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ONE WAY OR ANOTHER, there’d be hell to pay. Scott eased from the warm bed. Somehow he had to get some studying done before class and before Lana was hot and heavy for another session of mattress mambo. 

“Andrew Scott Holt, get your butt back in this bed.” Lana patted the spot he’d just left. 

He shook his head and kept heading to his desk. “Can’t, babe. I’ve a Torts exam tomorrow.” 

His fiancée pulled her lush lips into a familiar pout. “I’ll be so glad when you get out of law school. I’m sick of your nose being stuck in a book all the time. Makes me feel downright insignificant.” 

“Not gonna work. I’m on to your tricks...this time,” he added with a grin. When Lana put her mind to it, she could be damned distracting—which was most of the time. 

“I thought when we moved in together we’d spend all our time in bed.” 

“If that’s the case, we should’ve waited ’til I’m out of law school.” 

“But that’s another year and a half,” she whined. 

Another year and a half. He gave a mental groan. 

“What was that?” 

“What?” Had he groaned aloud? 

“I thought I heard you moan.” 

“Guys don’t moan.” Still focused on his purpose, he sat down and opened the text book. “Spring break’s not that far away. We’ll go to Florida and spend the week in bed.” Maybe that would distract her.

She rose to her knees. “We can spend our time in bed now. We don’t have to go to Florida. Spring Break is for partying.” 

Scott gritted his teeth, stood and calmly collected his laptop and textbooks. 

“Where’re you going? I thought you had to study.” 

“I do. Heading to the library...for some peace and quiet.” 

“Fine. And maybe when you get back I won’t be here.” 

He could only hope. “Suit yourself.” 

“No. No. No. Wait a minute.” Lana hopped from the bed and thrust her arms around his waist. “I’m sorry. I know I’m a little bitchy. You forgive me, don’t you? I’ve a better idea. Why don’t we get married during Spring Break?” She gazed up at him, lips parted. 

“That’s not the plan. After law school. That way I’ll support you the way a husband should.” 

“I don’t want to wait. I can quit grad school now and support you. We’re a modern couple...equals.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
R
i 5

e






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





