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To Kraig, my one and only love. 
Every story I write is a love letter to you.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SATURDAY

THE COLD DRIZZLE OF THE November morning 
didn’t faze him. Stuart Morgan had other concerns, 
such as tardiness for his weekend seminar. Irritated 
by his newly acquired sidekick, Stuart lengthened his 
stride toward the Hyde Building on Western Michigan 
University’s campus. He hoped Reese Forester’s 
shortness of breath would stop him from talking. 
Instead, the short and balding Jack Russell terrier yipped 
and nipped at his heels.

“Who would threaten to kill a history professor? 
It’s not like I’m Indiana Jones,” Stuart replied, carrying 
his briefcase in one hand and the soggy campus map in 
the other.

“The university hired me to look into it,” Reese said, 
doubling his steps to keep up. “This is a serious threat, 
and you’re surrounded by students, one of which who 
may be involved.” He ogled the females with backpacks 
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hurrying along the maze of wet sidewalks. “Hot young 
women ripe for plucking,” he mumbled.

Ignoring the comment, Stuart checked the 
saturated paper again. “I wish you’d take the weekend 
off. I’m not on Michigan’s campus. I’m a visiting 
professor. Nothing’s going to happen.” After yanking 
on the door to enter the four-story brick building, he 
flipped the deteriorating map over for directions to the 
second-floor lecture hall.

Breathing heavily, Reese placed his hand over the 
flimsy paper, tearing it in half. “This is the perfect place 
to follow through and you know it. Stuart, humor me 
and let me do my job.”

Wadding up the wet paper, Stuart sighed and 
pitched the ball into the trash. “I’m not going to put 
my life on hold because of an unsubstantiated threat. 
For all we know, I gave a low grade to a student who 
decided to write a nasty letter,” he replied, running a 
hand through his damp, blond hair. He flung the excess 
water in Reese’s direction.

“Thanks,” Reese said, sidestepping the splatter. 
“And it’s not just one. There are a dozen vicious letters. 
No offense, but you really don’t have a life. I’ve read your 
profile.”

“That may be, but I like it the way it is. I was a 
Marine. I can protect myself.” Taking the steps two at a 
time, he chuckled as Reese huffed behind him.

“Yeah, let’s talk about that. Who’d you piss off while 
stationed in Afghanistan, Lieutenant Morgan?” Reese 
asked.

Wincing at the remark, he stopped next to the 
lecture hall door. “Don’t call me that. It was a while ago, 
and if you haven’t noticed, I’m a pretty nice guy.”



THEIR RIGID RULES 9

“You’re kinda pissing me off,” Reese replied, out of 
breath.

Stuart smirked. “Fine. Call my former C.O., 
General Daniel Bingaman. He’ll tell you how boring I 
was.”

“I already know you’re boring. You teach history,” 
Reese said as tired students shuffled past them to find 
their seats.

“And you get to enjoy my lecture.” Stuart smiled.
“I’ll be observing your students closely, if I’m lucky, 

maybe even intimately.”
“Aren’t you old enough to be their father?”

“I work the big brother angle. Besides, you and I are 
only eight years older than that group.” Reese wiped the 
sweat and rain back from his brow, into his thinning 
black hair. Dismissing Stuart, he slowly climbed the 
steps to a spot at the top of the tiered-seating lecture 
hall.

Before walking through the doorway, Stuart 
slipped off his Navy peacoat, shook it out, and scanned 
the room. Forty students had registered for the four-
weekend course. He hated teaching weekends, especially 
during football season. And the two and a half hour 
drive to Kalamazoo from Ann Arbor irked him even 
more. He grumbled silently about the disruptions to his 
boring yet pleasant life until he spotted a young woman 
in a Michigan cap. Stunned by her smile, he stared. A 
single ray of sun parted the clouds of his abysmal day. 
Her genuine laughter made her hazel eyes sparkle as she 
joked with her friend.

An overwhelming urge to speak with her tugged 
at him. Blinking it away, he frowned. He never had that 
kind of reaction toward a student. He had his rigid rules 
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as a young professional. Maybe the commotion of the 
death threat had affected him more than he thought. He 
sighed again and took his place to start the class.

 
 
 
 

AT SEVEN-FORTY IN THE MORNING, Taylor 
Valentine, holding a large coffee, slid behind the hard 
desk. She unzipped her backpack and pulled out a fresh 
notebook. Arriving early, she and her best friend, Eva 
O’Sullivan, sat in the second of the five rows off to the 
side—not the hated, front row middle.

The tiered lecture hall could seat about fifty 
students. In the front, a laminate waist-high table had 
a stool and dry erase board behind it. Taylor watched 
as zombie-like students filled the room. They probably 
wondered why they were here for four weekends of 
history, too.

