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But if it be a sin
to covet honor, I am the most offending soul alive.

~William Shakespeare
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Chapter One

 


My twenty-first birthday had started like
any other day.

I awoke alone. The house was deserted. No
doubt my aunt, whom I lived with, had passed out at the bar or gone
home with some random stranger.

I ran a brush through my long, dark hair
until it lay perfectly straight down my back. I washed my face and
picked out something to wear for the day. I decided on a white
fitted T-shirt, blue jean shorts, and sandals. It would be warm
again, as was usual in the panhandle of Florida.

The high school bus pulled up out front, and
I sat in the garage waiting for it to leave and make its way down
the road. I hated being stuck behind it with all of the kids
pointing and laughing at me out of the back window. Once I was
certain the coast was clear, I backed out of the garage in my
beat-up white Rabbit.

I turned on the radio, plugged my iPhone
into the tape deck adapter, and listened to Mozart the entire
drive. Classical music had a way of calming me down.

I hated going to Kippling College. I never
felt like I fit in. People treated me like an alien because I had
transferred from Michigan just before high school graduation. Many
of the people in my courses were from my school. The truth was, I
would have given anything to be back in Michigan.

I pulled into the gym parking lot just
before eight. I was cutting it close, but honestly I didn’t care.
My grades were perfect, and I could have a 4.0 without ever
attending. Unfortunately, if I didn’t show up, my scholarships
could be taken away.

My day started with a workout in Aerobics
101. I slinked into the locker room and changed into the oversized
T-shirt and baggy black shorts.

An hour later, I finished playing a game of
basketball—a game I still didn’t know the rules to—with the girls
from a sorority.

My team lost, but I didn’t care either way.
I changed back into my normal clothes and walked across the campus
to my second class.

Everything before lunch was a blur. The
professors were working on things I had long since learned. I sat
alone at the end of a long table in the cafeteria and nibbled at my
pizza. I hated this place with a passion. I was ready to graduate
and move on with my life. I knew that without my degree I’d be
forced to stay in this town and work a low-paying job for the rest
of my existence.

I grabbed my books and headed for my car to
retrieve my World Society and Culture book that I had
forgotten. By the time I made it to class, everyone was in their
seats and waiting for the professor to speak. I slipped in and kept
my head low as I walked to the back of the classroom. I slipped
into a desk and looked to the front of the class.

“Now that we’re all here, I’d like to
introduce myself. Ms. Gibbs will be out for a few months due to
medical issues. My name is Mr. Honor.”

His hair was dark and messy. His eyes were a
piercing blue, which matched the button-up shirt that hugged his
muscular chest perfectly. The top button was undone, and I could
see a white wifebeater below. His dark-wash jeans hung low on his
hips. He was a lot younger than most of my professors. He looked to
be in his late twenties, but his demeanor seemed like the
confidence of someone much older. As he spoke, everyone grew quiet.
All of the girls in the room hung on his every word. When he licked
his lips, there was a collective gasp throughout the room from the
girls.

When the class ended, many of the girls
lingered until Mr. Honor made it a point to move everyone along to
their next class.

“You, come here for a moment,” he said,
pointing at me.

My breath hitched in my throat as I gathered
my books and walked up between the desks to him. I tucked my hair
behind my ear and waited.

He was leaning back casually on the top of
his desk and twirling a ruler in his hand. I couldn’t take my eyes
off his hands. His fingers moved rhythmically, flipping the ruler.
My cheeks burned as I imagined what else his hands could do.

“Yes?” I asked, the words coming out more
high pitched than I intended.

“What is your name?” he asked, and for a
moment, I couldn’t remember. My cheeks burned what I’m sure was a
deep crimson as I struggled to have a coherent thought. He smiled
briefly, and I wished that I were in on his private joke.

“Emma. Emma Townsend,” I blurted out when it
finally came to me. His smile widened, and my heart completely gave
up. I didn’t know how much longer I could stand in front of him
before my legs gave out from nerves.

