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My teacher is hot AF, and unlike anyone else I’ve met, she cares. She’s sent me to detention more times than I’d like to count, but it only makes me want her more.

Yeah, she’s my teacher.

Yeah, there’s an age gap.

Yeah, she thinks I’m nothing but a bully. 

She’s right on two of three. And that bully thing? Well, I might just have to bully her into being mine. But I’ll make sure she never regrets it.
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Dedication

For Mercedes, 

who claimed Kyler the second 

I introduced her to him in November. 

Thank you for helping me 

sort three ideas into one.


Chapter One

~ Whitney ~

Kyler Lewis had been staring at me for an hour straight. Not in an I’m your student and I’m absorbing everything you say way. No, it was more of a calculating, dark gaze that caused a shiver inside me. I tried to ignore that reaction. God’s gift to teenage girls, Kyler was my student, a football player and a great big jerk. I’d seen him in action more than once. Hell, I’d given him a detention and a stern warning just last week when I’d caught him bullying one of the underclassmen.

And ever since then, I’d gotten the stare. This eyeballing that devoured me and probed all my secrets.

Secret number one: I’d thought about this completely off-limits student when I was at home. It didn’t matter that he was built like an athlete, with sleek muscles upon muscles, with strange dark, blue eyes, perfect bone structure and thick dark hair that called for my fingers to shove into it. I shouldn’t ever let him enter my mind. But I did. And no one could know that, for so many reasons. 

Reason number one: I liked my job, and I looked terrible in orange. I’d be fired and go to jail for even entertaining the idea of that underage boy. Okay, that was two reasons.

Reason number two—no, three: Kyler Lewis was a grade-A jerk. A bully. A big Man on Campus with a chip on his shoulder as large as the moon.

Any of those were excellent motivation to ignore my illicit, unreasonable attraction to him. No way was I making national news for this…this…child. Twenty-seven year old teacher in scandalous affair with underage student. Film at eleven.

Gah! No.

The bell rang—Thank you, Jesus—and my class scrambled to gather their things and hightail it out of school for the day.

“Don’t forget, essays are due on my desk at the beginning of class on Friday,” I called, but half of them were already racing out the door. Less than thirty seconds later, the hallway was filled with chatter and all my pupils were gone.

All but one.

Fuck me.

No. No. Not fuck me. Geez!

“Mr. Lewis,” I said. “Did you have a question? I hope you plan to actually turn in this paper on time. Your coach has been checking with me about your grade.”

“Yeah,” he replied, the word cut off and dismissive.

“Yes to which part of what I said?”

He cocked his head, one side of his mouth lifting. “Both.”

“Well, good. How can I help you then? Do you have a question about Romeo and Juliet?”

“Besides why they’re fucking idiots and people think the play is a romance? No.” He shrugged, and I forced my eyes from his wide shoulders and the way his thermal stretched across a chest and abs no teenager should possess.

“Is that the topic for your paper?”

“Maybe, guess I’ll find out.”

“You haven’t started it?”

“Fuck, it’s Tuesday. I’ve got time.”

“Language.”

“Whatever the fuck,” he muttered. His hand shoved into his pocket.

“If it’s not about the assignment, then what?” Because I need you to leave before I do something inappropriate. 

It was really time to break out the dating app my coworker had been raving about. Maybe, if I had a steady man in my life—any man really—I wouldn’t have inappropriate thoughts about a student. Not just any student. This student.

“I’ve seen how you look at me.”

What the… No, he hadn’t! “As in…you’re my student? Newsflash, in here, you are.”

“Nice try. I can see you want me.”

I lowered my chin and made a scoffing face. “Um, no,” I replied, both words firm and determined, my tone saying, Buddy, you’re high.

His hand came out of his pocket, his wallet in his fingers, and my gaze followed the movement. I winced inside as I inadvertently eyed the generous bulge right next to that pocket. With the denim stretched tight before he pulled out his hand, I spied the clear outline of a generous dick.

My hand clenched on my lap. “If that’s all, you should get to practice. I’ll see you tomorrow in class.”

Kyler shook his head, opening his wallet and pulling something out of it. He snapped the object against the wood as he placed it flat on the surface of my desk. Then he slid the plastic-laminated card toward me. I realized it was his license as he tapped the place where his birthdate was printed. 

“Eighteen almost nineteen. This cock is nice and legal for you.”

My eyes widened. I couldn’t help it. I mean…What. The. Hell? I couldn’t believe his balls. Fuck, don’t think about his balls, Whit!

I stared at him aghast. “Get. Out.”

His jaw tightened then that smirk, that fucking smirk. He gave a half-shrug accompanied by a huff of amusement. Pivoting away, he marched toward the classroom door. 

My relief weakened me, and I let out a cleansing breath. Battle won. Victory goes to Ms. Whitney James. Ready to be done with my day, now that Kyler was leaving, I stood and started gathering my things.

I should have been paying attention.

I should have been on my guard.

I should have…well, about a hundred things.

Because first the door shut, then I heard the distinctive clunk of a lock tumbler. It  seemed to thunder through the classroom. A knot tightened in my lower belly as I stared at the man slowly striding back toward me. I backed away, breathing hard.

“You need to leave,” I tried, struggling to inject authority into my tone.

That smirk still in place, he shook his head and kept walking toward me. I kept backing away. Until I couldn’t. My spine hit the whiteboard, the marker tray on the bottom jabbing into my hips.

Maintain authority, Whit, I demanded of myself.

“Kyler, you need to leave. Go to practice or whatever it is you do after school.”

“I’m thinking I want to do you. Right up against your board there. Or maybe, spread out across your desk.”

I struggled to keep any reaction from showing on my face, despite my panties getting inappropriately wet. Kyler was the hottest person I’d ever met, no joke. But…this? What was happening? This was a joke. Something he’d laugh about with his football buddies.

“This isn’t funny. You want another detention?”

He huffed another laugh. “You’re not giving me a detention.” His hand slipped behind my neck, and his fingers speared into my hair. “You’re not telling anyone.”

Then his lips, his firm but soft lips were on mine, and I was on fire. I gasped, and it gave him just enough entrance that his tongue slipped into my mouth and pushed along my own. He groaned and pulled me tighter to him. I struggled not to react, not to give in, but at the feel of him, so much bigger than me, the press of his hard body… I melted. Just for a second. The sweetest, warm pleasure washed through me. It was everything I’d desired—someone to love and cherish me. Someone to really care.

But Kyler didn’t care about me. This was… I didn’t actually know what this was. A bet? A conquest? A challenge? Whatever it was, I couldn’t fall for with it.

On fire with conviction, I struggled out of his grasp. Apparently, I took him by surprise, because I knew in my heart that if he’d wanted to he could have kept me trapped there until he was good and ready to let me go. The man was that much bigger, that much stronger than me. I wanted to believe he’d never hurt me, but I’d seen him in action. Kyler Lewis got what he wanted, even if it might make him a bully.

I was around the desk before he reacted.

“Don’t you ever do that again.”

He grinned, wiping his knuckle along his bottom lip. “I plan to do that many, many times, Whitney. Get used to it. You’re mine.”

My thighs clenched, and I crossed my arms over my chest, glaring at him. My nipples were not hard, aching points. They weren’t! And I wasn’t his.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“No, I’m dead serious, and I’m staking my claim.”

Why? It was the loudest thing blaring through my thoughts, almost drowning out a much quieter assertion of No, way. Don’t even think about it. Danger, danger! This is a student.

A student bent on proving he was very much a man. I mean technically, he was an adult. But technicalities meant little in the grand scheme of things when it came to teachers and students.

“No, you’re not,” I replied, calmly. After a lifetime of foster homes and hiding my emotions when I was moved every few months, sometimes every few weeks, I knew how to conceal what I felt. The rule of the game was never to let them see a weakness or know you cared—hell, you never let anyone know you had feelings at all. “Now, I’m sure this has all been a fun game for you,” I said, heading for the door, “but—”

I sensed him before I felt him. Then his hands clamped on my waist and his hard, strong body pressed to my back. His hot breath tickled along my neck as he bent to my ear. “It’s not a game. And no isn’t really an option, Ms. James. This is what’s going to happen, Whitney.”

I knew he was saying my name to either get a rise out of me or to assert his position—though whether it was as an adult or as an equal, I didn’t know.

“What?” I bit out. “Enlighten me.” Because I had no intention of following any plan.

“You know, I’ve always been curious about spanking,” he commented, and my breath caught. Everything in me clenched. “Wouldn’t that be interesting? The naughty teacher over my knee?”

“In your dreams,” I growled then kicked myself because I shouldn’t have reacted.

“Oh trust me, you’re there often. Now, as I was saying. This is what’s going to happen. I’m going to practice, then you’re going to meet me at my house at seven. My parents are gone on a trip, and we’ll have the place to ourselves. I’ll cook us something and we can…get to know each other.”

I closed my eyes, my face squinching as I fought away the possibilities that floated instantly through my mind. Stepping away without a word, I opened the door then held it open for him. Thankfully, there was no one in the hallway who might question why I’d been alone with a male student in a closed classroom. “Have a good practice, Mr. Lewis. Make sure you work on that paper.”

He smirked and walked out. I closed the door and immediately sank against it. What the actual fuck?


Chapter Two

~ Kyler ~

I had no doubt Whitney wouldn’t show up at my house. Still, I waited around at my place with the insane hope that she might. I’d showered, taken some pain relievers and rubbed salve into my new bruises from practice. All the while I thought of her and the sensation of her tiny little body pressed up against me, her soft sweet lips on mine. For the briefest of moments, I’d felt her sink into the feelings and let herself go, and I intended to make that instance of time expand into forever.

Soon enough, she’d know just how serious I was. This was between her and I and no one needed to know. Not right now. I mean eventually, I’d make her my wife. Then the secret would be out. But that would be after I graduated.

My hand snaked down to rub over my dick as I thought about her. The first time I saw her, she hadn’t been my teacher. Not yet. That was last spring. She’d been walking across the cafeteria, and I’d thought she was a student. Lightning had hit me in the center of my chest.

The one. 

My one.

I was on my feet before I realized I was moving. Then I’d seen her standing next to another teacher, one of the male staff, and I’d seen red. What the fuck was he doing with her, a student?

Yeah, I know. Ironic, considering how I was going after her, a teacher. 

I didn’t take my eyes off her the entire twenty minutes, and after the bell, I’d followed her. My height had been an advantage in the crowded hallway, letting me keep her tiny form in my sights. Of course, students parting before me like the Red Sea had helped, too. I’d trailed her right to her classroom and watched from the doorway as she’d gone to her desk.

I’d stood there, thunderstruck. My woman was a teacher? A teacher? Fuck. 

She’d looked up with a slight smile and tilted her head. If I hadn’t been gone already, that would have ended me.

“Can I help you?” she’d asked.

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

I’d had plans to make.

All right, truthfully, mostly my plans had been waiting, fantasizing about her and taking myself in hand practically every night. Okay, every night. And watching her. Observing. I’d done my best to become an expert in Whitney James.