“I still can’t believe I let you talk me into this Civil 
War seminar,” Taylor said.

“Oh, please,” Eva replied. “You need the history 
credits, and the plan is to graduate before the holidays. 
Would you rather have an early class Monday through 
Friday for a whole semester?”

“But it’s Saturday. I’m supposed to be watching 
football. I have a bet with Joe against State. He won’t pay 
when he loses, but it’ll be fun to tease him about it,” she 
said as she sipped her warm coffee.

Eva grinned. “He’d expect you to pay. You’re too 
responsible and reliable.”

Laughing, Taylor rolled her eyes and let it go. Eva 
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was right, but was that so bad? Why should she struggle 
against her vanilla tendencies? Her plan and rules for 
her life reinforced those traits.

Swallowing the last of her coffee, she observed 
the group. Everyone appeared hung-over from various 
Friday night parties. Like her, many wore some kind 
of hat to cover their hair. They must have rolled out of 
bed ten minutes ago, too. While she waited, she pushed 
a strand of her dull, light brown hair away from her 
lightly powdered face and tightened her ponytail under 
her favorite Michigan cap. Eva sipped her green tea and 
tapped her pen on her notebook.

As always, Eva had her makeup perfectly applied. 
Her curly auburn hair hung below her shoulders and 
her Irish spitfire attitude magnified her petite frame. 
If Eva had an opinion on a subject, everyone knew it 
whether they wanted to or not. Although Taylor took a 
more subtle approach in their discussions, she admired 
her friend’s tenacity.

As the group tried to get comfortable for the long 
day ahead, they waited for the professor to walk through 
the door. Instead, they watched Cindy Carter glide into 
class in all her attention-grabbing glory. In a dark green 
dress with matching heels, she gracefully sat in the front 
row middle. She opened her leather briefcase and pulled 
out her pad and pen. She looked rather virginal with 
her long, blond hair tied loosely with a white ribbon—a 
wolf in sheep’s clothing.

Cindy lived on the same dormitory floor as they 
did. From two doors down, they could hear her vocal 
escapades. Eva said the main reason her rich daddy sent 
her to college was to find a husband. Cindy wasn’t that 
bright, but with a model’s body, she could easily get a 
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degree in Flirting.
Before Taylor had a chance to ask Eva why Cindy 

was so purely dressed, she faced them. “Do you know 
anything about this visiting professor? I heard he’s single 
and quite charming,” Cindy said.

“I haven’t heard a thing,” Taylor replied, now 
knowing Cindy was working her way up the food chain 
to unsuspecting professors.

“I heard he has a PhD in Civil War History,” Eva 
replied.

“He’s probably been to those reenactments. Yikes,” 
Taylor said, wrinkling her nose.

Eva grinned. “Stop it. You might actually learn 
something interesting.”

“Well, I don’t care what he has to say. I hope he’s 
nice to look at,” Cindy replied.

“How do you expect to pass the course?” Taylor 
asked.

“Better yet, do you know anything about the war?” 
Eva added.

“Of course I do.” Since Cindy faced them, she 
didn’t see the instructor walk into the room from the 
side door.

He wasn’t just nice to look at, he was striking. He 
had lost the battle trying to smooth out his wavy, blond 
hair and looked taller than Taylor’s six-foot height. His 
defined biceps tightened against his pale blue dress 
shirt. Boxers or briefs, she wondered as she checked out 
the rest of his muscular physique.

He set his briefcase quietly on the table and 
listened to the group chatter. Eva, a history fanatic, took 
this chance to ask Cindy if she knew who won. Taylor 
saw the professor raise his eyebrow as he shuffled some 
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papers. He tried unsuccessfully not to look.
“We did,” Cindy replied. “We always win. Don’t 

we?”
The other forty or so students quieted, realizing 

the professor wanted to start. Eva took the opportunity 
to stick it to Cindy a little more. “Then who did we 
defeat?”

Not waiting for an answer, the professor began, 
“Okay, class. I can already tell I have my work cut out 
for me. We’re all thrilled to be here, so let’s get started. 
I expect a thoughtful, five-page essay on any part of the 
Civil War to be turned in the third weekend of class.” 
Handing out the syllabus, he continued. “You will also 
take an essay exam on the fourth Saturday.”

The class collectively moaned, and Taylor would 
have, too, if he hadn’t been standing right in front of 
her. She reached for the class outline.

“I like the hat,” he whispered, holding her gaze.
Wow! And she liked those sexy baby blues. 

Between the scent of his cologne and his penetrating 
stare, she felt faint. The room became a sauna, making 
it difficult to breathe. She gawked at him like a moron. 
As he moved on, the wave of heat followed him. She 
could breathe again. How weird. That’s never happened 
before. She blushed as Eva smiled at her.