“Emma.” My name rolled off his tongue, and
it was the most beautiful sound I had ever heard. “Please try to
make it to class on time. Tardiness will not be tolerated. Next
time, there will be consequences,” he said as he continued to spin
the ruler in his hand. I was mesmerized.

“Yes, sir,” I replied with a hint of sarcasm
in my voice. His lip twitched, and his smile turned much more
sinister.

“Get to class, Ms. Townsend.” His eyes
locked onto mine. I was not sure what to say, so I turned on my
heel and made my way to my next class, my heart thumping in my
throat.

The rest of the day flew by in a haze. All I
could think about was Mr. Honor. I wondered what his first name was
and if he was seeing anyone. Not that it mattered. I was a social
pariah in this school. Part of that was my fault. I never made an
effort to get to know anyone, because I didn’t plan on staying here
after I graduated.

By the time I had finished my classes, I
didn’t even know what any of the professors had said.

When I got home, my aunt Judy was cooking
something on the stove.

“That smells great,” I said, realizing I had
not eaten very much today.

“Food’s in the fridge. Make yourself
something,” she replied coldly.

I rolled my eyes and went back the hall to
my bedroom. I started working on my homework, but I couldn’t
concentrate on anything. My thoughts always went back to him. The
way his fingers moved, the look in his eye, and that incredibly
devilish smile.

When the house fell silent, I went to the
kitchen to fix myself something to eat.

My aunt had left food and dirty dishes
strewn about the countertops, so I set to cleaning before preparing
dinner. Once the dishwasher was loaded and the counters wiped off,
I made myself spaghetti and sat on the couch to read a romance
novel.

I spent most of my free time reading. It was
a great escape from reality. Unfortunately, all I could picture was
Mr. Honor when it came to the hero’s big love scene, so I put my
book away and opted for reality television instead.


Chapter Two

 


I woke just after six with my phone’s alarm
buzzing in my ear. I had passed out in front of the television in
the living room. Luckily my aunt didn’t come home last night, or
she would have undoubtedly awakened me to lecture on how
uncomfortable it made her male companions to have someone sprawled
out on the floor.

I raced through a shower and slid on an old
pair of torn up jeans and a tank top. My hair was still damp when I
left for class, but it was so hot out that I didn’t mind. The air
conditioner in my car was no better than having the windows
down.

My hair was practically dry by the time I
made it to the college. I headed toward the gym, taking the long
route so I could walk past Mr. Honor’s room. His door was closed,
but through the little window, I could see him sliding on his dark
gray, long-sleeved button-up shirt. A deep black tribal tattoo
wrapped around his muscular shoulder and stopped just at the nape
of his neck. He turned around as he pulled the shirt closed, and I
darted from the window hoping he hadn’t seen me staring at him.

Working out was an absolute disaster. Today
the girls of Delta Zeta decided to torture the class with
high-impact aerobics, but since my mind was elsewhere, I seemed to
trip over myself the entire time. With a fresh headache and a
bruised ego, I walked to my next class.

Algebra was boring as usual, and I spent
most of the class time doodling in my notebook as opposed to taking
notes. It was a relief when class ended, and I could finally
leave.

I made my way to the cafeteria. There wasn’t
anywhere for me to sit alone, so I squeezed my tray onto the end of
a table and did my best to avoid contact with anyone. It is not
that the people there were horribly mean; I just didn’t like to
invest myself in relationships that would soon end. Maybe that was
because we would all be going off to start our own lives, or maybe
because I have a tendency to move around a lot, or maybe I was
still learning to cope with the death of my parents. The reason
didn’t matter. I preferred to be by myself. I would probably stay
at home locked in like a prisoner if it were not for college.
Technically, I could drop out at any time, but I only had a few
more weeks left, and I knew I would regret not getting my degree in
history.

The phone alarm rang, jarring me from my
thoughts. It was time for Mr. Honor’s class, and I considered
ditching. I was sure he had seen me gawking through the window on
his classroom door, and I didn’t want him looking at me as if I
were a weirdo. I remembered his threat about being late, and
reluctantly, I headed to class. I slipped in while other students
were milling around. He didn’t take notice of my presence, and I
was grateful. Although, something inside of me ached to be
noticed.