It wasn’t really stalking—at least, that’s what I told myself. But I needed to equip myself with the info I needed to make my claim. It was no different from how I studied opposing teams before each game. You had to prepare if you wanted to win, and I intended to be the champion here.

One thing I knew for sure, I wouldn’t have stood a chance last year. There was no way, as a junior, I could have convinced her she’s mine. I’d still be cooling my heels until graduation, but yesterday, I overheard a conversation that enraged every primal instinct inside me. She and the math teacher across the hall had been talking about a dating app.

It had been after school, and I’m sure they thought no one was around. If I hadn’t forgotten something I needed for practice, I certainly wouldn’t have been. It was by sheer stroke of luck I’d been there, that I’d heard my woman say, “Email me the link. If I don’t get back out there soon, I never will.”

A—I wanted to know who the fuck she’d been “out there” with. Obviously, she’d been in a relationship before and was ready to get back on the horse. Well, this horse was waiting and hard as nails with need for her to ride him.

B—There was no way in hell I’d stand by and let her start dating some asshole. She was mine, whether she knew it or not.

I’d thought of nothing else since yesterday afternoon. I’d almost gone to her house to take care of things. Okay, well, I’d almost banged on her door. I’d been there for a long while, just like always. Yeah, I know. A little stalkery. If she wasn’t mine, I’d never do it. And if I approached her and she truly had no interest, well, I’d be fucked, but I’d leave her alone.

 But I did see interest in her eyes. She wanted me; she just didn’t think she could have me. It wasn’t my imagination how her gaze occasionally lingered and her teeth unconsciously sank into her bottom lip. Her hands trembled ever so slightly when I spoke with her, a pulse throbbing in her neck and a slight flush showing at the open neck of her blouse. And today, she’d melted into me today. As brief as it had been, the feel of her lithe, tiny body so pliant against me about had me coming in my jeans.

Grabbing my jacket, I headed for the door. This dance of avoidance ended tonight.

My adrenaline was pumping, my fingers tapping on the steering wheel as I drove in silence to her house, rehearsing what I’d say to her. It was just shy of a forty-five minute drive since she didn’t actually live in the same suburb as our school. Instead she was in a town on the other side of the city. Personally, I thought that was great. There was less of an opportunity for someone to chance a glimpse of us together.

Still, it was far enough that I was even more worked up by the time I got to her place. I sat outside for a few minutes, watching for movement. Nothing.

Okay, then. Hopping out of my truck, I marched up to the door, shadows shrouding me since the sun had set two hours ago. She didn’t have on a porch light either. I didn’t like that there were no motion detectors. We’d talk about that eventually. Tonight, it worked for me.

I rapped on the door, looking around me while I waited. And waited. And waited. Her car was in the drive. I knew she was at home.

Unless she’d gone out with someone and left it here. The same knot of anger that had plagued me since yesterday balled up in my gut. No way I’d let that fly. Whitney was mine, and after this afternoon, she knew it, too.

I knocked again, scowling as I waited.

Nothing.

Damn it!

My foot kicked at her doormat, and it scraped sideways. What the… It was the metal on cement sound that caught my attention. Was she fricking kidding me? Crouching, I lifted the edge of the mat.

Well, if she was going to leave me an open invitation like that…

I palmed the key as I rose then slipped it right into her lock as easily as I thought of slipping something a hell of a lot bigger into her. The door swung open soundlessly, and I stepped into the shadowy foyer. As I shut and locked the door, I wasn’t left in complete darkness due to the lights from the living room. The key went into my pocket, and I went toward the light and my heaven that waited.

Standing in the center of the room, I listened. My dick throbbed when I realized she was in the shower. A few moments later, it shut off. I heard her moving around, and damn, if I didn’t want to be in there watching her. Was she lotioning? Looking at herself in the mirror? Were her small hands caressing over her slim frame, her sex?

Fuck! If I got much harder, my jeans would do damage to my erection.  

Crossing my arms, feet planted, I waited. I heard a door open then her sweet, spring-fresh scent wafted through the air. She’d come out eventually, and we’d discuss this bullshit of her blowing me off.

Fuck! My dick twitched at the idea of her indeed taking me between those sweet lips of hers and bringing me to nirvana. Nerves roiled inside me, the same as they did before a big game. They grew stronger as her soft footsteps headed my way down the hallway.

Whitney squeaked when she realized someone stood in her living room. Her hand covered her chest, and she stumbled back a few feet. I took all of her in within an instant. Her face was clean of even the light makeup she normally wore. She’d wrapped her long, dark hair in an dark aqua towel and her body in a lemon yellow robe.

“What the hell?” she exclaimed, her hands flying. Her emphatic gestures dislodged her towel and her wet locks fell around her shoulders, the damp strands almost black. God, she was gorgeous, even fresh from the shower and spitting mad. “What the fuck, Kyler? Get out of my house!”

“Nope.” I strode toward her. Her fresh, floral scent grew stronger as I got closer. I grasped her elbows and pulled her toward me. “You didn’t come to my place.”

“Of course, I didn’t. You’re my student. I can’t—”

I covered her lips with mine before she could finish her useless protest. Before I left her, she’d know she was mine and I was hers. I groaned as her mouth immediately opened to mine, and I deepened the kiss. Her pliant body melted into mine as it had earlier today, but this time, she didn’t pull away an instant later. Gathering her closer, I nipped at her bottom lip then swiped my tongue inside to explore. I wanted to know every part of her; I wanted to know her better than I knew even myself.

Whitney moaned, a mix of arousal and frustration and pulled back enough to work her hands between us. Her palms flattened on my chest, and I fought a growl at the exquisite sensation. I longed to press into her, to have her discover me the way I wanted to discover all of her.

“Kyler, no,” she whispered, her voice a plea.

Not what I wanted to hear. I closed my eyes and took a breath through my nose, calming myself in much the same way I did when I got worked up at a game. No one needed to tell me to tread carefully here. This was dangerous ground. One wrong move and I’d be set back months.   


Chapter Three

 ~ Whitney ~

Kyler was in my house.

Kyler, my student, was in my house.

“You need to leave.” It didn’t matter what I felt about him, how attracted I was to him, that he was legal, I had roots and a stable home for the first time in my life and I would not fuck that up because of hormones. At twenty-seven, I had more control than this.

“Why?”

“Why?” I echoed, incredulous.

“Yeah, why. I want you. You want me. There’s definitely chemistry.”

“Kyler, you’re my student—”

“So you don’t deny you want me.”

I growled, wanting to smack the grin off his smug face. But I wasn’t a hitter. Never was; never would be. Before I’d been in foster care, my father had been abusive. Those few years and some less-than-stellar foster parents had made their impression. I’d vowed to never ever be like that.

“That’s not my point,” I hedged. “I’m an adult, and for all your assertions and the date on your license, you are not.”

His cheeks took on a ruddy hue, his face thunderous, and I took a step back. Kyler followed, and I kept retreating until my back hit the wall. My hands pressed to his wide, hard chest to hold him away, and I tried to hide my fear. Bullies thrived on that, and Kyler could be a bully; I’d seen him in action.

“First of all,” he gritted, his arms caging me with his hands pressed to the wall on either side of my shoulders, “I am an adult. I’m fully in charge of my actions, I know what I want for my life and I’ve been working for it for years. A birthdate doesn’t dictate maturity.”

“Neither does the assertion you’re a grownup. I’ve seen you in action. I’ve seen you pushing around kids in the hall.”

“Maybe, you should ask me why rather than assuming things,” he replied cryptically. “Second, I would never hurt you. I don’t want you to ever cringe from me. I’d rather leap in front of a speeding car than hurt you. I would never raise a hand to you. God…” He drove a hand through his hair. “I can’t even… If I ever…both my parents would end me, too. And with good reason.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged softly.

“And third, no one needs to know.”

“Famous last words.”

“This isn’t some challenge for me. I’m not out for bragging rights. The only ones who need to know about us are us.”

“I wish I could believe you, but I don’t trust you.”

He looked hurt at my words, but gave a single nod. “Okay. Acknowledged.” He sighed and took a step back. If I thought he was retreating, giving up, I was wrong. “I’ll prove it to you.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, ultra aware I was naked beneath my robe. His hot gaze on me had me worked up, but I wasn’t letting him find out how wet I was, nor how hard my nipples were behind the thick terrycloth barrier hiding them. “Not that I’m agreeing, but how do you propose that?”

“I want you, you want me, you’re mine, but I won’t breathe a word about it. I won’t give a hint to it. Not anywhere that people might see. But in private…”

I shook my head, way too tempted. This was wrong. I couldn’t…

He’s about to be nineteen. He’s grown, not a child…

I pushed aside the devil in my head, though the echo wouldn’t go away. “Look, I’m not going to jail for you. Maybe, if you weren’t a student—”

“You wouldn’t.”

“What?”

“You wouldn’t. I checked.”

“You checked?” What the hell had he said? To whom? “How did you check?”

He shrugged. “My dad’s a lawyer. I threw him a hypothetical. Since I plan to be a lawyer, too, he loves to discuss prickly situations with me. We’ve been doing it for years. So when I threw that out last spring, it wasn’t a big deal.”

“You told your father?” I asked horrified.

“No, it really was hypothetical—well, as far as he knew. In all honesty, the school could be a problem if they found out—which they won’t because we’ll be careful—but beyond that…” He shrugged again.

And that was easy for him to say. It wasn’t his career on the line. Granted, it was a career I was less and less enchanted with, but still. This was my job, my future.

A lonely future… that devil in my head whispered again. Damn, inner voice.

“We can’t, Kyler.”

He stepped closer, and I struggled to breathe normally as his enticing, dark scent wafted to me, a mix of expensive cologne and Kyler himself. “We can. Look, I hear your words, but you know what you’re not saying? You’re not telling me that you don’t want me as much as I want you. Are you going to lie to me? Are you going to deny it?”

“I…”

His eyebrow lifted, and damn me, I slowly shook my head. A lazy grin crept onto his face as he claimed victory. I was well and truly caught, and I had no idea how to escape the snare. I did want him, way too much. But…

“Let me prove myself,” he offered. “We’ll, um, go slow.”

I could tell he didn’t like that thought. Kyler was a high-energy, full throttle guy. Going slow wasn’t in his DNA. Unless it was getting his Shakespeare homework in on time. Not an ideal situation if he planned to be a lawyer, but that was something to be broached at another time.

“And what are you suggesting?”

“Hanging out, getting to know each other. I won’t say a word or let on to anything, and you’ll see.”

“Don’t think I’m falling for Netflix and chill.”

“I was thinking more like Netflix and pizza. Did you eat? You stood me up for dinner.”

“I didn’t think you were serious. Plus the we can’t date thing.”

“We can. You’ll see. Go change into something you’re more comfortable in. If it’s sexy, don’t mind me. I can roll with it. And I’ll order us a pizza. That should be safe right? None of your students live or work this far out?”

“Not that I know of, but maybe, I should order the pizza.”

“You’re not getting our food. Go change. I’ll take care of it.”