He spoke above the groans. “I’m going to move 
quickly through the material, so we can get out by noon.”

While he took attendance, Taylor perked up. She 
could still catch kickoff if she was lucky. She and Eva 
were meeting Joe at Johnny’s Bar to watch the Michigan-
Michigan State game on the big screen. She hoped he 
remembered to get a good table in front.

She listened and took notes all morning. Dr. 
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Morgan’s commanding voice spoke passionately about 
the different battle strategies. The people of that time 
sprang to life. For the last half hour, she continued to 
check her watch. Dr. Morgan started to wrap up his 
lecture.

He, too, kept looking at the clock at the back of 
the room. As she closed her notebook filled with messy 
writing she hoped she could decipher later, Dr. Morgan 
made a fatal error.

“Any questions?” he asked.
Taylor glared at anyone she thought might and saw 

the back of Cindy’s hand go up. Damn her. She’d ring 
her neck for making her late.

“Dr. Morgan, I have a couple.” Cindy used a sickly 
sweet, baby voice, trying to be sexy. It sounded like a 
whine to Taylor, but knowing what guys liked wasn’t her 
forte.

“Yes?” he said, sounding half-annoyed.
“Why did they wear those drab blue and gray 

uniforms?”
He gave a brief explanation as he gathered his 

papers and stuffed them into his briefcase. Taylor 
pictured herself slapping Cindy upside the head, and 
she liked it.

“Why would we fight each other and not work 
together for the unity of our country?” Cindy continued, 
practicing her pageant questions and answers for the 
upcoming show. Our mouths dropped open.

“We’ll cover that tomorrow,” he replied, before 
walking out the door.

“Gee, Cindy, what did you think we’ve been 
discussing since eight this morning?” Eva asked as they 
headed for the exit.
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“What do you mean? Isn’t he cute? I bet he has 
tenure and money in the bank,” Cindy replied.

Taylor agreed. Handsome and a hard-core body. I 
could definitely get lost in his sky blue eyes, she thought, 
as Eva caught up to her. “Joe had better have saved us a 
table,” Taylor said.

“If he did, I’ll buy the beer for the entire first half,” 
Eva replied.

Taylor groaned and walked faster. She knew he’d 
forget, but she could hope. Joe Roberts became her first 
real friend in grade school. From different backgrounds, 
they didn’t quite fit in, so they looked out for each other. 
He protected her from bullies, and she kept him out of 
trouble with the teachers. Unreliable, he occasionally 
came through.

As they walked into the crowded bar, Taylor 
realized this wasn’t one of those rare times. Looking 
around, she didn’t see Joe. She couldn’t even see the two 
big screens somewhere off to the left, hidden behind the 
standing crowd. Moving closer, she checked the score 
on her tiptoes. Relieved that it was only two minutes 
into the game and no score, she turned to Eva.

“I’ll find you later!” Eva yelled.
Johnny tended to the bar behind the long counter 

on the right. He motioned Taylor over. The gray-haired 
pudgy man in his mid-fifties acted the father figure with 
them. He knew she loved Michigan football. She had 
watched every game for the last four years in his bar.

He pointed to an old seventeen-inch Zenith at the 
end of the counter. “I pulled that out of my office for 
you. It’s thanks for helping with my sciatica.”

She smiled. She had finally talked him into letting 
her massage his lower back and hip at the chiropractor’s 
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office. Finding relief after the first session, he actually 
cried. She works on his hip every two weeks and gets 
free Cokes as a bonus.

She and Eva had gone through the intensive 
massage program the summer after high school for extra 
spending money. Starting college, they had decided to 
keep their jobs secret. Horny college guys did not need 
to know that they were massage therapists.

After taking the remote from his hand, she leaned 
over the bar and kissed his cheek. “I love you.”

Johnny laughed, and she moved toward the other 
end of the bar. He had even saved them three stools. She 
took the reserved sign off hers and tossed her bag and 
jacket on the floor under it. She angled the TV. Nobody 
seemed to notice. Johnny gave her a beer, and she settled 
down to watch and yell. It was an important game for 
the state of Michigan—bragging rights were on the line.

Her dad had shared football with her. If she 
wanted to hang out with him, she’d join him in the den 
to watch the Big Ten Saturday afternoons. As an only 
child born to a couple in their forties, they didn’t have 
much in common, but her dad liked talking about the 
plays and players. That had been their thing in the Fall. 
He had died of a stroke three weeks before high school 
graduation. Her mom had died a week later. Taylor 
believed it was from a broken heart.

After sipping her beer, she was about to yell at the 
referee for missing a holding call when she felt a tap 
on the shoulder. “The game’s on,” she said, not turning 
from the TV.

