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Chapter One

Don’t despair. When you least expect it, the hurt from Sam will dissolve and you'll fall head over
heels in love again. It could happen at any time in any place. Just make sure you're ready to accept and
embrace it when it happens.

Autumn Walker’s mother’s words flashed into her mind the moment she walked into the
condo association meeting and saw him.

The man who caught her attention was tall, with long legs, wide shoulders, a narrow waist,
and a taut ass. He might have stepped right off the cover of one of the Native American capture
romances she and her friends had devoured as teenagers. She could easily imagine him bare-
chested with long, very dark, silky hair pulled back from his face and hanging down his back as
he sat astride a horse without a saddle.

Two women, who she suspected were more interested in spending time in his bed than
they were in discussing proposed changes in condo fees, commanded his attention.

She stared at him, feeling herself going wet. What woman wouldn’t want to be up close
and personal with a man so sexy just the sight of him generated capture fantasies?

What she wouldn’t give for the courage to strut across the room and join the two women
clambering for his attention. She sighed. If only she were tall and slender with mounds of
flowing locks like the women vying to hold his interest. But the handsome, sexy male who
looked as if he’d just finished posing for the cover of a romance novel wasn’t likely to be
impressed with her five-foot, five-inch plump body or her short, natural hair and dark brown
skin. He probably preferred the tall, slender, blue-eyed blondes gazing so adoringly up at him.

Almost as if he felt her eyes on him, he suddenly turned his head, glanced briefly in
Autumn’s direction, looked away, and then did a double take. He arched a brow and locked his
gaze with hers.

Embarrassed at having been caught staring, Autumn still couldn’t look away from his dark,
sexy, probing gaze. Her heart raced and the erotic imagination she’d always struggled to
control since her divorce quickly flooded her mind with visions of standing naked before him
while he ran his big hands all over her body. Her cheeks burned at the delicious thought of
feeling his smooth palms spanking her naked, dark ass cheeks until they burned with heat.

Oh to feel him lubing her up before he gripped her hips and fucked her ass, slow and deep.
She bit her lip, going wet as she mentally savored the thought of him cupping his hands over
her breasts as he thrust in and out of her rear.

She wore a pretty pink dress with a skirt that ended just below her knees. He could easily
push up to expose a hot pink thong. Once he pushed that skimpy piece of fluff aside he’d have
easy access to both her ass and her pussy.

He arched a brow while the corners of his sensual lips slowly curved upward into an
appreciative smile. His gaze shifted down to her breasts for several long moments before he
looked into her eyes again.

Autumn caught her breath. Was she imaging things or did she detect a hint of interest in
his gaze? He had definitely checked out her breasts.

Both blondes glanced at Autumn. One then touched his arm. The other placed a hand
against his chest.

I quess they’re telling you he’s off limits. As if you needed that warning.

The object of all three women’s desire turned his attention back to the women surrounding
him.
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Autumn released a sigh of disappointment, still unable to tear her gaze away from him. He
was SO Sexy.

He spoke briefly to the two women before turning his attention back to Autumn.

She swallowed and stared into his almost hypnotic eyes. He must be interested in her.

The women spoke to him again, seemingly determined to reclaim his attention.

Briefly turning his gaze back to the women, he flashed a smile and spoke to them.

Autumn watched in amazement as he then quickly strolled towards her, ignoring the
women’s efforts to keep him at their sides.

She swallowed and moistened her lips while her heart hammered against her ribcage.

He stopped a foot or so in front of her. He extended his hand. “Hello.” He had a deep, sexy
voice.

“Hi.”

“I'm Seneka Elkhorn.”

Seneka Elkhorn. Nice name. Nice voice. Nice body. Sexy as hell man.

She held out her hand.

A shiver of anticipation danced down her spine when his fingers closed over hers. She
imagined him whispering sweet nothings in her ear in that deep, velvety voice as he caressed
her bare skin with the big warm hand cradling hers.

“And you are?” he prompted.

She blinked. “I'm sorry. What?”

“What's your name? Mine’s Seneka Elkhorn.”

Get a grip, woman and stop gawking as if you ve never met a sexy hunk! “ Autumn Walker.”

His eyes lingered on her bare left hand. “Autumn is my favorite time of the year.”

“Oh...is it?”

“Oh yes.” He smiled. “I see you're not wearing a ring, but is there a Mr. ‘She’s All Mine So
Back Off” lurking somewhere?”