The girls fawned over him as if he were a
rock star. He looked embarrassed, but his eyes made me think he
enjoyed the attention more than he let on.

“Take your seats. It’s time for a pop quiz,”
he announced, and the room collectively groaned.

I was happy not to have to talk to anyone,
so the quiz was a welcome distraction. Halfway through the period,
I struggled to come up with answers. This was unlike me, since I
had already read most of the book in my spare time. I bit my lip
and tucked my hair behind my ear.

Someone dropped a textbook near the front of
the class with a heavy thud. I jumped in my seat and looked up
nervously. My eyes caught Mr. Honor’s as he stared back at me, his
gaze unwavering.

My heart leaped into my throat, and I bit
down harder on my bottom lip. He licked his lips in that incredibly
sexy way, before breaking eye contact with me and shuffling through
the papers on his desk. I looked back down at my paper, but it
might as well have been in Greek. I wrote down some half-assed
answers and walked to the front of the room to turn it in just as
class ended. I sat my paper on his desk and left the room as
quickly as possible.

My heart was going a mile a minute, so I
ducked into the restroom and splashed cold water on my face. I
heard a group of girls open the door, so I slipped inside a stall
to be alone until I could calm myself down. A few minutes passed,
but the group of girls still lingered. I reluctantly opened the
door so I could leave.

A girl with long, curly blonde hair asked,
“Hey! You’re that smart girl in Professor Nevin’s class, aren’t
you?”

“I suppose that’s me,” I answered shyly. “My
name is Emma.”

“I’m Claire, and this is Becka,” she
replied, motioning to the girl with short, unnaturally red hair who
stood beside her.

I smiled and nodded. Not knowing what to say
next, I turned for the door.

“Want to get high?” Claire called after me,
and I stopped for a moment, not sure how to answer.

“Sure,” I replied nervously. I was already
late for the next class, and coming in halfway through would be
worse than not showing up at all.

A smile beamed across Claire’s face as she
pulled a mint tin from her bag. She opened it and pulled out a
joint. I had gotten high once before, so I knew what to expect.
Claire lit the joint, inhaled, and passed it to Becka as she
coughed and sputtered.

“You okay?” I asked as her face turned beet
red. She nodded as Becka shoved the joint in my face. I took a
small hit and struggled to hold it in. My lungs burned from the
harsh intrusion, and I began to hack and cough worse than Claire
had.

“Here,” I said, holding it out for Claire to
take again. She spontaneously broke into a giggle fit. I didn’t
know what was so funny, but her laughter was contagious, and soon
we were all gasping for air and laughing louder and louder as we
passed the joint a few more times.

“Girls!” a loud booming voice called from
outside the door.

“Shh…,” Claire whispered entirely too
loudly.

“Come out here right now!” The voice called
again.

“You go!” Claire said, shoving me toward the
door.

“No!” I protested.

“I’m on probation!” Becka whispered, and
whoever was on the other side of the door knocked, causing us all
to jump and stop talking.

“Fine, fuck it,” I muttered under my breath
as the girls scurried off into a stall. I took a deep breath and
pushed open the bathroom door. On the other side stood the most
beautiful man I had ever laid eyes on: Mr. Honor.

His jaw clenched and his eyes narrowed. He
was pissed, but I couldn’t help but laugh.


Chapter Three

 


“Emma? You think this is funny?” he
scolded.

I tried to stifle my giggles and shake my
head no, but when I held back a laugh, I also stopped breathing,
causing me to feel woozy. He grabbed my upper arm and squeezed
entirely too tightly, pulling me down the hall toward his room.
Luckily, the halls were empty and no one saw how ridiculously I was
behaving.

“You’re lucky I don’t have a class this
period,” he said. He glanced around the hall before shutting his
door and pulling down the shade that covered the window.

 


He ran his hands through his chestnut-brown
hair, and it fell perfectly back into place. I realized I was
staring and quickly looked away.

