[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]“You truly have no care for society’s rules, do you?”
“I do what I have to when I’m in town, but down here...”  She twirled around, rejoicing in the warmth of the morning sun touching her skin.  “Look where we are, John.  There’s no one for miles.  We’re free to live however we wish.”
His gaze narrowed.  “But at the end of the week we must return to reality.”
She stopped spinning, stepping back beside him and gazing up into his constant dark stare.  “I know, but then we can come back here so we can remember how to live.”  He stayed silent and continued to study her. Her heart sank.  “You look as if you don’t approve.” 
He reached out to her, his fingers brushing her hair from her face.  “It’s not that.  It’s just listening to you talk of the way you want to live, and the dreams you have, it just reminds me how long I’ve spent bow-toeing to the rules of society and the men who make them.  For nearly ten years, I’ve conformed in every way I’ve been ordered to, sacrificing everything I once dreamed of.  After so long, I fear I’ve forgotten what it feels like to just live.” 
Her hand went to his chest, stroking him through his shirt, the warmth of his skin caressing her fingertips.  How could this man claim to have forgotten how to live?  Even just the sound of his voice made her feel so alive.  She ached for him to know what he was making her feel, the haunting emotions that plagued her during the night.  She couldn’t tell him though, not without fearing he would think her a fool.  After all, making claims of tender emotions when they only met yesterday — it was beyond ridiculous.  Even as she thought this, she was reminded of her last conversation with Grace concerning love.  Her friend asked her then if she believed in love at first sight.  Her emotions in turmoil, and her body aching to be closer still to this man, Jennie began to wonder if she was right to fob off the suggestion.  She wasn’t claiming what she was feeling was akin to love, but she couldn’t think of any other emotion strong enough to describe what was cascading through her body.
Deciding to take a chance that he may feel something similar to what she did, she let out a shaky sigh.  “I’d be more than happy to remind you what it feels like to be alive.”
No sooner had she spoken, he took a sharp intake of breath, and she feared she’d been too bold.  She went to pull her hand away from him, but his own laid on top of hers, pressing her palm against his skin.
“Jennie, I —”
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