She’d never been happier to be divorced and commitment free. She shook her head. “Not
anymore.”

His smile widened. “No? This must be my lucky night.”

His lucky night? Lost in a haze of erotic fantasies, she racked her brain for some witty
remark that would titillate and entertain him while making him want to get to know her.

She stole a glance at his left hand. Bare. Thank God.

The association president went to the podium. “Good evening, everyone. We have a
number of issues on the agenda so please find seats so we can begin.”

Autumn stifled a groan. Why did the blasted meeting have to start on time? She reluctantly
withdrew her hand from his. “I guess I'd better find a seat.”

He slipped a hand under her elbow. “Yes. Let’s do that.”

His fingers on her bare skin sent a tingle through her. She turned back to face him, hoping
she’d managed to conceal her emotional turmoil from him. “I see a seat—"

“A seat?” He nodded toward two empty seats on the other side of the room. “There are two
seats over there. Join me?”

She hesitated. Contemplating flirting with him as they waited for the meeting to start was
one thing. Sitting with him might be too close to a line she’d never crossed before. Her divorce
from Sam still stung. The reason he’d divorced her hadn’t changed enough to make a difference
in her life.
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“Autumn,” his fingers tightened on her elbow. He leaned down until his lips were a breath
away from her ear. “ won’t hurt you,” he promised softly.

She stared up into his dark eyes and felt almost as if he’d read her mind and knew of her
hurt. “What?”

“You can trust me, Autumn.”

Trust didn’t come easy. Having Sam walk out on her had hurt her heart and her pride
while damaging her self-esteem. When Sam left her, she’d decided lost love hurt and that love
in general was overrated. Since then she had managed to remain romantically unscathed by
channeling all her time and energy into preparing her students for careers in math and science.

Some of her students had done very well. She found satisfaction in celebrating their
triumphs with them. Her life wasn’t exciting. It was safe. Safety was important.

He caressed her elbow. “You can trust me, Autumn.”

Her desire to accept his word and trust him gave her pause. She knew nothing about him
except that she found him more sexually exciting than any man she’d ever met. He seemed to
want to spend at least an hour or so in her company. An hour wouldn’t make much difference
to him but it might act as a balm to her wounded ego.

She smiled up at him. “Okay.”

“Great.” He gave her a slow, warm smile before he led her over to the two empty chairs on
the other side of the room. Once she was seated he sat so close to her, his thigh pressed against
hers.

She attempted to draw her thigh away from his.

He responded by shifting in his seat in a manner that allowed him to press his thigh against
hers again.

She inhaled sharply and glanced at him.

He arched a brow and ensured she was even more aware of him by sliding an arm along
the back of her chair. He leaned so close she felt his breath on her cheek. “Relax, Autumn. I
don’t bite —at least not in public.”

She blushed and turned her attention back to the front of the room. If he touched her again,
she wasn’t sure how she’d respond.

He didn’t.

Nevertheless, she spent the entire meeting wondering if he were as aware of her as she was
of him. His thigh pressing against hers seemed to indicate he was yet each time she stole a
glance at him once the meeting started, his attention was on the podium. Later, she couldn’t
remember how she’d voted on the proposed condo fees.

After the meeting ended, he turned to look at her. “So you're all for increased condo fees?”

“What makes you think that?”

He shrugged. “You raised your hand when the president asked for a show of hands of
those in favor of the higher fees.”

“1did?”

His lips twitched. “You did.”

“Oh...hell!”

He laughed. “It would probably have passed anyway. Now for a really important question,
do you have any plans for the rest of the night?”

“No,” she admitted.

“Will you have a drink with me?”



The thought that she might somehow parlay the drink invitation into a night of wanton
and uncommitted sex, excited her senses and helped relax her inhabitations. “I'd like that,” she
admitted.

“So would I.” He smiled.

He smiled a lot and lord what a sexy smile. He was so handsome it was difficult not to stare
at him.

“Are you ready, Autumn?”

After three years of celibacy she was more than ready to subject herself to any situation that
would increase the possibility of their ending up in bed for the night. As improbable as she’d
thought it before the meeting started, she was now convinced he shared her sexual interest.

She nodded. “Yes, I'm ready.”

“Great.” He rose. “Do you have any objections to Patty’s?”

Patty’s was an upscale bar two blocks from their condo complex. She’d had drinks there
twice with friends. “No, I don’t.”