She heard a voice asking for the seat. Eva was 
somewhere, and Joe was nowhere. Shrugging, she 
reached over and pulled the sign off the stool. Not taking 



THEIR RIGID RULES 17

her eyes off the set, she watched one of the linemen 
miss his block. She winced as Michigan’s quarterback 
got sacked. The coach took a time out, and they went 
to commercial. Turning, she chugged her beer and 
swallowed, hard.

“Professor Morgan, what are you doing here?” she 
asked as she sucked in air to breathe.

Smiling, he picked up his mug and gestured to the 
TV before taking a swig.

“Please say you’re not a State fan,” she said, pulling 
at her sweatshirt from the unbearable heat. Was she 
over the heating duct? She’d have to tell Johnny to turn 
down the temperature.

“Are you kidding? I’m hoping Michigan will get a 
Rose Bowl bid this year.”

She laughed. “I think you checked the clock as 
much as I did.”

Eva joined them. “Dr. Morgan, what are you doing 
here?”

“Shush,” they said, turning back to the game.
“Johnny, bring us a pitcher,” Eva said. “This is going 

to make class tomorrow even more interesting.”
Taylor groaned as Michigan’s kicker missed a 

twenty-yard field goal. A couple of guys a few stools 
down yelled at the TV screen above the bar. They 
wanted to beat the crap out of him for missing the kick. 
She stood up.

“Hey!” Taylor yelled at the guys. “His dad just died; 
cut him some slack. He’ll get the next one. Besides, he 
made the earlier three points to keep us in the game.” 
The men laughed at her but calmed down. Embarrassed 
by her outburst, she sat back on her stool then sipped 
her beer.
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“Do you know the kicker?” Dr. Morgan asked.
“Only what I’ve read online,” she replied. “It irks 

me when people trash and threaten the players. Like he 
wanted to miss that field goal? Come on,” Taylor replied.

“Do you always come to the player’s defense?” he 
asked. For some reason, his tone changed. How had the 
conversation gone from lighthearted to serious?

“When I can,” she said with a frown. “Nobody’s 
perfect. We all make mistakes.”

Eva laughed. “Taylor’s the most empathetic person 
I know. I think she secretly feels people’s hidden pain. 
She’s constantly stopping me from smacking idiots.”

Taylor shrugged as Dr. Morgan stared at her. She 
wouldn’t apologize for giving people the benefit of the 
doubt.

During halftime, Taylor and Dr. Morgan went 
round and round about who was the best player and 
what plays would work. He seemed surprised by her 
knowledge of the game and agreed with most of her 
assessments. He liked the coach’s strategy and the team’s 
tactics. She thought it was a very history professor thing 
to say. Without looking, she knew Eva rolled her eyes 
for the eighty-seventh time next to her. Eva and Joe 
constantly teased her about her passion for football. It 
was more out of love for her dad. When she watched, 
she always sensed him nearby.

Dr. Morgan raised his eyebrow. “What? You don’t 
like football?”

“No, no, that’s not it,” Eva said, holding up her 
hand. “Guys in tight pants, what’s not to like? Honestly, 
though, by your professional manner in class today, I 
couldn’t picture you at a bar drinking beer and yelling 
at the TV.”
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“Am I that stuffy?”
“I found lecture fascinating, but you seemed 

irritated,” Eva replied.
“Yeah, well, I insulted the university president 

telling him there is no way Notre Dame’s Lou Holtz was 
a better coach than Michigan’s Bo Schembechler. As a 
result I’m teaching weekend classes,” he said with a sigh.

Laughing, Taylor leaned back. Her stool slid out 
from under her. Lightning quick, Dr. Morgan slipped 
his arms around her waist to prevent her from falling 
on the floor. He held her against him nose to nose. 
Smelling his cologne, feeling his hard body, and staring 
into those sexy blue eyes, she blushed. Her ears burned. 
She thought she’d burst into flames and had a hard time 
breathing again. She shouldn’t like her professor’s arms 
around her, but she did.

“Thanks,” she whispered, biting her bottom lip. 
“I’ll be back in a few minutes.” She tried not to stumble 
to the bathroom.

 
 
 
 

FROWNING, STUART STARED AT TAYLOR as she 
walked away. “She’s the one?” he mumbled, picking up 
her stool.

He knew he shouldn’t have cut the class short, but 
he didn’t want to miss kickoff. He needed some kind of 
normalcy to his disrupted routine. It had taken an extra 
fifteen minutes to talk Reese into letting him watch the 
game in peace. When he had entered the bar, he couldn’t 
believe his luck. She was sitting alone by the small TV.
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He enjoyed talking football with this sexy, young 
woman who was into it as much as he was. Her 
tenderness and compassion intrigued him. Could she 
really feel someone’s pain? He wondered if she could 
feel his, because his mood lightened just being around 
her. The pressure against his chest lessened, allowing 
him to take deeper breaths.