* * * *

When I returned, bemused and still not really onboard with this whole thing, I found Kyler on the couch with the remote in his hand as he perused my streaming services.

His hand dropped to his thigh as he gave me the twice over. “Nice. I like it,” he said, as if I’d donned a sexy nightie rather than a sweatshirt and fuzzy sleep pants. He patted the seat beside him. “C’mon. I won’t bite. Today.”

“Kyler…”

“Come on,” he said more firmly.

I sighed and plopped down, still questioning what the fuck I was doing and leaving a foot or so between us. Kyler immediately pulled me into his side. With his arm wrapped around my shoulder, he lifted the remote again. “You’ve got some good stuff in your Vudu movie library,” he commented as if there was nothing weird here. “Is there a particular film you’d like?”

“Anything. Not that!” I exclaimed when he scrolled to one of the Fifty Shades movies. He chuckled, indicating he was messing with me. Moving past that selection, he landed on Olympus Has Fallen. A fairly violent action flick did seem like a good selection. I hadn’t seen it but had picked it up because of Gerard Butler.

“This okay?”

“Sure. I haven’t actually seen it”

“Good. Me, either. The pizza will be here in about fifteen. You want to wait?”

“No. We can pause it.” Why did this have to seem so normal? Yet here I was cuddled into his side like we were a couple, albeit a little stiffly on my part. But his warmth and the way his large body felt protective, almost sheltering with his muscular arm around me, wore me down as surely as the tide overwhelming a sandcastle. Butterflies buffeted my middle, and I knew my resistance would disappear like beach under persistent waves.

He chuckled when I jumped as a car slammed into a guardrail on screen. I knew that was the least of the action to come. I startled again when the doorbell rang. Kyler paused the movie. “You’re wound a little tight,” he commented. He unwound our bodies and got up. I hadn’t even realized how entwined we were. Feeling cold in the absence of his warmth, I got up and headed for the kitchen to get plates.

“Whit,” he called a moment later.

“In here.” I peeked around the corner into the living room. The rental wasn’t an open concept like was popular in many homes nowadays. Walls clearly blocked off the kitchen from the living and dining rooms. Glass partitioned the large front area where Kyler stood and the dining, though.

I was setting plates on the island when he came in. He placed the box beside them. “Want something to drink?” I asked. “I’ve got water and a couple kinds of pop. Oh, and some juice.”

“Water’s good. I was anxious to see you and didn’t really hydrate well after practice.”

I handed him two and pulled one out for myself.

“Hope you like supreme,” he said, opening the lid. The spicy scent of the pizza wafted into the air, making my mouth water. On cue, my stomach rumbled. I’d planned to have some microwave popcorn for dinner after my shower. Obviously that hadn’t happened since I’d found this man had broken into my house.

“It’s fine. I’m not very picky about food. Not a fan of seafood of any kind, but other than that…” I shrugged.

“Good to know.” He slid two slices onto a plate for me then served his own. Dish in one hand, water in the other, he inclined his head toward the other room. “Shall we?”

Nodding, I followed him, still wondering what the hell I was doing.


Chapter Four

~ Whitney ~

Three days later and I was still bemused by the whole situation. True to his word, Kyler hadn’t pushed for anything fast. We were indeed doing slow. Other than the smoldering kisses he’d given me every night when he’d arrived at my place then when he’d left, we could just be friends enjoying time together. Okay, friends who touched a lot and held hands. But even that hadn’t wandered into the danger zone.

Also, true to his word, he hadn’t done or said anything that would let on that we were more than teacher and student. Not one word. Not one inappropriate look. Not one hint. Though he had given me a wink when he’d passed my desk this afternoon and dropped his Romeo and Juliet paper into the in-tray, on time. When he’d had time to write it, I wasn’t sure.

I frowned, thinking I should be more cognizant of that. He needed to get his homework done and not stay up until all hours. That was priority one, not his romancing the English teacher.

Mentally backpedaling and thinking I needed to get some space, I looked over my classroom of less-than-expectant faces. It was the last class of the day on a Friday and everyone, including me, just wanted to leave. Instead, we were doing a recap of where we were on Romeo and Juliet before the test on Monday then starting McBeth. Thankfully, this was my second Shakespeare class of the day so it didn’t take a lot of brain power to get through it. Freshman and Sophomore English took up the rest of my day so I actually looked forward to this hour—usually.

Today, my thoughts just weren’t in it.

“Okay, before we dig in, any R and J questions or thoughts you want to share? Any insights you got from writing your papers?”

I didn’t expect an answer, but I liked to give the opportunity.

“I think they were stupid and just excited by the forbidden,” Maggie Phelps answered from the front seat a few feet from my desk. Kyler slouched negligently into his desk at the back of that same row. I studiously ignored him.

“Yeah,” a couple people echoed, agreeing with Maggie.

“The story or the couple?” I asked.

“Mostly Romeo, Juliet and some of their friends.” She shrugged. “The story’s okay, I guess. People must think so for it to be as popular as it is after all this time.”

I nodded, acknowledging her answer. The rest of the hour we discussed the play, with a back and forth dialogue that surprised me. That didn’t stop them all from racing for the door as soon as the bell rang. All but Kyler, who gathered his things more slowly. He walked toward me, his backpack slung over his shoulder.

“Are you coming to the game?” he asked from a few feet away from me. To the casual observer who might peek into my room, it just looked like a student chatting with his teacher.

I shook my head.

“Fine, I’ll come over after.”

“I won’t be home,” I answered, making a split second decision.

“Why not?”

“I’m going away for the weekend.” I needed to regroup and figure myself out. Having Kyler with me every day wasn’t helping that. And I liked it. I like the camaraderie we shared and how he made me feel. It was comfortable with him, and I could easily fall into something different. Something more. It terrified me.

I knew it wasn’t fair to him. He’d done everything he promised. He’d kept things discreet, not said a word or acted in a way that would give us away.

“You didn’t say anything about that,” he said, his eyes narrowing as he studied me as if I were lying. I fought the urge to squirm. Though I was older and the one in authority here, we’d quickly moved to the place where we were equals on even footing.

“Kyler, truth. And I want you to really think about this. Now and over the weekend. Why do you want this? Why would you even think of it? It could cost me my job—it would if anyone found out.  It could get you in trouble too, even kicked off the team. You have big opportunities ahead of you. You have big dreams to become a lawyer. You don’t want to screw that up.”

And I couldn’t take that from him, no matter how much I wanted him. It would be selfish and reckless.

He glanced toward the doorway to make sure no one was nearby. “Because I want you,” he said quietly. “Because I know you’re mine.”

“But for how long?”

“Forever.”

“I know you believe that. But you’re way too young to know that. I understand with teenagers everything seems immediate and so life or death but this isn’t—”

“That’s not it,” he growled. “I know my mind. Don’t try to tell me—”

A knock on the frame of the door interrupted him, and he silenced immediately. We both knew this wasn’t over but couldn’t be finished here.

“Hey,” Taylor Clark, my fellow English teacher, called cheerfully. He eyed Kyler, and I wondered if he’d overheard anything. This was exactly what I’d worried about. “Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yes, fine. We were just…”

Kyler huffed. “It’s fine. I’ll have the extra credit paper to you on Monday.”

“Good, make sure you do,” I replied, playing along. “Taylor, what’s up?” I asked, redirecting my attention. He was a jovial, nice guy, a few years older than me and easy to work with. But I didn’t miss the suspicious death glare Kyler gave him as he passed.

“Just thought I’d check in with my favorite co-worker. I was wondering what you were doing tonight and if you’d like to grab a bite then go to the game.”

Kyler froze in the doorway, his back to us. When he glanced back at me, his stare was enraged. I quickly diverted my gaze to Taylor. “Oh that’s, um, sweet, but I’m going out of town this weekend. I’m leaving as soon as I get packed up here.”

“Hmm, okay?”

It wasn’t ten seconds later that my phone rattled as it vibrated on my desk. “Probably the girlfriend I’m meeting,” I said, picking it up.

Secret Boyfriend: Not fucking likely.

When the hell had he put his number in my phone. I was biting back a smile as a second message popped onto the screen.

Secret Boyfriend: Get the asshole out of there before I come back.

“I really need to answer this,” I told Taylor.

“No worries.” He waved as he headed for the door. “Catch you next week.”

Whitney: Dial it back. Don’t you have a game to get to?

Secret Boyfriend: Not for a few hours.

I didn’t respond. I shook my head and finished gathering things for the weekend, including the pile of essays to grade. I’d be reading them rather than the new romance novel that waited on my Kindle.

Thumbing through my cell, I pulled up my travel app. In short order, I’d reserved a room with spa amenities for two nights. It was at one of the casino resorts an hour away. While I wouldn’t gamble, I’d heard the rooms and other activities on-location were great. It would be a nice mini-getaway for me to get my head right.

The hallway was still flooded with students as I left my classroom, purse and briefcase slung over my shoulder. A wall of tension hit me, and a sixth sense told me there was trouble. A second later, I heard a low chant of fight fight fight. A circle of students had formed halfway down the hallway.

Oh shit. That was the last thing a teacher wanted to hear or see. Hurrying toward the throng, I looked around for another faculty member. Not a one in sight. Crap.

Elbowing my way through, I found Kyler with his hand around another student’s neck as he held him pressed to the lockers his toes barely on the tile beneath him. “You don’t say shit about people,” Kyler growled. “You pick on Lo again, and I’m coming for you.”

Lo was Lola Davies, a tiny girl who stood nearby, her books clenched to her chest as she stared wide-eyed at the two boys from behind her oversized glasses. To say she was a little nerdy in her T-shirt with some science jargon on it, pleated skirt and a cardigan her grandma could have sported, was an understatement. Maybe, teachers shouldn’t make that assessment, but what was true was true.

“Mr. Lewis, you let him go right now,” I demanded.

“Fuck,” Kyler muttered. He released the other boy, Taron Parker, and they both turned to face me. Most of the other students wandered away, realizing there was nothing to see here now, or perhaps not wanting to be caught in the fray. Everyone knew detentions were coming.

I studied the pair. “Anyone want to tell me what’s going on here?”

“Nothin’,” Taron answered.

“Taron was being a dick, and Kyler stopped him, Miss James,” Lola offered.

I eyed the pair, taking care not to let my gaze linger on Kyler. “And you thought fighting was a good idea?”

“He wasn’t going to fucking stop any other way,” Kyler growled.

“Language,” I admonished. “You both know the consequences.”

“You’re really going to fucking give me a detention?” he demanded.

“Shut the fuck up,” Taron advised him under his breath. I almost laughed. They’d been about to come to blows a second ago, and now the one who’d obviously been about to lose was offering advice.

“Keep talking like that, and it will be more than one,” I told Kyler. They’d both get detentions for fighting. It was the school’s policy, so there was no way around it. Kyler couldn’t afford for me to give him two. He already had one on record, so this would be the second. If a student received three detentions within the three-month period, he or she got a three-day suspension. He couldn’t afford that.

And I was sure to hear about it later.