“Do you mind walking?”

Walking would extend their time together. “It’s a nice night for a walk.”

He nodded. “It’s a very nice night, Autumn.”

The steady glance he gave her left her in no doubt that he felt her presence increased the
beauty of the night. She smiled.

He extended his hand towards the exit. “Then let’s go.”

N,

They walked to Patty’s without speaking. Surprisingly, she felt comfortable with him and
with the silence.

At Patty’s, he escorted her to an empty booth with a view to the entrance. He asked her
what she wanted to drink before going to get their drinks.

She watched him walk to the bar. She’s always had a thing for men with long legs and tight
asses. Seneka Elkhorn had both. And he certainly looked good in a pair of tight jeans.

He returned to the table with a martini for her and bottled water for him.

“You're not drinking?”

He shook his head. “I need a clear head.”

She, on the other hand, wanted help in lowering her remaining inhibitions. “Why?”

“Because I find you incredibly...interesting.”

Oh, hell, yes! She smiled and sipped her drink.

He propped his elbows on the table, a slow smile curving his firm, sensual lips. “How long
have you lived at Oak Gardens, Autumn?”

“Just over a year. You?”

“I've lived here for the last two years. Why haven’t I seen you at any of the other
meetings?”

“I'm usually too busy grading papers to attend them.”

“Grading papers? What do you do for a living, Autumn?”

His steady regard allowed her to return his scrutiny without embarrassment. “I teach math
at Community College.”

“Atlast! A woman I can talk numbers to and have her really understand. This is indeed my
lucky night.”

She laughed. “What a wonderful man you must be, Seneka Elkhorn.”

His smile turned into a wide grin. “Discerning as well as pretty.”
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“Pretty?”
He nodded slowly, locking his gaze with hers. “Very, very pretty.”
A warm glow spread through her. “Thank you.”

“You're welcome. So you're discerning, very pretty, and modest. That's quite a heady

combination in one woman, Autumn.”

“And very full-figured.” There. She’d stated the obvious. If he had a problem with her

weight, she wanted to know upfront before she lost herself in his smiling gaze.

He frowned. “You make that sound like a bad thing.”
She moistened her lips. “It is for some men.”

He shrugged. “Different strokes for different folks.”
She liked the turn the conversation had taken. “Oh?”

“I can’t see how a woman having an ample amount of curves is anything but a plus.” He

grinned. “Besides, you're discerning enough to realize I'm rather wonderful. How did you
know? Does it ooze through my pores?”

She smiled, feeling completely relaxed with him. “Only a natural born charmer could make

the ability to understand numbers sound like a compliment or make being full-figured sound
like a plus.”

“Oh, but it is a plus to men who prefer women with lots of curves.” He took a sip of his

water. “I take it your ex didn’t?”

She sucked in a breath and slowly shook her head. “No. He didn’t.”
He glanced at her left hand. “Were you married?”

“Yes, but I'd rather not talk about him.”

“Okay. What would you like to talk about?”

“Seneka Elkhorn.”

“Me? Dull subject.”

She shook her head. “I doubt that.”

“All right. What would you like to know, Autumn?”

She’d never liked her name, but he almost made it sound like an endearment. “Elkhorn...
that...?” She paused. How did one ask a Native American what tribe he was from?

“My parents were Cherokee.”

“Your parents were Cherokee? That’s a unique way of stating your heritage.”
“I suppose it is.”

“What about you? Aren’t you Cherokee too?”

“Not so you'd notice.”

“You look...”

“My brothers and I are mainstream American.”

“Because of where you were born or for another reason?”

is

“At the time, our parents felt we’d do better if we strove to be Americans instead of

highlighting the fact that we’re Native Americans.”

“Where are you from?”

“My parents were born in Oklahoma.”
“Were you born there?”

“No. I was born in California.”

“So you're Cherokee?”

His lips twitched. “Yes, Autumn, Cherokee. Were you hoping I was from more movie

famous stock like Comanche or Apache?”
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“No!”

“No?”

She bit her lip and then laughed, but quickly sobered. “I'm sorry, Seneka. I meant no
offense.”

His smile held no trace of offense. “None taken. My brothers and I have grown used to
non-Native women who read...what do you call them? Capture romances and then went onto
weave fantasies of becoming a sex slave of a Comanche or an Apache warrior.”

Her cheeks burned.

He arched a brow. “Apparently such women suffer under the delusion that they make
better captors and or lovers.”