Putting his self-control to the test, he had resisted 
the urge to touch her until she slipped off her stool. 
Without thinking, he wrapped his arms around her. His 
body jolted with an electric shock. His parents believed 
in the chemistry of love at first sight. This wasn’t it, was 
it?

He slowly turned toward the bar to sip his beer. 
What the hell was the matter with him? He shook his 
head. He was mistaken. This was lust. It had been a 
while. He pushed his beer away and rubbed his hand 
through his hair. This was not the best time for anything, 
and she was his student for God’s sake. He felt drawn to 
her nonetheless.

“She’s the one what?” Eva asked, moving to sit on 
Taylor’s stool.

He jumped. “Huh?” He tried to shake off the zap 
but couldn’t.

Eva’s eyes narrowed. “She’s the one what?” she 
demanded.

He sighed. “I’m her professor. I’m not supposed to 
like her, but I do,” he said quietly.

Eva laughed. He didn’t think it was funny. He had 
a big problem—his resolve weakened.
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TAYLOR WALKED TOWARD THE END of the 
bar and saw Eva in her seat next to the professor. She 
grimaced at her sudden twinge of jealousy. Talking to 
people, especially guys, came easy to Eva. Once, she had 
Eva teach her how to flirt. It came off embarrassingly 
fake. As a result, she left the hair twisting and eyelash 
fluttering to the pros, like Eva and Cindy. Taylor loved 
Eva like a sister so why would she care that men liked 
her better? She had her plan, and she’s only talking 
football, and, jeez, he’s her professor.

She sat on the other stool closest to the TV. Looking 
back at her, Eva grinned. Frowning, Taylor switched 
their beer mugs and averted her eyes to hide her hurt 
feelings.

Eva laughed. “Settle down,” she whispered to her. 
“I’m going to give Joe hell for making us watch on this 
tiny screen. He just walked in.” She leaned closer. “He’s 
all yours.”

Stunned, she choked on her mouthful of beer. Was 
she that easy to read? Sips from now on. Don’t make a 
fool of yourself in front of your professor.

Dr. Morgan moved to Eva’s stool to be closer—
to her or to the TV? God, she needed to calm down. 
Blowing out a breath, she pushed her mug away.

She tried to focus on the game. “I hope the coach 
told special teams to stay in their lanes. I don’t want to 
get burned again like last week,” she said.

“Hey, you want another pitcher?” Johnny asked, 
already grabbing the empty one.

“Coke for me. I have class tomorrow, and the 
professor has me taking a ton of notes,” she replied with 
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a smirk.
“Make it two,” Dr. Morgan said to him. He grinned 

and leaned toward her ear. “I heard he likes giving essay 
tests, too.”

She smiled at the intimacy. His warm breath on her 
ear made her body rigid with awareness. She didn’t dare 
lose herself in his gaze. After the game, she grabbed her 
bag and jacket. Dr. Morgan followed her out the door. 
She zipped her jacket against the chilly afternoon. All of 
the leaves had turned brown and created a wet, slippery 
layer across the sidewalk. She walked with care.

“Are you on campus?” he asked beside her.
“Yeah, Burke’s Hall. Where are you staying?”
“The guest apartments for visitor speakers and 

professors who want to stay on campus.”
“I’m going that way, too,” she said, secretly happy 

to be with him a little longer.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SUNDAY

NEEDING COFFEE AFTER ANOTHER RESTLESS 
night, Stuart stopped at the student union for breakfast 
on the way to the Hyde Building. He left his car parked 
at the visitor apartment, so he could enjoy the sunny 
fifty degrees. Only a few students milled about. He’d 
rather be in bed, too. His mind jumped to wanting 
Taylor Valentine in his bed. God, it had to be lust. He 
never had any interest in his students, even though 
many tried to entice him. This was different. She didn’t 
pursue him. They talked football and enjoyed the game. 
He wanted what he couldn’t have, plain and simple. He 
knew he’d get burned, but she tempted him to light the 
match anyway.

While eating half of his bagel with cream cheese, 
he juggled the other half, his coffee, and his briefcase. 
Hurrying, he took a shortcut among a dozen cars 
scattered throughout the parking lot. When his cell 
rang, he set his coffee on the trunk of a rusted Chevy. 
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He unclipped his cell from his belt, and the bagel landed 
face down on the pavement.

“Damn,” he said into the phone as he leaned down 
to pick up the gritty mess.

“Not a morning person, Doc?” Reese asked.
Before he could answer, a shot rang out. Stuart 

dropped to the ground and looked around the car’s 
bumper. His coffee tipped over and splattered next to 
him.

“Reese, where are you? I’m getting shot at in the 
student parking lot,” he said, hearing another shot then 
screeching tires.