No matter what happened between us, I couldn’t be negligent in my job, and unfortunately, this was part of my duties.

Taking out my phone, I pulled up the school’s reporting system and ignored that Kyler had sent me another message when I hadn’t responded earlier.

“The game,” Kyler protested in a near whisper.

“You and your coach can take it up with the office. You know the rules. Both of you head down there. The information will be in the system when you arrive. Have a good weekend.”

I pivoted away without another glance and headed toward the parking lot, regret heavy on me. Not that I’d had to do my job and that I’d likely pissed off Kyler even more. But because this relationship just couldn’t happen.


Chapter Five

~ Whitney ~

“Whitney!”

I startled as the bellow came from the front of my house while I packed my bag for the weekend. I didn’t even have a chance to respond before footsteps thundered down my hallway.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, as he stormed into my bedroom. “You’re supposed to be in detention then getting ready for a game.”

“It’s deferred. And not yet,” he replied, pulling me into his arms. The fingers of one hand buried in my hair as he angled my head and immediately crushed his lips to mine. He kissed me like a man leaving for war, or maybe, like one just returning after years’ long absence. 

I whimpered, my fingers curling into his shirt as he plundered, all teeth and tongue and urgency. I hadn’t even realized we were moving until my back hit the mattress, Kyler over me like an unrelenting force. My suitcase crashed to the floor, but he didn’t pause. Neither did I. I cried out as his free hand cupped my breast, molding it and seeking my hard nipple.

“You’re mine,” he growled as he released my lips then kissed along my jaw. “Mine.”

“Kyler,” I protested even as I didn’t push him away.

“I need you.”

“We can’t,” I argued.

“We can. You need to know you’re mine. Not some asshole teacher’s, not anyone else but me.”

“Taylor is just a coworker.”

“Don’t say his name in this bed. The only man’s name in this bed is Kyler, Kyler, Kyler while I make you come over and over. While I show you who you belong to.”

Holy mother of God…

He nipped my neck where it met my shoulder. His hand tore at my blouse. Buttons flew as it gave, and I heard fabric rend, then my bra was yanked down. There was a split second of cool before the fiery-hot cavern of Kyler’s mouth engulfed the peak.

“Kyler,” I screamed.

“Yeah, just like that.” He sucked more, scraping his teeth upward before drawing on the other nipple. I lost track of everything as he gave me pleasure. My fingers worked under the jersey he’d worn to school today and dug into the firm, warm skin of his back. I groaned, spiraling toward orgasm. In a split-second glimpse back at reality, I realized he was between my thighs, my slim skirt rucked up to my hips to give him leeway. Then his hips moved, his ridge grinding against me and stars exploded before my vision.

I know I screamed as I toppled over the edge, feeling pleasure like I never had before.

“Tell me to stop,” he told me. And I felt his hand at his fly. “Tell me to stop or I’m making you mine right now.”

I shook my head, half delirious from climax. “No, don’t.” He froze, and I pulled him closer. “I need. Please…” I rolled my hips into him. Kyler groaned, and I felt him moving again, then my panties were shoved aside. Fingers then… Oh my God…

My eyes rolled back, and I arched as his wide tip pressed against my opening. Inch by inch, he pushed in, making sure we both felt every bit of his claim, every bit of that long thick, delicious length forcing me open and taking me for his. My feet planted on the bed, my knees spreading wide for him.

“Fuck, Whit. Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead to my neck, his erection pushing deeper and deeper. 

“Kyler,” I whined. The intrusion was almost painful, though I was certainly aroused enough, but he was so big.

“Hold on, babe. God, you’re so fucking tight,” he said as he drove that last bit home, his pubis knocking against my clit and sending sharp pleasure sawing through me. He didn’t pause. In his typical take-no-prisoners way, he withdrew then slammed home, fast and steady, filling me so full. I cried out at the intense sparks of bliss skating over me. “Mine,” he growled. “Mine.”

“Yes. Yours,” I agreed, clinging to him. Right now, I’d give him anything. Literally, anything. His palms pressed my wrists to the bed beside my head while he took everything. There was no giving here. He was claiming. Taking. Showing me I was his. And I knew deep in my heart, no matter what, there was no turning back now. I would crave this cock until I ceased breathing. Maybe longer.

“You like me in you like this? Fucking you hard? Giving you pleasure like you’ve never had? Oh, yeah, you love it. Just feel the way that sweet pussy is squeezing its big dick. You’re gonna take everything, aren’t you?”

“Kyler… Kyler…” My anxious cry echoed in the room as I reached the edge, about to careen over. He didn’t slow, fucking me even harder. The headboard slammed against the wall, a counterpoint to the way we were coming together.

“Fuck,” he ground out against my neck as he nipped and sucked along the length. His pace didn’t slow, and I tried to keep up with the momentum. He pulled back and looked at me, his face a mask of pleasure as his dark blue eyes held me captive. His captive. His for the taking. His hands tightened on my wrists as if hearing my thoughts. “Never letting you go, Whitney. Never. This pussy was made for my cock. This body was made for me to worship and protect. When I say forever, I mean forever.”

“Forever,” I whispered in response, overwhelmed by his conviction and all the sensations gripping me.

Reaching between us, he scraped his calloused thumb over my clit. I cried out, and he growled. “See…look how responsive you are for me. Come for me again.” Another swipe and tap of that tip while he kept driving and I fell over the edge. This time Kyler fell with me. Warmth flooded from him, bathing my insides, then he collapsed over me, only barely holding his weight off with his forearms beside my shoulders.

“Whitney,” he breathed.

I didn’t answer, speechless, breathless, overwhelmed.

He sat up, still staying deep inside me. His thumb brushed over my exposed curls while he shallowly thrust. “Do you have any idea how hot you are, spread out for me like this, my dick deep inside you where it belongs? I’m the luckiest man in the world. I can’t wait to taste you, to explore every part of you.”

I wanted to tell him the same. What had just happened made everything harder.

“Baby, don’t,” he said, obviously seeing the look on my face. “I know you’re scared. But I know this will work out. I will do anything, anything, to make sure.”

* * * *

I’ll do anything.

It echoed over and over in my head as I drove to the resort. Anything, anything, anything. 

Did he even realize what anything would entail? And there were things he couldn’t control. Like me getting fired for an affair with a student. Or being ostracized in the community. Or him getting kicked off the team, losing his football scholarship offers. He could even be expelled, though I wasn’t sure on that last point.

He’d held me after pulling free of me, earlier, and we’d talked, discussing all those things. Maybe, none of those things would happen. Maybe, all of them would. Maybe, I’d lost my damn mind. I’d thought that privately. Being close to Kyler, hanging out with him and talking, the sex… It was all amazing. I wanted to spend time with him, in and out of bed. And in and out of the arms that made me feel whole. 

He was funny and so damn smart. Interested in my life. A few nights ago, he’d been enthralled to learn about my Etsy shop where I sold educational printables and made almost as much a year as I made teaching. 

“What’s this?” he’d asked, leaning his chin on my shoulder while I’d worked on my laptop. He was supposed to be doing his homework.

“It’s just some stuff I do on the side. You know teaching doesn’t actually pay well. I have a couple side hustles to keep me going. Funny thing is, I started them to give me a supplemental income, but all said and done, I make almost as much doing them as I do teaching. If I gave it more focus, I’d probably make more than the school system pays me.”

“Then why teach?”

I snorted. “So I can see all your glowing, appreciative faces every day.”

“No, for real. Why?”

A good question. I shrugged, intent on blowing it off. The sincerity on his face told me not to. He really cared how I answered. “I guess, I like it. It’s stable; online business is a big unknown from month to month. Besides, I like knowing I’m helping the future.”

“With Romeo and Juliet?” he scoffed. “I can’t see how that will do anything. No offense.”

I shoved him. “Yeah, well, it never hurts anyone to be literate. It builds your reasoning skills, and the papers I assign build your writing and persuasive skills. It’s not just a play. There are lots of layers to why working through it is good.”

“I guess…” He picked up his text, shaking his head, and not buying into it at all.

Since then, he’d asked insightful questions and even had a few ideas on how to expand. Who knew the jock who wanted to be a lawyer would know about websites and SEO? And for all his growling, he was a caring guy—when he wasn’t slamming other students up against lockers. A few nights ago, he’d asked about my family, and he’d been distraught at my past. He’d vowed that our children would always have the best of everything, including love.

Our children… I hadn’t picked up that bait, but the phrase had niggled at me. I wanted kids, but was Kyler ready? I wasn’t even sure I could buy in to us having a relationship, and he was talking kids. Now, we’d had sex. I was screwing this whole thing up.

I couldn’t help wondering if I was falling into his arms because I was lonely. My heart tugged, my gut telling me that wasn’t true, but my head wasn’t as easily convinced. Maria, my colleague who taught mathematics across the hall from me had sent me a dating app hyperlink last week. Maybe, I should look at it, see if I had any interest in any of the men on there. 

That would answer my question, wouldn’t it? That would tell me if what I felt for Kyler was because I wanted someone in my life, someone with whom I could cuddle with and tell my hopes and dreams and share what was happening every day. Someone more than a friend. To tell the truth, I didn’t have any women I was close to, either. They were all acquaintances, people I worked with and was friendly with. No one knew I spent holidays alone. It was my fault. I could get out more and meet people.

“Well, isn’t this some kind of a pathetic pity party?” I grumbled to my windshield as I pulled into the valet parking at the resort. It had started to rain on the way here, and I didn’t want to trudge through the downpour. The attendant was a young, good-looking guy, similar in build to Kyler and about the same age. When he flirted with me and winked…nothing.

I shouldered my briefcase and rolled my bags inside to check-in. The whole place was opulent and full of things to do, and all I could think of was that I wanted Kyler here with me. We could hang out in the pool and hot tub, go to any of the numerous restaurants, see a movie… The place even had a bowling alley, mini-golf and laser tag.

Not good. I had planned to clear my head and all I could think of was the boy who’d captured my heart. He was a pretty good guy, too. As we’d lain in bed after sex this afternoon, he’d explained why he had Taron thrown up against the lockers. The kid had been making lewd remarks to Lola and wouldn’t stop, even when she’d started crying. So Kyler had decided to bully the bully. 

“I’m not the bully you think I am,” he’d told me, stroking his fingers down my arm. Goosebumps lifted along my skin, and I shivered in pleasure at his touch.

“Maybe, you’re not like I thought, but you are a bully.” 

“I am not,” he scoffed.

“Please. Just look what you’re trying to do with me.”

“That’s not bullying, babe. That’s claiming. That’s getting what I want. And you like it. My dick’s still wet from it, and it can’t wait for the next time. I wish you weren’t going away this weekend. I need to work harder at convincing you to really give us a chance.” 

“By any means necessary.”

“Pretty much.”

“Well, look at you falling on that sword.”

His hips thrust against me, and I felt his cock was already rock-hard again. “It’s you on my sword, babe. And I can’t wait to sheath it again.”

“Okay…too much Shakespeare for you. You’ve been picking up on the innuendo most of your classmates have missed.”

He smirked. “I could show you all I’ve picked up.”