He walked to the desk, grabbed the ruler,
and started fidgeting with it.

“What are you gonna do? Spank me?” I joked
with a snort.

I should have been pleading with him not to
report me, but my head swirled and I just couldn’t summon the
energy to care. I bit my lip nervously and waited for him to yell
at me some more. He laughed but his smile didn’t reach his eyes
before they narrowed.

“You know, fifty percent of what people say
in jest is the truth.”

“Is that a fact?” My cheeks were burning but
I couldn’t help myself. The weed was like a truth serum burning
through my veins.

“Stop biting your lip,” he said angrily, and
slapped the ruler on the desk, apparently losing his train of
thought.

I jumped and bit my lip harder by accident,
drawing blood. “I’m sorry,” I said under my breath, not knowing
what else to say. I touched my lip and pulled my fingers back,
looking at the smattering of blood.

He stood up from his desk and walked toward
me.

My stomach fluttered, and my knees grew
weak. He brushed his thumb across my lower lip, his blue eyes
locked dead onto mine. I sucked in a ragged breath and held it,
afraid that if I moved it would break me from this dream.

“Breathe,” he whispered as he leaned in
close enough for me to feel his warm breath across my face, sending
a chill down my body. A loud ringing broke the spell, and he closed
his eyes for a moment before turning to dig his cell phone out from
his pocket.

I stood there awkwardly as he talked. His
answers were clipped, but I couldn’t tell if the person he was
talking to was male or female. His eyes danced up and down my body
as he spoke, and I could feel my cheeks burning.

I bit the edge of my lip but stopped when he
narrowed his eyes at me. I began wandering around the room and
reading the posters on the wall. I felt rude standing there
listening to his conversation.

“You should get to your next class,” he said
into my ear.

His hot breath on my neck made my body melt.
My eyes closed reflexively. I had not even heard him end his
call.

“So, I’m not in trouble?” I asked, too
nervous to turn around and face him.

“I didn’t say that.” From the tone of his
voice, I could tell he was smiling. I sucked in another ragged
breath and nodded my head.

“Yes, sir.” I grabbed my books and snuck
back out into the hall as everyone else filtered out of their
classrooms.

I couldn’t tell if I was still buzzing from
the weed or from my encounter with Mr. Honor. Halfway down the
hall, Claire and Becka rushed to my side.

“Oh my God, Emma, I’m so sorry!” Becka
apologized.

“Who was it?” Claire asked. She had looped
her arm with mine. I was not certain if it was a friendly gesture
or if she was still too stoned to walk straight.

“Come on! Tell us! Did you get in trouble?”
Becka asked, stepping in front of me so I would have to answer.

“I think it will be okay,” I replied, not
sure what had just happened. Part of me thought I had made it all
up in a stoned daydream. I could still feel a tingling in my lips
from where Mr. Honor had run his finger across them.

“Did you tell them our names?” Claire asked.
I could tell all she was worried about was herself. I paused for a
moment as they hung onto my every breath.

“No. I didn’t say your names. You guys owe
me big!” I finally said. They threw their arms around me and
thanked me. “I got to go. I can’t miss another class,” I said as I
pried their arms off me.

Claire frowned. “Want to hang out later?”
she asked.

I didn’t know how to respond.

“Get to class, ladies!” a voice boomed from
behind us. Goose bumps suddenly covered my body. It was Mr. Honor.
Claire and Becka reluctantly let go of me, and I snuck a glance
over my shoulder. His blue eyes burned into mine. I turned back
around quickly and made my way to my next class.

Everything was a blur. I couldn’t keep my
mind off him. At the end of class, Becka and Claire were waiting by
the door.

“Here’s my number if you want to go out
after classes,” Claire said as they followed me down the hall and
then outside.

It was the end of the day, and Mr. Honor was
standing outside of Emory Hall as we filed by. I couldn’t help but
stare at him. My mind begged me to look away, but my eyes betrayed
me.

“We were thinking of checking out that new
scary movie everyone is raving about. It starts at eight,” she
continued, oblivious to the fact that I was not paying
attention.

