot better. Thank you, Liam.”

He swallowed and nodded. “I was so scared. I heard you scream, and I didn’t have a key. I was so scared. I couldn’t get to you fast enough.”

“You did. I’m fine. If it weren’t for you I could be in worse shape, or dead. No telling what he would have done to me.”

Liam rubbed his eyes with his hand. “Yeah.”

“So, I guess we need to talk, right? I mean…about us. I know I left things badly. I was just concerned that I would get you fired. I couldn’t know I was the reason. You were given another chance, and I can’t…I can’t be responsible for your failure.”

Liam watched my face carefully, before a smile crawled up his face. Was that funny? “Um, why are you smiling like that?”

 	Liam reached over to the other side of the bar and handed me an envelope. I raised an eyebrow but pulled out a letter. At the top was a University of Arkansas at Crossett letterhead. I furrowed my brows and bit my lip as I read. My eyes popped opened. “You’re going to work at Crossett?”

 	Liam smiled and nodded. “I talked to the chancellor and he got me a history class to teach at Crossett. It’ll be a thirty-minute commute. But, I will no longer be a teacher at UAM.”

 	The letter fell from my hand. “Liam. Are you telling me we can see each other?”

 	Liam stood from the stool and took me neck in his grasp. A cat like smile reached to his eyes. “I’m telling you that we can have each other.”

 	A tear slipped from my eye. “Good, because I’m not good at breaking the rules.”

 	Liam laughed, his deep sexy laugh. “Oh, Ms. Thomas. I’m sure I can teach you.”

 	I reached over and pulled his shirt over his head. “Mr. Downs, I’m begging you to.”







Epilogue

 


 	Seven months later.



 


 	Liam




 

 	I stared at Sarah as she come closer to the security check. She was tugging her leopard print carryon and pulling her matching suitcase. She was smiling, walking beside Cody. Her boobs looked really good, and I swear I saw a guy stare right down her shirt. I should beat the bastards, ass. But, I wouldn’t. This was a good time. We’d been together ever since I transferred schools. We basically moved in together a few months after. She had even gotten my dad to loosen up about my job. He saw that she really cared for me, teaching job or not. Everything had seemed to fall into place. Just like I’d hoped.

 	“Will you please let me carry your bags for you?” I asked when she got to me.

 	Cody put his hands up in surrender. “Don’t even try it. I tried to carry them for her, but she said she was a college graduate and a educated woman.”

 	I lifted an eyebrow at her smile. “So, an educated woman can’t have her bags carried for he?”

 	She shook her head, her green eyes smiling. “Nope. Because an educated woman knows that a man only wants a favor in return when doing that.”

 	I laughed. “Well, may I please carry your bags, Ms. Thomas? Because, I’m thinking a nice favor would do in the airplane’s bathroom.”

 	She winked. “Keep it up and I’ll take you up on that offer.”

 	“Okay, this is TMI, people. Even though you’re both gorgeous, we don’t need a display of naughtiness in the airport.” Cody smiled and reached down to hug Sarah. “Please be careful. Call me when you get there and please come back. I couldn’t live if you abandoned me in Hicksville.”

 	Sarah wiped a tear from her eye. “I’m only going to be gone two months.”

 	Cody whimpered. “Don’t remind me. I love you, Sarah. Please, be careful.” He turned toward me. “Liam, take care of her. I’ll kill you if you let anything happen to her.”

 	I shook Cody’s hand. “I’d kill myself, buddy. Love ya man.” I hugged him. After a few more goodbyes, Cody left. Sarah was quiet during security. When we got on the plane, she curled her feet up to her chin and looked out of the window.

 	Grabbing her chin, I twisted her toward me. “Are you alright, darlin?”

 	She smiled and leaned against the seat. “I’m better than okay, Liam. We’re going to England.”

 	I nodded. “Yeah, you know the middle dot.”

 	She laughed and pointed to it where it would have been on he belly. “Yeah. The middle dot. I’m happy I’m here with you. I love you.”

 	Squeezing her cheek, I leaned over and kissed her lips. It wasn’t the first time we’d said I love you. But, it still felt like the first every time. “I’m happy to be with you. I love you.”

 	She snuggled into the crook of my arm. “You remember how you said you’d teach me how to break the rules?”

 	I glanced down at her, even though she couldn’t see me. “Yeah, what about it?”

 	She reached over and grabbed me. “Oh,” I said, enjoying her movement of her hand up and down my shaft.

 	She whispered against my ear, “Maybe we could go to the bathroom and you teach me a little something.”

 	Grabbing her hand, I brought her closer to me. “I’ll beat you there.”

 	She laughed, and jumped up toward the bathroom. I watched as she twitched her hips toward the back of the plane. She winked before slipping inside.

 	That was one thing I loved about her, she always surprised me. I stood up and followed her path down the hallway. I could hear her giggling from a few seats away. Reaching into my jeans pocket, I clenched the engagement ring box in the comfort of the fabric. It wouldn’t be long before I had Sarah in every way possible. I opened the bathroom door, and she smiled.

 	“Time for our lesson, Ms. Thomas.”

 

 

 

 

 




 	Check out volume II in the series Play Me coming this summer.



 


 Thanks for reading.
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