“You never stop,” I laughed.

“I’ve been trained to go full tilt into the fray. No fear. I’ve learned to assert my dominance, on and off the field. I’m not going to stand beneath your balcony and call for you. I’m going to climb up to the damn thing and come get you. And once I’m there, I’m not leaving. And you won’t want me to because you’ll be mine in every way.”

He’d been right. I hadn’t wanted him to leave to go to his game. And I didn’t want to be away from him now.

After lugging my suitcase up to my room, I locked the door and fell backward onto the bed. I stared at the white ceiling, and thought of my weekend. I’d grade papers and take long soaks and veg in between. I wondered if other teachers regretted their occupation when faced with grading sixty, four-page minimum papers, written by a bunch of students who had no interest in the assignment. I couldn’t be the only one.

Pulling my phone from the pocket of the jeans I’d put on after Kyler had left, I looked at the time. Eight-thirty. He was probably deep into his game.

The notification for the text he’d sent me earlier was still on the screen.

Shaking my head, I opened it.

Secret Boyfriend: That asshole can try all he wants, but you’re mine. I’m not giving up. 

I sighed, the butterflies in my belly fluttering.

Opening messenger, I pulled up the conversation and typed out a note.

Whitney: Thinking of you during the game. Be safe. I hope it’s great.

He wouldn’t get it until after the game, but it was okay. He’d get the sentiment. 

Sighing, I scooted up the bed and grabbed my briefcase. Papers tonight; fun tomorrow. I laid out the stack of essays, grabbed a pen then carried it all to the small table in the corner. After ordering room service, I settled in for some stimulating reading. To my surprise, they weren’t too bad. I was so engrossed that my phone going off startled me. I realized I’d been grading for a couple hours.

Secret Boyfriend: Thanks! We won. Wish you were here to celebrate. Have fun with your friends.  

Whitney: I’m not actually with friends. It’s just a weekend away.

Secret Boyfriend: Away doing what? Are you with someone?

Whitney: Yes, I was with you today, and now, I’m with someone else because I’m a total slore. (sarcasm, in case you can’t tell)

Whitney: Grading papers. Relaxing.

Secret Boyfriend: Where?

Whitney: What?

Secret Boyfriend: Where are you?

Whitney: I told you I’m not with anyone.

Secret Boyfriend: I get that. But *I* want to be there with you.

I tapped my fingers, debating. Of course, my downlow was all for it and already getting ready for a sexcapade. My brain wasn’t jumping on the love train.

Whitney: You can’t just come out here. Your parents will freak. Not to mention how suspicious they’ll be.

Secret Boyfriend: My parents are on a cruise and won’t be back for another week. Perks of being almost nineteen. They leave me on my own.

I stared at the screen, seriously tempted.

Secret Boyfriend: Don’t ignore me.

Whitney: I’m not ignoring you. I’m thinking. Needy much?

Secret Boyfriend: I need you. Does that count?

“Damn it,” I swore. I was going to give in. I just knew it. Before I could stop myself, I was keying in the information. Being overdramatic because I was alone and I could, I threw myself on the bed, facedown, and yelled into the blankets. Weak. I was so weak.

But being with Kyler, felt so right.


Chapter Six

~ Kyler ~

Ready for the fight of my life, I hiked my duffel higher on my shoulder and walked through the hotel lobby like I belonged there. I did. My girlfriend had invited me. Sort of. I’d twisted her arm a bit, but the hotel info she’d sent me, along with the room number was an unspoken invitation.

I smiled as I took the elevator up to the fifth floor. Two nights alone with Whitney. Could I ask for a better opportunity?

Well, yeah. Forever. Every night with her. But this was as good as I’d get for now.

“I really do have to work,” she said to me when she opened the door a few minutes later.

“Um-hmm,” I answered, dropping my bag and wrapping a hand around the back of her head. My mouth covered hers, and I crowded her into the wall beside the door. Whitney moaned, twining her arms around me. Her legs followed the motion when I lifted her. My rock-hard length pressed to her softness.

“Kyler,” she whispered against my mouth, before I dove in for more of her sweetness.

“I missed you.”

“It’s only been a few hours.”

“A few hours too long. I’m going to fuck you right here. The whole floor will know what you’re doing while you’re riding me and singing my name.”

She buried her face in my neck. “The things you say.”

“The truth I tell.” Undeterred, I pushed up her T-shirt. This time, I was exploring all of her, touching all of her. Helping me, she stripped it off. “No bra,” I commented as her bare breasts came into view.

“The benefit of a small-ish chest,” she muttered.

“Perfect-ish chest is more like it.” Dropping my head, I sucked one perfect nipple into my mouth. She released a choked cry as I hummed my pleasure. “Strawberries.”

“It’s a…Oh God, Kyler,” she gasped, her fingers shoved deep in my hair. “Spa room. It’s a spa room. They had stuff.”

“I like it. Do you taste like strawberries all over?”

“Maybe, you should check.”

“Good idea,” I agreed. I set her on her feet and stripped off my clothes. “Jeans off,” I told her while I disrobed. “Panties, too,” I added in case there was a question. Watching her was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I hadn’t been a virgin this afternoon, but I hadn’t been dipping in anything willing either. It had been a couple years. And nothing had ever seemed as natural as it was with Whitney.

Because she’s your one, dumbass.

Standing before her, my cock jutting toward her like a beacon, I knew my gut was right. This perfect woman was right, destined for me. As she stepped from the denim she’d shoved to her ankles, I dropped to my knees. Pulling her leg over my shoulder, I buried my face in her sweet smelling folds. Parting her with my hand, I licked a trail from front to back then returned to suck her clit. Over and over, I gathered her creamy nectar on my tongue, worshiping at her altar. My eyes rolled up to watch her, and the vision entranced me. Her head was thrown back, her hands still buried in my hair as she rolled her hips into me.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I told her. I’d never seen anything as erotic as my woman giving herself to me. My dick throbbed, pre-cum leaking from the tip.

“Please, Kyler. In me.” 

Two fingers stroked along her slit. “Like this?”

She growled. “No. You.”

“This is me,” I teased, pushing the digits deep into her convulsing passage while I took that sensitive bud of nerves between my lips again. Whitney bowed against the wall, coming hard while I finger-fucked her. 

“Jerk,” she accused, when she stopped shaking.

I stood, lifting her with me. Pressing her to the wall, I drove my dick deep. “You gonna come again on me? Bathe me in all that sweetness?”

“No,” she pouted, but her arms tightened, and we both knew she would.

Her legs wrapped around me, holding me to her while I powered in and out, giving her all of me. Her walls clamped down until I could barely move, but the sweet friction was too alluring. I couldn’t stop. I never wanted to stop.

“Tell me you’re mine,” I demanded.

“Kyler, yes.”

“Tell me. Tell me, Whitney.”

“I’m yours.”

“Yes, mine.” My fingers dug into her hips as I fucked her hard, our bodies slamming into the wall and our moans echoing around us. Suddenly, she released a long, keening cry. Flutters fisted my cock, growing stronger and stronger until they were a vise that allowed nothing besides coming with her and giving her everything.

“Whit,” I groaned, emptying into her willing body. I sighed in contentment and dropped my head into her neck. The vision of my seed taking, of her getting round with our child filled my head. I wanted it. I wanted her pregnant with our baby.

“I think that’s a great start to our weekend,” I murmured. No way was I telling her my thoughts. But this was twice we’d had sex without protection. Maybe, she was on something, but I hoped not. 

She hummed, still sex drugged.

“Let’s go to bed,” I said. “Rest a minute before we do that again. Because I intend to take you all night.”

Except, we didn’t rest. The second I had her spread out on the mattress, I was ready again. And Whit was just as willing.

* * * *

It was still dark when I woke, but my brain immediately knew whose body was pressed to mine. My arms tightened slightly. I’d never been happier in my life. Finding Whitney was like the answer to prayers I’d never spoken. They’d always been on my heart, though. She was the sweetest gift.

But I knew she was still reluctant.

“Everything will be okay,” I whispered. “I’ll always take care of you, always love you.”

“Love me?” she whispered back.

“You’re awake.”

“Just.” She turned in my arms, looking into my eyes, her brow furrowed. “Just in time to hear you say you love me. Was I dreaming?”

“No. I do love you.”

“Kyler, I—”

“Don’t tell me you don’t love me back.”

“It’s soon.”

“People fall in love in a moment. One second, they aren’t in love; the next second, they are. I’ve been falling since last spring.”

Her eyes closed, and she took a deep breath. I’d seen it a few times, I knew she was thinking or coming to terms with the reality.

“You don’t have to say it back,” I assured her. My hand stroked over her hair. I knew she had feelings for me. If she didn’t, I wouldn’t be in this bed with her.

She didn’t say anything, falling back to sleep. I pressed my lips to her forehead. Her hands curled into me, clutching my body to her while I drifted to sleep, too. Peace filled me. She might not be able to say it, but I knew it. There was too much brokenness in her past to let her accept the love she felt now. Words were impossible, but our bodies spoke for themselves.


Chapter Seven

~ Whitney ~

Setting up the projector for the movie I was showing today, I hid a yawn behind my hand. I was exhausted, and at the moment, I kind of hated Kyler. He always seemed full of boundless energy, despite the hours we kept. Meanwhile, I was dragging. It had been almost a month since that weekend away. We were together long hours every night. As far as I could tell, his parents were either absent or gave him carte blanche to do as he pleased. What pleased him was practically living at my house.

And I didn’t hate him. I loved him, even if I hadn’t said it yet. I needed to man up, so to speak, and take the leap like he had. He’d taken the chance of coming for me even though there were lots—Lots—of cons to us being together. I need to stop being afraid, stop letting my lonely past keep me from opening my heart. Tonight, after his game, I’d do it. I’d leap and tell him how I really felt.

I yawned again. Hopefully, I wouldn’t fall asleep during this fourth hour showing of McBeth.

“Hey, there’s coffee in the lounge,” Taylor called from the doorway of the classroom. We both had a break during this lunch session.

“I’m not sure coffee will help.”

He came in and leaned on the desk nearest the projector. He was a kind, nice-looking guy, and I wondered why I couldn’t have been attracted to him. A relationship with Taylor would be easy. But he wasn’t close to anything I wanted. 

“Burning the candle at both ends?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“Well, maybe, you should spend this weekend in bed,” he chuckled.

I felt my face flush.

You have no idea… Truth was, I probably would. Kyler was insatiable. I had no doubt the mattress and I would get quite the workout.

“Oh,” he hummed in amusement, apparently noting my flustered look. “New boyfriend?”

“Um…”

He patted my arm. “I get it. I looked like the walking dead when Perry and I got together. Tell your guy to give you a break. We need you to stay in one piece.”

“Thanks,” I chuckled.

“Well, I sure as hell don’t want to get stuck teaching Shakespeare.”

I couldn’t help it; I cracked up, Taylor laughing with me. When I looked up, Kyler was standing in the doorway, his eyes narrowed. Before I could say a word, or Taylor noticed him, he spun away and disappeared.