“Shit, I’ll be right there.”
After taking a deep breath, he peeked above the 

trunk. Thick white exhaust followed the exiting car. He 
couldn’t see the make, model, or license plate. Pushing 
thoughts of war to the back of his mind, he brushed the 
dirt off his black slacks. His peacoat and white dress 
shirt had smears of gritty cream cheese and stains of 
coffee.

“Are you all right?” Reese asked, huffing next to 
him.

“Yeah, someone took two shots at me,” he said, 
picking up the cup with a bullet hole in the center. “I 
gotta go back to my car for a clean shirt.”

“Jesus, what the hell are you doing walking around 
campus?”

“I get your point.” After dumping the bagel in the 
trash, he handed Reese the empty coffee cup and headed 
back to his car. “I’ll drive back. Are you going to call 
campus security about the hole in the Chevy’s trunk?”

“Yeah. Did you see anything?” Reese asked.
“No. Do you think he followed me to Kalamazoo 
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from Ann Arbor?”
Reese scanned the area as they walked. “Yes. 

Last night, I received the report on those letters from 
Detective Larsen. The cops think they were written by a 
female from this area.”

“From Kalamazoo? Who?” He popped open the 
trunk to his dark blue Mustang and pulled out a gray 
t-shirt from his overnight bag.

“When was the last time you taught a class here?”
“Last year.”
“That’s about the time the letters started,” Reese 

stated.
After tossing his coat in the trunk, he unbuttoned 

his ruined shirt and put on the gray tee. “So you think 
it’s a student?” he asked, tucking the t-shirt into his 
black dress pants.

“I’ll get the class list and check out a few other 
leads,” Reese said, getting into the car.

Stuart drove past the rusted Chevy and parked in 
the employee section closest to the Hyde building. “This 
seems so absurd. Why would a female student want to 
kill me over a class she attended last year?”

“Maybe she’s in this class, too. Any chance she’s a 
spurned lover?”

He glared. “I’ve never had a relationship with a 
student.”

“Are you sure that’s the answer you want to give me? 
I saw you walking with a hotty after the game yesterday. 
Personally, I would have chosen the fiery redhead.”

Stuart stood next to his car door and looked over 
at him. “You’re following me?”

Reese leaned his elbows on the vinyl roof. “It’s my 
job. Listen, Stuart. I don’t care who you’re doing. Just 
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don’t lie to me. I’m trying to keep you safe.”
“I get that, Reese. I repeat. I have never been in a 

relationship with a student.”
“But you’d like one with Taylor Valentine.”
“It’s not like that.”
Reese grinned. “Of course not. She’s different, 

right? Did you ever think she’s working her wiles, so she 
can kill you up close and personal?”

Stuart wanted to take a swing at him. Instead, he 
laughed. “Her wiles? How old are you? Fifty? Go find 
the shooter.”

“Oh, I will,” he replied. “I’ll clean this up first. I’m 
not looking forward to your lecture. I hated history in 
high school and still do.”

 
 
 
 

BACK FOR THE EARLY MORNING class, Taylor’s 
arms were full with her jacket, backpack, and another 
large coffee. She had washed her hair and left her hat 
in the room. She even wore some lip-gloss. He was 
handsome and charming.

Even though they had some things in common, 
could she really compete with the likes of Cindy Carter? 
Speaking of the Barbie Doll, she strolled in wearing 
heels and a football jersey as a dress. Taylor almost 
dropped her coffee.

“Hey, Cindy,” Eva said, sitting down in the same 
seat as yesterday. “What’s with the jersey?”

Cindy smiled sweetly. “I heard Professor Morgan 
loves football.”
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“He does but not that team.” Eva laughed at the 
Michigan State jersey.

“Football’s football,” Cindy replied, turning back 
around.

Taylor figured she could check her off the list as 
competition. Whoa! What was she thinking? It was only 
a game and a short walk.

Eva leaned over. “Nice lip gloss, and don’t worry 
about Cindy.”

God, it’s scary when Eva does that. “Am I that 
obvious? Please say I’m not turning into her,” she 
whispered back.

“Not a chance. Yesterday was the first time I saw 
you relaxed around a guy.” Eva nodded toward the door. 
“This should be good.”

Dr. Morgan set his scuffed briefcase on the table 
and looked around the room. He cringed at Cindy’s State 
jersey. She and Eva stifled a laugh. During the breaks, 
Cindy monopolized him. He ignored her outrageous 
advances and seemed oblivious to her obscene 
suggestions. Why didn’t Cindy just strip down and give 
him a lap dance? It would have been less apparent.

Taylor smiled when he looked her way. He 
acknowledged her with eye contact. That was good, 
right? He looked very fine in his tight gray t-shirt. It 
accentuated those stunning blue eyes. She fought 
against staring.