“Sure,” I said, not really knowing what I
was agreeing to. Mr. Honor smirked and I grinned back at him.

“So you’ll come?” Becka asked.

I stopped dead in my tracks as Mr. Honor
slid back inside the building.

“Yeah, I’ll come. What time did you say?” I
asked.

“Eight o’clock. Don’t be late. The place
will be packed! Here’s my number.” she warned me and I smiled,
slipping me a scrap of paper with her phone number.

“I’ll be there,” I promised as they headed
off to the parking lot.


Chapter Four

 


I sat in my car replaying everything that
had happened. I couldn’t believe I was stupid enough to get high in
school. I was praying Mr. Honor wouldn’t tell anyone, but I was
fairly certain my secret was safe with him. Still, I couldn’t stop
thinking about what he said about being in trouble. What did he
mean exactly? As the parking lot cleared out, I started my car to
leave. I cranked the radio and sang along to “Crimson and Clover”
as I made my way to my aunt’s house.

I groaned at the thought of dealing with her
and wished I had the funds to live in the dorms. My thoughts
quickly turned to my new social engagement.

I pulled into the driveway cursing myself
for agreeing to a girls’ night out with the very girls who used me
as a scapegoat. I couldn’t entirely blame them. I was just as
guilty for what we did. Besides, had I not done it, I would have
never gotten to spend extra time with Mr. Honor. My heart fluttered
at the thought.

The house was empty, and I was glad no one
was around to ask me twenty questions about where I was going. I
slipped into the shower to get ready for the movie. I stayed under
the water, daydreaming until it ran cold, so I had to get out. I
wrapped a towel loosely around my chest and went to my bedroom to
find something to wear.

Most of my belongings were in boxes, so I
had to do a great deal of digging before finding something
suitable. Even though I had lived here for nearly five years, I
secretly planned to move back to Michigan. Putting my things in the
closet felt like giving up.

I decided on a black dress and simple black
heels. After getting dressed, I carefully curled the ends of my
hair. By the time I finished applying mascara, I looked at least a
few years older. I sat around listening to music and cleaning the
house to kill time.

When it was seven o’clock, I figured it was
a safe to leave. By the time I got to the theater and we got our
snacks, it would only be a short wait for the movie. I jumped in my
car and began backing out the driveway as headlights filled my
rearview mirror and a horn beeped.

I threw my car into park and sighed. My aunt
pulled her car alongside mine.

“Where ya headed?” she asked as her male
passenger looked off, seemingly uninterested and completely
wasted.

“Heading to the movies. Don’t wait up,” I
called over the engines.

“Oh, we won’t!” she replied, and her cheesy
grin made me nauseous. I rolled my eyes and backed the rest of the
way out of the driveway.

Finding the movie theater in the dark was a
lot harder than I had anticipated. Ihad to check the map function
on my phone several times before I finally saw the great big
theater sign along the side of the highway. I made three passes
around the parking lot until I found an available space. Everyone
had come out to see the new horror flick, Slash.

I felt self-conscious about my dress and
wondered if I should leave before anyone saw me. I was more of a
jeans and T-shirt kind of girl. I could claim my car broke down or
ran out of gas.

It was too late. I spotted Becka and Claire
making their way across the parking lot, waving at me to get my
attention. I reluctantly got out of the car and straightened my
dress.

“Stop tugging at that! You look great!”
Becka reassured me. She was wearing a similar outfit in deep
purple.

“Thanks,” I said shyly, tucking my hair
behind my ear.

“What am I, chopped liver?” Claire asked
from behind us, half joking.

“You look great, Claire!” I said, shooting
her a smile. She smiled back and I knew she was just being
insecure.

We waited in line outside of the building to
get our tickets.

“Do you have that new professor, Mr. Honor?”
Becka asked me, but she didn’t wait for me to answer. “God, he is
fucking hot!” she said, fanning herself.

I smiled and nodded my head.

“His eyes,” Claire added, and I bit my lip
and waited for the line to move.
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