Shit.

I sighed. I’d have to deal with this today. My possessive man needed to understand that I had colleagues I liked and that I might even have a laugh with them. It didn’t mean we’d be jumping into bed together. No, that was reserved for my inappropriate nights with a student.

* * * *

Secret Boyfriend: Meet me in the supply closet.

I glanced at the door at the back of my classroom. The building was old, and at one time, this part had been an elementary school. What had at one time been a coatroom had been converted into a large closet/office area.

Hot Teacher: What?

Oh my God, when had he changed my name on my phone. I hoped it only displayed for me. I’d have a lot of fun—not—explaining that moniker to the principal.

Secret Boyfriend: Meet me in the supply closet once you get the movie started.

Sighing, my body gearing up for whatever scandalous thing he had planned, I shoved away my phone as students started entering the room. Smiling, I greeted them each. I couldn’t help how delighted I was at their glee that they’d get to watch a movie today. Sorry kids, it’s from 1971. Truly, I didn’t think they cared. It was a break for all of us.

My nerves ramped up anxiously, my hands clammy and prickles crawling up my back as the beginning of period bell rang. I wasn’t scared of Kyler. Hardly. If anything, he’d toned down his aggressive behavior lately. The love of a good woman, I liked to joke. That didn’t mean he wasn’t aggressively sexual with me. And whatever he had planned had me on edge.

“Lola, can you get the lights and close the door?” I asked as I started the movie and turned the volume just a touch too loud. “Okay, everyone, make sure you pay attention. We’ll be discussing the film on Monday.”

There wasn’t a bunch of dramatic license taken here, but they could be intent for it, anyway. As everyone settled in, I backed toward the rear wall of my classroom. I leaned against the cool cinderblock, arms crossed. About five minutes in, I reached to the side and opened the door. I’d barely slid in when Kyler had me in his arms. I heard the lock click then he pulled me into the space.

“You’re mine,” he growled quietly into my ear. “And I’m reminding you of that.”

“Of course. I—”

His fingers clamped over my mouth as he spun me and bent me over a wide, three-drawer  cabinet. I was overheated, and the metal was cool through my blouse. Kyler’s palm never moved as his other hand hiked up my skirt and shoved my panties to my knees then off. His pants were to his thighs, his belt rough against the softer skin of mine.

I groaned as he thrust into me, his thick length claiming every bit of me. Why would I want anything else? He bent over my back. 

“Not one sound,” he rasped in my ear, his body pressing me in place. His cock pummeled in and out of me. “Can’t have the class hearing you. Can you be quiet?”

I shook my head frantically. Kyler knew I was loud during sex. He liked that I was a screamer.

“Guess I’ll need to help you then.” Fabric shoved against my lips then into my mouth. I moaned as I realized it was my panties. I was in my supply closet of my classroom, with a student, my panties in my mouth and his dick deep inside me. My forehead dropped to the cabinet top while he fucked me, holding my hands together at the small of my back. How had I ended up here? Why did I love it?

My sex flooded around him. There was no way he didn’t know how turned on I was by how easily he owned me.

“I’m going to fill you up,” he rasped against my ear. “My cum will be dripping from you, reminding you the rest of the day.”

I moaned behind my gag that didn’t muffle the sound near as well as it should. Thankfully, I could hear some skirmish happening onscreen in the other room. Then, I was aware of nothing as Kyler fucked me into oblivion, his hand covering my mouth to further hide the sounds coming from me as I came all over him. As he owned me. As he showed me exactly who I loved. This rough possessive man had taken my heart, and  I knew I wasn’t getting it back.

After my climax, I panted against the filing cabinet while Kyler righted my clothes. Pulling me upright, he kissed me tenderly, completely the opposite of the rough marauder who’d just re-staked his claim.

“I love you. I don’t like seeing you with other men,” he murmured.

“He doesn’t want me; trust me on that.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure.”

“I’m sure. Now, let me go, you big bully. I have to get back to class. I’ll let you know when it’s clear to go. How did you get in here anyway?”

“Snuck in while you were getting coffee.”

Nodding, I went to the door then let myself back into the room. I startled, my heart almost flying from my chest when I saw Principal Waters standing a few feet from the door, obviously waiting for me. I had no doubt my shock and possible distress showed on my face before I could school it away. He didn’t seem surprised. I knew why when he handed me my phone. A notification telling me to get moving was on the screen.

Shit. I’d left it on the stand beside the projector after I’d gone to get the coffee Taylor had suggested.

“Do I want to know?” he asked dryly.

I shook my head. “I wasn’t feeling well,” I lied, despite the evidence he’d shown me.

“Mr. Clark told me you weren’t feeling well,” he said. “I thought I’d come and check.” His eyebrow raised. “Perhaps you should go home for the day?”

“I…”

“Not a suggestion, Ms. James. I’ll spare you embarrassment, though why I’m not sure, and let you leave at the end of class. You’ll report to my office at seven on Monday morning.” He glanced at the closet door behind me. “God help you if that’s a student.”

My knees buckled, but somehow, I managed to stay upright. As he walked from the room, I fought back tears. It surprised me he didn’t stay to investigate. Then again, and how could I forget, the school had cameras everywhere. And I was screwed. And not nearly as pleasantly as five minutes ago.


Chapter Eight

~ Kyler ~

I was unnerved. My hands shook just slightly while I suited up for the game. Whitney hadn’t been anywhere to be found when I’d snuck out of the closet—and she hadn’t alerted me to the all-clear, either. Then she hadn’t been in class for sixth hour Shakespeare. I’d bulleted for the door as soon as the substitute let us go. I hadn’t had time to go find her, since it was an away game today. She wasn’t answering my calls.

Had I been too much? Was she freaked out?

“Lewis!” Coach bellowed across the visitors’ locker  room where the team was getting ready. When I looked up, he stood near the makeshift office, Principal Waters at his shoulder.

Oh fucking hell.

Keeping it nonchalant, I dropped the pads I’d been holding then jogged over. “Yeah, Coach?”

“In the office,” he huffed, shaking his head. He stormed that way, and I followed, my stomach in knots. I knew. I didn’t have a doubt.

They’d found out somehow.

The principal followed and closed the door to give us privacy. I was sure every guy in that locker room was staring our way.

“You’re benched, Lewis,” the coach announced without preamble. 

“What?”

“It’s come to our attention that you’ve entered into a relationship with your teacher, Ms. Whitney James.”

Fucking hell, this was Whit’s worst nightmare. No wonder she wasn’t answering my calls. She had to be freaking out.

“We’ve retrieved all your work from her files and it’s being reviewed. You should be expelled, but the board is too interested in the state championship than in upholding standards,” Waters informed me. “In lieu of suspension or the standard rule of expulsion, you’re benched for this game pending review of your grades and further meetings with the board and your parents. You are to have no contact with Ms. James. If you do, I will personally see to it that your football career is over. Am I understood?”

I understood he was an asshole with a vendetta. A look at Coach’s thunderous expression as he stared at his boss told me that vendetta was with the sports program at the school.

“Am I understood?” Waters repeated when I didn’t answer, and I was pretty sure I hated his ass.

“Yeah, I hear you,” I replied.

“Good,” he said. “I’ll be outside. When you’re ready, I’ll drive you back to the school and your vehicle.”

Coach stared after him then turned his gaze at me, disappointment in his eyes. “Couldn’t keep it in your pants, could you? Couldn’t pick one of those little prancing cheerleaders? This is a big game.”

“Every game is a big game.”

“Damn straight.”

“This has—”

Coach held up his hand. “Fuck, don’t tell me,” he said, startling me with his swearing. He usually contained it to hell or damn. I guess this was a fuck situation. A complete fubar. “I don’t want any details I might have to report. Whitney is a nice gal, and I’m sorry this shit is happening, but you two know better. She knows better. She’s an adult.”

“I’m an adult. I’m nineteen.”

“You’re a kid,” he scoffed, discounting the birthday I’d had last week. “No life experience, no common sense. But hear me now. Listen to Waters. I need you back on that field next week. The second string is shit compared to you—but I’ll deny it if you say that to them. I can’t afford for you to go and get yourself kicked out of school. You can’t afford to tank your future. You better hope your lawyer daddy can keep it out of your records. Now get out of here. I have a game to cry over.”

I didn’t say a word to anyone as I returned to my gear and packed up. They were my team, and they had plenty of questions, especially since I was deserting them minutes before kickoff. There was nothing for me to say. I just packed up, dressed in my street clothes and left.

The ride back to school was silent. Good thing because I wanted to punch the shit out of that smug smirk on Waters’ face. I stared out the window, wanting to text Whitney to find out if she was okay. But I couldn’t with Principal Asshole watching my every move.

“No contact,” he reminded me as I got out of his boring black sedan. It smelled like smoke and withered dreams. I wanted to run from it, leave that bad energy behind. I had enough bad energy roiling in my middle without Waters’ added crap.

Sprinting to my truck, I tossed my duffel in the backseat then climbed into the front. I tossed my phone onto the passenger seat, barely squelching the urge to try to get hold of Whitney. I had no doubt Waters was watching me and would know. I didn’t care what happened to me, but I didn’t want to make it worse for her. I had no doubt he was about to follow me to my house, too. The man had some sort of ax to grind and he wanted to grind it on my neck.

At my house, I pulled into the garage. I wasn’t surprised to see the black car pulling to the curb across the street from my house. I fought the urge to flip him the bird as I hit the button to close the garage. I was better than that. I wasn’t a child. I was a fucking adult who could make fucking adult decisions.

My parents jumped apart when I stormed into the house and slammed the door. I tried not to notice my mom adjusting her shirt. That was par for the course around here. My parents were as in love and horny for each other as they had been since their early days together. I was glad for the former and didn’t want to know about the latter. Though it boded well for me and Whitney. Like us, my parents were years apart. My dad eighteen and my mom twenty-seven when they got together.

“Ky, you’re home,” my dad said. “Why aren’t you at your game?” They didn’t usually come to my away games, but they kept a pretty good eye on my schedule—and not so they could make out in my absence. They’d been completely in my face about who I was seeing and what I was doing until the beginning of this school year when I was a senior and almost nineteen. I’d always been trustworthy, with good grades, and they considered me an adult. Don’t disappoint us, my dad had said. I was afraid I was about to, though I had no remorse for my decisions.

“Long story. Dad, I need to talk to you.”

“Without your mom?”

“I need your advice. Mom can stay. She needs to know anyway.”

“Okay, let’s go sit down in the den.” 

Once we were seated, I explained about me and Whitney, leaving out the sexual details because, fuck, no one’s parents wanted to hear about their baby bird getting it on.

“Suffice to say, Principal Waters found out,” I finished. “I got benched, and they’re reviewing my grades for the class. He wants me expelled, but the board wants a championship.”

He looked at my mom then back to me. “And they haven’t contacted us?”

“Apparently no?”

“And Whitney?” he asked. I liked that he called her by her first name, making her an equal to me rather than trying to institute some false authority gap between us.