She scrambled to write everything down and 
hoped she could read her chicken scratch later. Eva 
jotted down only a few words. With an eidetic memory, 
Eva never forgot a thing.

Taylor observed sophomore Lindsay Brant with 
thick pink streaks in her black hair. She lived on the 
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floor below them. She, too, wrote only a few words in 
her notebook. Glancing over Cindy’s shoulder, Taylor 
saw heart-shaped teddy bears with Cupid’s arrows on 
her notebook.

Eva raised her hand. “Dr. Morgan, why are the 
name references different? For example, the North 
referred to it as the Battle of Bull Run while the South 
called it Manassas.”

That was a great question. Why couldn’t she 
impress him with a question like that? Probably because 
the Civil War was gobble-de-gook to her.

“I’m glad someone caught the references. Although 
some battles shared the same name, such as Gettysburg, 
the South had a tendency to name these incidents after 
towns, buildings, or railroad crossings. The North 
named the battles after the closest geographical feature 
like creeks, rivers, or peaks …”

Well, if she couldn’t come up with a good question, 
she may as well stay close to Eva and have her excellence 
through association. After class, they stuffed their 
notebooks into their bags. Dr. Morgan came over and 
said he appreciated their attentiveness.

When Eva and the rest quickly left to catch a nap 
before another week of classes, he blocked her way. 
“Same bar stool next week?” he whispered a few inches 
from her.

Blushing, she smiled. “Will we get out early?”
“Possibly.” When he grinned, she thought her legs 

would give out.
“That’s exciting,” Eva said as they walked back to 

their dorm room. “A covert meeting in a darkened bar.”
“Oh, I didn’t think of that. It doesn’t matter, does 

it? I mean, it’s the game at a bar, not a date, right?”
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“I guess it’s how you look at it. He asked you out to 
a bar, didn’t he?” Eva said.

“Well, yeah, to watch the game. That doesn’t count. 
Besides there are rules about dating your professor,” she 
said, suddenly bummed. “As gorgeous as he is, I can’t 
break the rules. It’s giving me an ulcer just thinking 
about it. I follow the straight and narrow.”

“You need to lighten up. He’s a guest professor, and 
who’ll know?” Eva said.

“Yeah, just my luck, I bend the rules, and there goes 
my education. I have my plan. You know how important 
that is to me. Besides, I don’t even know him.”

“We’ll see about that.”
 

 
 
 

IN THE EMPTY CLASSROOM, STUART shuffled his 
papers and absently jammed them into his briefcase. 
He had asked Taylor to watch the game with him next 
week. He couldn’t help himself. Taylor had brightened 
his weekend. He liked the distraction from the chaos. 
He sighed as Reese strolled down the steps to the front 
desk.

“What’d you find out?” Stuart asked.
Reese sat in the front row middle and wobbled 

in the unbalanced desk chair. “It seems as if I had you 
pegged all wrong, Doc. You really aren’t as boring as you 
say. Women fawn over you.” He did a mocking version 
of Cindy Carter, wrapping her finger around her hair 
while batting her eyelashes.

“That’s annoying,” he replied. “What’d you find 
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out?”
Reese tilted the desk chair back. “This is what I 

don’t understand. Three hot young women in this class 
clamored for your attention. You ignored them and 
kept a close eye on Taylor Valentine. What do you see 
in her?”

“I thought you didn’t care.”
Reese laughed. “So she does interest you?”
Ignoring the question, he clicked his briefcase shut. 

“Go home, Reese. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Bright and early,” he replied, following him out 

the door.
Before heading back to Ann Arbor, he drove up 

the circular driveway to a colonial-style home. After 
stopping in front, he jumped out and rang the doorbell.

“Stuart, you’re just in time for dinner,” Doris said, 
standing back to let him in. Younger by a couple years, 
she had a slim, enhanced figure with a sophisticated 
style in her clothes and home décor.

“I can’t stay. Where is he?”
“Have a seat, and I’ll find him.”
Instead, he paced across the marble tile next to the 

door. Seeing him coming down the wide hallway, Stuart 
met him halfway. “Why are you doing this to me? Reese 
is driving me nuts.”

Bob steered him into the more inviting living 
room with burgundy wallpaper and an abundance of 
pillows tossed on the sofas and chairs. “It’s for your own 
good. When you told me about the letters, I had to do 
something because you hadn’t. This is serious.”

“So serious that someone shot at me this morning,” 
he replied, rubbing his hands through his hair. That 
brought back unwanted memories from his time as a 
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Marine.
“Did Reese find him?” Bob asked, pushing an olive 

green pillow aside before sitting on the sofa.
Stuart paced. “The police believe a woman from 

this area wrote the letters. Reese has it in his head that 
it’s a student.”