She sipped her drink before she responded. “Do they?”

“Hell, no.” He grinned. “Anytime you'd like proof, I'd be delighted to take you captive and
make you my sex slave.”

The muscles in her stomach tightened and she swallowed hard. “Your sex slave?”

“My sex slave.” He shrugged. “Or maybe you’d like to turn the tables on me and I'd wind
up being your sex slave.”

“My sex slave?”

He shrugged. “I'm a modern man—open to trying almost anything. Either way, count me
in any time you're in the mood to experiment.”

Take him up on his offer before he changes his mind or one of those blondes find a way to recapture
his attention. She parted her lips. Did she really want a one-night stand with a man who lived in
her complex that she’d have to worry about avoiding the day after?

Why worry about that when you ve never encountered him in over a year? Take a chance for once in
your life. No. Go slowly.

She cleared her throat and tore her gaze from his. “What do you do for a living, Seneka?”

“Not feeling very adventurous tonight?”

Her cheeks burned. “I've never been particularly adventurous.”

“A certain level of reserve, like lush curves, can be a charming quality in a woman.”

Oh, damn, but he was smooth.

He gave her a reassuring smile. “But I don’t want you to be uncomfortable with me. I'm a
CPA. My partner and I-"

“Your partner? Are you married or involved with anyone?” He didn’t wear a ring, but then
married men on the prowl often didn’t and the unasked question had been plaguing her from
the moment she set eyes on him.

He shook his head slowly. “No. By partner I meant my business partner. We're both
CPAs.”

He appeared to be in his thirties, which was well past the time when most men married.
“Why aren’t you married, Seneka?”

“I haven’t met anyone I want to marry.”

“Never?”

He sighed, sitting back in his chair. “I was married.”

“What happened?”

“I married my college sweetheart after graduation.”

“You're divorced too?”

“No. I'm a widower.” His Adam’s apple bobbed and he raked a hand through his hair.

Hearing the pain in his voice she decided his loss must be recent. “Can you talk about her?”
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He sighed again. “She died two years ago of lung cancer. It felt so unfair. Hell, neither of us
even smoked.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry, Seneka.”

His jaw clenched. “Thanks. She was the love of my life. It's been difficult trying to pick up
the pieces without her, but she made me promise that’s what I'd do. I've finally learned to
accept her death and to be thankful for the time we had together.”

“How long were you married?”

“Thirteen and a half years.” He shook his head. “That wasn’t nearly long enough with her.”

Autumn suppressed a surge of jealously. It must have been wonderful to be so loved your
partner still mourned your death two years later. “Do you have any children?”

He shook his head. “No. We married young and were so in love with each other we
thought we’d wait until we were both established in our professions and some of the luster
wore off our relationship.”

“What happened?”

“The luster never wore off. I loved her even more the day she died than I did on our
wedding day.”

Damn. His wife had been a lucky woman.

“By the time we decided we were ready to have a family...” He paused, his Adam’s apple
bobbing again.

She reached across the table to brush her hand against the back of his clenched fist. “I'm
sorry. I didn’t mean to raise what are clearly painful memories for you, Seneka.”

He gripped her hand and inhaled slowly before he responded. “It’s all right. When we
were ready to start a family, we found out she had inoperable cancer.”

“Oh...no.”

“She wanted to try anyway, but I wasn’t willing to share her for the time we had left. I'm
no longer sure that was the right decision. I've always wanted kids and having a child might
have made the last two years less lonely. And I would have had something that was a part of
her.”

“I'm so sorry. What was her name?”

“Kelli.” He hesitated. “Would you like to see a picture of her?”

What a strange question to ask on what was hopefully a first date. “Yes.”

“Yes?”

It was just as well to see the type of woman he liked. She nodded. “Yes.”

He rose, removed his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans and sat down again. He
opened his wallet before he passed it across the table to her.

Autumn stared down at a headshot of a gorgeous, green-eyed, smiling blonde.

“There’s another one underneath.”

She flipped the picture over. The second photo showed the blonde in a beautiful white lace
and satin wedding gown that complimented her plus-sized figure so well it must have been
made especially for her.

Yes. He liked blondes, but he also clearly liked full-figured women. She closed the wallet
and handed it back to him. “She was beautiful.”

“In body and spirit.” He shook his head. “But gushing over Kelli is hardly the way to make
a good impression on a first date.”