“I haven’t been able to reach her since before they benched me. I’m worried about her, but they said I can’t have contact with her. I’m pretty sure Principal Waters followed me home to make sure I don’t. He wants me expelled, and I think he’s looking for any excuse he can take to the board.”

“Will they find something when they look at your classwork?”

“She didn’t go easy on me, if that’s what you’re asking. I did the work, and I took my tests the same as everyone else. If they want to retest me to make sure, that’s fine.”

He nodded, his head bowed, arms crossed as he got up and paced. I’d seen it a time or twelve. It was his thinking maneuver when he had a difficult case. I never thought I’d be one of them. 

“I can’t say we’re happy,” my mom said, speaking for them both. She knew my dad’s thoughts better than anyone. I had no doubt she had the pulse of his feelings. “But I can’t say we don’t understand, either.”

“I love her.”

“Does she love you?”

She’d never said it, but I was sure. “Yeah.”

“She must if she’s willing to jeopardize her job and standing like this.”

“I pushed her into it,” I confessed. “She tried to say no. Maybe, if I tell the school that—”

“But she didn’t say no,” my dad cut in. “It’s unlikely the school will believe you, and if they did, they’d have no choice but to expel you. You might even have charges filed. Do you want to ruin your future that way?”

“I just want Whitney to be okay.”

“I’ll call George and get a meeting with the school ASAP. I can’t say her job will be saved, but we’ll work out something. They’ll damn well work with me if they want that grant for the sports center they’re finagling from my firm.”

George was my dad’s partner at the law firm, the lawyer’s lawyer so to speak. He was a great guy, but I wasn’t so sure I trusted him with my future with Whitney. He might be in his late thirties like my dad, but he seemed…old. I didn’t want him looking down his nose at us and judging us. I didn’t want Whitney to be hurt more than she already was.

“We’ll go out and deal with Ed Waters if he’s still hanging around out there,” Dad told me. “Go call your girl and make sure she’s okay.”

I nodded, a little stunned that my talk with my parents had gone as well as it had. Maybe, it was because they weren’t conventional. Maybe, they could see how much I loved Whitney. I was gutted over this. All I wanted to do was go to her and wrap her in my arms and hide her from all the shitstorm that was sure to come our way. 

In my room, I leaned against my door and pulled out my cell. No calls. No messages. I dialed, not expecting her to pick up.

“Kyler,” she answered, her tone dead. A sniffle followed by a shuddery breath gave away her emotions.

“Baby—”

“No, don’t,” she interrupted. “I knew this would happen. I should have been stronger. You need to forget about me and move on with your life. I told you I didn’t want to ruin your future. When I meet with them…”

She broke off, her pain making my heart jerk in my chest. 

“Whitney, listen—”

“I don’t know what I’ll say,” she went on as if I hadn’t spoken. “But it’s for the best that this ends. It’s wrong. You’re too young. You have too many things ahead of you; I have a different path.”

“Don’t do this. I love you.”

“I…” Silence echoed between us, for a long beat. “I don’t love you, Kyler,” she lied. And I knew it was a lie even as it sucker punched me in the gut. I wanted to throw up, to scream.

“Don’t lie to me,” I growled.

“It was fun while it lasted,” she whispered. “You made me feel…not so lonely. But you need someone your age. Someone who will—” Her voice broke. 

“You talk as if you’re ancient. You’re not even ten years older than me,” I cut in before she could restart the bullshit. I felt as if I were trying to grasp handfuls of sand. Everything important in my life was slipping away. My reputation, football, my future, Whitney. I could lose everything, but I couldn’t lose her. “Don’t do this. Please. I don’t care about any of the things everyone seems so convinced I should. All I care about is you.”

“You should care. It’s your future. It’s the future of whoever you…love, whoever you end up with. The person you settle down with and have kids with, they’ll need you to do the right thing now. They need me to do the right thing now. I haven’t been. You don’t think the gap between us is a lot. But when it comes to someone in high school versus someone with real world experience, it’s everything.”

If she was trying to rip the heart from my chest, she was doing a good job.

“There will never be anyone else for me,” I whispered. “I’ll come there—”

“No,” she exclaimed. “Don’t. It’s…” She huffed a harsh breath. “It’s over. It shouldn’t have even started.”

“Whitney, don’t.”

“Goodbye, Kyler. I want you to have the very best life. I’m hoping that for you.”

“No!” I bellowed. “Whitney, no. Don’t. This is bullshit. Don’t you give up on us. Don’t do this!”

But there was no response, and I realized I was pleading with dead air.

She’d broken up with me, ended everything. My one…

I slid down the wood of my door, landing hard on my ass. I buried my face in my drawn-up knees and thrust my hands into my hair.

My one…

I don’t love you. “But you do,” I whispered. “I know you do.”


Chapter Nine

~ Whitney ~

If the author of my life wanted to draw up the perfect horrible scenario, this was it. I’d spent the weekend alternately sleeping, crying and puking. Sometimes, I was double teamed and got the crying and puking at the same time. Last night, I’d caved and gone to the drugstore.

This morning, I was looking at two pink lines on a little white stick.

I looked like shit.

I felt like shit.

I was about to get fired.

And I was pregnant.

Oh, and for his own good, I’d broken up with the man I loved more than anything. 

And the hits kept coming. It was a perfect storm. 

Now, I had to try to look decent for the firing squad. I had nothing to say to them, no arguments. I’d show up, listen then leave. What was the worst they could do? I probably shouldn’t ask that.

At least, I didn’t have to do the walk of shame with my cardboard box. I’d kept precious little in the way of personal items in my classroom. Maybe, that should have been an indicator that my heart wasn’t there.

I was sad that this was happening, frightened of the future and the repercussions but not devastated that I wouldn’t be teaching anymore.

I pressed my hand over my stomach, guilty that I wasn’t happier to find out about the little human growing inside me. “I will be happy,” I promised. “Somehow, I will be. It will be all right. And I’ll love you with everything in me.”

I would love this baby as my parents should have loved me. 

“Okay, baby,” I said. “Let’s do this.”

* * * *

At two minutes to seven I walked into the school. As I promised myself, I listened stoically. 

“We’ve spoken with Mr. and Mrs. Lewis, we don’t feel that charges are appropriate, especially since your student is nineteen and assured his parents this…circumstance…only came about this fall,” the head of the board said, face implacable. The other eleven members’ faces were a mix of glares, smirks and disgust. Waters looked as if I were something he’d stepped in. “Do you have anything to add to that?”

I shook my head. From what I knew, they couldn’t bring charges against me—unless they wanted to sue me for any of a number of reasons. Hopefully, Kyler’s parents didn’t want to sue.

“The fact is,” the man continued, “we’d like to keep this as quiet as possible. You’re to have no contact with Mr. Lewis while he’s a student here. And we’d like you to sign these nondisclosure form. This packet of information details the terms of your severance from the school and how to continue your insurance, if you so choose. Do you have any questions?”

“No.”

“All right. We’d strongly suggest you don’t attempt to secure employment at another school.” He nodded as if it were a dictate. “If there’s nothing else, Mr. Waters will escort you to your room—your former room—to get your things.”

I shook my head, fighting tears as the finality of these chapter slammed down. “There’s nothing. I’ll just go.”

Grabbing the pen from the desk, I looked at the two nondisclosures, reading as fast as possible, though I didn’t care what they said. I scrawled my name twice then took the manila envelope full of paperwork and headed for the door.

“Well,” he said jovially to the others before the door even shut, “shall we adjourn to Marge’s for breakfast? I could use some bacon.” 

* * * *

I didn’t bother to open the envelope. I didn’t care. My chest hurt from the pain of losing Kyler and of lying to him about my love. It was for the best. I knew it was the only way he’d let go. That didn’t mean I wouldn’t ache from it. My life was one lonely mess. And I could barely get off the couch.

Dispassionately, I watched the crispy brown and orange leaves blow past my window. November. I was about to face another holiday alone.

My hand flattened on my stomach. “But not next year.”

I wanted to call Kyler so bad, to tell him this news, to tell him I did love him. I couldn’t. I’d agreed not to as one of my conditions. And this week was the final week of playoffs. If they won, they’d be playing for the championship the weekend after Thanksgiving. I couldn’t take that from him.

I was just at a loss. I’d get by, financially anyway. The past couple years, I’d saved my side-hustle income, and that would continue to come in, too. Now, I’d focus more on it—it was a plan, anyway. Stay healthy, grow this baby and give it all the love, build my business.

Once I could convince myself off the couch. 

I just hurt. Emotionally. Physically from all the puking. My muscles ached, and my head throbbed. The latter could be from the crying and stress.

It was knocking that eventually levered me off the cushions. I peeked out the window. A guy in a suit. Too old to be a missionary for Mormons or Jehovah’s Witnesses, I thought. Too well-dressed to be a detective here to arrest me or a salesman trying to sell something.

I didn’t want to deal with it, whoever he was. As I turned away, the knock came again.

“Whitney,” the man called. “I’m Heller Lewis. I need to talk with you. Open up or I’ll use the key Kyler gave me and call it a welfare check.”

I closed my eyes and sighed. Today just kept getting better. He had to be pissed over the situation with his son. I wondered if I should engage a lawyer before dealing with him.

Cracking the door open, I peered at Kyler’s father. “I don’t really think I should talk to you without an attorney.”

He smiled, looking so much like an older version of his son that I ached even more for what I’d lost. “Well, I hope that I can be your attorney,” he said.

My brow furrowed. “You’re not here because you want to sue me?”

“I think my son and wife would both kill me if I did. May I come in?”

Wondering if I was crazy, I nodded and let him inside.

“I’ve met with the school,” Heller told me. “If they’ve been honest with me, they let you go without incident and you’ve signed paperwork promising not to discuss the matter.”

“And not to speak with your son,” I added.

“Right. No contact. Kyler had to agree to the same. I’ve just come from his meeting.”

“Is he okay?”

“Well enough. He’s angry. Sad. Ready to take on the world to make this right for you.” He held up a hand to stop me. “Don’t worry. I talked him down. He’s in good shape and back on the team because they need him to bring home the win these next two weeks. Also, when they review his work for you, it was spotless. If anything, you were harder on him than your other students. Smart, actually. And he’s not to have any form of contact with you until after he graduates. He’s devastated about that part. Isn’t that concerned about the rest.”

I knew the feeling. “We broke up.”

“Did you?” he asked, sounding amused.

“Yes.” I wasn’t up for games. I certainly wasn’t asking why he found this funny. Nothing was.

“If you say so,” he replied, sounding unconvinced. I reminded myself to be nice, since this was my baby’s only grandfather. “I’m just here to assure you there will be no legal repercussions coming your way. It’s all been squared.” He handed me a card. “This is my contact information. If they renege on anything, I want you to contact me immediately.” 

I looked at the innocuous slice of thick paper. I’d need the string of numbers listed for an entirely different reason.