“He knows what he’s doing. I trust him. That’s why 
I hired him. Stay for dinner, and we’ll talk it out.”

“I have reports to grade. You tell Reese to back off 
around my students.”

“I think you should start carrying your gun,” Bob 
replied.

Shaking his head, he slammed the door on the way 
out. He refused to carry a gun ever again.

 
 
 
 

BEFORE TAYLOR ENTERED HER AND Eva’s dorm 
room, she heard the thumping of heavy boots down 
the hall. Without looking, she smiled. Joe Roberts slid 
through her door before it fully opened. He yanked her 
in and quickly closed it.

The room had enough space for two twin beds 
and two desks. They had stuffed their dressers into 
the four-foot-square, walk-in closet for a little more 
breathing room. Even though they had to use the floor’s 
communal bathrooms and showers, every room had 
a small sink and mirror by the door. Tossing her keys 
on her desk, she smiled at the two photos on her desk. 
One was her mother and father’s wedding photo and 
the other was her, Joe, and Eva—the first time she had 
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laughed since her parents’ deaths. Joe was cradling Eva 
in his arms while Taylor rode on his back. Taken at 
College Freshmen Orientation, it was the beginning of 
their next adventure together. Her best friends were her 
family.

Eyeing Joe, she set her backpack on the floor by her 
bed. After dropping his jean jacket on her desk chair, 
he stretched out on Eva’s tiny bed. It dipped under his 
weight. Her dark-haired, green-eyed hunk of a friend 
practically lived in their room. Many of their floor mates 
speculated until Eva set them straight. They seemed 
relieved that he was like a brother. They wanted to 
chase after him. What those young women didn’t know 
was that Joe did the pursuing. He had a nasty habit of 
enjoying the chase more than the catch. He bored easily, 
which didn’t bode well for the women on campus.

“Who are you hiding from?” she asked, shoving his 
boots off Eva’s comforter.

“Nobody. I just wanted to hang out.”
“So you don’t mind if I open the door,” she said.
“I do mind.”
Frowning, she folded her arms and leaned against 

the closet door. “I’m not helping you again.”
“Please,” he begged, “just one more time.”
“You’re a jerk. You said that three times ago. Do it 

yourself.”
He jumped from the bed and took her hand. 

“Taylor, pleeaase. You know I hate hurting them.”
“Then why do you? Jeez, Joe, if I didn’t know the 

real you, I’d hate your guts,” she said, slapping his hands 
away.

He sighed. “That’s the thing. I keep searching for 
that one. I haven’t found her yet.”
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“Well, slow down. You need to improve your 
karma. You’ll find her when you’re supposed to,” she 
replied.

He stepped toward her, and she hugged him. “Your 
mom used to say that,” he said, squeezing her. “You’re 
right, it’s just—” Before he could finish, someone 
knocked. He got down on one knee and silently begged. 
After pushing him over, she cracked open the door.

“Um, hi,” the freckled freshman said. “I’m looking 
for Joe Roberts. I was told he stayed in this room.”

“Joey’s not here yet. Can I help you with something?” 
She pinched Joe in the arm as he stood behind the door.

“Are you his sister?” the young woman asked. Her 
doe eyes blinked up at her.

Taylor twisted Joe’s skin. “Excuse me, but how do 
you know my husband?”

“Oh, um, from class. Never mind.” With tears in 
her eyes, she raced for the stairwell.

Taylor slowly shut the door. Leaving her hands 
on it, she sighed then turned back around. Rubbing 
his arm, Joe was leaning on the windowsill across the 
room. She didn’t like hurting those girls either. Angry 
at him for involving her and disappointed in herself for 
appeasing him, she threw her pocket dictionary at him. 
He dodged it.

“Consider that our divorce,” she said.
He picked up the paperback and set it on her bed. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, kissing her cheek. “I’ll make it up 
to you.”

“Go away. I have to study.”
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WEDNESDAY

LATE GETTING OUT OF BIOCHEM, Taylor hustled 
across campus. She’d make it to the chiropractor’s office 
in time for her first massage patient of the afternoon. 
Without stopping, she unzipped a side pocket on her 
backpack and pulled out a granola bar. Lunch on the 
move. She didn’t mind though.

Massage therapy was hard work, but she loved her 
job. When a person came in with pain and left without it, 
it was a satisfying high. That’s the best part. The physical 
part wasn’t so bad as long as she stretched her hands, 
wrists, and arms before she started. That workout and 
the walking on campus kept her in shape.

However, she has developed certain rules over 
the four years. She doesn’t talk about her personal life 
with her clients. Most don’t even ask. She never hangs 
out with them. Those who want to socialize generally 
want free massages. As bad as those rules seem, it was 
safer and more comfortable for her. To most, she was a 