“It’s all right.”
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“No, it's not all right. My propensity to whip out pictures of her and get maudlin might
explain why there’s no one special in my life at the moment.”

“How long have you been dating?”

“I was very happily married to Kelli. I miss her and I miss being married, but I'm not
interested in casual relationships, Autumn.”

So despite his talk of taking her captive and making her his sex slave, he wasn’t interested
in spending the night with her. Great. “Oh. Does that mean...what does that mean, Seneka?”

“I'm thirty-seven.”

Thirty-seven was the perfect age for a nearly perfect man. “And?”

“And I still want to have kids so I don’t have time to pursue casual relationships.”

“How long have you been dating?”

“Including tonight?”

She nodded.

“One night,” he said.

“One night?”

“You're the first woman I've asked out since I accepted the fact that it was time to move on
with my life.”

She tensed as the two blondes walked in and took seats at the bar. She briefly locked gazes
with the more stunning of the two before turning her attention back to Seneka. “I am? What
about the two women you were talking with tonight?”

“What about them?”

“They seemed interested in getting to know you and you didn’t seem to mind. Are they
friends?”

“No. We met tonight.”

He must have made a hell of an impression. “Are they likely prospects?”

“The blondes?”

“Yes. The blondes.”

“You're the one I asked out, Autumn.”

She nodded. “I know, but they’re stunning.”

“You think so?”

“Don’t you?”

“I suppose they’re pretty enough.”

“But?”

He shrugged. “But they're a little too slender for my personal preferences. I like women
with lots of curves.”

She moistened her lips. “Oh.”

He arched a brow. “Oh? That’s it? No more questions? You know, you can ask me anything
you like.”

She wanted to ask about her chances of spending the night with him, but couldn’t muster
the courage. Despite his stated preference for full-figured women, his wife had been a blonde
with very fair skin like the two blondes staring in their direction. Autumn had dark skin.
“Thanks, but I think one or both of the blondes are determined to get your attention.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Because they're seated at the bar staring this way.”

He turned to look towards the bar.

Both women smiled and waved.
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He inclined his head and turned back to her. “They’re persistent if nothing else, but I'm not
interested in discussing them. Let’s talk about you.”

“You have questions?”

“Yes.”

She smiled, pleased that he was interested enough to ask questions. “Shoot.”

“I know it’s very indelicate to ask, but how old are you?”

“I'm thirty.”

“And very pretty, but I've already said that.”

“So? You can say it as many times as you like.”

He laughed. “Do you want kids?”

She nodded. “I'd like one or two.”

“Tell me about your ex. What happened with him?”

Knowing he liked plus-sized women made her confession easier. “He wasn’t happy with
my weight.”

“What?”

“I managed to lose some weight through diet and increased exercise, but it wasn’t enough
to please him.”

“When you two married were you full-figured?”

“I've never been particularly slender, but when we married he called me voluptuous. By
the time of our divorce, he considered me...he’d lost all sexual interest in me.” She pushed her
tongue against her teeth and glanced away from him.

He reached across the table to place his hand over hers.

She felt a shock of delight.

“I'm sure it must have hurt to have someone you love feel that way. You did love him?”

Bringing her gaze back to his, she nodded, willing herself not to cry. “Yes. I did.”

“So you didn’t want the divorce?”

“No. No, I didn’t.”

“I hope you can take comfort in the knowledge that there are men who will view his loss as
their gain.”

She sucked in a breath, recalling the many nights she’d cried herself to sleep after Sam
refused to make love to her. “Are there? I haven’t managed to meet any of them since my
divorce.”

“You have now.”
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Chapter Two

She pressed her lips together. Don’t put too much stock in his sweet talk, Autumn.

“My brothers and I are fond of women with real curves.”

He was nothing if not sweet. She smiled. “Thanks.”

He squeezed her hand before releasing it and sitting back against his seat. “No thanks
necessary. We like our women with lots of curves.”

“Why?”

“Why do we like full-figured women? Oh, I don’t know. Maybe it's because we’re all at
least six feet. I'm the runt of the litter at 6 feet even. I weigh approximately two hundred ten or
fifteen pounds. I have no desire to romance a woman who weighs ninety pounds wet who I'd
have to be afraid of really kissing or who couldn’t bear my weight.”

Who couldn’t bear his weight? That must mean...”So you like lying on a woman when

7

“Oh, hell, yeah.”
The wealth of feeling in his voice left her in envy of the lucky woman who became his
lover.