“I…” he said, drawing out the word, “also have this.” He handed me a thin envelope with my name scrawled on the front. “There’s to be no meetings, phone calls, texting, email…but I hope you won’t tell that we broke the rules this one time. Kyler insisted I give it to you. And quite frankly, my wife and I would give him anything he wants. He’s the only child we could have. I’m afraid we’ve spoiled him. I’m sure that led to his pushiness where you’re concerned.”

“It was consensual,” I murmured. My fingers ran over the cream-colored stationery envelope in my hand.

“So he told me. I’m glad to hear the same from you. I’ll leave you with that and my card. If you have trouble… I’m sorry to say, but the board doesn’t hold themselves to the same standards they’ve lain out for you. We can request a gag order if they start spreading gossip, but people will already know. I can’t make that part easy for you or Kyler.”

“I understand.” I comprehended the underlying warning. The community would know. I may not experience legal repercussions, but there would be social.”

 “You had to have expected that.”

“I never expected it to be easy. I knew we were treading dangerous waters, that there was no real win.”

“I think you two will win.”

I wanted to believe it. Studying him, I tilted my head. “Why are you being so cool about this? I expected you and your wife to be the angriest.”

Heller chuckled. “If anything Becca and I understand this better than most. I’m guessing Kyler didn’t tell you about us.”

“Some. He adores you. I wondered when I found out you left him alone or about how much autonomy you gave him, but as he told me more about you, I found you’re both loving caring parents, who are just letting him grow up and trust him to be a man.”

“How we doing?” he laughed. “Don’t answer that. We held him back a year early on because we didn’t think he was ready to go forward. In retrospect, I think we weren’t ready for him to grow up. We’ve been making up for it since. But what I’m guessing he didn’t say is that Becca and I are a lot like you and him. She wasn’t my teacher, but she’s nine years older than me—almost ten. We got a lot of flack and pushback from everyone in early days. I wasn’t mature enough. What was she thinking robbing the cradle? How could she? I was in high school, too. But I saw her and…” He shook his head. “That was it. She wasn’t all for it, to tell the truth. I had to convince her the way that Ky had to convince you. But it was worth it. I feel the same way about her today. How could I deny my son the same kind of future, the same kind of love?”

I didn’t know what to say. Kyler and I could have had that. But I’d ended it.

“Read the letter,” he told me, nodding to where it was clutched to my chest. “I’m sure I’ll see you again. And I mean it. Call if you need me.”

After he left, I sat on the couch, hugging the envelope as if I was hugging Kyler. After long minutes, I ran my finger under the flap then pulled out the thick sheet of paper inside. The words were few and simple, but pierced straight to my heart. Tears filled my eyes as I read them over and over.

Whitney,

I love you. If nothing else, remember that.

I’m not letting you go. Ever. 

I’ll think of you every day while we’re apart. You’re my everything. 

I will come for you—you’re mine. Don’t forget that.

And don’t give up on us.

Kyler


Chapter Ten

~ Whitney ~

Two and a Half Months Later

Everyone in town had known by the end of the week. I couldn’t go out without nastiness spewed at me or stares from strangers. No one knew me. They didn’t know the situation, yet they all had a judgement.

My house was vandalized and my car was keyed. Twice. The second time WHORE had been scratched into the door, deep through the paint. By December first, I’d decided to move. Well, that wasn’t quite true. My landlord told me I had to move. He asked me to go on my own so he didn’t need to start eviction paperwork.

I thought about calling Kyler’s father, but I’d brought this on. I’d fight my own battles. And by fight, I meant retreating and leaving town. I’d emailed him my address. If there was an off chance Kyler would want it, I’d make it available. I knew he loved me, I also knew things changed. There was a long time between November and graduation.

I’d moved south wanting to get away from snow and cold-hearted people. I knew not all in the north were, but now I equated them all with my deadbeat parents, nasty foster care and the society that had socially crucified me without details. No one knew me here. No one knew me there, either. But I was trying. I’d joined a book club and gone to a few local events. Right then, I was enjoying the cool but temperate weather. It was dry but still green in mid-January. I didn’t miss the snow at all. 

It surprised me when a knock sounded on my front door, Friday afternoon. I opened my door to a dark-haired man with piercing, dark-blue eyes full of desire.

“Kyler!” I breathed, my knees buckling. Then without thinking, I threw myself at him. “Oh my God, you’re here.”

“You didn’t think I’d find you?” he chuckled, catching me and pulling me to his firm, hard body. I couldn’t help it. I clung to him, holding on so tight he might have a hard time getting himself loose. He kissed me everywhere his mouth could reach. “These past two months have been hell. I don’t ever want to be away from you again.”

“What are you doing here? You’re not supposed to—”

“Officially graduated, as of today. I flew right here. Thank you for giving my dad your address, by the way.”

“You graduated? In January?”

“They wanted to be rid of their problem,” he answered, grinning. “Who knows what I might say or who I might corrupt. And besides, I had enough credits to graduate.”

Lifting me into his arms, he carried me into the house.

“Bedroom?” he growled.

I pointed. “On the right,” I told him when we got to the hallway.

“I’ve missed you so bad, baby.”

“I missed you. Wait… Wait! Kyler, let me down,” I begged. I needed to clear the air before we were intimate.

He froze. I think it was his surprise at my demand that had him complying.

“I need to…” I rushed out then stopped to take a deep breath. I was so excited to see him, I could barely get words out without them stumbling over each other. “I’m sorry I lied. I do love you.”

His hand cupped my face, and I leaned into the affectionate touch. “I know. I love you, too. Nothing’s stopping us now.”

He lifted me again and carried me to the bed. Laying me on the mattress, he crawled over me. “I’m going to make love to you for days.”

“Good.”

“I’m gonna get you pregnant. I’m going to fill you up with my baby and tie you to me completely. You’re going to be the best mom.”

“I’m glad you think so.” I pulled his hand down to my belly that was starting to curve outward. His eyes widened, and he pulled up my T-shirt to stare.

“We’re having a baby?”

“No,” I laughed. “We’re having two babies. I just found out two days ago.” I bit my lip and stared at him. I didn’t have to ask if it was okay. If he was glad. The wonder in his eyes and the reverent way he cupped his hand over my belly said everything.

“Were you going to keep this from me?” he asked, hurt in his eyes.

“Of course not, but I didn’t think you graduated until May. I wasn’t allowed to contact you. And if you’d found out, I know you would have come immediately and the rules be damned.”

“Damn straight I would have. You shouldn’t have been alone.”

“I couldn’t have ever kept our child from you. I didn’t know how this would affect your future, but I figured we’d work it out. If you didn’t want it—us—I would have given this baby all the love.”

“I would never! You are my future. Don’t you get it? Without you there’s nothing.”

“That’s not true. You have everything ahead of you,” I protested.

“Like what? Friday night lights? Acclaim on the gridiron? Loneliness because the one person I want, abandoned me and doesn’t want me back? Long nights of emptiness.”

“I didn’t abandon you.” Despite his eagerness when he’d first arrived, I was getting a glimpse into the pain he’d endured during our separation. The unknowing. “You have so many opportunities.”

“Don’t you get it? None of them mean anything without you. I don’t want that life. I want what we can have together. I want what we had when we went on vacation to the resort.”

“Life isn’t vacations.”

“Nope. But we can make every day special. Look, I know you moved here to get away from our town. I know you don’t want the spotlight, and I can’t guarantee that people won’t wonder about us here, but I promise to do everything in my power to protect you.”

“Kyler… that’s not what I’m worried about. I do want you. And I want you to have everything you desire. Everything you’ve worked so hard for.”

“Don’t you see? I don’t have anything without you. I hate that you’ve been alone in this.”

I smiled, covering his hand with mine. “This part’s been pretty easy. Well, other than the puking and being tired all the time. My doctor said that part is about to change. If I’m typical, I shouldn’t be as exhausted anymore.”

He nodded, meeting my eyes then leaning down to press two kisses on my belly. He crawled up to cuddle beside me.

“What about college?” I asked, pushing his hair back at his temple. It was longer now than it had been when I’d last seen him. 

“Well, interestingly, when you’re a championship quarterback with good grades, you can go anywhere you want. And my future wife was wise enough to move just over a half hour away from a big ten school. So, I’m going there to get my degree. And I’ll play ball for them. Then I’ll go to law school. I’m not interested in continuing on to the NFL, but law is still on my radar.”

“You’ll be close enough to see your kids, then.”

Kyler’s brow furrowed, and he gave me a look I couldn’t decipher. Without a word, he got up and walked out of the bedroom. Pushing up on my elbows, I stared after him. His footsteps echoed on the house’s wood floors, then I heard the front door open. What just happened?

Hurrying to follow him, I rolled out of bed and rushed toward the door. Whatever I’d said, I wanted to make it right. I’d just entered the living room when Kyler came back in, wheeling a large suitcase behind him. 

He hung his jacket on the hook by the door then turned to me. “I’ll be very close. I’ll be right here every step of the way. You’re not getting rid of me, Whit.”

“I don’t want to get rid of you,” I rushed to tell him. “Don’t you have to live on campus, though?”

He shrugged. “I’m marrying you. We have permission to live here.”

I stared at him in shock. “Marrying…me?” I squeaked.

“I’m not marrying anyone else, baby. You’re my one and only and the mother of my children. And I love you. You just have to take the leap and say yes. I’ll always be here to catch you.”

I bit my lip, unable to hold back my smile. Somehow, I knew, nothing would stop us now. It was Kyler and Whitney take on the world. Everything had burned to ashes, but we’d risen through it, stronger. “I can’t say yes unless you ask.”

“Whitney James, you’re mine. Accept it.”

“That’s the proposal I’m going to tell our kids about one day?” I laughed.

Kyler dropped to his knee and held up a box. Flipping open the lid, he revealed a stunning—huge—solitaire. “How about this? Whitney James, you are the love of my life and always will be. You’re my one. I promise we can talk about Shakespeare and you can correct my grammar—”

“I’ve never corrected your grammar,” I cut in.

“But you can. You’ll never have another holiday where you won’t be surrounded by people who love you. No more lonely nights. Even if I have to travel for games, you’ll know I’m right here with you.” He pressed his hand to my heart then moved it to his own. “And you’ll always be right here. Our lives will overflow with love. Will you give me unspeakable pleasure and fathomless happiness and be my wife?”

I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered. I might have been against a relationship with him at one time, but now, I couldn’t see myself with anyone else. There was no one but Kyler for me. “Yes, I want to take the leap with you into our happy forever. I love you, Kyler Lewis.”

“And I love you, Whitney soon to be Lewis.” Rising, he pushed the ring onto my finger. His lips brushed over mine in a promise of what was to come, then he bent and kissed my belly. “And you little Lewises, too. Now,” he said, lifting me into those powerful arms I loved so much, arms I wanted to hold me until my last breath, “It’s time for lots of Mommy and Daddy time. I’m free until football camp this summer. You?”

“I think I can free some time for you, Mr. Lewis.”

“Good. My parents will be here next week for the wedding.”

“Kyler!” I gasped, but he was already settling me onto the mattress and crawling over me. Then I was gasping for a whole other reason. As I wrapped my arms around him, I decided our happily ever after would be perfect indeed.
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