“Do you enjoy having your lover on top during sex, Autumn?”

The thought of him lying on top of her, between her legs made her hot and aroused. She
moistened her lips, lowering her eyelids. “It’s not as if I could lie on top.”

“Do you want to?”

“Sometimes,” she admitted.

“I can’t imagine any man worth the name not feeling lucky if you wanted to lie on
him...maybe make love to him while you did.”

Feeling her cheeks heating, she swallowed hard before she lifted her lids.

His warm gaze sent even more heat to her cheeks, but she didn’t look away or lower her
lids again. She liked the desire she saw in his dark gaze. “This is a strange conversation to have
on a first date.”

“Maybe or maybe we're just clicking really well.”

She did feel surprisingly comfortable with him—even as he excited her desire. “I'd like
that.”

“So would 1.”

She took a quick breath. The way the conversation was going, she felt she had a good
chance of eventually ending up in his bed —even if only for one night.

“How long have you been divorced, Autumn?”

“Two years.”

“That’s a long time to go without a man in your life or bed. Or am I jumping to
conclusions?”

“You're not. It's been even longer than two years because we were separated a year before
that.” And it had been nearly four years since she’d had sex with a man who enjoyed having it
with her.

“When did you start dating again?”

She shook her head. “I haven’t actually started dating yet.”
“Ah. So we're both almost dating virgins again.”

“I guess we are.”

you.
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“I have an idea. Why don’t we agree to jump into the dating waters together so we can help
keep each other afloat while we get the hang of being single again?”

Autumn swallowed hard. Had she misunderstood him? “You want me to hold your hand
while you wade into dating again?” Probably with some plus-sized blonde or one of the two
who had followed them to the bar.

“You can hold my hand and anything else I have,” he said.

There was only one way to take that remark. Since he seemed to share her desire, it wasn’t
necessary to try to hussy her way into his bed on a first date. Maybe they could take the time to
get to know each other a little before they wound up in bed.

Reassured, she relaxed. Then tensed as the prettier of the two blondes rose and walked
towards their booth.

He frowned. “What’s wrong?”

Before she could answer, the blonde stopped by their booth. “Hi, Seneca.”

He glanced at the blonde and rose slowly. “Julie. It's Seneka, not Seneca.”

“Excuse me? What's the difference?”

“The difference is in pronunciation. My name is pronounced Sa-neek-ca, not Sen-a-ca.”

“Oh. Sorry.” She placed a hand on his chest and smiled at him. “I was wondering if your
friend would excuse us long enough for us to share a quick dance.”

Autumn’s inclination was to snap out a cold no. However, for all she knew he might have
told them he’d be at Patty’s. She shook her head. “Don’t mind me.”

The blonde flashed a quick smile in her direction. “Thanks. Dance, Seneka?”

“That’s a charming invitation, Julie.” He stepped back far enough for her hand to fall away
from his chest. “But I'll have to pass.”

“Why? Your friend doesn’t mind.”

“Because I always make it a point to restrict my dancing to the woman I'm with.”

She glanced at Autumn. “That would make you the lucky woman —at least for the night.”

Autumn nodded. “Yes, it would.”

The blonde shrugged, turning back to look at Seneka. “Maybe another time?”

He smiled but remained silent. When she turned and walked away, he sat back down, his
gaze narrowed and his lips compressed.

“What's wrong?”

“I'm an old-fashioned man. I like to do the chasing in a relationship.” He smiled suddenly.
“But we were talking about the possibility of wading into dating together.”

Seated across from him she found her thoughts filled with lust and more lust. It was time to
call it a night before she said or did something to reveal how lonely and horny she felt.

“I might just take you up on that offer, Seneka.”

“I wish you would.”

“I've enjoyed having a drink with you, but it's getting late. I'd better get back. I have an
early class tomorrow.”

“Then I'll walk you home.”

She bit back disappointment at how quickly he’d accepted her decision. “Thanks.”

He left a tip on the table. Near the entrance of the bar, he paused briefly to nod at the
blondes.

Julie lifted her right hand, with her thumb and little finger extended and the other three
bent towards her palm, to her ear. She mouthed the words, Call me.
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Seneka didn’t respond or smile. He urged Autumn towards the exit. Outside, he turned to
look down at her.

“She seems to like you.”

“The feeling isn’t mutual.”

Thank God.

“I know you want to get home, but can you spare a few minutes to take the long way
back?”

She smiled. “Sure.”

“Great.” He cupped a hand under her arm.

April nights in Philadelphia could be unpredictable. The walk there had been pleasant.
Half a block from the bar, a wind whipped up. She shivered.

He took off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders. “Better?”

She liked the weight of his jacket and the faint smell of his cologne. She smiled and nodded.
“Yes. Thanks.”

They continued walking in silence.

Each time she stole a glance at him, she found him looking at her. Her cheeks burned.

He smiled but remained silent.

He escorted her into their complex. He paused in the courtyard. “Which building do you
live in?”

“The Gardiner.”

“So do I. That must be a good sign.”

“It must be.”

They moved towards the entrance. He held the door open for her before following her
inside to the elevator bank. He pushed the UP button. “Which floor?”

“Fifth.”

On the fifth floor, he walked with her to her apartment.

She removed his jacket and handed it to him. “Thanks.”

He accepted his jacket, inhaled deeply, and smiled at her. “I can smell your perfume.”

“Oh...I'm sorry.”

“Don’t be. It's very nice.” He slipped his jacket on and stood staring down at her in silence.

“I...well...it's late.”

His firm lips twitched. “So you’ve already said.”

She opened her condo door, moistened her lips, and turned to face him again.

He flashed a brief smile. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Autumn Walker.”

“Same here, Seneka.”

“Good night.”

“Good night.”

He turned and walked away.

She stood by her open door, staring after him. If it were such a pleasure to meet her, why
hadn’t he kissed her? Or suggested another meeting or a real date? After the intimacy of their
conversation, she’d expected at least a brief kiss.

He turned at the elevator bank. Finding her staring at him, he quickly walked back down
the corridor to her.

“Did you forget something?” she asked.

“Yes.”

He’d come back to ask her out! “What?”
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“This.” He placed a palm on the wall beside the door and bent his head.

Yes! Heart hammering, she placed her hands against his chest, closed her eyes, and lifted
her face.

His warm lips gently brushed over hers in a caress so fleeting it was over before she even
had time to part her lips. Surely he could do better than that. She opened her eyes and stared up
at him.

He stared back, his lids lowered, concealing the expression in his eyes. He stepped back
from her.

Why didn’t he say something to give an indication of what he felt?

She spoke when he remained silent. “I...I'd better go in.”

“I guess you'd better,” he agreed.

Disappointed both by his response and his failure to engage her in a lip lock that would
make her knees knock, she turned away.

“Autumn?”

She turned back. “Yes?”

He had his cell phone out. “I need your phone number.”

“Home or work?”

“Both.”

She gave him her numbers and watched him enter them into his phone.

“What's your email addy?”

She gave him that as well.

“I'll be in touch,” he promised.

Make it soon, Seneka. “Great.”

He put his phone away.

They stood staring at each other in silence.

Kiss me — a real kiss this time. Even as she sent the silent plea to him she struggled to keep her
gaze from lingering on the lips she really wanted to feel and taste.

After a brief but pointed glance at her breasts, he raked a hand through his short dark hair.
“Good night, Autumn.”

No real kiss for you, girl. “Good night.” After a slight hesitation, she went inside, took a
shower, and put on her pajamas. Then she sat in the living room with her notebook on her lap
thinking of Seneka Elkhorn. Two hours later, she went to bed without having done any work.

Qo

Seneka stood outside her door listening for the sound of her locks engaging before he
turned away. He ran a hand through his hair and walked to the elevator. Although he lived ten
floors above, he pressed the Down button. He felt horny as hell, but since she’d already been
hurt, he’d have to be careful not to rush her into a sexual relationship until she was ready. After
a drink, he’d need a cool shower before bed.

He rode down to the street level floor and walked into Martie’s —the small bar/cafe there.
As soon as he entered he saw the two blondes he’d first met that night. What the hell. Were they
going to turn into stalkers?

Julie waved him over.

He smiled, shook his head, and walked to the other end of the bar. “A whiskey, please.”

As the bartender sat it in front of him, Julie slipped on the seat beside him. “I'm surprised
to see you.”

He took a sip of his whiskey before turning to look at her. “The feeling is mutual.”
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“Is your woman of the night joining you?”

“No,” he said shortly.

“Then how about that dance now that you're alone?”

“Thanks, but I'm really not in the mood to dance.”

“Is that your way of telling me you're not interested?”

“I wish you’d allow me to be gracious, Julie.”

“So you're not interested in me but you're interested in her? Does a woman have to be
overweight to catch your attention?”

Her thinly veiled reference to Autumn removed any desire to spare her feelings. He
narrowed his gaze. “You're too damned pushy,” he told her coldly. “And apparently too dense
to know when a man has zero interest in your skinny, flat ass.”

She blushed and swung her hand at his face. “Bastard!”

He caught her wrist before her hand could touch his face. “Maybe so, but you don’t get to
slap me,” he said. After giving her a long, cold stare, he released her wrist.

She gasped and rose.

He watched her walk back to join her friend before he finished his drink, put a tip on the
bar, and left.

At home, standing in his shower with his eyes closed, he tried to imagine Autumn sharing
the shower with him. She was pretty with large breasts, long legs, full lips, dark eyes, and a
lovely round ass his youngest brother would call bootylicious. Thoughts of the water beading
on her warm, dark naked flesh rather defeated the purpose of taking a cool shower.

Damn, he needed to get laid. Reaching for the soap, he lathered up his cock. Closing his
eyes, he thought of Autumn’s hands on him...cupping his balls...pumping him...bringing him to
the point of orgasm, and then parting her legs, and welcoming him inside her.

His balls tightened, his stomach muscles clenched, and he groaned as he jacked off. Coming
provided a small measure of relief. After his shower, he made a call, and then went to bed. He
glanced at the picture of Kelli smiling at him from his nightstand. Would he ever fully recover
from losing the one love of his life? With a picture of Kelli imprinted on his closed eyelids, it
took longer than normal for him to fall asleep. During the night, he woke and lay sleepless for
over half an hour before he finally fell asleep again.

Seneka woke the next morning with blue balls. After a cup of coffee, he went down to the
complex gym for his morning workout. He found Karen, Julie’s friend waiting in the corridor
when he finished. Damn. What the hell was wrong with those two? If Karen was about to try
her hand at seduction, she’d get as cool a reception as her friend had. He nodded and walked
pass her.

“Do you have a few moments, Seneka?”

He kept walking. “I'm pressed for time.”

She half ran to keep up with him as he strolled towards the bank of elevators. “This won’t
take long.”

He pushed the UP button and turned to look at her. “What can I do for you, Karen?”

“I just wanted to apologize for last night.”

“Why? You're not the one who —"

“She didn’t mean any harm.”

“Didn’t she? Well, I'm really not interested in what she did or didn’t mean.” The elevator
doors opened. He stepped inside and barely contained an annoyed sigh when she joined him.
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“We're friends, but I don’t want to be tarred with the same brush as her. I'm not the one
who said anything unkind about her or made a nuisance of myself with you.”

“What do you want from me?”

“To buy you a drink and show you we're different.”

She was a little taller and possessed more curves than her friend. Still, they paled in
comparison with Autumn’s. “And?”

“And to maybe show you that you might not want to write knowing me off so quickly. I'm
not as curvy as you might like, but I do know how to please a man, Seneka. And I don’t mind
one-night stands. I'm rather an expert at helping a man work out the kinks.”

He gave her a long, considering look. “A one-night stand?”

She shrugged. “Men enjoy them all the time. Why shouldn’t we?”

Fair enough question. “And you're an expert at removing sexual kinks?”

“I'd love to show you just how much of an expert I am at it tonight.”

“I have plans for tonight,” he told her.

She took a card from her purse and gave it to him. “Call me when you're free —day or
night.”

After a moment of indecision, he took it.

RSk

The phone rang as Autumn was about to leave for work the next morning. She glanced at
the caller L.D. screen of the phone on the table near the door, didn’t recognize the number, and
reached for the doorknob. She opened the door then closed it and picked up the phone.
“Hello?”

“Good morning, Autumn.”

She smiled. “Seneka. Good morning.”

“I won't keep you as I'm sure you're busy but I wanted to ask if you'd have dinner with
me.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night.”

“I'd love to.”

“Great. What time can I pick you up?”

“Six-thirty.”

“We're kind of limited in where we can get reservations on such short notice, but what are
your culinary preferences? American? French? Italian?”

“I like them all. Surprise me.”

“Do you like surprises?”

“Sometimes.”

“I'll keep that in mind, Autumn.”

That must mean he envisioned more than one date. Her smile widened. “I'd better go or I'll
